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Date Night Confession

Stuart thinks that now their kids have finally left home, he and his wife Zoe should be doing more with their evenings than watching TV at home. Pointing out they’re barely in their fifties and still young enough to have a little fun, he comes up with the idea of date nights. Zoe approves, so once a week they dress up and head out to spend some quality time together.

They’ll take in a movie, have a romantic supper, or simply go somewhere new for a drink. Soon, Stuart notices his wife drawing appreciative looks from other men. Not only does he find it exciting, but it also inspires him to bring up something he’s known for eighteen years. He steers the conversation to how their marriage has outlasted those of many of their friends. This, as he knew it would, pushes Zoe to confess to having an affair many years earlier. Her guilt and regret are clear. When he admits to knowing about it at the time, Zoe is horrified. She asks why he hadn’t put a stop to it. 

But Stuart has a confession of his own. He’d found the idea of her being with someone else arousing.

As more secrets about their feelings are revealed, Stuart and Zoe find themselves on a path they never expected to be on at this point in their lives...
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Chapter 1
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When Stuart came in from watering the tubs on the patio, he found his wife Zoe in the living room watching TV. It was early on a Tuesday evening, and he felt they weren’t making the most of their newfound independence.

“We should do something,” he said.

She looked up from the couch. “What do you mean?”

“I mean our evenings should be a little more exciting than spraying geraniums and watching Bake Off.”

She frowned. “What do you want us to do? Start training for a marathon? Drive to the coast and swim the English Channel?”

He sighed and dropped into an armchair. “I just thought once the kids had left home, we’d go back to having some kind of life of our own. Remember the first four years after we got married, before we started a family? We went to gigs, camped out at festivals, attended late-night parties and—”

“We were in our twenties.” Zoe paused the TV, looking frustrated that he’d interrupted her viewing schedule. “Everyone does that when they’re young, but we’re not young anymore.”

“We’re not old,” he said. “I’m fifty-two. Until last month, you were still in your forties. We’re certainly young enough to have fun.”

“Festivals are fun at twenty, but not at fifty. If you want to go and wallow in the mud at Glastonbury, feel free.”

“I’m not suggesting we go to festivals or concerts, I just want us to spend a little time as a couple.”

Zoe glanced around the room as if to emphasise they were the only people there. “Isn’t this us being a couple?”

“It doesn’t matter.” He took out his phone and started to read the news.

“Don’t go all sulky on me,” she said, finally smiling.

“I’m not going all sulky. I just thought we could maybe find something better to do with our free time.”

“You make it sound as if bringing up two wonderful children has been a burden.”

“It has been a burden, but I wouldn’t change it. I love being a father, and I’ve enjoyed watching our children grow up into the fine adults they are.” He shrugged. “It’s just that now they’re pursuing their own lives and their own dreams, I think we should do the same.”

“Please tell me you don’t want to sell the house and spend years island hopping around Greece.”

He chuckled. “I don’t want to sell the house, but I don’t want to stay in watching reality TV every night of the week, either.”

“We don’t do that.” She frowned. “Do we?”

“It feels a bit that way.”

“It’s not like we never go out.”

“Yeah. You have your robotic swimming thing on Monday nights—”

“Aqua aerobics.”

He nodded. “And I go to the snooker club most Thursdays. But it’d be nice to do something together once in a while. We could go out for dinner, go bowling, or see a movie.”

Zoe seemed to think about it, then smiled. “The cinema would be good.”

He looked at his watch. “We could go tonight. That place on Hanton Road has about six screens. They’re bound to be showing something we’d enjoy.”

A wide smile creased her face. “Okay. I’ll get ready.”

Pleased that they were actually going to do something, Stuart switched off the TV and went upstairs to change. Zoe was in the bathroom, so he put on a clean shirt and headed back downstairs. When she joined him a few minutes later, he saw she’d put on a smart pair of black trousers, heels and a sparkly blue top. She’d also let her hair down and applied a little makeup.

“Wow, you look nice.” He glanced down at himself, worried that he should have made more of an effort. “Should I swap my jeans for a pair of trousers?”

She laughed and shook her head. “You look fine. I’m only wearing heels because the trousers are too long to wear with flats. And this top was the first I found that didn’t need ironing.”

Stuart drove them to cinema complex, and Zoe held his hand as they walked across the car park. The film they chose was a light-hearted romp starring Ryan Reynolds, which had some comical scenes and laugh-out-loud moments. 

As the credits rolled and the lights came up, Zoe squeezed his hand. “I’m glad you made me come out tonight.”

“Me too.” He raised his eyebrows. “Can we do it again? Maybe we could make it a regular thing.”

“What, like a date night?”

“Yeah.” He pulled her close. “That sounds kind of kinky. Maybe our next movie could be one we download and watch in bed.”

She laughed and slapped his arm. “Our next date night will involve you taking me out to a nice bistro for supper.”

They walked arm-in-arm back to their car and drove home in a comfortable silence. When they got in the house, Zoe said she needed to put something she’d cooked earlier into the freezer, so Stuart headed upstairs alone. He’d used the bathroom and was sitting up in bed reading when his wife joined him five minutes later. She slipped into bed and lay down, then looked up at him with an expectant smile on her face. He immediately put his book down and turned off the lamp.

Zoe slipped off her panties and pulled him on top of her. He was pleasantly surprised by how wet she was, and he entered her easily. She let out a quiet sigh and slid her arms around his waist. They made love slowly, their heads next to each other. 

Their sex-life had dwindled as they’d grown older, with the frequency of having sex having gone from two or three times a week, to two or three times a month. While Stuart was hoping the introduction of date night might improve that figure, his more immediate concern was that he might come any second. Having sex less often meant that he tended not to last as long as he used to. He’d once explained it for Zoe by saying his gun had an extra-sensitive trigger.

He pulled his head back, even though it was too dark to see her face. “Zoe, I’m—”

“Shh.” She pulled his head down to whisper in his ear. “Don’t worry. I’ll get there when you do.”

Stuart relaxed and enjoyed the sensation of sliding his cock in and out of the silky warmth of her sex. He pushed deeper, willing her to cry out. He liked the idea of her struggling to take his full length or to accommodate his girth. But his wife just undulated silently beneath him, taking all he had without the slightest distress.

One more push got him over the final hurdle, and he let out a long exhale as he flooded her. Zoe ground herself against him, then he felt the clench of her orgasm. The only sound she made was a sigh, followed by a very quiet moan. Although he’d made her come, he’d hardly rocked her world. 

He slid off and lay beside her, breathing heavily while waiting for his heart to stop racing. Zoe pulled her panties back on, kissed his cheek, then turned her back on him. He spooned her from behind until she fell asleep.

The following morning, he made her a cup of tea before he went for his shower. He did this every weekday, even though she only worked three days a week. She smiled as he put the cup on the bedside cabinet, and by the time he’d showered and returned to the bedroom, she was sitting up and had almost finished her drink.

“Anything planned for today?” he asked. She didn’t work on Wednesdays.

“Noah said Lucy might call to pick up some of his stuff.” Lucy was their son’s fiancé. 

“What’s he need from here?”

“Sports gear. He said he has a couple of badminton racquets in his room, and that they’re taking it up again.”

“Oh, okay.” Stuart finished dressing, then nodded at her empty cup. “Want another one of those before I leave?” She shook her head, so he leaned in and kissed her. “Have a think about where you want to go for our next date night.”

She smiled. “I will do. Have a good day.”

* * * *
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For their date night the following week, Zoe booked a table at one of the small bistros in town. Since it was a warm summer evening, they decided to walk so they could both have a drink. This time Zoe wore a green silk blouse, and a pair of black jeans with flat ankle boots. She claimed that walking home in heels after a few drinks was something only younger women could do. A knee-length cardigan finished her outfit, and Stuart felt proud when a group of younger men at the bar checked her out.

As they sipped their gin and tonics, he smiled at her. “You seem to have a bit of a fan-club.”

She laughed and shook her head. “I don’t think so. I’m old enough to be their mum.”

“So?” He leaned close. “I’m pretty sure they don’t look at their mothers the way they looked at you. As far as they’re concerned, you’re a MILF.”

She frowned. “I thought the term was a cougar.”

“Maybe you are. Someone once told me that a MILF was an attractive woman who has kids, whereas a cougar is an attractive older woman who pursues younger men.”

She frowned. “I’m not sure I see the difference.”

“MILFs don’t necessarily pursue younger men, and cougars don’t necessarily have kids.” He sipped his drink and smiled again, a tingle fluttering through his nether regions. “So, are you owning up to being a MILF or a cougar?”

“I’m not owning up to being either, but you’re a dirty old man.”

He laughed, then the waiter came to tell them their table was ready.

They shared a bottle of wine with their meal, their conversation relaxed. When they returned to the bar area afterwards, Stuart was a little disappointed to find the group of young men had left. Zoe drank two more glasses of wine while he had a couple of beers. She linked her arm in his as they walked home, and this time they headed straight upstairs together. 

Stuart was the first in bed, but he didn’t bother picking up his book. Zoe came out of the bathroom completely naked, and she pulled the cover back and smiled when she saw he was already hard. She climbed onto the bed, crawled over and straddled him. Holding his gaze, she swiped his cock through her folds a couple of times, then slid down onto it.

He let out a long breath and pushed up into her. She rocked her hips from side to side a couple of times, then began riding him. He reached up and caressed her breasts, stroking his thumbs over her nipples, which made her groan. 

“Are you pretending I’m one of those young men who couldn’t keep their eyes off you in the bar?” he asked.

“No.” She smiled. “Are you pretending I am?”

He ignored her retort. “I reckon some of them will be thinking about you now.” He tugged her nipples gently. “They’re probably stroking themselves in bed while imagining how good it’d be to have sex with a sexy older woman...”

Zoe placed a hand on either side of his head, holding herself above him on straight arms while bucking her hips. “I think they’ll be imagining some of the younger women they saw. Now, I suppose I’d better get myself off before your fireworks arrive.”

Her comment stung. He wasn’t about to defend himself because he couldn’t remember the last time she’d gone on top. Their couplings had become silent missionary in the dark, so her being on top and talking to him with the light on was a step in the right direction.

Zoe closed her eyes. Her brow creased, and she let out a breathy sigh. “Ohh...”

She was going to come first, and Stuart was kind of proud of himself.

“Oh yeah.” She rocked faster, then suddenly opened her eyes and looked at him. “Come with me.”

He gripped her by the waist and bounced her on his cock. As soon as he felt her clench, he came. Zoe cried out, jerking her hips forward and back. He tugged at her nipples, and she came a second time. Her eyes opened wide, and her mouth fell open. She looked even more surprised than he felt. His cock was deflating but he willed it to stay hard, pushing his pubic bone up for her to grind on.

