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The Cuckold Collection
I decided to start a new series of original stories, focusing more on the ‘cuckold’ types of relationship rather than just the ‘hotwife’ aspect, which my ‘No Angels’ and ‘Cerulean Erotica Presents’ series explored, albeit more ambiguously in some books than in others.
I came up with six different themes that I wanted to explore and after I completed the first book, ‘Size Matters,’ a friend of mine inspired another story and so ‘Ex Appeal’ was born.
So, the series, ‘The Cuckold Collection’ was conceptualised during Size Matters and Ex Appeal is the book that really stamped this series as one I was driven to write and gave me an idea of how it would develop through the four books to follow, so I really hope you enjoy this second story as much as I enjoyed writing it.
If you’re not already aware of my other books, feel free to check out my other two series; ‘No Angels’ and ‘Cerulean Erotica Presents’ on Amazon Kindle and Kindle Unlimited and keep an eye out for the first book in another new series, coming very soon.
Thanks for reading!




Chapter 1
“This is so romantic,” Alexandria said to me and she was right. I wouldn’t consider myself the most romantic man in the world, but here, walking along the Champs De Mars in Paris, the Eiffel Tower glowing ahead of us in the early evening sunlight, I could feel a fizzing energy in the air that could only be called romance.
“It is,” I agreed, taking a step back for a moment to admire the view. The Champs De Mars was beautiful; a wide green space at the very heart of Paris, full of lovers, strolling along hand-in-hand, just like Alexandria and I.
I let go of Alexandria’s hand for a moment and she turned around to see why.
“You okay, Joe?” she smiled at me, dazzling me with that smile like she always did. Alexandria was beautiful, no one could dispute that. She was short and petite with a tight, slim body that drove me crazy and turned heads wherever we went. She wasn’t busty, her breasts were just a B cup but were perfectly shaped with delicious pink nipples. What I loved about her most was her oval face with her sky blue eyes, elegant features and her luscious, long waves of brunette hair. At the moment, she had the tips dyed blonde, which set off her complexion exquisitely. I was the luckiest man in the world, but I’d need every bit of luck I had for what I was about to do next.
“My shoelaces are untied,” I told her. “You keep walking. I’ll catch up in a second.”
Alexandria studied me for a moment as I bent down and began fiddling with my shoelace. “Okay. Whatever.”
As soon as she turned her back on me, I quickly re-tied the shoelace I’d just loosened and then reached into my jeans pocket for the ring I’d bought.
Catching up with her, I tapped her on the shoulder. “Alexandria?”
When she turned around, I dropped down onto one knee and at first, she thought my shoes had come untied again. “Joe, not again?”
Then she saw the black velvet box in my hand, opened to display the gold ring inside.
“Alexandria,” I managed to say over the sound of my heart thudding in my chest. “Will you marry me?”
She didn’t reply. She just put a petite hand to her mouth in shock.
A small crowd had gathered around us now, mainly tourists, some of whom were taking photographs.
“Don’t keep me waiting.” I pleaded to her after a few moments.
Alexandria looked around at the circle of watchers then turned back to me.
“Yes,” she said but she didn’t look as happy as I thought she would.
I stood up and took her into my arms, noticing with some relief that she was at least emotional. Her light blue eyes were damp as she stared into mine and then kissed me.
“I love you,” I said, my own emotions rising.
“I love you too,” she smiled, “But we need to go somewhere and talk. I didn’t expect this.”
I was about to ask her what we needed to talk about but just as I opened my mouth, a Japanese couple approached and gave me a polaroid picture they’d taken of the moment.
“Arigato,” I thanked them in my very basic Japanese, but then Alexandria’s arm looped around mine, drawing me away through the now-dispersing crowd.
“Aren’t you going to put the ring on?” I asked. She hadn’t even looked at it properly and I’d spent ages choosing it: 18-carat gold inlaid with a beautifully cut single emerald.
“Wait until we’ve talked.” She dragged me into a nearby cafe where we sat down. “You might want to get us drinks,” she suggested and I began to sense that something was wrong.
“What’s up?” I asked, after getting us both a beer. “You’re not already married or something, are you?” I laughed. “I don’t see how. You’re only eighteen.”
I knew we were young. I was only twenty-one but we’d been together a while and I knew she was the one. I didn’t know how. I just knew. It felt right. I’d planned this whole trip just so I could do this: propose to the girl I loved.
“That’s the problem,” Alexandria sighed, taking my hands in hers across the shining steel cafe table. “I’m only eighteen.”
“But you love me,” I pointed out. I was prepared for this conversation. I could handle it, I’d gone through all the possible outcomes in my mind. “And I love you. We’ve been together long enough, you know how well we get on.”
“I know I said ‘yes’ out there,” Alexandria pointed through the window towards the space where I’d proposed. “But I only said that so I wouldn’t humiliate you in front of all those people.”
“So, you’re saying ‘no’?” I said slowly, trying to comprehend. “Why?”
“I’m eighteen,” she shrugged. “I’m too young to get married.”
“Then why even be my girlfriend?” I scratched my head. “That’s a commitment in itself. If you’re not ready to settle down, then why even be in a monogamous relationship?”
“Because I love you,” Alexandria smiled again, those blue eyes twinkling in the candlelight from the lit candle on the table. “I love being your girl. But why can’t we just keep it at that for now? Talk about marriage sometime in the future, when we’ve lived a bit?”
“Lived a bit?” I repeated dumbly. “We can ‘live a bit’ if we’re engaged. We don’t have to get married straight away. We can have a long engagement and then when we do get married, I’m not saying we have to have kids right away or-”
“Woah there,” her hand clasped mine, squeezing hard. “Slow right down. Kids?”
“I’m sorry.” I realised I was getting carried away. This hadn’t gone to plan at all, not the way I’d envisioned it.
“Oh, Joe,” Alexandria leaned forward, probably seeing the dejection in my face. “I love you. That’s a good thing, right? I’m having the best time here in Paris. Let’s not ruin it by falling out?”
“You don’t know how much I’ve put into this,” I said softly.
“I do and I appreciate it so much, I really do.” Alexandria looked at me, working out what to say. “Look, I’m going to come clean about something. It’s something I’ve been thinking about for a while now.”
“What?” Just when I thought this couldn’t get any worse, it suddenly felt like it was going to.
“Actually, it doesn’t matter,” Alexandria’s posture altered. She sat back from me, her arms folding across her chest.
“Yes, it does,” I said, reaching out towards her but she stayed leaning away. “Tell me.”
“It’s just...” she was shaking. What was wrong with her?
“Just what?”
“I don’t know how to say this,” she gazed at me, chewing her lip nervously.
“Just say it. Whatever it is.”
“Getting married is a big thing,” she explained. “Huge. I don’t feel ready. There are too many things I want to do before I ever get married.”
“Like what?” I countered. This was okay. She was going back to the arguments I’d roughly planned out in my head. “Whatever it is you want to do, we can do it while we’re engaged. I’m patient. I can wait as long as you want to before actually getting married. I just want you to wear that ring. It’d make me the proudest man in the world.”
Alexandria looked down at the ring in her hand, finally taking it out of the box.
“It’s beautiful,” she gasped, seeing it properly for the first time. “But there are things I want to do. Things that I can’t do if we get engaged.”
“Like what?” I questioned her again. “We’ll just be engaged. What does that change? There’s nothing you can do now that you can’t if we’re promised to each other.”
“Yes, there is.” She put the ring back in the black velvet box and snapped it shut.
“I don’t understand,” I said but it was starting to dawn on me. “I’m not enough for you. Am I?”
“Yes, you are. Look, when I get married,” Alexandria explained. “I want to do it properly. I want to be yours. I don’t ever want to cheat on you.”
“Which is a good thing,” I scratched my head, wondering where she was going. “What’s the problem with that?”
“So, to me, getting married means sleeping with just one man for the rest of my life.”
“I get that,” I took a large gulp of my beer, slowly figuring it out.
“And I’m not ready to commit to that yet,” Alexandria said, then quickly took a drink of her own beer. “I’m sorry, Joe. I just don’t think I can go through life only ever having sex with you. There’s so much out there to explore. So many experiences to have.”
“So you want to break up?” I couldn’t believe what I was hearing.
“No!” Alexandria finally leaned towards me and seized my non-bottle-holding hand. “I love you. I don’t want to break up. I just can’t commit to marrying you while I’ve got this feeling - these urges - inside me. It wouldn’t be fair on you. If you want to break up though, then I understand.”
“Breaking up is not an option,” I swallowed deeply, my mind working hard to process what she’d just told me. “I’ve told everyone I was going to ask you to marry me. My family, my friends, they’re all waiting for me to ring and tell them you said ‘yes.’ I was so sure you would.”
“I have an idea,” Alexandria suggested. “You’ll say no and probably dump me, but I guess this is kind of a make or break night for us. I don’t want it to be, but it kind of feels that way, now I’ve said what I’ve said.”
“You’re probably right,” I shrugged. “So what’s your idea?”
“Maybe we should have a short break from each other when we get home,” her hand was still squeezing mine. “Just temporarily. Let me get a few things out of my system. Then, when I’m ready. We’ll get back together and we’ll get engaged. I promise.”
“I can’t do that,” I replied sadly. “When I tell everyone you said no, they’ll laugh at me. Not to my face, but they will. It’ll just make me feel shit.”
“I see,” Alexandria slumped forward, taking her head in her hands “Joe, I’m so sorry.”
Then I realised something from what I’d just said.
“When you said ‘get things out of your system’, you mean guys, right?” I asked. “You want to sleep with some other men. Experience the things you mentioned. Do all the exploring you need to do. That’s what you meant, right? Exploring guys, experiencing different men.”
Alexandria didn’t lift her head out of her hands. “Yes,” she said simply towards the table.
I was so desperate for her to say ‘yes.’ I’d do anything for this girl. There was a way. If she was willing to take it.
“What if I said that I will let you do that?” I asked, lowering my voice so no one in the cafe could overhear.
“What do you mean?” she replied, still not showing her face.
“Say ‘yes.’ Put the ring on. Let’s go home as an engaged couple and in return, I’ll let you do whatever you want. Do whoever you want. I don’t want to lose you. If it means marrying you, I’m prepared to let you explore and experience stuff.”
“Really?” she finally looked up, a curious look on her face. Her mascara was streaked around her eyes. She’d been crying. “But you’ll hate me.”
“I could never hate you,” I reached across and wiped at the mascara, trying to clean it away but only making it worse. “You do what you need to do and only when you’re ready will we actually start planning our marriage.”
“What if it takes a long time?” she smiled weakly.
“I’d be lying if I said I’ll wait forever,” I smiled back, “But I’ll try to give you as long as you need.”
“You’d do that for me?” Alexandria asked. “Let’s just get this clear. You’ll let me have sex with other men while we’re engaged? We are talking about the same thing right?”
“If that’s what it takes,” I couldn’t believe I was saying this, but I was. Just saying it hurt. “You’re worth it.”
Alexandria took the box, opened it and pulled out the ring again. She grinned then let me slide it onto the third finger of her left hand.
“In that case,” she leaned in and kissed me. “Yes. I will marry you, Joe. Let’s do this.”




Chapter 2
The rest of our Paris trip was wonderful. The hotel we were staying at bought us a bottle of Champagne as congratulations and when I shared my news on social media all our friends and family were delighted for us.
We enjoyed our new ‘engaged’ status without bringing up the conditions she’d attached to it for several days until we got home but I knew that I’d have to raise the topic eventually. It was constantly playing on my mind the whole time, interfering with my ability to work and stopping me from relaxing properly when home.
“Hey,” I greeted her when she came over; the Friday evening after we’d returned from France. We didn’t live together yet, but we saw each other almost every day and she’d stay over at the weekends when we were both free. “You okay?”
“I’m fine,” Alexandria kissed me then looked over my shoulder. “What’s all this?”
She was looking at the Italian meal I’d cooked for us, laid out ready on the table for when she got here.
“I thought we’d celebrate,” I ushered her in and held a chair out for her to sit. Then I poured her a glass of her favourite white wine. “We haven’t really had a chance since we got back, so I thought it’d be nice.”
“That’s sweet,” Alexandria said, getting comfortable and then starting to eat as I joined her at the table. “My mom wants to throw a party for us next week. Would you be okay with that?”
I nodded, helping myself to some garlic bread. “Yes. That sounds like fun.”
“Great,” she smiled. “I’ll text her now so she can get on with planning it.” Alexandria took out her phone and sent the message while we ate. “You know how she loves stuff like this.”
“There’s something I wanted to talk about,” I said after we’d moved on to the dessert.
“Sure,” Alexandria nodded. “Go ahead. This is lovely, by the way,” she added as she tucked into the tiramisu which I’d brought out of the fridge. I hadn’t made it, it was shop-bought but I didn’t tell her that.
“When we got engaged,” I started slowly, trying to figure out how to word this, “You didn’t say yes right away and-”
“Ah,” Alexandria put down her spoon for a moment, “Yes, I was thinking the same - that we needed to talk about that. I was waiting for the right moment.”
“Me too,” I replied then pointed to the food on the table. “This seemed like as good a time as any.”
“You’re probably right.” Alexandria reached her arms above her head and stretched, suddenly seeming tense. “So, what do you want to know?”
“What do I want to know?” I repeated her question. “Well, how you’re going to do what you need to do. I mean, are you just going to have sex with some other guys behind my back, or are you going to tell me when you’re doing it, or… well, I don’t know.”
“Okay,” she picked up the spoon and returned to eating her tiramisu, replying between mouthfuls. “As for how I’m going to do it, I guess it depends on the guy. When it comes to doing it behind your back, I don’t like you seeing it that way. I mean, you agreed to me doing this, right?”
“Yes,” I conceded, “But are you going to tell me who you’re sleeping with and when? It feels a bit strange; me not knowing.”
“I wouldn’t have thought you’d want to know?” Alexandria tilted her head and gazed at me, pushing the finished dessert to one side. “Surely, it’ll hurt if you know? I thought it’d be best to be discrete, so you have no idea what’s going on. That way, I’m sparing your feelings. It’s not going behind your back; it’s me being kind.”
“Okay,” I finished my dessert too and got up to clear the pots away. “It’s just strange, I guess. It’s like I could be having sex with you one night, not knowing you’ve had sex with another guy that same day or a day or two before.”
“What you don’t know won’t hurt you,” Alexandria said softly, joining me at the sink as I placed the plates into the bowl. “I promise if that’s the case, I’ll always have a shower and make sure there’s no way you could possibly know I’ve been with someone else. I’ll never let them give me hickeys or leave any marks or anything like that.”
“It’d just be a bit gross if-” I paused, wondering how to phrase what I was about to say, “If they’d finished inside you and then we slept together and…”
“Stop,” Alexandria grabbed me and twisted me around to face her. “Stop thinking about it. You’re overthinking everything. I’m so appreciative that you’re letting me do this. It means the world to me. I love you and want to marry you because you’re this person; kind and understanding enough to make this sacrifice for us. Please believe that. Just trust me. You do trust me, right?”
“Of course I do,” I sighed. “It’s just hard, you know?”
“I know. It must be tough,” Alexandria replied. “But it’ll be worth it, I promise.”
We didn’t discuss the matter any further until we were in bed that night. Alexandria was wearing just a nightshirt and the warmth of her as she cuddled up to me was enticing. I was about to kiss her and make a move but she stopped me.
“Before we do anything, do you want to check me - you know, down below?” she joked with a giggle, “Make sure I haven’t been with anyone today.”
“I think I better had,” I played along, sliding under the covers and in-between her parting legs. It was too dark to see anything but I ran my hand up her slender thigh until I reached her shaven pussy, which felt smooth to the touch as it usually did. Alexandria always kept it completely shaven. I teased her small labia apart with my fingers and gently ran my tongue the length of her slit.
“Is it clean and pure enough for you?” Alexandria moaned as I reached her clit, giving it extra oral attention.
“I’m not sure,” I teased. “I think I need to keep checking to make sure.” Then I closed my lips over the hood of her clitoris and gently sucked, making her groan as I kept doing it until she suddenly grabbed my hair and pushed back against my face.
“Oh fuck,” she moaned as she orgasmed. I pushed the covers back and pulled her nightshirt up, casting the dim light of the bedroom over her tight body and I stopped to appreciate her good her small tits looked before fucking her, then I slid my cock into her hot, wet hole.
“Can I ask you something?” she whispered into my ear as I let my weight settle on top of her to fuck her.
“In a minute,” I closed my eyes and kissed her neck which always turned her on, then pumped my cock in and out of her, at first slowly, savouring the feeling of her tight pussy around me but then faster and harder.
“Cum inside me, Joe,” she coaxed me, her hands clutching at my ass, pulling me into her and I did, feeling my balls tighten and then my seed squirt out into her.
“I’m sorry I didn’t last longer,” I gasped, breathing heavily as I rolled back to my side of the bed.
“You never do very that long, to be honest,” Alexandria teased me, then got up to clean herself up in the bathroom before going back to her question when she returned. “So, can I ask you something now?”
“Sure,” I closed my eyes, feeling that familiar post-sex tiredness wash over me as Alexandria climbed into the bed at my side.
“Don’t go to sleep yet,” she nudged me. “This is important. I need to know - when you find out that I’ve been with some other guys, are you going to go off me?”
“What do you mean?” I opened my eyes and even in the low light, I could see that something was worrying her.
“When I said about my pussy being pure and clean earlier, it made me think. When I’m not your ‘pure’ Alexandria anymore, when I’ve been with a few other guys, will you still love me the same?”
“You’re hardly pure really,” I chuckled. “Before me, you had a few boyfriends, what was it? Three, four?”
“Four,” she admitted. “I wouldn’t call three of them boyfriends though, only really Jackson.”
“What were the others called again?” I said, trying to remember their names.
“There was Aaron, he was my first, we dated for a while,” Alexandria recounted, “Then Mike but he was terrible, so we won’t go there. Then Jackson of course, who I went out with for six months, then Hunter just before you but he was only a one-night-stand and more of a friend really.”
“So, that’s what I’m saying, you’re not pure and innocent.”
“But I’ve been pure while we’ve been together,” she countered, “That’s what matters, isn’t it? And once that’s gone, you might not see me the same way.”
“Are you suggesting we take a break again?” I asked, sitting up in bed.
“No!” Alexandria sat up too, pulling her nightshirt down and folding her arms defensively. “That was why I offered it as an option to begin with, so you wouldn’t see me as a cheating slut or something. I don’t want you to see me that way. If you’re really okay with me doing this while we’re together, then that’s cool, but I need to make sure that you really are okay and not just saying it because you love me.”
“I really am okay,” I reassured her. I wasn’t, in truth. Part of me was letting her do this because I loved her and didn’t want to lose her, but I didn’t want to tell her that and make her feel guilty, or resentful towards me. “Now let’s get some sleep.”
“I love you,” she smiled and curled up next to me, one slender leg wrapping around mine.
“I love you too,” I replied. I did. Probably too much.




Chapter 3
“Joe? Mom needs to know how many friends and family you’ve got coming to the party this weekend,” Alexandria called me during my work lunch break. “Just so she can get the food organised.”
Her parents had booked a function room at a bar the other side of town near where they lived and organised an engagement party for us this coming weekend. They’d been slightly apprehensive of Alexandria getting engaged so young but after a day or two of us being back, they’d embraced the idea and were now spoiling us with a party. If only they knew the conditions attached to our engagement, they might feel differently.
It was three days since we’d last spoke about Alexandria sleeping with other men and neither of us had mentioned it again since. It was on my mind the whole time, even though we’d spent the whole weekend together and now I was back at work, I couldn’t help but wonder what she was up to every moment she wasn’t in my company. We often didn’t see each other on Mondays, the only day of the week we regularly spent apart, usually because we’d been together all weekend and she needed to spend some time with her parents otherwise they’d accuse her of ‘treating their house like a hotel.’ So, I knew I’d be worrying all evening about where she was and what she was doing, just like I was right now at work.
“I think I’ve got about twenty people coming so far,” I told her, “But tell your mom to plan for thirty. That should be plenty. How many are coming from your side?”
“I’ve invited loads of friends and my entire family is coming, so that’s probably well over fifty,” Alexandria estimated. “It’s going to be great. Okay, I need to go. Things to do.”
I almost asked if ‘things’ meant ‘boys’ but I didn’t. “Love you,” I said, telling myself mentally not to be paranoid.
“Love you too.”
Alexandria hung up and I sat there staring at my phone for a moment, my lunch all but forgotten in front of me. I needed to stop torturing myself. Things were what they were. I’d accepted her reasons for being reluctant to settle down and I’d done a deal with her to get my ring onto her finger. Now I had to stand by that decision and honour my promise to her, no matter how hard it was.
That evening when I got home, I called Alexandria for a chat but she didn’t pick up. That wasn’t unusual. Mondays were nights she spent with her family, often watching a movie or sometimes going out for dinner, so she might have her phone on silent, but tonight, several hours went by without her returning my call or so much as sending a text. That was unusual.
11.30pm came around and I was beginning to worry about her. I held back on calling her or sending more and more texts because I didn’t want to annoy her or freak her out. Plus, if she was on a date, I could potentially ruin it for her. But what if she’d gone on a date with some guy and he’d turned out to be a psycho? Or what if something bad had happened and she was upset?
I sent her a text:
Alexandria, I know it’s late and it’s your Monday family night but can you give me a quick call or at least text me back? I’m just worried about you for some reason. Give me a call or drop me a message just to put my mind at rest. Love you. X
That wasn’t too intrusive, was it? To my relief, she texted back within a couple of minutes.
Sorry! I’ve been out with mom and dad and only just got home. Give me a few minutes and I’ll call you to say hello.
She did exactly that, five minutes later.
“Hey,” I said, trying to sound calmer than I felt. “Thanks for ringing. I was just worrying about you because you usually at least text me once or twice on a Monday night. I’m sorry if I’m being a dick.”
“It’s fine,” she replied. “Don’t worry about it. It’s my bad. I should have texted to let you know we were going out for dinner but we were in a rush because dad was late home from work and I guess I forgot. Are you okay?”
“I am now,” I sighed. “I’m in bed, all cold and lonely and wishing you were here.”
“I wish I was too,” she giggled. “I’m like, super-horny, but I guess we’ll both just have to wait until tomorrow night, eh?”
“Well, you could always - you know - talk dirty to me,” I suggested in my most mock-seductive voice, “While I sort myself out, seeing as you’re not here to do it for me.”
“I can’t,” Alexandria laughed, dropping her voice to a whisper, “You know the walls at my parents are paper-thin. They’d be shocked if they heard me talking dirty. They still think I’m a sweet and innocent virgin. I swear they probably believe we’re waiting until we’re married before we have sex.”
“Jeez, if they only knew the full truth,” I laughed.
“I know, right?” she chuckled. “Listen, it’s late, so I better go. I’ll see you tomorrow night after work.”
“Okay. I love you.” When she said it back, I hung up and stretched out in bed. I felt better having heard her voice but I couldn’t help but wonder if she really had been out with her parents or if she’d been up to something. I could always subtly ask her parents this coming weekend at the party. Then I decided against it. I wasn’t going to make a good husband if I was someone with a distrustful nature. I had to trust Alexandria. She was probably right when she’d said that what I didn’t know couldn’t hurt me.
The best thing right now would be to get myself off and go to sleep. Tomorrow would be a better day. I’d focus better, work harder and feel good knowing that I was seeing Alexandria at the end of it, so I took my cock in my hand and began stroking myself while imagining what we’d do tomorrow night.
For some reason, my head played tricks on me as I masturbated. Every time I tried to imagine myself and Alexandria, my mind wandered to her and someone else instead. I didn’t want to think of her with another man but I did. I pictured what she’d look like, bent over with a different guy behind her, fucking her hard and I imagined the sounds she’d make, especially if he had a bigger cock than mine.
My cock wasn’t huge but it wasn’t small either. I’d measured it once at five and a half inches and when I googled penis sizes, it seemed that I fell squarely into the average category. Average was fine. It’s what you do with it that counts, was the common phrase that kept cropping up and I thought I was pretty good in the sack. Alexandria had always seemed satisfied.
Until now, that is. I suddenly wondered if I wasn’t as good in bed as I thought. Maybe she just didn’t want to tell me that, maybe she was trying to spare my feelings, and that was why she needed to sleep with some other guys before we got married. She’d said almost as much, just worded it differently.
I pictured her sucking someone’s cock - a huge black cock and then I suddenly felt my cock throb in my hand and a huge stream of cum landed all over my lower belly.
What the hell was wrong with me? Why did I suddenly get so turned on at the thought of her with other guys? Hell, I’d even imagined her with a black guy. I shouldn’t be thinking those thoughts at all, never mind getting turned on by them. Perhaps it was just my subconscious dealing with the uncomfortable emotions I was having?
Whatever it was, I did now feel relaxed having emptied my balls. I cleaned myself up with some tissue from the bedside cabinet, tried to push the weird conflicting feelings about my unexpected fantasies out of my head and let the familiar post-cum wave of tiredness wash over me and take me off to dreamland.
I wasn’t quite as anxious or paranoid the next day because work was so busy that I didn’t have time to be worried about whatever Alexandria may or may not be up to.
That evening I was excited to see her but I was tired from work and didn’t feel like cooking, so I ordered a takeaway to arrive an hour or so later at 7.00pm, which was usually when she got to mine.
However, 7.00pm rolled around, the takeaway was delivered and there was no Alexandria as of yet, so I gave her a call but she didn’t answer. I dropped her a text to make sure she was still coming over but no reply to that either. I tried ringing her again at 7.30pm but just as I did, I finally heard the door open and her voice call out that she was here.
“Sorry I’m late,” she panted, breathing heavily. “I got held up at uni. You ordered food for us?” she pointed at the still-wrapped-up Chinese food on the kitchen table.
“Yeah, we better eat it soon before it goes too cold,” I began unwrapping and dishing it out. “Why so out of breath? Did you run all the way here or something?”
“I wanted to get here as quick as I could,” Alexandria only half-explained before tucking into her noodles as I passed them to her. She had beads of sweat on her forehead. “Do you mind if I go for a shower after this? Then we can watch some TV and chill out.”
It had been a hot day today, so I put her request down to that but my paranoid mind was starting to work overtime again. I distracted myself by putting my XBox on and playing a game while she cooled off and freshened up in the shower.
“That’s better,” Alexandria sighed from behind me when she eventually emerged, then I heard her walk into the kitchen before returning. “Here, I got you a beer.”
I turned to take the bottle and my jaw dropped. She was naked.
“Woah,” I grinned. “Hello there.”
“Hello there to you too,” she giggled. She looked gorgeous, her skin tanned golden to match the tips of her hair, which was still wet, held up on the top of her head in a clip.
“Let’s put a movie on,” I suggested as she sat next to me, still completely nude.
“Why don’t you just turn the TV off altogether,” she purred, taking the controller from me and pushing me back onto the sofa. “And just let me suck your cock?”
I wasn’t going to say no to that. Alexandria’s hands were busy at my pants, pulling them down until my cock sprung free, already hard at the sight of her naked body.
“Slow down,” I told her because she immediately grabbed it and started stroking and sucking it fast. “We have all evening, you know?”
Alexandria only stopped over at the weekends, but we usually fucked most nights when she came over. Not every night, but a lot of the time. At the very minimum, we’d usually kiss and fool around, even when we weren’t alone. Quite often we had friends around, like my best buddy Damon or my other close friend Scott. They’d come over and play XBox or sometimes we’d just hang, have a beer and watch some TV. We used to go downtown together a lot, but since I’d met Alexandria and Damon had met his girlfriend, Kelly, we didn’t see as much of each other as we used to.
“I’m really horny,” Alexandria moaned, “I just want to fuck all night until I have to go home, is that okay?”
“Hmmm,” I joked, “Let me think about it for a while.”
“You can think about it while I do this,” she declared, straddling me and sinking her pussy down onto my erect cock. “Let me know when you’ve decided.”
God, her pussy felt good. Hot, wet and tight, she slid up and down on me, then arched backwards, thrusting her small tits out while reaching down to rub her clit as she fucked me.
“What’s gotten into you tonight?” I groaned at the feeling of her riding me but she didn’t answer. She just kept grinding onto me while rubbing herself until she came and even then she didn’t stop.
For some reason, the thought of her sucking a black cock sprung into my mind again. What was wrong with me? I pushed it from my thoughts and tried to concentrate on Alexandria, but the mental image wouldn’t go away and within a few minutes I felt my balls stiffen and I came inside her.
Only then did Alexandria finally lay forwards, her weight fully on top of me, to give me a kiss and a seductive smile afterwards.
“That’s fuck number one,” she teased. “You better get it hard again because I want it at least one more time before I leave.”
I wasn’t complaining about her being so highly sexed, so I didn’t ask her again what was up with her tonight but I could guess. It had to be the thought of her having sex with someone else that was turning her on. If this was how she was going to be in the lead-up to her finally doing it with someone, I could live with that.
“Can I ask you a totally random question?” I asked a short time later. We were cuddling on the sofa, watching a movie as originally planned. Alexandria had slipped her panties back on and one of my t-shirts, not bothered to get fully dressed because she intended on fucking me again before hometime.
“Random question?” she repeated. “Sure.”
“Do you like black guys?” I asked.
“Now that IS a random question,” she giggled, turning around to look at me. “Some black guys are cute, yes. Why?”
“I’ve just been thinking about you wanting to have sex with some other men and wondered if you had anything particular in mind for who you wanted, like maybe a black guy or an older guy or…”
“Would it be a problem if I did?” she asked, pushing herself up into a sitting position to look at me properly. “Fuck a black guy, or an older guy I mean.”
“No,” I shrugged. “It’s up to you. I was just wondering, that was all.”
“You’re acting weird,” she tilted her face and considered me, as though she was trying to work something out. “Is there something else you want to ask me?”
Did you fuck someone yesterday? Or today? That was two questions I almost asked but I knew that if I accused her of lying or showed distrust in her, it wouldn’t help the situation.
“No,” I repeated, “You know how I am. Weird random stuff just pops in and out of my head sometimes.”
“Good,” Alexandria smiled, her hand reaching inside my shorts to grab my dick which was starting to get hard again, “Because we only have an hour before I go home and I want to make the most of it.”
I let my head fall back and closed my eyes as she took me in her mouth again. I could get used to this new extra-horny Alexandria, I decided.




