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Karen’s Open Invitation

Nigel is a lucky man. He has everything a man could want: a successful and beautiful wife, a happy marriage, two wonderful daughters, a nice home and his own business.

So why risk it all just to satisfy his dirty fantasy?

When Karen’s throwaway comment about a hot colleague in the Sweden office unlocks the door to his secret desires, he offers her the chance to have a little fun; to mix business with pleasure.

Nigel has fantasised about sharing his wife for a long time. And from the way Karen’s been behaving lately, he suspects the idea appeals to her, too.

But there’s a big difference between fantasy and reality.

Will she take up his suggestion and have a passionate tryst with a virtual stranger while attending an overseas meeting? Neither know the answer when she leaves for the airport, but she doesn’t have to make her decision straight away. She can see how the meeting pans out. After all, it’s an open invitation…
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Chapter One

Nigel was reading in bed when Karen swept in, carrying some blouses on hangers.

“I have some news about this year’s project meeting,” she said, reaching into her wardrobe.

“Oh?” He put his book down.

“Yeah.” She slipped off her trousers and hung them up.  “It’s being held in Copenhagen.”

He was impressed. “The perks to being middle management in a global pharma.”

Karen laughed. “Stop complaining. You’re your own boss and don’t need to worry about all the bullshit we have to put up with, or all the HR hoops we have to jump through.”

Nigel chuckled, thinking of the sheer glamour of owning a small business manufacturing plastic mouldings for washing machines. “Hmm. I suppose I did attend an exhibition in Harrogate a couple of years back. Maybe I should arrange a business trip to Barbados.”

She laughed. “If you can manage to squeeze that one past your accountant, as co-director I’d expect to join you.”

“Wasn’t last year’s meeting held in Birmingham?”

Karen stood by her dressing table while she removed her necklace. “Yes, but this year there’ll be people travelling from the UK, Germany and Sweden, so they’ve chosen Denmark.”

“Hmm, neutral ground.” He watched her legs as she closed the wardrobe and walked across the bedroom. Her blouse hung down like a very short skirt, giving him the occasional glimpse of pert bum cheeks. “Make sure you behave yourself.”

She groaned. “God, don’t you start.”

The playful tone in her voice caught his attention. “What do you mean by that?”

She looked at him in the mirror while taking out an earring. “You wouldn’t believe the amount of stick I’m getting from everyone in the office.”

“Because you’re going to Copenhagen?”

“Because of Sean, who works in the Gothenburg office.”

Nigel glanced down at her legs again. “Why are they picking on you about some Swedish guy?”

“He’s actually English, he just works in Sweden. They tease because we tend to agree on things during meetings.”

“Oh, do you?”

“Yes.” She removed the second earring, then turned to face him while she unpinned her shoulder-length hair and shook it loose.

“And why do you do that?”

“Because he’s sensible, and as dismissive of stupid ideas as I am.”

Nigel’s imagination kicked in as he watched her fingers working their way down the buttons of her blouse. Her cleavage came into view, then her flat stomach below her lace bra. At her expectant stare, he tried to concentrate again. “Getting teased for having the same opinion as someone seems a bit harsh.”

Karen shrugged. “We seem to have built up a rapport, and the girls in the office see it as us flirting with each other.”

“Ah, now the truth comes out.”

She giggled. “What can I say? I like a man who agrees with me.”

Nigel wondered if this guy was trying to develop more than a rapport with her. “So this will be the first time you actually meet?”

“Yep.”

“Will you continue to flirt if he’s a five-foot hunchback with a glass eye?” he asked with a smirk.

“What?” She sighed, as if he was being stupid. “This is the twenty-first century, you know—all our weblink meetings are videoconferences. We see everybody on big screens.”

“Ah, of course.” Nigel felt suitably foolish. “So, what does he look like?”

Karen smiled wickedly. “Tall, dark and handsome.”

Something about her demeanour made his stomach flutter. She’d pressed her thighs together, and there was a lightness to her voice, a sexy playfulness he hadn’t heard her use for a long time. Nigel suspected there were things she hadn’t mentioned. His imagination kicked into overdrive.

“Oh, is he? And how old, roughly?”

“I don’t know, probably about my age.” She slipped her blouse back off her shoulders and winked at him. “You know, younger than I’m used to.” The teasing quality of her voice thrilled him again. “A girl could get dizzy thinking about the possibilities…”

Nigel realised the playful talk was getting him excited as Karen went to the en-suite. So many possibilities… Nigel squirmed at the thought of his wife with a younger man in a strange city.

She returned to the bedroom, now changed into a white vest top and sleep-shorts.

He stared at her figure, then looked into her eyes. “Do you enjoy his flirting?”

“Well, our meetings are now a lot more fun than they used to be.”

“And the trip to Copenhagen?” He tried to maintain his casual half-smile, a dangerous question hovering at the tip of his tongue.

“What about it?”

“Is that going to be fun?”

“Who knows?”

“Maybe… you should make the most of the opportunity.”

“Shut up.”

He tried to keep his tone light, trying to ignore his hammering heart. “I’m just saying, if the chance of a little excitement presented itself, you should take it.”

“You want me to flirt with him?”

He grinned. “Flirting might not be enough for either of you, once you’re both in the same room. Maybe you should live a little, have some fun.”

She snorted. “I don’t think so.”

Nigel looked at her but didn’t say anything. He certainly wasn’t about to admit that the idea of her flirting with Sean aroused him.

“Nigel… you’re not being serious?”

“Yes, I am.”

“You wouldn’t let me do that.”

Was that a challenge? “Why not? We’re both mature adults in a stable relationship, and we have two wonderful children. Do you think a single night of passion would alter the way you feel about me?”

Karen laughed sarcastically. “No, but I’d expect it to alter the way you feel about me.”

“I think we’re both a little too long in the tooth to be burdened with petty jealousies, don’t you?”

She climbed into bed beside him. “Let’s just drop it, okay?”

He waited until she’d puffed up her pillow and laid it against the headboard as a backrest, wondering how to get her to realise he was serious. As she picked up her phone, threatening to kill his momentum, he added, “Of course, I’d want you to tell me all about it when you return.”

She dropped her phone. “What do you mean, tell you about it?”

“I’d like to hear the details from your evening. I’d want to know what happened.”

“Nothing will happen. He’s married, and so am I.” Karen shook her head, her expression suggesting she thought his idea was ridiculous.

“Well, that’ll be up to the two of you when you finally meet.” He leaned close and lowered his voice. “In the flesh, as it were.”

“Nigel, where’s this coming from?”

“I’m just saying you should do whatever you want to, and not what you think you should because you’re married.”

Her expression darkened. “Have you ever cheated on me?”

The question took him aback. “What? No, never.”

“So why would you want me to cheat on you?”

“I’m not saying you should—in fact, it wouldn’t actually be cheating if I knew about it. What I’m saying is, you should make the most of the opportunity.”

“Life doesn’t work like that, and you know it,” she said.

“I think it could. By the time you get to a certain age, the opportunities for some harmless shenanigans are few and far between.”

“But would it be harmless? I mean, really?”

Does this mean she’s considering it? “Well, there’d be no repercussions from me.” He thought about her colleagues. “Obviously, you’d have to be discreet, otherwise the rumour mill at work would go ballistic.”

Karen closed her eyes, grimacing. “God, it’d be horrific. You have no idea.”

“If he’s so tall, dark and handsome, they’re probably just jealous.”

“Hmm.” Karen picked up her phone and started flipping through the apps.

Nigel waited a few seconds to see if she’d continue the conversation, but when she opened Facebook, he retrieved his paperback. Though he tried to get back into the plot, his thoughts kept wandering to images of his wife flirting with another man. He imagined them in a meeting room, stealing glances at each other while the other attendees were oblivious to their mutual attraction.

He eventually put his book down, unable to concentrate. After he’d turned off his light and laid down in bed, Karen did the same.

Nigel lay in silence listening to his wife’s breathing. Evidently she wasn’t able to get to sleep, either.

This was the first time he’d ever voiced this long-held fantasy, and he wondered if she felt the same tingling excitement that he did.

* * * *

Over the next few days the trip to Copenhagen wasn’t raised once, though Nigel thought of little else.

He was still surprised he’d actually made the suggestion in the first place, even though the scenario of her with another man was a relatively common fantasy of his. Since their discussion, the thought of it was giving him a whole range of feelings he’d never experienced before, and he’d got the impression that she liked the idea of it, too. But the fact she hadn’t mentioned it since made him worry that she hoped he wouldn’t mention it again.

Unable to wait any longer, he broached the subject one night as they lay in bed. He tried to keep his voice as casual as he could. “So, have you given any more thought to my suggestion?”

Karen put down her phone and turned towards him. “It may have crossed my mind a time or two.”

He was relieved to see she was smiling. “And?”

“I can’t believe we’re even talking about this.” Karen sighed, but didn’t pull away as he pressed his legs against hers. “I guess I’m curious as to what sort of details you’d want to hear. And why.”

Nigel’s heart beat a little faster in his chest. “What he says, what he does. How he makes you feel, that sort of thing.”

She frowned. “Would you really want to hear those things?”

He took his bottom lip between his teeth. Holding her gaze, he nodded slowly.

“Why?”

