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Chapter 1
I’d been married for ten years - happily married, I might add - so when all this happened, it was completely out of the blue. A real eye-opener in more ways than one.
Becky was a wonderful wife. Raven-haired, sexy and long-legged, she was still as sexy now as when we first met, ten years ago. We had two kids of our own, a boy and girl aged eight and four. And then there was Dawn.
She was Becky’s daughter from her previous relationship. I say relationship, it was more of a brief fling - the dad hadn’t stuck around or been in touch since Dawn was tiny. She was eighteen now but I’d helped raise her since she was a little girl and always tried to treat her as if she was my own, even if there wasn’t quite the same bond that existed between me and my two children.
Dawn was the opposite to Becky in looks. She was shorter, bustier and curvier with long, blonde curls and got plenty of attention from boys all the way through school and college. Luckily she had always been choosy with boyfriends and had only ever had two to speak of, the latest being a lovely young lad called Ryan who she met at her evening job at the local pub, and who she had been seeing now for a few months. They seemed very sweet on each other and looked nice together.
We’d had ‘the talk’ with her several years ago, and Dawn had told us rather shyly that if and when she was ready to sleep with someone, she would be careful and we believed her. Although she was very pretty and had the sort of figure to turn heads, she never really seemed to believe it herself and would dress conservatively on the whole, so as not to attract attention. Becky told me that Dawn once told her that men staring at her made her feel uncomfortable. Not a bad thing, in my opinion, I told my wife and she agreed.
So you might be able to imagine how shocked I was when I discovered that there was a darker side to her. I was tidying up one night after the two younger kids had run riot before bedtime, playing in and messing up Dawn’s room while their big sister was out with Ryan at the cinema. I collected up their toys and had a bit of a general tidy around, picking up a few of her dirty clothes as I went along and then I noticed that she had left her laptop open. I went to close the lid and as I touched it, the screen lit up. She had left it switched on. Becky and I respected Dawn’s privacy, she was an adult now - in fact, it was a rare thing that we even went into her bedroom and I was only in there tidying up after the two little ones because I knew Dawn would go crazy if she knew they’d been in there. Under other circumstances, I would have just powered it down for her and closed the lid but what the screen presented to me literally made me gasp in shock.
Facebook was open and logged into her messages and the conversation chain that was staring at me made my legs go weak. I had to sit on the bed, wondering if I should scroll down and read more. Messaging her was someone called Martin and by his profile photograph, he looked much older than her.
The messages read:
Dawn - I can’t wait for tonight. Where am I meeting you?
Martin - Me neither. Outside the Crown pub like last time.
Dawn - Where you going to take me this time?
Martin - I thought we could go down the ponds car park again?
That was the bit that caught my eye, simply because the car park down by the local fishing ponds was a notorious ‘lovers lane’ type spot, secluded and quiet and frequented by couples in cars as long as I could remember.
The rest of the messages were a lot worse, though.
Dawn - Okay. Is anyone coming or is it just us?
Martin - Just me but I’ve texted a few people.
Dawn - I really loved it last time. Fucking you with all those people watching. I came so hard I swear I thought my mum and dad probably heard me from home!
Martin - You filthy bitch, lol. I liked it when you wound the window down and that guy was feeling your tits while I fucked you. Hopefully, there will be a few people to watch tonight.
Dawn - I hope so too. I’m so excited. Have you sorted another threesome out yet for us?
Martin - Not yet, babe but I will. I’ve got to go, but I’ll see you at 7?
Dawn - Yes, see you in a bit. Xxx
I read it through again as if to make sure I wasn’t going crazy and having some sort of hallucination but there it all was in black and white. I was tempted to scroll backwards through their older messages, but I daren’t for fear of what else I might find. Instead, I closed the lid without switching it off and went downstairs to think.
Dawn had always been such a good girl. A golden-haired angel. This just wasn’t possible.
Who was this Martin? Was he a danger to her? Had he somehow corrupted her? And what about poor Ryan who she was supposed to be going out with?
I checked my watch. It was just past 8.00pm and that made my stomach clench a little at the thought of what he might be doing with her right now. Would they have gone straight there or would he take her for a drink first? Surely they would wait for the night to fall before doing anything, and at this time of year, it was around now that the skies started darkening.
I made a decision. Becky was busy ironing, so telling her I was just going for a quick beer with my friend from work and wouldn’t be any longer than an hour, I grabbed my coat and jumped in the car. I almost told Becky where I was going but decided against it because if this wasn’t quite what it looked like then it could cause a huge argument. Of course, it could have just been naughty talk - perhaps a fantasy or something - but it didn’t look like it to me. No, I needed to verify what was going on with Dawn before I discussed it with her mother.
I drove past the pub but decided not to go in. It wasn’t my usual local and turning up there unannounced and on my own would look a bit weird. There wasn’t any sign of Dawn around, so I continued until I was driving down the small unlit lane that led down to the fishing ponds.
I pulled over, cutting the headlights and the motor a short distance from the car park itself, and decided to walk the rest of the way. Pulling my collars up and fishing a cap from the back seat, I walked the long way around the ponds so that I’d be approaching the car park from the cover of the trees.
It was fully dark when the car park came into sight but there was enough light to see three cars, and gathered around was a small group of people looking into one of the cars. I had to know if it was Dawn and this Martin, so I pulled the cap down over my face slightly and tried to act casual as I walked across the car park. I had no idea what to say if any of the six men already stood there questioned me, but none of them even gave me a second glance as I joined them. Four of them, in fact, had their cocks out, stroking off while watching whatever was going on.
I looked over the nearest shoulder to see a familiar blonde head bobbing up and down in a guy’s lap in the back seat. I wasn’t sure that it was definitely Dawn until they suddenly changed position, moving so that the girl was kneeling up, her naked backside turned up towards the window. The man inside wound down the glass so that the man standing next to me could feel her up as she resumed the blowjob.
As they moved, she looked out at us and I got a clear view of her face. It was Dawn. Her top was pulled down to bare her large breasts. Her skirt was hitched up with no underwear to be seen. Her hair was a mess and her lipstick was smeared, a million miles from her usual perfect prim-and-proper look, but it was definitely Dawn.
Judging by the way she was sucking Martin’s cock again, eagerly and expertly, I realised that Dawn really was no angel. Even if I hadn’t read what I had, I would have been able to tell this obviously wasn’t the first time she’d done this. She looked like she really knew how to give a good blow job. Then I watched as the man standing next to me reached in through the window and slid two fingers into her shaved pussy while she continued to suck Martin’s cock and that jolted me out of my shocked state.
I didn’t even think, I just reacted. The men around me easily outnumbered me, but I couldn’t just stand by and let this happen. I pulled up the lock and yanked the door open.
“Dawn, what the fuck do you think you’re doing?” I yelled.
“Dad?”
Quite a few of the watching men disappeared rapidly, leaving just two who stood by smirking, although they at least had the decency to put their cocks away.
“Yes, it’s me,” I said, glaring at them until they both got the message and began to walk off.
“Oh my God,” Dawn kept repeating as she pulled her skirt down and her top up. “Oh my God.”
The man - Martin - got out of the other door and walked around to me, his hands raised in the air in a surrendering gesture. “I’m really sorry,” he apologised. “This isn’t as bad as it looks...”
“I suggest you just fuck off,” I glared at him. “I’ll take my stepdaughter home. Don’t come near her again. Do you understand?”
“Or what?” the man dared to challenge me, lowering his hands.
“Oh, stop it you two!” Dawn sobbed. I hadn’t noticed she was crying until that point. “Just leave it, dad. I’m so embarrassed.” She ran past me towards the lane where I’d parked the car and giving Martin one last warning look, I went after her.
I caught up with her at the car, where she slumped over the bonnet, still crying.
“Dawn, I’m sorry, but what the fuck are you playing at? This is dangerous!”
“I’m an adult, I can do what I like!” Dawn shook her head and wiped her tears, smudging mascara across her cheeks. “Look, just don’t even talk to me! I’m mortified.”
I let her in the car and she sat huddled in the back seat as I got in but I didn’t make any move to put my seatbelt on just yet.
“We have to talk about this, Dawn.” Martin’s car drove past us and this time he didn’t even look at me. “What am I going to tell your mother?”
“You don’t have to tell her anything! Oh my God!” Dawn screeched. At least she wasn’t crying now. “How did you even know I was here?”
“You left your laptop open, with Martin’s messages on the screen.”
“And you read them?” Dawn practically screamed.
“I couldn’t help it. I saw him mention the ponds car park and well, you know the rest.” I replied honestly. Dawn put her head in her hands as I twisted around to look at her. “Who the hell is this guy anyway?” I asked. “How did you meet him? And what about Ryan? I thought you two were an item?”
“We were… Are... I don’t know,” Dawn sighed. “Oh, what a mess.”
“I won’t tell your mother,” I said after a moment. “Just promise me you won’t go doing dangerous things like this again?”
Dawn lifted her tear streaked face and looked straight at me. “I can’t promise you anything. I’m an adult. I make my own decisions. It’s my life and besides, that’s blackmail.”
I didn’t reply. She was right. I was only trying to do what was best for her out of concern. Dawn might only be my step-daughter but I cared about her. “Why can’t you promise?”
“I met Martin on a website,” Dawn said slowly, “He’s a nice guy. I’ve known him for a couple of months now. I’m not in any danger. I’m still seeing Ryan. It’s just complicated.”
“Okay,” I started the engine. “Let’s go home. I won’t say anything to your mother. I’ll let you get cleaned up and then we can talk later, or tomorrow maybe.”
Dawn nodded gratefully and we set off home. I went in first, distracting Becky so that Dawn could slip in unnoticed to get cleaned up without her mother noticing what a state she was in. We didn’t talk that night. Dawn hid in her room for most of the evening, but that morning I told her in no uncertain terms that I would be picking her up from college later and we’d go out for a drive and a chat. Dawn rolled her eyes but said ‘Fine,’ in a resigned tone.
So that evening, I picked her up and after asking her whether she wanted a bite to eat while we talked or if she’d just prefer us to chat while we drive, we went to a quiet restaurant nearby and found a corner where there was enough room to speak without being overheard easily.
“Do we really have to talk about this?” Dawn said first when I took a deep breath to speak.
“I caught you in a car park, sucking a guy who is old enough to be your father, while a load of strangers stood around watching,” I said bluntly. “Don’t you think we have something to talk about?”
Dawn folded her arms, pushing her cleavage right up under her chin almost. For some reason, her low-cut top made me feel uncomfortable. “Okay, I’m sorry,” she said. “I suppose I’ve put you in a bit of an awkward situation.”
“You could say that,” I actually chuckled, “I’m sorry that I embarrassed you too. I suppose you feel really weird too.”
“I got caught doing... that... by my step-dad, so yes!” Dawn grinned wryly.
“You can understand why I’m worried, can’t you? You’re only eighteen and Ryan seems such a nice young man. I don’t know why you would go with someone like this Martin, let alone do the things that you were doing,”
“Ryan’s lovely. He really is, but...” Dawn looked around to make sure no one was within earshot. “He’s not very exciting in bed and well, to be blunt, his cock isn’t very big.”
“Size isn’t everything,” I said hesitantly, a bit surprised at her bluntness.
“If you know how to use it, then okay, but he doesn’t.” Dawn shrugged.
“And this Martin is... big?”
“Not especially,” Dawn paused while the waiter brought us our drinks, then continued once he’d gone. “But he knows how to fuck.”
I blinked, trying not to let her see how taken aback I was. “And he’s into dogging?”
“Amongst other stuff,” Dawn answered, holding my gaze defiantly.
I couldn’t help but ask. “Like what? My goodness Dawn, what have you done? I always thought you were sweet and innocent.”
“Shows how much you know. I’m no angel,” she replied, echoing my thoughts from earlier. “I haven’t been for ages. I’ve done threesomes. Men and women at the same time. Some BDSM stuff. Gangbangs...”
I almost spat my drink out. “You’ve been in gangbangs?”
“No. Calm down,” Dawn said, looking around to see if anyone had heard my outburst. “Not yet anyway, but I would like to try one.”
“You’re eighteen!”
“Will you stop saying that?” Dawn pouted at me, pushing her cleavage up even if higher if that was possible. “I know perfectly well how old I am!”
“You know what I’m trying to say,” I said, calmer this time. “Don’t you think you’re a little young to be getting involved in stuff like this, and with older men like this Martin. How did you meet him anyway?”
“On a website.” Our meal was served to us just then, so we waited again until we were alone. “A swingers website. I’ve always fantasised about things like this, especially being watched while having sex and god knows how many times I’ve imagined being in a threesome when I was growing up.”
“When I was growing up, I used to imagine being a superhero or an astronaut,” I said, knowing that made me sound really old, but it was true.
“Yeah, but you wanked then, didn’t you? I bet you didn’t think of things like that while you were masturbating? Admit it, you thought of dirty stuff. You just didn’t have the balls to try it.” Dawn stuck her tongue out at me.
“Everyone has fantasies,” I conceded, “But most people keep them just as fantasies.”
“Most people are just chicken,” Dawn said around a mouthful of cheeseburger. “Tell me, what are your fantasies? What do you think about when you wank, or while you fuck mum?”
She was obviously just trying to embarrass me and deflect me from the patronising lecture she obviously thought I was going to give her. Combined with her pretty looks and the lush expanse of cleavage which I realised she was flashing deliberately now, it was working. I felt my cheeks reddening slightly but I decided to try and be as candid as I could and not let her win her little game.
“If I’m being honest, then yes, of course, I have fantasies.”
“Like what? Seriously, I’m interested.”
“You’re my step-daughter,” I tried to change the subject slightly, “So it’s not appropriate for me to discuss them with you.”
“Ooh,” Dawn clapped her hands together, making her breasts wobble for a moment. “They must be really dirty then? We’re both adults. You’re not even related to me by blood. I’m only your step-daughter. We can talk about anything. And you’re the one who brought me here to do just that. So talk. And I’ll listen to what you have to say about whatever you like. I’ll answer whatever you want in return.” She sat back in her chair. “Sound fair?”
I bit back an angry retort. I was a forty-year-old man. Dawn was barely out of school but she had me on this one.
“I just wanted to try and talk you out of going down this path,” I answered as calmly as I could. “I don’t want you to do anything that you’ll regret when you’re older.”
“Fair enough,” Dawn said, “But this is getting interesting. Does that mean that you did things when you were younger that you regret now? Or do you regret not doing certain things? Is that what you fantasise about when you’re with mum? The things you wish you’d done that you didn’t?”
“No, I got all of that out of my system before I settled down.” That was only half-true but I doubted there was anyone who had ever done or tried all the things they’d ever wanted to do sexually while growing up.
“And that’s all I’m trying to do,” Dawn sat back in her chair, a self-satisfied grin on her face.
I realised I’d shot myself in the foot. “Well, I suppose that’s right enough but I still think you could get out of your depth here.”
“I know,” Dawn reached across the table and took my hand in hers. “I know you’re just looking out for me but I really am big enough to look after myself. Thank you, though. I love you.”
Dawn had never said that before, and I genuinely smiled. “I love you too.”
“Don’t tell mother?”
“I won’t,” I assured her. “But will you just do one thing for me? Whenever you go out to do these things, just let me know?”
“Why?”
“So I can look out for you? At least I will know where you are. And then if anything should ever go wrong, you can call me and I can come and get you or whatever.”
Dawn thought about it for a moment. “I don’t see why not. In fact, that would be quite nice and comforting for me. I know you’re just being protective.”
And that was that. We ate while talking about other things for the rest of the meal and on the drive home, and nothing more was said about it until late that night. I was brushing my teeth getting ready for bed when Dawn stuck her head through the bathroom door.
“Can I ask you one thing privately, before bed?” she whispered.
“Sure?” I spat the toothpaste into the sink and turned to see her standing there in just a vest top and shorts. Her breasts were clearly visible through the thin top. “Can you cover yourself?” I asked and threw her a towel.
Dawn caught it then looked down at her erect nipples poking through. “Oops. Sorry.” She covered them with her arm. “You’ve seen it all already, though. Actually, that’s what I wanted to ask you.”
“What is?”
“How much did you see last night?”
“Close the door,” I told her, then trying to be as vague as possible, I told her that I had seen ‘everything.’
For the first time, Dawn went bright red. “I don’t just mean what I was doing. Did you see my breasts?”
I nodded, suddenly feeling uncomfortable again.
“My pussy?”
“I told you, I saw everything. So did all the other guys too.”
“I can’t believe that guy just started fingering me from behind like that.”
“You didn’t make any attempt to stop him.”
Dawn giggled, “I was a bit preoccupied with Martin’s cock in my mouth.”
I suddenly realised my own cock was getting hard, so I cleared my throat and made a move to get past her. “Right. I should go to bed if that’s all you wanted to ask?”
Dawn frowned at me, then glanced down. I couldn’t move fast enough and she saw the growing erection in the front of my pyjamas.
“Oops, I’m sorry,” she giggled again. “I better let you go, but one last thing, if I can ask?”
“Okay?”
“Did you get horny watching?”
“That’s enough,” I snapped now. “Leave it now. There’s no need to embarrass me.”
“I guess that’s a yes then,” Dawn quipped and grinned as she walked out of the bathroom and then said quietly over her shoulder as she went into her bedroom. “It makes me horny, thinking of you watching.”
And with that, she shut the bedroom door, leaving me standing on the landing with a lot to think about.
“You okay?” said Becky from behind me, making me jump. For a moment I panicked, wondering if she’d heard any of that conversation but it soon became clear that she hadn’t when she kissed me on the lips.
