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Night Visits

Once their kids have left the coop and headed off to university, a couple move to an old house in need of renovation. Andrew relishes the challenge of turning the run-down cottage into a perfect home. Lisa, however, can’t shake the spooky feeling of being watched. Nor can she ignore the cold spot on the stairs…

On their first night, Andrew acts out of character and takes her roughly. They’re both exhausted from the day’s physical exertions, and Lisa assumes his exuberance is due to the country air and goes along with it—though she’s a little annoyed next morning when he acts like nothing happened.

When Andrew repeats his behaviour the following night, Lisa’s ready for him. She makes the most of her husband’s renewed vigour, thoroughly enjoying the onslaught until she catches sight of his eyes. They’re not the warm blue eyes of her husband, but the cold dark eyes of a total stranger, whose passion is so intense there’s nothing she can do. Maybe it was a trick of the light…

It soon becomes evident that her husband is unaware of what’s happening every night, and Lisa continues to enjoy the ‘new’ Andrew. How can she be being unfaithful if it’s still her husband’s body?

But she should have known better than to try and control something she doesn’t understand, especially when there are workmen in the house…


Contents

───Ξ───

Night Visits

Chapter One

Chapter Two

Chapter Three

Chapter Four

Chapter Five

Chapter Six

ABOUT THE AUTHOR

ALSO BY DELORES SWALLOWS


Ψ

───Ξ───




Chapter One

“Well, do you still like it?” Andrew pulled Lisa through the gate and onto the driveway.

The cottage’s windows seemed dark against the pink evening sky. “It looks spooky in this light.”

He laughed. “No it doesn’t—it looks empty and neglected. We’re going to change that.”

Lisa glanced at Andrew, then back at the red-bricked detached house. “I still can’t believe you talked me into this.”

He laughed and pulled her further up the drive, rattling the keys the estate agent had given them. “The electricity’s being reconnected tomorrow, so let’s have a look inside while it’s still light.”

The front door needed a coat of paint, but the lock worked fine and the hinges didn’t creak when Andrew pushed it open, shoving the junk mail up against the wall.

Lisa sniffed the musty air. “It’s smaller than I remember from when we first saw it three months ago.”

“We always said we’d downsize once the kids left home.”

“They haven’t left home permanently, they’re away at university.”

Andrew smiled. “They’re not going to want to move back in with their boring old parents after three years of having the freedom of their own place.”

“We’re not old and boring.” She grinned. “Well, I’m not.” Lisa thought they’d aged pretty well. She still had a good figure, and being a natural blonde meant that her few grey hairs weren’t easily seen. Andrew had taken up running a couple of years back, and was probably fitter now than when they’d married. He was greying a little at the temples, and she found the few added wrinkles around his baby-blue eyes quite sexy.

The house had two reception rooms and a kitchen downstairs, with three bedrooms and a bathroom upstairs. The smallest bedroom was tiny, a seven by seven box room.

Andrew had already made plans. “This can be the office, and the second bedroom will do for a guest room, so the kids can come and stay.”

“Hmm, providing they visit one at a time.”

He laughed. “This place has got so much character, don’t you think?”

“Yeah, loads of character. It’s also got damp walls, a leaking roof, rotten windows, outdated plumbing and unsafe wiring.” Lisa was smiling—she knew how much this project meant to Andrew.

“We’ll work our way through them all. Come on—let’s remind ourselves how big the back garden is.”

As they made their way downstairs, Lisa shivered. She looked at the window, wondering if a pane of glass was missing, but Andrew ushered her along.

The garden was huge. Stepping out, she breathed in the clean air and loved, all over again, the view of the open fields and the distant hills of Snowdonia National Park. Although the house was set in a quaint rural village, the size of the plot—a third of an acre—had convinced them to buy. The grass was over a foot high and the flowerbeds were overgrown, but it was easy to see how fabulous it must have once been, and hopefully would be again.

They walked to the bottom of the garden and looked back at their new house. Andrew slipped his arm around her waist, and she leaned her head against his shoulder.

“Thanks for agreeing to this.” He kissed the top of her head.

“It’s a beautiful location.”

“Yeah, and the extra money from the sale of our old house will pay for the renovations.”

They were booked in at the local country inn for three nights. Most of their furniture was going into storage, but they’d be getting their settee, kitchen table and bed delivered here in a couple of days’ time. The work to repair the broken roof tiles and flashing around the chimney was starting soon, and the new windows were due to be fitted shortly after. By the end of the week, the structure should be at least water-tight.

Lisa turned, stood on tiptoe and kissed her husband on the lips. “I’m just glad your mid-life crisis came in the form of fixing up an old house, rather than finding yourself a mistress in her twenties.”

He winked. “That’s next year’s project.”

She slapped his arm. “Come on, take me back to the inn, buy me dinner and get me tipsy.”

“Are you going to abuse my body later?”

“Stop looking so hopeful. You’ll need all your energy tomorrow for working on this derelict slum you’ve talked me into buying.”

They walked back towards the house and Lisa couldn’t shake the feeling they were being watched. She looked at the neighbours’ houses on either side but couldn’t see anyone. As they walked through their new home, she felt a definite chill near the stairs. She shivered involuntarily and glanced up into the dark shadows of the stairway. “I think maybe the window at the top of the stairs needs fixing.”

“They all do.”

Andrew pulled the front door closed behind them and they walked hand in hand to their car.

* * * *

The house looked more welcoming in the bright morning sunshine. The flowerbeds were overgrown but contained enough wild flowers to give the garden a cheery feel. Dressed in old jeans and a t-shirt, Lisa emptied the kitchen cupboards and made a pile of junk at the side of the driveway. She planned to get the kitchen stripped and cleaned to make it usable until the structural repairs had been done and their new kitchen installed.

Andrew was ripping up the old carpets from the sitting rooms, using a sharp knife to cut them into strips he could carry outside.

Since the power had now been connected, Lisa put the kettle on, then walked upstairs to check the window on the landing. There was no missing pane. Nor was there any evidence of the draught she’d felt the previous night.

They drank their first cuppa sitting on the back doorstep looking out at their view. Their coffee-break was curtailed by the arrival of the skip, and soon they were back at their tasks. By the time they returned to the inn that night, both were exhausted but pleased with the progress they’d made. The kitchen and bathroom were now at least usable, and Andrew had revealed floorboards beneath the grim carpets which would be perfect once sanded.

