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      Dedication and note from the author:

      I want to dedicate this book to all the mature adults, across the globe, who love nothing more than to read a well-written and clever little tale about sordid, dirty and insatiable wives; and the boyfriends and husbands who support their basic needs and latent desires to be freely fucked by other men. 

      

      I hope that you will enjoy my work and masturbate freely as you read along. Regards, RP.
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      Ladies and gentlemen,

      My name is Charles Dimbleby and this is the story of how my wife Sandra and I became ardent enthusiasts of what we like to call ‘Alternative Married Lifestyles’. By this, I refer to: wife-sharing, wife-swapping, swinger parties, group-sex parties, filming, being filmed, doing threesomes, foursomes, naked dinner parties and, of course, privilege passes. Various passes can be applied for and granted by the husband or the wife, these might include: a date-night pass, fuck-buddy pass, whore house pass or a general FREE pass, to do whatever the fuck you want to whoever the fuck you want, within a pre-defined timescale to be specified by the pass applicant.

      You might ask: but why choose to adopt such a sordid and explicit lifestyle?

      Well, it’s all about being ‘happy’ I suppose. Happy, both on a personal level and as a healthy married couple. It’s also about being sexually satisfied, feeding a need that is eternal and universal, the animal need that lurks within all men and women – to fuck and be fucked – with those we are physically attracted to. Sharing, too, is an essential part of it because the whole point of getting your rocks off with other people is so that you can share such levels of intimacy and excitement with your beloved partner, in whatever way suits you both as a couple.

      So, my response to the question ‘why?’ would simply be: ‘why not?’ I mean, what in the world is better than SEX?

      Anyway, without further ado, let’s get into how it all came about.

      Shall I start from the beginning?

      Yes?

      Right you are then...
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            Catching her in the act of self-love and the ultimate ‘fantasy fuck’

          

        

      

    

    
      Question, have you ever watched a woman as she masturbates, freely, in the comfort of her own private space? I don’t mean whilst she knows that you are watching or whilst she knows she’s being filmed. That is different, believe me, because to a certain extent she will be doing it for you and not purely for her own enjoyment. No, I mean have you ever caught her in the act, unwittingly, as she freely loses her inhibitions in the act of self-love? Not just caught her, either, but watched her? I mean, really watched, how she fucks herself? How she works a dildo and the way that she touches her own flesh? How she responds to the various forms of stimulation? The noises and sounds that she makes?

      Well, I have…

      And, I have to say, it changed my perspective on several things. Namely, it made me realise the potential for a wider form of sexual freedom in marriage. It also opened my eyes to the fact that my wife and I both had secret fantasies that would never come to fruition, unless we opted to discuss and explore things, openly.

      I suppose it was about a month after we had returned from our splendid honeymoon in the Maldives and my office routine had changed slightly. Basically, I had forgotten to tell Sandra that my hours as an engineering contractor had been cut back and instead of getting home at 6.30 pm at night I would now be getting back each day at 4 pm in the afternoon, which was around about the time, unknown to me, that Sandra would be having a private little session of watching porn and pleasuring her pussy, up in the bedroom. So, it was the perfect opportunity for me to arrive home, unknown to her, and find her in this most intimate and private of sexual acts.

      I remember it vividly. It was a cool Autumn Friday and I was looking forward to a civilised weekend with the wife. Lots of good food, a nice case of vino and some downright hard and dirty sex (we were still very much in the ‘honeymoon’ stage of our marriage).

      Little did I know!

      As usual, I parked up the Jag and sauntered round to enter the house via the back garden, the door that was connected to the kitchen. I noticed it as soon as I stepped inside and discreetly closed the door. I heard extremely explicit sounds, albeit muffled through the walls, but it certainly sounded like my wife was having sex with another man, upstairs in our bedroom. My first thought: she’s fucking another guy behind my back, so soon after the wedding? Not a nice thing to be going through a newly-married man’s mind, believe me.

      “Yesss! Yesss!” she was wailing with pleasure. “Oh God, fuck me, yesss!” she was really enjoying herself with this man, whoever he was. “Robert, give it to me, yesss! Harder! Fuck me!”

      Robert?

      Who the fuck was Robert?

      We didn’t know any Robert, did we?

      My heart started to pound and my pulse raced with rage as a chaotic mix of emotion gripped my being – feelings of betrayal, confusion and anger. So, I removed my shoes and tip-toed upstairs; the explicit sex noises only got louder, increasingly filthy and more heated.

      “Oh, Robert, fuck me harder baby, before he gets home. I love the way you fuck me! Your cock is so fucking big. Give it to me, make me cum the way you always do, c’mon baby…” she was really going for it.

      I was getting hot under the collar, like I could no longer breath. I was shaking too, my heart pumping. She sounded so horny that I soon realised that I was slowly getting a solid hard-on; I was somehow getting aroused by what she was doing behind my back.

      I couldn’t believe what she was saying to him though, why would she do this?

      I was so confused.

      Next, I noticed something that was oddly out of place – I heard multiple unfamiliar voices and some really funky 80’s music – what the hell? Was this a fucking orgy that was going on, under my own roof? Whatever it was, it was messed up. I got to the top of the stairs and tip-toed to the door and that was when I got to see what she was actually up to. She was masturbating, all by herself. There was no other man. A wave of relief washed over my entire being; my dick was still getting hard though. I stopped in my tracks, making every effort to be as silent as possible. I didn’t want her to stop, no, I liked it. I had to watch, couldn’t help myself, it was turning me on so much. I kept watching and listening and my dick was soon rock hard as I eagerly gripped it through the cloth of my suit trousers. Then, without her knowing that I was there, I unzipped and got my cock out, starting to pleasure myself with a full-on wank. To be honest, I think it was at that moment, right then, that I became obsessed with idea of watching my wife as she enjoyed isolated sexual acts which would deny me direct involvement; rather, they would be sexual acts where I was destined to be on the side-lines, watching. And, although she wasn’t actually with another man on that occasion, the fact that she was pleasuring herself so vigorously whilst thinking about it was enough to drive home the possibility.

