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CHAPTER ONE

My wife has a long-term boyfriend.

They see each twice a week, minimum.

Sometimes it’s more.

She is addicted.

He’s stronger.

Taller.

More handsome.

Bigger, of course.

Substantially bigger, in fact.

I find those words challenging to write.

She did not want to cheat.

Jenna is loyal, honest and caring.

But I convinced her that it was the right thing to do.

We needed it.

Our marriage had always been happy, but Jenna had been lonely for a long time.

My job in sales means I’m away a lot.

Sometimes I would not be

For years, we put a brave face on things.

We struggled and tried out best, but Jenna craved company.

She kept busy during the day – yoga, lunches with friends, tennis lessons.

Her social diary was packed, yet it was not enough.

And the nights were always the hardest.

She’d always been highly sexed.

I could have changed my job.

But we needed money.

Luckily, my sales director position for a well-known technology company came with a six-figure salary.

Sure, others earned much more, but we had a decent income.

And it managed to cover our substantial debts.

There was no chance I could leave it.

Not until we were financially secure.

We tried everything to keep our flagging four-year marriage alive.

Phone sex.

Dirty talking.

Filthy video calls.

We experimented with them all, but, while enjoyable, they merely papered over the cracks.

Jenna missed intimacy.

She missed sex.

She missed me.

It was a work colleague Ed who – over a few drunken beers – suggested we consider an open marriage.

I laughed at the idea.

Share my wife?

With other men?

Who would do such a thing?

I eyed him suspiciously, thinking he wanted to get Jen into bed.

But Ed merely rolled his eyes.

“Everyone does it, Ab. So open your mind, you square fucker,” he’d scolded before ordering another round of gin and tonics.

I shrugged it off.

But the mere suggestion provided a tiny spark.

Later I would search the internet, read blogs and watch videos about cuckolding, open relationships and swinging.

They consumed me.

I watched them daily at any opportunity.

I could not get enough.

Soon the burning desire for an open marriage would become a raging wildfire that we could no longer control.

This is that story.

Several months earlier

I could hear my wife in the shower.

She was preparing for her fortnightly night out with the girls — an evening of fancy drinks, giggles and perhaps a club for drunken dancing.

And then she’d come home for sex with lowered inhibitions and an eagerness to suck cock that seemed only to appear after 2am.

I never complained.

This was a new occurrence, and I actively encouraged her.

Going out.

Getting drunk.

Talking and flirting with other men.

Jenna could have a lover with my full permission.

I love her dearly, but as childhood sweethearts, I can’t help but feel she missed out – by several inches.

I’m not small — just an average 40-something in all departments.

And I don’t want her to miss out.

The mere thought of her holding hands with someone else makes me hard.

Because Jenna is hot, although she refuses to believe it.

She is in her late 30s, a smidge over 5ft, blonde shoulder-length hair with 32E boobs. Given the right lingerie, they look even bigger.

She’s curvy, a knockout, and a prim and proper girl.

The first time I floated the idea of “permission” for either of us to stray, she had looked repulsed.

I thought she might vomit in the middle of the Italian restaurant we were eating in.

Thankfully, the shock passed.

And recently, it had been clear that the idea – so repugnant at first – was undoubtedly growing on her.

Our CCTV system – installed at great expense to my company several years ago when I got the sales director’s title – had caught her masturbating at various times of the day.

Snooping through her online search terms had been eye-opening: ‘big cocks’ had been the most popular, closely followed by ‘BBC on blondes’.

It had been a significant surprise, but I cannot lie – it turned me on.

My penis strained against the trouser zipper.

My heart raced.

At the same time, her sex drive with me increased, too – much to my delight.

For the first time, sex toys became part of our love-making routines, along with sharing innermost fantasies.

Soon, they almost always involved other men, primarily suggested by Jenna.

Sometimes they were black men, which she knew was my preference.

These mystery strangers always smelled of expensive aftershave and wore designer suits with shaved heads.

Over time, the sex toys got bigger as Jenna began to relax using them.

I still pleasured her orally as she wished – every whim catered for – but her second and third orgasms would always come from her growing collection of vibrators.

