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		His Inspiration

		

		Matt is a freelance writer who pens ‘geek’ articles for tech magazines and websites. In his spare time he also writes hotwife fiction. His side line may not pay the bills, but it’s a lot more fun than writing about computer software and video games.

		One evening, his wife Danielle goes out with girlfriends. When she gets home she has a tale of her own to tell. At first he assumes it’s exactly that – a tale. However, the evidence suggests otherwise. The combination of gut-punch and arousal he experiences helps him to understand exactly how some of his fictional cuckolded characters must feel.

		When Matt and Danielle discuss her behaviour and his reaction to it, they find themselves embarking on a wild ride that not only mirrors some of his written fiction, it inspires his next book.
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			Chapter One
		

		

		At midnight, Matt wondered how late his wife Danielle would be. He hadn’t minded at first. She was always horny when she got back from her regular get-togethers with her girlfriends, but he was getting tired. He’d finished his article for the computer magazine hours ago and managed to get some fiction down. Writing erotica broke up the monotony of ‘geek-speak’ non-fiction and, frankly, was kind of fun. 

		After pouring himself a nightcap, he flicked on the TV and channel-hopped, eventually settling on an Affleck-Damon movie he hadn’t watched in years.

		Time passed, and he refilled his glass. At a quarter to one, the lights of a car pulling into their drive lit up the curtains. A door slammed. The car reversed out and drove away. Their front door opened and closed, then his wife appeared in the archway. The table lamp in the hall illuminated her hourglass figure from behind, the form-fitting black dress and peep-toed stilettos making her look like a Hollywood star from the fifties.

		“Hi,” she said, walking into the living space.

		He smiled at her, muting the TV. She looked different, but he couldn’t put his finger on why. “How was your evening?”

		“It was really good.” She nodded at his glass in his hand. “What’s that?”

		“Cognac.”

		“Ooh. D’you want a top-up?”

		“No, I’m fine.”

		Danielle went to fix herself a drink, then sat in the armchair opposite his and slowly crossed her legs. “So, how was your night? Were you bashing away on your techy how-to lists or steaming up the room as Lance Strong this evening?”

		Matt grinned. “Bit of both. I submitted my article and did a bit more on my latest story.”

		“And how’s that progressing?”

		He picked up his glass. “The husband’s trying to see what his wife’s up to in the other room.”

		“Ah, another of your voyeuristic tales.”

		He chuckled. “What about your night? How are all the ladies?”

		“They’re fine. It turned out to be a little more than a quiet dinner and catch-up, though.”

		“Yeah, you’re home later than usual.”

		“When we went to a bar for a quick drink after dinner, I met some of our former clients.”

		“From the PR agency?”

		She nodded. “We had a couple of drinks with them and they invited us to a club.”

		“You went clubbing?” Matt couldn’t remember the last time he’d been to a club.

		She laughed and shook her head. “Not all of us. Jenny and Eve have young kids who’ll get them up early in the morning, so only Cara and I went.”

		Matt nodded. Thrice-married redhead Cara had green eyes and a killer body which he’d bestowed upon characters in several of his dirty stories. “Why does that not surprise me?”

		She laughed again and shook her hair back. Matt realised what was different about her; when she’d left the house, her hair had been pinned up.

		“It was Cara who convinced me to go. She liked the idea of being seen out in the company of younger men.”

		“The clients were young?”

		“They were a lot younger than us! Mid-twenties, maybe? Cara said we’d officially moved into cougar territory.”

		Matt didn’t want to appear possessive, though the thought of a cosy foursome made him a little uneasy. He knew how flirtatious Cara could be. There was a reason all her marriages ended in divorce, and it certainly wasn’t anything to do with her looks fading. “So, the four of you—?”

		“Went to the club, yes.” She nodded, then gave a little smile. “Though rather than being a regular club, it was one of those establishments that might feature in your books.”

		His sense of foreboding deepened. “What d’you mean by that?”

		“You know, the sort of place where there’s an undercurrent. All the men at the bar said hello. Everyone seemed to be checking each other out and holding eye contact for a shade longer than was polite.”

		He noticed there was a trace of her lip gloss on her glass, which suggested it’d been re-applied before returning home. A woman who’d eaten dinner and drank all evening shouldn’t still be leaving lipstick stains.

		“What’s more,” she continued, “Cara reckons you would have encouraged me to flirt with all the men who came on to us.”

		“Why would she think that?”

		“She knows what you write.” Danielle leaned forward, raising her knees a little. “She’s convinced that your deepest fantasy is to have a hotwife of your own.”

		“What?” This irked him. Cara knew nothing about him or his fantasies.

		The hint of a smile tugged at the corners of her mouth as she watched him over the rim of her glass. “Is she wrong?”

		“Of course she’s wrong. I write erotic fiction. What part of the word ‘fiction’ doesn’t she understand?”

		Danielle studied him for a few seconds. The room was so quiet he could hear the kitchen clock ticking. “So, when Aaron, the client, asked me to dance, should I have refused?”

		“No, of course not.” He felt foolish for making such a big deal out of her evening. After all, it wasn’t like he had any reason to distrust her.

		“It was a slow dance.” She smiled again, a playfulness in her big brown eyes.

		Matt was sure Cara had put her up to this. He swirled the amber liquid in his glass and decided to play along. “How slow?”

		“Very.” Her voice had become a breathy whisper. “It was actually more of a sensual embrace in time to the bass line.”

		“A sensual embrace?”

		“Hmm. You know, fingers skating lightly across bodies while moving together.”

		Matt’s cock stirred inside his shorts. It’d been a while since she’d teased him like this. “Skating lightly over where, exactly?”

		Her eyes crinkled with amusement. “His sort of skated down my back to my bum, then around my hips and up my ribs...” She licked her lips. “And over the sides of my breasts.”

		He kept his face straight, as if he believed her. “And what about your hands?”

		“I made the most of having a young, fit body to explore.” She laughed at his expression. “You’re not twenty-five anymore, babe, and I suspect Aaron goes to the gym more times in a week than you go in a year.”

		“All bulging shoulders and ripped abs, was he?”

		“Hmm. Not to mention his muscled back and thick triceps.”

		“So, you were admiring his muscles?”

		“It wasn’t just his muscles I was admiring.”

		“Oh?”

		She narrowed her eyes. “I could feel his hard-on pushing against my mound.”

		“Really?”

		She nodded, then leaned forward. “And I pushed back.”

		Matt allowed himself to be carried along with her story. “And where was Cara while you were doing this?”

		“She was dirty-dancing with Aaron’s friend.”

		“I see. And was there any kissing while you were on the dance floor?”

		Danielle gave a little laugh and tilted her head to one side. “What makes you think there was kissing?”

		“Your lip gloss looks freshly applied.”

		“Very good.” She took another sip of brandy. “Cara told me you’d be wise to all the moves a cheating wife would make. She’s read your books, remember?”

		“So, is that an admission to kissing while you danced?”

		She pursed her lips for a second. “Yes and no. While there might’ve been a bit of smooching on the dance floor, that’s not where most of the kissing happened.”

		Something about her confidence and sexuality sent a shiver down his spine. It had been a long time since she’d made him feel this way. “Where did it happen?”

		“There were a couple of chill-out rooms on the upper level.”

		“Chill-out rooms?”

		She nodded. “Big areas full of leather couches and scatter-cushions. The lights and music were more subdued than on the dance floor.”

		Matt had never visited a club like the one she described. He was almost willing to bet Danielle hadn’t, either. “How many people were in there?”

		She shrugged. “Maybe thirty. Most of the couches were occupied.”

		“And you and Aaron sat on a couch?”

		“Mm hmm.”

		“And that’s where the kissing took place.”

		“Well, it started with kissing.” She watched him for a moment. “What are you thinking?”

		He gave a non-committal shrug, reluctant to admit she was turning him on with her tale. “I’m trying to visualise your evening.”

		She licked her lips and held his gaze for a moment, then nodded. “Well, just to help you visualise, we sat on a dark-coloured Chesterfield and snuggled up together, kissing. He wore a white dress shirt and black trousers. He’s a little over six foot, with blue eyes and a sexy smile.”

		Matt watched her face, captivated.

		“After a little while, I felt his hand on my bare knee.” She paused for a beat, and when he didn’t interrupt she continued in a hushed whisper. “The whole experience felt super-erotic. You know, the dancing, the music, the dark room full of canoodling couples.”

		“The much younger man.”

		“Yes, especially that part.”

		“The much younger man who had his hand on your knee.”

		She smiled. “Hmm.”

		“What did you do when he put his hand on your knee?”

		“I didn’t stop him. I may have even parted my legs a little when his hand moved higher.”

		Matt’s chest was so tight his breathing produced little wheezing noises. “And then?”

		“I think he was surprised by how wet I was. His eyes widened when his fingers brushed the soaked fabric of my panties.”

		“Did either of you say anything?”

		“No, but we were watching each other’s expressions.”

		“And what was your expression like when you felt his fingers touch your panties?”

		“I’m not sure, but when his finger slipped past my panties and inside me, I closed my eyes and let out a long sigh.”

		“Did you touch him?”

		“I gripped his cock through his trousers. It was rock hard.” She raised her eyebrows slightly. “Like yours used to get when we were first seeing each other.”

		Cheeky bitch! “I still get hard.”

		“Not like you did back then. You were a barrel of testosterone waiting to explode, and that’s what he felt like.” She gave him a conciliatory smile. “I know you still get hard, but you’re no spring chicken.”

		Matt gave a mock-scowl. Maybe it was Cara’s idea to emphasise the younger man’s virility in this story. “And where was Cara when all this was happening?”

		“With his friend on the other side of the chill-out room.”

		“And were they groping each other?”

		Danielle shrugged. “I was far too busy enjoying myself to be rubbernecking.”

		“Did he make you come?”

		She blinked, as if surprised by the question. “Is that my husband Matt asking the question, or his alter-ego Lance?”

		“Does your answer depend on who’s asking?”

		“Perhaps.”

		“So if it’s your husband asking?”

		“Yes darling. I’m so sorry, but I got carried away in the heat of the moment.” She placed the back of her hand against her forehead in a show of deep remorse. “I never imagined it’d go so far, but once his fingers slid inside me, I couldn’t find the willpower to stop.”

		“And if it’s Lance Strong asking the question?”

		She put down her empty glass and slowly crawled across the rug. Once she was kneeling between his feet, she placed her hands on his knees and leaned close so their noses were only inches apart. “I’d reveal that while Aaron’s fingers had been pressing against my G-spot, he ran his thumb over my clit and I came so hard I saw stars.”

		Before Matt could respond, Danielle ran her hand up his leg and pressed the bulge of his crotch.

		She smiled. “Cara said it’d turn you on.”

		“What?”

		“She knew you’d get hard if I told you about what’d happened. She also told me that when I admitted what I’d done next, you’d demand the same.”

		There was a coldness in his stomach, but a fire raged lower down. This tale was pushing a lot of his buttons. “Why? What did you do next?”

		The flicker of another smile showed in her eyes, then the tiny point of her tongue appeared between her shiny lips as she undid the buttons of his jeans. “After I’d come, I slid off the couch and unfastened his trousers, just like this.”

		Matt struggled to keep his breathing steady as her cool fingers slipped inside his shorts and squeezed his cock.

		As she released it, she looked down and smiled. “His cock was hard as this, maybe even harder.” She looked up into his eyes. “It was probably a little longer, and definitely thicker.”

		He nodded knowingly, sure this detail had also been Cara’s idea. “And how did Aaron feel about having his cock out in a roomful of people?”

		“I don’t think he cared.” She shrugged. “Besides, most of the other couples had lost some of their clothes by then.”

		He swallowed, enthralled despite himself by the image of his wife in a sex club with a young, well-hung stud. “What did you do?”

		“Can’t you guess?”

		He stared into her eyes but couldn’t find his voice. Danielle lowered her head and took his cock between her cherry-red lips. Closing his eyes, he let out a long exhale and revelled in the warm, wet heaven of her mouth. She slowly bobbed her head, the softness of her lips and warm caress of her tongue making him groan.

		Danielle angled her head so that she could look into his eyes while she sucked him. As he slipped his fingers into her hair, she took him deeper so his tip probed the tight channel of her throat.

		Though he was reluctant for her to stop pleasuring him, part of his brain wanted her to keep talking. “So, did you return the favour and make him come?”

		Keeping her eyes fixed on his, she continued to slide her head back and forth on his cock a moment longer before releasing him. A thin strand of precum stretched from the tip of his cock to her lower lip.

		“No,” she said with a slight shake of the head, which snapped the strand. “I wanted to give him more than a blowjob.”

		Matt’s throat constricted so his words came out as a hoarse whisper. “What did you give him?”

		She gracefully got to her feet. “First, I stood in front of him, exactly like this.” She gestured from shoulders to floor, drawing his eyes to her stunning outfit.

		He ran his eyes down her perfect figure, toned legs and sexy shoes.

		“Then I reached up my dress and slipped off my panties, like so.” The silky red thong slipped to her feet and she stepped out of it. She took a step closer, placing her feet either side of his. “Then I hitched up my dress.” She inched the material upwards, exposing more of her thighs.

		As the hemline reached her waist, Matt stared at her exposed pussy. A cold chill settled in his stomach. Her labia were slick and engorged, which could have just been arousal from their conversation. But the thick glob of creamy-white oozing from her sex and clinging to her inner thigh was definitely not.

		He could no longer pretend this was just a sexy story. Another man’s cum was seeping out of his wife’s pussy. His eyes snapped up to her face.

		She gave him a satisfied smile. “Maybe now you’ll be able to truly capture a cuckold’s conflicted emotions when the hotwife returns from her playdate.”

		His pulse raged in his ears. “I thought this was all...” He glanced down at her exposed sex again and shook his head. “I thought it was something you and Cara had made up to tease me with.”

		“Does it matter what it is?”

		“What?”

		“Does it matter if I made up a story or fucked a relative stranger?”

		“Of course it fucking matters.”

		“Your cock says otherwise.”

		He looked down. His erection was harder than ever, the tip an angry purple coated with precum.

		Danielle pushed her hips forward slightly. “Your hard-on suggests you don’t actually care that another cock’s been in my pussy earlier. You just need to put yours in there and fuck me.” She lowered her voice. “You need to take me back and flush out all his cum.”

		He glared up at her for a moment, then dragged her down onto his lap, feeding his cock into her well-juiced hole. She groaned, rocking her hips. The other man’s cum dribbled like hot lava down Matt’s shaft and onto his balls.

		She looked into his eyes. “How are you enjoying your first taste of sloppy seconds?”

		His body ached with pent-up emotions. Digging his fingers into her hips, he bounced her roughly up and down on his cock.

		Entwining her fingers in his hair, she placed her lips next to his ear. “You’re going to have to push deeper than that if you want to flush out what Aaron left in there.”

		He bucked his body up and down beneath her for a few moments, then pushed her off him. Standing up, he manhandled her to her knees and bent her over the chair he’d just vacated. Then he dropped to his knees behind her and forced her legs wide.

		She looked over her shoulder at him. “Don’t be gentle when you reclaim me.”

		Matt held his cock and scraped the tip through the mess he’d forced out of her, smearing it all around the opening of her cheating, run-through cunt. Then he plunged back inside and fucked her harder than he’d ever fucked anyone in his life.

		She clawed at the cushions and screamed as she came. He exploded inside her, pulling her back to meet his thrusts as spurt after spurt left his body and relieved the tautness of his muscles. Eventually, he eased out and sank back down onto his haunches. A fresh batch of pearly-white cream oozed out of his wife’s pussy. He couldn’t think. His mind was too numb.

		Danielle sat down on the floor and turned to look at him. “Are you angry?”

		“Of course I’m angry. You cheated. You’ve broken our wedding vows.”

		“You haven’t fucked me like that in years.”

		He blinked, surprised at her words. “That’s not—”

		“Yes it is.”

		“So are you saying it’s my fault you fucked somebody else?”

		“No, it was my decision. But I only did it to get fucked hard.”

		“By him?”

		She smiled. “I didn’t care how he fucked me. I only used him to get that reaction from you.”

		“So it wasn’t a case of you being ‘carried away in the moment’?”

		“No. It was a planned encounter to turn my husband on. To give him the sort of sex he writes about.” She reached up and stroked his face. “The sort of sex he fantasises about.”

		“Do you think just because I write hotwife books, I have some deep desire to be cuckolded?”

		“Maybe.” Her smile disappeared. “Will you be honest with me?”

		He nodded.

		“Now you know what I’ve done, would you have preferred it’d just been a story?”

		He chewed his lip as images of his beautiful wife riding a young stud flickered through his brain. “I’m not sure.”

		She nodded. “Well, I’m more than happy to be the inspiration for your next book.” She leaned close and kissed him gently on the lips. “I’ll go back to the club then come home and tell you all about it.”

		Matt’s heart crashed in his chest, but he couldn’t think of a response.

