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CHAPTER ONE – SUN WORSHIPPER

Corina was your typical young middle-class wife. She had been married to Toby for five years, they had dated for three years before they got engaged and their engagement had lasted two. That’s ten whole years dedicated to the same man. That’s no big deal to most people these days, the way society had evolved into a monogamous patriarchal pecking order - with rules established long ago, largely by conservative men who worked for the church – it was expected for a woman to find a man, settle down, have children and tick off all the standard boxes. Corina was no exception, she had always felt the need to be with someone to make her feel complete, or valid. When she met Toby, it was love at first sight. Not because he was tall dark and handsome, not because he was charming and swept her off her feet, but because he was safe, stable and on a path that would see him become firmly ensconced in the echelons of corporatocracy. Toby was a few years older than her; she was thirty-two now, he was forty.

Ten years later and everything had gone according to plan. Corina was now a ‘kept woman’, she didn’t need to work, and, in fact, Toby preferred her not to. It was common practice among professional men to be seen to be providing for their family, a show of power and masculine dominance, that fed their frail male ego. Toby paid her an ‘allowance’, he worked for an investment bank, he worked long hours but had worked his way up the ladder to middle management, enroute for a place on the board of directors. Corina didn’t mind, he transferred two thousand pounds into her account each month, she had all the time in the world to go shopping, hang out with her girlfriends, most of whom were also sponsored by their husbands. She took great pride in her appearance, insisting on looking as well kept, stylish and feminine as possible. Weekly beauty treatments, hot wraps, hair, nails, eyebrows threaded or waxed, spray tans, all the usual trappings of a wannabe ‘WAG’.

She was beautiful, she worked hard on her body, some might say she was a little self-absorbed, but weren’t all rich middle-class people? She liked to run, always in the most stylish and fashionable designer sports gear, the most expensive trainers, the latest iPod and oversized headphones, just so that everyone could see how much she had paid to make her portable music player impractically less portable. In addition to her morning run, usually around the park, she visited the gym three times per week. She had a personal trainer, a slightly older lady who was a former bikini model. The trainer had helped Corina hone her body into a lean, but curvy and well sculpted figure that always got lots of attention on Instagram and TikTok when she uploaded clips of her doing squats in tiny booty shorts.

Today was like so many other days in her life of luxury. She had been for a 5k run, had been to see Tina, her trainer for a 60-minute workout that emphasised the hips, to give her that fashionable peach-like bum. It was a nice day, the sky was blue, it was just past midday, and it was getting hot. Corina liked to sit out in the sun, living in Britain one doesn’t have a lot of hot sun. When you do, it’s usually for a few days and, instead of calling it summer, it’s referred to as a heatwave. She was sitting in their back garden, a larger than usual garden to complement their larger than usual house. Although only three bedrooms and semi-detached, it was a relatively new build in one of the more affluent parts of town. When they had bought it, it had cost £500,000 but in the past five years, because the property market in the UK was ridiculous - largely due to house values being artificially inflated due to property tycoons and even businesses buying up domestic properties and then renting them out at extortionate prices, all the properties – the house had recently been valued at £800,000. Perhaps they could sell it and move abroad, she thought, go someplace where the weather is always hot.

She sipped on an iced tea she had made for herself, placed her outsized headphone on and stretched out on the chaise lounge. She smiled to herself as she felt the heat from the sun on her freshly oiled skin. She never wore sunscreen, always a tanning oil, in this case carrot oil. She felt it gave her a more even and bronzed tan.

She placed the drink down, reached for her Kindle and laid back, ready to read the latest trashy romance novel she had downloaded. The typical kind of story about a bashful and innocent young woman being swept off her feet by a dashing older man who was only too happy to validate her existence. Usually in these stories the female protagonist was a servant girl or someone else of equally low means. Whilst the male love interests a stout aristocrat with a vast family fortune. She didn’t read them because they were interesting or mentally taxing, but because they were the polar opposite, and she could get through one in a single sitting on a day like this.

She knew that Toby would be home late, he always was during the week. He would leave at 6am to commute into London, work for at least 10-hours most days, lots of meeting and the like, then it would take him around and hour and a half to commute home each night. Corina would usually have dinner ready for about nine. They might have a glass of wine, they would talk. Then they would go to bed. This was the one thing that irked Corina. She did love her husband, he was a very kind and caring man, but he was always so tired and stressed from work that he never had any energy to make love to his wife. Even at weekends when he had more time on his hands, although they would spend time together, go places, visit friends and family, sex was almost an afterthought. According to the books she read, sex was passionate and mind blowing, nothing like the sex she had ever had with Toby. But that’s just fiction, right? Sure, she had seen porn, the way extraordinarily well-hung men would mercilessly pound the poor woman into screaming orgasm after screaming orgasm. She knew they were faked, no one ever had sex like that in real life. But it didn’t stop her from longing for something more, something Toby either wouldn’t or couldn’t give her.

“Hey! Lovely day huh?”

Corina didn’t hear the voice coming from over the hedgerow that separated the adjoined houses.

“I said, nice day!” the voice repeated, this time louder.

Corina, cocked her head, is someone talking to me? She thought. Sliding her headphones off and looking over she was confronted by the sight of her new neighbour waving. She paused for a couple of seconds and then realised that he was talking to her.

“Oh my God!” she said, placing a hand over her mouth in an apologetic mannerism “I’m so sorry, I didn’t hear you!”

“It’s OK” the neighbour chuckled “I could see you nodding your head to the beat. What you listening to?”

“Oh, just some old 90s R&B.”

“Not R. Kelly I hope!” he laughed.

“Oh God no. I wouldn’t listen to someone like him. It’s Michael Jackson actually.”

He looked at her with a slight frown on his face before noticing her grin “Ahh. Funny! Hey, I was just making a mojito and I saw you lying there, soaking up the rays. Care to join me?”

Corina sat up and cocked her head and then quickly reached for a small silky sarong, realising that she was wearing a string bikini with thong bottoms that left very little to the imagination. She stood up and wrapped the garment around herself “sure, one drink couldn’t hurt.” She approached the man and reached a handout over the hedge “I’m Corina by the way.”

“Gregory, but you can call me Greg.” He said accepting her hand.

Corina couldn’t help but notice how big and strong his hand looked and how small and delicate hers looked as he held it ever so gently between his fingers. She also couldn’t help but notice how dark his ebony skin was, or how tall he was, or how chiselled his cheek bones were. Then she noticed his piercing dark eyes and she blushed, pulling her hand back and looking down for a second.

Greg grinned to himself “sorry I haven’t introduced myself sooner Corina” said Greg confidently making a note to emphasise her name “it’s been so busy with work and running back and forth moving bits and pieces about. Today is the first chance I’ve had to really sit down and enjoy the new place. How long have you been here now?”

“Oh, about five years now, my husband and I moved here after we got married.” She replied, regaining her composure.

“Oh hey. Let me get you that drink.” Greg began to retreat and then paused, looking back at his neighbour “Unless you want to come over. I’ll give you the tour.”

Corina smiled “I’ve seen the house enough to know the layout by memory Greg. The previous owners are good friends of ours.”

“Well, let me tell you about my plans for the place then…” Greg paused for a breath and then started again “I’m sorry, I’m not trying to make you feel uncomfortable, it’s just that if we’re going to be neighbours it—”

Corina interrupted him; her tone almost alarmed “oh God no! No, I-I’m not being rude or anything, it’s fine.”

Great, she thought, he probably thinks I’m racist now!

Greg smiled and then moved his eyes around as if to say this hedge isn’t going to move for you. Corina giggled and then motioned for him to ‘wait’.

“Let me just get my shoes.” She disappeared through the back door and Greg couldn’t help but enjoy the view, what man wouldn’t?

A couple of minutes later and Gregg was letting Corina in through the front door, making an exaggerated ‘enter m’lady’ gesture which made her giggle again. Still wearing her tiny bikini with the sheer sarong wrapped around her hips, but now also wearing a pair of slip-on back strapped high heel sandals with rhinestones decorating the tow strap, she looked like a bikini model on the catwalk as she strolled in. Greg closed the door and motioned for her to follow him to the kitchen.

“I know it’s mid-week and it’s only mid-afternoon” he said as he started pouring out a pair of mojitos from a jug “but this kind of weather always makes me long for tropical cocktails. Hope it’s not too strong for you.”

He handed Corina a glass and she smiled her acceptance as she received the glass, her eyes again dwelling for a second or two on his thick long fingers “thanks. So, um… what are these plans of yours?”