She eventually stopped moving and fell forward onto his chest. He wrapped his arms around her and held her tight, feeling her heartbeat race with his own. It had been a long time since he’d felt this smug about how he’d made her feel in bed.

Zoe kissed his cheek. “I think your idea about date nights was a good one.”

He ran his hands down her back and cupped her buttocks in his hands. “Me too.”

───Ξ───
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Chapter 2
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On Saturday afternoon, Zoe suggested they go out later on another date night. 

Stuart was pleased and readily agreed. “Can’t you wait until Tuesday?” he teased.

“I just thought it might be nice to go out on a Saturday night.” She shrugged. “There’ll be more people out, so the atmosphere in the bars should be better. And since you don’t work on Sundays, you won’t need to get up early the next morning.”

He saw her logic. “Okay. Have you thought where we might go?”

“There’s a new bar in Milden. Fran from the office says it’s really nice.”

“Cool.” Milden was a neighbouring town a fifteen-minute drive away. He glanced at his watch. “I might walk into town and get a haircut.”

“Okay. I’ll have a bath.”

It was almost an hour later by the time Stuart returned home, his hair buzzed short, and his beard trimmed. Zoe was still in the bath. He knocked on the door and opened it an inch. “I’m just checking you haven’t drowned.” 

She smiled and held up an empty bottle. “I’ve run out of wine.”

He sighed. “I take it I’m driving to Milden tonight, then.”

“Oh, thanks, babe.” She passed him the bottle. “If there’s no more wine left, can I have one of your beers?”

With a mock scowl, he took the bottle and headed downstairs. He didn’t really mind driving later, especially if it meant she was a little tipsy and more relaxed. Maybe having two date nights in a week would help him last even longer in the sack.

When Zoe came downstairs, Stuart felt underdressed again. He’d tried a little harder by putting on a smart pair of trousers and a dress shirt, yet she outshone him once more. Tonight she wore a fitted black dress and a pair of stiletto-heeled sandals. Her bare legs were tanned, and she’d painted her toenails red. Her long red hair had a natural wave, and she’d pinned it behind one ear and left it loose on the other side. She’d applied sparkly gold eyeshadow over her hazel eyes, and her lipstick was a darker red than she usually wore.

Momentarily speechless, Stuart just stared.

She seemed uncomfortable under his gaze. “Should I go change?”

“No, you look great.”

“So why are you looking at me like that?”

He smiled. “I was thinking about suggesting we stay in instead.”

Zoe laughed and held out her hand. “Come on, let’s go show everyone how well us old folks scrub up.”

He drove to Milden and parked in the town’s main car park. The bar was in the building that was once the post office, and it was already busy. As they were waiting to be served, Stuart noticed Zoe getting appreciative looks from the men standing at the bar, both young and old. When he held her gaze, her expression told him she was also aware of the attention she was getting. Once served, they made their way towards the back of the room and found a vacant table. Stuart put down his bottle of alcohol-free lager and raised his eyebrows.

Zoe put down her white wine spritzer and sighed. “All men look at all women. That’s how life is.” 

“They only ogle women they find attractive.”

“I must admit, the fact they look at me at all nowadays is kind of rewarding.”

He scoffed. “Why would you say that?”

“Because I’m a fifty-year-old woman whose better days are half a lifetime behind her.”

“That isn’t true, and you know it.”

“It’s how I feel. You said it yourself the other night, when we were twenty-five we could do what we wanted. I could stay out at a party until five in the morning and still be bright-eyed and bushy-tailed at work the next day. If I stay up ’til midnight now, the crow’s feet around my eyes walk all over my face.”

Stuart laughed and shook his head. “You’re exaggerating.”

“You’re not the one who sat at the mirror for half an hour trying to hide the lines.”

He gripped her hand at the side of the table. “Those guys at the bar weren’t thinking, Ooh, I bet she was hot twenty years ago. They were thinking, Ooh, she’s hot.”

“I think you’re looking at things through rose-coloured glasses but thank you.” 

They glanced around the bar and commented on what a good job the builders had done in converting it. Stuart couldn’t remember being there when it was a post office, but Zoe said she’d been in lots of times. She’d worked in Milden a few years back.

When he noticed she’d finished her drink, he got up. “If I go to the bar, do you promise not to let some other guy move in on you?”

Zoe laughed. “I’ll fend them off for as long as I can, but you’d better not be too long.”

He returned a couple of minutes later and put fresh drinks on the table. “Have you remembered it’s our anniversary at the end of the month?”

“Of course I have. I hope you’ve booked a posh restaurant.”

“Actually, I was wondering if we should go away for the weekend. We haven’t done that for a long time.”

“I like that idea. Will you take me to Paris?”

“I was thinking of The Lake District.”

She laughed and nodded. “The Lakes would be lovely.”

Picking up his bottle, he touched the neck against her glass. “Here’s to making it through twenty-seven years of marriage.”

“I guess we out-lasted quite a few of the old crowd,” she said before taking a drink.

Stuart nodded. The guy who’d been best man at their wedding had divorced in his twenties. He’d re-married and gotten divorced again since. Others from their crowd had also separated, the most recent ones only last year. “What’s our secret?”

She grinned. “No other women were interested in you.”

He laughed and nodded. “Well, none of the other women I knew were as hot as you, so I wouldn’t have been interested anyway.”

She gave him a smile but wouldn’t catch his eye. She had a secret, and he knew it. Stuart decided it was time for them both to come clean.

“So,” he said, turning his bottle by the neck and forming wet circles on his beer mat. “I guess we’re still together because neither of us was ever tempted to be unfaithful.”

Zoe’s expression was that of a rabbit caught in the headlights. She stared wide-eyed for a moment, then turned away. He felt guilty for making her feel this way, but he needed her to acknowledge the truth because he had a confession of his own.

“Stu, I...” She took a breath, shook her head and let out a long, shuddering breath. “There’s something I need to—”

“I already know.”

“What?” Her face had turned noticeably paler despite the makeup.

“I know about your affair with the guy at Benton’s.” 

“How?”

“I’m not stupid. I knew there was something going on.”

“Oh, Stuart.” She wrung her hands. “Why didn’t you say anything at the time?”

“I...” He shrugged. “I didn’t know what to do, and I was scared of losing everything. Noah had just started school, Eva was still in nursery.”

Zoe’s eyes had filled with tears.

“Besides,” he said, “I wasn’t sure how much he meant to you.”

“Nothing!” Her expression looked sincere. “He didn’t mean anything to me.”

“I don’t believe that. He must have meant enough to risk your marriage over.”

She shook her head. “It wasn’t... He was just...” She let out a breath and looked up at the ceiling. A tear overflowed and ran down her cheek. She took a tissue from her bag and held it beneath her eye. “It wasn’t a love affair, it was...” 

He waited.

She chewed her bottom lip, sat up a little straighter and looked him directly in the eye. “After I’d had children, my self-esteem was at an all-time low. I felt as if I was no longer attractive.”

He shook his head. “You got your figure back straight away after having the kids—”

“I did after Noah, but after Eva the weight was much harder to shift. And I had two children under three, so I was tired all the time and looked like a zombie most days.”

“Are you saying it was my fault that—?”

“No, of course not. But I didn’t feel good about myself, so when Jamie started to pay attention and say nice things, it was flattering.”

“That was his name? Jamie?”

She nodded, closed her eyes and took another breath. “I’m so sorry. It didn’t mean I’d stopped loving you or the children. It was nothing more than a massive boost to my shattered ego. I know it was selfish.”

Stuart watched her face, then finally asked the question he’d been wondering about for eighteen years. “Was sex with him that good?”

She seemed shocked by the question. “I don’t see how that has any relevance to—”

“Of course it does.” He leaned over the table and lowered his voice. “I can’t believe you’d have risked everything for a few wham-bam-thank-you-ma’am kind of dates. I remember seeing how excited you were before you went out.” He shrugged. “You’d told me you were meeting girlfriends, but I knew you were seeing him.”

Zoe held his gaze, then nodded. “The sex was exciting, but that was probably because I knew it was something I shouldn’t have been doing. It was taboo and illicit, which made it—”

“Was his cock bigger than mine?”

“Oh, for God’s sake!”

Stuart held her gaze. He wasn’t sure why this detail felt important, but it did.

“Does it matter?” She stared at him for a moment, then shook her head in exasperation. “It was almost twenty years ago.”

“I’d still like to know.” His stomach was in knots.

Zoe exhaled and wouldn’t meet his eye. “Yes, he was big.” She frowned and chewed her lip again. “He was bigger than you, and bigger than any of the men I’d dated before we got married.”

“Is that why you fucked him?”

“Of course not. I didn’t know about it when I first...” She sighed and gave a weak smile. “I guess it might have contributed to me not ending it sooner.”

He laughed out loud, which eased the tension between them considerably.

Zoe reached out and gripped his hand. “I’m so sorry. I hated myself for years afterwards. You didn’t deserve to be treated that way. I kept telling myself the only reason I’d done it was because I was suffering from post-natal depression.”

“Eva was three. That’s hardly post-natal.”

She sighed and nodded. “I know. Like I said, it was selfish. I was simply looking for something to make me feel good about myself.”

“I guess taking a big cock would make you feel good about a lot of things.”

She looked into his eyes and seemed to relax when she saw he was smiling. “I never meant to hurt you.”

“I know.” Stuart took a breath and turned serious, the gravity of what he needed to say weighing on him. “Actually, I have a confession of my own.”

Zoe sat back, eyes wide and her expression deflated. She obviously thought he’d cheated on her.

“It’s not that sort of confession,” he said. Then he frowned and tried to think of a way to explain himself. “My confession’s not about me being with someone else, it’s how I felt about you being with someone else.”

She shook her head. “I don’t understand.”

He hadn’t expected her to, and he found himself struggling to put his reasoning into words. “At the time, I found the idea of you sneaking out to see someone else for sex exciting.”

“What? Why on Earth would you find that exciting?”

“It’s hard to explain, even to myself. I’d sit at home and imagine you being with him, letting him kiss you, touch you.” He closed his eyes and took a breath. “And I used to think about you kissing and touching him.”

“Stuart, I’m—”

“I remember when I knew you were going out, I’d wait until you were in the shower. Then I’d sneak into the bedroom and memorise all your underwear. Then after you’d left, I’d go back to the drawer and try and work out which ones were missing. I’d imagine him taking off your dress and seeing you in them.”

“Jesus, that’s creepy.”

He laughed. “I know. But I wanted to visualise it. I was...” He sighed and shook his head. “I was so proud of how good I knew you’d look for him.”

Another tear ran down her cheek. 