On the following day, they cleared out the rest of the old furniture and scrubbed the floorboards and window in the second bedroom as best they could. They’d move into the main bedroom once it was decorated. The builder they’d hired to fix the roof turned up late in the afternoon. While he and Andrew discussed the scaffolding which would be delivered early next morning, Lisa made coffee.

The three of them sat at the rickety picnic bench on the weed-infested patio.

Lisa tried very hard to stare at the garden and not Derek the roofer, who seemed covered in wiry grey hair growing from everywhere except the top of his head. It protruded through rips in his old t-shirt, and there were even small tufts growing from his ears.

Taking a biscuit from the packet, Derek looked down the garden. “It’s a lovely spot.”

Andrew smiled contentedly. “Yeah, we were lucky to find it.”

“You’ve got some work ahead of you, though.”

This time, Lisa answered. “We knew that when we bought it, but we’ll get there.”

“I’m sure you will.” Derek stood and handed his empty cup to her. “Right, I’ll get off. The scaffolding lads will be here first thing, and we’ll be here to start the roof early afternoon once the scaffold’s in place.”

While her husband escorted the builder to his car, Lisa took the cups into the kitchen and rinsed them. She was delighted to see her husband so motivated about their new venture. For as long as she could remember, he’d put all his energy into his career. Although constantly thanked and congratulated on a job well done by his superiors, Andrew had recently been passed over for promotion for the second time in as many years. Accepting he wasn't destined for middle-management, he’d requested a sideways move into project management. As he’d explained to Lisa, the potential for large bonuses was reduced, but the new position meant there’d be much less business travel, with just the occasional trip to head office in London.

Lisa and Andrew spent another half hour doing little jobs, and then left for their final night staying at the inn. They’d be moving into their new home tomorrow.
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Chapter Two

By the time Andrew and Lisa arrived at their cottage, the scaffolders had put up the framed structure at the front, along both sides, and halfway up at the back. Their furniture arrived before lunchtime, and two of the scaffolders carried the settee from the van to the sitting room while Lisa and Andrew took the bed upstairs. Derek turned up with a younger version of himself—obviously his son—and Lisa was dispatched to the village shop for snacking supplies, and stuff for their dinner and breakfast next morning. By the time she returned, the scaffolders had left and Derek was working on the roof while his son ran up and down a ladder carrying tiles. It was almost six-thirty by the time Derek and his son left for the day.

Andrew announced he was going to find some wood in the garden and light a fire in the sitting room, and suggested Lisa take a bath. She wasn’t going to argue—she ached and felt sweaty. As she headed up the stairs she felt the cold draught she’d experienced on their earlier visit but ignored it; the new windows were being fitted soon.

As Lisa stepped into the piping-hot water, she again experienced the strange feeling of being watched. But the door was closed, and the window was frosted glass. She lay back in the bath, soothing her aching muscles.

Noticing the discoloured grout between the tiles around the bath, Lisa smiled as she imagined what her sister would make of their cottage. Leanne seemed to have developed a competitiveness as an adult which had never existed when the girls were younger. Once they’d both married, Lisa got the impression that Leanne was forever comparing their respective homes, cars, holiday destinations and clothes. No doubt the idea of Lisa and Andrew downsizing to a dilapidated cottage in the middle of nowhere would have put a huge smile on Leanne’s face.

After a good soak, Lisa redressed in cut-off jeans and one of Andrew’s t-shirts, not bothering with a bra.

She found her husband kneeling on the floor of the sitting room, adding more kindling to the fire burning in the grate.

He looked up at her, a dab of soot on his cheek. “The chimney probably needs sweeping.”

She nodded, running her fingers through his hair. “It’s lovely and cosy in here. You go get yourself cleaned up, I’ll make us a sandwich and a cuppa.”

Standing up, he lifted his phone from his pocket and grinned. “We may be living in a village, but the closest town is only four miles away. A Chinese banquet is being delivered in thirty minutes. I’ll get cleaned up, you open a bottle of wine.”

Lisa beamed. “Now that is a much better plan.”

A couple of hours later they were curled up on their couch by the fire, their stomachs full and wine bottle empty.

It was only a little after ten, but Lisa could hardly keep her eyes open. “I’m sorry, but I need to get some sleep.”

“Yeah, me too. You go up, I’ll check the doors and turn the lights off down here.”

Wearing only her panties, Lisa lay in bed. She hadn’t turned the bedroom light on because there were no curtains at the window, so there was only the light which spilled in from the landing, casting shadows around the unfamiliar room.

Andrew joined her. She felt his hand stroke her stomach before it slid up and cupped her breast. She was about to remind him how tired she was when he pinched her nipple, hard.

“Ow.”

Before she knew it, he’d climbed on top of her, his knee pushing her legs apart.

Lisa giggled. “I thought you were as tired as—”

He pulled her panties to one side.

She felt the head of his already-hard cock at her entrance. “Hey, slow down, I’m not ready for—”

Andrew forced himself in, stretching and hurting her because she wasn’t wet.

“Ow! Hey, take it easy.”

Her words went unheeded. He pounded into her, pushing in as deep as he could go with each thrust. She was surprised at the size of him; he was rock hard. She slid her arms up his back and held on to his shoulders as he took her. She bit her lip, grateful that her lubricating juices were beginning to flow. She preferred him to take her slow and gentle until she’d come, but she sensed there’d be little chance of that tonight. She didn’t know what had come over him—he seemed to be on a mission to push her through the mattress.

Though surprised by Andrew’s roughness, she intended getting the most out of it while she could. Tilting her hips slightly gave more friction on her clit, and within just a few seconds she felt the early tingles of an orgasm begin to stir.

As she wrapped her legs around his, Andrew raised himself up on straight arms and increased the ferocity of his thrusts.

In the darkness, Lisa could only see the outline of his head. “I’m going to come.”

He slammed into her harder. As the orgasm raked through her, lights flashed behind her tightly-closed eyelids. Andrew was shaking, his body hot and clammy. With a final shriek, he pushed in hard and held still.

Lisa felt his cock pulse and twitch inside and knew he was coming. She closed her eyes and held him tight, concentrating on the sensations. Any other time, she’d have been able to gyrate slowly on his softening cock and come again, but after tonight she was too sore. She pushed him out, and he rolled over onto his side of the bed, lying silently.