She wanted to bring the conversation back to a more neighbourly platitude.

“Oh, right so, this” he motioned at the wall separating the kitchen and the front room “I’m gonna knock it through, make the kitchen and front room open plan, give the kitchen the illusion of more space. Then here” he motioned to the Perspex Conservatory that the kitchen lead onto “is going. I’m gonna replace it with a decking. I like to cook, and I want to get a proper smoker, always wanted one of those, a fire pit and a gas barbeque.”

Corina cocked her head an impressed look on her face “Wow, yeah, I can see how that would work.”

“But…” Greg moved closer to chink his glass with hers “obviously that means a lot of building work. I hope you don’t mind too much banging…”

“I think I can handle some banging.” Responded Corina “I mean—” she threw a hand over her mouth realising how that sounded “Oh God!”

Greg chuckled at her embarrassment and then stroked her arm in a friendly manner “It’s OK, I know what you meant. C’mon, let’s go sit in the garden while the sun’s still out.”

The pair sat out on an old wooden bench on the edge of the lawn. Both their gardens faced Southeast, meaning that they were bathed in sunshine from around 10am until about 6pm when the sun dipped behind the trees and houses at the back. The pair chatted, Greg, as it turned out was both charming and funny. Corina couldn’t help but laugh at his anecdotes and jokes. They were on their second drink and another belly laugh from Corina pierced the sound of traffic from the road out the front. She stopped and looked down realising that Greg had his large hand rested on her knee… her bare knee.

“Ahem” she cleared her throat, noticing that there was no ring on his finger “so erm… is there no misses… Gregory?”

Greg withdrew his hand as he gestured to himself “no, there’s no Mrs Gregory” he laughed “I’ve never been one to get tied down like that. I mean, it’s great that you’re married but it’s not for me.”

“It’s great that I’m married?” Corina was teasing now “so you like married women do you Greg?”

“Only the hot ones.” Greg countered without missing a beat.

“Well, it is very hot out here.” Corina winked.

The pair looked into each other’s eyes for a moment, there was definitely chemistry, Corina even felt a little flutter in her stomach. Was it nerves? Was it arousal? Or was it guilt? Guilt, she thought to herself, suddenly remembering her husband.

“I better go. Thanks for the drinks neighbour.” She said trying to sound nonplussed as she stood up from the bench, suddenly aware that they had been sitting close enough to feel each other’s body heat.

“Y’sure you won’t stay for another? There’s enough left for one more each.”

Corina watched Greg as he took her almost empty glass and walked into the kitchen.

“I should be getting back; I need to prepare dinner for Toby.”

“Will he be home soon? Invite him over we can all get to know each other.” Greg said as he refilled their glasses.

Corina slowly walked into the kitchen, her heels clacking on the laminated flooring “He’ll be home late but—”

Greg turned around and held out a glass for Corina, a soft warm smile on his face “Just one more drink then. I’m a social drinker, it’s never the same drinking alone.”

Corina let out a sigh, she didn’t want to be rude, so she accepted the drink and took a sip, glancing up at Greg once more. She felt her face heat up a little as she took in his piercing dark eyes, his handsome, well-groomed face. Only now did she notice just how tall he was. She was only around 5’ 5” or 167cm. Greg must have been close to a foot taller, the vest he was wearing emphasising his broad cut shoulders and muscular arms. Corina looked down and away from his gaze, biting her bottom lip for a second.

“Wh-what did you say you do again?” she said trying to change the atmosphere.

“I run my own tech company. It began as a small start-up but now it’s a medium sized business.”

“So, you must be doing well to afford a house in this neighbourhood on a sole income?”

Greg cocked his head, eyes piercing into hers “You mean, how can a black man afford to live among the rich whites?”

Corina clamped a hand over her mouth, her eyes wide as she blurted out an incoherent apology “Oh God no that’s not- I mean I’m not—”

Greg wrapped a large hand around gently around her forearm, lowering it from her face “I’m joking., Sorry, that was cruel.”

“I mean it though Greg. I- I’m not y’know. I don’t see colour.” Corina’s mouth twitched as she realised how dumb that sounded “can we change the subject?” she said pleadingly.

“Heh” Greg chuckled “no worries. So, I’m guessing you workout?”

Corina raised an eyebrow, was he checking her out? “Greg!” she raised her voice slightly “are you objectifying me?”

“What no I mean—” Corina started to laugh, and Greg realised that she had got him “Ok, touché.”

Greg raised his glass to Corina, and she clinked hers against his.

“But actually yes, thank you for noticing. I have a trainer who I see three times a week and I run most mornings.”

“Really?” Greg looked impressed “I guess you have a lot of time on your hands then?”

“Too much” she sighed “Toby, my husband likes me to stay at home, I think it’s part of the culture in the corporate world. Y’know, all that male dominated out of date macho bullshit.”

Greg nodded “Yeah, down with the patriarchy huh?” he was teasing again.

“That’s not what I mean. Look, Toby loves me, and I love him but he’s kind’ve old fashioned and, I don’t think he meant anything bad by it, but whenever I said I wanted to get work or start my own business, he would just say why bother? I can support you. So, I spend my days exercising and hanging out at coffee shops.”

“Like a WAG?” Greg teased again.

“Yeah” she said sarcastically, “Just like Victoria Beckham!”

“But how come you’re not working today if you run your own business?”

“Oh, most of the systems are automated, I have a team who do all the admin and PR side of things. So, I spend a few hours each morning answering emails and taking calls then, if I don’t have any meetings with partners to attend, the rest of the day is mine.”

“And you spend it working out, drinking rum and flirting with married women?” Corina’s tone was playful.

“Are we flirting?” Greg looked at Corina with a soft yet serious look on his face.

“I… ah… I really need to go.” She quickly finished her drink and turned to leave, only to stumble slightly “Oh!”

Greg grabbed her quickly and Corina fell into his arms placing a hand on her forehead almost as though she was swooning.

“Careful!” Greg said with genuine concern in voice.

“Wooo! I guess your cocktails are stronger than they taste huh?”

Greg’s had one hand on Corina’s lower back and the other gently holding her upper arm, he looked down at her, her chest pressed against his. The pair gazed into each other’s eyes once more only this time Corina didn’t pull away, the hand that had been one her forehead now draped around his shoulder, the other hand was pressed against his strong, muscular chest. They didn’t move for several seconds, then Greg broke the inappropriately comfortable silence.

“I think you had better go home Corina.”

Corina smiled meekly and then nodded, stepping back as Greg released her.

“I- I’ll see myself out.” she took a deep breath, composing herself and then walked towards the front door, pausing for a moment and looking back at her handsome and charming new friend “thanks for the drinks.” She smiled.

“Anytime.” Greg smirked.


CHAPTER TWO – HOUSEWARMING

A week had passed since Corina had met Greg; she had been avoiding him ever since. She was deeply attracted to him, and she didn’t feel that she could trust herself around him. It wasn’t just the drinks, she had felt the chemistry, it had hung in the air like a heavy fog. Toby, her husband, had been busy with his work schedule as usual, and their evenings seemed to be shorter than ever. Apart from some kisses and cuddles, there had been so sex in their marriage for a while now. Even at weekends Toby wanting instead to just cuddle, sleep, talk, etc. She should have been concerned for him, his work was clearly tiring him out, the stress of his demanding job was ruining their love life.

She had tried to approach the subject as gently as she could, not wanting to hurt his feelings or turn it into a quarrel, but her emotions had boiled over and she had snapped at him. It was Saturday morning, and she was feeling horny, she wanted some intimate time with her husband. But he wasn’t in the mood, he never was!

She lost her temper and told Toby to get out, go for a walk or a jog or a drive or whatever. She was furious.

That was an hour ago, and Corina was lying on top of the bed, still naked, her dildo deep inside her vagina, she was going to release her tension with or without Toby. But she couldn’t help herself. As her second orgasm approached her thoughts once again turned to Greg. The new neighbour, the tall, well built, and charming black man who now lived next door. It wasn’t a conscious decision; she just couldn’t get him out of her mind.

She slid the dildo as deep as it would go and rubbed her clitoris, feeling that familiar warm tingling sensation in her abdomen as the orgasm got closer. She bit her lip, trying to stifle her audible pleasure. She turned onto her front, burying her face in the pillow and let out a muffled scream as she reached her climax.

This is what her sex life had been for close to a year now.