“I’m fine,” I said as she stepped back.
“You just seem distant and distracted,” Becky said, smiling at me. Then the dressing gown she was wearing slipped open and I saw that she wearing a sexy pair of black see-through panties and a matching bra. “Whoops,” she said, but made no attempt to cover up.
“I’ve just had a few things on my mind, but you have my full attention now,” I said.
My cock was rock hard now and Becky noticed. “Is that for me?”
“Get in the bedroom and you’ll find out.”
Becky let the robe drop to the floor as she stepped into the bedroom and then stretched seductively as I closed the door behind her. Her long dark hair was down, contrasting against her pale complexion. The way it flowed over her shoulders framed her pretty face. Her bra was lacy enough to show her pink nipples, large for her 36B breasts and the panties did nothing to hide the tidy triangle of dark pubic hair between her legs.
I stepped up to her and eased her towards the bed as she grabbed my erection and rubbed it through my pyjama bottoms until eventually the backs of her legs hit the edge of the bed. I pushed her and she fell on her back, but not without pulling me on top of her.
I kissed her and she returned the kiss passionately, her hands pulling my pyjamas down over my backside and I helped her by kicking them off. I moved up the bed and she didn’t need any encouragement to take my cock in her mouth. I knelt at the side of her, so I could unclasp her bra at the back and then as she took it off, I slipped her panties down over her hips so that she was fully naked for me.
Becky’s body was in good shape for a woman in her early forties. Her tits were small but still quite firm in my hand as I squeezed them, and teased her erect nipples then I slid my hand down to her hairy pussy, a finger pushing into her wet folds.
“Go down,” she said quietly around my cock. “Please. I need to cum.”
I love licking her pussy, so I didn’t hesitate, pulling her to the edge of the bed for better access and then I stuck my tongue into her sweet little hole, licking up and down, flicking over her clit and sucking her small labia into my mouth.
“Oh fuck,” she moaned, putting her hands on the back of my head. “Don’t stop.”
I had no intention of stopping until she’d cum and I didn’t have to wait too much longer. As I sucked her clit, she suddenly groaned and bucked her hips towards me as an orgasm swept through her. I quickly stood up and pushed my rock-hard cock inside her, holding her by the hips and started to fuck her.
Becky was soaking wet, her pussy not quite as tight as it had been before the kids but she was still a great fuck, moving against me in time with my thrusts so I got in nice and deep. I loved looking down while we fucked, taking in the sight of her but just then I suddenly got a flashback to last night. The memory of Dawn, almost naked, her ass almost sticking out of the car window while she sucked hungrily on Martin’s cock.
I could visualise Dawn’s full, round tits bouncing in front of me rather than Becky’s which more or less disappeared when she lay on her back. It was Dawn’s bare, smooth tight slit that I was fucking, rather than Becky’s tangle of short dark hair.
I tried not to think about it, but I couldn’t help it and I came much quicker than usual, filling up Becky’s pussy with my cum.
“I was so horny,” she said after she’d got her breath back a little. “I don’t know what’s up with me.” Becky always said things like that as though she was a bit ashamed of being vocal during sex, but it was me that felt bad and terribly guilty at that moment. I wished I’d never seen the messages on that laptop and I wished I’d never driven down to the car park but what was done was done. Now I just had to deal with it. Perhaps it was a good thing because at least I could keep an eye on her now and make sure she came to no harm.
I wrapped Becky up in my arms and we fell asleep together like that in the warm haze that follows good sex, but all I dreamt about was Dawn.




Chapter 2
The following morning, I was relieved that Dawn was still in bed when I left for work. The events of yesterday seemed almost surreal and the guilt I felt at fantasizing about Dawn while having sex with her mother was heavy on my mind. I needed to get my head around it all and the last thing I needed was to see Dawn strutting around half-undressed.
It took me a while but eventually, I managed to focus on work, until a lunchtime text message from Dawn had my head spinning again.
Dawn: You know you asked me to tell you whenever I do things?
Me: Yes. Go on.
Dawn: Would you mind me seeing Martin later? Obviously, he’s worried about what happened and wants to talk.
Me: Is it just talking?
Dawn: No, that’s why I texted you. I’ve told him you’re understanding about it but he still wants to see me face to face to make sure and then have sex.
Me: Well, if it’s just that, then okay. I wish you’d break up with Ryan though. This is cheating.
Dawn: I know. I will when I’m ready. Trust me?
Me: I don’t trust you. That’s the problem.
Dawn: Love you too. Lol.
That was the end of the message exchange, but for the rest of the afternoon, my head was all over the place. What did she see in this guy? From what I’d seen on his Facebook page and from the brief few minutes I’d confronted him in the car park, this Martin wasn’t anything to look at. He was at least forty, as old as me maybe, balding and of average build. She’d even said his dick wasn’t anything special. He was just ‘good at fucking.’ It just all felt wrong but I had no idea what to do about it.
That evening, I only saw Dawn briefly. She was already dressed for her night out by the time I got in from work, in a pink blouse, leather jacket, and knee-length skirt. She looked gorgeous and I could totally see why Martin wanted her, the dirty old bastard.
I told her to have fun but be careful. I couldn’t say much more with Becky being there, but Dawn gave me a knowing smile as she left, promising that she wouldn’t be home too late and not worry about anything and then five minutes later, another text came through to my phone from her.
I went to the bathroom, careful to hide the text from Becky.
Dawn: Thank you for understanding.
Me: It’s fine. Just keep me in the know so I can look out for you.
Dawn: It’s just me and Martin having a chat and some fun tonight. Don’t worry.
Me: Of course I worry. You’re my step-daughter.
She didn’t text again and I managed to distract myself with watching some TV with Becky, who herself seemed distracted.
“You okay?” I said casually although inside I had a bad feeling, perhaps paranoia that somehow she knew something.
“Yes,” she said with a smile. “Work’s getting me down a bit but hopefully be better next week.”
Becky had been promoted to manager at where she worked but wasn’t taking over until the coming Monday. Her colleagues had been giving her shit about it ever since it was announced, but fingers crossed it would all calm down once she got away from them and into her new office.
I knew there was no way she could have known about Dawn and me, but it was still a relief to hear that was all it was. I felt like I should tell Becky, Dawn was her daughter after all, but I’d promised Dawn and I wasn’t one for breaking promises. As long as I kept an eye on things, it would be okay. Becky didn’t need any more worry or problems on her mind right now.
Dawn came home at just past midnight, as Becky and I were getting ready for bed. I looked down the stairs and she waved up to me. From the wobble in her unsteady walk and the smile on her face, she’d had a few drinks and a good time but at least she was home safely.
As I got into bed, I heard her come upstairs and go into her own bedroom, then literally a few seconds later my phone screen lit up with a message from her.
“Who’s that?” asked Becky, as she slid into bed alongside me.
“Just a Facebook notification thingy,” I lied, leaving my phone on the bedside table.
“Okay. I’m going to try to go straight to sleep tonight. Sooo tired.” Becky yawned. “Is that okay?”
“Yes, I’m tired too,” I replied and Becky rolled over away from me and turned the lamp off, plunging the room into darkness. I gave her a few moments to settle down, then carefully picked up my phone and opened the message.
Dawn: Do you want to know about tonight?
Me: As long as everything is okay, it doesn’t matter. Just glad you’re home safe. You don’t have to tell me everything.
Dawn: I know I don’t HAVE to. But do you WANT me to tell you?
Me: Did something happen that I need to know?
Dawn: Martin and I are fine. We fucked. Nothing you NEED to know but I just thought you might enjoy hearing about it. You seemed to enjoy it last time. I saw your hard cock in your shorts.
I didn’t reply and put my phone back down. She was obviously drunk and teasing me. Or trying to. My phone lit up again with another message, illuminating the room with thin white light. I picked it up quickly in case it caught Becky’s attention.
Dawn: So? I know I don’t HAVE to tell you and you don’t NEED to know, but do you WANT to know?
Me: You’re drunk. Go to sleep.
Dawn: Come to my room when mom’s asleep and I’ll tell you everything.
Me: Go to sleep. We’ll talk about this tomorrow.
Dawn: I have his cum inside me. I’m still horny and want to tell you.
Me: Goodnight, Dawn. I’m turning my phone off now.
Before I could switch it off though one more message arrived in my inbox. A picture message. As tempting as it was to open it, I carried on holding down the power button, then as soon as the screen went black I tossed it across the room so I wouldn’t be tempted to turn it back on, and then laid down, pulled the covers over my head and tried to get some sleep.
Of course, I barely slept. The next day, I woke up with an erection so painful it almost hurt but Becky had risen before me, so I wrapped my dressing gown around myself to hide it in case Dawn was awake, unlikely as that might be.
I could hear the shower running and the bathroom door was ajar, so as I walked past I could hear Becky singing. Quietly, I pushed the door open and sneaked in, closing it behind me and tiptoed close to the shower door until I could see the outline of my lovely wife washing through the frosted glass as she sang. Then I stripped off naked, throwing my dressing gown and shorts into the laundry basket before yanking the door open and jumping in the shower beside her.
“Hey!” she half-screamed before I covered her mouth with a kiss. Then after a hesitant moment, she kissed me back and not even bothering to close the glass door, I lifted her up and eased my cock inside her.
“Good morning,” I grinned at her in between kisses, then she buried her face into my shoulder as I started fucking her hard against the tiles, the water running down my back. I was so turned on, that it only took a couple of minutes of hard thrusting until I felt myself cum deep in her pussy and just as I did, Becky’s neck kisses turned into a bite, hard on my shoulder. It wasn’t enough to ruin the moment, but it did hurt a little and was surprising, for Becky.
“Ouch,” I raised my eyebrows. “What’s with the bite?”
“Don’t you like it?” She immediately looked sorry and I felt bad for her.
“Well, yeah, it’s fine but a bit of warning might have been good,” I laughed but then stopped. As I’d put Becky down, I looked over her shoulder and saw Dawn. She was standing just outside the bathroom door in just a dressing gown, looking through the clear gap that I’d accidentally left. She mouthed the word ‘wow’ and then disappeared from view with a smile.
“What?” Becky’s eyes followed mine to the door.
“Nothing,” I laughed again. “I just noticed I’d left the door open and got worried if the kids or Dawn had got up.”
“It’s Saturday,” Becky shook her head as she wrapped a towel around herself. “The kids won’t be up for ages and I doubt we’ll see Dawn much before midday if she’s been drinking last night. We could even go back to bed for an hour if you fancy carrying on from where you just left off.”
I stared at her. I’d just cum but how could any man resist an offer like that? Plus, she was doing her lip bite thing. It always turned me on when she did that.
“Get in the bedroom then,” I said, snapping my own towel at her and she ran out of the room with a giggle. As I followed her back into our room, I didn’t see Dawn but couldn’t help wondering how much she’d seen. Becky had dropped her towel and was waiting on top of the bed covers and for a crazy moment, I hesitated in closing the door fully until Becky told me to ‘shut it and come here.’ I did as I was told and for the next half an hour, we had great sex. It started off with Becky slowly sucking my cock to full hardness, before she got on top of me again and rode me slowly until we both found our orgasms, her first in a back-arching but silent deep O and then a minute or two later, my own, cumming deep in her pussy as she continued to grind into me.
Finally, after a sleepy cuddle, we got up and had another shower, separately this time as both the kids and Dawn were up and about. Miraculously, I managed to avoid Dawn until we were all dressed and downstairs. I couldn’t believe she’d seen me and her mother together in the shower like that and had no idea how I’d feel if she brought it up.
I was in the kitchen, making some lunch when she breezed in, seemingly devoid of any hangover whatsoever. I enviously remembered being eighteen and when my recovery from alcohol was as good as that. These days, if I got drunk the hangover would last several days.
“Good night?” I asked Dawn as casually as I could because just then Becky walked into the kitchen. I didn’t want anything to appear ‘off’ or awkward at all.
“Yes, it was good,” she replied coolly while leaning on the counter right next to me. A little too close. I shifted away uneasily but trying not to give anything away to Becky.
“I’m just going out to the shops,” my wife announced. I noticed she’d got her shoes on and she threw her coat on too. “Does anyone need anything fetching?”
“We don’t need anything, do we?” We’d done a thorough shop the other day, so I tried to talk her into not going. I really didn’t want to be left on my own with Dawn right now.
“I just need some bits for work,” Becky said, picking up one of the carrots I’d been chopping up and tossing it into her mouth. “I won’t be long.”
Before I could object further, she’d shimmied out of the kitchen and as I watched the car disappear up the drive through the window, Dawn sidled close to me again.
“What’s up, daddy?” she giggled.
“You know what’s up,” I hissed at her. “You were looking through the bathroom door.”
“It’s not my fault you left the door open,” she replied innocently. “What’s up? Are you embarrassed?”
“Of course I am,” I slammed dinner into the oven and turned to face her. She was standing there chewing a lock of her long blonde hair while suppressing a smile, looking so cute that it was too hard to shout at her.
“Don’t be. You’ve got a nice dick. No wonder mother loves you so.”
“Dawn!” I shook my head although I enjoyed hearing her say that. “This isn’t right. This whole thing…”
“I’m sorry,” she apologized. “Don’t be like that. I think maybe this morning was just karma biting you on the butt.” Then she giggled. “Oh, you have a nice butt too.”
I rolled my eyes purely because I had no idea how else to respond. “Just try to forget what you saw, okay? And not a word to your mother.”
“I promise,” she said. “As long as you keep your promise too.”
“And about last night…” I began but she cut me off.
“I’m sorry. I took it too far, didn’t I? Inviting you into my room and the comment about his cum still being inside me. Too much information?”
“Yes. Imagine if your mother saw those texts.”
“I guess,” she was fiddling with the bit of hair in her mouth. It made her seem even more attractive than she already was. “I just like the thought of telling you stuff. It’s nice to have someone to talk to about it all. And I thought, if it turns you on and makes you horny for mother, then it’s not a bad thing?”
I couldn’t deny that it had made me horny but it just felt all kind of wrong. “I don’t quite know what to do, Dawn. This is quite a mess that you’ve dragged me into.” All I could do was shrug at her.
She held my gaze, still chewing the lock of hair, and I stared back at her until eventually, she looked away. “I have to go out too. I promised Sarah that I’d meet her for a spot of lunch.”
Sarah was her best friend and they’d known each other since primary school. Another sweet kid. I hoped Dawn wasn’t corrupting her too.
“Does she know…?”
“Of course not,” Dawn looked aghast. “The only person that knows is you, and I’d like to keep it that way.”
And with that, she breezed out of the kitchen and up the drive out of sight just like her mother had, leaving me in a whirlwind of confusion.
The rest of the weekend went by without incident, and without seeing much of Dawn as she went out with her female friends that night, as an eighteen-year-old should be doing, and then saw poor Ryan on Sunday. Before she went to see him, I asked her if she was going to do the right thing and put the lad out of his misery if he wasn’t keeping her fulfilled but she shrugged in a ‘maybe’ kind of way and then left with a skip in her step. Becky was tired and moody all weekend, which I put down to being nervous for her big promotion on Monday, so I didn’t get sex all weekend and that’s why Monday morning happened.
Becky was up earlier than usual, to take the kids to school and then off out of the door to work equally nervous and excited. I wished her good luck and gave her a kiss and just as I was shutting the door, I heard Dawn come down the stairs.
“No shower sex this morning then?” I heard her comment from behind me and when I turned around, she stopped me dead in my tracks because she was standing there in just her underwear. Not just any underwear either. The fancy bra and panties were a matching set, white lace and very transparent and I had to take a deep breath to compose myself before speaking.
“Get some clothes on,” I managed to mutter. “Are you going out somewhere? That don’t look much like everyday sort of underwear.”
“Only if it’s okay with you?” Dawn smiled, then did a twirl in front of me. “Do you like them? Sexy enough for you?”
The bra was only a half-cup type, so her large breasts were threatening to spill out and the panties were so see through that I could see her slit, despite trying not to look.
“If what’s okay with me?” I somehow stammered, then made my past her into the kitchen. I had my breakfast to finish then needed to set off to work or I’d be late.
“Martin’s got a day off work and has asked me to go over,” she leaned on the kitchen counter next to me as I tried to wolf down my cooling toast. “His friend is there too.”
“A friend?” I looked at Dawn, who was chewing her lip, waiting for my reaction. “Male friend, or…”
“Yes, male. He’s called Luke and apparently he’s very nice. And well hung.”
“Apparently?” I almost choked on the toast. “You’ve never met him?”
“Martin’s showed me a picture. He’s handsome. Hold on.”
Dawn left and came back after a minute with her phone, which she thrust under my nose as I finished my coffee. He was good-looking enough, but again he was much older than her although younger than me. Maybe in his mid-thirties. Then she swiped her thumb across the screen and I almost choked again. This picture was the same guy but naked. And his cock was huge. Not just long, but thick.
Dawn giggled next to me. “You can see why I want to go over?”
I cleared my throat. “Well, yes. How do you know that this is safe, though?”
“I trust Martin,” she kept swiping on her phone. “We’ve done this several times and he’s never picked a bad one.”
The way she said it was so casual that I felt like pinching myself to check if this was all real or just some long fucked-up nightmare. Then as I cleared away the breakfast dishes, she turned her phone screen towards me again.
“This is Ryan’s cock.”
The picture was a much smaller dick. Hairless and maybe no longer than three or four inches at the most.
“I feel even more sorry for the kid now,” I said. “I know he’s a nice kid and you like him, but if he can’t keep you happy in bed then it’s not going anywhere. You should do the right thing and break up.”