His stuff immediately began to ooze out of her battered sex. The crotch of her panties had moved back into place after he’d withdrawn, but it couldn’t prevent the mess seeping out. She slipped out of bed and went to the bathroom. She used a wad of tissue to dry herself, amazed at the amount of cum inside her. She needed another tissue, and then a third. Finally, she seemed to be clean. She washed her hands and returned to the bedroom. In the dark, she dropped her dirty panties into the laundry bag and found a clean pair. As she climbed back into bed she heard Andrew snoring. He was fast asleep, facing away from her.

Lisa lay in the dark waiting for sleep to take her. She ached from the physical work they’d done all day, and was tender from what they’d just done in bed. She was exhausted. Completely fucked, she thought with a wry smile.
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Chapter Three

Lisa was woken by bright sunlight streaming through the undraped window and loud birdsong from the garden. Andrew was still fast asleep beside her. She reached for her phone and checked the time: it was ten to six.

She lay there for another half-hour but couldn’t get back to sleep, so went to the bathroom. Andrew somehow managed to sleep through the sunshine, the birdsong and her getting showered and dressed. She headed downstairs and returned a few minutes later with two steaming mugs of coffee.

Placing both mugs on the floor, Lisa leaned on the bed and kissed her husband. “Hey. Rise and shine, sleepyhead.”

Andrew opened his eyes, blinked and smiled. “Good morning.” He slid his arms around her neck. “How was your first night’s sleep in our new home?”

She kissed him tenderly on the mouth. “Well, when you finally allowed me to sleep, it was fine.”

His brow furrowed. “Huh?”

Lisa laughed and dug her fingers into his ribs, making him squirm. “You know exactly what I mean, so don’t bother trying to play the innocent. I suppose it’s all the country air.”

Sitting up, Andrew rested his pillow against the headboard and leaned back against it.

Lisa passed him his drink and sat on the edge of the bed. “I’ll go and buy some curtains today—just something cheap and cheerful until we get proper ones.”

He sipped his coffee. “It may be easier to just buy a blackout blind for now.”

“That’s a good idea.” She rested her hand on top of the quilt and squeezed his thigh. She was still a little tender from last night’s sex, but couldn’t remember the last time he’d shown so much passion. Andrew hadn’t taken her like that in years—maybe ever. It had been as if—

“I’m starving.”

She laughed. “I’m not surprised. I’ve bought bacon and some bread rolls.”

He nodded enthusiastically. “Perfect. You’d better make quite a few, though. Derek said they’re going to make an early start today.”

Andrew joined her just as she was finishing the stack of bacon rolls. She passed him a glass of orange juice and was about to mention the intensity of his passion the previous night when the builders’ van pulled onto their drive.

Derek and his son made short work of the breakfast, leaving her with just one of the eight rolls she’d made.

Having cleared up, Lisa measured the bedroom window then headed for the closest DIY superstore.  She returned with a blind for the window, two bedside tables and two lamps. She’d also picked up three temporary clothes racks and a full-length mirror which had been in the sale. Lisa got a selection of fresh sandwiches and cakes from the local village store for lunch, which the builders helped them to eat.

The builders left around five. Andrew and Lisa worked on ’til after six, by which time they’d emptied the shed, fitted the blind, and arranged the new furniture. As a reward for another good day’s work, they ate at the local inn where they’d stayed earlier in the week.

Lisa bit her bottom lip as she read the menu. “I’m going to have vegetarian lasagne. What about you?”

“Steak pie and chips.”

She laughed. “What a surprise.” He’d chosen the same meal on each of the nights they’d stayed here.

“Derek reckons they’ll finish the roof tomorrow, and the windows-fitters should start either tomorrow or the day after.”

“We’re here for a break from the house. Tell me about your meeting in London.”

Andrew laughed. “Sorry, am I a bit caught up in it?”

Squeezing his hand, she shook her head. “It’s nice to see you with a spring in your step again.”

“Did I lose my spring?” His mock-frown made her smile.

She moved her foot against his leg, rubbing gently. “Not with me or the kids, but I could tell you weren’t your usual happy self.”

He nodded, took a sip of beer. “I’m enjoying the project side of things. It’s more straightforward, and I only have to deal with the people who work for us, not the customers who expect their backs scratched and their egos stroked while insisting on paying bottom-dollar for the product.”

“Yeah, I can imagine. So, who’s the manager you have to meet in London?”

“The guy’s name’s Ted Robinson. I’ve spoken to him on the phone a couple of times, and we’ve both attended the same video-meetings a few times. He seems a nice guy, and others in the department speak highly of him. I’m sure he’ll be good to work for.”

Over dinner they chatted about visiting their kids at university, and briefly touched on what sort of plants they’d like in their garden.

Lisa checked her watch. “I don’t know about you, but I’m knackered.”

Andrew nodded, and they left well before ten.

Lisa headed up to bed as soon as they got back and felt the now-familiar chill at the top of the stairs. She shook her head, not sure what she’d do if the new windows didn’t cure the draught. She closed the blind and turned on the small bedside lamps, pleased with how cosy the bedroom looked. As Andrew came upstairs, she took off her blouse. She was facing the bed when he approached from behind. His hands slid up her legs and under her skirt; they gripped the waistband of her panties and pulled them down.

She sighed. “Don’t even think about it.”

Andrew dropped to his knees and rolled the panties all the way down to her ankles, pulling them over her feet one at a time. Then he pushed her feet apart and bent her forwards until her hands rested on the bed.

Lisa laughed. “Hey, I hope you’re not really expecting—”

He bent his knees and pushed into her in one fluid movement, making her yelp. He was incredibly hard again, and his entry had been painful.

“Andrew, stop treating me like—”

He reached round and pinched her nipples through her bra, causing her to cry out again. His hands moved to her hips, his fingers digging in while he pounded her from behind, each thrust going deep and hurting her.

“Stop pushing in so far... What happened to foreplay?”

Andrew reached round and placed his fingers on either side of her clit, tracing circles around her quickly-swelling nub.

Lisa let out a sigh as he continued his assault from behind. Something about living here was having an effect on his manhood. She’d never felt so filled before—he seemed longer and thicker that she could ever remember. A moan escaped her lips, which provoked him to fuck her even harder.