Chapter 4
The rest of the week went without any further reason to think Alexandria was up to anything and I was actually looking forward to the engagement party by the time Saturday came around. We went shopping that day and bought new outfits, got changed and arrived early at the venue, a tacky-looking place called ‘The Billionaires Bar.’ Alexandria’s parents got there at the same time as us to set up the food and give the DJ the list of music we’d picked out. The room was great, partitioned off from the rest of the venue, with its own separate entrance, which is where we stood, greeting the first guests as they arrived.
My buddy Damon arrived with his pretty girlfriend Kelly, then the rest of my family and Alexandria’s, including her lovely cousin Amy and her husband, Adam. I’d always had an eye for Amy - she was the exact opposite of Alexandria, even though they were related. Amy was blonde and curvy with gorgeous boobs that caught the eye of everyone she walked past. I saw Adam look Alexandria up and down too, his eyes definitely lingered on her a little too long, causing Amy to drag him away towards the bar. I couldn’t blame him though, Alexandria did look gorgeous tonight. She was wearing a dark grey dress that came midway down her thighs, showing plenty of her toned legs and was tight enough around the top to show off her small but shapely bust.
“Hi,” said the next arrival, Amy’s sister, Laura. Laura had slightly darker hair than her sister and wasn’t quite as curvy but was just as cute. “Is my little sister here yet?” she asked and Alexandria pointed her out on the dancefloor where she was already dancing. Amy and Laura were older than Alexandria, in their late twenties, but they were quite close for cousins.
“Who’s she?” asked my friend, Scott, as he turned up.
“That’s Laura,” I grinned at him. Scott had an eye for the ladies. He always had. “She’s Alexandria’s cousin, and yes, she’s single - she’s just split up from her husband, however, she’s way out of your league, dude.”
“We’ll see about that,” he smiled back then pulled me into a hug. “I need to talk to you in a bit,” he whispered into my ear.
“Yeah, no worries,” I replied, when he didn’t release me from the hug right away. “Go grab a drink and I’ll join you soon.”
Scott just smiled at Alexandria as he walked past and she looked at me suspiciously. “What was that about?” she asked, sounding concerned.
“I have no idea,” I shrugged, then didn’t have any further time to worry about it because Damon appeared from behind me, putting a firm hand on my shoulder and pulling me back inside ‘Billionaires,’ as I’d learned everyone called this place.
“Come on, you two,” he beckoned us towards the dance floor. “You’ve done enough meeting and greeting. This party’s for you - come and enjoy yourself.”
So we did. Damon was always the life and soul of the party. Tall and solid in every sense of the word, he was a good guy and a great friend. Kelly, his girlfriend was petite and lovely, with long raven-black hair and the perfect tan. I wasn’t much of a dancer, so I let Alexandria drift off with her cousins and Kelly to dance properly, while Damon and I lurched about, making fools of ourselves but having fun.
When we went to the bar for fresh drinks, Scott joined me, easing me away from Damon for a moment to talk.
“Is now a good time?” he said, looking over his shoulder.
“Sure,” I replied, sitting down for the first time.
“I don’t know how to say this...” he said, joining me at the table, before going quiet and sitting there staring into his drink.
“What’s up?” I moved my chair closer to him, worrying about my friend. Scott was ‘one of the boys’ - he loved a drink and a joke, was popular with the guys and the girls, always confident, so for him to be this way was strange.
“Don’t go mad at me, bro,” he started, then seemed to change his mind about what he was going to say and started again. “Look, don’t you think you and Alexandria are a little young to get married?”
“I guess so,” I nodded thoughtfully, “But we’re just getting engaged. We’re not rushing into getting married right away.”
“That’s good,” he paused again, “It’s just… I dunno, I mean, are you sure Alexandria is the right girl for you?”
“I love her. She loves me.” I playfully punched him in the shoulder. “I’ve thought this through, Scott. So has she. We’re in love, we decided to get engaged and we’re here to celebrate tonight, not get all philosophical and shit.”
Scott didn’t reply. His green eyes stared into mine for a moment, then he swept his dark hair out of his eyes and straightened up in his chair as if he was going to say something, but again he lapsed into silence.
“I hoped you’d be happy for us,” I couldn’t believe one of my best friends was acting weird at my engagement. Damon had accepted the news just fine and he was four years older and wiser than me, whereas Scott was only a year older.
“There’s so many women out there,” Scott cast his eyes across the dancefloor, spotting Laura again and pointing to her. “Hot women like her. Why’d you want to settle down straight away?”
“Because I love Alexandria and this is what I want,” I took a deep breath. “I know you like fucking around. You want to play the field and enjoy yourself and I totally get it, but I guess I’m just not like that. Alexandria is the one for me. It just feels right.”
“I’m sorry,” Scott replied after a moment of watching Laura, Kelly, Alexandria and Amy dancing under the disco lights. “I am happy for you, Joe. I am. Just promise me that you won’t rush off and get married right away. Make it a long engagement, just so you know it’s what you really want, okay?”
“Okay,” I squinted at him, wondering what the hell was up with him tonight but before I had a chance to wonder any further, I noticed that the girls had split up on the dancefloor, Kelly returning back to Damon and Laura and Amy going outside presumably to cool down.
“You want another beer?” Scott asked as I scanned the room for Alexandria.
“Go on then,” I replied and as he returned to the bar, my eyes found her, chatting to a tall guy with long dark hair and a shorter, older man with a shaved head.
I felt a pang of jealousy as the long-haired guy blatantly looked her up and down, before leaning in close - too close - to whisper in her ear, so I left Scott at the bar and walked over.
“Hey,” I put my arms around Alexandria from behind after sneaking up on her. “Who’s this?”
She turned in my arms to look up at me. “I wondered where you were,” she said with a smile but I could instantly tell she felt uncomfortable because she stiffened in my arms. I didn’t let go though until she introduced the two men.
“This is Jackson,” she indicated to the guy with long rocker-style hair first then towards the bald guy, “And this is Aaron. They’re old friends of mine.”
My eyes met hers, asking her a silent question. You invited your exes?
“Nice to meet you,” Jackson extended a tattooed hand.
I forced a smile and accepted the handshake, doing the same with Aaron when he followed suit but I didn’t say anything to either.
“Can I have a quick word?” I asked Alexandria, very deliberately in front of them.
“I’ll be back in a bit,” Alexandria said to her two ex-boyfriends, then followed me into a quieter corner of the room.
“What are you thinking?” I hissed at her so we wouldn’t be overheard. “Inviting your ex-boyfriends? Why don’t you invite Hunter and Mike too?”
“Hunter’s here,” Amy pointed over my shoulder. “He’s by the bar talking to Scott by the looks of it.”
I turned and looked and saw a tall skinny guy laughing and joking with Scott.
“Great,” I shook my head. “Don’t you think it’s a bit weird, inviting your exes to your engagement?”
“I didn’t invite Mike though,” Alexandria leaned in and kissed me and I realised she was already rather drunk. “I’m sorry. I didn’t think you’d mind, you know, with everything we talked about before.”
I wasn’t sure quite what she meant but as I was about to question her, Adam appeared from the crowd.
“Sorry if I’m interrupting,” he said, “But do you know where Amy is?”
“I think she’s outside with Laura,” Alexandria informed him, then when he left, heading in the direction of the front door, she leaned in and kissed me again. “We’ll talk properly later. Let’s just enjoy ourselves and not get into any silly arguments.”
I let her rejoin Kelly on the dancefloor and decided to go over to Scott and see what he and Hunter were talking about.
“Do you want a drink?” Scott asked me when I joined him at the bar. “Do you know Hunter, by the way?”
“Yeah, I’ll have a beer,” I replied. “Hi,” I nodded in Hunter’s general direction. He was really tall, towering above most other people in the room, but very slim with it. He had vivid, bright blue eyes, short-cut blonde hair and chiselled features so I could see why Amy had been attracted to him, unlike Jackson and Aaron earlier, who looked like a wannabe rock star and a club bouncer respectively.
“Congratulations on your engagement,” Hunter spoke in a very well-to-do accent and judging by the glittering watch on his wrist, he wasn’t short of money. “You’re a lucky man. Alexandria is such a great girl. Scott and I were just talking about her. I’ll get these drinks.”
As he paid the barman, I turned to Scott. “Oh, you were? What were you saying?”
Scott looked awkward, pushing his dark hair out of his eyes like he always did when he felt nervous. “Hunter, can you give us a moment?”
“Of course,” the posh guy replied with a smile. “I’ll find Alexandria and give her my congratulations. Nice to meet you, Joe.”
I watched him go. “You do know that she used to date him, don’t you?” I asked Scott. How do you know him?
“They didn’t date as such,” Scott took a deep pull of the beer in his hand. “They met in a nightclub and spent the night together one time, I think. That was before she met you. I used to work with him and believe me, I was as surprised as you when I saw him here.”
“How do you know she slept with him?”
“I was out drinking with him when he met her that night. I remember him taking her home then bragging about it the next day at work,” Scott explained. “Then when you introduced her to me - a few months later - I recognised her as the girl that Hunter took home, but I didn’t say anything because it’d seem a bit weird. Luckily, Alexandria didn’t remember me. She was really drunk that night if I remember right.”
“It’s a small world,” I sighed, taking a long drink of my own beer.
“They texted for a while, became friends for a short time,” Scott went on, but then she met you and ditched him altogether. He was just asking me if you were a nice guy and deserving of her. I told him yeah and that to be honest, you’re probably too good for her.”
“What’s that supposed to mean?” I squinted at Scott.
“Look, I really like Alexandria,” Scott began, “But… well, have you asked her why she’s invited her ex to her engagement party? She’s been behaving… weirdly, lately.”
Did Scott know about our arrangement for her to sleep with someone else? Surely he couldn’t. How could he know? “What do you mean by behaving weirdly?” I asked him.
“Fuck this,” he said, then suddenly tipped his bottle upwards and downed the rest of it, then ordered another from the bar. “I’m just going to say it, but you have to promise me you won’t go mad.”
He knew. Alexandria must have told Hunter, who in turn had told Scott. “What has Hunter said?” I probed.
“It’s nothing to do with Hunter,” Scott downed the second beer in one. “Promise me you won’t go mad, then we’ll go outside and talk.”
“I’m not promising anything,” I replied, beginning to feel perturbed now. “But sure, whatever. Let’s go outside.”
“What’s he up to?” Scott asked, as we stepped out into the car park in front of Billionaires.
I looked to where he was pointing and saw Adam standing behind a van, then saw Amy and Laura chatting nearby and realised he was listening to their conversation. “He’s eavesdropping on his wife, by the looks of it,” I shrugged. “Not sure what’s going on but I think we’re best staying out of it.”
Scott didn’t smile at my comment as we sat on a low wall at the edge of the road. “Listen. Last week I texted you and Alexandria both to say congrats, remember?”
“Yeah,” I nodded. “Go on.”
“Alexandria texted me back to say thanks and we ended up chatting. Over the weekend, she kept texting me, getting quite flirty, I guess you could say.”
“Right,” I prompted him to keep going.
“You know I go bowling on Monday nights with the guys?” Scott’s green eyes were downcast as he waited for me to reply, then when I said ‘yes,’ he closed them altogether before continuing. “I was drunk and decided to flirt back. I don’t know, Joe. I’m sorry. Bowling wasn’t going well. I was bored and flicking through my phone and thought I’d text her for something to do. Well, one thing led to another and she asked me if she could come over to mine because she wanted to ask me something.”
This was last Monday night. Alexandria’s family dinner. The night she’d not texted me until almost midnight. I’d been worried about her.
“What happened?” I asked Scott and he finally opened his eyes and gazed right into mine.
“I thought she was coming over to ask me something about you. Like, maybe, she wanted to surprise you at the engagement party with something. I dunno. I don’t know what I was thinking. I left the bowling club early, told them I felt unwell and Alexandria was waiting outside when I got home. Dude, I’m so sorry.”
“What happened?” I repeated, trying to stay calm.
“We went inside. I asked what she wanted to talk to me about and she said she just wanted to chill. We sat on the sofa, just chatting then… I was drunk, Joe. Drunk and horny and she was horny too and one thing led to another…”
“Just tell me what happened,” I repeated one last time.
“I don’t want to ruin your engagement party,” Scott spoke slowly and quietly as we watched first Adam, and then Amy and Laura walk past us, back into Billionaires. “I had sex with her, Joe. It just happened. I felt terrible right after and so did Alexandria. She made me promise not to tell you, got dressed and left. Made me feel bad, dude. I wasn’t going to tell you but I just don’t want you to marry her now. What if I’m not the only guy she’s fucked? She might be doing this behind your back all the time.”
“I see.” I’d never felt so stupid in all my life.
“Please don’t cause a scene,” Scott grabbed my shoulder as I made to stand. “If you never want to talk to me again, I get it. If you want to punch me in the face, I get it. Just do it. I’ve been a bad friend but now I’m trying to make it right by telling you.”
“I’m not going to punch anyone,” I looked away, watching the people dancing inside the pub through the window. They were having a good time. “I’m not going to cause a scene and spoil everybody’s evening.”
“What are you going to do then?” Scott asked, eyeing me cautiously as he let go of my shoulder.
“I’m just going to talk to her,” I replied. “I’ll work it out with her. Find out why she did it.”
“Joe,” Scott stood up and followed me towards the Billionaires entrance. “Alexandria invited her ex-boyfriend to her own engagement. There’s something going on with her. I know it. Please, don’t cause a scene right now, but don’t just let this go. I don’t want to see you get hurt.”
“You should have thought about that before fucking her,” I turned on him, a flash of anger rippling through me for the first time.
“I know. I fucked up big time but as I said, I’m trying to do the right thing now,” Scott took a step back but then stood his ground as I stepped towards him again.
I realised he was telling the truth. He’d made a mistake and was trying to rectify it. It couldn’t have been easy for him to tell me this. I wasn’t sure if I’d have been brave enough to do it if it was the other way around. “Friends don’t fuck each other’s girls, Scott.”
“I said I’m sorry,” he said one more time. “I could have said nothing and just let you marry her, never knowing what she’s like. That seems worse to me, to let a friend marry a girl who they know has cheated on them.”
I agreed with him but I didn’t say so right then. I just turned around and walked back into the venue, trying to locate Alexandria.
“She’s there,” Scott had followed me and pointed over my shoulder towards the far corner of the room where the DJ was. Hunter was next to her, but as I walked over, she seemed more interested in the DJ, a short but stocky guy in his late thirties or forties with receding hair and a short beard.
“Alexandria,” I called out to her as we got close but she either didn’t hear me or ignored me, instead choosing to go behind the DJ’s desk and put her arm around his shoulder before whispering into his ear.
“She’s all over the DJ now,” Scott hissed from behind me, but I chose not to react to him trying to poison me against Alexandria or her obvious flirting with the DJ.
“Alexandria,” I repeated, louder this time and her head swivelled around and saw me, standing with Scott.
She said something to the DJ who I saw mouth, ‘okay,’ to her then she made her way unsteadily over to me. “Is everything okay?”
I saw her glance at Scott and then back at me and wondered if she was nervous, but if she was, she didn’t show it.
I leaned in close to her, about to tell her that I knew about her and Scott but I changed my mind. This wasn’t the time or place for an argument. “I love you,” I found myself saying.
“I love you too,” she smiled back happily, throwing her arms around my shoulders. “I want to dance.”
“Okay,” I agreed. “You go ahead. I’ll join you in a minute.”
I let Alexandria walk onto the dance floor and as she beckoned for me to join her, I turned to Scott.
“I’ll talk to her about it later,” I promised him. “And I’ll have a good think about everything, okay?”
“Make sure you do,” Scott sighed. “ I don’t want to see you marry the wrong girl. You’re a good friend. Are we still good friends?”
“We’re still good,” I managed to somehow say, despite the conflicting feelings battling inside me. Then I left him and wandered through the hazy disco lights to dance with my cheating fiancee.




Chapter 5
The party slowly wound down. Amy and Adam said their goodbyes, as did Laura and then later Hunter, but Jackson and Aaron left without saying anything, probably due to the slightly awkward meeting we’d had earlier, where I’d more or less dragged Alexandria away from them rather rudely.
“Tonight was so much fun,” Alexandria beamed at her parents as they came over to us at the end of the night.
“I’m glad you enjoyed it,” her dad beamed back. Brian was a lovely guy in his early forties; a proper gentleman. Her mother was lovely too and it was from her that Alexandria got her trim figure and good looks. Pam was only a year younger than her husband but looked in her twenties still. Wavy dark hair framed a slightly long face with stunning features. I’d always thought she looked like a catwalk model.
“You two get yourselves home now,” Pam winked at me. “Enjoy the rest of your night. We’ll do the tidying up here and sort everything out. We’ll take the presents home and drop them off with you in the morning to save you trying to fit them all in a taxi.”
We’d received a lot of gifts. Even Hunter bought us something. They were all piled up next to the DJ booth, dozens of them, so I was glad we didn’t have to try to carry them home.
“We really appreciate that,” I thanked them both and when our taxi arrived shortly afterwards, we set off home. Alexandria was still buzzing from the party atmosphere but I was quiet, wondering what to do about what Scott had told me.
I should be angry. In fact, I should be absolutely fuming - not just about what Scott had told me but also the way she’d been flirting with the DJ - and at her for inviting three of her ex-boyfriends to our engagement party without telling me.
Was Scott even telling the truth? If not, why would he lie? He wouldn’t just make something up like that, even if he was jealous or had some sort of vendetta towards Alexandria, which he’d never shown any signs of having before.
Perhaps he’d made a move towards her and she’d rejected him or maybe there was some other reason. The problem was that it kind of lined up with her unusual ‘radio silence’ on Monday night. If it was true, then had she been up to something on Tuesday too? She’d been late for our takeaway, blaming it on being held up at university and she’d rushed into the shower as soon as she got to mine.
I was being paranoid. Alexandria told me to trust her and that’s what I needed to do. She was only keeping these things from me so I wouldn’t get hurt. She was doing things faster than I’d expected but she must want to get it all out of her system as soon as possible, so we could move on and get married. That made sense. I’d told her that we could stay engaged for as long as it took, but maybe she was as eager as me to get on with moving our lives forward into something more serious than being engaged.
I felt Alexandria rest her head on my shoulder as we travelled home and looked down at her. Her eyes were closed and she looked so peaceful and happy laying against me. I knew I’d given her permission to sleep with someone else, but part of me wanted to rage at her for choosing one of my best friends to go with. Hadn’t she thought that perhaps it could cause a problem in my friendship with Scott? Along with Damon, he was the only close friend I had. Also, I felt aggrieved at her inviting her exes to our party and not giving me any warning. What must her parents think?
I felt her hand move across my lap and glanced down to see her rub the front of my trousers. She was horny. She usually was when she’d had a drink but I was surprised because I thought she’d fallen asleep. My dick got almost instantly hard at her touch and when I looked at her face again, she kept her eyes closed but I could see a small smile creep across her lips at my reaction.
When we arrived outside my home and I woke her up to come inside, she mumbled, ‘I love you,’ again and I said the same back, but I’d made my mind to up to at least ask her one or two questions before we went inevitably to bed to have sex.
“Alexandria, can we talk?” I asked, once we’d taken our coats and shoes off. “I’ll make us a coffee.”
“I definitely need coffee,” she leaned unsteadily against the kitchen table. “It might sober me up a bit. What do you want to talk about?”
I made us both a coffee before going any further, then prompted for her to sit down before she fell over. “Can’t we talk upstairs?” she said, looking at the chair I offered her with distaste. “I’m tired. We can chat in bed.”
Without waiting for an answer, she wandered away up the stairs, unzipping and shrugging off the dark grey dress she was wearing to reveal a barely-there bra and tiny black panties.
She left the dress on the floor outside the door as I followed her into the bedroom with the coffees, where she let herself collapse onto the waiting bed.
“I really should not have had that last drink,” she grinned at me. “I don’t know why I let Kelly talk me into having one more. I’ll be hungover to hell tomorrow.”
She sat up and reached around her back, unclasping her bra and letting it fall free, so that her small but perky tits were staring at me. I managed to drag my eyes away after a moment. It felt like she was trying to distract me from what I wanted to say.
“Alexandria, why did you decide to invite three of your ex-boyfriends to our engagement party?” I said, folding my arms across my chest defensively. Her attempts to seduce and pacify me were not going to work.
“I thought you might ask,” she stuck out her bottom lip. “You’re not angry with me, are you?”
I felt like saying, ‘No, but I’m angry that you fucked my best friend,’ but I didn’t.
“I’m not totally happy about it if I’m honest,” I looked down to avoid the sight of her sticking-out breasts as she stretched on the bed like a cat. “I didn’t know you were still in touch with them. You should have at least warned me.”
“I know, I’m sorry, Joey,” she rolled onto her side facing me. I hated being called Joey. She only ever used that nickname when she wanted something.
“So, why invite them?” I asked again. “Do you really think it’s appropriate to invite your exes to a party devoted to celebrating our engagement?”
“You are angry with me, aren’t you?” she pouted at me again.
“I just felt embarrassed, that’s all,” I shrugged. “People must have thought it weird.”
“No one knew who they were,” she countered.
“Your mom and dad must have known Jackson if you dated him for six months,” I pointed out, “And Scott knows Hunter.”
Alexandria visibly flinched when I said Scott’s name but I ignored it. I’d let her tell me when she was ready, if he was telling the truth, that is. Maybe she’d always had a thing for Scott and had just decided to get him out of her system early.
‘Stop,’ I told myself. Stop overthinking everything.
“Yes, mom and dad know Jackson but they didn’t say anything,” she traced a finger idly on her thigh. “I’m sure they didn’t think anything of it. Hunter was a friend, so I invited him along as a friend. I forgot Scott knew him.”
“So you invited Hunter because he’s a friend,” I inquired, “But what about Aaron and Jackson?”
“Okay, okay,” Alexandria raised her voice a little, then immediately calmed down. “Look, Joe. You said I could sleep with some men. Get things out of my head and make myself ready to settle down. I don’t know what your problem is.”
“So it’s as I thought?” I went on, pushing for her to admit something, “You want to fuck them again? Your exes, Jackson, Aaron. Hunter too? Do you want another one night stand with him? Or perhaps you’ve already fucked them. You went missing on Monday night, then you were late on Tuesday and you’ve been acting weird all week since.”
Alexandria rolled onto her back and stared at the ceiling with an exasperated look on her face. “No,” she said in an annoyed tone, “I have not been fucking Hunter or Jackson or Aaron. I swear on that.”
No, it was Scott you fucked, I thought but again I held my tongue.
“But yes, if I’m honest,” she continued, “I got in touch with them because I want to have sex with them all again. They were all good in bed. I want some fun, Joe. I want to have a few final flings before committing to you. We talked about this. You said it was okay.”
“But to invite them to our party…” I began but Alexandria talked over the top of me.
“I chose them because I’ve fucked them before, okay?” she was glaring at the ceiling now. “It’s easier than finding some stranger. At least with Hunter, Jackson, Aaron, I know I’m going to have a good time and there are no hang-ups about getting undressed in front of them for the first time or going on a date or whatever. It’s easier and safer.”
I stared at her, taking in what she was saying. It made sense. The ‘knowing someone’ and it being ‘safer’ also applied to Scott, I reasoned in my head.
“Have you told them you want to have sex with them?” I asked in a quieter tone, sitting on the bed next to her. “Surely, they wanted to know why you were getting in touch again.”
“That’s why I invited them to the party,” she turned her head towards me. “I thought it was easier and seemed less sluttier than just offering them no-strings sex on the phone.”
“Ah, okay,” I nodded. “You used the party as an icebreaker.”
“And to see them again and see if they’d still be interested and to see if I still liked them,” Alexandria added, “It’s been a while since I’ve seen them. Things could have changed.”
“And do you still like them? Do you get the feeling they’d be interested?”
“Yes,” she blushed slightly, “I still like them. They’ve all got better looking with age, if anything. And I know they’re interested because I asked them all tonight and they all said yes.”
“You asked them - at our party?” I asked, aghast. “Didn’t they think it was a bit weird?”
“They don’t know that you’re in on it,” she quickly replied, “I thought that would make you look like a wimp, but I told them the truth - that I wanted some casual fun before settling down. I was drunk, okay? Normally I wouldn’t have been as forward, but hey, maybe it’s worked out to be a good thing. The hard bit is done now.”
I secretly wondered if that had been the plan all along. It’d be just like Alexandria to plan it out like that: invite them to the party, get drunk to gather some dutch courage and ask them right there and then. If they refused or reacted badly, she could always blame the alcohol afterwards and pretend that she hadn’t meant it.
Alexandria’s hand went to my trousers, tugging at my zipper, so I stood up and got undressed before joining her on the bed, completely naked. I moved in close against her, feeling the warmth of her body on mine as she switched off the bedside lamp, plunging us into the dark.
“If you have sex with them, Hunter, Aaron and Jackson, will you be satisfied do you think?” I asked. The darkness of the bedroom seemed to make my voice louder.
“I don’t know,” she whispered, stroking a hand down my chest. “Yes, I think so.”
“Good,” I whispered back. Her hand reached my cock and took hold of it, stroking me when she found me to be fully erect already. Had she stroked Scott’s dick like this, I wondered. For some reason, that made me harder. What had she done with him? Did she suck his cock? What positions did he fuck her in? Where did he cum?
“You’re really hard tonight, Joey,” Alexandria moved, sliding down the bed and then taking me into her mouth.
“I know,” I moaned as she began to suck me, “Slow down. I don’t want to cum yet.”
She did stop, holding my dick and I had the feeling she was looking at me.
“Joe?” she asked after a moment. “Is it the thought of me doing it with my exes that’s got you hard? Does it turn you on?”
“Please don’t,” I groaned because her hand was still stroking me and I could feel myself getting closer and closer to the edge.
“Does it?” she asked, genuine curiosity in her voice. “I’m going to let them fuck me, you know. Hunter’s a bit too much of a gentleman for me, but he’s got a huge dick. Jackson’s just… mind-blowing at everything and Aaron… well, Aaron’s just an animal.”
“Alexandria, stop!” I cursed but it was too late.
“Stop what?” she asked, suddenly unsure of herself, “Stop wanking you off or stop talking about my exes. Oh, shit - did I get it wrong? Are you actually mad at me again? I just thought…”
Cum shot out of my cock, landing on my belly but she kept stroking me, rubbing the cum that had coated her hand into my shaft like lubricant.
“Oh, you’ve cum,” she giggled. “I guess you’re not angry.”
“I wanted to fuck you,” I complained. “I told you to stop.”
“Didn’t I tell you?” she leaned over me, planting a soft kiss on my lips. “I got my period. I thought I’d mentioned it earlier?”
Alexandria didn’t like having sex with she was on her period. She definitely hadn’t mentioned it. I’d have remembered but I didn’t reply. There wasn’t any point. I’d cum now anyway.
I pulled the covers over us, leaving my coffee discarded on the bedside cabinet as she collected hers and took a sip.
“You deserved a good blow job for tonight though, I really enjoyed it,” she recounted her favourite bits of the evening as I started to drift off to sleep, “Did you have a good time?”
“It was great,” I murmured, half-asleep by now. As I finally dropped off, she was curled up next to me, doing something on her phone, her beautiful face lit up by the glow from the screen. “I’m going to sleep now. I love you.”
“I love you too, Joey.” I saw her eyes considering me in the dim phone screen light. For a moment, I thought she was going to confess to sleeping with Scott. But she didn’t.




