
        
            
                
            
        

    
My Wife’s Rich Lover

By Peter Speed


Chapter One

Max Sloan stepped out into the cool night breeze.

His eyes scanned the carefully landscaped garden. 

It has been immaculate at the start of the party. 

Now it was chaos.

Empty beer glasses and wine bottles were strewn across the lawn, drunken smokers playfully wrestling by the gazebo and numerous couples getting hot under the collar in dark corners away from the lights of the house.

Max quickly ascertained there was no sign of his wife Katie.

But she had come this way. 

Through the heaving mass of people inside the mansion, he spotted her stepping outside – eagerly accompanied by that flash bastard Will.

Aware his wife was completely smashed Max had darted across the busy dance-floor and followed the pair outside.

But they were nowhere to be seen. 

He frowned, unsure of where to look next. 

The double patio doors closed behind him, reducing the blaring sounds of the house party down to a dull thud.

Then he heard her.

It was only a twinkle of a flirtatious laugh but he would have known that gorgeous snippet of sound anywhere. 

The laughter was followed by hushed conversation – whispers that Max could not make out due to the impromptu wrestling match on the lawn.

Max sighed as his stomach began to do summersaults. 

What was going on?

Katie had been acting strangely all evening – cold, aloof and bitter.

He tried to swallow but his throat was dry. 

He wished he had been the one drinking booze tonight – he sure could have used a little Dutch courage right about now.

Cautiously he made his way towards the sound of his wife’s laughter, taking care to step around a couple snogging on the grass.

Max noted both wore wedding rings. 

Briefly he wondered if they were married to one another or not.

It was that type of party. 

His line manager – a loud, brash and rather obnoxious individual called Larry – was tonight’s host.

And he did not give two hoots about marriage, commitment or relationships.

He was rich, vulgar and took exactly what he wanted. 

Amazingly, despite his barrel stomach, gold necklaces and a glaring lack of hair, women still seemed to fall at his feet.

Max would never understand some females of the species.

Still, Larry had always treated Max well – ensuring he was well-paid, respected and supported in his career. 

And if he ever had a problem, his boss would sort it out.

Sadly this was his party and Max had been expected to attend.

There was no avoiding this particular event – yet it was more bizarre than he could ever have anticipated.

He was stone cold sober at a huge house party that was full of wasted – and extremely randy – people. 

Worse still, his beautiful wife was barely talking to him for some unknown reason and had wandered off with teenage billionaire brat Will.

Max could feel his heart thumping as he edged closer to the sound of people giggling. 

Suddenly he was unsure what to do when he eventually caught up with them.

Should he interrupt the pair?

What could he say?

Max reached the edge of the thicket and halted, realising there was a bench nestled in a neat gap before the six foot tall hedge resumed once more.

A small light from across the other side of the lawn provided enough light to outline Katie sitting on the bench, Will nestled closely to her.

Max stepped back into the shadows of the bushes, still close enough to overhear the conversation on the bench. 

A quick check over his shoulder revealed no-one else in the garden had bothered to even give him a second glance. 

There was far too much else going on for anyone to be remotely interested in a 47-year-old man loitering in the secluded part of the grounds.

Due to the position of the hedge, Max could not see Katie’s face but he could see Will and most of her body.

He was intrigued, if a little worried.

Why on earth had his stunning blonde lover agreed to come and sit outside with this total knob head? 

He was only 19 and an obnoxious oink. 

Will was built like a tank though, undoubtedly the benefits of having his own gym and personal trainer at his beck and call. 

A much-trumpeted attempt to become a professional footballer came to nothing, leaving the muscle-bound snake to opt for a new career – taking over his father’s multi-billion pound intranet business.

Larry despised Will even more than Max so his arrival at the party this evening had led to more than a few eyebrows being raised.

Max could see the weasel’s right arm had slithered around Katie’s waist as he whispered into her ear.

His hand stayed on her hip but Max could see his fingers gently probing her thin dress to try to find Katie’s panty line. 

Max’s brow furrowed. 

What panties did Katie put on for the party?  

He remembered groping her backside when he walked into the kitchen earlier that evening but could not remember what she was wearing.

She seemed unaware of the teen’s motives, giggling happily and draping a delicate arm over his ripped shoulder.

His left hand moved on to the bare flesh of her thigh, just inches below the hem of her expensive silver dress. 

“Mrs Sloan, would you mind if I said that you are easily the most gorgeous woman that I have ever seen.”

Katie laughed again at the compliment and gently pushed Will’s hand away as it crept up her leg towards her underwear. 

His fingers returned seconds later, back in the original position slightly further down her toned leg beneath her hemline. 

She did not push it away again.

“Thank you, William.

“You are a charmer, aren’t you?”

Will’s right hand had now found her panty line, his nimble fingers subtly tugging the lace downwards through her dress – a movement Katie must have felt around her waist but made no attempt to stop.

Standing in the shadows, the awful realisation fully dawned on Max. 

Will was trying to fuck his wife … and she was actually considering it.

To be fair, he didn’t blame the arrogant rich boy for attempting to seduce such a stunning woman – married or not. 

He had little to lose, apart from his overblown ego being dented perhaps for an hour or so when the inevitable rejection arrived.

But Katie? 

She was a 31-year-old stunner with fulsome 34DD breasts and curves that most other women would kill for. 

Her long curly hair made her stand out from the crowd and often made people underestimate her simply as a ditzy blonde.

The reality though was quite different. 

Katie’s IQ was a highly impressive 151 and she had carved out as top career as a leading agency marketing director, travelling across the globe at the request of blue-chip clients. 

She was no-one’s fool that was for certain.

Mrs Sloan could have almost any man she wanted but she had been a devoted wife to Max for the last three years.

At least, that’s what he’d always thought. 

Now viewing the cosy liaison happening in front of him, Max began to have doubts. 

He had never suspected her of infidelity. 

Not once in all their years together as a couple.

But suspicions began to sprout in his mind as he watched the scene unfold.

Yet, for some reason he could not quite fathom, Max could feel himself getting hard as the teenager’s unsophisticated seduction routine continued. 

In fact, his cock was solid, the excitement pounding through his veins while his wife was seduced by a younger man before him.

“No bullshit, Mrs Sloan. 

“I just say things as I see them.

“And you are one hot piece of ass. 

“Pardon my language.

“Your husband is a lucky man.”

Katie laughed again at the unsubtle praise from the teenager before batting Will’s hand away as it made another unsuccessful attempt to climb up her dress.

“Let’s not talk about him.”

Max could not miss the barely concealed venom in Katie’s voice. 

What had he done to upset her so much? 

This made no sense. 

He wanted to talk to his wife, find out why she was mad with him and tell her that he loved her more than anything.

Instead, he stayed silent.

“Anything you want, Mrs Sloan.”

Katie’s tone softened noticeably.

She purred: “You can call me Katie, William. 

“There’s no need to be so formal.

“I think we can call ourselves friends, don’t you?”

The teenager grinned. 

His hand began to spider up her leg again. 

This time, Max noted with growing apprehension, Katie did not even try to fight him off, allowing Will’s fingers to slowly move up her bare thigh unimpeded.

“Of course.

“In fact, Katie, I’d like us to be good friends.

“Can I share a secret with you?”

“Yes,” she whispered to the younger man, her husky voice dropping so low that Max could barely hear her.

Her legs remained closed but Will’s hand had reached her groin. 

Judging by the movements under Katie’s dress, Max knew those fingers were trying to stroke her pussy through the thin material of her underwear.

“You’re wearing the smallest knickers I’ve ever felt.”

Katie giggled again. 

When she replied, her voice sounded like a schoolteacher.

“Really? 

“You are such a naughty boy, William. 

“Perhaps you shouldn’t be touching the thong of a happily married woman?”

William was not put off by her gentle, jokey rebuke. 

If anything, it seemed to spur him on.

“I’m sorry, Mrs Sloan. 

“Would you like me to stop?”

Max held his breath as he waited for the response.