“Ow! Andrew, slow down and let me… catch…”

She lost the will to argue as he maintained the long, deep thrusts with his cock, his fingers moving faster around her clit, sending her tumbling into an orgasm.

“Oh God. Oh fuck. Oh...” Her legs began to shake; she could no longer hold herself up on her arms. The force of his thrusts pushed her over onto the bed, and he followed her down, banging her from behind, pressing down on her back.

“Hey, hey. Let me turn over.”

As he pulled out, she rolled onto her back and spread her legs. He immediately re-entered and started fucking her with long, slow thrusts.

“Ooh, that’s better. Fuck me like this for a while.”

Andrew’s eyes were closed. She ran her hands over his arms and shoulders. He must have stripped on the landing, because he was completely naked.

Lisa closed her eyes, concentrating on the sensations emanating from her core and spreading throughout. Her body seemed to be reacting to the thickness and length of his cock.

“I’m going to come again. Can you come with me?” She opened her eyes and stroked his face. “See if you can come at the same time. I want us to—”

The words stuck in her throat. A coldness seized her. Her husband was looking down at her, but the eyes she stared into were not Andrew’s. These were dark, almost black. Lisa wanted to scream and push him off, but her body betrayed her. To her utter embarrassment, the second orgasm surged through her, making her entire body shudder. Her toes curled, her eyes closed and worst of all, she let out a long whimper of pleasure. Keeping her eyes closed, she rode out the storm coursing through her.

The cock kept sliding slowly in and out, going deep and stretching her. It felt wonderful, but she was afraid to open her eyes. She wanted to believe she’d been mistaken, that she’d been seeing things. But she instinctively knew that wasn’t the case. When the orgasm had finally passed, Lisa slowly opened her eyes.

The dark eyes still stared down at her.

“Who are you?” Her voice sounded small, like a child’s.

Andrew’s lips drew back into a smile, and he increased the pace of his thrusting.

“Please, don’t…” She swallowed. “What do you want?”

He smiled again, looked down at her body and pushed his cock in deeper.

Lisa shook her head. “No…”

The smile broadened, and the force of his lunges intensified.

“Ahh…” Lisa couldn’t supress a moan.

He threw his head back and held still. Lisa felt his cock swell and pulse as he unloaded inside her. She could sense each spurt, the heat of it a stark contrast to the coldness that gripped her. She closed her eyes, unable to do anything except lie there while he used her like a doll.

As soon as he withdrew and rolled off, Lisa jumped up and ran for the bathroom. Before she’d got halfway down the landing she could feel his stuff seeping out of her. She locked the door and stood with her legs open, watching in horror as globs of cum ran out of her and dripped on the old lino flooring. She clenched and squeezed herself, amazed at the volume. 

Shaking with fear, she fumbled off her bra and skirt, hung them over the edge of the bath and sat on the loo to clean herself. Once she’d also cleaned the mess on the floor, she leant in the bathroom doorway, unsure of what to do next. She thought back to the previous night. Andrew had never acted this way, except for the two nights they’d been in this house.

In the bedroom, the bedside lights still glowed. She stopped on the landing and peered in; Andrew was still in bed. Quietly, she took a t-shirt from the clothes rack and a pair of panties from the shelf at the bottom. As she slid them on, Andrew turned towards her. Her heart drummed in her chest and she held her breath.

He sat up in bed, looking concerned. “Hi. Where’d you go?”

She exhaled, relieved to see his own blue eyes looking at her. “I needed the loo. I didn’t mean to wake you, sorry.” She climbed into bed beside him, wondering whether to ask if he had any memory of what had just happened. “Andrew?”

“Hmm?”

“Do you feel okay? Just before I got up, you were rambling in your sleep. Did you have a dream or anything?”

Andrew raised his eyebrows, looking puzzled. “Not that I know of.”

“And do you feel okay now?”

“I feel fine.” He smiled, slid his arm around her shoulder. “You’ve done wonders with this room—it looks really homely. Tomorrow I’ll start stripping the wallpaper and sanding the skirting boards in the main bedroom.”

“Yeah, okay.” What could she say? I’d rather we sold it and moved to another house.

They turned the lights off and when Andrew kissed the top of her head, Lisa tensed for a moment, wondering if the thing was back. But then he rested his head on his pillow and soon fell asleep. She lay in the dark wondering what was going to happen next, and if there was anything she could do about it.
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Lisa didn’t wake until Andrew opened the blind, a mug of coffee in his hand. She blinked and sat, forcing herself to smile. “What time is it?”

He handed her the cup. “Ten to nine. Obviously the blind kept the sun out, which helped you catch up on your sleep.”

Lisa nodded. She hadn't managed to get to sleep until the small hours, but she kept that to herself.

“Derek’s here on his own today but assures me he’ll be finished by lunchtime. The guys will be dismantling the scaffold later. He’s asked if I can pay in cash, so I’ll nip down to the bank and get it.”

“Okay.”

There were no concerns about being left in the house during the daytime; everything that had happened had always been at night. Lying in bed last night, she’d remembered experiencing that feeling of being watched. Also, she only seemed to notice the coldness on the stairs at night.

By the time she was showered and dressed, Andrew had already gone. She made herself toast and tea, then went out to offer Derek the same. He smiled down from his scaffold, nodding enthusiastically.

Lisa took her breakfast out to the picnic bench, still struggling to grasp all that had happened. She was frightened, and ashamed for enjoying the sex she’d experienced since moving here. Technically, she’d only slept with Andrew—maybe not her Andrew—but it was still her husband who was giving her mind-blowing sex. It was his body, though he undeniably became bigger and harder when being used by whatever was in their house.

She paused, her cup almost at her lips. Andrew wasn’t being used, he was being possessed. Something was taking control of his body and then using hers for its own gratification. And she’d allowed it; enjoyed it. She’d spread her legs and let that thing use her. She’d even climaxed after realising something else was possessing Andrew—what did that make her?

“Hiya.”

Lisa jolted to see Andrew at the backdoor. “Hey.” She tried to smile.

“I’m going to have a cuppa, do you want a top-up?”

“No thanks.”

As he ducked back inside, Lisa looked up at the window on the landing. There was nothing there, as she’d expected.

* * * *

Derek tucked the £700 pounds into his back pocket and shook Andrew’s hand. “I’m sure you’ll have no more leaks, but give me a call if you need anything.”