		“And while you’re mulling that over,” she whispered, “I’m going to go upstairs and get undressed.” Danielle glanced down at his crotch and smiled. “And I know that by the time you join me in bed, you’ll be hard enough to fuck me again.”

		───Ξ───

		

	
		
			Chapter Two
		

		

		Matt woke at around five-thirty as he did every morning, no matter how late he’d stayed up the night before. Danielle slept soundly beside him. The calm silence of the bedroom contrasted starkly with the chaos raging inside his head. He’d endured a restless night. Conflicting emotions had plagued his final minutes before sleep, only to be replaced by lurid dreams filled with images of his wife and a series of faceless men.

		He contemplated his new reality. His wife had cuckolded him, and his response had been to fuck her. First in the living room and again in their bed. Lying in the pre-dawn darkness, he didn’t know whether to laugh or cry.

		Danielle had slept naked. He placed his own pillow alongside her hips and rolled her onto her tummy. She mumbled, barely stirring from her contented slumber. He caressed her perfect, raised backside, then trailed his fingers lower. She moaned as he stroked the folds of her sex, still slick and puffy from the three fuckings and three loads she’d taken hours earlier. He climbed between her legs, pushing them a little wider on the cotton sheets, then stabbed his raging cock into the molten furnace of her cheating cunt.

		Danielle yelped and arched up. “What the—?”

		“Are you awake?” he asked, casually.

		“Jesus, Matt... Ow!”

		He nuzzled her ear and pushed deeper. “I couldn’t sleep.”

		She let out a breath, then raised her backside to meet his thrusts. “So I see.”

		He dragged her hair aside so he could see her profile. Her eyes were closed and her lips slightly parted. “I just found out my wife’s a slut.”

		“You found that out last night.” She smiled but didn’t open her eyes. “And the fact you’re fucking her for a third time since then should tell you something.”

		He reached his hand under her body and groped her breast, pinching the nipple. “It tells me she’s easy, because this is her fourth time.”

		“Stop talking and rub my clit, otherwise you’ll come and I won’t.”

		“Maybe I don’t care if you come or not.”

		She opened her eyes. “We both know that’s not true. Me coming is what turns us both on, remember?”

		Matt kept tweaking and tugging at her nipple with one hand, then pushed his other hand between her body and the pillow. He placed a finger on either side of the swollen nub and felt his slick shaft brushing against his tips as it slid in and out of her channel. He fucked her harder, the momentum of his thrusts moving her clit between his knuckles.

		Danielle let out a breathy sigh. “Oh fuck...”

		He thrust harder. She started to move with him, moaning and sobbing until her breathing caught in her throat. The clench of her orgasm prompted his own. He pushed deep and emptied into her. They groaned and writhed together for a good minute or more before he pulled out and collapsed on his own side of the bed.

		Danielle snuggled close and looked up into his eyes. “So, how do you feel about it now?”

		“Well,” he said, his author-brain clawing around desperately to find the right words, “I guess I can’t deny that on a primal level—”

		“Primal level?”

		“You know, my very basic feelings. The deep-down, gut instinct of a man who—”

		“Don’t dress it up with psycho-babble. It turned you on so much that you fucked me twice before you fell asleep, then again as soon as you woke up.”

		He blinked, impressed by the clarity with which she saw things. “That’s another way of—”

		“We’ve loved each other for half our lives. I probably fell in love with you before our third date, and I definitely loved you before we ever had sex.”

		He smiled. “Really?”

		“Yes. But what happened last night has taken that love to another level. It’s not primal or basic, it’s something stronger. Deeper.” She sat up and gripped his hands, looking deep into his eyes. “Last night I gave myself to another man because I was sure it’d turn you on.”

		“You did it for me?”

		“I did it for us. And from the way my body’s tingling all over right now, I’d say it worked.”

		He gave a shrug.

		“Are you glad I did it?”

		He paused. “I’m not sure I have the answer to that just yet.”

		“Well, here’s another one you might need to think about.” She leaned close until their noses were touching. “Do you want me to do it again?”

		Before he could answer, she got out of bed and headed for the bathroom. A moment later, he heard the taps running.

		While Danielle had a soak, Matt showered in the en-suite, then headed downstairs. He made himself a coffee and took it through to the living room. A strong smell of sex permeated his senses. Fifteen minutes later, when he heard the bath draining, he returned to the kitchen and made two fresh cups. Danielle came in wearing her dressing gown, her hair wet and tousled.

		She gave him a smile as he passed her the coffee. “Cara sent a text to ask how you took my news.”

		A coldness settled in his stomach. As sexy as the redhead was, he’d rather Cara wasn’t privy to what he and Danielle were discussing. He tried to keep his voice neutral. “And what did you tell her?”

		“I haven’t replied yet.” She sat at the kitchen table. “What should I tell her?”

		“Tell her to mind her own fucking business.”

		“Don’t be mean.” There was a playfulness in her eyes that made him smile, despite himself.

		He sighed. “I just don’t see why she has to stick her nose—”

		“She’s my friend, and I’d like to keep her involved.” Danielle sat forward. “On top of that, she played an integral part in what happened last night.”

		“I’m just saying, I don’t consider her to be a good role model for a couple dabbling with something that could potentially ruin their marriage.”

		She frowned. “Could it ruin our marriage?”

		“You fucked somebody else, with her encouragement. For most normal couples, that would definitely spell the end.”

		“But we’re not a normal couple. We’re uninhibited thrill-seekers, and you’re Lance Strong.”

		He paused. Was he Lance Strong? Could he accept what happened as nothing more than a bit of harmless fun? The husbands he wrote about always learned to see sex between their beautiful wives and a complete stranger as nothing more than foreplay. The real sex in his books happened when the husband reclaimed his hotwife. Just like he’d done last night.

		He remembered his reaction to seeing another man’s semen dripping from his wife’s sex. It was as if he’d been simultaneously punched and electrocuted. The shock, the hurt, the utter disbelief. And yet there’d been something deeper, an underlying excitement that—

		“Matt?”

		He blinked and exhaled. “Sorry?”

		“Please tell me last night won’t ruin our marriage.”

		“It won’t, and you know it.”

		She seemed to relax a little. “So, what are we going to do?”

		“Have breakfast, then maybe we can talk some more about what should happen next.”

		“What should I tell Cara about your reaction?”

		“Oh, tell her whatever you want.” He walked to the fridge. “She’ll probably keep pestering until you tell her, anyway. Do you fancy an omelette?”

		“Ooh, yes please.” She took her phone into the living room.

		Matt took out eggs, mushrooms, tomatoes and cheese. He sliced the mushrooms, halved the cherry tomatoes and put them to fry in a little oil. Then he grated some cheese and beat six eggs.

		She walked up behind him and slipped her arms around his waist. “Cara’s impressed with your stamina.”

		“You told her I managed it three times?”

		“I think ‘managed’ would have done you an injustice. I told her you ravished me like a man possessed, reclaiming me three times.”

		Matt pushed back against her soft body, and another ripple of desire flickered through him. “I need to get...” He pointed down to the pan drawer.

		She stepped back. He got what he needed, added a knob of butter and turned on the hob. She busied herself getting out cutlery and plates, then poured two glasses of orange juice. He gave her the first omelette, then made his own.

		Once they were both seated at the table, she pressed her foot against his. “Thanks for breakfast.”

		“You’re welcome.”

		As they ate, her phone chirped and she took it out of her dressing gown pocket.

		Matt watched her face as she read the text. “I presume it’s Cara again.”

		She nodded.

		“And?”

		She closed down her phone then looked up at him. “It doesn’t matter.”

		“Has she suggested the two of you go out again?”

		Her shocked expression was all the answer he needed. He resumed eating his breakfast.

		“What do you think about me going out again?” Danielle eventually asked.

		“Back to the same club?”

		“Cara didn’t mention the club, just that we could go out.”

		“Is that what you want?”

		She held his gaze for a moment, then shrugged. “Is it what you want?”

		“It might be too soon for me to want it.” He smiled. “You’ll just have to make do with me accepting it.”

		Matt put their plates in the dishwasher and tidied the kitchen while Danielle got ready for work. When she came back downstairs, she’d dried her hair, applied makeup and dressed in a black trouser suit with cream blouse.

		She stepped close and kissed his cheek. “What are you working on today?”

		“I need to read up on a new VR headset for an article that’s due next week.”

		“Okay. Maybe if you have any free time, you could also think about your new Lance story.”

		“I haven’t finished the current one.”

		“In that case, finish that one while you’re thinking about the one you’re going to write next.”

		“What’s my new story about?”

		She narrowed her eyes. “It’s about a man who’s denied his darkest desires for a long time. Then one night his wife comes home with another man’s cum inside her, and he realises he’s going to get every single one of those dark desires fulfilled.”

		

		* * * *

		

		Matt spent the first two hours of his working day doing numerous internet searches on the VR headset he’d been commissioned to write about, saving all the hits into a file on his laptop. He made himself another coffee, then decided to have a quick look at the erotica story he was currently working on.

		It was the tale of a couple in the lifestyle who had family to stay. When the hotwife gets drunk and starts to flirt with her sister’s husband, there’s a heated exchange between the women. Matt’s plan had been to let the sisters have a discussion where one turns the other on to the idea of opening up her marriage, only for the sister then to seduce the hotwife’s husband.

		The plot felt flawed and maybe a little too contrived for him to make it work, even though things like this happened in real life all too often. He also knew that some publishers wouldn’t accept sex between in-laws, even though there was no blood connection. Danielle’s suggestion to start a new book seemed more attractive than trying to rescue this one. Could he open his new story with a scene where the wife returns home from a night out with girlfriends, only to reveal she’d had sex with another man?

		Matt thought about possible titles, then remembered Danielle saying she was happy to be the inspiration for his next book. After opening a new Word document, and before typing a single word, he saved it into his WIP folder as His Inspiration _ First Draft.

		He often found it difficult to name his characters, but not this time. He named the wife Diana, her scheming friend Claire, and the husband Mike. Then, with very little effort, he wrote the opening chapter. The words flowed more freely than they had for some time. On reaching the part where Mike realised Diana wasn’t making up a story, that she’d actually had sex with another man, he hesitated. Remembering his own feelings, he doubted he’d ever be able to fully capture them in words.

		But he was determined to try.

		He spent over fifteen minutes writing, reading and re-writing the same single paragraph. It was impossible to fully capture that simultaneous gut-punch-and-arousal combination.

		Matt didn’t understand human physiology well enough to describe his body’s reaction. He knew hormones were involved, one of which was definitely adrenalin. His heart had raced and his legs had trembled. Maybe a more knowledgeable writer could have described the contraction of smooth muscle on his airways that had made it hard to breathe, or rationalised why the increase in blood pressure had resulted in the most powerful erection he could remember.

		So instead of trying to theorise what had driven his reaction, Matt simply described it. As soon as Mike had seen the cum oozing from Diana’s cunt, he’d felt an overwhelming need to reclaim something over which he’d assumed he had the exclusive rights. Mike’s desire bordered on anger, translating directly into the way he fucked her. Mike chewed Diana’s nipples and pulled her hair. She retaliated by scratching his back and whispering what a slut she’d been for Adam, the random guy she’d met in the club. Matt ended the scene with Mike shooting his own cream into his wife’s already-soiled hole.

		He saved the file, then checked his watch. He’d spent ninety minutes reliving his previous evening, and he could feel the dampness in his shorts. Writing it had turned him on. He knew if Danielle were there now, he’d want sex again. He walked over to the window and looked out at the garden. The sky was overcast, though no rain was falling. He decided to take a walk before continuing his research on the VR headset.

		He found a pair of shoes, grabbed his coat and left the house for the bridle path he usually followed whenever he needed to clear his head or formulate ideas for a plot. He’d often thought about getting a dog. He worked from home, so they’d be company for each other during the day. The more he thought about it, the more he liked the idea, though he didn’t want a puppy who’d need to be house-trained. Maybe if Danielle didn’t veto the plan, they could visit an animal rescue centre.

		Matt worked on his VR article until late afternoon, then started to make dinner for when Danielle got home. She arrived a little after five-thirty and they made small talk about her day. When she asked about his day, he told her a little about the VR headset article and admitted he’d gone for a walk.

		“Did you do any work on your current Lance story?” she asked.

		“I was struggling with it so decided to shelve it for a while. Maybe I’ll go back to it sometime in the future.”

		She smiled. “So what are you going to write next?”

		“Well, I quite liked your idea.”

		Her smile broadened. “Have you thought of a title?”

		“My Whore Slut Bitch Wife.”

		She gasped, her eyes and mouth wide.

		“I’m joking. Some publishers wouldn’t let me use that.” He chuckled. “I thought I’d call it His Inspiration.”

		“Ooh, I like that.”

		“You do?”

		“Hmm. And I’ll be more than happy to help with the process.”

		“Oh?” She’d proofread a couple of his earlier stories, but that had been years ago. “How are you going to do that?”

		“I’m going to give you something to write about.” She smiled. “Cara and I are going out on Friday night.”

		───Ξ───

		

	
		
			Chapter Three
		

		

		Matt sat on their bed, watching his wife get dressed for her night out. Although they’d been together for over twenty years, he never tired of seeing her body. She’d showered and dried her hair, which was temporarily pinned back while she applied makeup.

		Working on her eyes, she glanced at his reflection in the dressing table mirror. “Are you going to write more of your story while I’m out?”

		“I won’t know what to write until you get home and tell me about your evening.”

		“Hmm.” She looked at her own reflection and blinked. “Maybe you could write about all the things that might be happening. Surely that’s what all cucks do while their hotwives are out on a date?” Her eyes found his again via the mirror. “Isn’t it the anticipation that gives the biggest thrill? Wondering exactly what her bull is doing to her?”

		He forced a smile. “I wouldn’t know.”

		He watched in silence for a couple of minutes as she applied blusher and dark red lip gloss, fitted a pair of silver earrings, and finally let down her hair. She walked to her chest of drawers, took out a dark blue lacy bra and matching panties, and slipped her robe off. He stared at her naked, curvaceous body and felt his pulse race.

		Danielle watched his face as she slipped on her panties, then smiled as she put her bra on. “What are you thinking?”

		He shrugged, too embarrassed to admit he was trying to imagine who would be taking the garments off.

		“I don’t think we should have secrets, Matt.”

		“I was trying to picture your next guy’s face when he realises you’re going to fuck him.”

		She smiled. “His face won’t be important.”

		He scoffed. “No, I guess it’s all about his cock.”

		“That’s not what I meant. Neither his face nor his cock are important, and ultimately, neither is he. He’s just there to give us something to think about while you reclaim me.”

		“Isn’t that a little callous on your part?”

		She shrugged. “He won’t care how important he is. All he’ll care about is how good it feels to use my body, and how good it feels when I use his.”

		She took a black knee-length dress from her wardrobe, stepped into it and turned so Matt could reach up to fasten the zip. Then she put on a pair of black patent leather heels and turned slowly around in front of the full-length mirror on the inside of her wardrobe door.

		Matt loved the way the dress clung to her curves. “You look fabulous,” he whispered.

		“Thank you.” She walked to her dressing table, sprayed perfume on either side of her neck and onto the inside of her left wrist. “I want you to write about what you’re imagining me doing,” she said as she rubbed her wrists together. “Think up all the dirty things I might be doing with a complete stranger, then when I get home you’ll find out if I was as adventurous as your imagination.”

		“I have a filthy imagination.”

		“I know.” She grinned. “But you also have a filthy wife.”

		She dropped her lipstick into a small black clutch bag and went downstairs. Matt followed and watched as she transferred her phone and bank card from her work handbag to the clutch. “Cara said the Uber would be here before eight.”

		He checked his watch. He only had a few more minutes with his wife. Unless he asked her not to go, by the time she returned, she’d have been intimate with somebody else. His mind battled a jumble of emotions he doubted he’d ever be able to capture in his books.

		

		* * * *

		

		Matt tried to watch a programme he’d recorded earlier in the week but knew within minutes that he’d never be able to concentrate. He muted the TV, picked up his laptop and opened up his latest WIP folder.

		In the first chapter, he’d described how Diana and Claire had gone out for dinner and ended up accompanying two younger men to a sex club. When Diana returned with a tale to confess, husband Mike had been hurt yet thrilled. Although he suspected it had all been Claire’s idea and a little part of him hated her for it, gratitude was taking over. Mike and Diana’s sex life had been given a huge boost.

		Matt was ready to write the second chapter.

		When the two women go out this time, Mike knows Diana intends to pick up a guy for casual sex. She wants a stranger to use her body because it’ll provoke her husband into fucking her brains out when she gets home. But where will the women go?

		Matt started typing with only a vague idea of what he was going to write.

		Images of a scene filled his head. The women were in a small bar. It was crowded, people standing shoulder to shoulder as they laughed and talked in small clusters. Everyone was smartly dressed, the men in suits and ties, the women in elegant gowns and high heels. Pretty waitresses with trays moved among the clientele, collecting empty glasses and offering refills. It wasn’t a public bar: this was a place for selected guests only. Beyond the door in the far wall was a darkened corridor leading to a series of playrooms. Every playroom differed in its furnishings and decor. Some contained huge beds big enough for several people, while others had only a leather couch or armchair.

