
        
            [image: cover]
        

    
Penny’s Promiscuity by JennyGently

Category: Loving Wives

Published: 2016-12-13

Updated: 2020-03-25

Packaged: 2022-08-12 09:24:19

Chapters: 33

Words: 319,107

Publisher: literotica.com

Summary:
1. Can fantasies spice up a middle-aged couple’s sex life?

2. Why would a husband want his wife to cheat? Can she resist?

3. An unexpected encounter leads to unplanned infidelity 4. Freshly unfaithful wife has a big decision to make.

5. She confesses. He has tough decision.

6. Anxious husband helps prepare his wife for her first date.

7. Cuckold husband agrees to his cheating wife’s second date.

8. Chistmas puts Hotwife’s new life on hold - or does it?

9. New Hotwife’s New Year starts with a bang!

10. Daughter’s boyfriend troubles puts Hotwife affair on hold.

11. Lies follow lies as Hotwife’s affair gets out of control.

12. Hotwife finds freedom isn’t all she had expected.

13. What is freedom if your husband and lover don’t want you?

14. Cheating wife finds jealousy and truth can be painful.

15. Abandoned by her lover, will her husband take her back?

16. Can would-be Hotwife & Cuckold trust enough to start again?

17. Shocking news shakes Hotwife’s new life - but there’s more.

18. Pregnant Hotwife has to deal with a clear and present danger.

19. Freshly fucked Hotwife must deal with distressed daughter.

20. Pregnant Hotwife’s peace is shattered by two phone calls 21. Hotwife gives her cuckold husband a little of what he needs.

22. Can cuckold husband’s fantasy come true before baby arrives?

23. Cheating wife’s pregnancy goes public… and more.

24. Daughter’s holiday leads to pregnant Mum’s surprise find.

25. Loved up daughter has unsettling news for pregnant horny Mum.

26. Daughter’s fucking makes Hot Wife ask herself big questions.

27. Pregnant, insatiable wife need serious profession assistance.

28. Pregnant Hotwife’s old flame reappears - with consequences.

29. New baby brings Hot Wife new sensations in unexpected places.

30. Hot Wife isn’t the only one in the family with a dark secret.

31. Hot Wife’s daughter admits sharing her mother’s first lover.

32. Husband’s absence leads wife to long hot hours online.

33. Wife’s last secret is revealed with permanent consequences.



Erotica Tags: Affair, Anal, Betrayal, Birth, Blackmail, Boyfriend, Breastfeeding, Camera, Chatroom, Cheating, Clean Up, Conclusion, Confrontation, Creampie, Cuckokld, Cuckold, Cukold, Cunnilingus, Daughter, Discovery, Doggy, Drunk, Escort, Escorts, Exposed, Exposure, Fantasy, Fingering, Friend, Fucking, Guilt, Hatefuck, Hidden, Hotel, Hotwife, Humiliation, Husband, Insemination, Lesbian, Loose Pussy, Lover, Loving Wife, Marriage, Masturbation, Mother, Oral, Oral Sex, Orgasm, Party, Photos, Pregnancy, Pregnant, Public, Regret, Relationships, Reluctance, Seduced, Seduction, Semen, Separation, Sex Toys, Sextape, Shared, Shaving, Slut, Surprise, Temptation, Voyeur, Wife

Average Rating: 4.26




Penny’s Promiscuity Ch. 01: Fantasies

“Fuck me! Harder! Harder!”

I hissed the words hoarsely into Peter’s ear as he hammered himself deep into my body faster and faster and the wet slapping noises from between my open thighs grew louder and louder.

“Oh yes! Oh yes!” he gasped, thrusting hard and rhythmically, driving his long, slim, familiar cock over and over again into what was, after having had three kids, my rather capacious vagina. “Go on Penny… Go on… you know… what to say.”

After over twenty years of marriage, I did indeed know how to bring my husband to a rapid climax.

“Shut up Pete! Just try… and use… that pathetic little cock…”

I hissed angrily, playing my role as realistically as I could, our bodies colliding with increasing violence.

“Is it… really… so pathetic?” he pleaded, still thrusting hard into me.

“It’s tiny… fucking tiny… compared with… with HIS huge cock.”

The thrusting grew faster and more frantic. After a few more strokes I could feel the head of his cock swelling inside me. My husband was building up to a climax and wouldn’t have long to wait.

“Don’t stop… Mister Tinycock…” I hissed harshly.

“Oh Penny I’m… I’m…”

“Don’t talk; fuck me!” I growled coarsely. “Fuck me harder! Try… to make me cum… like HE makes me cum… if you can!”

The words were those I knew Pete loved; the kind of words that would bring my husband quickly to orgasm - the only kind of words he wanted to hear in bed these days.

“Oh God, Penny… I’m… I’m…”

His thrusts became faster and deeper as his long, thin cock repeatedly battered my cervix but, as usual, I could feel little sign of my own climax approaching.

***

It was Sunday night and we were naked, in our bedroom, in our big double bed, enjoying our usual end-of-weekend lovemaking session before having an early night in readiness for the coming, busy week.

Both I and my attractive, athletic husband of nearly twenty-five years still worked hard at the physical side of our marriage. Even now we were both over fifty and with the kids away at work or at University, looking good, keeping fit and regular sex still featured high in both our priority lists.

I firmly believed it was one of the main reasons why our marriage had lasted so well and remained so strong. Both of us had always had powerful sex drives but despite the many opportunities to ‘stray’ that had presented themselves over the last twenty-five years - and I have to confess, a few near-misses on my part - I had remained faithful to my husband throughout.

I had to assume that Peter had been similarly tempted but had never seen anything to suggest he had yielded to that temptation either.

Indeed at a time when most of my girlfriends were enduring the approach or even the full-on arrival of the menopause and many - perhaps most - had lost interest in sex altogether, I was still intermittently menstrual and my own sex drive had for some unknown reason seldom been stronger.

At that moment only my husband knew this.

At that moment.

Sadly these days the number of copulations with my husband that resulted in mutual climax (or indeed a climax of any kind for me) had seldom been lower and as I lay beneath him that night, legs spread wide, waiting for his throbbing cock to pump my rather over-sized vagina full of semen, I hadn’t come close to orgasm for many months.

That night was beginning to look like no exception. Fortunately, after many years’ practice I had become good at faking it.

***

“Oh yes! Fuck me Pete! Make me cum! Make me cum like he does!”

“How… did… he… make… you… cum?”

My husband grunted in time with his quickening thrusts, his face only inches above mine.

“With… his… huge… huge… cock…”

I tightened my pelvic floor around his erection in the hope of gaining more sensation within my highly aroused but highly unsatisfied vagina. I was partly successful - finally the ridges on the upper part of his shaft began to excite my under-stimulated clitoris.

“Where… did… he… stick… his… huge… cock?”

Pete’s eyes were wide now, his body shuddering, his climax very close.

“In my… wet… sloppy…cunt…”

I tilted my pelvis forward in an attempt to rub my clit still harder against his shaft, feeling the powerful effect my words were having on my husband’s already-tense body.

“In what… Penny?”

“In… my… CUNT…!” I growled harshly into his ear. “In my CUNT!”

“Oh fuck! I’m going… to cummm soon…!”

Small drops of sweat fell from his forehead onto my cheek as his familiar, slightly-lined but still-handsome face began to contort and twist and his climax began to take control of his body. I clenched down as hard as I could with my pelvic floor, trying desperately to close my once-tight vagina around his shaft as his thrusts grew faster and faster and his body hammered into mine.

I spread my thighs as far as I could too, opening myself wide, seeking every last millimetre of his cock inside me, hoping that the extra depth of penetration would compensate for the lack of girth and that his pubic hair, if pressed hard enough against mine, would stimulate my clitoris enough to give me a desperately needed orgasm.

It didn’t work for me but it drove Pete to even greater heights of pleasure.

“Oh that’s good! So GOOD!”

His ejaculation was imminent and would be a big one this time.

“Was he… much bigger… than me…?”

The rhythm of his thrusting began to break and become wilder and more random.

“Bigger… and better… He… was… amazing…when… he… fucked… my cunt!”

“Tell me… Penny…! Tell me… how he fucked you!”

“Hard! He fucked me hard! His cock… is SO much bigger… bigger than your… pathetic little prick!”

I hissed cruelly, playing my part as enthusiastically as I could.

“Oh God! Pennyyyyy! I’m cumminggggg!”

I tightened myself one last time around his swelling shaft as hard as my pelvic floor would allow, desperately seeking that extra bit of friction that might bring me a last minute rush towards orgasm.

“He’s twice… the lover… you are…! His cock… makes me cum… SO much… better than you can!”

My voice sounded hard and angry in the low-lit bedroom but as usual my husband gave every sign of delight.

“Oh… Christ Pennyyyyy!”

Pete’s thrusts lost all remaining rhythm as his orgasm enveloped him.

“Cum then!” I grunted, my harsh words falling over each other. “Cum in me! Fuck me like HE fucked me! Fill me with your seed like HE did!”

“Oh God, yeeeeeSSSSS!”

And with that, the man who had been my husband for over twenty five years began to ejaculate inside my body, his face twisted and contorted, his back hunched in spasm, his hips grinding into mine so hard it hurt. I could feel his cock pulsating within me, spurting that most precious of fluids against my cervix.

A warm, contented, female glow encircled me as once again my role as a woman was affirmed. It was a glow I knew well and loved passionately; a glow that could almost make up for the disappointment of failing to reach orgasm once again.

Almost.

“Can you feel… his cum… still inside me?”

I asked, maintaining the fantasy once my husband’s body had slowed to a pulsating halt. Pete’s weight was on my hips, crushing them into the mattress, his cock still buried deep inside me, the way he knew I loved.

“Yes, yes, yes, Pennyyyy!”

“Can you feel… his cum… still in my cunt?”

“Jesus, Pennyyyyy…”

I stared up into his still youthful though grey-framed face as he panted. Peter’s hot breath was on my face as his cock pumped the last few drops of semen into my vagina. It was the part I loved so much - the only way I believed lovemaking should ever end. To me, the act of insemination was and had always been the most magical and desirable moment of any mating.

“YESSS!” I hissed, my chest tight with rich but unsatisfied lust.

I dug my fingernails into his clenched buttocks, drawing his body tightly into and against mine, tipping my hips again in a last minute attempt to grind the top of his pulsing shaft against my clitoris.

“Cummm in meeee! Give me every last drop! Knock me up! Make a baby in me like I want HIM to!”

I felt the throbbing in my husband’s erection subside. I closed my eyes and pictured his semen spurting into my body, spattering the entrance to my womb as it had done so many times before.

The warm earthy, female glow within me grew stronger, the sensation going some way towards compensating for my lack of orgasm.

Some way…

Pete smiled, panted a little then chuckled. He gazed slightly dazedly into my eyes, his cock still hard, reaching deep within my body, binding us close together.

“Oh Penny that was amazing… One of the very best… Best ever… Oh my God!”

There was no point telling him that once again I hadn’t reached orgasm. Peter would know it himself; I hadn’t even tried to fake it this time.

His climax over, my husband gently lowered his hot body onto mine until his muscular chest crushed my tiny boobs, his weight temporarily forcing my thighs even further apart and pressing me hard into the bed sheets.

I wrapped my long, still-slim legs around his upper thighs, pulling his body into mine as I felt his spent erection slowly soften within me.

Even after all these years and despite my lack of climax, it was a sensation I adored. It was almost as if feeling a man’s once-aggressive, virile erection subsiding within me somehow represented the triumph of my soft femininity over his hard, masculine penetration; as if in the long run my weak impregnated feminine body was stronger than any man’s temporary sexual power over me.

Maybe I should have stuck with psychology at University, I smiled to myself ironically.

Pete’s cock slipped messily from my vagina; I felt a small trickle of wetness follow his flaccid member out of my body, over my buttocks and onto the bed.

That strange but increasingly familiar feeling of emptiness passed through me again.

“Wow, Penny,” he smiled down at me, still panting. His face was flushed pink, his voice wobbly but he was obviously pleased. “That was your best yet!”

He rolled off and lay heavily alongside me on the rumpled, messy sheet.

“That was just amazing! YOU were amazing!” he added.

I smiled back, looking across at my beaming, handsome husband, trying hard to conceal my disappointment.

“Who were you thinking of this time?” he asked, apparently unaware of the deceit.

“No-one in particular,” I lied.

My reply was unconvincing, even to me. Pete laughed.

“I know that tone of voice,” he said kissing me on the shoulder. “That means it wasn’t a celebrity this time. That means it was someone real. You were pretending to be fucked by someone we know well; a friend perhaps?”

He was right but I wasn’t going to tell him so. There was a long pause before he tentatively added the question.

“Was it Neil?” I said nothing, my face poker-straight.

“Mark then?”

‘Guess your wife’s fantasy lover’ - it was a familiar post-coital game and as usual, I didn’t respond but also as usual, Peter tried to trick me into giving away my secret.

“It was Tony wasn’t it? That’s who it was!”

I said nothing but stared at the ceiling, thinking slightly worrying thoughts as my husband recovered his breath.

***

At the age of fifty-one and with two grown-up children, I knew it was normal for couples in long, monogamous relationships to have to work hard to keep things fresh and exciting in bed. Certainly all the women’s magazines I had read since I was a teenager had told me this, but I hadn’t expected things with my husband to go so far so quickly in what was an increasingly alarming direction.

Fit, tanned, five feet nine inches tall and with a slim, athletic figure, Peter was still a very attractive man. Three years older than me but the same height to the inch, he worked out at the gym regularly, as did I, and took care over his appearance. Both successful in the medical field, Pete and I had a wonderful life - three confident grown-up children, a large house at the edge of a sought-after village, frequent foreign holidays and of course a good circle of friends.

Since giving birth to the kids, I had tried hard to look after my figure - so many of our friends had ‘let themselves go’ after childbirth - and had been to some extent successful. I was tall for a woman and even at my age was still slim with long legs and dark, shoulder-length hair. My boobs were, and had always been, tiny even when breast-feeding and of course there were a few more lines on my face and my tummy than I would have preferred but in all, we were a successful, attractive couple.

Our sex life had always been active and energetic but after the kids had been born had started to wane a little. Ten years ago it had been given a kick start by Pete’s vasectomy which freed me from the worry of long term use of the pill and removed the need for the hated condoms we would otherwise have had to use. For a year or so our sex life had soared but after that, things had begun to wane once again until we both realised another boost was needed.

It was nearly five years since we had discovered the joys of phone sex when I had been abroad on one of my frequent trips for work, but only a year at most since the idea of introducing fantasies about having other partners had entered our sex life. Beginning on the phone, then increasingly in bed together, we had started to take turns setting fantasy scenes where it was first tolerated, then acceptable and finally almost compulsory to bring new partners into the mix.

At first it had been exciting, liberating and for months our sex life had been given another massive boost in terms of frequency and intensity as if we were a young couple once again, but over time several things had happened almost unnoticed.

The first was that Pete had gradually started to keep his own fantasies to himself and encouraged me to indulge mine more and more until eventually I realised that for a full three months all of our sex life had revolved around scenarios where I had been having sex with other men.

When I mentioned this, Pete told me he was quite happy; my fantasies coincided completely with his.

The second and more insidious concern was inside my head; the gradual recognition that, in order to maintain the fantastic levels of arousal and climax that our fantasy games had first brought about, I was having to go to greater and greater extremes in my scenarios.

What had started with merely imagining kissing Brad Pitt or George Clooney while my husband watched had quickly progressed in my mind having to full sex with them, then other celebrities, then men I knew in real life, starting with men I knew from work then progressing to the position we had reached now; fantasising about having wild sex with our closest friends.

The fantasy sex in my mind had become more extreme too, even beyond the expurgated versions I which were all I dared tell Pete during our sessions. I had now reached the disturbing point that very evening when to get anywhere close to real arousal I had had to imagine the husband of my closest friend fucking me to within an inch of my life before actually making me pregnant in front of his wife and my husband.

Not surprisingly I hadn’t shared all of this particular fantasy with Pete but my mind was still abuzz with the vivid images and there was an unsatisfied glow within my belly, a situation made worse by my continued inability to reach orgasm.

The final and perhaps most serious concern was that for the past few months, very obliquely at first but then more and more overtly, Peter had started hinting that I might - one day and at my own pace - want to turn my fantasies into reality and actually sleep with other men in real life as well as in our games.

At first I had thought he was simply trying to intensify our fantasy sex. Then I had been convinced I had misunderstood what he had suggested but over time it had gradually dawned on me that not only was he actually serious about me having sex with another man, it also was something he was keen to watch me do.

No stranger to erotic literature myself, I knew that this was not an uncommon male fantasy but it wasn’t something I would ever have suspected my successful, attractive, athletic husband of harbouring.

And yet here he was, straight after making love in our bed, trying to persuade me again…

***

“He’s always had a bit of a thing about you…” Peter’s voice brought me back from me reverie.

“Hmm?”

“Tony! He’s wanted to get into your knickers ever since the Medical Ball when the kids were little.”

“Don’t be silly…” I retorted, trying to conceal the truth of his assertion and remembering how close Tony had actually come to achieving his goal on at least two occasions in the past. I shivered as I remembered that July evening ten years ago when his fingers had first touched my body.

“He’s flirty with all the girls.” I protested aloud in an attempt to distract my thoughts.

Pete rolled onto his side facing me, his fingers toying with my sensitive, still firm nipples then stroking my belly on their way down to the dark triangle below. His fingertips tangled themselves in my knotted, sparse pubic hair before tracing the outline of my swollen, sensitive, still-unsatisfied lips. Instinctively I pressed my knees together as if to restrict his access, then changed my mind and let my thighs part slightly. I felt his fingers brush over my swollen clit.

There was a long pause before he carried on, his voice quiet and reassuring.

“It would be OK, you know,” he whispered, his fingers gently parting my outer lips.

“What would be OK?” I asked disingenuously, knowing full well what he meant but enjoying his delicate finger work below.

“If you found someone… someone you might actually want to fuck for real!”

I didn’t reply. Instead I just closed my eyes and tried to concentrate on his hands and my body’s increasing response. His fingertips were working their expert way into my slit, stroking my still-aroused body up and down.

“As long as you told me all about it; maybe even let me help out.”

I still didn’t respond. Pete’s fingers found my clit. I felt its hood being raised and a single stroke underneath its tiny shaft. I shuddered with pleasure.

“Mmmm! Dont stop!” I murmured.

But Pete waited, his fingers still, then repeated:

“I said it would be OK if you wanted to fuck another man…” he began again.

“I heard what you said, Pete!” I snapped, interrupting him abruptly, the erotic magic now well and truly broken. “Don’t let’s go over it all again. Can’t we just enjoy the fantasy? Please! You’re getting weird now!”

There was yet another long pause.

“You didn’t cum tonight though, did you?” he asked, confidently, resuming his stroking between my thighs.

“I enjoyed it, Pete. Really I did…” I protested, trying to relax again and enjoy the sensation building between my thighs again.

“When did I last make you cum?” he asked, his stroking growing more confident and considerably more pleasurable. “A month ago? Three months ago? You’re so good at faking it, I can’t always tell.”

My lips remained closed but it was true. When the fantasies had started I had climaxed so freely and easily that I hadn’t had to fake it for months and months, but now I hadn’t made it for - what was it - three months? No, much longer!

“Did you enjoy it tonight? Really, I mean,” he continued, his fingers now entering my sticky passage.

“Mmmm… it was great…” I lied, forcing a smile so false even my post-climactic husband could see through it.

“Penny, I’m sorry…” he began, his hand now stationary, two fingers within my messy vagina. I snuggled up to him and put a finger on his lips as his fingers slipped from me.


“Tonight was for you. We’ll have one for me next time,” I reassured him.

“Promise me you’ll at least think about it,” he asked, almost begging. I raised my eyebrow suspiciously.

“You’re really serious? This isn’t just part of the game?”

“I’m serious. If I can’t give you what you need in bed any more then I want us to find someone who can.”

I couldn’t think what to say, but he carried on.

“I’m not asking you to let me sleep with other women too. Really I’m not. It’s all about you…”

There was more enigmatic silence from me but again he had hit my suspicion spot-on. That was exactly what I had suspected the first time he had raised the idea all those months ago. There was no way I would even consider becoming a ‘swinger’ - I had no desire to see Pete with another woman. None at all!

“Will you at least consider it? Come on Pen, just think about it,” he pleaded. “It seems to turn you on when we’re…”

“Okay! Okay! I’ll think about it!” My voice was almost a yell, cutting off his protestations mid sentence. “But I’m not saying I’ll do anything with anyone, understand?”

Alongside me, my husband beamed with pleasure.

“That’s all I ask, darling. Thank you - you never know, you might think it’s a good idea after all.”

We lay side by side in silence, Peter looking a little pleased with himself; my head full of contradictory emotions.

Whatever I told myself, the idea of having really great sex again was very attractive.

But I’d never cheated on my husband properly, despite the ‘near-misses’ all those years ago I was still a faithful wife.

But was it actually cheating if Pete wanted me to do it?

Why on earth would he want me to cheat on him?

“Now how about you let me finish you off right now, like we used to?”

My husband suddenly whispered, planting a line of kisses down the middle of my tummy and blessedly breaking my anxious train of thought. His breath was warm and soft on my skin and as his face closed in on the dark triangle between my thighs, he murmured.

“I haven’t done this for ages. It always used to do the trick.”

I felt his hot mouth against the soft skin of my upper thighs; his fingers probed deeply into my sticky vagina once again and I realised what he intended to do.

“Pete, No! Don’t! I’m not clean down there… We’ve just… I’m all sticky…Ohhhhh! Ohhhh Godddd!”

My head fell back helplessly onto the bed sheets, my thighs parting automatically as my husband’s mouth closed on my engorged vulva. Moving between my knees, his head fell between my upper thighs, his fingers gently parted my outer lips and his hot breath fell onto my warm, messy core.

My eyes closed, all my senses focussed between my thighs as his tongue flicked expertly first along one puffy inner lip, then the other before diving into the dark, welcoming passage in between.

“Pete… Don’t,” I protested weakly, “I’m all… Ohhhhh!”

The glow in my belly that had flickered feebly during our sex now began to grow in intensity as his tongue slowly and thoroughly explored every soft, moist, semen-covered part of my most sensitive area, finishing with a long, slow upwards stroke across the underside of my clitoris.

“Ohhh Jeeezzz… Ohhh… Pete… I’m not… Ohhhh… Don’t…”

My voice sounded slurry and incoherent, my chest now tightening with the force of what I suddenly realised could be a real, massive orgasm, my first in months, IF he kept on doing these amazing things to me!

“You’re full… of cum…”

I dimly heard him gasp as his fingers deftly slid back the hood of my rather over-sized clitoris. The very tip of his tongue danced around its swollen nub making my chest tighten until I felt I had to gasp for air.

“But… I’m all… all messy…” I protested to no effect.

For a full minute or more I felt his tongue circling my clit, over and under, round and round, making it swell until it felt like it would burst.

“Don’t stop! Don’t stop!” My words were slurred by arousal.

“So much cum in you, Penny…”

He paused and I felt his hot breath on my inner thigh again.

“What if… it wasn’t… my cum… inside you…”

His voice was low, harsh and barely audible over my laboured breathing. His tongue dabbed at my clit roughly between every broken phrase, my head spinning madly as my orgasm began to build and build like a massive wave rising high over my helpless body.

“What if… you’d just… been fucked… by someone else… by HIM?”

A long finger entered my gaping vagina, curling upwards towards my G-spot as his tongue laid waste to my engorged clit.

The wave of impending orgasm crested over me and began to break. My body went into spasm, my legs closing involuntarily on my husband’s head then falling wide apart.

“OhhhmmmyyyyyGooodddd!”

I thrust my fingers into his hair, grabbing it roughly as his hands slid under my buttocks and raised my messy vulva to his face. His active tongue worked overtime now, on, around and underneath the hood of my hugely swollen, sensitive clit as his fingers dived deep into my vagina leaving me overwhelmed and completely helpless.

“What if… it was HIS cum… inside you… in your belly… in your cunt…?”

Pete’s muffled voice was harder now, wildly aroused, almost threatening - and I loved it!

I felt more fingers entering my vagina, how many I couldn’t tell. I felt them stretching me tightly; twisting and turning within me as if exploring; seeking a special place while STILL his amazing tongue worked its magic on my clitoris - now so swollen and aroused it was painful.

“What if… it was HIS cum…? I was licking… from your cunt…”

I dimly felt that a line had just been crossed but was too far gone to understand, the pleasure and pain now completely fuddling my mind as a second, stronger wave of orgasm washed over me.

“Oh yes! OH GOD YES!” I wailed, exhausted from my first wave of orgasm but desperate for more, as if to make up for lost time.

Pete was relentless, working his fingers and tongue within me with a skill I had all but forgotten he possessed.

“Oh Jesus! … Oh… my… fucking… Goddddd!”

It was my voice I heard, but twisted and distorted by lust as my husband’s fingers finally located my g-spot and worked their magic inside my body. A final massive tidal wave of orgasmic heat began to roll over me, drowning me in its intensity.

“Cum for me Penny!” Pete hissed triumphantly.

All semblance of control left me; my eyes lost focus, I felt my thighs close hard against the sides of his head, my back arched, my fingers gripped and pulled his hair and within seconds a very real, very intense, very-much-needed orgasm washed over me like a mighty hot wave, rippling outwards from deep between my thighs, making my whole body tremble in his hands.

“That’s my girl,” he hissed, his fingers and tongue still working on my body. “Cum for me… for HIM… Cum like HE made you cum…”

“Ohhhhhhhhhhh!”

The voice I heard was barely recognisable as my own as for the first time in over a year I had an earth-moving, mind-shattering orgasm that left me exhausted, panting and afterwards capable only of sleep.

But as I came wildly and noisily in our marital bed, overwhelmed by lust, totally abandoned to my own pleasure, it wasn’t my husband Peter’s face I pictured, contorted, inches above mine, filling my anxious, greedy cunt with his hot, sticky seed!

And as my body flexed and convulsed on our marital bed, my husband’s mouth and hands a frenzy of activity between my thighs, neither of us had any idea what the future held in store.

Or what we would soon become.



Penny’s Promiscuity Ch. 02: Persuasion

The kitchen was bright with sunshine that Sunday morning as I checked the laptop screen one last time before taking a deep breath and anxiously clicking on the ‘submit’ button. There was a pause, the cursor span in little circles and then the ‘thank you’ message appeared.

I breathed a sigh of relief. It was done; the fruit of two weeks’ work would, I hoped, soon be published and after that my new online friends would increase in number helping me further along the journey I had so recently undertaken.

If I had known then how far that journey would take me and my husband Pete, or how quickly we might get there I might not have been so free with my writing and sharing my emotions.

But at that moment I had no idea – and the first few steps had certainly been fun.

***

After my fuddled mind had adjusted to the extraordinary realisation that my attractive husband of twenty years was actually serious about watching me having sex with other men, my next thought was that I had to learn a lot more about what I could only consider a very strange and unnatural fetish.

Shared fantasies were one thing; actually having sex with another man; actually cheating on my husband for the first time since our marriage was another thing altogether. At the time I had no real thought of doing what he had asked but I loved my husband very much and wanted to understand what strange thing was happening to him to make him want this.

After all, men do have midlife crises, don’t they?

I had expected the idea to revolt as well as shock me - after all, it’s not the sort of proposal you expect from someone you have been married to for so long – but to my surprise I found myself more curious than repelled and thought about it at first in an oddly detached, almost scientific rather than a passionate or lustful way.

I had always been dimly aware of the ‘swinging’ scene and over the years had seen many TV programmes in which wife-swapping had featured, though more in comedy than in drama. Indeed at least one village not far from us had a reputation for this sort of thing dating back to the 1960’s but in my naiveté I hadn’t really imagined that it was still going on.

I had had even less idea that it involved the affluent, professional classes to which my husband Peter and I belonged at least as much, if not more than ‘those kind of ‘ families living on the ‘problem’ estates.

I had so much to learn.

I suppose Pete and I had lived fairly sheltered lives. From School we had both gone on to University in the Midlands where he had studied Medicine, I had studied Biological Sciences and we had met through mutual friends in the hospital.

Pete was and still is slim, handsome and athletic. Neither tall nor short and these days somewhat thin on top of his head, nonetheless he is still fit, confident and attractive, not least to me.

I’m as tall as my husband to the inch – taller when I’m in heels - with dark eyes and dark brown hair (most of the time). I’m still slim and fit though I have to work hard to stay that way, and have always had very small boobs, even when feeding our two kids.

Our eldest, now in his mid-twenties, lives and works in London and our two younger children were away at University at that time so Pete and I had been living the life of a couple again for nearly a year before these events took place. It had, I must confess, been a lot of fun being a couple again with evenings out, evenings in, weekends away and, of course, a great deal more sex thanks to vastly improved privacy.