Chapter 6
“Joe, wake up, I have to go.”
I felt Alexandria shaking my shoulder and I rolled over and rubbed my eyes.
“Go where?” I said, pushing myself up into a sitting position in bed. “What time is it?”
“It’s just past 9 o’clock,” Alexandria replied from the foot of the bed. She was fully dressed already but her hair was wet still from the shower.
“I thought we could have breakfast and spend the day together,” I stretched, trying to ease the sleepiness out of my body.
“My mom brought the gifts over,” she switched the hairdryer on and raised her voice over the loud white noise. “They’re downstairs. I didn’t wake you up because I thought it’d be nice for you to have a lay-in. Anyway, before she left, she asked me if I’d meet her for lunch and a little bit of shopping. I’ll be back mid-afternoon and then we can spend some time together.”
“I thought we should talk about the exes thing too,” I swung my legs out of bed and followed her across the landing into the bathroom where she brushed her teeth. “You were a bit too drunk to talk properly last night.”
“I know,” she said around a mouthful of toothpaste, “I’m sorry. I’m surprised I’m not more hungover today. We can talk later if you want.”
“I think we need to, don’t we?”
She gargled with mouthwash then went downstairs. “I’ll make you a coffee before I go.”
I took a pee then threw on a dressing gown before going downstairs. She had indeed made me a coffee and gave me a quick kiss on the cheek. She smelled gorgeous.
“Is that a new perfume?” I asked her.
“No, I’ve had it ages,” she replied, then breezed past me and out of the front door. “I’ll see you in a bit. Love you.”
I watched her go, then sat at the kitchen table with my coffee, trying to clear my head from the fogginess of a heavy sleep. As I did so, the realities of last night became more stark. Alexandria had invited three of her former sexual partners to our engagement because she planned to have sex with them all again. And if what Scott had told me was true, he’d had sex with her just a few days before.
I picked up my phone from where I’d left it on the counter last night and decided to text him.
Morning, dude. What you said last night about having sex with Alexandria. Were you telling me the truth? For real? Or was it some sort of weird wind-up?
Scott texted me right back.
It’s true. I know I’d had a few drinks and probably made a bit of a mess of telling you, but yeah, it happened. Did you talk to her about it like you said you were going to? What did she say?
I had told him I’d speak to her, but of course I’d decided against it. I wasn’t sure what to tell Scott though.
I’ve not had a chance yet. She was too drunk last night and literally fell asleep as soon as we got in. I’m hoping to get some time to talk later. She’s out with her mom right now.
I hoped she was out with her mom anyway. Strangely, Scott echoed my sentiment.
Is she out with her mom though? I bet she told you she was out with her mom last Monday when she was in bed with me. Just make sure you talk to her, okay?
I replied that I would when the time was right and then I headed to the shower while working out what I should do about this whole mess of a situation. While drying myself off afterwards, I had an idea. It felt sneaky to do it, but I needed to put my mind at rest about something.
I dialled the number for her parents’ house. Hopefully, her dad would answer and then I could subtly ask for Alexandria, only for him to tell me that she was out with Pam.
“Hello?” Pam’s voice answered.
My heart sank a little. Perhaps she hadn’t set off yet.
“Hi, it’s Joe,” I ad-libbed. “Is Alexandria there? I tried her phone but it’s not connecting.”
“No,” Pam replied, “Isn’t she still at yours? I dropped your gifts off with her this morning and she didn’t say she was going anywhere?”
“Ah,” I said, my heart thudding and my heart racing. She’d lied to me. “I thought she said she was going out with you for lunch but I must have got it wrong. I was half-asleep when she told me. Thanks for bringing the gifts over. That was really nice of you but I better go. Don’t worry about Alexandria, I think I just remembered - she’s gone over to see Kelly. Yes, that’s right. I don’t know why I thought she was meeting you.”
“Okay, Joe,” Pam said, thankfully not sounding concerned at all. “I’ll see you soon.”
I said goodbye and hung up, slamming my phone down onto the bed in frustration. What the fuck was Alexandria up to? I couldn’t go on like this, feeling paranoid because I was being lied to at every turn.
I picked the phone back up, paced around the bedroom for a minute or two, working out what I was going to say, then Facetimed her.
Surprisingly, she answered.
“Hey,” she looked fine when her picture popped up on the screen, not at all like she was hiding anything. “You okay?”
“I’m good,” I answered, going with the plan in my head. “I didn’t mean to call you actually. I was going to ring Damon and see if he wanted to hang out for an hour or two this afternoon while you were out. I must have pressed the wrong key. What are you up to? Did you meet your mum?”
“Not yet,” Alexandria answered. I could hear some hubbub behind her like she was in a busy place, then she turned her phone so that the camera showed she was in a coffee shop. “I’m having a coffee at the moment while waiting for her. She said she’d be here around 10, so she should be here anytime.”
I looked at my watch. It was 9.50am. I recognised the coffee shop she was in, it was a place we went to sometimes, called Mama’s.
“Okay, cool,” I smiled through my phone camera at her. “I’ll let you go so I can call Damon. Have fun. I’ll see you tonight.”
She hung up and I quickly finished getting dressed and then ran downstairs, put on my shoes, picked up my car keys and rushed out of the front door, almost forgetting to lock it behind me. Once in the car, I took a deep breath and drove.
Mama’s Coffee Shop was a ten-minute drive away. It was now 9.55am and she’d said she was meeting her mom at 10.00am. If I didn’t hit any traffic, I’d get there for 10.05am and perhaps, just perhaps, I might see what she was up to.




Chapter 7
I got there at 10.04am, having almost run a red light at the junction before the street the coffee shop was on. Hopefully, I wasn’t too late; she’d still be in there and I’d get some idea of why she’d lied to me this morning.
As I pulled up twenty yards or so away from the shop front, I realised I hadn’t really thought this through. What was I going to do? I couldn’t walk into the shop without her seeing me. What if she came out of the shop with some guy, Hunter or Jackson or Aaron and saw me strolling towards the shop, or trying to hide? Fuck, this was hard.
I got out of the car and walked as quickly as I could without looking suspicious towards Mama’s. If she came out and saw me, I’d just have to confront her. There wasn’t any other reason I could give for being there other than coming to spy on her. I briefly thought about giving her my bank card and saying that I wanted to treat her and her mom to lunch but she wouldn’t buy anything like that. Alexandria was way too intelligent, no, I’d be better off just telling the truth.
Luckily, the pavements outside the shop were quite busy with people enjoying their Sunday morning shopping, so I felt safer with a bit of ‘cover’ and I reached the shop without incident. Now, what did I do? Did I go in? I couldn’t. She was bound to see me. If I tried to look through the shop windows, she might see me or at the very least someone would and wonder why some stranger outside was peering into the shop.
No, it was best to just wait out here and see if she emerged and who with. The problem with that was that I couldn’t guarantee she was still inside the shop. I might be waiting here for an hour, only for her to have already left before I even got here.
Then I had an idea and jogged back to the car, keeping a lookout over my shoulder in case she did emerge from the shop but she didn’t. I got in, sat down and closed the door then Facetimed her again.
She took longer to answer this time, but she did.
“Crap, I did it again,” I laughed as she appeared on the screen. Still in the coffee shop. “I’m just going over to Damon’s now but meant to call Scott this time. I’m an idiot. See you later.”
I saw an odd expression cross her face before she said, ‘Okay’ and hung up. Did she suspect something? It didn’t matter anyway, I’d managed to verify that she was still in Mama’s, so all I had to do now was wait.
I didn’t have to wait long. I stayed in the car, watching the front door of Mama’s and five minutes later, she walked out. With a guy. And when I recognised him, my jaw dropped in shock.
I’d expected it to be Hunter, maybe Jackson or Aaron. I wouldn’t have even been this shocked or surprised if it had been Scott.
Nope, the man she was with was short and stocky. In his late thirties, maybe his forties, if I had to put an age on him, with a receding hairline, a pair of black aviator shades and a tight V-neck jumper that showed off a more muscular frame than I’d noticed last night when I saw him.
It was the DJ.
I recalled her chatting and flirting with him towards the end of the night and saying something to him when I called her away. She must have given him her number or vice-versa. Then I remembered her being on her phone last night in bed. Had she been texting him then and this morning, maybe setting up this coffee date?
I felt sick as I watched them get into his car, a bright green Porsche that I’d enviously glanced at earlier, parked right outside the coffee shop.
Fuck this. I wasn’t going to let them just drive away. I put the car into gear and followed as the Porsche pulled away from the coffee shop, driving the opposite direction from where I’d come, towards the centre of town.
I kept a safe distance, a couple of cars back, glad that the Porsche was such a vivid colour and easy to keep track of in the traffic in front of me. They turned off the main road near the city and towards a tall apartment building on the top of a hill. I knew the area, it was expensive to live around here, so along with the Porsche, it confirmed to me that this guy had money.
Finally, the bright green car pulled up outside the apartment block and I pulled up a short distance away, trying not to let them see me. My car was a black Ford, so it blended in well and wasn’t easily identifiable from a distance.
A moment or two later, I saw the Porsche’s doors open and the DJ and Alexandria got out, both laughing at some joke or other. Then he walked around the car, took her hand and led her into the elevator doors. They opened and closed and then they were gone. I couldn’t follow them any further. She’d gone to his apartment with him.
Anger was boiling inside of me and I punched the steering wheel, hard enough to curse when I almost broke my fist.
What the fuck was she playing at? She’d only met the guy yesterday, hadn’t she? Or had she known him for a while? Either way, he was - what? At least twenty years older than her? Then again, when I’d seen Aaron last night for the first time, I’d been surprised at how old he was too - probably in his mid-thirties. Jackson and Hunter both looked in their twenties. Did she have a thing for older men?
I imagined the DJ had probably impressed her with his wealth. He didn’t have a lot else going for him, with his receding hairline and age. Then again, he looked quite well-built, perhaps Alexandria had a thing for muscles. She’d never said as much. I had quite a slim frame. Like Hunter, in fact, Hunter was even slimmer than me.
Hunter and his huge cock. What else had she said last night? Jackson was mind-blowing at ‘everything’ and Aaron - old man Aaron - was an animal in bed, apparently.
Stop torturing yourself, I put both hands to my face and tried to stop.
Had Scott been good in bed? Better than me? I wondered.
Stop!
I started the car and drove home. Sitting there, outside the DJ’s apartment wasn’t going to do me any good. When I got in, I looked at all the gifts piled in the living room that people had been generous enough to give to us - the lovely couple who were so romantical and tying the knot soon. I thought of how happy Pam and Brian and my family had all been last night. Everyone had been dancing and having a good time, celebrating two young people falling in love and committing their lives to one another.
If only they knew what was actually going on. The only people that did, apart from Alexandria and I, was Scott and her three ex-lovers. And now, it appeared, the DJ too.
I’d come up with this idea - to let her sleep with some other men - so I could marry her and have the girl of my dreams all to myself afterwards and forever. I loved her so much that I’d thought I could do that for her.
I just never thought it would be this hard. I hadn’t thought it through properly.
What was she doing right now? It was half an hour since I’d left the DJ’s apartment car park. They’d probably be fucking at this moment. Or maybe he was going down on her. Perhaps she was sucking his cock still. His big, thick cock.
Stop.
I couldn’t stop thinking about it. They had to be doing something sexual. I doubted he’d taken her to his apartment to show her his vinyl collection.
Stop.
I got up and made myself a sandwich, then turned on the TV, finding some sport to watch - something to distract myself from the turmoil in my brain and to settle the queasy unsettled feeling in my gut.
An hour passed but it still was only lunchtime. She’d said she wouldn’t be back until mid-afternoon. What did she mean by that? 2 o’clock? Certainly, no earlier. That meant I still had at least two hours to wait.
It was unbearable. I should have called Damon like I’d told Alexandria I did earlier. I could still go, I realised, it was only lunchtime. I tried calling him, but he didn’t answer.
Shit. What else could I do? I could open some gifts, but that didn’t feel right without Alexandria with me.
I went to the fridge and got a beer. Maybe a few of these would slow my brain down. What was she doing now? They’d been in his apartment for two hours. They must have fucked by now. Perhaps they were doing it again. Had he made her cum? Why was my cock so hard, thinking about such things?
Stop.
For some reason, as I sat down with the beer, my mind drifted not just to what they were doing right now but what it might look like. I imagined the DJ naked, his ageing body covered in dark hair for some reason, with my completely smooth much younger fiancee on top of him, riding up and down his mature cock.
I undid my jeans and pulled my cock out. I decided to get myself off, then use the tiredness that always followed to try to sleep the remaining hour or two until she got home. I had no idea what I’d do when she did get home but I’d cross that bridge when I got to it.
I stroked my cock right there on the sofa, imagining him pinching her nipples as she rode his dick, the whole time him talking dirty to her in his DJ voice, telling her what a hot little slut she was, and then in barely any time at all, my dick jumped in my hand and I let my cum shoot out onto my hand and thigh.
As soon as I’d cum, I felt that clearing of the mind that always followed ejaculation and the soothing weariness that comes with it. I cleaned the semen up and took myself back to bed, flopping down on top of it. I hadn’t even made it since getting out of it this morning, so I pulled the covers over me and tried to nap, to escape the tormenting truth that my beloved Alexandria was a lying cheater. Only she wasn’t. I’d given her permission to do this. She’d even said that she was going to keep it from me, so I didn’t get hurt. She hadn’t known that I’d follow her and the DJ - or that my friend would tell me what they’d done. She didn’t mean to hurt me.
But she had. And I didn’t know what I was going to do about it.




Chapter 8
“Joe?” Alexandria’s voice woke me up. “I’m back.”
I kicked the bed covers off and looked at my watch. It was 2.05pm, almost exactly when I’d guessed she might be home.
“I’m up here,” I yawned and stretched, forgetting for a moment where she’d been but the moment she poked her head around the door, it all came flooding back.
“Hi, lazy head,” she smiled as though she didn’t have a care in the world. “Don’t get out of bed. I’m just going to have a quick shower and then I’ll join you if you like?”
“Didn’t you have a shower this morning?” I sat up, trying to work a crick out of my neck.
“No, I just washed my hair,” she smiled. “It’s warm outside and I feel a bit sweaty and icky. I won’t be long.”
I knew the reason she wanted a shower - to wash the smell of sex off her, most likely, or at least the scent of his aftershave or whatever.
While she was in the bathroom, I remembered the conversation we’d had just a week or so ago.
“I could be having sex with you one night, not knowing you had sex with another guy that same day,” I’d said when explaining my reservations and Alexandria had replied: “What you don’t know can’t hurt you. I promise I’ll always have a shower and make sure there’s no way you could possibly know I’ve been with someone else.”
She was showering now and had on Tuesday too when she’d got to mine late. Had she met someone that day as well?
I reprimanded myself for not waking up earlier. I shouldn’t have slept so much. I should have used the time to work out what to say to her when she got here. Now I was just ‘winging it’ and whenever I did that lately, it didn’t seem to end well. ‘Winging it’ and making impulse decisions was exactly what had landed me in this situation in the first place.
“Are you okay?” Alexandria said, catching me off guard. I hadn’t noticed her return from her shower, I’d been so deep in my own thoughts. “It’s not like you to sleep all day.”
“I haven’t slept all day. I went to Damon’s, remember?” I reminded her. “I just had an hour’s nap after coming back because I didn’t sleep well last night.”
“Something on your mind?” Alexandria came over and sat on the bed next to me. She had just a white towel around her body and another smaller towel wrapped around her head, some long wet strands of hair flowing out down her back. “How are Damon and Kelly? Did you thank them for coming and for their gift? Actually, I should go and get the presents. We can open them in bed.”
“They’re both fine,” I lied. “How’s your mum?”
I saw Alexandria flinch at the question but she lied just as smoothly as I had. “She’s fine. I’ll go get the gifts.”
I watched her walk from the room, enjoying the sight of her toned, still-wet shoulders and legs as she went. What did I say to her? I couldn’t go on like this - wondering if I was being lied to every day. I needed to somehow broach the subject, but I didn’t just want to come out with it and upset her and risk everything.
“Can you give me a hand?” she said when she returned, her arms full of gifts. “There’s too many for me to carry. I’ve left some at the bottom of the stairs.”
“Sure,” I agreed as she dumped the pile of presents on the bed and I went to fetch the rest of the gifts but just as I was filling my arms with the boxes I heard my phone beep with a text message, then another one right after.
“Scott’s texting you,” I heard her say as I walked into the bedroom and to my horror, she picked up my phone and looked at it.
“Have you talked to Alexandria yet?” she read the first message out loud.
“Don’t read my…” I said, throwing the gifts on to the bed and trying to grab the phone from her hand but I was too late.
She pulled her hand away and her eyes slid down to the next message. “If you can’t, I feel like I’ll have to say something to her.”
“Alexandria, give me my phone,” I stood in front of her, an anxious feeling rising suddenly in my stomach.
She stared at the screen for a moment with a blank expression on her face, then slowly passed it to me. “What’s Scott want you to talk to me about?”
I sat next to her. “Let’s open the gifts first, then we can talk about it,” I said, stalling for time so I could work this out.
“No,” she said calmly but I could hear the nervousness in her voice. “What has Scott said to you, Joe?”
Fuck it. I may as well take the bull by the horns.
“Scott told me…” I started, trying to find the right words, “Last night, Scott told me that he slept with you.”
I watched Alexandria’s face. She closed her eyes and mouthed something under her breath, too quiet for me to hear.
“Is he telling the truth?” I asked softly. “Did you have sex with him last Monday?”
She didn’t answer right away. She reached up and took the towel from her head and used it to cover her face as she rested her elbows on her knees, going silent for several minutes.
“Just tell me, Alexandria.” I sucked in a deep breath. “If you did it, just tell me.”
“You said I could have sex with people,” she sat up, tossing the towel on the floor at her feet angrily. “I don’t know why you’re angry with me.”
“Woah,” I put my hand on her knee but she pushed it away. “I’m not angry. Who said I’m angry?”
“You’re not?” She looked sideways at me. “Sorry. I presumed you’d be mad.”
“Because he’s one of my best friends?” I tried again to put a hand on her knee and this time she let me. “I’m not too happy about that, if I’m honest. I said you could have sex with some guys but I didn’t think you’d go with one of my close friends. But I’m not angry about it. I’m more embarrassed. Imagine how I felt when Scott told me?”
“Why did he tell you? He promised not to.”
“He says he felt guilty,” I explained.
Alexandria took my hand and held it. “Does he want you to dump me now? Is that what he means by ‘talking to me?’ Are you going to dump me?”
“No, of course I’m not dumping you,” I retorted. “He just wanted me to talk to you and get you to tell me the truth. He’s worried that you’re cheating on me and he doesn’t want to see me get hurt. He’s trying to be a friend.”
“Some friend,” Alexandria scoffed, “He fucked me behind your back.”
“He admitted to it,” I replied. “He said he made a mistake and regretted it afterwards and by telling me, he’s trying to make amends.”
“Or maybe he just doesn’t want you to be happy,” Alexandria suggested. “Maybe he’s jealous.”
“Maybe,” I shrugged. “I didn’t tell him the truth - that I’ve given you permission to play around. I probably wasn’t even going to talk to you about it. I was trying to think of some way to explain to him that you’d just made a mistake - that we’d worked it out - and try to brush it under the carpet somehow.”
Alexandria didn’t reply. She just nodded, obviously thinking it through.
“I’ll tell him we’ve talked and that it was a one-off crazy thing,” I continued. “I’ll say we’ve argued but made up and ask him if we can all pretend it never happened. Scott’s my problem. I’ll deal with him.”
“I didn’t tell you because I didn’t want to hurt you,” Alexandria finally said. “I’ve always liked Scott. We somehow started texting and chatting and it just kind of happened. I’m sorry, Joe. I’m sorry I lied to you about going out with my parents. I was trying to protect you, in a fucked-up way. I didn’t think he’d be such a dick to tell you, especially at our engagement party.”
“It’s okay. I understand. In a weird way, I’m glad he did tell me.”
“You are?” Alexandria looked confused. “Why? You should be fuming. He almost ruined our engagement party. He could have split us up.”
“I just feel better knowing,” I put my hands up. “I don’t know why. I just do. I hate the thought that you’re lying to me and keeping things from me.”
“But I’m only keeping things from you to save your feelings,” Alexandria tried to explain.
“Are you keeping anything else from me?” I asked sharply. I wanted the words back as soon as they’d left my mouth because I’d spoken with a harder tone than intended. I softened my voice. “I’m sorry. You don’t have to tell me, if you don’t want to. I know I agreed it could be this way. It’s fine.”
“No,” Alexandria said after a moment but anyone that knew her would have been able to hear the lie in her voice.
“So you’ve only been with Scott?” I asked as gently as I could, trying to mask the annoyance that she was lying to me again, even though it was for an honest reason. “Since we started this, you’ve only slept with Scott so far?”
“Yes.” Another lie.
“So you were really late from uni on Tuesday night because you got held up?” I realised I wanted the truth, even though I knew she probably wasn’t going to tell me. “And you were really with your mom this morning?”
“Tuesday?” Alexandria looked up as though she was trying to remember. “Yes, I studied late and of course I was with my mom earlier. Call her if you don’t believe me.”
She was trying to bluff me. Did she really want to protect me this much that she’d pull tricks like that? I had to admire her nerve. Okay then, Alexandria, I thought. Let’s do this.
“I already did,” I said, holding her gaze. “I had a feeling you were up to something this morning. I don’t know why. Call it gut instinct. So I called your house and your mom answered. She knew nothing about meeting you at all.”
“You did what?” Alexandria’s eyes went wide and her towel fell open at the front, exposing her breasts for a moment until she caught it and pulled it tight again.
“I knew you were in Mama’s, so I drove there,” I decided to just play all my cards and go all-in, telling her the truth. I was ‘winging it’ again but so be it.
“You followed me?” Alexandria’s eyes flashed with anger. “You know what? I saw your car and I actually thought ‘that looks like Joe’s car’ but I told myself not to be paranoid. I thought, ‘No, Joe wouldn’t do something like that,’ but you did!”
She stood up, visibly shaking with anger, the towel almost slipping from her again.
“Calm down,” I told her, trying to grab her hand but she pushed me away again.
“Fine!” she shouted at me. “If you want to know the truth, yes, I’ve been with someone else. Tony, the DJ. No, he’s not some random stranger if that’s what you were about to say. I’ve known him a while. He’s my dad’s friend. When I asked him last week if he’d DJ at our party he said yes and I went over on Tuesday afternoon to take him some CDs that I wanted him to play. He got me a few drinks and one thing led to another. I don’t even know how or why I did it. I don’t fancy him or anything so I just ended up letting him finger me in the car on the way back here. That’s all we did. We didn’t fuck. But ever since, he’s been pestering me for more and for whatever reason, maybe I was impressed with his car - he’s loaded - but yeah, I went over today and let him fuck me. I thought he’d be good but he wasn’t. His dick is like a baby carrot.” She glared at me. “Is that what you wanted to hear? Is that enough truth for you?”
“I - I don’t know what to say,” I stammered, shocked at her sudden outburst.
“We fucked twice actually. Do you want to know more?” she carried on yelling. “The first time was over in minutes. He didn’t even last as long as you do and that’s saying something, so I gave him a second chance and yeah, the second time he was better. He licked me and made me cum with his tongue and fingers then gave me a better fucking the second time, even with his small dick. Is that what you want to hear? Are you happy now?”
Alexandria shut up as suddenly as she’d started shouting and flung herself facedown on the bed before bursting into tears.
“Alexandria,” I put my hand on her hand. “It’s okay. I just don’t like you lying to me, that’s all. I should have handled it better and given you more time to tell me.”
She didn’t reply but she did stop crying after a few moments during which I just sat next to her, stroking her back.
“This isn’t easy for me,” I tried to explain. “When I agreed to this, I did it because I didn’t want to lose you. I love you so much and I thought I could do this - but it’s way harder than I thought it would be.”
She rolled over slowly onto her back but covered her face with her hands.
“It’s not easy for me either,” she said quietly through her fingers. “I hate lying to you but I feel bad. Do you understand? If I get married to you without doing this, I know I’ll regret it later in life. But doing it feels bad. Well, bad and good, but mostly bad when it comes to lying to you.”
“Good in what way?” I asked and she peeked at me through her fingers.
“I’m having sex,” she said reluctantly, “It’s exciting and feels kind of naughty and I like that. I’m sorry.”
“It’s okay,” I said again. “So, was Scott good in bed?”
She moved her hands away and pushed herself up into a halfway-sitting position, propping her back up with the pillows from the bed. “He was okay,” she replied, “But not great. I haven’t had the really great sex that I need yet but I know Hunter, Aaron or Jackson will give me that.”
I nodded, trying to appear cool with the conversation even though it felt so surreal and weird talking this way with my to-be-wife.
“So it sounds like you did it all with the DJ guy but you wouldn’t go there again?” I probed for information as casually as I could. “What about Scott? What exactly did you get up to?”
“Joe,” Alexandria frowned. “I can’t… I don’t - it’s awkward. I’m not comfortable telling you stuff like this. I shouldn’t have said what I said about Tony. It all just came out because I was angry.”
“Don’t worry,” I encouraged her to tell me more, “I’m fine with hearing it. I thought you might feel better by telling me.”
“No, it’s not right,” Alexandria folded her arms across her chest, “And I don’t like it. It makes me feel weird and it’s off-putting. It’s like you’re getting horny from it or something.”
I was. For whatever reason, my dick was stiff in my pants but hopefully she couldn’t see it. I suspected it was because I’d gotten the urge to reclaim her as mine. To assert myself over Tony. Or something like that. Whatever it was, I wanted her.
“No problem,” I tried to get the conversation back on track. “Forget I asked. Why don’t I get in bed with you like you suggested earlier and we can just… you know? We can forget this whole conversation ever happened.”
“Joe,” Alexandria put a hand on my chest as I took my shirt off and went to sit next to her. “I’m sorry. I feel a bit weirded out by all of this. Don’t worry. I do love you and I still want to get married and everything, but can we not do anything tonight? Can we just chill? Maybe kiss and cuddle, but no sex. Not tonight. I’m sorry, it’d just feel a bit strange doing it now that you know I was with Tony earlier.”
“Oh,” I replied, feeling suddenly flat. “Right.”
“Don’t be mad,” she pouted comically like she did when she was trying to cheer me up. “I promise we can do it lots this week. And when we’re married, you’ll have me all to yourself and just think of all the amazing sex we’ll have on honeymoon. You’ve got me for the rest of our lives. Tonight is just one night, okay?”
“I guess so,” I said, trying to be okay but still feeling deflated.
She let me sit next to her and we watched TV and talked about anything and everything that wasn’t sex and as the evening wore on towards the time for her to go home, I did start to feel a bit better about things. It was all in the open now. Things would only get better from here.
Wouldn’t they?




