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Learning to Share His Wife

Cheryl’s been a hotwife for less than a month when Marc’s behaviour almost ruins it for both of them. He pledges to abide by her new ground rules, terrified of losing the thrill he’s getting from sharing his wife.

More gratifying playdates follow. Cheryl has a second night with her client, joins a married couple and shows she’s no stranger to Sapphic fun, and is used by a man in a London pub, whose face she never sees.

When she reveals the fantasy that really gets her motor running, Marc’s a little hesitant. It’s one thing sharing his uptown girl with another man, but now she wants not only one backstreet guy, but two of them.
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1 – Ground Rules

Marc stood rooted to the spot in the kitchen, stunned by the intensity of what they’d just done but thoroughly ashamed of his actions. The thrill of their reconnection wasn’t there and he knew it was his own fault. Why did I behave like that?

Snapping out of his stupor, he fastened his trousers and followed Cheryl. He needed to apologise. When he was halfway up the stairs, she walked naked across the landing to the bathroom without acknowledging him and locked the door.

Marc returned to the kitchen and washed his cum off his face at the sink, then waited in the living room, terrified that his behaviour had ruined everything.

Almost an hour later, he heard the bath draining. Cheryl eventually came downstairs in leggings and a baggy t-shirt, her feet bare. Her hair was still wet, her makeup gone, and her eyes as cold as he’d ever seen them. The only resemblance to the woman in last night’s photos was the red nail varnish on her fingers and toes.

She dropped into the chair opposite. “So, how was that for you?” Her accent always got stronger when she was angry.

Marc couldn’t hold her gaze. He glanced down at his shoes and gave a shrug. “I don’t know what hap—”

“Shall I tell you what happened?” She leaned forward, glaring at him. “I came home hoping we’d share something special, but instead I got greeted by a spoilt child. And even though I tried to appease him, all I got was to be treated like a fuck-toy.”

“I’m so sorry. I don’t know…” He took a steadying breath, trying to collect his thoughts and give her some kind of reasonable explanation. “After the night with your client, you came home all gorgeous and sexy, and—”

“That’s because I came home on the same night. I got a taxi to drive me to the door. I left here last night in jeans and a top, and that’s how I came home. Would you rather I’d sat on the Tube dressed to the nines?” Her voice shook with rage. “Maybe I should have walked up the road with my tits out, just for you.”

“I wasn’t thinking.” Marc rubbed his face and sighed. “I just assumed you’d be wearing the black dress.”

“Why?” Her expression was one of disbelief. “What on earth made you think I’d come home in a party dress and four-inch heels?” Her accent gave ‘earth’ several extra r’s.

“I…” He gave a shrug, then tried to lighten the mood. “Maybe I’d been thinking with my little head instead of the big one.”

“And in the kitchen? Which head was doing the thinking in there?”

“I don’t… I still can’t believe how I…” He shook his head. “I’m so sorry, I don’t know what came over me.”

“Well I know what came over me.”

He sighed with relief when he saw the glimmer of humour in her expression. “Cheryl, I’m really sorry. I didn’t mean to be so… I got caught up in my emotions, and—”

“Didn’t it occur to you that I might be sore?”

He paused. That possibility hadn’t crossed his mind. All he’d thought about was that she’d had some other guy’s cock inside her, and he needed to remind her she was his wife. He remembered looking down at her glistening sex. “But you were really wet.”

“I’d been sitting on the train thinking we were going to reconnect like last time. I was turned on until you acted like a twat. I still can’t believe you rammed it up my arse.”

“I hadn’t thought about doing that until you were bent over the worktop. When I saw it was still a bit…” He made a circle with his thumb and forefinger, then sighed. “I remembered how you’d moaned in the video when he’d done it, so I thought—”

“One of these days, I’ll fuck you with a strap-on and see how you like it.”

He shook his head. “I’ve told you that doesn’t appeal to—”

“I don’t fucking care, Marc.”

He lowered his eyes and nodded. “I’ve said I’m sorry.”

Cheryl sighed. “If we’re going to carry on with this adventure, and it’s a big fucking if at the moment—”

“I don’t want to stop.”

“Right now, I don’t care what you want. It’s my life and it’s my body, and I’m not a rubber doll!”

Marc held his breath. The thought of stopping these adventures scared him, but he knew if that happened he’d only have himself to blame. He waited.

Cheryl sat back a little. “If we decide to carry on, then we need to agree some ground rules because I don’t intend coming home to that sort of treatment again.”

“You’re right, and you won’t. Ever. I promise.”

“I know you don’t like the idea of the husbands not being allowed access, but maybe I need to restrict you—”

“No. Please… That’s not what I want.” He panicked. “I can’t wear a cage or—”

She smiled for the first time since she’d first come home. “That’s not what I’m suggesting.”

Relief swept through him, and he let out a long exhale. “So what are you suggesting?”

“I haven’t thought about it yet. Maybe we should introduce a cool-down period between my date and when we reconnect.”

Marc shook his head, puzzled.

“Take today for instance—”

“I’ve already said I’m sor—”

“Yeah, I know. But it would have been nice if when I’d got home you’d wrapped your arms around me and held me tight for a minute, just to show me you still loved me.”

He stared into her eyes and nodded, now wishing he’d done exactly that.

“We could have then spent a normal day together—nice lunch, maybe gone for a walk—and then tonight we’d reconnect. I’d have had a bath, put on a pretty dress and makeup, and tell you all about my night with the bull. You could get all the details you craved, and then you could reclaim me.”

“I like that idea.”

She nodded. “Me too.”

They were both quiet for a few moments. There were still so many details about last night he wanted to hear but this wasn’t the time.

“So, what do you want to do today?” he finally asked.

“I want to just chill.” She gave him a smile. “I could sit here and read trash on my phone while you make me cups of tea at regular intervals.”

“Yeah, that sounds like us having a normal day.”

“Stop whining. You have to remember that I had an exhausting night.”

His heartbeat kicked up a notch and she laughed at his expression.

“Where’s my tea?”

Relieved that they were back on good terms, he went into the kitchen and filled the kettle.

* * * *

Marc supplied Cheryl with three cups over the next two hours, then she suggested they go for a wander into town and get something to eat. Fifteen minutes later they walked hand-in-hand along Portobello Road, stopping at a small café for a late lunch.

They found a table near the window. After the waitress had taken their order, they sat and watched people walking by outside. The variety of cultures on show in Notting Hill never failed to astonish Marc. He’d grown up in a small town in Derbyshire where the only colourfully dressed visitors were the hikers and cyclists. Here the streets were full of vibrant dresses and saris, and it made everywhere seem more joyous.

“He was from Texas,” Cheryl whispered.

He turned to her, wondering if she’d read his mind about the ethnic diversity of their neighbours. “Sorry?”

“Last night. He was my first American.”

Marc was pleased that she’d decided to give snippets, though he wasn’t sure this was the best place to do it. If she divulged too much, there was a danger he’d get a hard-on. “I’d gathered that from his accent in the video.”

“Oh.” She held his gaze for a second, then looked out of the window again.

Marc could see the amusement in her eyes. “He seemed very tall in the photos.”

She kept her eyes on the people in the street outside. “He was.”

“Isn’t this where you tell me he was big all over?”

Cheryl turned to him with a smile, then looked over his shoulder. The waitress had arrived with their order. Once they were alone again, she leaned close enough to whisper, “How many times did you make yourself come?”

The question didn’t surprise him; she’d asked something similar after her date with her client. “Twice.”

“Let me guess, the facial photo and the anal video.”

Shocked, he glanced around to make sure she hadn’t been overheard before nodding in reply.

Cheryl smiled. “I thought you would.”

“Can I ask a question now?”

She nodded.

“How did he pick you up?”

“He was at the bar when I ordered my first drink and commented on my accent. We talked for a few minutes at the bar. I liked what I saw and decided I didn’t need to look any further.”

“I wish you chose your clothes the same way, instead of having me hang around for hours while you try on everything in the shop.”

“Don’t worry, I intend trying quite a few other styles.” She leaned closer. “And sizes.”

His cock thickened. “What about—?”

“That’s enough for now. My panini’s getting cold.”

He smirked. “Is that what you told your Texan?”

She batted his arm playfully, and they ate in relative silence before wandering back out into the street. Once home, they enjoyed the late afternoon sun in their paved back garden before spending their evening watching TV. They cuddled in bed, but nothing more was mentioned about what Cheryl had experienced with her Texan.

They had another lazy day on Sunday, though Cheryl had some reports to read, so Marc volunteered to go to the shops to buy the ingredients for a roast dinner. When they got into bed that night, Cheryl kissed his chest and worked her way down his stomach. He was fully hard by the time she reached his waist. She tugged off his boxers and mounted him, then lay down. Marc enjoyed the softness of her breasts against his chest and the smoothness of her thighs either side of his.

“Want another dirty detail?” she whispered as she squirmed sensually on top of him.

“Okay.”

“I had my first ever squirt during the morning session.”

This wasn’t something Marc had ever seen, with Cheryl or previous girlfriends, and he wasn’t sure how he felt about her doing it with another man. “You squirted?”

“Mm hmm. When I came, I soaked the sheets.”

“Wow.” He closed his eyes and enjoyed the sensation of being gripped in her slippery wetness. “Do you think you’ll do it again tonight?”

“Probably not. But I am going to come soon.”

He slid his arms around her waist. “Good.”

“Will you come with me?”

“Probably.”

She nibbled his earlobe. “You know when you fucked me hard yesterday morning?”