Pete’s vasectomy some years ago had helped too, removing the need to worry about my long term use of the pill. Neither of us liked condoms and my menopause was only beginning so some form of protection was still needed.

We have both prospered in our careers too. Pete is a Consultant at a major hospital in the city near where we live. I work in a senior role in a medical-related field in a city nearby but I’d better keep the details of that to myself or it would be far too easy for a persistent reader to work out who we are!

But back to Pete’s astonishing proposition.

As a trained researcher, my first instinct was to find out much more about what I had originally considered an exciting fetish, but definitely one for the fantasy zone alone. The idea of turning that fantasy into reality was both frightening and exciting at the same time but not something I was taking seriously. If I’m honest, the idea of my own husband not just accepting me being unfaithful but actually trying to persuade me to have sex with other men though unthinkable in practice was highly arousing in principle.

But there was no doubt Pete was sincere about it. This was something I found deeply unsettling and at first my number one concern was for my husband’s mental health.

My first port of call for research was of course the anonymous internet so, with feelings of misgivings, I trawled the net for some time, looking for anything remotely scientific about a man’s desire to allow or even watch his wife having sex with another man – the desire to become a Cuckold.

There was plenty of porn of course, much of it badly written and entirely unbelievable, but there were a few genuine studies out there too which I analysed assiduously. I even joined a forum or two under false male names and tentatively joined in a few threads, but soon discovered most participants were either frauds or fantasists or both.

Overall I learned a number of things that both worried and reassured me:

That cuckoldry was a surprisingly common fetish in the western world, affecting perhaps a fifth of men in the USA in some form. One report suggested up to half of all American men had at least fantasised about their partner being with another man. British men couldn’t be all that different, I reasoned, rather shocked.

That it is a form of masochism – I hadn’t imagined that - in which the pain of a wife’s infidelity was offset against powerful feelings of arousal and, in widely varying degrees, a desire to be humiliated.

My athletic, attractive husband, a masochist? Who would have thought it?

Even stranger, I learned that deliberate cuckoldry is most common among educated, affluent middle class couples. This would certainly describe Peter and me. Wow!

I also learned to my surprise that it is not the same as a desire to ‘swing’ – there was not necessarily any need for the cuckold husband to have a reciprocal right to have sex with other women. Again this fitted in well with all Pete had said to me.

Maybe it wasn’t so strange a fetish…? Maybe he didn’t need therapy after all.

There were plenty of videos too, most of them obviously fake, but after a while I stumbled on a good few that appeared to be genuine. These I watched with fascination when I was alone in the house or early in the morning while Pete slept upstairs.

Despite their universally low quality, in many cases I could feel the real, genuine enjoyment being experienced by all the participants. To my considerable surprise, the identity of the ‘bull’ in these encounters seemed almost irrelevant; he was often just ‘a cock’, usually a black cock but not necessarily a huge one. He didn’t even need to be handsome and was often quite overweight!

What was more surprising was that the ‘bull’ appeared to get less pleasure from having sex with another man’s wife than either the unfaithful wife or even her cuckolded husband got out of the event.

I had not been expecting this at all and have to confess that on more than one occasion I was aroused enough watching the video clips to wake my sleeping husband up for a passionate pre-breakfast copulation straight away.

So it went on for weeks, the new knowledge significantly heightening my arousal and dramatically improving our sex life to a degree I hadn’t expected at all. Our fantasies grew more detailed and more intense so that I now only had to fake some of my orgasms rather than almost all of them.

Pete kept asking me if I had thought any more about his idea of turning our increasingly vivid fantasies into reality. I kept telling him that I was still thinking about it but wasn’t ready to give him a definitive reply yet. When he tried to press me harder, I shamelessly put him off by suggesting too much pressure would make me not want to do it at all!

Meanwhile I continued my researches on line but it soon wasn’t enough for my anxious, inquisitive mind.

Guided by some of the techniques I would use to investigate a hypothesis at work, I felt I had to find a way to test out all I had learned in real life, as I would with a medical theory. I needed to keep myself safe and anonymous but at the same time needed to find out more about my own, mixed-up emotions. The online forums I had joined helped to some extent but many of them were so obviously inhabited by imposters as to be useless.

I resolved to find at least one genuine, real life cuckold to explain the increasingly appealing desire to me on a one-to-one basis. More would be better, but one real example was essential.

So I started to write again.

***

I had originally discovered the pleasures of online erotica nearly ten years earlier when Peter and I were going through a ‘dry period’ in our marriage. It had also been around the time of my first ‘near-miss’ with Tony, as I now thought of it.

Coincidental? Maybe!

At that time I had investigated erotic stories on the internet as a way of addressing some of the sexual frustrations that the problems in our marriage were causing. Back then there were no ‘Fifty Shades’ books easily available to a married woman approaching middle age. I quickly found that, although there were plenty of erotic stories on the many websites out there, the bulk of them were disappointingly crude, unrealistic, often misogynistic and almost exclusively male-oriented.

After a frustrating week reading wham-bam-thank-you-ma’am stories in which ten inch cocks seemed to be the norm and were all that women obsessed about, I decided to see if I could do better myself.

Almost immediately I found writing to be both arousing and cathartic; allowing my deepest fantasises free rein as I wrote was extraordinarily arousing. I gradually grew bolder and eventually found the courage to submit my first work under a pseudonym.

Within a week it was live on screen; I could hardly believe my eyes! To be honest, seeing my own words actually ‘in print’ in public was both terrifying and amazingly satisfying at the same time.

Of course it wasn’t all plane sailing. Although I knew to expect some unpleasant comments, I was shocked and hurt by some of the extraordinarily offensive comments posted and messages sent by the horrible trolls who inhabit the internet and who also seem to lie in wait, preparing to attack unsuspecting authors.

The attacks I suffered then and still suffer now could and still can reduce me to tears with their viciousness but when the praise began to arrive a day or so later, I felt a new pride in myself, a pride strong enough to over-ride the hate mail – although there is no way to prevent it hurting.

At first I wrote as a woman but received so many unwanted and unpleasant messages that I quickly switched to a male pseudonym which I stuck with for several years. But eventually as the kids grew older and I had less and less time to myself, the writing slowed to a standstill until I found to my surprise that I had published nothing for over three years.

Now however, the timing of Peter’s extraordinary suggestion had been fortuitous. With all my children either at University or working in London, I had much more time on my hands, especially early in the mornings when I habitually rose an hour before my husband and had the house to myself – time to work, think, stretch and, importantly to write again.

And this time through my writing, I needed to deliberately explore the unfamiliar world of infidelity that my husband apparently wanted the two of us to enter.

A few weeks later a new series of erotic stories began to appear on various websites written by a woman describing herself as ‘middle aged and middle class’. The stories followed several themes but one in particular stood out in terms of the number of stories and their popularity – the emotive and controversial idea of wife sharing . Mostly were written in the first-person and, unusually for a female writer, were almost all written from the Cuckold Male point of view.

My previous years of writing as a man were beginning to pay off.

My first attempt was enjoyable, if slightly off target. At the time I hadn’t quite grasped the important difference between ‘swinging’ and ‘cuckolding’ so had written a story based on an incident that had actually happened to a close friend and her husband and which I had learned during a drunken hen party. To my surprise, I really enjoyed the writing and the closeness it had brought both me and my friend as we collaborated rather drunkenly on the details.

The story was well received but the feedback taught me of the existence of the ‘one-way’ swinging or ‘wife sharing’ world which I suppose I had suspected existed but had never explored. My next story went into this much more deliberately and deeply. Feedback for this second story was much more revealing and brought me into contact with a handful of trolls, a good few outright liars but also several real life cuckolds with whom I began to correspond regularly.

Richard was the most influential – I have his good counsel to thank for much of what took place the following year - and through their open and honest conversations I gradually began to understand the attraction of ‘planned infidelity’ to the cuckold as well as to his wife or girlfriend.

And with that understanding, my husband’s fantasies began to feel less and less perverted and, to my surprise, I found myself unexpectedly becoming more and more interested.

***

I turned and looked at the kitchen clock. Just after eight. Plenty of time, I thought as I filled the kettle and switched it on. I smiled inwardly, guessing that my husband of over twenty-five years would be in bed for at least another hour - possibly much longer, given the amount of red wine he had drunk at the dinner party last night.

I had been the nominated driver as usual so had remained nearly sober all evening; a good thing as it turned out, given the way Tony’s hands had wandered when I had dropped him off at his apartment on our way home.

Tony had been my husband’s partner in crime over dinner, at least as far as red wine consumption was concerned. Although not nearly as drunk as Pete, he had certainly been tipsy enough to push his usual ‘goodbye hug’ quite a bit further tonight. Once again I had been forced good humouredly to move his fondling hands away from my buttocks and up to my back as we kissed our goodbyes on his doorstep.

Tony and his wife Jane had been two of our closest friends ever since our children were born. Indeed Jane and I had first met at a nursery school Christmas party. Their two children were much the same ages as our three and we had spent many enjoyable evenings, weekends and even a few holidays away with them over the years.

The only fly in the ointment – if it was a fly – was that Tony had become a little took forward when hugging me goodbye after a day out or especially after a wine-fuelled dinner party. He had always been very tactile with the wives of his friends but as far as I knew had never actually either been slapped in the face or taken to bed by any of us. The general view was that it was ‘just his way’ and that he didn’t really mean anything by it but it was noticeable that the way he touched me was considerably bolder than other women and was getting more so.

I had tried to hide this mild groping from my husband – after all, we’re British and don’t like ‘scenes’ – but as I learned more about the ‘cuckold mindset’ it started to cross my mind that perhaps my husband was not as ignorant as I had imagined; perhaps he had known this was happening all along but had chosen not to intervene. Perhaps he even got a thrill out of seeing another man’s hands on his wife’s body.

I was never entirely sure how to react to Tony’s attempted groping. On the one hand it was an outrageous invasion of my personal space which as a confidant, professional woman with a decidedly married status I absolutely should not tolerate.

On the other hand, Tony was a very close friend of us both who I was increasingly finding extremely attractive and with whom I had come very close to ‘inappropriate contact’ on at least two memorable occasions in the past.

Extremely close and very inappropriate on one memorable occasion a few years ago; the closest I had ever come to cheating on my husband. This was an important reason I usually chose to drive and not drink if I knew Tony would be present.

Besides, he had been a bit drunk too, and who could blame him? After all, his wife of over twenty years had only months before started having an affair. I still couldn’t quite believe it; Jane had been my closest friend for nearly twenty years. We had first met at the kids’ nursery and our two families had been on holiday together nearly a dozen times since then.

She was nearly the same age as me but just after the previous Christmas, had been foolish enough to embark on a very public affair with her Personal Trainer, a man almost young enough to be her son. It was obvious to all her friends, including me that this relationship could never last long but she appeared oblivious to the fact and seemed to be revelling in her new notoriety.

So far this midlife crisis had resulted in Jane and her husband separating and Tony living for the past six months in a new three-bedroom apartment near the city centre.

If I am totally honest, I was also rather envious that a fifty-one year old mother of two could attract and so far keep so young and beautiful a boy. Pete had rather leeringly suggested that she must be very good in bed and from what she occasionally told me about her new relationship I suspected this was probably true. She was certainly still extremely pretty, I had to admit and over the years had spent long hours in the gym keeping in shape but it had still been quite a surprise when the two of them had gone public with their affair.

Tony had moved out of their home shortly afterwards.

Since then, on several occasions and especially after a few drinks, Jane had made suggestive comments about what it was like to be in bed with her young lover compared with her husband and by implication, what it must be like for me in bed with mine. Her eyes were bright and animated and her face looked a good ten years younger as she described how incredible he made her feel. Sometimes when tipsy she would even hint at some of the things they got up to which, she once confessed after a very drunken girls’ night in, now included frequent anal sex.

The image of this china-doll-pretty mother of two on her knees with a young man’s cock in her rectum was almost more than my imagination could handle but the profound and exciting effect on my friend was undeniable and impossible to dismiss.

What spoiled the image was her rather bitter attitude to her husband Tony, who even then would seldom comment publically on her behaviour. Jane on the other hand would often make subtle and occasionally extremely unsubtle hints at his performance in bed, suggesting that his erection simply wasn’t long enough or that, unsurprisingly, he didn’t have the energy of a gym instructor more than twenty years his junior.

But whatever the reasons for her infidelity, Jane was paying a high price for the sexual gratification she was now receiving. Apart from me, many of her older friends now tended to shy away from her as if the illness might be contagious. Certainly she and her boyfriend were very seldom invited out as a couple. Worse still, her children refused to stay at the family house she still occupied when they came home from University. If her boyfriend was there, they preferred to squeeze into their father’s apartment rather than give any suggestion they accepted their mother’s young lover.


The radio beeped the hour, brining me back to the present. Frowning at my inner thoughts, I pulled my dressing gown around me and made another cup of tea before returning to my laptop to check my emails. Not my ‘real life’ emails; they came to my phone and iPad. No, I wanted to check the new email account I had set up specifically for correspondence under the new online persona I had created for my writing.

There were two new messages, both feedback from one of the sites I had chosen to publish my stories. As usual I opened them anxiously, fearing another Troll attack but to my relief this time they were both positive – very positive in fact.

One was anonymous, the author praising the story and to my delight, the style of writing, hinting that he had personal experience of the cuckold lifestyle himself. The writer of the other feedback offered to tell me all about his own history as a cuckold and added a few sentences as an example of his experiences. I noted the email address. Unlike many of the messages I received, this one had at least a ring of legitimacy about it. I dashed off a quick reply, accepting the offer. After all, I could always learn something new.

My replies sent, I refilled my mug and re-read the previous day’s message from Richard. I looked forward to receiving his messages; Richard had been a godsend, proving more than just helpful in helping me understand what made a man actually want to have an unfaithful wife. Although he hadn’t done it himself, he could understand why a man might even want to watch her being unfaithful in the way my own husband Peter seemed genuinely and increasingly to desire from me.

As I read once again how Richard’s wife Barbara had met and chosen her various lovers; how she had told him all about them; how he was allowed to veto them only for reasons of safety or sanity; how honesty and openness was so vital in a cuckold relationship, I wondered more and more about Pete’s fantasies.

Would he really derive pleasure from my infidelity in real life as well as in our fantasies? Certainly his pressure on me to at least consider taking a lover and eventually let him watch us ‘in flagrante delicto’ had become relentless. Even last night, his performance seriously hampered by alcohol, he had tried to begin a sex fantasy about me with our apparently hugely-endowed Jamaican window cleaner. If I’m honest, the fantasy had had quite a strong appeal for me too but, as I had expected, Pete had fallen asleep before we could get properly started.

But even if he was genuinely interested, apart from the obvious disturbing issue of infidelity, there were so many other questions:

What might it be like making love to someone new after more than twenty years of monogamous marriage? What might it feel like to have another man’s cock inside me, his mouth on mine; his hands on my body? Might I actually reach the orgasm that had been denied to me for so long? How would I feel coming home to Peter afterwards? Overwhelmed by guilt? Deeply satisfied? Or would he insist on being there all the time, watching? How would it feel to have sex in front of someone else?

But for every exciting positive there were so many negatives:

Who would I want to sleep with anyway, given the choice? Did I even have a choice at my age? And would that man want to sleep with me, a fifty-plus year old mother of two grown-up kids? And even if he did want me, would I dare expose my middle-aged post-childbirth body to him? And most importantly, could our marriage possibly survive if I did take a lover – or more than one as Pete’s fantasies seemed to demand?

There were far too many questions and not enough answers, despite the best efforts of Richard and my other pen pals.

The sound of Pete moving about upstairs stirred me from my reverie and I quickly closed the e-mail account on my laptop, replacing the page with an on-line recipe and deleting my browsing history. I had no reason to think Pete ever spied on my internet use, but I wasn’t entirely sure and didn’t want to take any chances – at least not yet.

As I boiled the kettle again I wondered what was going through my husband’s mind at that moment. I smiled; with him nursing a red wine hangover, whatever he was thinking was unlikely to feature me at all!

I placed two steaming cups of tea on a tray and carried them up to the bedroom.

To my surprise, the room was full of the sound of running water as I placed the drinks on my dressing table. The bed was rumpled and empty so it didn’t take a genius to work out that Pete was in the shower and I nervously crossed towards the door to the en-suite bathroom to see how he was feeling. Given his wine consumption the previous evening, I was expecting the worst but when he saw me through the shower’s steamed-up glass wall, he greeted me cheerfully, his voice raised over the noise of the rushing water.

“What?” I asked, unable to hear him properly and immediately annoyed with his demeanour. How dare he not have the hangover he deserved after being so drunk last night?

“How’s my little Hotwife this morning?” he repeated jokingly, wrong-footing me for a moment.

“What do you mean?” I asked slowly, not hearing the name properly and adding “I’m as tall as you!” in an attempt to sound less cross.

I heard Peter laugh as he turned off the water, opened the shower door and stepped out onto the mat.

“I mean that you looked absolutely stunning last night,” he explained quickly and, it seemed, honestly.

He took the fluffy white towel I was holding and began to dry himself. For a moment I was struck my how good looking my husband still was for a man in his mid-fifties; his face was still handsome, his body toned, tanned and fit, if perhaps excessively hairy everywhere other than on his head.

“That new Paul Smith dress looks even sexier than I hoped,” he continued, wrapping the damp towel around his waist. “And it really showed off your shape.”

Despite being slightly embarrassed I felt more than a little pleased. The new dress had been a very recent birthday present from Pete and I had felt very good wearing it at the dinner party. Quite short, close fitting and colourful, it was intended to highlight my long, slim legs but I had been concerned that it also drew attention to my exceptionally flat chest, made even flatter by our recent extra visits to the gym. I could feel myself blushing a little but he hadn’t finished.

“And I wasn’t the only person to notice, was I?” he asked as he turned to face me, a rather smug, knowing expression on his face.

“Don’t be silly,” I chided, wondering what he was driving at and silently praying he hadn’t noticed Tony’s wandering hands as we had said our goodbyes.

“I’m serious. At least two men in the room couldn’t keep their eyes off you all evening – three if you include me!”

He sipped his tea as he paused, looking me up and down. I involuntarily pulled my robe tighter around my body in a gesture a rookie psychology student would have recognised as defensive.

“Does it make you feel good? Feel attractive, knowing that you’re being admired like that?” he asked, apparently honestly.

“Don’t embarrass me, Pete…” I began, staring uncomfortably at the floor but he interrupted me.

“Because it makes me feel good knowing other men are looking at you and finding you as stunningly attractive as I do!”

I raised my eyes to look at his, looking for evidence of irony or teasing. I found none but he still hadn’t finished.

“Knowing they’re undressing you with their eyes right in front of me and thinking what they’d like to do with you. It’s a real turn-on, Penny!”

“Pete!” I exclaimed, “Don’t say that! I’ve never done anything to encourage…”

“I know,” he insisted. “That’s what makes it such a turn on. You’re becoming sexier and sexier without even knowing it. Ever since we started our fantasies you’ve been getting more confident, holding yourself taller, dressing more daringly, moving more sexily. And you don’t even realise you’re doing it!”

I just looked at him blankly. Could this be true?

“Look at last night’s dress. It’s tight fitting and comes less than half way down your thigh.” I began to protest but he held up his hand. “Yes, I know you were wearing tights too but think about it! A year ago you’d never have dreamed of wearing anything that revealing. Now, you wear it happily and look incredible in it!”

I was thunderstruck! Was he right? My mind rushed to all the other clothes I’d worn recently, whether I’d chosen them myself or Pete had bought them for me. Perhaps he was right! Certainly they were different – shorter, tighter, classier than the rest of my wardrobe. But if it was true, what could it mean?

Had I been sending out the wrong messages for months without even knowing it? And were they wrong?

“I’m sorry,” I mumbled as he came closer to me. “Have I been making a fool of myself? Have I… Oh Jesus!”

I stepped back from him, my eyes fixed on the front of his towel which had tented out to an almost comical degree, forced away from his legs by what could only be a massive erection. Always long and slender rather than short and thick, the slimness of Pete’s cock had at least partly contributed to my lack of orgasms over the last twenty years but to be honest the main culprit had been the looseness in my vagina I had suffered ever since I had torn badly ‘down there’ giving birth to our younger children nineteen years before.

Whatever its dimensions might be, Pete’s cock was now making its presence very obviously felt. He glanced down at himself, then looked back at me and laughed.

“See? You’re having that effect on me now and you’re not even dressed! Just think what effect you were having on poor Tony last night!”

He pulled me closer, opening my robe until his towel-covered erection pressed against my lower belly through my nightie. It felt large and hard against my skin as I slowly put two and two together.

“You weren’t really drunk at all, were you?” I stated rather than asked.

“Perhaps a little tiddly,” he confessed, kissing me on the end of my nose. “I couldn’t have driven home but I thought you might feel a bit less inhibited if you thought I wasn’t in any state to object.” He laughed and kissed me again. “It worked, didn’t it?”

“What do you mean?” I asked, a dull feeling in my tummy meaning I suspected I knew the answer.

“I mean that a certain gentleman pushed his luck even further than usual last night, didn’t he?” I felt my robe being slipped off my shoulders and fall around my ankles. “I mean that a certain pair of hands spent rather a long time around here… and here.”

Pete’s hands were on my buttocks, raising the hem of my short nightie to expose my bare flesh, then squeezing my cheeks gently, kneading them firmly before teasing them apart to let his long middle finger run the length of my cleft, forcing my body against his.

“Pete, I’m not in the mood…please….” I tried to say but my body was already giving the lie to my words as his searching finger found the base of my slit from behind.

“Jeez Penny, you’ve not been as wet as this for a long time!” he whispered in my ear as his finger slid along my slit and delved inside my body. The angle was awkward, restricting his movements but it felt surprisingly good for such a crude attempt at seduction.

“Is it because you’re thinking of him doing this?” he hissed.

Pete removed his hand from my bottom and moved it round to my lower belly from where access to my vulva was so much easier. His palm cupped my pubic mound and a single finger slipped the full length of my slit. Instinctively I opened my legs a little. He stroked my swelling, moistening lips in long, slow strokes, dipping between the folds of flesh into the dampness that was oozing from my body.

“Mmmm. Pete, no I… Mmmm!”

But it felt so very nice! My legs began to tremble a little and I realised that unbelievably after so many years of familiarity, I was becoming incredibly aroused by my own husband’s rather crude fingering.

“Did you want Tony to touch you last night?” he asked, his voice low and hard. “Did you want him to lift up your new dress? To lower your tights and panties to your knees? To slip his finger into you like this?”

Suddenly my husband’s finger was deep within me, moving rapidly against the inside of my mound. My trembling knees buckled for an instant before I caught myself again.

“Oh Pete,” I heard myself moaning as my arms rose around his shoulders to steady myself. “I’ve not washed, I’m not clean.”

My protests were weak and were completely ignored as he backed me to the bed. My knees bent, my legs lowered me down until I perched on its rumpled edge. I didn’t resist.

“I don’t care,” he whispered. “Just like Tony wouldn’t have cared last night. He’d have stripped you like this!”

Before I realised what was happening, Pete had pulled my nightie quickly up and over my head leaving me naked.

“He would have pushed you to the floor like this!”

He suited his actions to his words and a moment later I was lying on my back on the bed with my husband’s strong body looming over me.

“He’d have spread your thighs like this!”

His strong hands were on my knees, easily parting my skinny legs, spreading me wide open until I could feel the cool air in the room on my dripping wet vulva.

“He’d have taken out his cock.”

I could feel the head of his long, thin erection parting my outer lips, then my inner lips, then pausing with just its tip inside my body.

“And he’d have got you ready to fuck, Penny; hard, right in front of me whether I objected or not.”

But to my frustration he didn’t thrust into me. Instead, he held himself still with just half the head of his cock in the entrance to my vagina. I felt so aroused, so turned on that the torment was almost unbearable.

“Please…” I began to whimper, thrusting my hips forwards as if to swallow up more of his wonderful cock but he moved back a little to keep himself tantalisingly poised at my entrance.

“Tell me how you feel Penny!” he commanded. “Tell me how much you want him to fuck you!”

“Pete! Please!” I protested weakly but the heat within me was growing all the time.

“Tell me Penny! Admit it! Tell me that you wanted him to fuck you! Tell me how badly you wanted his cock inside you!”

“Oh my God!”

“You wanted his hands inside your panties, didn’t you? When he was groping your bottom, you didn’t want him to stop, did you?”

“Pete…”

“Did you?”

“Oh God! No I didn’t!”

There! I’d said it! And deep down I suddenly understood that it was true; I really had wanted to let him go further – much further than my sense of propriety would ever have allowed.

“That’s my girl!” Pete said triumphantly, wriggling his hips so the head of his cock moved quickly back and forth in my sensitive entrance. “I knew you wanted him last night. You wanted his hand deep between your sticky thighs, didn’t you?”

He pressed himself the merest half inch further into me. My body jumped. It felt wonderful, almost as if it wasn’t my husband inside me at all; as if it was my seducer taking me for the first time.

“Yes, I wanted it!” I cried back.

“You’d have sucked his cock too if you’d had the chance, yes Penny?”

“Mmmm… Yes!”

“Yes what?”

“Yes I’d have sucked his cock!”

“Good girl! Now what would his cock feel like, Penny? In your mouth?”

A clear, vivid image filled my mind as I replied, “Long and thick, choking me…”

“As big as mine? Tell me, Penny!”

“Bigger! Much bigger!” I hissed, guessing the answer he wanted to hear.

I must have guessed correctly if the sudden tensing of my husband’s body was anything to go by followed by the sharp thrust of his long slim cock deep into my vagina and its rapid withdrawal back to my entrance.

“Oh yes!” I gasped, feeling the base of his cock stretch me slightly, then withdraw.

“You like big cocks, do you? You want to feel a huge cock inside you, do you?”

“Oh yes!”

“You’d have laid back and spread yourself for him, wouldn’t you?”

“Pete, please…”

“Wouldn’t you Penny? Despite the ring on your finger you’d have spread your legs for him?”

He thrust deep into me again then pulled back to my entrance. It felt so very, very good!

“Yes! Yes I’d have spread my legs!” I croaked, loving his teasing yet desperate for him to take me properly.

“Right in front of me?” he asked, his voice hard, dipping a third time deep into my vagina.

“Yes! Oh God! That feels good! Yes, right in front of you! As if you weren’t there!”

I could feel myself sinking deeper and deeper into the fantasy, the images before my closed eyes getting more and more vivid as I listened to the hard voice.

“He’d have mounted you in front of me, wouldn’t he, Penny?”

“Yes!”

Pete’s cock, still stationary in my entrance was driving me half mad with arousal.

“His body over yours, forcing your legs apart!”

“Mmmm!”

“Open for him, Penny. Spread your thighs for your lover!”

Without hesitating, I opened my legs as wide as I could. Pete’s cock dipped deep into me again then pulled back. I gasped then whimpered.

“Christ Penny! I’ve not seen you this turned on for years!” he hissed. “You want him to fuck you now, don’t you?”

Almost beyond speech now, I just nodded.

“Say it, Penny!” he growled. “Tell me how badly you want him!”

To my delight I felt his long, slim cock begin to penetrate me slowly and smoothly and repeatedly.

“Oh yes!”

“Tell me, Penny! Tell your cuckold husband what you want!”

“Mmmm… I want you to…”

“You want who?” He half yelled over me as his strokes increased in speed.

“I want him to…”

“You want him to do what?” The strokes were now regular, long, deep and rhythmic.

“Oh God! Please… I want him to… I want him to… FUCK ME!” My voice was barely recognisable as my own.

“But you’re married, Penny! What about your husband?” His strokes were growing faster and faster.

“I don’t care! Fuck my husband! Fuck everything! Just keep fucking me!”

In my extreme arousal I was lubricating like crazy. I realised to my horror that this was making my already loose vagina even more slippery and depriving me of some of the sensation I craved so badly. I tried to improve the situation by clamping down with my pelvic floor on my husband’s shaft and was briefly rewarded with the thrilling sensation of his ridges rubbing against my inner lips. In response, Pete’s thrusts became faster and deeper still.

“Oh yes! Yes! That was… fucking great, Penny!”

His thrusts began to grow more violent. I began to moan.

“Moan girl! Moan as he fucks you! Tell me what it feels like to have his cock inside you instead of mine?”

“Bigger! Better!” I gasped, hoping it was what he wanted to hear. It seemed to be just that.

“What do you need?” he asked harshly, “What would you beg for?”

“Pete… Oh God! I need cock!”

“What sort of cock, Penny? Tell me!”

“Big cock! Thick cock!”

Dimly realising the truth of this, I clamped down on him again, tightening myself as hard as I could and holding on as long as my pelvic floor would allow. Pete grunted in delight; his smooth strokes became shorter, sharper uncontrolled thrusts.

“Oh my God!” he exclaimed coarsely, “I’m going to cummmmm!”

