



Disclaimers

WARNING: The following story is of an adult erotic nature and includes explicit descriptions of sexual acts and language of a sexual nature. This story is not suitable to persons under the age of eighteen.

All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without written permission from the author, except in the case of a reviewer, who may quote brief passages embodied in critical articles or in a review. Trademarked names appear throughout this book. Rather than use a trademark symbol with every occurrence of a trademarked name, names are used in an editorial fashion, with no intention of infringement of the respective owner’s trademark. The information in this book is distributed on an “as is” basis, without warranty. Although every precaution has been taken in the preparation of this work, neither the author nor the publisher shall have any liability to any person or entity with respect to any loss or damage caused or alleged to be caused directly or indirectly by the information contained in this book.

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents either are the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously, and any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events, or locales is entirely coincidental.


Contents

Disclaimers

Contents

CHAPTER ONE – DATE NIGHT

CHAPTER TWO – THE DANCE

CHAPTER THREE – SOWING THE SEED

CHAPTER FOUR – A NEW BEGINNING

CHAPTER FIVE – THE AFTERMATH

CHAPTER SIX – DEEPER DOWN THE RABBIT HOLE

CHAPTER SEVEN – DATE NIGHT REVISTED

About the Author


CHAPTER ONE – DATE NIGHT

“What do you think honey? The red one or the purple one?”

Holly was stood in the bedroom in just her Agent Provocateur lingerie, a lacey bra and panty set with suspenders and stockings. She had already done her hair and makeup and was stood there, looking like an underwear model in 6-inch designer stiletto shoes. She looked utterly stunning; she always did. Her body was lean, toned and shapely, like a fitness model, the kind you see on Instagram, posing in their thongs or GymShark leggings. This was thanks to her 4 days per week training sessions with a female PT who specialised in female physiques.

“Well?” Holly asked starting to get a little irritated by her husband’s indecisions.

“Uhh…”

“Baby?” Holly strolled up to Ben, her husband, until she was stood less than arm’s length from him. “Did you just whimper?”

Ben looked down for a moment, words seeming to stick in his throat “d- do we have to go through this every time Holy” His voice was frail, like it was a physical effort for him to speak.

Holly looked at her husband, running an appraising eye over him for a second or two and she stepped closer, placing a hand on the front of his cotton jogging bottoms, her hand wrapped around his bulge.

“Yes babe, you know how I like it when you help me get ready, I appreciate your opinion, you know I do.”

Ben blushed slightly at her touch and the soft, almost playful tone of her voice.

“Ooh…” Holly exclaimed, a subtle smirk creasing her face. “I think I just felt a little twitch!”

She tapped his crotch through the fabric of his trouser, her immaculately manicured nails making a tapping sound against the metal cage encasing his genitals. Ben whimpered again. With her other hand Holly placed the tip of her index finger under Ben’s chin and raised his eyes to meet hers. In her heels they were almost exactly the same height, if anything she was slightly taller.

“Well? Red or purple?”

Ben hesitated “I think the purple one matches your shoes better.” He said feebly.

“Mmm… I knew you would choose that one. I agree, and it does cling to my hips, making my bum look very shapely, don’t you think?”

Ben, blushed. “Yeah… you look super-hot in that Holly.”

Holly leaned in and placed a gentle kiss on her husband’s lips, she lingered there for a few seconds, just long enough to feel another twitch from his caged penis and then she pulled away, gazing deep into his eye. “I love you.” She said, and she meant it.

“I love you to too babe.” Replied Ben meekly, his face furrowing into a somewhat pained expression.

Holly stepped back and looked at her husband analytically, she paused for a moment and then pouted, her voice taking on a playful tone of mock sympathy. “Aw... is my little honey feeling jealous?”

She turned and walked back over to the bed where the two dresses were laid out, along with a number of different lingerie sets. She had modelled each one for her husband as was the usual ritual before she went on a date. She started to squeeze into the figure-hugging dress.

“You always get like this on date night babe. Does my happiness not matter to you?”

She knew her words would have an effect on her chastised husband, she wasn’t one for scolding him using deeply humiliating words, that wouldn’t be right, not given how much she genuinely loved her husband. But she was fully aware that the less comfortable she made him feel, the more she teased him about her lifestyle and her lovers the more turned on he got. To most traditional couples the dynamic of their relationship would be considered weird, surely a married couple should honour their vowels. A good loving wife should be faithful to her husband who was duty bound to love and to protect her. Holly was perfectly capable of protecting herself. Besides Ben did love his wife and she knew it. What was a more selfless expression of true love than to allow your wife to date and sleep with other men?

“What do you think?”

Holly stood tall and proud tugging at her of her skirt, to make sure it covered the tops of her stocking. It was a stylish but very sexy deep purple dress with black trim. It made her look desirable, almost edible, but it wasn’t slutty. Holly wasn’t that kind of woman, she had pride and always looked immaculate whenever she went out, whether it was in her gym attire, casual jeans and tee shirt or sexy evening attire like this. No one would be able to fault her sense of style.

“You look amazing hon.” Ben said with an audible strain in his voice, clearly, he was torn between how gorgeous his beautiful wife looked and the understanding that she wasn’t dressed like this for him.

Holly smiled and slowly walked towards Ben, she pressed her body against his, her firm breasts and hard nipples clearly detectable through the thin fabric of his tee shirt. She cupped his cheeks and whispered huskily.

“This is my second date with Richard, so you know what’s going to happen. Don’t wait up babe.” She kissed him on the lips once more and once again whispered “I love you.”

Holly then turned and waved a hand in the general direction of the bed, where her garments were scattered. “Clear this up would you babe?”

With that she grabbed her coat and left.

Ben stumbled over to the bed and slumped down on the edge looking forlornly at the bedroom door that his wife had just vacated. He buried his face in his hands and contemplated the whole situation. How had he let it get this far? Had Holly wanted this all along? They had been happily married for three years, but the past six months had been, at time, torturous. She was a changed woman, more so recently as she had grown into her role, and it was all his fault.


CHAPTER TWO – THE DANCE

“Hey mate, you might want to keep an eye on your wife.”

Ben was stood queuing at the bar. It was a friend’s anniversary party and they had hired out a function hall. Gary was nudging Ben gently in the ribs and nodding his head across the dancefloor in the general direction of where Holly was stood.

“Nah she’s all good mate.” Said Ben dismissively.

Gary sighed, “I dunno mate, that Bassil is a real lady killer.”

Ben looked over to see what Gary was referring to. There was his gorgeous wife, the most stunning woman at the party, as usual, in a stylish red mini dress that complemented her lean, shapely figure. She was leant against a support pillar, chatting casually with a tall, muscular black man, in a tight tee shirt. Ben observed for a second and grinned, that’s so like Holly he thought to himself, she’s such a people person. Holly was looking up at Bassil and seemingly hanging on his every word as he animatedly relayed an amusing anecdote to her. She twiddled her hair, a look of amused intrigue on her face.

“That’s my Holly” said Ben as he inched closer to the bar “a real social chameleon.”

“Well, if it was my wife, I’d be wanting to get as much distance between her and Bas as possible. He’s a great guy, but I’ve heard some things about him and some of the other wives, y’know?”

Ben snorted at Gary’s tale. He trusted Holly, they had a good relationship, built on trust and real love. Sure, Holly could be a flirt, that was just her nature. But she would never do anything like fall for the fake charms of a well-known player. Just as the music stopped a shrill laugh pierced the air from across the hall. Ben looked around and saw Holly blushing and covering her mouth, realising that her reaction to Bassil’s story had attracted everyone’s attention.