The rowdy noise from the nearby garden wrestling seemed to melt into the background as the married woman considered her reply.

Then Max’s world changed – in a single sentence.

“No, I don’t want you to stop.”

Even in the darkening gloom, Max could see Will’s eyes flash with unbridled delight as the words registered with him.

He leaned forward towards Katie’s face, out of Max’s view. 

The smooch was long, hot and heavy judging from the sounds reaching Max’s ears. 

Despite his wife’s infidelity, the middle-aged man could not remember being so turned on in his entire life.

Finally, they broke apart and gasped for air. 

Katie’s legs were now open and Will’s hand had free access to her lovely body.

When she spoke again, her words were spoken with an urgency that had not been there moments earlier.

“In fact, take my panties off. 

“They’re only getting in the way.”


Chapter Two

14 hours earlier….

“Wake up gorgeous.

“It’s baby-making time.”

Katie tried to wake her husband as soon as the clock turned 7am but got little response apart from a small snore.

A couple of minutes earlier she had nipped to the bathroom to wipe away the feelings of sleep and guzzled a quick slug of mouthwash.

Wearing a beige vest top and a pair of white tight-fit shorts, Katie knew her randy husband would not be asleep for long.

He may have been 16 years older than her but she never had any complaints in the bedroom department.

Max was a sensitive and caring lover, relying on his years of love-making experience to ensure he kept his wife satisfied.

And he had never disappointed her. 

Katie looked down fondly at the man she loved, recalling the early days of their relationship when the sexual chemistry around them was almost palpable.

Of course, time and familiarity had dimmed that erotic spark. 

But they remained sexually compatible – despite the age gap – and their marriage was a happy one as it entered its third year.

One issue remained. 

Children.

Katie was desperate to become a mummy and they had been trying to conceive for almost 18 months with no luck so far.

Moving her stare away from her husband to the full length mirror across the room, Katie ran her hands over her stomach wistfully.

Money.

A career.

Love.

She had them all.

But she wanted a child more than anything she’d ever desired in her life. 

It kept her awake at night worrying about body clocks and missing out while her friends announced pregnancies on Facebook every other day.

She was ovulating. 

Today was the perfect time for conception.

Yet she’d thought exactly the same, four weeks earlier.

And the month before that too.

But nothing had happened. 

So why would this time be any different?

Max was fertile, she knew. 

He had two teenage children from a previous marriage. 

Did she have a problem? 

It was the same miserable question that repeatedly swirled through her mind every night when the lights went out.

Surely not? 

She knew she should have gone for fertility tests to put her mind at ease – but she did not have the courage. 

It was a big step.

Katie checked herself in the mirror. 

Her body was toned, her stomach flat. 

Her skin resembled a 20-year-old rather than a woman in her 31st year. 

If there was any cellulite on her legs, then she could not see it. 

Katie half-smiled ruefully, aware that terrible day would come at some point in the relatively near future.

It had not arrived today though.

She was athletic and strong with her breasts – boosted several cup sizes by a boob job a couple of years ago – still pert.

On the surface, she looked in perfect condition to conceive.

Yet the reality was different.

It wasn’t happening for some reason.

She turned her attention back to Max and began to stroke the short grey hair that made him look so distinguished.

Her gentle touch elicited no response.

Eager to get her husband’s potent semen flooding into her welcoming body, Katie licked her lips and delved under the cover. 

Max always slept naked so she simply nuzzled her face into his crotch and lazily began licking the tip of his flaccid penis.

Immaculately groomed, Max’s cock may have only been a standard six inches but it had always satisfied Katie. 

Every previous lover she’d had complimented her on her pussy’s tightness so size had never been a too much of an issue for her.

It worked.

Max began stroking her blonde hair as she started bobbing down on his hardening shaft, feeling herself quickly become moist while he moaned with pleasure.

He tapped the side of her head gently, urging her to move onto his stubbly face into a 69-position to return the favour. 

Sleep was now little more than a distant memory.

Katie did not need any encouragement, shifting her body around the king-size bed to plant her pussy on to her husband’s welcoming tongue.

“Uuhhh,” Katie could not conceal the building excitement as Max pulled her white shorts to the side and planted two fingers deep into her tingling vagina.

The almost instant wetness surprised even her – the chunky digits slipping inside with barely any trouble. 

She felt his hot tongue press against her sensitive throbbing clit as his fingers pumped out of her shaven cunt. 

“Oh … yes … fuck … me,” Katie gasped, forgetting about the blow job as the pleasure began to flow through her body.

He always knew exactly how to press her buttons in the bedroom.

Max tongue expertly flicked her clitoris again and again, instinctively making her grind down on top of him in response.

“Fucking hell!” 

Katie’s voice quivered as the swear words came out in a torrent of foul language and passion.

“I fucking need this. 

“Give it to me hard, Max, all the fucking time.”

Katie rarely swore in everyday life. 

In private setting of the Sloans’ bedroom though, it was a completely different story.

She was close already.

The air under the duvet was stiflingly hot as her excitement continued to grow and her breathing got heavier.

Katie could feel the beads of perspiration between her boobs as she tried to refocus her attention on Max’s hard cock.

But it was beyond her.

She was too far gone. 

Max’s fingers continued to pump in and out of her like a piston – making it difficult to put together a sentence.

“Uuuhhh … I’m … cumming …” she squealed and forcefully planted her pussy fully down on his face as the orgasm began to shoot through her body.

Katie trembled, feeling her body convulse with pleasure as her body felt the delight of early morning sexual release.

Despite the arrival of her orgasm, Max kept licking and fingering her trembling pussy.

His other hand clamped down on her tight butt cheek, keeping Katie’s ass firmly stationed on his face.

Regaining her senses as the pleasure began to fade away, Katie returned her full attention to Max’s dick – pushing the sweaty blonde hair out of her eyes.

Seconds later though, he spoke – his words muffled from his position underneath: “I’m going to cum….”

“No!”

Katie broke off immediately and twisted her body around the bed once more to allow her head to surface above the duvet.

Red-faced and sweaty, she barked at Max.

“You’ve got to cum inside me!

“It’s that time of the month.”

Max nodded.

“Hurry up then. 

“Ride me.”

Katie did not need a second invitation. 

She stood up on the bed, towering above her husband who put his arms behind his head and enjoyed the view.

Katie smiled and raised one leg followed by the other, smoothly pulling off her sodden white shorts in the process.

She flung them to one side and crouched over her husband’s waiting cock, twitching in anticipation of the warmth of her pussy.

It was Max’s turn to groan with enjoyment as her tight folds lowered down and swallowed his dick eagerly. 

He arched his back to allow his cock to fully penetrate Katie’s hot snatch, causing his wife to gasp at the deepness of his thrust.

His hands ran up to her fake boobs, slipping inside the vest top and pulling aggressively on the nipples. 

Katie began to find her rhythm riding him, bouncing up and down vigorously as momentum continued to build.

She peeled off her top, giving him a full view of her magnificent DD tits. 

Max absolutely loved her new larger breasts – they had been surgically altered at his continued request.

Finally after months of nagging, she had agreed to go up two cup sizes. 

To be fair she was pretty pleased with them too – unlike so many others who had undergone a breast enhancement op, her nipples had seemed to become far more sensitive as a result. 

Or perhaps it was purely because Max paid far more attention to them these days. 

Nonetheless, there could be no doubt – the change had certainly spiced up the married couple’s sex life a lot.

Max smiled as his hands squeezed and rubbed the pert breasts above him as his groin began to thrust upwards to meet his wife’s movements.

“Tell me, baby. 

“Talk to me.”

This was a common part of their love-making.

Max enjoyed dirty talk – especially hearing stories about Katie having her brains fucked out by a well-endowed black man.

“My gym instructor came over to me the other day and praised my stamina. 

“He kept touching my leg as I sat on the exercise bike chatting with him. 

“It was obvious what he wanted.”

Max interrupted.

“What does he look like?” 

The answer was instant. 

“Ripped with huge shoulders, Jake is a real man.”