Chapter 9
The next day was Monday and I had a seriously bad case of Monday morning syndrome. Zero motivation. Zero energy. I was acutely aware all day of what happened last Monday and Tuesday and couldn’t help but wonder what Alexandria was up to today. She was at university at the moment, but who was to say that she wasn’t chatting guys up? That she wasn’t actively looking for her next lover? I knew that she planned to sleep with her three exes and had already spoken to them about it, but beyond that, I didn’t know what was in store for us next.
Fortunately, Alexandria kept responding to my occasional texts during the day, which quietly reassured me that everything was cool and when I got home, she told me that she really was just having a family night tonight - no sneaking around with someone.
I was glad that she was at least considering my feelings. I hadn’t asked her to do that, so perhaps she felt bad and guilty for how things had worked out and would be more considerate in future. I could only hope.
When I got home, without work to distract me, my mind went back to last Monday and what Scott had told me. I couldn’t help wondering what they’d done. I knew some vague details about her encounters with the DJ, Tony, but I knew nothing of what she’d done with my friend. I understood why telling me made her feel uncomfortable. It was embarrassing. As close as Alexandria and I were, if the situation was reversed and I’d had sex with a different girl, I couldn’t tell her exactly what I’d done, certainly not to the level of detail that I wanted to know about Alexandria and Scott. It’d feel cruel and just plain wrong to relive the experience with her like that.
But as much as I understood where she was coming from, it didn’t stop me being curious. In fact, it was more than curiosity. It was like a hunger - a need. I wasn’t sure why I wanted to know everything, but I did. The more I thought about it, the more I wondered if it was a way of dealing with it, if it was something almost cathartic, like it would help me accept that it happened. I hoped that Alexandria would be able to tell me one day, if not now then sometime in the not-too-distant future, but deep down I knew it was unlikely.
Then Scott texted me and I realised what I should do.
His message read, So did you talk? He wasn’t going to forget about it, was he?
I text him back.
Yes. I could really use someone to talk to if you’re free.
Sure, call me anytime, he replied but I decided it’d be better face-to-face for what I wanted to do - get him to tell me what he and my fiancee had done - in detail.
Don’t you fancy coming over? We’ll have a beer and chat. I’m a bit down and could use the company.
He replied that he’d be over in a half-hour and not to worry about the beers. He’d pick some up from the store and he arrived in exactly the thirty-minutes he’d promised.
“How are you?” he asked, a concerned look on his face. “Did you really tell her I’d told you about me and her?”
“Yes,” I caught the beer he tossed to me and popped the cap off. “I had to. She saw the text you sent last night and asked me what you were talking about, so I had no option.”
“Fuck, dude,” he sat down in my front room and took a drink. “I’m sorry it happened that way, but at least it’s out in the open now. I hope I haven’t caused you too much heartache. Did she try to deny it?”
“No,” I decided to tell him the truth - or at least some of it. “She admitted it but she was pretty mad at you for telling me. I told her not to be, because you were just trying to be a good friend to me and that you felt guilty.”
“Great, I’m glad she came clean,” Scott looked relieved. “I didn’t tell you the other night but I did have a way of proving it if she tried denying it.”
“You can prove it?”
“I still have the texts between us,” he waved his phone at me, “And a nude photo she sent me, plus I took a picture that night too. I only kept them in case she accused me of lying but now she’s told the truth, I’ll delete them.”
Scott flicked through his phone, finding the texts and photos but before he could do what he promised, I stopped him.
“Don’t delete them yet,” I told him. “Send them to me first?”
“You don’t want to see this one,” he grimaced as he looked at his phone. “I feel awful for taking it. I don’t even know why I did it. The other one is just a nude she sent me when we were chatting. Nothing you haven’t seen before.”
He turned the phone so I could see it, a picture of Alexandria totally naked, standing in front of a mirror. She’d sent me numerous photos just like it in the past when we were first dating. I felt a pang of jealousy that Scott had seen her small but perfect boobs and her shaven pussy, then I remembered that he’d not only seen them, but he’d also touched them and more.
“Why don’t I want to see the other one?” I asked softly. “Is it… something bad?”
“Just her sucking me,” Scott cringed as he said it, then laughed. “I’m not showing you my cock. That’s a bit weird.”
“Fair enough,” I shrugged. “I just thought I could kind of keep it as future blackmail material or something.”
Scott looked at me, chewing his lip indecisively. “I could send it, I guess - and screenshot the messages for you. It’s just a bit embarrassing.”
“Why be embarrassed?” I scratched my head. “We’ve known each other for years. We talk about anything and everything and we certainly don’t get embarrassed about sex. We’re guys.”
“You really want to see this?” he stared at me. “Why put yourself through more hurt than you’re already feeling?”
“Maybe I’ll just be able to accept it and move on from it better if I know everything,” I slumped back into my chair. “It’s taking a lot of getting my head around.”
“I can imagine. Okay, if you’re sure...” Scott tapped away on his screen for a few seconds. “There you go. Just don’t look at them while I’m here. Look later, when I’m gone. This isn’t as easy for me as you might think, you know?”
“Deal,” I said as the messages came through. I didn’t open them, just saved them for later. I had a message from Alexandria too but I didn’t open that either. I’d read it after Scott had gone, or once we’d finished talking at least.
“So, what’s happening?” Scott asked, going to the kitchen and fetching fresh beers. “Did you break up?”
“No, we’re not breaking up,” I started on the second beer, rapidly thinking of how to get around this quickly so I could move on to interrogating him for information on what exactly they’d done - the real reason I’d invited him over.”
“Why not?” Scott looked surprised, if not hugely so. “She cheated on you. Who’s to say she hasn’t done it with other guys? I mean, she invited Hunter to your engagement - a guy she’s fucked in the past. Don’t you think that’s weird?”
“It was a crazy one-off thing,” I explained. “She says the realisation that we’re getting married and settled down kind of sent her a bit off the rails. She says she’d always secretly thought you were cute and she wanted one last fling and it just kind of happened.”
“Hmm,” Scott didn’t seem convinced. “And she’s promised not to do it again, right?”
“Yes,” I lied. “Look, it happened. You told me, which is great. She confessed and apologised and I’ve forgiven her, as hard as it was to do. I’m still getting my head around it all. It’s difficult. I mean, what did you even do together? Did she just suck you and then you had sex, or… I mean, what exactly happened that night?”
“Dude,” Scott’s eyes opened wide. “I’m not going to tell you how I fucked your girl. That's like - insanely weird to talk about - but listen, there’s something I need to tell you. If she says she’s not going to sleep with anyone else, then why has she offered Hunter… how did she word it? Some ‘fun’, I think he said, were the words she used.”
“I know,” I tried to work my way around that unexpected revelation - that Scott knew about her conversation with Hunter, “She told me but she says she’s changed her mind about Hunter now so you can forget about that, it’s cool. Look, I just thought if you told me what happened that night, I could reconcile it in my mind and get over it. Our friendship means a lot to me, Scott.”
“So when she says she’s not gonna fuck Hunter, you just believed her?” Scott scoffed. “You want to reconcile your girlfriend cheating with one of your best friends and you know she’s offered Hunter sex and yet you just forgive her? Dude, you’re being a sap. If a girl did that to me, engaged or not, I’d kick her ass out. She’s a cheating slut. Get rid. You’re a good-looking guy - you can get any girl you want. Why put yourself through this kind of torture? You know full well that she’s going to cheat again. Leopards never change their spots, to coin a phrase.”
“Is that right?” Alexandria said and we both spun around, Scott’s alarmed face mirroring my own expression.
“Alexandria, what are you doing here?” I stood up and walked over to her, standing in the doorway between the kitchen and the living room where we’d been sitting.
“I texted you to say I was coming over,” she explained slowly, glaring at Scott. “I cancelled dinner with my parents because I thought it’d be good for us to spend some more time together this week, after everything that’s happened and how things ended up yesterday.”
“Alexandria, I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to-” Scott began but she cut him off.
“To what? Call me a cheating slut?” she said, putting her hands on her hips, her glare becoming even more furious. “Or are you sorry for trying to talk Joe into breaking up with me?”
“I asked him to come over,” I tried to step in front of Alexandria as she strode towards Scott but she pushed past me. “I was telling him how we’ve talked and…”
“I think you need to tell him the truth,” she rounded on me instead. “Or would you rather just let him think I’m just some dumb whore screwing around behind your back? Tell him everything, or I will.”
“Tell me what?” Scott looked dumbfounded.
“Shit,” I muttered under my breath as I sat back down. Alexandria followed, sitting next to me. I didn’t say anything for a moment but when I saw her about to speak, I decided to just come out with it.
“In Paris,” I started, “When I asked Alexandria to marry me, she said no.”
“She said no?” Scott looked confused.
“At first, yes,” Alexandria helped me out. “When I told him why we came to an agreement and I changed my mind.”
“The reason she didn’t say yes right away was that she thinks she’s too young to get married,” I explained. “She told me how there’s a big world out there with lots to see and do before she settles down.”
“I’ll get to the point,” Alexandria butted in, “I told him I didn’t feel ready to commit to sleeping with one man for the rest of my life. I’m eighteen. I asked myself if I could see me having sex with the same man for the next fifty to sixty years and the answer was no. I was being honest, that was all.”
“So you came to an agreement?” Scott prompted me to carry on.
“I love her,” I shrugged, “I want to marry her. She’s the girl for me. So, I said I’d do whatever it took for her to say yes, even if that meant her…”
“...Having sex with other guys?” Scott nodded, his understanding slowly appearing on his face.
“Yes,” Alexandria looked at me, silently asking permission to explain further. “I’ve got things I want to get out of my system. I don’t want to marry with regrets about things I didn’t do. We talked about it, Scott. I didn’t bully him into anything or blackmail him if that’s what you’re thinking.”
“I’m not thinking that at all,” he exhaled loudly. “It’s unusual, I suppose but I get it. It all makes sense now - why you’d invite Hunter to your party and talk to him about hooking up. I don’t know why you chose me to have sex with, but I’m not complaining. I just wish you’d told Joe so we didn’t end up having to have this awkward chat.”
“I should have told him, you’re right,” she held her hands up. “I was trying to save him some heartache and jealousy, that’s all. I didn’t mean to cause any of this. I guess I didn’t think it through properly.”
“So, here we are,” I drummed my hands on the tops of my thighs, not quite knowing what to say next. “She did offer for us to break up, temporarily, while she did this, but I told her I didn’t want to. I wanted to come home from France with my ring on her finger.”
“Well, I’m glad you’ve told me now,” Scott looked at his beer bottle. It was empty, so he got up and fetched three more from the stash in the kitchen. “What’s next then? You’ve slept with me, is Hunter to be guy number two? I mean how many guys are we talking about before you feel… what’s the word? Satisfied?”
“I’m not putting numbers or targets on things,” Alexandria ran a hand through her long hair. “I just want some fun and excitement. I’ll know when I’m ready. Hunter will be guy number three and then my other two ex-boyfriends, Jackson and Aaron. I invited them to the party as well.”
Alexandria was telling him too much for my liking and I tried to catch her eye to tell her to slow down. Scott was one of my best friends, but I didn’t want him knowing everything.
“Hunter is three? So who was two?”
“She slept with…” I started but Alexandria cut me off again.
“The day after you, I met up with Tony, the DJ from the party to sort out what music I wanted,” Alexandria told the story before I could. “We ended up doing some stuff but not everything, so I ended up meeting him properly yesterday. Joe suspected and followed me, which all led to us talking last night after I saw the texts you’d sent him. We ended up having a bit of an argument, but we’ve worked it out. If you can’t accept it, Scott, then I’m sorry but this is between Joe and I. It’s nothing to do with you.”
“Apart from the fact that we fucked last week?” Scott stared at her coolly. “I think it is something to do with me. “I can’t say I approve but I understand it. You’re right, this is between you two, but Joe is my friend and I care about him. If he wants me as someone to talk to, then I’ll be here for him. Whether you like it or not.”
“Please don’t argue,” I told them both firmly, raising my voice to be heard and not talked over for once. “This is hard enough already, without you two kicking off at one another. It is what it is. I’m fine with it, so you should be, Scott.” Then I turned to Alexandria, “And if I want to talk to Scott about it, you should be okay with that, considering everything that’s happened. I need a guy on my side through this, that I can talk to and work shit out with.”
Alexandria and Scott looked at one another and both nodded their heads.
“Okay,” he sighed. “Listen, I’m going to get off home and let you two talk more, but can I just state my opinion on things and give you my thoughts on it?”
“Go ahead,” Alexandria said at the same time as me.
“I think it’d be better for Joe if you told him who you’re meeting up with and when,” he stood up. “If it was me in this position, I’d feel more secure and less worried knowing what’s going on, no matter how difficult it is to hear. Just my opinion, but give it some thought and talk it through?”
“Would you rather it be that way?” Alexandria asked me.
“I think so,” I replied after a moment, then Scott patted me on the shoulder.
“Also, you know something?” he said. “If you two just want a night together, somewhere nice, why don’t you let me book you a room at the hotel? I know you’re not long back from Paris but a night away together might be just what you need to get away from all this stuff going on and to talk properly.”
Scott worked in a small country hotel a short drive away. He was only a chef in the kitchen but he was well thought of and friendly with the owner.
“That’s a nice idea,” I thanked him.
“Let me know,” he smiled. “I’m going home now. Enjoy the last couple of beers and give me a call to let me know what you guys decide on. I’m here if you need to talk, okay? Both of you, I mean.”
“Thanks,” Alexandria and I both replied and I watched him leave, then turned to her. “Are you okay with that? Telling me where you’re going and when? I think he’s right. It might help me deal with things better and not be a paranoid jerk like I was yesterday.”
“It’s difficult,” Alexandria’s eyes were downcast but she looked up at me after a moment’s consideration. “I feel so bad, telling you, but yes, I’ll try. I’m planning to see Hunter this week, so there you go. That’s a start. I don’t know when yet, but I’ll tell you when I do.”
“This week?” I said, surprised at the speed things were moving. “That’s kind of fast.”
“He’s only here this week,” she explained. “He’s flying to Argentina on Saturday. Something to do with his job. He won’t be back for at least six months.”
That explained it. I didn’t know what else to say, so I leaned in and just kissed her in reply. My cock was painfully hard. It had been all the way through this awkward evening, ever since Scott had arrived and we’d begun discussing things.
“Anyway,” she smiled at me as we sat back down in the living room. “I came over here to make up for last night. I know you wanted me and I wouldn’t do anything because I was feeling weird. I’ve felt bad about that all day, so…”
Alexandria’s hands went to the front of my pants and started rubbing my erection, then she unzipped me and pulled my cock out. She didn’t ask why I was already hard. I was glad because I didn’t really know.
“I love you,” she whispered, then went down and took me in her mouth.
“I love you too,” I groaned as she went to work on me but then it dawned on me that she’d done this just yesterday to a totally different guy, Tony the DJ. She’d had his dick in her mouth. That felt so weird, but it didn’t stop me from enjoying the blow job. Nor did the fact that his baby-carrot-sized cock had been inside her pussy just yesterday stop me from shoving my dick into her as soon we both ended up naked on the living room floor.
I fucked her hard and fast, imagining Tony doing the same twenty-four hours before me, and Scott a week ago. Why did it turn me on so much and what did this mean for us, moving forward from here?




Chapter 10
Alexandria didn’t stay the night because she was up early for university and I had an early start at work too. The sex we had was fantastic and made me so much better about everything, even though I was still a bit disturbed that the thoughts of her and Scott and Tony turned me on as much as it did.
The next day at work I was still tormented by the thoughts, especially the fact that I barely knew anything of what she and Scott had done. Then I remembered the photo and screenshots of their messages that Scott had sent me. I totally forgot about them last night.
Looking around to make sure my boss wasn’t wandering around or that there wasn’t anyone looking over my shoulder, I got my phone out and went to the photos. My hands were shaking as I opened up the photo.
Wow. Alexandria’s face stared up at me from the screen but it was unlike any other picture I’d ever seen of her. In this picture, she had a penis in her mouth. And it wasn’t mine. I couldn’t see much of it, but the base of the shaft that her lips were wrapped around looked quite thick. Thicker than mine, at least. I could make out that he was laid out on his bed, with Alexandria on all fours between his legs. Scott’s left hand was on the back of her head and his phone must obviously be in the other hand.
Fuck. I felt a massive bolt of jealousy rock through me, more than I’d previously felt, probably because I was actually seeing it with my own eyes, and not just imagining the fact. The reality of it sinking in a little more than before with the evidence in front of my eyes. My Alexandria, my beautiful fiancee, had sucked another man’s cock. It was indisputable now, for the first time and it felt… painful - and yet exciting, at the same time.
After several minutes of staring at the photo, I managed to drag my eyes away and skimmed through the messages which read more or less as I’d expected them to. Harmless flirtation at first, moving to more sexual innuendos until it got to the part where he told her he was out bowling but was going home soon and she asked if she could come over to ask him a question, to which he’d replied ‘okay.’
The messages stopped there but he’d sent me one last page of messages and as I read them, I got the feeling that he’d sent me these by mistake. There were only a couple but these were messages exchanged between them after they’d had sex.
Alexandria: Last night was fun. I hope you don’t think I didn’t enjoy it because of how I rushed off. I just felt bad for Joe.
Scott: I felt terrible too but yes I had a lot of fun too. Your body is amazing and you’re as good in bed as I thought you’d be.
Alexandria: You were good too. I haven’t cum as good as that in ages. Anyway, I just wanted to clear that up and make sure you’d keep your promise and not tell Joe.
Scott: Of course I’m not going to tell him. I don’t regret it but I do feel guilty. We’ll keep it our secret, okay?
Alexandria: No regrets here either. Thanks Scott. X
No regrets from either of them, so they must have had a good time, despite Alexandria saying he wasn’t that great. Was she keeping how good he was from me to spare my feelings? Similarly, perhaps that was why Scott wouldn’t tell me the details. Perhaps he’d fucked her really good, made her cum like she hadn’t in a long time - as she’d said in her text - and he felt bad for me.
Whatever. It was done now. Everything was in the open between the three of us and we could all move on. Alexandria had a plan for moving forward, including Hunter as her next ‘bit of fun’ and she was going to keep me informed as to when it was happening. The tension between us had dissipated with the sex last night and everything felt almost back to normal. Almost. It would never quite be normal again, I knew that, but it was normal enough for me to be able to cope with.
I managed to put the thoughts from my mind until I got home from work but as soon as I walked into the front room, where the three of us had talked last night, I was reminded of the conversations we’d had and began to wonder what they’d done once again. I wasn’t going to get over this fully until I knew, I began to realise that now, especially when not even putting the football on TV could distract me properly from it.
Should I text Alexandria and try to convince her to tell me, or could I possibly talk Scott into divulging? Neither seemed likely but just as I pondered on which one of them to talk to about it, they both texted me, almost at the same time.
I opened Alexandria’s first.
Have you had an okay day? Uni was boring today. I’m home now but wanted to tell you something.
That was all it said. I decided to call her after I’d read Scott’s text.
I’ve got some news, dude. Guess who called me and asked if I could book him a room at the hotel? Hunter. He says he’s going to spend the night with Alexandria. Call me and I’ll give you the info. Has Alexandria told you about this yet, like she promised?
Wow. I hadn’t expected this to develop so quickly but at least Scott was being a good friend and telling me what he knew. I presumed Alexandria’s ‘something’ was about the same subject, so I called her first, giving her the chance to tell me.
“Hey,” she answered. “Are you okay today?”
“I’m good,” I replied. “Watching the football at the minute. What’s up?”
“I wanted to tell you something,” she began after a slight pause, “You said you wanted me to tell you when anything happens, well I’ve been chatting to Hunter and he’s suggested we meet up this week sometime. Is that okay with you?”
“I guess so,” I agreed. “Once you know exactly when you’re seeing him, will you let me know, so I’m not wondering where you are and what you’re doing?”
“Of course I will,” Alexandria sounded awkward still. This was probably taking a lot of getting used to for her. “He says he’s going to surprise me. I don’t know what he means by that, but it’s kind of exciting.”
If what Scott had just told me was accurate, I had a good idea of what his surprise was, but I didn’t want to ruin anything for her. “I bet he’s excited to sleep with you too,” I added, although I don’t know why I said it because it sounded weird coming from my mouth.
“He’s been really naughty,” she giggled, seeming encouraged by me asking questions for once. “Promising to do all kinds of dirty things to me. It’s got me really horny. It’s a shame I can’t come over tonight to show you how horny I am.”
“I’m not stopping you coming over,” I smiled at her playfulness. “What kind of dirty things are we talking about?”
“He says he wants to tie me up!” she whispered down the phone, probably because Pam or Brian were nearby. “But mostly, he just says he wants to do all the things he didn’t get a chance to do before. He wants to make me cum with his fingers, tongue and his dick and he wants to see if he can make me squirt. Sorry, am I telling you too much?”
“No,” I said, feeling the pressure of my cock hardening in my shorts. “Carry on, it helps the more I know.”
“That’s about it,” Alexandria said softly. “Are you sure you’re okay with this? I would come over tonight but I promised mom I’d spend some time with them tonight and I have a heap of uni work to do yet.”
“It’s okay,” I replied. “Go do your homework and stop wasting time on the phone to me. Thanks for keeping your promise and not hiding anything from me. I love you.”
“I love you too,” I could hear how happy she was even down the phone. “Thank you for being so understanding. I’ll text you later before bed.”
I hung up and dialled Scott.
“What’s up?” I asked him when picked up. “Are you telling me about Hunter?”
“She’s told you?” he asked back.
“Yeah,” I didn’t want him to think he’d got one over on me again. “She says they’re planning to get together sometime this week.”
“Okay. Well, Hunter’s asked me to book him a room. Thursday night ideally. I didn’t want to help him out though without speaking to you first.”
“I’m letting her do this,” I reminded him. “Even if he doesn’t book a room at your hotel, he’ll only go and book one somewhere else. You said he wants her to spend the night?”
“That’s what he told me,” Scott replied. “He says he’s spoken to her and she’s up for it so he’s just waiting for me to come back to him to say it’s booked.”
“Do it then,” I gave him permission. “Thanks for letting me know.”
“No worries. You sure you’re okay with this?” he echoed Alexandria’s earlier words.
“I have to be,” I said back. “I’m bored. Do you want to come over again for a beer?”
“I can’t. I’m at work now. Working nights all week.”
“That sucks, dude,” I tried to find an easier way of asking him what I wanted to, but decided to just come out with it. “Listen, I’m still really curious as to what you and Alexandria did last week. I’m fine with hearing it. I just feel like I can’t settle until I know. I know it feels weird for you to tell me about fucking my girl, but she won’t tell me either and I just feel a bit… I don’t know… pushed out, I guess. Like you two have got this secret that I’m not privy to.”
It was more than that. I wanted to know out of pure curiosity and also because it still had this weird arousing effect on me. I needed to know exactly how they’d fucked and what else they’d done.
“I don’t know,” he sounded uncertain, “I can’t tell you anything now because I’m working but I’ll have a think about it and let you know. I get where you’re coming from but as you said it just feels kind of weird and creepy and inappropriate.”
“I understand,” I sighed, “I guess I just have to accept what’s going on and try to work this out somehow. It’s almost like the not-knowing is worse than the knowing, if that makes sense. It’s like when she sleeps with Hunter this week, it’s going to kill me if she doesn’t tell me what’s going on. And knowing she’s at it with him is going to drive me crazy until she gets home and it’s all over.”
“Maybe I could take Thursday night off and come over to keep you company?” Scott suggested. “I’ll distract you or at least get you drunk enough to forget what’s going on.”
“That’d be good.”
“In fact,” Scott paused, “I’ve got an even better idea. Well, you might think it’s better but it could be worse. Let me think about this...” Again, he paused. “I’m currently working Thursday night. What if - and it’s a big if - I book out the room next to the one Hunter books? I could sneak you in and you’d be right next door. Would that make you feel more comfortable at all? Being close by, just in case it goes wrong or something. I’m down to finish at 10.00pm that night, so we could even have a little party in the room or something. Or am I being really weird now?”
“It’s weird, but I kind of like it,” I thought out loud, “But what if they find us? It’d be a bit hard to explain.”
“I’ll pick you up and take you home,” Scott went on, “So she wouldn’t recognise your car in the car park. You could get there before them maybe. I don’t know. Shall I just see if I can make it work first and then let you know?”
“Sure. I’ll leave it with you,” I said then laughed. “You know, this is the strangest thing to be experiencing and I’m glad I’ve got you to go through it all with. Thanks, Scott.”
“No worries,” he laughed back. “It is a bit of a unique situation, I have to admit. I better get back to work, but I’ll let you know what’s going on as soon as I know, okay?”
I said ‘okay’ and hung up then later that evening both Joe and Alexandria texted and called me respectively, each telling me in their own way that Thursday was the night. Alexandria didn’t tell me where she was seeing him and neglected to mention that Hunter wanted to spend the full night with her, but I thought I’d give her more time to tell me. I knew she was finding it hard to discuss everything with me and she needed time and space.
When I crawled into bed that night, I laid there for an hour, thinking. When I’d planned the trip to Paris, bought the engagement ring and imagined my future with Alexandria, I’d never in a million years have thought I’d end up in a predicament like this.
If Joe from the future had arrived in a time machine and told me that I’d be allowing my beautiful girlfriend to have sex with her ex-boyfriends in a deal to get married, I’d have laughed in his face and told him to tell me a better joke.
But here I was. In the middle of future Joe’s great joke.
At least things couldn’t get any more fucked up than what they were right now.
Right?