Marc was getting close and didn’t want the mood spoiled. “I’ve already said—”

“I liked it. I liked being used in that way.”

So why make me feel like a bastard? “Really? I thought—”

“And that’s how I want to be treated by two bulls at the same time.”

He held his breath.

“I want two men to fuck me hard like that, and I want you in the room watching it happen.”

Marc came immediately. He arched his back, pushing up into her. Cheryl tightened around him, her nails digging into his shoulders. She bucked and jerked, grinding herself against him.

When they’d finally stilled, they remained in the same position.

The room was dark, the only light coming from the phone charging pads on the bedside tables.

Cheryl kissed him gently on the lips. “You’re going to shrink and slip out.”

“I know.”

“And then I’m going to dribble all over you.”

“I know that, too.” He smiled. “At least this time it’ll be just my own cum.”

“Speaking of which, I have another meeting with Ross coming up this week.”

“Ross?”

“007, or 009 as I like to call him.”

“Oh. And what was last night’s name?”

“Kyle.”

“Gavin, Ross and Kyle sounds like a legal firm.”

She giggled. “I’d happily go and work for them.”

“Is your meeting with Ross another evening appointment?”

“Do you want it to be?”

He felt the now-familiar surge as his heart pumped his blood faster through his veins. “Yes.”

“Okay.”

“Will you spend all night with him?”

“Do you want me to?”

He didn’t need to think about it. “Yes.”

“Okay.”

Another thought occurred. “Will you make him use a condom this time?”

She was silent, and it was too dark to make out her expression. Finally, she asked, “Do you want me to?”

Marc imagined her body writhing beneath her lover. Then he visualised spurts of pearly white jism coating the hot pink walls of her cunt as she squeezed and wriggled. “No.”

“Okay,” she said for the third time.

Marc lay in silence. In just a matter of seconds, they’d agreed that Cheryl was going to spend the night with her bull, and that he’d be allowed to come inside her. When she returned home this time, he was determined to hold her tight to prove that he loved her, and that nothing would happen between them until she was ready.

* * * *

On Wednesday morning, Marc sat up in bed drinking coffee while Cheryl packed her overnight bag. She’d showered and put on makeup, but still wore just her bathrobe.

“Aren’t you taking a slinky dress to wear?” he asked, as she put in underwear and a clean silk blouse.

“No. I’m going straight from the office and will be offering legal advice, so I’ll dress and act appropriately.”

“And after the meeting?”

“I’ll undress and act inappropriately.”

His cock swelled, and he wondered if she had time for a quickie. “Will I be receiving more photos and videos?”

“Not this time. I explained those to Kyle by pretending to be in a lesbian relationship.”

“What?”

She shrugged. “I didn’t want to admit my husband gets off by watching me fuck other men, so I pretended I was trying to convince my girlfriend to try men for a change.”

“Oh.”

After zipping up her bag, she removed her robe, revealing the lacy white bra and matching thong beneath. She took a pair of nude stockings from a drawer and rolled them up her long legs, flashing him a smile.

“Do you have time for—?”

“No!” She pulled on a cream blouse and a dark blue fitted suit, then stepped into plain black heels. “Right, I have to go.”

“Will you come home in the morning?” He remembered she’d been given the morning off after her previous evening appointment.

“No, I’ll go straight to the office from the hotel.” She leaned down and kissed his cheek. “See you tomorrow night.”

Marc heard her feet on the stairs and then the bang of the front door. He wasn’t happy about having to wait so long for her to return, but at least it avoided the danger of him acting like he had the last time.

Closing his eyes, he thought about what his wife was going to do later and realised he still had an erection. It’d be a shame to waste it. He wrapped his fingers around his cock and started to slowly stroke himself.

He wondered how many orgasms Cheryl would have during her night. And what about Ross? Marc pushed the quilt down and pumped faster, certain that neither of them would come as many times as he would over the next twenty-four hours.

“Well, well,” Cheryl said, standing in the doorway.

Marc snatched his hand away and yanked up the quilt to cover himself. He was too ashamed to think of anything to say.

She stepped closer and hoisted up her skirt, revealing her stocking tops. “Don’t be embarrassed. I hoped you’d be doing this.” She pulled down the cover and crawled onto the bed, straddling him.

Marc was speechless, his heart thumping more from shock than arousal.

Cheryl tugged her thong to one side, gripped his cock and lowered herself onto it. He groaned at her wetness.

She began rocking her hips. “This’ll be nicer than a wank. You can use your hand later, while I’m busy with someone else.” She smiled, now rocking faster. “Will you do that for me?”

Marc was mortified that she’d caught him out. She’d gone downstairs, opened and closed the front door, then crept back to the bedroom to see if he was masturbating. And like a dirty bastard, he had been.

“Will you make yourself come tonight when you think about me being fucked by another man?”

He frowned.

“I want you to.” She ground herself on him. “I want you to beat your meat when you think about him fucking me. Because I’m going to make him fuck me all night long.”

He was ready to blow. Gripping her hips, he clenched his jaw and bounced her on his cock. Cheryl used her fingers on her clit and held his gaze as he fired his first shot deep inside her. He grunted and kept bouncing her, firing more jizz with each spasm. Her eyelids fluttered and she let out a breathy moan. She removed her hand and rocked herself against him as she rode out her release.

After climbing off him, she slipped a wad of tissue into her gusset and walked to the door. “This time I’m really going.”

“That was sneaky.”

“I know.”

“I thought we had to be honest with each other.”

“We do.” She grinned. “I honestly wanted to catch you jerking off.”

“Why?”

“Because it proves you’re into this as much as I am.” With that, she went back downstairs and again he heard the front door open and close. He lay still for a couple of minutes, then went for his shower.

───Ξ───
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2 - His and Hers

Cheryl exited the Tube station into the bright early evening sunshine and began her short walk home. She’d hadn’t spoken to Marc since yesterday morning and hoped his reaction to her return would be more welcoming than the previous one.

As soon as she opened the front door, he called from the kitchen. Fleeting memories of him bending her over the counter and taking her roughly passed through her mind. She put down her bags and wandered along the hall. In the kitchen, her husband was dressed in combat shorts and a t-shirt while cooking something that smelled delicious.

He walked over, slid his arms around her waist and held her close, gently kissing the side of her head.

She relaxed and returned the hug, then pulled back and looked up into his eyes. “Hi.”

“Welcome home.” He glanced at the small slices of beef sizzling in the wok. “Since it’s such a nice evening, I thought we could eat in the garden.”

Cheryl smiled and nodded. “I’d like that.”

“Go slip into something more comfortable, and I’ll dish up.”

She started toward the hallway.

“And Cheryl?”

She turned around. “Hmm?”

“I actually mean comfortable. Put on shorts and flip-flops, not a silk dress and stilettos.”

“Am I allowed a shirt?”

“No, leave your tits hanging out.”

She laughed and went to change.

When she returned, Marc had made up two plates of open beef flatbreads with sweet potato fries. He opened the fridge and offered her beer or wine. She chose the latter and after he’d poured her a glass, they made their way out to the patio table.

When they’d first bought the house, the garden consisted of a dandelion-infested patch of lawn, overgrown borders and straggly bushes. They’d hired guys to rip everything out, build three raised beds using old railway sleepers, and put down block paving everywhere else. The raised beds were now crammed with blossoming petunias, marigolds, geraniums and lobelia, making it a very pleasant place to sit in the evening sunshine.

Cheryl touched her glass to his beer bottle and glanced down at her plate. “This smells great. What is it?”

“A recipe I found online. Some spicy beef Mexican thing.” He shrugged. “It does have a name, but I can’t remember it now.”

“Well, thank you.” She tried some of the beef, then nodded approvingly. “It’s lovely.” She watched his eyes as she chewed and swallowed. “So, do you want to hear about—?”

“Tell me about work,” he said. “Let’s talk about normal stuff for a while.”

She blinked, then smiled. “Okay. Well, the big news is that Toby’s leaving.” She and Toby had started at the law firm at the same time.

“Really? Where’s he going?”

“Dublin. His wife’s Irish, and they’ve not been happy here since Brexit.”

He nodded. “Will he be replaced?”

“Eventually, but in the meantime the rest of us will be picking up his clients.”

They chatted for the entire meal about mundane things. Marc talked about his work, things he’d read in the news, and emails he’d received from friends. It was the first time they’d talked like this since she’d brought Gavin to their bed a month earlier.

By the time they’d finished coffee, the garden was in shadow. They went inside and sat in the living room to continue their everyday conversation.

Cheryl, who’d got very little sleep during the previous night, knew that if they didn’t go to bed soon, she’d be too tired to give him what he needed. She dropped onto the rug and crawled over to kneel between his feet. She kissed him gently on the lips. “I think we should go upstairs now.”

“Oh?”

She got the impression he was trying to look nonchalant, but his eyes gave away his eagerness. “Is that okay?” she asked.

He sighed theatrically. “I suppose so.”

She laughed, stood up and dragged him up to the bedroom. They were both naked within seconds. Once they were lying on the soft sheet, she stretched out and looked into his eyes.

“What do you want to know?”

“Everything, but that can wait. First, I’m supposed to reclaim you.”

She kissed his ear. “That’s fine with me. What part are you going to reclaim first?”

His eyes widened. “Which parts did he use?”

Cheryl ran her hand down between her legs. “He used this bit the most.” She brought her hand up and traced a finger around her mouth. “But he used this, too.”

Marc’s breathing became shallower. “Just those two places?”

“Well he touched me all over, but those were the only two places he pushed his dick in.” She could feel him trembling.