Katie leaned down to kiss her husband on the lips, her groin rubbing up and down his rock solid length.

“Oh, and he’s black.”

Max closed her eyes, licking his lips at the thought of strong black hands running over his sexy blonde wife’s body.

“Get on your back, Katie. 

“I’m going to plough you real good.”

“And I’m going to put every last drop of my cum deep inside of you, baby.”

Katie did as she was told. 

She jumped off Max’s dick and moved alongside him, her hands wrapping around his trim waist to help guide him into her folds as he mounted her.

Katie gasped as Max entered her roughly, any thoughts of tenderness fully forgotten in the heat of the moment.

“So what did Jake want?”

Max didn’t want the story to end.

Katie groaned as his rock hard cock began pressing into her, deeper and far more forcefully than before.

“I … er …”

“Speak!”

Katie tried to compose her thoughts.

“He put his hand on my thigh. 

“I didn’t think it would hurt….”

Katie gasped. 

Her pussy was heating up again, indicating another orgasm was on its way. 

Two in the space of five minutes was impressive even for someone with Max’s skills.

“Uuhhh … baby … he didn’t stop there. 

“Before I knew it … he … was fingering my cunt … and groping my … big tits with his huge hands … through my flimsy top.”

Max panted as he spoke.

“And what did you do to him, my little whore?”

Flushed with excitement, Katie shrieked the next line of the smutty story – a well-rehearsed verse for Max’s pleasure.

“I bent down and ... er … began wanking off his huge black cock.  

“It was the biggest dick I’d ever seen and I wanted to suck the beast right there and then in front of everyone!”

That sent Max over the edge.

“Uuuh, I’m cumming.”

Katie felt Max’s pace quicken as the orgasm arrived swiftly – a series of decisive thrusts deep inside her pussy – before his throbbing dick parted with the final remaining reams of spunk as the ejaculation began to fade away.

Katie whispered in his ear. 

“Feels like it could be our baby in there.”

They laughed and collapsed onto the bed together, a tangled mess of sweaty limbs, hopes and semen.


Chapter Three

Katie looked at her watch.

It was 9.08am.

She was working from home today – a chance to clear up emails and admin without the distractions of an open office to confuse proceedings.

She loved her job but agency life could be all-consuming at times.

Still, if this morning’s sex session had gone to plan, then her career would no longer be the priority to her.

Her heart fluttered as she rubbed her stomach, willing Mother Nature to work a little magic and bring the baby she craved.

After their morning sex, Max had showered, slurped down a quick latte and left for work.

She had remained in bed, trying to keep still to give Max’s swimmers every possible chance of reaching their intended destination.

Little things, Katie reminded herself, could make all the difference.

If Max was surprised by his wife – usually so active and full of energy – lazing around in bed, he did not show it.

She watched him pull on an expensive blue suit, admiring the style and mature looks that made women go weak at the knees.

As he splashed expensive aftershave over his neck, Max had reminded her about the plans they had for this evening.

“Honey, don’t forget about Larry’s party this evening.”

Katie sighed.

“Do we have to go? 

“Larry is such an asshole.”

Max shrugged.

She did have a point.

“I know but he’s my boss.

“We only need go for an hour or two. 

“It’s important. 

“He may be an asshole but he has helped me a lot.

“You know that.

“He may be a little … over-friendly at times … but he has always had my back whenever I’ve needed it. 

“And, don’t forget, my promotion came from his recommendation. 

“I owe him.”

Katie shivered visibly. 

She was wrapped in the duvet, still naked from their earlier love-making. 

The tremble was not due to lack of clothing though.

“Over friendly? 

“He’s a lecherous little scumbag.

“He wants to fuck me! 

“I’m always fighting him off! 

“Sometimes I wonder what you love more – me or your job!”

Max smiled at her overly dramatic response. 

He loved Katie when she entered full-blown theatrical mode, which was a fairly regular occurrence.

“I love you, baby.

“There’s no-one else.

“Let’s go to the party, show our faces, come home quickly and eat ice-cream off each other before trying to make that baby again. 

“What do you say?”

She wrinkled her nose at him to indicate she could not be so easily won round.

“Hmmmpphhh.”

He bent down and kissed her full on the mouth. 

The lingering smooch melted her mock resistance to his proposal.

As the kiss finished, Katie added: “Ok then.

“You win.”

Max had laughed, winked at his wife and left. 

Minutes later, the front door slammed as he began the hour-long commute to his central London office.

Thirty minutes after his departure, Katie found his smartphone on the kitchen island work top.

He would be lost without it, she knew, but unless he came back to collect it, he would have to go without.

Katie had dropped Max a quick line on his work email to ensure he knew his phone was safe at home before hitting the shower.

Mid-morning, Katie was answering a stream of perplexing emails from a particularly challenging customer when Max’s phone rang.

Welcoming the opportunity to be distracted from the absurdity of the client’s requests, Katie skipped over to the flashing screen.

The number was withheld.

Katie stopped as she picked up the mobile, suddenly uncertain whether she should answer her husband’s phone or not. 

She did not want to seem like she was snooping.

But what if it was important? 

By now she only had a couple of seconds to decide before the call automatically diverted to answerphone.

The safe option would be to leave it alone and return to work.

But Katie couldn’t bear to think about the god-awful client for another second – she was sick to death of her.

The phone vibrated in her hand acting as a final reminder.

“Hello?”

Katie made the decision with a flick of her hand.

A strange female voice responded.

“Hello. I’m looking to speak to a Mr Sloan, Max Sloan?”

Katie replied instinctively, already regretting answering as her eyes scanned the counter looking for a pen.

She stifled a sigh, knowing she would now be responsible for the message instead letting voicemail do its thing.

“I’m afraid he’s not here. 

“He’s left his phone at home today. 

“I’m his wife, Katie. 

“Can I help at all?”

The woman paused for a second before responding in a polite but business-like manner.

“Hello Mrs Sloan. 

“It’s Jane Thomas here, I’m the patient administrator from the Two Shires Clinic on Downtree Avenue.”

Katie raised her eyebrows with surprise but kept her counsel, allowing the woman to continue nonetheless.

“This is a courtesy call to confirm the operation remains scheduled for tomorrow, Saturday, at 2pm as previously discussed.”

The blonde’s look of surprise did not translate into the conversation. 

Katie remained cool as butterflies began to flutter in her stomach.

What on earth was going on? 

What operation? 

Max was playing an all-day game of golf with a group of his work friends tomorrow.

There was no hospital appointment – as far as she knew.

“Thank you,” Katie replied cautiously but did not offer anything further, hoping the woman would innocently fill in some of the blanks.

It proved to be the correct answer. 

Jane ploughed on, seemingly oblivious to Katie’s lack of knowledge about the situation.

“As the consultant explained at the pre-op appointment, a vasovasostomy is usually an out-patients operation so, all being well, Mr Sloan should be fine to leave by late afternoon. 

“Have you both prepared for this?”

Katie eyes widened. 

“We have,” she croaked in response.

Jane continued: “Excellent. 

“You would be surprised by how unprepared many people are when approaching this type of procedure.

“Naturally, if there are any complications the timings may change but we see little or no reason why that should happen.

Jane paused, as if waiting for a response.

None was forthcoming so she continued.

“That’s all I rang to say. 

“Please tell your husband to contact us if he has any questions. 

“Otherwise, we’ll see you tomorrow!”

Jane’s curtailing of the conversation was obvious. 

It was simply another thing ticked off her work to-do list, one chore out of many during her daily stint in the office.

“Thank you,” whispered Katie and hung up after exchanging brief farewells with the hospital receptionist.

As the call ended, the blonde’s fingers began typing into her web browser, nimbly stroking the keys as she sought an answer to the burning question.

The search engine delivered the result quickly – and confirmed her worst fears with one simple line on the screen in front of her.

“A vasovasostomy is a surgery by which vasectomies are partially reversed.”

Bastard.

They had been trying for a baby for more than a year.

Yet he’d had a vasectomy?

And he had never bothered to tell her?