A voice inside me yelled ‘No! Not yet! I’m not ready!’ but it was too late. Within seconds my husband’s handsome face directly above mine had become ugly and contorted as his climax began in earnest. His thrusts, already violent became wild and painful as his powerful body slammed repeatedly into mine and his ejaculation began.

For what seemed an age, his cock throbbed deep within me as his thrusts slowed to a halt and his spermless semen filled my body. I had come much closer to orgasm than I had for a long time but still hadn’t made it all the way.


Was it my fault for having torn in childbirth? Did I simply need more detailed and more vivid fantasies to help me get there? Or did I really, actually want and need another, bigger, thicker cock inside me?

“Penny, that was simply amazing!” Pete gasped as he rolled off and onto the sticky sheet alongside me. “I can’t believe how you turned me on like that!”

I smiled at his bright, beaming, exhausted face, astonished that he could have derived so much pleasure out of imagining his wife and the mother of his children having sex with another man right in front of him. Despite my researches, seeing that genuine, unmistakeable desire glowing eyes of the man I loved and had lived faithfully with for so long was still a shock.

“It was good for you too, wasn’t it?” he demanded. “Admit it, Penny! You really are turned on by the idea of being fucked by another man!”

It was true, I had to admit it. My words and my body had given me away to my husband in ways which were undeniable. But was he thinking of the same man whose image had been before my eyes as his cock had plunged deep into my body? Was he thinking of any specific man at all?

We lay side by side for a long time as we recovered our breath. I watched the morning sunlight travel across the bedroom ceiling as my mind span. It had been a long time since I had been so aroused during sex with my husband and there was no doubt what the reason had been; the extraordinarily vivid images of being fucked by another man. There! I’d used the word. I wanted to be fucked! Not ‘made love to’; not ‘seduced’. No, I wanted a strong, handsome man to fuck me, and if he had a huge cock then so much the better.

“It would be ok, you know,” Pete said so softly I didn’t hear properly.

“Hmm?”

“I said that it would be ok if you wanted to do it for real. With someone else if you promised to be honest and tell me all about it. It would be ok, you know!

“Pete,” I began. “Don’t spoil the moment by getting weird again.”

“You said you’d think about it,” he said almost accusingly.

“And I will… I am thinking about it,” I replied truthfully but not wanting him to know just how attractive the idea had now become. “Just don’t put pressure on me. Please, Pete.”

He went silent for a while but I could see the smile on his face broadening.

“Wouldn’t you worry that we’d split up? That you’d become cold and resentful or that I’d fall in love with him?” I asked as casually as I could, as if not intending the question to come out loud. “I know I would if you did it. I couldn’t handle it if you cheated, Pete.”

He paused before answering as if thinking hard.

“If we were open and honest about it, I could manage,” he said thoughtfully. “And I’m not asking to fuck other women in return. I’m not saying we should become swingers.” He thought for a moment. “I suppose it would be different if you had a one night stand with a stranger or an ongoing affair.”

“Which would turn you on the most?” I asked. He quickly turned towards me, his eyes bright and excited.

“You mean you’ll give it a try?” he demanded eagerly.

“No!” I quickly replied. “I’m just trying to understand you a bit better. It IS a weird thing to ask, you know. I’m trying to get my mind around it.”

He rolled back onto his side of the bed and started at the ceiling, obviously disappointed.

“I’m not sure it would matter,” he said after a few moments, “if the man turned you on enough to let him fuck you, it would have to be ok with me.”

I stared blankly at the bedroom ceiling. Oh my God! Was my husband really, honestly trying to persuade me to take a lover? And was I really, honestly considering doing it?

What on earth was happening to me?



Penny’s Promiscuity Ch. 03: Adultery

Unseasonably warm afternoon weather had brought the London crowds out in droves as I squeezed myself uncomfortably onto the Piccadilly line underground train and stood awkwardly, my overnight bag at my feet, my face pressed into the armpit of a tall blonde Scandinavian tourist. He gave me a look of pity no Londoner would have bothered with and I felt pleased that his personal hygiene was up to scratch; at least for the next few stops.

It was Friday afternoon and I was on my way home after yet another conference. The formal dinner and most of the presentations, including my own, had been the previous evening so an overnight stay had been essential. The morning’s work groups had been optional for me but as I was in town anyway, I had decided to take part and had in fact learned a great deal, especially about my presentation style.

The food at the post-conference dinner had been good, as had the hotel room and breakfast but I had been obliged to fend off a slightly inebriated amorous approach from my next door neighbour throughout dinner.

Given my recent conversations with my husband Peter, this made me smile. It felt good that someone found me attractive enough to flirt with a little more seriously, but even if I had decided to comply with my husband’s apparently sincere desire for me to take a lover, my dinner companion wasn’t my type at all. Surgeons’ egos apparently run to more than just their professional lives; my would-be seducer wasn’t anywhere near as attractive as he clearly imagined himself to be and I remained un-tempted by his charms to his obvious frustration.

So now, still in my ‘professional’ attire of dark grey skirt suit, white blouse, black tights and shiny medium height heels, I was on my way home. Less than ten minutes later I arrived at St. Pancras station, hurried past all the shops in the fantastic arrivals hall and dragged my wheeled overnight bag up the escalator to the platform, only to find to my dismay that I had missed the train by the merest few minutes.

After a good strong silent curse, I told myself that the service on that line was generally good so I only had about forty minutes to wait for the next train. Cursing London Underground under my breath again, I turned and sulked my way to the coffee shop closest to the barriers, ordered a large Americano and pulled my conference notes out of my briefcase.

The conference hadn’t been all that riveting first time round so was even less interesting in note form. Within ten minutes I had read enough and my mind had begun to stray onto the latest erotic stories I was in the process of writing. I had quickly found that my ability and dedication as a writer depended greatly on my mood at the time so I was keeping several different stories on the go at once, adding and amending them as the muse took me.

I knew I still had a great deal to learn but was enjoying the experience immensely. As a result of my husband Peter’s constantly expressed desire to see me with another man, the ‘Cuckold’ theme was very much dominant in my current choice of story, but I had drifted into other subject areas as well.

There was also a powerful thrill in having a secret; no-one would have guessed that the middle-aged rather severe-looking professional woman sitting opposite them on the train was actually composing erotic stories and imagining herself taking part in them!

This delay in my return home could be an opportunity too. If I could find a seat where I couldn’t be overlooked, the journey home could be a great opportunity to press on with the latest chapter in my favourite series. In fact, I realised, if I moved to the corner table in the café, I could get a good twenty minutes constructive writing done now before catching the train. I slid along the bench seat to put my back to the wall and within seconds my laptop was out and I was engrossed in writing, finding to my shame, that it was getting easier and easier to put myself in the place of my stories’ heroines.

Each time a story called for a male lover, I tried to use as role model a man from my real life who I rather fancied, partly because it’s so much easier to base a character on a real person but also, I must confess, because it gave me a thrill imagining what such a man might do to me and with me and for me.

An idea for a highly erotic scene had just sprung into my mind; the world of the café faded to blur as for a quarter of an hour I typed and typed, my eyes fixed myopically on the small screen.

So it was that, when the barriers were open and I boarded the train, I was in something of a state of arousal. My face felt hot and I suspect I was a little flushed but was very much looking forward to an unbroken ninety minutes’ to develop further the plot line I had just created. My alter-ego was going to have one hell of an evening if I could just get the scenario that was filling my mind onto the screen before its intensity faded.

The train was quite busy but I was an early boarder and selected a single seat in the corner of First Class where it would be difficult for other passengers to look over my shoulder and see what I was working on. I booted up my laptop again, set the document magnification low to make it doubly difficult for an eavesdropper to read anything I might write and got back to work ten minutes before we were due to depart.

The story was taking shape nicely. My anti-hero had managed to manoeuvre his wife into a situation where she thought she was alone with her would-be-lover and was rapidly succumbing to his considerable charms. As a result, I had started work on what was always one of my favourite parts of any story – the seduction itself.

In my mind, the seducer in this chapter was heavily based on Tony, the frequent dinner companion and ‘goodbye groper’ I have described before. Tall, slim and definitely very handsome, he and I had come close to inappropriate contact at least twice before.

Since his wife Jane had embarked on a misguided affair with her Personal Trainer and they now lived apart, his newly acquired ‘single’ status made him an even more dangerous threat to my fidelity.

The action on my screen was heating up rapidly in the central characters’ lounge. Oblivious to all around me, my fast-moving fingers had typed up to the point where my anti-hero’s wife was being slowly undressed by her soon-to-be lover after a candle-lit dinner. As her husband watched, her soft body was being gradually but efficiently exposed to her lover’s touch; after all those bedroom fantasies with my husband Peter, it was easy for me to imagine what it might be like to be in that situation myself.

I fidgeted in my seat I became more and more aroused with each completed paragraph. As the train slowly began to move I became aware of my panties becoming damper and damper as my characters shed more and more clothes until…

“Hi Penny! Great to see you!”

The very familiar but out-of-breath voice above and just behind my head made me jump almost out of my seat. I had been so engrossed in my writing that I had let someone get close up to me without even noticing. Awash with guilt and fear I instinctively slammed down the screen of my laptop, begging my guardian angels to make sure whoever it was hadn’t had a chance to read what I was writing, then span around in my chair to see who it was that had frightened me so much.

“Tony! Jesus you scared the life out of me!” I exclaimed.

Oh my God! It was the very person I had been imagining seducing the heroine of my story, a heroine in many ways modelled on myself. My skin was suddenly hot and prickly at the absurd thought that he might not only have seen the erotic story I was writing, but might also have recognised one of the characters as himself. His first reaction was reassuring though.

“I’m so sorry Penny. I could see you were concentrating but didn’t realise you were in it so deep. I wasn’t trying to sneak up on you!”

I laughed out loud, partly in embarrassment, partly in relief. “It’s okay, really. I was miles away and didn’t see you.”

“I nearly missed it,” he confessed. “They closed the doors just after I jumped on. I had to run through the station. The tube was a nightmare. Do you mind if I sit with you?”

I gestured to the seat opposite and as he arranged himself, his coat and his briefcase, I began to tell him I had found the underground equally infuriating. I felt terribly flustered; it was nearly impossible to make small talk with a man who I had just imagined stripping and seducing me in front of my husband. I felt exposed and vulnerable, almost as if he had just seen me naked

“Are you okay, Penny?” I heard him ask as he settled in his seat. “You look a bit… anxious.”

I ignored his comment and tried to talk cheerfully and directly as I attempted surreptitiously to slide my laptop into my briefcase.

“What were you in town for?” I asked distractedly.

“Meeting with a customer,” he replied. “A big one too. Were you at the Conference?”

“Yes, overnight,” I replied then frowned. “How did you know about that?”

“You told me at Jenny’s dinner party, don’t you remember? I thought I was the one who had too much to drink that night. And Peter too of course!”

I knew better; my husband Peter hadn’t been anywhere near as drunk as he appeared. He had just pretended to be drunk in order to see how far Tony would push his ‘goodbye grope’ and how far I would let him go. I didn’t say anything though, instead I stuck my tongue out at him and he laughed. I smiled back and for a few moments we were distracted by the arrival of the trolley, the checking of tickets and the pouring of coffee.

“Would you like a complimentary glass of wine too?” the steward asked. I looked at Tony as if waiting for a lead.

“Would you like one?” he asked me, a cheeky look in his eye. “I will if you will. It is Friday afternoon after all and I hate drinking on my own!”

I grinned and nodded and before long we were touching surprisingly large glasses and chatting away. My relief at having escaped discovery was almost palpable and I began to relax quickly. After the usual exchanges about our respective kids and the iniquities of our various work colleagues we were half an hour into the journey and half way down a second glass of wine.

As we exited a tunnel, Tony’s phone rang and he asked if I minded him taking the call, it being from the customer he had met that morning. I smiled at his politeness and nodded then picked up my meeting notes and tried not to listen to the private conversation taking place across the table.

Although we had been friends for nearly twenty years, I had never really seen Tony in business mode before and must admit to being impressed. Distracted by his phone call, I was able to look carefully at the man who had featured so strongly in my fantasies.

I very much liked what I saw; tall, slim and fit in a smart, tailored dark blue suit, white shirt and red tie. His hair had started to thin a little but the steel grey at his temples seemed to make him more serious and more attractive rather than looking older. His deep brown eyes had always been one of his sexiest features and they hadn’t reduced in allure one little bit, especially when they sparkled mischievously during one-to-one conversations like the one we were just enjoying.

He turned towards the window, engrossed in his call and for a moment I felt his legs press against mine then somewhat awkwardly move away. His trousers had felt warm against my tight-covered legs and for a moment I wished they had remained there. As if reading my mind, when he turned back from the window and ended the call, I felt the light touch of woollen cloth against my nylons and a small thrill washed over me.

“Sorry about that,” he apologised. “I’ve been working towards this deal for months and it looks like it’s going to come off.”

“Really? Well done!” I congratulated him, trying to remember whether he had told me about it during dinner and deciding he probably hadn’t.

“It’s not a lot of business but it’s prestigious,” he continued. “And it sets us up well for next year.”

“You look happy,” I said smiling.

“I am happy,” he replied. “And it’s great to spend a bit of time with you. When I’m sober!” he added.

For the next hour we talked about all sorts of things; our kids, work, politics, families, holidays, everything but my old friend, his estranged wife Julie. And as we talked I was struck by just how good a companion he really was; how he asked questions rather than just told me things as most men do, and then really listened to my answers. As the conversation grew closer so I felt his legs pressing more firmly against mine under the table and several times our hands touched above it.

The journey simply flew past and before long we were approaching our station in the fading light.

“Did you drive here?” he asked me as we began to slow down.

“I’ll get a taxi. It’s no problem.” I replied.

“My car’s over there,” he said nodding towards the large off site car park. “Let me give you a lift home.”

“It’s a bit out of your way,” I protested unconvincingly.

“It’s no problem. Besides you haven’t asked me everything yet.”

“What do you mean?”

“I mean you’re dying to know about Julie and me but are too polite to ask,” he laughed.

I blushed but he was absolutely right. Although I had heard something of Julie’s side of the story from our post-exercise conversations at the gym, I had little idea how Tony felt about the situation. Julie of course was in full scale mid-life crisis and had been simply swept off her foolish feet by a lover over twenty years her junior. I had to admit, he was extremely good looking with a fit body and, if her reports were anything to go by, an enviable endowment and prowess in bed. Julie had always kept herself in great shape but since her affair had started, her body had improved still further and her self confidence had soared.

The price of her folly had been estrangement from her husband and two children, though there was as yet no talk of divorce, and becoming the centre of scandalous conversations within our circle of friends. The number of social invitations extended to her had greatly reduced, partly because her boyfriend had been Personal Trainer to many of her friends too but also because her unfaithful presence made many couples feel uneasy.

Besides, it was hard to gossip about someone when they were actually there.

Despite his comment, Tony said little about his real feelings as we drove through the lamp-lit streets towards the village where Peter and I live. It was clear that she had hurt him deeply and that he was still in love with her despite their ten month separation.

Still very good looking, I knew myself that since the separation Tony had been presented with many opportunities to form other relationships and had actually had a couple of short term affairs. I also knew that he wasn’t looking for anything permanent; that he expected her to want to come back to him eventually but at that moment he wasn’t at all sure that would be good for him.

Barely fifteen minutes later we turned through the large gate posts and onto our driveway then pulled up outside the front door. Tony leapt from the driver’s door and ran round to help me down from the car, then carried my briefcase and overnight bag to the house while I fumbled in my handbag for the key. A minute later we were in the hallway and he placed the bags neatly up against the wall.

“Okay! You’re all set!” he said cheerfully, turning to face me. “Have a nice evening!”

“Are you sure you don’t want another coffee?” I asked as a matter of politenesss.

“I think all that railway coffee has put me off it for a while,” he chuckled. “Thanks anyway.”

“It was nice to talk to you properly,” I said softly as those deep brown eyes locked onto mine.

“It was, wasn’t it?” he replied softly. “And without the usual disturbances.”

I wasn’t sure what he meant by that; was it the kids or the phones? Or maybe my husband?

“We should do it again,” I said cheerfully, approaching him for our usual farewell hug and kiss. “Thanks so much for the lift.”

Tony moved towards me, stooping a little until his lips brushed against my cheek for our habitual goodbye peck. I felt his arms wrapping themselves around my waist and waited for the usual hug and ‘farewell fondle’ - the now familiar straying of his large strong hands onto my buttocks where they would rest, waiting for my own hand to move them away and for the good natured admonishment that I would normally administer.

Sure enough, within seconds I felt the warmth and weight of his right hand on my left buttock, drawing my body into his as his lips brushed against my cheek. Instinctively I reached behind and took hold of his wrist as I would normally have done to move it away…

But I didn’t!

This time it was different; this time, for some reason I didn’t move his hand away.

Even now I can’t explain exactly what made me, on that specific occasion, release his wrist leaving his hand on my bottom and raise my arms around his neck instead. Just why I chose that moment to take the first tiny step on the fast-moving journey that followed, I simply do not know, but take it I did.

It took Tony’s puzzled brain a few seconds to register that something had changed; that his hand was still on my warm buttock and that far from chastising him, I was now hanging from his neck, my cheek against his; my body leaning against him.

My heart was thumping as I felt his hands gently and tentatively squeeze my bottom as if he was testing me, unable to believe my lack of response, wondering what to do next.

My mind told me that it wasn’t too late to stop; even then I could have released his neck and moved his hand away with only a little embarrassment, but I didn’t. Nervously, almost unable to believe what I’d started, I nuzzled his neck with my nose and after a moment of sheer terror, felt his right hand join his left on my bottom, cupping both my buttocks and squeezing me tightly against his tall, muscular frame.

Nervously, not quite understanding what I had started, I pressed myself against him and rubbed his slightly whiskery neck with my cheek. He squeezed me tightly, his rough chin against my smooth cheek.

Like awkward teenagers at a school party, our faces clumsily manoeuvred until finally our lips touched.

Oh God! What was I doing?

Our closed mouths pressed tentatively together; I felt his hot lips on mine and his tongue gently tracing their outline.

No Penny! This had to stop!

Then almost before my senses could register what was happening – certainly before my conscious brain could intervene and stop me - we were kissing full-on as if our lives depended on it. Tony’s tongue parted my trembling lips easily and plunged deep into my mouth, seeking mine. I sucked on it, my own tongue writhing around the intruder while my mouth opened wider and wider until our teeth clashed stupidly together as if we were teens outside a school disco.

Before I knew it, we were in full passionate embrace, arms around each other, mouths pressed firmly together, open wide, tongues active and searching. I felt his tongue probing deeper in my mouth as his eager, exploring hands gripped my buttocks through my skirt, pressing me tightly against his tall, strong body.

His fingers were on my sides, then on my tummy, then firmly on my boobs, kneading them through the thin material of my bra and blouse, searching for my nipples which I could feel hardening quickly, their teats rubbing against the bra’s thin cups.

“Ohhhh…” I heard myself breathing as he fondled my tiny breasts, the first man in nearly twenty years to treat me with such passion.

I felt a small ‘popping’ and a release around my tummy and realised that his nimble fingers had unclasped the waistband of my skirt. Christ! Things were moving quickly! There was a slow loosening around my hips as he lowered the side zipper and slid the garment efficiently down until it rested around my ankles.


For an instant the horrible thought of how I must look in black tights and over-large, unsexy panties flashed through my mind but it was too late to do anything about it. I felt Tony’s warm, strong hands slipping inside the elastic at my back and cupping my bare buttocks, skin on skin, his fingers running up and down the cleft between my cheeks.

Again the warning siren in my brain rang out; there was still time to extricate myself, though now it would be much harder but the passion surging from my body simply overwhelmed any doubts that tried to surface. Instinctively parting my legs the merest fraction I felt Tony’s fingers dive deep between my cheeks, sliding under my bottom until their tips found the base of my slit.

“Mmmm!”

I tensed as my outer lips were clumsily parted and a long finger slid awkwardly along my slit, the first man other than my husband to touch my bare vulva in over twenty years. I shivered in excitement and arousal as he tentatively explored my rapidly dampening sex, sucking on his tongue as if trying to draw him into me at both ends at once.

A split second later the finger was withdrawn and I felt my tights and panties being slid confidently down, over my buttocks until their elastic rested in the cleft at the top on my thighs. Then a large, strong hand began to stroke my tummy before descending towards my pubic hair – which I suddenly and ridiculously wished I had trimmed. For a moment I felt fingertips toying with the tight curls between my thighs, then parting my lips again and diving into my body from the front, much, much deeper this time.

I gasped as his strong hand forced its way between my easily-parted legs and whimpered into his neck as he began to expertly finger me, first in long smooth strokes the length of my slit, then taking care to locate and toy with the most sensitive parts of my almost painfully aroused body. From its lowest edge, around and between my hot inner lips, his finger probed, explored and teased on its inexorable journey upwards towards the hard nub that swelled and throbbed awaiting his touch.

An instant later, my knees shook uncontrollably as Tony’s probing fingers found their mark, stroking the sensitive underside of my swelling clitoris in short, rapid movements. Even in my teens, I had never been fingered as expertly as this and before I realised what was happening, my was shaking as a small but totally unexpected orgasm rippled through me, right there in my own hallway.

“Tony… Tony…” I mumbled, massively aroused but absurdly embarrassed.

“Come…” he whispered.

His hand was removed from my vulva he led me through to the lounge as if I was the visitor. I tottered forward, the panties and tights around my knees forcing me to take tiny steps but his arm was strong and I held him tightly. The room was warm and clean and the light was low as he guided me to the large deep rug in front of the fireplace that was one of Pete and my favourite cuddling places.

He turned my body into his and we kissed again, gently and delicately then to my surprise he moved behind me, drawing my back against his chest. I looked up to see our reflections in the large rectangular mirror above the mantelpiece. Tony’s long arms encircled my upper body as he showered my neck with tiny kisses, nibbling my skin delicately with his front teeth. I sighed, as his hands dropped to my waist then one by one began to unfasten the buttons on the front of my shirt. With each ‘pop’ of the buttons, a little more of my bare tummy was visible in the mirror until my shirt hung fully open revealing the flesh beneath.

I felt the touch of his fingers on the sensitive skin of my tummy then saw them rise to my small, off-white bra. For a moment I cursed myself for wearing such an old, unattractive garment but then the thought vanished as his warm hands cupped my tiny boobs, kneading them through the thin fabric.

I moaned, unable to recall when I had last been touched like this or had felt like this. It was as if I was a teenager again, back behind the village hall after the disco, exploring and being explored. It was so exciting!

A moment later the analogy grew stronger as Tony dexterously flipped my bra upwards, exposing my boobs to his touch. The straps felt tight under my armpits but the sensation was amazing, stripping off the years as his fingers began to toy first with my small globes then at last to my nipples which grew even harder as he gently rolled then tweaked them between his fingertips.

I could hear myself breathing, low and deep as I watched myself in the mirror being exposed then caressed. Something within me told me that this was very wrong; that I should stop it now before it became even more serious. But something deeper within me told me that this was what I had wanted and needed for a very long time.

I felt my right breast being released and the soft light touch of his fingers walking downwards over my tummy.

I felt his fingertips toying with my pubic hair, tangling tantalisingly in my tight curls then the long, slim finger returned to my slit.

“Ohhhhh Tony!” I sighed.

“Just relax,” he whispered in my ear as I watched and felt his hand slide deep between my thighs.

The image in the mirror wasn’t me; it was another woman being seduced, being fondled, being fingered. It wasn’t Penny the scientist, Penny the wife and mother with another man’s hand between her legs, his long finger parting her inner lips as she watched and delving deep into her most private places.

I felt his large palm against my pubic mound, his fingers wrapping downwards into my slit. I instinctively spread my legs wider and was immediately rewarded by the thrust of his long middle finger into my body. A moment later there was a small stab of pain followed by a wonderful feeling of being stretched as a second and then a third finger was thrust into my loose vagina.

I felt faint. With three fingers inside my body, even I felt tight and stretched again. The memory of the dark fumbling behind the village hall came back with a vengeance as Tony’s fingers were thrust deep into me, curling upwards towards the place I hoped my g-spot would be.

The next thing I knew, my knees had buckled as a totally unexpected wave of orgasm shuddered its way through my body. I leaned heavily back against Tony’s chest, my weight pressing heavily on the large strong hand firmly secured between my thighs.

“I’ve got you,” he whispered as his left arm encircled my waist. “It’s alright. You can’t fall; just cum if you need to cum!”

There was reassurance and protection in his low, seductive voice and I surrendered to this amazing man. A moment later I felt myself being lowered unresisting to the thick, soft rug on which Pete and I had cuddled so often.

But this time it wasn’t my husband’s fingers on my body; it was another, more expert hand that was touching my sensitive flesh, pulling my tights and panties irresistibly down to my knees then returning to my vulva once again.

My arms rose around Tony’s neck and I pulled his face onto mine, our lips colliding almost violently. My mouth was open and his tongue probed deeply within as the wonderful, pleasure-giving fingers were drawn the length of my weeping slit. I gasped into his mouth then gulped as they were suddenly thrust hard into my vagina once again.

It hurt! I squealed then felt the stretch in my inner lips once more and the pain no longer mattered.

The next moment, I felt the muscles of his arms bunch and the fingers were thrust hard into me, this time being twisted back and forth, his palm against my engorged lips, his expert thumb pressing firmly against my clitoris.

“Owwwwww yyyeeeesssss!”

My second climax, much stronger than the first racked my body. Tony, Tony, Tony… the name span round and round in my head as I came on his hand, the room filled with the wet slapping sound of his palm against my weeping vulva.

“Cum for me Penny!” he croaked in my ear. “Just let yourself go! Cum all you can!”

For a moment I was beyond rational thought, let alone speech but when the trembling slowed I heard my own voice pleading, almost begging.

“Fuck me! Fuck me! Oh God, please fuck me now!”

I felt the fingers slip out of my vagina and there was frantic fumbling alongside me. I stared vacantly at the ceiling, trying to get my mind around what had just happened and prepare myself for what I so badly hoped would happen next. There was awkward clumsy shuffling then a tall shape loomed over me.

Tony was kneeling upright alongside, his trousers and pants around his ankles, his shirt front partly concealing the erection that sprouted boldly from between his thighs. In a daze, I reached across and parted the short tails, revealing his cock in all its glory.

I touched it; apart from my husband’s it was the first naked erect cock I had touched since our wedding. Tony gasped as my fingers stroked its round, smooth end and it jumped upwards comically. I took it in my hand and squeezed it. It was firm, warm and smooth and quite unlike the cock I had imagined so often in Pete and my fantasies, though at that moment it was simply perfect! So different from my husband’s long, slim erection - the erection that for over twenty years had been all I had known.

It was much shorter but much, much thicker. If I’m truly honest, it was really quite an ugly, stumpy, thick appendage shaped more like a can of Coke than a sausage but by now I was beyond caring about such trivial things. As I lay back on the thick soft rug, my skirt around my ankles, my tights and horrible panties bunched around my knees, all I wanted was to feel that thing inside me.

“Are you sure?” he asked, though his body barely paused as he knelt between my spread thighs, the trousers and shorts around his ankles tripping him as he mounted me.

I nodded as if incapable of speech then felt the heat of his body looming over mine, his breath on my face, his shirt falling onto my bared boobs, both of us ridiculously still half dressed. I spread my legs as far as my bunched tights and panties would allow.

“Nnngh!” I winced as something large and firm stabbed clumsily first against my anus, then hard against my clitoris. “Ouch!”

“Sorry,” he grinned sheepishly. “All these clothes are getting in the way.

Tony knelt back then with a single movement swept my tights and panties down the lower half of my unresisting legs, down to my shoes then away leaving me completely naked from my waist down, totally exposed and completely accessible.

Freed from my bonds, I instinctively spread my legs for the man I now prayed would fuck me and fuck me quickly. Again he leaned over me and I felt his erection brush against my inner thigh.

Some little voice deep within me still whispered that this was wrong, that I could still stop - that this really was my last chance remain faithful to my husband - but the much loude, voice bellowing from my lust-driven body drowned out any remaining chance I had of salvation.

Instinctively, I reached down to guide his cock into my eager, waiting body. I gasped aloud as my fingers closed around his shaft; it simply filled my hand – short but so, so thick.

I couldn’t remember what I had imagined Tony’s cock would be like in my fantasies but I knew it wasn’t like this. A strange feeling of fear mixed with incredible arousal washed through me as I directed his swollen head towards my inner lips. Already stretched by his fingers, they parted easily and I felt his smooth rounded tip beginning to force itself into me.

At the last second the tiny voice within me screamed ‘Stop!’ but by then it was far too late. Tony’s body tensed above me, the muscles of his strong thighs contracted and his short, stumpy erection was thrust slowly but irresistibly forwards.

For the first time in over twenty years, a new and unfamiliar cock began to penetrate my body.