A cold sense of embarrassment seeped through him. He looked down at his hands, then back into his wife’s eyes. “Because I’d find them arousing.”

Karen massaged her temples. “Why would me telling you about what I’d done with another man turn you on?”

He let out a breath, ashamed of admitting how he felt. “It’s a sexy image to have in my head, I suppose.”

“The image of me with another man?”

He licked his suddenly-dry lips.

“How?”

He shrugged, feeling more than a little foolish. “Because I like the idea of other men finding you desirable.”

“What about jealousy?”

“I’d like to think we’re both mature enough to accept it wouldn’t be anything more than a physical thing.” Nigel reached over and squeezed her hand. “Really, it’d be just a bit of fun.”

“This is more than a little fun. This is…” She shook her head. “I don’t know what to call it.”

He smiled. “I’m offering you the chance to have an open marriage for a night.”

“An open marriage?”

“Yeah—think of this as an open invitation. You can choose to do whatever you want.”

Holding his gaze, Karen tentatively raised her hand and placed it on his bare chest. Nigel responded by sliding his hand under the quilt and onto her leg, and within seconds they were entwined on the bed, kissing passionately. As she wriggled her shorts down her legs, he leaned over and pulled her vest up and off.

As soon as Karen spread her legs, Nigel entered her. His cock was painfully hard, and she was wonderfully wet. They both moaned as he sank all the way in and ground himself against her.

They slowed a little and found a rhythm, staring into each other’s eyes as they fucked.

Karen smiled. “So… let’s say… I had a really good time with him. Would you want to hear those details?”

Nigel pushed in a little harder. “Yeah, and I’d want hear what made it so good.”

“What if he’s well endowed?”

He thought about her enduring a big cock, pictured her shocked-but-thrilled expression. The familiar tightness gripped low down, and he knew he wouldn’t be able to hold out much longer. “Then I hope he makes you take it all.”

Karen’s eyelids fluttered and her mouth dropped open. As her inner spasms gripped him, Nigel unloaded. Spurt after spurt flooded her. She groaned and scratched his back, then ground her clit roughly against his pubic bone. She came again and Nigel pushed his cock as deep as he could, letting her ride out the final aftershocks.

He lay on top of his wife, stunned at the rawness and aggression that had come from both of them. Karen eased him off and they lay on their sides, facing each other. Her serious expression returned.

“This is fun to think about, but I’m worried the reality might not live up to the fantasy.”

“You think he’s got a small cock?”

She giggled and pushed him in the chest. “No, you prat. I’m just worried that it’ll cause problems between us, and I don’t want to risk ruining our relationship.”

“It won’t. I promise.”

Karen shrugged. “I still don’t understand why the idea of me making love with someone else turns you on.”

“You wouldn’t be making love with him, you’d be having sex. There’s a difference.”

She nodded. “Yeah, sorry.”

“You’d be fucking each other, nothing more.”

“That’s so much less complicated than an affair.” She smiled mischievously. “And a lot more fun.”

“So does this mean you’re considering it?” He held his breath.

“If it’s an open invitation, I don’t need to decide now. I’ll have to see how I feel when I actually meet him. If there’s no spark, I wouldn’t want to go any further, anyway. Meaningless sex or not, I’d need to feel some sort of attraction for him.”

He nodded, trying to hide his disappointment that he hadn’t been given the guarantee she’d go through with it. “Fair enough.”

She reached down and rubbed his stomach. “And besides, I think what we’ve just done made the conversation worthwhile.”

“Yeah, I can’t remember the last time we acted like that.”

Karen moved closer, placing a tender kiss on his lips. “Now let me get some sleep.”

Nigel lay awake in the dark, listening to Karen’s steady breathing as she slept beside him. Though tired from their passionate sex, he already had another erection from fantasising about his wife with another man. He suspected this wasn’t normal behaviour for a family man in his early fifties.

Maybe I’m turning into a deviant.

He smiled at the possibility, then focussed on imagining Karen’s expression during penetration if Sean’s cock was really big.
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Chapter Two

After Karen had left for work the following morning, Nigel listened as his daughters chatted over breakfast about some online game they both played. Fifteen-year-old Lucy was trying to help thirteen-year-old Violet overcome a problem she’d encountered on level three, explaining a bribe needed to be paid to the gatekeeper in order to get access to a secret passage.

As he cradled his coffee cup, Nigel thought about Karen’s secret passage.

Do I see myself as its gatekeeper?

He shuddered at the thought. Even though the idea of his wife giving herself to another man provided an undeniable thrill, he needed to make sure Karen understood that the decision to do so or not was hers, and hers alone. He didn’t want to be perceived as a pimp. All he was doing was clarifying that he wouldn’t mind if she chose to—

“Dad!”

Nigel looked up, startled. Both girls were staring at him impatiently, already wearing their coats and holding their school bags.

“Sorry.” He went to pour the cold remains of his coffee down the sink. “If you two get in the car, I’ll just grab my coat.”

After dropping the girls off at school, Nigel parked on a side street. He walked into the town centre and headed to a café. This wasn’t his usual routine, but being your own boss had some benefits. He ordered a bacon roll and a fresh cup of coffee, then found a table where he could keep his back to the wall while he browsed ladies’ underwear on his phone.

By the time he’d finished his second breakfast, Nigel had decided that some sort of black teddy would look nice over his wife’s soft white curves. He left the café and headed to the lingerie shop Karen favoured. A very helpful lady of about his own age served him, and five minutes later he was heading back to his car with his purchase. There was a warm contentment in his stomach from his bacon roll, and a fiery tingle lower down as he pictured his wife wearing the silk and lace garment he’d bought, which the lady in the shop had called a chemise.

When Karen got home that evening, Nigel had already picked up the girls from after-school hockey training and started making dinner for the family. After greeting everyone, Karen went upstairs to change out of her smart clothes and heels and returned a few minutes later in leggings and a loose t-shirt. She helped Nigel finish dinner, then the whole family chatted about their respective days while they ate in the dining room.

Nigel watched his wife’s face as he casually asked the question that’d been on his mind all day. “Any more thoughts about your trip to Denmark?”

Karen looked surprised, then a half-smile crinkled the skin around her eyes. “The taxis and flights have been booked, apparently.”

Violet looked up. “You’re going to Denmark?”

Karen nodded.

“When?”

“Next week. Why, is there a problem?”

Violet shook her head. “No, I just thought you’d have mentioned it before.”

Nigel looked at their youngest daughter. “I’m sure we’ll manage without your mum for a couple of nights, Vi.”

“Yeah, I know. It’s just that… I thought…”

Karen frowned. “What is it, baby?”

Violet sighed and shook her head. “Nothing. Some of my friends are on about going to the cinema next week, that’s all.”

Nigel flashed Karen a knowing look. “I’m sure I’ll be able to drive you and your friends to the cinema, if that’s what you’re worried about.”

“Thanks, Dad.” Violet smiled broadly, then finished her dinner. Lucy finished soon afterwards and both girls left the room, leaving Karen and Nigel together.

Karen looked worried. “Will you be okay with the girls while I’m away?”

“So long as they don’t need me to take them clothes shopping or give advice on PMT, I think I’ll manage to cope for a few days.”

She smiled and finished eating.

“Any other details sorted?” Nigel could feel Karen’s gaze on him, but kept his eyes on his plate.

“What sort of details were you thinking of?”

He felt a flutter in his stomach when he looked up and saw her playful expression. “I was just wondering if you’d been in touch with any of the other delegates.”

Karen giggled. “The answer is no.”

A wave of disappointment washed over him, and it must have showed in his expression, because she quickly clarified.

“I mean I haven’t been in contact with anyone else who may or may not be at the meeting.”

“Ah, right.” He took a breath but said no more.

Still smiling, she checked the door to make sure the girls weren’t in earshot. “It’s a bit unnerving, how much you seem to want this.”

Nigel swallowed, remembering his gatekeeper fears from earlier. “It’s your decision to make, you know that.”

She looked serious. “I’m not sure I can.”

“What, go through with it?”

“No, I’m sure I could do that.” She bounced her eyebrows and put the tip of her tongue between her teeth, then she looked thoughtful again. “I mean I’m not sure if I can make the decision.”

Nigel stared at her. He wasn’t sure he was ready to say it out loud. At least not until he was convinced she was wholly sold on the idea. In the end, he simply shrugged and said, “I think you should go with an open mind, see how you feel about it if the opportunity arises.”

She held his gaze for a couple of seconds, then nodded.

Lucy came back into the dining room with two cups of tea, and the spell was broken.

Nothing more was mentioned that evening, but once they got to bed, they had sex. While it was gentle and loving, Nigel sensed a little more urgency in the way she moved, the way her thighs gripped his. He also felt a stronger than usual clenching of muscles when she came.

They hugged each other in the afterglow, and eventually fell asleep in each other’s arms.

* * * *

On Saturday morning Nigel took the girls to hockey as usual, but the overnight weather had been so bad that the game was postponed due to a waterlogged pitch. Several of the girls decided to stay in the clubhouse and chat, so Nigel said he’d come back and collect them later.

When he got home, Karen was nowhere to be seen, though her car was on the drive. He put the kettle on, then wandered upstairs to see if she was there. He heard a strange noise coming from the spare bedroom, and walked in. Karen was using the exercise bike, which had sat idle for the best part of two years.

