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From Hot Wife to Hotwife

When Marc and Cheryl arrived at her older brother’s 40th Birthday, they could never have guessed how the weekend’s activities would change their lives. The drinks are flowing, the craic’s great, and Marc can’t help pointing out that he’s happy all her old boyfriends still fancy her.

Eventually, the booze and ten-hour drive from London take their toll, and he goes to bed. When his wife finally joins him, their night of passion surpasses anything he can remember. In the morning she’s ready for more, and only then does Marc realise exactly why she’s so hot to trot. She’d misinterpreted his throwaway comment and brought her ex to their bed.

Once he’s got over the shock, he can’t believe how much it excites him to share her. Back in London, Marc encourages her to follow up her Highland adventure with a client who’d recently made a pass at her. Before long, he finds himself falling down the wife-sharing rabbit hole.

Then he puts it all at risk after her latest playdate when he oversteps while reclaiming her…
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1 – A Highland Fling

Exactly nine hours and forty-seven minutes after leaving their Notting Hill mews property, Marc pulled off the small single-track road onto a wide gravel drive. In front of them loomed a huge, three-storey sandstone house in the Scottish Highlands. This was the place his brother-in-law had chosen to rent as the venue for his fortieth birthday celebrations.

Sitting beside him, his wife Cheryl stared up at the property. “Wow.”

They got out of the car and stretched their legs. A dozen cars lined up on the drive, still leaving room for many more. The house was fabulous against a stunning backdrop. Heather-covered glens surrounded a loch nestled between the mountains.

Marc looked around and then back up at the house. “I guess that explains why it cost three grand for the weekend.”

It was a little after six in the evening. The sun was still warm and birdsong filled the air as they grabbed their bags and walked around the side of the house. They were greeted with smiles, hugs and handshakes from the twenty-odd people standing around on the patio.

Cheryl’s older brother John and his wife Kirsty rushed over to meet them, asking about the journey and offering them a drink.

“Bit of a trek for you two, eh?” John said.

“That’s an understatement.” Marc gratefully accepted a cold beer. “Almost five hundred miles.”

The other party guests all greeted Cheryl warmly, making a big deal out of how well she looked after all this time. Though Marc enjoyed seeing his wife surrounded by so many friendly faces, being the only English person at the party meant he struggled to catch some of the heavily accented Scottish banter.

They chatted with all the other guests for half an hour or so, then Kirsty showed them to their bedroom on the top floor so they could freshen up after their journey.

Cheryl showered first, and by the time Marc was showered and dressed in clean shirt and trousers, Cheryl had pinned her hair up, applied makeup and put on a pale blue stretchy top and black skirt. As she stepped into her black shoes, Marc admired her long, tanned legs. The guys downstairs had been fawning over her in leggings and a creased t-shirt, so he worried how they’d react when they saw her in stiletto heels and a short skirt.

He gave her a smile. “You look fantastic.”

“Thanks, babe. And you look dashing, as always.” She gripped his hand. “Come on, let’s go join the party.”

Downstairs, everyone seemed to be congregating in either the huge drawing room or the fabulous kitchen. As soon as the men saw Cheryl, they all made a beeline for her. Marc went to get drinks. By the time he returned, four men had surrounded his wife, each seeming eager to tell him what a lucky man he was.

“She’s a beauty, this one,” a small ginger-haired man called Gerry said.

“Always the best looking woman there, no matter where we went,” said another whose name Marc had already forgotten.

A big guy who’d been introduced as Gavin nodded his head. “She’s the only reason we hung around with Johnno in the first place.”

“Aye, man,” Dave said, putting his arm around Marc’s shoulder. “Your wife is fucking hot, you lucky bastard.”

Marc smiled and nodded. He knew how lucky he was. What the other men probably didn’t know was how hard she’d worked to become a successful lawyer. Nobody in the room admired her as much as he did.

Food was served, and Marc finally got his wife on her own for a few minutes. He leaned close. “You seem to know everyone here.”

She nodded. “John’s two years older than me, so by the time I went to university he’d been in Glasgow for a couple of years. I hung out with his crowd, so they’re my friends as well as his.”

“Ah, okay.” That explained how they all knew her, but some of them had acted overly familiar. “Were any of the guys more than just friends?”

Cheryl gave him a knowing smile, then took a gulp of her drink. “Maybe.”

Marc frowned as a tightness gripped his chest.

She snorted and pulled him close. “Don’t be daft. It was twenty years ago, and most of them are married with families now.”

“Right.”

“Does it matter?” There was a playfulness to her expression.

He shrugged, then shook his head. “Not really. I guess it’s nice that they’ve still got the hots for you after all this time.”

The lights were suddenly dimmed and Kirsty carried in a cake with burning sparklers moulded into the shapes of a four and a zero, and everyone sang Happy Birthday. Marc had always liked his brother-in-law, who had a great sense of humour and would do anything for Cheryl.

“Thanks guys,” John said, looking genuinely happy as he gazed around at his friends. “I’d like to thank to you all for coming up here to help me celebrate the big four-oh. I know you all have busy lives, so I really appreciate you giving up your weekend.” He looked over at Marc and Cheryl. “I’d like to give a special thanks to my wee sister and her Sassenach husband…”

There were cheers and jeers from the onlookers.

“I’m joking. For an Englishman, he’s alright.” John flashed Marc a warm smile. “It’s taken them the entire day to get here, and I’m really glad you two were able to make it.”

“How could we miss it?” Cheryl said. “Now you’re forty, I’m hoping you’ll finally grow up.”

John shook his head. “It’s not going to happen. Right, I couldn’t afford a forty-year-old malt—”

“Stingy bastard,” one of the men called out.

John gave him the finger, then picked up two bottles. “So instead, I’ve bought two bottles of twenty-year-old malt.”

More cheers rang out.

“Maybe Kirsty should get herself two twenty-year-old men instead of an old bastard like you,” Gerry suggested.

Kirsty nodded enthusiastically. “I’ll drink to that.”

Glasses were handed out and everyone toasted John. Music started playing somewhere, and Cheryl was dragged off to dance by a couple of the other women. Marc talked with Kirsty for a while, then got chatting with a couple of John’s colleagues. By the time he saw Cheryl again, all the dancing she’d done was taking its toll. Her cheeks glowed, and there was a sheen of sweat on her face and legs. She looked really sexy. When she gave him a little wave, he smiled broadly. The guys he was talking to didn’t hide the fact they were checking her out.

Marc eventually made his way through to the drawing room. A few people were dancing, but most were talking in small groups. Cheryl was standing over by the fireplace with John, Dave and Gavin. She smiled and waved him over, slipping her arm around his waist as soon as he was next to her.

“You okay, babe?” she asked.

“Yeah, I’m fine.”

John topped up their whisky, and Cheryl chinked glasses with everyone in the group. Marc wasn’t much of a spirits drinker, but everyone was in such a great mood that he got carried along with it. Cheryl even convinced him to dance to a couple of songs, but in the end the alcohol and the fatigue from driving all day got the better of him. He glanced at his watch, amazed to see it was after one in the morning. Since Cheryl was still having a great time, he told her he was beat and was going to bed.

She kissed his cheek and told him she’d follow him up as soon as she’d finished her drink.

The house was huge, the walls and floors so substantial that Marc couldn’t even hear the music once he got to the bedroom. When he turned out the lamp, he was shocked by how dark it was. The house was in the middle of nowhere, and there probably wasn’t a streetlight within ten miles. He fell asleep just minutes after his head hit the pillow.

* * * *

Marc had no idea how long he’d been asleep when Cheryl climbed onto the bed and woke him from a deep slumber. He couldn’t make out a thing in the complete blackness, though he could smell her perfume and booze. She dragged the quilt down to his shins. He was still drunk, but she was obviously in a much worse state because she didn’t seem to know which end of the bed had the pillows. He reached over toward the bedside lamp but paused when her hand ran down his naked body. She gripped his cock and started to pump her hand, so he decided turning on the lamp wasn’t necessary. What’s more, it might break the spell.

The softness of her lips as she kissed the tip of his cock banished any thoughts of complaining about being woken up. She licked up and down the shaft, took his balls into her mouth one at a time, then swirled her tongue around the glans. Even though he was dog tired and fairly drunk, she got him fully erect almost instantly. Marc let out a long sigh as she took the top half of his cock into her hot, wet mouth.

Cheryl began to move her head up and down, letting out a moan which vibrated through his cock. She bobbed faster, making the bed bounce. She momentarily released his cock from her mouth but kept rocking her body.

“Oh yeah,” she whispered, wanking him faster for a few seconds before taking him back between her lips. She pushed her face down onto his cock, her tongue constantly moving along the underside of his shaft.

Marc couldn’t remember her ever behaving this way during a blowjob before. Maybe he should let her get chatted up by ex-boyfriends more often.

As she continued to lurch back and forth, he felt the tip of his cock enter her throat. She gagged and choked but didn’t stop rocking her body. His cock went deeper in than it’d ever gone before. He groped blindly in the dark and found she still had her top on. Slipping his hand down the neck and inside her bra, he squeezed the soft dome and teased her nipple.

Cheryl’s moans rose in pitch, then became more like grunts. He recognised the noises as the sounds she made when she was building to a climax, and the thought of her rubbing herself off while giving him a blowjob sent him over the edge. Gripping her by the hair, Marc pumped his hips and fucked her face, then exploded into her mouth.

She gagged and gulped as he fired spurt after spurt, but she kept swallowing and rocking her body.

She continued to bounce on him, even though they’d both come. After another half minute or so, she stopped rocking and let out a satisfied groan. She released his cock and licked all around it, then crawled up the bed and kissed him, pushing her cummy tongue into his mouth. He kissed her back.

“Was that okay?” she whispered, slurring her words a little.

“That was fucking amazing.”

“Mmm, I kind of thought you’d enjoy it.” Her Scottish accent was noticeably stronger whenever she was pissed.

He heard the clump of her shoes hitting the floor, felt her wriggle out of her clothes and then snuggle down next to him. She pulled the quilt up over their bodies and kissed him again. “You don’t think I’m too dirty?”

Marc sniggered. “No, you can be as dirty as that any time you like.”

“Really?”

“Oh yeah.” Marc kissed her forehead, then fell into a deep, contented sleep.

* * * *

When Marc awoke, enough sunlight crept round the edge of the curtains to give the room a cheery golden glow. There was a dull throb at the back of his head, but he’d had worse hangovers. He looked at his wife, who hadn’t moved at all since she’d collapsed with her head on his shoulder after getting into bed.

She opened her eyes and smiled at him. “Morning,” she whispered.

“Hi.”

“Are you still okay?” she asked, looking a little concerned.

He smiled and nodded.

“Do you want your turn now?”

Unsure what she’d meant, he opened his eyes wider and nodded.

As Cheryl ran her hand down his stomach, her elbow pushed the quilt down. Marc glanced down at her body and froze. A hairy arm was draped around her waist. He raised his head and there, fast asleep with his head on his wife’s pillow, was Gavin.