---


Corina was just stepping out of the bathroom, her silk, barely thigh length robe around her when she heard her husband come home. She paused for a moment, then walked down the stairs, Toby was standing in the front room looking sheepish.

“I’m sorry honey.” He said, his voice quivering slightly “I don’t know what’s wrong with me… I’m just so stressed and tired from work all the time—”

Corina cut him off “I’m sorry too.” she said walking up to her husband and winding her arms around his neck “I don’t like it when we fight, and certainly not over something like this. But you surely understand how I feel, don’t you?”

Toby tentatively placed his hands on his sexy wife’s hips and rested his forehead on her shoulder, letting out a pained exhale “I’m sorry.” Was all he could manage.

Corina pulled him tight and gave him a loving hug, she genuinely did feel for him, he must be on the brink of burnout, she thought.

“They work you too hard.” She said flatly.

“Yeah, but if I keep it up, I could make partner and then we really will be set for life!”

“Don’t we already have enough? Is it worth your health? I could get a job too, or start my own business, you I—”

Toby cut her off “You don’t need to work. I make enough for the pair of us.”

Corina stepped back from her husband, and snorted in frustration “that’s your fucking mother speaking, y’know that? You have spent your whole life trying to live up to her snotty fucking expectations!” Corina threw a hand up in her husband’s face before he could retort “I’m going to the gym.”

---


After her impromptu workout, Corina decided to indulge in a little retail therapy. She wandered around the high street, still in her booty shorts and sports bra, a pink hoodie over the top and her handbag in the basket hanging from the nook of her left elbow. She had found herself in the drinks section of the local supermarket. Her basket contained two bottles of wine, a pair of tuna steaks and some veggies. She thought a nice romantic dinner might help melt the ice that was forming in her marriage. That’s when she saw that the Moet was on sale; ‘celebrate a special occasion,’ said the promotional banner. Hmm… she thought a housewarming present, perhaps? She put a magnum in her basket, but then noticed something else. Havana Club rum… the very rum that had been in the mojitos that Greg had made. Without thinking she grabbed one and put in in her basket with the other items and then, almost skipped to the checkout.

Corina pulled up on the driveway. She hummed to herself as she unloaded the shopping, the morning’s argument now forgotten, she was in a much better mood. That mood didn’t last long.

The note that Corina held in her hand was in Toby’s handwriting. ‘Gone to the golf course, back this evening’

“Great!” she muttered under her breath.

Corina placed the food items and the wine in the fridge and then stared at the bottles of champagne and rum in her shopping bag.

In his front room Greg was lounging on the sofa in just a pair of shorts, having just had a workout, the commentary from a league football match filled the room, but he wasn’t really watching it. Just chillin’ the sound of the match was almost like a white noise.

The white noise was interrupted by the sound of the doorbell. Greg checked his watch. 3 o’clock… who could that be? He asked himself as he got up from the sofa.

In the doorway Greg was confronted by the sight of Corina, hands behind her back, grinning. Looking very hot in her pink hoodie, tiny booty shorts and training shoes. Greg cocked his head, a grin almost appearing on his face.

“I thought you were avoiding me.” He said in a playful tone.

“I was.” Replied Corina, her voice soft, slightly husky. She couldn’t help but blush a little at the sight of her tall dark and handsome friend, his lean muscular torso glistening in the afternoon sun. “I felt guilty for drinking all your rum” she smiled producing the bottle of Havana Club from behind her back.

Greg smiled and took the bottle from her, a grateful tone in his voice “Oh you didn’t have to do that.”

“No, but I wanted too. I also thought that, well you’re new to the neighbourhood and I haven’t even properly greeted you yet, so I got you a housewarming present.”

She produced the magnum of champagne from behind her back, biting her bottom lip mindlessly as she presented it to Greg.

“Well, champagne isn’t for drinking along, is it?” Greg stepped aside and waved Corina in, his eyes lingering on her firm round buttocks, and how the tight lycra of her workout shorts rode up the crack of her bum and seemed to emphasis their shape.

Twenty minutes later and the pair were sitting on Greg’s sofa, champagne in hand. The TV off and some soft music playing. Corina sipped her drink, peering over the glass at Greg, her eyes meeting his, there was that chemistry again… Greg smiled and then broke the comfortable silence that had descended on them “nothing like a post-workout glass of bubbles, right?”

Corina chuckled “I’d usually have a protein shake.”

“I can offer you that too.”

The innuendo wasn’t lost on Corina. She snorted softly “are you being crude Gregory?” there was a playful tone in her voice.

“I have no idea what you’re talking about Corina.”

The pair each took a sip from their glasses, then Corina inhaled as she felt Greg’s hand rest gently on her bare thigh. She closed her eyes, trying to compose herself and then looked at him “Greg don’t…”

Her breath hitched again as Greg began to massage her smooth, firm thigh. It was clear that her body was trained. She wasn’t built like him, but every curve on her body was tight, the faint lines of muscular definition and shape to her limbs gave her an athletic appearance, one that was complimented by tight clothes. Corina placed a hand on top of Greg’s, her intention to remove it but her eyes fixed on his large, strong looking hand, contrasted by how gentle his touch was, she instinctively bit her lip and felt her face heat up.

“Greg… pleas--“! Her sentence was cut off as Greg’s lips connected with her neck, sending shivers down her spine.

Greg took the glass from her hand and placed it on the coffee table in front of the sofa. Corina’s hands slid up Greg’s arms, she shifted her position as she pulled him closer. Her fingertips tracing the outline of the muscles on his back as he kissed and nuzzled her neck. She let out a breathless moan. How could she resist? She was in her sexual prime, deprived of being able to express her sexuality by the man she was married to. She started to pull away, but Gregg’s hand, squeezed her thigh a little harder, his other hand ran up her side, to the back of her head.

“Greg I c—” her attempted protest died as Greg’s lips met hers, she felt her resistance melt away as she shrank into his embrace, opening her mouth to allow his tongue to enter. She moaned into his mouth.

Corina pulled Greg closer, her hands now on the sides of his head, their mouths interlocked in the most passionate kiss she had had since the early days of her marriage. It felt like an out of body experience to her as she felt Greg slide her hoodie up over her head, her arms pointing up to the ceiling, letting him remove the garment. It wasn’t long before her sports bra followed, revealing her firm, perky C-cup breasts.

Greg leaned into her, Corina laying back on the sofa, allowing this gorgeous Adonis to bear down on top of her, her rock-hard nipples pressed against the bare skin of his chest as the kiss reengaged, Corina’s arms wrapped around his shoulders. She felt one of his hands cup the warmth of her mound over the thin fabric of her booty shorts, she was moist, there was no denying that she wanted him.

Greg shifted position and sucked one of her nipples into his mouth, she gasped sharply from the sensation. He paid attention to both breasts, sucking, licking and nibbling both nipples for several minutes, Corina’s breathing growing heavier, more lustful.

By the time Greg had both hands on the waist band of her shorts Corina was lifting her hips, allowing him to slide them down, only her sports thong remained. She looked up at him, pure lust and hunger in her eyes, she was almost entirely naked on the sofa of a man who wasn’t her husband, and she knew that there was no way she wasn’t going to cheat. She needed this!

She bit her bottom lip, holding her breath as Greg pulled down the thong revealing her warm, most vagina, a wispy triangle of hair pointing to the hood that covered her clitoris. She was naked, Greg took in the sight before him. She was stunning, the sexiest woman he had ever set eyes on. The look in her eyes was one of burning desire, Greg didn’t need to be a clairvoyant to read her mind fuck me that was what the look on her face said.

Greg parted her knees and lowered his head, kissing along the insides of her thighs. Corina0 gasped, words failing her as the wanton lust of needing to feel this man’s mouth  on her pussy. Greg knew what he was doing, he teased all around her pussy with his mouth, gently clawing her inner thighs with his fingertips, she gasped and moaned.

“Please!” was all she could gasp.

Greg obliged. His mouth closed around the sensitive mound of flesh, his tongue penetrating her pussy lips before reaching her clitoris.

“Oh my God!” Corina gasped as Greg practically French kissed her hood.