Another minute or two and Ben had two glasses of wine and was making his way back to his wife, who was chatting away with her new friend. Ben noticed that they both had their mobile phones out and Holly was tapping on the screen. Surely, she’s not getting his number Ben thought to himself. He convinced himself that there would be a rational explanation, he trusted his beautiful wife, besides, even if she was allowing herself to be charmed by this man there was no way she would be so blatant about it, she hated the way some of the other wives gossiped and, her being by far the most attractive was often on the wrong end of their jealous natured causery.

“Baby! My God I thought I was gonna die of thirst!” Yelped Holly enthusiastically as Ben approached, slipping her phone back into her purse.

Ben handed her the drink and turned to Bassil “I see you’ve met my wife. I’m Ben.” He said calmly, holding out his spare hand to the tall, handsome mahogany skinned man.

“Bassil. Nice to meet you.” He replied, accepting Ben’s handshake.

Ben couldn’t help but notice that Bassil’s hand was huge, like a goalkeeper who had left his gloves on.

“Bassil, knows Macey, my trainer” said Holly enthusiastically “he was just telling me about a fitness podcast I should check out.”

There, thought Ben the rationale explanation. Ben looked over to Bassil, he was tall, maybe six four and well built, clearly a gym junky like Holly. For his own part, Ben wasn’t a big gym goer, sure, he kept in shape but lifting weights wasn’t for him, he preferred to run or cycle.

The trio exchanged small talk for a few minutes and then Holly, who had been swaying to the music and slightly tipsy grabbed Ben’s hand; “Baby, I wanna dance!”

Ben smiled and shook his head, “Aw babe, you know I have two left feet.”

Holly pouted, half-jokingly, but she really wanted to dance, she was at a party for crying out loud!

“Then may I have the pleasure?” Enquired Bassil, performing a mock bow.

“Uh… I- I don’t know.” Replied Holly, glancing to Ben. A look that said I know this isn’t appropriate, but can I please go and dance?

“No, that’s OK” said Ben, surprising even himself “you go and have fun, I’ll be right here nursing your drink.”

Holly looked at him half in surprise and half in curious amusement, “OK, here.” She handed him her glass and her purse and accepted Bassil’s hand, allowing him to lead her onto the dance floor.

Ben leaned his back against the pillar, slipping the purse under one arm and holding both drinks. He watched, as Holly and Bassil danced, it was friendly enough, the music was a pounding EDM track, Holly danced gleefully and spun around, her arms over her head, she looked in her element, her free-spirited nature unleashed as she lost herself in the beat. Ben took a moment to observe Bassil, his movements were slick and rhythmic, but understated, very cool looking. Ben wished he could make dancing look so effortless.

The pair remained on the dancefloor for the next track and Holly moved in closer to her partner, placing one hand on one of his broad shoulders while running the other through her hair as she flicked her head in time with the music. She looked so sexy; Ben beamed with pride. That’s my wife he thought to himself. Holly turned around and backed into Bassil, reaching back and placing his large hands on her hips as she swayed them smoothly with the music. She looked up and fixed Ben’s gaze, her eyes had a fire in them, this was a look that always got Ben going. Although Holly was a stunning lady, there was so much more to her than just her looks. She was intelligent - the smartest person Ben knew, witty, outgoing but also…sexy. Very sexy. Ben smirked back at her, their eyes fixed, she mouthed I love you and then turned back to her dance partner. She ran her hands up his muscular arms, stopping at his shoulders, the melon sized deltoids that threatened to burst out of his tee shirt. They continued to dance, and Holly felt Bassil’s hand on her mid back. She looked up at him, their eyes met, and she smiled softly, but warmly, closing her eyes as she enjoyed the music. She tried not to shiver as she felt his big strong hand trace its way down her spine to the small of her back, his touch was gentle. Almost unconsciously Holly pressed her body against his, one hand moving up from his shoulder, along the side of his neck and resting finally on the back of his head. Bassil took this as an invitation and moved his hand lower until it was on her firm, muscular buttock. His other hand moved up to the side of her face, his fingers gently entangling themselves in her hair. Holly inhaled as she felt his hand on her bum, she held her breath, wait, she thought what am I doing? Bassil gently squeezed her buttock, and she felt her whole-body tingle, not even realising that their faces her almost touching. She let out an impromptu moan under her breath and opened her eyes realising how close their lips were.

Ben watched from his vantage point. A little anxiety rose up inside him. Was his loving, loyal wife about to kiss this stranger in full view of everyone? A feeling that he couldn’t comprehend started to swell up from the pit of his stomach. Being a man Ben always had trouble deciphering his emotions, but this tingling feeling of anxiety was mixed with something else, something he couldn’t fathom.

Holly’s breath caught in her mouth for a moment and then realisation dawned on her and she swiftly pulled away, pressing a hand on Bassil’s chest to put distance between them. Bassil smirked at her, hunger in his eyes, there was no hiding what was on his mind. Holly blushed but tried to hide it with a nervous laugh as she continued to back away.

Ben watched, realising that something was happening in his loins, was he getting an erection watching his wife dance with this Adonis of a man? He looked up to see his adorable wife quickly retreating from the dance floor and heading straight to him. She grabbed her drink from his hand and necked the remainder of it in one.

She stood silently, looking at her husband, trying to read him, a guilty look on her own face, she bit the corner of her bottom lip as she relived what just happened and tried to interpret how she felt about it, but also how her husband felt about it.

“I’m sorry babe.” She said as she reclaimed her purse.

Ben smiled “What for? That was hot! I know you would never do anything.”

“Mm. Babe, let’s go home, I think I’ve had enough to drink for one night.” Said Holly, stroking her husband’s arm.

“You sure?” Replied Ben sympathetically.

Holly glanced back to the dancefloor, to her ex-dance partner who was, by now, dancing with the blonde sister of a friend of theirs. Of course, he is she thought to herself.

“Yeah, let’s go have our own party.” Holly said lasciviously as she took her husband’s hand and led him away from the dance floor.


CHAPTER THREE – SOWING THE SEED

Ben and Holly lay naked on the crinkled sheets of their bed, in a post-coital embrace. The lights were dim, soft soul music came from the Bluetooth speaker on the bedside cabinet.

Holly, her leg curled up over Ben’s was drawing ambiguous shapes on her husband’s chest with her fingertips.

“Mmmm… that was something.” Purred Holly as she bathed in the afterglow of sex.

“Yeah, it’s almost like someone was a little worked up.” Ben kissed his wife on the top of the head, and she let out a little giggle, knowing full well what he was referencing.

“I have no idea what you are talking about.” She said in a slightly sarcastic tone. “Anyway, you can talk. I can’t remember the last time you fucked me with that much enthusiasm.”

The pair cuddled and made small talk for a little longer until Ben changed the subject.

“So, you took quite the shine to Bassil.”

Holly shifted position and looked up at her husband quizzically, trying to work out if he was upset, or if he was trying to coax something out of her. Ben looked at her and raised his eyebrows as if to say well?

“Are you jealous?” She said with a hint of amusement in her voice.

“No, I’m really not!” He defended himself. “But you did almost kiss him.”

Holly stroked Ben’s chest as she contemplated her answer. As a couple they rarely fought and had always been very honest with each other. She appreciated that her husband was very open minded and never got jealous or possessive towards her. Not that she had ever given him any reason to.

“I… I guess we got a little carried away in the moment, too much wine. But I didn’t kiss him baby. I wouldn’t do that to you, you know that!”

“Yeah, but you didn’t seem to mind his hand on your arse.”

Holly playfully slapped Ben’s chest in mock protest.

“And I didn’t see you rushing to reclaim your wife from the clutches of the dashing stranger!”

“heh. Honestly, I thought it was hot.”

Holly’s hand slid further down Ben’s torso until it reached his crotch.

“Oh my God Ben… your hard! Is this turning you on?”