Marc’s mind raced and tumbled. The room had been so dark and he’d been drunk, but when he thought about it logically, it was obvious what had taken place in the middle of the night. How could he not have realised?

Cheryl hadn’t been masturbating while she sucked him off. Gavin had been fucking her from behind. She’d brought another man up to their bed and let him fuck her while she’d sucked her husband off. She leaned close and kissed him again, oblivious to his shock and anguish. What’s more, despite that shock and anguish, his cock was fully hard in her hand.

After climbing on top of him, Cheryl ran the tip through her folds. They were warm and slick. “He’s left me nice and wet for you.”

Before Marc could respond, she fed him inside her and started to undulate her body. He let out an involuntary groan.

She smiled. “Does it feel nice and wet in there?”

He stared at her, unable to think of an answer. She obviously assumed he’d been aware of Gavin’s presence last night, and that he’d willingly participated in the threesome. He remembered her asking if she’d been too dirty. As he’d said she could be as dirty as she wanted, she clearly thought he’d agreed to all this.

Cheryl placed her hands on his chest, pushed herself up into a sitting position, then started thrusting her hips faster.

Gavin stirred, opened his eyes and quickly took in the scene. He grinned and reached up to fondle Cheryl’s boobs. Marc lay there and watched. He felt stupid and hurt but didn’t want to make a scene. As far as the other two were concerned, this was something he approved of.

Cheryl continued to grind herself down on his cock, and Marc felt the early tingles of his orgasm. His wife reached over and, as he watched, wrapped her red-nailed fingers around Gavin’s cock. She teased the head with her thumb while slowly pumping her hand. Jealousy stabbed him, but then suddenly he arched off the bed and fired his load into her depths. Cheryl turned her gaze to him and rocked her hips faster while simultaneously pumping her hand faster on Gavin’s dick.

As Marc jerked and twitched through the spasms, Cheryl gave him a warm smile, lifted herself off him, and moved across the bed to straddle Gavin. Without a word, she pointed his cock at her sex and impaled herself on it.

Marc saw the thick shaft disappear completely inside his wife and heard her throaty groan. Gavin placed his calloused hands on her hips and started to haul her back and forth on his cock. Cheryl closed her eyes and dropped her head back as she was bounced up and down.

Her breath caught in her throat. She opened her eyes and looked down at Marc, mouth wide and brow furrowed, then grunted. She was coming. Gavin bounced her harder then held his breath and pushed up, lifting her off the bed.

Marc knew the guy was coming inside his wife. She moaned and panted while frantically grinding her clit against him until she managed to reach another orgasm.

Finally, she rolled off her lover and lay between the two men who’d both let her ride them. Letting out a long, contented sigh, she snuggled down and went back to sleep.

Gavin slipped out of bed and pulled on his clothes. “I’m gonna go to my room and grab some shut-eye,” he whispered. “I’ll catch up with you at breakfast in a couple of hours, yeah?” He gave a friendly smile and crept out, closing the door behind him quietly as if not wanting to disturb Cheryl’s well-earned rest.

Marc lay awake and listened to his wife’s steady, guiltless breathing. He thought about what had happened, and how he’d unwittingly said he’d approved of it. There was no denying he’d enjoyed the sex—not just last night’s when he hadn’t known what was really happening, but also this morning’s. He’d enjoyed fucking his wife as she wanked another guy’s cock, and he’d also got a huge thrill out of watching her ride Gavin. Seeing her come with another man was far more arousing than he’d have thought possible.

“Hey.”

Marc blinked and turned to look into his wife’s eyes. He had no idea how long she’d been watching him.

“Hey.” He smiled.

“Are you okay?” She sounded concerned again.

“Bit of a hangover.”

“I mean are we okay?”

“What do you—?”

She sat up and looked at him. “I mean, are you still happy about it? I know that sometimes, after the heat of the lust, doubts and regrets can start to set in.”

Marc was too embarrassed to admit he’d been oblivious to Gavin’s involvement until this morning. “I suppose it may take a while to sink in.”

She nodded. “But it’s not like he was a stranger. I used to date Gav, so technically neither of us was getting anything we hadn’t had before.”

He let her words filter through his brain. Gavin had fucked her twenty years ago, so did that make it okay for him to fuck her now?

She ran her fingers through his hair. “Besides, you seemed to like the idea of them all still fancying me.”

“What?”

“Earlier last night, you said it was nice that all the guys had the hots for me.”

“And you thought that was enough to invite another guy into our bed?”

“I wanted to give you something special. Gavin wanted me to go back to his room.”

Marc blinked, realising she could have done exactly that; fucked Gavin all night long and come up to their own room before Marc woke. He’d never have been any the wiser. “So why didn’t you?”

“I wanted you to be part of it. I wanted you to watch me with another man.” She smiled. “Obviously it was too dark last night, but I’ve never known you to fuck my face that way before. And I could see everything in your eyes this morning.”

Marc frowned. “What do you—?”

“You got off on it. It turned you on, I could see it in your face.”

He couldn’t deny it.

Cheryl leaned close and looked deep into his eyes. “Tell me you didn’t like watching.”

“I…” He sighed. “Yeah, it was sexy.”

She smiled. “I think it’s sexy that you liked it.” She looked down at her body, which was seeping fluids. “Right, I need a shower.”

His wife got out of bed and walked across to the bathroom. He heard the running water and wondered if their marriage would ever be normal again. Then he remembered her expression when she’d come on Gavin’s cock, and the dirty little thrill he’d experienced when Gavin came inside her.

Marc was no longer sure if he actually wanted a normal marriage.

───Ξ───
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2 – Revisiting a Missed Opportunity

Cheryl couldn’t help wondering if Marc regretted their threesome with her ex-boyfriend. He’d seemed fine the morning after, although Gav leaving on Saturday afternoon had removed the opportunity for a repeat performance.

During the drive back to London on Sunday, Marc asked about her past relationship with Gavin.

“It only went on for a few months,” she explained. “It wasn’t anything heavy. I was studying during the week and we saw each other at weekends. We went to pubs and clubs, plus a few gigs and parties.”

Marc nodded, his expression neutral and his eyes on the road. “Did you take holidays together?”

The question surprised her, and she had to think back. “Nothing major. I was a poor student and couldn’t afford to go abroad. I think we had a couple of weekends away. I remember one time we went over to Skye, and another weekend we went to Glencoe.” She felt obliged to point out that she’d also dated Gerry and Dave during her time in Glasgow.

“So what makes Gavin special?” he asked, though not with any apparent malice.

“He’s no more special than the others.”

“So why bring him to our bed?”

“He was the one I ended up chatting with. He’s divorced and was at the party on his own. Gerry and Dave were there with their wives.” She placed a hand on his leg as he drove. “Gav’s a nice guy I’ve known for years. We saw each other for a few months and it petered out. This weekend was the first time I’d seen him in years, probably since John and Kirsty’s wedding. Please don’t think he means anything more than that.”

“So he’s not a regular fuck-buddy?”

Cheryl slapped his leg. “I was pissed and horny, and you got as much out of it as we did.”

Marc gave her a smile.

By the time they got back to London, both were shattered so they headed up straight to bed.

Marc was a project manager for a mining company and worked mainly from home. Cheryl had set her alarm for seven because she was representing a client in court at eleven, so she had to be at the office by eight-thirty. She slipped out of bed as quietly as she could but when she came back into the bedroom after her shower, Marc had been downstairs to make her a cup of tea.

“Thanks,” she said, taking a clean blouse and trouser suit from the wardrobe.

“Big case?” he asked, getting back into bed.

“Unfair dismissal. I think she’s been treated badly, but there’s no denying she abused her employers’ trust. Playing solitaire during the lunch hour is one thing, spending three hours on social media most afternoons is another.”

“Oh dear.”

Once dressed, Cheryl flashed him a smile and took her tea downstairs so she could put her makeup on at the mirror in the hall. Five minutes later, she shouted goodbye and headed briskly to the Underground station.

* * * *

When she got home that night, Marc was making dinner.

“How did it go?” he asked as she slipped off her jacket.

“The earlier case ran over, so we didn’t start until after two. Back again tomorrow, so I’ve got to a few things to prepare.”

“No problem. I’ve got this stuff marinating so we can leave it until you’re ready to eat.”

She took her briefcase up to the bedroom they’d converted into an office, then went to change into leggings and a cotton sweatshirt. After spending an hour updating her notes, she packed everything back into her briefcase and went downstairs.

“Do you want a drink?” she called as she passed the open living room door. Marc pointed to a full bottle of beer on the coffee table so she went into the kitchen, poured herself a glass of wine, then went and sat down in the living room.

“So,” she said, peering over the rim of her wine glass. “I was wondering if you’d been thinking about our adventure?”

Marc looked over at her, muting the TV before answering. “Our adventure?”

“It wasn’t just me who had a good time. I saw your reaction. I felt your reaction.”

He gave an embarrassed sigh.

Cheryl leaned forward. “Don’t deny it, Marc. I think we both discovered something about ourselves at the weekend.”

He chewed his bottom lip as if he wanted to contradict her, then shrugged and nodded. “I don’t know what surprised me the most, you shagging an ex-boyfriend or me finding it a turn-on.”

A warmth spread through her as she remembered Friday night. “I suppose I could say the same.”

“Oh?”

“Having you both at once was…” She smiled. “Fucking awesome! But then, in the morning, having you one at time while the other watched was empowering, yet…” She shook her head. “I saw a hunger in your eyes that I’ve never seen before.”

“I’m surprised you noticed, you seemed to be having such a good time riding his cock.”

Cheryl laughed. “I had just as much fun riding yours.”

“You only came on his, though.”

“What?” She cast her mind back, ashamed that she couldn’t remember whose cock she’d been riding when her orgasm hit.

“You didn’t come with me, but you came with Gavin. Twice.”

“I wouldn’t read too much into that. I think your face was just as responsible as his cock for getting me off.”

“I’m not sure I believe—”

“Your reaction really turned me on.” Cheryl squeezed her legs together. Her panties were wet. “Just thinking about your expression still turns me on now.”

He frowned. “Why?”

“It was a weird mix of hurt and lust. You looked kind of haunted by what was going on, but at the same time your eyes burned with passion.”

Marc lowered his eyes to the floor and nodded. “I didn’t…”

There was something he wasn’t telling her. “You didn’t what?”

“It doesn’t matter.” He shook his head, then looked up into her eyes. “When you were on top of me and reached over and played with his dick, I knew…” His breath caught.

“You knew what?”

“I knew you were going to fuck him as soon as you’d finished with me. That should have upset me, but it didn’t.”

Cheryl smiled. “You came so hard.”

Marc nodded.

“You came before I did.” Things were coming back to her. She’d been tired and hungover, but she remembered now. Marc came quickly, much sooner than he usually did. She’d felt him shrink inside her, and there’d been another hard cock in her hand. So she’d moved over and impaled herself on Gavin. And that’s when she’d come.