And now, after all this time, he was trying to undo the previous operation?

Without fucking telling her?

What was he thinking?

Katie could feel her cheeks redden with rage as she began to realise how foolish she’d been over the past 18 months.

Max had seemed almost as upset as her whenever the pregnancy tests came back with a negative result.

At least, she thought he had been.

In reality, he knew they could never conceive with his tubes being snipped at some point in the distant past.

So why go along with the pretence?

Katie snorted.

She knew the answer. 

Sex. 

It had been guaranteed every single month with no quibbles. 

He was on to a real winner, knowing he could never deliver the sperm to make her fertile body swell with a baby.

Yet she would still be craving absurd amounts of sex as her desperation continued to grow.

She sighed, fighting a sudden urge to be sick.

For months Katie had been fretting about pregnancy, becoming more preoccupied by issues around conceiving.

Yet this was a new sensation.

She felt used by her own husband.

A feeling of worthlessness descended over her as she tried to remain calm.

As usual, Katie sought to be as logical as possible.

It looked as if he had been trying to rectify the issue. 

It was only that single fact that stopped her from walking out on Max forever – there and then.

Deep down she knew, he should have just told her.

Instead he had tried to be sneaky for his own benefit – and that ridiculously selfish plan had failed dismally. 

Katie gritted her teeth. 

The years of trust between them had evaporated with one simple phone call. 

Lies seemed to be everywhere.

A dark look of intent fell over her face followed by a devilish smile.

Before she was married, Katie Street had a fearsome reputation – no-one would dare to mess with her.

Since she had met Max and taken his name, she had mellowed.

But Katie was no-one’s fool. 

If Max wanted to play games with their lives, then she would happily participate.

Now she knew the stakes, Katie was intent on winning.

The goal?

Until today, she had been happily married. 

She did not want a divorce – but this morning’s events had opened up her eyes to the real person she had married.

“What do I want?” Katie spoke the question aloud, despite being alone. 

But she knew the answer.

She wanted a baby.

And she was going to have one, whether her lying shit bag of a husband was involved in the process or not.


Chapter Four

Max looked at his wife out of the corner of his eye.

Katie’s stare was fixed on the road ahead as their fully customised SUV glided down the motorway towards Larry’s house.

His wife had seemed different, almost distant since he had returned home. 

Her odd mood was putting him on edge.

He felt like they’d had a row – except there had not been a single angry word exchanged between them.

Something was not quite right but Max could not put his finger on it.

A small voice nagged him about tomorrow’s operation but he dismissed it. 

There was no way Katie could possibly know.

If she did manage to discover his plans for an operation, all hell would break loose. 

No, it was surely something else that bothered her, Max told himself confidently.

Regardless of her peculiar mood, she had definitely put the effort in for the night – she looked a million dollars.

Normally reluctant to attend one of Larry’s legendary drunken bashes, Katie always dragged her feet when it came to getting ready.

Of course, arriving late at the party meant she would have to spend less time with Max’s pervy boss and the rest of his work cronies.

Yet when Max had rolled through the front door, he found his wife was sitting at the kitchen table, fully dressed and ready to go.

She was early. 

Max could not remember the last time his wife was punctual for anything – it didn’t happen very often in their house.

“Hi beautiful. 

“You look … absolutely gorgeous.”

He was not lying.

Katie had spent hours choosing the perfect outfit for the evening, eventually opting for a short designer dress.

The glimmering fabric was silver, matching her earrings and rings. 

Her arms were bare and the brand new dress was backless, the daring outfit revealing that she was not wearing a bra. 

Those fake boobs would be fine without one. 

Her globes may be much larger these days but they pointed firmly in the right direction without any hint of support.

She smiled back in response to the compliment and stood up to welcome her tired-looking husband home.

She could feel him slip a hand on to her waist, seeking out a panty line as they embraced with a brief kiss.

The tips of his fingers confirmed Katie was not going commando although she was wearing one of the smallest G-strings she owned.

As usual, Katie had ensured that everything matched – a look that screamed glamorous but not too over the top. 

Her outfit was completed with a pair of high heels that had been liberally sprinkled with a silvery glitter. 

Max raised his eyebrows at the slightly slutty footwear but opted to say nothing.

The sexy stilettos made his cock twitch and he tried to nuzzle into her neck in a crude attempt at early evening seduction. 

No joy.

Katie pushed him away firmly and told him to hit the shower.

Disappointed, Max broke away and began heading towards the stairs when he spotted an empty bottle of wine sitting on the kitchen island.

“Kate, did you drink this?” 

He held up the bottle as he turned to face Katie, who settled herself down again and returned her attention to scrolling on her tablet.

“Yes, I did.” 

She did not look up.

Max could not hide his confusion.

“Okay … erm … I thought you were driving tonight, honey?”

Katie answered but still did not look up from her computer screen.

“Yes, I was. 

“But I changed my mind.

“I fancied having a drink or two instead. 

“I’ve done all of the driving for the past two months – perhaps even longer – so I think it’s your turn, don’t you, hubby?”

Katie finally looked up towards him as she finished the sentence.

Max shrugged, unable to fully hide his surprise. 

His wife was normally so meticulous over avoiding alcohol when ovulating but not this month, obviously.

He stammered: “Yes, that’s fine. 

“I don’t mind driving.”

Max began heading towards the shower again but changed his mind and returned to face Katie again.

“It’s just … I thought … drinking did not agree with fertility?”

Katie let out half a snort in response.

“It certainly didn’t hinder about half the girls in my secondary school from getting knocked up in their teens,” she said witheringly.

“Seriously, I think I’m getting a little too uptight about this baby-making business. 

“I feel like I need to have some fun.

“After all, what will be, will be.”

She finished the sentence and Max decided to leave it there. 

It actually worked out rather well for him – with the operation looming tomorrow, he could not risk having a heavy session on the booze. 

He would only have had to feign some sort of illness to avoid the inevitable questioning from his other half over his reluctance to drink.

So this worked out quite nicely.

Yet all was not quite right.

Max let out a small sigh of exasperation as their car neared the leafy streets of Larry’s swanky modern housing estate.

He had spent the best part of 50 years on this planet yet females and their ever changing moods remained a complete mystery to him.

Katie’s sudden nonchalance towards having a baby was unsettling – becoming a mother had been the only thing on her mind for months.

That brief conversation had been the sum of their dialogue for the rest of the evening.

Katie did not seem angry or upset, merely aloof. 

Normally his wife was an excitable chatterbox, a never-ending stream of bubbly conversation, gossip and chat.

However that had been absent throughout the entire evening so far.

Max wondered how she would fare at the party surrounded by a group of people she loathed with a passion.

“You okay, gorgeous?”

The words appeared to snap her out of her trance. 

She looked at her husband and smiled weakly.

“Yes, thank you. 

“I feel like a night of dancing.”

Max raised his eyebrows, caught out by such an answer. 

He had never known Katie to voluntarily dance at one of Larry’s house parties – far too many wandering hands for her liking – despite her love of music.

She rested a delicate hand on top of his as he changed gear. 

He noted her nails had been painted silver too, matching the rest of her outfit.

Max pulled the car to a stop outside Larry’s house.

It was not even 8pm but the celebrations were already in full swing. 

There were expensive cars taking up almost every space on the street – Larry did not do intimate gatherings.

Max spotted a small space on the large verge opposite the driveway and began to reverse park into the tight gap.

With his head turned to look out of the vehicle’s rear window, Katie moved her face next to his right ear.

His drunken wife’s lips were so close that they flicked against his earlobe as she huskily whispered to him.

“Your fantasies are going to come true tonight.

“Enjoy the show.”

Max’s eyes widened, unsure what his wife meant.

But before he could reply or ask her to explain, she was gone.

Katie was out of the car before Max had even undone his seatbelt.

The door slammed shut and Katie squealed as she struggled to walk with her high heels sinking into the wet grass.

She stumbled, only to be caught by the willing hands of Larry who taken up a position on the driveway to direct the stream of partygoers towards the house.