Oh my God! Oh my Goddd!

Despite all that has happened since, the memory of that first illicit penetration will remain in my mind forever; the spreading of my legs obscenely wide, the parting of my inner lips, the smooth roundness of his head pressing into me, stretching my opening… wider… wider…

Oh my dear God! How thick was he? How much more must I stretch? And still he wasn’t finished!

The new, unfamiliar shaft was simply incredible, forcing its way into my body, irresistible, stretching me until I was tighter than I had been since our daughter was born; tighter than I had dreamed would ever be possible again.

After so many monogamous years I felt tight again – young again even. I could feel every ridge on his shaft as it smoothly, slowly but forcefully penetrated my unresisting body, rasping through my wire-tight entrance. I could feel Tony’s hot chest with its distinctive, masculine smell and overpoweringly arousing smell towering over me, dominating me as my fantasies were finally fulfilled and his body penetrated mine, deeper and deeper.

I felt dizzy, light-headed, my legs automatically opening wider and wider as if to free his way into me, that incredible thick cock stretching me tighter and tighter, penetrating deeper and deeper until, to my disbelief, it became thicker still nearer to its base.

It was hurting me so badly but so wonderfully.

And then finally I felt the full weight of Tony’s body on mine as his pubic hair ground hard against my mound and there was finally no more cock to force into me. He paused, buried his full length inside my body and for what seemed an age we stared into each other’s eyes as if coming to terms with the enormity of what had just happened.

A man - a real man not one of my husband’s fantasies - had forced his erect cock deep into my vagina and I had let it happen. Over twenty years of fidelity had slipped easily away like a second skin leaving me naked, exposed physically, emotionally and morally.

And I had wanted it badly and had wanted it for a long time.

Then before my mind could adjust to my new status as a fallen woman, my first ever lover began to fuck me!

Starting in almost nervous, tentative slow thrusts, Tony slowly drew himself back until only his smooth, oh-so-thick head was still inside me, stretching my entrance. The new sensation was exciting; amazing with just a tiny hint of discomfort as my body adjusted to the unaccustomed size of the invading phallus. Then he thrust himself forwards sharply. I gasped in pleasured surprise as he forced his erection into me, my tightly stretched inner lips again feeling every ridge and undulation on his shaft, something I hadn’t felt with Peter since our youngest was born.

God! It felt good!

Tony pulled back again and for a moment I found myself wishing he was longer so the amazing sensations would last and last. Then he thrust himself into me again, this time with much more force.

“Oh my fucking God!”

I heard my own voice gasping aloud as his hips slapped noisily against my inner thighs and his pubic hair rasped again against my mound.

“Did I hurt you?” his voice sounded anxious.

“Christ no!” I hissed.

Again he pulled back and thrust hard into me. Again I gasped aloud. Again he thrust into me. And then, as if twenty years of pent-up of frustration and passion was let loose in a single moment, Tony began to fuck me like a man possessed.

Oh my God! Did that man fuck me! Harder and harder, faster and faster, the girth of his cock stretching me terribly and wonderfully at the same time until within the first minute I felt my first climax building.

Jesus! I had never reached orgasm that quickly before! Almost before my brain could register the powerful signals my body was sending, I felt the wonderful wave of climax wash over me.

“NnnnnnnnGgggHHHHH” I heard myself half moaning, half grunting.

“Are you ok?” Tony’s voice sounded anxious but he didn’t slow his thrusting. I simply nodded, my eyes staring into his.

“Dontstopdontstopdontstop!” I hissed.

Tony he smiled and redoubled his efforts. Moments later a second wave hit me, then a third, each slightly stronger, slightly longer lasting than the last.

How could this be happening to me? Me! Penny; a fifty-one year old mother whose vagina had been loosened so badly in childbirth, had just reached my third climax within three minutes of penetration!

“Ooooooohhhhhhh”

My voice soared with the pleasure, now as great as any climax my husband had given me in many, many years.

“OhhmmmyyyGoddd!”

But there was more to come; Tony adjusted his angle, lifting his body higher and making his cock grind more firmly against my clitoris.

“Oh my fucking Goddddddd!”

My body shook as his cock found its mark, grinding across my engorged and sensitive nub. Above my moaning, the room filled with the loud, almost obscene sounds of his body slamming into mine as his lust drove him onwards.

Pinned helplessly underneath his tall, strong body, escape from the onslaught would have been impossible but in truth was the last thing on my mind. As much as he wanted me, I wanted him, begging my body to open for him, to take as much of him into me as I could, and yet to stay tight around the shaft that was bringing me so many wonderful sensations.

A fourth climax hit me, stronger than any I had ever experienced in my life, then a fifth, so powerful it hurt me, choking off the breath in my throat and silencing my climactic wailing.

Tony’s eyes were glazed with lust as he fucked me harder and harder. Beneath him and quite beyond distinguishing pleasure from pain, my fuddled brain span. I could feel my abused vagina screamed loudly at me, its inner lips stretched tightly around the shaft that penetrated it deeply and repeatedly. I could feel the pleasure still building within me, already beyond any previous orgasm yet I could tell that another, even more overwhelming climax was still there to be had, still building slowly within me, new, exciting, incredible, making me feel… the words wouldn’t come into my mind.

Why hadn’t I let this happen long ago? Why had I wasted so many years not knowing what it felt to be truly fucked; to feel this gorgeous man’s body inside mine?

I stared up into the handsome face of the man who totally controlled me now, my hands on his strong shoulders, then on his back, then his waist, pulling hard as if trying to draw him into me completely. A bead of sweat fell from his forehead onto my lips and I licked its saltiness, revelling in the earthy reality of what was happening to me.

Faster and faster he thrust as he lost control, grinding my back hard into the rug and twisting my thighs grotesquely wide. His strokes lost their rhythm, growing short and stabbing. I dug my fingernails into his sides, then his arms, then his neck as he grew closer and closer to his climax and the huge wave building within me grew closer and closer to breaking over me.

For a split second it dawned on me that he was about to cum; that Tony was about to ejaculate within me; that my body was about to receive another man’s semen for the first time in over twenty years. I could have stopped him there but to my shame it never crossed my sex-fuddled mind. All I could think of was how to make the huge wave of pleasure and pain break over me; how to have that mightiest of orgasms that I had never understood existed but which I now craved with every cell in my body.

I clamped down on his cock as hard as my battered pelvic floor would allow in the hope that this last burst of sensation would tip me over the edge and into… I didn’t know or care what. Tony’s thrusts lost all remaining rhythm and then suddenly without further warning, his handsome face became ugly; twisted and contorted merely inches above mine as his body tensed and spasmed with the force of his own orgasm.


For a moment I felt his thick cock grow thicker still and cried out as it stretched me, then his whole lower body began to throb and pulse as he began to ejaculate

“Oh yes!” I heard a voice barely recognisable as my own crying out. “Yes, yes, pleeeeease….”

Tony’s breath came in crude, animal like grunts in time with the throbbing of his cock as his semen began to spurt into me. Clenching his buttocks, he drove his pulsating cock as deep into my body as his strength would allow, driving me hard along the floor, grinding his pubic hair roughly into my mound as my back and buttocks rasped painfully against the carpet.

It felt simply incredible, wonderful. I felt incredible too, desirable and desired, a real woman again after so many years of being just a wife and mother! A real, handsome man had wanted me so badly he had actually taken me forcefully on my own lounge floor, in my own house, filling my body with his life-creating seed which was even now being smeared over my cervix.

And on the way he had showed me not only orgasms greater than I had ever experienced, he had also given me a glimpse of an even greater climax that I now knew was there waiting to be enjoyed.

It had been quite unlike the sex of Peter and my fantasies but it had still been incredible as my trembling body could witness.

I hadn’t reached that full overwhelming orgasm but it didn’t matter; I had glimpsed it and knew it was there. The climaxes I had reached had been enough for now; enough to make me tremble and tingle in their afterglow; enough to make me cry and laugh both at the same time. It was enough to let me know that the orgasm of my life was still deep inside me, waiting to be unleashed and that I wanted to unleash it.

Eventually Tony’s thrusting slowed to a halt, the throbbing of his cock ceased and he held himself motionless over me, his face inches above mine. I could smell the stale railway coffee on his breath still as we both panted. A drop of sweat fell from his forehead onto my cheek as his strong, thick erection began to soften rapidly, leaving an unfamiliar feeling of emptiness as my gaping vagina struggled to contract around his shrinking shaft.

Our eyes locked together, his pupils huge, black and framed by rings of deep desirable brown. I could feel tears welling in my own eyes and blinked them quickly away as he lowered his weight onto me, pressing me hard into the floor. My hands fell from his shoulders to my side, my legs unfolded themselves from around his thighs and I lay almost lifeless beneath the man who after so many years of friendship had just completely conquered me.

A moment later I felt his flaccid cock slip easily from my body and bit my lip as the emptiness hit me. Taking his weight on his knees, Tony lifted himself up and rolled off my motionless body to lie close alongside on his back. I felt his right hand fumbling for my left then my fingers were entwined with his.

“Christ I’ve waited a long time for that,” he gasped, panting then turned his heat towards mine. “Are you okay?”

I turned my head silently and looked at him. His trousers and underpants were bunched ludicrously around his ankles; his shirt was still neatly fastened; his tie still tied though hopelessly askew; he hadn’t even had the chance to take his shoes off. It would have been funny if what we had just done hadn’t been so serious.

I looked at myself lying alongside him. My legs were splayed open, the half-shredded tights and twisted knickers which had bound my ankles together were yards away. My knees and thighs were still grotesquely spread apart displaying brazenly the swollen, wet, sticky triangle above. I must have looked like a giant frog but for a moment felt frozen, unable even to close my legs and cover my brazenly exposed and extremely messy vulva.

It really had just happened; Tony really had just made love to me, not just in my fantasies but it real life, on our lounge floor.

What in God’s name had we just done?

“Penny? Are you okay?” he asked again, his voice now low and anxious.

“I’m… I’m fine, Tony.” I said softly, staring at the ceiling, wondering whether I had just made the worst decision of my life.

I felt a small trickle of liquid run from my vagina, down my buttocks and onto the carpet. Slowly I brought my legs together as if trying to hide the shame of my defilement from view; as if it were possible to recover a little modesty after what had just happened.

And what had just happened? Twenty years of almost complete fidelity had been cast aside; my honour simply handed over without resistance to this man; this wonderful, handsome man who had made me feel so… so… incredibly desirable and yet…!

I felt a tingle on my cheek.

“Penny! Don’t cry, please don’t cry!”

Tony’s voice was soft and reassuring as he hugged me, kissing away the tiny tears that had begun to roll down my face. I felt warm in his arms and comforted and we lay together for what seemed a long time.

“I’ve dreamed of making love to you for so long,” he whispered holding me close. “But I never actually thought it would happen.”

I nuzzled his neck, my naked lower body starting to shiver a little, whether from a chill in the room or an after effect of my infidelity I couldn’t tell.

“Are you okay about it? You did want it, didn’t you? You didn’t feel forced… I know I got a bit carried away…”

“I’m okay,” I interrupted, still overwhelmed. “It was lovely and I did want it, it’s just that…” I paused, my throat dry.

“It’s just that you’ve never cheated on Pete before and you’re not sure it was a good idea or what might happen next?” he filled in the missing words with uncanny accuracy.

I nodded.

“What do you want to happen next?” he asked.

“I don’t know, Tony. I can’t think straight right now.”

“You need some time to think about it?”

I nodded again. “I need to try and understand what just happened and why. Is that bad?”

He chuckled.

“How long have we known each other? Twenty years? I think I can wait a little longer if there’s a chance of making love with you again.”

I kissed him on the cheek, tears once again running down my face. But Tony hadn’t finished.

“Whatever happens, I don’t want to lose you as a friend Penny. I’d prefer to be a lot more to you than that but I’ll be whatever you want me to be.”

Now I was crying properly, feeling his kisses on my face and neck, acutely aware of the cool wetness between my thighs that screamed out my sin. After another few minutes the clock in the hallway began to chime.

“Oh my God!” I exclaimed, pushing him away and sitting bolt upright. “It’s six already and Pete will be home in half an hour!” I looked around at the room and at myself. “I can’t let him see me like this!”

I began to stand up but stumbled over the tangle of panties tights and shoes by my feet. Tony grabbed my hand to steady me.

“I’d better go!” he began. “Unless…” he started pulling up his underpants and trousers, his flaccid cock dark and sticky.

“Please Tony,” I pleaded. “Please just go! Let me sort things out by myself.”

“Are you sure? If you need some moral support…”

“I’m sure. Please just go!”

“Of course!” he finally fastened his trousers and turned towards the door then span back towards me. “You’ll call?” he asked anxiously. “You promise? You don’t hate me?”

I response I kissed him once, hard on the lips, my naked vulva and legs pressed against the rough wool of his trousers.

“I don’t hate you! I’ll call. I promise!” I replied then hustled him out of the house, making sure none of our neighbours could see my nakedness through the open door.

***

I watched from behind the curtain as Tony’s car reversed quickly down the driveway, the large automatic doors opening as his car approached them closing behind him.

My breathing slowly began to return to normal and my trembling slowed for a moment before I remembered that Pete really would be home in much less than half an hour. Gathering my discarded clothes together I rushed upstairs and into the shower where I desperately tried to wash away at least the physical traces of my guilt.

As I climbed the stairs I could feel Tony’s semen leaking from my vagina and running down the inside of my thigh. I felt dirty, ashamed, guilty beyond expression but even then there was no denying the height of arousal and pleasure my first ever adultery had produced.

Adultery! I was an adulteress. Oh my God!

After scrubbing myself until my skin hurt and hastily drying myself on a large bath towel, I quickly looked in the large mirror above the sink. To my surprise, the person looking back was still me – admittedly a pink face and red-chested, dishevelled me with slightly puffy lips and no make-up – but I hadn’t grown horns, a pointed tail or the mark of Jezebel on my forehead. There was nothing in my face that screamed out that I was now a fallen woman; that I was no longer the innocent wife and mother that I had been only that morning; that another man’s semen was even now swimming about inside my once-faithful body.

So much for my face, but as I looked more closely at my body, clearer signs began to emerge. There were small bruises on my boobs and on the inside of my thighs but carefully-chosen clothes would hide these. My well-used vulva was swollen, dark and surprisingly sore but again that could be concealed, at least for the moment.

I hurriedly pulled on a pair of jeans and a high-necked shirt to cover the evidence of my guilt.

There could be no possibility of sex with my husband that night; the marks on my body would be obvious to him and despite the fact that he had urged me so strongly and so often to take a lover, I wasn’t anywhere near ready to confess all and at that moment wasn’t sure I ever would be .

Returning quickly downstairs I threw my still-damp panties into the washing machine - the torn tights were beyond saving - then opened all the windows in the lounge to let the fresh air cleanse the room of the smell of recent sex. I straightened the cushions on the couch and turned on the coffee machine just in time to see my husband’s Porsche slowly approaching along the driveway and pulling up near the house.

As he climbed out of the driver’s door and retrieved his briefcase from the back seat, I felt a tiny trickle of Tony’s semen begin to leak from my vulva and run messily down my inner thigh.

God help me, I silently prayed!

***

My prayers were answered; Pete was been perfectly normal and cheerful the whole evening. If he noticed anything he didn’t mentioned it and even made a half serious attempt to start one of our cuckold fantasies as we watched the late news together. He was easily put off this time but as we went upstairs to bed he insisted once again that it would be okay with him if I did start an affair.

I watched him go into the en suite bathroom then undressed quickly, hiding my second pair of semen-soaked knickers in the bottom of my drawer. Before pulling on my pyjamas, I took one last look at myself in the full length mirror on the closet door.

The marks on my boobs were hidden; my pink-flushed chest less noticeable than I had feared. The dark gash between my legs was still sore and swollen but the evidence was fading quickly. Would my feelings of guilt fade with it, I wondered?

But did I really feel guilty? Really guilty? After all, hadn’t my husband urged me to have sex with another man?

As the night progressed painfully slowly, the answer to that last question became painfully clear; I felt as guilty as sin; disgusted and ashamed of myself.

But the more disgusted I felt, the more vivid the memories of what had occurred became.

And the more vividly I remembered how incredible my adultery had felt, the more I wanted to repeat it.

And the more I wanted to repeat it, the more guilty, disgusted and ashamed I felt.

And so it went on for what seemed like hours. Sleep was impossible; my mind and stomach working as a team to keep me from anything that might ease my conscience. Hours later I lay wide awake alongside the father of my children, listening to Pete’s slow breathing.

Though I hadn’t made it difficult, the seduction – such as it was - had been wonderfully exciting. Being made to feel so attractive after all these years had been incredible; being stripped by a strong handsome man in my own lounge had been amazing too and as for the sex…

With middle age a reality and after giving birth to three children I hadn’t expected anything to feel that good ever again but it had been simply mind–blowing. I had reached orgasm faster and more frequently than ever in my life before. What was more, I knew for certain that there was a greater, deeper orgasm still to be enjoyed, waiting in the darkness for me if only I could get there.

And I now knew it was there, I really, really wanted to get there.

But how? In over twenty years, my warm, loving husband hadn’t brought me as close to this hitherto unsuspected climax as Tony had during our very first copulation.

But was I really the kind of wife who cheated on her husband? Even if Pete had made it clear he wanted me to?

The answer to that was, once again, an unequivocal yes. There could be no debate; I had already become an unfaithful wife; a slut; a whore. In truth, I was no better than Tony’s estranged wife Julie and her young lover. If anything I was far worse; Tony was one of our closest friends; we had gone on holiday together as two families many times.

What would my husband say if he found out I had betrayed him with one of his closest friends? When he found out, I corrected myself because this couldn’t be kept secret forever.

And far, far worse, what would our three kids think if they ever discovered their mother had slept with their best friends’ father?

I groaned slightly as I rolled over in bed. My body ached from Tony’s unfamiliar onslaught, my hips and thighs were stiff and the soreness between my legs was a constant reminder of both the immense pleasure and impending guilt that the day had brought.

I turned to look at my newly cuckolded, oblivious husband as he slept and wondered how long I would be able to call him by that name.

Could our marriage survive this? What on earth would happen now?



Penny’s Promiscuity Ch. 04: Remorse

‘Are you okay Penny? Please reply. I’m worried.’

The screen of my phone flashed in the corner of the kitchen the following morning for the third time. The message that glowed across the screen before fading told me instantly who had sent it; Tony, the man with whom, less than twenty-four hours ago, I had committed adultery for the first time after over twenty years of monogamous marriage.

I had cheated on my husband. Not in one of our fantasies; not in one of my erotic stories. No, this time another man’s erect penis had actually been inside my body and, if that wasn’t bad enough, it had even left its load of semen within me.

I was no longer a faithful wife. I was soiled goods. The damage had been done and could never be undone.

“Are you okay Penny?”

My husband’s words mirrored those of my only lover exactly but for different reasons. Not knowing how to reply, I had deliberately ignored all the messages Tony had sent me since I had hurriedly shooed him from our house the previous evening only minutes after our first and only copulation had ended. He was unsurprisingly becoming anxious.

“I didn’t sleep well, that’s all,” was the best I could say.

Pete’s question deserved a better response but he seemed content, returning to the article in his newspaper.

He had cause to ask; I had risen early as usual that morning looking terrible after a largely sleepless, guilt-ridden night. Riven with remorse after the previous day’s incident, I wasn’t in the mood to continue writing any of my erotic stories so instead I had flicked impatiently through the newspaper at the breakfast bar until my husband had come downstairs, thinking terrible thoughts about what had happened only hours before.

No matter how many times I told myself that Pete and I had fantasised about this happening many times; that it was something he had told me over again that he wanted; it didn’t help reassure me as the events of the previous evening ran over and over in my troubled mind.

How had I let it happen? After so many years - maybe decades of flirting, I had finally let our close, long-time family friend Tony seduce me, strip me and fuck me on our lounge floor. Over twenty years of fidelity had been thrown away for what turned out to be less than ten minutes of frantic, clumsy fornication.

What was far worse was that they had probably been the most fantastic, most exciting ten minutes of my life. As I sat alone in our kitchen that Saturday morning I was trying to deal with an awful but undeniable truth: that I had loved every crude, brutal and abandoned minute of my fall from grace.

It hadn’t been like Pete and my bedroom fantasies at all; there had been no lengthy seduction; no gradual disrobing, no long drawn-out foreplay. It had in truth been more of a crude wham-bam-thank-you-ma’am fuck but it had felt simply incredible.

Even as I sat, guilt-laden across from my husband I could still remember vividly how Tony’s short but so very thick cock had felt inside me; the sheer physical shock as my inexperienced body had been penetrated by its first unfamiliar cock in over twenty years, stretching me tightly around its impressive, unaccustomed girth.

I could still picture clearly how he had looked, his half-clothed body over mine as he thrust that short, stubby cock into me over and over again.

I could remember vividly the arrival of my first vaginal climax in nearly a year; how it had caught me unawares, shaking me uncontrollably as the shockwave of illicit pleasure had pulsed through my yielding body.

I could remember vividly the look on Tony’s handsome face as his own climax turned his familiar smile into a cruel grimace before his pulsing cock began to pump thick sticky semen deep into my vagina.

I had studied myself carefully in the bathroom mirror before coming downstairs, afraid to see tell-tale signs of guilt written brazenly across my face. All saw was a tired, middle aged woman who could have done with a lot more sleep. My vulva was still pink, swollen and surprisingly sore from the battering Tony’s cock had given it but beyond that there were no obvious outward signs of the momentous change that had taken place.

But there was no escaping the fact that I the change had happened; that was no longer a faithful wife. I was a cheat; an adulteress; a fallen woman; a harlot as my Grandmother would have said.

I felt guilt like I had never felt before. I felt shame. I felt sick.

My husband Peter had risen a little earlier than usual too and was sitting across the table from me, oblivious to his wife’s new status as a ‘fallen women’ and his own as a Cuckold.

I looked again at the handsome man who sat drinking his coffee and reading the financial pages, blissfully ignorant of the guilt that wracked my every thought. I thumbed distractedly through the colour supplements, knowing and dreading the fact that I would soon have to read and reply to the messages waiting on my phone.

Even the newspaper seemed to taunt me, apparently containing nothing but reports of celebrities having affairs and marriages breaking up but deep down I knew it was really my conscience haunting me. The undisputable fact that my husband had spent the last year positively urging me to take a lover only went so far in assuaging my feelings of guilt. Worse still, however guilty I felt, there was no denying that it had been one of the most intense sexual experiences of my life.

I looked across at my phone again and wondered what my new lover had to say. Did he feel as guilty as I did? Did he regret it all? Had he lost all respect for me now as I had done for myself? Would he be overcome with remorse and feel he had to confess all? If so, who would he confess to? His marriage might be in tatters but I wanted to keep mine!

Finally I could wait no longer. Interrupting Peter’s bright, talkative conversation, I excused myself and almost ran to the upstirs lavatory, sweeping my phone off the dresser as I passed and locking the door to be sure there would be no interruptions.

I sat down on the toilet seat and fumbled with the phone’s screen until I found Tony’s latest message. I read it and all his previous messages before taking a deep breath and dashing off a hurried reply.

‘Hi. I’m okay. How are you?’ I replied, physically shaking with nerves.

‘Thank God Penny! I thought you were ignoring me,’ his reply came almost instantly.

‘No. Sorry. Couldn’t find a private place. Are you okay?’

‘Yes of course but I feel very bad about yesterday. I wanted to talk last night but didn’t dare call.’

I thanked God that he hadn’t. My nerves were frazzled now; the previous night they would have been in pieces.

‘Do you regret it?’ I asked, not knowing what answer I wanted to hear.

“Do you?”

I paused. The answer should have been an unequivocal ‘yes’ but even then I couldn’t make myself ignore the incredible feelings my single adulterous encounter had produced.

“I’m not sure,” I replied truthfully.

“I understand. There’s a lot to think about.”

It was the understatement of the year.

“Did I force you into it?”

Tony’s question wrong-footed me for a moment. In all my night-horrors, I had never once even pretended to myself that I had been a reluctant participant in the wicked deed. While it might have been a sop to my conscience for a moment it would have been too great a lie even for a fallen wife to use.

‘No Tony. I wanted it too,’ I replied clearly and unambiguously. “Couldn’t you tell?’

Actually putting the truth in writing was almost cathartic. I didn’t even have to think about it; at the time I had wanted it and wanted it badly, however wicked it had been.

‘Thank God,’ his message came quickly. ‘That’s such a relief. No regrets then?’

‘I didn’t say that.’

‘Feeling bad? Guilty?’

‘Very mixed up!’ I typed, my hands still shaking.

‘I’m not mixed up at all,’ came the prompt reply. ‘I’m very pleased we finally did it after all these years. Please can we do it again?’ He added a cheeky, smiley emoji to the message.

For some reason I hadn’t expected to be asked this question so soon and so directly. For a moment I paused, my heart beating in my chest. There was no question what the ‘right’ answer was - an emphatic ‘no’! There shouldn’t ever have been a first time, let alone a second. I should be firm, I should be clear. I should not see Tony again.

What was more, if I said no decisively enough, I might perhaps assuage at least some guilt by telling myself it had been a mistake, a slip-up, a one-off error of judgement not to be repeated. A regrettable incident brought on by unrealistic feelings of passion generated by my foolish writing. Tony and I could perhaps still just be friends. Perhaps.

If I agreed and went to bed with him again as my body told me I wanted so badly, I could never pretend it had been anything but a deliberate act of infidelity; something I had wanted to do and planned to do; a path I had chosen to take.

We would become lovers. I would become a real cheating wife rather than just a foolish one. There could be no going back to the way things had been.

But did I want to go back to the way things had been? Did I want to go back to a life of sexual frustration and dissatisfaction? Could I really turn my back on the extraordinary pleasure I had enjoyed even during our briefest of copulations on the lounge floor? How might it feel if we had more time; more privacy; more familiarity with each other’s bodies?

And anyway, hadn’t my husband assured me that I had his blessing? Hadn’t he urged me to cheat on him? Wasn’t it at least partly his fault, even if he didn’t know it had actually happened?

Was it really cheating if Pete had urged me to do it? That argument still didn’t feel convincing, even to me.

‘Are you still there Penny?’ the phone buzzed in my hand again.

“I’m here’ I replied.

‘So can I see you again?’ Tony’s message beeped. ‘We need to talk at least, don’t we?’

‘I’m not sure that would be a good idea.’

‘We can’t just pretend it didn’t happen can we?’ he insisted.

‘I suppose not,’ I typed, feeling my resolve beginning to slip. ‘But only to talk okay?’

‘If that’s what you want’ he sent a sad face emoji.

‘I love my husband. I love my marriage. I want to keep them both.’ I said, emotion growing in my chest.

‘I’m not asking you to give up either,’ came the reply.

‘When could we meet? We’re busy most of the weekend.’

‘Anytime you want! Now! Today! Every day if you want. I didn’t sleep last night thinking about you.’

I sighed as I typed.

‘Neither did I,’

Oh help me God! What should I do?

‘Just to talk?’ I asked again, knowing that at least part of me wanted more than that; much more.

‘If that’s all you want,’ he repeated.

I took a deep breath, knowing deep down that the next decision might shape the rest of my life.

‘How about Monday evening when Pete goes to the gym?’

My fingers had made the decision for me. The message was sent almost before I realised I had typed it. There was a long pause; so long I began to wonder what was happening. Asked to name a date and time, had Tony started to have his own second thoughts?

‘Okay, Penny.’

‘Where?’ I asked.

‘Can you come here? It’s more private.’

‘What time?’

‘Come as soon as Pete leaves. I’ll be here waiting for you.’

‘Just to talk right?’

‘Whatever you want Penny.”

I breathed a sigh of relief, my body alive with the tingle of excitement.

‘I’ll be there’ I replied, the line now well and truly crossed.

I flushed the lavatory; made an unnecessary trip to the bathroom to make sure my face wasn’t giving anything away then returned to my husband in the kitchen who didn’t seem to have even noticed my absence. My heart was thumping in my chest as I wondered how on earth I would be able to behave normally until Monday evening.

And what on earth I would say when I met Tony again.

***

The rest of the weekend passed in a blur. The soreness in my body gradually faded and by Monday morning I could almost have persuaded myself that Friday’s infidelity hadn’t happened. There were moments when the whole thing felt like an unreal dream; other moments when the feelings of guilt were almost intolerable and still more moments when all I could think of was being in bed with Tony again.

The fantasy that Pete and I enacted in bed on Sunday evening took on a much sharper edge and although Tony wasn’t the centre of the story, all I could see when I closed my eyes was his face above mine; all I could feel was his short, thick cock inside me, stretching me tightly again though even this wasn’t quite enough to bring me to orgasm.

It was hard to maintain my apparent lack of interest afterwards when Pete made his usual attempt to persuade me to take a lover for real but from his disappointed reaction, don’t think he suspected anything had changed.