“Have there been others?”

His question felt like a blow. She opened her mouth to deny it, but her mind flitted to a client called Ross—a heated embrace, a stolen kiss and a burning desire. The few seconds she’d taken to relive them was enough to spark Marc’s suspicion.

“There has,” he said, a look of amazement on his face.

“No, there hasn’t. I swear.”

“So why didn’t you say so straight away? Why the hesitation?”

“I…” She closed her eyes and let out a sigh. She couldn’t keep it from him now. “It was just a… Once, after a meeting with a client, there was—”

“When was this?”

“Er…” She tried to remember. “A couple of months ago. I was—”

“A couple of months? I thought you were going to say a few years ago. A couple of months is like…” He blew out his cheeks. “That’s recent. What happened?”

“Nothing happened.”

“If nothing had happened, there wouldn’t be anything for you to consider before saying no.”

Cheryl held his gaze. All the sexiness she’d felt just minutes ago had evaporated, and she needed to clear the air. “Okay, a client I was representing got delayed for his appointment. We needed to have the meeting before the hearing started the following day, so I agreed to stay late at the office and wait for him. By the time he arrived it was almost eight, so he suggested we go for dinner and discuss it there.”

“Was he a criminal?”

“What?”

“Were you defending him in some sort of court proceeding?”

She laughed and shook her head. “No, nothing like that. It was a business transaction where the vendor tried to change the terms of the agreement at the last minute. The deal fell through and my client lost quite a bit of money. More importantly, his reputation was tarnished. He’s now suing the vendor. Anyway, we got our strategy for court sorted fairly quickly—he had all sorts of signed documents with the original terms in black and white—and then we just chatted and had a nice dinner.”

“Did he make a pass?”

“Kind of.”

“Was there a mutual attraction?”

She sighed. “Yes. But when I explained I was married, he apologised and ordered me an Uber.”

Marc was silent, but she could see his brain working behind his eyes. “What’s he like?”

“Oh Marc, please. Nothing happened.”

“Just humour me. What does he look like? How old is he?”

Cheryl let out a long sigh. “He’s about your height, black hair going grey at the temples. He’s probably in his mid-forties.”

“Is he fit and handsome?”

“Yes and yes. He also wears designer suits and silk ties. Women like that sort of thing.”

Marc smiled. “You make him sound like James Bond. Did he invite you back to his place after dinner?”

“His hotel. He lives in Cornwall but was staying in London.”

“Were you tempted to go?”

Cheryl shook her head. “When I told him I was happily married he immediately apologised. I don’t usually wear my rings for work, you know that.”

Marc stroked his chin and looked into her eyes.

She got the impression he didn’t believe her. “Marc, nothing happened.”

“What if he’d been at John’s party?”

“Oh, for God’s—”

“I’m serious. It was only a couple of months ago, so it’s not like anything’s changed in our relationship between then and now.”

She held her breath and considered the absurdity of this conversation.

Marc leaned forward and smiled, his eyes twinkling in the lamplight. “Well?”

“He wouldn’t have been at John’s party because he doesn’t know anyone there. The only reason anything happened at the party was because I was surrounded by old friends and familiar faces. I felt relaxed and secure, and I got the impression you liked the idea of me being chatted up. On top of that, I’d drunk far more whisky than I could handle.”

“Maybe you should have had a few whiskies after dinner with 007.”

Cheryl was about to mock his comment when he slid off the couch and crawled across the rug. To her amazement, there was a playfulness in his eyes.

Marc placed his hands on her knees and eased her legs open, kneeling between her bare feet. There was a smile on his face as he ran his fingers up the soft material of her leggings. “Did you win the court case for him?”

“Things don’t move that quickly in the justice system. That was just a preliminary hearing where it was agreed that he had a legitimate case. We’re confident we’ll win if it gets to court. Their lawyers were surprised when they saw the documents their client had signed. I’m pretty sure they’ll settle out of court.”

“It’s still an active case?”

“Yes.”

Marc’s hands had reached the top of her thighs and he was now running his finger up and down the seam of her leggings, gently tracing the outline of her sex. “So you’ll be seeing him again?”

“Yes.” Her voice was now a whisper, and she flexed her buttocks in response to each touch.

Marc licked his lips, then leaned in and kissed just to the side of her mouth. “So,” he whispered, “what will happen when you meet him next time?”

“Noth—”

“Things have changed.” He kissed her again, this time on the mouth. She parted her lips but he pulled back an inch and looked into her eyes. “We both know things have changed.”

“I’m not… I can’t just—”

Marc jabbed his fingers into her sex, taking the stretchy material of her leggings and the soft cotton of her thong with them. Cheryl cried out, twining her fingers in his hair as he roughly prodded her. She writhed under his touch and he kissed her again, this time slipping his tongue into her mouth as he continued to pump his fingers.

Cheryl was desperate for his touch to be skin on skin, and even more desperate for his cock. She eased him away and pushed her leggings and thong down to her knees. Marc put his hand between her bare thighs and slipped his fingers into her sopping cunt. She cried out and tried to undo his jeans, but he was relentless with his finger-fucking. She began to shake, then stopped trying to get his jeans undone and instead lay back on the chair and let him pleasure her. He bent down and gnawed her nipples through her sweatshirt and bra. Cheryl arched off the chair and screamed as she came. He curled his fingers and pressed against her G-spot, making her jolt again as a second spasm rolled through her.

Bending one leg enough to get her foot into the crotch of her leggings, she managed to push them down and wrestled one leg free. She opened her legs wide and quickly unfastened his jeans, freeing his rigid cock and guiding it to her entrance.

Marc took over and gripped the shaft, running the tip through outer lips still tingling from her orgasm. “What are you going to do when you see him again?”

Cheryl’s breathing was ragged. She raised her hips to give him easier access. “I don’t know.”

“I think you do.” Marc slapped his shaft against her pubis, using it like a club.

Cheryl shook her head.

“Maybe he’ll invite you to dinner again.” He rubbed the tip of his cock over her clit, making her whimper. “And then maybe he’ll invite you back to his hotel.”

“No he won’t. I’ve already told him I’m happily married.”

“But now you can tell him that your husband’s not the jealous type.”

Cheryl stared into his eyes and frowned. “I couldn’t do—”

“Yes, you could.” Marc positioned his cock at her opening and smiled. “And afterwards, you can come home and tell me all about it.”

Before she could answer, he plunged his cock into her. She groaned and dropped her head back, writhing as pleasure radiated out from her core.

Marc pushed her t-shirt and bra up to uncover her breasts. “You’re going to go out for dinner,” he said as he traced his fingers around her sensitive nipples.

She stared up at him, relishing the feeling of his cock sliding in and out of her drenched channel and the teasing of her breasts.

“And then you’ll come home and tell me all about it.”

“I’m going to come.”

He raised his eyebrows. “With him?”

She shook her head. “Now. I’m going to come now.”

“Good. But I’m pretty sure you’ll come with him as well, like you came with Gavin.”

Cheryl rocked her hips and clenched around him. “Come with me.”

“Not yet.”

Her legs trembled. “Marc, I’m so close.”

“Tell me what you’re going to do when you see him again.”

Cheryl suddenly knew what would get him over the final hurdle. She stared up into his eyes. “I’ll do whatever you want.”

His eyebrows went up. “Really?”

“Mm hmm.” She ground her clit against him. “Whatever you want me to do.”

“Will you suck him like you sucked me?”

“Maybe.” She could see him trembling. “Or I could suck him ’til he’s nice and hard, then fuck him liked I fucked Gavin. I could ride his cock then come home and tell you how good it felt.”

Marc’s eyelids fluttered and she felt his cock pulse inside her. She tumbled into her own orgasm, groaning and scratching at his sides as he pounded her until they were both fully spent. Finally he collapsed on her, both of them gasping for breath.

Cheryl lay in silence and wondered what they’d gotten themselves into.

* * * *

A few days later, she received notification from the vendor’s lawyers regarding the settlement proposal. Excitement fluttered in her stomach as she typed an email to Ross suggesting they meet to discuss the offer. Her office phone rang just seconds after she’d hit send.

Her secretary announced it was Ross on the line, and she told her to put the call through.

“Hi Ross.”

“Cheryl, hi. I’ve just seen your email.”

Hearing his voice made her heart race. “Good news, I think,” she said.

“Yeah, it’s encouraging. Listen, I’m committed to attending some meetings for most of the next week or so. Would another evening appointment be possible?”

“Certainly.”

“Great. I’m staying in Kensington, but I could come over to your office—”

“No, that’s okay. How about we meet in the bar of your hotel?” She smiled when he paused, imagining his expression.

“That would be great if it’s okay with you.”

She lowered her voice to a whisper. “I wouldn’t have suggested it otherwise.”

“Right, er… Brilliant. What night were you thinking?”

“Would tonight suit?” She bit her lower lip.

“Tonight would be perfect.”

After he’d given her the name of the hotel and rung off, Cheryl sat back in her office chair and smiled.

* * * *

Marc stayed downstairs while Cheryl showered and got ready for her meeting with Ross. She chose a white silk blouse under a grey skirt suit, black nylons and patent leather stilettos. Her makeup was conservative, though the scarlet lip-gloss was racier than she’d wear for court.

When she walked into the living room, he frowned. “I was expecting you to wear a little black dress and show a lot more skin.”

“It’s a business meeting,” she explained. “If one of our senior partners happens to be in the hotel bar, I’ll look appropriately dressed for a meeting with a client.”

She could tell he was disappointed. He nodded towards her legs. “Are those stockings?”

She blinked in surprise, then shook her head. “No, tights. I never thought—”

“Do you have stockings?”

Her tights were sheer and made her legs look good. “I’m pretty sure I have a couple of pairs of hold-ups in my drawer, but these tights cost me—”

“Go put them on. I’m sure 007 would prefer you in stockings.”

“I doubt he’d care. I just assumed that if anything happened, I’d be naked.”

Marc shook his head. “I think he’ll want you to keep your stockings on. You should probably not wear any panties either.”

She laughed and shook her head. “I am not going out without underwear.” Once upstairs, Cheryl quickly removed her tights. The hold-ups had ornate lace at the tops, but they didn’t look great with her white thong. She quickly stripped off her suit and blouse, removed her bra and thong and put on a black teddy that buttoned at the crotch. Her blouse was opaque enough to mask it, and once she’d replaced the suit she felt sexier.

Back in the living room, she stood in front of Marc and slowly raised her skirt until he could see her stocking tops. “Happy now?”

He stared at her legs until she’d lowered the hem, then looked back up into her eyes. “You look amazing.”

“Thank you. I hope you realise that it’s all a waste of time. He might just—”

The sound of the Uber driver blasting his horn made her look to the window.

“You’re definitely going to have sex tonight.” Marc got up and walked her to the door. “Even if 007 doesn’t make a move, I’m going to ravage you when you get home.”