Max rolled his eyes. 

Katie had drunk two bottles of Prosecco before they left home and now she was being manhandled by a man she detested.

This was going to be a long night, he realised.

Max slammed the car door closed and waved to his boss, indicating thanks for coming to the rescue of his inebriated wife.


Chapter Five

Katie’s eyes swept the room searching for the perfect target.

But who should she choose?

Max was off with his work buddies, no doubt talking about cock length, past conquests or something as equally pathetic that Katie assumed most men did.

She was glad to be rid of him.

Even looking at her husband made her feel nauseous– although the look of surprise when she taunted him in the car had been a moment to saviour. 

She had turned to drink to put the awful thoughts about Max out of her mind and concentrate on the task in hand.

It had not helped massively. 

In fact, she could not remember feeling so wobbly after only couple of bottles of plonk in a very long time. 

However the lengthy snort of coke from a friendly woman in the toilet a few minutes ago had definitely been a good idea.

Katie rarely did drugs but today had been exceptional circumstances, she reasoned with herself, as she loitered around the make-shift bar, waiting for a useless spotty oink to serve her a glass of champagne. 

Finally he served her, blushing as he passed the glass to her.

Katie frowned at the young lad’s awkwardness, downed the drink in a swift gulp and thrust the flute back towards him for another.

As he poured out the second glass, Katie’s eyes made a methodical sweep of the scene looking for an opportunity. 

It was large, well lit and spacious, a sizeable kitchen/diner area with a huge garden room extension built on to it.

Boasting as he escorted her up the driveway, Larry had endlessly bragged about the ‘multi-million’ development he’d recently completed.

Katie pretended to be fascinated with his tale of exaggeration and bullshit, happy that the presence of the office lothario kept Max away.

Larry’s hands stayed on her body but never strayed too far from the safe zone of her lower back – the pervert dare not touch her up with Max in such close attendance.

He had shown the couple to the party room before suggesting Max join him to meet some contacts and allow Katie time to “mingle”.

Max had been reluctant to leave his wife – particularly in her drunken state – but Katie had encouraged him, insisting she’d be fine.

He tried to kiss her farewell, which Katie accepted with good grace. 

She had even winked at him, enjoying the confusion that such a provocative gesture caused in his racing mind.

Larry, as she could have predicted, squeezed her ass as they left, lecherously promising her “a special dance for later”.

“Fat chance of that ever happening,” Katie mused to herself as she had watched the pair depart. 

“Not if you were the last man alive.”

She was impressed with his extended kitchen though. 

It was huge.

This evening it was bustling with people, many of whom Katie had never laid eyes on before in her life.

Those crowds offered plenty of opportunity for a good-looking woman on the prowl. 

But who should she choose?

Her palms had begun sweating by the time she accepted the second glass from the boyish bartender.

“I shouldn’t be nervous” she chided herself. 

“I’m a grown woman for fuck’s sake.”

Katie began to manoeuvre around the edge of the dance-floor looking for potential males to seduce.

Within moments she had attracted the attention of several good-looking men, always breaking away from their stares with a small smile and a not-so-subtle bite of her bottom lip.

It did not take long. 

It was that kind of party.

Larry’s parties reminded her of city night-clubs in the 1990s – lots of drink, drugs and dancing followed by plenty of fucking, for a lucky few at least.

She had been to more than a few meat-markets during her university years. 

Soon she was surrounded by three wannabe suitors – all wearing expensive suits, boy band styled hair that was far too young for them, with egos the size of a small country.

Katie played the game – chatting merrily and feigning interest at their dull stories of extravagance and wealth.

She was flirtatious and charming ensuring she carefully placed a tactile hand on their bodies at random times to retain the suitors’ interest. 

Eager to impress the flirty female, the conversation became more filled with bravado as the drinks continued to flow.

Her mind though was elsewhere.

None of these men fitted the bill.

She wanted more.

Her eyes scanned the room once more.

Max, thankfully, was still nowhere to be seen.

“Can I get you a drink?”

Katie jumped with surprise.

The words were spoken in a low tone directly into her ear, the smell of expensive aftershave now overpowering.

The bawdy conversation had stopped abruptly as Katie turned to face the newcomer standing closely next to her.

William Leach, the heir to the blue-chip company that Max and Larry worked for, grinned at her only inches away.

His father Bradley founded the intranet business and still managed the company today – but Will was being groomed as the CEO when his father retired.

Katie gave a coy half-smile towards the confident young man as she quickly appraised him, despite his tender years.

Rich.

Handsome – if a little young.

Strong.

Rugged.

He smelt wonderful and oozed virility.

And Max absolutely hated him.

She nodded – mainly to herself but partly towards the teenager too.

Will flashed a gleaming smile and took her hand without asking permission, firmly guiding her back towards the bar.

He was that type of character, Katie knew.

The other men melted away, unwilling to upset the boss’s son who was well known for having a fiery temper.

She followed the younger man obediently noticing that the heaving crowds seemed to willingly part for him without being asked.

Soon she was standing in front of the nervous bartender again. 

This time, there was no wait with Will ordering two glasses of champagne with the merest flick of his hand.

It did the trick.

The service was immediate and impeccable.

William handed her the champagne flute and smiled broadly, his perfect rows of teeth dazzling white.

“I’m Will Leach.”

He extended his hand out towards her in greeting. 

Katie took his hand and moved closer towards the teenager.

“I know. 

“We’ve met before.”

His expression warmed suddenly.

“Thank goodness. 

“I remembered you, Mrs Sloan, but I feared that you may have forgotten me.”

His unexpected display of vulnerability made Katie warm to him a touch.

She squeezed his large hand reassuringly and pressed her breasts against his barrel-like chest as she responded.

“Hardly. 

“How could I forget you?”

Katie cringed at her lame wording. 

Yet to her surprise, Will seemed buoyed by her corny chat-up line pulling her even closer towards him.

She could feel his penis twitch slightly through the thin fabric of his designer suit. 

He pointed to her left hand.

“Does that mean anything to you?”

His gaze was fixed upon her wedding ring.

Katie pushed the platinum band with her thumb, delaying a response as she mulled over the question.

“Good question.”

She casually leaned against the wall seeking a little support, trying to steady herself before providing a proper answer.

The coldness of the bricks against her bare arms made her shiver a touch. 

She hoped he would not notice. 

Katie pushed away from the wall before responding, using a hand to lazily push the long curly blonde hair away from her eyes.

“Yes, it does. 

“In fact, means everything to me.”

Will looked at her, unable to hide the disappointment.

“Ah, of course. 

“Yes, I understand.

“Max is a good man.”

Katie put down the champagne flute on the table next to them and moved her hand to stroke the groomed stubble on his cheek.

“But – for tonight only – it means nothing. 

“I’m going to have a good time … with you.”

Her tongue flicked out seductively at the end of the sentence, with the wet tip lightly brushing his skin.

Will was barely able to conceal his excitement.

“Let’s get some air, shall we Mrs Sloan?”

Katie nodded, her stomach beginning to churn with a mixture of nerves and lust at the 19-year-old’s eagerness.

Once more, Will led the way through the crowd and Katie duly followed.

Yes, her revenge was coming.

And Will was the perfect man to help inflict it.


Chapter Six

Max checked his mobile phone, unsure of what to do next.

He had retreated with painstaking care away from the unexpected seduction of his wife in the garden.

He would not be humiliated even further by being discovered lurking near to the randy couple.

As he moved back towards the blaring beats of the party, his mind and body had been awash with contrasting emotions.

He was filled with jealous rage. 

What the fuck was she doing with that little shit bag Will?

He wanted to kill him.

Max did not care if he was the boss’s son.

He was a dead man.

And, at that moment, he could have killed her too.

But there was another feeling too, one that continued to worm away inside him.

Fear.

Did Katie know something about tomorrow’s op? 

He had completely dismissed the same thought earlier on but on reflection it could, perhaps, explain all this.

Katie had been behaving oddly since he’d got home from work. 

But how could see know?