Holly shifted position and started to slowly, playfully, stroke her husband’s erect penis. Ben was adequately endowed, an average length with enough girth to satisfy his sexy wife. She shifted herself up until she was looking down into his eyes, a seductive look on her face. Her voice was soft, almost a whisper, with a hint of vocal fry.

“Does my husband get off on seeing his sexy wife dancing with another man? You like it when a big… strong… black man puts his hands on your wife’s bum? In full view of everyone?”

Ben leaned forward to kiss his wife, but she pulled back, not allowing their lips to touch. She continued her tease.

“What if we had kissed Ben? Would that have turned you on? Seeing your wife kissing another man in public? Huh” Holly glanced down at her hand as it worked Ben’s shaft “Oh! Your cock just twitched honey. I think you do like it.” She giggled.

Changing position Holly straddled her husband, who’s desperate moans from her teasing had gotten her own juices flowing. She guided his penis into her moist sex and started to slowly grind her hips, her hands pressing down on his chest and her hair flopping down over her face. Ben reached up and began to massage her firm natural C-cup boobs, his thumbs teasing her hard nipples. Holly was a very talented lover, her exercise habit had instilled in her a sense of proprioception over her toned, lightly muscular body that she could seemingly contract or relax any individual muscle on command, including those muscles in her vagina. Ben’s eyes burned holes in his wife as she drove him crazy with desire. He loved her with every ounce of his being and lusted after her just as much. There were days when he literally pinched himself to ensure that being married to this Goddess wasn’t just a dream.

Holly’s phone lit up and vibrated on the bedside cabinet, next to the speaker, but the two lovers were in no mind to stop.

Holly rode her husband until he shot his load inside her, his release came with an almost animalistic growl which Holly supressed as she covered his mouth with hers, kissing him passionately and milking every drop out of his balls with her pelvic floor.

She pulled herself off and collapsed down next to him, both gasping for air. Although Holly didn’t climax herself, she was satisfied that she had pleased her man. She’d get him to finish her off with his mouth, she thought, reaching over to grab her phone.

“Oh!” She declared in surprise as she read the message on the screen.

“What is it babe?” Enquired Ben.

“It’s a message from Bassil.” Holly said with a hint of abashment in her voice.

Ben turned onto his side and frowned at his wife “so you did get his number then…” There was a detectable amount of concern in the tone.

“Oh, it’s the link to that podcast he mentioned. Aw, that’s sweet.” She said, almost oblivious to her husband’s question.

Holly looked back at Ben and wrinkled her nose in that cute way she does, that always made Ben’s heart melt. She turned to replace the phone on the top when it vibrated again.

“Hm… he’s sent me another message.” Holly read it out “you’re a great dancer, would love to do it again some time.” Ben frowned at his wife as she peered up from the phone to look at him. “Babe” she said softly “I’ll tell him to back off, don’t worry. That’s not appropriate.”

Holly started typing but Ben placed a hand on hers and drew her attention back to him.

“No. Play along.”

“What?” Holly scoffed.

“Have a little fun, play him at his own game.” Ben said with a look of devious intent on his face.

“Y-you sure? I don’t want to lead him on and give the wrong impression.”

“It’s just a bit of fun. You can always text back in the morning and say you were drunk, or something.”

“You really are into this aren’t you, Ben. I think I’m seeing a hole new side to you.” She said as her mouth creased into a playful smirk. “Well, if that’s what you want…”

She hastily typed out a reply.

You weren’t so bad yourself Bassil

Ben moved over to try and see what Holly had written but she pulled the phone away and pushed him back, laughing. “Oh no. You don’t get to see this Mr pervert!” She chided playfully.

The phone vibrated again.

So, what you doing now?

Holly bit her bottom lip and grinned as she tried to think of a flirtation reply. Ben again tried to grab the phone, but Holly wasn’t having any of it.

“Why don’t you stop being a pest and make yourself useful?”

Ben looked at her questioningly. Holly fixed him wither eyes and then sternly pointed down, opening her legs to reveal her moist pussy.

“Get that mouth of your down there and get your wife off.”

Ben grinned and did as Holly requested. For the next half an hour Ben teased and toyed with Holly’s nether regions while she continued her text conversation with her new friend. By the time Ben brought her to a climax with his mouth and fingers things had escalated.

Ben moved up, kissing his way up his wife’s body, the back of Holly’s left hand was rested on her forehead as she gathered herself from a body rocking orgasm. The pair kissed.

Holly picked up the phone again and Ben looked at her with a hint of suspicion on his face, “babe. You’re not still talking to him, are you?”

“Yeah, I don’t wanna be rude an’ ignore the poor man. ‘sides, it was your idea.” She said playfully.

“Yeah, I know but—” Holly cut him off.

“He wants to meet up tomorrow.”

“What?” Ben snapped “you’re not serious, are you?

“No I—” Holly froze, the light from the phone screen reflected on her face, her mouth dropped open and her eyes grew wide. “Oh my god!” She declared, slamming her hand over her mouth to muffle a shocked gasp.

“What?” Asked Ben.

Holly didn’t answer, she just furiously tapped away on the phone and then placed it back on the bedside cabinet.

“What? What was that all about?” Ben was almost pleading now.

Holly sat up, her back rested on the headboard and pulled her knees in to her chest, resting her chin on them as she looked up to the corner of the room, the cogs of her mind clearly turning over, contemplating the situation. Then she looked back at Ben, her voice was soft, calm, but assertive.

“I have a date tomorrow night.”

“Whaat?” Ben spat out.

“Yeah, I mean, you wanted me to play along, so I played along.”

“I said play along, not arrange a date. Babe, he’s a total player, what are you doing?”

Holly reached over and gently stroked Ben’s face.

I’m giving you what you want.”

“I don’t want—” Holly cut him off with a kiss.

“Look how turned on you got by me just dancing with him. Imagine what it will do to you tomorrow knowing that I am out on a date with him.”

“You’re not serious.” Ben was beginning to shake, partly from anger but also from something else, was it fear? Was he about to lose his wife? His face creased with worry, his eyes pleading wither.

“Yeah, I am. I mean, I wasn’t going to say yes, but when he sent me the picture of his dick, I just couldn’t say no.”


CHAPTER FOUR – A NEW BEGINNING

“Babe, pleeeease don’t do this.” Ben was almost pulling his hair out, sitting on the sofa looking up at his beautiful wife, who was stood in the middle of the room, twirling to show off her outfit. She was wearing a gingham style flowery summer dress, with strappy high heeled sandals and a short, fashionable leather biker-style jacket. She looked effortlessly sexy chic. She stopped and placed a hand on her hip, looking down at her worried sick husband.

“Babe, I’m just going for drinks with a friend, that’s all.” Her tone was light, playful even.

“A ‘friend’ who sends you pictures of his giant dick.” Ben buried his face in his hands as his mind went back to the shot on his wife’s phone. The image of Bassil’s big black dick, even with his large hand wrapped around the shaft, there was enough above and below the ledge of his had to confirm that is must have been at least 9-inches and as thick as a rolling pin.

Holly stepped up to her husband and sank down to one knee in front of him. She pulled his hands away and cupped his face in her hands, looking deep into his eyes.

“This was your idea hon. I’m doing this for you.”

Ben looked at her, disbelief etched across his face, he couldn’t even find the words. He knew his wife better than anyone and he could tell she was not joking. She put her lips to his and kissed him gently.

“I love you.”

Holly stood up and started to head for the front door. Ben sprang to his feet and grabbed her arm turning her to face him. “Holly please.” He was almost begging now. Holly ran her eyes over her distraught husband’s face and smiled sympathetically. Then she placed a hand on the front of his trousers, feeling his semi-erect penis quickly becoming hard.