She looked shocked to see him, and also a little embarrassed at being seen. They both knew that she was trying to firm up her legs and body, getting herself more toned, just in case…

“Why aren’t you at the game?”

“Last night’s rain left the pitch too wet.”

“So where are the girls?”

“They decided to hang out with the team in the clubhouse.”

Nigel took in her attire—the trainers, the tight leggings and tank top. He watched as she dismounted, the leggings digging into the cleft of her sex.

“I was just… I thought I’d…” She shook her head and looked down at her feet.

Nigel stepped close. The intensity of the coldness in his stomach was bordering on what he felt when angry, but he was far from angry. He thought about the leather of the saddle chafing against her sex. He imagined her becoming slick at the thought of Sean appreciating the firmness of her thighs, and visualised the hardened leather working its way between her engorged labia as she pedalled.

Her face was damp with perspiration, the wisps of hair she hadn’t pulled back into a ponytail sticking to her forehead and cheeks.

Without a word, Nigel slipped his hand down the front of her leggings. The elasticated material offered no resistance, nor did his wife. After sliding his hand between her hot thighs, he pushed two fingers into her already-wet sex.

“Oh, fuck…” Karen’s eyes fluttered, and she bit her lip.

With his erection straining against his trousers, Nigel squatted down and yanked her leggings and panties to her knees. The smell of her sex coupled with her sweat was a heady mix, and he turned her around and sank his face between the hot cheeks of her backside.

Karen lost her balance and had to hold on to a chest of drawers to avoid falling over. She giggled and looked over her shoulder at him. “I think we should take this into our bedroom.”

Nigel had already released his cock and he stabbed it into her from behind, sending himself balls deep in a single lunge. She let out a startled grunt, but he felt her clench around him. She wanted this as much as he did. He slammed into her with force, his groin slapping against the cheeks of her backside as he furiously fucked her.

She whimpered under his onslaught while pushing back to meet each thrust, giving as good as she got. Nigel reached round and slid a finger either side of her clit, thrilled to find it fully exposed from its hood and as hard as a nipple.

Karen came as soon as his fingers came into play, and Nigel erupted inside her seconds later. Both continued thrusting, and the chest of drawers creaked with their movements.

When their rocking finally slowed, Nigel ran his hands up her sides and slipped them round to cup her full breasts in her lycra top. He pinched her nipples, hard, and was rewarded with her inner muscles squeezing his softening cock once more. Their breathing eventually got back to normal and she eased him out of her and turned to face him, pulling her leggings and panties back up.

They stared into each other’s eyes for a few seconds, then she took a breath. “You’re going to have to say it, you know.”

She stroked his chest and ran her hand down to his cock, now flaccid and still slick from a mixture of their juices. She squeezed his shaft, coaxing out the remnants from his orgasm. She took the cum between her thumb and forefinger and brought it up to her mouth. Watching his eyes, she slipped her fingers between her lips and licked them clean.

Nigel’s heart pounded in his chest.

“Nige, if you don’t say it, I don’t think I’ll be able to do it. I won’t be able to bring myself—”

“I want you to fuck him.”

There. He’d said it out loud, admitting it for the first time. He hadn’t realised the discreet distinction between saying he didn’t mind and admitting he wanted it, but there was definitely a change in her expression.

Finally, she nodded. “Thank you. Why?”

He frowned, embarrassed. “The idea of it turns me on.”

Karen licked her lips and her eyebrows dipped. “What if it turns me on, too? Is that a problem?”

He shook his head. “Not at all. I want it to turn you on.”

She tilted her head just a fraction. “And there’ll be no problems later?”

He smiled. “None.”

“Okay. If the opportunity presents itself, I’ll fuck him.”

An electric current surged through his loins. “And if the opportunity doesn’t present itself?”

“Then I’ll have to create the opportunity myself.”

Her expression was serious, and he knew in that instant that she wanted to fuck Sean as much as he wanted her to. Probably even more so. Nigel placed his hand behind her head and pulled her close until their lips met. Her tongue pushed into his mouth and they kissed in a way they hadn’t done for a long time.

When they eventually broke the kiss, they looked at each other, surprised, and then both chuckled.

She pushed him away and looked down. “I need a shower.”

“I want to come again.”

She laughed and slapped his arm. “Well you’re going to have to sort yourself out. I’m sore and leaking all your stuff into my gym kit.”

Nigel cupped her bum cheeks in his hands. “You know you don’t need to tone this arse up, right? It’s perfect just as it is.”

“Hmm, I’m not sure I agree.” 

“Trust me, I know what men like.”

A flicker of something passed behind her eyes, and she leaned close to whisper in his ear. “I’m pretty sure I know what men like, too.”

Her words sent a shiver down his spine, but the tone of her voice made his muscles clench so hard that his balls rose inside his sac. He sighed. “I really need to come again. I might have to abuse myself.”

Karen narrowed her eyes. “Don’t you dare. Save it until I get back. I’ll make it worth your while.”

Nigel groaned as she ran a single finger down his chest, stopping it before she reached his still-throbbing manhood. “I’m going for a shower. You should cover that up before you go back for the girls.”

Nigel watched her hourglass figure as she walked out of the spare bedroom. He had no doubt whatsoever that she would be able to get Sean to do whatever she wanted. His legs were shaking, and he wasn’t sure if it was from the exertion of the sex they’d just had, or if it was due to his excitement about the sex they’d have when she returned from Copenhagen.

───Ξ───
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Chapter Three

The taxi to take Karen to the airport arrived before eight on Monday morning. Nigel hadn’t shown her the chemise he’d bought, instead adding it to the contents of her small suitcase while she showered, along with a note saying, ‘I saw this and thought of you’.

After hugging each of the girls, Karen took his hand and squeezed it. She looked nervous.

Nigel wrapped her in his arms and gave her what he hoped was a comforting smile, then kissed her cheek. “Have a good trip.”

Karen forced a smile and headed down the path with her laptop bag slung on her shoulder, trundling a small suitcase behind. She looked the ultimate professional.

After breakfast Nigel took the girls to school, then headed off to work as usual. He had some paperwork to finish for a recent completed order, which kept him focussed for a couple of hours, but once that was done he started thinking about Karen’s trip. He checked his phone regularly and was finally rewarded with a text from her just after three in the afternoon.

I’m here. Hotel and conference centre very swish.

Off to an informal welcome meeting over coffee now, then we have an evening session from 5 - 10pm :(

Take care of the girls. Kxx

Nigel fired back: Glad you got there ok. Have all the other delegates arrived yet?

He chewed his lip as he waited for her reply, which took less than a minute.

Yes, he’s here :-)

He wondered if she and Sean had shaken hands when meeting face-to-face for the first time. Nigel decided to do some preparation for the batch of parts he’d be making tomorrow. Getting things in place would save him time in the morning, but he really just wanted to keep busy.

On Monday evenings, Lucy had a flute lesson at five-thirty and Violet played netball at seven. By the time he’d finished taxiing his daughters here and there and sat down in front of the TV, it was after nine. He’d been checking his phone all evening, but Karen hadn’t sent him any updates. He imagined she’d be busy with the business side of things; big pharma companies wouldn’t go to all the expense of flying staff to another country for a meeting if there wasn’t a lot of work to get through. He checked his phone again when he went to bed, but still nothing.

The following morning, as Nigel was driving the girls to school, he felt his phone vibrate inside his pocket. A tingle developed in his lower stomach. The girls were blethering on as usual and he wondered how he could check the message without alerting them to his anxiety. Finally held up at a set of traffic lights, he snatched out his phone.

It was a text from Karen. With trembling fingers, he tapped the icon.

Good morning.

I’m with people from my office so can’t give details now. Kxx

Nigel stared at the phone, his heart racing. He checked the traffic lights, then sent a quick reply.

Are there details for you to give???

A horn blasted from behind and he realised the lights had changed to green.

“Dad!” Lucy looked appalled. “You shouldn’t use your phone when you’re driving.”

He dropped the mobile on his seat between his thighs and accelerated through the junction, wondering what Lucy would say if she knew what the text was about. What would their daughters do if they knew Mummy had slept with another man to satisfy Daddy’s lust?

As he caught up with the line of cars ahead, his phone vibrated against his crotch. Another text, but no chance of reading it until he’d dropped the girls off.

He pulled into a space close to the school gates and Lucy kissed his cheek and got out of the passenger seat.

Violet leaned over from the back seats. “Have you remembered about tonight?”

Nigel sighed. “Yes. Cinema, nine-thirty. But you’d better text me later to make sure my dementia-addled brain hasn’t forgotten.”

She climbed out to join her sister on the pavement. He thought about reading the text immediately, but when he checked the door mirror he could see several cars waiting for any available spaces. He pulled out into the traffic and headed for work, relieved when he joined a queue at a T-junction.

Snatching his phone from the seat, he opened with his fingerprint and saw the small red circle indicating the new, unread message. A weird sense of foreboding filled him. He couldn’t decide which he feared the most—that his wife had fucked another man, or that she hadn’t.

He touched his finger to the screen to open the app. Karen’s message was brief:

What do you think? :-)

Nigel stared at the screen, his gut suddenly cold.