***

Monday was very busy at work, thank God, which helped the day pass though when we were home from work, Pete seemed to take an incredible amount of time to get ready for his usual evening session in the gym. As a result I was even more excited and agitated when I arrived at Tony’s flat for the ‘talk’ we had arranged, parking my car around the corner so it wouldn’t be so obvious I was there.

I truly had intended just to sit and talk things through and had gone dressed I my work clothes to remove any suggestion I had dressed up for him.

As I got into my car I fully intended to tell him that what we had done was a mistake, albeit a very pleasant one.

As I drove the short distance from our family home to Tony’s anonymous flat I fully intended to tell him that we had to put our families first and bring things to an immediate end.

As I pulled into a vacant parking space outside his apartment block I fully intended to say that we must put the whole incident out of our minds and carrying on our lives as if nothing had happened.

Even as I rang the bell and waited for Tony to open the front door I still intended to tell him firmly that our affair was over before it had started.

But as my Grandma would have said, the road to Hell is paved with good intentions. Things did not go to plan.

It tells you a great deal about Tony’s powers of persuasion and even more about my own weakness of character to learn that within a disgracefully short time of my arrival I was on my back on his bed, my thighs were spread wide and Tony was between them, his thick stubby cock thrust into me, fucking me hard and passionately again.

The journey from nervous, awkward, embarrassed peck on the cheek at the front door to being naked from the waist down in his bed, legs spread with his cock buried deep in my tightly-stretched vagina was so smooth and so quick that my bewildered mind barely had time to register what my body was doing before it was too late even to try and stop.

Not that I would have tried; before any thoughts of hesitation or regret could enter my consciousness, the beast within me had taken over. Tony was as passionate as before but this time I was responding instinctively and in kind. It was raw, rough, hasty, new and exciting. We were both much better lovers too when given more time, unencumbered by clothes and on a soft mattress rather than on a hard floor with our ankles tied together.

Once again I was amazed at the thickness of his short, stubby erection as it penetrated me and, after all those years knowing only Pete’s slim cock, just how unbelievably good it felt to feel young and tight again.

Although its length made his strokes shorter than I would have wanted, Tony more than made up for this with speed and energy. This time I reached orgasm hard, quickly and noisily which for me was most unusual. Tony matched his pace to mine, bringing himself to climax as mine began to fade and when I finally felt him ejaculating deep within me I was drifting on a sea of illicit pleasure.

Afterwards, I lay on the rumpled white sheets underneath him in a glow, feeling his welcome weight on my body and the extraordinary tightness in my vagina relaxing as his shaft softened and shrank within me. At that moment I understood that I had found a whole new kind pleasure that I had never realised existed.

“That was so good,” I heard myself saying, my voice slurred as if I was drunk.

“For me too,” Tony replied, panting slightly and looking deep into my eyes. “Why the hell did we wait so long, Penny? We’re so… compatible.”

“Maybe the time wasn’t right,” I wondered, my head still spinning. “I don’t know; I’m just glad we found each other in the end.”

His flaccid cock slurped messily out of my vagina and he rolled off to lie at my side. I felt his fingers on my skin, stroking me gently. It felt good; close and loving. I closed my eyes and enjoyed the tingling sensations.

“So what have we started, Penny?” he asked softly, his hand stroking my tummy, his fingertips straying down to my dark pubic triangle.

“Mmmm… that’s nice. What do you mean?” I asked.

“I mean,” his fingers were on my small boobs now. “What is this thing between us? Is it a fling? An affair? Are you going to leave Pete and live with me?”

To be honest, the question hadn’t entered my mind; all I had been interested in were the incredible new sensations that sex with Tony brought. I felt young again, attractive, desirable and when he made me cum…!

“I don’t know,” I mumbled. “I’m confused. It’s too soon to make a decision. Can’t we just enjoy what we’ve discovered for a while?”

“Of course, anything you want,” he reassured me, his voice low and soft to match his fingers. “I’m just… well, a bit crazy about you, that’s all!”

I kissed him on the lips and we melted into each other, tongues entwined, teeth clashing, eyes closed. A man’s mouth tastes different after he has ejaculated and I let the wonderful earthy flavour wash over me; after all it was my body in which his welcome semen was now lying.

Tony’s semen! A warm glow came over me. Throughout my life I had always believed that the only proper way for lovemaking ever to end was with a full, unprotected ejaculation inside a woman’s body; my body. No doubt my psychologist students would have had great fun analysing this but the urge to be inseminated had characterised the whole of my sex life so far and promised to continue in whatever I had just got myself into.

Tony’s semen was lying inside me for a second time in only a few days. My mind drifted. Was I right in remembering that his vasectomy had taken place less than a year after Pete’s? Was that what Julie - his wife and my best friend had said? Or was I imagining it?

The worrying truth was that my conscious mind hadn’t given it a single thought! In the sheer joy of my abandonment, the idea of protection of any kind simply hadn’t entered my mind, either on Friday when he had first fucked me or today before the amazing sex we had just enjoyed. I had wanted him so badly I hadn’t even thought of the possible consequences!

My menopause hadn’t really started - my mother’s was late too - so there was still a risk of me getting pregnant even at my age, albeit a very small one. With Pete having had the snip a long time ago, I hadn’t even thought about it.

Although I didn’t understand it at the time, the coming months were to demonstrate only too clearly that there were a lot of things I didn’t think about when ‘in heat’. This was a weakness I could and should have recognised in myself. If I had understood myself better then, I could perhaps have saved us all so much worry in the future but at the time I didn’t realise its significance.

Ridiculously, I didn’t feel able to ask Tony as I lay in his arms in my post-coital glow. Instead I resolved to get the morning after pill the following day ‘just in case’. I would have to visit a town some distance away where I wasn’t known but that could be done. I silently prayed that it wouldn’t be too late to stop any unwanted outcome from our first copulation three days ago and tried to concentrate on Tony’s question: what had we started?


Although I wasn’t ready to think about it, he was quite right to ask. That evening our relationship had moved from something that could have been passed off as a pleasant but definitely one-off mistake to something much more deliberate, much more calculated and I had to admit, much more enjoyable.

And what on earth should I do about Pete? What had I done to my husband? Even as I lay there, freshly inseminated in another man’s bed, there was no doubt in my mind that I loved my husband dearly.

So what was I doing there? After a weekend of remorse, why had I sinned a second time? And why didn’t it feel as sinful as it should?

I told myself that it was at least partly my husband’s fault. Had Pete not spent so long trying to convince me to take a lover; had he not seemed so sincere in this desire, the last few days would not have happened. Without Pete’s persuasion I would not have let Tony seduce me the first time and certainly wouldn’t have willingly returned for a second fucking.

I was only doing what my husband wanted. Pete would understand. Pete would approve. Eventually he might even be pleased.

Oh God, I hoped so!

But then I felt Tony’s tall, slim body rising over me again, I felt the heat of his near-hairless chest against my tiny boobs, I felt his left knee insinuating itself between mine, forcing my legs apart as he began to mount me again.

Without another thought, I spread my thighs in rampant, obscene invitation and a moment later the smooth, thick head of his revived erection confidently parted my inner lips and forced its way into my loose, messy semen-filled vagina for the second time within an hour.

And it felt simply wonderful!

“Ohhhhhh!”

Tony’s thickening erection slid smoothly into my loose, welcoming body in one long, single, well-lubricated thrust until his pubic hair ground hard against mine. For a moment I wished again that his cock was longer - much longer - so the incredible stretching could last and last.

“Mmmm Yessss!”

But the thought was quickly driven from my mind as he began to fuck me and fuck me hard. Sensitivity half-forgotten, his thrusts started slowly and smoothly but quickly became short, sharp and increasingly violent.

‘Slap! Slap! Slap! Slap!’

Creak! Creak! Creak! Creak!

The obscene, wet sounds coming from between my thighs were joined by the bed groaning its unhappiness as our two middle-aged bodies collided over and over again. My vagina, already loose and very well-lubricated from our first coupling became looser still, offered no resistance at all to the thick, stumpy invader that pounded into it. My clitoris, already sensitised from our first copulation, was dragged tightly against his upper ridge and in an instant I began to climax for the third - or was it fourth time in the last hour; my head was spinning too much to count.

‘Oh Tony… Please… Oh yes… Oh fuck meeeee!’

The words flashed around my head but I was biting my lip too hard for them to become audible. Instead I ran my fingernails over his wiry frame, along his shoulders, down his arms and across the well-defined muscles of his chest.

‘Slap! Slap! Slap! Slap!’

Creak! Creak! Creak! Creak!

“Penny… Pennyyyy!”

I dug my fingernail hard into the muscles of his shoulders, raising my knees and wrapping my legs around his upper thighs. My body was in complete surrender, lubrication must simply be pouring from my slit if the wet slapping sounds filling the room and the electric tingling in my groin were anything to go by.

‘Schlappity-schlappity! Schlappity-schlappity’

“OhhhGoddddyesssSSS!”

Was that my voice? It sounded barely female and as for the rich, earthy smell that was permeating the room’s stale air; was that really coming from my body?

‘Shlap-shlap-shlap-shlap! Shlap-shlap-shlap-shlap!’

“Oh God Penny I’m going to…”

Tony’s voice was almost desperate. I understood immediately what was about to happen.

‘Not so soon! Please…’ I silently begged.

Tightening down on his thick shaft as hard as my middle-aged pelvic floor would allow, I tilted my hips downwards forcing my clitoris as hard against his ugly shaft as I could, squeezing that amazing erection tightly between my inner lips in an attempt to bring my own climax on faster.

“Ooooooooyyyeeessssss!”

The effect was immediate; a wave of heat rushed outwards from my vulva, rippling through my belly and spine and into my chest. I began to orgasm uncontrollably, staring wild-eyed into Tony’s handsome face as it began to contort and twist with his own powerful climax. HIs body went into spasm, his thrusts became wild and uncontrolled, all semblance of rhythm gone as I felt the head of his cock swell deep within me and for a second time in an hour he began to cum inside me.

This time his climax was short-lived but no less intense if the extraordinary grimaces on his face were anything to judge by. I felt his shaft pulsing in my body as he ejaculated, adding yet more semen the sticky mess already within me and which now coated my inner thighs and lower belly, forced out by the power of his thrusts.

“Yes! Cummmiinnnmmeeee!”

I half-howled into the room, like an animal in heat; feral, as if my whole body craved insemination by this strong, powerful, attractive man.

“Jesus Penny! You’re amaazzziinngg!”

Sadly Tony’s ejaculation lasted only a few moments before his body became still and his shaft began to soften inside me. Panting, he rolled off me once again and lay alongside. I felt the strange mix of emptiness and triumph that the combination of orgasm and insemination brought.

“Where did you learn to do that?” he asked, laughing out loud, “That was sooo good!”

I squeezed his hand. The romance of the evening would not have been helped if I had told him the truth about my ‘squeeze’ technique; that when a woman’s vagina had become as loose as mine in childbirth, she had to try every trick in the book to get anything like the same pleasure out of sex. Of course with Tony’s cock being so thick it wasn’t as necessary but still…

“Oh shit! Look at the time!” I suddenly exclaimed, catching sight of the clock on the bedside table and throwing back the duvet.

I knew Pete’s gym sessions usually lasted less than two hours even with a shower and a drink in the bar afterwards; there was no time for afterplay or pillow talk. Climbing rapidly out of bed, I pulled on my clothes as quickly as I could, very much aware of the state of my body.

I had to get clean; no way was I ready to confront my husband with my lover’s smell on my body - if I was ready to confront him at all!

“Sorry! Sorry!” I kept mumbling as I dressed as quickly as I could.

“Will you call?” he asked anxiously. “Please Penny?”

“I’ll call. Of course I’ll call!”

A stunned Tony followed me to the front door, a towel around his waist where we hugged and kissed before I ran down the apartment block’s stairs to find my car. Not looking back, I jumped into it and drove too-quickly for home, more than a little dishevelled.

If I had been less distracted, I might have noticed the bright explosion of Bonfire Night fireworks filling the sky. A clearer symbolism could not have been planned. But my mind was elsewhere; instead I was very relieved to see the driveway empty when I arrived home.

The gusset of my knickers was soaked in semen by the time I reached the bedroom and pulled them off, hastily burying them in the dirty washing basket where I knew my husband was very unlikely to look. I pulled my robe around my naked body and headed quickly downstairs to the utility room, feeling a little extra goo trickling down my inner thigh as I filled the washing machine. The oozing sensation made me shiver with an illicit thrill.

I ran back upstairs and was in the shower frantically trying to wash away every trace of my encounter with Tony when Pete came into the house a few minutes later.

Half an hour later my husband and I sat talking in front of the television as if nothing had changed. A strong feeling of unreality came over me; everything in the room felt completely normal; everything within my felt extremely different. How could Pete not see the guilt written all over my face? How could he not tell I was a changed woman?

And I was a changed woman; there really was no going back now. I had gone to Tony’s intending to make my first act of infidelity my last one. I had left after adding two more crimes against fidelity to my record and with the intention of adding more.

Was this really what my husband had tried so long and so hard to persuade me to do?



Penny’s Promiscuity Ch. 05: Confession

So, in the first week of November the madness began; I had become an unfaithful wife; a slut, a harlot.

I had started an affair with one of our closest family friends; a man we had known well for nearly twenty years, whose family we had shared holidays with, Christmases with and who was the father of our kids’ best friends.

Already in an unexpected state of arousal brought on by the erotic story I was writing on a journey home from London, I had bumped into Tony on the train and had spent the full ninety minute trip enjoying his company. I had been using Tony as a model for one of the characters in my story and myself for another. The two characters were in the process of having wild, unprotected sex in his marital bed so to meet him in person at that moment had been quite a shock. My first reaction had been embarrassment tinged with guilt but he had soon put me and my ease and the journey had passed in very pleasant conversation with perhaps his normal level of light flirting.

The result was that my level of arousal had still been high when the train pulled into the rather bleak parkway station. Always the gentleman, Tony had given me a lift home from the station but for reasons I still do not fully understand even now, when he kissed me goodbye in the hallway with his usual playful squeeze of my bottom, instead of the equally playful removal of his hand and mock scolding I would normally have given, for I had left his palm on my buttock and raised my arms around his neck.

The kissing, stripping, fondling, crude but passionate fucking and mutual climaxes that had followed on our lounge floor had introduced me to a whole new world of pleasure.

It had also introduced me to a world of constant fear and guilt.

The fact that for several years, my sex life with my husband Pete had been dominated by fantasies in which I was taken in many ways by many different men didn’t excuse my crime. The fact that Pete had been urging me to take a lover in real life for many months only could only go so far in moderating my feelings of shame and guilt.

What was worse, the following Monday when I had gone to Tony’s apartment to tell him it all had to end immediately, things hadn’t gone at all to plan. Instead of a painful, embarrassing parting of the ways we had fallen into each other’s arms for a second time and, an hour later as I drove home with two more doses of my lover’s semen inside my body, I was a lost cause.

I was too ashamed even to turn to my online cuckold friends for advice. Every one of them would have told me the same thing; that in a wife-sharing relationship there had to be trust; that I shouldn’t have gone with another man without my husband’s knowledge and acquiescence. Knowing what he would say – and indeed did eventually say - I hardly dared tell Richard, one of my most helpful cuckold friends what I had done.

But for Tony and me, the dam was well and truly breached. For the next two weeks we were like kids with a new toy, meeting and making love as often as we could, aware of the risk and danger of discovery but unable or unwilling to resist.

Several times I came to his flat (and came in his flat), once in the early morning before work which made me arrive in my office late and a little dishevelled. Once we went to a hotel at lunchtime, one evening we even made love in the back of my SUV in the dark recesses of a country car park. It was crude, uncomfortable; painful even but made me feel like a teen again.

I must have been terribly distracted at home. Pete didn’t seem to notice any physical change in me but he certainly did notice that our sex life had come to a grinding halt. Given almost constantly ‘freshly-fucked’ state of my body and to be brutally honest, the increasing soreness between my legs there was no way I could take the risk of letting my husband near me.

But this intensity or passion couldn’t last and, as Tony rolled off me one Saturday morning when I was supposedly at the gym, sweat dripping from his forehead onto my pink flushed chest, we realised - just in time - that if we continued at this rate it would not be long before we were discovered.

It was very difficult, but it was obvious that for safety’s sake we simply had to see each other less often.

The compensation was that when we did meet, we would make sure we could be together for longer. I worked only a half day on Thursdays, usually spending the afternoon grocery shopping and in the gym. Tony runs his own business and, with a little difficulty, could arrange to be ‘out of the office’ when he needed to be.

It took a shamefully short time for us to come to terms with what had happened and overcome the (initially considerable) guilt. Neither of us had cheated on our spouses before. Despite Tony being separated from his wife Julie who was herself in the midst of a rather public affair and the fact that my husband Peter had been urging me to take a lover for many months, we both knew there was something very wrong about what we were doing but were pathetically helpless to resist.

I had always despised people who were unable to resist temptation. I had been contemptuous of the few friends I knew who had put their own pleasure before the good of their families and cheated on their partners. But now everything had changed; now I was in that position myself I began to understand just how torn a woman lover can be between two lovers.

Even now I tell myself that, if Pete hadn’t told me so often to find another man I would never have let myself get into that position but of course I can never be sure.

What I am sure is that throughout our affair it never once crossed my mind to leave my husband. Nevertheless the strong physical attraction and extraordinary sexual compatibility between Tony and me brought a new and exciting dimension into both our lives that neither of us wanted to end. Over the next few weeks as we grew more used to each other’s bodies, we relaxed more and more and the pleasures of the bed grew more and more intense.

To my amazement, once the first few crazy weeks of my affair were over, although I could still not reach orgasm with him, sex with my husband recommenced and was immediately much more intense and exiting too. It was still completely dominated by Pete’s fantasies of watching me with another man but, although the man in Pete’s fantasies changed from day to day, there was only ever one face in my mind as we played out scenario after scenario in our bedroom.

Often I would lie next to my sleeping husband pondering how two such apparently similar men could be so very different as lovers. It went far beyond the mere differences in size and shape of their erect cocks.

Part of it was novelty, I’m sure. After years being as tall as my partner – taller when in heels – it felt good to be with a man who was over six inches taller than me and made me feel pleasantly dominated. Though both men were slim; my husband’s body was if anything better trained and more athletic than my lover’s but it was also covered in thick dark hair. Tony’s almost hairless chest on the other hand had at most a soft, sparse, downy feel which in a strange way made me feel cleaner and younger too.

But increasingly often I would lie awake wondering what on earth I thought I was doing. Though in no way prepared to stop, I found it harder and harder to keep on deceiving my husband in this way. The battle inside me raged constantly; between the love I unquestionably still felt for Pete, the increasing passion felt for Tony and the certainty in my mind that it was all wrong and that I should never have got myself into this situation.

For a whole mad month the affair continued like this, my body shared between my two lovers. To this day I can’t understand how Pete never realised that he wasn’t the only man using me but he gave no sign of suspicion at all so what happened next really did come as a complete shock to him.

It was Sunday night – the second weekend in December - and we were in bed. Pete and I had just reached the end of an unusually intricate fantasy in which I had taken not one but two men’s cocks into my body at the same time. This was an extreme scenario even for him but I had happily gone along with it and he had climaxed loudly and messily inside me as I loved so much.

I hadn’t come close to orgasm myself and hadn’t slept with Tony for a few days so was feeling more than a little frustrated. As my husband’s cock softened inside me then slipped stickily out, he rolled onto his back and stared at the ceiling, his face hot and pink.

“That was amazing, Penny,” he croaked. “You’ve been practicing!”

I forced out a rather false-sounding laugh; that much was certainly true.

“You didn’t cum though, did you?” he asked.

“It doesn’t matter,” I began.

“It DOES matter,” he insisted. “I mean it! I wish I could make you feel as good as… as good as you just made me feel!”

“It’s not you,” I said unconvincingly. “It’s me Pete!”

There was a long pause as he regained his breath. I brought my aching legs together, feeling the warm stickiness on my upper thighs and thinking how different it had all felt with Tony in his apartment only a few days ago.

That was the last time he and I had fucked; the last time I had reached orgasm. The last time I had cheated on my husband, my inner voice suddenly said loudly, turning the memories of arousal and excitement into deep feelings of remorse and shame.

“You know it would be okay?” Pete’s voice brought me out of my reverie with a start.

“Hmmm?”

“I said it would be okay if you found someone to bring you what I can’t.”

“I know. You’ve told me so many times!” I replied.

“And I mean it,” he insisted. “If that’s what it takes then I would be okay about it!”

“Do you really mean it, Pete?” I asked, staring at the ceiling. “I mean really, really mean it?”

“Of course! If I can’t make you cum then we’ll have to find someone who can.”

The familiar words of persuasion suddenly took on a new meaning. Suddenly I realised the moment of truth had arrived; I had to tell my husband about my affair, I had tell him there and I had to tell him then. There would never be a more appropriate moment to break news as difficult to hear as this.

Looking back, telling Pete there and then was madness; ill thought-out madness too, unfair both to my husband and my lover but at that moment it seemed the only option. So, without even thinking about warning Tony, I took a deep breath, felt my chest tighten with anxiety then took a bold step into the unknown.

“There’s something I have to tell you,” I began falteringly.

“What is it, Penn?” Pete asked, his tone of voice suggesting he knew something big was coming.

“You’ve told me many times it would be okay if I found a lover.”

“Yes. And I mean it.”

“Well, Pete… I’ve… I’ve already found someone!” I mumbled.

“What?”

“I’… I have found someone. Someone who can make me cum.”

“What are you saying?” he asked as if his mind was unable to grasp what his ears were hearing.

“I’m saying I’ve been sleeping with someone else,” I almost choked on the words.

“Jesus Penny!”

He sat bolt upright in bed and turned towards me. I did the same, meeting him face to face.

“I’m sorry Pete. I know it must be a shock…”

“You’re not fucking kidding!” he interrupted.

“But I’ve been doing what you said you wanted.”

“Jesus Christ, Penny!”

Pete jumped out of bed, standing naked alongside the mattress, his flaccid, recently-used cock hanging darkly between his thighs. He should have looked absurd; instead he looked wounded.

“It’s what you told me you wanted,” I protested, rising on my knees. “You’ve told me hundreds of times it would be okay if I had sex with another man. Now I’ve done it!”

“You’re really serious?”

“Yes Pete. I’m serious!”

He began to pace up and down the bedroom floor.

“Fuck! Who is it? No! Don’t tell me! How… how long has it been going on?”

“Nearly five weeks.”

“Fuck! How many times have you done it with him?” he demanded, still pacing angrily.

“You really want to know?”

“Yes! No! Fuck, I don’t know! How could you do this Penny?”

“I thought you wanted me to!”

“I did… well, I thought I did but now… Fuck Penny! I can’t believe you did it! You’ve actually fucked someone else for real? Not just one of our fantasies? You’ve actually cheated on me?”

He was still now, staring hard at me as I knelt helplessly on the bed, equally naked. I couldn’t think what to say so I remained silent. I could hear him breathing heavily and saw tears coming into his eyes.

“Are you in love with him? Are… are you going to leave me?” he eventually asked, his voice broken and choked.

“No!” I insisted loudly. “Not if you don’t want me to. I don’t love him; I still love you Pete. It’s just sex, like you told me so many times you wanted!”

There was another long pause then he spoke softly and quietly but coldly.

“Is he good at it? Does he really make you cum?”

“You really want to know?”

“Y… Yes.”

“Then yes Pete, he’s very good at it and makes me cum almost every time.”

I heard a soft whimper of pain escape his lips.

“But I don’t love him like I love you. It really is just sex. I thought that was what you wanted.”

“Please Penny, don’t say that again.’

“But…”

“I thought it was what I wanted too, but now it’s happened… I don’t know any more!”

There was a long pause, one in which my husband of over twenty years seemed unable even to look at me.

“If you want, I’ll stop seeing him,” I said eventually, realising that, despite the fantastic sex, I really would have stopped it there and then if Pete asked me to.

Instead he took a deep breath and apparently with some difficultly looked deep into my eyes. I could see the redness and upset in his and it hurt me inside.

“Do you want to stop seeing him?” he asked, quietly.

I thought for a moment.

“Honestly?”

He nodded.

“I think honesty is the only option now, don’t you?”

“Then no, I don’t want it to stop,” I replied. “I’d like to keep on seeing him and be married to you, but only if you really are okay about it. You have to be honest about that, Pete.”

“And you’d really stop if I asked you?”

“Yes, Pete. I really would.”

There was an even longer pause; eventually I couldn’t keep silent and turned towards him.

“Do you still want me?” I asked. “Have I just destroyed our marriage?”

“No! Well, I don’t think so! I… I really don’t know. I need a bit of time and space.”

There was a long pause. I felt sick. I don’t know how I imagined he would react but it wasn’t like this.

“I think I’ll sleep in the spare room tonight,” he eventually said, grabbing his pyjamas from the bedside chair.

“Pete!” I grabbed his hand but he shook me away.

“Let me go, please Penny. I need time to think.”

“Pete I’m so sorry I…”

“Goodnight Penny!” he said and left the room.

***

I suspect neither of us slept a wink that night. I know I didn’t; the entire night was dominated by feelings of guilt, shame, regret, self-loathing and many other emotions that the darkness brings out. I had hurt the man I loved and had hurt him badly. Despite the many times he had told me how much he wanted me to take a lover, now it had actually happened the reality had been more painful for him than I had imagined.

My mind painted vivid images of what life as a divorcee might be like; the pain of the process, the legal battle, the shame of having my infidelity known throughout our friendship group. Then afterwards, living in a small house or flat, my children being ashamed of me, my family treating me with contempt.

But then came equally vivid images and memories in my mind of what sex with Tony had felt like and the certain knowledge that whatever happened, I really did not want it to stop.

I must have fallen asleep at some point because I was woken early the next morning by the sound of the front door being closed and Pete’s car reversing along the driveway. It was six o’clock; a full ninety minutes earlier than he would usually leave. I jumped out of bed and ran to the guest room to find his bed made but no other signs of his having moved out.

For the whole of that day, Pete either ignored my calls and messages or else simply replied with the one line:

‘I just need some space to think’

When I phoned Tony to tell him what had happened he was unsurprisingly anxious to know whether Pete knew who my lover was, presumably to be prepared for any unwanted and potentially violent ‘meetings’ that might take place. He was very relieved when I explained Pete had said he didn’t want to know who my partner in crime was.

Pete didn’t come home that night or the night after. There were enough terse text exchanges for me to know he was still safe and at work but the pain in knowing he couldn’t stand being in the same house as me was almost too much to bear.

Interestingly, although he offered many times, I didn’t want to go to Tony’s and stay with him. I wanted to be findable; at home or in my office if and when my husband wanted me. It was all but impossible to concentrate at work but I couldn’t let anyone know what had happened so I had to force myself to behave as normally as possible while my mind was fixed on the terrible thing I had done to the man I loved.

Thank God none of the kids called to speak to their father.

After two terrible, guilt-ridden, sleepless days on my own, I was woken early on the Wednesday morning by noises coming from downstairs. It was still dark but I realised that Pete must have returned. My heart thumping in my chest, I listened hard for any clues as to what he was doing, expecting at any moment to hear the packing of bags prior to him leaving me.

Eventually I heard the familiar and reassuringly normal sound of the kettle beginning to heat up. It took all my courage but eventually I got out of bed, pulled my robe around my shoulders and padded downstairs towards the source of the sounds and the future of my marriage – if I still had one.

Pete looked tired and upset too when I entered the kitchen as silently as I could as if unworthy to be there or to behave in any way normally.

“Hello,” I said softly as I approached him from behind, making him jump slightly. “How are you?”

“What? Oh hi! Good morning Penny.”

It was a better greeting than I had feared. Better than perhaps I deserved.

“Are you okay? Where have you been?” I asked tentatively.

“I’m okay,” he replied, ignoring the second part of my question.

“It’s very early. Have you slept?” I asked.

Pete sighed.

“I’m not sure I’ve slept for the last three nights to be honest. How about you?”

“Pretty much the same,” I replied truthfully, instinctively beginning to put away the dishes from the draining board as if in a vain attempt to distract myself and feel vaguely normal.

Eventually the futility dawned on me and I asked him straight out.

“You’ve come home. Does that mean you’ve thought about it? About us? Are we… are we… still together…after…” I couldn’t finish the sentence.

He poured two mugs of tea and handed one to me, mumbling something under his breath; something that sounded like ‘Be careful what you wish for!”

“Are we still together? After you’ve been having an affair with another man? I honestly don’t know, Penny. I still can’t get my mind around it. Part of me tells me that I did want you to do it; that it should be okay. Another part of me can’t bear it.”

I hung my head instinctively in shame. But he hadn’t finished.