“And did he come in both those places?”

She held his gaze. “Yes, but he only came in my mouth once.”

Marc ran his fingers through the slick crease of her outer folds. “And how many times did he come in here?”

“Three.”

“I guess this needs reclaiming first, then.”

Without waiting for a reply, he entered her slowly. She groaned, slipped her arms around his waist and held him as he slid slowly in and out. There was none of the aggression he’d shown after her last date, just a tenderness that caught her by surprise. She came quickly, whispering his name as wave after wave of pleasure coursed through her body. He maintained his slow, careful rhythm, lasting much longer than she’d expected. She rolled her hips, desperate for him to come. But he didn’t, and Cheryl sensed another tightening of her muscles.

“I’m going to come again,” she whispered. “Come with me. Please, come with me.”

Marc adjusted his thrusts. He pushed deeper. Harder. Faster.

As Cheryl tumbled into another orgasm, she heard Marc’s breath catch in his throat. Then he let out a muted grunt and she knew he was coming, flooding her, washing away the remaining traces of her bull’s spunk.

They squirmed and clung to each other through the final spasms of their orgasms, then lay entwined. She kissed his cheek, grateful for his tenderness.

When their breathing returned to normal, she described how she and Ross had chatted over a couple of drinks before going up to his room. He’d gone down on her while she still wore her suit, then fucked her in just her stockings and shoes. They’d bathed together before getting into bed naked, where she’d ridden him to his second release. In the middle of the night, she’d woken him by kissing her way down his body and taken him all the way with her mouth. They’d fucked again in the morning, trying several positions before finishing in missionary. Marc asked many questions, which she answered truthfully.

What Cheryl didn’t tell him was that Ross had not only suggested they meet for lunch but had also asked her to spend a weekend with him at his home in Cornwall. She’d declined both his offers. She didn’t want an affair. She knew she wouldn’t be sleeping with Ross again. Cheryl fell asleep in Marc’s arms.

When she woke up the following morning, he had a cup of tea waiting for her.

“Thank you,” she said, sitting up. Last night had been better than she’d dared hope for.

* * * *

Cheryl looked up from her phone. In the week since her night with Ross, she’d been busy. “I’ve been thinking about what you said regarding me having a night with a married couple.”

“Oh?”

“I think I might actually enjoy it.”

“Really?” He grinned from ear to ear.

“Do you still want me to try something like that?”

He nodded enthusiastically.

“Would you like to watch it? I’ve found a couple online who say you could join us for the evening.”

“You mean, like, swinging?”

She laughed and shook her head. “No, not swinging. That’s not the deal they offer. You’d only get to watch.”

“So how…?” He shook his head. “Have you spoken to them already?”

“I’ve messaged them through a contact forum. He’s straight, she’s bi, and they occasionally invite other women to join them in bed.”

“So he fucks you both?”

“Probably, though what’s more relevant is they’ll both fuck me.”

“But I’d be allowed to watch?”

She nodded. “Apparently most of the women they entertain bring their husbands along.”

He seemed to consider it for a lot longer than she’d expected. “Okay,” he said, finally.

“Good. I’ve arranged a date for tomorrow night.”

“You’ve already—?”

“They’re in Brighton. We’re not allowed to stay overnight, so I’ve booked us a room in a nice hotel.” She gave him a smile, then Marc went back to watching TV. She kept stealing glances at his face. Something told her his mind was no longer on the programme.

* * * *

The day they drove to the seaside coincided with the first rainfall they’d seen in over two weeks. Pulling up at the hotel, they watched families with umbrellas walking along the promenade and, beyond them, several people swimming in the sea.

“What time are we meeting them?” Marc asked, once they’d checked in.

“Eight. They’ve sent me the name of a bar.”

He gave a smile. “Do you have to carry a red rose so they can recognise you?”

She chuckled. “We’ve exchanged photos, so I don’t think a rose will be necessary.”

“Oh?”

Cheryl walked over to stand in front of him, took her phone from her jeans back pocket and showed him a photo. “I’m going to be their plaything.”

Marc ran his eyes over the picture of a couple standing together, wearing only smiles and underwear, then looked back into Cheryl’s eyes. “They seem to have a lot of tattoos.”

“Hmm.”

“Do you like the idea of being their plaything?”

“We wouldn’t be here if I didn’t.”

“And what will you let them do?”

“Anything they want. I’ll be their slut.”

He let out a long exhale and looked at her pleadingly.

Cheryl laughed and glanced down at the bulge of his crotch. “Sorry babe, but you’re going to have to wait until after my playdate.” She looked out of the window. The rain had eased to a slight drizzle. “Let’s go get some fresh air.”

Three hours later, Cheryl sent Marc down to wait in the hotel bar while she got ready. After her shower, she oiled her legs, pinned her hair up and applied makeup. She’d chosen a lacy black bra with matching thong, and over them wore a knee-length black dress. Stepping into a pair of red, peep-toed heels, she regarded herself in the full-length mirror. The oil gave her tanned legs a nice sheen, and her dress emphasised her slim waist and the swell of her hips. She picked up her bag and headed down to the bar.

Marc’s eyes widened when he saw her. She felt the eyes of other men in the bar follow her across the room as she walked to meet her husband. He stood up and she kissed his cheek.

“You look gorgeous,” he whispered.

“Thank you.”

“Drink?”

“Should I have a whisky?” she asked with a smile. It’d been a bottle of twenty-year-old malt which first inspired her to invite Gavin to their bed at her brother’s birthday weekend.

“Do you need a whisky?”

She shook her head. “Not really, but I’ll have one anyway.”

They took their drinks to a table in the corner. He checked his watch. “How far away is the bar where we’re meeting them?”

“Just around the corner. That’s why I chose this hotel.”

They sipped their drinks in silence. She wondered who was more apprehensive. Finally, they downed their drinks and left the hotel. The rain had stopped and she slipped her hand into his as they walked together toward the seafront.

The bar was crowded, but Cheryl recognised the couple immediately. They were sitting at a table near the door, and when they saw her, they smiled and stood.

“Hi. I’m Trudi,” the girl said, hugging first Cheryl, then Marc. “And this is Max.”

Cheryl was surprised how wide the guy was. His chest and shoulders bulged with muscle. His arms were covered in tattoos, as were his hands.

“What can I get you to drink?” he asked in a cockney accent.

Cheryl ordered a white wine, Marc a beer.

While Max went to the bar, the other three settled down at the table and Trudi smiled at Cheryl. “I love your dress.”

“Thanks.”

“I can’t wait to peel it off you.”

Cheryl laughed but the words sent a flush of heat to her groin.

Max returned with their drinks and, as he moved around the table to sit next to Trudi, Cheryl couldn’t help checking out his body. She wondered if he was as powerfully built below the waist as above it. When she looked up, Trudi’s knowing smile suggested she’d seen her do it.

“Cheers,” Max said, holding up his drink.

They chatted for a few minutes about London and Brighton, then Trudi asked how long Cheryl and Marc had been using the contact site.

“This is the first time. We’re fairly new to this.”

“We’re not very active,” Trudi confessed. “We don’t really need anyone else, but every now and then I get a yearning for a woman and so…” She held out her hands as if to say here we are. “Max knows I’m bi, and after we got married, he offered me the chance to just meet up with women on my own, but I think that’d be cheating.” She flashed him a smile. “To be honest, I get as much out of watching him touch a woman as I get out of touching her myself.”

Cheryl looked at Max. “And do you enjoy watching Trudi with another woman?”

“Yeah.” He grinned. “Though I also enjoy getting to touch the other woman, too.”

Trudi turned to Marc. “I hope she’s explained that you’re just a spectator tonight.”

Marc nodded.

“It’s not that you’re not sexy or anything, it’s just that I only do stuff with other women.” She reached over and gripped Max’s hand. “He gives me all I need from a man, but there are some things he just can’t give me.”

“That’s fine,” Marc said. “I’ve watched before, and it won’t be a problem.”

Cheryl blinked and looked at her husband, but he kept his eyes on Trudi and Max. She assumed he was talking about when she’d fucked Gavin, but she’d fucked Marc immediately beforehand.

Once the drinks were finished, Trudi suggested they head back to their place, which turned out to be a second-floor flat above a row of shops. It was a smart, modern space with an open-plan living room and kitchen. As soon as they were inside, Trudi put on some hip-hop music and came to stand facing Cheryl.

Even though they were both still in their heels, Cheryl was at least three inches taller than her new friend. She was aware of Marc watching from the couch as Trudi started to dance, moving her body to the bass riff and pushing her boobs against hers. It felt nice and she swayed with the beat, running her hands up and down Trudi’s sides. Max sat in a chair by the window. She wondered yet again what it’d be like to run her hands over his powerful body.

Trudi leaned in and kissed Cheryl’s neck, sending shivers down her spine. Cheryl cupped the other woman’s face and pulled her into a kiss. She groaned as Trudi’s tongue probed her mouth and slid her own tongue against hers.

Their movements fell out of sync with the music as they swayed to the beat of their own rising passion. The dance became a full-on kiss and grope session. Trudi’s hands were never still, pulling Cheryl’s head down into the kiss, pawing her breasts through the dress, and cupping her arse. Trudi inched up the hem of Cheryl’s dress and began to grind her crotch against an exposed thigh. Cheryl could feel the wetness of Trudi’s sex through her panties.

Trudi broke the kiss and stared into her eyes. “I think it’s time we take this through to the bedroom, don’t you?”