“Good sex is really important in a relationship then?” she asked. “In your opinion?”
“Yes.” I tried hard to concentrate on the plates and cups that I was loading into the dishwasher, but Dawn was leaning over the breakfast counter now and it was hard to not look at her body.
“I can see how you’ve kept mother happy all these years. You’ve got a nice dick too and you were really fucking her good the other morning in the shower.”
“I love your mother,” I said, trying to avert my eyes while fighting the erection that was growing in my shorts against my wishes.
“I know you do,” Dawn said. “22 Western Drive.”
She started walking back up the stairs. “What?” I called after her, not understanding.
“Martin’s address,” Dawn said over her shoulder. “You liked watching me. I’ve already told Martin that you feel like you need to keep an eye on me and he’s fine with you coming with me sometimes. He said you can watch if you promise not to ruin everything like last time. Maybe then you’ll understand.”
“I… I have to go to work.” I turned and straightened my tie in the mirror because I had no idea what to say. This eighteen-year-old girl had me in knots. “I’ll see you later.”
And with that, I practically fled the house, jumped in the car and set off to work but I only got a mile or so way and had to pull over. My mind was racing. Did she mean it? Or was she just trying to ask me in some odd way to escort her there for her safety? Was it just flirting, or a sexual thing? Was I overthinking this?
I couldn’t take any chances. I needed to be clear on if she needed me to be there or if she was just playing some sort of game, so I texted her.
Me: Sorry I left like that. This is kind of weird and I’m not handling it very well.
Dawn: I’m sorry. I embarrassed you again, I guess. I can’t help it, it’s just my way of dealing with it I think.
Me: Do you want me to come to his house to make sure you’re okay? I can go to work a little bit late, it’ll be fine.
Dawn: Yes, please. Be there in about 20 minutes?
I replied okay, then called work to say that I’d been held up and would be in before lunch. Twenty minutes felt like a lifetime. The house address was only a half mile from where I was, so I headed to a nearby cafe to compose myself again and as I sat with a hot coffee, I realized that I’d almost let Dawn down. My assumption had been right, that she’d wanted me there but didn’t just want to come out with it. Instead, she wanted me to come of my own accord, for whatever teenage reason. I wasn’t going to pretend to myself that I understood teenagers these days. It was a different world when I was her age.
I finished the drink and headed off to the house but a few minutes before I arrived, another text message came through from Dawn.
Dawn: This might sound weird, but come around the back of the house. The garden is private and the curtains are open. Martin doesn’t quite trust you to come in so he’s said you can just watch through the windows. I hope that’s okay? I’m there already, so just come round. X X
She put two kisses on the end of the text like it was the most normal thing in the world, and I found myself texting back the word ‘okay’ with two kisses just the same as I pulled up outside. The house looked really normal, hardly a den of iniquity, just a normal suburban home, and the rear garden was well kept and I understood her comments about it being private, being surrounded by high hedges on all sides.
I didn’t know whether I was fine or not with standing outside watching. I didn’t even know why I had to watch. Couldn’t I just sit in the car outside? In fact, as long as I was on the end of a telephone, ready to respond to a distress call, I could be anywhere. I didn’t even need to be here.
So why did I approach the large patio windows with a strange feeling of excitement and arousal? Why was my heart beating so fast and why did my cock go rock hard when I finally got close enough to look through to saw Dawn being slowly undressed out of her t-shirt and jeans by Martin and his friend.
I saw Dawn glance at me, but she didn’t say anything to them. They were too intent on pulling her jeans down and off her feet and then admiring her sexy lingerie before joining her by stripping off to their shorts.
Martin was a very average sort of guy. He wasn’t ugly, but he was podgy and balding and his dick was only about the same size as mine. Nothing to write home about. His friend, however, was tall and quite broad and better looking. His dick was soft unlike Martin’s ready-to-go erection but was thick and long even flaccid. The friend, his name was Luke, I recall Dawn telling me, stepped in close and kissed Dawn as she wrapped a hand around his cock and started to stroke him, while Martin moved behind her to undo her bra clasp.
I stepped closer to the glass doors, so close that my breath steamed up the glass and my nose almost pressed against it, as Martin dropped the bra to the floor and then slipped her panties down her legs. I’d seen her in her underwear earlier but besides that night in the car, when I couldn’t see very much in the dark, I’d never seen her fully naked and I couldn’t help but be curious. She turned towards me, kissing Martin now and the bright sunlight fell upon her body, giving me a perfect view of her large firm breasts and completely shaved pussy. Her nipples were large, pink and erect, and Luke bent his neck down to suck one into his mouth while she kissed Martin passionately, taking his cock in her other hand so she was playing with them both.
My own full-aroused cock was straining against my jeans, almost painfully and the realization made me step back from the view momentarily because I suddenly became aware of where I was and what I was doing. I was watching my step-daughter, young enough to be my real daughter, in a threesome with two much older men, and instead of stopping it, I was getting turned on and letting it happen. Yes, she wasn’t my daughter, but this still wasn’t right. I shouldn’t find her attractive. But then, what man wouldn’t find a curvy, busty, beautiful blonde eighteen-year-old attractive?
I turned away and paced the length of the garden, struggling with my feelings, and by the time I walked back to the doors I could see Dawn now lying on the floor, legs open and her pussy completely exposed to me as Luke, kneeling at the side, finger fucked her. Her head was turned the other way, sucking Martin, who stroked her hair as she did so.
Fuck. This was such a horny sight. Perhaps the fact that it was so taboo and wrong made it even more of a turn-on. I didn’t know, but one thing that was for certain was that I couldn’t take my eyes off them now. The two men swapped, Luke putting his growing cock in her mouth while Martin moved to first suck her breasts and then between her legs to lick her clit. I watched almost in awe, as she expertly sucked Luke’s dick until, within a couple of minutes, he was fully hard and then she said something as she gazed at it. I wish I could have heard what she said, but I guess it was along the lines of it being huge. It was. A couple of inches minimum larger than mine and impressively hard and thick.
Then Luke turned to look at me. I had no idea if they’d known I was there all along, but I’m guessing they must have because he just flashed a white-toothed grin at me, then pulled Dawn’s head towards him and shoved his cock into her mouth again.
Did he know I was her stepfather? If so, that made this all the more wrong, but here I was, watching and resisting the growing urge to get out my own dick and beat one out. They changed positions again, Dawn getting up and moving onto all fours on one of the sofas. They were even closer to me now, and I could see Luke’s dick actually push against and then inside her pussy as he began to fuck her from behind. Again, I wish I could have heard something through the double-glazed doors because I’m guessing Dawn was moaning loudly from the hard pounding that Luke began to give her as Martin looked on. After a while he stood in front of her, letting her suck his dick some more as Luke went at her from behind until after a while Luke pulled out and I saw a thick stream of white cum spray up Dawn’s back. Immediately, Martin moved in behind her to replace him and again after several minutes of hard and fast fucking, he came but this time Dawn swiftly slid off the settee onto her haunches, opening her mouth willingly for Martin to empty his load into.
As soon as it was over, Martin disappeared into another room, out of view, the same place that Luke had gone to after finishing, leaving just Dawn who wiped her chin and then looked at me and smiled.
I realized I was rubbing the front of my jeans and snatched my hand away but that only made her smile further and then she got up and walked towards me. Instinctively, I moved away, walking out of the back garden to go and get in the car, but she shouted out behind me.
“Don’t go. I need a lift home.”
I stopped and turned around to see Dawn standing in the back garden, covering her pussy with one hand and trying to contain her breasts with the other arm.
“Get inside,” I hissed, walking back towards her. “Someone will see you.”
She just giggled. “Why were you running away?”
I followed her as she walked back around the corner into the relative cover of the back garden. “I wasn’t running. I just thought it was time for me to leave.”
“Not without me, though,” she replied, going back inside the house. Then she gestured for me to go in too. “Come in while I get dressed.”
I stepped inside hesitantly, feeling suddenly awkward as Luke and Martin came in. They’d collected their clothes on the way out and were both dressed now. They didn’t say anything to me but nodded to acknowledge me.
“Martin, do you have a wet wipe or something to clean your cum off my back, please?”
“Sure,” he said, fishing a pack of them off a nearby shelf and tossing them to Dawn, who caught them and then passed them to me. “Would you wipe my back for me?”
Well, this was weird. I did it though and then looked around for a bin to throw it into, but not finding one, I just rolled it up and put it in my pocket, as disgusting as that might be. I thought I saw Luke hiding a grin, but neither of the men said anything until Martin spoke up as Dawn started getting dressed.
“Thanks for being okay with this,” he said. “Dawn’s a great girl and I promise to always treat her right.”
“I better get off,” Luke said, probably feeling a bit awkward and Dawn and Martin both said their goodbyes as he left.
“It’s Dawn’s life,” I said. “She’s old enough to make her own decisions. I’m just here to make sure that she’s okay doing these… things.”
“I’m not being funny,” Martin said quietly, “But you seemed to be watching pretty closely. You hardly took your eyes off us. I guess you’re serious about making sure she’s okay.” With that, he chuckled to himself. He knew I’d been turned on. He wasn’t stupid.
“Just admit you enjoyed watching,” Dawn said softly. She was fully dressed again now, her hair rearranged and makeup retouched. “I’d find it flattering if you did. Don’t be embarrassed.”
I couldn’t admit to it. “I was just watching out of curiosity,” I half-lied.
“Is that why you were rubbing your cock through your trousers?” Dawn said with a straight face.
“She’s only your step-daughter,” Martin pointed out. “And she’s fucking hot. You’d have to be blind or impotent not to find her sexy. If she wasn’t your stepdaughter, you’d fuck her, wouldn’t you? Be honest.”
I didn’t answer straight away. I was feeling increasingly uncomfortable. “Come on Dawn, I need to get to work, so if you want a lift we need to set off.”
Dawn didn’t move. “Answer the questions. Did you enjoy watching? Do you find me attractive enough to fuck me? If things were different.”
I smiled politely at Martin then turned to Dawn. “We can talk about these things on the way home.”
Dawn sighed but agreed. “Come on them. I’ll see you in a few days, Martin.”
“Yes,” the old man replied with a smile, then turned to me. “See you soon as well? You’re welcome to watch from inside next time.”
“Great,” I said and ushered Dawn out and down the drive as quickly as I could, and into the car. I hadn’t lied about needing to head into work, but the rush was just about me escaping a situation that I wasn’t ready to be in just yet.
“So?” Dawn said as I pulled away from the house. She had her arms folded, pushing her boobs right up under her chin. “We need to talk about this. Please be honest with me, otherwise, I’ll be nervous all day until you get home from work.”
“Nervous about what?” I deflected the question or tried to.
“That you’re angry. Or you’ll change your mind and stop me from doing this.”
“I’m not angry, I’m just…”
“What?” Dawn said, her eyes wide with something that actually looked like concern.
“I’m just… confused, I guess.” She was right, we did need to talk, but it was easier said than done.
“You’re confused?” Dawn laughed out loud. “You’re supposed to be the grown-up mature one out of us two.”
She was right again. The eighteen-year-old was keeping her shit together while me, a forty-something grown man, was a falling apart, tongue-tied mess. I laughed too and it did me good, breaking the tension. “I’m glad you find it funny.”
“I do,” she grinned, obviously relaxed even though she’d just been naked and fucked right in front of me.
“It’s just weird, you know?” I said, vocalizing the thought. “A few minutes ago I was watching you having sex with two men and now we’re chatting on the way home in the car almost like normal. It’s not easy to process. I’m your stepfather. It’s hard.”
Before I realized what she was doing, Dawn reached across and felt the front of my jeans, her hand easily finding my still-hard cock and squeezing it.
“So I see,” she giggled before I pushed her hand away.
“What are you doing?” I shouted.
She flinched at the volume of my voice and pursed her lips, then a look of defiance came over her face. “You’re hard because you got horny watching me. Why didn’t you answer Martin’s questions before?”
“Because it’s not appropriate,” I said, speaking quietly now and feeling guilty for raising my voice. “Because…”
“And snooping through my Facebook messages IS appropriate? Sneaking up and watching me have sex is appropriate? Then talking to me about it all? None of this is appropriate if you really look at it!”
“Yes but…”
“Just answer honestly!” Dawn was shouting now. “Forget the question of if you enjoyed it seeing as your cock has answered for you. No, if things were different, would you fuck me?”
“I’m more than twice your age.”
“I don’t care. Would you fuck me?”
“What does it matter?”
“It matters to me,” Dawn said. She was speaking quieter now too and we were almost back at the house so I pulled up at the opposite end of the street. I didn’t want anyone we knew seeing us arguing in the car, never mind hearing the topic of our conversation.
“For fuck’s sake, yes. Yes, if things were different, I’d fuck you.” I sighed. “What red-blooded male wouldn’t find you gorgeous? With that hair, your beautiful face, your amazing body. Any man would jump straight into bed with you given the opportunity.”
Dawn’s face erupted into the biggest smile I’d seen from in an age. She just stared at me, blinking slowly and I became of how much I was blushing. My face felt like it was on fire.
“Thank you,” she said after what felt like forever. “And you get turned on by me? By watching me?”
“Well, yes. Obviously.” There wasn’t any point lying.
Dawn glanced down at my crotch. I was still visibly hard through my jeans.
“Are you saving that for mother later?” Dawn said softly. “Or would you like me to…?”
“Like you to what?” I said, then immediately realized what she was implying.
“The house is empty,” she whispered to me, not making eye contact. “I could get you off. Suck you, or wank you, or even…”
“Jesus, Dawn!” I sat up straighter in my seat. “I can’t do this.”
“I do owe you so much, and I really wouldn’t mind,” Dawn said, finally raising her pretty eyes to meet mine.
“I need to get to work. I’m running so late. Let me just drop you off, and we’ll talk later, okay?” Again, Dawn had made me so feel uncomfortable and in the close confines of the car, I had the horrid feeling of not trusting myself. I accelerated down the street and almost kicked her out of the car. I couldn’t get her out quick enough.
Dawn looked over her shoulder as she went into the house and gave a smile but I only saw it in the wing mirror because I was already on my way to work. Not because I didn’t want her to get me off or because I didn’t find her attractive and sexy. The problem was that I’d never wanted anything or anyone more in my life and the feeling scared the hell out of me.




Chapter 3
I didn’t have to work late that evening, but decided to anyway. I made the excuse of making up the hours I’d missed this morning, but in reality, I was avoiding Dawn and Becky as much as anything else. I still hadn’t got my head around the fact that Dawn had offered to make me cum and I was worried about how I’d look Becky in the eye, for the same reason.
I couldn’t stay there all night, though, so finally, three hours later than usual, I got home to be met by my gorgeous wife who had a meal all ready for me, her hard-working husband.
“Are you okay?” she said but I insisted that my quietness was just down to being tired and slightly stressed. She offered me a shoulder rub, which I turned down out of guilt but then when we went to bed, she offered again and this time I agreed. I hadn’t seen Dawn all night as she was out with Ryan and I went for a shower before bed as soon as she came home, but the memory of her being fucked by two men was still fresh in mind as Becky started massaging my back and I couldn’t help but roll over and pull her down to kiss me. She didn’t object and within minutes, the kiss turned to sex. Becky seemed as horny as me, slipping her knickers down and wrapping her legs around me as I got on top of her, then drawing me deep inside her while kissing me fiercely as I fucked her hard until cumming deep inside her as soon as she’d had her own orgasm.
The guilt slid away from me, as did any remaining energy I had left and as Becky cuddled into me, I feel into a deep and dreamless sleep which seemed to pass by all too quickly before the alarm clock went off to signal another work day.
Once again, Becky was up for before me and was already downstairs sorting everyone’s breakfast out and my good luck in avoiding Dawn came to an abrupt end as she emerged from her bedroom at the exact same moment I stepped out onto the landing.
“Morning,” she said to me with a knowing smile and then a stretch which made her breasts strain against the thin fabric of her pyjama vest top.
“Morning,” I replied, praying that I wouldn’t get an erection as I walked across the landing in my t-shirt and boxers.
“Can we talk in a bit?” Dawn called after me.
“Sure,” I said, ducking into the bathroom and locking the door behind me before she could try to follow me or anything.
Unfortunately, I could avoid her once I was dressed and downstairs, and even though I offered to do the school run, Becky took the kids out, leaving me alone with Dawn, who was sat at the kitchen table watching me with a worried look on her pretty face.
“You’re angry with me, aren’t you?” she said after a moment of tapping her chin with one finger in thought.
“No, I’m not angry. I’m just finding it hard to deal with everything.” I took a deep breath, then carried on, “And I feel guilty. I love your mother, Dawn.”
“Why guilty?” Dawn shrugged. “Just because you love someone doesn’t stop you finding other people attractive, or remove the temptation sometimes. It doesn’t make you a bad person.”
“It’s morally wrong, though,” I countered. “I’m a good person. I shouldn’t…”
“What?” Dawn put in. “You shouldn’t what? Find me sexy? Want to watch me fuck? Want to fuck me? You’re a man. It’s just human nature. Don’t feel bad.”
With that, she folded her arms underneath her breasts, pushing them up and I tore my eyes from her cleavage which made her chuckle so I turned my back on her.
“They’re just tits. You can have a feel if you want?” she giggled. When I didn’t reply, she let out an exasperated sigh. “Look, I know you love her. I heard you fucking her last night. I’m just having fun and it’s nice to share it with you. It’s nice to know that you’re looking out for me and I really appreciate it. I guess I’m just trying to make it enjoyable for you as a sort of thank you for being understanding and everything.”