His beautiful wife had fucked another man, and it was all his own fault. Images filled his head, but not the hot snapshots he’d enjoyed lately of Karen with her legs wrapped around a trim waist, rising to meet every thrust. He saw Karen as she’d looked on the first night they’d met, her hair so long it hung all the way down her back. He remembered waking up with her in his tiny flat after their first night together; he remembered her smiling at him as she walked up the aisle in the stunning wedding dress with her hair in a long French plait over one shoulder.

The thought of her with Sean seemed far from exciting now, and the blame rested at his own door. It had been his suggestion in the first place, becoming more of an obsession over the following days. And then, after their session in the spare room next to the exercise bike, he’d upgraded his suggestion to a request, almost an order.

It had been at his insistence that Karen had allowed another man to use her body.

The traffic started moving again and Nigel drove the rest of the way thinking about her playful text. The winking emoji suggested she’d enjoyed herself.

After arriving at his unit, Nigel slumped down behind the desk in his small office, too distracted to think about starting the heating process in the injection moulding machine. Your wife’s been with another man. Suddenly another thought hit him, bringing a coldness he’d never experienced before: what if Karen wanted more than a physical fling?

What if she actually falls in love with Sean?

Sean probably had a lot of things in common with Karen—maybe more than even he did. They were both scientists and worked in the same industry, and they famously agreed on many aspects within their team; they were a similar age, and undoubtedly attracted to each other physically as well as intellectually.

But they didn’t have children together and hadn’t a shared twenty-year history. Nigel fought to keep his paranoia under control.

He sighed and closed his eyes, leaning back on the threadbare, well-worn office chair. Banishing the negative thoughts and almost smiling at his own over-active imagination, he tried to concentrate on the positives, which were the fantasies he’d enjoyed since the first mention of her trip to Copenhagen and meeting Sean.

Nigel pictured her expression while she and Sean were flirting, visualised her body language as she slowly warmed to the guy she’d only seen during weblinks. He wondered how many hours it had taken between their first meeting in person and them becoming lovers. Had they used her room, or his?

Imagining them slowly removing each other’s clothes made Nigel’s stomach tingle in a nice way. Although the twinge of jealousy and regret still lingered in the back of his mind, he still rejoiced in the thrill of knowing that tomorrow night Karen would be home. He’d listen to her describing the sex she’d had with Sean, and then he’d take her in his arms and show her how much he loved her.

He felt the straining of his erection inside his work trousers. He considered jacking off here in his office, then remembered Karen had instructed him to save it. She’d said she’d make it worth his while, so he was happy to wait. The idea of her whispering things in his ear while stroking his dick added to the strain inside his pants, so he stood up and filled the kettle, then went to turn on the heater in the machine. By the time he’d finished another brew, the machine would be ready to go.

Once he’d started the injection moulding process, Nigel didn’t have time to think about what had happened between Karen and Sean. It wasn’t until mid-afternoon that he returned to his office and ate the sandwich and apple he’d packed earlier that morning.

When he checked his phone, Nigel saw he had three messages. His heart raced as he clicked through the texts, but none was from Karen. He sighed, laughing at his own impatience. Two of the messages were from his accountant, the other from Lucy. She’d invited a friend back for tea and asked if Nigel could give him a lift home on his way to pick up Violet from the cinema.

Nigel read her message again and couldn’t help smiling. Lucy hadn’t invited a boy back for tea before, so maybe this ‘friend’ was someone she considered special. At least he’d have one interesting thing to tell Karen when she came home tomorrow.

He emailed the accountant the information she’d requested, checked the cooled mouldings, then cleaned out the machine. By the time he’d finished sorting things out at work and driven home, it was almost six o’clock. He found Lucy and her friend, a good-looking boy named Charlie, in the conservatory listening to music while pretending to do their homework.

“Do you two fancy a Chinese banquet from the takeaway?”

Both nodded enthusiastically and Nigel phoned in the order, happy that the forty-five-minute wait for delivery meant he had plenty of time to shower and change before eating.

As he stood under the cascade of hot water, his thoughts wandered back to what Karen had done the previous night. He remembered the way she’d acted a few days earlier in the spare bedroom, bent over the dresser and pushing herself back to meet his thrusts. He suspected she would have shown the exact same eagerness with Sean—he was certain it’d been the thought of what might happen in Copenhagen that had spurred her on.

Nigel’s dick swelled as he washed himself, and again he had to fight the urge to relieve some of the pressure that had built up. But there was no way he was going to jack off in the shower while his daughter and her boyfriend were downstairs.

After drying off, Nigel walked back into the bedroom and dressed in t-shirt and jeans. Back downstairs, he saw a new text from Karen, which had arrived fifteen minutes earlier.

Sorry for the long silence - meetings all day and a delegates dinner tonight.

Looking forward to telling you everything tomorrow. Kxx

The tingle was back in his stomach, and by now the cold ache of jealousy was just a distant memory. The doorbell announced the arrival of dinner, and by the time they’d eaten it’d be time to take Charlie home and pick up Violet and her friend.

Then it’d be just tonight to get through before Karen came home.

───Ξ───


Ψ

───Ξ───

Chapter Four

Nigel spent most of Wednesday in a state of nervous anticipation. He couldn’t concentrate at work, then dawdled so long in the supermarket choosing a bottle of wine for Karen that he was late picking up the girls from their after-school clubs. Karen wouldn’t arrive home until after nine, and she’d already told him she’d eat at the airport before the flight.

After dinner, the girls loaded the plates into the dishwasher and tidied the kitchen while Nigel went to shower and change. Karen had texted earlier to say she’d boarded, so by now she’d probably be somewhere over the North Sea. He trimmed his beard and brushed his teeth, then dressed in clean shirt and jeans, amused by his own nervousness; he was acting like someone going on a first date, rather than a man welcoming home his wife of almost twenty years.

The tightness in his stomach prevented him from relaxing as he sat in the living room. Although both his daughters had schoolbooks on their laps, they seemed to be enthralled by the inane reality show on TV. Nigel closed his eyes and thought about suggesting a more grown-up version of reality show, where couples said goodbye to each other and then the wife disappeared for a few days to fuck a complete stranger. She could then come back to the studio and describe everything she’d done with the other man while the husband listened in rapture.

His phone beeped; Karen had already collected her luggage. She’d be home in thirty.

“Mum’s landed,” he announced, though neither girl seemed capable of tearing her attention from the screen, where a guy with orange skin and numerous piercings was talking in an affected, whiny voice.

After what felt like an eternity, he heard the taxi pull up outside. At the sound of Karen’s key in the door, both girls jumped up and ran to meet her in the hall. Nigel heard his wife greeting their daughters, and then she appeared in the doorway.

“Hi.” She stopped just inside the living room and put her laptop bag on the carpet, looking apprehensive.

Nigel got up from his chair and walked to meet her. Her arms slipped round his waist as he pulled her close and savoured the familiarity of her perfume. “Welcome home.”

She pulled back and looked into his face, concern in her eyes. “You okay?”

He smiled and squeezed her arms reassuringly. “I’m fine, and I’m glad you’re back.”

She held his gaze for a couple of seconds as if trying to gauge his sincerity, then Lucy chipped in with a comment about how Dad had forgotten to pick her up after her maths club.

“I didn’t forget, I was ten minutes late.” He glanced at Karen, then glared at his daughter. “I got held up in traffic while going to buy food for your dinner. But since you’re in such a chatty mood, why not tell Mum about your boyfriend?”

Lucy’s eyes went wide. “Charlie’s just a friend.”

“Hmm,” Nigel muttered. “A friend with benefits.”

“Dad!” Lucy’s exclamation was shrill, and even Karen looked shocked.

“Well, he got a Chinese banquet out of his visit.” He smiled at Karen. “Drink?”

“Ooh, yes please.”

As he headed out to the kitchen, Nigel heard Lucy explaining how Charlie was just a friend from school. When he returned a minute later with a beer and a glass of white wine, Karen was sitting on the couch between their daughters, telling them about how she’d nearly got run over by a boy on a push bike—and that there are millions of cyclists in Copenhagen.

Nigel passed Karen her wine and returned to his chair, enjoying watching his wife and daughters catch up on their news. Karen had kicked off her shoes and he stared at her bare feet, feeling a tremble in his groin as he admired the red-painted toenails. He imagined those feet sliding across the sheet of a hotel bed as she slowly parted her legs for another man.

Karen caught him looking at her and smiled knowingly. Watching his face, she brought her wineglass to her lips and took a sip. His cock swelled inside his jeans.

The girls headed up to bed at ten, and Karen started toward the kitchen to refill her glass. “Want another beer?”

Nigel nodded and passed his empty bottle.

Once she’d returned, Karen curled up against him, leaned close and kissed his cheek. “So, how are you really?”

His stomach tightened in anticipation. He’d been waiting for this since first making the suggestion. “I’m fine.”

“And us?” She looked concerned.

He slipped his arm around her shoulder, pulling her close. “I told you there’d be no repercussions, and there won’t be. We’re good.” He kissed her gently on the lips. “Let’s go upstairs and I’ll show you exactly how I feel about it.”

She laughed and rested her forehead against his. “I think we’d better wait until the girls are asleep, don’t you?”

He sighed and nodded. Taking a sip of his beer, he tried to sort the million questions he wanted to ask into order. “So, did you feel the spark immediately?”