“Baby, this is your fantasy. I’m just doing what any loving wife would do to make her man happy.” Ben’s cock twitched against her hand. Her eyes flashed at the sensation “see? You want this! I’ll text you updates, so you know I’m safe.” She kissed him again and then left.


Holly got out of the cab and looked up at the sign above the entrance to the cocktail bar where she was about to meet up with Bassil. She had chosen this place because it was at an end of town where she was certain that none of their friends would hang out. She took a deep breath, this was a big step, she thought. She had never done anything like this before, never even contemplated it. But after the way she saw, and felt, how turned-on Ben had gotten last night, she was certain she was doing the right thing. She loved Ben, she knew Bassil wasn’t going to sweep her off her feet and snatch her away from her happy marriage. But why was she doing this? Had it just been the alcohol or had something changed inside her? She took her phone out of her purse and sent a message to Ben.

Just arrived at the bar babe. I’ll text later. Love you xx

She put the phone away and walked in.


Bassil was charming company, they had been chatting away for a couple of hours and Holly was captivated by his understated charm. He wasn’t tacky or arrogant in his manner and the conversation had flowed effortlessly. Holly laughed out loud at another of Bassil’s amusing anecdotes, just like at the party the night before. As far as anyone else was concerned they were a normal couple. The wedding ring on her finger could feasibly have been placed there by her handsome companion. Sitting opposite each other at a small table, Holly looked down to stir her gin cocktail, then she looked up at Bassil. He was tall and muscular, wearing a tee shirt so tight it looked like it might split apart if he flexed his back too much. He really did look like he had fallen out of the pages of Men’s Health magazine.

“Excuse me babe, I need to use the little girl’s room.” Holly said with a warm smile on her face.

“Don’t leave me waiting too long gorgeous.”

She smirked at him and blew an air kiss before turning and heading to the toilets. Inside the rest room, Holly sat on the toilet and took out her phone, there was half a dozen unread messages, all from Ben. She sighed lightly. She wasn’t hurting him, was she? This isn’t wrong, it was just a kinky game she convinced herself. It’s quite common in Paris society circles for couple to have more than one lover, why was it so taboo here? She read through the messages. All of them were similar, pleading, begging,

please Holly don’t do this I love you!

She typed out a message.

Babe. I’m having a really nice time. Bassil is great company. I think I’m going to go home with him tonight. Love you xx

She put the phone back in her purse and finished her ablutions.

Holly ran her hand across Bassil’s muscular back as she returned to her seat. He reached up and took her hand, keeping her close. He stood up and faced her, looking down into her eyes. The look in Holly’s eyes was one of lust, they were definitely saying take me to bed. Bassil stroked her cute face gently.

“You are stunning Holly.”

She cocked her head as their faces slowly came together, their lips met in a lingering kiss. Holly let out a small moan into Bassil’s mouth. He was a great kisser. She guessed he would be.


The couple barely made it through the front door to Bassil’s flat before Holly was pulling off Bassil’s tee shirt, revealing his ripped torso. She stepped back and drank him in, running her hand down his chest to his rippling six-pack abs. She exhaled lustfully subtly shaking her head as if in disbelief.

“Oh my God.” Was all she managed to say before she felt herself, slowly sinking down to her knees. It wasn’t even a conscious effort; it was like an out of body experience at this point. She looked up at Bassil, who was watching her with a similar look of disbelief on his face. Sure, he was an insanely good-looking man, and he trained his body and tracked his diet meticulously to maintain his physique. Yes, it was true that he was a player, a real lady killer as Ben’s friend had warned the night before. But even he could not believe that he had the most beautiful woman he had ever seen on her knees in front of him.

Holly kissed his abdomen and ran her tongue around the ridges of his abs. His washboard stomach disappeared into his jeans, a visible v-taper pointing to what lay beneath. She unbuckled his belt, again looking up into his eyes, letting him know that she was in control. Slowly she undid the belt and then one by one popped the buttons on his fly and slid his jeans down. Bassil was wearing Armani briefs that barely contained the monstrous bulge of his big black cock. Holly sigh an oh my god under her breath as she traced the outline with her hand. She looked back up at Bassil, the fire of lust burning out of her eyes like lasers.

“It’s huuug!” She gasped.

She pulled the pants down and out flopped the thick, long and heavy penis. Holly wrapped a hand around it and examined it, moving her head to take in every detail. It was at least the size of her favourite dildo. Not one of those freakishly giant penises you sometimes see in porn, but it was definitely bigger than any penis she had ever experienced, and she had experienced a few in her university days, before she met and fell in love with Ben.

Bassil let out a moan as he felt Holly’s lips close around the glands. She ran her tongue around it and started to slowly stroke her hand along the shaft. She looked up into his eyes again, she felt like a porn star. Soon the room was filled with sounds of her sucking, lips smacking, her moans and gags as she tried, in vain, to swallow the full length of her new lover’s dick. She brought Bassil to the edge but then he stopped her. Coercing her to stand up as he stepped out of his jeans and briefs. He stood there naked but for his socks and shoes and pulled his fully dressed lover into him. They kissed passionately and then Bassil surprised Holly, spinning her around and bending her over. She let out a surprised yelp and pressed her hands against the wall for stability, hinging her hips so that she was bent over in front of the naked Adonis.

Bassil lifted her skirt up over her back to reveal her firm, round buttocks, the gym-built glutes that looked like they should be modelling lycra pants. She was wearing a satin thong with a thin elastic waist band. Bassil slipped a finger under the elastic, lopped it around the digit and then yanked hard. Holly squealed from a combination of the chafing of the material tearing against her skin and the sheer erotic delight of being so manfully handled. Quickly Bassil pulled a condom on, safe sex had been a strict provision set by Holly. He might be a player, but he wasn’t an arsehole.

“Oh God Bassil…” the words came out like a breathless plea “please baby, please fuck me!”

A moan escaped Holly’s lips as Bassil rubbed his big hard penis against her moist, waxed pussy lips. He guided the tip in between her labia. Holly was shaking with anticipation, she felt so bad, so naughty. She was cheating on her husband and all she could think about was how badly she wanted to feel Bassil inside her. Slowly, centimetre by tantalising centimetre he slid in, stretching her vagina in a way she had never felt before, the tingling of the many nerves around that sensitive area made her breathing ragged. Holly was already moaning audibly by the time Bassil was balls deep in her. He held it there for a few seconds and then began to slowly slide it out again. Holly was frantically panting and trying to verbalise her desires but all she could manage was “please…”

A couple of minutes after he had entered her sopping wet sex Holly felt her first orgasm building inside her. She had never cum this fast before and when the climax came, she screamed, her knees buckling under her so much that Bassil had to wrap his large hands around her hips to keep her upright.

It took Holly a few seconds to gather her senses and then she stood up, turning to face her lover. She unzipped her dress and let it fall to the floor, then she removed her bra. Now they were both naked apart from their shoes. Their eyes locked on each other’s and Bassil moved forward, lifting Holly off the floor. She yelped excitedly and wrapped her legs around his waist and her arms around his neck. They kissed passionately as Bassil leant her back against the wall and entered her again.

For the next five hours the couple fucked in a variety of positions, Holly sucked his cock and swallowed his cum several times. She had more orgasms than she had ever had with any other lover in her life, it was like the kind of sex you see in porn films. Holly’s screams and moans must have been heard by the neighbours. She had cum so many times she couldn’t even tell if she was having multiple orgasms, or if it was one long orgasm.

Now, as she lay on her back, knees hitched up by her armpits like a trussed-up chicken, her powerful lover pounding her deep and hard, she wasn’t even saying words anymore, just animal noises. Her arms wrapped around his strong back and her nails digging into his flesh. The pair climaxed together, and Holly screamed out her lover’s name.