      It was delicious, watching her right there. On our bed. Saying this other man’s name and imagining that the dildo that slid so deeply into her pussy was, in fact, his dick and that he was fucking her pussy senseless behind my back (or, perhaps, as I watched). She wasn’t cheating though, she was just masturbating, the trust of our relationship had not been compromised.

      There was no other man in the house, true. But, as I stood there by the bedroom door and worked my cock up and down, watching her in this most secret of shows, I started to feel that I might actually enjoy it. To see her be pleasured by another man, one who could make her hot like this, with my utmost consent and approval.

      Perhaps Robert, whoever the fuck he was, could actually fuck her and I could watch. It didn’t matter, I just wanted to relive this amazing feeling of slight emotional confusion and total sexual arousal. I was now having the most amazing wank, distinctly marked by the ever-so-alluring thought of her being there on the bed in the middle of the afternoon getting her pink flaps pounded by some well-hung guy that she’d casually brought home from the gym.

      Or, maybe she’d picked him up from the supermarket as they perused the fruit and veg section and he came onto her with some flirty small-talk.

      Or, maybe she’d picked him up down the local pub when she popped in for a lunch-time gin and tonic, offering him a direct opportunity to have no-strings attached sex with her whilst her husband was busy at work.

      And me, here, alongside them, watching, massaging and squeezing on my dick as his pelvis worked furiously between her legs, fucking her tight wetness into oblivion, making her cum hard and shouting his name out as she occasionally glanced across to me and flashed me a wink and a naughty little smile.

      “Of fuck honey, he’s so big, thank you so much for letting me fuck him,” that’s what she might say as she looked over in my direction and her man-of-the-moment stuck his big hard penis deep inside her. The whole prospect suddenly turned me on in a way that I never could have imagined.

      She looked so sexy there, too, bizarrely dressed for the occasion, completely naked but for a pair of white fishnet stockings and shiny black high heels. She wore dark red lipstick and her brown hair was arranged behind a stack of three pillows as she lay back on the bed, legs spread and she worked the dildo in and out of her throbbing pink hole in a fashion that I could only describe as masterful and dominant.

      “Oh, yesss baby! That’s it, that’s the spot. Right there, deep inside baby, so deep, I love how you fuck me, keep fucking me hard, like you always do,” she was indeed ‘going for it’, really working the dildo and enjoying it.

      Her eyes were fixated on the TV screen, a guy who appeared to be Italian, in his mid-forties maybe, with a beefed-up chest and neatly trimmed goatee beard. He was fucking a much younger girl who was laid out upon a luxurious four-poster bed, with satin sheets, in a room that was finished in mahogany, gilt edges and sultry red velvet. An over-sized oil painting of a race-horse hung elegantly above the bed, that was rocking steadily as they fucked hard.

      The girl’s head was propped on some pillows and her legs were spread wide open, much like the position that Sandra was in now. The bearded man had around seven inches for a cock, a bulging white one that was thick and muscled. I noticed the sheer girth of it as the cameraman got some close-up footage as he pushed it in deep and slowly eased it out of the young girl’s freshly shaved, tight little pussy.

      It seemed like a pretty dodgy porno flick to be fair, I didn’t even know we had porn in the house, but she seemed to be into it big-time. At one point, I wanted to cum as I too got lost in the action. I imagined that I was the one in charge of that filthy little blonde chick with her legs wide open for me on the bed, caressing her curves as I filled her hungry pussy, sliding my cock as deeply as it would travel into her wetness whilst kissing her young lips, tasting her tongue, feeling the sensual warmth of her breath and inhaling the hot radiance of her youthful skin.

      I watched the screen.

      Then watched my wife.

      Screen.

      Wife.

      Screen.

      And so on.

      I noticed something about the way she was controlling the dildo now, she moved it in perfect synergy as the man did it on screen. Yes, she worked the dildo as the man worked his cock. He fucked the pussy slowly, penetrating her nice and deep as the fleshy walls of her vagina turned inwards, before stretching her lips out, nicely and widely, as he eased his cock out, all the way till it’s throbbing tip kissed at her sweet little entrance. He would keep eye contact, gripping her tight, before plunging it back in. Again, and again. Fucking her hard, yet sensually. Slowly, but very surely.

      “Yesss. Oh, fuck yesss Robert, fuck me deep and hard. Give it to me, before hubby gets home, c’mon cum inside me, I want it, fill my pussy with your sweet spunk.”

      I never heard her talk so fucking dirty; I loved it. I was seriously getting off on this and suddenly I wanted Robert to be there more than anything else in the world, to fuck her hard like she wanted him to, whoever he was. I knew she would never cheat on me but, suddenly, I wanted her to have him. The way she sounded and the way she was behaving right now was so different to the way she responded with me. Now, don’t get me wrong, we had a great sex life, but sex with different people is, well, different…

      This was a new dynamic altogether.

      She was a faithful wife and I loved her for that but from that moment on I desperately wanted my wife to start actively fucking other men, just so that I could watch.
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      I didn’t want my wife to know that I’d been watching her that day as she masturbated to porn and I jerked off at the door, shooting my load in the hallway as she begged and pleaded for Robert to ram her pussy, good and proper. The experience had been so amazingly intense though that I ended up needing a drink afterwards. So, I slipped out the back door, unnoticed, and took a long walk to the Bull’s Tavern for a pint and a double. I needed a little time, to think, and to devise a ‘cunning plan’. I enjoyed a couple of drinks, still in a dreamy state, and thought carefully about the best way to convince my wife to start actively being a full-on slut and fucking other men. After the pub, it was on to Waitrose for a few bottles of wine and a little something to cook for dinner.

      I got back to the house at 6 pm. Like every other day, Sandra was waiting for me in the kitchen, having her 6 o’clock Dry Martini; Grey Goose, shaken and served in a chilled glass with lemon-peel to garnish. “Hi sweetheart, I finished early today so nipped out for a bit of shopping, I was thinking about Spaghetti Bolognese for dinner, how does that sound?” I was trying to keep it as natural as possible, grinning like a Cheshire cat.

      “Oh, fantastic, did you get garlic bread?” her cheeks were still flushed from all the self-administered pussy action she’d been enjoying.

      I played dumb, still smiling. “Of course, what do you take me for, a philistine?”