I rarely came myself these days.

It was my choice, not hers.

My permanent erection of desire fed a new lust for my wife, one that I had not felt since the honeymoon days of our relationship.

These girlie nights out were a relatively new thing.

I would usually drop Jenna and her friends in town before heading home for a movie or Netflix.

She would usually roll in around 3am, and the fun would begin.

The shower switched off, and my daydream ended.

I knew she would not rush to get out.

Moisturising.

Flossing.

Apply make-up.

Deodorant.

Lashings of perfume.

She liked to make me wait.

I cast an eye over tonight’s outfit – a simple black dress that happily showed off her ample cleavage.

It was a head-turner whilst still being relatively demure.

Beside it lay a black silk bra and a delicate black thong.

My hand lightly flicked over the pair of my wife’s ‘naughty’ panties.

As part of the game, we’d split her panties in three – period pants (you know, the large ugly ones for that time of the month), husband pants – sexy lace briefs that I treated her to each month, and she wore every day, and, finally, boyfriend knickers – tiny thongs that Jenna would only wear for other men.

Of course, no one else had ever been lucky enough to see her wearing them, but the mere thought still made me a raging hard-on.

When we first started to play these games, Jenna didn’t parade around too much.

Now she did.

She would put on the expensive underwear slowly, admiring her toned body in the mirror as she did so.

She knew I watched every move.

Her underwear and 6” high heels always went on first to tease me.

The subtle scent of her perfume drove me wild alone.

The rest made my head spin.

Jenna walked in and let her towel drop to the floor.

On the bed, her phone beeped.

“Caroline says can we pick her up at 9pm, please, honey?”

I nodded and held up the thong for Jenna to step into, which she did.

“Great.

“Can you go and get me a drink, baby?

“Raspberry gin.”

Disappointed not to be invited to help with the bra, I did as I had been told.


CHAPTER TWO

Caroline was Jenna’s big sister.

Three years older, they looked nothing alike.

That’s not to say Caroline was unattractive.

Far from it.

She was slim, 5ft 3”, with long dark hair. Her boobs were small, but she had a lovely backside and looked good for her age.

However, she was permanently in a bad mood and was possibly the biggest prude I’d ever met.

Going out for the night with Caroline was always unpredictable.

Most of the time, it was depressing, with either Caroline spending the evening crying or falling out with one unlucky person for little or no reason.

But other times, it could be wild.

This, as it turned out, was one of those times.

We pulled up outside her small semi-detached house and honked the horn of our black SUV.

Nothing.

What a shock.

Caroline was never on time.

Jenna jumped out and told me to turn the car around so we could head out the way we came.

As she walked up the short path, I watched my wife’s tight bottom wiggle in the black dress.

My cock went hard instantly.

Damn, she was hot.

Jenna rang the doorbell and waited.

I did an immaculate three-point turn and saw the pair walking along the path.

Caroline opened the front passenger door without asking Jenna, who had to settle for the backseat.

“Hey, bruv!”

She leaned in and planted a lingering kiss on my lips, allowing me to catch a nice view of her boobs.

She wore a strapless black top, tight black trousers, and a pair of small heels.

It was apparent she was pissed already.

She talked animatedly about holiday plans instead of moaning about the latest work dramas.

Jenna, as ever, was too polite to ignore all the nonsense, so she tried to engage her wasted sister in conversation.

I zoned out and listened to the radio as we made the short trip into town.

Five minutes later, we pulled up in front of the town’s trendy cocktail bar – where anyone older than 30 went on a night out.

Caroline was out through the door like a shot – looking for the toilet.

Jenna lingered behind.

“Look like your sister is going to be a handful tonight.”

Jenna leaned over and kissed me deeply.

She leaned through the car window with her breasts almost fully exposed.

I had never seen her wear something so revealing in public before.

She winked. “She’s not the only one.”

My cock throbbed.

“Well, I’ll reward you if you’re a naughty little hot wife.

“Go and have fun. Anything you want, you know that.”

My voice was almost pleading.