Her hands held onto the back of his head, her hips lifting and gyrating, guiding him to all the areas she wanted to feel him. Greg let her steer him, he wasn’t insecure, he knew every woman was different. He wanted to please her, to give her the release and pleasure she desperately needed. She moaned audibly as his thick index finger slid into her sopping wet cunt. Making a ‘come here’ motion with the finger, sent shivers of pleasure up Corina’s spine. His tongue continued to lap up and down against the head of her clit until he could hear her breath catch in her throat and her hips began to quiver, then buck. She pressed his face into her and let out a throaty moan, that quickly became a shrill exclamation of pleasure as her orgasm hit. Sure, she had given herself a pair of orgasms that morning, with her dildo, but nothing could compare to the sensation of being brough to climax by another person. Especially one with whom she had such a strong crush on. The muscles in her vagina contracted and tried to expel his finger, but her resisted her, after her orgasm subsided, she tried to pull Greg in for a kiss, but he kept his face buried in her crotch.

“Ohhh my Godddd!” she cried.

Greg continued to stimulate her now hypersensitive pussy. It was only five minutes before she was having another orgasm.

This time he moved up and allowed her to claim the kiss she desperately wanted. Their tongues wrestled each other, she pulled him tight, one hand on his muscular back, the other on the back of his head and her legs wrapped around his hips. She could feel the bulge in his shorts pressing against her post-orgasmic vulva.

Oh God, she thought we’re going to fuck!

Greg slowly stood up, looking down at Corina, as she shifted her position to see him better, sweeping some sweaty strands of hair from her face. Her eyes grew wide as Greg slowly slide the shorts down revealing something that Corina had bever seen with the naked eye. A penis so big it made her gasp in disbelief. It had to be at least 9 inches long, and as thick as her wrist. She stared, struck speechless for a few seconds. She looked up at Greg, her eyes wide and mouth hanging open.

“I have never seen one that big!” she gasped.

Corina reached forward and gently wrapped the fingers of one hand around the thick shaft, she stared at it, studying it like an archaeologist who had just made the find of the century.

“It—it’s bigger than my dildo!” she exclaimed, as she wrapped her other hand around it. “oh my God, I need two hands to stroke it!” She looked up at Greg again, a sense of fear now starting to set in “I can’t take that!”

Greg grinned; he was used to this kind of reaction “just give it a kiss.”  his deep voice almost a whisper.

Corina leaned forward and kissed the tip, she looked up at Greg and kissed it again, then started to slowly stroke with both hands. “Baby!” she exclaimed before placing her lips around the head and teasing the tip with her tongue.

She continued to suck and lick her lover’s cock. She wasn’t able to take him all in, barely even halfway, due to the girth as much as the length, drool dribbled down her chin. After a few minutes she looked up at Greg.

“Fuck me!” was all she could manage.

Greg didn’t need to hear it twice. He climbed onto the sofa on top of her, She guided the moist tip of his penis to the waiting entrance of her vagina and then paused “Be gentle baby.”

Greg just smiled as he pushed into her. But he was gentle, he took his time, allowing her vagina to stretch and adjust to the girth of his cock. Corina was moaning, gritting her teeth and grimacing, there was a little pain, but it was good pian. It felt like she was a virgin all over again. Eventually, Greg was deep inside her, and Corina realised that she had never felt anything so deep inside her pussy, not a toy, not a man… definitely not her husband. She could feel the head of Greg’s cock rubbing against the back wall of her cervix and it made her shudder.

“Slow!” she gasped, her hands on the front of Greg’s pelvis preventing him from thrusting too hard into her.

Greg pulled back slowly, until just the head was inside her, Corina let out another moan and them he started to push back in. They continued this for a couple of minutes until Corina had loosened off sufficiently to allow him to pick up the pace.

“Oh my God that’s sooo deep!” she cried out as her lover pushed deeper still inside her.

The pair fucked on the sofa, both of them making animal noises as he picked up the pace until he was pounding into her, each of his thrusts met with shrill grunts and throaty groans from his lover. Corina pulled Greg close and stared into his eyes, the expression on her face said yes, right there, don’t stop, then she pulled him in for a kiss, she moaned audibly into his mouth as her climax grew nearer.

Size didn’t matter, they always said. She knew this to be a lie now. Sure, it wasn’t everything, there had to be chemistry, intimacy and the man had to know what he was doing, but Greg definitely ticked all of those boxes and the way his big, long cock stretched and probed her inside made her feel almost paralysed in ecstasy. When her orgasm came, she couldn’t prevent herself from letting out a scream, she had never scream during sex before. She had seen porn actresses doing it, but assumed they were just acting. But she wasn’t acting, the scream started as a guttural growl, then a shrill screech and finally a sustained note. Moments later Greg pulled out and squirted his seed all over her belly.

The couple lay, Greg’s heavily built body bearing down on Corina’s petite but athletic frame. She ran her fingernails along the contours of his back, a warm fuzzy feeling spreading throughout her body.

“Oh my God Greg. That was… amazing!” she finally gasped.

Greg lifted himself up and looked down at her, he smiled, and they kissed again, this time it was a gentle, loving kiss.

“I suppose you need to go home.” He asked quietly.

Corina reached down and wrapped the fingers of one hand around his semi erect penis “are you getting hard again already?”

“Mm-hm.”

She looked up at him, a fire in her eyes, that said only one thing.

“I’m in no rush to be anywhere baby.”


CHAPTER THREE- NOISEY NEIGHBOURS

Toby had gotten in later than usual from work, the smell of cooked food emanated from the kitchen but there was no sign of Corina. He looked around, calling out for his wife. That’s odd, he thought, I wonder where she is. He walked into the kitchen, following the smell. The oven was on low, there was a piece of paper with a handwritten note taped to it.

Toby removed the note and read it:

‘Babe, sorry for late notice. I didn’t call because I knew you had meetings. Clara’s babysitter let her down last minute and she called in a favour, so I won’t be home until after you’ve gone to work in the morning. Dinner’s in the oven, there’s wine in the fridge if you want it. Love you, C xx’

Clara was Corina’s sister. She had recently split from her husband and was now a single parent. Toby turned the oven off and opened it up, the heat and smell hitting him in the face. It was a cottage pie in a single serving ceramic dish and a small apple crumble. He smiled. Corina was a good cook, she seemed to like pottering around in the kitchen, which meant that he reaped the rewards of such a doting wife.

After eating his meal, Toby sent a message to his wife.

“Thanks for dinner, it was just what I needed. Love you xx.”

No reply, she must be busy with the kids, he mused.

It wasn’t long before Toby was settling down for bed when he started to hear some noises coming from next door. He could hear muffled voices but couldn’t make out what was being said. Corina had mentioned that she had met the new neighbour, but Toby hadn’t met him yet. He didn’t know anything about him. He could hear a deep male voice and a softer, lighter female tone. Must be his girlfriend… or wife? Toby didn’t know anything about him, other than the fact that Corina had said she chatted with him over the garden fence.

Toby turned the lights out and settled down for sleep. It quickly became obvious that the neighbour’s bedroom was opposite their own, as subtle moans started to seep through the adjoining wall of the semi-detached building.

After a while the moans became louder and thumping sounds could be heard, it was obvious that the couple were having sex, it was like something out of a comedy film. Toby placed a pillow over his head in an attempt to block out the distracting sounds. It didn’t work. Louder came the moans, faster and harder came the knocking sounds. Soon, the female moans turned to squeals and even screams, mixed with deep, throaty grunts from the man. There didn’t seem to be any letting up. It continued for over an hour, until Toby got up, grabbing the alarm clock and moved across the hallway to one of the spare bedrooms.

Meanwhile, next door in Greg’s bedroom, Corina was on her back, hands pressed against the headboard, spine arched, her ribcage extending up towards the ceiling as Greg, her lover, thrust deep into her. Her eyes clamped shut, a breathless groan escaped her mouth, a groan that turned into a high-pitched squeal as he brought her to her third climax of the evening so far.

“Oh my god!” she cried out. Greg too started to grunt as his own climax approached. As he pulled out Corina quickly flipped herself around “cum on my face baby. I’ve earned it!” she proclaimed desperately.

Laying on her back looking up at the underside of her lover’s big cock, she opened her mouth hungrily, tongue hanging out like a thirsty dog. Greg stroked his shaft quickly and then let out a stifled roar as his penis pulsed and squirted several streams of hot jizzum onto Corina’s waiting face and chest. Corina let out a throaty, high pitched moan of delight, like a child who had just received a bag of sweets. She looked up at her man, a twinkle of pure animal attraction flashed in her eyes. Not even a hint of guilt that she was cheating on her husband. In fact, the idea of doing it so close, that the risk of being caught was very real, made her even hornier.

She wiped the sticky globules across her breasts with both hands, rubbing the goo into her flesh for a second or two, then running her hands up, she brought her fingers to her mouth and sucked the sperm off them., wiping her face and again, licking her hands clean. She smiled.