“And if he does make a move?”

“Then I’ll definitely ravage you when you get home.”

She smiled and turned her cheek for him to kiss. “Will you wait up?”

“Of course.”

She grabbed her bag, opened the door and walked to the Uber, her heart crashing in her chest.

───Ξ───
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3 – The Homecoming

Sitting on the couch in their living room, Marc checked his watch again. It was almost midnight. He felt certain that if Cheryl and her client had only discussed the vendor’s offer over dinner, she’d have been home before now.

The possibility that she’d accompanied the guy to his hotel room triggered a mixture of emotions. The stabbing ache of jealousy was undoubtedly there in the pit of his stomach, and yet churning alongside it was the guilty spike of excitement at the thought of his wife being intimate with another man. Only a week ago, he’d been blissfully happy within their monogamous marriage. Now he found himself tumbling headfirst into the wife-sharing rabbit hole.

It hadn’t been until they’d returned to London that Marc had started to process what had taken place in Scotland, or how it might change their relationship. He’d spent hours trawling the internet and reading countless articles and forum posts on the subject of hotwifing, wife-sharing and cuckoldry. With each fresh revelation or insight, he’d analysed how they made him feel. While certain aspects of the fetish left him cold, others resonated to such a degree that he’d had to masturbate to relieve his craving. And now here he was, sitting alone in their house while his wife was out with another man. It was supposedly a business meeting, but he’d been pushing for her to make it so much more.

Marc shifted in his seat. His mind raced and his body tingled with nervous energy. His boxers were damp from the constant oozing, and his cock had been semi-erect for the past three hours. He checked his watch again, then checked his phone to see if he’d missed a text arriving in the few minutes since he’d last looked. Nothing. He sighed and closed his eyes.

A car engine idled in the street. There were voices outside, a woman’s laughter. Agitation shrouded him. Had Cheryl invited her client back to their home? Images from the previous weekend flooded his mind and he scrabbled through the remnants of their conversations since then, certain he hadn’t suggested another threesome. When he heard a neighbour’s front door being slammed, he sighed with relief. As much as he’d enjoyed sharing his wife with Gavin, what he wanted tonight was for her to come home alone and tell him about her evening. He wanted the thrill of hearing the details from her lips and letting his brain transpose her words into images. He’d seen the film, and now he wanted to read the book. He wondered if his imagination would be vivid enough to bring the scene to life. Would he be able to evoke the ecstasy he’d witnessed during her encounter with Gavin on Saturday morning? Could his mind recapture her rapture?

Time passed.

Another glance at his watch showed it was approaching one in the morning. There was no way it could just have been a business meeting. Something must have taken place.

The sound of another engine outside made him sit forward on the couch. A car door slammed, and then he heard the tap of high heels on their steps, followed by a key in the lock. He held his breath and listened as their front door opened and closed, followed by the click of the deadlock.

Then his wife walked into the living room. Her clothes looked uncreased and her hair was still neatly pinned up. Even her lip-gloss was intact. As relief and disappointment swirled through his mind, she stopped directly in front of the couch and studied him.

Her brown eyes sparkled in the lamplight. “Hey,” she said.

He ran his eyes down her body, half-hoping to see a ladder in her stockings. Failing to find one, he looked up into her eyes and forced a smile. “It’s quite late.”

“Hmm.” She slid off her jacket and threw it onto an armchair.

“Does the hotel bar stay open this late?”

Cheryl held his gaze while unbuttoning her blouse. “I have no idea.”

His throat tightened. “So you haven’t been sitting in the hotel bar all this time.”

“Nope.” She dropped her blouse on top of her jacket, then reached round to undo her skirt.

“Where have you been, then?”

“You know where I’ve been.” Her skirt slid to the floor. She kicked it towards the armchair, standing in front of him in only the black teddy, lace-topped hold-ups and patent leather stilettos. “And you know what I’ve been doing.”

“But your hair and makeup seem—”

“I fixed my hair and re-applied lip-gloss before I left his room.”

“Ah.”

“Did you have a wank?”

He blinked, taken aback. “No.”

“I just thought you might—”

“No.” He gave a smile. “I’m hoping for something more fulfilling.”

She regarded him. “What if I’m fulfilled enough already? I might decide to make you wait for your turn.”

Marc felt his jaw drop. This wasn’t how he’d expected things to go. “But I thought we’d agreed—”

“I don’t recall us reaching an agreement.” She smiled teasingly. “I’m pretty sure about that because I know all about contract law.”

“Well nothing was signed, but I thought we had a gentleman’s agreement.”

Cheryl glanced down at herself. “Do I look like a gentleman to you?”

“No, you don’t.” She looked one hundred percent woman, and he was desperate to fuck her.

“Well then.” She looked down at his body and pursed her lips. “I’m not sure I believe your denial. Maybe you should take off all your clothes so I can inspect the evidence.”

Marc immediately stood up and removed his t-shirt. As he unbuckled his jeans, he remembered his boxers were wet. “The evidence could be misleading.”

She raised her eyebrows. “This sounds like a pre-emptive excuse from the defence counsel.”

He pushed down his jeans and boxers together, kicking them off his feet, followed by his socks.

Cheryl traced her finger over the drooling tip of his swollen cock, then rubbed the clear fluid between her forefinger and thumb as she examined it. “This suggests your testimony is questionable at best.”

Marc couldn’t help smiling. “Would you like me to swear under oath that I haven’t touched myself all evening?”

“Would it be the truth, the whole truth, and nothing but the truth?”

He raised his right hand. “So help me God.”

She stepped back and pointed to the arm at one end of the couch. “Sit on there and lie back.”

Marc perched himself on the brown leather sofa arm and then leaned back, steadying himself by gripping the top of the backrest.

She held his gaze as she licked his precum from her fingers. “Well if you didn’t touch yourself, why is your dick wet?”

“It just started dripping, m’Lud.” He gave a little shake of his head, as if the phenomenon was as surprising for him as for her.

“When did it start to do that?”

He was tingling all over. “When I thought about what you might be doing.”

“Oh, I see.” Cheryl gripped his dick and began to slowly pump it in her hand, running her thumb over the slick head. “And what did you think I might be doing?”

Marc stared into his wife’s beautiful face and wondered for the umpteenth time that week why he got such a thrill from the idea of sharing her. “I thought you might be playing with his dick like you’re playing with mine now.”

She held his gaze and kept pumping his cock. “Maybe I did.”

Marc’s breathing became shallow. “And I wondered if maybe you were sucking him like you’d sucked me last weekend.” He watched her face, waiting for her to admit to having another man’s cock in her mouth. She’d already told him she’d needed to reapply her lip-gloss.

“Maybe I did that, too. Anything else?”

“Yeah. I wondered if you’d had his cock inside you.”

She smiled. “You seem to have been having an awful lot of dirty thoughts. I’m not surprised your dick’s been dripping all night.”

“So, was I right with any of my guesses?”

“You were definitely right about the first one.” She stared into his eyes. “When we got to his room, we helped each other out of our suits. You were right, by the way. He asked me to leave my stockings on.”

Marc nodded, trying to visualise the scene.

“And I played with his dick.” She glanced down at her hand sliding up and down his cock. “Kind of like this.”

“Did he touch you?”

“Mm hmm. He caressed my boobs and ran his fingers over all the warm wet places.”

“And what about the second thing?”

Cheryl added a twisting motion to her action. “Yeah, I sucked him as well.” She pumped faster.

“Did 007 like that?”

“Hmm, but you have the wrong number. He’s more of a 009.”

He grinned at her pun. The idea of her lover being well-endowed gave Marc an added thrill. “And the third thing? Did he fuck you?”

“We hit a problem there.”

“Oh?” This wasn’t what he wanted to hear.

“Hmm. We were getting hot and heavy, and also a little breathless…” She tightened her grip on his cock and pumped a little faster.

“And?”

“And that’s when we realised that neither of us had a condom.”

Marc’s mind spun. He hadn’t thought about condoms, and evidently neither had they. “So what did you do?”

Cheryl gave a little shrug. “I wasn’t about to halt proceedings—and besides, I’d already seen how much you liked it when Gav came inside me.”

“You took him bare?”

She nodded.

Marc couldn’t decide if this was a good or a bad thing. Gavin was someone she’d been familiar with, someone who’d probably come inside her dozens of times in the past. But 007 was new, someone she’d never had any interaction with before. “Did he come inside you?”

With her free hand, Cheryl reached between her legs and unfastened the buttons of her teddy. “Mm hmm.” She placed her stilettoed right foot on the floor by the couch arm and rested her stockinged left knee on the cushion next to him so that her sex was directly over Marc’s cock. “Actually, he came inside me three times, the last of which was just before I left for home.”

Marc tore his gaze from his wife’s eyes and looked down at her sex. She let go of his rigid cock and it sprung flat against his body. She lowered herself onto it until his shaft was nestled between her swollen outer lips.

She rested both palms on his chest. “When I said I’ve been fulfilled, what I meant was I’ve been filled, and I’m still full.”

Before he had a chance to reply, Marc saw her thighs twitch as she clenched her muscles. Something warm oozed out onto his dick. Cheryl smiled, then began to move her hips slowly forwards and back, sliding herself over his cock. He watched the swollen tip of his dick disappear then come back into view as she moved on him. It was now slick with the goo running out of her.

“How does that feel?” she asked, using the puffy lips of her well-fucked cunt to rub him off.

There was no denying what she was doing was pleasurable, but he was desperate to be inside her. “Let me fuck you.”

“Aren’t you enjoying this?”

“Yeah, but—”

“I thought you’d like the idea of a spunky wank.”

Her words both shocked and thrilled him. “I just—”

“You’re getting off while another man’s cum drips out of your slutty wife onto your dick.”

He tried to steady his breathing. “Cheryl, I need—”

She pressed her hands down harder on his chest and doubled the speed of her hip thrusts. “What you need is to let go and add your own cream to the mix.” She smiled. “Don’t worry, I’ll get you hard again later. You’ll be able to go inside and reclaim me properly.”

Marc couldn’t believe her behaviour, but he was right on the edge. “Ohh…”

She smiled down at him. “Come for me. Let it out.”

Marc’s back arched with the intensity of the spasm, and he fired a thick rope of pearly-white cream over his stomach. Cheryl cried out and ground faster, smearing the mess over their bodies. Marc dug his fingers into her backside and jerked her to and fro on his cock, shooting spurt after spurt on her labia and onto his stomach.

Cheryl pressed down harder, slowing her movements. It wasn’t until he saw her eyes flutter that he realised she was chasing her own orgasm. He pushed his hips up, jamming his shaft against her clit. She let out a grunt, then a long exhale. She eventually stopped moving and looked down at him with a beautiful smile. Suddenly, she looked like his own Cheryl again. “Was that okay?”

He was too breathless to answer. All he could do was smile and nod.