		All the rooms provided hardbacked chairs for observers.

		As Diana chatted with Claire, she became aware of a guy staring at them. As soon as she made eye contact, he came over to join them and introduced himself as Ben. He was tall, at least six-four, with a broad chest and a flat stomach. His suit looked expensive and had obviously been made to measure. He was about forty, and had a self-confidence that Diana found very attractive.

		Matt sat back and read what he’d written so far. He scratched his chin, then decided to get himself a beer. In his head, he knew where he wanted the scene to go—Claire would meet another man and Ben would take Diana to a playroom—but he wasn’t sure how to get to that point. He returned to his chair, put the bottle on a side table and picked up his laptop.

		Diana could tell from Claire’s flirtatious body language that she fancied Ben. He, however, seemed to be only interested in Diana. Clearly sensing the mutual, instant connection, Claire conceded, withdrawing from the arena by pretending she needed the bathroom.

		Once Ben and Diana were alone, their conversation heated up pretty quickly. Claire’s departure acted like a catalyst and the chemistry between them was spontaneous and exothermic.

		Matt took a sip of beer as he tried to think up amusing innuendo-filled lines for their ensuing conversation.

		He needed Ben to be funny and charming but, as always in his Lance stories, he wanted the female character to be sassy enough to deliver the best lines. Ben told Diana how much he liked her dress, though he’d prefer to see it draped over a chair in one of the playrooms. Diana assured him that once she removed the dress, he wouldn’t even notice where it was hung.

		The words on his screen blurred as his mind came back to reality. Diana may have found the next guy to have sex with, but had Danielle gotten that far yet? Was she already chatting to a would-be suitor, delivering her own sassy lines? He glanced at his watch: it was just after nine-thirty. Probably too early for anything to have happened yet, but he felt sure his wife and Cara would be getting plenty of male attention. Trying to decide exactly what sort of attention he wanted her to get still troubled him.

		He decided to go back to work on his story, writing a three-quarter-page conversation where the back-and-forth between Diana and Ben escalated to such a level it left her, the POV-character for this chapter, with a racing heart and sopping panties. She suggested they make their way to a playroom.

		Avoiding an exact replay of Danielle’s club encounter on a leather couch, he opted for Diana and Ben using a playroom with a bed.

		As he tried to describe Diana’s reactions to her initial contact with Ben—their first kiss, the feel of his hands caressing her through the dress, her anticipation as she slid her hands beneath his jacket and explored his muscular torso—he knew it was useless. His mind kept falling out of the scene and turning to what Danielle could be doing. This story might be inspired by his wife’s encounters, but there was no way he could write it when she was actually out on a date. It was impossible to stay focused.

		Matt read through what he’d written so far, corrected a typo and re-phrased a couple of sentences. He now knew what he wanted to happen—they’d end up having sex in front of several onlookers. Another dirty thought occurred to him. He smiled to himself. While Diane and Ben fucked, one of the observers starts jacking off and Diana suggests he uses her mouth rather than his own hand.

		Matt set his laptop down and drained his bottle. Now that he knew where the chapter was heading, he could relax and turn his thoughts to Danielle. He went to the kitchen for another beer, then checked his watch again. It was now approaching eleven. If anything was going to happen tonight, surely she’d have hooked up with the guy by now.

		His eyes turned to the muted TV, but he paid it very little attention. Once his latest beer was finished, he decided to treat himself to a brandy. Again his mind wandered off to what his wife might be getting up to. Would she be going back to a guy’s place, visiting another sex club, or having sex in a semi-public place? Would his wife let a guy fuck her in the back of a car or in a bar’s back room?

		When he focused on the TV again, he realised a different movie had started.

		The sound of Danielle’s key in the door brought him out of his reverie. He was shocked to see it was past midnight. The glass in his hand was empty, so he put it down and looked towards the archway to the hall.

		Danielle walked in. Her hair was mussed, her lip gloss smudged. She stopped just inside the room and stared at him, her expression serious. After getting up from his chair, he walked over to stand in front of her. The smell of her perfume and alcohol filled his senses. He tried to discern a man’s cologne or the smell of sex, but couldn’t.

		Danielle licked her lips, a half-smile crinkling the corners of her eyes. “Honey, I’m home.”

		He smiled at her greeting. “How was your evening?”

		“Fun, but I’m hoping it’s about to get better.” She chewed her lower lip for an instant, then raised her eyebrows. “How’s my story coming along?”

		“You’re going to get spit-roasted.”

		“Ooh, I like the sound of that.”

		Matt reached up and twisted her nipple, making her jump. “Did you get spit-roasted tonight?”

		She held his gaze for a moment, then looked down at his body. “Did you jerk off?”

		“No.”

		“Good. I’ll tell you about my evening after you’ve reclaimed me.”

		Her words brought his hands up to her breasts, and he groped them roughly. She smiled and ran her hand over his crotch. He stiffened in a matter of seconds. Matt spun her around to face the wall. Pressing his body against hers, he pushed his erection against her arse while reaching round and mauling her breasts. He nuzzled the nape of her neck, making her moan.

		“Where did you go?” he whispered, thrusting his hips and dry humping her arse.

		“A bar in the West End.”

		“Describe him,” he said, tugging gently at her nipples through the material.

		“Tall and dark.”

		He let go of her breasts and dropped to his knees. After placing his hands on the outside of her thighs, he inched up the hem of her dress to expose more of her legs, then the cheeks of her arse. “How old was he?”

		Danielle was breathing heavily. “Our age, or maybe a little younger.”

		Matt leaned in and nibbled her bum cheek, then slipped two fingers past the gusset of her panties and inside her drenched channel.

		Danielle moaned, clenching tight around his fingers.

		He finger-fucked her while gnawing gently on her bum cheeks. As he pulled his fingers out, he checked them for the telltale sign of another man’s cum. It wasn’t there. He inhaled and could only smell her musk. He slipped his fingers into the waistband of her panties and pulled them down. Then he spun her around and pressed her back against the wall. Looking up into her eyes, he leaned in and took her clit between his lips. As he sucked gently on it, he pushed three fingers back into her cunt and banged her hard.

		Danielle yelped, gripped him by the hair, and humped his face. She screamed as she came, then pushed him away, her legs shaking.

		Matt stood and reached behind to unzip her dress. With a shimmy of her shoulders, it slid down to her feet. He unclipped her bra and stared down at her body—perfect but clean. He led her over to stand behind the armchair and pulled her close for a kiss.

		“Are you going to get undressed?” she asked.

		“No. I’m just going to get my dick out and fuck you.”

		“Sounds good to me.”

		“But I have questions about your evening.”

		She smiled. “Can you ask them while your dick’s inside me?”

		“Oh yeah.” He pushed her forwards until she was bent over the back of the chair, then released his cock and plunged in balls-deep with a single thrust.

		Danielle groaned and lifted her head back.

		“You like that?” he asked, fucking her roughly.

		She nodded. “I like cock.”

		“Hmm.” He raked his fingers down her back. “So, I made some observations. Can we discuss your evening now?”

		Danielle didn’t bother answering. She was pushing herself back to meet his thrusts.

		“I guess the first thing I noticed was the absence of cum in your pussy.”

		She wiggled her hips from side to side. “I’m hoping you’re going to fix that for me soon.”

		“Yeah, I might. I wondered if you’d practised safe sex, but there’s no smell of a condom, either.” He ran his hands down her back and reached around to stroke the sides of her boobs. “Then I thought maybe he pulled out and shot it over your tits, but they’re clean, too.”

		She grunted each time he bottomed out.

		“My next thought...” Matt said, covering his thumb with spit and positioning it at her taut rosebud. “Was that you took him here.” He stabbed his thumb up her arse.

		Danielle screamed and arched her back, then he felt the clench of her orgasm. He banged her hard as she rode it out, then he pulled out, straightened her up and spun her round.

		“But your arse wasn’t stretched out,” he said, “so I know he didn’t come up there.”

		Her eyes were only half-open and looked unfocused. She stared at him with a confused expression.

		“So that only leaves one other possibility.”

		She frowned. “Does it?”

		He nodded. “I’m Lance Strong, remember?” He placed his hands on her shoulders and pushed her to her knees. “He must have come in your mouth. So what’s good for the goose...”

		Matt gripped his cock, slick with her juices, and fed it into her mouth. Danielle slipped her hands around his thighs, bobbed her head and used her tongue. He gasped when she took him into her throat, and as she squeezed his balls he exploded.

		Danielle hummed as she bobbed and swallowed. Matt saw stars, his body shaking with the release.

		She eventually released his cock and stood up. “Come on,” she said, slipping her hand in his. “Take me to bed and I’ll tell you everything.”

		───Ξ───

		

	
		
			Chapter Four
		

		

		Danielle removed her shoes and got into bed still wearing what was left of her makeup. Matt quickly stripped and joined her between the sheets. As they lay side by side facing each other, her expression gave him pause. Had he been too forceful with her? Even though she’d seemed enthusiastic at the time, he now worried that coming in her mouth may have been a little too selfish on his part.

		He stroked her cheek. “I’m sorry if my behaviour was—”

		“Shh.” She placed her finger to his lips. “What you did was perfect, and you made me come twice.”

		“So why do I get the feeling something’s not right?”

		She frowned and let out a sigh. “Tonight wasn’t as enjoyable as the other time.”

		A coldness settled in his stomach. “Tell me everything.”

		“We went to a bar in the West End, like I said. It was busy and had a good vibe, and we got a lot of attention. There were two guys in town for some exhibition I’d never heard of. One of the guys was of mixed race, and Cara obviously had the hots for him. His friend was handsome too, and everything seemed to be working out. When a table and leather couches became available, Cara sat and canoodled with her guy on one couch, and we took the other one. Then...”

		“Then what?”

		She shrugged and shook her head. “I realised he was actually a bit of a dick.”

		Matt laughed. “I thought a bit of dick was exactly what you were there for.”

		“Hmm. That’s what Cara kept saying, but...”

		“But what? You didn’t fancy him?”

		“His looks weren’t the problem. He had nice eyes and a great smile. He was tall, looked in good shape and was well-dressed. Everything seemed perfect because the two of them had rooms in the same hotel.”

		“So what was wrong?”

		“He was arrogant. The way he talked down to the waitress annoyed me, and the pompous way he bragged about appearing at whatever the exhibition was made my skin crawl.”

		“So what did you do?”

		“I told him I was going home.”

		Matt shook his head, confused. “But when you got here, you looked—”

		“Ah.” Danielle raked her hair with her fingers, then wiped her mouth with the back of her hand. “I did that just before I opened the front door.”

		“Your pussy was sopping.”

		“I’d spent the entire journey home thinking about what you were going to do to me.” She smiled. “And being the creative type, you did some things I wasn’t expecting.”

		Matt wasn’t sure how he felt about her revelation. He didn’t know if he felt disappointed or relieved. “What did the guy say when you announced you were going home?”

		“He looked surprised, which in turn surprised me.” She grinned. “With his personality, I’d have expected him to be used to rejection by now.”

		Another dirty thought occurred to him. “D’you think Cara took them both?”

		She raised her eyebrows and leaned close. “Does that idea turn you on?”

		He shook his head, but then she slipped her hand beneath the sheet and wrapped her cool fingers around his cock. It thickened to her touch.

		“The idea of my gorgeous friend getting sandwiched between two men seems to be having an effect on you.”

		“That’s not what’s having an effect.”

		“I know you gave Diana a spit-roasting in your story, and it appears the idea of Cara getting a cock in each end turns you on.”

		“I haven’t written that scene yet. I said Diana was going to get spit-roasted.”

		“Stop avoiding the question. Does the idea of Cara getting two cocks turn you on?”

		He was just about to admit the thought of Cara having any sort of sex was arousing when she leaned forward and kissed him.

		She pushed her tongue into his mouth and wanked his cock, then pulled her head back. “Can you taste your cum?” she asked, still wanking him.

		He nodded.

		“Pretend it’s his cum you can taste.” She pushed him onto his back, climbed on top and guided his cock inside her. “Imagine me coming home after being spit-roasted,” she whispered. “You’d taste the first man’s cum on my tongue while your cock slid in the mess of the second’s.” She leaned down and kissed him again.

		Matt wrapped his arms around her waist and pushed up into her. She rocked her body without breaking the kiss, her breasts crushed to his chest. After several minutes, she whimpered into his mouth. He slid his hands down and gripped her buttocks. She pulled her head back and let out a series of long moans. He felt the clench of her orgasm. When her moans died to simple heavy breathing, he rolled them over so he was on top.

		She opened her eyes and smiled at him. “Fuck me.”

		He did. Hard. The force of his thrusts sent shockwaves through her tits. She opened her mouth in a silent scream, and he felt her come again. He fucked her harder still, and she gritted her teeth and moved with him until he exploded inside her.

		Spent, he collapsed on the bed beside her, sucking in gasps of air.

		She cuddled into him, kissing his neck. “Now that was well worth waiting for.”

		He laughed and nodded.

		They lay in silence for about ten minutes. He thought she may have fallen asleep, but then she began tracing circles on his chest with her fingertip.

		“What did you call him?” she asked.

		“Sorry?”

		“The guy Diana met in the chapter you wrote tonight, what was his name?”

		“Ben.”

		“Hmm. Well, the real guy was called Tristan. Doesn’t that tell you enough about him?”

		He laughed. “I don’t think I’ve ever met a Tristan.”

		“Well, if he’s typical of all Tristans, I won’t mind if I never meet another one.”

		He smiled, but something about the name sparked an old memory. “Isn’t there an old legend about a guy called Tristan?”

		“I don’t know.”

		“Yeah, there is.” Matt remembered more of the tale. “He was the King of Cornwall’s son, or nephew maybe. He had to go and escort an Irish princess who the king was going to marry, but the pair of them unknowingly took a love potion and became lovers.”

		“So did she still marry the king?”

		“I think so, but she and Tristan continued with an adulterous affair.”

		Danielle smiled. “So it’s a hotwife story?”

		He laughed. “No. The king found out and Tristan was either banished, killed or both.”

		“Hmm, what a grumpy old king.” She kissed his neck again. “Speaking of grumpy, are you disappointed that I didn’t fuck him?”

		“No.” He wasn’t sure if that was completely true.

		“But when I went out, weren’t you hoping I’d fuck somebody?”

		“I’m not sure if hoping is the right word, but I was prepared for it.”

		She seemed to think about this, then sighed. “Cara said you’d be disappointed if I came home without having fucked someone.”

		“I’d have been more disappointed if you fucked a guy you didn’t like. Tell her she’s your wingman, not your pimp.”

		Danielle laughed. “I don’t think Cara sees herself as either of those things. So you’re not angry at being deceived?”

		“Deceived?”

		“By me pretending I’d been with another man just so you’d ravish me again.”

		“Of course not, though it’s a little disconcerting if you think I only ravish you after you’ve fucked around.”

		“I’m not saying what we do on a regular basis is disappointing.” She stroked his stomach and traced her hand lower. “But when was the last time you pinned me against the wall and went down on me, then forced me to my knees and fucked my mouth?”

		He had to admit she had a point. As soon as her fingers wrapped around his cock, it thickened once more. Staring into her eyes, he saw a playfulness he’d never been able to resist.

		“What’s this?” she teased, slowly pumping her hand as his cock grew fully hard.

		He shook his head, pretending to be confused. “I don’t understand it. I know you haven’t been with anyone else and yet, for some weird reason, I still find you mildly attractive.”

		She gasped. “Mildly attractive?”

		He shrugged. “The lighting’s low, and you’re still wearing makeup.”

		She released his cock. “If you’d rather go to sleep—”

		“Oh no.” He rolled her onto her back and got on top.

		She smiled, spread her legs and fed him inside her. Then she let out a quiet sigh. “That’s better.”

		“Want to be fucked or made love to?”

		She held his gaze for a second, then slipped her arms around his waist. “Both. Make love to me until I come, then fuck me until you do.”

		He kissed her gently on the lips and did exactly as asked. Fifteen minutes later, Danielle lay on her belly, breathing heavily in the afterglow. Matt lay on his side.

		He reached out and stroked her back. “Do you think Cara is in bed with both of them at this minute?”

		“No. She left with me. We shared a cab.”

		“I thought she was into the other guy.”

		“She was. Maybe she didn’t like the idea of going back to a hotel with two strange men.”

		He nodded. “That’s sensible.”

		She turned her head to look at him. “I think that’s why she was so pissed off when I wouldn’t go through with it. She knew I’d be coming home to a horny husband, whereas she was going home to an empty house and her wand.”

		As that image filled his mind, he realised it was hard for a guy to stay mad at a woman who looked as good as Cara.

		

		* * * *

		

		Matt woke early, got up and made himself a coffee. He opened his laptop and finished the chapter he’d started writing the previous night, his mind now totally focused on the story. The words flowed effortlessly, and he banged out two-and-a-half-thousand words in less than an hour.