“Yes.” Karen looked down at her glass for a second, then back into his eyes. “There was a comfortable familiarity as if we’d known each other for ages.” She shrugged. “Which I suppose, in a way, we have.”

“That’s all?” He suspected there was something she wasn’t telling him.

“Well…” She raised her shoulders and frowned, as if she either didn’t know how to put her connection with Sean into words—or didn’t want to.

He nudged her gently with his arm. “Go on.”

“I got the impression he’d been looking forward to our meeting as much as I had. At the first informal chat, I caught him staring at me quite a few times, watching my face and checking out my body.”

“The cad.” He could understand why Sean would do so. “How did it make you feel?”

She grinned. “It made me feel all tingly, because I knew I was going to fulfil your wish.”

His stomach tightened and he became aware of a wetness inside his underwear. He didn’t want to ask the sexy stuff until they were in bed, so changed topic. “How did the meeting go as far as the work was concerned? Did you make enough progress to justify the travel budget?”

“Yeah, I think so. It’s so much easier to get things sorted when we’re all in the same room, and we now have a definite plan of action for the next couple of months.”

“It wasn’t a case of you and Sean fighting against everyone else?”

She giggled. “No, not this time.”

“So there was no siege mentality that pushed you two together?”

“No.” Karen leaned close and blew in his ear, which always made the hairs on his neck stand up. “The only thing that pushed us together was the fact you’d told me to fuck him.”

Nigel experienced another surge of excitement. “And that’s what you did?”

She looked deep into his yes. “Yes.”

Nigel held his breath for a couple of seconds. “Good.”

“You’re really okay with it, now we’ve moved from fantasy to reality?”

“At first it was a bit… weird. But within a few minutes I got a warm, horny feeling.”

“I still can’t understand why so many men are turned on by this.” She shook her head, obviously puzzled. “I’ve done a little reading about it, but still…”

He took a deep breath, then decided to come clean. “It’s something I’ve thought about for quite a while.”

“Really?”

He nodded.

“Why? Do you know what started it off?”

“What do you mean?”

She still looked surprised he’d been harbouring this secret desire. “I don’t know. Maybe you saw a film or read something in a book where a guy let his wife, you know…”

“No, I don’t think it was that. I can’t remember if there was a defining moment.” He pushed a strand of her hair behind her ear. “I guess as I get older, I worry about you being so much younger and—”

“You’re not old.”

“It’s not really about my insecurities, anyway. I get a real buzz out of imagining you with someone else.”

She chuckled softly. “Men are weird.”

Nigel smirked, glad that her reading had proved he wasn’t the only pervert in the male species. But now he really needed to hear how it all went. He reached over and held her hand. “So, how was it?”

She smiled, then drained her glass in one go. “Come on, let’s go to bed.”

He put his almost-full beer bottle on the coffee table and went straight toward the stairs. Karen laughed at his enthusiasm, taking his bottle to the kitchen along with her empty glass. After turning the lights off, they headed upstairs and closed their bedroom door. Nigel went into the en suite to brush his teeth. When he returned, Karen had removed her blouse and trousers. She stood by the bed in a lace white bra and matching panties. As she moved towards the bathroom, Nigel stepped in front of her and ran his hands over her hips.

She laughed. “I was just going to—”

He kissed her, pushing his tongue into her mouth, cupping the back of her head with his hand. Her hair felt incredibly soft against his fingers.

She broke the kiss and took a breath. “Maybe my teeth can wait.”

Nigel unclipped her bra and slid the straps off her shoulders and down her arms. As the garment fell to the floor, he took a breast in each hand and squeezed, running his thumbs over her nipples.

Karen sighed and reached down. She stroked his erection through his shorts, then slid her hand inside. Her eyes opened wider. “You’re leaking.”

He nodded.

“Lie on the bed.”

Nigel quickly wrestled off his boxers and lay in the middle of the bed. His cock was up flat against his body, clear precum oozing onto the line of hair below his belly button.

Karen put her thumbs into the waistband of her panties. As she rolled them down her thighs, Nigel stared at her naked body, his eyes fixed on her neatly trimmed bush. She straddled his legs and looked down at his cock. Taking it in her hand, she squeezed out more precum and ran her thumb in slow circles over the slick dome.

She licked her lips and took a breath. “On the first day, we had a meeting that ran through the evening. It finished about ten, and people started drifting out of the conference centre. Most went to the bar.”

Nigel watched her face, enjoying the intimacy of her hand on his cock and her whispered voice.

“Four of us stayed behind, finalising some details. There was me and three men, Sean being one of them.”

Nigel thought about her taking all three guys at the same time and feared he might actually come in her hand.

“After a few minutes the other two headed off, leaving me and Sean alone together for the first time. I felt like a schoolgirl, all nervous excitement. We’d been checking each other out all evening, and I was sure he was as reluctant to say goodnight as I was.”

Nigel was taking shallow breaths. “I think you should put my cock inside you now.”

She smiled and raised herself slightly. As she pointed the tip at her entrance, he reminded himself that another cock had been in there since his last visit. He couldn’t explain why it gave him such a thrill. Karen sank down and her heat and wetness took his breath away. He closed his eyes and shuddered.

When he looked back up at her, she was watching his expression. Smiling, she then clenched round him and rocked her hips, grinding herself against him rather than bouncing up and down.

She leaned over him, her nipples brushing against his chest. “We started walking slowly toward the exit. All the other delegates had gone. I knew we were the only ones left in that part of the building, and from Sean’s expression, I could tell he knew it, too.”

Nigel revelled in the delicious feeling of listening to her story while being buried inside her.

“When we reached the cloakrooms, I grabbed his hand and pulled him into the ladies. As soon as the door swung shut behind us, we were all over each other—kissing and grappling like a couple of teenagers.”

Nigel tried to visualise it. “In one of the stalls?”

“No, there was a small foyer with a counter under a big mirror.”

“So there was no talk, no slow build-up to the first kiss?”

She shook her head. “We’d spent hours looking at each other, so as soon as we were inside a small room it was all a bit… desperate.”

“Tell me about the grappling.”

“He gripped my backside a bit, but then he went straight for my boobs. I’m pretty sure he’s a tit man.”

Nigel reached up and took her full breasts in his hands, rolling the taut nipples while she described her time with another man. “And what did you grapple with?”

“I explored his torso. He obviously works out, so I checked out his pecs, abs and shoulders, but I mainly ran my hands up and down his nicely-muscled back.”

“And you were kissing all the while?”

She shrugged. “On and off. He kissed my neck a lot. We were both quite breathless, so needed air.”

“Did you talk to each other?”

“I moaned when he pinched my nipples.”

“He’d got your tits out already?”

“No, it was all through my blouse and bra at that point.”

Nigel pushed up into her as he imagined his wife moaning while a stranger ravished her breasts with his hands and nibbled her neck with his teeth. He pictured her eyes closed, her hair tousled, her lipstick smudged…

“Then he suddenly lifted me up and plonked me on the countertop. I opened my legs and he stood between them and we kissed some more.”

Nigel fought the urge to thrust into her and finish himself off. “Were you wearing a skirt?”

She shook her head. “No, trousers. He undid the buttons of my blouse while we kissed, and I did the same to his shirt. When he realised my bra fastened at the front, he unhooked it and spent a while sucking my nipples. When he placed a hand on my crotch, I couldn’t wait any longer.”

“What did you do?”

“I gripped his hard-on through his trousers and told him to put it inside me.”

Nigel sighed and closed his eyes.

“I raised my bum off the counter, and he yanked my trousers and panties over my hips. I fumbled them down my legs and kicked my shoes off. He undid his own trousers and pulled me forward to the edge of the counter.”

Nigel’s stomach knotted tight as she gave him the details he craved.

“Then he took his cock in his hand and positioned himself ready to enter me. He rubbed the tip of it around my opening, probably seeing if I was wet enough for him to enter.”

“And were you?”

She sighed. “God, yes.”

“And his cock? What was it like?”

Karen held eye contact for a second. “It was big. Long, and very thick.”

Nigel considered this for a moment. The idea of her being fucked by a big cock was exciting.

She clenched around him again. “He slid it into me slowly, and I let out a groan as he pushed it deeper and deeper.”

“And did you take all of it?”

“Mm hmm.” She looked a little dreamy.

“Did it hurt?”

She scrunched her nose up. “Only in a nice way.”

Nigel felt the early signs of his orgasm. “And how was the sex?”

“It was heated and eager. I scratched his back while he pawed my tits. We fucked liked teenagers and it only lasted a few minutes.”

“Did you come?”

Karen rocked her hips, obviously aware he was getting close to his climax. “Yes.”

“Where did he come?”

She leaned down so their faces were an inch apart, her full breasts crushed against his chest. “He came in the same place you’re about to come. He pumped his jizz inside me…”

He couldn’t believe she’d taken him bareback, but Karen hardly ever spoke like this, so the effect she was having on him was almost unbearable.

She moaned and closed her eyes as her own orgasm peaked.

The thought of her squirming on a stranger’s big cock as it unleashed spurt after spurt deep inside her sent Nigel over the edge. He pushed his head into the mattress and raised his hips off the bed as he exploded inside her.

Karen rocked faster. “Yeah, come on—mark your territory. Take it back.”