He could tell his confession had made her uncomfortable. They finished the rest of their drinks in relative silence. Even though it was still early, he knew this would be their last drink. Possibly their last date night. When he put his empty bottle down, Zoe stood up. They left the bar and walked along the street to their car. The journey home was done in silence, and he wished he hadn’t brought up the subject of her affair, or his perverse reaction to it.

It was only nine-thirty when they got home. Stuart assumed Zoe would want to change out of her dress into something more comfortable before sitting down to watch TV. He decided to do the same and went upstairs. He dropped his shirt in the laundry basket on the landing and went into the bedroom to hang up his trousers. When he closed the wardrobe, Zoe was standing in the doorway, looking at him.

He was naked except for his boxers and socks, which he knew wasn’t a good look. “I was just—”

She took a step into the room and stopped. “Did you go through my underwear drawer before I got ready for tonight?”

He gave a weak smile. “No.” 

“You should have done. I put on my sexiest pair.” Holding his gaze, Zoe gripped her dress and inched it up her thighs.

Stuart watched as she revealed her legs and finally her underwear. She wore a black lace thong that was so see-through he could clearly make out her closely-trimmed triangle of red pubic hair.

“I thought I’d keep it on.” Holding her dress bunched up around her waist, she stepped close and looked into his eyes. “Would it be okay if I kept it on?”

He gave a nod, unsure if this were her way of saying he wouldn’t be getting any sex tonight.

“And can I keep my dress and shoes on, too?”

He frowned and gave a shrug. 

Zoe sat down on the bed, then swung her legs up, the sexy sandals still on her feet. Looking up into his face, she pulled the gusset of her thong aside to expose the glistening outer lips of her sex. “What are you waiting for?”

He pushed down his shorts, dragging them over his feet and taking the socks with them. Then he climbed onto the bed and leaned over his wife. His cock was so hard it was painful.

She ran her hand over his buzzed-short hair. “I never stopped loving you.”

He smiled. “I never stopped loving you, either.”

“It was just sex. Nothing more.”

He nodded. “But it was good sex with a big cock.”

She frowned but before she could say anything, he poked his cock into her with as much force as he could muster. Zoe cried out, probably in surprise. He pulled back and slammed into her a second time. She cried out again, and this time he knew it wasn’t surprise. It was pleasure. He grabbed her by the hair and pulled her in for a kiss, dislodging hairclips and smudging her lipstick. She kissed him back, sucked his tongue into her mouth and dragged her nails painfully down his back.

He fucked her harder still, mauling her breasts roughly through her dress. Zoe pushed up to meet his thrusts, then wailed. He felt the clench of her orgasm and fucked harder still, driving his cock through her contractions. He pulled her head back by the hair and bit her neck. 

She cried out again, then whispered encouragement. “Fuck me,” she hissed. “Fuck my cheating cunt.”

Her words shocked and thrilled him. She hadn’t talked dirty during sex for a long time, and he couldn’t remember her ever using the c-word before. In normal circumstances, Stuart would be fighting to delay his own orgasm but tonight he felt in control. He raised his upper body and looked down at his wanton wife, writhing on the bed fully dressed and begging him for his cock. For some reason, he imagined her doing the same thing eighteen years ago for the guy called Jamie.

He pulled out, flipped her over onto her tummy and pulled her up until she was on her hands and knees. He fed his slick cock back inside her.

Zoe moaned and immediately began to move with him, throwing herself back to meet his thrusts. He gripped her waist and pounded her as hard as he could. She dropped her head and groaned. Her hand brushed briefly against his balls, and he realised she was rubbing her clit while he fucked her. That turned him on even more, and he slammed into her as hard as he could. 

Zoe screamed when she came a second time. Stuart pushed deep and exploded inside her. She groaned, then reached between her legs and squeezed his balls. He cried out and sent another spurt as deep as he could shoot it. Zoe kept her hand on his balls as he came. He kept pumping his hips until he was sure he was empty, and she was full. Then he pulled out and they both collapsed face down on the mattress, gasping for breath. They hadn’t fucked like that in years, if ever. 

Zoe turned her head to look at him. Her expression was serious, and a little sad. “I’m sorry.”

“Don’t be.”

“I love you.”

He smiled. “I love you, too.” He soon fell into a deep, contented sleep.

───Ξ───
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Chapter 3
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When Stuart woke, daylight was seeping in around the curtains. He was facing the edge of the bed, and he could see Zoe’s dress and shoes discarded on the floor. Memories of last night’s sex sent a warm glow through his body. He rolled over and saw his wife sleeping soundly beside him, and he watched her for over a minute. Her hair covered half her face. When he reached out and combed it back with his fingers, she opened her eyes.

She smiled at him. “Good morning.”

“Hi.”

She licked her lips, then sighed. “I’m glad it’s Sunday.”

“Me too. Changing the night was a good idea.” He glanced at his watch. It was only a little after seven. “It’s still early. I’m sorry I woke you.”

“Are you?” She moved close and ran her hand down his stomach. “I thought you did it so you could interrogate me further.”

“Did I interrogate you last night?”

Zoe blinked the sleep from her eyes and nodded. “There were questions I never expected to be asked.”

Stuart acknowledged she was probably right. When discussing their wife’s infidelity, the first question most husbands asked was probably ‘Why?’ For some weird reason, he’d asked how big the guy’s dick was. “Well since you’re awake, I do have more questions.” 

“Oh God.”

He smiled and pressed his foot against hers under the covers. “I’ve had eighteen years to think them up.”

She sat up and adjusted her pillow. She was still naked except for her thong, and she pulled the quilt up to hide her boobs, which made him smile. “If it’s going to be a long interrogation, maybe I could have a cup of tea.”

He got out of bed and pulled on his boxers, then went down to the kitchen. When he returned with two steaming mugs, he noticed Zoe had pulled on a vest. He passed her one mug, then set his own down on his bedside cabinet. Once he had leaned his own pillow against the headboard, he got back into bed and sat next to his wife.

She looked into his eyes. “Before we start, can I just remind you I know it was wrong, and that I’m sorry?”

He smiled and nodded. “I know. So, was he married?”

“No.”

“When did it start?”

She closed her eyes. He wasn’t sure if she was gathering her thoughts or making up answers she hoped might appease him. “I guess it started after an office party, though nothing actually happened that night.” She looked into his eyes and frowned. “Like I said, my self-esteem was at an all-time low, so when the cute guy from down the corridor started flirting with me, I liked it.”

“He didn’t work in your office?”

“No. He was in our department, but in a different group.”

“And what did he say that raised your self-esteem?”

She took a breath and hesitated. 

“Zoe, please don’t lie or hide stuff. As you say, it was almost twenty years ago. Nothing that happened then is going to make any difference to what we have.”

She chewed her lip and nodded. “One of my colleagues fancied Jamie and made a play for him. She was single, so he’d have been better off with her. He let her down gently by making it obvious he wasn’t interested. Later that night, he told me it wouldn’t have been fair to date her because I was the only woman in the office he wanted.”

“Wow.”

She shrugged. “I explained I was married with two young children.”

Stuart noticed she’d said ‘married’ and not ‘happily married’ - though he didn’t point that out.

“So, I came home from my night out happy that a good-looking guy preferred me to my young, single and attractive colleague.”

“So when did the actual physical thing start?”

“A week or so later, we both attended the same meeting. It was in a conference room at the other end of the building from where we worked, and throughout the meeting I could feel his eyes on me.” She gave a self-conscious smile. “I don’t think I heard anything the speaker was talking about. Anyway, when it finished and people started to drift back to their own offices, Jamie and I were two of the last to leave. It was just before lunchtime, and he suggested we get a sandwich and...” She gave a shrug. “I was flattered, it was exciting, and we walked to the local shop and bought lunch.” She frowned. “Actually, he bought lunch because I hadn’t taken my purse to the meeting. We found a bench facing a kids’ playground and sat in the sunshine. Afterwards, we walked back to work and while we were alone in the lift, we kissed.” 

“Tongues?”

She laughed and shook her head. “No. It was quite chaste, and very brief.”

“Who initiated it?”

“I honestly don’t remember.”

Stuart tried to visualise his young wife kissing a strange man in a lift. He could understand how exciting it all must have felt for her. “And after that?”

She sighed. “After that, we started to exchange messages and—”

“On the work email network?”

She laughed and shook her head. “No, and I couldn’t risk texts in case you saw them on my phone. I opened a new email account nobody else knew about, and—”

“So you knew then you were going to have an affair.”

“No.” Zoe frowned, then let out a sigh. “At least I don’t think I did. I thought it was just a flirtation, but I knew it was wrong.”

“And what did the emails say?”

“God, I really don’t remember. Honestly. They were the sort of things kids say to each other in passed notes at school. ‘You look nice today.’ ‘I thought about you last night.’ That sort of trivial stuff.”

“So how did it escalate?”

“I bumped into him on the car park after work. We drove to a nearby quiet street and parked up. I got into his car and—”

“You had sex parked in a street?”

“No!” She shook her head as if shocked by his accusation. “We didn’t have sex. We chatted and flirted, and we kissed.” She sighed. “And that time, there was tongues.”

“Did you know then you were going to sleep with him?” There were butterflies in Stuart’s stomach, and a definite buzz in his groin.

“I knew I wanted to, but...” She frowned and shook her head. “I knew it was wrong, and I knew I shouldn’t.”

“And yet you did.”

She nodded and wouldn’t look at him.

“Where and when was the first time?”

Zoe took a deep breath and stared at the ceiling. “Jamie shared a house with another guy. He didn’t work at Benton’s, but I still didn’t want to meet him. I wanted whatever I did with Jamie to be under the radar. His housemate worked shifts, so most of the times we met were at their house.”

“That’s where you first slept with him?”

She nodded.

“In his bed?”

“Yes.” Her voice was a whisper.

“And how was it?”

“How do you think it was?” She sighed and shook her head. “It was the first time I’d kissed anyone but you in over ten years. It was exciting because it was all new and—”

“And his big cock.”

She held his gaze for a second, then sighed. “Why are you so obsessed with—?”

“Like I said, I’ve had a lot of time to think about it.”

Breaking off to pick up her cup, she took several sips before continuing. “If you must know, I didn’t actually look at his cock that first time. It was still light outside, but he’d closed his curtains. We kissed and he undressed me, then I slipped into bed while he undressed.”

“There was no foreplay?”

“No. Weeks of flirting and emails were enough foreplay, so once we were alone, somewhere private and naked, we just...” She looked directly into his eyes. “We just fucked.”

A shiver ran through him, and his cock swelled. “Did you come?”

She hesitated for a second, then nodded once.

“Where did he come?”

Zoe held his gaze. “Inside me.”

“Did he use a condom?”

Her eyebrows dipped. “I was on the pill, so I—”

“Weren’t you worried about catching an STD and passing it on to me?”

“Like I said, I wasn’t thinking clearly.”