		“Hey you.”

		He looked up to see Danielle smiling from the doorway. “Morning.”

		“You didn’t wake me for more rampant sex.”

		He was more than happy to follow up what he’d just written with real sex. “We can go back to bed if you want.”

		She scrunched up her nose. “I think I’d rather have a cup of tea.”

		“Gee, thanks!”

		“Sorry. I’ve reverted back from hotwife to regular wife.”

		“Shame. Diana’s just taken a stranger’s load down her throat and Ben’s over her back.”

		“That woman is a complete slut.” She walked into the room and picked up his empty cup. “Since I’m back in regular mode, would you like me to make you some breakfast?”

		“Ooh, Eggs Florentine would be nice.”

		“I’m sure it would. Do you want jam or marmalade on your toast?”

		Matt laughed. “Marmalade please. And another coffee if it’s not too much bother.”

		Five minutes later, they were both sitting at the kitchen table eating breakfast.

		Matt cleared his throat. “What do you think about us getting a dog?”

		“A dog?”

		He nodded.

		She seemed to think about it, then shrugged. “I don’t mind if you want to get one. I never had a pet when I was a child.”

		“Rather than a pup, I thought we could get one from the dog rescue centre.”

		“Okay. Want to go today?”

		That was sooner than he’d been expecting, but he liked the idea. Just then, he heard her phone chirp with the arrival of a text. She held his gaze for a second, then took her phone out of her pocket.

		“Is it Cara?” he asked.

		She nodded.

		“Tell her I wasn’t annoyed or disappointed, and that you didn’t need a sex toy.”

		Danielle laughed as she opened the text. “She just asked if things are okay.”

		“What are you going to tell her?”

		“I’m going to say things are fine.”

		“Will you tell her I forced you to your knees and came in your mouth?”

		She looked incredulous. “Of course not.”

		“You told her what I did last time.”

		“Only in general terms. I think I said you reclaimed me three times. I certainly didn’t share the intimate minutiae of what you did, or where you came.” She smiled. “Diana might share those sorts of details in your book, but I certainly won’t.”

		Matt nodded.

		After doing a web search for local dog rescue centres, they found one only a few miles away. When they were taken to see all the dogs, it was hard to choose one. Some bounced around barking while others just lay in their cage and watched them walk past. He knew Danielle would have happily taken as many as possible, but in the end they chose a female Irish Setter-cross. The staff at the shelter estimated she was about three years old.

		They agreed to pick her up later that day and went to buy all the things they’d need, including a bed, collar, harness and lead, bowls and dog food. By the time they returned to pick the dog up, she’d been brushed and was being kept in a separate room. She looked up at them with her big brown eyes. Her legs trembled and her tail was curled down and between her back legs.

		“She’s a bit nervous,” the young girl from the shelter explained. “I’m sure she’ll grow in confidence once she gets to know you.”

		Danielle didn’t look convinced. “Do you know anything about her history?”

		The girl shook her head. “She was found scavenging for food in bins. Her hair was matted and she was undernourished. We think she was a stray for quite a while.”

		“Aww.” Danielle bent down and stroked her.

		“Her future looks bright now, though.” The girl smiled. “Have you thought of a name for her?”

		“Cara,” Matt said immediately. When Danielle looked at him, he grinned. “A bitch with red hair.”

		She scowled, then turned to the girl. “Didn’t you give her a name while she was here?”

		The girl laughed. “When she first arrived she just kept turning round and round in circles, so we called her Dizzy. Then the vet told us it was because she had an ear infection, so it’s probably not a very nice name.”

		Danielle smiled down at the dog. “Maybe we could call her Daisy instead.”

		Matt liked the name, and the girl seemed to as well.

		She handed them a sheaf of papers. “Here’s a record of what she’s had while here. That’ll tell your vet when she’s ready for her next treatment. There’s also information on getting her chipped, and some recommended pet insurance policies.”

		They thanked the staff and led Daisy out to their car. Danielle sat in the passenger seat with Daisy in the footwell as Matt drove home with the new family member. After they’d all eaten, the three of them went for a leisurely walk down the bridle path.

		In the evening, they sat in their living room with Daisy lying on the rug by Danielle’s feet. Matt had wanted a dog, but evidently Daisy had chosen his wife. In truth, he didn’t mind that.

		“Can I read what you’ve written so far on my story?” she asked.

		Matt emailed her the file, which she read on her phone.

		After she’d finished, she looked up. “I like it.”

		“Which parts?”

		“All of it – though my favourite part is where she goes home and confesses for the first time. I’m looking forward to what Mike does to her when she reveals she took on two men in the playroom.” She put her phone down. “I’m assuming you’re aiming for twenty-six chapters?”

		“What? No.” He didn’t see this as a novel, just a hot, dirty short. “I was thinking five or six. What makes you think—?”

		“The two men Diana’s had so far are Adam and Ben.”

		He sniggered. “I promise not to make the third one Charlie.”

		Danielle licked her lips, then smiled. “I’ve had a thought about my next evening out.”

		His heart rate kicked up a notch. “Oh?”

		“I’d like to go back to the sex club where I went with Aaron.”

		“Because there’ll be more choice of men?”

		“Partly. Also because things can take place there at the club, rather than needing to go back to a hotel room or somebody’s place.”

		“Right.”

		“But mainly because I want to be watched.”

		This was a revelation he hadn’t been expecting. “You prefer to have sex in public rather than in private?”

		“Not always, but I think it’ll be appropriate for my next adventure.”

		Puzzled, he frowned. “And why’s that?”

		“Because the next time Cara and I go to the club, I want you to come with us.”

		───Ξ───

		

	
		
			Chapter Five
		

		

		During the following week, Matt spent his days working on a longer piece for a tech magazine that wasn’t due for a couple of months. He also spent time getting to know Daisy better, and they got into a routine. On the first night, she’d cried when they left her on her own downstairs, so Danielle had insisted on letting her sleep in their room. They’d since bought Daisy a second bed for upstairs, though Daisy preferred to snooze on their bed for the first hour of each night before moving to her own.

		Matt fed her, walked her and picked up her poo. She seemed content to sit by his feet during the day but as soon as Danielle came home, Daisy moved to sit with her and completely ignored Matt until his wife left for work again the following day. He didn’t mind, and he could see that his wife had grown fond of Daisy.

		They were watching TV on Thursday evening when Danielle got a phone call. She left the room to take it, so Matt paused the show and waited, his stomach in knots. He was pretty sure what the call was about.

		When Danielle came back, she sat down and looked at him. “Cara has suggested we go to the club this Saturday.”

		“Have you told her you want me to join you?”

		She nodded. “She thinks it’s a great idea.”

		“Okay, though we might need a dog-sitter.”

		She smiled. “We’ll only be out a few hours. Daisy will be fine, though she might not like sitting on her bed while you ravish me on our return.”

		“Ravish you?”

		She shrugged. “That’s what I call it. I guess Diana would say ‘while you fuck my brains out and take me back’ or some such.”

		“Well, Diana’s not as classy as you.”

		“True.”

		He grinned. “She’s also a bit of a slut.”

		“I can be a slut, but I’m a classy one.” She smiled sweetly. “I always say ‘please’ before the men fuck me, and ‘thank you’ afterwards.”

		“Glad to hear it.”

		“Have you written any more of my story?”

		He shook his head. “Not really. I did a short scene where Mike fucked her when she got home from her night with Ben.”

		“Did he go down on her against a wall, bend her over the chair to fuck her from behind, and then come in her mouth?”

		Matt laughed. “No. He fucked her doggie-style like Ben had.”

		“You should re-write it to follow exactly what you did to me.”

		He shook his head. “What we do together is special, and I won’t share that with my readers. I’ll let them think they know Diana, but I won’t let them know you.”

		“And yet you’ll let other men fuck me.”

		He shrugged. “I know. It’s a paradox.”

		

		* * * *

		

		Danielle said all the men at the club had been well-dressed, so for Saturday evening Matt wore a suit with an open-necked shirt. She dressed in a dark red, figure-hugging dress and matching shoes. From the way her boobs moved beneath the bodice, it was obvious she wasn’t wearing a bra. She’d pinned her hair up and wore a dark lip gloss that exactly matched her dress. Matt thought she looked sexy as fuck.

		He’d offered to drive, explaining he wouldn’t want to drink as he’d need all his faculties to get the most out of the experience. When they called for Cara, she came out of her house wearing a tight emerald dress and matching sandals, her coat folded over her arm. She always looked stunning in green.

		She slipped into the back seat and smiled at him in the interior mirror. “Hi Matt.”

		“Hi.”

		“Are you excited about watching your beautiful wife give herself to another man?” There was a teasing twinkle in her green eyes.

		Matt glanced at Danielle, then turned his eyes back to Cara via the mirror. “Very.”

		“Let’s hope she doesn’t lose her nerve this time.”

		He gave a friendly laugh. “I don’t think she lost her nerve last time.” He reached out and squeezed Danielle’s hand. “Like you said, she’s beautiful. She doesn’t need to compromise, she can get who she wants.”

		Cara nodded, and the rest of the journey passed with Danielle telling Cara all about Daisy. They decided to have a drink in a bar before going to the club. They chose the one where the women had met Aaron last time.

		“So,” Cara said, looking at Matt once they had their drinks. “How’s the new book coming along?”

		Matt laughed, unsurprised that Danielle had told her friend about it. “It’s early days yet.”

		“What are the main characters called?”

		“Mike and Diana.”

		“Ooh, cryptic.” She tipped her head to the side. “And is there a sexy redhead who accompanies Diana on her adventures?”

		“Maybe.”

		“And what’s that character’s name?”

		“Claire.”

		Cara frowned. “Isn’t that a bit frumpy?”

		“I can think of some very pretty actresses called Claire. What would you prefer? Camille? Cordelia? Cressida?”

		Cara scowled. “And what about the men?”

		“Their names aren’t important.” He took a sip of his non-alcoholic lager. “While I might call them Tom or Harry, they’re effectively all just Dick.”

		Cara smiled.

		Drinks finished, they walked the short distance to the club. The men on the door gave respectful smiles to Danielle and Cara while barely acknowledging Matt. After the women had checked their coats at the cloakroom, the three of them walked through the foyer.

		Matt was surprised by the size of the place and the sophisticated décor. From the façade and nondescript front door, he’d been expecting a small, seedy little place, but dark red walls, leather furnishings and low lighting gave it a warm, intimate ambiance. Three wide stairs led up to the carpeted bar area, and the elevated position gave a clear view of the dance floor, where couples swayed and smooched. Matt wondered how many people had stood there and watched Danielle with Aaron on her previous visit.

		Danielle had told him that the men weren’t subtle when looking her over, and he could see what she’d meant. Men smiled at her and Cara, and openly ran their eyes over their bodies. Matt also found himself being checked out by an attractive young lady in a dress that seemed to be made of rubber.

		A well-dressed barman in black trousers, white shirt and black bowtie took the drinks order, and Matt wasn’t surprised when two glasses of wine and a mineral water cost him over thirty pounds. There were no vacant tables, so the three of them stood to one side of the stairs as they drank. Matt loved people-watching, and the club was probably the best place he’d ever been for doing exactly that. From what his wife had told him, he’d assumed all the X-rated action took place in the chill-out rooms, but that obviously wasn’t the case. There was enough going on in the booths and on the dance floor for him to write an anthology’s worth of short stroke stories.

		In one of the booths bordering the dance floor, a blonde woman sat between two men. She’d kiss one for several seconds before turning her attention to the other. Both men had a hand up her dress, and Matt surmised they were playing finger tag. As he watched, the blonde broke the kiss and dropped her head back. The men nuzzled her neck and continued to finger her as she shuddered through an orgasm.

		In a different booth, two women fondled each other while a man in his fifties looked on. On the dance floor, a tiny Japanese woman twirled between three huge black men. They were mauling her body through her dress, passing her around between them like a plaything while she pushed her backside into each man’s crotch and wriggled her body.

		“Would you care to dance?” asked a female voice with an Eastern European accent.

		Matt looked around, startled. The woman in the rubber dress stood at his side, the hint of a smile on her purple-painted lips. He was trying to think of a polite way to decline without upsetting her when Danielle reached over and took the glass of water from his hand.

		“I’ll hold your drink for you,” she said.

		Matt stared open-mouthed, then allowed himself to be led down the stairs and onto the dance floor, where he was soon surrounded by undulating bodies.

		“I’m Ru,” the woman said.

		“Matt.”

		She shook her head. “Matt is dull, flat and without shine. That is not you. Give me another name.”

		“Lance.”

		She smiled and nodded. “Better. I like.” She placed her hands on his hips and moved close, her boobs pressing against him. “You are wide-eyed. This is your first time here, yes?”

		He nodded.

		“And your companions?”

		“They’ve been before,” he confirmed. “At least once.”

		“And they enjoy the last time?”

		“Apparently.”

		She gave a knowing smile. “So tonight they bring you. To watch.”

		He blinked in surprise, and she gave a laugh. “Don’t look so embarrassed. Watching is good.” She pressed her crotch against his. “Watching is sexy, no?”

		“Yeah, I expect so.”

		“Which woman you want to see, red or brunette?”

		He hadn’t considered the possibility of watching Cara have sex, but it was a nice thought. “The brunette is my wife.”

		“Ah, I see. And you want it to happen, yes? You are not being made to watch as part of her game.”

		He shook his head. “I want it to happen, and I want to see her do it. She’s not making me do anything.”

		“Good, because a mat can also be something to be walked on, and I do not see you as that, either.”

		He smiled. “Good, because tonight I’m Lance.”

		Ru glanced around, then stood on tiptoe so she could speak into his ear. “Your companions are attracting attention.”

		Matt looked back towards the bar but couldn’t see Danielle or Cara.

		A minute or so later, Ru ran her hand down his back, then tilted her head to the left. Matt followed her gaze and saw Danielle in the arms of a tall guy with a shaved head and black beard. The pair of them were talking as they swayed to the music, and just beyond them he saw Cara dancing with another guy.

		“I think your companions will get whatever they wish for tonight.” Ru pressed her body against Matt’s as they danced. “What do you wish for, Lance?”

		He smiled. “I’m enjoying our dance.”

		She ran her hand over his cock. “I think I could give you something you’d enjoy more.”

		“I’m only here to watch.”

		“Think how much more pleasurable watching would be with your cock in my mouth.”

		He frowned and looked around the room. “There are probably a hundred men in here who’d love to take you up on that offer.”

		She sighed. “But you are not one of them.” It was a statement, not a question.

		“No. I’m sorry.”

		Ru gave what looked like a forced smile, then gripped his hand and led him back to the stairs at the side of the dance floor. After she’d left, Matt walked up the stairs to where he’d left Danielle and Cara.

		A man sitting in a nearby booth signalled him and pointed to three drinks on his table. “I think these are yours,” he said.

		Matt thanked him and picked up the mineral water. “The ladies will be back for their glasses in a minute.”

		The man glanced over at the dance floor, then back at Matt. “Well, they might.” He gave him a smile, then went back to his conversation with the other people in his booth.

		Matt watched Danielle and her guy dancing. All he could see were their heads, though as the people next to them shifted, he caught brief glimpses of their bodies. They were dancing close, her body pressed up against his. She was smiling a lot, and the guy seemed to be working hard at keeping her entertained. Cara, on the other hand, seemed less than enthralled with her partner and there was clear space between their dancing bodies. When the song ended, the women spoke briefly and made their way back towards Matt. When they arrived, he pointed to the table and they collected their drinks.

		“So, how was your dance?” Danielle asked.

		He shrugged. “Enlightening. How about yours?”

		“Dull,” Cara said.

		Danielle gave Matt a knowing smirk. “Well, my dance partner was very charming.”

		“Did he offer to suck you off while you watched me have sex?” Matt asked.

		Both women stared at him with wide eyes.

		He smiled. “Looks like I had the best dance partner, then.”

		Danielle looked shocked. “Did she really say that?”

		He nodded. “I politely refused before she got around to discussing the fee.”

		“You think she’s a sex worker?”

		“I don’t think women offer to do that to strangers for the fun of it.” He glanced around the room. “And even if they did, there are a lot of younger, better looking men around who I’d expect her to approach before me.”

		Danielle leaned closer. “Well, I think you’re the best looking man here.”

		“Hmm.” Cara gave a thin smile. “And yet you’re here to fuck someone else.”

		Matt was taken aback by her tone, but Danielle just laughed. “Yes, but I’m only doing it for my husband. Obviously, I’ll enjoy every minute of it, but Matt knows it’ll be for him.” She kissed Matt on the cheek, then leaned closer to her friend. “What was wrong with your guy?”

		“He wasn’t really my type.”

		From the way she held Danielle’s gaze, Matt got the impression that Cara still hadn’t forgiven her for bailing out the last time.

		“Well, like I said earlier,” he said. “There are a lot of men in this place. I’m sure you’ll find one who’s your type.”