I continued: “But if there’s no pictures or videos and it doesn’t count, remember that.

“Made up nonsense about touching a stranger’s arm in the bar won’t cut it.”

Jenna smirked coyly.

She kissed me again.

Hard this time, thrusting her tongue into my throat.

“Keep your phone on.”


CHAPTER THREE

I got home 20 minutes later and watched an average action movie, which I barely paid attention to.

My thoughts were purely on Jenna’s near-exposed breasts and the biting of her lip as we spoke.

My penis leapt again just thinking about it.

I longed to drive there, to see what was happening.

But that was not cool.

It wasn’t fair.

Nor was it my role.

I’d asked to do this.

I had to play my part.

And that involved waiting.

Minutes seemed like hours.

Time stalled.

Concentration was impossible.

The television continued blaring after the end of the average movie, but it was white noise to me.

I had a shower.

I did not need it.

It was purely a time-filling exercise.

As I dried off, I checked my phone.

Nothing.

I began to prepare for Sunday lunch, something I’d never normally do.

Once that was complete, I cleaned the kitchen almost manically.

My brain seemed to be stuck in a fog.

The first message arrived at 10.38pm.

I picked up the phone with a shaking hand.

My heart began to thump.

It was a picture of a table full of empty glasses.

Cocktail glasses, pint glasses, shot glasses.

The table was heaving.

My phone pinged seconds later.

A message this time.

“We’ve made some new friends xx”

Obviously.

Jenna and Caroline never drank pints – so they must have company.

Questions ran through my brain.

Who were they with?

Were they handsome?

Were they married too?

How far would Jenna go?

Why did this turn me on so much?

I poured out a whisky.

It went down in one gulp, far too quickly.

Another soon followed.

Twenty minutes later, my phone’s message alert flashed again.

It was another picture.

From what I could tell from the image’s angle, Caroline had taken the selfie with Jenna’s phone.

The picture was a tad blurry – typical on a boozy night out – with Caroline at the front, and Jenna squished between two solid-looking men.

My cock twitched forcefully, and I rearranged my crotch to lessen the pressure.

I studied the pic carefully with envious eyes.

Neither of the men – in my mind - was particularly attractive. Although, in fairness, they were not ugly either.

They appeared to be ordinary guys.

But they were muscly.

It was abundantly clear they worked out a lot.

Height is hard to tell from a single image, but neither of the men seemed tall.

Of course, they towered above Jenna, but almost everyone aged ten and older did that.

Closer inspection suggested one of them – a guy with dark shaved hair – had his arm around Jenna.

I zoomed in on the picture.

His hand hovered around her waist.

Some of his fingers sat respectfully on her hip.

I could not see the rest, but they would be sitting on the top part of her ass.

I gasped.

Jenna hated anyone touching her.

She even disliked hugging other men.

Yet here we were – a stranger was discreetly pawing her in a busy pub with a smile on her face.

Was this it?

My phone beeped again.

This time it was a video.

It was 18 seconds of Caroline and the other guy doing a drinking race.

A bottle of a repulsive-looking alcopop was downed by the pair, followed by a shot, which appeared to be tequila.

The phone’s camera turned in the final seconds as Jenna stopped filming.

I paused and re-ran the final part.

Was Jenna sitting on that man’s leg?

It was dark, and no faces were involved, but there looked to be a dark pair of jeans underneath her black dress as the video ended?

I watched it over and over.

My cock felt like it was about to explode.

I looked at my phone, willing another message to arrive.

It duly did.

“Don’t wait up. We’re going to a club. Love you xxx”

Fuck.

I wanted her home.

Now.

I so needed to fuck her. Reclaim my wife after she had flirted openly with this strange guy.

The tension in my cock was almost unbearable. It was terrible yet wonderful, matching the conflicting emotions in my mind.

I summoned the courage to reply.

“Have a lovely time, sexy. Love you too xxx”

I grabbed the phone and crashed on the settee, preparing myself for the long evening ahead.


CHAPTER FOUR

The phone was buzzing next to my head.

Jenna’s beautiful smile filled the screen.