Chapter 11
Alexandria called around for a couple of hours after university on Wednesday evening and we talked very briefly about her meeting Hunter tomorrow but she still didn’t mention staying overnight, or even the fact that she was staying at Scott’s hotel. I got a vibe from her like she wanted to tell me and I wondered if she didn’t want to give me the heads up too early, in case I came up with some sort of plan to follow her or whatever. I’d done that with Tony, so I couldn’t be angry at her for suspecting me of something along those lines.
Of course, she had no idea of Scott’s plan, which was confirmed when he texted me to say he’d managed to secure the room right next to Hunter’s.
This was really going to happen. I was nervous about something going wrong, or even giving something away involuntarily during Wednesday evening but the night went well. We ate, cuddled on the sofa and watched a movie, then went to bed and had sex before she had to go home.
While we were naked, after making love but before she left, I couldn’t help but look at her slim toned body in the dim bedroom light. The last few days had been warm and sunny, and she’d caught a bit of a tan but had white lines running down her shoulders and across her chest where her top had been. I found tan lines sexy and traced them with my fingers.
“Are you okay?” she gazed at me, still getting her breath back from the fuck we’d just had. She’d been particularly horny, getting on top and riding me until we both got our orgasms.
“I’m fine,” I murmured to her. “It just feels strange that another man is going to be seeing this naked body tomorrow and doing with you what we’ve just done.”
“It’s not strange. He’s seen it before,” Alexandria pointed out. “He’s had me before, so it’s nothing new for him.”
“I know, but these are mine,” I let my finger trace from her tan lines to her small breasts, letting them stroke over one of her small, pink, erect nipples. Then I ran it lightly down her abdomen and over her pubic mound. She was shaved completely smooth. “And this is supposed to be mine, and yet another man is going to be getting to play with it and put his penis inside it tomorrow.”
“It does belong to you,” Alexandria assured me. “I belong to you. All of me, but most importantly, my heart is yours. Hunter will get to have sex with me tomorrow night but he won’t be getting my heart. That’s yours. Forever.”
“I’m still jealous,” I admitted. “Another man getting to enjoy my girl.”
“It’s just sex,” she replied. “It’s just a bit of physical fun. Whatever we do, I’ll be all showered, nice and fresh and all yours when I come over Friday. We’ve got the full weekend together. I promise you can do everything he does to me tomorrow night and more.”
I’d left it at that. We’d cuddled for a time, then she’d kissed me, got dressed and left. I knew the next time I saw her, she’d have been with Hunter. So far, she’d slept with Scott and Tony and while it had caused some arguments along the way, it hadn’t affected us. Not really. She was still the same Alexandria, just slightly more experienced. We were learning new things about each other the whole time. We were growing as a couple.
The next day, Scott rang me while at work. We’d made some rough plans for how it was going to go down tonight, but he’d promised me he’d fill me in at lunch.
“You brought an overnight bag with you?” he confirmed and I told him I had. We’d planned this bit already. He’d pick me up from work and take me to the hotel during his break. “If Hunter and Alexandria are already there, I’ll sneak you through the staff entrance but hopefully I’ll get you checked in before either him or her get there.”
Shortly after he’d gone through a few last-minute checks to make sure I was still okay with everything, he hung up and Alexandria called me a few minutes later.
“Joe?” she asked and I knew what she was going to say. “Listen. Hunter’s asked me if I can stay the night with him. He’s booked some hotel somewhere for us but I said I’d have to check with you first. Can I stay? Please? I’ll make it up to you on Friday. And Saturday. And Sunday. I promise I’ll make it worth it.”
I couldn’t say no to that, even if I’d wanted to. She didn’t mention that it was the hotel that Scott worked at, but it was possible that she didn’t know, so I didn’t push it.
“I didn’t expect that,” I pretended not to know. “Staying the full night is a big thing. Are you sure you even want to?”
“Do I want a night of passionate sex with someone with a big penis and who knows how to use it? Hmm, that’s a hard one. Can I come back to you in a bit?”
“Funny,” I replied grumpily, irritated by the mention of Hunter having a big penis. That was two or three times she’d made a point of saying that now. “I meant with your parents. Will they be okay with you staying out all night on a midweek, with uni in the morning?”
“I’ve asked them already and they said yes,” she answered. “Of course, they think I’m staying at yours. Not in some hotel with my ex.”
“I guess so then,” I sighed, “But you’ll have to make it up to me this weekend. I want everything Hunter gets plus more like you said.”
“You got it,” she giggled. “I love you. I’ll send you a text to let you know I’m okay before bed.”
And that was that. It was happening. I couldn’t believe it. My girlfriend was going to fuck another guy, this time with my full permission. I knew it was happening and I was letting her do it. Seriously. This was insane.
That afternoon, I felt jealousy pulsing inside me every time my mind drifted to Hunter. This guy had his shot with Alexandria and he blew it. For whatever reason, he got friend-zoned. And yet here he was, about to have his way with her again. As much as I was letting this happen, this time it was definitely for Alexandria and not for any other reason.
“Let’s go,” Scott said later when I put my bag on the backseat of his car then got in the front alongside him. “When I left to pick you up, they still weren’t there, so let’s hope we get there before they do.”
The hotel was only a twenty-minute drive away, a large former stately house now called the Chigley Hall Hotel. It had wonderful spacious grounds, lush green fields and tall trees showcasing the long drive up to the hotel itself, which was built from pale white stone and surrounded by gravel paths and a large square car park.
“Hunter drives a black Range Rover,” Scott said, scanning the lot for any sign of it. “It’s not here. We’re in luck. Let’s get you checked in quick.”
We jumped out of the car and jogged into the hotel, where a very sexy Asian receptionist gave me the room card.
“Room 108,” Scott winked. “Hunter’s reserved into 107. Go get settled. Help yourself to whatever’s in the mini bar. I’ll sort a discount on everything, so don’t worry. I’ve got to get back to work in the kitchen but as soon as I finish - 10 at the latest - I’ll join you.”
The room was nice, beautifully decorated and furnished with modern-looking fittings. I’d never stayed here before, despite Scott offering me a discount rate before. It was a twin, a bed on either side of the spacious room, with a large TV on the wall opposite, next to the bathroom door. Before I walked in, I’d made a note of which side room 107 was on, the side behind the headboards. I hung my spare clothes up, took a bottle of beer out of the mini-bar fridge and turned on the TV. Flicking through the channels, I found some sport and flopped down on the bed in an attempt to relax.
About forty-five minutes later, I heard the heavy thud of one of the adjacent room doors closing. I couldn’t be sure which side it was from the noise, so I got up and pressed my ear to the wall behind the beds and heard voices coming from room 107. I fetched a glass from the bedside cabinet and pressed it to the wall to see if I could hear better.
“This is nice,” I heard Alexandria say. It was definitely her. I recognised her voice even though it was muffled through the glass.
“Leave your things,” Hunter replied. Again, it was muffled but I think I heard him say he was taking her for a drink and dinner first and my guess was confirmed when I heard the heavy door shut again, followed by silence.
She hadn’t backed out. They were here. This was nerve-wracking.
I laid back on the bed, trying to be patient but the temptation to sneak out to see them downstairs together was almost overwhelming.
At one point, I got as far as the hotel corridor but then went back into my room. What was I thinking? I wouldn’t see anything interesting. All I was doing was risking getting caught.
The evening rolled on slowly. Every hour that passed by felt more like two hours but eventually I heard the door close again and when I pressed my ear to the wall I could hear some voices but this time they were quieter and I couldn’t make out what they were saying.
Fuck. This was it.
I looked at my watch. 9pm. They’d been downstairs for well over two hours. Surely, they’d filled their bellies, had a few drinks and would be horny and not wanting to waste any time in getting romantic. I kept my ear to the wall, listening through the empty glass but could still only make out quiet muffled talking, nothing which might indicate them doing anything sexual.
My phone beeped with a text message and I picked it up, wondering if Alexandria might be getting in touch to let me know she was okay. It wasn’t her. It was from Scott.
They’ve left the dining room and gone to the bedroom now. I saw them go up. They didn’t see me. It’s fairly quiet so I’m hoping to come join you ASAP.
I text him back to say thanks and then went back to listening. It was silent. Were they doing something?
I picked up my phone again, wondering if the idea I’d just had would work. There was only one way to find out. I sent her a message.
Hey. I’m just checking that he turned up and that you’re okay and having a good time?
She didn’t reply right away so I put my ear back to the wall and heard her speak. Clearly, this time.
“Joe’s texting me,” I heard her say. “Give me a minute.”
I watched my phone, waiting for a return text but she actually called me. Shit. If I answered, would she be able to hear me through the wall? Surely not. I took it into the bathroom anyway, just to be on the safe side.
“Hi,” I said, not too loud. “You didn’t have to call. Just a text you say you’re fine would have been enough. Are you okay? Having fun?”
“Yes, I’m having a great time. We’ve just had dinner and now we’re back at our room,” she paused, then giggled, “You have the worst timing.”
“What hotel did he take to you? Anywhere nice?” I asked, “Why bad timing? I didn’t just disturb you having sex already, did I?”
“If you must know, yes. We were just getting to the interesting bit,” she giggled again, a really sexy sound and I felt my cock stir in my pants. “Anyway, yes the hotel is nice but I’ll tell you about it tomorrow. I need to go. Love you.”
“Love you too,” I said and immediately pressed my head and the glass back against the wall.
“So he really does know about this?” I managed to make out Hunter’s words and my jaw dropped. He knew about our arrangement? That surprised me and for some reason made me feel even more turned on than what I already was. I don’t know why.
I couldn’t hear Alexandria reply but I did hear something a moment or two later that sounded like a moan. Then another, this one louder and definitely a moan.
It was happening.




Chapter 12
It was arousing, listening to them moan and hearing Alexandria occasionally gasp but what I was waiting for was the sounds of them cumming. Alexandria wasn’t the most vocal in bed, but she did sometimes talk dirty and then groan when she had an orgasm, however, all I was listening to right now was a rhythmic creaking sound, probably the bed moving as Hunter fucked her, accompanied by the odd moan from her and deeper grunt from him.
The noises got louder for a short time, then went quieter. I hadn’t heard either of them cum, so I presumed he was taking his time. Or perhaps she was taking her time with him.
My phone beeped again, making me jump.
I’m outside. Let me in.
I placed the glass back on the bedside cabinet. Shit. I’d probably miss them cumming now, but I couldn’t keep Scott waiting.
“How’s it going?” he asked, once I opened the door and beckoned him into the room. He had a small overnight bag with him too, which he tossed onto the bed.
“They’re at it, I think,” I pointed at the wall. “I heard them talking a while ago, now it’s silent. I think I heard the bed creaking but I’m not sure.”
“Put a glass to the wall and listen,” Scott suggested. “The walls here aren’t that thick.”
“Good idea,” I pretended not to have thought of it already. I picked up the glass but just as I was about to lean against the wall with it, I clearly heard Alexandria swear.
“Fu-uuuuuuuu-ck,” we both heard her cry out and then wail loudly. Then silence.
“I think she just came,” Scott laughed quietly. “This is crazy. Are you really okay with it?”
“She gets loud when she cums sometimes,” I nodded, feeling myself blushing for some reason.
“Erm, yeah,” Scott looked away. For a second, I wondered what was wrong with him then I realised he probably had first-hand knowledge of Alexandria’s orgasms from when he fucked her last week.
“Sorry,” I laughed, trying to lighten the mood. “Making you feel awkward? I guess she came loud with you too?”
Scott’s eyes met mine after a moment. “Super-fucking-awkward,” he managed a smile, reached into his bag and pulled out a bottle of whisky. “Thought this might help.”
I poured us both a shot. We needed it. “Bottoms up,” I saluted him, then downed mine in one.
“Bottoms up indeed,” he did the same, and I refilled both our glasses. “I’m sorry I feel awkward. I know I should be more open with you about it, it’s just kind of weird with her being your girlfriend and all that. I’m going to try though. Yes, she came really hard with me. Sounded just like that, actually. Does that make you feel bad or…”
“Not at all,” I shrugged, “She cums hard with me too. She’s just a sexual woman. More so than I realised, I guess.”
Scott nodded, then reached into his pocket and pulled his phone out.
“What’s this? Hunter’s texting me,” he turned his phone so I could see, then opened the messages and read them.
“What’s he saying?”
“Thanks for arranging this,” Scott read out loud. “I thought you might have come and said ‘hello’ after you’d done your shift but the waitress says you’ve gone home.” He looked at me. “What shall I reply?”
“Tell him you’ve gone home and ask him what he’s doing?” I shrugged. “I don’t know. What do you think?”
“No problems, you’re welcome,” Scott said slowly, reciting what he was typing. “I’m home now. I thought it might be awkward if I came over and I didn’t want to get in the way of you two if you know what I mean?” Again, he looked at me, waiting for my approval and when I nodded, he pressed send.
We waited for a minute or two and then Scott read out his reply when it came through.
“You could have had a quick drink with us before we went up to the bedroom but never mind,” Scott paused, glancing at me before continuing. “We’ve just put the room to good use, given the bedsprings a good testing, you could say.”
The phone beeped again and I saw Scott’s eyes widen slightly.
“Woah. He’s sent a photo,” he blinked several times. “Do you want to see?”
“Of course I do,” I jumped up from my bed and sat next to him, taking the phone which he offered me, just as another message came through. I looked at the picture first. It was of Alexandria, totally naked, laying on the bed. She was grinning from ear to ear, like the cat that got the cream. Her face looked slightly sweaty and flushed. You couldn’t see her pussy because she was on her side with her upper leg bent upwards, blocking it from view but you could see her perfectly-shaped tits and erect nipples in the light from the bedside lamp.
I passed the phone back to Scott. My dick was now rock hard but I daren’t try to adjust it and draw his attention to it. “What does the message say?” I told him to look and when he did, I used the distraction to quickly push my hard-on into a more vertical position from where it had been encroaching down my leg.
“Alexandria is sexy as fuck, isn’t she?” Scott recited. “Of course, you already know because you bedded her last week. You never told me that, you dirty dog.”
“She told him about you,” my mouth was hanging open for the second time. “What are you going to say back?”
Scott winked at me then tapped his fingers on the screen, again reading out his text before he sent it.
“I didn’t want to steal your thunder,” he grinned as he typed, “Besides it’s not my place to tell you. It was up to Alexandria. I don’t kiss and tell.”
Hunter text straight back.
“She told me over dinner,” Scott read, “Does Joe know? He knows that she’s here tonight with me and he’s okay with it apparently. I don’t get it. If Alexandria was mine, I wouldn’t even let another guy near her.”
He grimaced at me as he said that loud but I just shook my head at him. “Don’t worry about it. I don’t care what he thinks.”
“I’m going to stick up for you though,” Scott pursed his lips as he typed, then read it out again. “It’s a personal choice for Joe and Alexandria. You shouldn’t judge, especially as you’re getting the benefits of it.”
This time there was a pause before the next message. When it came through, Scott’s eyes did the same widening motion that he had last time, so I thought it was another picture message. It wasn’t.
“He’s sent a video,” Scott gasped and once more turned the phone so I could see.
Again, it was of Alexandria sprawled naked out on the bed, but this time she was on her back and you could see everything because her legs were open. As we watched, she slid one hand down between her legs, Hunter following it with the camera and zooming in close to capture her slipping a finger inside herself.
“Fuck,” I heard Scott mutter as we kept watching.
Alexandria slid her finger in and out of her pussy, parting her small pink labia and causing a blob of white cum to drip out.
“She let him cum in her!” Scott exclaimed. “Wow.”
Then the camera panned back upwards to her face and Alexandria looked at the camera for a moment, then closed her eyes and opened her mouth and Hunter’s cock came into view.
“Holy shit,” it was me that gasped this time. Hunter was only semi-erect but his cock looked thick and long. Already longer than mine was when erect. He guided it into Alexandria’s waiting mouth and she began to suck it hungrily before the video ended abruptly.
There was a message below the video.
Got to go. I think she wants me again.
“This is kind of hard to handle,” Scott put the phone down, “Even for me and I’m not even her boyfriend.”
“What do you mean?” I asked. “Is it getting you jealous or something?”
I said that because I was now undeniably jealous. The moment I’d seen him put his dick in her mouth, envy had begun growing in my stomach and now it was rising to a point where I wanted to go out and bang on the door of 107.
“Well, yeah because who wouldn’t be jealous of any guy getting to fuck Alexandria?” Scott complimented her. “She’s gorgeous. Amazing body. Any guy would love the chance to spend a night with her.”
“You got to have sex with her last week,” I pointed out. “It’s me that should be jealous. She’s mine and he’s in there with her, doing god knows what.”
As I said that, a knocking sound started, like a soft bumping on the wall, most likely the headboard and I heard Alexandria moan loudly again but the bumping didn’t stop.
“I think we know exactly what they’re doing,” Scott took a deep breath and another shot of the whisky, so I did the same. “No, what I meant about this being hard is that I feel bad for you. It’s so fucking awkward, sitting here with you, listening to your girlfriend getting fucked next door. I don’t know what to say.”
“You don’t have to say anything,” I smiled warmly at him. “I just appreciate you being here. If you weren’t, I think I might end up doing something dumb like going round there to knock his teeth out.”
What I actually wanted to do was take my jeans down and wank my dick into oblivion but I couldn’t do that with Scott here. As well as being jealous and irritated at the cheek of Hunter sending Scott videos and photos without my permission, I was also incredibly aroused by the whole surreal situation.
I returned to my bed and we chilled out watching some TV once we heard them both groan out loud at their second orgasms. The room was quiet now. They were probably having a nap. I looked at my watch and noted that it was almost midnight.
“I’m going to get changed for bed,” I told Scott and slipped into the bathroom to change into a pair of short PJs that I’d brought with me. While I was in there, I texted Alexandria good night and that I hoped she’d had a good time but she didn’t text back.
“Reckon they’ve fallen asleep?” Scott asked when I climbed into bed. He’d got changed too and was in his own bed already.
“Maybe,” I replied. “I’m sure they’ll probably wake up and do it in the night sometime though. That’s what you do when you stay in a hotel. You make the most of it.”
“And in the morning too,” Scott added. “Listen, we’d better get out early tomorrow. We don’t want them to catch you checking out or see you in my car as we go.”
“You told him we’d already gone,” I suddenly realised something, “But your car is still in the car park.”
“Another reason we need to be up early and out.”
“Yeah,” I agreed. I also had to be at work but I’d arranged for a slightly later start, making the excuse of having a dental appointment, to give us some wiggle room in case anything untoward happened.
“We should get some shut-eye then,” Scott said quietly and reached over to turn the lights off.
“I’m sure we’ll probably get woken up at some point by the headboard banging or Alexandria’s orgasms again anyway,” I whispered with a chuckle into the dark air of the room.
“True,” Scott laughed back and then his tone went serious. “Listen, Joe. Do you still want to know what we did, Alexandria and me, last week? I’ll tell you if you really need to know.”
“I kind of do,” I replied, “If you feel okay telling me.”
“Tonight has been quite…” he groped for the right word, “...intense. But reading those messages out for you and hearing them fuck together, it’s kind of made me realise that I can tell you. Does that make sense?”
“Sure,” I think I understood where he was coming from. “Go ahead.”
“Okay. Well, like I said, she was waiting for me on the front step when I got home that night and she looked really sexy. She’d got this little vest top thing on and these really tight jeans. I’ve always been quite open with you that I think she’s got a great body, right?”
“It’s fine,” I encouraged him. “You don’t have to explain. Just tell me what you guys got up to.”
“I was drunk,” he continued, “We sat on the sofa and I asked her what she wanted to talk to me about and she asked me who I thought you would want to be your best man. I said probably Damon but maybe me. It seemed really pointless and jokingly I asked her if that was really what she’d wanted to know. It seemed weird to want to talk to me just to ask a question she could have put into a text. She said no and then asked me if I fancied her. Dude, I honestly thought she was messing with me so I said yeah and that she had a hot body, trying to play her at her own game. Then I asked her if she fancied me too and she said yeah, then it went kind of crazy from there. I swear, if I was drunk, I wouldn’t have let it happen.”
He went quiet so I tried to reassure him. I needed to hear this. “You can tell me anything you know? I’m not going to get mad or anything, I promise.”
“I think I must have been staring at her tits through her t-shirt. I could tell she didn’t have a bra on - you could see the shape of them right through it. She noticed me looking and told me she didn’t have any underwear on, so again, just messing around I asked her to prove it and dude, she just took the shirt off right in front of me. Then she said she didn’t have any panties on either.”
“And she took her jeans off to prove it?” I guessed.
“No,” Scott carried on telling me the story. “She leaned in and kissed me and told me to feel if I didn’t believe her. I didn’t do it right away but she undid her zipper, took my hand and pushed it down the front. That was it, I kind of lost it. There was no going back from that point. Do you know what I mean? I’m sorry.”
“Stop apologising,” I replied, “It happened. There’s nothing we can do about it now. I’m glad you’re telling me, at least.”
My cock was throbbing at the thought of Scott and a topless Alexandria making out while he felt her pussy down her jeans. I looked over at him. The room was almost pitch-black. I could barely make out his features, so I risked putting my hand down my PJ shorts and began slowly stroking my cock while he carried on talking.
“Because her pussy was shaved - I don’t know why, but I expected her to have some pubes - and the fact that she was really wet already, I just lost it, like I said. I got undressed, finished pulling her jeans off and she just opened her legs for me, right there on the sofa.”
I kept wanking. I knew I was going to cum, but if I kept it quiet, Scott wouldn’t know.
“I put it in and she pulled me into her, saying she’d wanted this for ages,” he kept on, not knowing he was firing my fantasies, “We fucked missionary like that for a bit, then I decided I wanted to taste her, so I stopped before I came and went down on her. Joe, you’re a lucky guy. She’s got a gorgeous tight little pussy, hasn’t she? And it tastes so good. I made her cum like that and then she said she wanted to suck my cock, so I let her return the favour but before I came, I stopped her and said I wanted her properly - in bed.”
“Go on,” I kept on encouraging him. I needed to hear this. I was so close.
“She was dirtier than I’d ever thought she could be,” Scott recalled. “I fucked her doggy style on the bed and she was swearing, telling me to fuck her harder and asking me to pull her hair and smack her ass. When you said earlier about her being vocal, that’s what I remembered and it kind of made me feel bad. Anyway, yeah, she came really loudly and then she pulled away and said she wanted me to cum in her mouth. She laid on the bed with her head hanging off and I stood at the side so she could jerk me off into her mouth.”
Fuck. I felt my cock twitch and then a hot stream of warm fluid filled my hand.
“Dude, it was fucking amazing. I was just really disappointed when she immediately jumped up and said she had to go. I could tell she felt guilty. I felt the same. Then, as I told you, she begged me not to tell you. She was quite panicky, I think, worrying about me telling you, so I promised I wouldn’t and, well, that’s about it.”
“I just need to pee,” I lied when Scott went quiet and quickly went to the bathroom to get rid of my handful of spunk.
“You okay?” he asked when I came back. “I didn’t tell you too much, did I?”
“Not at all,” I reassured him. “I feel so much better now I know everything. I really appreciate you telling me.”
“Got myself all fucking horny now, remembering it all,” Scott laughed ironically.
“Crack one off,” I told him, rolling away to face the wall in the opposite direction. “I’m going to sleep now.”
“I’m not doing that,” he said, then when a familiar bumping sound began rattling the wall again, followed by the muffled sound of Alexandria moaning again, he laughed. “Good luck getting some sleep. They’re at it again.”
“For fuck’s sake,” I muttered but closed my eyes and perhaps because I’d just cum myself, I managed to drift off to sleep eventually, despite the sounds of my girlfriend getting fucked by one of her ex-boyfriends.