He clenched his teeth and shuddered as another gush erupted from him. She pushed herself upright and feverishly ground her clit against his pubic bone until she came again.

Nigel reached up and pinched her nipples, making her squeal. She bounced on him until his cock lost its rigidity.

They eventually stilled and she lay back down on his chest, both of them breathless. His cock softened and slipped out. He felt the warmth of his cum dripping out of her onto his groin and running between his thighs. It gave him a thrill.

Just as much of a thrill as imagining her being full of a stranger’s jizz. That mental image, given just at the right time, had been an unexpected bonus. He couldn’t help worrying about the risks she’d taken, though. He’d had a vasectomy years ago, so Karen wasn’t using birth control. Although reluctant to spoil the moment, Nigel couldn’t let the subject pass. He kissed the side of her head and tried to keep his voice casual and friendly. “I’m surprised you went bareback.”

She took a breath. “After your suggestion, I spent a lot of time thinking, wondering if I could actually go through with it. To be honest, I had no idea then if anything would happen or not. I thought it probably wouldn’t. I mean, flirting in emails is a lot different from actually having physical contact. If you hadn’t suggested it, there’s no way I would have done anything.”

He squeezed her tighter. “Why not?”

“Because I’m happily married. But after you mentioned it again, and then what we did in the spare bedroom…” She pulled her head back and looked down at him. “It wasn’t until then that I knew it was something we both wanted.”

He raised his eyebrows. “You didn’t want it before then?” he said teasingly.

She smiled. “Me liking the idea is a lot different from knowing it’s what you want.”

He could see her point.

“But getting back to your question about protection, I’d thought about it a lot. I wasn’t concerned about catching an STD. It’s not like he was just some random guy; he’s married, and he actually qualified as a pharmacist before moving into project management, so I was confident there’d be no issues on that score.”

“What about getting pregnant?”

“I have a few packets of birth control pills from my doctor. I take them when we go on holiday to avoid the risk of having periods while we’re spending so much time in the pool or sea.”

“So you were on the pill?”

She nodded. “I started taking it after your initial suggestion. If nothing else, it meant I wouldn’t need to worry about having a period while I was away.”

He pushed his groin up against hers. “But that wasn’t the only reason.”

Karen gave an embarrassed half-smile. “No, it wasn’t.”

He smiled, waiting for her to say it.

“I decided that if I was going to do it, I’d do it properly. I didn’t want to have to resort to digging a condom out of my handbag and waiting for him to fit it, because that kind of ruins the spontaneity.” She pouted. “Besides, I wanted it to feel nice.”

“For you or for him?”

“For both of us. I know most men prefer not wearing a condom, and I…” She glanced away, as if avoiding having to finish her confession.

Nigel’s throat constricted. “You like when a man comes inside you.”

She nodded. “Yeah, I do. I like the intimacy. Would you have preferred I made him wear a condom?”

He visualised Sean’s big thick cock unloading streams of hot white cream inside his wife, coating her inner walls with cum. “No, I understand.”

“And you don’t mind?”

He shook his head. “No, I don’t mind.” His embarrassment about sharing her was all but gone, so he was honest with her. “In fact, I’m glad you did it. I like the idea of you getting filled with his cum.”

She giggled and slapped his arm. “Men are weird.”

───Ξ───
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Chapter Five

They lay in silence and held each other close.

Nigel thought of his beautiful wife preparing herself for Sean—the sessions on the exercise bike to make her body a little firmer, taking the pill so he could fully appreciate the naked feeling of sliding into her wet softness, so he could enjoy staying inside her as he filled her with his seed. So he could go back inside her without the hassle of getting rid of the first condom and fitting a second…

Nigel hugged her a little tighter. “So, did you take him back to your room?”

“No. We put our clothes back on and left the conference centre. He went to the bar and I went to my room for a shower.”

All that spunk.

Nigel thought about Sean going to the bar and trying to act normally after he’d just fucked the hottie from the UK office in the cloakroom. Karen eased off him and lay on her side, facing him. She stroked his arm with the tips of her fingers.

Another thought occurred to him. “So you didn’t wear the lingerie I’d bought for you?”

“I hadn’t actually seen it by then,” she said, smiling. “After checking in, the only unpacking I did was to hang up my skirt and dress to get the creases out. I didn’t unpack the rest until later—but I wore it on the second night.”

His heartbeat became like a drum in his chest. “What? You saw him again on the second night?”

She looked surprised. “Yes, I thought you knew.”

“How could I know?” He couldn’t believe he hadn’t considered the possibility of them having a second session, yet with hindsight, it was logical that they would.

She frowned. “Oh, sorry. Wasn’t I supposed to see him again?”

He laughed and stroked her hair. “It was an open invitation, and you were free to do whatever you wanted.”

She exhaled, looking relieved. “God, you had me worried for a second.”

“I’m glad you saw him again. So, tell me about the second night.”

“The second night was… less like a couple of teenagers.”

“How so?”

“Well, I didn’t wear trousers, and we didn’t fuck in a cloakroom.”

“What did you wear? Where did you fuck?”

She laughed. “Slow down! I wore a dress and the sexy garment you’d bought me. And we fucked in his bed.”

“You went back to his room after the dinner?”

“Yes. I spent the whole night there.”

His mind raced. This time last night, Karen probably had Sean’s big dick inside her. Had he fucked her again next morning? This morning? Goosebumps formed on the back of his legs.

“Are you sure you’re okay?” She looked concerned.

“You know you’re going to have to give me more details now.”

She gave a teasing smile. “We could save those for another ti—”

“No, I need them now.”

Her expression suggested his abruptness had surprised her.

He sighed and stroked her hip. “Unless you’re too tired, or too tender?”

She leaned close and nibbled his ear. “And why would I be either of those things?” The sexy teasing was back in her voice.

“Because you were fucked all night long by someone with a big dick.”

She raked her fingernails roughly down his chest and stomach, making his toes curl. “Yes I was, and I’m hoping that you do the same to me tonight.”

Nigel took a steadying breath. His pulse raged in his ears and the blood was already filling his cock. “Tell me everything. Start at breakfast yesterday. How was Sean when you first saw him the morning after the cloakroom fuck?”

“He was fine. There was no room at the table I was sitting at, so he sat with his Sweden colleagues. But we shared a few looks across the room, and they showed he had no regrets. We didn’t get a chance to talk privately until lunchtime, and there was no awkwardness.”

Nigel nodded. “And the dinner?”

“The dinner wasn’t at the hotel, but in the middle of Copenhagen, which is a beautiful city. It was a really nice restaurant and all of the delegates sat around a single large table.”

“Was there any leg fondling or footsie going on beneath the tablecloth?”

She giggled. “Definitely not. Sean sat nowhere near me. Nobody there would have guessed that anything was going on between us.”

“And afterwards?”

“We all left the restaurant and went to a nearby bar for a drink.”

“Any dancing?”

“What? God, no. We had a couple of drinks, then all headed back to the hotel.” She smiled and raised her eyebrows, knowing that she was just reaching the part he really wanted to hear about.

“And you went to Sean’s room.”

She nodded. “We’d already agreed that we both wanted a repeat performance.”

“At lunchtime?”

“Yes.”

“What did you say?”

She sighed. “I can’t remember exactly. We both admitted there were no regrets about our impromptu fuck in the cloakroom, and it was obvious we both wanted a chance to do it again in more comfortable surroundings.”

“And he suggested his room?”

She nodded. “I went to my room first and grabbed a pair of trousers and a top so I wouldn’t be spotted next morning wearing the same dress as the night before.”

“Good idea.”

“And then I went to his room, hoping not to meet any of the other delegates on the way.”

Nigel had another full erection. He placed her hand on it, amused to see her shocked expression.

“God, you’re really into this.”

He shrugged. “I’m really into you. What were you wearing?”

“The dark red dress I bought last Christmas. It’s fitted and knee-length with a high neck-line, the sort of thing a mature, professional woman should wear for a business dinner.” She was smiling at him.

“What else?”

“I wore your gift, with a lacy black bra and matching panties beneath it.”

He frowned. “I thought the chemise would mean bra and panties weren’t needed?” He was proud he’d remembered what the saleslady had called the lingerie.

“I need more support.” She squeezed her arms together to emphasise her big boobs.

“Ah, right. What else?”

“Black high heels, no nylons.”

Nigel could see her in his mind’s eye. “And when you got to his room?”

Karen squeezed his dick and pumped her hand slowly. “I think you should get this inside me before I tell you the rest.”

He rolled her onto her back and placed his knees between her open legs, holding himself up on straight arms. “Feed it inside you then.”

She reached down, raised her hips slightly to get the tip of his cock into position, then held his hips and pulled him into her, letting out a slow breath as it slid in. He closed his eyes and enjoyed the warm snugness of her for a brief moment, then looked into her eyes and waited for her to tell him about her night with Sean.

She took a breath. “So, this time, we acted like grown-ups. Though we were probably just as eager as the night before, we were patient. I removed Sean’s shirt, and he took off my dress. I stood before him in my chemise and let him feast his eyes.”

He could imagine Sean’s reaction. “Did you kiss?” He’d said it without thinking. It seemed such a childish question.