She traced a finger through the mess on his stomach, then looked into his eyes. “I think we need a shower.”

She got up, walked to the armchair and picked up her clothes. “Come on, I’m sure you have a squillion questions.”

Marc quickly turned off all the lights and followed her upstairs. She was right, there were so many details he needed to know.

───Ξ───
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4 – Worth the Wait

Cheryl hung her suit in the wardrobe, stripped off her teddy and stockings, then dropped them into the laundry basket with her blouse. In the bathroom, she turned on the shower and had started to unpin her hair when Marc walked in. He stared at her groin, and she followed his gaze. She was covered in cum, her pubes matted with it.

“I guess I should have bought condoms,” she said.

“But then I wouldn’t have been treated to a spunky wank.”

Cheryl laughed. “True.” She’d got that idea from something she’d read online. She stuck her hand in the shower to check the water temperature, then stepped under the jets.

Marc followed her in, picked up the bar of soap and started to wash her shoulders. “Tell me about the rest of your evening.” His eyes showed the same hunger she’d seen during the morning with Gavin.

“The vendor’s offer was okay, but I think we can get more. We agreed that I’d negotiate for a better settlement on his behalf.”

“And what happened when all the business on the agenda had been discussed?”

“We had a brandy and discussed other things.”

“What sort of things?” Marc worked his hands lower, now lathering her arms.

“He asked if anything had changed with regard to my marital status since our previous meeting.”

“Ah. What did you tell him?”

She was enjoying teasing him. “I explained that I was still happily married, but had learned that my husband wasn’t as possessive as I’d originally presumed.”

Marc seemed to think about this as he washed her neck and chest. “Did you tell him about what happened with Gavin?”

“No!” She shook her head, horrified at the thought. “That’s none of his business.”

“So… when you told him your husband wasn’t possessive… Is that when he invited you to his room?” He was now washing her boobs, making her tingle each time his soapy hands brushed over her nipples.

“Actually, I invited myself.”

“Hussy.” His smile suggested he approved. “And was there kissing and groping in the lift?”

“There are CCTV cameras in all hotel lifts. But I stood quite close, and he put his hand on the small of my back and surreptitiously slid it down to cup my bottom.”

“The cad.” Marc lowered his hands, tracing small circles on either side of her bellybutton. “And once you got to his room?”

“We stopped being surreptitious.”

Marc laughed. “Tell me how you stopped being—”

“He slammed me against the door and kissed me passionately, groping my tits through my blouse.”

His eyes opened wide with concern. “Just like that? Was he rough?”

“Yes, and it was exactly what I wanted.”

“What did you do?”

“I kissed him back, sucked his tongue into my mouth and slid my hands inside his jacket to scratch him through his shirt.”

Marc started rubbing the soap in her pubes. “And then?”

“We pushed off each other’s jackets while still kissing. As I fumbled with his belt and trouser buttons, he undid my skirt and let it slide down.”

“Revealing your stockings?”

“Mm hmm.”

“What did he say?”

“Nothing, he was too busy unbuttoning my blouse.”

Marc slid the soap between her legs, tracing it over her still-sensitive outer lips. “Was he still being rough?”

“Not really rough. Maybe ‘eager’ would be a better description.” She remembered Ross’s expression as she’d reached inside his boxers and groped his cock. “I was just as eager as he was. We fell onto the bed and I played with his dick while he slipped the shoulder straps off the teddy and released my boobs. He sucked my nipples for a while, then I returned the favour by sucking his dick, but not for long. I wanted it inside me. That’s when we realised neither of us had a condom.”

“Was it awkward?”

She shook her head. “There was no way we weren’t going to have sex, and we both knew it. I straddled him, undid the crotch buttons of my teddy, and impaled myself.”

“You rode him the same way you’d ridden me and Gavin?”

“Mm hmm.”

“Was he worth the wait?”

She smiled. “Yes.”

“Did he come like that?”

“No, but I did. Once I’d come, he rolled me over and fucked me until he came.”

“Did he offer to pull out before coming?”

“No, but I was clinging onto him with my arms and legs and urging him to come. He couldn’t have pulled out if he’d tried.”

“Did you come again?” Marc eased two fingers inside her, making her sigh.

“No, not then.”

He fingered her gently for just a few seconds then resumed washing her, bending lower so he could reach down to wash the mess off her inner thighs. “And afterwards?”

“We lay on his bed. I removed my teddy, but he asked me to leave my stockings and shoes on. He stripped naked, and we cuddled and talked.”

“What about?”

“Nothing important that I can recall. After a while we started touching each other. I kissed my way down his body and sucked him until he grew hard again.”

“And then?”

“I got on all fours and asked him to fuck me from behind.”

“Anal?”

“No! Doggy-style.” She shook her head in disbelief. “Anal was never on the menu.”

“Sorry, I just…” He shrugged. “So he fucked you doggy-style?”

“Hmm.” She pushed his hands away and rinsed the soap off. “Let’s finish this conversation in bed.”

After turning off the shower, they quickly dried each other. Marc’s cock was already starting to swell again. When he lay on the bed she crawled between his legs and slipped the tip into her mouth. He was fully erect in seconds.

She released him but kept her hand gripped around the root. “Can I sit on this?”

He nodded eagerly.

She got herself in position but hesitated. “There’s probably still some of his cum inside me.”

“Good.” Marc gripped her hips and pulled her down onto his full length.

Cheryl let out a sigh and clenched around him. He felt good, and she knew she’d come fairly quickly. She slowly rotated her hips, grinding her clit against his body. “If you have more questions, now’s the time to ask them.”

He watched her face for a few seconds, then licked his lips. “Did you come again when he fucked you doggy-style?”

She shook her head. “We tried a few different positions.”

“Which ones?”

“Me lying face down on the bed, then on my back with my legs over his shoulders. Eventually we ended up in missionary, and we both came like that. We dozed for a while after that one, and then I went to the bathroom to fix my hair and makeup.”

“You said he came three times.”

She nodded. “When I was dressed and ready to leave, he bent me over the bed, hitched up my skirt and fucked me from behind. I returned home before it’d had chance to drip out.”

Marc sighed. “I’m going to come.”

“I know.”

He looked up at her. “This’ll be the fourth load you’ve had in as many hours.”

Her orgasm was approaching fast. “That’s because I’m a slut.”

Marc grunted. His cock gushed inside her. She cried out and came with him. They clawed at each other and she struggled to stay on top of his shaking body. He pulled her head down by the hair and pushed his tongue into her mouth, making her groan. They writhed and shuddered until they were fully spent, then Cheryl rolled off and snuggled into the crook of his arm.

After their breathing had returned to normal, she pulled back and looked at the alarm clock. It was almost 2:15.

Marc turned onto his side to look at her. “I know it’s late…”

“It’s okay. When I told Jeffrey I was meeting a client who couldn’t make a daytime appointment, he told me to take tomorrow morning off and work from home in the afternoon.”

“Cool. Can I ask you more questions, then?”

She smiled. “If you like.”

“You said you sucked him.”

She nodded. “I sucked him a couple of times. The first time was fairly brief, but later I took my time. I needed to get him hard again.”

“What would you have done if he’d come in your mouth?”

“Swallowed, I suppose.” She frowned. “Why?”

“I wasn’t sure if…” He shrugged. “I didn’t know how far you’d go with another man.”

“I’d just fucked him. I think that’s going further than sucking his dick.”

“Is it?” He didn’t look convinced.

Cheryl wondered if he was starting to feel uncomfortable about what they were doing. Maybe some jealousy had crept in. “Would you have been upset if he’d come in my mouth?”

“No.” His cheeks reddened slightly.

She could see him biting his lip and she got the feeling he wasn’t telling her everything. “Marc, we both need to be honest about how we feel.”

He held her gaze for a few seconds, then sighed. “Since the weekend, I’ve been doing quite a bit of reading.”

“Me too.”

“Oh?” He looked surprised but then nodded, obviously accepting it was only natural she’d have done the same thing. “Well, I read about lots of couples who do this sort of thing.”

“And did they turn you on?”

“Some did, some didn’t.”

“Oh?” This was a worry. “Which ones didn’t?”

“The ones where the wife refused to have sex with her husband or made him wear a cage and perform clean-up after her dates.”

She smiled, relieved. “And which ones did turn you on?”

“The ones where she went out on a date then came home and described what she’d done while her husband fucked her.”

“Tonight turned you on, then?”

“Yeah.” He gave her an embarrassed smile. “Sitting at home imagining what the two of you were doing was a kind of sweet, twisted torture.”

“What sort of things did you imagine us doing?”

“I was thinking about minor details, like who’d take charge, what positions you’d have sex in, if there’d be oral, that sort of thing. I tried to imagine your expression when he fucked you, and the noises you’d made when you came.”

His enthusiasm gave her a warm feeling. “And what about when I got back? Were you disappointed that I didn’t let you go inside me straight away?”

“No. What you did was really sexy.”

“Did it make up for all the sweet, twisted torture you’d been through?” She leaned close. “To turn your own question around, was it worth the wait?”

“Definitely.”

“Did you enjoy me going out on a date more than you enjoyed actually participating, like the first time?”

Marc hesitated, then sighed. “During the first time, I didn’t know I was participating.”

This puzzled her. “What do you mean by that?”

“I didn’t know Gavin was there until next morning.”

She scoffed. “That’s ridiculous, you must have…” She saw his expression and realised he was serious. She sat up and looked at him. “How can you not have known?”

“It was pitch black in the—”

“There was a light on the landing. Didn’t you see him when we came into the room?”

Marc sat up next to her. “No, I was asleep. I didn’t wake up until you got on the bed, and I couldn’t see a thing.”

Cheryl remembered closing the door to keep the noise from travelling through the house. “But you were up for it.”

“You pulled the quilt off me and started sucking my dick. Who wouldn’t be up for that?”

“No, I mean really up for it. I’ve never known you be that aggressive when you’re getting a blowjob. You nearly choked me.”

“I thought it was what you wanted.”

“It was.” She smiled at the memory. “It really was. But I was getting pounded from behind as well. Surely you felt the bed bouncing. And you must have heard me when I came.”

“I assumed you were masturbating.”

“Jeez, Marc.” She felt awful. “I was so sure that Gavin’s presence had spurred you on to use my mouth like that. That’s why I thought you’d liked the idea of it.” She shook her head as she tried to piece together their weekend from his perspective. “So when did you realise what had happened?”

“In the morning. When you started playing with my dick, I saw his hand around your waist. That was the first I knew about it.”

“But you were rock hard—”

He laughed. “You were playing with my dick, and I was still buzzing from the blowjob in the dark.”

Cheryl shook her head in guilty dismay. Now it felt like she’d forced him into this. “But the way you looked at me that morning, and when you came so quickly, I just thought—”

“Yeah, I know.” He shrugged. “We were already having sex by the time I’d worked out what had happened the night before. Then, when you started to play with Gavin’s dick and I realised you were going to have him next, I came straight away. That’s when I realised I liked the idea.”