She was ringing me via video call.

Still half-asleep, I checked my watch.

It was 4.11am.

Fucking hell, it was late.

I’d fallen asleep on the couch at some point.

God knows when.

Panic surged through my body.

I flicked the green phone icon up to accept the call.

“Hi, sweetheart. Are you OK?”

“I’m fine, baby. I’m at Caroline’s.”

Relief that she was safe swept through my veins, evaporating the panic immediately.

“Ah, good. Why are you whispering?”

“I’m in her loo.

“Remember those guys in the picture? Caroline is fucking the little one right now.”

I nearly dropped the phone.

I was wide awake now.

Caroline did not have sex.

Ever.

She was not interested in men – or women.

Many moons ago, she’d dated some loser drug heads, but there had been nothing – apart from the occasional one-night stand – in years.

Yet here she was.

Fucking some stranger’s brains out.

“I don’t believe you.”

Jenna giggled: “I knew you would say that, Ab. You’re so fucking predictable.”

Jenna rarely swore.

It sounded strange coming from her prim and proper mouth.

“I’ll… fucking … prove it.”

I heard the toilet flush and the tap run as Jenna washed her hands.

She moved around the house.

I pressed my ear to the phone in expectation.

She whispered: “I’m outside her door.

“Listen now.”

I assumed she put the phone next to the door because the sounds suddenly changed.

Slowly but surely, I could make out the sounds of a female groaning with pleasure, mixed with the odd male grunt.

My sister-in-law was having a one-night stand.

My cock bulged.

I never fancied Caroline.

She wasn’t my type.

Far too miserable for starters.

But she was attractive. Men were always chancing their arm with her, only to be rebuffed quickly.

Tonight though, was different.

Caroline was getting ploughed, and my slutty wife was holding the phone for me to listen.

The moaning was now coming thick and fast. She was close.

It was definitely Caroline.

“See?”

“Yes. Holy shit. I didn’t think she had sex? What the hell is going on?”

Jenna giggled.

“She’s been all over this guy, Craig.

“They went missing for ages in the club.

“I have no idea what they were doing, although they almost tore each other’s clothes off when I finally found her.”

I puffed out my cheeks.

Wow.

My mind was filled with Caroline, red-faced and panting, as she fucked a younger man.

This was not how I expected the night to go.

In the background, I could still hear the noisy love-making.

I took a deep breath and asked the most important question I’d been putting off.

“What about you?”

There was a pause.

Caroline’s groaning faded away, and Jenna’s

“Well, I’ve been a naughty girl.”

My cock could not get any more erect, but my heart flipped.

“Tell me.”

“I’ve had a kiss and a cuddle with Greg. He’s a soldier. His muscles were amazing. He’s a decent kisser too.”

I tensed up.

Fucking hell.

This was actually happening.

It was not a dream, not this time, at least.

My knuckles gripped the chair in front of me tightly.

“Where is he now?”

I heard a door shut.

“He’s sleeping on the couch downstairs.

“He wanted to go much further – but I told him I didn’t cheat on my lovely husband.”

At this point, I realised Jenna was more than pissed – she was utterly wrecked.

She was slurring badly.

I wanted her.

“God, I am so fucking horny,” I grunted.

“Me too, sweetie.

“I’ll be home nice and early in the morning to sit on that handsome face of yours.

“I may even wear tonight’s thong.

“As a special treat.”

With that, she hung up.

I looked at the phone, wondering how my bursting dick would cope with waiting for Jenna to arrive home.


CHAPTER FIVE

The front door slammed and woke me up.

Familiar footsteps raced up the stairs.

“Hey, sweetie!

“Gotta go to the loo!”

I rubbed my eyes and looked at the clock.

It said 9.12am.

I flopped back down on the pillows, my erection already pushing uncomfortable against the waistband of my boxer shorts.

It had been a long night.

The toilet flushed.

I waited.

It seemed to take an age.

I knew her routine - she was washing.

Minutes later, my newly clean wife entered the door – wearing just the slutty high heels and the boyfriend thong.

The dress had gone.