“Mmm… I love the taste of your cum baby.” Her voice was soft and husky as she bathed in the afterglow of three spectacular orgasms.

Greg shifted his own position, swivelling around until he was on top of her, his face hovering centimetres from hers “Well, the night is young yet and there’s plenty more where that came from.” His lips pressed gently against hers, their mouths parting as their tongues slid in.

Corina slid one hand down between her legs where she found Greg’s wet, thick penis and began to slowly stroke it, instantly bringing it back to life.

“I’ve got plenty of energy left.” She said as she guided his hard again penis to the moist entrance to her vagina.

The pair pushed the boundaries of their sexual endurance over the next few hours. A variety of positions including anal penetration, her first time taking anything, let alone a huge cock in her arse. Corina had more orgasms than she could count, more cum loads than she had ever taken from one man. Each time they needed to slow things down they took turns performing oral on each other. Eventually, sometime in the early hours utterly spent they both passed out in each other’s arms.

The next morning Corina woke up alone in Greg’s bed. It took a few seconds for eyes to adjust and for her to work out where she was. The unfamiliar surroundings momentarily disoriented her. She looked around to find Greg’s side of the bed empty. She looked at the clock, it said ’10:00’. She has slept in much later than usual. Although she felt tired from lack of sleep, she also felt extremely relaxed, a sense of mild elation washed over her as she recalled the epic night of sex with her rampant lover. She smiled to herself and then sat up and stretched, letting out a long yawn. She looked around, her clothes and underwear were strewn all over the floor. Her eyes fell on Greg’s shirt, XL, to fit his muscular frame, that’ll do, she thought to herself, picking it off the floor.

Moments later and Corina was walking into the front room, dressed only in Greg’s shirt, it hung down almost to her knees. Greg was sitting on the sofa, laptop on the coffee table, Bluetooth headphones in as he talked on the phone. Corina heard him talking about some business related technical something or other. She walked up behind him, leaned over the sofa, winding her arms around his shoulders, and kissed him softly on the cheek. Greg glanced up at her, momentarily placing one hand on hers to acknowledge her presence before returning to his call. Corina walked over to the kitchen, coerced by the inviting smell of fresh brewed coffee. After pouring herself a mug of straight black coffee – just the pick-me-up she needed after the previous night’s exertions - she sat at the breakfast bar quietly surveying her beautiful lover at work. She said nothing, she just watched, and smiled to herself.

---

The weekend came and went, Corina and Toby had spent some precious time together, but her period had started so sex definitely wasn’t on the cards. Corina actually felt some relief over that. She wondered if she would ever be able to enjoy sex with her husband again. Greg was such an incredible lover and she had learned to accommodate his huge cock in all her holes, and she loved it. The way is stretched her pussy out, the depth with which it penetrated her inner sanctum and felt like nothing she had ever experienced before, not a man nor a toy, made her cum the way Greg could. Sure, there was a little pain, especially when he was deep inside her, but that, more often than not, added to the erotic sensations. She couldn’t believe that she had had anal sex and that her anus had stretched enough to accept his member. She also couldn’t believe how hard she came when he fucked her in the arse. The way his huge cock stimulated the back of her cervix from inside her anus, was such an intense sensation that it made her mind go totally blank. His cock was like an addiction now, she wanted to lick, kiss and suck it all the time, she couldn’t stop thinking about it. Even when she was with Toby, sex with Greg was always at the back of her mind, often the front of it too.

“Did you hear anything I said?” enquired Toby, looking at his wife sat on the edge of their bed, her mind clearly absent from the conversation.

“Hm? Sorry babe, I was miles away!”

“I said I’ll renew the insurance on your car tomorrow.” He repeated.

“Oh… okay babe. Thanks.” Replied Corina, a distant tone in her voice.

“It’s M.O.T. will be due soon as well, I’ll get that sorted.”

“Okay…” Corina really didn’t care right now, the boring, mundane reality of married life was a stark contrast to the excitement, the thrill of sex with her lover.

“You okay hon? You seem distracted.” He asked with genuine concern.

“I’m okay babe. I have tummy ache, that’s all.” She lied.

Tobey sat down next to his wife and wrapped his arm around her. She snuggled against him, and he kissed her on the top of the head.

“I’m tired babe, let’s go to bed.” She said, kissing her husband’s shoulder.

Corina slept surprisingly deep that night, cuddled up with her husband. That was good, it reminded her that she really does love him, he’s a nice man, a caring man. It’s just that he wasn’t the kind of man who prioritised sex, which was something that was very important to her. She rationalised her cheating, it’s like in French high society she told herself, a couple can take other lovers outside of the marriage to serve different needs. She doubted Toby would see it that way. She sat up in bed and stretched, Toby had already left for work. It was time for the gym.

Corina arrived home after her gym session and stripped out of her workout gear. She looked herself in the mirror, admiring her toned body. Her mind drifted to her lover once more and she found herself touching her moist sex, her fingers slid along the folds of her vulva and teased the head of her clitoris, sending tingles up her abdomen. She let out a moan. She knew what she needed.

Mere minutes later and Corina was knocking on Greg’s door, wearing a long coat and high heeled leather sandals with straps that wound around her calves. She waited longer than normal and was just about to head back up the path when the door opened. Greg was standing there, shirt off, his sixpack glistened in the afternoon sun. Corina looked up at him, biting her lip, a suggestive glint in her eyes. She didn’t wait for an invite, she walked straight in, pushing past her man and turned back to face him as he closed the door behind him.

Greg’s mouth opened to say something, but the words caught in his throat as Corina opened the coat and dropped it to the floor revealing her naked body.

“Who the fuck are you?!” came the female voice from behind Corina.

Corina turned quickly, startled, covering her boobs with one arm and placing a hand over her crotch. Sitting on the sofa in nothing but lacey lingerie was a beautiful black woman. Corina quickly grabbed her coat and wrapped it around herself.

“Who am I? Who the fuck are you?!” she snapped.

The woman stood up off the sofa and walked past Corina, running a disapproving eye over her “Is this one of your whores babe?” she said snaking an arm around Greg’s back.

Corina was incredulous “Who the fuck are you to talk to me like that bitch!”

“I wasn’t talking to you… bitch!”

“Okay ladies, calm down” said Greg calmly “there’s enough of me to go around.” He smirked, clearly amused by the situation.

Corina stepped up and slapped him around the face, tears in her eyes “how could you?!”

Greg cut her off “What? Cheat? You’re the one who goes home to her husband after getting what she wants from me. What sort of spoiled brat are you?”

“I thought we--” Corina burst into tears.

The other woman ran a hand along Greg’s chest, giving Corina a withering look. Greg untangled himself from her clutches and stroked Corina’s face, before wiping her tears “I’m not a one-woman man, any more than you’re a one-man woman. C’mon” he walked over to the sofa, gently pulling a reluctant Corina by the arm “sit down.”

Greg sat on the sofa and motioned Corina to do the same. She glanced at the other woman and then back at her gorgeous lover. She inhaled and then sat down, sniffing as her tears continued to roll down her cheeks.

“This is Kayla, she’s an old friend.” Said Greg, again wiping tears from Corina’s cheeks.
“Bit more than just friends” Kayla retorted as she approached the pair “listen honey, you ain’t special. Greg here is a quite the playa. I shoulda dumped his arse years ago, but… well, I’m sure you know why I’m still around, right?”

Kayla sat down next to Corina, who was now sandwiched between the two “s-so how long?” she coughed as she swallowed back her tears.

“I dunno, three or four.” Replied Kayla.

Corina looked first at Greg, then at Kayla “So… did you know?”

“About the hot white girl next door? The dirty cheating housewife? Yeah, I knew” Kayla chuckled.

Corina screwed her face up and opened her mouth to snap back at the woman, but Greg placed a hand on her head and turned her back to him “you kinda interrupted us but seeing as you’re hear…” he didn’t fish what he was saying as he pulled her head down to his crotch. Corina started to struggle; how dare he treat me this way she thought to herself. But then she felt Kaya’s body pressing down against hers and felt her warmth breath against her cheek. Her voice was soft, husky as she spoke.

“You know you want it.” She whispered, her hand sliding inside the front of Greg’s joggers “mmm, I think you’ve turned him on babe” Kayla teased as she pulled Greg’s cock out.

His hardness pressed against Corina’s lips, and she felt Kayla push her head down, forcing her to take the head into her mouth. Despite herself Corina let out a little moan and began to suck.