		Cara took a sip of her wine, then looked around. “Why limit it to just one?” With that, she wandered back towards the bar. Before she’d gone five steps, two men approached and began talking to her. Danielle visibly relaxed as one of them said something that made Cara laugh.

		“Good,” Matt said. “Hopefully they’ll do something to boost her mood.” He squeezed Danielle’s hand. “So, what was up with your guy?”

		“Nothing.”

		“So why didn’t you take him up to the chill-out room?”

		She gave him a smile. “How many times have you accompanied me when I go shoe shopping?”

		“Too many.”

		“And have you ever known me to buy the first pair I try on?”

		He laughed at the analogy. “Didn’t you buy the first pair last time you were here?”

		She shook her head. “The last time I was here, I brought the shoes with me. This time is different. This time, I’m going to keep trying them on until I find a pair that I really want. A pair that...”

		Her voice trailed off as she stared at something over his shoulder.

		Matt turned around and saw a man a few feet away staring at Danielle. He was olive-skinned with short black hair and two-day stubble. He was impeccably dressed in black tie and tux, and he reminded Matt of an actor who’d played a Middle-Eastern terrorist in a TV drama he’d watched recently. “Seen a pair you like?”

		Danielle smiled. “Yes.”

		The guy appeared at Matt’s side, his almost-black eyes still fixed on Danielle. “Would you care to dance?”

		“I’d love to.”

		Matt watched the two of them head down to the dance floor. Before they’d reached the bottom stair, the guy had his hand on Danielle’s backside. They disappeared into the throng of bodies, and Matt drained his glass. He headed back to the bar, noting that Cara and the two guys she’d been talking to were nowhere to be seen.

		By the time Matt returned to the top of the stairs, he’d almost got over the shock of being charged seven pounds for a glass of water. He looked around the dance floor and eventually spotted Danielle and the swarthy gentleman on the far side of the room. Danielle’s head was dropped back, her eyes closed, and the man seemed to be talking and kissing her neck. If he was whispering words of seduction, they seemed pretty effective.

		As he ran his eyes around the room, Matt saw Cara sitting in a booth with the two men she’d been with earlier. She had one leg stretched out on the leather bench seat and the other on the floor. Both guys were leaning in close, talking to her as the man sitting on her left stroked her leg.

		Over the next few minutes, Matt split his time between watching Danielle dancing with her guy, and watching Cara get pleasured by her two. There was no doubt which one made the better spectacle. From his position, he could only catch small glimpses of his wife, but he had a perfect view of her redheaded friend. While Danielle was probably allowing her dance partner full access to whatever he wanted to stroke through her dress, Cara was giving her men so much more. The guy on her left now had his hand up her dress, the movement of his arm suggesting he was fingering her. His friend slipped his hand inside Cara’s dress to fondle her breast, then pulled the dress apart to expose it. Cara smiled at him, not seeming to care that anyone in the room could see her perfect breast and pert, pink nipple. When he bent to suck it, Cara cradled his head with her hand and closed her eyes as the other guy continued to finger-fuck her.

		Matt glanced back in Danielle’s direction and saw she was looking directly at him. She held his gaze for a second, then tipped her head towards the doors he knew led to the chill-out rooms. Evidently, she’d made a decision about which pair she wanted to try for size.

		───Ξ───

		

	
		
			Chapter Six
		

		

		Matt decided to take a slight detour on his way to the doors leading to the chill-out room. Approaching the booth where Cara and her two men were seated, he saw her talking quietly to the man fingering her. As Matt passed, she watched him without pausing her conversation.

		He walked up wide, carpeted stairs and into a huge, dimly lit room furnished with armchairs, couches and scatter-cushions. A low wall ran down the centre with couches lined up on either side, effectively splitting the room into two smaller, more intimate areas. There were a lot of people in there already, with maybe half the seats already filled.

		Matt seemed to be the only person up there on his own, which made him feel conspicuous. As soon as he spotted Danielle and her beau on one of the couches near the far end of the left-hand area, he made his way towards them and dropped into an armchair twenty feet away. They talked quietly, paying him no attention.

		Directly opposite him were the three black guys and Japanese woman he’d seen on the dance floor. The men were seated on a L-shaped leather couch while she danced in front of them, now naked except for a pair of opened-toed ankle boots. As the men grabbed for her, she laughed and moved a little out of reach, spinning around so her thick black hair momentarily hid her face. Even with the guys sitting down, the difference in their relative sizes was stark. They were all well-built, with wide shoulders and thick arms. She was tiny—barely five-three in her high heels. Her small breasts were tipped with dark nipples and her pussy was waxed smooth.

		Glancing over at Danielle, Matt saw that she and her guy were now kissing, but they didn’t seem to be going any further yet. He wanted to focus on them, but the action going on directly opposite kept drawing his attention.

		The Japanese woman was still dancing and teasing the three guys, who were all fully dressed. Suddenly, one of them leaned forward and caught her by the hips. Squealing and laughing, she didn’t resist as he hauled her backwards and down onto his lap. Three sets of big, black hands immediately roamed over her body, tweaking nipples and stroking her hips. The guy she was sitting on slid his hand between her thighs and she stretched her legs wide open. When he slid a finger inside her, she dropped her head back against his chest and closed her eyes. Matt watched as the men pawed her writhing body. The guy fingering her moved his hands up to her boobs, and one of his friends immediately slid a finger into her pussy.

		Matt glanced at Danielle again. The guy was slipping off his jacket as Danielle unfastened his bowtie. Matt was impressed; the only bowties he’d ever owned were the pre-tied versions. Once the guy’s jacket was off, he and Danielle went back to kissing.

		One of the black men stood up, lowered his zipper and pulled out his cock. Though not fully hard, it was huge. The Japanese woman reached up and gripped it in her tiny hand. The cock was as thick as her wrist. She raised her eyes to look at the guy, then leaned forward and kissed the dome. It looked far too big for her. She held it in her hands and ran her tongue down the shaft, then licked her way back up before stretching her lips wide to fit the tip into her mouth. She closed her eyes and sucked on his cock, forcing it further into her mouth. He gripped her by the hair and pushed further until her gagging could be heard over the piped music.

		The guy was now fully hard, his cock standing out like a rolling pin. He sat back down on the couch, reached over and effortlessly lifted her off his friend’s lap and onto his own. She raised herself up a little, gripped his cock and positioned it at the opening of her pussy. Matt didn’t think it’d be physically possible for someone as tiny as her to accommodate a cock that big, but the guy placed his hands on her hips and pushed her down. She let out a wail and he paused, lifting her up a little before pushing her down further. He had to do this several times before she’d stretched enough to take him. It took over a minute before his full length was buried inside her. Matt wondered how on earth the guy’s dick wasn’t prodding the bottom of her lungs. The other two men stood up and presented her with their dicks, which she sucked and stroked in turn.

		Matt forced himself to tear his eyes away and looked over at his wife. She was evidently getting ready to move things along because she now had her guy lying on his back along the seat of their couch and was sitting astride him, though they were both still fully dressed. A loud series of screams from the Japanese woman suggested that she’d just reached her first orgasm of the evening. He caught a glimpse of green out of the corner of his eye, and someone slipped onto his lap. It was Cara, her hair mussed and her lip gloss smudged.

		“Enjoying the show?” she asked, slipping her arm around his neck so she was facing Danielle.

		Matt was too surprised to complain about her parking herself there, and a little embarrassed because watching the Japanese woman had given him an erection.

		Cara smiled knowingly and wriggled her bum down onto it. “Is this for me?”

		He tried to play it cool. “You seemed to be getting all the attention you needed downstairs.”

		“Hmm.” She smiled at him, then raised her eyebrows as if encouraging him to ask for details.

		His eyes were drawn back to the Japanese woman, who was now being bounced hard, letting out short gasps, no longer able to suck the other two guys and barely still holding onto their cocks. The guy impaling her growled and his balls rose up in their sack as he came inside her. The woman whimpered and bounced, wriggling her hips from side to side as his balls lifted another three or four times.

		“Fuck, that’s sexy,” Cara whispered.

		Matt nodded his agreement.

		Cara wiggled on his hard-on again. “Are you wishing she was bouncing on this?”

		Matt laughed and shook his head. “No, but she’s great to watch.”

		“Agreed. But I can’t help wishing I was in her place.”

		“Didn’t you just have something similar downstairs?”

		“No.” She leaned close to whisper in his ear. “I only got fingered, but I sucked them both off.”

		She smiled, then turned her attention back to the four people opposite. The Japanese woman was now seated on the couch. The first guy had tucked his spent cock away and fastened his trousers, but his two friends’ erections were still sticking out of their pants. One of them dropped to his knees on the floor, lifted her legs over his shoulders and entered her. As her feet bounced in time with his thrusts, the third guy knelt on the cushion beside her and fed his dick into her mouth.

		A little further away, Danielle’s fingers were busy with the buttons of her man’s trousers. Matt and Cara watched as she released his cock, stroked it for a few seconds, then leaned down and took it into her mouth.

		“Oh, she’s such a dirty girl,” Cara purred.

		“You said you’d just sucked two.”

		“Hmm.” She flashed her eyes at him. “I’m a dirty girl, too. Make sure you have Claire sucking lots of cocks in that story of yours.”

		Danielle reached down for her bag and brought out a small foil square. Matt didn’t know she had condoms with her. As he watched, she tore the wrapper with her teeth and slowly rolled the rubber onto the guy’s cock.

		“Well, she’s being sensible,” Cara said. “Though that means no sloppy seconds for you tonight.”

		Before Matt could answer, the Japanese woman came again. This time her screams made several of the other people in the room stop what they were doing and glance over. But it didn’t stop Danielle. Her focus was on the man beneath her. Her dress was bunched around her waist, her legs and buttocks on view. She crawled up his body until she was directly over his cock, pulled her thong aside and guided him to her entrance. Then, staring into his eyes, she impaled herself.

		“And there it is,” Cara whispered. “You’re being cuckolded again.”

		A weird pressure in Matt’s chest made it hard to breathe as he watched his beautiful wife fucking another man. The guy rolled Danielle’s dress down from the top, revealing her bare breasts. Her tits looked wonderful, and the guy cupped them in his hands, teasing her nipples as she rode him.

		The guy fucking the Japanese woman raised himself up into a press-up position, his feet on the floor, legs straight and hands on the cushion either side of her. He pounded her with force. She screamed and bucked beneath him, her legs wrapped around his thighs. He grunted and pushed deep, then resumed thrusting as she squealed and wailed.

		Matt and Cara glanced at the spectacle for a few seconds then went back to watching Danielle, who was undulating her body as she rode her lover.

		“Do you reckon she’s thinking about you at this minute?” Cara whispered.

		He laughed and shook his head. “I doubt it.”

		“Does watching her turn you on?”

		Matt’s breathing was shallow and precum dripped into his shorts. “Yeah.”

		Cara nodded. “Me too.”

		He saw the telltale signs in Danielle’s body language and expression. “She’s going to come soon.”

		Danielle’s cheeks flushed and her thighs trembled. She locked eyes with the guy she was riding, let out a long groan and then rocked faster.

		Cara wriggled on his lap, then leaned in to whisper into his ear again. “Why don’t you slide your cock inside me while we watch her?”

		Matt blinked, shocked. “I couldn’t do that.”

		“Don’t you find me attractive?”

		“Cara, you’re one of the best-looking women I know.”

		“So what’s the problem? Don’t tell me you’re a sissy-cuck who worships only his goddess.”

		“What sort of cuck I am has nothing to do with it. You’re her best friend and I’m her husband. If anything were to happen between us, it would be a huge betrayal by both of us.”

		She seemed to think about it for a second, then shrugged. “That’s exactly what my second husband said after I slept with his brother.”

		He laughed and shook his head. “What a grumpy old stick-in-the-mud he sounds.”

		Cara smiled. “Exactly.”

		Opposite them, the second guy pulled back from the Japanese woman. The third encouraged her to kneel on the floor and bend over the couch before dropping to his knees and feeding his cock into her stretched-out cunt.

		On the other couch, Danielle was now perched with her bum on the edge of the cushion and her legs spread wide, her shoes resting on the floor. The dress was still bunched up around her waist, thong pulled to one side exposing her sex and the front pulled down with her boobs on show. The guy moved between her spread legs and slid his sheathed cock back inside her.

		Matt and Cara watched in silence as Danielle traced her fingertips over her lover’s shirt while he fucked her. He moved in and out of her slowly for a few minutes before her eyes closed and her lips pulled back over her clenched teeth.

		“She’s coming again, isn’t she?” Cara whispered.

		Matt nodded. His wife looked amazing in the throes of ecstasy, and he became aware that someone else was watching her. The first black guy sitting opposite them was no longer watching his buddy nail the tiny Japanese woman; his eyes were fixed on Danielle.

		As her lover increased the speed of his thrusts, Danielle raised her bum off the seat and bounced her hips. She was pushing her tits together and tugging at the nipples while urging him to come. The man’s eyes squeezed shut and he let out a sigh.

		“He’s coming,” Cara announced, though Matt had worked that out for himself.

		Danielle kept rocking her body, milking his cock.

		“It’s a shame the rubber’s stopping her getting creamed.” Cara smiled knowingly. “Do you wish she’d taken him bareback?”

		Matt wasn’t about to admit that the thought of the other man flooding his wife’s pussy turned him on, so he tried for a non-committal shrug. “Like you said, she’s being sensible.”

		“Hmm. Whatever she’s being, she’s having a lot more fun than I am.” Cara wriggled on his hard-on again. “I could probably make you come like this.”

		He sighed and gave her a smile. “I’m sure you could.” He eased her further down onto his thighs. “But you’re not going to.”

		She pouted, which made him laugh. Opposite them, the third guy had evidently finished and the Japanese woman was slumped back on the couch, her hair dishevelled and her legs slightly open. A thick trail of goo dribbled from her battered, still-gaping pussy.

		Danielle’s partner reached down, picked up his jacket and slipped it on. He smiled down at her, his bowtie hanging loose, kissed the back of her hand and walked past Matt and down the stairs.

		The three black men got up at the same time. The second and third guy made their way towards the stairs, but the first hesitated. After glancing over at Danielle, he nodded for his friends to leave, indicating he’d catch up with them later. Then he walked over and stood in front of Danielle’s couch. She made no move to cover herself, instead just looking up into the man’s face.

		“Oh God,” Cara groaned. “She’s not finished yet.”

		Matt frowned, looking over at his wife. Did she intend taking the black guy as well?

		“Well,” Cara said, putting her feet on the floor. “I need cock, and ...” She placed her hand on his erection and squeezed. “I’m clearly not getting this one tonight.” With that, she stood up and walked towards the stairs. Rather than going down to the dance floor, she wandered into the other side of the chill-out room. A hand reached up from one of the couches, and Matt saw her smile and sit down.

		A small, wiry guy in an ill-fitting suit and wire-framed glasses got up from a chair a little to Matt’s right and walked over to the Japanese woman. She gave him a shy smile and opened her legs wider. He dropped to his knees and ran his hand down her cheek. She leaned forward and kissed him, then leaned back as he lowered his face between her thighs. To Matt’s amazement, the guy started licking and slurping at the cum seeping from her pussy in a room where lots of people could see. He breathed slowly through a moment of mild nausea. As the Japanese lady wrapped a hand around the back of his head, the light caught the rings on her third finger. In a moment of clarity, Matt was sure the guy had just watched his tiny wife take on three huge black men and was now cleaning her up. Evidently Matt wasn’t the only wife-watching cuck in the building.

		He glanced over at Danielle, who was talking to the black guy. Although still fully exposed, she seemed completely relaxed as they had a conversation. The man lowered his hands to his zipper, and seconds later pulled out his flaccid cock. Danielle parted her lips and took almost the entire cock into her mouth.

		Matt stared open-mouthed, knowing his wife must be able to taste the Japanese woman’s juices. She gripped the base as she worked him. The guy was getting hard, so she could no longer fit it all into her mouth. He said something, and Danielle glanced over towards Matt. She reached down for her bag, then stood up and while still holding his huge cock in her other hand, walked over to Matt. The black guy glanced briefly at the Japanese woman moaning and writhing on her cuck’s tongue, then turned his attention back to Danielle. She took a condom from her bag and held it up. He frowned, but she smiled and waved the foil square gripped between her fingers. Her message was clear: no condom, no fuck. He took it from her, ripped the foil and rolled it onto his cock. Matt couldn’t help staring; it looked huge, much longer and thicker than his own.

		Once the condom was fitted, Danielle turned her back on the man and sank to her knees between Matt’s feet. The black guy dropped to his knees behind her as Danielle fingers worked to undo Matt’s trousers.

		Her hand felt cool as she wrapped her fingers around his throbbing shaft and eased it out. His cockhead glistened with his own secretions in the low lights of the room. She ran her thumb over the wet tip and smiled knowingly, then her eyes and mouth opened wide in surprise as the black guy pushed his own cock into her from behind.