───Ξ───
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3 – Hard and Soft

Marc had been transfixed while Cheryl and Trudi were kissing and fondling each other. Only with the mention of moving to the bedroom did he let his eyes stray to Max, still sitting on the other side of the room. The guy was about to have sex with both women—what must he be feeling?

Trudi led Cheryl across the apartment, stopping at the door to look back at him and Max. “Come on, you two.”

The bedroom had mirrored wardrobes lining one wall, and a huge bed with a wrought iron headboard. The only other furniture was a small dressing table and a hardbacked chair on the opposite side of the bed to the wardrobes. Trudi directed Marc to the chair, then handed him a box of tissues from the dressing table.

He frowned. “I don’t think—”

“It’s up to you, but there’s no need to be shy. We’re going to fuck your wife, and we know it’s what you want to see.”

Cheryl looked at him seriously. “I want you to have a wank while you’re watching us.” She gave him a smile. “Just try not to get cum on the carpet.”

He took the tissues and lowered himself onto the chair. Trudi stood in front of Cheryl by the foot of the bed. Max stayed a few feet away with his arms folded over his barrel of a chest, presumably planning to let his wife have her fun before joining the action.

As Trudi reached up to kiss Cheryl again, her short dress rode up to reveal the tattooed ring of barbed wire circling one upper thigh. Their hands ran all over each other. Marc watched as Cheryl inched up the back of Trudi’s dress to reveal two perfect spheres of tanned skin separated by the thin white strip of her thong.

Music was still playing in the living room, but the overriding soundtrack was of the women’s heavy breathing and soft moans as they kissed and groped each other. Trudi lowered the zip at the back of Cheryl’s dress and eased it off her shoulders. The material slipped down to Cheryl’s waist, exposing her dark nipples through the lacy black bra. Trudi pushed the dress over Cheryl’s hips and it slid down her legs. She looked amazing in the black thong and red high heels. Marc’s chest tightened as he saw the lust in Max’s eyes.

Trudi encouraged Cheryl to sit at the edge of the bed before stripping off her own dress. She wasn’t wearing a bra, and her pert tits had very erect nipples. Marc had known from the picture that Trudi’s tattoos weren’t limited to the one on her thigh. A line of black roses trailed from her lower abdomen to her ribcage, and three swallows circled her chest above her small boobs. As she turned, he also saw a string of stars running up her back.

The small blonde dropped to her knees and slipped her fingers into the waistband of Cheryl’s black thong. His wife lay back and raised her bum to let the other woman thread it down and off over her shoes.

Trudi bent forward and kissed the inside of Cheryl’s right knee, then trailed kisses up her thigh until she reached her sex. She ran her tongue slowly through Cheryl’s folds, making her moan. She did it again, this time spending a few moments at the end of the swipe to tease her clit.

Marc studied his wife’s face. With her eyes closed and mouth open, she looked incredibly sexy.

Cheryl groaned and rocked her hips as Trudi slipped two fingers inside her. When the tiny blonde clamped her lips around her clit and pumped her fingers, Cheryl arched off the bed and let out a very unladylike grunt. Her high heels dug into the carpet and her thighs trembled, but Trudi gave her no respite, provoking more yelps and squeals as Cheryl shuddered through her orgasm. Trudi eventually removed her fingers and gently kissed Cheryl’s flat, toned stomach.

Lowering herself back to the bed, Cheryl opened her eyes and smiled. “Come lie here,” she whispered, patting the mattress at her side.

Trudi crawled onto the bed. Cheryl knelt up and quickly pulled off the blonde’s thong, then removed her own bra and shoes so that they were both completely naked. Cheryl placed her knees either side of Trudi’s, lay down on top of her and licked all around her mouth, removing her own juices from the blonde’s face.

This made Marc’s cock ache with need. As their boobs crushed together, he wondered how different it must feel for his wife to be with someone as smooth and soft as herself. Cheryl started to thrust her hips, mashing their mounds together, and he briefly fantasised about watching his wife fuck another woman with a strap-on.

Cheryl broke the kiss and slid down Trudi’s body, kissing her throat and chest before spending time teasing and sucking her nipples. She continued her journey south, kissing down the line of roses until she got to the thin strip of pubic hair. Just then, Cheryl glanced up at Marc. Her eyes held his as she ran her tongue through the puffy folds of Trudi’s cunt.

His cock grew even harder inside his jeans.

She broke eye contact and went to work on satisfying her playmate.

Trudi writhed on the bed. “That’s nice,” she whispered, slowly pumping her hips. “Oh, that’s really…” She took a breath, then threaded her fingers into Cheryl’s hair. “You’ve done this before.”

Marc held his breath. He’d often asked Cheryl if she’d ever been with another woman, and each time she’d deflected the question.

Cheryl kept teasing Trudi’s nipple while probing her sex. When Trudi cried out in ecstasy, a weird sense of pride swept through Marc. His wife had made another woman come. Before he could examine this thought any further, Trudi sat up and lapped at the juices on Cheryl’s face. Then she looked up at her husband. “Max, get your arse over here.”

The women watched from the bed as Max peeled off his t-shirt, revealing his heavily tattooed and muscled upper body.

Cheryl stared at him with hungry eyes. “It’s not his arse I’m interested in.”

Trudi crawled to the foot of the bed and signalled for her husband to step closer. As Max kicked off his shoes, she unbuckled his belt and popped the buttons of his jeans. Max pushed them down from the waistband and his cock sprung into view, already hard.

Marc stared at it open-mouthed. So did Cheryl. The guy was huge.

Trudi leaned close and ran her tongue along its length as it stuck out at right-angles from his body. “What d’you think?” she asked Cheryl, smiling.

“I think it’s the biggest cock I’ve ever seen,” she whispered. Then she looked up into Max’s eyes. “It’s amazing.”

He turned slightly so it was pointing in her direction. “Feel the weight of it.”

Cheryl reached up and wrapped her fingers around the base. Marc noticed the tips of her fingers didn’t even reach her thumb.

Trudi leaned forward and, looking into Cheryl’s eyes, ran her tongue up its length again. “Want to help me suck it?”

Marc saw his wife lick her lips and lean forward. She opened her mouth and stretched her lips around the bulbous cockhead. Trudi repeated her action of licking up the shaft, and then both women were licking and sucking on Max’s monster cock, their lips occasionally meeting for a kiss. Cheryl began to slowly pump the base of Max’s shaft, and Trudi cupped his huge balls in her tiny hand.

As Max dropped his head back and closed his eyes, Marc had to adjust himself in the chair. His own cock was now uncomfortably hard.

“Okay,” Trudi said, stroking Cheryl’s hair. “I think it’s time you got to feel this baby inside you. Turn around so Marc can see your face.”

“What?” Cheryl asked.

Trudi was already helping her into a kneeling position with her backside facing Max. “I know cucks like to watch their wife’s face when another man’s cock first goes in.” She kissed Cheryl’s ear. “Especially when it’s a big cock that hurts a little.”

Cheryl knelt on the bed and stared into Marc’s eyes. She looked apprehensive, and he couldn’t blame her. Trudi stretched herself on her back beneath Cheryl, her feet on the pillow and her head between Cheryl’s knees.

Marc looked into his wife’s face, then glanced at the mirrored wardrobes and got a perfect view of Max’s cock as he guided it to her opening.

Cheryl moaned, then her eyes and mouth opened wide. In the mirror, Marc saw his wife’s sex stretch wide around the domed tip. As it pushed inside, Cheryl squealed. Max held still for a few seconds before leaning forward, feeding more of his fat cock into her.

Cheryl’s expression was a mixture of shock and pain. She winced and bit her lip, then dropped her jaw.

“Keep it nice and slow,” Trudi said, raising her head to suck Max’s balls as he gradually fed more inches into Cheryl.

Cheryl let out a low groan. Breathing heavily through clenched teeth, she looked at Marc with unfocused eyes. Max placed his big, tattooed hands on her waist and slowly pumped his hips.

Trudi was running her hand where her two lovers were joined, alternating between rubbing Cheryl’s clit and stroking Max’s slick exposed shaft on the out-stroke.

Cheryl nodded at the tissues on Marc’s lap. “Get your dick out,” she rasped.

He frowned, though in truth he was desperate for release.

Cheryl’s eyes fluttered, then she looked at him once more. “I want you to come with me.”

Reluctantly, Marc undid his belt and buttons. He’d never had reason to feel inadequate before, but Max’s cock was like nothing he’d ever seen.

“Oh yeah,” Cheryl whispered as Trudi licked her clit. “Oh fuck, that’s so… Ahhh!”

Max was now fucking her with long, deep thrusts, his entire shaft disappearing inside Cheryl with each in-stroke. She was taking it all.

As Cheryl’s voice rose in pitch, Marc watched her face. She was on the brink. Then she opened her eyes and stared directly into his. Her mouth dropped open and a series of short, staccato moans signalled her orgasm. Marc pumped his cock. She cried out again and again as Max increased the intensity. Cheryl dropped her head as Max pounded her. Her eyes were closed tight and her tits shuddered with each impact.

Suddenly Max pushed deep and held still. Cheryl opened her eyes and looked up at Marc. They both knew Max was firing his load deep into her body. Holding his wife’s gaze, Marc blew his own load into the wad of tissues.

Max slowly eased out and stepped back from the bed. Trudi adjusted Cheryl’s position so Cheryl was kneeling over her face. Then, to Marc’s amazement, Trudi looked up at Cheryl’s sex and told her to squeeze it out. Cheryl frowned but did as asked. A huge glob of cum dripped out of Cheryl into Trudi’s open mouth. She made a point of swallowing, then raised her head and licked all around Cheryl’s sex.