Dark circles hung underneath Jenna’s piercing blue eyes.

The lashings of make-up remained impressively in place, albeit with a streak or two.

Her hair looked like she’d just woken up but was not particularly disorderly either.

She smelt funny.

Booze, definitely.

Perfume, yes.

Sweat, plenty.

And something else.

“Hey, sexy hot wife.

“Come and sit on your faithful husband’s face while telling me about your boyfriend.”

She smiled sweetly and bounded onto the bed.

She drew me into a deep passionate kiss, forcing her tongue into my throat.

Full of lust, the kiss lasted several minutes.

Then she pushed me backwards onto the pillows and positioned herself with both knees on either side of my head.

“Tell me everything.”

She held up a finger to her lips.

“No more talking.

“Just lick me.

“If I come, lick my juices until I tell you to stop.”

I did as I was told.

I pulled the delicate thong aside, enjoying its texture as I did.

It was soaked and had white patches all over it.

Jenna groaned as my tongue went to work.

Something tasted different.

She started: “I went to bed as soon as I’d finished speaking to you.

“I’d barely had the light out for a minute and was nearly asleep when there was a knock on the door.”

My heart pounded.

I kept licking intently.

Jenna continued thrusting her hips deep into my face.

She said: “It was Greg.

“He was wearing nothing but a pair of designer boxer shorts.

“He stood in the doorway with a mischievous smirk and said the couch was too uncomfortable.

“Then he asked if I would mind sharing.

“He stressed there would be no funny business.

“Just sleeping.

“I was confused. I was too tired to send him packing. I just wanted some sleep, so I agreed.

“I moved to the other side of the bed – near the window – while he took his boxers off, claiming he could only sleep in the nude.”

I could feel pre-cum slipping out of my cock.

I should have bashed one out last night.

Unfortunately, it had been too much.

We were finally getting to the big moment, and I was far too over-excited.

Jenna’s breathing became ragged as my well-honed oral sex technique began to bear fruit.

She continued: “Craig was big.

“I mean, really big.

“Easily, the largest and fattest dick I’d ever seen.”

If this was a jibe at my average size, I ignored it and kept ploughing her clit with my tongue.

Jenna panted: “I only caught a glimpse of it before he switched the light off and jumped in beside me.

“I said goodnight and turned on my right side with my back to him.

“All I could think about was his cock, but I tried to ignore it and sleep.

“I was beginning to drift off when I felt his lips lightly on my neck and kissing my back.”

I stiffened again. Jenna had always loved kisses on her neck, particularly when I fingered her.

Now a strange muscle-man had done the same to my wife.

She said: “I didn’t stop him.

“It felt good.

“His kisses were light.

“Gentle.

“Sexy.

“His strong hands began to trace over my skin. It sent tingles through my body.

“I could smell him. I wanted to kiss him again – just to say goodnight.

“He gently unclipped my black bra and threw it on the floor, but I did not mind or complain.

“I never sleep in my bra anyway, do I?”

By now, her hips were thrusting forcefully into my face, gaining momentum with every word spoken.

Her story went on: “I turned onto my side to give him a goodnight kiss on his lips, but Craig pulled me into a proper French kiss, and before I knew it, he had me turned over towards him.

“I already knew his kissing was terrific.

£We’d spent almost the entire night with our faces stuck together.

“But here, with him naked in the dark, it sent me wild.

“His tongue wanted me with a hunger I cannot remember feeling in a long, long time.

“It delved deep inside me like it touched my soul.

“Strong.

“Powerful.

“In control.

“I could not stop myself.

“Before I knew it, my legs were opening.

“Part of me thought of you, but the sensation was too intense.

“I wanted him.

“No, I needed him.

“Craig did not need a second invitation.

“As my legs parted a touch, his fingers slipped inside my thong.

“I remember he laughed at how wet I was.

“His technique was on another level.

“Not too hard, but it was not soft either.

“He was rubbing circles in my clit while using the other hand to finger me.

“It was electrifying.

“I came in seconds.

“It was mighty, naughty and shook my entire body.

“I thought I was going pass out.”