After taking a few minutes to recover Bassil pulled out of her and they rolled onto their sides. Holly cupped his face with her hands and looked deep into his eyes.

“My God Bassil, that was… incredible!”

They kissed but then Holly rolled on to her back and held her hand up over her face, staring at the wedding ring around her finger. She sighed mournfully as her mind drifted back to her loyal loving husband. What must he be thinking now? She glanced over at the clock, the digital face glowed in the dark and she strained her eyes to make out the numbers.

04:16

Damn she thought, she had intended to return home after sex with Bassil. She had gotten carried away and lost all track of time.

“You OK babe?” Enquired Bassil softly as he stroked the skin on her thigh.

“Mmm… I’m just thinking about my husband.”

“Holly” Bassil turned her face to look at his, his tone was sincere and warm “I have no intention of coming between you and your husband. He seemed like a cool guy. I know what people say about me and, well, maybe some of it is true. But I’m no home wrecker. If married women want to have sex with me, to fulfil their fantasies I’m happy to oblige. But no one needs to know what we have done.”

Holly wrinkled her nose and smiled at Bassil “Thank you babe.” She was a little taken aback by his attitude but impressed. “I love my husband Bassil, I really do.”

They kissed, a slow and tender kiss and then they both drifted off to sleep in each other’s arms.


CHAPTER FIVE – THE AFTERMATH

Holly woke up with a start as a shaft of light shone across her eyes, they hadn’t even closed the curtains last night, they had been so distracted by each other. She was disoriented and it took her a good minute to work out where she was. She turned over to see the back of the thick muscular black man whose bed she was sharing. She hadn’t intended to stay out all night, she felt bad, like she had betrayed Ben. But on the other hand, she had just had the best sex of her life and she didn’t feel like that was something she should apologise for. Why can’t people have multiple lovers? She thought to herself, re-running over that same justification she had gone through at the bar the previous night. She’d make it up to Ben when she got home, she told herself. He deserved that much. But first…

Holly pulled the duvet back and peered down over Bassil’s body to see his semi-erect penis. She reached her hand around and began to stroke it. Might as well have another rou before I go home, she thought to herself.

Bassil stirred as Holly stroked him to full mast. He turned to meet her gaze, they silently gazed at each other, the unspoken communication said let’s fuck. Bassil reached over to the bedside cabinet and retrieved a condom.

Holly climbed on top of her man, guiding his cock into her warm moist sex. She leaned forward, her chest on his and her hands around his face, their mouths cojoined in a passionate kiss. Holly rotated her pelvis back and forwards slowly and rhythmically, this slow, sensual screw was in stark contrast to the animalistic banging they had done the night before. Moving her pelvis in this way allowed her to experience Bassil’s full length, she controlled the pace and prolonged the pleasure for as long as she could until they both climaxed. Hard.

“Baby I’m home!” Holly called out as she bounced in through the front door, still in the clothes that she had worn the night before. Ben was sitting on the sofa looking thoroughly dejected. He was also still in the clothes he had worn the day before; it was obvious that he hadn’t slept a wink, or even been to bed. Holly stopped, hands on hips and looked at her husband.

“Babe, you, OK?” She asked quietly.

“What do you think?” Muttered Ben grumpily.

Holly walked over and knelt down in front of her husband, once again cupping his face gently in her hands.

“Babe. Look at me” Ben lifted his eyes to meet hers “I’m sorry I stayed out all night. I didn’t mean to but…” she let out a sympathetic sigh as Ben grimaced “Ben. I’m not going to apologise for what I did. I had the best sex of my life last night. Bassil is an amazing lover. But I love you!”

She kissed her husband tenderly. She got up from the floor and then sat down next to Ben on the sofa. She turned his face to meet hers and she looked into his eyes.

“Do you want to hear about it? Would you like to know what I did with Bassil?”

“I want to wake up and for all this to have been a bad dream” Ben said forlornly.

“Babe. This was your idea remember?” Holly reached down and slid her hand under Ben’s joggers and into his underwear. Ben tensed up as she took a hold of his cock. “Mm. I think someone does want to hear about it.” She giggled.

Holly proceeded to tease her husband’s cock for half an hour as she recounted everything, she had done with Bassil the night before. Every position, every cumload, every orgasm. She told him that she had never felt sex like it or had a penis like his. She stood up and raised her skirt to show Ben that she wasn’t wearing any panties because Bassil had torn them off. She rubbed her wet pussy in front of her husband and then sat astride him, her knees on the sofa either side of his thighs, sliding his penis into her pussy. She rode her husband slowly as she continued to tell him what a great lover Bassil was. She didn’t say it out loud, but after experiencing the length and girth of Bassil’s dick her husband felt smaller than normal. But still, she rode him to climax and let him cum inside her.

“Y’see? Our sex life is gonna be so much better now babe. You love it!” She said as she stretched out on the sofa, laying on her back, her head rested on his lap. Ben looked down adoringly at his gorgeous wife and stroked her face.

“So, are you gonna do it again?” He asked with a degree of reservation in his voice.

“Well, sex that good needs to be experienced more than once. I’ve already arranged to meet him again next Saturday. I don’t think we’ll go out though. I’ll probably just go over to his and get straight down to the fucking.” Her tone was so blasé Ben could hardly believe that she was talking about cheating on him again.

“So… where does this leave me?” Ben’s vice was shaking.

Holly sat upright and pulled her husband into an embrace. “It leaves you right where you are. My husband, my lover, my best friend. I love you Ben and after last night, I think I love you more than ever. Thank you for letting me experience this.”

She was sincere. She felt like she had had a sexual reawakening and that would never have happened if not for her open minded, if somewhat reluctant husband.


A month passed. Holly only saw Bassil twice. After that second time, which was every bit as carnal as the first, they both decided it was best not to push it, Bassil wasn’t the settling down type, and he seemed to genuinely respect Holly’s relationship with Ben. Holly was sitting up in bed scrolling through her phone as Ben walked in from the bathroom having just done his morning ablutions. It was Saturday morning. Holly looked up from the screen of her phone and smiled at her husband.

“Babe. I wanna go shopping this morning, I want to get a new dress. Maybe we can grab some lunch out too.”

“OK, fine by me.” Said Ben as he slid on a pair of jeans “I want to go to that new book shop in town anyway.”

Holly giggled behind him, he looked around at his wife who was grinning at the phone screen. “What’s so funny?” He asked.

“What? Oh, it’s just this Spanish guy, Raul. He’s so funny.”

Ben’s shoulders dropped and his mouth dropped open. Holly looked up at him.

“What?” Holly cocked her head, seemingly unaware of the effect of what she had just said.

“You’re texting another guy?”

“Yeah, I met him at the gym. We went for coffee yesterday after out workouts and, well, we’re going out tonight.”

Her tone was so oblivious Ben almost couldn’t comprehend it. “Y-you’re doing it again?” He said almost in a wine.

“Hm? Yeah, he seems sweet, he’s handsome and he’s a great kisser.”

“What??”

Holly put the phone down and let out a sigh as she looked up at her husband. “Yeah, we kissed in the car park of the gym and it was hot, so we went for coffee and then arranged our date for tonight. I have to test the goods honey, I’m not gonna just fuck anyone. There’s needs to be chemistry, y’know?”

Ben shook his head in disbelief “You’re not serious.”

“Yeah, and I thought it would be nice if you helped me pick out my outfit for tonight.”

Holly knew what she was doing, she was deliberately not making a scene here, she wanted it to seem normal, as normal as arranging a night out with the girls. She had realised, after Bassil, that being a sexual free spirit was the thing that had been missing from her life all this time, she didn’t know until she had felt it that this is what she wanted. Ben was pacing up and down nervously running his hands through his hair. Holly stepped off the bed and walked up to her husband, firmly taking hold of his shoulders and fixing his eyes with hers.