      Sandra smiled and went to put on her chef’s apron. “I’ll help, let me do the onion and garlic for the sauce and you can start doing the mince, deal?” she intervened with gusto. She was always very ‘bubbly’ at this time of the day and now I knew why.

      “Deal,” I said, moving round to her back as she rummaged through the shopping bags and surveyed the two bottles of red wine that I had just bought. I stood at her rear and inhaled her scent; something dark and slightly floral. I took a moment to look down at her wonderfully curvaceous ass, suddenly struck by a semi-drunken urge to yank up her skirt, get down on my knees a start licking her asshole and teasing it with the wet tip of my whisky-soaked tongue. I put my arms around her waist and kissed down to that little spot in the cleft of her shoulder blade, it always made her squirm and giggle, it made her horny too. “After dinner, let’s go upstairs and have a really dirty fuck, yeah? I’m feeling seriously horny.”

      “Mmm, darling, that sounds absolutely lush! Let’s get that garlic bread in the over then,” she turned around intimately and locked her arms around my neck as I drowned in her eyes like a love-struck schoolboy.

      “I’m really in the mood tonight and you know what else?”

      “What?” she spoke in a low, husky, seductive whisper.

      “I fancy watching some porn, something really hot and hard, so we can both watch it as I do you doggy-style on the bed. Do we have some porn?”

      Her eyes lit up, like all her Christmases had come at once (pardon the pun). “Really, darling? Sure, I might be able to find some porn, I think there’s a hard drive somewhere that I confiscated from my nephew years ago. There’s some really good shagging on it I must admit; dirty little bugger that Chris was. Hey, I didn’t know you would be into that?” her beaming smile and the eager excitement in her eyes told the whole story.

      “Well, my sweet, there’s a lot of stuff I might be into. Just you wait and see, I might just turn out to be the naughty husband you always dreamed of,” I kissed her lips, softly, and our tongues met at the tips, briefly.

      “Is that so? Well, in that case, the dinner can wait. Let’s grab some cognac and go upstairs, now.”
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            Dirty talk in the bedroom

          

        

      

    

    
      My wife stood completely naked in front of our 80” LCD TV, brandishing the remote control as she navigated through dozens of folders, packed to the brim with slutty, sordid, pornographic material – GIRL-ON-GIRL / INTER-RACIAL / ANAL / GROUP-ACTION / CUCKOLD / CUM SHOTS – there was a folder for every fetish.

      “What do you fancy watching honey, what turns you on?”

      “You pick honey, whatever gets you going will get me going. This is all about you darling, I will get turned on by watching you get turned on.”

      I could see how she smiled, she was really enjoying the whole thing.

      I was busy filling up the brandy balloons with Hennessy XO but couldn’t take my eyes of her body, as always. I could never get enough of her fleshy curves and that milky soft skin. I noticed that she picked the same video she’d been watching in the afternoon; golden. So, whoever this guy Robert was, I had a strong inclination that he was a similar looking chap to that Italian Stallion who had been performing for her in the video. She was up for seconds; that was cool.

      “Does this one look OK?”

      “Looks pretty good to me, hit PLAY and let’s get down to business.”

      I went to meet her as she let the movie run and passed her the glass of cognac. We held the drinks in one hand, sipping away and enjoying the splendid burn. With the free hand, we stroked around each other’s body. I enjoyed the feel of her cool fingertips as she cupped her hand around my ball sack, meanwhile I tweaked at her nipples and as I did I saw her glance to the man on the screen, clearly in ‘lust’ with him.

      “Fancy a bit of role play?” I asked, having a sudden spark of inspiration.

      “How so?” she asked, with a glint of the Devil in her eye.

      “Hmm, let’s see, well tonight can be your turn. You just pick the name of another man, anyone that takes your fancy and you can imagine that it is him who is fucking you, not me. You can say his name as much as you like and just let your imagination go absolutely wild.”

      Her smile was beaming now.

      “So, you fancy it?”

      “Sounds like fun. Darling, I have to ask, what the hell has gotten into you?” she knocked back the cognac and snapped her head from side-to-side as the strong alcohol shot to her brain. “Whatever it is, I like it,” she closed her eyes and brought her face closer to mines and seductively brandished her booze-laced tongue for me to suck and taste, which I did, with pure indulgence and a long, drawn-out moan that confirmed my sheer enjoyment.

      “So, which name do you pick?”

      “Hmm, let’s see,” she was pretending to think it through carefully, like it was a difficult choice. “Robert, I think.”

      “Robert? Who’s that, anyone I know?”

      “No, he’s just a guy I sometimes chat with at the gym. So, shall we do this?”

      I just smiled and took her by the hand, over to the bed gesturing for her to get in the doggy position and watch the movie as I followed suit, behind. I went to the side table and poured one more double of Hennessy, my heart was pounding, I found it so exciting and could see that she was already getting lost in the dizziness of her latent need for Robert; her ‘gym guy’.  I knocked my drink back, grabbed the remote and turned the volume up, just a few units.

      “Are you ready?” I asked, but she didn’t respond, she was enjoying the porn and was already reaching under to touch her clit with the tip of a finger that was mildly lubricated and with her cognac-infused saliva.

      I guess she’s ready…

      I mounted the bed and crawled across to her on my knees, feeling the wonderful kick of the Hennessy. I positioned myself at her rear and she immediately sensed me, bringing the playful hand up from her clit and back to the duvet where she clutched on, securely, with both hands as if she were about to take-off on some kind of magic carpet ride. My cock was wet at the tip with a generous measure of pre-cum, flowing out, so I put it right upon her entrance and just let it sit there, probing gently.

      She immediately started to moan and groan, watching the screen intently. “Fuck Robert, I want this so badly,” she whispered, slightly self-aware but adjusting to the kink. “I want to feel your cock inside me,” she spoke a little louder now, “please put it in. Fuck me!” she now spoke loudly and with confidence.

      She couldn’t see how turned on I was by hearing her say these words as I was teasing her pussy with my end, easing it in, slowly; it was such a golden moment. Here she was, doggy style, one step closer to being fucked by ‘Robert’. I placed my hands upon her white, fleshy hips and simultaneously made her rear up onto my dick as I pushed forwards and slowly worked my length deep inside her. She gasped and I could tell that her mouth would be frozen in a silent orgasmic scream.