“Heh look at that babe” giggled Kayla “the slut can’t help herself, she’s a total cock addict!”

She couldn’t believe what she was doing, how could she let this strange woman talk to her like that? She had to stop this, but then she felt her coat being removed and Kayla’s hands on her hips as she shifted Corina’s position, so that she was kneeling on the floor between Greg’s legs, her head now bobbing up and down his huge shaft, slurping sounds escaping from her mouth. Greg grabbed her, his big hands wrapping around her head, and he pushed her down until he was balls deep inside her throat, the first time she had swallowed him fully. She wretched and her spine arched before he released her and she spat his cock out, gasping for air, coughing out a globule of mucous.

Corina looked up at Greg and smiled, she was too turned on to care now, she stroked his cock and then closed her lips around the head once more. That was when she felt fingers parting her labia and then something warm and wet. Kayla’s tongue slid along the folds of Corina’s moist vulva and then undulated over her clitoris.

“Ohhhmigod!” she gasped.

She lifted her head and looked back to see Kayla on her knees, her face buried in her crack. Greg pulled her attention back to his cock. Was she really doing this? Corina’s head was spinning from the sensations. Greg’s big cock felt incredible in her mouth, but Kayla seemed to really know what she was doing with her tongue and Corina was now too turned on to not let this happen. The slurping, sucking and gagging sounds were soon replaced by a low moan from deep in Corina’s belly, signalling the onset of an orgasm. She was being made to cum by another woman, a rival woman! The climax was hard, and the moan became a stifled scream, her body shook from the intensity of the orgasm. She was still coming to her sense when she realised that Kayla was now kneeling by her side and sharing Greg’s cock. Corina felt a hand run down her back and a wet finger penetrated her anus, she gasped again and then her mouth was on Kayla’s, the pair kissed, their tongues aggressively wrestling with each other. Corina moaned into Kayla’s mouth. She had never kissed another woman like this before, it was different, Kayla’s lips were soft and plump, her tongue gentle in it’s probing.

The ladies continued to lick and suck on Greg’s cock. After a few minutes Kayla told Corina to get on her knees on the sofa. She didn’t hesitate. Greg positioned himself behind her and another desperate moan escaped her mouth as her lover’s penis penetrated her sex. Slowly Greg slid all the way in and then slowly almost all the way out, Corina groaned. Meanwhile Kayla had also climbed up on the sofa, positioning herself at the opposite end in front of Corina. Corina looked up at her beautiful ‘rival’ and she knew what she wanted. Kayla gently tangled her fingers in Corina’s hair as she pulled her face into her crotch.

“Just go with it honey.” Said Kayla in a throaty near whisper.

Corina felt Greg pick up the pace and then buried her face into Kayla’s crotch to return the favour.

Kayla’s juiced flooded over Corina’s face as she circled her tongue around her clit. Her body pulsing in rhythm with the pounding she was now receiving from Greg. It wasn’t long before all three climaxed, almost simultaneously. Kayla arched her back, throwing her had back as Corina brought her to climax, Corina had reached back, between her own legs and was rubbing her clit furiously as Greg pulled out and ejaculated his hot seed over her back. Finally, Corina’s own climax came and then all three collapsed into tangled heap on the sofa.

“I guess we just became friends” said Kayla eventually, breaking the silence.

“I guess we did” replied Corina as she pulled her newest lover into a passionate kiss.


CHAPTER FOUR – THE REVEAL

“Babe, this is nice” said Corina, as she stood one the quayside, arms linked with her husband’s, her head rested on his shoulder “we haven’t had a proper day out like this for… I can’t even fuckin’ remember!”

Boats passed by as the sun set over the estuary. Corina glanced up at her husband and gave his arms a squeeze, this made him look back her and smile. They had gone out of town for the weekend and had just gotten back from a boat trip. It had reminded Corina of why she married Tobey, the kind-hearted, gentle man who had started to feel like a stranger.

“Honey” she said quietly “why can’t it be like this all the time?”

Tobey looked at his wife again, her eyes were fixated on the setting sun, it was almost as though she was thinking out loud. “What do you mean?” he enquired.

“This” she emphasised “us being like a normal couple, spending time together, like we used to.”

“Not this again” Tobey huffed “you know that my work takes up a lot of my time and energy.”

Corina released he husband’s arm and put a little distance between them. She paused as she gathered her thoughts. It’s true that she hadn’t been a good wife lately, she had been having a lot of sex with Greg behind her husband’s back. But, she rationalised, that was his fault for neglecting her needs. Although she and Toby had been intimate this weekend, that was the first time for weeks, maybe months. She had felt guilty for her actions afterwards. But now she was reminded of why she had strayed in the first place. Because her husband just wasn’t doing his part. Sure, he provided for them both financially, but her life lacked purpose and their love life had become a joke. She placed her hands on her hips and glared at Toby.

“What?” he said with a perplexed look on his face.

“You just don’t get it do you!” she snapped.

“Get what?”

“We’re married, this weekend has been so nice, but when was the last time we were like this? Like a normal couple, with intimacy and physical affection?” her eyes were moist.

Toby looked at his gorgeous wife and frowned “You have everything you want though. I provide for you, not just the house, but your clothes, your personal trainer, your jewellery, your—”

She cut him off “Not everything!” she snapped.

“What do you mean?”

“Oh, come on Toby… you know how important intimacy is to me. I need a lover, not a sugar daddy!”

“Sugar d—babe, that’s uncalled for!”

Corina turned on her heels and started to stride off with purpose, she wiped a tear from her eyes. This wasn’t the marriage she wanted. She did love her husband, but she needed more. She decided there and then that she was going to have her cake and eat it too. If Toby couldn’t be the man, she needed him to be then Greg would fill that role.

The drive home was awkward, Corina sat in silence stewing over her thoughts, ignoring any attempts from Toby to make conversation. When they arrived, she stormed out of the car and straight into the house. Toby followed after her quickly, calling out to her as he entered the front room “Corina, honey, let’s talk!”

“There’s nothing more to say Toby” Corina was standing, in a confrontational pose by the sofa “your actions speak volumes. If you don’t find me attractive anymore, if it’s such an effort to make love to your wife then I don’t see any reason for us to share a bed either.”

Toby frowned, what was she saying? Corina pointed at the sofa.

“You can sleep here tonight.”

With that she turned and stomped up the stairs. Toby was baffled, he had really been struggling to understand his wife lately, something had gotten into her, and he didn’t know what.

WHUMP!

A duvet and pillow landed at the bottom of the stairs.

“You can use the spare bathroom downstairs!” Corina called down from the landing.

Toby looked up as a door slammed upstairs. He knew there was no reasoning with Corina when she was in this kind of mood.

…

Corina could feel the intense feeling of butterflies in her stomach, the building sense of arousal as she sat across Greg’s lap, her hands caressing his face, their lips interlocked in a slow, sensual kiss. She was wearing a brand-new lacey lingerie set, black bra and thong panties, that barely covered the wisps of hair that overlined her vulva, a garter belt and sheer stockings. She had gone all out to impress her man this evening. Even her stiletto pumps were brand new. Greg’s large hand ran along her thigh, and she sighed into his mouth, she loved the way he touched her. But something was different about this coupling… Corina had invited Greg over to her home. She greeted him at the door in her lingerie, led him by the hand to the leather sofa in the front room and explained her plan.

Tonight, she was going to make her husband understand how their relationship was changing. How his actions – or rather, inaction - had driven her to this decision. She still loved Toby, but it was clear that her husband wasn’t ever going to fulfil her sexual needs. As much as they had in common on a personal level. Similar taste in art, music, films. Same sense of humour, etc. she needed sex, a lot of sex! She had tried to ignore it, to be a good loyal wife and friend, but why should she be the one to make sacrifices, because her husband had lost interest in sex?

She would make him see that this was the best solution. They would still be a couple, all their friends would assume their marriage is ‘normal’ but behind closed doors, they would have a very unconventional arrangement. She could be very persuasive when she wanted, and she was used to getting her way most of the time. Yeah, a little spoiled but why shouldn’t she have her cake and eat it too? Toby could continue to follow his ambitions at work, still have a hot doting wife on his arm at work functions. So why couldn’t she have amazing mind-blowing sex with her gorgeous black lover?

Corina pulled back from a kiss as she heard sound of a key rattling in the front door lock.

“He’s home…” she inhaled sharply, a sense of mild anxiety washing over her “please be nice baby.”