“I still can’t believe you actually cheated on me, Penny. I know what I said about finding a lover but it hurts! I suppose deep down I didn’t think you’d ever go through with it. I certainly didn’t think you’d do it without talking it through with me first. Now I’ve lost you for real I’m not sure how I feel.”


“You haven’t lost me!” I protested, “Not if you still want me! I know I don’t want to lose you.”

He turned to face me.

“You really mean that? You really want us to stay together?”

“Yes! Really I do! I love you Pete!”

“But you want to keep on seeing this man? You want to keep on… fucking him?”

I winced at his use of the ‘f’ word. He noticed.

“Let’s not by coy about this, Penny; it’s called fucking. You’ve been fucking another man. Are you’re sure that’s all you want it to be? You just want to fuck him, that’s all? You haven’t fallen in love?”

He really was upset; Pete would never have used the ‘f’ word like that before.

“It’s only physical, honestly,” I insisted. “And I’d only do it at all if you really were okay about it. If you ask me to stop then I will stop.”

Now it was his turn to take a deep breath. He turned to face me, took my hands in his and squeezed them.

“I love you Penny; I love you like mad but what you did was wrong. You deceived me; you betrayed me.”

I made to protest but he cut me off.

“Oh I know I said I wanted you to do it; that it would be okay but I didn’t mean you should go behind my back and fuck someone in secret. That wasn’t fair; that wasn’t open and honest. And if we’re anything to each other I thought we were honest.”

I felt sick. I felt ashamed. All my online friends had been right!

“Have you been with him since you told me?”

“No,” I shook my head.

“And if I ask you not to, you’ll never see him again? You really mean that?”

“I really mean it, Pete,” I insisted, my mind and voice very anxious.

There was a long pause during which I could say nothing and do nothing other than watch the handsome man I loved and had hurt so badly.

“I’ve had three long nights to think about this,” Pete finally continued. “I wanted to hate you; I wanted to despise you, I wanted to feel repulsed by you, I wanted to hurt you and hurt him. But I couldn’t. I’m crazy about you Penny; I always have been and I think I always will be.”

“I feel the same, Pete but…”

“BUT,” he cut me off sharply. “But this wasn’t what we fantasised about. This wasn’t like the fun we had together in bed. This wasn’t a wife-sharing fantasy like we pretended; this was straightforward cheating, Penny. You cheated on me and it sounds like you have cheated on me many times. It’s a betrayal, there’s no other way to describe it!”

He took a deep breath.

“So I’ve made a decision.”

I stared at the floor in front of me, unable to look my husband of over twenty years in the eye; waiting for the axe to fall on our marriage and for my life to fall apart.

“Pete I…” I mumbled.

“Please let me finish or I might not be able to manage,” he said, rather less angrily than before. “I accept this is in some way my fault too. I accept that I might have put the idea in your mind. Although it’s still a massive betrayal I appreciate that you eventually told me voluntarily.”

There was a pause that seemed to last most of my life as I waited for the world to come down around my ears; for my marriage to end, for my children to hate me.

But it didn’t happen. To my disbelieving ears, my amazing husband continued:

“So I’ve had to make one of the toughest decisions of my life. I love you Penny. I’ve always loved you and this… this affair has made me realise how much. The truth is I adore you. I now understand that I couldn’t bear to live without you so…” he took yet another deep breath before saying the words I could scarcely believe I was hearing.

“So if fucking another man is what it takes to make you happy, then I’m prepared to try and live with it!”

“Pete!” I exclaimed, astonished, raising my wide-open eyes to his. “You mean it? You still want me?”

“Christ yes!” he was in tears now. “The last few nights have made me realise how much you mean to me. As long as you still love me; as long as you still want to be my wife then I can live with you fucking another man.”

This was almost too much to take in. My mind was spinning.

“But that’s all it can be Penny; just fucking. You have to promise faithfully that if it ever looks like being a threat to our marriage; if you feel you’re falling in love with him or if I ever ask you sincerely to stop seeing him then you WILL stop seeing him!”

I looked my amazing husband straight in the eye.

“I promise, Pete. I swear.”

“And you’ll be honest with me all the time? If I ask you to tell me what the two of you have been doing, you’ll tell me the truth, no matter how personal or detailed it is?”

These conditions were so close to all that my online cuckold friends had predicted that it was unnerving. I could do nothing but agree.

“I promise, Pete. Truly I promise if it’s what you want.”

“And you must be very, very discreet. As far as the world is concerned, you must still my normal, faithful wife. I couldn’t bear it if it got out and all our friends knew I was a…” he struggled to say the word, ‘… a Cuckold!”

“I promise that too. Only the three of us will ever know.”

“How can you be sure he - your lover won’t tell?” he almost choked on the word.

“Trust me; I know. He’ll be discreet too,” I assured him.

“Is he married?”

“Yes. Well, sort of…” I said.

Pete breathed deeply. I looked carefully at the man I had married over twenty years ago and who had just learned that his normal, ordinary wife had been extraordinarily unfaithful to him. To my amazement, his boxer shorts were straining under the pressure of an enormous erection.

He took a step towards me, then another, then a third.

“Christ, Penny you make me feel so…”

Suddenly I was in his arms and he was hugging me tightly, his lips on mine, his tongue deep in my mouth. I opened for him, my tongue seeking his and tangling with it as our mouths moulded together passionately.

Then his hands were on me forcefully, tearing my robe from my body with an unfamiliar strength – almost a violence that gave me no chance to object or respond. Seconds later his trousers shorts were around his ankles, my night dress was roughly rammed under my armpits and he had pushed me backwards over the kitchen table, forcing my legs apart with his strong hands.

“Fuck you Penny!” his voice was hard and coarse. “Fuck! Fuck! Fuck you and your cheating!”

“Oh Pete!” I gasped as he lifted my knees high and wide, exposing my vulva completely and grotesquely, my body helpless and unresisting before him. I should have been afraid at his unfamiliar anger but in a perverse way I wanted him to treat me this way, as if I deserved the violence, as if I needed to feel his anger and pain.

“That’s right! Fuck me Pete! Fuck me! Make me yours!”

The words were like pulling a trigger. A strange growl came from his throat and a moment later the head of his long, slim cock was pressed against my tight entrance. There had been no time for me to lubricate so when his buttocks tightened and his smooth head was forced into my dry, resisting vagina I yelped with pain.

“Ha! That’s good! Scream, you slut. I hope it hurts!”

His words were harsh and his face ugly but I still didn’t resist – or want to resist.

“Just fuck me!” I repeated over and over again. “Fuck your slut wife like she deserves!”

To my astonishment, at these words my body began to respond instantly, my vagina weeping copiously onto the painfully invading phallus. What was this? Did I enjoy being abused and abusing myself?

“What are you Penny?” he growled, thrusting himself deep into me, the pain still strong but quickly fading as moisture seeped out of my body.

“A slut! I’m a slut, an unfaithful slut!” I gasped, feeling hotter and more aroused by the moment.

‘“That’s right, Penny! You’re a slut; a slut wife… who likes… other men’s cocks… in her cunt!’

He matched his violent thrusts to his words. With the pain rapidly fading, it felt amazing; overwhelming as if the man I had known for so long had turned into something new, hard, strong, frighteningly passionate but at the same time truly exciting again.

“Oh yes!” I responded. Pete’s cock was now thrusting freely in and out of my body as I lay helpless across the kitchen table. “Fuck your slut wife’s cunt, Cuckold!”

His thrusts became wilder and more powerful, driving me up the table with each stroke. I grabbed at its edge with both hands; my body held helpless, my knees trapped in the crook of his elbows as he pulled me forcibly onto his long, thin erection, battering my cervix with each powerful forward stroke.

“Nnnngh! Nnnngh!”

Pete’s grunts were animal-like as he took possession of me completely, hammering noisily into my body. My vagina was now wet and loose around his shaft but his long, thin cock reached so deep into me it felt as if he would stop my heart.

“Yes! Oh Yes…” I heard my own voice loudly wailing.

The speed of his strokes increased and then to my amazement, I began to cum. For the first time in a year I began to climax on my husband’s cock, freely and wildly, helpless and at his mercy on my back on the kitchen table.

“MmmmmmmMMMMMM!”

“Yes!” he growled, his voice almost triumphant, “Cum for me you slut! Cum hard like HE makes you cum!”

My back arched, my hips tilted forward, driving my clitoris onto the top of his shaft as another wave of orgasm washed over me.

“Mmmmmmyyyyyeesssssss!”

As a third pulse of orgasm rippled through me I felt the head of my husband’s cock swelling deep within me and realised he was about to cum too. Moments later his strong handsome face twisted as Tony’s had done and with an incoherent animal grunt he began to ejaculate inside me, his thrusts short, sharp and uncontrolled.

“Aaaaaaaaaawwwwwwwyyyessss!”

I wailed into the morning air, my body now out of control, my legs wrapped around his lower back as if trying to draw him even deeper into me.

“OhmyGodddddddd!”

Pete’s ejaculation seemed to last forever, his expression changing from pain to lust to love and back to pain over and over as his long slim cock pumped semen into my over-sized vagina. The warm, fundamentally female feeling of being inseminated by a powerful man washed over me again; the life-affirming sensation I had loved all my life.

And then it was over. For a few minutes we remained motionless, me naked on my back on the kitchen table, my legs splayed wide, my hands gripping the table edge. My husband held himself still inside me, panting as he recovered his breath and his cock softened, his trousers ludicrously bunched around his ankles.

“Are you alright?” he eventually asked as his flaccid cock slipped out of me and a pool of goo trickled onto the table top beneath my bottom.

I nodded, still short of breath, stunned by unexpected the intensity of my orgasm and of his.

“Did I hurt you?” he asked, his dreamy eyes on mine.

I shook my head and forced a smile. It wasn’t true; he had hurt me; my vagina was very sore from the dry penetration and my lower back was bruised from being hammered into the hard table top so violently. But there was nothing to be gained from telling him and it didn’t really matter; we were still a couple.

Pete took my hands in his and gently helped me to my feet. I stood alongside the sticky table, my legs wobbly and unstable; my head spinning while he pulled up his pants and trousers. Then he smoothed my nightgown down and wrapped my bathrobe carefully around my shoulders lovingly and hugged me again, my head against his strong chest.

“Sorry! I couldn’t help it,” he murmured into my ear.

‘It’s okay,” I replied. “I wanted it. I think I deserved it. “

He hugged me longer, kissing my hair and my neck.

“Do I know him?” He eventually asked uncertainly as my body’s trembling subsided.

“You said you didn’t want to know.”

“I don’t think I can be that strong,” he replied. “I’ve got to know who he is.”

“Then yes,” I said flatly. “You do know him.”

He paused.

“Do I know him well?”

“Yes.”

There was a longer pause.

“It’s Tony isn’t it?” he stated flatly. I nodded, my head lowered. Then I started as he laughed hollowly out loud.

“The cheeky bastard! I thought he was my friend!”

‘He is your friend, Pete. It’s just that he… I mean we…”

“It’s just that he’s been fucking my wife for the last month! Bastard!”

There was a long pause while my husband tried to come to terms with the painful news. I could see his face contorting in mental anguish then a strange almost lascivious look came over him.

“I guess he’s been after you for years. I’ve always known it but I never thought he’d ever actually get you!” he chuckled. “I bet he didn’t think he would either.”

“You’re okay with it being him?”

He thought for a minute.

“To be honest, if you have to have a lover then it could be a lot worse. He cares for you a lot, I know he does and I think you’ve always had a soft spot for him too. Remember the Medical Ball?”

I certainly did; it was the time of my first ‘near-miss’. I hadn’t realised my husband had known about it and for so long.

“He’s a good looking bastard too but you’re right, he’ll be very discreet.”

He kissed me again.

“Have you thought about how you want to do it? I don’t mean in bed I mean…”

I laughed, “I understand, silly!”

“Well?’

“It depends what you think you could live with?” I replied, still amazed at the calmness with which he was taking it all. Pete thought for a while.

“I wondered about that half the night. I’m really not sure. Maybe one date a week? Maybe the occasional weekend? I really don’t know. The last few nights I felt betrayed and hurt. This morning I feel different.”

“How different? What have you been doing the last two days?”

“I’m not sure,” again he ignored the second part of my question. “In the darkness on my own it felt as if my life was collapsing all around me. Now in the daylight it seems… well, almost exciting; sort of new and unknown and, in a way, thrilling - like all my fantasies have come true.”

This I had not been expecting but to be honest, now I knew I hadn’t destroyed our marriage, I felt something similar growing inside me too.

“How I’ll feel if I meet Tony is a different matter,” he continued. “Did he seduce you? Did you put up a fight?”

“It wasn’t like that,” I began and briefly told him about our meeting on the train and how things had overtaken us both when he had dropped me off. I left out the bit about my erotic writing – I didn’t want anyone other than my one close girlfriend to know about that.

“So your first fuck was here on our lounge floor?” Pete asked. I nodded. Told out loud, it did sound rather sordid. “Show me!” he said excitedly.

I silently led him out of the kitchen, across the hallway and into the lounge where I pointed to the end of the sofa and the rug on the floor in front.

“Just there,” I said, my voice nervous and hoarse.

“Where were you lying?”

“With my head against the sofa.”

“And your bottom?”

I thought for a moment then pointed with my foot to a place on the rug which might have been about right – in truth I had been so fuddled by Tony’s fucking that I really had little idea. To my surprise, Pete dropped to his knees and began to inspect the carpet.

“It was over a month ago,” I said softly. “There won’t be any marks now.”

But Pete just ignored me and continued to look.

“Did you plan it when he brought you home?” he asked.

“No. Honestly, it just sort of happened,” I said, hoping I sounded truthful. It was the truth after all.

“So he stripped you right here? You were in your work suit?”

I nodded again.

“And he fucked you right here? You had an orgasm right there on the floor?”

“Yes but…”

“There’s a small stain right here,” he announced triumphantly, pointing to an all but invisible dark patch before looking upwards straight into my eyes. “Did you use a condom? Be honest Pen, you’ve got to be totally honest with me now if we’re going to make this work.”

“It all happened too fast, we…”

“Did he cum inside you?” he interrupted, his voice hard and firm.

I lowered my head in embarrassment as he rose to his feet alongside me then I nodded slowly as if ashamed.

“He did? You fucked him unprotected and actually let him cum inside you?”

His eyes were wide and sparkling as he gasped the words. My stomach churned. Was this a step too far? I felt tears beginning to form in my eyes.

“Jesus Penny! That’s the most erotic thing I’ve heard in my entire life!”

He kissed me on the lips before quietly leaving the room. Moments later I heard his footsteps climbing the stairs and the sound of the en-suite shower.

I stood alone in the lounge staring at the scene of the crime. There was indeed a small dark patch roughly where Tony had fucked me but surely it was just a coincidence. I really hadn’t been sure where he and I had first done the deed but the idea was apparently making my husband so very happy why would I spoil his enjoyment?

I breathed out slowly as I realised that undeservedly, it might all be all right after all. I had confessed and Pete had – eventually – accepted that his fantasy had come true, though perhaps not in the way he had imagined. He had taken me violently, almost brutally but the force of his passion had actually produced a rare and welcome orgasm with my husband too.

I suppose that said something about the ‘new me’ or even the ‘new us’.

Listening to the shower upstairs, I began to realise what a remarkable man my husband actually was, how much I loved both him and the strange desires he had. And of course the desires I now had myself.

How our new lifestyle would develop and change remained to be seen but as I began to climb the stairs I felt a real thrill of anticipation pass through me.

To borrow the words of my online friends and of my own stories, at the age of fifty-one and against all probability, I had become a Hotwife and my husband a willing Cuckold.

Both Pete’s fantasies and my erotic stories had just come true. Life had just imitated art.

How could I just go to work and behave normally?

What on earth were our lives going to be like from now on?



Penny’s Promiscuity Ch. 06: Copulation

As I drove home from work that Wednesday evening - the day our lives changed - all I could think was how extraordinary my husband really was, and of course of the incredible events of the last few weeks.

I’m not sure how I expected to feel the day after I told Pete that after over twenty years of faithful monogamy, I had been having an affair with a close family friend. I’m not sure I had thought it through any more carefully than I had planned my affair. I had, I might have suspected that he would react differently from other men; after all, he had been urging me to take a lover for many months. But when the moment had come to tell him, it had come unexpectedly and I had just blurted it out and hope for the best.

But whatever Pete’s reaction was, one thing was certain; there was no way I could undo all that had happened. I was a permanently changed person; a fallen woman; a harlot. I could never be the faithful, normal wife and mother again.

Fidelity is like virginity; once it’s gone, it’s gone forever.

The words had gone round and round in my head for the last two guilt-ridden days and sleepless nights. Outside I still looked like the boring, married, middle-aged scientist and mother of three grown-up children that I had previously been. Inside I had become a cauldron of emotions spurred on by fierce feeling of regret and remorse pitted against the incredible discovery of what an exciting, truly satisfying sex life could be like.

When Pete had first tried to persuade me to take a lover I had thought he wanted us to become swingers. I had suspected he wanted me to see other men so that he could sleep with other women but to my surprise, that hadn’t been the case. By writing and publishing erotic stories online and corresponding with several real life cuckolds who had responded to my work, I had come to understand that his motivation was actually quite different.

I had discovered the mindset of the Willing Cuckold.

At first I had studied it objectively as I might have investigated a hypothesis at work. Even with Pete’s constant persuasion, I hadn’t planned to take a lover in real life; rather I had expected it all to remain in the realm of fantasy. Exciting fantasy to be sure but definitely not part of real life.

But then there had been that Friday in November, the train journey home from London, the engrossment in the erotic story I was writing, the chance meeting with Tony on whom I had modelled one of the main characters in that story. There had been the long involving conversation, the mutual attraction, the lift home, the kiss goodbye, the hands straying onto my bottom… followed by the rapid seduction in our own lounge that had led to my only infidelity in over twenty years of marriage.

Three days later I had gone to Tony’s apartment to tell him it all had to end before it had started. Less than two hours later I had left with a double dose of my lover’s semen inside me.

The will to end things had gone. The seal of fidelity had been well and truly broken.

Once I had learned how to ignore the considerable feelings of guilt - at least temporarily - it had been so much easier to keep the affair going than to stop. Tony and I had made love more times since that extraordinary Friday afternoon than I could comfortably count, becoming more compatible with every copulation, taking more and more risks and having more frequent and more intense orgasms than my rather capacious vagina had known than at any time in all my previously monogamous life.

But when the physical delights were over I found that along with the extraordinary new pleasures of the bed had come equally intense feelings of guilt. These had grown and grown until finally I had been unable to keep the secret from my husband any longer and had blurted out the truth during one of his many post-coital attempts to persuade me to take a lover.

The pain I had inflicted on my husband when he had heard the news was hard for me to bear so God alone knows how he had felt. Pete had spent the night in the guest room followed by the next two nights away from home, I did not yet know where. Though desperately trying to behave at work as if nothing had happened, I had spent the entire time he was away like a prisoner in the condemned cell, waiting for my marriage, my reputation and my relationships with my children to come to a bitter, recriminatory end.

When Pete finally returned home, waking me very early on the Wednesday morning I had slept very little and expected nothing but the fate I deserved. The conversation that followed was unquestionably the most difficult of my life. At first most of Pete’s words simply reinforced the expectation that I had just destroyed both my marriage and my family but thank God it didn’t end there.

Eventually and with great emotion, my extraordinary husband told me that despite what I had done, he still loved me wildly and believed he was at least partly responsible for my cheating. Though this reaction had by no means been certain, it was completely in character for the man I loved.

What had not in any way been predictable was the next revelation; that not only could my husband forgive my infidelity, under some non-negotiable conditions, he was content for it to continue. At that point I would have agreed to anything to keep my marriage intact but, if I had paid enough attention to my online cuckold friends, I could have predicted every one of my husband’s demands.

The first was no surprise; extreme discretion. The kids and our friends must never know anything at all about our arrangement. Pete might be able to accept being a cuckold in secret but we both recognised this would be almost impossible if anyone else knew.

This was easy to agree to.

The next was that I must answer honestly and in intimate detail any questions he asked about my encounters whenever he asked them. Foolishly, I hadn’t been expecting this but the least reference to my online real life cuckold friends would have made it clear that this would be non-negotiable.

I agreed to this too but not without misgivings. Could I really tell my husband all the things Tony and I did in bed? If I wanted my affair to continue, I had to.

The third rule was that my affair must stop immediately if either of us felt that it was becoming a threat to our marriage or if Pete ever asked me to stop for any other reason. This would be much more difficult but I agreed to it apprehensively, still amazed that we could discuss something so deeply personal in such an objective manner.

Pete insisted that, while we were all getting used to the idea, I should sleep with my lover not more than once a week. This was much less often than Tony and I had been seeing each other but when offered by my husband it felt generous.

Tony would have to agree; if he wanted me, I would give him no choice.

I accepted Pete’s conditions unreservedly and immediately. He then took me immediately with a passion we hadn’t enjoyed for many years, forcing me onto my back across the kitchen table and ramming my night gown under my armpits. He spread my legs forcefully then penetrated my unprepared body so rapidly and with such force and energy that within minutes I was weeping moisture and having the first vaginal orgasm I had enjoyed with my husband for nearly a year. And all before breakfast on a Wednesday morning!

I had called Tony from my car on the way to work and told him the news. He could barely believe his ears. I could barely believe my own as I explained it all. He wasn’t at all pleased that we could only see each other once each week but there was no disguising his relief at not having an angry, jealous husband to deal with and the joy in his voice when he learned that our affair could continue was almost palpable.

Pete now speaks of that day as my first as a Hotwife, a word I hadn’t heard him use before. Clearly I wasn’t the only one investigating cuckoldry on the internet. For me, the day was spent in a surreal half-dream. Unsurprisingly I was late for work then struggled to retain some kind of normality throughout the morning. The soreness between my legs caused by Pete’s dry penetration was a constant remainder of our encounter, as were the small bruises on my lower back from the kitchen table where his thrusts had driven me bodily into its hard top.

Pete was already home when I pulled into the driveway. After a somewhat awkward kiss ‘hello’ I went up to the bedroom to change out of my suit. Pete brought us both gin and tonics and, as we both shed our work clothes the surreal conversation continued. I half expected him to want to take me violently again and silently thanked God when he didn’t; my soreness from the morning’s assault was still considerable.

We cooked and ate dinner together. At various times during the evening one or other of us coming up with another concern about our ‘new arrangement’ that needed to be discussed. So we discussed it, in a mature adult way, we discussed my continued adultery openly. And the more we talked, calmly and seriously about how I should have sex with another man, the easier it became to come to terms with.

By bedtime to my astonishment we had grown used to talking about my infidelity as if it was both an established fact and, more bizarrely, as if it was entirely normal for a married couple. And it was only the first day!

Needless to say our foreplay that night was dominated by detailed questions about my lovemaking with Tony; how big he was, how good it felt; what did he do that l liked; what did I do that he liked? All of which I answered openly and honestly even when my words were clearly painful for my husband to hear.

And afterwards, as Pete reared up over me and his body slammed repeatedly and painfully into mine with a passion not even our most vivid fantasies had produced, I began to understand that, this time at least, my husband Pete was happy and had finally, if unexpectedly ‘got what he had wished for’.

And, to my surprise, so had I.

***

Incredibly, the rest of the week began as if nothing had changed. Normality was enforced by the usual pre-Christmas busy period at work and the need to buy presents for family and friends. Abnormality came from the plans we were making to help us deal with what was to become our new lifestyle.

Many times I had to pinch myself - or ask Pete to do it for me - to make sure it wasn’t all just a dream. But it was real; or at least it was about to become real.

Tony’s kids were coming home for a family birthday at the weekend so, after a number of text exchanges my first ‘Official Hotwife Date’ as Pete put it was set for Monday evening. It felt extremely strange to be able to arrange it openly after all the secrecy and subterfuge of the last six weeks. As we talked and especially as I arranged my next date in front of him, Pete seemed to go through every extremity of emotion from fear through jealousy to anger and back

But these painful emotions were all accompanied by obvious and powerful feelings of arousal as his almost constant erection amply demonstrated.

The surreal days passed; I could feel both the excitement and apprehension on both our parts growing as my date grew closer. I spent longer and longer online too, corresponding with my real life cuckold friends. I told them I was researching a new storyline but in fact I was trying to find out how best to keep my husband happy while I was on my date.

Doing this without letting them know that my stories had now come to life; that I was now in a similar position myself wasn’t easy. My friends might be cuckolds but they were all educated, intelligent, generous and caring men. I’m pleased to say that their advice, though sparing, continued to be startlingly accurate.

On Saturday, Pete and I went shopping in the nearby city searching for family presents but with another agenda too. As well as Christmas shopping we bought a new, very short Little Black Dress for me and some new black undies; tiny panties, stockings (not tights), a lacy bra and suspender belt. In the evening I tried them on in front of Pete with my highest, tartiest red heels. I must say they made me feel very sexy indeed and certainly had the desired effect on my husband.

Remembering all my online friends had told me, I told Pete that he couldn’t have sex with me for three days before my date, however much he wanted to. He wanted to a lot and sulked at first at my refusal but then, as my advisors had predicted, his attitude changed. After a day or so Pete seemed almost pleased to be denied my body and to be given firm, clear rules. He brightened up considerably when I promised him as many hand-jobs as he needed to relieve his tension but that would be as far as it went.

To be honest, keeping him away was hard for me too given the way I felt about him but I was trying to remember all the good advice I had gleaned. After all, if I was going to get what I wanted from this new lifestyle it was only right that Pete should too, even if he didn’t yet know exactly what that was.

***

It seemed an age before the alarm clock rang early on Monday morning, announcing a new day, a new week and of course, the imminent arrival of my first Official Hotwife Date (the way Pete talked about it, nothing but capital letters would do). I was as excited as a child before her birthday treat and tried to distract myself by getting dressed in as unsexy clothes as I could find and concentrating on work.

That was easier said than done. At the hospital, the hours ticked away so slowly that I was glad of the distractions a busy organisation could provide but eventually the clock on my wall told me it was time to go home. My tummy ached with anticipation as I drove too quickly through the darkness back towards my husband and my first ‘official’ date.

Both men had texted me a dozen times throughout the day to make sure all was still ‘on’ for that evening. I don’t think Tony could quite believe Pete was okay about it all, the two of them having been close friends for so many years but I couldn’t see any real hesitation on Pete’s part - at least not then!

I arrived home just after six o’clock. Pete returned about an hour later which was early for both of us. It was obvious we were both excited and nervous - Pete was behaving very strangely - so I asked him straight out if he wanted me to call it all off.

I truly believe at that stage I would have cancelled if he had asked me to but he didn’t; he immediately and emphatically said that he wanted me to go and I believed him.

He was clearly anxious, whatever he said so to try and keep him occupied I asked him (again as my online friends had suggested) to help me get ready by running a bath. Pete seemed pleased to have something to do so I went up to the bedroom and laid on the bed my new LBD, black silky bra, panties, stockings and suspender belt, and the killer red heels that I hardly ever wore.

He was clearly still nervous when I joined him in the bathroom but insisted he was okay. We chatted in a surreal, nervous way as I had a long, slow soak, shaved my legs and armpits and trimmed my bikini line. I carefully washed my hair then went through to the bedroom where I sat at my dressing table wrapped in a big white towel drying it noisily.

Pete watched me; studying me intently most of the time which made me nervous. I told him so and he went downstairs, returning with two glasses of champagne before sitting on the bed and watching me some more.

My heart ached for him and for a moment I really felt like backing out; like calling Tony and telling him it had all been a mistake. Then I remembered another important thing my cuckold friends had advised; the need to reward my husband for his wonderful attitude. So, before getting dressed, I crossed to the bed where he sat watching.

“You look amazing,” he whispered as I perched on the mattress alongside him still in my towel.

“No! You’re amazing, Pete,” I replied, touching my champagne glass to his. “Are you sure you can go through with this?”

He seemed to think for a minute before replying.

“I think I need to. I think we both need to. However I feel now, it’s sort of my ultimate fantasy coming true. I think we both need to try it once or we’ll never know, will we?”

“I don’t want you to be hurt or upset,” I said softly.

“Neither do I,” he laughed ironically. “And I was upset to learn you’d been fucking him for a month in secret. No! Don’t worry! I’m over that now,” he cut off my protest and smiled. “In a way it made it easier for me; as if the decision had already been taken out of my hands. You already knew what another man’s cock felt like. It wasn’t down to me to make you try it for the first time any more.”

The logic was twisted but I understood it in a way.

“But you do just want to see him for a fuck, don’t you?” he asked directly. “It’s just the fucking that you want, not the relationship?”

I winced inside at his liberal use of the ‘f’ word but he was right; I didn’t really want romance or love with Tony, though I wasn’t naïve enough to ignore the risk of that developing. Right now all I wanted was sex, and the greater the sex, the better! I wanted to be fucked again by that thick, stubby cock that stretched me so wonderfully tight and made me feel so young and attractive again.