He looked down again at his phone, a bright dot flashing white to indicate a new message required his attention.

The penny dropped. 

Max’s stomach lurched.

Had the hospital rung while he was at work? 

Surely Katie wouldn’t have answered even if they had?

He ignored the message alert and went straight into the phone’s call log.

He nimbly sidestepped a group of drunken partygoers and strode back into the main house with his eyes glued to the screen.

Max’s thumb scrolled through the list of numbers with increasing panic.

Then he found it.

A call, lasting a little under two minutes, had come in this morning from a number unrecognised by his contact list. 

Max studied the number in front of him.

The area code was the same as the hospital’s central line and the consultant’s office who had been in contact with him a few weeks ago. 

Fuck.  

The call had been answered too – a green handset icon next to the number indicating it had been accepted.

Fuck.

Max could feel a bead of sweat trickle down his back.

Fuck.

Surely the hospital was bound by patient confidentiality?

He didn’t know.

They would be getting a rocket from him tomorrow, that’s for sure.

But the blame game was the least of his worries.

Fuck.

She knew.

And now Katie was seducing someone else.

The boss’s son.

Everyone at work would know soon enough – Max’s hot, horny wife had been fucked by a man more than ten years her junior.

Max scanned the dance-floor and spotted Larry in the distance.

His boss was busy whispering into the ear of a sexy young brunette, all high heels, glittering nails and fake tan. 

The girl was giggling happily as she sipped her drink, obviously taken by the lothario’s run-of-the-mill chat-up lines.

Larry’s hand was nonchalantly roaming over the girl’s firm body – who could not have been much older than 20, Max gauged – without any attempt at discretion.

The dirty bastard had his other hand up her dress.

‘This is his fault,’ Max told himself as he gazed towards his boss. 

‘No, this whole mess is no-one’s fault, except your own,’ an alternative voice chimed inside Max’s mind.

Max broke away as the brunette’s gaze met his own.

He realised he had been gawping at the couple for too long.

Embarrassed to be caught blatantly staring at them, Max looked down at the floor and began to make his way towards the door.

It had never meant to get this far. 

He already had two children from a previous marriage and he had decided, many moons ago, that he did not want any more.

As a result, Max had undergone a vasectomy years earlier when he was married to his first wife, Jane.

Their marriage had failed as their sex life fizzled out, leaving Max as divorced middle-aged dad-of-two back on the shelf.

Then he had met Katie.

She was a wild party girl who worked hard but played far, far harder. They fell madly in love and quickly got married.

But then something changed. 

Katie, unaware of her husband’s medical history, had been insistent over having children. Max had kept quiet. To this day, he was unsure why.

At first, it had been fun. 

He was getting all the benefits of a sexually charged fuck buddy and none of the responsibilities that young children bring with their arrival.

Yet as time went on, he could see the devastating impact that the hopeless situation was having on his wife. 

It made him rethink and put his priorities back in order.

He may not want to father more children but he would do it – for her.

For the past two months, he had been planning the reverse vasectomy operation in complete secrecy.

Doctors at the private hospital were positive he would be able to have further children once the op was completed.

Now, less than 24 hours before going under the knife, he’d been busted.

Katie knew.

And her response had been bizarre.

No shouting, swearing or mass confrontation.

Just a cool reception on his return, far too much booze and now this – getting groped by that teenage rich-kid Will.

That was a step too far.

Feeling his anger begin to rise, Max needed some fresh air. 

He had to get out.

The heavy mass of sweating bodies and the banging dance tunes were a potent combination, making it difficult for him to think. 

He needed to get his head straight before confronting his wife. 

Max had begun edging around the dance floor when he felt his phone vibrate again. 

He was still clutching it, the device completely forgotten after its call log revealed the secrets of the morning call.

The insistent white light in the screen’s top right corner still flashed, trying to draw his attention towards the awaiting message.

Max flicked it open, and took a short intake of breath.

It was from Katie.

“I’m at the car.”

Max flicked on to the instant message details. 

It had been sent less than five minutes ago. 

He exhaled, the tension in his chest easing a little. 

She must have left the garden only a minute or so after him – certainly not long enough for Will to get down and dirty with his wife.

For once, his timing could not have been better. 

Being caught listening to the liaison would have been humiliating in the extreme. It did not bear thinking about.

Max could feel the spring in his step return as he began to weave a twisting path through the packed party.

He passed Larry but did not stop to say farewell. 

His friend had the brunette teen pushed up against the wall, his hand pleasuring her through a pair of tiny black lace knickers. 

Neither of them seemed remotely concerned that everyone else in the party could see their lurid behaviour.

Max paused and looked around. 

No-one else was even giving the amorous couple a second glance. 

Bizarre.

He shook his head and began to move speedily through the mansion, navigating a way towards the front door where the peace of the street and his beautiful wife awaited him.


Chapter Seven

The car was still on the grass verge where Max had parked it a couple of hours earlier.

Yet there was no sign of Katie.

Scratching the back of his grey hair with confusion, Max fished his phone out of his pocket and speed-dialled his wife.

Within seconds, he heard the recognisable music of her ring-tone, a familiar soap opera theme tune that drove him crazy. 

Realising his wife was somewhere nearby Max scanned along the leafy street to trace the source of the sound.

He had spotted her before she answered.

She was standing about 30 metres up the road, one hand casually leaning against the gleaming Maserati Ghibli next to her.

Max tucked the phone back into his jacket and headed in his wife’s direction.

“K? 

“Are you okay? 

“Are you ready to go?”

She smiled with a warmth that he had not seen all day and Max’s heart fluttered, an instinctive response to her natural beauty.

It got him every time.

“I’m ready to go, sweetie,” she purred in her sexiest voice. 

Max reached her and placed a protective arm around her exposed shoulders, attempting to guide her back towards their car.

“You must be drunk.

“I wish we could afford this car but our one is over there.”

Max stopped and frowned as his gaze returned to their own car down the road.

“However we do appear to be blocked in.

“I’ll nip back and grab Larry. 

“He’ll know who owns those cars.

“We’ll be away in no time.”

Katie threw her head back and laughed. 

It was a strange sound – a loud, near-maniacal chortle that made Max raise his eyebrows with surprise.

He sized her up as the laugh continued noting it sounded more and more false for every second it over-ran.

Now up close to her, Max could see the tell-tale signs of his hot wife’s earlier passionate clinch with Will. 

Her lipstick was smudged a touch and her blonde locks, usually kept immaculately groomed, were hinting at becoming bedraggled.

When Katie looked at him, her eyes were unfocused.

“Are you … on something?”

Max had never known his partner to take drugs, although she had alluded to dabbling with ecstasy in the hedonistic days of her late teens.

Katie smiled again and nodded happily to confirm his suspicions. 

Unashamed and unrepentant, she replied: “Yes, I am.

“Drugs, drink, cock. 

“You name it … I’ve had it this evening.”

She sniggered again at her own banter. 

Max struggled to find the humour in her drunken words and made no response to Katie’s attempt at goading him. 

Having a blazing row in the middle of the street with his hammered wife was not something he particularly wanted.

He ignored her remark.

“Will you be alright staying with the car while I nip back inside to grab Larry?” 

Keeping his arm around her to keep Katie steady, Max tried to gentle guide her away from the flash motor and back towards their car.

But his wife shrugged off his hold and shook her head.

“No, Maxy. 

“I’m going home in this car.”

She nodded in the direction of the Maserati, a blonde lock of hair falling over her smiling face as she did so.

“What?”

Katie put both arms around his neck, enjoying the drama of the moment.

“When I said in the message that I was at the car, I didn’t mean I was with our car. I meant next to Will’s.”

Max could not keep the look of alarm from his face.

Not for the first time that evening, he felt a combination of anger and panic.

Moving his hands up to the back of his neck to remove Katie’s grip, Max responded with a forced tenderness.

“Come on, Katie. 

“Let’s go home, shall we?

“I think we’ve all had enough for the night.”

He spoke the words softly yet firmly as his eyes gazed deeply into his wife’s to try to get the message through.