A sudden wave of anger rose inside me and made me turn around. “You’re not trying to make it enjoyable at all,” I stormed at her. “You’re teasing me and enjoying it. I think you enjoy making me feel uncomfortable. I think you’re getting some sort of perverse pleasure out of driving me crazy.”
Dawn’s eyebrows rose in surprise at my outburst. “So you are angry at me? I’m sorry.” She blinked several times and I saw that her eyes were damp. “Well, I think you just feel guilty for getting horny over your step-daughter and you’re taking it out on me and blaming me for everything. I could alleviate your guilt if I wanted to, but you wouldn’t believe me.” She got up and paced out of the kitchen.
“What do you mean by that?” I called after her, making her stop at the doorway.
“It doesn’t matter,” she said slowly, turning to face me. “Look, I admit, you’re right. I do enjoy teasing you. I enjoy seeing you get horny. It turns me on too. I know it’s wrong to fancy my step-dad, I’ve always had a crush on you - and I know it’s wrong to enjoy him watching me fuck but I can’t help it. I get turned on by the thought of exposing myself to you. I just want... I’m sorry.” It all came out in a rush and by the time she’d finished speaking, tears were running down across bright red cheeks and when she finished with the apology, she turned and ran upstairs, sobbing.
What the hell was I supposed to do here? I sucked in a deep breath and followed her upstairs, knocking on her bedroom door before walking in to see her curled up on her bed, crying softly.
“Dawn, I’m sorry,” I reached out to stroke her hair but paused short of touching her. “I didn’t know you had a crush on me and…”
“No, it’s okay,” she said, wiping the tears from her cheeks and sitting up. “I shouldn’t have said anything. I’ve messed everything up.”
She looked so miserable. I sat next to her. “We’ll be okay. Let’s just pretend this whole thing never happened?”
“How can we?” she asked. “After everything you’ve seen and what you know about me? And who’ll look after me now? I’ve made plans for tomorrow and was hoping you’d come to make sure I’m okay.”
“What sort of plans?” She was right. Things could never quite be the same and if she wasn’t going to stop what she was doing, she did need someone to make sure she was okay. I didn’t one hundred percent trust Martin.
“Martin’s organized an orgy and has invited me.”
“An orgy?”
“Yes,” Dawn actually managed a small smile. “You do know what one is, right?”
Wow. She’d mentioned having threesomes and group sex before but I’d thought she was messing, so I told her that and she shook her head and laughed, then told me she’d done all sorts. “So what exactly does this orgy involve?” I asked her for more details.
“It’s a group fuck. A few swinging couples, me, Martin and some male friends. I wanted you to come along and just be there. You could talk to Martin if you’re feeling weird about it. He wouldn’t even introduce you as my stepdad, so no one would know. They’d just think you’re someone we know.”
I’d had a few varied sexual experiences when I was young, but nothing like what Dawn was inviting me to. “This is tomorrow?”
“Yes,” Dawn folded her arms under her breasts and looked at me defiantly. “I’m going no matter what you say. You can’t stop me.”
“Do you want me to come? Or are you just doing this to keep me quiet so you can carry on?”
“I want you there. Not just to look out for me, but because it turns me on.” I looked at her as she said that and could see that as much as she might put up this flirty, confident front, that was actually all it was - a front. Her cheeks were burning bright red and she was breathing heavily. Admitting that to me had taken guts. I realized that Dawn had bigger balls than I did, so I made a decision.
“Okay, I’ll come along.”
“Good,” she smiled but I hadn’t finished.
“I’ll come along because I want to,” I managed to say and I hoped that I wouldn’t blush as much as she did. It was my turn to grow a pair of balls. “You’re right. I enjoy watching you and love your body, and yes, it makes me feel guilty. I’m sorry for getting angry and taking it out on you.”
“Thank you,” Dawn said, then looked at me shyly. “Do you want to see me naked? Now?”
I stood up. “I really need to go to work in a minute and…”
Dawn stripped off her top. Her tits were amazing. Large and firm and perfectly shaped. “I just like you looking,” she said softly, then slipped down her pajama shorts.
“You’ve got a gorgeous body,” I said breathlessly. My cock was rock hard and straining against the inside of my trousers. Dawn opened her legs to show me her smooth pink pussy.
“Thank you,” she sighed, then reached down to touch herself. “I’m so horny, I think I’m going to cum. You can watch if you want to but if you have to go to work, I understand.”
“Oh, I…” I couldn’t speak as Dawn began to work a finger between her folds, then used her index finger to start circling around her clit. “I… do need to go in a few minutes but…”
“Please stay and watch,” she moaned, “I’d like it if you wanked too but I know you’re shy.”
“I would but…”
“But what?” she purred, rubbing her clit fast now.
“Maybe one day, I’m just…”
“Oh, I’m cumming,” she said in a strained voice, then I watched as she shoved two fingers hard inside herself and then had a back-arching orgasm, which left her fighting for breath afterward.
“Wow,” was all I managed to say.
“Wow indeed,” she giggled. “That was so hot, doing that in front of you. Thank you.”
“You’re welcome,” I found myself saying, then feeling like a complete fool, I turned to leave.
“Let me make you cum,” she asked softly from behind me.
“I can’t,” I said although my chest was so tight that I could hardly speak.
“Please?”
“I just can’t, Dawn.” I turned to face her. “I want to, but…”
“One step at a time,” she conceded. “Sorry. I’m pushing you too far, too fast.”
“Yes,” I said relieved but also disappointed at the same time. “And I do need to get to work.”
“Okay,” she sighed, “I’ll see you after work then? I’m going to have a little nap, I think.” She stretched out on the bed like a cat, naked as the day she was born, but somehow I said my goodbyes and managed to stagger downstairs and to the car, before speeding to work. Not for the same reason as yesterday, though. Today I just wanted to get to work so that I could go the toilets and make myself cum.
Once I’d done it, I managed to calm myself down enough to get through the day and for once I found myself excited to get home and looking forward to seeing Dawn, rather than the opposite. However, when I did get home, I was surprised to see her boyfriend Ryan, say next to her on the sofa.
“Hi,” he said with a boyish grin. He was a nice kid, tall and stringy and quite good-looking and charming, with his boyband mop of dark hair and gentle eyes.
“Hello Ryan,” I said after exchanging glances with Dawn. She smiled and mouthed ‘thank you’ to me, although I wasn’t sure what for.
I asked Dawn how her day was and then chatted briefly to Ryan about football before they finally made their excuses and went out for a bit. Becky was in a charming mood and we had a lovely dinner and a nice evening before retiring upstairs. After this morning and the looming events of tomorrow, I was horny again and wrapped an arm around Becky in bed, kissing her neck but she shuffled away from me.
“I’m really tired, honey,” she apologized. “Mondays always wipe me out. Can we sleep tonight? I’ll make it up to you tomorrow night, I promise.”
“Sure,” I found myself saying, “No problem,” but my erection kept me awake for a good hour until eventually, sleep took me into a night full of horny dreams about first Becky, then Dawn and when I woke up, my hard-on was unbearable. So much so, that finding myself in bed alone again, I couldn’t resist wanking myself off in bed all on my own until I came all over my hand, then quickly darted across the landing and into the bathroom for a shower without bumping into Dawn for once.
She was downstairs, about to set off for college and looked gorgeous. Her blonde tresses were held up in a bun on top of her head, and she gave me a dazzling smile as she went to leave. “Are we still okay for tonight?” she asked from the doorway.
“Tonight?” Becky asked from behind me. Neither Dawn nor I had seen here there.
“I’m taking Dawn to the shops,” I said quickly, thinking on my feet.
“I’ve seen a dress,” Dawn helped out, “For my graduation ball. Can you come too? I was just going to have a bit of daddy and daughter time, you know? Go for a bite to eat afterward and…”
“No, that’s fine,” Becky said, shooting me a look. “But you could have told me.”
“She only sprung it on me the other day,” I shrugged. “I’m sorry, I forgot to mention it.”
“No problems,” Becky smiled. “It’ll be nice for you. Don’t buy it if it’s horrible or if it shows too much flesh!”
“Hey!” Dawn objected with a grin from the front door, then winked at me. “I’ll text you about it in a bit, daddy.”
“Sure,” I said, my heart beating hard and fast in my chest. Luckily, Becky didn’t question me any further on it before I left for work and I thanked my lucky stars for the narrow escape.
It was lunchtime, after a busy morning, when a text from Dawn appeared on my phone.
Dawn: Do you mind driving me to Martin’s? We can leave together then.
Me: Is he okay with that? Doesn’t it seem a bit weird?
Dawn: No, he’s cool with it. We need to be there for about 7.
Me: Fine. Is there like a dress code or anything?
Dawn: LOL. No, whatever you’re comfortable in.
I left it there as I felt a bit dumb, but another short text conversation happened during the afternoon too.
Dawn: Are you excited for later? You’re not going to back out, are you?
Me: Yes, I think I am excited. Don’t worry, I won’t let you down. I am nervous, though.
Dawn: Don’t be. They’re all friendly people. It will be fine. You might even get laid.
Me: I’m married, Dawn! I’m not there for that. Just to make sure you’re okay.
Dawn: And to watch me. I want you to watch me. I’m so horny thinking about it.
Me: I’m at work. Please don’t get me horny!
Dawn: I’m going to be really dirty, you know that, right? Promise me you won’t judge me afterward?
Me: I promise. Now, I’m even more nervous, though.
Becky was a little late home, only getting back five minutes or so before Dawn and I set out. I’d just asked the nanny if she could possibly stay late, just in case Becky didn’t make it home before we left, but luckily she did.
“You look lovely,” she said to Dawn as she walked in.
“Thanks, mom,” said Dawn. She did look great, in a pale gray fitted blouse, denim mini skirt and matching jacket. “I hate going to the mall not dressed up. Everyone there always looks so good.”
“It obviously doesn’t bother you too much,” Becky turned to me with a grin. I was just wearing a t-shirt and jeans but I looked smart, I thought. They were good jeans and the t-shirt was my favourite. I was only casually dressed, but I’d done my hair and made an effort, even wearing my best aftershave.
“I look okay, don’t I?” I asked Dawn and she nodded but shared the grin with her mother. “Why so late, anyway?” I asked Becky who replied that she’d just been held up at work and apologized.
“Have a good time, you two,” she waved us off at the door and I felt a huge twinge of guilt as I got in the car, but by the time I’d rounded the corner on the way to Martin’s with Dawn in the passenger seat, my feelings had turned instead to nervousness and anticipation.
We drove in silence and by the time we pulled up outside, my hands were visibly shaking when I turned off the engine and tried to lock the car doors after we got out.
“Relax,” Dawn had noticed. “Just follow me and relax. You don’t have to do anything.” She took my hand and led me to the front door, then squeezed it as she pressed the doorbell. It was like she was the adult and I was the teenager.
“Hi,” Martin said, then smiled as he saw me. “You came. I thought you might chicken out, but I’m glad you didn’t. Come in and make yourself at home.”
“Thanks,” I said, following Dawn inside. “I can’t believe I’m here either, but you only live once, right? I’m just here to make sure Dawn’s okay, of course. I don’t want to do anything.”
Martin and Dawn exchanged a glance and I realized I was babbling. “No one knows who he is, do they?” Dawn asked him.
“No, I’ve just told him you’re bringing a friend. Luke isn’t here, so it’s all good.” Martin got us a beer each out of the fridge, and I took one, although it would be the only one as I was driving home later, then he led us into the large living room. “Come through and meet everyone.”
The house was nicely decorated. I’d only seen the one room before, but the rest of the house was done out similarly. Minimalistic, in dark warm colours and with expensive looking furniture, including the leather sofa that I’d seen Dawn get fucked on the other morning.
I was introduced to Lee and Carly, a young good-looking swinging couple and another older married pair, Tim and Marie. Finally, there were three other guys there on their own. All around my age or older, in their forties and fifties were Greg, Wes and the oldest, Lawrence who was covered in tattoos and piercings and looked like some sort of aging Hell’s Angel. Martin and Dawn were obviously already known to be a couple while I was introduced to them all as Dawn’s friend, and from the brief conversation that followed afterward, it became apparent that they all assumed I’d fucked her and was a swinger myself, albeit one new to it all.
“Are you okay?” Dawn asked me quietly during a moment alone while I went to make myself a coffee in Martin’s high-tech kitchen.
“I think so,” I whispered back. “I don’t know what to do or what to say, though.”
“You don’t need to do anything,” she reassured me, “It’s just starting to happen now, so when you come back in, just find somewhere comfortable to watch. They’ll be fine with it, okay?”
And they were. Dawn went in first, then I followed her, feeling like somewhat of a party-pooper with my hot cup of coffee and just taking a seat in an armchair in the corner while Tim and Marie started kissing and undressing each other in the centre of the room. The other couple Lee and Carly were already fucking on the sofa, Lee on top so that all I could see was his muscular back and the black-haired Carly’s long legs wrapped around his back.
Dawn glanced at me with raised eyebrows and a smile, and I realized my mouth was hanging open and I closed it with a snap, which made her laugh out loud before Martin grabbed her by the hand and drew her down onto his lap on the other sofa.
The three single guys were dotted around the room, the two my age sat down on the floor and a stool, while the Hell’s Angel guy stood off to one side, his focus all on Lee and Carly fucking. I noticed that he had his dick out and was slowly jerking himself off while watching.
As attractive as the other two women in the room were, I only had eyes for Dawn. Martin was kissing her, his hand cupping her breast through her top, then he lifted it up over her head and quickly reached around to unclasp and remove her bra. Her nipples were erect and he bent his head to suck one into his mouth, before going back to kissing her. I could see that Dawn was breathing heavily and her hands moved to his belt, unbuckling him and he helped her get his cock out so that she could wank him while he kissed her and groped her breasts.
One of the single guys, Greg had moved closer and was partially blocking my view, but I didn’t want to move just yet as I didn’t feel totally comfortable standing around watching. I was horny but I also felt a little bit seedy and out of my comfort zone. The older couple were now totally naked and laid on the deep fur rug. Marie was a chubby brunette with a little bit of gray in her short hair, but she was still fairly attractive with firm looking breasts and a face which while still pretty, I imagine would have been extraordinarily beautiful when she was young. Her husband, Tim was also a little bit overweight and was bald apart from a bit of gray hair on the sides and back but he looked strong and powerful, with muscular arms and legs. As I watched, he pushed her head down onto his not overly long but thick cock and then began to forcefully fuck her mouth.
I noticed that Greg had stripped off. His backside was still blocking much of my view of Dawn and Martin but I could see that she was just in her panties, while Martin was still dressed, albeit with his dick sticking upright out of his zipper.
The younger couple were still fucking and now the Hell’s Angel guy was naked now, standing right next to them and then I noticed that Carly’s hand was on his cock, stroking him off as her partner fucked her.
The last guy, Wes, an average looking mixed race guy was, like me, just sat there watching the fun happen around him and I wondered if he was as inexperienced as me in all of this, but then he proved me wrong as he began to undress and moved towards the older couple on the rug. Tim was quite happy to let Wes take over and while he went to the kitchen for a beer, Wes got on top of Marie and they began to fuck. Just like that. Tim came back with a beer in hand and just stood there, watching another guy fuck his wife.
The atmosphere was electric now and I turned back to Dawn to see Greg offer her his cock and she laid back on the sofa while he knelt nearby and then to my amazement, she closed her eyes and started to suck him without even saying anything to each other. Martin was looking at me as if to check that I was okay, so I just nodded and then he turned away, leaned forward and began licking Dawn’s pussy. Her hand went to the back of his head, pulling him in closer.
I was the only one dressed now, which made me feel a bit like the odd one out, but I wasn’t going to join them and just strip off. However, when Greg replaced Martin between’s Dawn’s legs and shoved his long, thin cock into her pussy, she looked over towards me and motioned with her hand for me to come over.
I stood up a bit uncertainly and walked the few steps towards them, to where I could see her better. Martin put his dick in her mouth before she could say anything, though, but that was okay. I was entranced, watching Greg fuck her while she expertly gave head to Martin.
Then I felt a hand on my shoulder and turned, to see the young black-haired Carly behind me. She was totally naked and her partner was standing right behind her. The Hell’s Angel guy was nowhere in sight.
“You’re still dressed,” she said with a smile and then her hand went to my belt buckle and pulled it undone. What was I supposed to do? If I said no, I’d offend her. So I took my shirt off, while she took down my jeans and suddenly, I was just in my shorts. She pulled at those too, so I turned away out of sight of Dawn, and just a few seconds later, she was on her knees and my cock was in her mouth.
Shit. This had escalated quickly and I wished I’d stayed sat down then maybe this wouldn’t have happened, but it was happening and damn, it felt good.
Lee was kneeling behind Carly, his hands running down her sides and then up over her breasts, flicking her small nipples until they were hard and then squeezing them, which made her sigh around my rock hard cock.
“I want to see,” I heard Dawn say from behind me, and I looked over my shoulder to see her craning her neck trying to look at Carly sucking me. Greg was kneeling between her legs, shoving his cock in and out of her slowly, but he too was looking at the three of us nearby.
I didn’t move, feeling suddenly frozen but Carly moved around somewhat, actually pulling me by the cock so I had to turn ninety degrees and suddenly I was exposed to Dawn, completely naked just a few feet away from her, also naked and being fucked in front of me.