      “Fuck, oh yesss, that’s it. Oh, fuck Robert, you feel so good inside me,” she wasn’t holding back, clearly.

      My cock enjoyed her tight moistness as I found and stimulated her vaginal depths and held my dick inside, probing around her side-walls. I held it deep and tensed my pelvis to make the head of my dick throb, knowing that it would send tiny little pulse waves of pleasure through my wife’s lower body; from her womb, right down to her thighs. I couldn’t keep the smile off my face as I imagined that I was sitting in the corner, as an honoured spectator. My God, what a rush it would be if I was just sat there on the sofa with my cognac, watching her getting pounded by Robert’s gym-hardened body. I would cum like never before. Right then, I knew we were on a one-way road to embracing this new dynamic. I knew that I wanted to make it happen. I knew was going to be a ‘cuckold’ husband. For the moment though, I just focussed on fucking her hard and pounding away on those fleshy ass cheeks.

      She was loving it.

      I watched the man on the screen and I moved my cock to the motion of his. As he slid it in and out of the young blonde girl’s pussy, I followed his lead and my wife clearly approved (she was moaning and groaning like a nympho-slut).

      We were hard at it for around sixty minutes solid, both us coming several times, and so that was how our session played out. Sandra with Robert and me with the young blonde girl on the screen – we were both getting our rocks off – it was sublime.
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            Spaghetti Bolognese and a simply irresistible offer

          

        

      

    

    
      Sandra popped the Chianti and poured us each a glass.

      I drank mines whilst cooking and she sat at the kitchen island in a hazy state of satisfaction, just smiling at me like she was falling for me all over again. We were both rosy-faced from the most rampant session we’d just had, neither of us had wanted it to stop. I, too, was smiling and now being warmed up by a different type of steamy heat (from the cooking). The sauce had reduced to a gentle simmer and was bubbling away, gently, on the surface.

      “Garlic bread?” I reminded her.

      “Oh shit! I forgot, sorry I was miles away, I think you must have numbed my brain with that amazing role-play session.”

      I chuckled and she grabbed the baguette and stopped for a romantic little kiss before she stuck it in the oven.

      “Right, that’s the pasta in,” I said. “It should all be ready in a few minutes, are you hungry?”

      “Hmm, only for one thing honey, your cock.”

      “And, Robert?” I teased her, slightly, but in a fun and friendly way.

      “My God, that was quite something. I’m a little embarrassed to be honest.”

      “Why?”

      “Well, don’t you think I’m a slut? For thinking about another man like that?”

      “No, of course not. To be honest, it turns me on. You know, the thought of you being fucked by another man, whilst I watch.”

      She was breathing heavily all of a sudden, she couldn’t believe her ears.

      “I mean listening to you, up there, just now. It got me so hot. I thought I was literally going to explode! That’s how turned on I was.”

      “Really?” she asked, still smiling, she must have sensed that it was still turning me on as her hand was stroking my erection through my chinos.

      “Yes, and you know what else?” I asked in a soft whisper.

      “What?” she was practically hypnotised; drunkenly so.

      “I was imagining how much better it would have been if it had been for real. If I had been sitting on the sofa, just wanking myself off and watching you have a seriously good fuck with this guy Robert,” I winked at her and could see that the gravity of what I was saying was actually sinking in.

      “Charles, are you really saying what I think you’re saying?”

      I just looked at her with a knowing eye and a playful grin. She looked like a little girl on Christmas day, a little girl who was getting the ultimate gift, the thing that she had always dreamed of having.

      “Look, let’s eat, shall we? I’m starving…”

      

      Sandra lit a candle that smelled strongly of cherry chocolates and pushed the PLAY button on a Diana Krall CD as I served up the plates.

      “Smells gorgeous!” she said theatrically.

      “Let’s hope that it tastes as good as it smells.”

      “It well taste even better, I’m sure.”

      We both sat and clinked our glasses before showering our plates with indulgent mountains of freshly-grated parmesan cheese. We sat in silence, moaning and groaning in mock ‘food-orgasms’ as we devoured the first bites. To be fair, there had been a lot of moaning and groaning that day. By the end of the meal we had polished off both bottles of vino and we were more than just a little bit relaxed.

      “God, that was seriously good…”

      “What the sex or the food?”

      “Both!”

      “That’s my girl,” I flashed her another wink.

      “So, can I ask you? Would you really get-off on watching me do it with another guy?”

      “If they were guys that you were really horny for? If I knew that it was going to turn us both on, like the mere thought of it did, up there? Then yes, I would get-off on it, watching you get fucked and watching him as he fucks you. And me? Right there, in the room? Watching it happen? Oh, fuck yeah…”

      “My God, my heart is pounding right now, this is so exciting. Shall we try it then? I’m game if you are.”

      “OK, on one condition.”

      “Anything.”

      “I want to see you do it with Robert first. Is he married?”

      “He is, but I don’t think that’s going to be an issue, he’s already made it quite clear that he would be available for a discreet session if I so desired it, no strings attached. He even gave me his number, I’m so sorry.”

      “Did you call him?”

      “No, of course not!”

      “Send him a message, now.”

      “Are you serious? And say what?”

      “Get your phone out and I’ll tell you what to say,” I was going to make this thing happen.

      “OK,” said Sandra, she was almost trembling with excitement.

      And so, I dictated and she typed:

      

      Hi Robert, are you there? It’s Sandra, from the gym.

      

      Hi Sandra, yeah, I’m here. How are you?

      

      Actually, I’m feeling ridiculously horny right now. I was just having some dirty talk with my husband, you know, during sex, and I ended up telling him that I had a secret fantasy about being fucked by a guy at the gym. Robert, you are the one who I want to be fucking me.

      

      Wow, are you being serious? What did he say?

      

      He said that I can fuck you if I want to, seriously. But, he wants to be part of it.

      

      What, like a threesome?

      

      No, he would just want to be there in the room and watch us, he would just masturbate and let us go for it, full-on. He wants to be my cuckold and watch me getting fucked by other men. You up for it? I am ;-)

      

      Sure, I’ll fuck you, if that’s what he wants. Do you have a place and time in mind?