I gritted my teeth.

Jealously poured through my body.

She did not notice.

“I thought that would be it, but he went down on me without warning.

“It was incredible.

“Several fingers were busy flicking my g-spot, and his tongue sucked the life out of my clitoris.”

Jenna gasped.

She was getting hornier.

Her words came tumbling out.

“Fucking hell, Craig knew what he was doing.

“My back was arching, and I was bucking wildly.

“I couldn’t take it anymore.

“The orgasm was insane.

“My body went into a strange spasm, and I squirted all over his hand, which he loved.

“Normally, I would have been ashamed – so much mess – but I didn’t care.

“Perhaps it was the drink, I don’t know, but it felt soooo good.”


CHAPTER SIX

I’d never made her squirt in all those years.

Fucking hell.

For a moment, I stopped licking, unhappy that I couldn’t compete with her lover boy.

Jenna pushed her body firmly against my face, giving me little room to breathe.

Through gritted teeth, she snapped: “Keep … fucking … licking.

Grumpily, I resumed.

She lessened the grip on my face and continued: “In a flash, Craig rolled on top of me, kissing me deeply.

“Our tongues collided.

“I wasn’t thinking straight by this point.

“Instinct took over.

“I could feel his cock on the inside of my leg.

“It still wasn’t even hard.”

I flushed, although no one could see.

My dick could go rock solid at the mere thought of seeing Jenna half-naked.

Yet this Craig guy seemed to have great control.

Above me, Jenna overlooked my awkwardness.

She said: “I grabbed hold of it.

“It was so broad. It was insane.

“I couldn’t get my fingers around the whole thing.

“Still, I haven’t lost my touch entirely.

“His dick loved the attention – and was soon growing nicely.

“He then asked if I wanted to fuck.

“No, actually he said ‘make love,’ but that was all bull-shit.

“He’d been a gentleman, but it was clear he was a smooth talker – and knew exactly how to get a woman into bed.”

I stopped, waiting with bated breath for further details.

She clipped the top of my head.

“Don’t stop, Ab!”

I did as I was told. I was amazed she hadn’t orgasmed yet – then remembered she’d already had release only a few hours earlier.

Jenna said: “I nodded but told him only if he wore a condom.

“Oh … fuck … I’m gonna cum….”

Her sentences became interrupted as the oral pleasure became too much.

“But … the … johnny, it … broke.

“Too … small … for his massive … cock.

“I … said … urgghhh … it … didn’t matter … so … we … went … without.”

My eyes widened, but I did not complain.

Jenna was far too close to notice.

She moaned: “It was so … fucking … thick.

“I never … thought it … was going in.

“It felt … fucking hell … like he … filling me … everywhere.

“But Craig … managed it.

“And oh my god.

“The guy stretched me … like never before.

“I have … never been … shagged … like that … in … my … entire … life.

“I lost … count of the number … of orgasms I had … until he finally blew his … load in me.”

The fresh orgasm finally arrived as she spoke the final sentence.

She screamed and threw her head back as a guttural roar emanated from her heaving bosom.

She pulled her pussy away as the intensity subsided and leaned down to whisper to me.

“He came inside YOUR slut wife.”

With a kiss on top of my forehead, Jenna dropped beside me before kissing me again.

“Wow.”

It was all I could manage at first.

“And then you came home this morning?”

She shrugged.

“Well, Craig wanted to go again this morning.

“I could feel his dick pressing into me at sunrise.

“But I explained that I needed to return to my devoted husband, who was waiting faithfully at home.

“He had a good laugh at that.

“We both did.

“We began to fool around again, but I wanted to come on your face.

“Besides, I was sore from trying to accommodate his mighty girth.

“So, I sucked him off.

“Fuck me.

“Craig has some big balls.

“He was completely shaved.

“I licked every inch of his delicious scrotum, asshole and testicles.

“He comes like a train.

“It went in my mouth, over my tits and hair.”

By now, she was looking down at me.

I returned the gaze, working things out.

She smiled wickedly.

“That’s right, hubs.