		Danielle let out a low moan, her brow furrowed and her hand squeezed painfully tight around Matt’s cock. The black guy pulled back slightly and pushed in again, and Danielle gave another long groan. It took another five or six slow thrusts before she managed to concentrate on Matt. Finally, she held his gaze and lowered her head into his lap. When the hot wetness of her mouth enveloped him, he let out a shuddering sigh.

		Danielle’s groans vibrated through his cock as the guy gripped her hips and fucked her hard. The guy had his eyes closed and there were beads of sweat on his forehead.

		She groaned again, then released Matt’s cock to gasp for breath. “Christ!” She frowned up at Matt, as if apologising for not being able to continue with the blowjob. “He’s so fucking big!” she mouthed silently.

		Matt nodded, then pulled her head down and pushed his cock back between her lips. He wasn’t going to last long. Danielle was being bounced forward and back by the guy ploughing her from behind, her voice rising in pitch with each thrust. As her orgasm arrived, so did Matt’s.

		Danielle’s scream was cut short as she choked on the load Matt shot into her throat. She gulped and spluttered but the guy behind didn’t let up, driving into her harder than ever. Matt’s cock slipped out of her mouth, and he sent his second spurt onto his wife’s cheek. Danielle yelped in surprise, but her fluttering eyes told him she was in no position to finish him off in her mouth. She screamed again as another aftershock wracked her body.

		The guy behind gave an extra-hard thrust and held still, his head dropping back as he gulped in air. Then he resumed his thrusts, which were now slow and steady as he got his breath back. The warm-down reminded Matt of Olympic rowers who’d just finished a race and were cooling their muscles with calm, measured strokes of the oars.

		Eventually the guy pulled out and sank back on his haunches. Danielle turned to check the condom had done its job, then stroked her hand down his cheek.

		Once he’d zipped up and left them, Danielle straightened her clothes and Matt tucked his spent cock away. She took a tissue from her bag and passed it to him so he could wipe the cum from her face, then settled down on his knee.

		“So,” she said, snuggling in close. “What was it like seeing it for yourself?”

		“Amazing.”

		“I didn’t intend having two men, but the offer of a second seemed too good to miss.”

		“I thought you coped admirably.”

		She laughed. “Are you mad at me for being such a slut?”

		“Do I look mad?”

		She sat up to peer into his eyes, then smiled and shook her head. “No.”

		On the couch opposite them, the Japanese woman and her husband were cuddling in a similar fashion to Matt and Danielle.

		“Where did Cara go?” Danielle asked. “I saw you both watching me but the next time I looked up, you were on your own.”

		Matt considered telling her what Cara had suggested, then dismissed the idea. “She said she needed cock.”

		“Hmm, and I’m sure she got it. Everyone here seems up for it tonight. Do you think they put an aphrodisiac in the drinks?”

		Matt laughed and shrugged. “Maybe.”

		“What do you want to do now?”

		“Let’s people-watch until Cara’s finished getting what she needs,” he said.

		“Okay. But then I want you to take me home and reclaim me.”

		“As Cara pointed out when you put a condom on the first guy, I won’t be getting sloppy seconds.”

		Danielle seemed to think about it. “Well you won’t be wearing a condom tonight, so you can have sloppy seconds first thing in the morning.”

		───Ξ───

		

	
		
			Chapter Seven
		

		

		Daisy was excited when they returned home in the small hours of Sunday morning. Matt had to take her out into the garden so she could run around the lawn for a few minutes. When he came back inside, Danielle was waiting for him in the hall, still fully dressed. Strands of her hair had worked loose during her activities at the club, and it made her look even sexier. Even if Matt hadn’t witnessed it himself, he’d have known she’d had sex just from looking at her.

		“Hi,” she said, slipping her arms around his waist.

		“Hi yourself.”

		She kissed him gently on the lips, then took his hand and started leading him upstairs. Matt stopped her halfway up, spun her around and pulled her close.

		Looking into his eyes, she smiled. “So, about earlier...”

		“When you cuckolded your husband again?”

		She nodded. “I actually cuckolded him twice.”

		“Yeah, I noticed. Why did you do it twice?”

		“Because I’m a slut.” Her smile flickered as if unsure of whether to confess more, then she added, “And because I’d never had sex with a black man before.”

		Matt pushed her against the wall and hitched her dress up. “But now you have.”

		“Yeah, now I have.” She placed one foot on the higher stair, making her pussy accessible.

		He ran a hand up her soft thigh and pushed two fingers into her sex, making her groan. “So, how was it?”

		“Intense.”

		“Did it hurt?”

		“A little.” She chewed her lip. “Actually, quite a lot considering I’d just had sex.”

		Matt undid his zip and took his cock out, already fully hard. “Maybe if you’d let the first guy go in bare, his cum would have acted as lube.”

		“Maybe it would.”

		“And if you’d let the second go in bare too, you’d have a really full pussy for me now.”

		“Do you wish I’d done that?”

		“No. I think you did the right thing. But when I write about tonight in my book, Diana will get creamed by both men.”

		“You mean she’ll get creamed by all three men. I’m sure Mike will reclaim her when she gets home.” She raised her eyebrows. “Will he reclaim her on the stairs?”

		“Oh yeah.” With that, Matt slid his dick into her stretched-out cunt. She groaned and draped her arms around his neck. He fucked her hard and fast, banging her against the wall with each thrust. They both came quickly, him slightly before her but close enough not to matter. She sobbed and kissed his neck. It didn’t matter that his was the third cock to go inside her that night. He knew his was the only one that really mattered to her. The others were just foreplay.

		

		* * * *

		

		When Matt got to the end of the chapter he was writing, he decided to take a break before going through it to check for typos and continuity. He’d planned on just having a coffee, but Daisy’s expectant look when he stood up changed his mind. It was a bright, sunny day, so he decided to take her out for a walk. As soon as he picked up her harness, she ran around in circles. He fitted it and ruffled her ears as she licked his face. It only took them a few minutes to reach the bridle path and once there, he removed her lead so she could run around and sniff to her heart’s content.

		Insects buzzed from cowslip to dandelion as Matt breathed in the warm, clean air. It was Monday afternoon, roughly thirty-six hours since they’d returned home from the sex club, and memories from that evening still made his heart race. The chapter he’d just drafted included most of the details from that night. It had been easy because the facts were as sexy as any of the fiction he could come up with. Matt hadn’t included a scene where Claire suggested she and Mike have sex, but he had included the reclamation scene on the stairs.

		Daisy spotted a squirrel and darted after it, but it was too fast and climbed the closest tree. He laughed as the dog ran around the trunk while the squirrel looked down from an upper branch. After a couple of miles, they turned around and headed back. Once home, he enjoyed a sandwich in the garden before returning to his desk.

		Danielle arrived home from work a little before six. It took several minutes of fussing Daisy before she could come and say hello to her husband.

		“How was your day?” she asked, laughing as Daisy pushed herself against her legs, demanding more strokes.

		“It was okay. I did a bit of research for my piece, then wrote a chapter of your book.” He looked down at the dog. “And we went for a walk.”

		“Fancy another?” she asked. “I just need to get changed.”

		The three of them walked along the bridle path, Matt and Danielle holding hands, Daisy running ahead.

		“So,” Danielle said, “I met up with Cara for lunch today.”

		“Oh?”

		“She told me about the two guys in the booth.” Danielle stopped walking and turned to face him. “She also told me you’d refused to fuck her while you were both watching me and bow-tie guy..”

		“Ah.”

		She narrowed her eyes. “She was shocked. And, to be honest, so am I.” She shrugged. “I could hardly complain, considering.”

		He shook his head. “It wouldn’t have been right.”

		“Even though I had another man’s cock inside me at the time?”

		“He was someone you’ll never see again. Cara’s your best friend and, as I explained to her, it would have been wrong. You’d have been betrayed by the two people you should be able to trust the most.”

		She looked deep into his eyes, then leaned in and kissed him. “Thank you, but I wouldn’t have minded.”

		“I wish you’d told me that before we went out.”

		She laughed.

		“Did she tell you what she got up to after she left me in the chill-out room?” he asked.

		Danielle smiled. “She fucked some guy. Whoever it was must have made an impression, because she’s going out to dinner with him later this week.”

		“Cool.”

		“She also told me about the Japanese lady and the three black guys. Are they in your story?”

		“Oh yeah.”

		“Good. I’ll look forward to reading about it.”

		They cooked dinner together, drinking beer and chatting about Danielle’s day at work.

		“Which reminds me,” she said. “I have to go to Carlisle later this week.”

		“Oh? When?”

		“Go up on Wednesday morning, come back Thursday evening.”

		“What’s happening up there?”

		“A client wants to discuss options for a new product campaign.”

		“Cool. Anyone else going?”

		“Just me.” She smiled. “Fancy joining me?”

		He looked down at the dog snoozing under the kitchen table. “What about her?”

		“Shit, I forgot about Daisy.”

		“You’ll just have to find someone else to keep your bed warm.”

		She opened her eyes wide. “Are you serious?”

		“Maybe.” It’d been a throwaway comment but now he’d said it, a buzz developed low in his stomach.

		“I thought you’d see last Saturday as the end-game to this little adventure.”

		This was a surprise. “Why?”

		“It just seemed like the ideal final chapter for your book. I’d done the dirty, you liked the idea and fucked me raw. I went out to do the dirty again but bottled out, yet you fucked me raw anyway. That led to us going out together so you could actually watch me do the dirty, which you did on Saturday.” She grinned. “And then you fucked me raw again. The End.”

		He saw her point. “So, do you want to stop?”

		She held his gaze for a second, then shook her head. “Not if you don’t want me to.”

		“Stopping hadn’t occurred to me.” He tried for a smile. “I got a lot more out of Saturday than I expected.”

		“But would it still work if you couldn’t watch?”

		He thought about it then nodded. “I have a pretty dirty imagination.”

		She laughed. “Your imagination is filthy.” She nuzzled his neck. “I suppose I could describe things for you.”

		“Yeah.”

		She smiled, then turned serious. “If this isn’t just a flash in the pan, we should probably think about joining a contact site and hooking up with bulls who’re expecting the husband to watch.”

		He nodded slowly. It made sense, and it was what the fictional couples in his books usually did. “But that won’t help for this week.”

		“No.”

		“So what will you do?”

		“I’m in PR, darling,” she said with an affected, pretentious drawl, then chuckled. “If I can put a positive spin on shitty investment opportunities, I’m sure I’ll be able to persuade a lonely guy to come back to my hotel room and let me ride his cock.”

		

		* * * *

		

		Danielle’s taxi to the station arrived just after seven on Wednesday morning. She gave Daisy a cuddle, then stood up and looked into Matt’s eyes. “I don’t have to do anything tonight, you know,” she said.

		“I know.”

		“I’d be happy to take a glass of wine to my room.”

		“I think you’d be happier taking something else to your room.”

		She gave a non-committal shrug.

		He laughed and stroked her face. “Just see how you feel. There’s no pressure one way or the other. If nothing happens, it won’t be a problem.”

		“And if something does?”

		He smiled. “That won’t be a problem, either.”

		She kissed his cheek, picked up her overnight bag and left. Daisy watched the door for several minutes. Once she realised Danielle wasn’t coming back, she wandered over and sprawled on the floor by Matt’s feet as he ate his breakfast.

		He spent the morning working on his book. He’d decided to follow Danielle’s reasoning and make the evening at the sex club the final chapter. All he had to do was add a few lines of dialogue after they’d had sex on the stairs. Diana asks Mike if he’d enjoyed his short role as a cuck, and Mike tells her he wants her to continue to be a hotwife, confessing he got a huge thrill knowing men were using her body.

		He walked Daisy, then spent the afternoon proofreading and formatting the final manuscript. It took him over an hour searching stock photo sites to find a suitable picture, then he used his image manipulation software to knock up a cover. Satisfied, he fed Daisy and made himself a stir-fry, which he ate in the lounge with a beer.

		Danielle had texted earlier to tell him she’d arrived in Carlisle, but he hadn’t heard from her since. He checked his watch and tried to gauge if she’d still be at the client’s offices or at her hotel. Dinner finished, he decided the evening was too nice to sit inside and took Daisy for another walk. He’d walked two miles and had just turned to head back when he felt his phone vibrate in his pocket. He took it out and saw a selfie from Danielle, showing off a tight blue dress and heels. She looked great. A second text arrived. This one was a close-up of her face with thick mascara and dark red lip gloss, captioned: So, should I order up a glass of wine or go down to the hotel bar?

		He smiled to himself as his cock thickened. He typed a quick reply. If that were a serious question, you wouldn’t have spent so long on your makeup.

		He sent it and started walking, keeping the phone in his hand. A few seconds later it vibrated again. I still want your answer.

		He stopped walking to type. I want you to go to the bar for a drink. If there’s a man there you find attractive, flirt with him. If you still find him attractive when you’ve finished your drink, invite him back to your room.

		Butterflies had returned to his stomach. He held onto his phone and walked a little further, then opened her latest text. It was another image, this one of her face with her painted lips puckered for a kiss, with the caption, I love you!

		With his heart crashing in his chest, he tapped out his final reply. Call me when he’s gone.

		He put his phone in his pocket. The next time he’d hear from her she’d either tell him there’d been no suitable men in the bar, or that she’d ‘done the dirty’ again. Matt knew which answer he wanted it to be.

		He couldn’t concentrate on reading, writing, or watching TV. He drank more than he usually did, and, after letting Daisy out in the garden for her final pee, he headed up to bed a little before eleven. The thought of what his wife might be doing generated a constant buzz in his groin, but he resisted the temptation to jack off.

		He must have fallen asleep because his ringing mobile woke him. He turned on the bedside lamp. It was just before two in the morning. It was a facetime call, so he sat up, blinking. When he accepted the call, his phone screen filled with his wife’s image.

		Her hair was tousled and her makeup had been removed. She gave him a beautiful smile. “Did I wake you?”

		“It’s two in the morning. What do you think?”

		She shrugged her bare shoulders. “Well, I haven’t been asleep.”

		The buzz was back in his balls. “Have you done the dirty?”

		She laughed at his use of her own phrase, then turned serious. “Are you hoping I have?”

		After a brief hesitation, he nodded. “Yeah.”

		“Good.” She pursed her lips, then nodded. “I have.”

		The current running through his nervous system amplified. “Show me your body.”

		She blinked in surprise, then held her phone at arm’s length. She was sitting up in bed, her boobs showing and the covers to her waist.

		“Show me your pussy,” he demanded.

		Danielle pushed the covers down, then held the phone over her crotch and parted her legs. She was naked. Her folds looked puffy and engorged, but there was no cum oozing out of her. She held the phone closer and used two fingers of her other hand to hold open her pussy. Then she directed the camera back at her face as she got out of bed. The image bounced as she walked into the bathroom, then the image spun before settling on the contents of a small bin. Inside were two condoms, both knotted at one end and flooded at the other.

		The image bounced again as she walked back into the hotel bedroom and climbed into bed. She turned the camera back at her face and smiled. “He fucked me twice.”

		“So I see. How was it?”

		“Show me your body and I’ll tell you.”

		Matt laughed and pushed the quilt down. He was wearing jockey shorts.

		“Show me your cock.” He did as asked. “Have you made yourself come tonight?”

		“No.”

		“Will you do it now? For me?”

		He felt uncomfortable. “I’d rather wait until tomorrow night when you’re here.”

		“Tomorrow night, I’ll make you come. But tonight I want to watch you do it.”

		He sighed, resigned to the fact he had little choice. Besides, jerking off while she described her night of sex with someone else was hardly a hardship. He ran his hand down his cock and stroked his balls. “Okay, tell me about your night. Was he in the hotel bar?”

		“Mm hmm. He was the first guy I saw when I walked in.”

		“Describe him.”

		“He was about our age, maybe a little younger. Brown hair, northern accent. Not as good looking as my first guy on Saturday, and not as big as my second. But he had a nice smile and was witty. We laughed a lot.”

		“Did he have kids?”

		“I didn’t ask.”

		“How long did you stay in the bar?”

		“A couple of hours. We had three drinks.”

		“When did you let him know you were up for sex?”

		She laughed. “During the first drink I asked him if his wife knew he chatted up lone women when he was travelling on business.”

		“He was married?”

		She nodded. “He had a ring to prove it.”

		“What did he say?”

		“He said no, then he turned the question around because I was wearing my rings, too.”

		“And what did you say?”

		“I told him my husband encouraged me to pick up men I was sexually attracted to.”

		Matt laughed out loud. “Bang! What was his reaction?”

		“He looked kind of shocked for a while, then he couldn’t stop smiling.”

		“Yet you still made him stay for two more drinks?”

		“Hmm.”

		“What happened when you got to your room?”

		“Show me your dick again.”

		He angled the phone down to show him slowly wanking his cock, which was now fully hard.

		“Hold your phone higher so you can see my face and I can see your cock.”

		He did so. “Are you touching yourself?” he asked.

		“No, but I might when you get close.” She lay back and held the phone up so he could see her hair fanned out around her head on the pillow. “Okay, what do you want to know?”

		“I’ve already asked. What happened when you got back to your room?”