“Thanks.” Andrew slipped his arm around Lisa’s waist as they watched the builders’ truck reverse off the drive.

Lisa looked up at her husband. “We’re getting our clothes delivered this afternoon, right?” She was getting low on underwear, and the washing machine wasn’t being plumbed in until the following week.

“Yeah, sometime after two. Right, I’ll go back to stripping in the bedroom.” He smiled at his unintended double entendre. “If you know what I mean.”

She laughed, a little uneasy. She was torn between telling him about what had happened, or waiting to see if it stopped. Did she actually want it to stop? How could she even begin to explain?

It was after eight by the time they next properly spoke, over pizza, watching the sun go down over the distant hills from the comfort of their living room. She slumped on the sofa while he sat on the floor, by her feet. 

Andrew smiled. “Mmm, this is quite romantic, don’t you think?”

Lisa nodded, a little apprehensive. “Yeah.”

Andrew stroked her feet, then his hands moved up to her ankles and calves. “Maybe we should christen our new house…”

Her throat constricted slightly; as far as he knew, they hadn’t made love since their first night at the country inn, almost a week ago.

He knelt up and eased her knees apart, moving between them so he could kiss her neck. She felt his breath, closed her eyes and sighed. “Andrew?”

He pulled back and smiled at her, blue eyes sparkling in the firelight. “Hmm?”

She shook her head and lay back. He gently removed her shorts and panties and spent a long time stroking her legs with his fingertips. Then he pulled off her t-shirt and bra and gently kissed her breasts, teasing her nipples with his tongue.

As he unzipped his jeans, Lisa stared into his face, watching his eyes. They remained blue. Sliding himself inside her, he was gentle, his cock its usual size. His love-making was tender. Lisa stroked his chest as he slowly made love to her. She started moving with him, following their own regular technique, Andrew bringing her to climax before speeding up afterwards to reach his own.

She closed her eyes feeling the tell-tale tingling deep inside, sighing as the orgasm washed gently through her body. She raised her hips off the seat and starting rocking with him, letting out quiet moans as his thrusts became faster, more urgent. Opening her eyes, she saw him watching her, his blue eyes unfocussed. He was close to his own release.

“I love you,” she blurted.

Andrew smiled, pushed in a little harder, then closed his eyes and she knew he was coming. She entwined her fingers with his, squeezed his hands as he enjoyed his own release.

When her husband opened his eyes, Lisa smiled, relieved to see that he was still him. They cuddled for about half an hour in their afterglow. A thought niggled, though; she’d enjoyed their love-making, but the experience hadn’t taken her to the heights of the other sessions while in this house.

The fire burned itself out and they decided to have an early night. Lisa carried her clothes upstairs and felt goosebumps raise on her neck as she passed through the coldness near the top. She dropped her clothes on the bathroom floor and ran the shower while she wiped her sex. As expected, it was only the usual amount of mess.

Stepping into the shower, she closed her eyes and enjoyed the hot water running over her body. Suddenly the shower door opened, and Andrew stepped in with her. Dark eyes stared at her, then he pushed her back against the tiles, making her cry out in surprise.

Before she could speak, he gripped her waist and lifted her off the floor, pushing her back against the cold hard wall, his knee forcing her legs open. His cock stood out, proud, hard and huge. He sneered as he guided it to her entrance.

Lisa stared into his face, heart pounding in her chest. Though frightened, moisture flooded her sex. Despite his sick smile, she raised her legs and wrapped them around his waist. He pushed himself inside and she let out a grateful moan, supporting herself with her arms wrapped around his neck.

He pushed up into her so deep it hurt, the force of the thrust scraping her back painfully against the tiles. He slammed into her again.

She groaned her appreciation. “Fuck me harder.”

He mauled her breasts and pinched her nipples. She scratched his back and bit into his shoulder. The water poured down on them as they fucked with abandon. Lisa came twice before he finally let out a growl and emptied inside her. He held her up off the floor and she rocked herself on his cock, but was too sensitive and sore to come again.

Finally, he lowered her and stepped out of the shower. Once he’d left the bathroom, Lisa took down the showerhead and hosed his mess from her thighs and sex, watching it all swirl—immiscible with the water—and disappear down the drain. By the time she got into bed, Andrew was fast asleep.

───Ξ───
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Chapter Five

The window fitters arrived shortly after eight while Lisa ate scrambled eggs at the kitchen table. They were two good-looking guys, both somewhere in their twenties.

“Tea or coffee?” she heard Andrew ask. A couple of minutes later he came into the kitchen and put the kettle on.

She looked up. “I can get their drinks if you tell me the order.”

He bent over her chair, kissed her on the cheek. “Finish your breakfast, I’ll do it.”

She nodded, wondering if he was being more considerate because they’d made love last night. If only he knew what sort of sex we’d had afterwards. And the previous two nights.

Guilt lingered, but she kept reminding herself that she wasn’t being unfaithful. It was her husband’s body using her every night.

While the men removed the main bedroom window, Lisa did the weekly shop, vowing next week’s would be an on-line order. By the time she got back, all of the upstairs windows had been removed, making the house look even more desolate, and the window-fitters’ van wasn’t around.

Andrew approached, looking worried. “There’s a bit of a problem.”

“Oh?” Had one of the men sensed something strange and refused to work in the house?

“Apparently the lintels are rotted through. They’ve had to go to the builders’ merchants to buy new ones.”

Lisa let out a relieved sigh. “Are they expensive?”

“Not particularly, but they can’t fit the windows ’til tomorrow. They need to cement the new lintels in place and let that dry before fitting the windows.”

“So we’ll have to sleep with a hole in the wall?”

Andrew laughed. “No, we’ll sleep in the sitting room. I’ll carry the mattress down later. Maybe we can light a fire and repeat last night’s performance…”

Under normal circumstances, she would have laughed and slapped his arm.

The lads had fitted the new lintels and then left. Lisa and Andrew made up the bed on the sitting room floor, made a stir-fry and adjourned to the sitting room. After chatting by the fire for a couple of hours, it was time for bed.

She darted upstairs for the toothbrushes and noticed the cold spot on the stairs, even with all the upstairs windows removed. Having brushed her teeth at the kitchen sink, she went through to the sitting room and found Andrew already under the covers in their makeshift bed. She stripped to her panties and slid in beside him. Lying side by side, they watched the flickering shadows dance on the walls as the fire burned.