A familiar male voice ruined the moment.

“Did I hear my name mentioned?”

Will Leach emerged from a nearby clump of bushes, brazenly doing up his suit trouser zip as he approached the couple. 

He stopped a couple of metres away from his car before speaking.

“Hmmm. 

“It looks like your car is blocked in, old boy.

“That’s too bad.

“I doubt you’ll be getting that out this evening.”

Max wanted to step forward and punch the smarmy bastard in the face with every ounce of anger inside him.

He had been an amateur boxer in his early twenties so he knew a single blow would turn the lights out for the little rich boy in front of him.

Max said a silent prayer that he was sober. 

If he had been drinking, this situation could have turned nasty in a flash.

Instead, he swallowed his pride and hissed a reply.

“Yes, I’m just heading to get the asshole responsible to move it.”

Will laughed.

“Good luck with that one, Max.

“Look. I’ve already offered Katie a lift. 

“Do you fancy one too?”

The pair exchanged a glance and smiled at each other almost as if Max did not exist. 

He was about to respond when Katie broke away from him, took several steps to her right and slipped a hand into Will’s. 

Beaming with delight at the sexy older woman’s actions, Will spoke again – his voice carrying more authority this time.

“Well, perhaps I’ve misled you, Maxy.

“I’ve offered Katie a lift to my house, which she has accepted.

“But I don’t mind dropping you off at home first.”

Will looked down at Katie, placing a protective around her slim waist. 

“Whoops. 

“I’m so sorry. 

“Where on earth are my manners? 

“That’s as long as you don’t mind, baby?”

The couple grinned at each other at Will’s mocking apology before Katie shook her head to signal her agreement.

“No, I don’t mind, William.

“Maxy can’t stay here on his own all night, can he?”

Hands clenched tightly into fists, Max snarled: “What the fuck is going on?

“This stops here and now.

“You two may have had a fumble in the garden but no more. 

“No fucking way.”

Katie laughed – a cold mirthless sound. 

“Yes, we saw you scurrying off earlier on.

“Did you get turned on by watching us, my darling hubby? 

“It’s what you’ve always dreamed of, isn’t it?”

Tongue-tied, Max looked for the right words but could not find them. 

She was right, he had found it erotic.

But this was a step too far.

He went to object again but Katie spoke coolly before he could begin to get the words out.

“No, Max. 

“You listen to me.

“You’ve had 18 months of fun with me.

“Now it’s my turn.

“You’ve always dreamed of this so I’m giving you what you want.

“Enjoy it and accept it.”

Her face, full of fake smiles until now, noticeably hardened in expression as she delivered the final line.

“Otherwise, find yourself a good divorce lawyer.”

Max responded immediately this time, his words tinged with an element of pleading that had been missing before.

“Baby, please. 

“I can explain. I ....”

Katie put up a hand to stop him.

“I’m not interested. 

“I’m going home with Will.

“You can do what you like.”

With a twirl, she snogged the grinning teenager full on the lips, turning her back on her crest-fallen husband.

When the full-on clinch ended, Katie walked towards the silver luxury car. 

She was greeted there by an elderly man – who Max assumed was the chauffeur – who opened the door with a flourish.

She slid her long legs into the car without taking a look back at her husband.

Will followed.

He waited as Katie got into the car before turning back towards Max.

“Want that lift home, old boy?”

He did not wait for a response, diving into the car after Max’s wife.

The veteran chauffeur closed the door and walked around the other side of the vehicle.

He opened the rear door on the passenger side of the Maserati and turned with a questioning look at Max.

Max blew out his cheeks.

“Jesus Christ, what a mess I’m in,” Max said. 

The chauffeur smiled politely but said nothing in response.

Thoughts steamed through Max’s mind as he weighed up his options. 

He began to turn back towards the party, thinking about his blocked in car, Larry and the brunette and the absurd number of drunken people inside the house.

His head returned to look at the waiting car, which contained his horny wife and the rich kid who was intent on fucking her brains out.

Either way was unappealing in the extreme.

The old driver coughed to indicate he needed a decision.

Max sighed and swallowed.

He nodded to the driver and began walking towards the car, full of trepidation about the journey of humiliation that awaited him.


Chapter Eight

Katie watched her husband reluctantly slip into the back seat next to her on the comfy red leather upholstery.

Her heart was pounding with such ferocity that she was certain both men would be able to see the movement in her chest.

Everything was happening so fast but she did not care.

It was pay-back time.

Max was always so desperate for her to talk about fucking another man during their love-making sessions.

Now he could witness it up close.

She would fuck Will until her fertile body had drained every single last drop of potent semen from his hulking frame.

Max could have his operation tomorrow. 

Then they’d talk – maybe.

A mistake she could forgive.

But all the lies? 

She did not know if she could let them go.

They would have to work that one out.

But that could wait.

She wanted a baby – and her body clock was ticking.

Besides the garden flirting with this handsome, rich toy boy had turned her far more than she would ever have anticipated.

When Will had slipped off her panties and taken a large sniff before slipping them into his pocket, he remarked how heavy they were.

They were filled with the juices of her excitement.

Yet Katie had not been embarrassed in the slightest.

As he had moved down to her vagina and began to stroke tenderly, she’d pushed his hand deeper immediately.

Katie needed release.

The impact had been sudden, her hips bucking with pleasure as soon as his fingers reached knuckle-deep inside of her.

She bit his shoulder with venom to stop herself from screaming out loud like a banshee, making the moans muffled.

It had taken less than half a minute for Will to make her cum.

As the rush of the orgasm ebbed away, Katie asked the younger man to take her home. 

Back to his house.

Away from any prying eyes.

She was desperate for cock.

His cock.

Will did not need a second invitation. 

Yet he had looked pensive when the couple emerged from the garden tryst to see Max fleeing from the scene in the distance.

He looked nervously towards the beautiful older woman on his arm, worried about her reaction about possibly being caught by her husband.

Was the rich boy’s sneering arrogance merely an act? 

Katie did not know or care.

She kissed him full on the lips to reassure him and had taken his hand. 

The unexpected display of affection settled his apprehension immediately.

They sniggered like a pair of naughty schoolchildren before sending the message to Max about meeting together at the car.

Will broke the awkward silence in the car, interrupting Katie’s hazy daydream about earlier events in the evening.

“Where are we going to, Maxy?”

Katie noted the mocking tone of jubilation in Will’s voice as her mind returned to the current situation.

“Meadow Park.”

Will snorted with contempt.

“Kirby, we’re going slumming on the other side of town. 

“Meadow Park to drop off Max and then we’re heading home.”

The chauffeur nodded into his rear mirror, his white hair gleaming.

Katie could feel her eyes closing as the alcohol began to take its toll. 

She had drunk more than her fair share during the past few hours.

The Maserati was a smooth and comfortable drive, offering plenty of room for the three passengers in the back.

But Will was pressed firmly against her and Katie, in turn, was leaning back into Max. 

“Fancy another line?”

Without waiting for a response, Will pulled out a leather bound book and divided up a small amount of cocaine into three lines.

He pulled out a £50 note and snorted the first line.

Katie smiled her approval. 

She had lost count of the amount of coke she’d done tonight – it was like stepping back to a different time.

Out of the corner of her eye, she could see Max’s mouth drop open in shock as she casually leaned forward, took the note from Will’s outstretched hand and expertly inhaled the powder like some sort of narco queen.

Katie scratched her nose as the cocaine began to weave its spell over her body, watching as Will offered Max the final line.

He refused. 

Not wanting to see it go to waste, Katie leaned forward and snorted the third line without another word.

“That’s my girl!” 

Will could not hide his delight as he mopped up the tiny remnants of white powder and wiped it around his gums, ensuring none went to waste.

“Actually she’s my girl. 

“No, wait, she’s my wife.”

Katie could hear Max spit the words out, his low voice failing to disguise his fury.

She laughed. 

“I make my own decisions, thank you.

“No-one owns me.”

She looked witheringly at her husband.