Chapter 13
“You ready?” Scott asked me, zipping up his own bag as I did mine.
“Yup,” I had a quick look around to make sure I hadn’t forgotten anything. “Let’s go.”
The night had been difficult. I’d managed to get off to sleep okay but had been woken again the middle of the night, first by Scott’s snoring, then by the noise of Hunter and Alexandria having sex again. I’d sat up and put the glass to the wall, clearly hearing Hunter’s grunts and Alexandria’s moans as they fucked. It sounded faster and harder than the last time. I could even make out the slapping sound of his body thudding against hers right before they both cursed and came, at almost the same time.
After that, I’d resisted the urge to have another wank because Scott was stirring and I eventually managed to sleep through until this morning, when Scott had woken up at just after 7.00am.
“Do you think you made the right decision, staying over here?” he asked as we got in the car and left the hotel behind. “How do you feel today?”
“Having listened to Alexandria being fucked all night?” I replied. “Feels weird, but I guess I have to get used to it until she’s done what she feels she needs to do.”
“It got me horny,” Scott grinned at me sheepishly. “I had to have a wank after you’d fallen asleep. I never thought listening to people fuck could be a turn-on.”
“I guess we’re both learning stuff about ourselves all the time,” I grinned back.
We had plenty of time before I had to go to work, so we grabbed breakfast at a cafe nearby, then Scott dropped me off at home with my overnight bag before driving me on to work after sharing a quick coffee at my place.
“Listen,” I said as I got out of the car outside work. “Thank you for last night.”
“It was quite an experience,” he raised his eyebrows and nodded.
“I meant thank you for telling me what you did with Alexandria. I know it made you feel really awkward but it’s made me feel better about it.”
“I’m glad,” he waved as he drove off and I made my way into work but my mind wasn’t on it at all. Alexandria hadn’t text me before going to sleep last night and I’d not heard from her this morning either but just as I was about to send her a message, she called me.
“Good morning,” I said, trying to sound chirpy even though I was feeling really tired and fatigued and something suspiciously like a whisky hangover was starting to make its presence felt.
“Oh my god,” Alexandria said in hushed tones. “Last night was incredible. You’ll never guess where we are?”
“No idea,” I lied.
“Chigley Hall,” she informed me, “You know, where Scott works? Weird to think Scott might have actually cooked our dinner.”
Not as weird as the fact that I listened to you fucking all night, I wanted to respond but didn’t.
“That is weird,” I forced out a laugh. “So are you okay? He was incredible was he?”
“I don’t want to go into details, it makes me feel bad but yes, he kind of was,” she said quietly. “I’m having to whisper because he’s in the bathroom having a shower. We’re going down for breakfast when he comes out, then I guess he’ll be going home. Am I still okay to come over tonight and stay the weekend?”
“Of course you are,” It was Friday, so her coming over and staying until Sunday was normal but I felt an extra surge of excitement at the prospect. I needed sex - that feeling of wanting to reclaim her had returned.
We exchanged an ‘I love you’ and I sat at my desk with the first of what was to be at least ten coffees I’d consume that day, in an effort to stay awake and focus on work.
By the time I set off home, tiredness was really kicking in and I decided to take a nap before Alexandria got to mine. Hopefully, I’d be able to find some energy from somewhere if I got a bit of rest beforehand.
The next thing I knew, Alexandria was shaking me by the shoulder.
“Joe,” she said worriedly. “Are you okay?”
“Yes,” I sat up on my sofa, rubbing my eyes. “I’m sorry. I went for a nap because I was a bit tired but must have fallen into a proper sleep.”
“It’s not like you to be so tired on a Friday,” she said, sitting next to me. “You’re usually excited to see me.”
“I am excited,” I said, raising my arms above my head and having a good stretch and yawn. “It might not look like it, but I am.”
Alexandria looked stunning tonight like she always did. Her make up was perfect, subtle green eyeshadow highlighting her eyes. Her dark hair with the dyed blonde tips hung loose around her shoulders and her tight v-neck top and a short skirt accentuated her petite curves.
“I’m quite weary too, but I have my reasons,” she gave me a mischievous smile. “If we’re both tired, shall we get take-out food and have a cuddly night in bed?”
“That sounds perfect,” I smiled back. We often went out for drinks on a Friday and sometimes a Saturday too, but tonight I was far from being in the right frame of mind to go partying. I wanted to talk about last night, so a night in bed ‘cuddling’ was ideal.
We ordered Chinese food and took it upstairs. I got changed into just a t-shirt and my boxer shorts, and she put her PJs on that she often wore when she stayed over. She’d brought a little overnight bag with her and tossed it on the bedroom floor right next to mine, where I’d left it this morning. Luckily, she didn’t see it and I had time to kick it under the bed before she had the chance to question me about it.
“When you do want to talk about last night?” she asked me, as we were finishing our noodles. We were laying on the bed, watching TV. Up to that point, we hadn’t talked much; a mixture of mutual tiredness and reticence to be the one to bring it up maybe.
“Any time,” I shrugged. “You can tell me whatever, whenever. I don’t want to pressure you into telling me anything you don’t want to, but obviously, I’m curious as to what happened. You said it was - what was the word you used this morning? Incredible?”
“I’m sorry, does that make you feel inadequate or something?” When I shook my head, she began telling me more. “He took me for dinner at the hotel, as I mentioned, and we had a few drinks then he said he was really excited and couldn’t wait to get me all alone in our room so we went up. I was quite nervous, even though I thought I wouldn’t be. I mean, I’ve slept with Hunter before so I thought it’d be easy but it wasn’t. He’d been going on about doing all these things and I think it kind of put the weight of expectations on me. Anyway, we went upstairs and we did it, five times in total. Can you believe it? Five times. His penis just gets so hard so fast. I wonder if it’s to do with it being bigger?”
“Maybe he took some viagra or something?” I suggested, feeling envious again. “I don’t think bigger dicks get harder faster than normal sized ones.”
“Well, anyway, he didn’t have any problems getting hard at all,” she carried on, “Although when we did it the last time, this morning when we woke up, he said he was a bit sore because my pussy is quite tight.”
“Are you sore today after all that sex?” I inquired, rolling onto my side to face her.
“Yes, very,” Alexandria’s face was flushed. “I was going to tell you to be gentle with me when we do it tonight. This is really embarrassing.”
“What is?” I asked.
“Telling you stuff,” she blinked several times and fanned her face with her hand. “Is it hot in here or is it me?”
“I think it’s you,” I chuckled. “Look, just tell me what you’re comfortable telling me then we can just cuddle and… you know?”
Alexandria smiled. “I don’t know what to tell you really, as I say, we did it five times. Once when we first got to the hotel room, then again afterwards because his dick didn’t really go limp and it looked really sexy so I just had to climb on top. He really is well-hung, you know. Almost eight inches. Not super-thick but the length feels really good. We had a little rest after that because we were tired, then he woke me up for another time before bed and then I woke up in the middle of the night and decided to wake him up by giving him a blow job - which ended up with us doing it again. Then one last time in the morning and that was it.”
“That’s a lot of sex,” I sighed. “You’ve never done it with me more than three times in a day or night, I don’t think.”
“But you have me for the rest of your life. He had me for one night,” she leaned in and kissed me on the lips gently. “So I let him make the most of it.”
“What about the things he wanted to do - tie you up, was it?”
“He did most of the things he said,” Alexandria pulled her face away slightly and gazed into my eyes. “Are you really okay hearing this?” When I nodded, she continued, “He made me cum with his fingers twice, when we did it the first time I came on his dick through sex which was the ‘incredible’ bit, I guess. He made me cum in the middle of the night with his tongue and then he fingered me - really roughly - with two and three fingers, I’ll have to show you how to do it - he made me squirt!”
“You squirted?” My jaw was hanging open and I snapped it shut when I realised how shocked I must look.
“Yes, I didn’t know I could but I did,” Alexandria squinted at me. “This feels like too much information. Is it?”
“No,” I took a deep breath. “It does sound like you had an amazing night. He didn’t tie you up though?”
Alexandria shook her head. “He didn’t, we never got round to it but that’s something I want to try. There are a few things I really want to try before we get married and that’s one of them.”
“What are the others?” My cock was hard. I couldn’t wait to get it in her.
“Well, being tied up but the whole bondage thing. Spanking. All of it. The full fifty shades. I want to have risky sex outdoors, somewhere we could get caught. That’d be really exciting. I’d love to do a threesome too.”
That caught me off guard. I was about to silence her with a kiss but I pulled back when she said that. “What? Like you, me and a girl?”
“No,” she laughed out loud. “I’m not into girls. Well, I’m not ruling it out but that’s not what I mean. I’d like to be with two guys. It must be really sexy to be the centre of attention like that. Two penises to play with. Two sets of hands all over me.” She gave an involuntary shiver, like the thought of it really turned her on.
I couldn’t believe it but the idea of sharing her with another guy was making my cock throb even harder than it already was.
“So, me, you and someone else, a guy…”
“Slow down again,” Alexandria’s hand slid down, feeling my dick through my PJ bottoms. “You like that idea, don’t you? But no, I was thinking of me and two other guys. Not you - although I might have a think about that too.”
“Really?” I moaned at how good her hand felt as it wrapped around my shaft and started stroking me through the thin material of the bottoms.
“Yes, in fact, I’ve kind of been thinking about it for a while and…” She pulled my bottoms down and I kicked them off, then she wrapped a hand around my erection again and moved down the bed, kissing my balls as she stroked me ever so slowly, teasing me. “Do you mind if I just make you cum, then we can fuck later?”
“Sure,” I nodded, laying my head back against the pillow and savouring the feeling of her pleasuring me. “So, go on. You were saying you’ve been thinking of a threesome for a while and?”
“Don’t get mad,” she said, in a surprisingly firm tone, kissing my balls in between every few words, “But I told Jackson I wanted to try a threesome and he came up with the idea of him, Aaron and me trying it.”
“What?” I pushed myself up onto my elbows and looked down at her. “You’re kidding right?”
“Not at all,” she let go of my dick so that it landed against my belly with a slap and stared at me, her face all seriousness. “Aaron is interested in doing it too. We’ve already kind of made a bit of a plan to do it. Next week, if that’s not too soon.”
“No,” I said, equally as firmly as the tone she’d just used before. “This is getting crazy. Even you must realise that.”
“Why is it?” she countered back. “Girls do crazy stuff when they’re young. That’s what I’m trying to do - get all of my crazy shit out of the way. Experience it all, so that when we’re married, with a family and a mortgage and everything that comes with that, I won’t have any regrets.”
“I know but it just seems to be all happening at once,” I complained. “It’s like I don’t know what the hell is happening to us.”
Alexandria sat up, folding her legs beneath her. “I don’t think you know how much I’ve been thinking about things,” she put her hands in her lap and looked down for a moment. “Would it freak you out if I told you that I’ve been thinking of moving out from my parents? It’d be nice to live with you. You said I could move in anytime I wanted.”
“But you said you didn’t feel ready,” I remembered the chat we’d had just before going to Paris.
“I think I feel ready now,” she looked up at me, with some sort of raw emotion on her face, a vulnerability and a look of hope and fear all at the same time. “I love you. This thing we’re doing, it’s helping me to grow up. I’m figuring out so much about myself. I feel braver and happier than I’ve ever been and I guess I just want to throw myself into life.”
“Wow,” I flopped back down onto the bed, staring up at the ceiling. “This is a lot to take in.”
“I know, but I think we can make it work,” Alexandria said, stripping off her clothes and then gently laying on top of me, her naked skin felt hot against mine. She reached down between us and positioned my cock so that she could - very gently - ease her pussy down onto it. “Fuck it,” she moaned. “I’m sore but you deserve this.”
I pushed my hips up, feeling my dick slide up inside her. I couldn’t talk. It felt so good and I knew I was going to cum almost immediately.
“You know my mom and dad are going away for a few days next week?” she purred, grinding herself up and down on me slowly, “I thought I could spend the nights here while they’re away. We can have lots and lots of amazing sex like this, but only if - if you’ll let me do the thing with Hunter and Aaron.”
“You really want to do it?” I groaned, trying hard not to explode inside her but it was inevitable.
“If you let me try a threesome with them,” she moaned as my dick began to twitch inside her, “I’ll think about having a threesome with you and another man. Maybe even with a girl, if that’d do it for you although I have no idea who we could ask.”
That was it. Too much. “Okay,” I gasped, “You can do it.” Then I came hard. Really hard. One of those proper toe-curling times where electricity seems to shoot through every nerve in your body. My cock felt like it was bursting as it shot my seed inside her.
When I’d finally finished, Alexandria rolled away and put a hand between her legs. “Wow, Joe. How much cum?” When she took her hand away, my spunk was all over it and was also literally dripping from her pink, puffy labia.
“I’m sorry,” I found myself giggling with the euphoria that follows a really great release. “I guess I was super-horny or something.”
“I let Hunter cum inside me,” she went to the bathroom to clean up, “But he didn’t cum anywhere near as much as this.”
“Good job you’re on the pill,” I remarked to her when she came back.
“I know, right?” she came over, laid next to me and pulled the covers over us both. “I love you so much. I’m so grateful that you’re being so understanding and generous to me. I hope you know that.”
“I do,” I arched an eyebrow. “You can keep thanking me with blowjobs and sex, so I don’t forget. Are you really going to have a threesome with Jackson and Aaron?”
“Let’s not talk about that now,” she leaned in and planted a soft kiss on my lips. “I feel like we’ve talked about it enough, like we’ve done nothing but talk about it and we need a break. Can we try to have a nice, normal weekend together? I don’t want it to be the one and only topic of conversation all weekend if that makes sense?”
It did make sense, so I nodded and agreed but of course, it was on my mind the entire evening, then through all of Saturday and into Sunday. We spent almost every minute together that weekend, feeling happier and in love more than ever right until the moment she left to go home Sunday evening.
That night, I got into bed, trying to just enjoy the fact that we’d had a wonderful few days together and the promise of her moving in with me soon made me even more content and happy but of course, as I tried to find some sleep, the prospect of what might happen with her, Jackson and Aaron was still there, in the back of my mind.
I’d let her use her feminine charms and my own horniness to twist my arm into agreeing to let her do it. But with a bit of time to think about it, I wasn’t comfortable. It felt like a step too far, but how did I go back on my word and talk her out of it now?




Chapter 14
Alexandria’s parents were heading to the coast until Friday so we’d planned for her to stay at mine from Tuesday evening right through to the weekend. This would be the longest she’d ever stayed over in a row, so it felt like a step in the right direction. I was so excited about having her around all week that by the time work was done and Monday evening rolled around, I went home having completely forgotten about the threesome conversation we’d had.
She spent Monday evening with her mom and dad as per usual and we exchanged a few texts like normal but then she brought up the subject of her ex-boyfriends.
I’ve been texting Jackson and Aaron about meeting up this week but they seem to have gone quiet on me about it. I don’t know why.
I felt a curious mixture of relief and disappointment when I read that. Alexandria having a threesome with two men that weren’t me still didn’t feel right, so the fact that they might be cooling off the idea was positive. However, I didn’t understand why I felt an odd twang of disappointment at the same time.
I knew by now that Alexandria having sex with other guys turned me on. I’d been denying it to myself in a way, but only because it didn’t seem right and it was plain confusing at times. I was trying to understand it but by now I’d given up trying to figure out why it turned me on and instead decided to try to just accept that it did. I’d done some research online, discovering the term ‘cuckold’ and learned that there were thousands of people out there who enjoyed sharing their ‘hotwives’ with other men, sometimes friends, sometimes strangers and I’d found dozens of online communities and websites dedicated to this apparently not-uncommon lifestyle.
Knowing that I wasn’t alone in having these confusing feelings made me feel better. It means I wasn’t weird; that there wasn’t anything wrong with me. I’d seen several people say that everyone or almost everyone has some kink or sexual fetish - this one was mine, as it was for thousands of other men and women all over the world.
Some men seemed to get off on the humiliation aspect of it. Others just saw their partner as their ‘personal pornstar’ or simply enjoyed letting them find the sexual fulfilment that they craved, which was what I sympathised with the most. Letting Alexandria explore her sexuality with other men was making her excited and happy - and I liked making her excited and happy. If I could devote my life to one thing, it would be making Alexandria happy.
So I was okay with letting her have fun with some other men. While a threesome still felt like a step too far, there was something about the thought of her in between two men that seemed almost twice as arousing as her being with one. But it still didn’t feel right.
I replied to her text:
Perhaps they’ve gone off the idea. I wouldn’t think it’s easy to get your penis out and perform in front of another man. Maybe they’ve realised that and think it better if you sleep with them one at a time?
She replied:
They’ve both done threesomes before with some other women. Aaron told me. So why not me? Am I not sexy enough do you think?
Oh no. I didn’t want her confidence getting knocked back by this.
Of course you’re sexy enough. You’re the most beautiful and sexy woman in the world. They’re close friends so it might seem weird for them to do it together. I’m sure it’ll just be something like that.
She didn’t reply until later, when she changed the subject so I went to sleep Monday night hoping that the threesome idea had died a death and until Wednesday night, it seemed to have.
She didn’t mention Jackson or Aaron all day Tuesday or that night when she came over and stayed at mine. I didn’t bring the subject up because I didn’t want to unknowingly encourage her to actively pursue it with them. If I left it alone, she might put the idea to the back of her mind and go back to the original plan of bedding them one at a time, which I much preferred.
The idea of me having a threesome with Alexandria was an intriguing one; either with another man or with a woman. I didn’t know of anyone who’d be ideal for us to do it with, but while researching the internet, I’d made a note of all the swinging and various dating sites and knew I’d easily be able to find a man or woman willing to join us from there, especially with Alexandria being young and attractive like she was.
But then Wednesday night, when we were in bed, a message pinged through to her phone. She’d been texting her mom and dad, asking them if they were having a good time and confirming what time they were back on Friday, so I thought it was just a continuation of that conversation but the surprised gasp she gave as she rolled over to face me suggested that it wasn’t.
“Oh my god,” she nudged me. “Guess what?”
It wasn’t that late but we’d already made love and were just chilling out for a bit in bed, so we were both naked and she sidled up close, wrapping one firm leg around mine.
“What?”
“Jackson’s finally messaged me back about the threesome.”
I looked at Alexandria, her face illuminated in the dark by the soft glow of the phone screen. She was chewing her lip as she typed back to him.
“Oh, right,” I said, hesitantly. “I hope he’s explaining that it’s nothing to do with you not being sexy enough.”
“He and Aaron have been away working together,” she glanced at me, then went back to typing, “They didn’t have much phone coverage or data but they’re back now.”
“Ah, I see,” I felt anxious. What was she writing back to them?
“They want to do it,” Alexandria giggled happily. “In fact, Jackson is free tomorrow and has asked me if I want to meet him for a coffee and a chat. Can I go? Would you mind?”
“If that’s all you’re going for,” my heart was sinking. He was going to plan it all with her: the threesome I didn’t really want her to do. I’d rather her try it with me and someone else instead. “If it’s just a chat and a coffee, then sure.”
“He’s going to call me in the morning,” she said, then put her phone down and ran a hand up my chest. “I’ll message you at work and keep you updated on what he says about it. I love you.”
“Oh, yeah?” I pushed her hand down my chest and onto my cock, which was stirring back into life after our earlier love-making session. “Prove it.”
She wrapped her hand around my dick, stroking it to hardness, then she moved her face down, took me in my mouth and proved it very well indeed.
The following morning, she promised once again to let me know when and where she was meeting Jackson and what he had to say about the potential threesome, but when she did text me, everything had changed.
Slight change of plan. Can you call me?
I called her as soon as I could, but I was in a meeting when the message came through, so it was half an hour later by the time I actually called.
“Sorry,” I apologised. “I was in a meeting so couldn’t text back or call right away.”
“I figured you must be doing something like that,” she replied, “I wanted to ask you first but Jackson needed to know right away and you didn’t come straight back to me, so I had to make an executive decision. I’m sure you’re cool with this, but, erm…”
She paused and my heart began to thud in my chest. I could tell from the pause but also from her tone of voice that something was up. “But what?” I prompted her. “Is everything okay?”
“I thought I was just meeting Jackson but Aaron was there too,” she explained, talking rapidly like she always did when she was nervous. “Jackson assumed I’d know that for some reason, but I really didn’t. The way he put it in his text made it sound like I was having a coffee with just him. Anyway…”
Again she paused so I had to encourage her to go on. “Right. So, Jackson and Aaron are there? Right now? That’s okay, I guess. What executive decision did you have to make?”
Alexandria took a long moment to reply. “We talked about doing a threesome and they asked where we could do it. Jackson shares a house with his sister at the moment, so that wasn’t appropriate and Aaron’s married, although he says his wife is a total bitch and he’s leaving her soon anyway.”
She was going to suggest the hotel, I was sure of it. “Chigley Hall then?” I guessed while trying to think of some subtle way to dissuade her.
“I didn’t think of that,” she said, again way too quickly. What was going on? “No, I suggested my parents’ house. Your place wouldn’t feel right.”
My heart felt like it was jumping out of my chest. I had the worst feeling that I knew what she was going to say. Her parents were home tomorrow, which meant…
“We’re here now,” she confirmed my fears. “I just stepped into the bathroom to talk to you when you called. They’re waiting for me in the bedroom. We haven’t done anything yet. We only just got here.”
She was babbling almost as fast as my pulse. Shit. How did I stop this?
I couldn’t. It was too late. She was there, with two expectant men. If she said no right now, they’d be pissed and would accuse her of leading them on.
“This is okay, isn’t it?” she asked down the phone, perhaps sensing my dilemma from my silence. “I have to go. They have some work to do this afternoon, so we only have a couple of hours tops.”
“Okay. Thanks for letting me know,” I said slowly. An odd numb sensation crept across me - a feeling of powerlessness mixed with the shock of this all happening so quickly and unexpectedly.
“Love you,” was all she said, then hung up, leaving me standing in the corridor at work, staring at my phone and wondering what the hell to do.




Chapter 15
The next thirty minutes went by so slowly, it was unreal. I kept looking at my watch, expecting ten minutes to have gone by, only for it to be closer to two minutes later than when I’d last checked it. It was nerve-wracking, waiting for Alexandria to call and tell me what she’d done.
When the phone call came, it wasn’t what I’d expected at all.
“Joe. Can you get out of work early?” she sounded upset, like she’d been crying.
“What’s up?” I asked, sitting bolt upright in my office chair.
“I’m at your house,” she half-sobbed. “Everything’s gone to shit. Can you come home?”
“You’re at my house?” I was scared. I stood up and rushed to the toilet for some privacy. “What did they do to you? Tell me what’s happened. I’ll try to get out of work.”
“They haven’t done anything. It’s not Jackson and Aaron. They’ve been great. It’s not their fault.”
“So what’s wrong?” I was confused. Had she fucked them and then regretted it?
“We were having fun, it was so good and then the bedroom door opened and mom and dad walked in.”
What? Oh,
fuck. “Shit,” I muttered.
“They weren’t supposed to be back until tomorrow but they came home early,” she was full-on crying now. “Something to do with my uncle Greg being ill. This is so bad, Joe.”
“Right, okay.” My mind was trying to grasp the gravity of the situation. I needed more information so I tried to slow Alexandria down. “So your mom and dad walked in. Did they realise what you were doing?”
“Realise?” Alexandria’s voice reached screeching level. “I was naked on the bed, Jackson’s cock in my mouth, Aaron shagging me from behind, what do you think? They saw everything. Oh my god, oh my god, oh my god...”
This was bad. I told Alexandria I’d be home as soon as I could and hung up, then went to find my supervisor and told her I had a family emergency. She was good enough to send me home and within the hour I was letting myself in through the front door to find Alexandria slumped on the sofa, waiting for me.
I didn’t say anything. I just sat next to her and took in my arms, holding her for a while. “It’ll be okay,” I tried to reassure her.
“Dad went crazy,” she mumbled into my shoulder after her tears stopped. “He told Jackson and Aaron to get their clothes on and get out, then he stood there telling me how disappointed he was while I was trying to get dressed. Mom just stood there staring at me like I was a piece of trash. It was so humiliating.”
“So how did you end up here? What happened?”
“There wasn’t any point in trying to talk to them,” Alexandria shrugged. “Dad was kicking off at how I was doing this in their house, on their bed - it’s bigger than mine - while mom just looked so disappointed and was asking me how I could cheat on you when you’re so lovely to me. I just walked out. Jackson and Aaron had already left. I didn’t have anywhere else to go.”
For some reason my dick was hard - the description she’d given me of her being naked on the bed, Aaron fucking her from behind while she sucked Jackson’s cock gave me goosebumps while at the same time making me insanely jealous that they’d had that experience with her. But right now, I was more concerned about her and what this meant for us as a couple.
“What do we do?” I kissed the top of her head. “I mean, we’ll be okay, but how do we sort this out? You know you can stay here, if you don’t want to go home. You were talking about moving in soon anyway.”
“They think I’m cheating on you,” Alexandria’s face crumpled, making my heart bleed for her. “My own mom and dad think I’m a cheating slut.”
“You could tell them it was a one-off,” I suggested. “A mistake. Plead with them not to tell me. We can pretend it never happened.”
“Before I left, mom said she was going to tell you if I didn’t,” Alexandria shook her head. “She won’t ever let this go. I know her, Joe. And dad - I don’t know how I’ll ever look my dad in the face ever again.”
“We’ll figure out a way,” I promised her. My positivity seemed to be calming Alexandria slightly, so I made her a drink and we sat down together, both trying to think this through properly. “What if you told your mom and dad that you’ve confessed to me and that I’ve forgiven you? We could say that you’ve promised not to do it again and we’ve moved on.”
Right then, her phone rang. “It’s my mom,” she looked at me. “I can’t answer it. I don’t know what to say.”
“Do you want me to talk to her?” I said, then immediately wished I hadn’t.
“What would you say?” Alexandria asked, then put her phone down when it stopped ringing. “Ah, she’s gone.”
“I would have just told her that you’re here and that we’re talking. She’s probably worried about you. At least text her to let you know that you’re safe.”
“Okay,” Alexandria picked up the phone again and wrote out a short message. One immediately came back.
“I’m glad you’re safe at Joe’s,” Alexandria read out loud, “I hope you’re going to tell him why you’re there. Joe’s a nice lad. Brian and I aren't prepared to lie for you. He deserves better.”
“I can’t believe they actually saw you at it,” I said with a chuckle, trying to lighten the mood when Alexandria went sullen and silent.
“It’s not funny,” she sighed, “No parents ever want to see their daughter getting spit-roasted, do they? On their own bed too. They’ll never forgive me. They won’t buy into you forgiving me either. Even if they did, they’re bound to then think less of you. Especially my dad. He’ll see you as some kind of wimp.”
“Even if I told them how much I love you?” I had an idea. “Maybe we should tell them the truth?”
“The truth?” Alexandria arched an eyebrow at me. “Are you being serious? I can’t tell them I’m a…”
When she paused I shook my shoulders at her. “...a what?”
“I was going to say I can’t tell them I’m a horny slut,” Alexandria laughed, despite herself. “I am, aren’t I? I’m just a cheap, horny, common slut who should be more grateful that she has a man who loves her and wants to marry her.”
“You’re not cheap or common or a slut,” I argued. “Not really. You’re being aware of the future and how you might feel years from now. You’re trying to future-proof our marriage. I get it. I understand. It’s not easy, being me - making these decisions and letting you have your adventures - but I chose this way. I suggested it and I want to see it through. Maybe your parents will understand it if we explain it properly to them.”
“I can’t,” Alexandria put her hands up. “No way. I just can’t. They won’t get it, Joe. If you want to talk to them and try to explain, I guess it’s no worse than them thinking whatever that they already think, but I’m sure they won’t get it.”
“So, if I forgive you, they’ll think less of me,” I tried to work this out. “If I don’t forgive you, they’ll blame you for fucking things up. They won’t let you lie to me. They won’t accept it being a one-off mistake and just let it be. This is the only thing I can think of trying.”
“Fill your boots then,” Alexandria huffed, handing me her phone. “Call them. Go for it. We’ve got nothing to lose from what you just said.”
“I think it’d be better if I go over and talk to them face to face,” I told her. What the hell was I doing? I realised at that moment that I didn’t like doing things the easy way, did I?
“Go now then,” Alexandria put her hands over her face, cursing under her breath, calling herself a stupid fucking idiot and worse. “Go now before they have any more time to think about it. I can’t bear the thought of them talking about me behind my back.”
“Will you be okay here?” I put a hand on her shoulder and she nodded. “I’ll be back as soon as I can.”
It was only mid-afternoon, so I didn’t rush. I took a leisurely drive, going the long way around - taking a more scenic route to give myself more time to work out what I was going to say.
Alexandria wanted her parents to see me as a strong person, to retain their respect. She also wanted them to not think the worst of her. She didn’t want them thinking they’d raised some nasty tart who slept with anyone and everyone and who could betray the man that loved her enough to ask her to marry him. I needed to be firm, explain the situation to them and to not make it appear like I’d just bent over and basically let myself be blackmailed in return for her saying yes to my proposal.
Which was basically what it was - if you chose to see it that way, which most people would. I had to make Alexandria’s situation more of a mutual agreement. Perhaps even say that I wanted it as much as she did. However, that would make us sound like swingers, which we weren’t. I didn’t want them thinking that I was having other sexual partners too.
I still hadn’t completely settled on a strategy by the time I arrived outside Alexandria’s house but I knew I had to make this sound like it was as much my idea as it was Alexandria’s, without it seeming vulgar or weird.
I knocked on the door and it was opened by Pam, who looked shocked to see me, not just because I’d turned up unannounced but also because her daughter wasn’t with me. “You better come in,” she stepped out of the way and beckoned me inside, looking over my shoulder to make sure none of their neighbours were being nosey.