Andrew stroked her arm, then slid his arm around her shoulders. “This place is perfect, don’t you think?”

Lisa thought about the sex she’d been enjoying, the guilt and trepidation making her shiver slightly. “Yeah, it’s great.”

Long after Andrew had started snoring, Lisa watched the flickering embers die in the fireplace. She didn’t know why the change in Andrew hadn’t happened tonight, and she hated herself a little for feeling disappointed. Whatever it was that brought out the beast in him was also bringing out the slut in her.

* * * *

The following day seemed to go much smoother for the window fitters. Everything upstairs was finished within the first couple of hours, and the downstairs lintels were fine, so by the end of the day the house had new windows throughout. The fitters informed Andrew they’d return to finish sealing around the frames.

After they’d left and Andrew had gone back to sanding the main bedroom skirting boards, Lisa became increasingly aware of a tingling deep in her stomach. Shame hit. She was hoping for another visit from whatever it was that possessed Andrew.

How can I be so selfish?

Unable to concentrate on her website search for soft furnishings, Lisa closed down her laptop, snapped off the lights and headed upstairs. At the top step, the coldness seemed more noticeable than ever. A shiver ran down her spine and her nipples puckered.

Hearing water draining from the bath, she made her way to the bedroom and quickly stripped. Standing naked by the foot of the bed, Lisa placed her feet a pace apart and rested her hands on her hips, waiting for him. Her heart raced. Juices flooded her sex.

The bathroom door opened and as Andrew moved onto the landing, he stopped dead in his tracks and stared, his eyes huge and blue. Very blue.

Shit.

He smiled, obviously happy with what he saw.

A thought occurred to her. The coldness on the stairs… Andrew has never mentioned it.

“Hey you,” Lisa said in her flirtiest voice. “Would you do me a favour before you come to bed?”

“Sure.”

“Would you make sure I’ve closed the backdoor? I can’t remember doing it.”

Andrew grinned. Wearing just a towel around his waist, he headed down the stairs.

Lisa sat on the edge of the bed and waited to see if her theory was right: Andrew had only ever remained Andrew when he’d come upstairs for the last time before twilight. Last night they’d slept downstairs; tonight Andrew had worked in the bedroom, then gone straight for a bath. By sending him downstairs, Lisa hoped to allow whatever was in the house to possess her husband. Jesus, what does that make me?

His footsteps sounded on the stairs. As he turned the corner and headed along the landing, she saw the bulge beneath the towel.

He paused in the doorway, black eyes smiling with triumph.

Her feet still on the floor, Lisa spread her legs and lay back on the bed. The changed Andrew strode the three steps into the room and dropped to his knees. He lowered his face between her legs and scraped his teeth over her clit.

She shivered and couldn’t suppress the moan which escaped her throat. She raised her head to look down at him.

Black eyes watched her as his tongue moved over her outer lips.

Her hips started to rise and fall as she clenched and unclenched her buttocks. She felt his tongue push into her…

Fuck!

His tongue wasn’t normal—it was huge. It was thick, cylindrical and long. She remembered a trip to a zoo when the kids were younger, and they’d been allowed to feed the giraffes. Their tongues had reached out for almost twelve inches and wrapped around the twigs, stripping leaves off the branches. Andrew’s tongue felt as big as a giraffe’s.

It pushed into her, filling her with a warm wetness, firm yet soft. As it moved in slow circles, caressing her inner walls, she groaned. The movement of the tongue sped up, the tip prodding and stimulating her in a way she’d never thought possible. It pushed against her g-spot and she squealed, pushing down with her feet, raising her buttocks off the bed.

Not-Andrew immediately slid his hand beneath her, inserting a finger all the way into her anus. Lisa screamed, coming harder than she’d ever done in her life. Gripping his hair, she rocked herself against his face, her clit grinding against his nose.

He continued to rotate his tongue, going faster and faster until she feared she would faint from the pleasure.

“Oh God, oh God, oh God…”

Her legs shook as she squeezed her eyes shut. She didn’t want it to end, but she couldn’t stand it any longer. “No, no, please. Stop. Stop.”

He sat back on his haunches, smiling broadly.

“I’ve never…” She was breathless, panting like she’d just ran a marathon.

He stood up and dropped the towel. His huge cock was engorged, the tip a dark purple.

Lisa stared at it, then looked up into his face. Her husband’s face, but not her husband’s eyes. And it wasn’t her husband’s cock. She spread her legs wide.

Leaving his feet on the floor, he bent forward and guided his cock to her entrance, then loomed over her with a hand resting either side of her on the bed. He slammed into her with a force that shoved her further up the bed.

“Argh!”

He sneered, seemingly happy at her discomfort. He slammed again, the domed head of his huge cock pushing painfully against her cervix.

Lisa stared into his black eyes and gritted her teeth. She was angry—at him for being so brutal, and at herself for allowing it. Wanting it. “Fuck me, you bastard. Fucking fuck me with that—”

He jack-hammered his hips and with each thrust, she squealed as her upper body bounced off the mattress.

The pounding seemed endless, and Lisa came a second time, caught between pleasure and pain. Suddenly, he stopped pounding and withdrew.

Opening her eyes, she saw him standing at the foot of the bed with a pained expression. He gripped his cock—slick with her juices—and a huge jet of white erupted from him, the thick rope of jism almost two feet long. It landed on her belly and chest with an audible splash. She blinked, amazed, as a second long spurt followed, landing slightly to one side of the first. The thick, viscous cream dribbled down her sides, cooling her skin.

A final great dollop splattered on her tummy. She remembered how much cleaning up she’d needed to do after each previous encounter, but it wasn’t until now that she understood why. The sheer volume of cum he’d produced was remarkable. He was still dribbling his last remnants into her pubic hair.

Worrying about explaining the mess to Andrew when he became himself again, Lisa grabbed his towel and headed for the bathroom.

In the shower, Lisa thought back to what she’d just been through. The tongue had been like nothing she’d ever dreamed of—probably the most amazing sexual experience of her life. The intercourse afterwards was characteristic of the thing’s style—rough and hard, almost animalistic. But she’d evidently enjoyed it, because her body had responded in a way she’d never known it to before.

His orgasm was something else—not particularly a good thing because of the practicalities of cleaning herself up afterwards. But the tongue… She definitely wanted to feel that inside her again.