Stuart was quiet for a while. There were still so many questions in his head, but he realised the one about contraception had been nagging at him the most. He knew he’d never be able to admit he was glad she’d fucked Jamie bareback. That he was thrilled to imagine his thirty-two-year-old wife getting creamed by the lover with a big dick. The biggest she’d ever taken.

“Stu, I don’t see how these questions can be helping you.”

“They are.” He gave a smile. “Maybe they’re exorcising the ghosts of my failure.”

“Please don’t think it was because I—”

“I’m kidding. I understand how it must have all seemed so exciting and new. I...” He chewed his lip as he tried to decide whether or not to divulge this part. “One night, I followed you.”

“Followed me where?”

“With Jamie. You’d told me you were going out with girls from work, but I suspected you were seeing him. So I arranged with a neighbour to look after the kids and—”

“How did you follow us?”

“You’d said one of your friends was picking you up at the end of our road, so I drove down the road until I could see you, then pulled in behind a parked car and waited.”

“I’m not sure I understand why you—”

“I only suspected at that stage. I needed confirmation. If you had really been going out with girlfriends that night, maybe I would never have known about the affair. But when the car stopped to pick you up, it was clearly a man driving. So I followed his car.”

“You followed us?”

He nodded.

Zoe looked uncomfortable. “Did we drive to the house on Gravon Road?”

“No, you went to a multi-storey car park in town.”

Zoe’s face blanched, and she closed her eyes.

“I followed you into the car park and parked on the lowest level. Then I got out and walked up the stairs, checking each floor to look for his car. I eventually saw it on the next to top level and crept towards it, hiding behind other cars and pillars.”

Zoe looked close to tears.

“Do you remember that night?”

She nodded. “We’d already arranged to meet, but his housemate was sick and hadn’t gone to work as expected. So we went there.”

“Do you remember what happened?”

Her breathing had become shallow. She nodded. “I gave him a blowjob.”

Stuart’s heart crashed in his chest at the memory. “I’d got as close as I dared, peeking through the windows of another car from about twenty feet away. I watched the two of you, laughing and smooching in his car. Then he leaned back, and you lowered your head into his lap.” He gave her a sad smile. “Oral sex had been off the menu at home for quite a while, but when I saw your head bobbing up and down, I...”

She reached over and gripped his hand. “Stuart, I—”

“Then I saw him drop his head back and squeeze his eyes shut, and I knew he was coming in your mouth.” Stuart could still remember exactly how he’d felt at that moment. 

“Stu, I wish you hadn’t had to see that.”

“Then you sat up and kissed him on the mouth. All I could think was that he’d taste his own cum, but he held your head and kissed you back.”

She gave another little sigh, then nodded. “As I’ve already told you, it wasn’t a love affair. It was just sex, and it was kind of...” She smiled and shook her head. “It was dirty. He liked it dirty, and I guess I did as well. We’d do things that courting couples probably don’t.”

Now he felt inadequate. “What sort of things?”

“He’d finger me then push them into my mouth. I’d have to lick my own juices off his hands.”

Stuart’s cock swelled even more. “Did you like it?”

“At the time it seemed suitably dirty.”

“Was it just his fingers you had to lick?”

She smiled. “No, sometimes he’d pull out from fucking me so I could suck his cock.”

“His big cock,” he said, smiling.

“Yes, his big, hard cock.”

It took him a second to regain his composure. “Did he ever go down on you?”

“Yes.”

“How many times?”

“Too many to count.” She smiled. “We both liked it.”

“Did he make you come like that?”

She nodded.

“How many times did he come in your mouth?”

“I’m not sure.”

“More than the one I saw?”

She nodded. “There were a couple of sixty-nine sessions we took all the way. And sometimes we’d fuck until I’d come, then he’d finish in my mouth.”

Stuart didn’t know what he was expecting to gain from these questions, but suddenly he was incredibly turned on. 

Zoe frowned. “You’re shaking.”

“I know.”

“That’s not rage, is it, Stu.” It wasn’t a question.

“No.”

She pushed the quilt down and pulled the waistband of his boxers away from his body. His cock was fully engorged and slick with precum. She looked back into his eyes and moved closer until their faces were just inches apart.

“Are you angry that I sucked his cock?”

“No.”

“Are you disappointed?”

“No.”

“Are you angry or disappointed that I let him come in my mouth?”

His throat was so tight he doubted he’d be able to speak, so he shook his head instead.

“Can I make you come in my mouth now?”

He stared into her eyes for a second, then gave a nod. 

She smiled, then slowly sat forward and twisted around on the bed until she was kneeling and facing him. She encouraged him to move down the bed until he was flat on his back, then pulled his shorts down to release his cock. “Because you’re my husband and I love you, I can take it slow and make it romantic.” She wrapped her fingers around the base and squeezed it gently. “But I don’t think you actually want me to treat you like my husband.” She looked up into his eyes and started to pump her hand. “Should I treat you like I treated Jamie? Should I pretend this is just sex?”

He held his breath and nodded yet again.

She used the finger and thumb of her free hand to pinch out a pearl of clear precum from his cock slit. Then she brought her hand up to his mouth and pushed her fingers between his lips.

Stuart licked the salty-sweet viscous liquid from her fingers, and she smiled. Then she dropped her head and took his full length into her mouth and throat. He cried out and pushed his head back into his pillow. Zoe bobbed and twisted her head, caressing his balls with her hand and swirling her tongue along the underside of his shaft. 

Stuart saw stars. He raised his hips off the mattress and gushed into her mouth. She moaned, hummed, and swallowed. Then she pulled her head halfway back and pumped the base of his shaft with her hand while keeping the top half in her mouth. He fired again and again, and she swallowed everything he produced. Eventually she released him, licked his spent cock clean and lay it against his leg.

He stared at her through shellshocked, grateful eyes.

───Ξ───
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They lay in silence for several minutes. Stuart was aware that he’d come but Zoe hadn’t. He reached out and drew lazy circles around her nipple.

She giggled and slapped his hand away. “That tickles.”

“I can’t remember the last time you did that to me.”

Zoe lay on her tummy and held herself up on her elbows, looking into his eyes. “Me neither. I guess we’ve become less adventurous over the years.”

“Yeah, I guess.” He couldn’t remember the last time he’d gone down on her, either. He frowned. “How long did the affair last?”

She took a breath, and he worried she was tiring of all his questions. “About eight months.”

“I didn’t realise it went on that long. I suppose lying to me became easier with practice.” Her expression hardened, and he immediately regretted his quip. “Sorry, I didn’t mean... It’s just that you seemed to stop going out with girlfriends a few weeks after I’d watched you in the car park, so I assumed it had all finished.”

“His housemate changed jobs and no longer worked shifts, so we started using their house during lunchtimes instead.”

“Ah, right.” The thought of his wife going back to the office with her lover’s cum inside her gave him a thrill that embarrassed him. “Can I ask one final question?”

She gave a resigned shrug. 

“Who ended the affair?”

“I did.”

“Why?”

“I thought you said one final question?” She smiled, then answered anyway. “Jamie was becoming a little clingy. He’d suggested several times we go out to the pub, but I always refused.”

“Alcohol isn’t as addictive as a big dick.”

She glared at him. “I think you’re more obsessed with his dick than I ever was. The reason I refused was because I couldn’t risk being seen. Then he suggested we go away for the weekend, to some place where nobody knew us.”

Stuart dredged his memory but couldn’t remember her ever going away for a weekend.

“I refused, obviously. I couldn’t possibly have expected you to look after the kids for that long, and in truth, I didn’t want to spend a full weekend with him. The affair had run its course by then.”

He refrained from making another big-cock joke.

“I didn’t love Jamie, and I never had.” She gave a sad smile. “But I think he’d developed feelings for me, and he started to become unreasonably possessive.”

“How?” The idea of someone who was sleeping with another man’s wife being possessive seemed ludicrous.

“Asking about our sex life.”

“Ours, as in mine and yours?”

She nodded. “He wanted to know how often we had sex, what positions you liked, what sort of things I did to you. He didn’t like to think about us sharing a bed every night.”

“He was jealous of you sleeping with your own husband?”

She nodded. “It became too much, so I ended it. I told him he needed a relationship with someone he could take out for a drink. Someone he could introduce to his friends and family.”

“How did he take it?”

She shrugged. “He always knew I’d never had any intention of leaving you. He was cold at first but soon accepted it for what it was.”

“Hot sex with a gorgeous married woman?”

She smiled. “Hmm.”

He leaned over and kissed her. She kissed him back, slipping her tongue into his mouth. As soon as he noticed the unfamiliar taste, he knew what she was doing. He pulled her head back by the hair, then rolled her onto her back.

“Are you making me taste my own cum?” he asked, pinning her down as she giggled and writhed.

“I thought you might like it.”

“Oh, did you?” He ran his hand down her tummy and slipped two fingers into her sex. She was wet. He wasn’t sure if it was her own arousal or his cum from last night, and he didn’t care. He pushed his fingers deep and curled them upwards.

Zoe moaned and stopped writhing, spreading her leg and tilting her pelvis up slightly. He looked down into her face. Last night’s makeup was smudged around her eyes, but it made her look even sexier. She looked like a woman who’d been fucked all night long.

“So,” he said, sliding his fingers slowly in and out. “You thought I should taste my own cum?”

“Yes.” She held his gaze, and he could tell she knew what he was going to do. 

He removed his fingers and brought his hand up to her face. She kept her eyes locked on his and opened her mouth. He slipped his fingers between her lips, and she sucked on them, using her tongue to clean her juices. Even though he’d just experienced one of the most intense orgasms he’d had in years, his cock began to swell. He pulled his fingers from her mouth, pushed them back into her sex and finger-fucked her hard for about a minute.

She opened her mouth again, and he withdrew them and held his hand in front of her face. This time she pushed out her tongue and licked them clean, all while keeping her eyes on his, then sucked them into her mouth once more.

His cock was probably hard enough to enter her again, but he was enjoying what they were doing. As soon as he pushed his fingers inside her again, she began rocking her hips and riding his hand. He leaned down and kissed her, tasting only her juices now. 

Then he pulled back and looked into her eyes. “Do you want to come on my fingers or on my dick?”

“Why don’t I come on your tongue?”

He blinked, momentarily taken aback by her suggestion. His cum was still inside her. He thought about all the dirty things she’d done with Jamie and realised he wanted to share the same experiences with her as well. There was nothing he wouldn’t do for her.

Crouching between her spread legs, he gazed up at her face. He looked into her eyes then he slowly lowered his gaze, taking in the valley between her breasts, her flat stomach, the triangle of dark red pubic hair, and finally her sex. Her vulva was slick and puffy, the outer lips partly open and offering a view of the darker pink insides. A small trickle of juice seeped out and disappeared between her bum cheeks. 