“Baby. I thought we had already talked about this. I get to fuck guys and you get to hear all about it. You know how horny you get thinking about me with other men, well-endowed men, sexy men.”

“B- but” Ben stammered trying to organise his thoughts into words “I thought that was just a thing with Bassil, that you had got it out of your system.”

“No babe. This is me now. This is who I am.” She leaned in and kissed him gently on the lips “and it’s who you are.” She whispered in his ear “it’s our naughty secret.”


Holly pulled down at the hem of her skirt “It’s not too short is it babe?” She was wearing a tight fitting black mini dress and tights, with 5-inch heeled pumps.

“It’s a bit late now.” Muttered Ben, who was sitting on the edge of their bed watching his wife get ready for her date.

“Yeah, I guess it is.” Said Holly chirpily. “Oh, I almost forgot. I got you something.”

Holly walked over the one of the shopping bags and pulled out a small box.

“While you were in the bookstore, I picked this up for you.”

Ben got up and walked over to her, but as he reached out Holly pulled it away, giggling.

“But wait. I want you to get naked first.” Ben frowned “Yep come on!” Holly waved her hand enthusiastically “strip!”

Ben stripped down in front of his wife. Holly smiled and sunk down to her knees. She opened the box and pulled out a small metal cage. She looked up at her husband.

“It’s a chastity cage babe. I was reading about it the other day. This way, I get to say when you can cum. It’ll bring us closer together.” Ben started to pull away and protest, but Holly grabbed his ball sack and made him squirm.

“Ow!” He complained.

“Stand still honey” said Holly as she began to apply the device. “There!” She declared as she closed the padlock.

“Is this a joke? What are y—”

Holly cut him off with a kiss. Then she wrapped her hand around the cage and whispered into his ear “It’s my cock and balls now. While I am out having fun with my new man tonight, you will be stuck at home, imagining me with him and there’s nothing you can do about it.” She kissed him again “then, tomorrow, when I get home, I’ll unlock you and we’ll have our fun.” She giggled.

Ben whimpered “Holly please, this is degrading!”

Holly frowned and looked into his eyes “It’s just part of the fun, you do want me to enjoy myself, don’t you?” She was being deliberately manipulative.

Ben looked down in defeat. Holly backed away attached the key to her necklace “Look, I’ll keep the key nice and safe. Now kiss your wife goodbye, I’m gonna be late for my date at this rate.”


CHAPTER SIX – DEEPER DOWN THE RABBIT HOLE

It had been over two months since she hooked up with Raul. But at 34 Holly was almost ten years his senior and after a few weeks she felt like he was growing too attached, so she cut him off. That was one of her rules, no matter what she did with these lovers, no one could come between her and Ben. She was aware that their situation was unconventional, but on the surface everything seemed normal. They were just another loving couple. What happened behind closed doors, remind closed off to their friends and family, it was their naughty secret. She knew that Ben had his reservations and would occasionally complain, especially that the chastity cage was humiliating and unnecessary. But Holly was resolute, by having control over her husband’s orgasms, he had become more compliant, more willing to agree with her. By now, their relationship was 100% female led, anything Holly said was law and Ben had no choice but to agree, unless he wanted her to extend his denial. She loved teasing him, especially when he was caged, driving him mad with lust for her, often making him go down on her and getting her off, but then she occasionally even denying him any release. It was a power trip and it made her very horny.

Although it would sound unbalanced and misandrous to the uninitiated Holly recognised that Ben had just as much say and control over the situation, albeit less directly than her. It was, after-all, Ben who accepted the situation, who submitted his share of the relationship to Holly out of love and devotion for his wife. In reality, he could reclaim the key off her any time, but he never did, and she loved him all the more for it. It felt to her that their relationship was at a whole new level. But as she leaned into her role, could she contain her kinky desires enough to maintain their relationship or would her ego drive a malevolent inkling to keep pushing until she pushed to hard? She was certain that Ben would tell her if she had overstepped the mark, but would she be prepared to pump the breaks if that eventuality arose?

Since finishing with Raul, she had signed up to a couple of dating apps and would vet potential lovers. Any that met her criteria would be invited out for coffee, this was her process now. If the daytime coffee date went well, if there was chemistry and it ended with a satisfying kiss, then there would be a second date. It was always on the second date when she fucked them. All her lovers had to wear condoms, they were all aware that she was married and that her marriage would not be put at risk. The second date was always on a Saturday night and always started out at a discreet venue of her choosing. If she was honest, it could get quite exhausting making all the arrangements and she secretly wished that she could meet someone that both her and Ben could trust enough to have a more permanent arrangement with.

Holly stared at her reflection as she applied her make up. It was Saturday, tonight she was meeting for one of those second dates. She was uncharacteristically a little anxious. The guy she was meeting was only 19, but he was very handsome and mature for his age. A mixed-race lad named Dean, a rugby player, tall and very athletic. She was instantly attracted to him when they met, and the kiss was surprisingly good for a young guy.

She finished applying her make up and stood, she was wearing a lacey lingerie set, crotchless panties with stockings and suspenders. Ben had bought them for her that day. This had now become a ritual. The afternoon before her date they would go shopping as a couple, Ben would help her select her outfit, she would playfully tease him “do you think he will like this?” She would say and always giggle as she watched her husband squirm.

She put on the rest of the ensemble, a pink silk blouse and leather pencil skirt with a side slit. She wore the blouse unbuttoned just low enough to catch a glimpse of the ridge of her bra and, of course, the key hanging between her cleavage. She had had a new silver key fashioned to make it look less obvious.

She slipped on her patent leather stilettos and walked downstairs to see her husband. Ben was sat anxiously on the sofa, head in hands, a million and one thoughts running through his head. He always grew increasingly anxious as the time for the date drew nearer, as the reality of the situation dawned on him, that the game was more than just a game.

“What do you think? How do I look?” Holly said loudly as she made her entrance, giving her husband a twirl and wiggling her bum, knowing full well how the skirt emphasised her shapely Glutes.

“Y- you look incredible babe. You always do.” Said Ben meekly.

Holly smiled and stepped up to him, motioning for him to stand and meet her. As always, she took his hands, and looked lovingly into his eyes. This part was her duty, she felt, she needed him to know how much she appreciated him.

“I love you baby.” She said softly.

“I know. I love you too.”

“NO! I LOVE you.” She emphasised it, she needed him to know that her cheating wasn’t about disrespecting him, it was about her honouring her sexuality and him trusting her. Besides, as much as she loved fucking all these studs, the real thrill for her was when she came home and how she got to satisfy her husband by giving him his well-earned release.

“Is this the young guy you told me about?” He asked nervously.

“Yeah, Dean. I showed you his picture, right?”

“Yeah. Does he have his own place?”

“No, he shares a flat with his brother.” Holly paused, waiting for her husband to put two and two together.

“Holly, are you going to fuck both of them?”

She smirked and kissed her husband on the lips, stroking his face tenderly.

“I could, couldn’t I?”

Ben’s mouth quivered a little, he wanted to put his foot down, demand that his wife remain faithful and call the whole thing off. But he was also turned on, he couldn’t help it, the thought of his woman being with other men really did drive him wild, and since she had been using the chastity cage those feelings had only gotten stronger. Holly giggled.

“No, silly. This isn’t some tacky porno film. I’ve booked us a room at the Holiday Inn.”

Ben breathed out heavily and Holly kissed him on the lips again. “What are you going to do tonight?” She enquired earnestly.

“I’m gonna have a horror film marathon. Anything to take my mind off of what you’re doing.”