“God…” She shook her head. “I’m so sorry.”

“Don’t be.”

“I honestly thought—”

“It’s fine. It doesn’t matter how we got here. Since that morning I’ve been tingling all over. Every time I think about what happened, and what might happen in the future, I get a warm feeling.”

“Really?”

“Yeah.”

“Tell me the other things you’ve read about that turned you on.”

“There was one where the wife went out on a date and sent her husband photos. The first picture was of her all dressed up and looking gorgeous for her other man.”

“Her bull.”

He smiled and nodded. “Yeah, her bull. Then, later in the night, she sent her husband photos of her half-naked with the bull’s cock in her mouth, and the last couple of photos were of her looking at the camera with cum all over her face.”

Cheryl was a little freaked out. “And you liked that?”

“Yeah, it was sexy.” He grinned. “Sort of dirty and nasty.”

“Are we dirty and nasty?”

“I was turned on all evening wondering what you were doing with another man. What’s dirtier than that?”

“And when I came home I suppose I was nasty for not letting you go inside.”

He laughed. “Yes, you were. And you were dirty for giving me the spunky wank.”

She studied him, then decided to tell him about her own research. “Do you want to know what things turned me on when I read the websites?”

“Yeah.”

“I really liked one wife’s story about a night she’d had with two bulls.”

“Oh?”

“Hmm. They just used her like a piece of meat, taking turns to shove their cocks in her mouth and fuck her.”

Marc’s mouth opened and his eyes sort of glazed over. “I’m not sure… That story turned you on? Really?”

“Oh yeah. What’s not to like? Two hung guys going at you like you’re a rubber doll.”

His face seemed to have lost its colour. “Did the woman’s husband like it?”

“Loved it. He was there with them, filming the action. There were pictures and clips with the post, some tiny blonde being spit-roasted by two big black dudes.”

“They were black? You want—?”

“I’d be just as happy between two white guys, so long as they’re both big and they both abuse me for hours.”

He stared at her with wide eyes.

“I’m sure it’s a common fantasy,” she said, trying to convince him she wasn’t a deranged pervert. “A professional, well-educated woman getting nailed by a couple of working class, blue-collar studs. Especially if they’re both a lot younger.” She grinned. “Don’t you like the idea of me giving myself to a couple of nineteen-year-olds who’ll fuck me all night long?”

“Wouldn’t you prefer a night with a married couple?”

“Huh?”

He nodded in a way that suggested he was making this up as he went along. “You could have the husband’s dick, but also share a bit of Sapphic fun with the wife.”

“Hmm. Maybe we can think about that later, after I’ve been tag-teamed by a couple of Neanderthals.”

Marc sighed and reached over to his bedside lamp. “I guess we should get some sleep.”

“Yeah, okay.” Cheryl settled down under the quilt, wondering if she’d revealed her fantasy a little too early in their adventures. How could having a threesome be any kinkier than sending photos of her face splattered with another guy’s joy-juice?

She smiled to herself in the dark. Maybe she could satisfy both their fantasies at the same time. With two guys, there’d always be someone to hold the camera.

───Ξ───
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5 - A Sweet, Twisted Torture

After Cheryl’s night with her client, Marc spent the following few days avoiding the subject of her going on another playdate. Although he’d enjoyed getting all the details afterwards, her revelation about wanting to be used by two bulls at the same time made him uneasy. He considered it a dangerous escalation: too much too soon. She claimed it was a common fantasy for women. This might be true, but fantasies didn’t always work out in reality.

While she was pottering in the kitchen one evening, he heard her singing Billy Joel’s Uptown Girl. He had no idea if this was an intentional prompt on her part or just a tune she’d heard recently on the radio. Whatever the reason, Marc was uncomfortable with the idea of his classy, uptown wife being pounded hard by one backstreet guy, let alone two of them. He didn’t comment on her singing that particular song, but when they retired to bed that night Cheryl was horny and instigated sex.

As they lay entwined in the afterglow, Marc reflected on their lovemaking. She’d moaned softly as he felt the clench of her orgasm, but there’d been none of the intensity they’d shown during their sex after her playdate.

“Was that okay?” he asked.

She rubbed her head against his chest. “Mm hmm.”

After a few seconds of silence, she raised her head, looking worried. “Why? Didn’t you enjoy it?”

“It was lovely. I just worry that…” He gave a shrug. “You know, maybe sex with your husband is a bit dull after—”

“Don’t be silly.” She kissed his chest then lay her head on him again. “What we do together is more than sex.”

“Yeah, I guess.”

She glanced up into his eyes. “Are you still happy about what happened the other night?”

“Yeah.” He was a little concerned. “Why, are you having regrets?”

“No, not at all. I was just worried because you hadn’t mentioned it since.”

“I didn’t want to keep badgering you for details.”

“I’ve told you everything that happened. There are no more details to give.” She grinned. “Yet.”

He laughed. “Is that your way of saying you’re ready to go on another playdate?”

“From what I’ve read, most women only do it every couple of months or so.”

“Maybe that’s the case once they’re settled into the lifestyle.” He stroked her head, admiring the softness of her hair. “I’d guess that when they were first getting into it, they probably had playdates more often than that.”

“Hmm, maybe. Do you think I should go out again fairly soon, then?”

“Not necessarily. I’m just saying you don’t need to wait a couple of months if you don’t want to.”

“Okay, thanks.”

* * * *

Life got back to normal for a few days. Marc was still reading about other people’s experiences on wife-sharing forums, but neither he nor Cheryl mentioned the subject again until Friday evening. They were in the kitchen preparing dinner and sipping white wine as the Bluetooth speaker played songs from Marc’s phone.

“I’m going out tonight,” she announced.

Marc stopped slicing peppers and looked up at her. “Oh?”

“Hmm.” She flashed him a smile, picked up her glass and took a sip.

“Out where?”

“I don’t know yet. Thought I’d play it by ear. I’ve booked a hotel in Earl’s Court, so I’ll find a cosy bar around there and see what happens.”

“A hotel?”

She nodded.

His heart raced, but he couldn’t tell if it was anxiety or excitement. “I’m not sure I like the idea of you going somewhere like that on your own.”

“I’ll get a taxi to the bar, and hopefully I won’t be on my own when I go back to my hotel.”

“You’ll pick up a guy and take him back to your room?”

She nodded. “I think that’s a safer option than going back to a stranger’s place.”

Marc nodded, but he was still a little uncomfortable. “When will you come home?”

“Tomorrow morning.”

He tried to hide his disappointment, but she must have read his expression.

“I can tell you all about it then,” she said with a smile. “It’s the weekend, so we’ll have all day to discuss the details you enjoy so much.”

Marc nodded and went back to slicing peppers. After dinner, Cheryl went upstairs and Marc cleared up in the kitchen. She came downstairs just a few minutes later, still wearing the jeans and t-shirt she’d put on when she’d first arrived home.

“Is that your outfit?” he asked.

“No, I’ll get showered and changed at the hotel.”

“Do you want me to drive you?”

“It’ll be easier all round if I take the Underground.” She stepped close, kissed his cheek and blew in his ear. “Keep your phone close by.”

Slinging her rucksack over her shoulder, she gave him another smile and left.

Marc topped up his glass and walked into the living room. It was only 7:20, so he knew he had a long evening ahead of him. He flicked on the TV and found a movie on Netflix that he hoped would occupy his mind. An hour into the film, he refilled his glass and checked his phone.

Still nothing from Cheryl.

Twenty-five minutes later, he heard the sound of an incoming text message. He paused the film and snatched up his phone. There were two messages from Cheryl, and before he had a chance to open the first, a third arrived. They were all photos. The first showed a close-up of her face in heavy makeup. Her lashes were thick, she’d applied blusher to her cheeks, and her mouth had the same bright red lip-gloss she’d worn for her date with her client.

The second photo showed her reflection in a full-length mirror. A black, knee-length silk dress clung to her curves. Her black, high-heeled sandals with ankle straps emphasised the tone in her bare, tanned legs. He noticed she’d painted the nails of her fingers and toes in a varnish that matched her lip-gloss. She looked stunning.

The final photo showed her smiling broadly at the mirror as she hitched up her dress to expose a lacy red thong. This picture was captioned Going Hunting.

Marc’s fingers shook as he typed out a reply telling her how sexy she looked. He waited over ten minutes for a response, then eventually restarted the movie and watched it to the end. There were no more texts from Cheryl as he watched the sequel to the first film. By the end of that one, he’d finished the wine and started on beer.

Marc turned the TV off and the living room fell into darkness, the only light now coming through the window from the streetlights. It was a little after eleven. Surely Cheryl would have picked up her bull by now. He wondered if she’d settled for the first guy to make a move on her, or if she’d deflected a few until she found a man she was really attracted to.

His phone beeped on the coffee table. Cheryl’s new photo was of feet and legs walking along a pavement. He recognised her sandals and nail polish. On her left were brown leather shoes and dark trousers.

Marc sat in their darkened living room and stared at his phone, briefly flicking back to look at the photos of her in the black dress from earlier. His chest was tight. Butterflies skittered through his stomach. Eventually he put his mobile back on the coffee table.

Instantly, it buzzed again. Rather than snatching his phone back up, Marc waited to see if more messages would arrive. His back was clammy, the shirt sticking to his skin. After a couple of minutes of silence, the waiting became too much.

She’d now sent a photo of a reflection in the full-length mirror of the hotel room. This one showed Cheryl and her bull standing toe to toe, the guy viewed from behind with Cheryl smiling over his shoulder. He was tall and wide, towering six inches above her even though she was wearing heels. His hands cupped her hips and her arms were around his waist. In one hand she held the phone; the other was pressed flat against the back of his jacket, her wedding and engagement rings twinkling in the light of the flash.

Marc’s cock strained against his trousers. His mouth was dry, but he didn’t bother to get himself another drink. He watched the minutes tick by on the clock of his phone, then two more photos arrived in quick succession.

The first was of Cheryl sitting on the edge of the bed in just the lacy red thong and a matching bra. It had obviously been taken by the guy with her. The second was of her still sitting on the edge of the bed but taken from closer. The guy must have held the phone up by his head and angled it downwards. Cheryl was now looking up into the camera as her hands worked on his belt.

Marc couldn’t believe she’d told the guy that her husband wanted photographs of everything she did. What sort of pervert did that make him seem?

Another picture arrived. Marc's stomach knotted. It was Cheryl—eyes closed, nostrils flared, and a big cock lodged deep in her mouth.

It was several minutes later that a further update, provided by the bull again, showed Cheryl riding him, her hands behind her head. The thong was gone but her red bra was still in place.

Mark breathed fast. At that very moment, his wife was riding another man’s dick. She’d already ridden Gavin’s and 007’s, and now it was somebody else’s turn. Marc expanded the photo and studied it closely. The yellow ring of a condom was visible around the base of the man’s cock.