Stuart leaned close and inhaled. Her musk was powerful and intoxicating. She smelled like a woman who’d been fucked all night long. He dropped his head and lapped greedily at the wetness around her sex. Then he pushed his tongue as deep into her channel as he could, making her groan. He prodded and licked, swallowing whatever liquids entered his mouth. He thought about her as the thirty-two-year-old married woman who’d fucked a big-dicked guy in her lunch hour. Who’d gone back to her office and sat at her desk, holding polite conversations with her colleagues as her lover’s cum leaked into her panties.

Zoe arched up, offering him easier access. Stuart tongue-fucked her for about a minute before moving up to suck her clit. He pushed three fingers back into her sex and pumped his arm. Zoe screamed as she came. He kept sucking her clit and finger-fucking her, and her scream became a prolonged wail. He didn’t let up until she forced his head away, her eyes wide. 

He crawled up the bed and knelt up. His cock stuck straight out in front of him, red and angry. Still panting, she lifted her legs and placed them on his shoulders. He guided his cock to her entrance and slammed his hips forward. She cried out and threw her head back. He fucked her with force. Her legs bounced on his shoulders under the onslaught, her moans now staccato grunts. With a final lunge, he buried his cock as deep as it would go and exploded. Zoe whimpered and rocked her body, milking him dry.

He withdrew, lowered her legs and collapsed on the bed beside her, too breathless to admit he thought he might be having a heart attack. She turned onto her side and watched him for a moment, then reached over and ran her hand down his cheek.

“Can we please stop talking about my affair now?” Her expression turned serious. “I know what I did was wrong, and I’m hoping you know how much I regret it.”

He placed his hand over hers, then turned his head and kissed her palm. “I don’t think you should regret it. What you did with Jamie was one of your life-experiences. Everybody goes through them. Some are good, some are bad, but they all matter. Whatever you did with Jamie contributed to the woman you are today.”

“What about your life-experiences? I don’t think knowing your wife was cheating on you could have been a positive event.”

Stuart held her gaze, his heart racing in his chest. “I wouldn’t change the past. Not yours, and not mine.”

She frowned. “I would. A few months of fun is hardly worth eighteen years of guilt.”

This was his chance to come clean. To tell her about his guilt. “I liked the idea of you having an affair.”

“What?”

He shrugged, forcing himself through his shame. “The thought of you fucking another man turned me on.”

She gasped. Either she was too shocked to speak or simply didn’t know what to say to such a confession.

“The night I watched you suck him off, I got a raging hard-on. When I got home that night, I sent the babysitter away, lay on our bed and jacked off.” He lowered his voice to a whisper. “I made myself come thinking about you sucking Jamie off and swallowing his load.”

“God, Stuart. Why on Earth would something like my infidelity turn you on? I’ve hated myself for years.” She shook her head. “I was a married woman. If I wanted kinky sex, I should have done it with my husband. I should have sucked you off in a multi-storey car park, not somebody else.”

“Maybe.” He sighed. “But if you had, I’d never have realised how much I get out of thinking about you with another man.”

“You used to fantasise about me with Jamie?”

“I lost count of the number of times I jerked off after going through your knicker drawer and imagining him peeling off the lacy black panties or white thong you’d chosen.”

“You jerked off other nights, not just after seeing us in the car park?”

He nodded.

“I don’t understand men.”

“I like the idea of you having sex with other men.”

She blinked. “You mean you liked the idea.”

He hesitated, butterflies swarming in his stomach. “I still do.”

Zoe looked stunned, then narrowed her eyes. “You mean you like the idea of a thirty-two-year-old me having—”

“No. I think about the fifty-year-old you fucking one of those young guys who checked you out in the bar.”

She laughed out loud. “That is the craziest thing I’ve ever heard. And that’s saying something when you consider the other crazy stuff you’ve divulged this morning.”

“Maybe you’re right. Maybe it is crazy, but it doesn’t make it less true. The idea turns me on. I could pretend it doesn’t, but that would mean me lying to you.”

She stared at him in silence.

“Doesn’t the idea of it turn you on?”

“No, of course not.” She scoffed and shook her head. “How could you possibly think I’d be comfortable with somebody else?”

“You were obviously comfortable with Jamie.”

“I was only thirty-two then. My self-esteem may have been low, but I had no wrinkles, and my body was still good.”

He smiled. “What do you think those young guys see when they look at you?”

“Oh God!” She sighed. “I can’t remember the definitions now. Am I a MILF or a cougar?”

“I think you might be both.” He smiled. “Just imagine taking a guy that much younger to bed.”

“I’d be far too embarrassed about my body.”

“You’ve got a great body. What do you think a guy that young would think about your body?”

“He’d wonder why my breasts sag, and why my bum isn’t as firm as the last woman’s he’d felt.”

“No he wouldn’t. He’d think, ‘Wow, this woman’s so fucking sexy, I want to fuck her all night long.’ And since he’s so young, he’d probably be able to.”

Zoe’s eyes were wide, and her mouth was slightly open. She couldn’t have looked more stunned if he’d announced he’d just robbed a bank. 

He gave an apologetic shrug. “Since you’ve been sharing your secrets, I thought it only fair that I admit to mine.”

She licked her lips, then sucked the lower one between her teeth. “So my secret was that I slept with another man in the past, and your secret’s that you used to jerk off thinking about me doing it.”

“That’s part of my secret. The other part is that I still occasionally jerk off thinking about you sleeping with somebody else.”

“Sleeping with somebody else in the past, or the future?” Her eyes bore into his.

“Both.”

“Jeez, Stu. How long have you felt like this?”

“I don’t know, but I’ve been aware of it for eighteen years.”

She shook her head. “It wouldn’t be... I couldn’t just...” She closed her eyes for a second, then took a deep breath. “I need a shower.”

Before he could answer or take back his confession, she’d got out of bed and left the room. He cursed himself for confessing to his darkest fantasies, then got up and pulled on sweatpants and a t-shirt. He’d shower after breakfast.

───Ξ───
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Neither Stuart nor Zoe mentioned their post-coital conversation during the rest of the day. They had an online grocery order delivered late morning, and in the afternoon Stuart did some tidying up in the garden while Zoe cleaned the bathroom and changed the bedding. 

The rest of the week was work as usual, with no mention being made of where they might go for their next date night. On Wednesday evening, they watched a movie on TV and shared a bottle of wine. When they got into bed, Zoe ran her hand down his arm and smiled at him. He kissed her gently, and she pulled him on top of her. There was no talking. He’d decided never to broach the subject of his fantasy again, and their kisses were tender rather than passionate. He slipped her panties off and went down on her to make sure she was wet enough for penetration. They made love slowly. She watched his face until her eyes fluttered and closed. Only when he felt the clench of her orgasm did he increase the speed and intensity of his thrusts. Zoe let out quiet murmurs as she rode out the waves of her orgasm, then she opened her eyes again and rocked beneath him to bring on his orgasm, which arrived soon afterwards. They held each other close as his cock softened inside her. 

On Saturday morning, Zoe announced she was going into town to buy a couple of things. Stuart decided to fix the kitchen sink, which had started taking an age to drain. He removed and cleaned out the U-bend, put it all together again and washed his hands, checking for leaks after he’d done so.

Zoe returned and made them a coffee, which they drank at the kitchen island. “I thought we might try a different bar in Milden tonight,” she said.

He smiled and nodded. A part of him had worried she may have had enough of date nights after his incessant questions and the revelation of his kinky fantasy. “Sounds good.”

They spent the rest of the day doing a few minor chores but mostly relaxing. While Zoe took her shower, Stuart ironed himself a shirt. He showered while she applied fresh nail varnish, and he dressed while she sat at her dressing table in her robe, putting on her makeup.

“I thought I should drive tonight,” he said. “It’ll make a nice change.”

She laughed and nodded. “Good idea. Can I have a glass of wine, then?”

He gave a mock scowl and headed downstairs. When he returned a minute later, she’d removed her robe and was standing in the middle of the bedroom wearing a black lace teddy, through which her taut pink nipples and dark red pubic hair could clearly be seen. He stopped in his tracks, his eyes wide.

“Do you like my new purchase?” she asked.

“Yeah, it makes you look hot.”

“Thank you.” She held out her hand for her wine, which he passed. “And thank you for driving. I’ll be down in ten minutes.”

Stuart headed back down to the lounge, a pleasant pulse thrumming in his nether regions. Not only was Zoe happy to continue their date nights, she’d also bought some sexy new underwear for when they got home. When she walked into the room a few minutes later, his heart kicked up a beat. She’d pinned up her dark red hair and wore a pair of dangling earrings with a matching choker-style necklace. Her dress was dark green and hugged her curves, showing off her hour-glass figure by emphasising her trim waist between the generous swells of her boobs and hips. The hemline stopped just above her knees. Her legs were bare, and the open-toed heeled sandals showed off her newly painted toenails.

“Wow.”

She smiled and did a slow pirouette. There was a small split up the back of her dress that showed a few inches of her thighs.

He stood up and stepped close, inhaling her perfume and admiring the care she’d taken with the makeup. The eyeshadow alone seemed to have three different shades, and she’d put on eyeliner as well as mascara. Her lip gloss glistened in the light, and he had dirty thoughts about her leaving a smudge of it on his cock when they got home later.

“How do I look?” she asked, looking into his eyes.

“Amazing.” She glanced down at her, then shook his head. “Absolutely amazing.”

“Take my picture.”

He was surprised by her request but happily obliged. Taking out his phone, he stepped back and took several snaps of her. Then he walked around and took several more, capturing the shoes, the split up the back of her dress, and the way the heels made her calf muscles stand out.

“How about a couple of close-ups of your face?” he asked.

“Has your phone got a soft-focus option?”

He laughed. “You don’t need soft focus.” He clicked several close-ups, though he thought her expression was a little too serious. “Say ‘nipple’.”

She gave a half-smile, and he clicked two more.

“Now say ‘butt-fuck’.”

She laughed out loud, and he took another two photos. 

She narrowed her eyes. “How about I say cuckold?”

He felt his jaw drop, then realised there was a playfulness in her expression that was sexy. He took another photo, then lowered his phone. “I see you’ve been doing some research.”

“Mm hmm.” She picked up her handbag and smiled. “Shall we go?”

A little flustered, he nodded. They left the house and got into the car. As he reversed off the drive and headed for the road to Milden, he could feel her eyes on him. He felt open and vulnerable, though the butterflies in his stomach hinted at excitement, too.

“Are you surprised I’ve been reading up on the subject of your fantasy?” she finally asked.

“A little.”

“I thought I should, since it’s apparently something you’ve craved for years.”