She nodded. “Yes, but not like the previous night’s face-sucking orgy. This time it was gentle kisses, tongues probing slowly. You know how I like kissing, and this was the first time I’d kissed anyone else but you in a long time.”

He raised his eyebrows. “What, no smoochy kisses at all those Christmas parties over the years?”

She shook her head. “None. Then Sean lay me on his bed and he stroked my legs. He pulled off my shoes, then reached up and unfastened the teddy’s buttons between my legs.”

Nigel moved very slowly, fucking her with only shallow, measured thrusts while picturing her face as Sean’s fingers grazed over her clit through the material.

“Then he pulled off my panties and gently kissed his way up my legs. He took his time and licked and kissed and touched me there for a while.”

He smiled. “You know you’ll have to do better than that.”

She opened her mouth indignantly for a second, then clenched her inner muscles around his cock, making him gasp. “He licked my cunt and sucked my clit, and while he was doing it he fingered me.”

Muscles tightened throughout his entire body. Hearing her talk like that was a revelation. He was dumbfounded for a second, then found his voice. “Did he make you come like that?”

“Oh, yeah. I writhed and bucked on the bed, but he wouldn’t stop sucking my clit or fingering me. I came hard and screamed so loud I was worried about being heard in the adjoining rooms.”

Nigel experienced a sudden urge to pull out and sink his face between her legs; to suck, lick and finger her like Sean had. Instead, he continued sliding his dick in and out of her. “Then what?”

“I took my bra off but left the teddy on. I was still too sensitive after coming to be touched there again, and he seemed more than happy to spend a little while playing with my boobs.”

“Only playing with them?”

“He cupped and fondled them, stroked and pinched my nipples. He also kissed and sucked my nipples, too. But after a while I wanted more.”

“More? Cleavage sex, you mean?”

“I went one better. I wasn’t quite so sensitive by then, so I told him to fuck me.”

“What? Just like that?”

She smiled. “Yeah, just like that.”

“And what did Sean say?”

“He didn’t say anything. He stood up and removed the rest of his clothes, got back on the bed and fucked me.”

Nigel could barely speak. “Details?”

She shrugged. “There aren’t really any. I lay on my back and he got on top. He slid in and held himself up over me—pretty much like you’re doing now.”

“Were you naked?”

She shook her head. “I had my teddy on, but it was bunched round my waist and my boobs were exposed.”

“And he just fucked you?”

“Yes, he fucked me.”

“With his big thick dick.”

She frowned. “Nige, I’m not saying it was b—”

“I know it was bigger than you’re used to, and that’s fine.” He pushed into her a little harder. “That turns me on even more. I really like the thought of you getting fucked by a big dick.”

“Why would that turn you on?”

“Because I know you enjoyed it, even if you don’t want to hurt my feelings admitting it.” When her frown didn’t ease, he tried to help her recover her previous confidence. “I’d love the details. How did he fuck you? Slow, fast, gentle… rough?”

“Are you sure?”

He nodded vigorously. “Everything.”

“Okay. When I told him to fuck me, he stood up and started to undress. I watched him and couldn’t take my eyes off his cock. I knew from the night before that he was big, but I hadn’t actually seen it properly. Looking at it while lying on his bed made me tingle. I knew he was going to push it all into me, and I knew I was going to enjoy it.”

“Did you talk to him, tell him how big he was?”

“No, I didn’t speak. When he was naked and looking down at me, I held his gaze and slowly parted my legs. He climbed on the bed and got into position. I raised my hips and pulled him into me. He fucked me slowly, and I rocked and wiggled beneath him, getting as much pleasure as I could. He was going really deep, and I stared into his eyes all the while. Or at least as long as I could before…”

“Before you came.”

She nodded. “Then I squeezed my eyes shut tight and concentrated on the sensations.”

“Did you scream again?”

“Probably, but I can’t remember. Maybe I just sobbed—I honestly don’t know.”

“And then?”

“He fucked me harder, and I held on and rolled like a boat in a storm while he pounded me. When he stared into my eyes and held perfectly still, I felt every pulse of his dick as he came. This was why I’d gone on the pill—that moment where stuff passes from his body to mine is so special.”

“Did you ask him to come inside you?”

She sighed in frustration. “No, now just let me—”

He pinched her nipples and she arched her back off the bed and opened her mouth wide in a silent gasp. He felt the grip of her orgasm and fucked her as hard and fast as he could until he came.

Karen reached up and scratched his shoulders as she rocked her hips, welcoming every drop he produced.

Adding it to her collection.

When he finally stopped moving, Karen let out a whimper. “Jeez, Nige. I thought you were trying to push me through the mattress.”

He laughed and rolled onto his back beside her. “Not bad for an old guy, eh?”

She giggled. “You’re not old, but I really can’t remember us doing anything like this for years. I can’t remember you ever being so… passionate.”

He frowned. “We’ve had lots of good sex before. Maybe not as regular as we used to, but—”

“Not like this, but I don’t mean the sex itself.” She scraped her hair back from her face. “I mean the intensity of the emotion, the… eroticism? Is that the right word?”

“I don’t know. I was turned on, and I—”

“I don’t mean just tonight. I mean ever since you first brought Sean up, there’s been an added edge to our lovemaking. There’s even an added edge to the way you look at me. We seem to have turned into perverts.”

He laughed. “Perverts?”

She shrugged. “I can’t ever remember us ever talking about sex like that, or even talking at all while we have sex.”

He grinned. “Didn’t you chat with Sean while you had sex?”

“No.”

“You know you’re going to have to tell me the rest.”

“What rest?”

“You spent the entire night in his bed.”

Karen stared at him for a second, then chuckled. “You’re unbelievable.”

He leaned close and kissed her on the lips. “Thank you. So, what happened?”

“Okay, I’ll tell you, but you’re not jumping me again tonight.”

He laughed. “I really don’t think I could manage to anyway.” He stretched his arm around her shoulder, and she lay with her head on his chest.

“We got under the sheet and talked about work and our lives. His wife’s Swedish and they have three children, all younger than Vi.”

“Did you tell him that sleeping with him was my suggestion?”

“Of course not. We both admitted we’d never cheated before. He also mentioned he’d had a vasectomy, but I didn’t admit I’d gone on the pill just so I could fuck him.”

Nigel smiled. “It wasn’t just so you could fuck him though, was it?” He wanted to hear her say it again.

She sighed. “No. I did it so I could fuck him without a rubber, and so he could come inside me. Happy now?”

He nodded. “Yes, thanks. Carry on.”

“Well, then I decided that I might like it again, so I put my head under the covers and took him in my mouth.”

Nigel’s jaw clenched slightly. “You gave him a blowjob?” It’d been a long time since she’d done that to him.

“Mmm.”

“Did he come in your mouth?” Somewhere in the darkest corners of his psyche, he wanted Sean to have done so.

“No, he didn’t come in my mouth.” She watched his face, then frowned slightly. “Are you disappointed he didn’t?”

He shrugged, a little embarrassed that she’d been able to read his expression so easily. “Not disappointed, but if he had, I wouldn’t have minded.”

She held his gaze, and he worried that he’d gone a little too far. Or been a little too honest. “Maybe I should have taken him all the way, because I’m pretty sure he would have blown his junk if I’d kept sucking him.”

Nigel had never heard the phrase ‘blown his junk’ before, nor had he ever heard Karen say anything like it. The effect it had on him was astonishing. “Tell me…” His voice cracked, and he coughed to clear his throat. “Tell me about you sucking him.”

“You really want to know?”

He nodded.

“Well I hadn’t done anything like that for a while—”

“I know.”

She smiled and placed her hand on his chest. “Since we seem to have stepped up our game lately, that’s something I intend to rectify fairly soon.” She winked at him. “But what I meant was, my experience sucking other men was a long time ago. Back then, the boys at Uni thought they’d hit the jackpot if a girl went down on them, and they never lasted long.”

Nigel wondered just how many blowjobs she’d dished out in her student days, but didn’t want to interrupt her again.

“Over the years with you, I’ve been able to improve my technique, and I’ve learned what you like. So when I decided to suck Sean, I was confident that I’d be able to please him.” She seemed to wait to see if he had anything to say before going on. “Once under the sheet, I inched myself down the bed until my head was over his groin, then I leaned down and ran my hair over his dick and balls. The smell of me on his cock turned me on, and when I licked up the length of his shaft, I could taste my own juices.”

She held his gaze. “I could taste my own cunt.”

Nigel shivered and had to swallow a lump in his throat.

“I licked up his shaft a second time, then a third. When my tongue reached his cock head I opened my lips and took him into my mouth. I felt him shiver, and I pushed down and took his entire cock into my mouth. It was still soft because he’d come just a few minutes earlier, and I could get it all in. I started to bob my head, and felt his dick start to recover. He didn’t get fully hard immediately, but it was getting too thick and big to fit it all in. I began to drag my fingernails over his balls and the base of his shaft, while keeping the top half in my mouth.

“Sean pulled the sheet slowly down so he could watch me, and so I looked up into his face while I treated him to more of the same. I used one hand to massage his balls, and the other to jack off the base of his dick while I kept my lips locked around him and my tongue flicking over the glans. It would have been so easy to keep that going for a bit longer and let him come there, to let him fill my throat. But I wanted something else—”

“You wanted him to fuck you again.”

She shook her head. “This time, I wanted to fuck him.”