This was completely surreal, but here I was. No going back now. Carly moved onto all fours and I knelt down so that she could keep sucking me while the old guy, Tim, took position behind her and started to fuck her. Dawn’s eyes never left my cock, not even when Greg, pulled his dick out and shot a stream a cum all over her belly. To my horror, the old Hell’s Angel guy appeared from nowhere and replaced Greg, his cock going inside Dawn without her even looking at who it was getting on top of her.
This was crazy. A fucking free for all. Lawrence, I remember the Hell’s Angel’s name finally, was really pounding Dawn’s pussy for all he was worth, and he finally got her attention as she turned to him and starting talking dirty to him as he fucked her.
“Go on then,” she taunted him, “You can fuck me harder than that, can’t you?”
He grunted and pounded her slower but with such force that she had to hold on to the settee with both hands on either side and her moans indicated that she was close to orgasm
“Oh fuck, don’t stop,” Dawn groaned, “I’m going to cum.”
So was I, if Carly didn’t stop but as if she’d read my mind, she was suddenly gone, the cold air replacing her warm mouth as she laid down on her back for the next guy, Wes, to fuck her, leaving me standing there watching Dawn as she had a huge orgasm under the big guy. As she came, her eyes met mine and it was just an incredibly intense moment during which I couldn’t help but grab my cock and start stroking off rapidly until suddenly she reached out a hand and stopped me.
“Fuck,” she said, out of breath. “I need a breather.” She sat up and looked at me, standing naked in front of her, with my erection pointing at her. My hand involuntarily went from masturbating myself to covering myself and she noticed and smiled. “I’m going to get a drink, come with me?”
“Sure,” I said, looking around and finding my shorts, which I slipped on and then followed her into the kitchen. She was still naked as she got a bottle of beer from the fridge, then told me to come with her upstairs.
I hesitated and she giggled. “I’m not going to rape you. I’m just going to get a dressing gown so I’m not wandering around naked then I want to talk to you.”
“Okay,” I mumbled, feeling incredibly weird but following her upstairs anyway, where she did what she said she was going to, grabbing a dressing gown and then sitting on the edge of a small bed in what I presume what the guest bedroom.
“Did you enjoy that?” she asked, patting the bed for me to sit next to her and taking a swig of the beer. When I nodded, she looked pleased. “Me too. I got so horny with you watching and seeing you being jerked off. That’s what made me cum.”
“I feel bad,” I said suddenly. “I’ve cheated on your mother.”
“Not really,” Dawn said. “Carly only sucked you and you didn’t touch anyone or anything.”
“It’s still cheating,” I said, the enormity of what I’d done starting to sink in.
“I can make you feel better if you promise not to overreact,” Dawn said and I remembered what she’d said before; that she could help me to not feel guilty.
“What do you mean?”
“I can tell you something but it’s bad. And I’m afraid you’ll go crazy.”
“Dawn, I’d rather not know right now. I’m worried whatever it is, it’ll just make this all even harder to deal with.”
She looked at me for a second, considering what I’d said, then nodded. “I guess.” Then changed the subject. “I’m a bit sticky. I a had a big load of cum on me. Did you see how much Greg came?”
“Yes,” I said. “All over you.”
Dawn opened her robe and used a part of it to scrub at her belly where the dried cum was smeared. I could see one breast and the mound of her pussy between her thighs and she saw me looking.
“Are you sure you don’t want to feel?” she said quietly and seriously.
I couldn’t help myself. I reached out and cupped her breast in my head, squeezing it gently and felt my cock twitch in my shorts at the feeling.
“I want to make you cum,” Dawn whispered and this time I didn’t say anything so she reached across into my lap and rubbed my hard dick through the thin fabric. “Please?”
“Okay,” I said, wondering if I would regret this tomorrow.
Dawn tugged down the waistband, so my cock popped out into view, then knelt in front of me. I thought I’d cum straight away when she wrapped her hand around me, but I didn’t. She stroked me slowly for a minute, then looked at me with a hot look in her eyes.
“You have a nice cock,” she said, her voice rough with arousal. “Quite big and hard. Cum for me. Cum on my tits.”
Dawn pushed the other side of her dressing gown open and moved closer so my cock was rubbing against her cleavage, then put the tip against her nipple and began to wank me hard and fast.
“Oh fuck,” I groaned, feeling my release approaching and Dawn lifted my cock and opened her mouth, so that my spray of cum hit her in the mouth and on the chin, then pulled it downwards and milked it onto her tits.
“There we go,” she purred at me. “That was fun. Now let’s go back downstairs and you can watch me get fucked again.”
She dropped the dressing gown to the floor and skipped out of the room but I didn’t follow right away. My legs were wobbly from just cumming so hard, so I stayed on the side of the bed for a few minutes to catch my breath.
While I sat there, I couldn’t help but wonder what she was could possibly tell me that would make me feel less guilty. I had no idea. To guess at things was only speculation and couldn’t lead to any good. She’d tell me another time if I asked.
Eventually, I went downstairs, but it was a good five or ten minutes later and the party was winding down. Dawn was riding Martin’s cock on the settee, and there was only them, and the older couple, Tim, and Marie left. I sat nearby and watched them swap, Marie, getting on top of Martin and riding his cock like the seasoned mature woman she was, while old Tim made Dawn get on all fours and then gave her a steady fucking from behind until eventually cumming inside her.
Dawn was in full-on slut mode even after that, rolling onto her back and calling out to me to look at her pussy. She spread her legs for me, and fingered herself with two fingers, the cum running out of her in a trickle while she played with herself and then finally made herself cum while Martin and I watched, and Tim and Marie dressed.
That was the end of the party, and I had one more coffee after Tim and Marie left and eventually when we were all dressed, I thanked Martin for an ‘interesting’ evening and shook his hand.
“I told you that you’d enjoy it,” he said and I had to agree that I had, before Dawn and I got in the car and headed home.
“We don’t have a dress,” Dawn thought out loud. “What do we tell mother?”
“That we couldn’t find one, so we had a burger and a meal and we’ll try again next week?”
“But maybe next time, we should get a dress afterward?” she giggled.
“Afterwards?” I questioned, then realized she was referring to us going to another party. “Ah, I see. Well…” I couldn’t help but laugh. I did feel guilty and I knew that I’d feel worse when I saw Becky at home, but what was done was done. Somehow, it had made me feel closer to Dawn than I ever had before. But in the wrong way.




Chapter 4
The next morning, I woke up next to Becky and the huge pang of guilt which I’d known would hit me was almost like a punch in the stomach as she snuggled up into me. I wrapped her in my arms and kissed the top of her head. What had I done?
When Dawn and I had got home last night, Becky was in the middle of watching a movie and was on her way to finishing off a bottle of wine, so she was pretty chilled out about us not finding a dress. She didn’t ask too many questions for which I was grateful and then fell asleep fairly soon after getting in bed, so I really got away lightly.
This was the first morning that I’d woken up before her and I decided to get up and shower and hopefully relax and sort my head out. Becky got up soon afterwards and Dawn followed and I was surprised at the lack of any sort of awkwardness between us. It was a perfectly normal morning and for the rest of that week, everything went smoothly. Dawn and I didn’t really feel the need to talk about ‘that evening’ and although there was a certain closeness between us, it felt natural and I put it down to the sexual tension between us dissipating due to her finally making me cum. It was like that tension had been hanging over us this whole time, and now that it was ‘out of her system’ everything had gone back to normal.
Except of course, that it wasn’t.
Saturday came around and after a busy week at work, I was ready for the day off. Becky was working this morning, so she was up early and left me in bed with a coffee and a kiss, before going to work. We’d had sex twice since the party at Martin’s house and I’d used the memories to inspire me in bed, making for some of the best love making that Becky and I had enjoyed for a while. She’d commented on it, asking if I was taking Viagra or something because I was so horny.
I love Saturday mornings when Becky works because I get to be ‘mom’ with the kids, making them breakfast and enjoying quality time, which was fun. This afternoon, when Becky came back, she was taking them to the cinema while I’d decided to stay home to try and fix a light fitting which I’d been putting off for several weeks. I wasn’t a big DIY expert but I could do a few jobs around the house and quite enjoyed it when I did get around to doing stuff.
Dawn got up and had breakfast with us, then met Ryan to go shopping and have lunch, so once Becky came back and collected the excited kids, I was left alone with my toolbox, stepladders and a bit time to think and have ‘man-time.’ Dawn hadn’t mentioned any more meet-ups with Martin, or any other sex parties since the other night, so I wondered if she’d simply done what she’d wanted to do with me and moved on, and while I’d enjoyed it, I thought it was probably for the best if that was the case. I’d enjoyed myself obviously, but it wasn’t something that we could sustain for any length of time and the longer it went on, the more chance there was of Becky finding out, and none of us wanted that.
“Hello?” I heard Dawn call out from downstairs suddenly. What was she doing here? I downed tools for a moment and looked over the balcony at the top of the stairs. Dawn and Ryan were in the hallway, closing the front door and taking off their coats and shoes.
“Just us then?” I heard Ryan say, and when Dawn called out again, I didn’t reply, choosing to back away instead, wondering what she might say or do if she didn’t know I was in.
“Looks like it,” Dawn said. “Might as well make the most of it.”
“Your bedroom then?” I heard Ryan say with discernable excitement in his voice and then the sound of footsteps on the stairs made me pick up my toolbox and quickly retreat into our room. I hid the tools behind the bed, then stood behind the curtains off to one side, knowing that Dawn wouldn’t be able to see me if she stuck her head around the door.
I waited there for a good five minutes, giving them plenty of time to look around and then head into her room, before peeking my head out. There was no sign of them, so I tiptoed in my stockinged feet out onto the landing and then froze because Dawn’s bedroom door was ajar. Not by much, not enough to see through but I could hear them clearly. Ryan was saying something in a low voice, mumbling and moaning, and I could hear the distinctive wet sounds of a blow job.
“Take your top off,” I heard Ryan say as I crept closer.
“Okay,” Dawn breathed. “You too. Let’s get naked.”
The sounds of rustling clothes filled in a gap in their talking and then I heard the bedsprings creak, then Ryan started moaning again as Dawn did whatever she was doing to him.
“One minute,” I heard Dawn say and had to bolt quickly back into our room as she went into the bathroom. I heard the toilet flush and again, I gave them five minutes before venturing out and this time, Dawn had left the door further open. Enough to see through, although it was risky. I managed to slip out of the door and tiptoed down the stairs enough to see through the gap from across the landing. The position was a little further away but had the advantage of that if I was seen, I could pretend I’d just come in and ‘stumbled upon them’ as I was heading upstairs.
From where I was, I could see Ryan’s bare legs and Dawn riding him. They were sideways on, and she was leaning forwards, so I had a great view of her breasts bouncing and swaying in front of her. She tossed her head back as she ground on to him, her blonde hair spilling down her back as she fucked, and it was all I could do to not get my cock out and start wanking off right there. Ryan rolled her over after a few minutes, giving me a brief view of his small cock before he buried it inside Dawn’s smooth pussy and fucked her.
Then a twinge of a new feeling hit me. Jealousy. I’d never felt that before regarding Dawn, and it shocked me that I felt that way but I did. This lucky young guy had the beautiful Dawn as his girlfriend and got to have time with her, making love and having carefree fun like only teenagers can, but then I reminded myself that he was also completely oblivious to the fact that Dawn was fucking all and sundry behind his back.
I watched for another minute or two, then once I saw Ryan’s movements become jerky and heard him grunt as he came in her, I swiftly descended the stairs, put my shoes on and stepped outside for a moment, before noisily opening the door and re-entering the house, then kicked the shoes off and stomped upstairs, hoping that they heard me coming.
“Oh, hello!” Dawn said with a big smile from the top of the landing. She’d managed to put her jeans and t-shirt on somehow and had closed the bedroom door behind her, presumably to give Ryan a chance to get himself dressed.
“Hi. What are you doing home?” I asked innocently as I walked past her, but she caught my arm.
“Did you enjoy the show?” she whispered into my ear.
“Show?” I pretended to not know what she was talking about.
“I saw you when I came out,” Dawn said in hushed tones. “You ran into the bedroom but I saw you. I had a weird feeling you were here.”
“Damn,” I said. “I’m sorry.”
“You don’t have to apologize,” she giggled softly. “I deliberately left the door open for you after that.” I blinked in surprise, although I don’t know why I was surprised at all after the other night.
“You’re a naughty girl,” I chuckled quietly. “Hadn’t you better go back to Ryan?”
“Yes, I am. I told you I was,” Dawn let go of my arm. “Ryan’s going now and then I want to talk to you, okay?”
“Sure,” I replied, letting her head back to her boyfriend, while I collected my tools and got back to finishing off the new light fitting.
Five minutes later, Ryan passed me and said both hello and goodbye as he hurriedly left, no doubt worrying that I’d got suspicions of what they’d been up to unless Dawn had actually told him, which I doubted.
The job was finished by the time Dawn had closed the door and come back upstairs, and I was putting everything away.
“Job done,” I announced, putting the toolbox back into the cupboard where it lived. “Do you normally sneak Ryan into the house for a fuck when we’re not home?”
“We’ve done it a couple of times,” she conceded. “But it’s not like we do it all the time or anything. Can we talk?”
I nodded and followed into her bedroom, where she sat on the bed and patted the space next to her. I remembered what had happened the last time I’d sat on a bed with her, then tried to push the memory from my mind so I could listen to what she had to say.
“What’s up?” I prompted her when she didn’t speak straight away.
“I’ve been thinking a lot about what we did the other night,” she started, glancing at me. “I liked it. I really liked it. And I want to it again?”
“Okay. Which bit are you referring to? A lot happened that night.”
“All of it,” Dawn said slowly, “But especially the bit where you touched me and I made you cum. That was fun just now, you watching me with Ryan, but I want us to do stuff like that again.”
“I’ve been thinking too,” I said after a moment. “I enjoyed it as well, but long term, you know it could cause problems.”
“I know.” Dawn looked at me with an intense look in her eyes. “I’m not saying we do anything long term. I just need…”
I waited for her to carry on but she tailed off and then sat there, fiddling with her fingers. This wasn’t like Dawn.
“You just need what?” I prompted her again.
“I keep thinking about you. About fucking you.”
I took a deep breath. “I’m married to your mother. I… It’s not that I don’t want to, but… I…”
She took her t-shirt off and wasn’t wearing a bra. I looked across the room and saw her bra and panties discarded in the corner. She must have not bothered putting them back on when she hurriedly got dressed again earlier, an assumption proved correct as she wriggled out of her jeans too, then laid naked on the bed next to me.
“Ryan came, but I didn’t,” she said in a low voice. “Please fuck me. Just once, then I’ll leave you alone, I promise.”
“The problem is that I’m scared that if I do, then I won’t want you to leave me alone,” I said honestly.
“Please. If you don’t want to fuck me, just make me cum.”
My cock was hard now. I could feel it almost throbbing in my shorts. She looked so cute laid there, totally naked, her blonde hair fanned out on the bed, her firm tits standing almost straight up and her skin so smooth and soft. My eyes lingered on the inside of her pale thighs as she opened her legs and I couldn’t help but look at her tight little pussy, all wet with Ryan’s cum.
“Dawn, this is killing me. Please.”
“Just make me cum. Finger fuck me or something. I need to cum.”
As though my arm was no longer under my control, I reached across and slid my hand up her thigh, then trailed a finger down her slit, over her lips and clit, which made her shudder. She reached down and took my hand, trying to force my finger inside her, and I let her, feeling how wet she was.
I gave up trying to resist and slid my finger deep into her hole, then a second one, savouring her tightness, then began to finger fuck her slowly with both fingers. I moved, sitting between her legs, so I could tease her clit with the thumb of one hand while fingering her with two fingers on the other. Within a couple of minutes, I had her bucking her hips, fucking my hand back.
“Oh, come on. Lick me or fuck me or something,” she gasped at me.
“I can’t lick your pussy. It’s fuck of Ryan’s cum.”
“Fuck me then. Do something,” she implored me, but all I did was lean forward, still fingering her and teasing her clit with one hand, while the other squeezed her breast, tweaking and teasing a nipple and then I took the other nipple into my mouth and sucked it, then flicked it with my tongue.
“Kiss me,” she begged but I just kept sucking her tits, moving my head from one to the other while ramming my fingers hard into her pussy.
Then suddenly I felt her hand tangle itself in my hair, and she pulled my head up hard. The sting of my hair being pulled made me start to object, but she thrust her head forward and kissed me, hard and passionately and I just couldn’t help but kiss her back.
That was it. Her hands were at my belt, then tugging my jeans and shorts down and then her hand wrapped itself around my cock and guided it into her pussy. I was inside her, still kissing her, and now totally out of control. Her smooth legs wrapped around my back and I plunged myself into her, fucking her for all I was worth.
“That’s it,” she moaned into my ear while kissing my neck. “Fuck me. Fuck me hard.”
I did, lifting myself up onto my arms so I could look down and see my cock sliding in and out of her sopping wet pussy until after a few minutes of crazy, intense, passionate fucking, I came hard and deep inside her. Dawn’s legs tensed around me, and she shuddered with her own orgasm too, and then it was over and we were laid next to each other on her bed, both completely out of breath and exhausted.
“I’ve imagined this for so long,” Dawn said finally, rolling onto her side and looking at me. “I’ve had a crush on you since I was young. I hope you don’t feel weird.”
“I’d be lying if I said I wasn’t feeling a bit weird right now,” I said after a moment, looking fondly at her. “And guilty.”
“About mother?”