Once dry, she turned off the lights and joined her sleeping husband in bed.

───Ξ───
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Chapter Six

The window-fitters phoned early to say they wouldn’t be able to return to seal the windows until later, or possibly the next day. Andrew told them it wasn’t a problem. He explained he wouldn’t be around much of either day because of a morning meeting in London, for which he’d have to stay overnight, but Lisa would be there to let them in.

Andrew suggested having a coffee in the garden before leaving for the station. He smiled as he looked at the back of their house. “It’s looking so much better already, and we’ve not had the keys for a week, yet.”

Lisa nodded. “It’s looking a lot less forlorn than the first night.”

He turned his gaze to the garden. “I think I’ll buy a new lawnmower and cut the grass at the weekend.”

“Maybe we should just pay somebody to do the first cut, since it looks like you’d need a combine harvester rather than a mower.”

He raised his eyebrows. “Good idea. Means I’ll be able to concentrate on getting the master bedroom finished.”

As she pulled into Chester station, he laid a light hand on hers. “Will you be okay in the house on your own?”

Lisa turned, surprised. “What do you mean?”

Andrew shrugged. “I mean you haven’t stayed in the house alone before. It’s not like we know any of the neighbours yet.”

“I’ll be fine.” Without Andrew there, she’d probably get the best night’s sleep she’d had since they’d moved in. “What about you—where have they booked you into this time?”

“The B&B near Covent Garden tube station. The rooms are a bit dated, but the breakfasts are fantastic.”

She laughed. “And since you’re a man, the quality of the breakfast is far more important than the state of the décor.”

“Exactly.”

They kissed briefly before Andrew walked into the station and she drove towards home. As she pulled back onto their drive, she admired the new windows. The place was definitely looking more like a home. She walked into the house and went straight to the kitchen, grabbed a beer from the fridge and took it to the back garden, where she sat at the picnic table and enjoyed the view of the sun starting to set over the distant hills.

Beer finished, Lisa headed back inside, locking the backdoor behind her. As she placed the bottle in the recycling bin, someone knocked on the front door. Opening up, she found the two window-fitters smiling at her.

“Hi, sorry we’re so late. Would it be okay if we sealed round the windows now?”

Lisa stepped back into the hall to let them in. “Yeah, of course. You’re working late.”

One of them nodded. “We had to repair a shop window after a break-in, and it’s taken all day. If we finish up here tonight, we can start the next job tomorrow as planned.”

She smiled, impressed by their dedication. Which windows still need sealing?”

“Just the downstairs ones.”

“Okay, I’ll leave you to it.” She headed up the stairs without a thought, but as soon as she reached the cold-spot she started to feel light-headed. She gripped the bannister, worried she’d fall backwards down the stairs. She started to black out, her vision getting blurred before she finally lost consciousness…

Slowly, light seeped in round the edges of the blackness and she saw she was in her bedroom. She looked round; nobody else was there. She didn’t understand how she’d got here… Had the workmen helped her?

Her eyes fell on the full-length mirror leaning against one wall, and she frowned. She was dressed in a short skirt that she hadn’t worn in about fifteen years, and a tight white vest top which showed she wasn’t wearing a bra, her nipples clearly visible. Her legs and feet were bare. But the thing that bothered her the most was her eyes. They were dark, almost black. She saw her face smile, heard a cackle inside her head.

Oh no…

She found herself at the top of the stairs, saw her reflection in the dark window pane.

“Guys, could you come up and have a look at this, please?”

She saw the men appear in the hallway, saw their expressions at the sight of her. What must they be thinking? Lisa felt her face crease into a smile, and became aware she was rubbing her legs together seductively as the men climbed the stairs. Darkness descended, but without the faintness.

Lisa floated back, as if still in a dream. She heard men whispering encouragement and a woman moaning in ecstasy. She opened her eyes and looked down at a hairless chest, the stomach flat and well-toned. The guy’s cock, covered in saliva, was sticking up towards her face. Her saliva. She’d been sucking his cock. Now she was gripping it, pumping it slowly with her hand. Glancing to the side, she saw herself in the mirror, on the bed between the two workmen. The one behind her was taking her doggy-style. The woman she’d heard moaning was herself. Lisa heard a cackling inside her head. She closed her eyes and all sensation disappeared.

Sometime later she became aware of things again. She watched herself in the mirror straddling one of the workmen, moving up and down quickly on his cock. The other man knelt on the bed at her side, his cock in her mouth. Lisa could taste her own juices on the cock, and it was relatively soft. Without understanding how she knew, she was sure the guy had already come once, and she was getting him hard so he could do it again. In the mirror, she saw her breasts being groped as she bounced on the guy beneath her, then it all faded to nothing…

* * * *

Lisa woke with the sun shining in through the bedroom window. She was in bed alone. She looked around in a state of panic. She remembered seeing her reflection, the black eyes. Then she remembered–

Shit!

She ran her hand down her body; she was naked. Cupping fingers between her legs, she felt sticky residue and knew what it was.

She pulled her hair, enraged, and glared at the mirror.  “You fucking bastard!”

Sitting up in bed with tears flowing freely down her cheeks, Lisa was distraught. How could she have been so selfish? How could she have been stupid enough to think it was just a bit of harmless fun? Who in their right mind would willingly let their husband become possessed as a means to getting a better sex-life?

Perhaps she’d thought she could control things. By sending Andrew down to check the back door, Lisa had purposely given whatever was in their house the opportunity to take over his body so that she could give herself to it again. But her own naiveté had allowed the entity to take over her body and do whatever it pleased.

The bastard let me see flashes of what I was doing to punish me. The sick laughter she’d heard was the thing mocking her.

All Lisa’s attempts at justifying her behaviour by telling herself she wasn’t being unfaithful because it was still Andrew’s body sounded so hollow to her, now. Last night she had been unfaithful. She’d offered herself to two men who were half her age, and God knows what she’d gotten them to do to her. This thing couldn’t be controlled, or trusted.

Lisa checked herself all over, fearful of finding tell-tale marks on her body from whatever had occurred last night. Then she showered, washing away the evidence of her adultery. Once dressed in jeans and a clean blouse, she walked downstairs.

She made herself tea and toast, and took them outside to have breakfast in the garden. She had a fresh, horrible thought: What happens when the kids come to stay?