		“We smooched for a while. A bit of chat, a bit of kissing, a bit of touching each other up through our clothes.”

		“What did you chat about?”

		“He asked how often I picked men up in hotels.”

		“What did you say?”

		“I told him he was my first that night.”

		Matt laughed again. “And where did he kiss you?”

		“On my lips, jaw, ear, neck.”

		He wanked his cock a little faster. “And where did he touch you?”

		“Mainly my tits and bum.”

		“What happened next?”

		“He laid me back on the bed, hiked my dress up and went down on me.”

		Matt pumped his hand faster. He was pretty sure none of her other guys had done that. “Sixty-nine?”

		“No. He remained dressed and sprawled between my legs while he did it.”

		“Did he make you come doing that?”

		“Oh yeah.” She smiled. “I held him by the head and didn’t let him up until I’d come, but in truth it didn’t take him long.”

		“Then what happened?”

		“Then he fucked me while we were both still fully dressed.” She smiled. “It was a bit desperate and intense, all clawing hands and teeth-clashing kisses. He didn’t last long, but I came again when he did.”

		Matt felt the first tell-tale tingle of his orgasm, his breathing now heavy. “And then?”

		“He went to the bathroom to dispose of the condom, and I stripped naked and got into bed. When he returned, he stripped and got in bed with me.”

		“Who provided the condoms, by the way?”

		“I did.” She smiled, then narrowed her eyes. “How are you doing with the wank?”

		He smiled. “I’m saving myself for the rest of your details.”

		She licked her lips. “Well, I suppose I’m going to have to come at the same time.”

		“Good. What happened when you were both in bed?”

		“We chatted for a while, mainly about how we got into the situation where you encouraged me to fuck around.” She grinned. “I told him we’d been doing it for years, and that it kept things fresh between us.”

		“You should be the one who writes fiction.”

		“Then I sucked him hard, fitted another condom and fucked him again.”

		“Lots of different positions like jumping off the wardrobe and hanging from the chandelier?”

		She laughed. “No, like me on top then him on top. I put my legs over his shoulders as he was working up to his finale.”

		“Did you come again?”

		“I came when I was on top.” She sighed. “And I’m about to come again. How close are you?”

		“I’ve been edging for a couple of minutes. I can come whenever you want me to.”

		“Come now.”

		Matt moved the phone closer to his groin, doubled the speed of his wanking hand for a few seconds then held still. A thick rope of cum flew up onto his chest. He heard Danielle moan and knew she was coming as well. He resumed his hand pumps and fired three more jets of hot spunk onto his stomach.

		Once he’d got his breath back, he brought the phone up to his face and gave her a smile. “What a pair of perverts we’ve become.”

		“Fun, isn’t it?”

		“Yeah. Now lick your fingers.”

		She laughed, opened her mouth and did as he asked, bobbing her head as if fellating them. “Now it’s your turn.”

		He shook his head, remembering how queasy he’d felt watching the Japanese woman’s husband performing clean-up after she’d taken the three black guys. “I’m not that type of cuck.”

		“That’s okay, but I’d like to see you jack off while I’m with a bull.”

		He blinked, surprised she’d given this so much thought.

		“So,” she said, sitting up in bed and covering her lower body. “How’s my book coming on?”

		“It’s finished. I took your advice and made the night at the club the final chapter.”

		“What about tonight?”

		“That won’t be included. I added a few lines where Mike and Diana agreed to continue to explore the lifestyle.”

		“Oh, okay. Will you send it to me so I can read it on the train tomorrow?”

		He nodded. “I’ll do it first thing.”

		“Right, I’d better get some sleep.” She gave him a warm smile. “Night, love.”

		He blew her a kiss and she ended the call. Too tired to shower, he used a wad of tissues to wipe the jism from his chest, then realised Daisy was staring expectantly at him. She’d heard Danielle’s voice on the phone and couldn’t understand why she wasn’t there.

		He leaned down and patted the dog’s head. “She’ll be back tomorrow,” he whispered. “Then we’ll both be able to get all the cuddles we want.” He turned off the lamp and settled down to sleep.

		

		* * * *

		

		Danielle arrived back a little after six-thirty in the evening wearing a black trouser suit, white blouse, and shoes with a conservative heel. She looked smart, though a little weary. Matt waited patiently while Daisy went crazy, jumping up and running around Danielle’s legs, covering her trousers with dog hairs.

		After several minutes, she straightened up and approached her husband. “Hi,” she said, slipping her arms around his waist and pulling him in for a hug.

		The smell of her perfume sent shivers down his spine. His cock thickened as he remembered what she’d done last night.

		She pulled back and looked into his eyes. “Shall I get changed so we can all go for a walk?”

		“Okay. Dinner’s ready but it’ll keep. I’ll turn the oven down.”

		Danielle went upstairs to change while Matt pulled on his shoes and fitted Daisy’s harness. The evening was warm as they walked their regular route. Matt removed Daisy’s lead but she seemed reluctant to wander too far from Danielle, only going a few yards before coming back for another reassuring pat.

		“So,” Danielle said, “I read your book.”

		“You mean your book.”

		She laughed. “Yes, my book.”

		“And?”

		“I loved it, but I think it needs another scene.”

		“Oh?” He wondered if she wanted to include last night’s guy and the phone sex she and Matt had participated in afterwards.

		“I think there should be a sex scene between Mike and Claire.”

		“You noticed I omitted the part where Claire suggested she and Mike had sex while watching Diana.”

		“Hmm.”

		“So you want me to change that scene to include her suggestion and have him take her up on the offer?”

		She stopped walking and faced him. “No, I think you should write a bonus chapter where the three of them go to the club together one more time. This time, while Diana has her fun with whoever, Mike and Claire have sex.”

		Matt studied her face as he tried to work out what she really meant. “I’m not sure I follow.”

		“I think we should go back to the club tomorrow night so I can find another handsome man to have fun with. And while that’s taking place, you’ll fuck Cara.”

		Matt felt his jaw drop.

		Danielle stroked his face. “This was never about just me. It’s a journey we’re both on, and it’s something I want us both to enjoy.”

		“I’m enjoying it.”

		“Good.” She smiled. “But I think you’ll enjoy it more if you do a little playing away yourself.”

		“With Cara?”

		“Cara will be the first, but I don’t think she’ll be the last.” She smiled. “You’re not the only one who likes the idea of reclaiming their partner.” With that, she resumed walking and left Matt playing catch-up — in his head and on the path.

		He hurried after her, and she held her hand out. When he took it, she smiled and kissed his cheek.

		“Tomorrow night?” he said, hardly believing what the two women had arranged.

		“Yes. But before that, you have some reclaiming to do.”

		“And what will that involve?”

		“I haven’t eaten since lunchtime so when we get home I want to be wined, dined and sixty-nined.”

		“I like that idea.”

		She squeezed his hand. “Me too.”

		───Ξ───

		

	
		
			Chapter Eight
		

		

		For their next trip to the sex club, Matt put on the only other suit he owned. Danielle chose a backless dress with a halter top, so wearing a bra was out of the question. They’d agreed to take a cab so that Matt could have a few drinks, and Cara was already in the taxi when it arrived. Danielle slipped into the back with her friend, and Matt sat in the front next to the driver.

		“Hi Matt,” she said, smiling at him with her big, gorgeous green eyes.

		“Hi.”

		“Looking forward to your evening?”

		His cock twitched as he tried for a nonchalant shrug, and she and Danielle giggled in the back.

		As on their previous visit, they went to the same bar beforehand; drinks there were a lot cheaper than in the club. They ordered a bottle of wine and stood around a high table as they drank. Cara looked sleek in a long camel-coloured coat and black pair of sexy heels with an ankle strap. Her hair was tied into a braid that ran down her back, far past her shoulders, and the thick eyeliner she’d expertly applied emphasised their emerald gleam.

		“So, how was your trip to the north?” Cara asked Danielle.

		“It was okay. We’ve done work for the client before but, to be honest, their first product was much better than the new one.” She shrugged. “All the PR in the world isn’t going to make this one as successful as that was. As one of my rather coarse colleagues used to say, you can’t polish a turd.”

		Matt laughed, then waited to see if Cara was going to ask about any extracurricular activities. She didn’t. Although he wouldn’t mind if Danielle had told her about picking up a guy in the hotel, he’d prefer the fact they’d had phone sex afterwards remained a secret. Evidently his wife had no intention of telling her friend about either.

		Cara turned her eyes on him. “So, Matt, what are you hoping to see your wife do later?”

		Before he could answer, Danielle said, “I think he’s more interested in what you’re going to do to him.”

		Cara laughed. “Oh, I have many plans.” She leaned close and blew in his ear.

		Getting attention from Cara in front of his wife felt awkward, but Danielle just smiled at his discomfort.

		“I hope he’s not going to get stage fright in a crowded room,” Cara said.

		“He didn’t suffer from it last week.” Danielle flashed him a smile.

		“What do you mean?”

		“Matt helped the black guy spit-roast me.”

		Cara turned to Matt, her eyes wide. “You did?”

		He shrugged. “It seemed like the decent thing to do. The guy was fucking her from behind and her mouth was there, just waiting to be used.”

		“Where was I?” Cara asked.

		“You were meeting Alexander,” Danielle said. “Speaking of which, how was your dinner date?”

		Cara frowned. “Dull. He’s more interesting to fuck than to talk to.”

		“So what did you do?” Matt asked.

		“I suggested we skip dessert and go back to his place.”

		Danielle laughed and finished her wine. “Shall we head to the club to see who I can find to entertain me while you two consummate your long-time yearning for each other?”

		When Matt stared at his wife, she shrugged. “Cara’s had the hots for you for years, and I’ve seen the way you look at her.” She smiled. “And tonight, you’ll both get to fulfil your wishes with my blessing.”

		They left the bar and walked down the now-familiar quiet street to the modest door. At the cloakroom, Cara peeled off her long coat to reveal a black sleeveless dress that barely covered her crotch. Her calf and thigh muscles were nicely toned and the shoes, with their four-inch heels and ankle straps, made her legs look amazing. Her arms and legs had a sheen that suggested some sort of body oil had been applied. She smiled at Matt’s expression, then linked arms with Danielle as they all headed into the main part of the club. Matt paid forty-five quid for three glasses of average wine, which they carried to an unoccupied booth. After a few minutes, Danielle insisted that Matt take Cara for a dance.

		On the dance floor, Cara pressed her body against his. “Are you as excited about tonight as I am?”

		He tried to play it cool. “I can’t answer that because I don’t know how excited you are.”

		She chewed her lower lip. “I made myself come three times with my wand before I left the house, and I’m wearing a butt-plug in case you want to fuck me in the backdoor.”

		“I think you’ve got the wrong impression of me by reading my books.”

		She laughed. “I’m winding you up. I resisted using my wand, and I don’t own a butt-plug.”

		“I’m glad to hear it.”

		“But I do like your books.”

		“Thanks.”

		“Especially some of your racy characters like Kiera, Samantha and Evie.”

		Matt tried to keep his expression neutral. He’d shamelessly based all three characters on her: all beautiful redheads who cheated on their husbands. “They were fun to write.”

		“I could give you another character who’s even more fun to write.”

		“Oh?”

		“Maybe Claire could have her own book after you’ve released Diana’s story.” She pushed her crotch against his. His cock thickened. “But there’s something special about this new book. You get to tell Claire what you want her to do.”

		He was puzzled. “As the author, I always get to decide what my characters do.”

		“In this case, the muse would have to achieve the goals you set her character. Wouldn’t that make it more interesting?”

		“So if I wrote a scene where Claire finds a filthy homeless man living in a cardboard box, could I make her fuck him?”

		She smiled. “Yes, though she’d refuse to suck him first, and she’d insist he wore a condom.”

		“And if I wrote a scene where Claire gets gangbanged by a Welsh male voice choir?”

		She ground her crotch against his cock, which was getting harder by the second. “She’d probably hit all the high notes, and now you’re making me wet.” She sighed sexily. “I’d also love a scene where she’s invited to stay with a married couple. Claire hasn’t had any Sapphic fun since her university days.”

		When Matt couldn’t come up with a witty answer, she gave him a smug smile. “I’ll mention it to Danielle,” she whispered. “We’ll see what she thinks.”

		She leaned in and kissed him. Her lips were soft, and when she pushed her tongue into his mouth, he slid his own against hers. He gripped her buttocks and pulled her close, grinding her against his hard-on.

		Cara pulled her head back. “You’ve no idea how long I’ve wanted to do that.”

		He didn’t want to admit how many times he’d thought about doing a lot more than kissing her. Their crotches were rubbing together, and he could still taste her lip gloss.

		She looked up into his eyes and let out a breath. “If you keep doing that, I’m going to come.”

		“I’ll keep doing it, then.”

		“You want me to come, here on the dance floor?”

		“Yeah.”

		She narrowed her eyes and rubbed herself faster against his cock. Matt gripped her buttocks tight, then he had another idea. Her dress was ridiculously short, so he’d have easy access.

		When Cara’s breathing became shallow, he leaned in and nuzzled her ear. He slid his hand down between her buttocks and eased her thong aside. “I think you should come...now!” As he said the final word, he pushed two fingers into her soaking pussy.

		Cara yelped and clung to him. He felt her tighten around his fingers and he pushed them deeper into her hot channel. She held on tight for quite a while before pulling her head back. He reluctantly removed his fingers.

		“Will you put that in your book?” she asked, still breathless.

		“Oh yeah.” It was the first time in twenty years that he’d touched a woman who wasn’t Danielle.

		She looked back towards their booth. “Shall we go and tell your wife what a naughty boy you’ve been, or would you rather keep it a secret?”

		“I don’t keep secrets from her.”

		Cara nodded and led him back to the booth, holding his hand. Danielle had company. Two young men, both tanned with jet-black hair and patchy beards, sat in the booth with her. They looked to be in their early twenties.

		“Guys,” Danielle said with a warm smile, “say hello to my friends Cara and Matt.”

		Both young men smiled and waved, and Matt noticed how her introduction suggested he and Cara were a couple.

		Danielle pointed to the guy sitting closest to her. “This is Jordy, spelt with a J but pronounced like a Y, and that’s Luis. They’re visiting from Seville.”

		Jordy smiled. “We are here for two weeks,” he said in heavily accented English. “Then we visit Paris and Monte Carlo on our way back to Spain.”

		“Lovely,” Cara said, though Matt wasn’t sure if she was referring to their trip or the men themselves. “Have you been to this club before?”

		Both men shook their heads. “It is very... libertino.” Luis frowned, obviously struggling to think of the English translation. “Debauched.”

		Cara laughed and nodded. “It is. Very.” She inclined her head towards her friend. “I suspect Danielle is dying to show the two of you just how libertino things can get upstairs.”

		The young men turned to Danielle with expectant smiles. “What happens upstairs?”

		Danielle held Cara’s gaze for a second, then turned to Matt and raised her eyebrows. He gave what he hoped was a reassuring smile. He’d be happy for her to take both the young Spaniards at the same time, especially as he’d be fucking Cara while she did it.

		Danielle turned to the young men. “I think you’re going to like upstairs,” she said. “Let’s go.”

		The five of them left the booth and followed the edge of the dance floor to the doors leading to the chill-out rooms. As Danielle and the two Spaniards went upstairs, Cara hung back and gripped Matt’s hand.

		“I think we should let them find a suitable place,” she whispered. “Then we can choose somewhere close by to watch from.”

		“Okay.”

		She moved closer and kissed his cheek. “What are you most excited about, seeing your wife take two guys or finally getting to fuck me?”

		The tightness in his chest made it hard to speak. “Can’t I be excited about both?”

		“I guess so.” She gripped his cock through his trousers and sighed. “I’ll be honest, I’m going to enjoy getting this more than I enjoy watching my friend have a threesome.”

		“Good.” Matt leaned in and kissed her again. Cara responded with a quiet moan and kissed him back. Other people passed them on the stairs, but they didn’t break their clinch. Considering how angry he’d been with Cara after the first time she and Danielle had come to this club, all Matt could think about now was getting his cock inside her.

		She broke the kiss and smiled. “We’d better go find your hotwife before she drains those two young bulls and you miss the show.”

		They walked hand-in-hand up the stairs. As soon as they got to the chill-out room, Matt saw a dozen men turn and gawk at Cara, the hunger in their eyes unmistakable, even in the low lighting. She pulled him to the right-hand side and nodded towards the far end. Danielle, Jordy and Luis were sprawled on a vast leather scatter-cushion, talking and laughing. Cara led Matt to a nearby armchair, pushed him down onto the seat, then sat on his lap with one arm around his neck, exactly as she’d done during their previous visit. Matt did a quick scan of the neighbouring couples.

		“Were you hoping the Japanese slut would be here again tonight?” Cara asked.

		He laughed. “I’d happily watch her again.”

		“Me too. Is she in your book?”

		“Yep, and so’s her husband.”

		Cara frowned. “Which one was her husband?”

		“After the three black guys had left, someone else came over and performed cleanup.”