Marc wiped his cock and slipped it back inside his boxers, though he didn’t bother to fasten his jeans or belt. The women lay on the bed and Max joined them. With Cheryl lying in the middle, they soon started fondling each other again. Marc wondered what it must be like for Cheryl to be sandwiched between a body as hard as Max’s and one as soft as Trudi’s.

Max leaned in and kissed Cheryl, then Trudi took his place. They each kissed her in turn for a while, then Max ran his hand down Cheryl’s body, skimming over her breasts before sliding it down past her stomach. He pushed two thick fingers into her swollen sex, making her groan. Cheryl ran her hand down to his cock and started to pump it. He was hard again and she spread her legs, ready for more.

Max clambered on top and was about to enter Cheryl again when Trudi knelt up, turned her back to her husband, and straddled Cheryl’s head. Gripping the headboard, she lowered her sex onto Cheryl’s face.

As Marc watched his wife’s tongue probe into Trudi’s moist pink slit, Max pushed forward and slid all the way into Cheryl. She let out a grateful moan but didn’t stop pleasuring Trudi. The three of them rocked and moaned for quite some time. The air was thick with the smell of sex. Marc released his cock and slowly pumped it as his wife undulated beneath the other two. Trudi came first, grinding herself down so all Marc could see of Cheryl’s face was her chin moving between the blonde’s perfect arse cheeks.

Trudi knelt up and tenderly stroked Cheryl’s hair before manoeuvring herself alongside Cheryl’s head, facing Max. Cheryl raised her hips to meet each thrust of Max’s cock, her cheeks flushed pink and eyes closed. She was coming again, and Marc wanked himself faster. As Cheryl cried and sobbed through her orgasm, Trudi groped her breasts and leaned down to kiss her mouth.

The blonde looked up at Max. “Come over her this time.”

He nodded but didn’t change his rhythm. His thick, inked arms supported his upper body as his hips pumped like a piston. Cheryl thrashed her head from side to side under the onslaught.

Max finally withdrew. All eyes were on his huge cock as it twitched twice and then fired thick ropes of creamy-white jism over her stomach and tits. As Trudi massaged it into her skin, Marc shot his own spunk into another bundle of tissues.

The three on the bed settled down and cuddled again, this time with Max lying between the two women, Trudi on the far side and Cheryl next to Marc’s chair.

She reached across and took his hand, giving him a smile. “You okay?” she asked quietly.

Marc nodded, no longer worried about his spent cock being on view.

After several minutes, Cheryl leaned up to look at Trudi. “Is he going to be able to get it up again?” she asked, as if Max wasn’t there.

Trudi laughed. “Definitely.”

“Can I watch him fuck you?”

Trudi looked surprised. “He can fuck me whenever he wants, so I think he’d probably prefer to do you again.”

“Yeah, but I want to see you with that cock inside you.”

Trudi held her gaze for a second, then looked at Max. “What d’you think?”

He nodded. “Works for me.”

Max lay flat on his back as both women kissed his upper body. They kissed his shoulders and chest, moving down in unison over his ripped abs. His cock was already thickening by the time their mouths reached it. They took it in turns to suck it, then both licked down the shaft at the same time and each woman took one of his balls into her mouth. Unsurprisingly, Max was soon sporting a full erection.

“Okay,” Cheryl said, now directing the action. “Turn round and ride him reverse cowgirl.”

Trudi did as she was told. Marc noticed that even though she must have taken Max’s cock hundreds of times, she was still slow and careful as she positioned the fat head and lowered herself down onto it.

Their respective bodies couldn’t be more different. Max’s cock was thicker than Trudi’s wrist; seeing her petite body taking something so large gave Marc a weird sort of thrill he couldn’t explain.

“Okay,” Cheryl whispered. “Now lean back on his chest and ride that cock.”

Trudi lay back and rocked her hips. Cheryl lowered her head and sucked Max’s balls, then placed her tongue on the base of his shaft as the tiny blonde bounced on it. After a couple of minutes, Cheryl eased Trudi up and slipped the cock out, immediately taking it into her mouth and bobbing her head for a few seconds before feeding it back inside the blonde’s sex.

After Cheryl had sucked Max and fed him back into his wife for the third time, Trudi started to rock her hips with more urgency. With Max’s cock buried deep inside her and Cheryl’s lips clamped around her clit, Trudi screamed her release. Max held her hips, keeping her in place as if she weighed nothing. She looked delirious.

Cheryl knelt up and kissed her on the mouth. “You’re so fucking sexy,” she whispered between kisses.

Max was breathing heavily, still bouncing Trudi on his cock.

Cheryl kissed Trudi’s face. “Is it okay if I take him out so he can finish in my mouth?”

Trudi opened her eyes and nodded. It seemed to take every ounce of strength to raise herself off her husband’s cock.

Cheryl immediately gripped it in her fist and wrapped her lips around it. She couldn’t take more than the top third into her mouth but she bobbed her head and pumped her hand with gusto.

Marc watched, thrilled by her eagerness.

Max grunted. Marc heard his wife gulp as she swallowed the load. Cheryl kept bobbing her head and Max groaned again. Marc wondered just how much the guy could come on his third time, and just how much his wife could swallow. He never found out because Cheryl didn’t spill a single drop before releasing his cock and licking around the bulbous tip.

As the three on the bed settled down to get their breaths back, a series of fantasies ran through Marc’s mind. Cheryl sucking off a guy while Marc fucked her from behind; Marc watching Cheryl suck off one guy while another fucked her from behind; Cheryl surrounded by a group of men ready to take turns—

“Marc!”

He looked up, startled. The others were standing by the bed, looking at him. Cheryl already had her thong on and was fastening her bra.

“Sorry,” he said.

“It’s okay.” Cheryl smiled. “I thought you’d fallen asleep.”

He laughed. “No. There was no chance of that happening.”

“Come on,” Cheryl said, pulling her dress on. “Fasten your trousers and let’s leave these people in peace.”

She stepped into her shoes and hugged first Max, then Trudi. “I had a wonderful time.”

Max shook Marc’s hand and Trudi gave him a final hug, then they were walking down the steep stairs and letting themselves out through the door onto the pavement.

The air was cool, the smell of the sea strong in his nostrils. Everything felt a little surreal, as if he’d just been ejected from a dream.

Cheryl hugged into his arm. “Are you okay?” she asked, looking up in concern.

“I’m fine. You?”

She smiled shyly. “I may not be able to walk properly for a couple of days, but yes. I loved every minute of it.”

He laughed. “It’s a good job you booked a hotel so close, then.”

───Ξ───
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4 – Dirty and Nasty

Cheryl woke to the sound of seagulls. Marc slept peacefully beside her.

When they’d got back to the hotel last night, he’d bathed her, put her to bed and held her all night long. Evidently, he’d taken her ground rules to heart. Either that, or he was too drained after jacking himself off twice while watching her with Trudi and Max.

She kissed his chest, making him stir. “Hey, sleepyhead.”

He opened his eyes. “Hi.”

“You okay?”

Smiling, he nodded. “What about you? Do you think you’ll be able to pee without pain?”

“Probably not, but it was so worth it.”

Once washed and dressed, they headed downstairs for breakfast. Trudi and Max weren’t mentioned again until they were in their car driving north towards London.

Cheryl put her hand on her husband’s leg. “So, do you want to talk about last night?”

He glanced at her, then turned his eyes back to the road. “I want to talk about every aspect of last night, but if we do it now, I’m likely to cause an accident.”

“Fair enough. I’m happy to wait.”

For the rest of the journey, they listened to Cheryl’s playlist and chatted about the sort of impact Cheryl’s colleague leaving would have on her workload.

Once home, they lit the fire and snuggled up on the couch to discuss their night with the other couple.

“So,” she said, waiting for the question she knew he was dying to ask. “What shall we talk about first?”

“How did last night rate, compared to your other playdates?”

Impressed by his restraint, she smiled. “I think last night topped everything I’ve had so far.”

“And what made it so special?”

“I found both partners hot. Max’s cock was the biggest I’ve ever seen, let alone had, and the fact you were there watching added to the sensuality of what I was doing.”

“Have you had a threesome before?”

She frowned. “You know I have. You were there.”

“I mean apart from the one with me and Gavin.”

“No.”

“It’s just that…” He shrugged. “Trudi seemed to think you’d been with a woman before.”

And there it is. “She was right. I have.”

He licked his lips, his eagerness palpable. “So, you had sex with another woman when there wasn’t a man there?”

“Yes.”

“Right, so… How did…? I mean, what…?” He shrugged. “What I’m wondering is, how did you get into the situation where you… you know, decided to…?”

Cheryl couldn’t help laughing at his inability to ask a simple question. It was a good job she was the lawyer, and not him. “We were classmates at university and had been out for a drink one night. When we got back to her flat, I said something about it being a shame we didn’t see any men we fancied. She disagreed and admitted she’d managed to get the person she fancied most back to her place.”

“What did you do?”

Cheryl remembered the shock and excitement of the moment. “I tingled.”

He continued to stare at her open-mouthed for several seconds before seeming to realise she’d answered his question. “Did you know she was a lesbian?”

“She’s not a lesbian. She’s now married with three kids.”

He blinked. “Are you still in touch with her?”

“Yes. We went to her wedding.”

Marc’s face was a picture, his expression like that of a child trying to work out an arithmetic problem.

“It doesn’t matter who I’m talking about, before you ask. She was into girls as well as men when she was younger and, as it turned out, so was I.”