Chapter 16
“I didn’t expect this,” Pam said, looking awkwardly at Brian as I entered the living room where he was sitting.
“Hello son,” Brian welcomed me, standing up and shaking my hand. “You better sit down.”
He often called me son. I liked it. He’d always made me feel welcome in their house, as had Pam eventually. She and I had a lukewarm start to our relationship, to begin with, but she’d warmed to me in time.
“Thank you,” I said, sitting opposite Brian as Pam next to him. “I don’t know where to start. Obviously, Alexandria is at my place, terribly upset and doesn’t know what to say or do.”
“An apology might be a good place to start,” began Brian but Pam put a hand on his knee and silenced him.
“What - exactly - has she told you, Joe?” she asked gently.
They suspected Alexandria might have lied to me, or not told me the whole truth.
“You came home early from your trip,” I decided to just say it, “And caught her in bed with Jackson and Aaron.”
Brian’s eyes widened and he looked away, seemingly embarrassed for me. Pam held my gaze and nodded, almost as if she was impressed.
“They were having sex,” Pam informed me, “A threesome.”
“On our damn bed,” Brian added angrily, but again Pam silenced him with a hand on the knee.
“I know,” I informed her, “She told me. I knew about it.”
“You knew?” Pam leaned back, a dozen expressions crossing her face before she stared at me again. “You knew she was having a threesome with her ex-boyfriend and another man - and you didn’t try to stop it?”
“They’re both her ex-boyfriends actually,” I added. “And no, I gave her my blessing to do it.”
“I’m confused,” Pam replied, sharing a look with Brian. “Have you split up or something?”
“No,” I shuffled in my seat, trying to get comfortable, as if that would help tell them what I was about to say next. “When I asked her to marry me in Paris, she refused initially because she was too young and she explained she felt too inexperienced and unready to commit to one man for the rest of her life.”
Pam raised her chin as though she was studying me. “But she said ‘yes’ in the end.”
“Because I told her she could do things like this,” I pointed upstairs towards the bedroom, probably not the best idea because Brian’s face went red again. “I said it’d be okay for her to get some experience, if you know what I mean. Then when she felt ready, we could set a date and hopefully make a life together.”
“That’s disgusting,” Brian almost spat. “Why would you put yourself through that? What kind of marriage are you going to have when your future wife’s putting herself out there with all and sundry, doing god knows what with god knows who? How can you still want to marry her after she’s been around like that?”
“Because I love her,” I shrugged then decided to make a risky move, my gambit that I’d considered in the car on the way over here. It’d either work or it wouldn’t but it was worth a try because I could tell from the look of sympathy on Pam’s face and disgust on Brian’s face that they both thought I’d just given in to some sort of demand from their daughter and was letting her walk all over me.
“And because it’s something I’m into as well.”
Brian’s eyebrows climbed so far up his forehead they almost joined up with his hair, of which there wasn’t much to begin with. Pam’s mouth dropped open.
“You’re doing this too? With other girls?” she said, looking disappointed.
“No,” I corrected her. “I’m only interested in Alexandria. What I meant is that I’m happy with her sleeping with other men. I like it.”
In a way, I was telling the truth. I couldn’t deny that it turned me on - the thought of my beloved Alexandria being a slut for other men - and the fact that it was her ex-boyfriends seemed to add to the excitement. I’d stopped trying to analyse why and realised I needed to just accept it for what it was. I liked the thought that my lovely girlfriend who everyone adored - was secretly a highly-sexed, confident, horny woman who knew what she wanted and seemed to be good at getting it.
“How can you?” Brian’s eyebrows had returned to their normal residence over his eyes, which were bulging with anger. His face was still red and his fists were bunched where they rested in his lap. “You’re a lovely lad. You deserve better than this, even if it’s my daughter I’m talking about.”
“Brian,” Pam put her hand on his knee again, squeezing it. Something about her demeanour had changed. “I think we should stop and think about this properly. We’re in no position to criticise them really, are we?”
What did she mean by that? I didn’t hear what Brian said. His reply was too quiet, intended for Pam’s ears only. They leaned together, speaking softly, then Pam turned to me again. Brian was holding her hand now and had a resigned expression on his face.
“What I’m about to tell you isn’t common knowledge,” Pam spoke slowly and carefully. “And you have to promise me that you’ll never - ever - tell Alexandria what I’m about to tell you now.”
“Right?” I answered, just as slowly and carefully.
“You and Alexandria are young, very young, to be getting married,” Pam continued. “As were Brian and I when we got married. That’s why we didn’t voice too much of anything in the way of reservations when she told us.”
“But we made it work,” Brian started but again, Pam asked him to let her do the talking.
“It almost didn’t work,” Pam looked at him and when he nodded reluctantly, she carried on, “Because we got to a stage in our marriage, in our late twenties, when things got a little stale. Brian cheated on me, with his secretary and when I found out, we had a huge argument. He said he felt frustrated and bored in our marriage and regretted not sleeping with any girls before me.”
“Wow,” I blinked a couple of times, taking a moment to absorb this. “You don’t have to tell me any of this…”
“No, I don’t,” Pam interrupted me, “But I’m going to. It’s up to you if you listen to me or not.”
“I’m sorry,” I apologised but Pam waved it away.
“When Brian told me about his regrets, I told him the same thing. I regretted not sleeping with someone else before him. I was nearly thirty and had only been with one man. By then, some of my friends were on their second husbands, with numerous boyfriends in between or before that. Some of them had bragged about their conquests, the size of their penises they’d encountered or how wonderful the sex was. Brian isn’t exactly endowed like a donkey, are you dear?”
Brian rolled his eyes, going from looking angry, then resigned, to ashamed and now embarrassed. “We’re not all designed to be pornstars,” was all he reluctantly replied.
“So, what did you do? You didn’t split up,” I pointed out.
“No,” Pam shook her head, her gorgeous dark hair sliding over her shoulder. “We had a home together and a lovely five-year-old daughter. Splitting up wasn’t an option for either of us, but we did keep talking about our regrets. I was angry because I’d had so many offers from men over the years and I’d always turned them down, despite being tempted. My marriage meant everything to me but Brian had just jumped into bed with the first trollop that showed an interest.”
“She wasn’t a trollop,” Brian objected but Pam kept silencing him, this time with a cool gaze.
“I shall cut to the chase,” she turned back to me, “We decided to essentially have an open relationship for a while. I was still in touch with several of the men who had tried it on with me but that I’d previously rejected, so I called them up and had an affair with one of them. We kept it a secret from everyone. In fact, outside of Brian’s brother who caught us once, you’re now only the second person that knows.”
“The first was a black guy,” Brian squinted at the ceiling, trying to remember something. “Melvin, wasn’t it? His name.”
“Melvin was the second black guy,” Pam corrected him. “The first was Colin. Then it was Derek after that and then… anyway, I’m getting sidetracked. The point is, Joe, I put myself out there and for years, I had lovers. Brian had a few as well. I made him always tell me who he was seeing and when, but I was allowed to do whatever I wanted with my lovers, within reason.”
“Really?” I laughed out loud, suddenly realising what this was. A wind-up. “You’re kidding me, right?”
“No. She’s being serious,” Brian said coolly. “We even went to sex clubs together.”
“Wow,” I said for the second time today. “I can’t believe it.”
“It’s the truth. She even has the name of one of her lovers tattooed on her vagina,” Brian said. “And she has an ace of spades tattooed on her breast - the sign of a black-owned white wife, which she was for a while.”
“You’re joking,” I shook my head. They were definitely taking the piss. It was time for me to leave now, so I stood up to go. “This isn’t funny.”
“Why don’t you believe me, Joe?” Pam stood up too. “Don’t you think I’m good-looking enough? I was quite the looker when I was younger. I could have any man I wanted.”
“She’s telling the truth,” Brian said, standing up too. “We got into the swinging lifestyle. It was only a couple of years ago when we quit it, when Alexandria became old enough to potentially catch on. It became a bit too dangerous to keep it up like we had been doing. I still let Pam play around occasionally, but it’s not very often these days.”
I stared at them, trying to work out if they were actually being sincere or not. It seemed too unbelievable. I didn’t appreciate being ridiculed.
“I learned to enjoy watching her too,” Brian fidgeted where he stood, obviously feeling slightly uncomfortable admitting it. “So when you say you ‘like it,’ if that’s what you mean - that you like Alexandria going with other men, I can understand it. It’s just difficult. She’s my daughter and you seem too young to be doing this sort of thing.”
“Does this make you believe me?” Pam said, taking a step towards me and lifting up her top. She was wearing a sexy, cream-coloured bra, the left cup of which she pulled down to reveal the black ace of spades tattoo her husband had mentioned. Her breasts were larger than I’d thought, possibly a D-cup. She hid them well, I noted to myself, then realised I was staring but if she’d noticed she didn’t comment.
“Show him the other tattoo,” Brian told her and so Pam lifted her skirt to above her waist, then pulled down the front of her cream-coloured panties to show me another tattoo, just above the trimmed triangle of dark pubes that covered her pussy. It read ‘Greg.’
“Greg was, sorry - is - one of our friends,” Pam lowered her skirt and pulled her top back down. “He’s the one lover I had that I got really close to.”
“You still are,” Brian reminded her.
“Hold on,” I stopped them for a moment. Greg as in Alexandria’s Uncle Greg?
“Yes,” Brian replied. “He’s not really her uncle. We’re not related but he’s spent so much time at our house that she grew up calling him Uncle.”
“Isn’t he ill?” I remembered something about Greg being the reason they’d come home.
“No. He’s just in town and…” Pam said, her face now the one to turn red.
“She still sees him occasionally, when he’s in town. She didn’t want to miss the opportunity, so we came home early. Greg is… erm...” Brian pulled his hands apart as if to suggest the size of his dick.
“He’s got a big one,” Pam explained for her husband. “My point about this is that Brian and I made a mistake by getting married so young and inexperienced. We were so in love we thought it didn’t matter. In a way, I’m quite impressed with Alexandria for not being quite as naive as her mom.”
“She’s a clever kid,” Brian said to his wife. “You’re right. It’s not what we wanted, but perhaps them doing this now, while they’re young - is going to be better than them realising it in ten years time when they’ve got kids and having to do what we did.”
“And if you’re both on board with it and enjoying it,” Pam nodded at her husband and turned to me, “Then perhaps you’re doing the right thing.”
“Just be careful,” Brian pleaded with me. “Don’t let her catch something or get pregnant, or let her fall for one of her lovers. It can get complicated.”
“I’m surprised you’re letting her do this with her ex-boyfriends,” Pam took one of my hands in hers. “It’s risky, like Brian said, when feelings get involved. You’re best keeping it to just sex.”
“At least it was Jackson and the older guy,” Brian said to her, “And not that Mitesh guy. I never liked him.”
“Mitesh?” I questioned. “I’ve never heard of a Mitesh.”
“Yes,” Pam nodded. “An Indian guy. I liked him but Brian didn’t. They dated for quite a while but it fizzled out. Has she never told you?”
“Alexandria called him Mike,” Brian added. “She couldn’t pronounce his name properly at first so it became her cute nickname for him.”
“Mike was Indian?” I puffed out my cheeks. “I had no idea. This really is a day of surprises.”
“You’re not wrong there, son,” Brian chuckled, the anger and other negative emotions finally seeming to have passed from him.
“You’re very brave for telling us,” Pam squeezed my hand. I hadn’t realised she was still holding it. I also hadn’t been aware that my cock was hard until she suddenly let go and squeezed me down there. “Have you got a small one too? Is that why she chose her exes? Jackson and the other guy were both quite well endowed, I couldn’t help but notice earlier.”
“I’m not that small,” I defended myself as she stroked my erection. I didn’t pull away. I wasn’t going to let her have that victory over me. I stood my ground, trying to be as brazen as she was.
“You’re average at best,” Pam evaluated me through my trousers. “Maybe a little small but it’s not all about size - it’s what you do with it, that counts.”
“Let the poor lad go,” Brian laughed again. “He’s like a deer caught in the headlights.”
Pam did let go and took a step back, grinning at me. “Perhaps it’s best if you keep this whole conversation to yourself when you go back home to Alexandria.”
“I don’t think he’s going to mention that he’s just seen her mum’s tits and pussy and that she felt his dick,” Brian smiled at me and winked. “I think we’ve got an understanding.”
“Tell Alexandria to come home when she’s ready,” Pam walked me to the door. “I’ll tell her what you told us and I’ll find a way to tell her that me and her father understand totally and that ultimately, it’s your life and your relationship and that it’s not for me and Brian to tell you how to live your lives.”
“Thank you,” was all I could say as I stepped outside and stood on the step, ready to head home. “Could I - possibly - come to you for advice on all this, if I need to? I haven’t been finding it as easy as I might have made out.”
“Of course you can, son,” Brian said over his wife’s shoulder.
“Tell her to call me,” Pam reminded me as I left and I waved goodbye and got in the car.
I sat there for a moment, trying to digest what had just happened and what I’d learned. Things would never be the same.
Time to go home and tell Alexandria everything was going to be okay. When my head stopped spinning, that was.




Chapter 17
“I’m back,” I announced as I walked through the door.
“How did it go?” Alexandria asked. She was watching the TV but as she turned to look at me, I could see nervousness etched into her face.
“Your mom said to come home whenever you’re ready. She wants to talk to you,” I sat next to her and held her hand. “I told them the truth; that you wouldn’t marry me because you felt too young and inexperienced, so we came up with the idea of you having a free pass to sleep with other men until you felt ready to actually set a date.”
“Really? You actually told them that?” Alexandria blinked a few times, her eyes studying my face, “I bet they didn’t like hearing it. They’ve been together since they were kids. They won’t understand.”
“You’d be surprised how understanding they were,” I wondered how much to tell her but decided to keep her parents’ secret, most of it, at least. “They said that they sometimes regret marrying young, for that exact reason, so in a way, they see you as being quite savvy and intelligent about it. I only told them about Jackson and Aaron. I didn’t mention Scott or Tony.”
“Mum and dad know Jackson,” Alexandria nodded. “Did they say anything about Aaron being older than me?”
“They mentioned him being older but didn’t say anything negative about it. Your mom did say she saw Hunter’s penis and that it was quite big.”
“What? She actually said that?” Alexandria punched me in the arm. “Stop messing with me. Mom wouldn’t say anything like that.”
“I’m telling you the truth,” I laughed, flinching away from another blow. “We had a really open, liberal talk. I said it as it was and they seemed to respect that.”
“I bet dad thinks you’re a sap now,” Alexandria winced at the thought. “I hate that they probably think I’m bullying you into doing this.”
“No, because I told them something else,” I explained, “To make it seem more like a joint agreement between us and not something that’s all your idea.”
“Let me guess,” Alexandria sighed, “You told them that you’re sleeping with other girls too.”
I shook my head. “I could have gone down that route, in fact, your mom guessed the same thing. No, I told them that I like you sleeping with other guys.”
“You told them what?” Alexandria looked alarmed.
“I told them I like it - that it’s exciting for me too,” I shrugged. “When I went in there, I decided to just be bold and say things how they are and gauge from their reactions as to where to go from there.”
“Say things as they are?” Alexandria pulled back from me slightly. “That’s not true though, is it? You don’t like it, not in that way. You’re just letting me do this for me, right? A sort of necessary evil for our future.”
This was it. Crunch time. If it hadn’t already, it had finally sunk in while I was at Pam and Brian’s house that I had to accept this aspect of me - the side that enjoyed Alexandria having a secret wild and slutty side. I couldn’t continue to deny the part of me that got a hard-on at the thought of her with other guys. It was weird. It was kinky. But so what? It turned me on. I had to accept it. In fact, I had to do more; I had to embrace it.
My fear was that Alexandria wouldn’t like this side of me but this was a moment to be brave and tell her. She’d shared her dark side with me. It was time for me to do the same.
“It’s true. I like it. I don’t quite know how to explain it,” I began, examining Alexandria’s face for any signs of disappointment or disgust but she sat there calmly, listening to me as I went on. “When I found out you’d been with Scott, I was shocked and angry. I knew you wanted to sleep with someone else, but I wasn’t ready for all the feelings that came along with it. I felt jealous, resentful, betrayed but I also felt aroused. I tried to deny it to myself. The same thing happened with Tony. Jealousy about him getting to fuck my girl. Hurt that you’d kept it from me. Same again with Hunter. Resentment towards you because you want other men and not just me. A bit of envy that his dick is bigger than mine and that he fucked you all those times in one night. But again, at the same time I felt turned on by the knowledge of what you’d done.”
“Okay,” Alexandria’s stare was intense. “I did wonder why you got so hard when I was talking about fucking my exes, last week - before Hunter. Do you remember? Your dick was throbbing and you came instantly when I sucked it.”
“There’s something sort of extra-horny about you doing it with your exes,” I nodded, “So yeah, that night I was really turned on. When you said about Hunter having a big penis, Jackson being mind-blowing and Aaron being an animal or whatever it was you said, it tipped me over the edge.”
“It’s okay,” Alexandria’s hand squeezed mine, briefly reminding me of Pam groping me earlier, but I quickly suppressed the thought as she continued talking. “It makes it easier for me, in a way, knowing that you’re getting some pleasure out of it too. I tried to keep it from you as much as possible because talking about it made me feel awkward and bad. If I’d known that you secretly liked it, I’d have been more open from the start.”
“It’s taken me this long to figure it out,” I explained, “Until now I was kind of denying it to myself. Also, you said that you didn’t like it when I hinted at it last week. You said it’s off-putting.”
“I didn’t like the idea of it at first, that’s true,” Alexandria conceded, “Because it makes you seem less… masculine, I guess, if that makes sense. But it does make it easier for me, knowing that what I’m telling you actually turns you on rather than hurting you. Have you…” Alexandria let go of my hand, adjusting her hair and tossing it behind her shoulders. “Have you masturbated to it? Have you thought about me and Scott - or me and Hunter, while you got yourself off?”
I didn’t answer at first. Admitting that I had felt kind of… pathetic, and would add to her seeing me as even less masculine. But she sat there waiting for an answer, so I nodded reluctantly.
“I have a few times,” I confessed but tried to minimise it, as though I’d only done it once or twice. “I really didn’t like the thought of you having a threesome with Jackson and Aaron, if I’m being honest. I was going to try to talk you out of it, but then today I’ve sort of come to terms with it. If anything, I’m a bit sad for you that it got interrupted. Plus, you know I hate seeing you upset.”
“I’m sad too. It was so fucking good until that point, then it quickly went downhill,” she actually giggled. “You should have seen Jackson and Aaron’s faces. They were mortified. I’ve never seen two men so embarrassed. They got out of there pretty quick when my dad started raging.”
“Maybe you should rearrange it,” I suggested. “Not at your parents’ house this time. You can bring them here if you like. I’ll make myself scarce for a couple of hours.”
“Really?” Alexandria’s eyes brightened then she looked at me suspiciously. “Why are you being so nice? Are you really okay with this or have mom and dad - I don’t know - affected you somehow?”
“Only in a positive way.” It was so tempting to tell her the truth about Pam and Brian but it wasn’t a good idea. No one wanted to know their parents were swingers. “They were really understanding. You should definitely talk to them when you’re ready. Even your dad was fine about it eventually.”
Alexandria nodded, seeming to think about it for a moment. “I’ll talk to them. But first, I’m going to call Jackson and see if he and Aaron want to finish what they started. It might have put them off.”
“I’m sure it won’t have,” I tried to reassure her.
“They’ve both been texting me while you were out,” Alexandria told me. “Checking I was okay. I know they both look a bit scary but they’re actually decent guys.”
“Good,” I chuckled. “I’d hate to think you were going to share yourself with total assholes.”
“Well, they are assholes too,” she gave me a lopsided grin, “But their hearts are both in the right place, when it comes to me, at least. Jackson knows he broke my heart by cheating on me and he’s always said it’s one of his biggest regrets. I know he’d never hurt me again. Aaron was my first - he took my virginity. He was my sports teacher at school. We met by accident in a bar a few months after I’d left school and was at college. I know, I was too young to be going out drinking but I was and anyway, we got talking. I was drunk and confessed that I’d had a crush on him at school and he invited me to his after closing time. It’s quite perverted, when you think about it. He totally took advantage of a young girl that had a crush on him and he knows it. I think he feels bad about it, so again, I know he’d never do anything to hurt me.”
“Wow. He was your old sports teacher?” I shook my head. “That’s messed up.”
Alexandria had picked up her phone and was playing with her hair again, twirling a strand between her fingers. Then she glanced at me, seeming to decide something and let go of her hair to type something. “Yes, it is,” she said, distractedly.
“Shall I make us a coffee?” I asked and when she nodded, I went into the kitchen and put the kettle on. I had a feeling she was texting either Jackson or Aaron, but even if it was her parents she was messaging, I thought she could use a few minutes alone without me watching her.
When I walked back into the room, five minutes later with two steaming mugs of coffee in hand, Alexandria looked at me and licked her lips.
“I’ve texted Jackson and he says they’re both as keen to finish what they started as I am,” she grinned at me but I could tell she felt uncertain about something. “I’ve told him that you’ve said it’s okay to do it here.”
“And what did he say to that?” I said, sitting down opposite her and passing her one of the coffees.
“He was shocked. I told Hunter that you were okay with us doing this because Hunter’s just a nice guy. He doesn’t judge. But I thought Jackson, in particular, might be a bit weirded out by it.”
“But he’s not?” I asked, taking a delicate sip of the red hot drink.
“No, I’ve just told him everything and he’s cool with it. Aaron too, but Aaron’s been around a lot more than Jackson, so I kind of knew he’d be fine with it.”
“So, it’s a case of when and not if?”
“That’s the thing,” Alexandria ignored her coffee for now, chewing her lip as she prepared to tell me more. “Would tomorrow evening be okay? They’re working during the day and I daren’t bum another day off uni.”
“You don’t like to hang around, do you?” I sucked in a deep breath. “Sure. Arrange it. I’ll go over to Scott’s for a few hours while you do your thing.”
“Joe?” she asked, picking up her drink and taking a sip. “Will you get all horny, thinking of me with them?”
“Yes,” I didn’t see the point in lying. “I’ll be anxious and excited and horny. I’ll probably tell Scott. He’ll distract me. He’s good like that. Then when I come home afterwards, you can tell me all about it.”
“Rather than imagine it,” Alexandria said, in an unusually quiet voice, “Would you like to actually see it? Or would that be too much for you?”
“See it?” I almost dropped the hot drink. “You mean... watch?”
“Jackson suggested it, just now,” she turned her phone around and showed me a message from him.
If it turns him on, why don’t we just all do you together? Or is he more into watching than joining in?
“I told him I wasn’t quite ready for a foursome,” Alexandria was breathing heavily, I noticed. “But I’m fine with you watching if you are?”
“Are you okay?” I asked her. She’d gone quite red in the face too.
“The idea of you watching me with someone else,” she said, very quietly again, “It kind of does it for me, now I’m thinking about it. I like the idea of making you watch me fuck other men. It’s almost like there’s a part of me that wants to rub your nose in it. I know it sounds bad. Does that make me a bad person?”
Again, I almost dropped the coffee, so I put it down on the table, withdrawing my shaking hands into my lap.
“Well, if it turns you on then I guess I’m game,” I was finding it hard to swallow for some reason. “If the boys are up for it, then we could do it, I guess.”
Alexandria didn’t speak, she just turned her phone and showed me another message from Jackson.
I don’t mind him watching. Aaron doesn’t either. If it’s what floats your boat, then it’s cool with me.
I read it, then looked at her and nodded. The moment our eyes met, she stood up and pulled off her shirt. I did the same. She took down her jeans and walked over to me in just her bra and panties. I undid my jeans and she knelt in front of me, tugging them down then did the same with my boxer shorts to reveal my already fully erect cock.
“I’m so fucking horny,” she growled as she climbed onto my lap, pulled her panties to one side and slid down onto me.
“Me too,” I managed to say just before her lips covered mine and she began to rock forwards and backwards on my cock.
I’d not felt Alexandria this wet for a long time. She was unstoppable as she fucked me, lifting her hips up to crash back down on me hard. By the time she approached her orgasm, the small of her back where my hands were supporting her was dripping with sweat.
Somehow, I’d managed to hold back on cumming but as she reached down between her legs and rubbed her clit to orgasm, I let myself relax and came inside her at nearly the same time.
When she’d finished shuddering, she collapsed into me, her face buried into my shoulder as she got her breath back.
“Wow,” I managed to gasp. “That was quite something.”
“That’s how much it turns me on,” she admitted. “Thinking of fucking other men in front of you. I know it’s kind of fucked up, but-”
“It’s not fucked up,” I interrupted her. “It’s cool. In fact, me being cool with it is more fucked up.”
“We’re both fucked up,” she smiled tiredly. “I’m really looking forward to it.”
“Me too,” I replied, as she dismounted me, my cum leaking out and running down her thigh. “Me too.”
And I actually was. In fact, I’d never been so excited for anything in my entire life.