Greg smiled and kissed her on the cheek “I promise.”

Moments later Toby walked into the front room and his jaw dropped to the floor, as did the keys in his hand. Before he could say anything, Corina spoke.

“Hi babe. How was work?”

Toby stared, incredulous, his beautiful wife was sitting, dressed in the sexiest lingerie he’d seen – on the lap of another man! “What th—”

Corina cut him off, resting the side of her face on Greg’s powerful shoulder, the palm of one hand tracing along the contours of his masculine face and down to his strong, muscular chest “honey, this is Greg. Our new neighbour. Well, I mean, he’s been living next door for a couple of months now but you two haven’t had a chance to meet yet… but we’ve been getting to know each other” she turned Greg’s face to meet hers and placed a tender kiss on his lips “haven’t we baby?”

Toby felt frozen to the spot, he couldn’t assimilate what was happening, was this a dream or a joke or… no, this was why she had been acting so out of sorts lately. He had to say something.

“You’re my wife” his voice began to crack as those words almost stuck in his throat, the tension building inside him like an over inflated tyre “how dare you—”

She cut him off as she rose up to her feet, standing between her husband and her lover, just a couple of metres apart “Yes!” she snapped “I’m your wife and you have not been taking care of my needs. Remember our vowels? To love and to hold, to cherish and to please? Well, you haven’t been doing a lot of any of those things lately have you? So… I found someone who would cherish me, hold me and please me! Meet Greg honey.”

She slowly stepped to her husband until she was within touching distance. She stroked his cheeks gently, but firmly enough to fix his head in position as she looked into his eyes, her mouth mere centimetres from his.

“I gave you enough signs that I was unhappy babe. You know how important sex is to me. We used to have a decent sex life, but ever since you’ve been pursuing your work goals it’s like you’ve become a-sexual or something.”

Tobey tried to pull away and retort, but Corina held her ground.

“Babe. It’s okay! I understand… I do! You don’t enjoy sex anymore… you’re right, I’m your wife, your best friend! I want to support you, to help you see that I don’t love you for your sex. There’s plenty you bring to this relationship, but sex isn’t one of them. So, I need a lover to satisfy my needs. Sex is important to women like me!”

Toby let out a sigh, his voice low, his shoulders slumped “H- how long has this been going on?”

Corina’s voice was soft to match his, her manner gentle, compassionate! “Since Greg moved here. You remember that night when I was at my sister’s, and you had to move to the spare room because Greg was having noisy sex with his girlfriend?” she inhaled and paused a second “I wasn’t at my sister’s babe. That was me, I was spending the night with my new lover, and you heard it all. But you didn’t even recognise your own wife, because you have never made me cum the way Greg does! Y’know I didn’t even feel guilty the first I fucked Greg, and do you know why? Because he gave me pleasure, I never knew existed, that you had never given me, and I felt betrayed. I didn’t feel guilt, I felt resentment! I don’t want to feel that way about the man I married.”

Toby stared at his feet. He hated to admit it, but she was right, had he really failed her? Why wasn’t he standing up for himself, fighting for the woman he loved? Isn’t that what men are supposed to do? Corina tilted his head up and looked into his eyes.

“I love you babe” she kissed him gently on the lips “but I need this… and I need you to be okay with it. I’ve felt so bad going behind your back, I’m sick of the lying and the sneaking around. I want you to accept that, although you are my husband, Greg is my lover. While you’re at work being amazing at your job and impressing the directors… I’ll be right here, with Greg! This is the best way honey. Greg will keep me satisfied in the bedroom, then you can play as much golf as you like at the weekends, and I won’t get mad… because I’ll have my man to keep me company!”

Corina stepped slightly to one side, a hand snaking around Tobey’s back to rest on his opposite shoulder. Greg sat; legs spread slightly apart in that way masculine men instinctively sit.

“Greg. Meet my husband. Toby, this is Greg… my lover. Be nice to each other, for me?” her voice was soft, a hint of seductive intent accenting her words. She turned back to her husband “I know this is a lot to take in honey, but you’ll get used to it.”

By now Toby was numb, he felt his wife’s hand against his, her fingers wrapping around his palm. She started to move to an armchair in another corner of the room, her husband almost stumbling behind her.

“Sit here babe.” She said, taking a hold of both of his arms and gently coercing him into the seat “It’s important to me that you’re comfortable with this Toby.”

Looking up at his wife Toby’s eyes seemed almost glazed over. Deep down inside he wanted to stop this, but then he looked into her eyes, and he knew that he wouldn’t. Corina leaned in a placed her lips on his, the kiss# was soft, meaningful and lingering, then she pulled away.

“You need me to show you why.” She whispered.

With that, she walked seductively over to Greg and stood in front of him, her legs between his knees. He looked back up at her, a satisfied smirk on his face. She held out her hands invitingly and Greg took a hold of them as he raised himself to his feet with ease. Standing facing each other, their bodies touching - Corina in her sexy lace lingerie, Greg wearing a button up shirt and jeans – they gazed into each other’s eyes. Corina gently bit her lower lip as she placed her palms on her man’s chest, her voice was lower, a hint of fry in it as she spoke.

“Greg baby. My husband wants you to show him how you satisfy his wife.” Her hands moved down the front of his shirt and then, slowly and deliberately, she undid each button working her way up “mmm…” she moaned” I love your body baby!” she slid his open shirt back over his shoulders and down.

Toby let out an involuntary wine, he stifled it, not meaning to make his lack of comfort audible. Corina looked back over her shoulder at her husband and Greg removed the shirt and dropped it to the floor. She stepped back half a step used her hand to encourage Greg into better stance to show off his torso.

“Look babe. Look how masculine his body is. Look how much he takes care of himself, just like I do!” slowly, Corina sank to her knees and looked up at Greg, the bulge at the front of his jeans was obvious. She took in a breath and ran a hand across the front of his jeans, biting her lip to control her lust she looked back at Toby. “Babe, do you see how big he is? I didn’t think I’d able to take it the first time, I’ve never seen anything like it. It hurt babe, it filled me up and stretched me and… I thought it was too much. But I warmed up and I surprised myself…” she placed a teasing kiss on the front of her man’s trousers “I did take, I took it all and I loved it. He sets my pussy on fire when he fucks me, he fucks my arse too, and I love it! They say size doesn’t matter, but when your man knows how to please a woman like Greg does, size definitely makes everything better!”

She began to undo his button fly, popping each button one at a time, keeping her eyes fixed up at Greg. Slowly, savouring each movement, Corina slid her hands under the waist band at the sides of Greg’s hips, slipping her fingers inside his briefs. Centimetre by tantalising centimetre she slid them down until Greg’s long thick shaft sprang out and hit her in the face. Corina let out an expression of subtle surprise and then giggled as she wrapped her hands around the shaft.

“My god…” she said breathlessly to herself as much as anyone else “I never get used to seeing it!” she started to stroke it slowly, then glanced back at Toby, who was alarmingly fixated, like watching a car crash in slow motion “it’s so long and thick! Even when he’s soft he’s bigger than you babe.”

Looking up at Greg she bit her bottom lip again, her eyes revealing the full extent of her sexual longing “Greg baby. May I kiss it?”

Greg smirked and just nodded slowly.

Corina began to place kisses along the shaft, each kiss acting as a punctuation between words.

“I. Love. Your. Cock. So. Much.”

Greg placed a hand on the back of Corina’s head, no pressure, just a touch that indicated he wanted more, and she obliged. Her mouth opened and the tip of Greg’s huge manhood slide in between her lips, her eyes still fixed on his. Greg applied a little more pressure and Corina obliged by letting him slide slowly inside her mouth. Her eyes closed as she opened her throat and allowed Greg’s cock to slide down as deep as it would go. Not quite balls deep, but an impressive depth all the same. Corina pulled back, gasping for air and then spat a globule of saliva on his penis and stroked it once more with both hands.

“I can almost take it all the way in now” she said to no one in particular “I’ve had a lot of practice, right baby?” The rest of the sentence was directed to her lover, who smiled and pulled her back, sliding his cock straight down her throat. Corina was moaning and making gagging sounds, retching to let her man know that his penis was big enough to have that effect, and to demonstrate to her husband that she loved to give deep throat to a big black penis.

The oral sex continued for several minutes, Corina clearly loving every second of worshipping her lover’s cock, motivated by the display she wanted to put on her husband. At one point she knelt tall, wrapping her hands behind her back, allowing Greg to literally fuck her face.