“Yes, I do love her,” I sat up and sighed. “I know this is wrong, but it feels kind of right. Am I a bad person?”
“No, you’re not,” Dawn said, then sat up too and touched my shoulder. “That thing I was going to tell you. It’s about her.”
“About your mother?”
“Yes,” she was chewing her lip. “She’s got a lover. She’s had a few, from what I know.”
I couldn’t believe it. She had to be making it up.
“Please don’t go crazy. You promised you wouldn’t. Don’t leave her.”
“She’s got lovers? Had lovers?” Where the hell was this coming from? I turned to face Dawn. She had tears in her eyes and she looked frightened and I realized I was shouting.
“She loves you,” Dawn explained, “I heard her talking on the phone once, about how she loves you and would never leave you, but I actually found out from Martin. When he realized who I was.”
“Slow down,” I cut in. “Start from the beginning.”
Dawn got up from the bed and started getting dressed and I realized I should probably do the same. As we did, she told me everything. Martin picked Dawn up a while ago and saw her with Becky, who he recognized. When Dawn told him that it was her mother, he went quiet and she said she knew something was wrong but it took a lot of convincing for him to eventually tell her. It seems that Becky felt depressed a couple of years ago and went online looking for someone to flirt with and have a little bit of fun. She never intended it go any further than that, but eventually, she met a man called Nick, who was Martin’s best friend and one thing led to another. Of course, Martin had met Becky a couple of times when out with Nick and recognized her instantly when he saw her with Dawn.
Dawn explained how Martin had been reluctant to tell her as he was scared of this causing problems and he didn’t want to lose her as a friend-with-benefits, which they were by this point. Dawn said she wasn’t angry, just intrigued at how her mother had kept all of this a secret.
I couldn’t believe it of Becky either, just as Dawn couldn’t at the time, but it did make sense. The timing made sense. That was when I’d first taken this job, and I was travelling up and down the country all of the time that first year. When I was home, I was always tired and there were about six months where we hardly spoke, let alone spend any time together.
She’d always gone out and had time on her own, or put extra work time in, often without pay, and even now, lately she’d been working late, and too tired for sex some nights. At other times, she’d be ridiculously horny for no apparent reason. As Dawn pointed all of this out to me, it did all become more and more believable.
“She doesn’t see Nick any more,” Dawn told me. “Martin says he knows three other men who have met up with her in hotels for casual sex. Apparently, she always uses condoms, is very discrete and insists it’s always no-strings because she has a husband who she loves very much.”
I was on the edge of the bed, but with no memory of sitting down. I think my legs had just given out on me. “Yes, but…”
“Martin says she just has one lover that she sees regularly, that he knows of at least. He’s called Brian and I’ve met him. He’s a lovely man, very handsome and charming.”
“Have you…?”
“No,” Dawn raised her hands, “I wouldn’t go there. I couldn’t. I did ask him about my mother, though, just to make sure Martin was telling me the truth and he confirmed it. He says he thinks the world of her and would take things further with her, but she insists she loves her husband very much and would never leave him.”
“Right,” I said simply. My world had been turned upside down and I had no idea what to do now with this new information.
“So, like I said, you don’t need to feel guilty,” Dawn said in conclusion. “Mother obviously likes sex with you because I hear you at it, but she must like the thrill of sleeping with new guys too. Just like me.”
“Just like you,” I found myself repeating. My mind was spinning.
“So you won’t leave her? Don’t say anything?” Dawn took my hand in hers and I squeezed it.
“I won’t,” I reassured her. “Thank you for telling me. That must have been very difficult.”
“I just thought that considering everything and how you’ve been beating yourself up about you and me, that you should know.” She nodded. “It was hard, though.”
I had to admit that Dawn had guts. I thanked her again but before I could say anything else, Becky and the kids came home, their voices echoing up from downstairs as they all piled through the door.
“We’ll talk later,” I told her. “Let’s just pretend that everything is okay until we work everything out.”
“Thank you so much,” Dawn wiped her cheeks which were wet from tears, then scrubbed at her moist eyes. “I was so scared about how you’d react.”
“Go fix your makeup,” I told her, giving her a quick hug. “We’ll be fine. I promise.” Then I went downstairs to face Becky.
“Hey baby,” she said, sidling up to me for a hug and a kiss on the cheek. I did it but felt slightly cold because of what I’d just learned. “We had a great time. Did you get all your DIY done?”
“Sorted,” I told her. “All done and working.”
“Great,” she smiled and walked away, getting some food out of the cupboards and freezer for our meal later and I watched her, the graceful way she walked. Her slim figure, curvy ass. I thought she was all mine. How wrong can a man be?
I didn’t mention anything, though, and of course, neither did Dawn when she came down a little bit later. Our evening went pretty much like any other, which surprised me considering what had happened this afternoon. Somehow, things felt even closer between Dawn and me, and I hoped that our improved chemistry didn’t show too much as Becky was usually quick to pick up on things like that.
I was especially nervous when Dawn decided to stay downstairs and watch a film with us that night, once the kids were in bed. Usually, she’d be out, with friends, or Ryan, or just chill out in her bedroom, but I guessed that she was hanging around to make sure that I didn’t raise any issues with Becky.
When Becky went to get a drink, I caught Dawn’s attention. “You don’t need to worry,” I whispered to her. “I’m not going to cause any problems with your mother. It’s cool. I’ll get my head around it and let you know in advance if I ever decide to say something to her.”
“Don’t,” Dawn hissed. “Let her have her fun. She’ll get fed up of it eventually. I know she’ll never leave you. She loves you.”
“Maybe,” I said noncommittally, but then had to shut up as Becky returned.
Dawn eventually went up to bed after the film was finished, and then Becky and I went up shortly afterward. She went in the shower while I got in bed, then when she walked back in a few minutes later I sat upright in bed suddenly because she was wearing the sexiest underwear I’d ever seen her in. A black silk corset, which pushed her small boobs up and together to form a nice bit of cleavage. Then tiny, black, sheer lace panties were at the top of a pair of black tights held up by a fancy suspender belt.
“Hello,” she said with one eyebrow arched, then did a twirl. “Do you approve?”
The panties had a thong back, so her pert butt looked amazing and when she completed the turn, I could see that she’d trimmed her pussy into a landing strip, visible through the front of the gossamer fabric.
“I approve,” I said but the smile I gave her was forced. Was this lingerie for me? Or was I merely testing it out before her lover got to see it? Perhaps he’d seen it already. Maybe I was getting to see it second-hand. I tried to suppress the questions running through my head and asked one of Becky instead. “What’s the occasion?”
“No occasion,” she said sweetly, pulling the covers off me and climbing onto the bed next to me. “I just decided to treat you.”
Treat me? More like treat her lover. Or lovers. “What have I done to deserve a treat?”
“Well, you have been working hard lately, and you did some DIY today,” she touched my cheek, then ran the finger down my neck, shoulder and across my chest. “And you’re my husband so you deserve a treat just for putting up with me.”
Ah, so it was guilt then. She needn’t feel guilty really. I’d fucked her daughter this afternoon. “You have to put up with me too. I’m not perfect.”
“Perfect enough for me,” Becky replied softly. Her finger had reached my shorts and she hooked it under the waistband and eased them down.
If I was perfect enough, you wouldn’t need other lovers. “That’s good then,” I said watching her carefully as she slid my underwear off.
“Well, hello,” she said to my hard cock, wrapping her hand around it, then her mouth following.
I lifted her short dark hair out of the way so I could see her sucking me hungrily. It felt incredible, but for some reason, I couldn’t help but think how she’d been sucking other men just like this. She’d had numerous other cocks in her mouth and done this to them. I wondered how many there had been. How many she’d done this to. How many men had held her hair out of the way? How many had shot their load into her mouth, something I loved doing.
I could picture her doing it. Another man, perhaps taller or more muscular than me. Maybe older, richer, younger, fitter. Laying on a bed, naked, their cock in her mouth and their balls in her hand, where mine were now, as she expertly stroked them as she blew me.
“Take my panties off,” she said after several minutes during which instead of these mental images putting me off, they only made my cock harder for some reason. How many men had she said that to? I couldn’t help but wonder, but I was horny, so I reached down as she moved her body over mine, and drew them down over her hips, unclasping the suspenders so that I could take them off.
“What’s got into you?” I murmured as her lips brushed against my neck and her weight settled onto my chest. Who’s got into you, I should have asked. Who’s been in you?
“You’re going into me,” she said in her sexy voice, reaching between her legs and guiding the tip of my cock into her hot pussy. As she began to slowly fuck me, sliding her pussy down until it enveloped me totally and then raising away and repeating the motion so skillfully, again all I could think of was how many other cocks she’d done this exact move on. I tried to concentrate on how it felt. Did it feel less tight than it used to? Dawn said she’d had numerous lovers. How many cocks had she enjoyed? How big were they? Had she had big ones, black ones even?
Mental images ran through my mind. Of Becky on top of different men. In hotel rooms. In their bedrooms. Even here, in our marital bed.
I rolled her over onto her back and she looked up at, wide-eyed and I realized I’d been a little bit rough with her. Then she bit her lip and pulled me forcefully by the hips in between her legs, thrusting my cock into her sharply, her pelvis pushing back to take me deep.
“Go on,” she said with desire dripping in her voice, “I like it rough.”
I bet you do, I thought. Anger flashed inside me like lighting and I pulled out and rammed into her hard. Then again. She moaned and her eyes widened a little. I couldn’t tell if she just liked it, or if she was surprised at my roughness. With one hand I pinned her shoulder down and with the other, I yanked at the corset so her small tits spilled free. Then I took both of her hands and held them above her head and began to fuck her. Not like we usually fucked. I did her fast and hard. Is this how you like it, my mind asked her. Dirty and hard? Slut.
Becky was a slut. Like her daughter. She loved cock. She loved different men. Different dicks. Images of them on top of her, using her, taking her. Doing whatever they wanted with my wife. My wife.
And then I came. Hard. Even harder than I had with Dawn.
“Wow,” Becky said, out of breath. “You really did like the lingerie. I should buy more if you’re going to fuck me like that every time.”
It wasn’t the lingerie. It was the thought of her being a slut. The realization of who and what she was. The images of her with other men.
I felt stunned. What was wrong with me? First, I end up fucking my stepdaughter, half my age, and now I find myself getting turned on by the thought of my wife being unfaithful. I should be smashing the house up. I should be screaming and shouting and kicking her ass out of my house. Not fucking the shit out of her like a man possessed.
I should be telling her about her slut daughter. Confessing to fucking her. Hurting her. Turning her life upside down, just like the pair of them had turned mine.
But I wasn’t. Instead, I was pulling her into my arms and kissing her, and then holding her until we both fell asleep. But until I drifted off, I pondered on what all of this meant and where I went from here.
The next morning I woke up and everything felt like a dream. I laid here, long after Becky had got up and gone downstairs, wondering how everything could feel so normal and yet be so fucked up. Just a couple of weeks ago everything had been totally different, and in that time so much had changed. Of course, everyone knows that life can change in the blink of an eye, but when it actually happens, it’s very disorienting.
I don’t know whether it was while I in bed, or while I ate breakfast with Becky, Dawn, and everyone, or while I was in the shower afterward but at some point on that Sunday morning, I made a decision. I couldn’t just let Becky do what she was doing. I had to speak to her about it. It would eat away at me inside, I knew that, and ultimately it would destroy me and probably us. But first, I needed to understand what I was facing. I didn’t know how I felt about it until I saw the guy she was seeing and knew more about it. Only then would I be able to figure out what it means for mine and Becky’s future.
I didn’t quite know how I was going to go about it, but Becky inadvertently helped by telling me over dinner that she was going to be working late tomorrow if that was okay. I saw Dawn glance at me as Becky said it and I knew straight away that she was going to meet her lover. This was my chance. I didn’t say anything to Dawn, instead, I pretended to not care at all, going about my Sunday evening just like any other weekend. Just like nothing was wrong. But now I had a plan.
The next morning was incredibly strange. It was fine until the moment I was about to set off to work. Then I realized as I leaned in to give Becky my usual ‘see you later’ kiss before leaving, that in a few hours, she’d be kissing someone else. That by the time she got home tonight, she’d have had another man inside her. And she thought I didn’t know.
My plan was simple. Becky finished work before me, so I made the excuse of an urgent dental appointment to get out early, and then called Dawn to tell her that I’d been called into a meeting and with her mother being home late as well, asked her if she could babysit the kids until one of us got home. Dawn didn’t question me at all, for which I was grateful. I thought she might be a bit suspicious but simply said ‘okay’ and I hung up and started the car’s engine. It was a bit of a drive to Becky’s work, but I gave myself enough time to get there and pulled up just a short distance from the car park. I could see her car and the front entrance, so I slid down in my seat to make myself harder to spot and waited for her to emerge. Of course, it could be legitimate that she was working late. She had just been promoted to a manager’s role and I knew that her workload would increase as a result, but it was the way she said it, and how Dawn glanced at me that made me think it was a lie. I wondered how much Dawn knew. Did she know what days Becky saw her lover? Where they went? I wished I’d thought to ask her but it was too late now.
I didn’t have to wait long. Five minutes later, Becky came out of the door and crossed the car park. She looked very cool and collected, not like a woman on her way to a secret lovers’ tryst. She got in her car, but first, she opened the back door and put her handbag on the back seat and it was then that I noticed she’d changed her clothes. This morning, when she left she’d been wearing a navy blazer and matching pencil skirt but now she had on her long gray woollen coat and a shorter skirt which I couldn’t see as it must have been shorter than the coat. Her hair was down and had been up this morning, but that didn’t mean as much as the clothes as she often had her hair down when she got home after a long day.
I waited for her to drive out of the car park, then followed at a discreet distance, hoping I was far enough away for her to not recognize my car in her rearview mirrors. If she did glance back and see me, I could pretend it was pure chance but she didn’t show any sign of spotting me, as she pulled off the road which led home and instead drove north in the opposite direction. Where was she going?
The question was answered a fifteen-minute drive later, when she pulled into a pub car park but sat in the driver seat for a few minutes before getting out. I parked as near as I dare, on the main road outside but from where I was I could see that she was fixing up her makeup. Then she got out and went inside, leaving me there wondering what to do next.
Should I go in? The problem was that I didn’t know where she was inside. I could literally bump right into her as I walked through the door. I didn’t know this particular pub at all, so I didn’t know if there were any backdoors or alternative entrances and from what I was parked, I couldn’t see if there were any particular windows which would be good to look through.
My dilemma didn’t last long, though. Just a few minutes later, she came out and headed back to her car. But she wasn’t alone. A tall, dark, broad man followed her and as they reached the car, he took by the shoulder, turned her around, then pushed her back against the car and kissed her.
I’d prepared myself for this or tried to, but seeing someone kiss my wife was like a punch to the jaw. I looked away, then back and they were still kissing. Passionately. Finally, Becky pushed him away, laughing while looking nervously around her to see if they’d been seen. Then they got in the car and drove out of the car park. I slumped right down in my seat as they turned in my direction and hoped that Becky didn’t recognize the license plate as she drove past me.
She can’t have, because rather than a panicky escape and then a drive home, she drove a couple of miles onto a small housing estate and then into a cul-de-sac populated with beautiful brand new houses.
I pulled up a hundred yards away and watched them get out of the car and then disappear into one of the larger homes, hand-in-hand. Fuck. This was really happening. I felt sick to my stomach and yet also strangely turned on. What the hell was wrong with me?
I took out my phone and texted Dawn.
Me: I’ve followed your mom and wish I hadn’t now.
Dawn: What do you mean?
Me: I followed her from work. She met up with a guy and now she’s in his house. I’m parked nearby and I’ve got no idea what to do.
Dawn: What did he look like?
Me: Tall with dark hair. Spanish looking. Big guy.
Dawn: That’s Brian. He’s half-Italian, actually. Gorgeous.
Me: Thanks for rubbing it in.
Dawn: I’m not. At least she has good taste. You’d feel worse if he was a fat ugly guy.
Me: I don’t think it’s possible to feel any worse right now.
Dawn: Then why are you even there? Why didn’t you tell me? I would have come with you to give you some support.
Me: I had to know if it was true and I was curious I suppose.
Dawn: Come home. We can talk about it.
Me: I need to wait. Sort my head out on my own. I saw them kissing.
Dawn: It’s just sex. It’s her way of escaping for a few hours a week.
Me: A few hours?
Dawn: She sees him once a week from what he’s told me, but she sometimes spends some time with other men, usually in hotels or whatever. They’re hookups from a dating website. Come home and we can talk about it. You can’t achieve anything just sitting in your car and besides, she might see you.
Me: Okay. I’ll see you in a bit.
I didn’t set off right away. I knew it was risky and crazy, but I was feeling pretty crazy right now. The house was only a hundred yards away and I could see a small path that cut through the back of the houses, so I got out of the car and decided to stretch my legs and have a walk to see if I could see anything.
The path ran right around the rear, skirting the bottom of the gardens and I counted the houses until I was standing behind the right one, then being careful not to attract any attention, I peered through a gap in the hedgerows up at the house.
Nothing. One bedroom had the curtains drawn, though, so I assumed they were in there fucking. The tall handsome guy with my wife’s legs wrapped around his back, fucking her pussy like only he could. My cock twitched in my shorts, even as my stomach tightened at the thought.
Then I saw Becky. Not at the window, I’d been gazing at, but the one next to it. She looked out, not in my direction, but I drew back a little just in case she turned my way. She was naked, from the waist up at least. Her breasts on view to anyone that was in the right place at the right time, and she appeared not to care at all.