      

      We do have a place in mind. Are you free tomorrow?

      

      Yep.

      

      OK, you know The Swan Hotel?

      

      I do.

      

      How about 6 pm, tomorrow night? We will book the room, you just have to turn up and be ready to give it to me, good and hard, OK?

      

      Perfect, I’ll be there. Can’t wait! x

      

      See you then x
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            Love at first ‘cuck’

          

        

      

    

    
      We woke up around 10 am, to the peaceful sound of birds chirping outside the window.

      “Fuck, my head hurts. Why did you insist on finishing that bottle of cognac?” Sandra propped herself on a somewhat shaky elbow, leaning over the edge of the bed as if she might puke.

      “A slight hangover, my darling?” I teased, but I did feel sorry for her.

      “Just a little, nothing a cup of tea and a full-English won’t cure,” she said, attempting to be a brave little soldier.

      “Good idea, I’ll stick some sausage and black pudding on the pan, how does that grab you by the hot cross buns? I need you to be in good shape for tonight.”

      “Tonight?”

      “With Robert, the meeting? It’s all arranged, don’t you remember?”

      “Oh my God! Shit, I do remember now. Wait, do you still want to go along with it? Seriously? I thought you were just being a silly drunk man.”

      “I will be drunk later on too, so I wouldn’t worry too much.”

      Sandra smiled and all of a sudden, her hangover appeared to be lifting.

      Downstairs, we enjoyed hefty plates of thick buttered toast with sausage, egg and black pudding, washed down with several mugs of Early Grey tea. After a good solid breakfast, we both felt a hell of a lot better and I decided to take a little wander around the town; all on my lonesome.

      I wanted to get some fresh air.

      But, I also wanted to ponder the evening ahead and try to factor in some pampering, just to make the experience extra memorable for both of us. So, I picked up some cherry red Dior lip gloss, a nice bottle of Kenzo perfume, an expensive pair of glossy red Louboutin high heels to match her lips and a very sensual set of white lingerie from Anne Summers. I also got a little bottle of poppers and some tingling massage oil that I would use to pleasure myself as my wife would be busy on the bed having sex with another man. I couldn’t wait…

      

      Sandra looked amazing, albeit more slutty than usual; I liked it.

      She was embracing the moment and enjoying every minute of the prospective adventure that lay ahead. We’d had a few Dry Martini’s before the taxi turned up so we were both feeling sufficiently buzzed.

      “So, can I really do anything with him?”

      “Whatever you feel comfortable with is OK with me as long as he doesn’t cum inside. You can suck his cock and he can cum in your mouth, you can swallow or spit, whatever you feel like.”

      I noticed the driver’s eye darting up to the rearview mirror with a cheeky glint, you saucy buggers.

      “Well, you know I like the taste of your cum, and I know you like it as well when I slip you the tongue afterwards. Do you want to taste his cum too? Shall I come over and kiss you, afterwards? I don’t have to swallow the whole lot,” she was rolling her words, somewhat seductively and slightly drunk.

      “Sure, I wouldn’t mind a little taste.”

      “Is there anything else I can do, that will turn you on?”

      “Just let yourself go, talk dirty, say his name a lot and look across to me every now and again as you guys are fucking. Glance over and give me a ‘look’, like he’s giving you the best fuck of your life and there’s nothing I can do but just sit back and watch it happen. Mock me a little bit too, like it’s humiliating for me to see what you’re doing. But, you will know deep down, I’ll be getting turned on like never before!”

      “OK, I can’t wait, this is so exciting! To be honest, if I’d known you would be such an adventurous husband I would have married you long ago,” she was giggling, massaging my crotch in the back seat, feeling how hard I was. Casually, she bit her lip and started to unzip my trousers, only to pull out the full length of my cock and flash a naughty wink at the driver, in the rear-view mirror.

      He just coughed, nervously, but offered zilch in the way of protest.

      She started to stroke my dick, up and down, before getting her fist right around my mid-centre and starting to wank me off, gently but firmly.

      “So, darling, do you really want me to fuck other men? Do you? You want to see some nice big dicks sliding in and out of your wife’s pussy? Is that what really turns you on?”

      She was getting me all hot and bothered. What was this, cuckold foreplay? I was breathing heavily. “Yes, I want it, you can fuck any man you want. I want you to be my slut. My very own personal porn star, OK?”

      “Hmm, I am a good fuck, aren’t I?”

      “You are the best.”

      “You want to see just how good I am? What a dirty little slut I can really be?”

      “Fuck yeah,” the veins in my dick were bulging now as she squeezed it and globules of pre-cum were eagerly flowing from the eye.

      The driver still watched, darting his eye to the rear-view mirror, every-so-often.

      “Really, what if I wanted to fuck the driver? I like his muscles, I would ride him really good and hard for you, so that you could watch. I would really like to be taken by a big, rough man like him, did you know that?”

      The driver’s eyes were wide now, he coughed again, unable to comprehend what was happening in his cab.

      Fuck, I thought, this is really happening.

      “She brought her mouth close to my ear and started licking all around it, sensually. I could see, too, that she was maintaining eye contact with the driver, who must have been struggling to keep his attention on the road.

      “Yeah, I bet he would be a really good fuck,” she was practically moaning now and I was on the verge of shooting my load. “I hope he’s going to give us his number, so we can invite him over and he can spunk all over my tits while you just sit there and do nothing, what do you think?”

      “Fuck, I think I’m going to cum!”

      “No, no, no… The real part hasn’t even started yet darling. You’re gonna’ save all your lovely juice for the main event, got it?”

      “Yes, of course.”

      “That’ll be fifteen quid,” the driver spoke and I suddenly realised that we had pulled up outside the hotel and Sandra was still giving me a hand-job as a drunken wedding party staggered past the cab window.

      “Right,” I said, subtly squeezing my cock back into my pants. “Let’s get this show on the road, shall we?”

      Sandra handed the driver a twenty-pound note and he was particularly eager to give her back the change along with a little note of paper which had his name and number on it. She just looked at the note and flashed him a knowing wink.

      “Yes, darling,” she said. “Let’s get this show started…”
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            Hotel Room No. 69, The Shuttlecock Suite

          

        

      

    

    
      The rooms at The Swan were Old English in style with a modern and luxurious finish.