He glanced at her, then turned his eyes back to the road. “Maybe ‘craved’ is overstating it.” He wished they’d had this discussion before leaving the house, so he could see her eyes and watch her expressions. “It’s a subject that intrigues me, and when I think about being in a situation like that, it... It makes my heart race.” The road ahead was straight and free from traffic, so he took a longer look at her face. 

She was smiling. “Don’t dress it up with phrases like it intrigues me and it makes my heart race.”

“I’m not dressing it up. That’s how it makes—”

“Are you trying to tell me it turns you on?”

“Yes!” He glanced at her once more, then nodded. “The idea of you being with another man turns me on. Okay?”

She nodded. “I have to warn you, the research I did gave very mixed results.”

“Can we discuss them when we get there?”

“In a crowded bar?”

“We can discuss it in the car once I’ve parked.”

“Okay.” She reached over and squeezed his arm, and they completed the journey in silence. 

Stuart used the same car park as on their previous visit to the town. After finding a space and killing the engine, he turned in his seat to face his wife. “How did you research it?”

“I opened my browser, typed, ‘Why does my husband want me to sleep with other men?’ and hit ‘search’.”

“And what answers did you get?”

“Everything from, ‘Because he no longer cares about you’ to ‘Because he’s a closet gay who wants to see other men’s penises’.”

He laughed out loud. “Really?”

She nodded. “But there were a lot of answers that claimed it was a fairly common fetish for heterosexual men who still love their wives.”

“Well, that’s the answer that applies to me. I promise.”

Zoe looked around, then reached for the door handle. “Come on, we’ll talk quietly in the bar.” 

They got out of the car and walked along the main street. She led him straight past the bar that was once the post office, then took a left turn.

“Do you have somewhere in mind?” he asked.

She nodded. “There’s another place down here that’s supposed to be nice.” She squinted at a sign over the road. “That’s it.”

They crossed and entered the bar, which was busy but not too crowded. As Stuart waited to be served, he saw several men let their eyes wander over Zoe, though their eyes probably wandered over every woman who came to the bar. He eventually got their drinks, and they found a vacant table near the back wall.

“Cheers,” she said, picking up her glass of Prosecco and holding it out.

He touched his bottle neck to it, then glanced around them. The closest table was over eight feet away. “So, tell me more about your research.”

“The first few I read were from women who felt they were being bullied into it. Their husbands suggested it, the women refused, and then their husbands began acting badly. One ended up with the husband physically abusing her, and quite a few ended in the divorce courts.”

Stuart frowned. This wasn’t what he’d been hoping for from her research.

“However,” she said, leaning closer, “there were far more answers and comments from women who’d taken up their husband’s offer and were now loving their new lifestyle.”

“Which camp do you think you fall into?”

She looked into his eyes. “When you admitted how you felt, you looked kind of ashamed, or at least embarrassed, by your feelings. I got the impression you’d found it difficult to talk about.”

He shrugged. “As your online search showed, most people don’t understand. They try to rationalise it by claiming it’s something else, like the guy needing to see other men naked, or that he’s looking for an excuse to cheat.”

She smiled. “That was another common answer. They claimed men offer their wives another man as a way of getting another woman for themselves. A quid pro quo sort of deal.” She turned serious. “Obviously, that’s not the case with us because I’ve already cheated. I’ve sampled fresh meat so if you wanted to do the same, I couldn’t really complain.”

He shrugged. “You could still complain. Two wrongs don’t make a right, and that’s not why I told you I knew about Jamie.” He glanced around the bar. Nobody was paying any attention to what they were saying. “This isn’t a tit for tat arrangement, and it has nothing to do with retaliation for what happened in the past. It’s my fetish.” He thought about it. “Or kink. I’m not sure if there’s a difference.”

“That’s why you mentioned infidelity.”

He nodded. “Secrets aren’t healthy. We’d both kept them for too long. Since we’re no longer expending our energy on the family, it seemed like a good time to get things out in the open.”

“So you told me you knew about my affair as a way—”

“As a way of revealing my own secret. Yes.”

“And your secret is that you’re a cuckold.”

He glanced around again to make sure nobody had overheard, then looked into her eyes and nodded. “That seems to be the term for it.”

“Have you always felt this way?”

“I don’t think so. It only started when I knew you were seeing Jamie. I’d never considered it before. Not when we were first married, and not with any of my previous girlfriends.”

She seemed to think about what he’d said, then nodded. “You’ve never bullied me.”

He smiled. “And I never will. I’ll accept and respect your decision, and we’ll live happily ever after. I promise.”

“Wouldn’t you resent the fact I’d satisfied my own needs with an affair but refused to help you fulfil yours?”

“No.” He shook his head. “That line of reasoning would never have occurred to me.”

“You wouldn’t hate me if I said no?”

“Of course not.” He reached out and squeezed her hand. “I didn’t hate you when you were deceiving me, so I certainly wouldn’t hate you for being honest. If you’re against the idea, I’m not going to try and convince you otherwise.”

“Thank you.” She took another sip of her drink, then glanced around the bar. It had filled up quite a bit in the last few minutes. “Did you notice the guys checking me out when we came in?”

“Yeah. In fact, there’s a group of men sitting not too far away who are checking you out right now.”

“Really?” She made a point of re-crossing her legs then rotating the foot of her dangling leg. “I wonder what they’re thinking?”

He smiled. “Yeah, I wonder.”

“What if I wasn’t completely freaked out by your suggestion?”

Stuart’s stomach fluttered with expectation. He tried to choose his words carefully. “I guess if you didn’t see it as a sign of me not caring about you, or of me being gay, then I suppose we’d need to talk about—”

“Apparently, the most common solution is to join a contact website and choose a suitable man to fulfil our needs.”

He stared at her, too shocked to speak. 

“But we’d also need to decide what each of us expected out of the playdates.” 

Stuart blinked. She’d obviously done quite a bit of research because she knew a lot more about his kink than he did. 

“That would mean us agreeing on details beforehand,” she continued. “We’d need to discuss what each of us is comfortable with. Would I go on a playdate then come back and tell you what had happened? Would you want to be there, watching? Could I enjoy being intimate with another man with you in the room?” She shrugged. “There are lots of things we’d need to talk about.”

“I...” He swallowed, then sighed. “I think I need to do some research, too.”

She laughed and nodded. “I think we should do it together, then we can discuss things as they arise.”

“Good plan.” He liked the idea of them sitting up in bed with the laptop.

Zoe took another sip of her drink, her eyes dancing with mischief as she stared at him over the rim of her glass.

“What?” he asked, suddenly nervous.

“Shall we talk about the things I’ve already mentioned?”

A delicious tingle ran up his spine. “If you like.”

“Should we join a contact site?”

“That would be a good idea.”

She nodded. “I agree. You can use some of the photos I made you take of me tonight.” She smiled at his expression. “But we’ll need to obscure my face. Only when we’re private messaging potential bulls do we send photos which show my face.”

He was astounded that she knew the correct etiquette for using the contact site, and her mention of ‘potential bulls’ had made his cock twitch. “You’ve obviously put quite a bit of thought into this.”

She ignored his comment. “Would you want me to go on a playdate and come back and tell you about it, or would you prefer to see it for yourself?”

His breathing became shallow, and his heart crashed in his chest. “I’d be happy with either, assuming you’d be comfortable with me being in the room while...” He tried to remember how she’d phrased it. “While you’re being intimate with another man.”

“I suppose we’ll only find that out by trying it.”

The phrase ‘suck it and see’ sprung to mind, but he definitely wasn’t going to say it out loud.

She narrowed her eyes. “What are you thinking?”

“Nothing. I’m just...” He shrugged. “I’m surprised that you’ve read up on the subject, and amazed that you’d consider...”

“Consider what?” She gave him a teasing smile.

“You know, doing it.”

“It’s not like I haven’t done it before. But this would make me a serial cheater.”

“This wouldn’t be cheating. Cheating suggests deception, and you wouldn’t be deceiving me. I’d be complicit.”

Zoe drained her glass and put it on the table. “Shall we have another round?”

Stuart nodded but didn’t move. He gave her an embarrassed smile.

She laughed. “Has all this cuckold talk gone straight from the big head to the little one?”

“Just give me a minute, and it’ll—”

She stood up, grabbed her purse and her own empty glass. “Do you want the same again?”

“Yes please.”

He watched Zoe make her way between the tables to the bar. Several men’s heads turned to track her progress. While she was waiting to be served, a group of guys spoke to her, and she laughed and chatted with them. Even after she had the drinks in her hand, she continued talking to the men at the bar. Stuart’s hard-on wasn’t going to abate any time soon.

Zoe eventually returned, a knowing smile on her face. Stuart watched her as she took her seat and put her purse back in her handbag.

“You seemed to have made some new friends.”

“Hmm.” She picked up her glass and held his gaze, then put her glass down and leaned forward. “I’m intrigued by your reaction to it all, though.”

“My reaction to what?”

“My infidelity. And now, I can’t help but wonder if I’d get the same thrill.” She raised her eyebrows. “Did you know that women can have the same kink?”

“I, er...” He shook his head, ashamed to admit he’d never even considered it.

“They’re called cuckqueans,” Zoe said. “Women who get aroused by their husbands’ adultery.” She raised her eyebrows. “I wonder if I’m one.”

Stuart was unsure where this was going.

“Do you think I’d get aroused by watching you fuck somebody else?” She lowered her voice to a whisper. “Or if, after watching you go down on another woman in a car park, I’d go home and masturbate.”

“Zoe, I—”

She took a gulp of her drink. “I think we should try it out.” 

“What?”

“Before we sign up to a contact site and search for a bull, I think you should cheat on me to see if I get the same thrill that my cheating gave you.”

She seemed to be putting obstacles in the way. Had this been her plan all along? A ploy to tease him? “And how would I do that?”

“How do you think? You fuck somebody else.”

“I don’t want anybody else.” He knew it sounded lame.

“I find that hard to believe.” She held her glass to her lips and watched him. “I know you’d been with quite a few women before we got together, and I’m sure you enjoyed every single one of them.”

“I was younger then.”

“You can still keep up. The last couple of weeks have shown us both that.” She had another sip of her drink while looking around the bar. “Some of the women in here are really attractive. Just think how good it’d feel to slide your cock into a younger woman with a hot, tight little body.”

“I don’t think it’d be appropriate.” He looked at the gorgeous young women around them. “I’m old enough to be their father.” 

She laughed. “Do you see the irony here? Only last week, you were telling that a guy half my age would be able to fuck me all night long.”

He did see the irony, but he also saw the reality. “I don’t think it’s as easy for men to pick up sexual partners as it is for women.”

“A lot of women prefer the older man. I’ve read plenty of romance novels about young women being seduced by older men.”

“Yeah, but weren’t the men all billionaires?”

She smiled and shook her head. “No, they were just men of experience who knew how to show them a good time.”