“We’ve been swapping the remains of Craig’s delicious cum for the last few minutes.

“Now, this hot wife needs some sleep.

“Can you make me a cuppa and wake me up when dinner is ready?

“Thanks, baby.

“Love you.”


CHAPTER SEVEN

I walked downstairs in a haze.

She’d stunk of sex.

Put the kettle on.

He’d made her squirt.

Then the oven for the roast dinner.

I’d swallowed her lover’s seamen.

I made the tea as requested.

They’d laughed at me.

I made a cup of tea.

My dick – untouched for so long – was still straining for a proper release.

I took the cuppa up to Jenna, who was soundly asleep.

I picked up her delicate lacy thong from the washing basket.

It was stained and still damp.

Naughty slut.

She looked so innocent.

But that was no longer the case.

I’d convinced my wife – months of begging, pleading and cajoling – to have sex with a stranger.

I felt cheated and disgusted because it turned me on too much.

Feelings twirled through my mind.

Hate.

Lust.

Jealousy.

Desire.

Bitterness.

Frustration.

I trudged downstairs to begin to make the Sunday lunch.

My phone pinged.

I picked it up absentmindedly.

It was a video message from an unknown number.

I clicked open the 23-second clip.

My mouth fell open with shock.

It was Jenna on all fours, taking the chunkiest penis I’d ever seen.

You could not see her face, but the blonde hair told me immediately it was her.

And she was screaming and bucking like a wild banshee.

Ten seconds in, a single line of text appeared on top of the footage.

It read: “Your wife will never want to fuck you again.”

I gasped.

Craig had sent this.

Jenna’s screams stopped for a couple more seconds as the screen returned to silence.

Holy shit.

He was right.

What the hell had I done?
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Blackmail: the neighbour’s wife

Laura Evans has it all – a hot wife in a happy marriage with two kids and a husband who adores her. 

Barry Rex lives next door.

He’s approaching retirement, overweight, depressed at work and home, and watches Laura’s husband Rich with deep-rooted envy. 

Then one day, fate presents Barry with an unexpected opportunity – blackmail. 

Discovering a secret about Laura, he presents her with a stark choice – either become his sex slave or see her marriage ruined forever.

Download today from Amazon.co.uk or Amazon.com
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• Blackmail: the neighbour’s wife 2

Laura is desperate to gain the upper hand on Barry, turning the tables to bring this sordid episode to a close. 

However, Barry’s dominance reveals a submissive nature to Laura’s sexual urges – making her secretly crave the depraved sex sessions he arranges. 

Now he has gone further than ever – arranging their first public date. 

A trip to the cinema sounds harmless enough.

But nothing is ever straightforward where Barry is concerned.

Download today from Amazon.co.uk here or Amazon.com here.
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Blackmail: the neighbour’s wife 3

Hot wife Laura Evans has been blackmailed for sex by her pervert neighbour Barry Rex for the past month. 

The gorgeous MILF has endured numerous sexual humiliations at the hands of the depraved older man – to stop Barry from passing on evidence that could end her marriage. 

Laura has consented to every disgusting sexual demand Barry has made, knowing that one false move could result in her becoming a single mum. 

Now Barry has organised a special evening to mark the end of their arrangement – promising Laura a night she won’t forget.

Download today from Amazon.co.uk or Amazon.com
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• Blackmail: the neighbour’s wife 4

Lies.

Passion.

Deceit.

Blackmail.

Sex.

The long-awaited finale of Blackmail: the neighbour’s wife series has arrived.

Using underhand tactics, Barry Rex fully controls the lives of Laura and her cuckold husband, Rich. 

Rich, though, appears to openly embrace his role as a forced sissy - only pushing his wife further away from him. 

With Laura at her limit, Barry realises the sordid blackmail arrangement must end and begins planning for his future.

But he has a final surprise waiting for the couple first - a night with a specially chosen black bull. 

Does Laura finally get to escape the depraved nightmare?

Will Barry’s devious plans come to fruition? 

Download today from Amazon.co.uk or Amazon.com
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The Office Wimp

Hot businesswoman Donna Jackson is caught red-handed with pornographic images on her work computer. 