I was the only one in the right place at the right time, and I cared a lot. I saw her turn sideways and then Brian appeared next to her, taking her in her arms and kissing her. He was shirtless too. I felt sick and aroused at the same time. Whether I felt nauseous at what I was seeing, or in reaction to how it turned me on, I wasn’t sure.
I watched them kiss, his hand on her tits, then he reached across and drew the curtains and I walked away, got in the car and drove home, with a heavy heart and a painfully hard cock.




Chapter 5
I trudged into the house, with the weight of the world on my shoulders. Again, it hit me how much my life had changed in just a few weeks. What a mess everything was and not even the beautiful Dawn greeting me with a hug and a cold beer could do anything to make me feel any better.
“The kids are at uncle Carl’s,” she said with a soft smile. “I asked him if he could do me an urgent favour because I needed to go to an interview and you and mom were working late. I thought we could talk better with them not around.”
Carl was Becky’s brother. If he knew the real reason, he’d go mad.
“Thanks,” I said, downing the beer in one go. “Wow. I needed that.” I got another one from the fridge and popped the lid off.
“Sit down,” Dawn told me, then placed herself next to me on the sofa. “Tell me everything.”
So I did, starting with how I’d thought about this and knew that I had to see it for myself, but now that I’d done that, I had weird mixed feelings, including a mixture of betrayal and arousal which made me feel terrible.
“I don’t know what to do,” I finished with a shrug. “I’m hurting but at the same time, I feel like a hypocrite because of what we’ve done. I can’t end it with her but I can’t go on either, knowing that she’s fucking other men. How do I live a lie, like that? Smiling as being normal? How does she do it?”
Dawn didn’t say anything for a moment but took my hand in hers. “Listen. We’ll work this out. You need to pull yourself together and spend a bit of time deciding what you want to do. It’s going to take a while to get your head around it. Don’t do anything rash? Promise me.”
I stared at her. This gorgeous young nymphomaniac trying to tell me how everything was going to be fine. What did she know? She was eighteen and knew nothing about life and love.
I bit my lip. “I promise,” I lied.
“This is my fault,” Dawn went on, eyes downcast. “I’ll find a way to make it all better. Trust me.”
“It’s not your fault. You didn’t make your mom fuck other men.”
“I know,” Dawn conceded, “But I shouldn’t have told you. Are you still…?”
“Still what?”
Her hand moved, brushing over my groin, searching my cock. I was still hard, for some bizarre reason and she curled her hand around it for a moment, then reached over with both hands and tugged my zipper down.
“I can help you with one thing, at least,” Dawn whispered, then knelt down in front of me and took my cock out, holding it firmly while meeting my gaze and waiting for my approval.
This was wrong. But then again, Becky was in a man’s house getting fucked. Maybe sucking his cock, for all I knew. I nodded.
“Mum’s getting hers,” Dawn echoed my thoughts, “Why shouldn’t you?”
“She could be back soon,” I reminded her as she took me in her mouth. “We don’t have time for…”
Dawn shushed me and started to bob her mouth up and down my shaft, so I laid back and just enjoyed the moment. Fuck it. Why shouldn’t I ‘get mine’ too? Dawn knew what to do with a cock, in fact, she might even be better than Becky at it. I tangled my fingers in her thick blonde hair, and began to fuck her face, thrusting into her mouth as I imagined Becky naked on her back with the dark-skin of Brian against hers, them both sweating, his dick sliding in and out of my wife’s pussy, her crying out as her orgasm hit her.
“Woah,” Dawn said, a minute or two later, after I’d blown a huge load down her throat. “You needed that even more than the beer, by the looks of it.”
“I did. Thank you,” I said, zipping myself up. “For more than just the blowjob. Thank you for telling me about your mom. It must have taken some courage. And thank you for being here for me right now.”
“It’s fine. I’ll help you get through this. Even if it means sucking your dick every time she fucks someone.”
“You might need to,” I chuckled. “Seriously, though, I don’t know why it turns me on. I should be heartbroken and I sort of am but at the same time…”
“It’s really common,” Dawn reassured me. “You love mom and find her attractive. So, the thought of an attractive woman having sex is going to turn you on, isn’t it? Even if it’s mom.”
“Yes, but…”
I was cut off then, as Becky came through the door.
“I’m home,” she called out, then seeing Dawn and I sitting on the sofa, asked if everything was fine.
“Yes,” I said hurriedly, noticing that she’d changed back into her work clothes. I wondered if she’d even had any clothes on under that long gray coat. “I had to go to a meeting after work, and Dawn needed to pop out so she arranged for the kids to go to Carl’s. We both got back now.”
Becky looked at the empty beer bottle on the table and the other half-empty one on the table. “Okay. As long as everything is alright?” She gave me an odd look.
For some reason that look made me slightly angry and I bit back a retort, instead asking her how work had been and if the extra work had been anything special.
“It’s my fault,” Dawn interrupted. “I had an interview and almost forgot to go. Dad was stressed at me and we just had a row about it. Hence the beer. It’s my fault. I’m sorry.”
Becky didn’t say anything, she just blinked, seeming to think, then broke into a beaming smile. “An interview? That’s great news, darling.”
I mouthed ‘I’m sorry’ at Becky as she took her coat off and she stole my beer and finished it off in one long pull.
“Work was… demanding,” Becky said, tossing the empty bottle at me. “Get us both a fresh one and let’s enjoy an hour without the kids.”
“Should I give you some privacy?” Dawn said with a wink at her mother.
“No,” we both said in unison, but I let Becky talk first.
“I’m far too tired for that,” she laughed.
I bet you are, Becky. Dawn glanced at me, no doubt thinking the same as me.
“I’m spent too,” I said, my choice of words making Dawn jump almost imperceptibly. Then she laughed, went away and came back with three beers.
“You two are made for each other,” she said, sitting down and kicking her feet up on the footstool. “Both old and past it.”
If only that was the truth. We might be old from Dawn’s perspective, but certainly, the events of the past few weeks had shown that we were far from ‘past it.’
I felt much better for the rest of the evening. Somehow, Dawn’s company and then the hour we spent chatting without the kids, cleared my head. But we didn’t have sex that night. There was definitely a distance between us in bed, and the next morning, when I got up and went to work, I couldn’t think about anything else but Becky’s infidelity. By the end of the day, I’d decided to confront her about it. How I didn’t know. But I knew that I couldn’t go on feeling like this.
On the way home, I had an idea and texted Dawn.
Me: What website does your mother use?
Dawn: Hi Dawn. How are you today? Lol. I’m fine, thanks.
Me: Sorry. Are you okay?
Dawn: I’m fine. Why do you want to know?
Me: I thought I could look at her profile and read it and maybe just get a better understanding of it. Maybe it will help me get my head around things.
Dawn: I’m glad you’re trying to understand. That’s a positive thing.
Me: I’m trying to sort things out.
That wasn’t a complete lie. I felt guilty, knowing I was tricking Dawn a little bit, but I had to do what was best for me and this was the only way I could think of. She sent me the website link straight to Becky’s profile, and that night after I’d eaten and the kids were in bed, I took my laptop into the study, telling Becky that I had some work to do.
“Okay,” she said. “I’m tired, so I’m going to read for a bit in bed and get an early night if that’s alright?”
I said it was, then sat behind my desk, typing in the link that Dawn had given me.
Her username was BexBaby77 and her profile picture was just of her body from the waist down, in a bikini and I recognized the shot as one of our holiday pictures from a couple of years ago.
The ‘about me’ section read: I’m a naughty milf who loves to suck and fuck, currently happy in a loving relationship but needing more, so if you’re hunky and horny and discreet, send me a message and if I like you enough, you might just let lucky. Condoms are a must. No disrespectful men please. I’m a good-looking, successful career woman and don’t like losers. No small cocks, please. No one over 40 either. I need men with stamina and not beer bellies.
There was a small picture gallery with various bikini and underwear photos but no nudes.
I sat there for a while, just reading and re-reading the profile. She’d even got her vital statistics on there, and a shopping site wish list so people could buy her gifts. There was underwear on there and I realized that some of the undies she’d worn in bed with me might have been bought for her in the past by a lover. She might as well be a prostitute.
I felt like slamming my fist into the screen but didn’t. Instead, I created a new email address and then sent her a message from it.
“Hi, Bex. You sound like my sort of girl. I’m James. 30. A gym instructor so I’m fit. Can we meet up sometime?”
I did a quick search online and found a couple of random photos. A face which I thought looked like a 30-year old James and then some guy so buff that his muscles had muscles. I attached them and hit send.
She replied almost instantly. I’d been just about to close the lid on the laptop when the message came through and I realized that she wasn’t reading on her tablet but must have actually been on the site. Probably looking for her next fuck.
I never ever went on her tablet. I wasn’t a big book reader, in fact, I never read. So, I never went anywhere near the tablet she kept in her drawer and previous to tonight, I’d never had any reason to wonder why she kept it in there, out of sight.
Of course, the next morning, the first thing I did was to wait until she’d gone to work and then went looking for it. I found it, not even concealed, just on top of her underwear in her top drawer. I hadn’t continued the conversation last night beyond what I’d initially sent. I figured that if I could find the tablet and it wasn’t password protected, then I wouldn’t need to. Hopefully.
I was in luck. It was password protected but I guessed the four-digit pin in seconds. After trying everyone’s birth years, I entered the same PIN as our bank card. Wow. I was in. My fingers were trembling as I opened the emails on there and there they were. Bingo. I had hit the jackpot. She’d deleted them from her inbox, but there they were for all to see, in the deleted items folder, including the ones from me last night. I skipped that one and went straight to the first one below.
Terry: Yes. All confirmed for Wednesday. I can’t wait. Don’t stand me up!
The email below it in the chain detailed exactly where and when she was meeting him. A hotel near the railway station at 10.00am, Wednesday. Tomorrow. She’d sent him to details to confirm that he was definitely going to be there. Further down the email chain listed their conversation in full, from him first messaging the profile, to her replying and then several flirty messages exchanged between them, including one with a photo of his admittedly impressive physique and cock, and one of her completely topless but none of her from the waist down. She was saving that for the day itself apparently.
And that day was tomorrow. I flicked through a few more messages but they were hard to read. Some were from men sent after the event.
Bill: I really enjoyed yesterday. You’ve got an amazing body and you’re such a good fuck. Want to do it again sometime?
Bex: I had a great time too. I’ll be in touch.
She hadn’t been in touch, though. Not yet at least. It seemed that with the exception of a select few, she seemed to enjoy meeting men for one-offs. I guessed that she saw them again only if they were extraordinary in some way or other. So why the hell was she married to me? I wasn’t extraordinary at all. I was average in almost every single department. I sat there for a little while, staring at the emails, then I carefully put the tablet back where I’d found it, and realized what I needed to do.
My work day was busy enough to keep my mind occupied but when I got home, for the first time I found it hard to look Becky in the eye. Luckily, she seemed not to notice, perhaps because the house was busy and noisy, with our friends visiting completely with their small tribe of children and Dawn was in her bedroom with Ryan, so she didn’t pick up on any weird vibes from me.
I’d reconciled everything to myself by the time our friends had gone, and my mind was set with how I was going to handle tomorrow’s events, so I managed to relax a little, to the point where I got in bed alongside Becky and even managed to curl my body around hers and whispered into her ear that I loved her.
“I love you too,” she murmured back over her shoulder, half-asleep already. She seemed slightly distant but I guessed that was either out of guilt for what she was doing in the morning, or perhaps she was nervous about it. Did she get nervous? From what I’d seen on her tablet, she’d been doing this for a long while now and had slept with dozens of men. So I’d imagine she’d be confident by now when doing these, but in my mind surely any woman would be slightly nervous. In fact, most men would. I would, anyway.
I barely slept, so I felt incredibly tired when the alarm went off and it took serious willpower to drag myself out of bed. Becky was in the shower, no doubt getting dressed in there, so she could hide from me whatever sexy underwear she was wearing for the mysterious Terry.
I’d already arranged with work for me to work from home today, although there wouldn’t be any work done, but they didn’t know that. I couldn’t make the excuse of a meeting or whatever as I couldn’t promise that I’d be going into work later today. I imagined that what I was going to do would take up the rest of today in entirety.
She left for ‘work’ at the normal time, and gave me a long and lingering kiss on the lips, with the promise of more later.
“I know I’ve been a bit preoccupied the last few days,” she said as she slipped her handbag over her shoulder. “I’m going to make it up to you tonight.” Then with a smile and a wink, she left me alone to contemplate whether or not I was doing the right thing today. I wasn’t going to change my mind. I had to do this.
The hotel was only a twenty-minute drive away and I realized when I got there that I’d actually not figured out how I was going to make this work. It was 9.30am, so I was half an hour early as planned. I didn’t know this Terry’s surname, or indeed if that was his real name at all, so there was no way of finding out what room they’d got booked. I just got myself a coffee from the bar and sat as far away from the front door as I could.
Sure enough, at 9.50am, a graying but handsome fellow strolled through the doors and walked straight to the check-in desk. I recognized him immediately from one of the photos that he sent to Bex. This was Terry. He hadn’t stood her up at all. He never looked my way, but once he’d checked in and walked through the passageway towards his room, I quickly followed him.
Once I saw him stop at one of the doors, and begin to swipe his keycard, I called out to him.
“Excuse me,” I said, jogging up behind him. “Terry?”
“Yes?” he said, turning towards me, his eyes wide with surprise.
“Listen,” I said to him as I stepped close. “I know you’re about to meet Bex. I know everything. However, there’s a problem.”
“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” he said with a quiver in his voice and an uncertain look on his face.
“Yes, you do. I know who you are. I know everything. I’m Bex’s husband. Just do what I say and I won’t smash your face in right here and now, understand?”
I’d moved so that I blocked him from getting past and escaping down the corridor. A slightly wild look was in his eyes now.
“What do you want?” he breathed. “Listen, I didn’t even know she was married. I mean, I thought she might be, but…”
“I’m not interested,” I cut him off. “All I want is for you to give me the room key and then fuck off.”
“But I’ve paid for the room and…”
“Shut the fuck up,” I stepped right into his face. “Key card. Now.”
Terry gulped and gave me the card. “I’m sorry.”
“Apology accepted but if you text Bex now and tell her what just happened - in fact, if you ever get in touch with her again, I’ll come to your house and tell your wife everything. Understand?”
He’d made the simple mistake of not removing his wedding ring. He paled, nodded and then fled as soon as I moved aside. Hopefully, Becky didn’t see him running out.
I went into the hotel room, which wasn’t anything special, but then again it was probably just hired for a few hours. Long enough for a good fuck. I stretched out on the bed and switched the TV on with the remote, then realized that if he’d already given them his card details, I might as well get myself something from the mini-bar to relax. A small bottle of whisky was in there. That would do nicely.
I’d just made myself comfortable again when a knock came on the door. Becky. How did I approach this? I got up and moved into the bathroom.
“Come in, the door’s open,” I said huskily, trying to disguise my voice the best I could and praying that she hadn’t spoken to Terry on the phone at any point.
“Hello?” Becky’s voice called out.
“Hey,” I replied from the other side of the bedroom door. “Make yourself comfortable. I’ll be one minute.”
“Cool.” I could hear movement from inside the room.
“Get yourself a drink from the mini-bar,” I said while trying to gather myself for the confrontation that was about to happen.
“Thanks. What are you doing in there? Do you want a hand with anything?”
She hadn’t even met me yet and she was already flirting. Oh, well. Here goes.
“I’m just trying to work out what to say to you,” I said, in my own voice. Then I opened the door.
Becky had undone her top so that her bra was visible and she was laid on the bed in her pencil skirt, her black heels still on. She almost dropped the bottle of beer in her hand.
“What the…” Her face went white. “Oh, my… I...”
“Terry had to go,” I explained softly. I had this all planned out beforehand but now I was here with her, face-to-face, everything about to come out into the open, my mind had gone blank. I was just winging it.
“You met Terry? What did you do?” Becky shouted, leaping up off the bed.
“Nothing,” I shrugged. “I just told him it was in his best interests to go home to his wife.”
“What? How? I don’t…” I’d never seen Becky so flustered.
“Listen, Becky. Or should I say Bex?” Her eyes narrowed but she didn’t reply. “I know everything. I know you’ve been meeting guys for sex. That this is what you do. And I know about Brian.”
She sat back down. Well, it was nearer a collapse than a sit. She stared at me but didn’t say anything. I thought she might burst into tears but she didn’t. She just sat there.
“So, aren’t you going to say anything?”
“I’m sorry,” she said quickly. “How did you know?”
“I’m sorry too,” I said honestly, then lied. “I found your tablet out because I wanted to look at it. For innocent reasons. I was thinking of getting one and maybe getting into reading. Then I saw all these emails. I wish I hadn’t looked now, but I suppose it’s lucky that I did.”
If she was skeptical of my pre-planned explanation, she didn’t show any sign. I guessed that her mind was reeling, much like my own had when I first found out from Dawn.
“There’s no point in my trying to deny it then,” she visibly sagged then put her head in her hands. “I guess you’ll be wanting a divorce as quick as possible.”
Woah. Hold on. I moved towards her but she put her hands up, recoiling from me.
“What do you we do about the house? The kids? Oh my god, what do we tell everyone? What have I done?” She finally burst into tears and I stepped in closer to take her into my arms but she pushed me away.
“We need to talk about it first,” I said, shocked at her response and what I saw on her face now as she looked up at me, was anger, not just remorse.