“So what happened?”

Cheryl sighed. “God, please don’t tell me you expect me to remember the blow-by-blow details.”

“No, I… I just find it interesting. And enlightening.” He gave a grin. “And sexy.”

Cheryl chuckled, deciding to give him what he wanted. “When I didn’t answer her, she stepped forward and kissed me. I didn’t pull away. When she kissed me a second time, I kissed her back. She took me into her bedroom and removed my clothes, kissing every part she exposed. Once she had me naked, she laid me on her bed and gave me one of the most intense orgasms I’d ever had. Then I tried to return the favour.”

He swallowed, then bit his lower lip as he studied her eyes. “What was it like, compared to men?”

“Well, she didn’t have a cock.”

“You know what I mean. How was it to kiss someone so soft? To touch a body that wasn’t hairy and hard?”

“It was nice.”

“I thought about that last night. Wondered how it must have felt having one body as wide and hard as Max’s and another as tiny and soft as Trudi’s.”

She nodded. “It was an interesting contrast.”

“So, getting back to your first time, how many…?”

“What? If you mean how many times did we both come, I have no idea.”

“No, how many different… You know.”

“How many different nights did I sleep with her? How many other cunts have I licked?”

His already-wide eyes got even bigger. “She wasn’t the only one?”

“No. She took me to a gay club a couple of times, and one night I was picked up by another woman.”

“What about your friend?”

“She picked up someone else.”

“And what did… You slept with the other woman?”

“Mm hmm.” Cheryl smiled and leaned close. “I let her fuck me with a strap-on almost as big as Max’s cock.”

“How come you’ve never told me about it?”

“I didn’t think it was important.”

He gasped, then gave an embarrassed smile. “I think most husbands would like to hear about those sorts of details from their wives’ past.”

“Yeah, I suppose they would.” She stroked his leg. “So, now’s probably the time for you to tell me if you’ve ever sucked off any of your friends.”

He laughed out loud. “Sorry, but I think you’d find my past a little boring compared to yours.”

“Never played with any of their dicks?”

“No.”

“You seemed to be quite taken with Max’s.”

“What?”

“While I was sucking Max’s dick, I watched your face in the mirror. You couldn’t take your eyes off it.”

“I’d never seen anything like it. Not even in pornos.” He shook his head. “I wondered if you’d be able to take it.”

She nodded. “If he’d suggested we try anal, I’d have made a very sharp exit.”

“But as it was, you got it where you wanted it.” He straightened up, his eyes bright. “So… how did it feel?”

She was getting wetter by the second. “Want to continue this conversation in bed?”

“Aren’t you too sore?”

“No.”

Marc practically dragged her upstairs. They stripped off and slipped beneath the quilt. She opened her legs as he climbed on top, then sighed as he slid inside her. Neither spoke as he moved gently in and out.

Cheryl gripped his buttocks and undulated beneath him. Putting her lips by his ear, she whispered, “When he first entered me, it really hurt. But as soon as I’d stretched, it felt fantastic. I was filled to the brim. I could feel his cock pressing against everything. His girth pushed my walls as wide as they’d go, and the tip of his cock was banging on the roof.”

Marc sighed. “I may not last long.”

“I don’t care.”

“How many times did you come last night?”

“No idea. Maybe five or six.”

“Are you going to come now?”

“Probably.”

“I loved watching you suck him off.”

The change of subject surprised her. She’d expected more questions about what it was like to have a cock that big inside her.

“At the end?”

He nodded.

“Why?”

“Partly because I knew you were getting Trudi’s juices in your mouth.”

“Perv.”

“Yeah. But mostly because you seemed so eager for him to come.”

“I think that was the point. Trudi and I had already come, so it was his turn.”

“I know that, but you seemed desperate for him to fill your mouth.”

Was that a complaint? She eased his head up so she could see his face. “Did it bother you?”

“No. I loved seeing you act that way.”

“What way?”

“Desperate. Desperate for cock, and desperate for cum.”

She wasn’t sure how she felt about that description.

“I like when you act like a desperate slut.”

Nor that one.

“I want to see you act like that with two men. I want to watch two guys use your body, and I want to see the need in your eyes as you wait for them both to come.”

Cheryl shuddered as her orgasm arrived out of nowhere. Marc cried out and they became a tangle of flailing limbs and trembling bodies. She ground herself against him as his cock twitched and pulsed. As he fired his hot load inside her, she came again, jerking her body as each nerve-tingling spasm jolted her. If he were to open his eyes, he’d see a desperate slut welcoming each eruption he shot into her core.

With their bodies pressed tightly together, she felt their thumping hearts slow to a more normal rate. She ran her hand down his back and kissed his cheek. “Thank you.”

He snorted. “I think I should be saying that.”

“No.” She kissed his cheek again. “Thank you for letting me have fun last night and thank you for making me feel good just now.”

“Even though my cock’s nothing like Max’s?”

“Your cock gets me off perfectly well. You know that.”

He smiled. “Can I tell you a secret?”

“Is it about sucking off one of your mates?”

“What? No! Weirdo.” He gave her a reproving scowl. “No, my secret is that I really liked seeing Trudi getting reamed by her husband.”

“I’m not surprised. You’re allowed to fancy other women, and Trudi was really sexy.” Cheryl smiled. “If you feel like you’re missing out, I’m happy for us to find a swinging couple who—”

“No, that’s not what I mean.” He slid off and lay on his side, propped up on one elbow. “What I meant was, I got a big kick out of seeing someone that small take something so big. It was like one of those anime pornos where a huge, ugly creature fucks a tiny, gorgeous elf.”

“There are films like that?”

“Apparently.”

“I guess I can see the appeal.”

“That’s why I want you to find two really big guys.”

“I don’t think I could take them any bigger than Max.”

“I don’t mean their dicks, I mean their bodies. I want you to find two big bodybuilder types, preferably with big dicks—”

“Yes please.”

“But I like the idea of you looking tiny between them.”

Cheryl stared at him, a tingle of anticipation coursing through her body. “So you like that idea now?”

“Yeah.”

His obvious excitement thrilled her as much as the thought of two guys using her. Well, almost. “Why? What’s changed?”

“I didn’t realise how sexy you look when you fuck other people.”

She smiled. “Would you want to be there if I have two guys?”

“Yeah. And it’s not if, it’s when.”

“God, you’re getting me horny again.”

“I’m all worn out. You’re going to have to play with yourself.”

Cheryl laughed. “I don’t think that’s going to happen.”

“You watched me wank off twice last night, and also caught me doing it the other morning.”

“That’s diff—”

“No it’s not.” He pushed the quilt down and ran his eyes over her body. “Get yourself off if you’re horny.”

She felt weirdly self-conscious. “Some husbands perform clean-up after their hotwives have had sex.”

“I know, but I’m not that type of husband. Even though it’s my own spunk.”

“You want me to pleasure myself?”

He nodded.

“Can I use my vibrator?”

“Next time, maybe.” He grinned. “For now, I’ll be happy to watch those magic fingers that got Trudi squealing.”

Cheryl held his gaze and slid her hand down her body, toying with her pubes before going farther down and dragging her fingertips over her swollen folds. She lubed her middle finger and ran her slick tip around her clit.

Marc inched himself down the bed, his head turning as his gaze flicked from her fingers to her face. “What are you thinking about?”

“I’m thinking this is a little embarrassing.”

“No it isn’t. I’ve watched you come a thousand times, and within the last eighteen hours I’ve watched you come on a woman’s tongue and on the biggest dick I’ve ever seen. This is nothing compared to those.”

Cheryl licked her lips, then nodded. “Okay, I guess I have no reason to be embarrassed.”

“I also love you, so nothing you do in front of me should ever be embarrassing. So, what are you going to think about?”

“Max’s cock filling me up while Trudi sucked my clit.”

“Did it feel good?”

Cheryl closed her eyes. “Oh yeah.”

“We could simulate that, sometime. I could fuck you with your vibrator while sucking your clit.”

“Or I could just find another couple to fuck.”

“We could do both, but not until after you’ve taken two guys.”

Cheryl closed her eyes as her thoughts switched to that scenario. She cupped herself and pumped her hips, grinding her clit against her palm as her fingers probed her hole. In her mind’s eye, she was on all fours being spit-roasted by two guys. The guy fucking her was also fingering her arse, and the guy in her mouth kept pulling out and wiping his wet cock across her cheeks before pushing it back into her mouth and forcing himself down her throat.

“Now what are you thinking about?”

She’d momentarily forgotten Marc was there. “Being drilled from both ends.”

“Front and back?”

She shook her head. “Mouth and twat.”

“Where do you want them to come?”

“Wherever they want.”

“Would you take them both in your mouth, one after the other?”

Cheryl thought about it and nodded.

“Would you take them both in your cunt, one after the other?”

Safe sex seemed to have been side-stepped in this fantasy. “Yes.”

“Would you take them both on your face at the same time?”

She opened her eyes and stared at him. He was jerking off. “Yes.”

Marc was breathing hard. “Would you take mine on your face now?”

She nodded and rubbed herself faster.

He scrambled up onto his knees and straddled her chest, pumping his cock and pointing it down at her face. She pushed a third finger into her cunt and rocked her hand.

The orgasm surged through her. “Oh fuck.”

Marc pumped faster and came on her face, the first spurt splattering her nose and left cheek, the second and third going into her gaping mouth. She lifted her head and sucked his tip, making him cry out as a fourth spurt covered her tongue. She swallowed and bobbed her head, jabbing her fingers into her still-tender cunt while digging her heels into the mattress.