Only a couple of miles down the road, his beautiful wife was fucking a stranger. Marc gave in to the craving and unfastened his trousers. His cock was already hard and slick with precum, and he smeared the clear, viscous fluid over the tip, then touched his thumb to his lips to taste it.

He closed his eyes and slowly stroked his dick, imagining Cheryl’s moans as she bounced up and down on her bull’s cock. He was sure she’d come quickly. If the guy managed to last long enough, she’d probably come twice.

His phone beeped again. Marc kept pumping as he opened the next photo, showing a close-up of Cheryl’s face. Tendrils of her hair stuck to her cheeks and forehead, and the guy’s cock—sans condom—was back in her mouth.

Marc knew what she was doing. He blamed himself for mentioning his fantasy but pumped his cock ever faster. Even as his phone buzzed yet again, he knew what he would see.  Still, he couldn’t stop staring. Cheryl’s face looked up at him with a half-smile on her lips and a long dollop of cum stretching up the length of her left cheek, over the bridge of her nose and onto her forehead. She’d asked the guy to come on her face.

Marc ejaculated with a grunt.

He pumped his hand faster and another three spurts shot onto his shirt. The remnants oozed out and dribbled down over his thumb and into his pubes.

Breathless, he glanced around the room and through the window. Their house was elevated enough so that nobody passing on the street could see in, but neighbours from the houses opposite might. The room was dark, and all curtains on the other side of the road appeared to be closed. He breathed a sigh of relief, confident that nobody had seen him. Even if they had, he was sure they’d never guess it’d been a picture of his own wife covered in another man’s cum that had inspired his actions.

He expanded the last photo and studied it more closely. Tiny beads of perspiration dotted his wife’s forehead, and there was also a dribble of cum he hadn’t noticed before running down from her lower lip onto her chin. He suspected she’d told the guy she wanted him to come on her face. Then, after his first shot, she’d taken him back into her mouth. Maybe he’d been firing his next shot as she guided him between her lips, or maybe he’d come in her mouth and it’d dribbled out as she bobbed her head and sucked him dry.

Marc’s post-orgasmic come-down brought on doubts.

Why did he feel the need to share his wife with anyone else? She should be at home with him, not in a hotel room with a man she’d known for only a couple of hours. It ought to be his cum running down her beautiful face, not that of some random guy she’d picked up for sex.

He sighed, tucked his cock back into his sticky boxers and went upstairs. He dropped all his clothes into the laundry basket and took a shower. Once clean and dry, he slipped into bed naked and put his phone on charge.

While in the shower, he’d been thinking about the photos. Cheryl must have told the guy that she wanted photographic evidence of her infidelity to satisfy her pervert of a husband. How else could she explain sending photos of them walking to the hotel, groping in her room and fucking on her bed? Not to mention the one with his jizz all over her face!

Although it was a little embarrassing, Marc decided he didn’t really care what the guy thought about him. It’s not like they’d ever meet. The chemicals in his brain were changing back to normal because he was now actively hoping the guy was still in her room. Maybe she’d already sucked him back to hardness and had her legs over his shoulders at that very minute…

As he absentmindedly stroked his thickening cock, Marc’s mind flitted back to their discussion earlier in the week about fantasies. Had Cheryl only fulfilled his so that he couldn’t refuse her wish to have two bulls use her at the same time?

Marc must have dozed because the arrival of another text stirred him from his slumber. The alarm clock read 02:45. He unlocked his phone and clicked on an attachment to her message. The sound of Cheryl’s moans made him jump. He hadn’t realised this one was a video. He sat up and restarted it, now fully awake.

Cheryl was holding her phone at arm’s length, her face closest to the phone and her bum raised in the air behind her. The guy was fucking her hard and she grunted each time he thrust into her. The image shook as he bounced her off the bed, but Marc saw her eyes close and her mouth open as she came. The guy pounded her through the orgasm, and once it had passed, she opened her eyes again and smiled at the camera.

The clip ended, the room eerily quiet after the sound of the video. Marc watched it a second time, noticing the sexy way her eyes had fluttered just before she came. There were so many subtle details he’d never noticed when he was having sex with her.

He was about to replay it again when another videoclip arrived.

This one had obviously been filmed by the guy. It showed Cheryl from behind, kneeling on the bed with her head flat on the mattress and her face hidden. The guy was fucking her slowly, Cheryl moaning in time with each thrust. Then he pulled out and pushed the wet tip of his sheathed cock against the puckered hole of her anus. Marc sat up straighter, his buttocks clenching as if it was his own arse on the screen. The cock pushed forward and Cheryl opened around it as her moans grew louder. The man said something in an American accent, then pulled back slightly and pushed again. His cock sank farther in, and she let out a long, low wail.

As the cock slowly slid in and out of her backside, Marc heard Cheryl’s strained voice say, “Push it in deeper.”

The guy forced his cock all the way in until his balls rested against the lips of her sex.

“Harder,” she rasped. “Fuck me harder.”

He obliged, slamming in and out of her with force for well over a minute. Cheryl grunted and yelped as the image shook violently from his efforts. Suddenly he withdrew, peeled off the condom and sent several thick ropes of cum up over her backside and back.

Marc dropped his phone, kicked the sheet down to his knees and wanked himself as hard as he could. Lightning flashed behind his eyelids, his back arched and he exploded over his stomach.

His heartbeat still thundering in his chest, he eventually opened his eyes. The videoclip had ended and the cooling cum was running down his ribs. He got up and headed for yet another shower.

───Ξ───
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6 - Roughly Reclaimed

Cheryl woke when the hand resting on her tummy slid up and cupped a breast. She opened her eyes and saw Kyle’s dirty-blond hair on the pillow next to her.

“Good morning,” she whispered.

He raised his head and smiled, giving her nipple a gentle tweak. “A good morning to you, too.” He leaned close and kissed her.

“Your breath smells,” she teased.

“Well, your lips taste of cock.”

She laughed and pushed her tongue into his mouth, which he sucked greedily. Within just a few seconds heat bloomed between her legs and she crawled on top of the rangy Texan, her boobs crushed against his chest as they kissed passionately. She rubbed her mound against his cock, pleased to feel him growing hard already.

He pushed her head back to look into her eyes. “You’re one insatiable wildcat, you know that?”

“Get a condom on and I’ll show you how wild I can be.”

He rolled her off and reached over to the pack on the side dresser. “You going to film this one, too?”

“No.” Cheryl watched Kyle place the rubber over the tip of his cock and roll it down the thick shaft. “This time’s just for us.”

“That’s okay with me but sending dirty photos and videos to your other half was a big turn-on.”

“Hmm.” Cheryl pushed him onto his back and cupped his huge balls in her hand. They felt as big as eggs. “I’m trying to show her what she’s missing.”

He raised his eyebrows. “She’s strictly DC?”

“Yep, never even tried running on AC.”

“But she likes to see you getting down and dirty with a real cock?”

“Yeah. I’m trying to convince her to join me in a threesome with a guy.” Since Marc first suggested Cheryl join a married couple for a night of sex, her imagination had taken flight. “I told her I’d like to lick her clit while I watch her take her first ever cock.”

He grinned manically. “While I love your accent, it’s your filthy words that drive me crazy.”

“Oh, is that right?” she said, exaggerating her Scottish burr. She wrapped her fingers around the base of his cock, pointed it upright and positioned herself above it. “Do they drive you crazy enough to fuck me again?”

Kyle placed his hands on her hips and eased her slowly down onto him. They both let out soft groans as he filled her.

“Fuckin’ A,” he mumbled.

Cheryl closed her eyes and clenched around him, enjoying his girth as it stretched her walls. She began to ride him, leaning forward so she could grind her clit against his pubic bone.

“Does my cock get you off quicker than your girlfriend’s strap-on?”

She opened her eyes and saw he was filming her with his phone. He knew this wasn’t part of the deal because she’d explained last night that they could only use her phone. She smiled patiently, took it from him and deleted the video. “I told you,” she said, dropping it onto the pillow next to his head. “This one’s just for us.”

“Maybe I want something to remember you by.”

She held his gaze for a second, considering his request. He’d helped her last night, and she couldn’t really think of a reason why she shouldn’t return the favour. “Okay, but I didn’t include your face in any of my shots, so the same goes for you.”

A broad smile creased his face. “Well honey, I’m from Texas so reverse cowgirl works for me just fine.”

Cheryl lifted herself off him and quickly turned around so she was facing his feet. Reaching down, she slid him back in and started to rotate her hips, stirring the cock around inside her.

Kyle groaned. “Oh baby, that feels so good…”

Cheryl assumed he was giving a running commentary to prove it was really him when he showed the film to his friends. She didn’t care because nobody would ever recognise her. All she cared about was using his cock for her own pleasure, then she’d go home to her husband and use his.

Kyle ran his free hand over her bum. “You have such a fine ass.”

Cheryl wiggled it for the camera, but her focus was on the tightening of muscles that indicated the early stages of another orgasm. She placed her hands on his knees for support and rocked faster. The tingling heat blossomed and spread from her core. Her throat tightened and her breathing became ragged.

“Such a beautiful ass.”

Leaning forward in this position seemed to send his cock deeper. Each down-thrust of her hips sparked a hot stab as his tip poked the roof of her cunt. She was right on the cusp.

“A beautiful tight ass.” Kyle speared her arse with his thumb at the very moment her orgasm broke.

Cheryl screamed and came hard. He stabbed his thumb quickly in and out, and her entire body seemed to melt. A warm wetness drenched her thighs and she glanced down, confused. Another spasm shuddered through her, and more clear liquid erupted from her.

Kyle shouted something but Cheryl was too absorbed in what was happening to her own body to pay any attention until he arched up off the bed and grunted. He was coming and she cupped his soaked balls. Now sure that she’d just squirted for the first time, she squeezed his balls as they jumped and twitched inside his sac.

Cheryl lowered her face to his knees and waited for her heart to stop racing. She heard the beep of his phone as he stopped filming, and felt his thumb slip out of her rear. Gripping the base of the condom to hold it in place, she raised herself off him and glanced down at the sodden mess of the hotel sheet. Embarrassment seeped through her, but Kyle whooped like a kid at the fair.

“Holy fuckity fuck.” Pure glee shone in his eyes. “Darlin’, I ain’t never seen nothin’ like that before.”

She took a breath but wasn’t sure how to respond.

When Kyle stood up, the flooded rubber hung from his cock like a dead fish. He peeled it off, tied a knot and nodded toward the bathroom. “I think we need a shower.”

Once he was in the bathroom, Cheryl stripped the sheet from the bed and dropped it on the floor. Then she quickly packed her dress, shoes and red underwear into her holdall. She waited until he had finished in the bathroom, then showered alone. Once clean, she wrapped a towel around herself and returned to the bedroom.

Kyle was fully dressed and standing by the window. “Is there any chance I can give you my number for when your girlfriend lets you bring her out for a threesome?”