But when Donna pleads with office intern Dennis Lewis to keep her dark desires secret, the answer is far more than she has bargained for. 

The junior member of her team agrees to keep silent – but his loyalty comes at a steep price. 

And it’s something both Donna and her husband Gerry will have to pay for dearly. 

Download today from Amazon.co.uk or Amazon.com
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Blackmailed by the Office Wimp

An office intern is blackmailing his beautiful boss – and loving every minute of it. 

Dennis Lewis spent an evening humiliating his wealthy boss Donna and husband Gerry after stumbling upon incriminating pictures on her work computer. 

But now he’s hungry for more. 

The office junior understands the power-obsessed couple are plotting how to ruin him – and realises his hold over the pair is fragile. 

Yet Donna’s ruthless ambition won’t allow her to walk away from her flourishing accountancy empire, meaning Dennis’s silence is essential. 

But the price of that co-operation keeps on rising.

Download today from Amazon.co.uk or Amazon.com
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Cuckolded by the Office Wimp

Trust no-one. The finale of The Office Wimp series has arrived.

Blackmailed for sex by her creepy intern, beautiful career girl Donna Jackson wants revenge. 

Calculating Dennis Lewis has already threatened to destroy the businesswoman’s marriage and career. 

And now he wants a final pay-off.

But will Donna submit to his last demand?

Download today from Amazon.co.uk or Amazon.com
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• The Bridesmaid Sex Bet

Ladies’ man Danny Buck’s life has three principles; earn big money, party hard and sleep with as many women as possible. 

Danny has only ever loved one woman – the beautiful Francesca, who is about to marry a boring accountant.

Despite their romance ending years ago, Danny has never forgiven Fran’s best friend Tiff for helping to split the pair up. 

When he receives an unexpected invite to Fran’s wedding, the womaniser hatches an evil plan for revenge on his bridesmaid nemesis. 

Firstly, he bets his flatmate that he can bed the blonde bridesmaid.

But that’s only the beginning of the depraved plan that Danny had conjured up to get revenge on the ice queen.

Download today from Amazon.co.uk or Amazon.com
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• The Reluctant Girlfriend

Curvy blonde Sophie is stuck in a nightmare. 

Her boyfriend Kev has been filmed attacking drug dealing thugs during a violent late-night confrontation.

Muscle-head Kev thinks he’s sorted the situation, but the manipulative gang are far from finished with the couple. 

They make an offer: they’ll take the incriminating phone footage to the police – unless Sophie agrees to submit to their perverted demands.

Download today from Amazon.co.uk or Amazon.com

• The Reluctant Girlfriend 2

Reluctantly agreeing to become a sex toy for a gang of thug drug dealers is beginning to ruin Sophie Nicholls’ life. 

The curvy blonde made the deal to save her violent boyfriend from prison – but the gang’s demands are becoming too much.

Her world is caving in – both at home and at work. 

Hope arrives in the shape of an unlikely saviour – the gang’s leader, Lee, who has a new sordid offer for Sophie and her boyfriend, Kev.

Download today from Amazon.co.uk or Amazon.com
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• The Reluctant Girlfriend: The Finale

Sophie Nicholls has been dominated, humiliated and used as a sex slave by the thugs’ leader Lee. 

Yet despite her initial reluctance, Sophie becomes increasingly fascinated with the blackmailing bad boy dominating her life. 

Who will she choose?

Lee or her hard man boyfriend Kev?

All is revealed in the explosive climax of The Reluctant Girlfriend series. 
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• MILF and the Old Man

Hot wife Chloe Jones agrees to a sordid deal to keep her marriage alive – having casual sex with dirty older men. 

Her loyal husband James is terminally ill, and their sex life is all but over by their late twenties. 

Desperate not to force his wife into a life of celibacy, James suggests a radical compromise – a way of staying together but still satisfying MILF Chloe’s sexual desires. 

The deal is simple: she can sleep with whoever she likes – on one condition. 

They have to be 75 – or older.

Download today from Amazon.co.uk or Amazon.com
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