Finally, after what seemed like an eternity to poor Toby, she stood up and pulled Greg in for a passionate sex fuelled kiss, her hands clasping her face as if she was afraid to let go. When their mouths parted their lips remained joined by a string of saliva. Pausing only to take a couple of deep breaths Corina then pushed Greg down onto the sofa. The display making it clear that she was very much in control of the situation, although she liked to be passive for her man and let him have his way with her, it was very much on her terms. Greg knew this, he never pushed her into anything disrespectful or too painful. He was secure enough in his masculinity to let her guide him to what she liked, he got more out of it himself that way. Her pleasure was as important to him as his own. True men are like that, they get immense satisfaction from pleasing their woman, giving rather than taking.

Corina straddled her man, her knees on the sofa either side of his thick thighs, her still heeled feet hooked over the top of his knees. She cupped his face and took another lingering, lustful kiss. Greg’s hands were now gripping her firm, round buttocks making her moan audibly into his mouth as the passion ramped up.

Pulling herself away from the kiss for a moment, Corina looked deep into his eyes and said, “fuck me.” She raised her hips and slid her thong to one side with one hand, her other hand reached back and wrapped around Greg’s shaft. An impromptu gasp escaped Corina’s mouth as she guided his cock to her moist waiting vagina. “Wow!!” she gasped as her labia parted to let the monster invade her most intimate region.

After a few seconds Greg was all the way inside a desperately panting Corina, as her vaginal canal relaxed. She remained in that ‘bottomed out’ position for a short moment and kissed her man again. Toby didn’t know what to think as he watched, with morbid fascination as his wife impaled herself on the largest penis he had ever seen. As her hips began to lift up again, the penis was coated in the glistening natural lubricant released by her vagina. Corina slid up until just the tip was inside her, then she lowered herself down again, another loud moan escaping her throat. She shifted her hips allowing Greg’s long, thick shaft to enter the pocket behind her posterior fornix, the deep pleasure zone that sent shivers of intense bliss through her body. She cupped his face again and kissed him as she began to gradually pick up the pace.

“Oh my God baby it’s sooo deep!” she cried out “no one has ever been that deep inside me!”

She knew this was aimed at her husband, she didn’t want to hurt him but saying something to embarrass him, to let him know how much Greg satisfied her just felt exciting.

The pace continued to increase. Pretty soon Corina was gripping the back of the sofa behind Greg, her moans and squeals of pleasure filling the room. She tried voicing approval to her lover, but her words merely came out as noises.

This continued for several minutes, Corina knew she couldn’t hold on for long, she was always so turned on by Greg that she always came quicker and harder with him than she ever had with any other lover.

“Oh my God baby, I’m gonna cum…. make me cum!” she cried.

Corina wrapped her arms around Greg’s shoulders and upper back, squeezing him tight as her body shook, her pleasurable moan becoming a high-pitched seal. The orgasm was intense, she knew that doing it in front of her husband had made her cum quicker. She relaxed, to gather her senses and catch her breath, still sitting on Greg’s hard cock. After a minute or two she slowly lifted herself off and stood up.

“Oh my God, my legs are so wobbly!” she said as she stumbled a little, giggling as she regained her balance. She looked down at her lover’s glistening erect penis and sank to her knees, between his and started to suck him again, her head slowly bobbing up and down, tasting her own juices, mingled with Greg’s pre-cum.

Suddenly remembering that they weren’t alone, she stood up again and strode over to her husband, who was sitting in the armchair with a shell-shocked look on his face. She hinged her hips, knowing that she was giving Greg a great view of her arse and leaned into Toby, whispering in his ear.

“You see now? You see how different it is? This is why I need your blessing babe.” She looked into her husband’s eyes and smiled at him with compassion “I love you” her voice was a breathless whisper as she placed her lips over his, sliding her tongue in to make sure that her husband could taste all the fluids.

Greg watched, stroking his cock to keep it hard, Corina looked into her husband’s eyes again, her voice soft yet firm “I want Greg to stay the night honey. I want your blessing to let Greg sleep with me in our bed tonight.”

Toby didn’t say anything, his silence said it all. Corina turned to Greg, keeping one hand rested on Toby’s head. “Baby. My darling husband said it’s okay for you to sleep in our bed tonight. Well, I say sleep, obviously that’s not going to happen, but you know what I mean.” she giggled “isn’t he the best?”

She skipped over to Greg and pulled him by the hand to make him stand up, she pulled him in for another erotic kiss and then stepped back, keeping her eyes fixed on his as she intertwined the fingers of one hand in his, her eyes fixed on Greg’s, but her words were directed at Toby “you can sleep on the sofa babe. There’s an Afghan in the cupboard by the front door, if you get cold.” She turned and gazed longingly up at Greg “c’mon baby, let’s go to bed”

With that she led her man upstairs.


Epilogue

Six months had passed since the night Corina cuckolded her husband in the front room. Afterwards she had felt a little guilty, that she had hurt the man she loved, but it soon passed. Toby had seemed to accept the situation, or at-least pretended it wasn’t happening. Either way, things had been pretty good between them. Because she was no longer sneaking around behind her husband’s back, and because she was getting all her sexual needs seen to, she was no longer feeling any resentment towards her husband. There was something else too, perhaps she subconsciously did feel sorry for him, or maybe it was gratitude, but she had been a very doting wife. She found that she got a huge amount of pleasure from doing things for her husband, she put more effort into the dinners, they now had a monthly date night, and she would insist on paying for everything. Of course, she knew that it was indirectly Toby who was paying because she still didn’t have any other source of income other than her allowance, but it felt to her like she was paying her way. They would make love on these nights too. It wasn’t the same as the sex she had with Greg, nothing could compare to that. But it wasn’t about the sex or the orgasms, this was about intimacy and feeling close to the man she loved.

She had wondered if she would develop feelings for Greg, if she was risking too much, but that didn’t appear to be the case. It surprised even her how well she had compartmentalised the situation. Sure, she felt affection for Greg and the attraction never waned, but because she knew that he would never make a commitment to her she knew not to entertain the thought of it ever being more than just great sex.

“Penny for your thoughts?” the soft feminine voice broke Corina’s introspection.

Corina turned onto her side and smiled at Kayla, her gorgeous black friend and lover. The two ladies were naked in Greg’s bed, the sound of running water coming from the en suite shower.

“Well?” smirked Kayla as she ran her fingers through Corina’s hair.

“Nothing, I was just enjoying the moment.” She wasn’t lying.

Corina and Kayla had become very close friends since that unexpected afternoon of carnal pleasure. They hung out together, during the days, they often shared Greg’s bed. Kayla was bisexual and had admitted her attraction to Corina. For her part, Corina was surprised that she would find herself in this situation, but she liked Kayla as a friend and enjoyed her as a lover. Their lips met and Corina let out a little moan, Kayla’s lips her soft and warm and her probing tongue always felt so gentle and teasing against hers. It was different, she couldn’t really compare the two. As much as she loved Greg’s masculine energy and assertive love making, what she got from Kayla was more sensual. They pulled away and Corina moaned “you’re such a great kisser!”

Kayla’s expression changed to one of mischief as she shifted position “that’s why I’m so good at eating pussy.”

Corina let out a gasp as her female lover kissed her way down Corina’s taught torso. Kayla really was great at giving oral, better than any man, even Greg. That was to be expected, she mused. It made sense too, if Kayla was bisexual why shouldn’t she, love eating pussy as much as Corina loved sucking cock?

“Wow. You two just can’t get enough, can you?” chuckled Greg as he stood in the doorway, with a towel around his waist.

Corina now clutching Kayla’s hair and arching her back to give her lover better access to her pussy didn’t respond, she just moaned in pleasure and then reached out a hand. Greg smiled and stepped forward, taking a knee beside the bed as Corina’s hand wrapped around his head and pulled him in for a kiss. She held him there until Kayla brought her to climax.

After Greg had gotten dressed and disappeared downstairs to get in work mode, the two ladies shared a shower and brought each other off again. Corina was in her element, she literally had everything she ever wanted. A loyal loving and successful husband and the best sex any woman could ask for.

Every woman should do this she thought to herself as she drove to the gym, singing to herself. Why confine yourself to one man, especially if that man can’t give you what you need? Society was so messed up with its rules. Perhaps it would be different if they had kids, but with Toby’s work ambitions and her own love of fucking the neighbour that probably wasn’t going to happen for a few years yet, she was only thirty-two, still in her prime.

The End
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