“Well, have fun darling.”

With that, Holly grabbed her coat and walked out the door to wait for her cab.


The date went well, the conversation didn’t flow as freely as it had done with Bassil on that first date. But there was enough chemistry between the two to make it work. A few drinks, some liquid courage and the pair were back at the hotel. Holly couldn’t keep her hands off of him in the elevator, there was something very arousing about making out with a sexy man as young as Dean.

Once in the apartment their clothes were quickly discarded, and the rampant banging began. Being young Dean had incredible stamina, he was in his sexual prime and it showed. Even Holly and her insatiable libido struggled to keep up with him. He wasn’t as skilled a lover as Bassil and lacked the Latin passion of Raul, but he fucked like a pneumatic drill! Their love making was so intense and Holly’s screams so loud that they even got a complaint from the reception desk asking them to keep the noise down. They fucked into the early hours until they both passed out.

The next morning, they shared a shower and Holly gave him easily the best blow job of his young life, and probably the best he would ever get. His cumload was so big that it actually came out of her nose, that was a new experience for her.

On the cab ride home, she decided that she wouldn’t see Dean again. It just felt wrong leading him on at that age. But she contented herself with the knowledge that she had passed on some of her experience to him and that he might one day make a wife very happy.

When she got home ben, as always, was pacing anxiously around the front room. Although it was irrational, there was always a nagging doubt that she might not return, that she would fall in love with one of her lovers and never come back. He almost rushed into her arms when she walked through the door. Holly laughed.

“Aw did my hubby miss me?”

“I always miss you baby.”

He looked at her, his eyes filled with questions. He wanted to know everything. They sat on the sofa and Holly dangled the key in front of him, teasing him.

“Don’t make me beg.” Pleaded Ben

“Hm. That’s not a bad idea.” She teased.

As always, she went into great detail about the night, what Dean’s penis was like, the positions they tried, what it felt like being drilled by an overenthusiastic 19-year-old rugby player and how sore she felt after such an intense pounding.

“So, are you gonna see him again?” Asked Ben nervously, he always feared this question, in case there was a hint of Holly developing feelings for her lover.

“No babe, he’s sweet and all, but he’s just too young. And to be honest, I’ve had better. I mean, he fucked me like there was no tomorrow and… my god the cum loads were huuuge I mean, sooo much cum!”

Eventually Holly released her husband and, as always, rode him to completion. Although Ben was never as well endowed as her lovers this always made her cum hard, there really was no substitute for making love truly. Afterwards though, Holly’s mood seemed to change slightly as her thoughts drifted.

“You OK babe?” Asked Ben sympathetically, stroking her hair. Holly looked up at her husband.

“Yeah, it’s just… I love you so much. You would tell me if I was hurting you, wouldn’t you?”

Ben shifted, now it was his turn to reassure his wife, he cupped her cheeks and looked deep into her eyes.

“I’d be lying if I said it didn’t hurt, but that’s part of the fun, I guess. I mean, I do worry that you’ll fall in love with one of these guys and leave me. But-“

Holly cut him off with a passionate kiss. She pulled away and then whispered “not possible. Anyone who is prepared to make the sacrifices you make for me, is too good to give up on.”


CHAPTER SEVEN – DATE NIGHT REVISTED

Ben sat on the sofa, head in hands. Over the past few months, he had gotten used to his wife’s lifestyle and even learned to enjoy it, the taboo of letting her cheat with her various lovers. But there was a knot in his stomach that just wouldn’t shift. This wasn’t the usual anxiety he felt on date night, this was something more. This guy, Richard, she was different with this guy. All her other lovers had been around the same age or younger. Richard was 43 and ran a successful medium sized business. What bothered Ben was the way she had gushed about him after their first date. She seemed starry eyed as she relayed all the details about how handsome he was, how he had this effortless masculine charm and dry sense of humour that made her laugh out loud. She had mentioned him a few times, just dropping his name in conversation. Richard said this, Richard said that, yesterday she had spent a whole hour chatting to him on the phone, she had never done that before with any of her other lovers. But it wasn’t just that, the way she had acted all day, there was a childish excitement about her as she was getting ready, she had more of a spring in her step than usual. Ben sighed was this it? He thought to himself, the moment he had feared all along, was tonight the night he was going to lose his beautiful wife to another man?

He wondered what she was doing right now, he looked at the clock and it ticked over to 23:00 they would surely have left the bar by now and were probably back at his place fucking like rabbits… not fucking, making love! That’s when he heard the door. He looked up, was she back already?

The door opened and Holly walked in. She stopped in the doorway, closing the door behind her and smiled at her husband, her face was lit up, like a child at xmas. Ben felt some of the tension leave him, was she this pleased to see him? Had her date been a disaster? He stood up; Holly walked briskly, excitedly over to him.

“Your back early.” Ben said enquiringly.

“Yeah, Richard is just paying off the cabbie.” She said cheerfully.

Ben’s face dropped; his shoulders slumped. What did she just say? “He’s what?” Ben’s words were lifeless, almost mumbled.

“Listen honey. There isn’t much time. The date went really well” she gushed “I really like him and, well I thought it would be nice to bring him home to meet you.” Ben started to speak, shaking his head but she cut him off “I told him all about our situation and it turns out that he has experience in this kind of thing. I told him all about you, you were the main topic of conversation tight, he’s keen to meet you. So, look, I know this is a lot for you right now but… please be nice to him, OK? For me?”

Ben stuttered, struggling to organise his thoughts or find the words “b- but…”

“Shh. Listen honey. I want Richard to make love to me in our bed tonight, so you’ll have to sleep on the sofa, OK? I don’t want you upstairs while I’m fucking my new lover so just stay down here, OK?”

Ben gawped open mouthed. This was it; she had fallen for this guy, she was forcing him out, he was going to lose her. Holly read his expression and cupped his face, resting her forehead on his.

“Baby. Look at me. I love you, but I really need this tonight. So please, just do this, OK? I love you.” She kissed him and then there was a knock at the door. Holly clapped her hands excitedly and ran to the door “that’s him!”

She opened the door and in walked the tall, lean, well dressed Richard, he had well groomed hair with flecks of grey around his ears, his features were sharp, angular. Strong looking. Holly linked her arms in his and led him into the front room. She nuzzled her face against Richard’s shoulder adoringly.

“Babe. This is Richard. Richard, this is Ben. My darling husband.”

Richard held out a hand and fixed Ben’s gaze, anxiety was etched across Ben’s face.

“Nice to meet you, Ben. You’re a really lucky guy, Holly’s a special gal.”

Holly giggled at this. Ben hesitated and then tentatively accepted Richard’s handshake. It was firm, assertive, Ben squeezed his hand back doing his best to prove that he was no pushover.

“Baby” Holly was addressing Richard “Would you like a drink? We have a fully stocked drink cabinet”.

“Sure, I’ll have a Scotch on the rocks if that’s not too much trouble.”

Holy nodded to Ben, telling him to make the drink. He complied, what else could he do? He made the drink and then turned around to find Holly, hands on Richard’s face, kissing him deeply, passionately. Ben let out a defeated sigh accidently alerting the couple, who separated. Holly blushed.

“Sorry babe, I couldn’t help myself, he’s just so handsome!” She gushed.

Was she just doing this to make their game more intense, or was she falling for this man she barely knew? Richard accepted the drink and offered a warm smile at Ben.

“Thanks Ben. Listen, I know this is a new step for you guys, so I just want to reassure you, what happens tonight, is all about sex. Tomorrow you will have your wife back.”

Ben nodded, still not happy about the situation. Holly, who was standing directly behind Richard, her breasts pushed against his back and her arms around his mid sections, her fingers walking down towards his groin.