      The main rooms inside the building were all upstairs, above the bar. Outside though, various suites were situated around the perimeter of the carpark. These were extremely private and you could do whatever the fuck you wanted with whoever the fuck you wanted and nobody was going to complain about the noise; the hotel was quite famous as a ‘spot’ for orgies and swinger parties.

      Sandra and I were quite tipsy and were enjoying a few more drinks in the room, not that we needed them, our levels of horniness were higher than at any other time, not just in our relationship but in our whole lives. In the room, I got comfy sitting back on a Chesterfield sofa that had been luxuriously re-finished in soft velvet. I was completely naked and stroking my cock with anticipation as Sandra stood patiently at the window, waiting for Robert’s Mercedes-Benz to pull into the carpark. I don’t know how she knew that he drove a Mercedes-Benz, but she did. When I saw her smile, turn on her heel to look me in the eye, I knew he had arrived.

      There was a knock at the door of Hotel Room No. 69 and Sandra let him in discreetly, I felt the cool air against my naked body as he entered and trees hissed outside. He was tall and muscled and had a neatly-trimmed goatee beard. He looked a lot like the Italian in the porno clip actually, the resemblance was uncanny. “So, is this you’re secret little party place, is it?” he asked, deviously.

      I liked Robert instantly, he was a charming and playful soul and I could see why Sandra would be taken-in by his energy. “Welcome to the swinger’s club Robert, I’m just a spectator, OK? You know what you came here for, so just pretend like I’m not here, got it?”

      “Are you really OK with it?”

      “I wouldn’t be here if I wasn’t,” I told him, matter-of-factly, raising my glass and smiling. “We’re all adults here.”

      From that moment, Sandra took control of the situation and playfully pushed him against the wall, forcing her body against his with her hands around his lower abdomen. They were nose-to-nose and she forced her lips against his in a passionate kiss that caused her to frown and moan, instantaneously. Robert responded by clasping a hand around her neck and locking their heads even more forcefully together. She let out an almighty moan as he did this and I knew that their tongues would be swirling around inside, tasting each other for the first time; the sweet saliva and the hot, fresh breath.

      I was getting into it just as quickly as they were and the instant rush brought a big flow of pre-cum to the tip of my cock, it was ready to be pumped. I watched Robert as he put his other hand down to her ass, grabbing at her fleshy butt and massaging her fulsome butt cheeks. The fabric of her skirt was so soft and so short that I could see a finger touch all the way into the valley of her anus which made her flex and thrust her pelvis against his groin. I looked up and saw that this made them both smile, still deep into the wonderful sensuality of their French kissing.

      Robert broke free from the mouth-clutch and moved down to my wife’s neck and nuzzled his mouth into the shoulder blade section, kissing and licking as my wife looked back at me, her mouth agape and a crazed look of lust in her eyes.

      For a moment I wondered, how could he know that she liked that spot?

      I hadn’t lost her yet, she was still with me, but soon she would lose her senses all together and that is what I wanted to see.

      Suddenly, she stopped and released herself from his strong embrace, they looked at each other and Sandra went to whisper something in his ear. He looked at me and smiled, then back to her and said, “OK.”

      Sandra took him by the hand and they both walked over in my direction but stopped by the edge of the bed.

      “Mind if I have a glass?” he asked.

      “Help yourself,” I gestured to the bottle of Glenlivet single malt whisky that was already half empty.

      Meanwhile, my wife removed her blouse, slowly and sensually, checking out Robert’s arse as she did so. Then came the bra and her skirt so she was just left with stockings, panties and the high heels that I had bought for her that morning on the high street. She knew this turned me on, seeing her in tights and heels; immensely so.

      “Good Scotch,” said Robert, holding up a generously filled glass of ice and single malt. “Mind if I lick her pussy?”

      “It’s between you and her, I’m not here, remember?”

      He just smirked and downed a hefty measure of my Scotch.

      Sandra was sat on the edge of the bed now, with her legs slightly open. “Robert come and take my panties off and eat my pussy, it’s nice and wet for you,” she purred with the look of the Devil in her sluttish eye.

      Robert obliged as she just looked over at me in a very mocking way, you have no idea how much I’m going to enjoy this, it said.

      He went down on his knees, pulling off her knickers and placing a soft, sensual kiss on each thigh before scooping them round her heels and flinging them to the side. He used his palms, pressing them against the insides of her thighs, and splayed her legs fully open. I watched the back of his head as it moved down to eat her sex and she was looking down, intently, waiting for the moment that his tongue would touch upon her pulsing clitoris. It was obvious, too, when it did. “Oh, fuck yeah,” she blurted out. “Oh Robert, eat my tight little pussy, it’s all yours, get your tongue deep inside me too, I want to feel it,” she was still looking down as he went to work with his tongue, clearly enjoying every taste of her; every lick.

      Next, she looked up to me and gave me some chat.

      “His mouth is so hot and warm, so good. I love the way he’s devouring my cunt. This is what I want, baby. I need it, I need to be pleasured by other men, just like this.” Then, she began to laugh, a mocking laugh, moaning simultaneously as she embraced the sheer wickedness of what she was doing – letting another man eat her pussy right in front of her beloved husband.

      “Oh yeah Robert, lick on it, suck my clit baby, just like that,” she continued to moan and talk dirty. She winked at me and revelled in seeing how furiously I was masturbating. She looked down again to Robert who in turn was looking up at her.

      “Keep going baby. I love the way you’re licking on my clit, it’s so good. You have the best tongue ever! I’ve been dreaming about us doing this right in front of him, you know that?”

      She didn’t say she’d been dreaming about doing it but doing it in front of me.

      He nodded up at her and they shared a little ‘moment’.

      This was it, for me, the way she was talking to him just then in that moment got me so hot that it pushed me right over the edge and I didn’t want to hold back any longer. I kept pumping and pumping on my dick and driving through to a climatic explosion, my legs tightened and my arm was trembling as I shot my load in thick bursts of cum that shot into the air. It was the most amazing self-pleasured orgasm, ever.

      Sandra watched me, smiling, as I came.