Stuart wondered if Zoe had turned the tables on him to demonstrate why she’d feel insecure about exposing her fifty-year-old body to a man half her age. 

She narrowed her eyes. “What are you thinking now?”

“That while I’ve seen numerous men run their eyes over you, I don’t think any woman has given me a second glance in all the time we’ve been in here.”

“I’ve looked at you a few times. You’re still in good shape.” She leaned close. “I’d fuck you.”

A tremor ran down his spine at the thought of removing her dress and fucking her in the lacy black one-piece and her shoes. “That’s good to know.”

She picked up her glass and frowned when she saw it was empty. “Do you still have a hard-on?” she asked.

He glanced around to see if anyone had overheard, then frowned at her. “Didn’t we agree to talk quietly?”

“Sorry, I forgot. All this talk of cuckolds, cuckqueans and contact sites has made my head spin.” Before he could answer, she’d grabbed her purse and stood up. “Same again?”

He glanced at his bottle, which was almost full, and shook his head. Zoe tapped the tabletop, then strode back to the bar and was immediately approached by the men she’d spoken to earlier. Sipping his alcohol-free beer, he could see they were all laughing and smiling. She leaned into one guy and said something, and the pair of them glanced over in Stuart’s direction. 

Butterflies took flight in his stomach. Zoe ordered her drink, then he noticed the guy insist on paying for it. As Stuart went to put his bottle back on the table, he frowned. On the tabletop were his wife’s wedding and engagement rings. She hadn’t tapped the table when she’d left, she’d put her rings down.

What does that mean?

Stuart was almost too afraid to look back at the bar in case the men were looking his way again. Then he sensed someone approaching their table, and he looked up to see Zoe smiling at him. She sat down and put her glass on the table next to her rings.

He reached over and touched the rings. “I see you’ve started to undress already.”

She smiled at his words, then raised one shoulder. “I wanted to see how serious you were about this fantasy of yours.”

The butterflies in his stomach now felt like pigeons, flapping hard inside him. “Is that your way of showing me how serious you are about fulfilling it?”

“That depends on you.” She chewed her lip. “Would you really want me to fulfil it?”

His pulse raged in his ears. He glanced over towards the bar but averted his gaze before any of the men could catch his eye. “What exactly—?”

“I’ve told them that you’re an old friend who’s currently going through a painful separation, and I’ve brought you out to talk things through.” She pushed her rings across the table towards him. “I went through a similar thing fairly recently, so I’m just being a sounding board and offering you helpful advice.”

“So the men at the bar think you’re single?”

She held his gaze for a second. The pink tip of her tongue appeared briefly between her painted lips. “They think I’m available.”

He swallowed. “And are you?”

“That depends on how serious you are about your fantasy.”

Stuart’s throat was almost as tight as his boxers. He frowned. “There are three of them.”

“Two of them are married and live locally. The one I’ve been flirting with is single, and he’s staying at a hotel in town.” She watched his eyes.

“So what are you suggesting?”

“I was hoping you’d be the one who made the suggestion.”

He swallowed, then chewed his lip. He remembered how good she’d looked in the black teddy and wondered if she’d already decided to sleep with another man when she made the purchase. “Can I ask a question?”

She laughed. “Yes, but I suspect you’ll have a hundred more tomorrow.”

His cock throbbed painfully. “Will you answer my questions tomorrow?”

“Of course.” She smiled. “I understand now that the questions are an important part of what we’re doing.”

What we’re doing. Her answer stunned him. She’d already decided to fulfil his fantasy. He just stared into her eyes.

“So, what was your question?” she asked.

He touched her rings on the table. “Is this the way you want to do things? Pretending you’re—”

“No, this is me improvising.” She smiled. “The next time will be with a man we’ve met on the website. He’ll know I’m married, and my wedding ring will be on my finger when he does whatever we want him to do to me.”

He nodded and realised his legs were shaking. “So what happens now?”

“That’s entirely up to you.”

He smiled. “You know what I want to happen, I meant how do we proceed from here?”

She glanced toward the bar then leaned forward. “I’ve come to tell you that I know you have to leave soon, but I’ve decided to stay for another drink. It was nice meeting up and I hope our chat helped with what you’re going through.” She smiled. “I’ll phone a taxi when I’m ready to head home.”

“And when will that be?”

“Probably tomorrow morning.” She pushed her rings across the table. “Now put those in your pocket and don’t lose them.”

───Ξ───



	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]










Chapter 6
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When Stuart pulled his car onto their drive, he could hardly remember any of the journey. It was as if he’d driven on autopilot. He walked into the empty house and went to the kitchen, where he poured himself a large brandy. After slipping off his jacket, he wandered through to the lounge and sat in an armchair without bothering to close the curtains or turn on a lamp. The only light came from the streetlights outside and the occasional sweeping headlights of passing cars. His cock ached, so he eased down his zip and released it. He gripped the base but did nothing more, content to just feel the pulsing throb of his excitement. When his brandy was finished, he went back into the kitchen with his erection still protruding from his trousers. He poured another large measure and returned to the darkened lounge, where he sipped his drink and slowly stroked his cock.

His phone vibrated with the arrival of a text message. It was from Zoe:


The two of us are in the hotel bar having a nightcap. If you want my evening to end here, I can phone a taxi and come home now. 


Stuart read it, smiled and tapped out his reply:


See you tomorrow. xx


He put down his phone, closed his eyes and resumed stroking his cock. Would they take their time, sipping their nightcaps while doing a little flirting? Would Zoe kiss him in a place as public as a hotel bar? Or would they finish their drinks as quickly as they could, eager to get their hands on each other in private?

Next, he tried to imagine what would happen when they got to the hotel room. Would they kiss and grope each other in a bout of heated lust as soon as they got through the door, or would they take their time and enjoy undressing each other? Stuart could easily imagine the young man’s delight at seeing Zoe in her lacy black teddy. Maybe he’d insist she leave it on during sex, as Stuart had planned to.

As far as the young guy was concerned, Zoe was a sexy cougar who’d gone back to his hotel an hour after meeting him. He’d assume she did this sort of thing all the time, and probably thought she’d been fucked by dozens of young bucks.

Stuart suddenly realised he was on the brink of climax and snatched his hand away from his cock. It twitched a couple of times, then cum oozed out and a steady stream ran down his shaft. He groaned in frustration as he realised what he’d done. Gripping his cock, he pumped savagely at it and although he did get another eruption of cum, there was hardly any euphoric rush.

Sighing, he grabbed some tissues and mopped up his mess. He finished what was left of his brandy in a single gulp, then headed upstairs, dejected. On the night his wife was fulfilling his long-held cuckold fantasy, Stuart had somehow managed to give himself a ruined orgasm.

He stripped off his clothes and got into the shower. Five minutes later, washed and dried, he padded naked into the bedroom. After connecting his phone charger, he checked to see if Zoe had sent any more texts. She hadn’t. 

He slipped between the sheets, closed his eyes and tried to visualise what was happening in the hotel room in Milden. Stuart hadn’t got a good look at any of the men in the bar. The only memory he had of the one she’d leaned against was that he had short fair hair, was clean-shaven and wore a chequered shirt. Was he the guy she’d left with? No doubt the shirt would have been discarded by now, along with the rest of his clothes and Zoe’s green dress. But what about her teddy and her shoes? Would she still be wearing those?

Although the ruined orgasm had released some of the pressure that had built up over the last hour or so, it hadn’t eased Stuart’s lustful need. As his mind conjured up images of his wife with the younger man, he absentmindedly ran his hand down his own naked body and stroked his balls. He wondered who would take the initiative, and what acts Zoe would feel comfortable performing with a complete stranger. Would she suck his cock? His own reaction to watching her do that to Jamie was still fresh in his mind, all these years later. Or would she be completely submissive and let the young stud do whatever he wanted? 

His cock swelled again, so Stuart gripped it and began to slowly pump his hand. In his mind’s eye, Zoe was straddling the young guy. She still wore her teddy, and the guy was stroking her clearly visible tits through the lacy material. Her eyes fluttered and her mouth dropped open as she came on his cock. After her orgasm had passed, the guy rolled her onto her back and got on top. Then he pounded her, his hips jackhammering between her bent legs.

Stuart’s cock was now rock hard. He pushed the quilt down to his knees and pumped his hand faster. He knew the couple in the hotel room would be enjoying their orgasms, and there was no way he was going to mess this one up. 

Suddenly, a thought occurred, and his eyes flew open. What if Zoe had lied to him in the bar? What if she’d gone back with all three men? Another image filled his vision. Zoe, spreadeagled on the bed as three men pawed at her body, taking turns to slide their cocks into her waiting mouth, then all of them fucking her, one after the other.

Stuart pushed the soles of his feet down on the mattress, arched up off the bed and ejaculated. A warm splash landed high on his chest. A second one covered his stomach, and the others soaked into his hand and pubic hair. Taking a deep breath, he pulled one more time on his cock before letting it fall back against his messy body. He lay still until his heartbeat returned to normal, then got up and headed back to the bathroom for a second shower. When he got back in bed, his body had the contented weariness of a fulfilling orgasm. Sleep came soon after his head hit the pillow, but he woke several times during the night, his body clammy and his cock semi-hard. He refrained from touching himself again, even though his mind evoked all sorts of possible scenarios of what Zoe could be getting up to. The last time he checked the time, it was 4:12, but he must have eventually fallen asleep.

* * * *
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A soft hand stroked his cheek, then pulled back the quilt. He opened his eyes as Zoe slid naked into bed beside him. Now fully awake, he looked towards the window. A little light was creeping in around the curtains. 

“Hey,” she said, stroking his chest.

“What time is it?”

“It’s early.”

He sat up and turned on the bedside lamp. Zoe’s hair was slightly damp, her face makeup-free except for a little lipstick. She’d obviously showered. “Is everything okay?”

“You tell me.” She leaned in and nuzzled his ear. “I’ve just come home after spending the night with another man.” Pulling back to look into his face, she raised her eyebrows. “Is that still okay with you?”

His throat tightened and his breathing became shallow. He nodded. “How was it?”

She smiled and pushed him down onto his back. “It was very enjoyable. How was your night?”

Stuart took a breath, then shrugged. “Weird but thrilling.”

She pulled the quilt off his body and looked down at his cock. “How many times did you make yourself come?”

“Twice.” He’d tell her the details later. “How many times did he make you come?”

She chewed her lip for a moment. “Five.”

“Wow. That’s...” He sighed. “That’s more than I was expecting.”

She placed her warm soft hand on his cock, which was already swelling. “It’s more than I was expecting, too.” She wrapped her fingers around the base and squeezed. “But I’m not complaining.”

“Are you going to give me details?”

“Of course.” She began to slowly pump her hand. “Can I tell you while you reclaim me?”