Nigel’s mouth dropped open.

“So instead of doing what I suspect you wish I’d done, I crawled back up the bed and straddled his legs.”

His heart pounded in his chest. “In your teddy?”

“No, I’d taken it off by then. We were both naked, and I lifted myself up and climbed onto his dick.”

“And you rode him?”

She nodded.

“What did he do?”

She laughed. “What do you think he did? He enjoyed the ride.”

Nigel smiled at the thought of it. “Yeah, I’m sure he did.”

“Like I said, I’m a lot more self-confident about sex nowadays and I wanted to show him a good time. It was hard at first, because…” She frowned, then shrugged. “Being on top with a cock that big is a bit of a struggle, and it took me a while to accommodate him without it hurting. But once I was used to him, I made sure he had as much pleasure out of it as I did.”

“Did you talk?”

She laughed. “No, stop asking that. If you’re hoping for dirty talk, I’m afraid you’re going to be disappointed. I watched his face and rode his cock.”

“What did he do?”

“He looked very happy.”

“No touching?”

“His hands were on me all the time, my boobs and nipples, my hips, my legs.”

Nigel stared at the ceiling for a few seconds, and she answered his next questions without him needing to ask.

“We both came again in that position, pretty much at the same time.”

He closed his eyes and stretched his legs. He was really tired, but his mind wouldn’t rest. “And when you woke up this morning, did you fuck him again?”

She shook her head. “No. I got dressed early, while he was still sleeping. I woke him before I left to say I was going back to my own room.”

Nigel lay quietly, a little disappointed that the story had come to an end. And possibly the end of their fun. He really hoped not. He’d felt so alive over the last couple of weeks. They could find other ways to keep the passionate momentum going, but a tiny part of him already wanted to find a new adventure.

“Nige?”

“Hmm?”

“Are we okay? I mean, really?”

He took her hand, lacing his fingers through hers, and squeezed tight. “We’re better than okay.”

“You haven’t changed your mind about things now it’s happened?”

“I think it turns me on even more than it did before it happened.”

“Really?”

He ran his hand down her bare back. “Now I can visualise everything you did.”

She placed her hand on his thigh. “You’re a pervert.”

“Yeah. And you’re a hotwife.”

She laughed out loud. “Looks like you’ve been doing your research, just like I have.”

He stroked her back again. “Did you enjoy being a hotwife?”

She looked him directly in the eye, her face serious. “Yes.”

He held her gaze. They didn’t need to say anything else. They’d find a way to do this again.
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Karen’s Party Surprise

Her key in the door made his heart race. He listened as she came up the stairs, then held his breath when she walked into the bedroom. He couldn’t help staring. Her clothes were twisted, her makeup was smudged, and her hair was dishevelled.

She’s fucked someone.

Karen walked to the foot of the bed and looked into his face. “I did it.”

He swallowed.

She pulled her top over her head and dropped it on the floor, then pushed her skirt down over her hips and kicked it away. Slowly, she unclipped her bra at the front. As the cups came away, he saw a love bite on one of her breasts. Karen held his gaze as she pushed her thong down her legs and then bent to pick it up, holding it open so he could see the gooey mess soaked into the crotch.

It was another man’s cum, and it’d dribbled out of her during the drive home. The guy had deposited it deep in her cunt, and she’d returned home to her pervert husband to show him the evidence.

Nigel ached for her.

────
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Nigel is amazed by how Karen’s taken to her new role as a hotwife. Not only does she give herself freely to strangers, but she also thrills her husband by giving him all the juicy details he craves when she gets home.

Their sex-life is better than ever.

Nigel realises that an upcoming company get together will mean that they’ll be staying in the same hotel as Sean, the first man he ever shared her with. He offers Karen the chance to enjoy another night of passion, and they hatch a plan that could work. But Sean comes up with a counteroffer that’s just too good to refuse.

For a wife-sharing couple like Nigel and Karen, it’s the ultimate party surprise…

Karen’s Party Surprise is available from Amazon
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Bon Voyeur

After about fifteen minutes, Sophie leaned up on her elbow and started to kiss Joel, ready to continue with her night of passion. As she pushed the quilt down the bed with her foot, Jim saw that her hand was gripping Joel’s dick, slowly masturbating him. Joel was already hard. Evidently, he was ready for more, too. Jim wondered how long Sophie had been playing with him. Sophie climbed on top of him, feeding his thick dick inside her.

Jim knelt on the bed next to their legs and watched as his wife slowly made love to the other man. Her head was buried against Joel’s shoulder, her long tousled hair a dark fan over the pillow, hiding both their faces. Their bodies moved together in a slow, sensual dance. From his position on the bed, Jim had a perfect view of their union. With each slow, upward movement of Sophie’s hips he could see Joel’s slippery hardness, partially exposed for a second or two before it disappeared again inside the dark pinkness. Joel was holding Sophie’s hips in his hands, moving her on him. Jim stretched his hand out and gently stroked the back of Sophie’s leg, aroused to feel her thigh muscles working as she rode his friend.

There was a layer of perspiration on Sophie’s back, giving her a sultry, exotic look in the dim yellow light. Their lovemaking seemed to go on for a long time before Sophie reached her climax. She was very vocal as she came – muffled moans and sighs as the current built up, urgent grunts as the waves swelled inside her, then screams and shouts as the waves broke into an explosion of pleasure. Finally, she let out grateful cries and whimpers as she rode the final ripples of her orgasm. Jim was in a cold sweat and felt like his stomach was in a vice.

────
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Another man in their bed? Madness! Sophie and Jim had never done it before—heck, it was only supposed to be a fantasy to get them in the mood for each other. What if Sophie likes it too much? What if Jim has second thoughts when he sees his beautiful wife taken by another man? What if she enjoys the other man more because he has more to offer?

When the perfect opportunity presents, though, they both jump at the chance.

Joel is tall, handsome, and so much bigger than even Sophie expected! Best of all, he’s moving to the other side of the world, so they need never see him again. If Jim plays this right, Joel won’t even suspect the stranger they’re sharing is his loving wife.

Watching his beautiful Sophie—so vulnerable, so unprotected, so utterly owned—Jim experiences a powerful revelation. It’s sure been fun having a gorgeous wife all to himself, but it’s much more fun to share.

Bon Voyeur is available from Amazon
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Operation: Cuckold

“Come on, Sissy. Get up here now.”

Harry obeyed.

Roy held his huge cock in his hand. “Right, now jerk me off into your wife’s pretty face.”

Harry’s mouth dropped open. “What?” He turned to look at Michelle, who stared back at him with unfocussed eyes. Her hair was clinging to her face.

Roy grabbed Harry’s arm and pushed it towards his huge cock. “I said beat my fucking meat. Your wife wants to feel my hot cum all over her face.”

Harry hesitated for a split second too long.

Roy slapped him round the head. “Come on, Sissy, I’m itching to blow, here.”

Stunned, he reached out and wrapped his hand around the dick. It was hot, wet and slippery. And bigger than anything he’d ever held before. He gripped tighter.

“That’s it. Now, wank me off.”

Harry started to slide his hand up and down on Roy’s cock. It felt surreal.

“Yeah, that’s it. Work it like that, but faster.”

Without taking his eyes off the cock in his hand, Harry started to pump his wrist faster. He’d had lots of practice at this over the years, but only ever on his own small cock. He looked up to his wife’s face. She was watching him, smiling. He moved his hand faster, gripped a little tighter.

Michelle shook her hair back from her face, licked her lips. “Come on, drench me.” She leaned closer and held her tongue out.

────
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Harry’s having problems rising to the occasion and discovers Michelle’s been using porn to help take care of things herself. 

He suggests she lives out her fantasy of a one-night stand, but is shocked by how much he gets out of it. As they repeat the experience with other men, pretty soon neither can stand the idea of going back to what they had before, even though Michelle pushes Harry right out of his comfort zone. 

A cuck and bull story about a very happy hotwife. 

Operation: Cuckold is available at Amazon. 
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Stag Nights

Michelle climbed up off the lounger and turned to face Harry. Lucas’s sunglasses still hid her eyes, and his cum still covered her chest and stomach.

She tilted her head to one side and smiled. “Take my picture.”

Harry did so, taking at least ten shots.

“And now shoot a video,” she ordered.

Harry obeyed, selecting the correct option and pressing the red button.

Michelle smeared the cum all over her stomach and breasts while looking directly into the lens. “I have a confession—this isn’t my husband’s cum. My husband has just watched another man fuck me, and I know he enjoyed it almost as much as I did.” She licked her lips. “And when we get home, my husband is going to use me for his pleasure, and then he’s going to come all over me as well.” Michelle gave her most beautiful smile. “I love my life.”

There were butterflies in Harry’s stomach, and he stopped filming. He stared at Michelle, who removed the sunglasses and looked down at her body.

────
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Harry and Michelle are now fully entrenched in their new wife-sharing lifestyle. Michelle is proving to be one of the hottest hotwives around, with bulls waiting in line to take turns. Literally.

As Michelle gets more of what she craves, she pushes Harry further into the role of the cuckold and he’s presented with situations he finds hard to accept.

Things look like they might be going awry until he discovers that not all wife-sharing husbands need to be cucks...

Stag Nights is available at Amazon.

───Ξ───
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