      “Yes! Oh yes, he’s coming Robert! Look at all that lovely spunk. Fuck, keep licking that pussy for me, yes, oh fuck yes…”
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            Round two: a salty moment on the bed

          

        

      

    

    
      I was covered in cum, it was all over my belly and even splattered on my chin.

      I’d shot a really big load, but my arousal didn’t wain as I continued to watch him eat her cunt, licking her out to the point that she exploded into a trembling orgasm. She convulsed and swore and her face and chest were flushed red; it was so deliciously hot. She took a moment to re-compose herself and they both got completely naked and lay out next to each other upon the bed. She began to stroke his cheek and kiss him, almost lovingly. “I want to suck your dick now and taste your cum,” she said to Robert, then looked over to me. “You hear that darling? He’s going to fuck my mouth and make me drink his spunk whilst you just sit there and watch it happen. I’m going to take all his spunk now and there is nothing you can do to stop me.”

      They were kneeling upright on the bed, face-to-face and started to kiss more deeply as Sandra played with his cock, getting it nice and hard. Now, I have to say that looking at another man’s cock for a prolonged period was slightly unnerving at first but that feeling soon passed as I saw my wife having so much fun with it. Then, it just seemed like a sex toy that she was going to have some fun with. A dildo, if you may. Yes, just a real-life dildo. It was a large piece too, bigger than mines, I have to admit. Like a big pink piece of chorizo – long, thick and muscled. My wife certainly liked the look of it, that was for sure. I was curious to see what difference his size would make when she finally got it inside her.

      Sandra looked over at me as she stroked and wanked on his huge cock, winking at me, as if to say: yes honey, it’s way bigger than yours and I don’t feel ashamed about making the most of it; you’re about to see just how much I need a nice big cock like this.

      She laid him back against the headboard that was closest to me so I could have a close-up view of the cock sucking action that was about to take place. She squatted between his legs as he lay back with his hands locked at the back of his neck and she caressed his bulging six-pack. That wickedly sexual look was back and she’d tied up her hair to have total freedom of mouth control without strands of hair getting in the way. She took his cock with her right hand and gently squeezed out a clear slickness of pre-cum, duly going down to lick it up with her long, pink tongue.

      I saw the blood rushing beneath the rough, pink skin of his meaty cock, busting with thick blue veins as she moved her tongue around his helmet and he gasped for air, like a man confused by the suffering of pleasure, having his cock well and truly teased by a well-experienced slut; a HOT-WIFE. She giggled like a naughty school girl and glanced over to me with her tongue all over the tip of his dick, dripping wet. With her left hand she cradled his balls, massaging and stroking them with light touches and the painted tips of her red fingernails. As she looked me in the eye, she started to wank him off to a slow rhythm, so I joined the party, wanking my own cock to the same pace and she kept using her tongue to wet the head of his dick as saliva dripped down. She then took the head slowly into her mouth and kept her eyes on me as she started to suck.

      I was getting lost in my own little world of sordid cuckoldry.

      She then put her eyes and full attention to the dick-sucking that she was so eager to get on with. She worked his piece up and down to the deep grunts and sensual moans that came from above. She pleasured him with hunger and enjoyment, partly with her hand and partly with her mouth, sucking and pumping in perfect synergy. She too was moaning as she picked up the pace, sucking him for now dear life. At one point, she stopped, briefly, coming up for air and climbing up his body to let him taste a bit of his own pre-salt. She kissed him, sensually, moaning softly in a drawn-out moment of intimacy. They were really ‘feeling’ the moment, which seemed to cause a small pang of jealousy inside me, but it soon went away as the arousal took over and I saw their tongues come out and visibly play around at the tips. She was able to kiss, intimately, and still make very suggestive gestures and moans at the same time. She knew that it was all part of the game, not to make it too personal or loving. After all, this was about sex, pure and simple.

      “So, are you ready to cum in my mouth?” she asked him.

      “Oh yeah.”

      “Good, cause I’m ready to swallow a really big load of cum.”

      She went back downstairs to finish him off, getting it fully erect again as she crouched at his side, facing me. She pouted her lips slightly to bare the inside of her mouth and a tongue that was glistening with saliva and pre-cum. She cradled his cock in her right hand and placed her lips upon the shaft, perfectly so, at a sideward angle. Crouching further down she began to slide her mouth up and down his pole like it was some kind of penile-harmonica. She slid her mouth from the bottom to the top, very slowly, and would suck on his ‘hot spot’, just below the head, on the underside. She would suckle it there on that tiny little scar and roll her tongue around that highly-sensitive male erogenous zone. I knew the technique very well as she had performed it on me many times. It was a pleasure that you truly wanted to last forever. But, it never did, as you wouldn’t be able to hold back the cum; that’s how good it was.

      Meanwhile, I worked on coming again too as I saw he was getting close. Watching as my wife rubbed and licked and sucked with her mouth. Up, down and around on this bulging package of cock-meat, a huge fuck-muscle. I almost died when I saw her smile and the glint in her eye – she knew he was about to cum. She put out her tongue, fully, and licked up the main vein, leading with the soft feel of her nose, all the way up to the top, just in time for the first burst of spunk. She swallowed the head into her mouth and held his dick tightly as she drank him down and Robert shook violently on the bed, as if electric shock waves were passing aggressively through his pelvis. She focussed intently on drinking him to the end whilst she continued to suck-and-pump, slowly, moaning sensually.

      I was so close myself but was patiently waiting for something else. I could see that she had swallowed down a hell of a load but still had some spunk leftover that she was casually swirling around in her mouth. She climbed back up to Robert and he braced himself for the taste of his own cum but she paused and just sealed his lips with the gentle pressing of a finger. She looked him deep in the eye, knowing and telling, between HOT-WIFE and BULL. She then looked over to me before crawling off the bed and swaggering over like a woman who was drugged; high on the drug of sex.

      I was hypnotised by her and couldn’t wait for a salty taste of her lover’s seed.