“I’ll reclaim you later. For now, you can just sit on my cock and relieve me.”

“Ooh, I like the sound of that.” She raised herself up, positioned his cock at her entrance and slid down. 

He let out a sigh. She was hot and wet, though not as wet as he’d been expecting. 

“So,” she said, clenching around him, “what do you want to know?”

“How many drinks did you have in the hotel bar?”

“Just one.” She rocked her hips forward and back, very slowly.

“And then you went to his room?”

“Mm hmm.”

“And what happened there? Was he patient, or did he rip your clothes off?”

“He was patient. We just kissed for a while, then we started to take each other’s clothes off.”

Stuart frowned. He wasn’t going to last long. “You’d better just give me brief details now. I’ll ask more later.”

Zoe smiled knowingly. Placing her hands on his chest, she began moving faster on him. “How long have we got?”

“Not very.” He wanted to know about the lack of fluids inside her. “Did he use a condom?”

“He used three.”

Stuart started to respond, then cried out and pushed up into her. Zoe jerked her hips back and forth, then started bouncing on his cock. He pushed his head back into the pillow and felt all the pent-up tension drain from his aching body. They eventually stilled, and Zoe lay down on his chest, stretching her legs out either side of his and pulling the quilt over them.

“How about we snooze now?” she whispered.

“Okay.”

“Will you reclaim me when we wake up?”

“Yeah, after you’ve answered all my questions.”

She kissed his cheek.

Zoe was soon breathing steadily, but Stuart couldn’t get to sleep. He held his wife’s sleeping body and breathed in the unfamiliar scent of the hotel shampoo she’d used. A brief flurry of doubt skittered through his mind. His wife had slept with a complete stranger. Was this really what he wanted after twenty-seven years of marriage? Then he remembered his long-held fantasy and the emotions he’d experienced last night. 

Zoe slept for over an hour, then stirred and opened her eyes. She smiled at him. “Hi.”

“Hi.”

“Did you sleep?”

He shook his head. “I probably got more sleep last night than you did.”

“Hmm, probably.” She rolled off and lay on her side, facing him. “So, let’s have your questions.”

“I guess the first one should be do you want a coffee?”

She laughed and shook her head. “Coffee can wait.”

“In that case, tell me what happened in a little more detail. Start off with his name.”

“His name was Jacob, but his friends called him Jay. That’s what I called him.”

“How old was he?”

“Twenty-eight.”

He grinned. “You were actually old enough to be his mother.”

“Is that supposed to make me feel better?”

“It should. So, you said there was kissing to start.”

“Hmm.” She smiled. “I wasn’t expecting that.”

“Why not?”

“I guess I thought...” She gave an embarrassed smile. “I thought that while fucking an older woman might give him a kick, kissing and stroking her body might not be what a young guy would want to do.”

Stuart shook his head. “I can understand him kissing you. How long did that go on for?”

“A few minutes, then I removed his shirt.”

“How was his body?”

“He was young and fit, but not all bulging muscles if that’s what you’re asking.”

“And then?”

“Then I removed my dress.”

“You took it off?”

She nodded. 

“And what was his reaction to your underwear?”

“He seemed to like it. He laid me on the bed and sucked my nipples through the lace for a while, then he trailed his kisses down my body, tugged the gusset to the side and made me come with his tongue.”

Stuart felt an involuntary shiver run through him at the thought of the young guy feasting on his wife’s sex. 

“Then he removed the rest of his clothes and fitted a condom.”

“Did you tell him to wear a condom?”

“The subject never came up. He just did it.” 

“What if he hadn’t?”

She shrugged. “I guess he would have fucked me without one. I didn’t have any condoms with me, but he did. And once it was on, he slid inside me.”

“And how was that?”

She laughed. “How do you think?”

“Was he big?”

She shrugged. “Average. It was big enough, and it felt good.” She reached down and gripped his cock. “Want to continue the questions with this inside me?”

He shook his head. “I wouldn’t be able to concentrate.” He eased her hand off, determined to last longer the next time he went inside her. “Did you come again when he fucked you?”

“Yes.”

“Did you change positions?”

“No, but after I’d come, he fucked me harder until he came.”

Stuart could barely believe the openness of their conversation. This was exactly how he’d hoped it would be. Her words both hurt and thrilled him. “What happened next?”

“He went to the bathroom to dispose of the rubber. I removed my shoes and teddy.”

“And since he was only twenty-eight, I guess he was ready to go again straight away.”

She smiled. “Not straight away, but it didn’t take him long to recover.”

“And what happened for the second one?”

She smiled. “I fitted the next condom, and I got on top. I rode him until I came, then he rolled me over and got on top. I somehow managed to come yet again. Then he flipped me onto all fours and fucked me doggie-style.”

“Did you come like that, too?”

“No, but he did. Then we slept. He was catching an early train, so his alarm went off at five.” She smiled. “Which meant we had time for one more. That one started with him on top but finished with us both lying on our sides with him spooning me. He played with my tits and clit while he fucked me from behind, and that was when we both came for the final time.”

“Did you shower together?”

She laughed and shook her head. “The shower was over the bath and far too narrow for two people. We showered separately, said our goodbyes in his room and took different taxis.”

“Did he ask to see you again?”

“No, we both knew it was a one-time thing.”

Stuart rolled her onto her back and ran his hand down her body. A little part of him wished she’d taken Jay bareback, but he knew he should be glad the guy had been sensible. A thought occurred. “So he went down on you, but you didn’t go down on him?”

She blinked, then nodded. “I hadn’t thought of it like that, but you’re right. It never seemed like the right time, and he seemed pretty happy with what he got.”

“Yeah, I’m sure he was.” He grinned. “And now it’s my turn.”

She held his gaze and slowly parted her legs. “Yes, now it’s your turn. Take me back.”

Stuart knelt between her legs and swiped his cock through her folds. She’d had sex four times in the previous seven hours. “Aren’t you sore?”

“No.”

He eased himself inside. This time there was the wet gooeyness of his earlier load. He could almost pretend it was from her lover. Holding himself up on straight arms, he slid his cock slowly in and out of her well-oiled channel while watching her face. “Are you glad you did it?”

“I’d die of shame if our kids ever found out, but yes, I’m glad I did it.”

“Would you do it again?”

“Would you want me to?”

“Yes.”

She started to undulate beneath him. “You sure you want me to do it again?”

He pushed in harder, making her groan.

Zoe placed her hands on his hips and looked up into his face. “What do you want me to do next time?”

After a moment’s hesitation, he decided to be honest. “Suck his cock.”

Her eyes widened slightly, then she nodded. “I could do that.”

“I know. I’ve watched you do it before.”

She clenched her teeth and moved faster beneath him. “Maybe you should be in the room when we get our first bull. You can watch me suck his cock, then you can watch him fuck me.”

Her words washed over him like a hot shower, and a whole range of fantasies seemed to come to the surface. “Would you let him come inside you?”

“Only if he can prove he’s free of infections.” Zoe narrowed her eyes. “Would you want him to come inside me?”

He nodded.

“Would you fuck me with his cum inside me?”

Stuart nodded again, now worried that he may be revealing a little too much.

She smiled, knowingly. “And if I let him come in my mouth, would you kiss me afterwards?”

He dropped his head back and exploded inside her. Zoe yelped in surprise, then ground herself against him, bringing herself off while he was still flooding her. They both moaned and scratched at each other for over a minute as they rode out their pleasure. When they finally stilled, he kissed her gently and lay on her soft body.

Zoe stroked his back. “I think we should find a bull, then discuss all the things we want him to do to me.”

Stuart raised his head and stared into her eyes, exhilarated at the prospect of Zoe making all his fantasies come true.
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Want to see what happens next?

Book 2 in the series is available for pre-order:
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After Zoe spent the night with a younger man she met in a pub, Stuart is desperate for her to have another encounter so he can see it for himself. He’s yearned to be her cuckold for almost twenty years and now that his secret is out, there’s no reason to deny it. 

They take things slowly and weigh up all the pros and cons of wife-sharing. During their many discussions, it soon becomes apparent that Zoe had far more sexual partners than Stuart did before they met. He finds this detail yet another turn-on.

When she suggests that he should browse the website and choose her first bull, he’s thrilled. He knows she’s had bigger men, so he needs to find her someone special. 

Once he clicks on Calvin’s profile, the search is over. The man is everything a cuck could want for his hotwife. Handsome, hung, and with a body that looks like it’s been chiselled from ebony. 

Stuart can’t wait to see what Zoe’s first bull will do to her...

Zoe’s First Bull is available here.
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Delores Swallows has many dirty thoughts, and during his free time he writes them down in the form of stories. Born and bred in the northwest of England, he has a commoner’s accent and a bit of a crush on his future queen.

His stories often feature petite brunettes, high-heeled shoes and voyeurism. He claims he didn’t realise these were obsessions until someone pointed out how often they appear in his work. 

Find out more about Delores on his Linktree. He also has a Patreon account where you can get early access to - and interact with him about - his latest books, plus other goodies as well.

And don’t forget to sign up to his mailing list for a free story.
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Endgame: Open and Closed
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After the trials and tribulations of our couples’ holiday in Mexico, things between Suzy and I became so strained we were barely talking to one another. What was worse, even the idea of her sneaking off to see another man didn’t give the thrill that it used to.

The hardest part about coming back from Mexico was that the woman I really wanted to be with was still on the other side of the Atlantic. This was made even clearer when Cyndi and I shared a few intimate videocalls. I knew I had a big decision to make.

As it turned out, Suzy’s egocentric desire for satisfying her own needs helped me make the decision. We may have had a very open arrangement, but that didn’t mean that I couldn’t close my account and go elsewhere...

Endgame: Open and Closed is available here

───Ξ───

Your Next Hotwife
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Vivienne inadvertently discovers husband Lee’s laptop still logged on after he leaves for a work trip. The scantily clad women on the webpage pique her curiosity. Thinking she might be able to give him a sexy treat if she knows what sort of porn he watches, she takes a closer look.

Then her world collapses.

It isn’t a porn site - it’s a contact forum. Lee’s been moonlighting as a bull for couples who live the hotwife/cuckold lifestyle. Not only are there sexy women offering him their bodies, he’s also getting requests from husbands to satisfy their wives’ carnal desires.

About to call Lee and tell him not to bother coming home ever again, Viv realises this confrontation needs to be done face to face. The inevitable denials and elaborate lies would hurt her even more. So she comes up with a good old honeytrap plan.

She registers as ‘Brandy’ and sends a request saying, ‘Let me be your next hotwife’. When he turns up at the hotel, there’ll be no way for him to try and sweet-talk his way out of his duplicity.

But there’s something Vivienne hasn’t considered: the forum has many bulls looking for sexy hotwives to service...

Your Next Hotwife is available here.
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