“I don’t think that’s going to happen anytime soon.”

“I’ll be working here for another month.”

She smiled and shook her head. “Sorry.”

“Pity.” He walked across the room and bent to kiss her cheek. “I had a blast.”

“Me too.”

“Are all the girls in Scotland as wild as you are?”

“You’d better believe it, cowboy.”

“Maybe I should fly up there before I head back to Austin.” He gave her a final smile before leaving.

Cheryl leaned against the door and took a deep breath. She’d loved every minute of her night as a slut, and now it was time to go home and be a slut for her husband.

* * * *

By the time Cheryl had dressed, checked out and caught the Underground back to Notting Hill, it was 10:30.

She found Marc sitting in the living room holding his phone. “Hey,” she said, moving closer.

“Hi.”

“Are you okay?” she asked, a little concerned. His expression wasn’t the same as the one that’d welcomed her home after her evening with Ross.

“I’m fine. How was your night?”

She’d hoped the photos and videos would have made him desperate for her. “It was good. What about you? Did you enjoy yourself?”

“Yeah, though probably not as much as your bull did.”

She frowned. “Sorry?” This wasn’t going the way she’d hoped.

“Well, he got to see you in your finest, all dolled up with a cherry on top.” He looked down at her pale blue top, jeans and flat shoes, then up into her eyes. “I get the dressed-down version.”

Cheeky twat. Did he expect her to come home on the Underground in a silk dress and four-inch heels? “I just assumed you’d get me naked as soon as I walked through the door.”

“Is that what you want?”

“No, not now.” Cheryl walked out of the room and went upstairs. Of all the scenarios she’d imagined during her short journey home, Marc acting in this way hadn’t been one of them. Anger boiled in her gut. She’d tried to fulfil his fantasy last night, but he’d thrown his toys out of the pram because she’d dressed sensibly for her journey home.

She let out a sigh and glanced at herself in the mirror of her dressing table. Does he have a point? How would she feel if he’d worn a tux and bow tie for another woman, then expected her to swoon over him in sweatpants and a t-shirt?

Making a decision, she stripped naked and took out last night’s dress and shoes. Once she’d put them on, she applied lip-gloss. She still had mascara on from this morning but didn’t bother adding eyeliner or blusher. Nor did she bother with underwear. She took a deep breath and headed back downstairs.

When she reached the bottom of the stairs, she heard him at the rear of the house. She walked along the hallway and stepped into the kitchen, her heels clacking on the slate floor. Marc looked up and his mouth dropped open.

“Is this better?” she asked.

He looked embarrassed. “I’m sorry if—”

“It’s fine.” She was still angry and hurt, but knew he’d had a point. Time to up the sluttiness. “This is what I wore last night. It took less than ten minutes to find a guy who wanted to fuck me.” She could’ve found a guy to fuck her in the jeans and top she’d had on five minutes ago but didn’t voice that thought as she gestured her outfit. “Is this going to work for me again now, or should I go put on a shorter dress and higher heels?”

“No, that works fine.” He gave a mischievous grin. “Have you got the red thong on?”

Holding his gaze, she slowly inched up her dress to expose her bare sex. “It was too wet to put back on.”

“He made you drip that much, huh?” Finally, the hunger was there in his eyes.

“You could say that.”

Marc moved close and slipped his hands around her waist. “From the photos you sent, I know he got you wet in a few other places.”

“I thought that was what you wanted. Did it turn you on?”

He nodded slowly.

“What did you do when you saw the photo of my face covered in his cum?”

His eyes burned with passion. “I jerked off.”

Cheryl smiled, pleased he’d been honest with her. “I hoped you would.”

“Did you like letting him come on your face?”

“I’d built myself up to doing it, and it felt suitably slutty.”

“You enjoyed being his slut?”

“Mm hmm.”

“And now?”

“Now I want to be your slut.”

He roughly spun her around and bent her over the counter. Before she could say anything, he raised her dress and pushed his fingers—two, possibly three—into her cunt. “So I can do whatever I want?”

“Marc...”

He pulled his fingers out and replaced them with his cock.

Cheryl let out a grunt of surprise. He felt bigger than normal. He was either really turned on, or she was still sore from her night with Kyle. “Oh, God…”

“You like that?” He started to fuck her hard, banging her hips against the edge of the countertop. “You like getting your husband’s cock straight after your bull’s?”

Breathing through clenched teeth, she nodded.

“Did you get his cock again this morning?”

She placed her hands on the edge of the counter and pushed back to meet his thrusts. She wanted it to hurt. “Yeah, I got it again.”

“No photos of that one?”

“No.” In truth, she’d wanted Kyle to send her a copy of the film he’d shot but hadn’t wanted to share her mobile number or email address.

“So what did he do this morning? Where did you get his cum this time?”

It was hard to talk when he was pounding her so hard. “He just… fucked me and came… in the condom.”

“Ah, poor you. No cum to rub into your slutty skin.”

Cheryl blinked, not sure if this was part of the ‘reclaiming husband’ role. But then he pulled out and pushed his cock against her bum hole. “Marc… Ow!” His cock, slick with her juices, plunged inside. It hurt but she was too shocked to do anything except hold her breath.

Marc moved slowly for a few thrusts, then soon picked up the pace. Cheryl closed her eyes and let him use her, though in truth she wasn’t getting the pleasure she’d felt doing the same thing last night.

He leaned forward to whisper in her ear. “I was shocked when you gave him your arse last night.”

Cheryl had decided that it was what she’d wanted and had told Kyle to do it so her ‘girlfriend’ could watch. She’d also instructed him to remove the rubber and come over her. “I’m a slut.”

“Yes you are,” he hissed. “And right at this minute, you’re my slut.” Marc fucked her like this for less than a minute then withdrew, spun her around, and pushed her to her knees.

Cheryl knew immediately what he was going to do. She shook her hair back and looked up into his eyes.

His first shot hit her in the eye, which stung like a bitch. The second hit her forehead and hair. A third splattered onto her cheek. She leaned forward and got her lips around the tip of his cock.

Marc gasped in surprise and tried to push her face off him, but she wrapped her arms around his thighs and held him in place, taking the dick that’d just been up her arse deep into her mouth. He groaned and more cum shot onto her tongue. She swallowed it and bobbed her head, sucking the final drops from him.

His legs were shaking by the time she finally released him from her mouth. He looked aghast. “I didn’t expect you to—”

“Take a picture.”

“What?”

“Take a picture of me with your cum on my face. I want to see it.”

Marc fumbled for his phone, then with shaking hands took three or four photos.

She stood up and stared at him. “Kiss me.”

He opened his mouth but no words came out.

“Don’t you want to taste your own cum?”

He frowned, took a breath and then leaned in to kiss her. Cheryl gripped his head and pulled him close, pushing her tongue into his mouth and smearing the cum from her cheek all over his face.

They kissed passionately for half a minute, then she pulled back and looked into his eyes. “You didn’t make me come.”

“I… I thought—”

“I don’t need you to think, and I don’t need you to talk. I just need you to make me come.” She placed her hands on the countertop and lifted herself up onto it, then hitched up her dress and spread her legs. “So get on your knees and use that tongue of yours to give me what I want.”

Marc stared at her for a brief moment before dropping to the floor and pushing his face between her legs. He began to gently kiss all around her swollen lips.

“I don’t need the full service. You can skip the round and round, and back to front. Just suck my clit and get me off.” She was still angry for the way he’d just used her.

Marc placed his lips around her clit and brushed his tongue gently over and around it. When he looked up at her, Cheryl ran her finger through the cum on her forehead and sucked it into her mouth.

She was ambushed by her orgasm. It hit without warning, and it felt like going from stone-cold sober to falling-down drunk at the flick of a switch. She lost control of her limbs and her head spun. Her clit felt like it was being zapped with a cattle-prod. She pushed his head lower and ground her cunt against his face, smearing her juices all over his cheeks. Then she dug her stiletto heels into his shoulders and pushed him away. Her chest heaved and legs shook as they stared at each other with wide-open eyes.

Cheryl got the impression that he felt as badly as she did about the way they’d just behaved. She slid down off the countertop. “I need a shower.”

“Cheryl—”

“We’ll talk later.” She left the kitchen and went upstairs. She stopped to turn the bath taps on, then went to the bedroom and stripped off her shoes and dress. She returned naked across the landing, aware that Marc was halfway up the stairs. He called her name but she ignored him, closing and locking the door as soon as she was in the steam-filled bathroom.

She had some thinking to do, and some rules to lay down.
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Delores Swallows has many dirty thoughts, and during his free time he writes them down in the form of stories. Born and bred in the northwest of England, he has a commoner’s accent and a bit of a crush on his future queen.

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

Find out more about Delores on his web site, chat on Twitter, or follow his new stories on Amazon. And don’t forget to sign up to his mailing list for a free story.
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A Hotwife’s Christmas Stocking
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Luke and Harriet have a blissful marriage, and their own business is flourishing. Just as he thinks life can’t get any better, their friend’s husband leaves her with two small children. It’s only natural that Harriet wants to help Maisie out. 

As the weeks go by, Luke finds himself babysitting while Harriet takes Maisie out to cheer her up. When Harriet tells him that several men hit on Maisie, giving her confidence a real boost, he starts fantasising about men hitting on his wife. And there’s an added thrill because she always comes home wet and horny. 

Come December, the girls have upgraded from pubs to clubs, and one night, Harriet comes home and reveals Maisie went home with a younger man. When she confesses to letting one guy give her more than just a Christmas kiss, Luke can barely control his lust. 

They’re still coming to terms with Harriet’s minor misdemeanour when it’s time for their Christmas trip to the fjords and northern lights of Norway. Luke’s bought Harriet the sexiest outfit he can find for Christmas Eve in Oslo. 

Surely, among the hundreds of total strangers, they’ll find the perfect gift for her Christmas stocking… 

A Hotwife’s Christmas Stocking is available from Amazon
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Quick Flicks Volume 2
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A collection of five short stories about men getting hot and heavy with strangers, girlfriends and wives—and even with other men’s wives.

College jock Tyler thinks he’s hit paydirt when he manages to take gorgeous MILF Kim back to his place, only to realise he’s nothing more than another notch on her heavily marked bedpost.

A light-hearted conversation between old friends Aiden and Ollie reveals that one of them is deceiving his girlfriend in order to get hotter sex…but she has a little deception of her own.

When Michael is let out of his cage, he certainly makes the most of his opportunity with young and beautiful Tanya.

Scott fulfils the dream of a lifetime by visiting Africa, where he experiences not only the wildlife, but also the wilder side of life.

When the stress of a demanding job and a demanding wife get too much for George, an old ally somehow manages to help him find his way through the pitfalls, despite seemingly trying to point him in all the wrong directions.

Read what’s going-on and who’s getting-off as the action flips from the USA to the UK, and from Africa to Cloud Cuckoo Land.

Quick Flicks Volume Two is available at Amazon. 
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