If he wanted a desperate slut, she was apparently more than willing to take on the role.

He stared down at her cum-splattered face. It may have been the post-orgasmic comedown, but he suddenly looked ashamed of his behaviour. She found it endearing and annoying at the same time.

“I guess we’ll need a shower before we go out to dinner,” he said.

Holding his gaze, she said, “Kiss me.”

He hesitated for a moment, then back-crawled down her body until his knees were either side of her hips. Leaning down, he held his face over hers, glancing at the cum on her face before looking deep into her eyes. He lowered himself and sealed his lips to hers, probing her mouth with his tongue.

To her amazement, he broke the kiss and licked his cum from her cheek and nose, then kissed her again. She slid her tongue against his, revelling in the sordidness of what they were doing. She remembered him saying something a while ago about these adventures being dirty and nasty.

As Cheryl sucked the cum off her husband’s tongue, still sore down below after being used by a woman and two men over the last few hours, dirty and nasty was exactly how she felt.

Well… Dirty, nasty and incredibly lucky.

───Ξ───


Ψ
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5 – The Calm Before the Storm

After their weekend with Trudi and Max, Marc noticed that Cheryl’s workload suddenly got much heavier. Since she seemed to be too busy in the evenings to talk about what had happened, he spent a lot of time mulling over their experience. He’d loved watching her with Trudi, and the revelation about her earlier hook-ups with women had given him a huge buzz. And he’d thoroughly enjoyed seeing Cheryl take a really big cock. He still got a shiver from remembering her expression when Max first entered her.

Since their return from Brighton, he’d also spent a considerable amount of time thinking about their afternoon session. He’d done things that he never imagined himself doing, namely licking his cum from her face. In the heat of the moment, he’d been happy to do it. After all, she’d done far worse for him when he’d reclaimed her in the kitchen after her night with the Texan. She’d sucked his cock immediately after he’d taken her anally. Tasting his own cum seemed insignificant in comparison, but now he had a constant niggling in his gut that she may one day expect him to perform clean-up after a playdate with a bull.

When Cheryl came home from work on Monday evening, she placed a large stack of files on the kitchen counter. Although Marc understood her need to catch up on the cases she’d be inheriting from Toby when he moved to Ireland, he was surprised just how much extra work she was getting. Wouldn’t her colleague have to work a notice period?

“Has he left already?” Marc asked.

“No, but his wife’s having complications with her pregnancy. Baby’s fine, but it means that while she’s being kept in hospital for bedrest, Toby has the other two kids to look after.” She shrugged. “He’s working from home when he’s not in court, and also helping with the cases we’ll be left with.”

“Well, I’m sure you’ll get through it. If you want to make a start on them now, I’ll give you a shout when dinner’s ready.”

“Thanks love.”

“Do you want a cup of tea while you’re working?”

“Whisky would be better.”

He laughed. “Probably not a good idea if you’re supposed to be giving sound legal advice.”

“Hmm, you could be right.”

“Besides,” he called as she made her way into the hall, “drinking whisky usually results in you fucking other men.”

She turned to look at him. “In that case, you’d better order me a new bottle of malt. By the time I’ve got through all this shit, I’ll be more than ready for some fun.”

“What sort of fun?”

“Just because I’m getting buried in work doesn’t mean I’ve forgotten what you promised me for next time.”

His balls clenched in his sac. “I didn’t say it had to be next, I just said you had to do it at some point.”

“Stop distracting me with sexy thoughts, I need a clear head.” She gave him a beautiful smile. “A cup of tea would be lovely.”

While he was waiting for the kettle to boil, he took peppers and mushrooms from the fridge and put two chicken breasts in the microwave to defrost. Then took Cheryl’s tea to the office in their smallest bedroom.

Cheryl had changed out of her trouser suit and blouse into a pair of leggings and t-shirt. She flashed him a smile as he placed the cup on her desk.

He kissed the top of her head. “Dinner will be about half an hour.”

“Great, thanks.”

It was rather later by the time he called her for dinner because he’d decided to walk to the local supermarket to buy a fajita sauce, tortilla wraps and sour cream. He got himself a beer. When she walked into the kitchen, he held up his bottle and raised his eyebrows.

“No thanks,” she said. “But make sure there’s some left for when I finish.”

“Much more to do?”

She shrugged. “I could spend all night working, but I’ll only do another hour. I promise.” She walked to the fridge and took out a bottle of sparkling water.

“Any interesting cases?”

“Not really. Toby had a couple of unfair dismissal cases that looked good, but I think Jeffrey wants to give them to the new guy when he starts. I seem to be getting the run-of-the-mill stuff. Conveyancing mostly, though there’s a divorce case that’s kind of interesting.”

“Oh?”

She nodded, taking a sip of her water straight from the bottle. “I met the woman for the first time yesterday, and it got me thinking about things. Her husband admitted he’d kissed another woman.” She explained that while the husband and a female colleague had been working on the same project, a relationship had blossomed. After a work-related celebratory drink, they’d kissed. He was adamant it was nothing more than a kiss, but because he’d felt guilty about it, he told his wife. “She’s kicked him out and filed for divorce.”

“Wow.” Marc shook his head. “Seems a bit harsh.”

“I know. She said she could never trust him again and considers it adultery. I explained that in the UK, citing adultery means he had sexual relations, and a single kiss doesn’t really constitute sexual relations.”

“Depends where he kissed her.”

Cheryl ignored his witticism and looked into his eyes. “I guess if you ever decided to divorce me, I wouldn’t have a leg to stand on.”

Marc smiled at her. “That’s never going to happen, and you know it.”

“Promise?”

He nodded. “I think the guy admitting having feelings for the other woman is more damaging than you using other men’s cocks for pleasure.”

“I’m not sure the law courts would agree.”

“Besides,” he said, “we both know I get as much out of it as you do.”

She nodded distractedly and sipped at her water. “So, you said earlier that me having two bulls at the same time doesn’t have to be our next adventure.”

“I think that’s something we should plan and look forward to. In the meantime, you could maybe have a quickie or two.”

“I like that idea.”

A tingle of excitement thrummed through his groin. “I might have had a few thoughts about that.”

She shook her hair back and laughed. “Why am I not surprised?”

“Maybe I’ll tell you about them later, after you’ve finished whatever you need to do.”

“Tell me now.”

“Okay.” His cock thickened as he thought about the fantasy he’d formulated over the last couple of days. “We go out to a bar. You’re dressed up like you do for work—skirt suit, blouse and high heels—but without panties.”

“I don’t always wear panties for work.”

“Hussy! Anyway, while we’re in the bar, I choose a man and—”

“Why can’t I choose him?”

“Because it was my idea. I choose the man and tell him what I want.”

“And what do you want?”

“I want him to follow me to a quiet spot in the bar where you’ll be waiting, facing the wall. You’ll hitch your skirt up, and he’ll fuck you without ever seeing your face. Once he’s finished, he can go back to his drink, and we’ll go to another bar, where you can tell me what it felt like to get fucked by someone you’d never recognise again.”

“You’re sick.”

“I know.”

“But I love how your brain works.”

“Does that mean you’ll do it?”

She shrugged. “I think there are a lot of potential flaws in the plan, but it’s a sexy fantasy.”

“So you won’t do it?” He couldn’t help feeling disappointed.

“I didn’t say that. I’ll be happy to dress up and wear no panties. If you can find a quiet spot and a guy who’s willing to risk getting prosecuted for public indecency, it might just work.”

“I knew it was a mistake to discuss it when you were in legal mode.”

“Speaking of which...” She wiped her mouth with a napkin and stood up. “Thank you for dinner, and thanks for thinking of sexy ways for me to get off.”

“My pleasure.”

After Cheryl had gone back upstairs, Marc cleared away the dishes and got himself another beer. He was pretty sure he knew the perfect place for his fantasy. It was a sports bar he’d been in a few times. The clientele were predominantly men, and numerous areas were usually left deserted whenever a big match was showing. His cock tingled at the thought of going there for the Saturday evening game.

* * * *

Late on Saturday afternoon, Cheryl came down to the living room wearing a charcoal two-piece suit, white blouse, black stilettos with bare legs, and a mischievous smile. Holding Marc’s eye, she slowly inched up her skirt until he could see her exposed sex.

His stomach knotted. “You look fabulous.”

“I still don’t think this is going to work.”

“I don’t care. I’ll be with the best-looking woman in the bar, knowing she’s not wearing panties.”

Cheryl laughed and reached out her hand. “Come on, let’s see where the night takes us.”

They took the Tube, changing at Oxford Circus for Charing Cross. The evening was mild and dry, and they decided to call at a different bar for a couple of drinks first.

Sitting at a table in the corner, Cheryl leaned close enough to whisper without being overheard. “I doubt anything will happen, but do you want to go into the loo and buy some condoms, just in case?”

Marc patted his jacket pocket. “Way ahead of you.”

She laughed, then downed half of her glass of wine. Fifteen minutes later, they were walking along the pavement and into the sports bar. The place was packed. Nearly every man in the room ran his eyes over Cheryl as Marc led her to the long wooden counter. As he ordered their drinks, she leaned close.

“I’m overdressed,” she hissed.

“You look gorgeous.”

“Every other woman in here is wearing jeans and trainers.”

He nodded. “They’ve probably got knickers on, too.”

“Twat!”

He laughed, paid the barmaid and handed Cheryl a large glass of wine. “Come on.” He led her over to stand by a pillar fitted with a narrow shelf for glasses. There was one tall stool, which he suggested Cheryl use.