“Baby, let’s go upstairs.” She said, talking to Richard “I’m so horny!”

Richard turned to face his woman, she stood up on her tip toes and planted a kiss on his lips and then looked over at Ben.

“Remember hon, you’re not allowed upstairs tonight. Stay down here on the sofa. Night!”

Although Ben was downstairs, he was very much aware of what was going on upstairs. His wife was being extremely vocal, the light fixings on the ceiling shook from their rampant love making and there were several times over the next few hours he heard her howls and screams of pleasure, often screaming Richard’s name. oh god Richard yess!

The neighbours had to have heard it too, he thought. How would they explain that?

It was around 5 o’clock when the sex noises eventually stopped, and Ben finally drifted off into a fitful sleep.

He was woken up around mid-morning by the sound of the boiler, he wondered what was going on at first but then he heard it. They were in the shower upstairs, he could here the running water, the squeaking of flesh against plastic and the gleeful wailing of his wife in the throes of extasy once more.

Eventually Holly came bouncing down the stairs wearing only a short silk nightie, that barely even covered her naked arse. She bounced right up to Ben, who was standing in the kitchen making coffee. She threw her arms around his neck and pecked him on the lips, not her usual lingering kisses, just a friendly peck.

“Morning babe. Did you sleep well?”

“Not really.” Ben grumbled.

Holly pouted, in mock remorse, teasing her husband “aw did we keep you awake? Sorry about that. Although I have to say, Richard is the best lover I have ever had! Even better than Bassil! My God babe, I even let him fuck my arse bareback. I can still feel his cum inside me.” She giggled.

Ben slammed a mug down on the top, keeping his back to his wife as she teased him. She moved closer, reaching her arms around him and drummed her fingers against his cage. She kissed him on the back of the neck.

“I bet Richard would love a coffee. He likes espresso, better make it a double.” She giggled again and then bounced over and plonked herself down on one of the chairs by the kitchen table “I gotta tell you babe. I think this one’s a keeper. Richard has this little cottage near the sea in Devon. So, we might go down there for the weekend soon. Just the two of us, making love by the sea all weekend. Isn’t that exciting?”

Holly’s tone was light and jovial, like she was gushing about a new relationship to one of her girlfriends. Ben was shaking, he wanted to explode, to tell her exactly where to go, but something held it back, he didn’t know what.

At that point Richard appeared, strolling into the kitchen wearing Ben’s bathrobe, it looked tight on him, he was several inches taller than Ben. Holly got up and invited him to sit on her chair and then sat down on his lap, lacing her arms around his neck.

“I said Richard could borrow your robe, I didn’t think you’d mind. I mean, you did just let him fuck your wife in your bed.” She giggled, she was really going to town on him now, Ben squirmed and turned.

He was about to say something but was confronted by the sight of his wife, once again making out with her new man. There she was, sitting on his lap, her tongue down his throat and his hands on her creamy thighs. Ben cleared his throat, but they didn’t stop, he coughed louder, and Holly reluctantly pulled herself away and shot Ben a willowing look.

“What?” She snapped.

“Coffee’s ready.” Replied Ben with a dour tone.

“Just put it on the table” Holly said dismissively as she returned her attention to Richard, again passionately making out with him, she moaned into his mouth before Richard put a stop to it, pulling his mouth away.

“Holly, let’s not be rude to Ben now” he reached for the espresso and nodded acknowledgement to Ben “thank you Ben.”

“Oh God baby, you’ve got me all worked up again.” Holly blushed as she nuzzled Richard’s chest, her arms still draped around his neck. She paused and looked up at Ben.

“I was just telling Ben that we might go to your cottage some time.”

“Yeah, we could do that next week actually.” Richard said taking a sip of his espresso “mm. Not bad!” He said tipping the cup to Ben.

Holly stroked Richard’s face but this time, when she spoke it was directed at Ben “Baby, I think I want Richard to be my boyfriend from now on. Are you OK with that? It means that he’ll be around here a bit more frequently than you’re used to, but I’ll probably be staying at his quite a lot too. Please say you’re OK with that.”

Ben started to answer but Holly interrupted him.

“Oh, and I want to try something new, Richard has to go in a bit, but I said he can come back this evening and…” she hesitated and inhaled “well, I want you to watch.”

“To watch?” Ben finally spoke, his voice dry, the words almost catching in his throat.

“Yeah, I want you to watch Richard fuck me. I want to share this with you because I love you. And seeing as Richard is my boyfriend now and he’ll be the only one fucking me from now on I think this is the best way to make you feel included.”

She was so blasé and casual about this Ben felt sick to his stomach, as acid rose up into his throat. This was too far, all this talk of a boyfriend, was she really trying to ruin their marriage now?

“Are you serious?” Ben said incredulously.

Holly burst out laughing, no longer able to keep a straight face. “Oh my god you should see your face!”

She sprung up off of Richard’s lap, Richard was grinning and shaking his head apologetically. Holly threw her arms around Ben and gave him a big kiss.

“I’m sorry baby. I couldn’t resist that. Don’t be mad at Richard, I put him up to it.” She laughed and hugged Ben tight.

“So, it was all joke?” Ben said feeling relieved but still a bit confused.

“Yeah. Well, I’m not going to call Richard my boyfriend, but he does have a cottage and he did say that you and I can stay there any time.” She kissed him on the cheek again and then moved her hand to the front of Ben trousers to feel his cage “we could even leave this behind.”

Richard stood up and finished his coffee “Well, I better hit the road, sorry about the joke Ben, blame your wife. She’s evil.”

He patted Ben on the shoulder and then patted Holly on the bum. She turned around and gave Richard a kiss.

After Richard had left and Ben had showered, Holly sauntered into the lounge where Ben was sitting watching some TV. She climbed onto the sofa and straddled his lap, kissing him deeply.

“Am I forgiven?” She said vampishly, grinding her pelvis into Ben’s crotch.

“Ben smiled “I guess. But please don’t do anything like that again, I felt sick. I really thought I was losing you.

“I’m sorry baby it was a bit cruel. But what did you think of Richard, he’s nice right?”

“Yeah, he seems OK I guess.”

Holly slid down to the floor and indicated for Ben to lift his bum off the seat. She pulled his lounge pants down and started to unlock his cage. She looked up at her husband, his cock was rock hard and already leaking pre-cum.

“Let me make it up to you.” She said huskily before taking his dick into her mouth.

It wasn’t long before Ben was spurting thick strings of semen into his wife’s mouth, his release was immense, and he growled with satisfaction. Holly swallowed and then stuck her tongue out playfully to prove that she had swallowed it all.

“I was serious about one thing though babe.” She said as she climbed back up onto his lap.

“Mm? What?”

Holly nibbled teasingly on Ben’s ear lobe “I want you to watch.”

“Huh?”

“I want you to watch Richard fuck me. Next time he comes over, or we go to his. I mean, you know how turned on you get when I tell you all about it. So, imagine how you will feel being in the room, right there while he nails your sexy wife.” Her tone was playful, but she was serious “he’s done it before apparently, he said we should all sit down and discuss it first, so that everyone is comfortable, and boundaries are set.”

“Really? Is that a thing?” Ben wasn’t dismissing it outright, more curious than anything.

“Yeah, I told you he’s super experienced with all this. So, what do you say babe? D’you want to be my cuckold?”

She had never used that word before, Ben, new what it meant and, as degrading as it sounded, he felt that sensation in his groin again.

“Oh, I think I just felt your cock twitch. I’ll take that as a yes then” she giggled “Oh, and I really did let him cum in my arse, so maybe you’ll be lucky enough to see that next time too.”

Their lips met and the pair kissed, the sensual, passionate kiss of two kinky people madly in love with each other.

The End
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