Chapter 18
Alexandria stayed at mine that night, but returned home on Thursday after university to talk with her parents before coming over to mine. I was nervous for her. Pam and Brian had been fantastic with me the day before but I was still uncertain of how Pam would actually handle the situation with her daughter. She’d promised me that she’d respect Alexandria’s decision and the lifestyle we wanted to live up to our wedding, as difficult as that must be for her and Brian, but whether or not it worked out depended on the approach she chose.
When Alexandria arrived at mine, she seemed happy the moment she walked through the door.
“It went really well,” she clapped her hands together, then threw her arms around me, giving me a tight hug. “I don’t know exactly what you said to them, but mom said that I should have talked to her about how I felt and she’d have given me some advice but that what we’re doing - me getting to play with some men before we settle down - is a good idea. She and my dad both said that we have to look after our relationship and not let anyone get between us, or let my ‘second sex life’ as mom called it, become everything.”
“Wow,” I said, eager to get past this conversation now that I knew she was okay - and onto the important events of tonight. “It sounds like she knows a lot about it.”
“They’re older and wiser than us,” Alexandria’s eyes looked at the ceiling for a moment, “As far as I know they’ve never been with anyone but each other so I don’t know what makes her such an expert - but I listened to what they had to say and they said as long as I’m careful and I don’t try to exploit their hospitality as I did, they’d be supportive of us and our decision.”
“I bet you didn’t tell them you’re seeing Jackson and Aaron again tonight,” I tried to steer the conversation to the here and now. I was nervous. Alexandria had told me throughout the day that she had it organised and under control and to just leave it all to her, so I had no choice but to just go with the flow.
“No, of course I didn’t,” Alexandria flapped a hand at me. “Don’t be silly. I didn’t tell them anything explicit. I’m sure they don’t want to know too much - just that I’m being careful and safe and that we’re looking out for one another.”
“So, what is happening tonight?” I asked, for probably the fifth or sixth time that day.
“What time is it now?” she grabbed my hand and turned it so she could see my watch. “6.30. Cool, we’ve got half an hour before they get here.” Then she pulled me by the same hand into another embrace, this time kissing me hard on the mouth. “I’m so excited,” she said giddily when we finally broke the kiss.
“I’m nervous,” I confessed, when she finally released me and walked into the kitchen. Alexandria was wearing a pale blue blouse over a pair of dark blue, almost skin-tight jeans and her ass looked stunning, tempting me to grab it as she walked ahead of me.
“Don’t be nervous,” she said over her shoulder as she looked for something to eat in the fridge. “Can I make myself a quick sandwich? Have you eaten?”
“No,” I joined her, helping her get the bread, butter and some ham “I’ll have one too.”
When we were sitting down eating, she told me what she’d roughly planned with her two exes. “I thought we could all have a quick beer to relax us and ease the nerves a bit,” she suggested, “Then Jackson said maybe you should sit in the corner and watch. He’s going to take over and instigate everything. You won’t have to do or say anything. Just let nature take its course.”
“How can you be so calm about it all?” I said. She seemed to be taking this all in stride quite easily. My nerves were shot. I had no idea what to expect. “Aren’t you at all nervous?”
“I was nervous yesterday,” she confessed when we’d finished eating, and she was piling the plates in the sink. “I’d been so eager to try it that I hadn’t thought properly about what having a threesome actually means or how it starts - any of it. But now I’ve done it once, I feel fine with it.”
“So how did it start? Yesterday I mean.” I asked.
“The boys arrived at my house and Jackson told me they didn’t have a lot of time because of a work job that had come up for the afternoon. That kind of helped, because it meant we had to get down to business right away. So we all went upstairs. I went to the bathroom to freshen up - but really it was to call you - then when I joined them in the bedroom, they’d both already stripped down to just their underwear. Jackson kissed me while Aaron undressed me then he moved me onto the bed and Jackson put his dick in my mouth while Aaron started fingering me and sucking my boobs.” She stopped babbling and looked at me as I adjusted my stiffening cock in my jeans. “Are you getting horny already?”
“Sorry,” I apologised. “I can’t help it. The thought of you…”
“If thoughts are turning you on, what are you going to be like when you actually see it?” she giggled. “Anyway, I’ll finish telling you about yesterday. So, I was sucking Jackson while Aaron got me wet and ready for him, then Aaron wanted his dick sucking, so I did that and felt Jackson put his cock in me. It was so incredible, having two men at the same time like that. Then they swapped around. I got on all fours, Aaron started doing me from behind while I sucked Jackson again - and then mom and dad walked in and well, you know it from there.”
The fact that she was talking so casually about it made me even hornier. I felt so excited that if I touched my dick again - at all - I’d probably cum. That would be the worst thing that could happen. The thought of that made me start to doubt myself. What if I came in my pants while they were doing it? How embarrassing would that be? Should I go to the bathroom now and relieve myself with a quick wank? I looked at the clock - we had ten minutes before they got here.
“Do you fancy a quickie?” I suggested, “Before they get here? I’m ridiculously horny.”
“Me too,” she wagged a finger in my face, “But no. No sex. I want to save my horniness for them, so they enjoy it as much as I do. Once they’ve gone, you can have me, okay?”
“Okay,” I sighed. I’d expected as much but it had been worth a try.
Ten nerve-wracking minutes later, the boys arrived, bang on time.
“Round two,” Jackson announced as Alexandria opened the door for him. “Hopefully it’ll go a bit smoother than yesterday.”
“You haven’t got your parents coming over, have you?” Aaron asked me as he followed Jackson in, a crate of beer in his hands.
“No,” the comment actually made me laugh, despite my anxiety and nervousness. “I’m going to lock the door though, just to be on the safe side.”
That made the two men laugh but I did lock the door, just in case. Jackson’s laugh, in particular, was infectious, deep like his voice, more of a roar than a laugh. He was tall, with long waves of jet-black hair running halfway down his back. He was solidly built but not as wide as Aaron, who looked like he worked out. The t-shirt he was wearing was pulled tight over his broad frame, showing huge pectoral muscles and biceps. He was much older than Jackson, his face lined with a few wrinkles but along with his shaved-bald head, it only served to make him look tough rather than old.
“Take your coat off,” Alexandria fussed around Jackson. “It’s not even cold. Why are you wearing it?”
“He always wears it,” Aaron leaned into me as Alexandria took the leather biker jacket from Jackson and tossed it onto the sofa. “It’s part of his rocker image.”
He did look the rocker type. His t-shirt had a rock band slogan and his tight black jeans had rips across each leg. Now his arms were exposed, I looked at the tattoos that covered almost every inch of skin. “How are you feeling, Joe?” he asked me, when he saw me looking at him. “Nervous? Excited?”
“Both,” I said, feeling my face turn bright red at the admission.
“When Alexandria told me you wanted to watch, I actually quite liked the idea,” he smiled at me disarmingly. He oozes charisma, I had to admit to myself. “Fucking a girl in front of her fiance isn’t something I’ve ever done before, so this is a bit of a first for me.”
“What he isn’t saying is that we’re as nervous as you are,” Aaron looked around then pointed to the kitchen with the crate of beer. “I’ll put these in here. Who wants one?”
“All of us,” Alexandria answered. She didn’t seem quite as confident and self-assured, I noticed, now that this was happening. She seemed a little flustered, if anything. “I definitely need one,” she said.
“I’m driving,” Aaron put the beers down on the kitchen counter, found the can-opener and then popped the lids from three bottles to pass to us. “Am I okay to get a glass of water?”
When I said, ‘sure’ he got himself a glass, filled it up then turned to us. “Shall we go make ourselves comfortable upstairs?”
Alexandria grabbed my hand and squeezed it, nudging me to lead the way, so I took them upstairs, my heart thumping in my chest. I couldn’t believe this was happening but it was.
This is it, I thought to myself. Here we go.




Chapter 19
“Right,” Jackson said, taking control of the situation once we got into my bedroom. “Joe, do you want to sit over there? Are you sure you’re cool with this?”
He pointed towards the chair next to my wardrobe. I didn’t use it much as a chair, instead it served as somewhere for me to put piles of clothes on, or to hang my jacket or hoodies on the back of it.
“Good idea,” I replied, then noticed that I was actually shaking with nervous anticipation. My hands had a slight tremor as I walked over, moved the pile of laundry from the chair and sat down.
“Are you sure about this?” Aaron said, eyeing me for a moment. “You’re not going to change your mind halfway through and tell us to stop, are you?”
“Because we won’t,” Jackson added. “Once we get going, there’s no turning back. I don’t want another interruption like yesterday. I’ve wanted to fuck Alexandria again for ages. Ever since we split up, I’ve thought about banging her sweet pussy one more time.”
I cringed inwardly at the use of the words ‘sweet pussy’ but I didn’t say anything other than to try to convince them I was fine. To be honest, I wasn’t a hundred percent sure that I was fine, but I’d wanted this, so here we were. I was curious to see what it looked like; my fiancee being fucked by not just one, but two men.
“Really, I’m cool. You won’t even know I’m here,” I promised. I realised I also wanted to see what they did in bed that was so different to what I did with Alexandria. I wondered what it was that made them ‘incredible’ or ‘amazing’ - and what Aaron would do that made him an ‘animal’ sexually.
“So I don’t need to tie you to the chair or anything?” Aaron asked with a raised eyebrow. Was he being serious?
“Honestly, I’m fine,” I said then immediately shut up when I noticed Jackson beckoning Alexandria towards him. My petite girlfriend stepped into his tattooed arms without a word and he bent his neck down to kiss her as she stood on her tiptoes to meet his lips.
This was it. It was starting.
Jackson and Alexandria kissed passionately while Aaron took his top off behind them to reveal a rugged, hairy torso that didn’t look quite as defined without the tight t-shirt to accentuate his muscles but you could tell he was a powerfully built guy. Then Jackson broke away from the kiss for a moment, so he could take his own shirt off and without any pause, Alexandria twisted around into Aaron’s arms and they began kissing just as forcefully as she’d been with Jackson a moment before.
Jackson’s back and chest were covered in multi-coloured tattoos just like his arms. I wondered if they continued down below the waistline and he confirmed they did by stripping out of his ripped jeans into just a tight pair of white boxers. One leg was heavily tattooed but the other only had a large tattoo on the front of one thigh and another on the calf, but my eye was drawn more to the huge bulge at the front of his shorts. It looked enormous.
Alexandria and Aaron were still kissing as Jackson sat down on the bed and reached around her waist from behind, undoing her button and zipper and tugging them down to reveal a tiny pair of black thong panties. Aaron finally broke the kiss, lifting her top up and over her head, then as they resumed kissing, Jackson reached up her back and unclasped her matching black bra which she let fall free to the floor, not breaking the kiss until Aaron moved his lips to her neck, kissing down it and along her shoulder, making her visibly shudder with arousal as he turned her towards the bed.
As she turned, she looked over his shoulder and our gaze met for a brief moment. She had a look in her eyes that was unmistakably lust. Whether it was from doing this in front of me or simply the fact that she was with two men at the same time, I didn’t know, but she was enjoying it.
The backs of her knees hit the edge of the bed and she toppled backwards onto it, next to where Jackson was sat. He reached across her hips, looped his fingers inside her panties’ waistband and slipped them down. Alexandria lifted her backside up from the bed to make it easier for him as Aaron sat on the opposite side of her to Jackson.
I took a moment to appreciate the scene in front of me. Not ten feet away from where I was sitting was a beautiful, slim, toned goddess of a girl. Long dark hair, with dyed blonde tips fanned around her head like a halo. Tanned golden skin, small but perfectly shaped tits with erect pink nipples. A completely shaved pussy with a tight little fold. All exposed to the two men sat either side of her in various states of undress, neither of whom was her fiance. No, her fiance was sitting on a chair a few strides away, just watching.
For that second, even as Aaron pulled down his own jeans so he was just in his shorts like Jackson, for that one second, it didn’t feel real. But then as both men lowered their shorts and their erect dicks popped into view, the reality of it hit home.
Perhaps it was because I realised this was the first time I’d ever seen another man’s erect cock in real life, whatever it was, I suddenly felt a sharp pang of realisation and doubt.
They were both so much bigger than me, in length and thickness that it was startling. Aaron’s cock was hairy, thick and veiny, with a huge shiny purple end. Jackson’s was similarly thick but longer, and the fact that it was shaved made it look even bigger and threatening. His cock seemed to taper to a point and curved upwards more than Aaron’s which was more mushroom-shaped and straight as an arrow.
Both these cocks were about to go inside Alexandria tonight. She was going to make them both cum, maybe even inside her.
Up to this point, I’d only imagined Alexandria naked when thinking about these scenarios. I hadn’t actually pictured what the men would be like or how it would feel to be in the same room as three other naked people, all aroused and worked up. It felt intimidating, to be so close to two fully-aroused men especially and I felt strangely unsafe for some reason.
Part of me wanted to get up and somehow shield Alexandria from them. She looked so tiny between these two big men, so small and vulnerable that I had to fight down an urge to ask them to stop.
Jackson had told me not to. He’d warned me they wouldn’t stop. She was theirs now. I had to just sit and endure this. I had to trust them not to hurt her. I had to trust in Alexandria that she knew what she was doing and remember that she wanted this.
Her long-haired ex-boyfriend leaned down and began to kiss her again, his hand sliding down the front of her body to her pussy and I saw Alexandria part her thighs for him as his fingers worked their way between her labia, briefly opening her up so I could see her pink wetness until he slid a finger into her and then the bulk of his hand covered my view.
Aaron’s head dipped down, taking one of her delicate pink nipples in his mouth. His hand went to the other breast, squeezing and kneading it while he sucked her tit. I heard Alexandria moan then, the first sound I’d heard her make since we came upstairs.
I watched the two men pleasure her. Jackson was finger-fucking her with two fingers slowly but firmly while Aaron went from sucking one nipple to the other. Alexandria was getting increasingly turned on. I could see that she was soaking wet from the juices already covering Jackson’s hand and how erect her nipples were and so I wasn’t surprised when first one hand of hers snaked out to wrap around Jackson’s cock, beginning to stroke it and then the other reached out for Aaron’s.
She only got to wank their cocks like that for a couple of minutes though. I saw both men’s penises harden further once she started playing with them, both growing slightly longer and thicker even than they’d been at first. At full hardness, they were both even more impressive and it made me wonder how big Hunter’s must be if she said he was bigger than the two on display here.
Then both men moved. Hunter knelt up on the bed, putting his long penis towards her face and Alexandria didn’t hesitate to take him in her mouth. It looked incredible - my beautiful fiancee with this tall tattooed man’s cock in her mouth. Her hand went to his shaft, slowly stroking him while she sucked the tip. Aaron moved in the opposite direction, stepping off and then leaning over the bed between her thighs, burying his face in her pussy.
Alexandria tensed. I saw her body shift slightly, but then she pushed her hips forward, changing the angle of her pelvis so that he could lick her properly. Aaron put his hands against the inside of each thigh, shoving them wider apart and making it easier for me to see his tongue gliding between her pussy lips and up, over and around the swollen bud of her clit.
It was almost too much. My own dick was so hard it felt sore. I reached into my shorts and moved it so it was pressing vertically and not so squashed against my leg. Jackson saw me and grinned but didn’t make a comment. Alexandria was sucking his cock enthusiastically, much more so than she usually did mine but then she stopped suddenly and I wondered why for a moment until her back arched and she came.
Aaron didn’t move his face as she orgasmed. He ignored her loud groans and then her protests as she tried to push his face away and instead kept his tongue working her clit until she was almost screaming.
“Don’t,” she pleaded, “I’ll cum again, stop, please… Oh, god…”
She did orgasm again and this time Aaron moved away as her legs quivered and her feet thrashed around until eventually, she laid still, the only sound coming from her, hoarse breathing as she calmed down.
I’d never seen her cum like that but there wasn’t any time for me to think about it too much. Next, Jackson dismounted the bed and grabbed one hip, turning her over onto her front. Her legs were hanging from the bed and he pulled them so that her backside was level with the edge, then he reached down and guided his cock into her.
I thought he might introduce his penis inside her gradually, but he didn’t. Once the tip was in, he took hold of her hips again and pushed his weight forward, his entire length disappearing into her. From where I was sitting, I could see it go in and again my own cock twitched at the sight. For a second, I thought I was going to cum and I sat up straighter in the chair, willing myself not to.
Jackson started moving in and out, causing her to moan rhythmically in time with his thrusts. Aaron had replaced Jackson on the bed and after a short time of watching Jackson plunging in and out of her pussy, Alexandria turned her head, taking the invitation to suck his dick next.
I felt the sting of envy for the first time. My cock was crying out to be sucked or to be shoved into her pussy but it wasn’t allowed. Not yet, anyway. I had to watch these two ex-boyfriends of hers enjoy her for now. Then I would get my turn if she kept her promise.
Several minutes passed with the two men using her in that fashion, then they moved her fully onto the bed, on her back so that Aaron could have a go at fucking her. He got between her thighs and their lips met, kissing passionately again as his thick penis sank into her. From where I was I could see that his dick stretched her labia out around it more than Jackson’s had, pulling her lips out around his shaft as he withdrew before pumping it back in.
Jackson lay next to them, watching and wanking himself off, keeping his cock hard until it was his turn to fuck her in the missionary position, also kissing her like Aaron had.
Aaron walked over to me and I tensed, wondering what he was doing before realising he was just collecting his glass of water from the bedside cabinet next to me. I felt uncomfortable with his large erect penis waving around so close to me.
“It’s okay if you want to wank yourself off,” he commented, “Get yourself off. We don’t mind. You look like you’re going to bust a nut in your pants, sitting there watching.”
“I might do,” I smiled at him, feeling incredibly weird all of a sudden but I couldn’t do it. I wasn’t sure what they’d think of my cock when they saw my ‘average’ size.
Aaron walked back over to the bed after taking a long drink of the water, just as Jackson started really fucking her. He wasn’t kissing her now. He’d lifted himself up onto his arms, putting distance between their bodies and was banging his cock into her, fast and hard, each stroke coming nearly all the way out before being driven fully into her. I wondered if it hurt, going that deep inside her but it didn’t sound like it from the ecstatic groan she made with every thrust.
“I’m cumming,” Alexandria wailed suddenly and Jackson shoved himself into her brutally, holding himself there while she wrapped her arms and legs around him and convulsed with another orgasm.
It took her a couple of minutes to unwrap herself from him, then she asked for her beer. “I need a drink,” she rasped, her voice sounding ragged.
“You can still really take cock, can’t you?” Jackson said to her. “I was fucking giving it to you proper then and you just took it like a champ.”
“I want more,” she grinned at him.
It was like I wasn’t there. The chemistry between her and Jackson was painful to observe and I had to remind myself that she was mine. She loved me. She might crave sex with these men, but her heart belonged to me.
“I’ve got more to give you,” Jackson smiled wickedly back. His dick was coated in her juices and seemed to visibly throb as he kept himself hard with a long, slow stroke of his tattooed hand.
“No, I meant I want to try what we talked about,” she turned to Aaron. “Both of you at once.”
Both of them - at once? Had I heard her correctly?
When the two men grinned at each other, I realised I had.




Chapter 20
Aaron and Jackson both said ‘okay’ but I was now wondering exactly what she meant until Aaron joined them on the bed and they began to position themselves for what was to come next. Jackson laid on his back first while Alexandria moved over him, taking hold of his erection and then sliding down onto it. Watching it disappear inside her made my cock twitch again. The temptation to touch it was building again.
Then she leaned forward against Jackson and looked over her shoulder at Aaron, prompting him to kneel behind her.
At first, I thought Aaron was going to fuck her ass but instead, he pressed his dick against the base of Jackson’s shaft where it entered Alexandria’s pussy then he pressed it forward and to my surprise, it entered her without much difficulty. He shuffled forward, putting more of it into her until both men were fully inside her.
“Oh my god,” Alexandria said, her voice sounding strained. “I feel so filled up. Wow.”
Then she pushed back onto their dicks and both men responded by flexing their hips to meet her.
“Fuck me, please. Fuck me,” Alexandria whimpered and Aaron responded, pulling back and then forward into her, being careful not to let his dick out.
Underneath her, Jackson couldn’t do much more than to lift his own hips slightly, meeting Alexandria’s movements with his own but he didn’t have to move much as she was sliding up and down his shaft after a couple of minutes to match Aaron’s rhythm.
They both fucked her like that for a while, hypnotising me almost in my chair. “It’s going to make me cum,” I heard Jackson say eventually.
“Me too,” Alexandria whimpered and as Aaron pulled out, she convulsed again, her back arching and a noise I could only describe as a howl escaped her throat as another orgasm hit her. I saw Jackson’s balls tightening and his cock twitching and realised he was shooting inside her at the same time as she was cumming.
This was too much. I gave into my impulses, undoing my trousers and tugging them down just enough to pull my cock out and jerk off. I needed to cum. To just spunk in my shorts would be embarrassing.
Alexandria rolled away from Jackson, his long cock flopping out of her and his sperm for a moment made a long string of cum joining them together, stretching between them like an umbilical cord until it snapped, trickling down her thigh and making a damp puddle on the covers.
Aaron was still on the bed, wanking his cock rapidly. Alexandria saw him and moved her mouth to the tip, licking it at first, then sucking it as his fist worked up and down his dick, which now seemed to be covered in bulging veins. Then he put a muscled first into her hair and shoved his it right down her throat, making her gag slightly but she did nothing to try to stop him. I watched as he fucked her face like that for a couple of minutes, again realising how surreal it was to watch my pretty fiancee being manhandled and face-fucked by a man twenty years her elder, before he finally released her, pulled out and shot several jets of milky cum right into her open mouth. Some of it sprayed across her cheek and the rest dribbled down her chin as he finally laid down on the bed next to her to recover.
“His dick isn’t as small as you made it out to be,” Jackson commented to Alexandria. He was laying on the bed on the other side of her and I realised he was watching me wank.
“I never said it was tiny,” she replied. “Just small compared to yours.”
All three of them were watching me but it was too late for me to stop. I felt like a man possessed, wanking frantically until I also came, my own spunk spurting out over my hand and my lap.
“I think that’s a first,” Alexandria giggled. “Joe being the last one to cum.”
I giggled, a wave of euphoria rippling through me, so strongly that not even Aaron’s next slightly derogatory comment could bother me.
“You can see why she wants sex with others though,” he pointed at my dick which was rapidly shrinking now I’d cum. “When she’s used to dicks like ours, a five-or-six-incher isn’t going to satisfy her, is it?”
The overpowering feeling of satisfaction was enough for me to not react to him in a negative way. “Which is why we’ve got this agreement,” I reminded him. “She loves me and I’m going to give her everything she needs, but sexually, yes, she needs more so she’s allowed to do this kind of thing.”
“Very gracious of you,” Jackson winked at me, his charisma in full flow again. As jealous as I might be of Alexandria’s obvious physical connection with him, I still couldn’t help liking the man.
“Thank you for a lovely evening,” Jackson said to Alexandria, once we’d all cleaned up after the sex. “We’ve got to do this again sometime.”
“Definitely, if it’s okay with Joe?” she looked over to me and I nodded in response.
“You’re a lucky man,” Aaron shook my hand before they both left, leaving Alexandria and I alone.
I locked the door. “Please don’t say you’re too sore for sex. I really need you.”
“Get upstairs,” she commanded with a mock-imperious look on her face.
Alexandria let me make love to her when we got into bed. Her pussy was still full of Jackson’s sperm, an odd sensation - cool and slimy but not unpleasant - and it felt slightly looser than normal, no doubt still slightly stretched from having them both inside her at the same time.
We kissed and I could taste Aaron’s salty cum on her lips but that didn’t bother me either. Jackson’s musky aftershave was all over her too and at one point I heard her moan his name and when I looked at her, she had her eyes closed, no doubt imagining that I was him for a moment but even that didn’t bother me.
I was taking her back. Reclaiming her as mine, Replacing Jackson’s spunk with my own. Once I’d cum inside her, I simply lay there, staring at her face, feeling overwhelmed by a million different emotions swimming through my brain now I’d completely satisfied myself and the testosterone was ebbing away.
I felt regret, embarrassment and shame for letting other men use my girl, but at the same time, I was just so happy that she was my girl. Mine. My everything. Sex was just sex. She’d said yes to marrying me, said yes to sharing her life with me. What more could a man want?
“Do we really have to not do this anymore once we get married?” she asked, startling me because I thought she’d fallen asleep, so still she’d been since we’d finished making love.
“That was the plan,” I reminded her. “Why? Do you think you’ll always want to do it or something?”
“You enjoy it. I enjoy it,” she whispered into the cool air of the darkened bedroom. “Why give it up? Can’t we just enjoy it together permanently?”
“I thought you just wanted to tick off a few boxes,” I asked. “Get some experience, so that you don’t have regrets later in life.”
“That’s true,” she agreed, “But I was thinking just now. I love you so much, Joe. I love you even more than ever before because you’ve let me do this. You’re such an amazing man. You’re so generous, self-sacrificing, understanding. I want to marry you. I want to marry you so much and I don’t want to wait until I’m ready.”
“What are you saying?” I asked, wondering where she was going with this.
“Let’s set a date,” she opened her eyes and turned to look at me in the dim light. “Let’s get married. Next year maybe. If you let me have the occasional bit of discreet fun like tonight, I’d marry you tomorrow.”
She was right. Why did we have to be totally exclusive once married? We didn’t. I had fun tonight. I couldn’t deny that. She obviously enjoyed it - her three or four orgasms proved that beyond a doubt. Why shouldn’t we explore this side of ourselves further, even beyond saying our vows in church?
“Let’s do it,” I said happily. “Let’s set a date and get fucking married.”
“You’ll let me keep having sex with my exes?” she checked.
“As long as you promise that I’ll never end up being one of your exes, yes.”
“I promise,” she giggled, reaching down for my dick. “You’re getting hard again so you must like this idea - me being your slutty wife?”
I was getting hard again, which was amazing for me. I’d never been able to get hard again as fast as this. I’d done it once already tonight and now my dick was getting hard yet again at the thought of Alexandria being my cheating bride.
“My dick doesn’t lie,” I shrugged, enjoying the feeling of her stroking me back to life beneath the covers.
“I made you a promise, didn’t I?” she reminded me. “That if you let me do this, I’d let you have me in a threesome with someone.”
“Yes, you did,” I remembered. My cock was getting hard so fast, I was again shocked at the new virility tonight had brought out in me.
“So why don’t you call Scott and invite him over this weekend?” she giggled. “Rather than tell you what we did the other week, we can show you.”
Oh boy, I thought to myself as she slipped beneath the covers to take me in her mouth. This was going to be fun.
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