		“Eww.” She frowned. “Where was I?”

		“You’d left because you needed dick.”

		She laughed. “Well, you can’t expect me to watch all that sex and not get any myself.”

		“Of course not.”

		They glanced over at the scatter-cushion, where the two guys were slowly stroking Danielle through her dress. She had her eyes closed and a blissful look on her face as they ran their fingers over her boobs, stomach, hips and legs.

		Cara leaned in and nibbed Matt’s ear. “Your wife seems to be getting more attention than I am.”

		He smiled and ran his hand up to her boob, tracing the outside of the soft dome of flesh with his fingertips while stroking his thumb over the nipple, which stiffened under his touch. She squirmed in his lap, then turned and kissed him passionately. Returning her kiss, he pinched her nipple between finger and thumb. She moaned and wrapped both her arms around his neck. Matt moved his attention to her other nipple, pinching and twisting it gently as Cara ground down on his cock.

		She pulled back and smiled at him. “If any of my husbands had been like you, I might still be married.”

		“What makes you say that?”

		“You’re the perfect husband. Good looking, good company, a wonderfully creative dirty mind, and...” She leaned in and kissed him again. “You like it when your wife fucks other men.”

		“I wouldn’t let my wife fuck my brother.”

		She opened her eyes wider. “Ooh, you have a brother?”

		Matt laughed in spite of himself. “You’re incorrigible.”

		A soft groan had them both glancing over in Danielle’s direction. Both young men were now kissing her neck and stroking her body, Luis cupping her breast as Jordy traced his fingers over her leg, just above the knee.

		Cara turned her attention back to Matt and kissed him again. He ran his hand down over her body and onto her thigh. She opened her legs and he accepted the invitation, sliding his hand beneath her dress. The smooth, perfect skin of her inner thighs was slick with her juices. Moving his hand higher still, he pressed his fingertips against the drenched gusset of her thong and explored the terrain. Her pussy lips were swollen and slightly open. He ran a finger from back to front through the cleft until he got to her clit. Cara’s legs jerked as he drew circles around the protruding nub.

		To their left, Danielle reached up and undid the halter top of her dress to release her boobs. Then she pushed her dress down over her hips and lay back on the cushion, naked except for a red thong. Luis slowly pulled it down her thighs and off. As Jordy feasted on her breasts, Luis lowered his head between her thighs. When his tongue made contact with her pussy, Danielle arched up and let out a loud moan.

		“Are you going to fuck me now?” Cara asked, her voice hoarse and her breathing heavy.

		Matt kissed her ear while he continued to tease her clit. “Not yet. You’re going to come again before we have sex.”

		“She’s getting her tits sucked and her pussy licked.”

		“I know.”

		“I want you to suck my tits and lick my pussy.”

		“Me too.” He worked his finger faster and saw her eyes close. “Come whenever you’re ready.”

		“You bastard.” She gave a little grin. “You know I want your dick.”

		“You also know you’re going to get it. But first...” He eased her thong aside, pushed two fingers inside her and used his thumb to tease her clit. “I want to see that pretty face of yours when you come.”

		She stared into his eyes and sucked in short breaths. Then her eyes closed and she let out a long sigh as she came again, her legs twitching in time to the spasms that gripped his fingers. He could smell the musk of her sex.

		She opened her eyes and smiled, then rested her head on his chest.

		On the scatter-cushion, Danielle lay on her side, watching the two young Spaniards remove their clothes. They had slim, toned bodies and thick black pubic hair. Unsurprisingly, both men were erect.

		Danielle rolled onto her back and parted her legs. Luis crouched over her head and Jordy knelt between her knees. As one fed his cock into her open mouth, the other pushed into her gaping cunt. Neither wore a condom.

		“Oh, you lucky girl,” Cara murmured.

		Matt couldn’t take his eyes off the sight of his wife being pleasured by two men. Her face was hidden by Luis’ leg, but her body writhed between them, her boobs swaying to the rhythm and the nipples standing proud. She looked amazing.

		Cara slid off his lap and knelt by his feet. He tore his eyes from his wife and looked down at the beauty undoing the buttons of his trousers. She kept her gaze locked onto his as she slipped her hand inside and wrapped her fingers around the shaft. He’d been oozing precum for the past hour, but neither he nor Cara mentioned the wetness of his shorts.

		Still holding eye contact, she leaned in and took him into her mouth. A shudder ran up his spine as Cara sucked in her cheeks and swirled her tongue. Then she pushed down further. He felt his tip press into her throat. She pushed further still, and he let out a groan as she swallowed his full length.

		Matt was terrified he’d blow his load if she sucked him for much longer. He placed his hands on her head and reluctantly pulled her up off his cock.

		She smiled. “You could have come. I promise I’ll get you hard again so you can fuck me.”

		He hesitated for a second, then fed his cock back into her mouth. Cara’s eyes shone triumphantly as she went to work. She took him deep, pressed her tongue against the shaft and bobbed her head. Matt glanced over at his wife. The men had swapped places. Both were now crouching over her, Luis slamming into her pussy and making her entire body shake while Jordy fucked her mouth.

		Matt gripped Cara’s braid and pulled her head all the way down until her nose was nestled in his pubic hair. Luis banged fast and held still. Danielle rocked her hips beneath him, the scream announcing her orgasm muffled by the cock in her mouth. Matt went off like a geyser down Cara’s throat. She moaned, gulped and bounced her head as he continued to fire more spunk into her ravenous mouth.

		Ten feet to Matt’s left, Jordy squeezed his eyes shut and came in Danielle’s mouth. She moaned and reached up with her hand, wanking the base while keeping the top half of his dick in her mouth, swallowing everything he gave her.

		His head spinning with adrenalin, Matt watched his wife’s two lovers withdraw and settle on the cushion with her, her pale body partially hidden by their tanned limbs. He turned his eyes to Cara, who still had his softening cock in her mouth. She released it, kissed the shaft, then knelt up until their noses were almost touching.

		She smiled, glanced down at his mouth then back into his eyes. “Is another kiss out of the question now?”

		He tipped his head to the side and pushed his tongue into her cum-tinged mouth. She sucked on his tongue before pushing her own into his mouth. He could taste his cock and his cum but didn’t care. He broke the kiss, half-stood and manhandled her into the armchair. Dropping to his knees, he slid his hands up to her hips and peeled her thong down her legs, threading it over the sexy shoes. He gazed at her pussy, the soft red pubes clipped short and waxed into a landing strip. Matt leaned in and inhaled her aroma, then lowered his head and ran his tongue over her clit.

		Cara whimpered and draped one shapely leg over his shoulder. Matt moved his mouth lower and pushed his tongue as far into her channel as he could manage. She moaned again, pushing herself forward onto his face as he tongue-fucked her.

		“Ooh yeah,” she whispered. “Oh fuck, yeah.” She ran her fingers through his hair. “Oh, I love getting my pussy licked, and you’re so good at it.”

		Matt patiently worked her closer to the edge, giving her clit some attention then backing off and going back to prod her channel and suck her labia. He could tell by the way she moved against him that she wanted more contact, but he resisted.

		“Matt, please,” she rasped, pushing herself forward onto his face. “God, will you stop fucking teasing me...” She raised her bum off the seat, using the leg over his shoulder for leverage.

		When he was sure she was right on the precipice, he took her clit between his lips and thrust his hand forward, sending his first two fingers deep into her pussy and his third finger up her arse.

		Cara screamed as a hot wetness drenched his face and ran down his sleeve. He kept sucking her clit and pumping his arm. She squirted again. Her body trembled, then she pushed his head and hand away. Her expression was one of shock.

		Matt lowered her leg off his shoulder and leaned close, smiling. “Is a kiss out of the question?”

		She pulled him forward by his hair and kissed him passionately before licking all her juices from around his mouth. Then she looked into his eyes and sighed. “I’ll let you watch your wife for a while, because she’s just watched you do that to me.”

		Matt glanced over toward Danielle. She was smiling at him from between the two men. She had her hand around Luis’ cock, and Jordy was rubbing his against the soft flesh of her boob. Then she lay face down on the cushion and said something to the men. Luis moved to kneel behind her as Jordy knelt in front of her face. Both men were once again sporting full erections.

		“I guess younger men can fuck again without much of a rest,” Cara said.

		Matt nodded, then dragged her forward by the legs until her pussy was at the edge of the chair seat. He gripped his hard-on in his fist and smiled. “So can older guys, providing the woman is hot enough.”

		“Am I hot?”

		“You know you are.”

		She gave him a satisfied smile. “Fuck me.”

		He swiped the tip of his cock through her hot, slick folds. The thought of taking a condom from his pocket lasted only a split-second before he pushed into her molten core.

		Cara let out a long groan and clenched down on him. He pulled back slightly, then pushed in until his balls nestled against the soft skin of her buttocks. Never taking his eyes from her beautiful face, he fucked her with long, slow thrusts. He remembered every scene from books he’d written featuring characters based in Cara, but the reality was so much better. She undulated on the chair, the walls of her pussy rippling around his cock like a gloved hand milking him. Even though he’d come about ten minutes earlier, he was worried that he might not last long in her hot, tight pussy.

		She seemed to sense his apprehension. “Don’t worry about it,” she said. “I’ll come when you do.”

		He licked his lips and took a breath, desperate to make this last as long as he could. She clenched down on him again, smiling. “Fill me up and enjoy it.”

		Matt dug his fingers into the soft, firm flesh of her hips and gripped hard as he banged into her. Cara groaned and clenched down yet again with a vice-like grip that seemed to demand the spunk from his balls. He dropped his head back and grunted as he exploded inside her. Cara moaned and bounced her hips. The clench of her orgasm was almost painful, but he kept driving his cock in and out, draining his balls dry. When he finally stilled and opened his eyes, she was grinning at him. She eased him out, hauled him to his feet and sat forward to lick his cock clean. Finally, she let him take her place on the chair and sat on his lap again.

		As they turned their attention back to Danielle, Luis and Jordy were in the process of changing places. Their dicks glistened in the dim light of the room. Once in position, Jordy entered her from behind and Danielle parted her lips so Luis could thread his cock into her mouth.

		Matt watched as the young Spaniard slowly pumped his hips, sending his cock in and out. Her eyes were closed as she twisted her head with each thrust he made.

		“Is he doing what I think he’s doing?” Cara asked. She nodded at Jordy, who seemed to be in a half-crouch and trying to push back into Danielle.

		“What do you think he’s doing?” Matt asked as Jordy’s cock slid into his wife.

		“He’s fucking her in the ass.”

		Matt was about to contradict her when he looked at his wife’s face. She’d released Luis’ cock and was wincing. He was just about to go and rescue her when she blew out a couple of breaths and took Luis back into her mouth.

		“He is, isn’t he?” Cara whispered.

		“Yeah.” Matt knew this wasn’t new to Danielle, but he was surprised she was allowing someone she’d only just met to do it.

		Danielle released Luis’ cock from her mouth, turned around and said something to Jordy, who pulled out.

		“Looks like she’s putting a stop to it,” he whispered.

		Cara frowned. “I don’t think so.”

		Matt watched as Danielle moved aside and instructed Luis to lie on his back on the scatter-cushion. She straddled him and fed his cock inside her, then lay down on his chest. Matt held his breath. He knew what was about to happen.

		Danielle glanced over her shoulder and spoke to Jordy, who moved forward and pointed his cock downwards.

		“Oh my fuck,” Cara whispered. “She’s going to take them front and back.”

		Jordy’s cock sank in and Danielle let out a loud groan. The three of them suddenly seemed to be the centre of attention for all the people on the surrounding chairs, cushions and couches.

		Matt couldn’t take his eyes off his wife, who was sandwiched between the two men and making noises he’d never heard from her before. Their bodies jerked and twitched, then Danielle let out an ear-piercing scream, followed by a high-octave ‘yes, yes, yes.’ Luis’ legs twitched and kicked, Jordy banged harder than ever and Danielle seemed to come yet again, this orgasm accompanied by a guttural groan.

		The tendons in Jordy’s neck stood out and he held perfectly still. Beneath him, Danielle was still writhing on top of Luis, whose eyes were squeezed shut. The three of them eventually stopped moving.

		“God, that was so fucking hot,” Cara hissed.

		Matt was too stunned to answer.

		“I’m so jealous. That’s something I’ve never experienced.” She turned to him. “It looks like you can have sloppy seconds in any hole you choose.”

		Eventually, Danielle disentangled herself from between the two men, picked up her dress, thong and shoes and walked naked towards a door at the rear of the chill-out room Matt had never noticed before. He saw people’s heads turned as they followed her progress.

		Luis and Jordy dressed in silence then sat on the cushion, looking more than a little pleased about the libertino attitude in the chill-out room. Danielle returned a few minutes later, fully dressed. She stopped by her two young lovers, who stood up and both gave her a hug. The Spaniards stayed in the chill-out room as Danielle, Matt and Cara headed for the stairs.

		Danielle took Matt’s hand and squeezed it. After retrieving the coats, they went outside, where a doorman hailed one of the waiting taxis. The three of them sat in the back with Matt in the middle, holding each woman’s hand.

		“So,” Danielle said, looking at Matt. “Are you going to add another chapter to my book?”

		He laughed. “No, I think there’s enough material from tonight for another complete book.”

		“Oh?” She sat forward and looked over at Cara. “Is that because of my sexy friend, or because I got a bit carried away?”

		“Both.”

		Danielle nodded. “A sequel might be fun.” She smiled at Cara. “For all of us.”

		The taxi stopped outside their house. Matt squeezed Cara’s hand and she kissed his cheek.

		Danielle leaned over her husband and kissed her friend. “I’ll call you tomorrow.”

		As they watched the taxi drive away, Danielle pulled Matt close. “Are you angry that I went so far?”

		“No.” He was astonished, but not angry.

		“I can’t believe I let them go in bare.”

		“The fact they were alternating between your pussy and mouth meant you had to, really.”

		“Yeah, that’s what I thought.” She looked up at the night sky, then into his face. “Was the reality of fucking Cara as good as your fantasies?”

		He shrugged.

		She laughed and slapped his arm. “I’ll take that as a yes. Are you going to do it again?”

		“That’s up to you.”

		She slipped her arm in his. “I’m pretty sure you will.”

		“Actually, I think she has designs on getting you into bed.”

		Danielle frowned, then raised her eyebrows. “While that might be weird, I guess it’d be okay if you were there as well.”

		A hot tingle ran through his loins. He looked at their house. “Ready to get sniffed and licked all over?”

		“Yes, but I’ll have to fuss Daisy first.”

		Matt laughed and pulled her in for a hug. Then they walked hand-in-hand to their front door.

		THE END

		
			Delores Swallows
		

		United Kingdom (2024)

		

		

		About the Author

		

		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 website, chat on X, or by email at deloresswallows@gmail.com. And don’t forget to sign up to his mailing list for a free story.

		

		

		

		

		Also by Delores Swallows

		

		
			[image: A person and person standing together

Description automatically generated]
		

		Prepare to enter a world of desire, temptation, and competition like no other. Welcome to the 2nd collaboration crafted by the esteemed ACHE group, the Authors of Cuckold and Hotwife Erotica. Each book is a standalone tale, a tantalising journey into the electrifying challenges of a once-in-a-lifetime sexual adventure as our five couples explore love, lust, and self-discovery in ways they never imagined. Get ready to be tantalised, teased, and utterly captivated by The Hotwife Games.

		Invincible: Jade and Kenny had lived the vixen/stag lifestyle for their entire married life. Her first dalliance with another man had actually taken place during their honeymoon, and Kenny had enjoyed every single playdate she’d had since. Their regular arrangement of her seeing a bull every couple of months was disrupted when an old friend of Jade’s sent her details about a sexy event taking place in New England, USA.

		Curiosity piqued, they followed the link to a website that made bold promises. It claimed The Hotwife Games was a competition designed to push couples’ boundaries of love, trust and desire. The website also explained the attendees would be competing for prize money and the coveted ‘Queen of Hotwives’ title, but Jade paid those details no heed. She was more interested in the part that promised to unleash her inner desires and explore new dimensions of passion.

		They discussed the implications and felt their marriage was strong enough to withstand anything thrown at them during the competition. Their relationship wasn’t just strong, it was invincible. Their subsequent application was successful, and travel documents duly arrived, all paid for by the generous organisers.

		When they reached The Diablo’s Retreat Hotel, it became immediately apparent that this wasn’t just some sordid little backstreet event for people to get their jollies. The setting was like something from a fairy tale, which suggested the challenges they were about to face would also be something special.

		As predicted, Jade and Kenny were confronted with situations they had never encountered before. For Kenny, some of the challenges he faced were more enjoyable than others.

		In the face of eleven other beautiful hotwives, Kenny knew his wife wouldn’t be intimidated. Though not fiercely competitive, she was intensely passionate. And as she’d pointed out, she wasn’t there to win the title.

		She was there for some kinky fun.

		The Hotwife Games: Invincible can be bought here.

		───Ξ───
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		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...

		From Hot Wife to Hotwife can be bought here.
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