After she’d eaten, Lisa put the breakfast detritus in the kitchen sink, grabbed a tea-towel and stuffed the end of it deep inside the toaster. After closing all the windows and opening all the internal doors, Lisa depressed the button to start the toaster. She left the house and drove away.

* * * *

Five hours passed before she returned. Nearing the village church, she heard the fire engines and saw the smoke. She couldn’t park close to the house, so she pulled into the verge a hundred yards short and walked the rest of the way, a coldness in the pit of her stomach.

There were several people standing on the pavement outside her house. Someone pointed at her, and a policeman headed in her direction.

“Excuse me, madam, is this your house?”

Lisa nodded, her eyes fixed on the upstairs window.

“Was there anybody else in the property?” He sounded concerned.

“No.” She felt guilty and stupid for what she’d done. What if a fireman had been hurt trying to check nobody was trapped inside? “My husband’s in London on business, and my children are at university.”

The policeman nodded, relieved. “That’s good news, but I’m afraid your house has suffered extensive damage.”

One of the firemen approached, looking gloomy. “I’m afraid by the time we got here, the fire had taken control. Old places like this, they’re like kindling.”

“Can you tell yet what happened?” Lisa bit her lip.

He shook his head, shrugged. “Too early to say. Have you been here long?”

“We only moved in this week. We’d fixed the roof and just had new windows…” Tears filled her eyes and ran down her cheeks imagining Andrew’s shock and upset; buying this house had meant so much to him.

“What about the electrics?” he asked.

“They were going to be done next.”

The fireman glanced back at the house—the roof still smoking, all the new windows now shattered and blackened. He put a consoling hand on her shoulder. “I’m sorry, love.” He turned and headed back towards the rest of his crew, who were beginning to pack up their gear.

The policeman cleared his throat. “Is there anyone you want me to call?”

Lisa wiped her face with her sleeve. “I’m okay, thanks. I’ll phone my husband, he’ll come home early.”

* * * *

As the sun set behind the hills of Snowdonia, Andrew slipped his arm around his wife’s shoulder. They were looking at the burnt-out shell from the gate.

Lisa sighed. “I’m sorry. I know how much this house meant to you.”

“I’m just glad you weren’t in there.” He looked down at her, his eyes wide. “It could have started in the night, you know, while you were asleep. The smoke would’ve…” He slid his fingers through her hair. “The house means nothing compared to you.”

She smiled and sobbed at the same time.

“Hey, come on. No tears now.” Hugging her close, he kissed her forehead. “We can build a brand new house—meet with an architect to get it exactly how we want it.”

Lisa glanced up at the empty window at the top of the stairs, and she shivered at a new thought; whatever it was, it only appeared at night. What if she hadn’t managed to destroy it?

He rubbed her arms, as if he thought she was cold.

“Not here, though.” She looked up into his eyes. “Let’s not build our new house here.”

He looked puzzled, then slowly nodded in agreement. “Okay. We can build it anywhere you want.”

Lisa stood on tiptoe and kissed his cheek. “Come on, I’ve booked us a room at the inn. You can have steak pie and chips. Again.”

Andrew laughed and they walked to their car arm-in-arm. Lisa avoided looking back as they drove away.

THE END
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A Hotwife’s Journey

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

She’s fucked someone.

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

He swallowed.

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

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

Nigel ached for her.
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After her husband’s open invitation to become a hotwife, Karen enjoys a variety of surprises and adventures that are hotter than any wife could wish for.

This collection covers her entire journey.

Karen’s Open Invitation

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

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

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

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

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

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

Karen’s Party Surprise

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

Their sex-life is better than ever.

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

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

Karen’s Holiday Adventures

Life keeps getting better and better for Nigel. His long-held wife-sharing fantasy is now his reality, and he couldn’t be happier.

Or at least that's what he thinks until his wife reveals her plans for a break.

Their daughters are going away with their cousin’s family, so Karen books a holiday for the two of them—on a Caribbean island. What’s more, she promises to make it a fun-filled week where nothing is off-limits.

Under the hot tropical sun of St Lucia, Nigel learns just how hot his hotwife can be.

He’s shocked by the diversity of her sexual appetite, but then she did promise him an ‘anything goes’ holiday adventure…

A Hotwife’s Journey is available from Amazon.
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Extramarital Pursuits

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

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

Harry did so, taking at least ten shots.

“And now shoot a video,” she ordered.

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

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

Operation Cuckold 

Harry’s having problems rising to the occasion and discovers Michelle’s been using porn to help take care of things herself. He suggests she lives out her fantasy of a one-night stand, but is shocked by how much he gets out of it. As they repeat the experience with other men, pretty soon neither can stand the idea of going back to what they had before, even though Michelle pushes Harry right out of his comfort zone. 


A cuck and bull story about a very happy hotwife. 

Stag Nights 

Harry and Michelle are now fully entrenched in their new wife-sharing lifestyle. Michelle is proving to be one of the hottest hotwives around, with bulls waiting in line to take turns. Literally. As Michelle gets more of what she craves, she pushes Harry further into the role of the cuckold and he’s presented with situations he finds hard to accept. Things look like they might be going awry until a helpful bull called Ben explains that not all wife-sharing husbands need to be cucks... 

Unleashing the Bull 

When Josh’s ex-girlfriend asks to meet for coffee, his hopes that they might get back together are crushed by news of her whirlwind romance and marriage. He offers his congratulations through gritted teeth, still besotted enough to agree to meet her again just days later. This time, Olivia’s more provocative, more flirtatious, and she tells him exactly what part of him she misses the most. Caught up in a rush of emotions which steamroll over his morals, he goes back to her upmarket townhouse and indulges in what he’s been missing. Her behaviour—coarser, sluttier—puzzles him, but that doesn’t stop him going back for more. And then she tells him that her husband wants to meet him. Josh is stunned to find that her husband is a cuckold who actively encourages their liaisons. Hotwife Olivia, with her husband’s help, convinces Josh that he has the physical attributes and stamina to service not just her, but several of her friends. Rising to the challenge, he becomes Ben the Bull, and loves every minute of it. As he explains to a friend, his life is full of dates with gorgeous women interested in having hot, dirty sex and nothing more. 


Surely, no red-blooded man could want for anything more than that…? 

Extramarital Pursuits is available from Amazon. 
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