She gazed around the bar, frowning. “I’d imagined the clientele would be professional men in suits.”

“Everyone dresses down on a Saturday.”

“Then I should have done the same and worn a denim skirt and casual top. I stick out like a sore thumb.”

“There isn’t a guy in here who hasn’t eyed you up.”

“I thought the plan was for them never to see my face. If everyone’s seen me, what’s the point of facing the wall?”

“So you never see him.”

She shook her head. “It’s a stupid plan. There’s no way we could do anything in here without being seen.”

“Wait until the match starts.”

Several minutes later, as Marc had predicted, the crowd swarmed to the huge screen near the back of the room as kick-off approached. Marc took Cheryl’s hand and led her up three steps to a short, wide corridor. The toilets were situated on the left. To the right were three smaller rooms, each with a flatscreen TV mounted high on the wall. They walked past an older couple sitting in a dark corner, watching a rally car race. Marc led Cheryl into one of the empty rooms further down and they sat at a table next to the doorway.

Cheryl was glancing around, obviously worried. “There’s no door. Anyone walking past will be able to see in.”

“Who’d be walking past? Everyone will be watching the match, and the only other place they’ll go is to the bar or the toilets, neither of which necessitate walking past this room.”

She frowned and shook her head. “I just can’t help thinking there are hundreds of places in London that would be more discreet than here.”

“Yeah, but where’s the fun in that? This is all about you getting fucked in public with the distinct possibility of being caught doing it.”

“No it isn’t!”

He laughed and gripped her hand. “I know. I’ve thought about this a lot, and I really think this place will be perfect.”

Just then, a great cheer rang out from the crowd.

“Sounds like Chelsea scored before you did,” Marc said.

Cheryl slapped his arm and picked up her nearly-empty wine glass. “Go and get me another one of these.”

He went to the bar, glancing into the men’s toilets as he passed it. His original plan was to find a guy for Cheryl in there, though he now felt some trepidation about approaching someone in the toilets with a condom and suggesting they follow him. He found himself wondering how he was actually going to make this adventure happen without getting punched in the face or hurled from the premises.

As it turned out, he needn’t have worried. While Marc waited for the barmaid to open a fresh bottle of wine, a man in the queue next to him nudged his elbow.

“You don’t want to leave your missus on her own in here, mate,” the guy said.

Marc studied him. He was in his early twenties, about his own height and wearing a Chelsea football shirt. “Why’s that?”

The younger guy nodded towards the people crowded around the screen. “All of them eyed her up when you first came in. With Chelsea winning and a few beers inside them, they’re all going to be walking hard-ons.”

“What about you?”

The guy grinned. “I’ve been a walking hard-on since you first brought her in.”

Marc thought about it, then decided it was too good an opportunity to miss. He reached into his jacket pocket and leaned closer to the guy. “We’re in the back room on the left,” he said motioning with his beer bottle. “Follow me up there in a minute or so.” He held out the condom. “And bring this with you.”

The guy stared. “You havin’ a laugh?”

“No.” Marc kept his expression serious, then smiled. “We like to play.”

The guy hesitated a moment longer, then gripped the condom in his hand.

Marc paid the barmaid, picked up Cheryl’s drink and headed for the steps. Once he got to the room where Cheryl was waiting, he put her glass on the table and smiled at her.

“I think you should go stand over there,” he said, pointing to the corner least easily viewed from the doorway.

“What?” Cheryl looked shocked.

“Don’t hang about or you’ll see his face. He’ll be here any second.”

She gave an exasperated sigh, then stood up and walked over to where he’d indicated. Marc admired her in the suit, the skirt hugging her bum and her calves tanned and toned in the high heels.

A shadow fell across the room. Marc motioned the young Chelsea fan inside, then went to stand by the doorway and glanced down the empty corridor. He smiled at Cheryl. “Babe, why don’t you show my friend what’s on offer?”

Cheryl stood perfectly still for three or four seconds, then reached down and slowly pulled her skirt up.

The guy gaped as more and more of her perfect legs came into view. As the skirt reached mid-thigh, he glanced at Marc, who offered a reassuring smile. The guy’s breath caught as her bare arse came into view. He glanced at Marc again.

Marc nodded at the condom in the guy’s hand, then tilted his head in Cheryl’s direction.

With an incredulous expression, the guy stepped over to stand behind Cheryl. He ran his hand tentatively over her backside as if waiting for her to turn and slap him. Her only response was to wriggle her arse and push it further back.

After a final questioning look at Marc, the younger man ripped the foil with his teeth while undoing his jeans. Marc glanced down the corridor, then back to the corner. The guy had rolled the condom on and nudged one of Cheryl’s shoes with his toe. She widened her feet. With one hand holding her skirt around her waist, she braced herself against the wall and pushed her arse further out.

The guy bent his knees and pressed his groin forward. He straightened his legs and Cheryl let out a moan.

He’d entered her.

As the guy pumped his hips, Marc felt his throat constrict. His lawyer wife was getting fucked in a crowded London pub with about three hundred people mere yards away. He leaned out to check the corridor again. A different man in a Chelsea shirt came out of the toilets and hurried down the steps to watch the football.

When Marc turned back to Cheryl, she’d let go of her skirt and was resting both hands on the wall, pushing herself back to meet the powerful thrusts of her unknown partner. The guy gripped her hips and fucked her hard. Cheryl seemed to be stifling her grunts, so Marc had no idea if she’d managed to come. Then the guy’s head fell back and he held still for a few seconds. He was coming, no doubt flooding the teat of the condom as Cheryl wriggled from side to side.

Marc knew she’d be clenching and releasing his cock to make it as nice for him as she could.

The guy gave maybe another dozen hard, single jabs of his hips before letting out a long breath and gripping his shaft to hold the condom in place as he withdrew. He turned to look at Marc, tucked his sheathed cock back into his shorts and fastened his jeans. With a nod, he left the room. Marc watched him walk down the short corridor and into the toilets, no doubt to dispose of the condom and thank his lucky stars.

When he turned around, Cheryl had lowered her skirt and was staring at him, eyes wide and cheeks pink.

She bit her lip, then giggled. “I can’t believe that really happened.”

“Me neither.” He nodded at her drink. “Do you want that, or shall we leave before he tells his mates about the fun to be had in the back room?”

Cheryl dashed for the doorway. “Let’s go. You can buy me another drink somewhere else.”

They’d just reached the main door onto the street when another cheer erupted from the rear of the bar. Cheryl glanced at Marc, concerned.

“Well,” he said. “Either they’re screening the view from the CCTV, or Chelsea have scored another goal.”

She gave him a scowl as she pulled him further down the pavement, away from the bar. “Tell me you checked for cameras.”

“Of course I did.” He held her hand. “Tell me you enjoyed getting fucked by a man you never saw.”

She looked up at him, then smiled. “Of course I did.”

“Good. Because I have another surprise for you.”

“Oh?” She stopped and turned toward him, pressing her body against his. “Is it that you’re so horny that you want to fuck me on the train home?”

“That’s a really good idea. Except I think a lot of Tube trains do have CCTV.”

“Ah, right. So what’s your surprise?”

“I’ve made a date for you to see two bulls in a fortnight.”

“What? How?”

“You’re not the only one who’s joined a contact forum, you know.”

She blinked. “Who? Where?”

“Two guys I’ve been emailing for a few days. They’re from the Midlands, and I’ve booked an Airbnb in Nottingham.”

“You’ve booked…” She shook her head. “What are they like?”

“Big. And muscular.”

She licked her lips. “Black or white?”

“Does it matter?”

“No.”

“Good. They’re both black.”

Cheryl’s eyes widened. “I can’t believe you’ve done this for me.”

“I thought you needed a treat after all the work you’ve been doing.”

“Jeffrey mentioned I deserve a hefty bonus for the extra load I’ve taken on.”

“Tell him I’ve booked you two hefty bonuses, and that you’ll be taking several loads from each.”
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For Christmas, her husband had suggested she take another man to bed. As Valentine’s Day approaches, he comes up with a gift that’s twice as exciting… 

Harriet and Luke are only just back to the grey drizzle of northern England after a magical holiday in the Norwegian fjords, but they have so much to look forward to —a new house, a flourishing software business, and more wife-sharing adventures. 

While Luke’s away on a business trip, he encourages Harriet to make the most of her new hotwife status. On his return, he learns that she went further than he’d expected, taking part in a threesome with her best friend Maisie and some guy from a club. She helps him get over his initial shock by describing her hotwifery in explicit detail. 

When the new contract and house are confirmed, they decide to celebrate in the sunnier climes of the Canary Islands, where Luke offers his wife the chance to enjoy a different kind of threesome as a Valentine’s Day treat. 

Will things go to plan, or will two men prove to be too much of a good thing? 
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When Suzy’s student invited us to a party at his house, neither of us really wanted to go. Being surrounded by drunken 21-year-olds no longer has the same appeal once you’ve hit 30 but, as the guy’s mentor, she felt an obligation to turn up.

The party turned out to be more fun that we’d expected, and my wife took it upon herself to tease a group of geeky undergraduate. The more she drank, the more she teased them.

The partying went on longer than we realised, so we ended up staying the night – though the only space was in the large room where the geeks were sleeping.

In the early hours of the morning, I woke to the gentle movements of Suzy’s body. I thought she was kissing the guy on the next mattress.

I soon realised it wasn’t just a kiss and the next morning, she did so much more than she had during the night.

All her teasing certainly paid off, and those students taught us that we were moving into a new lifestyle.

Suzy’s Queue is available from Amazon
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