“No-one fucks around with me.”

Katie turned back towards the younger man.

“And tonight … I’m with William.”

She leaned forward and stuck her tongue into William’s welcoming mouth. 

He lapped it up in return.

Max’s face looked like thunder. 

“For fuck sake, Katie, this isn’t a game. 

“You’re my wife! 

“End this nonsense now and come home with me.

“I’m sorry if I have hurt you.

“But don’t do this.

“We need to sort this out.”

Katie cackled. 

Will had slipped several fingers under her dress and was pressing her clit as Katie continued to argue with Max.

He still had her panties safely stowed away in his pocket, making access to her pussy far more simple than usual. 

Despite her temper rising with her husband, Katie opened her legs a touch to give the fingers more room to work their magic.

He knew how to pleasure a woman, despite his relatively tender years, she noted.

“What shall we sort out? 

“How about trying for a baby?

“What a fucking waste of time that was, eh, dear husband?”

Katie could feel her hackles rise, turning to face the husband that had broken her heart.

Max looked crestfallen.

“Wait, I can explain….”

Katie did not let him finish.

“Can you?”

“I … er … I …”

Once again, Max was struggling to find the right words. 

No matter what he said, Katie knew it would be lame.

She leaned over to Max and put a long finger on to his lips in a bid to put an end to the bumbling response.

“He’s fingering me right now,” she whispered, nodding in Will’s direction in case Max didn’t get the message.

“It feels fucking great too. 

“They’re going right into me. 

“It’s lush.

“Urrrghhh.”

Katie threw her legs apart. 

The movement made her short dress ride up her legs and fully exposed the immaculately groomed vagina to all three males.

She could feel herself getting horny again – ready to be held by Will’s beefy arms as he fucked her senseless. 

Katie ran a hand over Will’s broad shoulders, imagining the rippling power as he flung her around the bedroom.

The lusty thoughts made her wetter than ever. 

She opened her eyes as Will spoke, the mocking tone once again in full flow – a far cry from the polite young man trying to charm his way into her panties earlier.

“Maxy, Maxy, Maxy. 

“Your wonderful wife is a wild one. 

“She’s already cum once tonight. 

“Did you hear her panting like a dirty little slut in the garden?”

Katie giggled at his foul language.

She writhed as Will’s fingers drove deeper than before, the momentum building despite the conversation with her husband.

Katie stole a quick look at her humiliated partner, who was looking ahead with an expression that she could not read.

However a slight reddening of his cheeks told the true story.

Max’s verbal response took such a long time to arrive that Katie thought he was just ignoring Will’s goading.

Instead, he turned to face them both as they begun French kissing.

When he spoke, his voice oozed intent.

“Leach, I’m going to smash your fucking face in.

“Get your hands off my wife and let us out of here.

“Now.”

For several moments silence hung over the car, apart the occasional tell-tale sound as Will’s industrious fingers continued to pleasure her welcoming clitoris.

Then Katie threw her head back and laughed once more, illegal chemicals rushing through her system like wildfire.

Katie wiggled her hips to face Max, placing a hand on Will’s wrist to hold his fingers inside her as she moved position.

She wanted to look into her husband’s face as she spoke.

“No, my darling husband.

“That will not be happening, I can assure you that.

“I’m giving you exactly what you wanted, remember? 

“Having another man satisfy me is all you ever want to talk about in the bedroom.

“And now it is actually happening … while we talk, in fact.”

Katie’s voice quivered as she felt Will’s tongue press unexpectedly against her hot bud. 

As she was speaking to her husband, the younger man had slipped on to his knees in the spacious foot well of the Maserati and placed his head between her legs.

His tongue was strong and firm, lapping up her vagina with huge slurps. 

Katie could feel her hips began to instinctively rock in time with his attentions.

She leaned her head back, deep into Max’s lap as her breathing became more and more ragged with excitement.

Katie could feel Max’s cock was pushing up against his thin trousers, straining to be unleashed and pleasured.

She locked her eyes on Max again, looking upwards towards her partner.

“I’m fulfilling your fantasy.”

“Now perhaps he,” she nodded towards the teenager enthusiastically licking her pussy, “will do the same for me.

“Because you never wanted to.”


Chapter Nine

Will could barely believe his luck.

To think he had nearly missed all this.

He had not been invited to Larry’s party but, after being stood up by his high-maintenance girlfriend, had decided to gate-crash.

What a result.

Katie Sloan?

The hot wife of Max Sloan had been the envy of every male worker at his dad’s firm.

Her tight peachy ass. 

Those huge boobs. 

Her perfect skin.

She tasted divine too.

Will thought he may even cum in his newly purchased designer boxers as he continued to pleasure the married hottie.

It mattered not.

He had gallons of spunk in reserve.

Will was horny around the clock.

And, for some reason he could not quite yet fathom, Katie Sloan wanted him.

Judging by her randy and forthright behaviour, the blonde babe badly needed a real good fucking too.

He was only too happy to oblige her.

Will could hear Katie whispering to her husband as his tongue ceaselessly probed her most intimate regions.

They obviously had marital issues.

He was merely a pawn in their games.

He smiled to himself.

Right time, right place.

Max Sloan could threaten him all he wanted.

His wife thought differently.

She wanted Will.

And he was going to have her.

Time and time again, he was going to ravish this goddess until they were both sore and exhausted. 

A long night beckoned.

Will could barely wait.

That thought spurred him into action. 

He did not want to ruin yet another pair of expensive underwear.

No, that would be a waste.

The married couple continued to gaze at each other as Will moved on to his knees and dropped his trousers with a flick of his belt.

He placed two strong arms underneath Katie’s silky thighs and pulled the older woman closer towards him.

The movement made both of the Sloans look towards him, only now realising what he intended to do.

“Enjoy.”

He spoke calmly and confidently, blowing a kiss towards Katie as his dick plunged straight into her aroused pussy without a second glance.

Will did not bother to be tender. 

She was more than ready for him after the oral attention. 

He was right.

It did not take long for his penetrative strokes to bring her to orgasm once more.

Katie screamed, her head buried into her husband’s lap as the teenage cock ploughed deep inside of her.

Will grinned, delighted that his love-making skills were able to bring such pleasure to a beautiful older woman.

“We have arrived.”

If the chauffeur was enjoying the steamy show in the rear seat of the vehicle, his voice did not show it.

Will looked at the street outside. 

It was dark and raining.

“Get out, Max.” 

Will did not ask. 

It was a command.

He continued pounding his dick into Katie, who was struggling to regain her composure after her second orgasm.

“Katie?”

Max sounded uncertain but Katie was no longer listening to him.

She tried to reply but was unable to put together a cohesive response.

“I’ll … you ... oh fuck … this … is … so … fucking … great … I … see … tomorrow. 

“I’ll … urrghhh … ring.”

Her frenzied grunts of pleasure sent Will over the edge.

He could not hold back any more.

“Fuck it! 

“I’m cumming … NOW!”

His pace quickened, his balls slapping against Katie’s tight ass as he began spunking deep inside the writhing cougar under him.

Will continued to fuck Katie hard, enjoying her loud grunts of enjoyment as the back door to the car opened.

He looked up, the sweat from his recent exertions already running down from his brow and stinging his eyes.

Max had had enough.

He did not say another word to either of the lovers, closing the heavy car door behind him with a loud bang.

Looking down at the stunning married woman spread-eagled in front of him, Will leaned forward and pulled her dress open – exposing the wonderful tits he’d fantasized about ever since he had first met her.

Using one hand to grope his lover’s large nipples and continuing to rock in and out of her, Will used the car remote to draw down the electronic window.

“Maxy.”

He was several feet away with his back to the car. 

Max stopped but did not turn around.

“What?”

Will leaned forward and kissed Katie full on the mouth, savouring her wonderful taste before replying.

“Have a fun night.

“Don’t stay up too late.

“We’ll let you watch the full show … next time.”

He laughed and closed the window as the car moved away, leaving Max alone in the pouring rain.

**

To be continued….
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