      She plonked herself down beside me and did something that I really didn’t expect. She looked adoringly at my hard cock and duly bent down to take it in her mouth, coating it with a generous dose of sperm. “Now, that’s better than a massage oil from Anne Summers,” she said and opened her sticky mouth to brandish her cum-laced tongue, moving in to give me a taste as she started to wank me off. She was playing with my slippery cock as our mouths met, her hand sliding up and down like nothing else, it was divine. As she locked her head onto mines and our tongues did battle I not only tasted but swallowed cum. I have to say, I enjoyed it. It was an incredibly erotic moment and I savoured it as she massaged my shaft with the gorgeous slickness of another man’s spunk. In that moment, kissing and tasting, I came in her hand. My moans were drowned out as muffled sounds buried between two heads, joined in the act of a salty French kiss.
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            Round three, cowgirl position

          

        

      

    

    
      OK, enough foreplay, it was now time to enjoy the main event and watch my wife as she took Robert deep inside her.

      She positioned him on the bed, on his back, so that she could straddle his dick and look right at me while she orgasmed and squirted all over his cock.

      Nice…

      Robert was starting to look a bit drugged himself, like a man who’d been smoking on a crack pipe for the very first time (hooked from the first inhalation). He just lay back with his legs straight together and his arms out to the sides as my wife climbed on-board and felt her way around his well-conditioned body.

      Strange, but I was thinking in that moment that you never truly appreciate the raw beauty of your wife’s body until you see her like that; naked, straddling another man. You see the sultry look in her eye as she carefully drops spit onto his cock and rubs it up and down with her hand. You see the fleshy lushness of her thighs as she mounts his penis. You notice the fullness of her breasts as they sway from side-to-side under her sultry movements and the soft curvature of her stomach as ripples cross the flesh with every flex of her vaginal muscle. The whole thing, the beauty, you see it so clearly. The way her hair bounces and falls across her face and she runs her fingers through it, accentuating the area around her armpit. The slender length of her neck as her breast hangs at an acute angle, making the skin around it seems softer somehow and slightly wrinkled; the nipple on that side seems larger too. It’s wonderful, truly.

      She had to prop a foot up on the bed to allow for sufficient space, to guide his huge dick to her moist pussy lips; it was large and thick with a heavy overhang. She leaned back slightly as she brought it to her clit and rubbed it around for some time, looking over to me as she did it. She soon began to shut her eyes, closing them, tightly. Then, I knew, she was ready to take it. Her mouth suddenly poised itself in a silent scream and her face morphed into something darkly sexual and slightly demonic as she slowly lowered herself down and his cock soon disappeared, all the way inside of her. “Ugghhhhhh!” she let out a loud, gritty moan. She was breathing heavily, like a woman in labour, adjusting to the feel of the big dick that was filling her to the hilt, sending more fireworks of pulsing sensations through her lower body. She rested her hands upon his chest and focussed intently as she found the right position, one that would give her the best freedom of movement. She threw her hair round over the side of her shoulder with a swooping flick as she brought her head up and smiled with a final exhalation of pleasure. Then she started to fuck him good, riding his cock in slow but hard and deliberate forward pounding motions.

      “Oh fuck, yes. Robert, I can’t believe your cock is so deep inside me like this. Fill me up baby, the way you always do,” she said, coaxing him, then looking over and winking at me, such a darkly knowing wink.

      I wasn’t sure what secret message that wink actually conveyed…

      Robert was joining in with a few vocal contributions too. “Oh yeah Sandra, ride me honey, c’mon, that’s it, nice and hard, make me cum for your hubby.”

      They looked so natural together and seemed so familiar in finding their way around each other’s body. In that moment, I had a wicked fantasy that they’d been fucking each other at the gym, in secret, behind my back. In the back of his Mercedes perhaps, in the gym carpark. I think I noticed tinted windows as his car had swung into the hotel’s parking area. I didn’t feel jealous though, it just made me even more horny and I felt the blood boil beneath my skin. I wanked myself hard; furiously.

      “Oh God, I’m going to cum,” Sandra said as she pounded her pussy repeatedly onto his cock, harder and harder, increasing the pace to lightning speed; as fast and hard as she could go.

      “Me too,” Robert said. “I’m coming.”

      “Cum inside me!”

      “No!” I wanted to intervene, but I didn’t.

      “Sorry honey, this is how it’s going to be and once he’s done with me your gonna’ lick my pussy clean, got it?”

      “Oh, fuck yeah,” was all I could say. We were all so lost in the craziness of the moment and suddenly it was what I wanted, more than anything, for Robert to cum in my wife’s pussy.

      “Yeah, c’mon, let’s do it. Right in front of him, fill me up, I want to feel that hot stream up inside me,” she was now looking down at Robert, smiling, her cheeks flushed red, her upper chest too.

      “Uggghhhhh, yes, yes, yes! Fuck! Fuck!” she went hard at it again and sprinted to the finish line, launching herself into a full-on orgasm.

      I saw Robert tensing up, etching his claws into my wife’s thighs.

      I couldn’t control myself and began to grunt and swear like a mad animal as my spunk shot up into the air, a wonderful chaotic fountain.

      Over on the bed, the climatic come-down was somewhat dramatic, as she continued to ride him and feel him, slowly, revelling in the wetness of all that cum dripping out of her pussy. There was lots of heavy panting and swearing.

      “OK, Robert, baby,” Sandra said in a business-like fashion, still panting. “I think you’re work here is done, my dear husband has some cleaning up to do, so if you wouldn’t mind?”

      Robert smiled, then fumbled off the bed and gathered his clothes.

      It had been a wild and passionate afternoon for the three of us. But, for me and my wife Sandra the after party hadn’t even started.
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            Au revoir, for now…

          

        

      

    

    
      So, ladies and gentleman,

      From Sandra and I, this has been our way of officially introducing ourselves. It’s how we got into the wonderful world of ‘Alternative Married Lifestyles’ and ultimately, a long string of marvellous sexual adventures with other people. I hope you enjoyed this naughty little story and took the time to pleasure yourself with total indulgence. I also hope that you will join me in recollecting more of our fantastic sexual experiences in the future.

      Your sincerely,

      Charles Dimbleby.
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      Cuckold Wife (Vol. 2) - Charles is granted permission to visit a hardcore Swingers Club

      Nympho Maniac (Simon & Tanya Cuckold Diaries, Vol. 1) - a night of filthy sex at a Tandoori restaurant
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