“Yes Pete. I do want Tony to fuck me again!”

Desperately trying to remember all I had learned about cuckolds, I chose my words deliberately. Be clear; be precise; don’t give him any room for doubt but don’t ever humiliate him. Pete paused again.

“Is he better than me? No, don’t answer that!”

Knowing that the truth was likely to hurt, I didn’t even try and reply. Instead I placed my hand on his upper thigh and murmured:

“Perhaps if I just…”

I began to slowly massage my husband’s groin, my fingers pressing through his tight jeans intending to give him one of the promised hand jobs to relieve at least some of his tension. I gripped his upper thigh; he opened his legs a little so I slid my hand between his legs to cup his cock and balls.

“Penny…”

“Shh! Relax!”

Pete leaned back on the bed, propped on his elbows and watched my face as I carefully flicked open his belt and button, lowered his zipper and slipped my hand inside his shorts where his warm, soft penis and scrotum were waiting for my touch.

“Oh, Penny,” he hissed as I eased his jeans and tight shorts down over his buttocks to his upper thighs.

Pete’s long, slim cock flopped onto his lower belly. I took it gently in my fingers and began to massage its flaccid shaft, my other hand cupping his sack and running his balls between my fingers.

“That feels good,” he moaned.

I pulled the foreskin back from its smooth head and lowered my face to his groin though I didn’t take his cock into my mouth. Instead, I blew on its tip and drew my tongue across the tiny lips on top of his smooth head, my hand rising and falling on the still-soft shaft beneath.

“Mmmmm,” he sighed, his eyes closing.

My husband’s warm, handsome face was raised to the ceiling and showed every sign of pleasure but there was no sign of his cock hardening in my hand. I pumped it more vigorously, squeezing with each rise and fall of my fist and was rewarded with a slight firming of his shaft but no proper erection.

“Oh no! Not that please!” he whispered, clearly becoming distressed. The slight hardness immediately vanished. “Please, no!”

“Relax,” I purred. “Leave it to me!”

I worked on his flaccid cock for several more minutes, giving him the best technique I could remember, using every trick I had learned from my lover as well as all those Pete knew well. This time my fingers and tongue were all brought into play but despite my best efforts it just wasn’t working; my husband’s cock remained stubbornly soft in my hand.


“I’m sorry,” he began. “Let’s forget it.”

This kind of erection failure was very rare indeed for Pete and made me realise just how tense he was. We were both embarrassed as I let his soft flesh slip through my fingers and rose to my feet beside him.

“No! I’m sorry, Pete,” I replied softly as he clumsily slipped his useless cock back into his shorts and struggled to zip up his trousers, “I should have thought. It’s a tough time for you. We’re both learning something new, I guess.”

Partly to cover up his and my embarrassment, I went back into the bathroom to adjust my make-up and give Pete time to dress himself properly. When I returned, he had refilled the champagne glasses and was waiting for me expectantly.

Remembering another tip from my cuckold pen-pals, I asked Pete to help me dress for my lover. Though at first puzzled, he responded really well as I asked his advice. Were my arms and legs smooth enough for Tony? Was my pubic hair neatly enough trimmed? Did I smell fresh and clean enough for my lover?

Bizarrely, this seemed to help Pete’s anxiety. At least it gave him something to do other than just watch.

Encouraged, I asked him to bring me my clothes item by item as I slowly and carefully dressed in front of him, asking his advice at every stage on whether it looked right. Although of course I didn’t need it, I made a great play of asking for help fastening my new bra, making sure my stockings and suspenders were straight, choosing and pulling on the right pair of panties and finally zipping up my dress.

To my relief, Pete seemed very pleased to play his part and I soon felt very sexy indeed, preparing for my lover in the full expectation of having great sex very soon - without the guilt that had always accompanied my affair.

Eventually it was time to go. I posed for a last minute check in front of the full-length mirror, turning from left to right as Pete inspected me all around. He seemed strangely proud of me as he inspected my hair, clothes, make up and ear rings. He then fastened a necklace around my throat and my bracelet around my wrist before pronouncing me ‘drop dead gorgeous’ and going downstairs to get my coat and scarf.

I took one last look at myself in the mirror and smiled. Not too bad for a women in her fifties, I thought but silently promised myself to spend a lot more time in the gym in future. Then, my heart thumping, I descended to the hallway where my husband was waiting with my overcoat over his arm.

To my surprise, Pete had insisted on driving me round to Tony’s apartment and had been equally insistent that he would pick me up afterwards saying it wouldn’t be good to have the neighbours see my car parked outside Tony’s all evening. I had warned him I might be quite late but he said me he would be waiting outside from eleven-thirty onwards and I mustn’t worry about him as long as I enjoyed myself.

He did remind me that I had promised to tell him every detail he wanted to know about what Tony and I had done. I blushed but then reminded him in turn that he must not masturbate while I was away or it would spoil everything for both of us when I returned.

Pete nodded his agreement like a sulky schoolboy and I began to understand what so many of my real life cuckold friends had meant. Perverse or not, there was no denying that me being firm in all things sexually really was part of the pleasure for him, even if he didn’t realise it yet.

***

The journey from our house to Tony’s apartment took twenty frustratingly slow minutes and was spent in total silence. Every few seconds Pete would glance across at me; at my hair, my tiny boobs, my too-short and too-tight dress and the large expanse of my stocking-covered thighs that it revealed. His staring began to make me nervous and the tension in the car built so rapidly as we closed in on the address that eventually I wondered whether he would lose his nerve and ask me not to go after all.

But he didn’t; to his continued credit, Pete’s nerve held though I could see his hands trembling and he gripped the steering wheel excessively hard. A few minutes later we pulled slowly and silently into the car park outside Tony’s apartment block. Pete switched off the engine and leaned back in his seat, breathing heavily and staring out of the windscreen.

“Are you okay?” I asked softly. He nodded but still didn’t speak. “I’ll be a couple of hours at least,” I told him as matter-of-factly as I could. “What will you do? Promise me you won’t just wait here!”

He turned towards me and smiled self-deprecatingly. “I’ll be okay. I’ll probably go for a run or walk the dog or something.”

“No masturbating either, remember?” I scolded him jokingly in an attempt to lighten the atmosphere.

It didn’t work.

“I need an erection to masturbate, don’t I?” he said smiling ruefully and looking into my eyes for the first time since we had left home. “You’d better go quickly. Tony will be waiting. I doubt he’ll have a problem getting it up for you!”

I leaned over and kissed him on the cheek.

“I’ll text you when I’m ready, okay?”

He didn’t reply but as I stepped out of the car and smoothed my ludicrously short dress down over my stocking tops, I saw his hands grip the steering wheel again so hard his knuckles turned white.

I turned away from the car without looking back and, dressed in my new sexy clothes with my coat over my arm and with a red silk scarf around my neck, I rang the buzzer at Tony’s apartment block door.

Seconds later the entry phone buzzed, I took a deep breath, pushed the door open and went inside, not looking back at my cuckold husband in the car behind me.

My first Official Hotwife Date had begun!

***

My knees were trembling as I climbed the two flights of stairs rather than wait for the lift. The unaccustomed shortness of my dress let the cool December air reach high between my thighs and find the bands of bare leg above my stocking tops. Its unfamiliar chill on my usually-covered flesh felt illicit; exciting; thrilling and I was already aroused when Tony opened the door for me and let me into the apartment silently.

He had really made an effort and looked gorgeous himself in tight black jeans and a blue shirt over his toned, almost-pumped chest. He must have been in the gym only hours before; it made me feel very sexy to think that this good-looking man had gone to such efforts just to please me. I had half-feared, half-hoped he would jump me and ravish me as soon as I walked through the door as he had that evening I had come intending to tell him it was all off, but had ended up in his bed within minutes.

But Tony didn’t jump me; to my surprise, he kissed me almost politely on the cheek as he would have done before our affair began. When he took my coat he didn’t even try to caress me. Even our conversation felt stilted and awkward, as if something between us had changed; as if we were both ‘on edge’ more than a little and seemed almost not to know how to behave. Perhaps I had built up our first Official Date too much in my mind but I began to feel a little disappointed without understanding why.

It certainly wasn’t his appearance; if I’d thought him handsome before, that night I found Tony knee-weakeningly gorgeous but he was clearly a bit wrong-footed too and for quite a while we didn’t seem to know what to do with each other. This was ridiculous given we had been sleeping together for a month already, but it was the truth!

It seemed almost as if he felt he had to seduce me all over again and was making a bit of a hash of it this time. At one point I even thought that I would have to shame-facedly ask Pete to pick me up early and that the date would be a washout. But we persevered, and I’m so glad we did!

Thank God for food and wine! Tony had cooked a wonderful, romantic meal for us both; goats cheese, bacon & balsamic salad to start, salmon for main course and chocolate mousse for dessert. All were big favourites of mine. We sat at the candle-lit table and began to eat. It was delicious but the atmosphere between us was still awkward.

Eventually, the fail-safe remedy of good red wine and a sense of humour came to the rescue. After a couple of large glasses and two courses of Tony’s undoubtedly excellent cooking the conversation finally loosened, I began to relax and he seemed to follow suit. A third glass of wine mellowed us both still further and by the time he was clearing the main course dishes we were giggling and touching hands like teenagers again.

It sounds silly now, but we were so relaxed after our main course that we took our refilled drinks and sat together on the sofa. We even began to watch a movie on TV before Tony pointed out we were behaving more like an old married couple than adulterous lovers.

He laughed and his laugh set me off giggling uncontrollably. He stifled my giggling by kissing me on the lips. Then I felt his expert hands moving over me at last and the movie faded into the background.

***

A while later, devoid of my dress, bra and panties, and flushed pink in the face from a first climax brought about by Tony’s world-class fingering in front of the television, he led me, knees trembling, still in my stockings, suspenders and heels along to the bedroom where he took me every way he wanted.

And he wanted me a lot. And it felt amazing; even better than before. He stripped quickly as I watched, willingly spreading my stocking-covered thighs for him, opening my distended, aroused vagina and watching his strong, athletic body being revealed.

He slowly climbed onto the bed, my chest tightening with excitement as he mounted my eager, accepting body. When his thick, stumpy cock penetrated my inner lips for the first time, stretching them so tightly that it actually hurt, I realised how much better sex with him would be now than when we were merely having an affair.

This was simply wonderful; two people united in the enjoyment of the pure physical pleasure of sex. As Tony began to fuck me, slowly at first but with increasing speed and energy it felt as if I was coming to life. Free from fears of guilt; free from the need to conceal anything from my husband, free from the need to think of anything but my own pleasure and that of my lover, I felt truly alive.

For the first time in my life I could really let myself go and accept any and all the pleasures that my new life could present. As Tony found a strong, steady rhythm and my body tuned in to my lover’s, my moans and thrusts began to match his in every way.

It was a life-enhancing experience. I felt young, I felt attractive, I felt desired, I felt fertile, I felt adored and as Tony’s pace increased, I heard myself imploring him to fuck me, fuck me deep and fuck me hard!

I could barely believe it was my own voice saying those things. I had written such things many times in my stories but this was different; this was real life! Now the woman begging to be fucked was me! Really me!

I wasn’t just an unfaithful wife anymore I was a real Hotwife being fucked freely by a gorgeous man and his incredible cock with my cuckold husband’s full knowledge and agreement. The climax that hit me barely minutes after that first wonderful, painful penetration - my first orgasm as a Hotwife - will remain in my memory for years.

Did it live up to expectations? God yes! Though at the time I didn’t know there were so many more and even better climaxes ahead of me. That evening all I wanted was to surrender to the sheer pleasure of sex, surrender to this man, to my body, to the feel of his unbelievable cock inside me!

I thought I was going to die, to scream, to wet myself but could do none of these things.

All I could do was cum! And cum! And cum!

***

An hour or so later, when the messy part was over and we were both sweaty and exhausted, I sat on the edge of the rumpled bed, peeled off my stockings (which were fit only for the bin) then had a quick shower, washing myself clean in important places. My vulva was red, swollen and sore and I was sure my tiny boobs would be covered in small bruises by the morning.

My mind was still fuddled; partly by the orgasms I had enjoyed but mostly because the whole evening still felt surreal. I still couldn’t get the idea out of my mind that I had just become a character in one of my own stories though the reality had been far more intense than I had imagined even in my most vivid writing.

I suspected this would be a theme from now on!

I dressed rapidly in sharp contrast to the length of time Pete and I had taken getting me ready for my date. My hair was still a little ruffled and my chest flushed pink as I listened to Tony in the shower behind me. When I looked out of the bedroom window it was quarter to midnight and Pete’s car was already parked outside.

I wondered how long he had been waiting and how he would greet me, knowing I had so recently been fucked by one of his closest friends. As the thought hit me I began to get nervous. Would he be upset? Numb or in tears? Angry and violent?

I couldn’t keep him waiting any longer; it was time to leave. Tony understood and after pulling on his shirt and trousers, walked me to the front door of his apartment then down in the lift to the outside security door. We hugged and kissed goodbye in the lobby like friends, as we would have done before our affair started.

I thanked him for a wonderful evening, promising to meet again soon, as long as Pete was still content of course.

The foyer light went out on its timer and we kissed again in the darkness, this time with mouths wide open, tongues entwined. Tony’s hands explored my buttocks in his usual ‘goodbye grope’ as my husband waited merely yards away in the car park.

Our embrace ended. I let myself out of the door and crossed to the darkened vehicle, feeling the cold night air on my bare legs and sore vulva.

As I crossed the tarmac a bizarre thought entered my mind; I never did get my chocolate mousse!

***

The air in the car was cool as I settled into the passenger seat of the waiting Porsche; Pete must have been waiting there for some time. When I gathered the courage to look across at my husband I was horrified; he looked almost grey in the street light and in a state of shock as if he had aged ten years in a few hours.

He falteringly asked me how my evening had been and I replied that everything had gone well.

He then asked straight out in a cold tone of voice whether Tony had ‘given me a good fucking’. I took a deep breath, looked him straight in the eye and said I had just enjoyed the best fucking of my life. This wasn’t strictly true - Pete still very much held that honour but I wasn’t going to tell him that then.

He grunted, threw the car into reverse and pulled out of the car park. We drove in silence for a minute or two before I dared to speak.

“Are you really okay? Now that it’s actually happened, I mean?”

Pete inhaled deeply.

“It’s been the worst night of my life,” he replied. I gasped in dismay before he added. “But in a strange way it’s been the best night too! I honestly don’t know how I feel right now.”

Relief washed over me.

“You look terrible,” I said honestly. He laughed ironically.

“Is that supposed to make me feel better?”

“I’m sorry. I didn’t mean it to come out that way. Are you having second thoughts? Regrets?”

“It’s a bit late for that,” his voice was a little uncertain. “Not regrets but… I’ve never felt like this before.”

“How does it feel? Do you want to talk? Would that help?”

“I’ll tell you when I’ve had a chance to think about it.” I was pleased to hear his voice sounding stronger and more confident now. “I’ve been a Good Boy while you were away,” he added with a mirthless grin.

“You didn’t masturbate?”

“You told me I couldn’t so I didn’t. But it was very, very hard not to.”

“That’s good,” I said softly. “So you didn’t have trouble getting it up while I was away?”

He laughed hollowly again. “No. Quite the opposite; I’ve been hard almost since the moment you got out of the car. I suppose there’s a message there somewhere.”

I began to massage the top of his thigh as he drove. He patted my hand; the atmosphere was thawing fast.

“Was it really that good tonight?” he asked.

“You want the truth?”

“Of course! You promised.”

I took a deep breath.

“It was amazing, Pete; so much better than before. I couldn’t believe the difference it made knowing that there are no secrets between us; that you were happy for him to fuck me. I could just relax and let it all happen.”

I kissed his cheek and the car swerved a little.

“Careful, Penny!” he smiled.

“I do love you Pete. I’ll show you how much when we get home!”

***

When we did get home we went straight up to the bedroom.

I had expected Pete to be excited but before I could even speak his hands were on me, unzipping my dress and stripping it away. My stockings were in the bin at Tony’s apartment so my legs were already bare and within seconds my bra had been raised, exposing my boobs without even trying to undo the clasp. The next thing I knew I was on my back on our bed, still in my heels with my panties being roughly pulled down over my thighs and along my legs. As they passed my knees I saw to my horror that some of Tony’s semen had leaked out of me and soaked into the gusset.

For a moment Pete paused and stared almost disbelievingly at the stained garment in his hand but then seemed to get a second burst of energy and lifted me bodily up the bed. He forced my legs apart, spreading my thighs obscenely wide until my swollen, over-used vulva was on full display then knelt between my legs and stared at my pink, puffy, slit.

“Oh My God! You’re gaping! You’re actually gaping open! You really, really did it!”

I just stared up at his wide-eyed expression, not knowing what I could possibly say.

“Look at the state of you, Penny! You really let him fuck you! Oh my God!”

He moved closer to my hot, well-used body and stared hard at my vulva, pulling his own clothes off in a frenzy, his erection, long and very hard, was sticking proudly out from his tangle of wiry pubic hair.

Whatever the problem had been before my date, it was definitely over now!

Naked apart from his socks, Pete shuffled forward until his face was merely inches away from my groin. I saw his eyes widen then a frown crossed his brow.

“What… what’s the matter, Pete?” I asked. “Is it all a bit too real now?”

“It’s not that,” he replied distractedly. “It’s just that… well, I… I thought there might still be some of his cum all over you!”

“Jesus Pete!”

“I’m sorry,” he immediately apologised. “Is that too much? Too disgusting?”

“No!” I protested. “Of course not! I just didn’t know you’d… feel that way.”

He was disappointed I had taken a shower. I should have guessed this; my online friends had told me many cuckolds liked to see the ‘scene of the crime’ with the evidence in place. I had even included it in one of my own stories but when it had come to my first date, the thought hadn’t occurred to me and I had washed the precious fluids away.

I metaphorically kicked myself and made a mental note for next time. Assuming there would be a ‘next time’.

“Tell me more. Was it really that good for you?” he asked, his eyes still fixed on my gaping slit.

“Yes. It was very good,” I replied directly, my legs splayed wide either side of his head.

“How many times did he fuck you?”

“Just twice tonight. There wasn’t time for more.”

“Did you cum?”

“Yes.”

“Often?”

“At least twice. I went a bit woozy.”

“Oh God! Penny! I can’t believe you really did it!”

“Believe it, Pete. It really happened. Tony fucked me hard barely an hour ago. You can see the evidence.”

He stared again at my vulva.

“You’re beautiful, Penny. You don’t look like this after I’ve fucked you!”


I said nothing, not wanting to upset him but not wanting to tell a lie either.

“You look stretched. Wide open. Is he… much bigger than me?”

“I’ve told you before!”

“Tell me again!”

“He’s thicker; much thicker. He stretches me really tightly but he’s a lot shorter than you.”

“Is he better in bed than me?”

“You really want to know?”

He paused.

“I’ve got to know, Penny. Whatever the answer is, I have to know the truth.”

“Okaaayyy. The honest truth is that right now he’s better than you; a lot better. His cock makes me cum like yours hasn’t for years and years.”

My husband winced a little at my words.

“Isn’t that what you wanted? Someone to give me what you couldn’t?” I challenged him.

“I suppose I did say that,” he agreed.

“You did say it, Pete, you said it many times. And I’m really grateful to you for it. Right now I’m having some of the best sex of my entire life and it’s thanks to you. You’re incredible!”

He raised his eyes from my vulva for the first time and looked deep into mine. I hope he saw honesty and gratitude along with love. What I saw in his expression was adoration, a little pain certainly but a there was a strange pride alongside it which surprised me.

“But it’s still all very new and that must be an important part of the excitement,” I added.

My husband’s face broke into a smile and I realised to my relief that it really was going to be alright. I reached forward with both hands and pulled him towards me until I felt the heat of his body over mine and his erect cock against my upper thighs seeking my entrance.

Once, twice he stabbed forwards, missing his mark. I winced as his tip rasped against my sore, battered clitoris then reached down, grasping his shaft firmly in my hand and, acutely aware how very much thinner than Tony’s it was, directed its head into my waiting vagina.

Never very tight ‘down there’, I had loosened more after the kids were born and now, after repeated penetration by Tony’s thick cock I was looser still. Pete sank his full length into me in a single smooth thrust. I clamped down as hard as my pelvic floor would allow and gasped as I felt his shaft passing my inner lips for a long, long time before finally his pubic hair ground against mine and I felt his smooth end pressing hard against my cervix.

“Can he get this deep into you?” Pete growled, grinding his hips against my mound.

“N… No…” I replied, my face a little twisted with the pain of his penetration. “He’s too short.”

He smiled a satisfied smile then slowly began to thrust himself in and out of my already well-used vagina. I was quite sore but Pete wasn’t very thick and I was already loose and well lubricated. He began with long, slow, regular thrusts but after a few strokes, his speed and power increased sharply and suddenly.

“Oh Fuck Penny, you feel different! I can tell he’s been here… inside you!”

“That’s right, Pete. His cock was right there! I’ve just been fucked by another man. Can you tell, Pete? Can you tell?”

His speed and passion were increasing quickly now.

“Fuck yes! You’re so fucking loose. Just how big is his cock?”

I tightened as hard as my pelvic floor would allow but it had little effect.

“It’s huge Pete! As thick as my wrist, not like your skinny little thing! He’s got a real man’s thick cock!”

I tilted my pelvis in an attempt to increase the friction but again I was too loose and there was too much lubrication.

“He’s stretched you! He’s stretched your cunt, Penny!”

“So what are you going to do, cuckold? Your wife’s fucking another man! What are you going to do about it?”

“Fuck you! I’m going to fuck you! You… you Slut!” he growled under his breath, his face inches above mine.

As if spurred on by his own words, Pete’s pace increased and the room filled with the wet slapping sounds of his body striking mine.

“How does it feel Pete? I gasped, my hands on his sides, my legs aching with the force of his thrusts. “How does it make you feel to have a Slut for a wife?”

“Angry!” he growled back. “I feel angry.”

“What are you going to do about it?” I hissed.

“Fuck you! I’m going to fuck you so hard!”

“Think you can do as well as him? Think your cock is good enough?”

“Oh Penny!”

He was getting more and more excited, his thrusts becoming even deeper and more violent.

“How does it feel to have Sloppy Seconds, cuckold?” I croaked.

“Oh fuck, Pennyyyy!”

Pete went into a kind of angry frenzy, slamming himself into me in a way that began to really hurt. My extraordinary looseness seemed to let him even deeper into my body than usual; in desperation I tried to slow him down by closing my thighs a little to try and restrict his movements.

Even this was only partly successful and finally I had to place my hands on his hips to try and prevent him ‘bottoming out’ inside me. The repeated violent impact of his cock on my cervix felt as if I was being punched in the belly and made me feel slightly sick.

“How… do you… do you like this… Slut?” he growled, his muscles tense and bunched above me.

“Ouch! Ow! Ow! Please! Please don’t hurt me!”

I wailed in protest but in truth it was part of the game; the pain was only slight and to be honest, seeing my husband roused to such heights of jealous passion was turning me on massively too.

“Got to cum! Gonna cum in you! Gonna cum in your cunt, Slut!”

And then Pete seemed to lose control completely, his body slamming into mine with a violent passion that I had barely imagined existed in him. His thrusts began to come from his thighs not his hips and I felt myself being driven bodily up the bed until my head collided with the headboard. The beginnings of an orgasm began to build deep within my hips despite all that had already happened that evening, unexpectedly sending small ripples of pleasure through my belly, chest and groin.

“Jesus, Slut! You’re cumming again!” Pete croaked as he felt my body respond.

He redoubled his pace to try and take me over the brink and into yet another full orgasm - one I felt almost unable to bear coming so soon after Tony’s comprehensive fucking.

“OoooowwwwwPPPPeeeeteyyyeeessSSSS!”

Maybe my body was already over-sensitised by my previous fucking by Tony; maybe Pete’s technique as a cuckold was better than when he had a faithful wife; maybe the whole evening had taken me to a new level of abandonment. Whatever the cause, the climax that hit me at that moment was entirely different from those I had enjoyed before in our marital bed or Tony’s bed and took me completely by surprise.

As the pulse of pleasure and pain rippled outwards from deeper in my groin than Tony could ever reach, my chest tightened and spasms rocked my body.

“Cum for me Penny! Cum like the Slut you are!”

Pete’s voice was little more than a croak as his rhythm broke, his thrusts became wild and violent and he slammed into me with a ferocity I hadn’t expected from him.

“Noooo! Pleeeaseee!” I wailed as a second pulse surged after the first, my exhausted body unable to take any more.

“Fuck you! Fuck you Penny! Fuck you, you Slut”

Pete’s thrusts were short, sharp and painfully deep but this level of violence could never last long. Within a minute and blessedly before I could reach yet another climax I saw his face twist and contort as his own orgasm began. His body went into spasm and his hips ground so hard against mine that I cried out loud in a mind-fuddling mixture of pleasure and pain, feeling his teeth sink into the lower right side of my neck as my newly-cuckolded husband began to ejaculate very noisily inside me.

“Yes! Oh, yes! Oh fucking yes!”

Pete’s voice was hard and triumphant as his semen cascaded into my vagina, joining what was left of my Tony’s in the third ejaculation I had received in only a few hours; as if by this simple, primeval action he had reclaimed me, his errant unfaithful wife and made me his once again.

By the time it was all over and Pete had done all he needed to do to me, it was nearly one o’clock in the morning. After the noise violence of our coupling the room felt unnaturally still apart from the sounds of two middle-aged people panting for breath.

“Wow!” Pete eventually gasped. “Jesus Penny, that was… that was the best!”

I couldn’t reply. My body was reeling from the onslaughts of two strong, fit men in a short period of time; my mind was spinning from too many orgasms.

“Are you okay?” he asked, rolling onto his side to look at me.

“I’m okay,” I replied, smiling across at my amazing husband. “How do you feel?”

“About what exactly?” he grinned.

“About… about all of it?” I said, my voice still a little slurred. “Was it all a mistake? Are we still together?”

He rolled onto his back and stared at the ceiling for a moment before replying.

“Penn, it was… like nothing I’ve ever experienced before,” he said as if uncertain. “I’m pretty sure a husband isn’t supposed to feel the way I felt when you were with him, knowing what the two of you were doing.”

“How did you feel?”

“It’s hard to describe. The pain of knowing you were cheating on me was almost unbearable but the arousal that came with it was like nothing I’ve ever felt before. I wanted desperately to be there with you; to watch you doing it; to see you being fucked, to see you cum on another man’s cock. And when I saw you afterwards and your cunt was actually red and gaping, the whole reality rushed in on me. I just had to have you there and then, whatever you wanted.”

I winced again at his completely unexpected use of the ‘c’ word. This really was something new.

“You made me cum too,” I reminded him softly. “That hasn’t happened in a long time.”

“I know. In many ways it’s been great - for both of us. In other ways it’s been dreadful. Sometimes I feel elated, more aroused than I’ve ever felt. Sometimes I feel ashamed; disgusted with myself. I’m sorry; I’m very mixed up right now.”

I steeled myself to ask the important question.

“Are you mixed up enough to want me to stop seeing him?”

The pause was long and terrible before my husband finally spoke.

“Let’s run with it for a while longer, shall we? See what happens?”

We kissed long and slowly. Once again I could taste the post-ejaculation flavour in his mouth and presumably he could taste something in mine.

“I’m shattered,” I sighed when we finally came up for air.

“Need a shower?” he asked. “I know I do.”

“Let’s just sleep, Pete. I’ll change the sheets tomorrow.”

We fell asleep curled up like two spoons in a drawer, still naked and still sticky.

***

It felt like hell on earth when the alarm went off at six-thirty the following morning and we had to get up.

I was so tired; my body was messy and groaned at me, especially my hips which had been stretched into so many unaccustomed positions. My tummy ached badly; Pete’s cock is slim but really long and the violence of his lovemaking must have pummelled my cervix hard. Between my thighs was really sore too but these ‘problems’ merely served to remind me of the massive and exciting way my life had just changed.

Our lives I should have said!

I shuffled through to the en suite bathroom and looked apprehensively in the mirror. What I saw was still recognisably me but not a ‘me’ I would like to see often. My hair was everywhere, I had forgotten to take off my make-up which was now smeared all over my face but worst of all there was a large brown ‘hickey’ on my lower neck where Pete had bitten me. I was cross about this but said nothing. Apart from hurting, I looked like I’d been bitten by a vampire or, more likely, a teen after an ‘eighties disco. I thanked God that it was winter and high necklines were commonplace.

However, a warm, healing shower and a wash later I was feeling much improved and Pete and I went through our normal morning routine as if the previous evening hadn’t happened. He was happy and cheerful with a spring in his step that my own exhaustion couldn’t match.