“What’s to talk about?” she screamed at me. “You win. You’ve got me over a barrel. I’ve been fucking men and having affairs behind your back for years. And you’ve caught me, so well done to you.”
Becky stood up and walked past me, buttoning up her top.
“It’s not a competition. There’s no winner and loser here,” I said, going after her as she picked up her handbag and made to leave.
“You’ve humiliated me,” she sobbed and turned away to go.
“How do you think I feel?” I said, trying to stay calm but had to grab her hand to stop her walking out through the door. “You don’t think I’m feeling pretty humiliated right now? Finding out that my beloved wife has been fucking all and sundry? That she’s been lying to me for god knows how long?”
She stopped. “I said I’m sorry. I can’t defend myself. I like sex. I like doing this. I’m not going to deny it. I completely understand that it’s over, I wouldn’t expect anything different. I’ve been taking a risk every since I started this and I suppose deep down I always knew I’d get caught eventually. I’m an idiot. If you want a divorce, just get on with it.”
Becky was still looking away from me. I was still holding her hand. “I don’t want a divorce.”
She slowly turned around. “You don’t?” Her eyes flickered to mine, then back down at the floor.
“No,” I said, leading her slowly away from the door and back into the room. “I want to understand.”
Now she looked at me, but this time held my gaze. “Understand? Aren’t you angry?”
“About the lies, yes.” I sighed and sat on the bed. “When I first found out, I was angry. Confused. I felt betrayed.”
“I’m sorry,” she repeated, then sat next to me hesitantly.
“You like having sex with other men. Aren’t I enough? Am I that terrible in bed?”
“You’re great in bed,” she replied slowly. “But no, you’re not enough. I started doing this because I felt like my life was in a bit of a rut. I just wanted a little bit of excitement. I never meant for it to turn into… this. I think I got sort of… addicted to it. To the thrill of it. How it makes me feel. It’s… like a drug, I guess.”
“I can understand that,” I said, thinking of Dawn and everything I’d learned about her, Becky and myself, over the past few weeks. “I’ve spent some time thinking about it. What to do about it. I’ve discovered a side of you that I didn’t know existed but also found a side to me that I never knew about before.”
“Look,” Becky said, taking my hand in hers and squeezing it. “You don’t have to be nice. I’ll be honest, I’d rather you didn’t give me a whole speech and stretch it all out. Just say what you want to say, dump me and let’s get on with sorting everything out. I really don’t have the strength or any appetite for a big drawn out fight.”
“I’m not dumping you,” I said. “You’re not listening to me. When I found out, I was mad. Yes, I was all of those things, but I also got horny. For some reason, thinking of you with other men… Well, it turns me on.”
I wasn’t used to Becky being silent. She just sat there staring at me. Trying to work me out. Probably trying to figure out if this was all some trick. A couple of times, her mouth opened as though she was going to say something and then she closed it again. Eventually, she found her voice.
“So what are you saying?” she whispered. “Don’t you want to break up? I promise I’ll stop doing this straight away. We can work something out.”
“You don’t have to stop,” I managed to say. This is what I’d decided last night. I’d wracked my brain and my heart, trying to decide what to do and realized that I didn’t want to lose Becky. If this was what she needed to be happy, then so be it. “I love you and if you really do love me, like you say you do, and you still want to have sex with me like you seem to, then I want to find a way to make this work.”
Her eyes were as wide as dinner plates as she studied me in wonder. “I don’t know what to say. I didn’t expect this. Any of it. Obviously.”
“But the lies need to stop,” I said firmly. “When you do this, you need to tell me, so I can make sure that you’re safe.” I knew I was repeating the things I’d said to Dawn not so long ago, but it was true.
“I can look after myself,” she started saying with a hint of defiance in her voice, then stopped when she saw my expression change. Wow, she was more like her daughter than she realized.
“I know you can, but I want to know. If I find you’re lying to me again, then we’re over. If you want to continue doing this, if you want to stay together, if you want us - then you’ll tell me everything.” Next was the crucial part. “And I want you to involve me sometimes.”
Becky’s jaw was hanging open in shock. “You want to be involved? What do you mean?”
“I need to see it,” I said simply. “I want to watch.”
“You want to watch,” she repeated like a robot, “You want to watch me… with another man?”
She still thought it was a trick. I’d prove it wasn’t.
“Yes. I’ve given it a lot of thought and realized that’s exactly what I want. I’ll either enjoy it or I won’t, but either way we’ll know what to do, moving forward.”
“You want to…” Becky shook her head in disbelief.
“I want to watch you with a lover,” I finished off for her. “We have a hotel room all to ourselves. All paid for. Let’s do this.”
Her face was an absolute picture. She was looking at me as though I was someone she’d never met before. “You want me to call Terry and ask him to come back?”
“No. You must have some of your other lovers’ numbers on your phone. Brian. Any of the others.” I raised an eyebrow. “Don’t tell me that one of them won’t rush over here for a fuck.”
“Are you for real?” Becky said in a hushed voice.
“I know this is a lot to take in,” I conceded. “But do this for me. For us.”
She fished her phone from her bag and still with a look of disbelief on her face, began to scroll through her contacts list.
“Well, Brian is kind of into this,” she swallowed deeply. “He’s what you call a bull. He gets off on fucking wives in front of their husbands. He enquired about you a long time ago, but I told him you’d be horrified if I ever told you about… this.”
“Call him,” I encouraged her. “If he isn’t available, try some others.”
“Brian works for himself,” Becky glanced at me, her finger hovering above the call button. “It’s likely that if I call him, he’ll come over. Are you sure about this?”
“Yes,” I said, although I wasn’t altogether sure. I’d made my mind up though and wasn’t going to change it now. “Call him.”
“You really want to see me get fucked by someone?”
“Call him.”
Becky took a deep breath and made the call.
Twenty minutes later, there was a knock on the door. Brian.
“Come in,” I said, but Becky had to say it too before the door opened and in strode the tall, dark-skinned man that I’d seen Becky with two days ago.
“Hello,” he said, with a somewhat nervous smile.
“I want you to fuck my wife,” I said straight away. There was no point in fucking around. I needed to convince them both that I was being sincere. Then I realized I was maybe being a bit antisocial. “Get yourself a drink from the mini-bar if you want.”
Becky and I had talked about it. She’d given me an idea of what Brian was like. He was very much the type of man she enjoyed most. Tall, handsome, masculine. There were no strings. They just met for sex. Pure, animalistic sex. They were friends-with-benefits, no more than that. Fuck buddies. Whatever you wanted to call it.
Becky had told me to sit in the chair in the corner and that it was best to stay there, so I didn’t make Brian nervous. He was experienced at this and would guide me, but it helped that I had some knowledge before he got here.
She’d made herself comfortable on the bed, unbuttoning her top again to flash a sexy black lace bra and I also noticed as her skirt hitched up slightly that she was wearing stockings beneath.
Brian helped himself to a bottle of water, then sat next to Becky on the bed, but his attention was on me. “Are you sure about this?” he asked, a serious look on her face.
“Becky’s asked me a dozen times already. Yes, I’m sure.” My heart was beating fast. Going crazy in my chest. “I’m nervous as hell, but sure. So, please just get on with it and stop asking me.”
Brian considered me for a moment, then shrugged and turned to Becky. “Hi there,” he said softly and they both giggled. How she could laugh at a moment like this, I had no idea. I felt like my heart was going to leap right out of my mouth, it was hammering that hard.
“Well, hello.” She said, still giggling. And then they kissed.
I was frozen in the chair, as though held there magnetically, watching them as they undressed each other. The sight was mesmerizing, as it had been with Dawn, but whereas with her I’d been curious as to what her body was like, and what she could and would do, this was different. I knew what Becky looked like naked. I knew what she was like in bed. This time, the curiosity was more about how she’d be different with someone else, to how she was with me. I wanted to see how she’d cum with someone else. I wanted to see someone’s face as they enjoyed her body.
And I was about to find out. Brian slipped her top off, then didn’t waste any time in sliding down the pencil skirt, to reveal matching black panties and stockings. I realized my cock was so hard that it was throbbing and begging for release.
“Ask the bull before you get your cock out to wank or anything,” Becky had advised me in the time we’d had to talk. I hadn’t even mentioned wanking. She’d just come out with it, but now I was glad she had.
Brian took his shirt off and I could see why Becky liked him so much. His torso was sculpted, not huge, but well defined. He looked fit and strong, and his legs matched his upper half as he stepped out of the rest of his clothes until he was just in his underwear. Only then, did he rejoin Becky on the bed, resuming kissing her while undoing her bra strap to let her small pert breasts free. Then his head went down to them, eagerly sucking her nipples. Becky looked over his shoulder at me and we shared a look. I tried to reassure her by smiling but it was difficult.
She didn’t smile back, instead, she closed her eyes in ecstasy and I noticed that Brian’s hand was in between her legs. He’d pushed her panties to one side and was fucking her with two fingers.
This was really happening. Becky panties came down next, and as Brian started to lick her freshly trimmed pussy, he slid down his shorts and I gaped at his dick. He was already hard, and a good inch longer than me, not mention thicker. It made sense. Why would Becky make a regular lover of this man unless he was exceptional? And he was. Becky cried out with her first orgasm on his tongue and he hadn’t even got his cock anywhere near her yet.
Brian rolled onto his back next to my wife, and as Becky sat up and moved downwards to suck him, she gave me another long gaze. I didn’t smile this time. I didn’t bother to even try.
“Suck him then,” I said quietly and she did, taking his dick into her mouth then expertly sliding her hand up and down his shaft as her tongue worked around the tip.
I was watching my naked wife suck another man’s cock. And it was unbelievable. I adjusted my erection in my jeans, hoping Brian would notice and the movement caught his attention.
“Feel free to wank,” he offered, saving me the embarrassment of having to ask. I didn’t hesitate, getting my cock out and beginning to stroke myself as I watched the hypnotic sight of Becky giving him head.
“Are you sure about this?” Becky said again, sitting upright but not letting go of his cock. When I nodded, she continued. “Do you want to see me sit on this big dick?”
“Oh god, yes.” I found myself saying.
Becky straddled him, holding his erection upright and I shuffled the chair a couple of feet to the side, so I could see the moment of penetration as she slid down on it, moaning in pleasure as she did so.
She rode him like that for a while, as I played with myself slowly so as not to cum too quickly, and then Brian flipped her onto all fours, ramming his cock so deeply into her pussy that I winced in sympathy for her. He fucked her hard, and she had another howling orgasm, like nothing that I’d heard her have before, not even when we were first going out all those years ago. Then they rolled over, so he was on top of and like a pair of rutting animals, they just fucked each other right in front of me, so close I could have reached out and touched them.
Becky gritted her teeth as she came for the third time, a facial expression so raw that I truly understood now why she did this. So she could let go. Just enjoy sex for what it was. No emotions. No hang-ups. Just pure fucking.
“Where would you like me to cum?” Brian said, slowing down but not stopping. Becky had the bed sheets in her fists, her back arching underneath him. She was still cumming. Fuck.
“Wherever you want,” I said, not prepared for the question.
“On her face then,” he said, kneeling up on the bed, and roughly maneuvering her onto all fours again in front of him. Becky complied, taking his cock in her mouth again and sucking him while he addressed me again. “It’d be a shame to waste that hard-on and her lovely wet pussy’s going begging back there.”
I didn’t need a second invite. I undid my belt and dropped my jeans then got behind Becky, holding her hips and guided my cock into her. She was soaking wet and I couldn’t help just going for it. It would have been nice to have gone slowly and to savour the moment, but I was just so damn horny that I just fucked her hard and fast, losing myself so much in the moment that I almost missed Brian pull out of her mouth and then shoot a long jet of white cum all over Becky’s face.
Some of it went in her dark hair but most of it landed on her forehead and cheek. A second jet hit her right in her open mouth, and she swallowed it without even flinching, Then he took his cock and began to lick it clean.
I blasted my load inside her at the sight. I can’t think of any other word to use other than blasted. I literally came harder than I’d ever cum before, burying myself deep inside her until I was totally spent, then collapsed like a felled tree onto the bed next to them.
“Mmmmmmm. Wow.” Becky said after a few minutes of quiet where the only sound was of everyone getting their breath back. “I just got spit-roasted by my husband and my lover.”
My reaction was to laugh. Sometimes, after a great session, I got the giggles. I didn’t know why but I just did. Becky joined in too, then Brian too. We’d done it. And I had no regrets.
“How do you feel?” Becky’s tall lover asked me.
“Great,” I said honestly. “I’m surprised how good I feel. That was so good.”
“Really?” Becky asked me, cuddling up and kissing me.
When I broke the kiss, I could see concern and worry etched on her face.
“Really,” I said honestly. “We can make this work. I love you.”
“I love you too,” she said and kissed me again and this time, when she broke the kiss and got up, I saw Brian looking at us with a wistful look on his face.
“You guys are awesome,” he said to me, with a sincerity I hadn’t expected. “I wish my wife was as understanding as you are.”
He was married? Another surprise although I really shouldn’t be surprised by anything anymore. We showered and chilled out for a little while before checking out and having dinner together. Brian was a really nice guy and several times during the meal, I had to keep checking myself because it was a rather surreal situation to be casually eating with your wife and her lover, just an hour after spit roasting her, as she’d so succinctly put it.
We drove home separately as we’d both come in our own cars, which gave me some thinking time. Now that my adrenaline had died down, I felt reflective and could see everything in a new light. I thought that maybe I’d feel regret but truly didn’t. I felt as surprised as Becky had looked, but I had genuinely enjoyed the experience. And wanted to do it again.
When I got home, I embraced and kissed Becky again as soon as we got in, prompting the kids to stick their tongues out in disgust, and Dawn to roll her eyes.
“I love you,” I said for the umpteenth time and I could see in her eyes that she felt the same.
“Tell me later,” she said with a mischievous grin. “Right now, I need to get on with the kids’ dinner.”
The connection between Becky and I was back, even if I hadn’t noticed that it missing before. There was a chemistry like when we first met, probably because the tension between us that we hadn’t realized was there, was suddenly gone. Dawn noticed, though. She kept giving me and her mother quizzical looks and when I went up to my study to do an hours’ work later, she followed me quietly into the room, closing the door behind her.
“What’s going on?” she asked, sitting on the desk in front of me.
“What do you mean?” I asked but couldn’t keep a smirk off my face.
“You and mom,” she squinted at me. “You’re all over each other. What’s happened?”
“Okay, I’ll tell you. But don’t say anything.” Once Dawn nodded for me to carry on, I told her. “I went to one of her meets today.”
She raised her eyebrows. “You did? Why didn’t you tell me?”
“I didn’t know if it would go well or go badly,” I explained. “I just turned up and confronted her about it. I had no idea if she’d flip or what, but I had to find out.”
“You didn’t tell her about me?” Dawn asked with panic in her voice.
“Of course I didn’t. I told her I found out from her emails. She wasn’t happy, but once I told her that I was cool with it and wanted her to carry on, she was fine.”
“She was fine?” Dawn said. “Woah. Hold up. You want her to carry on?”
“I wanted more than that,” I said, happy to be the one shocking Dawn rather than the other way around. This was fun. “I wanted to join in. And that’s what happened.”
“You what?” Dawn said, her mind obviously blown. “Tell me.”
“I confronted her in the hotel room that they’d booked for their meet-up. After we’d had this chat, cleared the air sort-of-thing, she called Brian and he came over.”
“With you there?” Dawn said, her voice still ringing with surprise.
“Yep. He made her cum with his tongue, then fucked her. He’s got a great body and a big cock so I totally see why she likes him. He made her orgasm three times and…”
“Okay, that’s enough,” Dawn said, putting her fingers in her ears until I shut up. “I don’t wanna everything! She’s my mother.”
“And then we spit roasted her. I came inside her while he came on her face.”
“No. No. No,” Dawn said, putting her fingers in her ears again. “I’m not listening.”
I laughed out loud. “Sorry. So yeah, that’s everything. It was great.”
She put her hands down and we sat there in silence for a second. “Well, this is all very weird,” she said eventually. “Weird but good.”
“Weird but good,” I agreed.
“I’m meeting Martin and another couple tomorrow night,” she said after another short silence. “Do you still want to come with me to these things?”
“Do you want me to?” I hadn’t thought about this. I’d been so wrapped up in Becky that I’d sort of pushed the situation with Dawn to the back of my mind.
“Yes, I do,” she said. “But only if you want to. You’ve got your own thing going on with mother now.”
“I want to,” I said honestly. I wasn’t tired of seeing Dawn get fucked. And if I was honest, I’d enjoyed fucking her the other day. A whole new world was opening up before me and I intended to explore it.
“Great. Martin says he wants to see you fuck me. He’s such a total pervert.” Dawn had a twinkle in her eye. “So if you want to fuck me tomorrow, you can.”
“Why wait until tomorrow?” I said, standing up and undoing my belt.
Dawn lifted her skirt and slipped her panties down, then moved to the edge of the desk so I could stand between her legs. Then as I shoved my cock into her wet pussy and started kissing her, she wrapped her legs around me and I fucked her for all I was worth.
“Cum inside me,” she panted. “I want your cum in me.”
“Has this with your mother turned you on, or something?” I had to ask after I’d finished, and she was pulling her panties back up.
“Maybe. Or maybe I’ve just got competition for your cock now, so I’m going to have to up my game,” Dawn said with a grin, then blew me a kiss as she left the room.
I sat back down, fastening up my trousers and feeling like the luckiest man in the world.
Where the hell did this go from here? One thing was for sure. I was looking forward to finding out.
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