I had to admit that in this buoyant mood, he looked even more attractive than usual.

But the biggest and most unexpected delight was that there was no ‘atmosphere’ between us at all; no recriminations, no accusations or jealous outbursts. We were still very much married - if anything there was a buzz of excitement in the air that I hadn’t known for many years.

Unusually for a weekday, we ate breakfast together too, a really companionable, if disappointingly brief interlude which was sweet for us both. Pete poured orange juice and made toast. There was too little time to talk about the previous evening but from the few words we did exchange on the subject I could tell he was still happy.

And so was I. The future looked quite undeservedly bright.

My first Official Hotwife Date had been a success.



Penny’s Promiscuity Ch. 07: Complicity

The buzz of excitement that followed my first Official Hotwife Date was almost tangible.

Though my affair was well over a month old, Monday evening’s date had been the first time my lover and I had met with my husband’s full knowledge; the first time he had fucked me with Pete’s not-entirely-unreserved-but-helplessly-excited acquiescence.

After over a year of almost nightly persuasion, my husband had finally ‘got what he wished for’ and now his formerly-faithful wife of over twenty years was actually having sex with another man. Not just in our bedroom fantasies; not just in his overactive imagination; this time another man’s erect cock was actually penetrating my body on a regular basis, making my husband a cuckold while delivering some of the best sex of my entire life.

I had confessed my adultery in bed one Sunday night in December when my previously secret affair with Tony, one of our closest family friends was nearly five weeks old. The confession had been as unplanned as the affair and had nearly cost me my marriage but, after one night in the spare room and two more somewhere I was yet to discover, my extraordinary husband had returned.

In probably the most emotional conversation of our long relationship, Pete had not only accepted that he bore some responsibility for my infidelity but that, under some conditions, he could accept it. To my amazement, my husband had told me I could continue to meet and fuck my new lover.

To borrow a phrase from my writing; I had become a Hotwife and my husband a Cuckold.

Monday had been the first time Tony and I had met under these new conditions. Pete had helped me get ready for my date and had even insisted on driving me to my assignation. Hours later, pale and trembling, he had picked me up from Tony’s apartment, dishevelled, freshly-fucked and with another man’s semen literally oozing into my panties.

Pete had inspected my well-used body carefully in our bedroom afterwards, his eyes wide in horrified excitement as the reality of what had happened rushed in on him. His wife of over twenty years really was having sex with another man; the evidence of infidelity on my body had been unmistakeable. Although Pete had been disappointed at the lack of bodily fluids between my thighs, my gaping red vagina had been clear proof both of my recent insemination and of the considerable disparity in girth between my two lovers’ erect cocks.

Pete had then had taken me so wildly and so forcefully that, in a mix of pleasure and pain, I had enjoyed the first orgasms at his hands for nearly a year, after which my husband had added his semen to my lover’s inside my body.

Later, Pete told me in no uncertain terms that the time between dropping me off and picking me up had been both the best and worst times of his life. The hours of agony had been almost unbearable; knowing I was being touched by another man’s hands; that my lips were being kissed by another man’s lips, that my body was being invaded by another man’s cock; that another man’s semen was being pumped into the place only his should ever be.

When I had joined him in the car afterwards he looked like a man who had starred into the mouth of Hell. But he had told me in bed afterwards that along with the agony of this torment had come a level of arousal he had barely glimpsed before, even during our fantasies. The sickening feeling in his belly and the steel-grey dullness of pain in his mind had been accompanied by some of the most powerful erotic images and emotions imaginable.

As he had told me in a hushed voice, the blend of agony and ecstasy had been exquisite.

I have to say that when I got back into the car after my date having just received two doses of Tony’s semen and looked at my cuckolded husband’s face, it was hard to see any sign of ecstasy. Evidence of agony was there in abundance; Pete had looked simply terrible; pale and ghostly. His hands were trembling on the steering wheel, he could barely speak and for a long time he couldn’t bring himself to look at my face.

As we drove through the dark streets back to our home I wondered whether our marriage could ever recover from what had just occurred. But to my relief, once we were back in our bedroom and my husband had reclaimed me physically and violently, it quickly became clear that not only had the evening been an unexpected success, there would probably be more evenings like it.

So my first Official Hotwife Date had gone well. There was a lot to learn but we were still married and ready to learn our lessons together.

***

Work was really busy throughout the Tuesday but Pete and I managed to exchange a few texts as we went along. From the tone of his messages it was clear that he was having at least as much difficulty concentrating as I was. I exchanged a few messages with Tony too. Predictably he was keen to know how Pete had taken the whole thing but I didn’t tell him any more than he needed for reassurance.

Though both men now in some way owned my body, only my husband owned my soul.

It felt really strange being in the normal environment of work all day, trying to appear the same outwardly when my personal life was going through such a transformation. Once or twice when I was most distracted, colleagues asked me if everything was alright. I’m sure I flushed pink every time but fortunately at my age this could be put down to the menopause. Whenever I went to the Ladies Room I looked in the mirror for signs of having become a fallen woman too but apart from the carefully concealed ‘hickey’ on my neck there were none.

Why I should feel more exposed having become a Hotwife than I had felt when I was having an affair is a mystery - it was with the same man after all - but that’s how I was all day. It really did feel as if I had become a character in one of my stories, the big difference of course being that this time, I couldn’t simply decide what the ending was going to be and make it so.

I had to live this Hotwife life for real!

When I got home that evening, Pete had bought me flowers and was cooking a meal, something that hadn’t happened for a long time. Over dinner, at his insistence, we talked about my date again and again, Pete asking for more and more detail each time. For me it was exciting to re-live the evening and to know my husband really was alright about it.

Though it was clearly painful for him to hear, Pete kept asking how much bigger Tony’s cock was than his, how it had felt to be stretched by it and how it made me feel now. As of that morning the answer was clear; it had been really great at the time but I was sore, my hips ached and my tummy was in some discomfort now.

He wanted to know intimate details about what Tony had done to me in bed too, what I did to him in return and in what way Tony’s technique was better than his own. He asked how many times I had climaxed, how strong the orgasms had been and what I had said when I came. Had I talked dirty? What did I want to do with Tony next?

The truth was that after my first climax very early on, most of the sex was just a blur, albeit a wonderful, sensual blur in which I came several times more. In the end, I was forced to invent a few naughty stories just to get Pete off my back.

I also had to explain that I hadn’t gone to bed with a tape measure under the pillow just to measure my lover’s cock and report back to my husband! Perhaps all men are like this but the way Pete asked and asked was almost self-flagellation on his part; as if he wanted the pain; he wanted to hear how much better a lover Tony was and how much bigger his cock was!

If I’ had thought about it, all this was quite in keeping with one of my very earliest online discoveries; that cuckolding was actually a form of masochism for the man concerned. Certainly the way my husband was behaving suggested this was right in his case but my husband’s insistence on knowing everything was, if nothing else, exhausting. It was actually a relief when the phone rang and Pete, who was ‘on-call’ at the hospital, was summoned in.

After he had gone to work I had the house to myself; peace at last, and a little time for reflection about what had happened and of course what might happen next.

Before leaving, I had asked Pete whether, now he had tasted what it felt like to be knowingly cuckolded, he was content for the affair to continue. After a moment’s thought, he had said quietly and calmly that he wasn’t sure. The first date had been so harrowing that he didn’t know if he could handle such intense emotions over and over again.

“Do you want it to stop now?” I asked as unemotionally as I could, remembering my promise but silently praying for the right answer.

“N… No…” he replied a little less certainly than I had hoped. “At least not yet.”

“What would you like me to do?” I asked in as calm a voice as I could manage, adding hastily and truthfully, “I don’t want you to be hurt.”

Pete thought for a moment more.

“Maybe… maybe if you arranged just one more date,” he said uncertainly. “If it doesn’t get any worse…”

Frustratingly, he didn’t finish the sentence and I didn’t feel able to press him further.

“So shall I arrange to see him and…?” I let my sentence hang too.

“Fuck him?” Pete finished my sentence for me. “Do you want to Penny? Do you want him to fuck you again?”

“Yes I do,” I replied, clearly and unambiguously. “I want him to fuck me again.”

Pete took a deep breath and shivered visibly.

“Then do it,” he said. “Just fucking do it!”

With those words he left the house. A moment later I heard the roar of his Porsche as it reversed out of the driveway.

I close the front door and stood still in the hallway, almost unable to believe my good fortune. Not only was I still married, if Pete could say this so soon after my first date, it could only mean that, so far at least, my extraordinary husband really was content with the adventure we were tentatively embarking upon.

With Christmas so close, I knew arranging a tryst with Tony would be difficult with all three of our kids coming home over the next few days. I knew his children were arriving soon too so I sent a text straight away to give my lover the good news and to try and find a safe date to be together.

A shiver of excitement coupled with disbelief rippled through me as I typed the message on the screen of my phone. Was I really arranging for another man to fuck me for a second time with my husband’s full agreement? Surely this couldn’t be real?

But real it was. While I waited for Tony’s reply, I cleared the dining table, reflecting on my new status and the way my first ‘Official Hotwife Date’ had gone. Though there were still reservations, in truth it could hardly have gone better.

For me, as well as being sore and tired, I felt happier, sexier, more confident and more attractive than I had for years; even more than when Tony and my relationship was an affair. The fact that my husband both knew and approved made all the difference; no deceit, no fear of discovery, no risk to my marriage. Just really great sex with a gorgeous man!

But I was also a bit dazed and confused and felt caught up in the extraordinary momentum of my new life. A few short weeks ago I had been a middle-aged, sensible, outwardly ordinary research scientist and a completely faithful wife and mother.

Okay, I also wrote erotic stories about adultery but only one close female friend knew that.

One unplanned afternoon later I had become an adulteress. A few weeks after that, I had been transformed into the Hotwife of a willing cuckold husband.

It was hard to comprehend.

When I had started the ball rolling by letting Tony actually seduce and fuck me instead of jokingly declining his routine, half-hearted advances, it had been on the spur of the moment rather than the carefully planned affair I had imagined and had written about in my stories. I don’t think I had really understood where it might end up and was still not quite sure how I had got to this stage so quickly but at that moment I was happy to be there. What was much more important; my husband Pete seemed happy too so that would appear to be satisfactory all round.

Once the table was clear, I unloaded my clothes from the washing machine and hung them to dry. I didn’t notice it at the time but my semen-stained panties were nowhere to be found.

***

Later that evening, Tony texted back. I was in the kitchen and grabbed my phone with almost childish excitement, reading his surprisingly long message word by word. Much of what he said was too embarrassing to write even in this story and made me blush despite being alone in the house but the gist of the message was clear; he would really love to see me again.

The problem was that his kids were coming home earlier than I had expected so the only safe time to meet was on Thursday night. This was only two days away and would have meant having two dates with him in one week - our first week too. This was much more than Pete and I had agreed. I told Tony I’d get back to him after I’d talked to Pete.

I called my husband’s mobile and told him what Tony had said. Pete was in his car on his way home. There was a long silence which worried me.

“Are you okay Pete?” I asked anxiously.

“Y…Yes,” he replied uncertainly.

“Do you want me to tell him I can’t go? Have you had second thoughts?”

“N… No,” he said quietly. “It’s just a bit sooner than I had expected. I thought with Christmas coming…”

“That there’d be a bit of a break to get used to the idea?”

“Yes I suppose so.”

“I could tell him we’ll have to wait until after the kids go back,” I said, hoping that wasn’t his plan.

There was an even longer pause before Pete’s voice returned.

“You’re sure you’re not in love with him, Penn?” he asked. “You’re sure it’s just sex?”

This time it was my turn to pause. When I spoke the words of my online friends were in my head; be direct, be clear, and don’t leave any room for doubt.

“I’m sure, Pete. It’s just sex. I just want him to fuck me and make me cum. I don’t want him to marry me.”

I’m sure I heard a sharp intake of breath. My heart thumped in my chest as I waited for his reply.

“Okay Penn. Do it! Go and see him.”

“You’re sure?” I asked.

Pete laughed hollowly.

“Of course I’m not sure Penny! How could I be sure? My wife’s going to be fucked by another man. You’re going to have another man’s thick cock stuck inside you again. He’s probably going to make you cum when I can’t; he’ll probably even cum inside you. How can I be sure about that?”

“But…” I began.

“I am sure we need to do it though,” he interrupted. “It was agony last time; sheer unadulterated agony but if it’s what you need, it’s what I need too. Fix it up and fuck him before I come to my senses and change my mind.”

My husband is simply wonderful!

When I called Tony and told him what Pete had said, he was thrilled too but said we would have to make do with a takeaway and watch a movie as he would have no time to cook.

This was fine by me as far as it went but I hoped he had other, more physical plans for me as well as food!

So as I lay in bed later that night next to my cuckolded husband, my body still aching from the night before, it looked like I was to have my second ‘Official Hotwife Date’ in only two days’ time. My tummy bubbled with excitement and anticipation as I remembered what it had felt like being in bed with my lover barely twenty-four hours ago.

I chuckled as I thought about my ‘vampire bite’ hickey too and hoped it would have faded by then. Given what I expected us to be doing, there would be no way of hiding it from Tony.

Things were starting to gather a momentum of their own. Surely a confident, professional woman my age with grown-up children shouldn’t feel this way! I should be out lunching with friends or shopping, talking property prices, flower arranging or visiting garden centres, not aching from too much sex, trying to hide love bites and looking forward to cheating on my husband yet again!

And yet it made me feel so good, so young, so attractive, so… exciting!

What on earth had I started and where on earth would it lead?

***

Wednesday was the third day of Pete and my new ‘lifestyle’ and had been very close to a normal day; close enough for me to feel relatively content if it became the norm from then on. Although he still needed to ask questions about my date, I could tell from the reduction in tension between us that Pete had either come to terms with it or at least was very close to that state of mind. He was still very attentive but not ostentatiously so; he just made the tea more often and tidied the house better, especially after meals.

I felt much more relaxed too though I did spend half an hour in the evening going through my knicker-drawer and throwing out all the panties I found that were too big, too old or not sexy enough for what I imagined a new Hotwife would need. Several of my older, less sexy bras hit the bin too so I had put together an urgent shopping list to prevent me having to go out ‘commando’.

I still couldn’t find my new black and semen-stained panties from Monday night’s date. I knew I had worn them home but they had completely vanished.

My next date was only twenty-four hours away and I was still a little sore from the last one. To my disappointment, my hickey was still clearly visible on my neck so I had planned to talk to Pete when he came home from work about the problems with marking me.

Thanks to school discos in my youth, I was familiar with love bites and to be honest in other circumstances might even have found one quite an erotic souvenir. This however was a proper bite that had actually broken the skin in one place and most certainly did not belong on the neck of a woman my age. I hoped my online friend Richard was right and that Tony wouldn’t mind.

I had gone to the gym after work that evening wearing a hooded top to hide my shameful mark. As I was on my way out through the cafe bar I had bumped into Tony’s estranged wife Julie. As usual she was on her way into the gym for yet more exercise. Also as usual she looked stunning for her age.

Getting fucked regularly by a man twenty years her junior seemed to be making Julie look younger and prettier rather. My own sexual athletics were making me feel older and exhausted. Life was unfair, I thought rather bitterly.

As we settled into our seats with our coffees, I remembered that, during some recent pillow talk, Tony had told me that his cheating wife had been making tentative overtures about getting back together. Her timing was ridiculously perfect of course, asking for a rapprochement precisely when Tony had found himself a regular bed-partner in me.

He had told her that he wasn’t interested; that she had hurt him too much and was still flaunting her infidelity but of course, you never know. Perhaps all was not rosy in the land of the cradle-snatchers; perhaps she was having difficulty living with a boy who was twenty years younger than she was, I wondered maliciously.

I was surprised how easy I found it to talk to her while in the midst of an affair with her estranged husband. It might have been because I knew what she was still up to herself but even so, I would never have guessed I could have been so calm in the circumstances.

But then there were a lot of things I hadn’t thought myself capable of, weren’t there?

Julie was still outwardly full of bravado over her young lover but after a while she confirmed what Tony had told me; that she would really like to get back together with him and for him to move back into the family home. Reading between the lines, it appeared that even the greatest of sex could only take a girl’s mind off immature male behaviour and untidiness for so long.


Her lover wasn’t even thirty yet and she was over fifty - my age to within a few weeks! I gave them no more than six more months together but her situation reinforced what I already knew; that I was incredibly lucky to be married to a man who would allow me to have the best of both worlds - great sex with other men and a steady family relationship at the same time.

Julie had felt she had to choose between them. That’s if her head had been involved in the decision at all. In truth, even for someone who knew her well, Julie’s behaviour had been baffling. As well as pretty, she was and is a very intelligent and educated woman. I couldn’t imagine what had made her do such an unwise thing.

She was paying a high price for her decision. Her kids were pretty much the same ages as ours but didn’t like going home to see their Mum when her boyfriend was there. He was only a few years older than her children after all and was in many ways less mature. This meant they stayed away most of the time.

Although her young lover still had a flat, he mostly lived with Julie in the family home. To avoid meeting him, her kids preferred to stay with their father in his apartment despite the lack of room, hence my not being able to meet Tony over Christmas.

I shuddered; I couldn’t bear it if our three children avoided seeing me. Even the greatest of sex couldn’t be worth that!

Whatever the reason, Julie was definitely trying to get back into her husband’s life but told me he had made it clear that he wasn’t interested yet. I knew from Tony that this was true but from his tone of voice I suspected she would have eventually humiliated herself in public enough for him to forgive her and go back to her.

I was sure Tony still loved her even if, right then, he didn’t like her much.

Julie’s sexual antics were well known around our circle of friends. They had attracted envy in some quarters but unease in most. After all, if her marriage could break down in such a spectacular way, perhaps no marriage was safe.

What would happen to her husband’s relationship with me if they did get back together could only be guessed, but if Julie’s story was to be believed, I had a good few months in which to worry about that.

The thought went round and round my mind as I drove myself home afterwards.

***

Thursday, the day of my next Official Date arrived and, as on the Monday before, it passed painfully slowly. Even the distractions of the hospital couldn’t keep my mind from drifting and I kept checking the condition of my hickey in the mirror when alone. As a souvenir, it was surprisingly powerful; reminding me of my new Hotwife status and what I hoped awaited me in Tony’s apartment that very evening.

It’s fortunate that as a scientist rather than a physician, I have few actual patients of my own or they would have felt a bit neglected.

But eventually it was time to go. I covered the journey home in record time and, after drawing me a bath, Pete helped me get dressed again. This time, as well as more of the recently-bought lingerie, I chose a short, figure-hugging skirt, dark tights with knee high boots, a long jumper and a leather jacket.

Still sexy but less intimidatingly formal, I hoped. And a lot warmer too!

Even Pete’s pre-date hand-job passed off successfully this time. There were no problems with his erection that night and although it was messy, I rather enjoyed the novelty of watching and making him cum using my hands alone.

I had seldom seen my husband ejaculate - as I have explained, I have always had ‘bit of a thing’ about my lovers cumming inside me; for me it’s the only way any form of sex should ever end - so the volume of semen as it spurted over his toned tummy took me by surprise, as did the intensity of my husband’s climax.

At the appointed hour, Pete drove me round to Tony’s flat once more. Although he was still very much upset, this time his excitement was much more visible too though I noticed his knuckles were still white as I closed the door behind me and buzzed my way into the apartment block.

When I entered the flat, there was a lot less tension between Toy and me too. Both of us were much more relaxed, the awkwardness of our previous date had gone and the whole thing was much, much more sexually oriented. I’m embarrassed to say that Tony and I were making love in the lounge within twenty minutes of my walking through the door. I hadn’t even had a chance to take my top off!

Fortunately my online friend Richard had been right; Tony didn’t care about the bite mark Pete had given me, though if anything it was more noticeable than before. He thought it was sweet, kissed me there many times and we laughed about it.

He even threatened to ‘balance me out’ by giving me another on the other side but I told him I could do more damage to him from where my mouth was so he’d better get that thought out of his mind straight away. As my lips were actually around the head of his cock at the time, he had every reason to listen to me!

After ‘Round One’ on Tony’s sofa, we ordered in pizza and lay there together watching a film on DVD. It was one of my favourites and made us both laugh. It was a wonderful close couple of hours; I wore nothing but one of Tony’s old rugby shirts and he was in his bathrobe. We smooched and kissed and fondled each other throughout the film which was wonderful at the time but gave me some misgivings later.

When the film ended I was so aroused by his wandering fingers that Tony had to take me straight into the bedroom and make love to me again. This time it started very caring and loving but built quickly to something that frightened me and probably scared tony too.

For me there is a startling level of arousal that I have heard called a ‘breeding frenzy’. According to my online researches (and the two close female friends with whom I had discussed it), it’s something many women experience; a complete and total - almost primeval abandonment to the physical need to be inseminated.

I knew from past experience that it could happen to me with or without orgasm but could be equally overwhelming either way. I had only reached this level of arousal a handful of times, and those moments had been some twenty years ago when Pete and I had actually been ‘trying for a baby’.

When I had gone into that wild, almost feral mode, something deep within me had taken over; I seemed to throw all sense of propriety or self-respect to the winds and made loud, passionate and often vulgar demands on my lover. In the ‘breeding frenzy’, all I wanted was to have a man fuck me as hard as he could; to dominate me; to hurt me sexually; to cum deep inside me and for me to be impregnated by him.

And in the frenzy I told him so in no uncertain terms!

Given the opportunity, I suspect I wouldn’t be too fussed which man it was so it was very fortunate that only my husband and one previous boyfriend had ever seen it!

When it had first happened, Pete had been stunned. I had come off the pill a month before and we were trying to make me pregnant with our first child. Something about the time, the place, my partner and above all, the purpose of our copulation had increased my arousal to a level I had never encountered before. As he thrust into me, Pete was as stunned as was I at the words that escaped my lips and the wild, uncontrolled energy I had been helpless to prevent putting into our lovemaking.

I had discovered I was pregnant soon afterwards.

That evening, for the first time in over twenty years, it happened again. As Tony fucked me on his bed that second time, pinning me spread-legged to the mattress, his thick stubby cock stretching me so tightly that it actually hurt, the sexual beast buried deep within me for so long broke out noisily, energetically and uncontrollably.

I wailed and howled beneath him, using every four letter word that came into my mind, raking his shoulders, back and buttocks with my fingernails and sinking my teeth into his forearms either side of my shoulders.

Though clearly taken aback, Tony soldiered on, thrusting over and over again into my wildly thrashing, pulsating body in as close to a rhythm as my convulsions and exclamations would allow. My memories are naturally fuzzy but at one point I could hear myself begging him to knock me up; to make a baby in me!

The pleasure and emotion were so intense that I came close to fainting and was in floods of angry, baby-crazed tears by the time Tony’s cock pumped its second load of semen into my pulsating vagina.

After two decades of monogamy, I had all but forgotten about this long-past but still frightening side to my sex drive. I was a middle-aged professional woman, a mother of three grown up children about to embark on the dreaded menopause. This wasn’t supposed to happen; women like me weren’t supposed to get this badly out of control. It shocked and unnerved me considerably.

Naturally I was terribly embarrassed afterwards, ashamed and more than a little disgusted with myself. The old-fashioned words ‘will you still respect me’ came flooding into my mind along with the after-shocks of the multiple orgasms that had accompanied my loss of control.

I’m sure it shocked Tony too but he was too much a gentleman to say anything. However he felt inside, he behaved impeccably, taking me in his arms as if nothing unusual had happened, kissing me gently and holding me tightly as the tears rolled down my cheeks and the trembling slowly faded.

***

Half an hour later, all I wanted to do was go to sleep in his arms with his seed deep inside me. But that would have betrayed my husband; I had to go home.

I dressed, still shaking a little while Tony cleared up the dinner plates giving me a little privacy. Once I felt brave enough, Tony reluctantly escorted me to the door, kissed me in the darkness of the stairwell before letting me out into the cold night air. Its effect was immediate and reviving; as I crossed the tarmac I began to feel more and more in control again.

Pete’s Porsche was waiting in a discreet corner of the car park. I opened the passenger door and slipped inside, wondering what state he would be in this time. Though pale and shaking, I was pleased to see him much more composed than after my first date and when he saw how exhausted I was, he held back on his questioning.

We drove home in near-silence but the tension between us was at least as sexual as it was angry or jealous. This time I had remembered not to have a shower before dressing. This was definitely a good move; half way home Pete whispered that I smelled of ‘sex and sweat’ which judging by his tone of voice was a good thing.

When we got to our bedroom, Pete made me take off my tights and skirt and sit back on the bed, spreading my legs wide so he could see the ‘scene of the crime’ while he asked me all about my date. He announced that I was gaping even wider than before. I told him what had happened honestly and in detail which he seemed to love, though he looked a little alarmed when I described how the ‘breeding frenzy’ had struck again.

My online friends had been so right about being open and honest. Despite having been unfaithful once again, despite having my lover’s fluids still within my body, telling Pete the unadulterated truth made me feel strangely clean.

Knowing I had no deep secrets from my husband made all the difference. It clearly made all the difference to him too and as he stripped off my few remaining clothes quickly and roughly, I put up no resistance. This time there was enough evidence of infidelity inside my panties and on my body to satisfy even Pete’s fantasies.

There was no second hickey to balance the first but there were small teeth marks around my left boob and of course my vulva was puffy and distended with, according to Pete, just a tiny amount of semen oozing from it.

Though sore and tired, I knew I had to let my husband take me too and in any way he wanted. As before, that turned out to be rough. Pete fucked me with at least as much passion as he had on Monday night, hammering into my loose, well-used vagina with an energy bordering on violence. I was too exhausted to reach a proper orgasm this time but nevertheless could feel something building within me that was very pleasant if less intense.

I could see tears in his eyes and a look of pain mixed with joy on his face as Pete eventually added his semen to whatever remained of Tony’s in my vagina. I was too tired to do anything but lie there and let him get on with it but fortunately that seemed to satisfy him.

In his passion, Pete bit me on the boob this time. Now I had a large mark alongside my right nipple to match the one on my left from Tony and the hickey on my neck. I should have been angry with both my lovers but something within me quite liked the idea of a man wanting me so much he felt he had to mark me as his own.

It would act as a souvenir for the next couple of weeks before I could see Tony again.

Assuming my husband agreed of course. I had an increasing feeling that he would!

***

When I got up on Friday morning I found Pete had done all the washing and ironing the night before. He had got up early to set the table with croissants for breakfast - another favourite of mine - and there was a single red rose in a vase next to my place.

It would have been a perfect start to the day if my vulva hadn’t been so sore when I sat down.

The working day passed quickly for a change, my concentration only occasionally being broken by the aches, pains and soreness that provided a periodic reminder of my wickedness. During these moments however, a slight unease came into my otherwise strong and erotic memories of the evening, centring around a concern that Pete might be getting too upset during the date itself.

On advice from my online friends (and to his obvious delight) I had banned him from masturbation while I was with Tony and he was forbidden access to my body for three days prior to my dates. Doing the housework could only have been a way of keeping himself occupied and I didn’t want him to feel humiliated in that way. I wondered how other cuckolds kept themselves occupied during their wives’ dates. I most certainly didn’t want my loving husband to suffer - well, to suffer more than he wanted to!

I resolved to ask my online friends for their advice but there was no great rush; there were nearly two weeks of festivities ahead of me in which seeing Tony would be difficult. I proposed to spend them enjoying as normal a Christmas as possible, putting my Hotwife lifestyle on hold and reverting to being a Mum for a while.

It was time for a period of normality; time to get a bit more perspective on it all.

***

We enjoyed a lovely pre-Christmas dinner-party with our social group the following evening. It had become a tradition that we all met for dinner just before Christmas and for years we had taken turns to cook and play host. It wasn’t our turn this year, thank Goodness and I have to say it was great fun. There was more than a little booze consumed but we all took taxis in both directions like grown-ups should.

The evening had been poignant in several ways, the most obvious being that we were a group of ten that night when in almost all previous years we had been twelve. The missing two were of course, Tony and Julie. Both had been invited but perhaps sensibly both had declined. For me that had been a relief; I wasn’t sure I could have coped with Tony and Pete being in the same room when our new lifestyle was all still so new and unfamiliar.

The whole scandal of Julie and her young man came up often and with some relish. Most of us had tried not to take sides in the split-up but you could tell there was almost universal sympathy for Tony, ‘the poor man’ and a mixture of shock, disgust and envy for his slut of a wife.

I tried hard not to say anything; after all, I was in no position to pass judgement on anyone. Fortunately, because Julie and I were very close, my relative silence was put down to a desire not to denigrate my friends rather than any guilty sympathy.

Despite our best efforts, Pete and I couldn’t avoid exchanging meaningful glances over our meals when Tony’s name came up and it made me think that, if Pete wasn’t such an extraordinarily understanding - and perhaps perverted man when it came to me and sex, after my initial affair there could easily have been two more empty seats at that table.

Yet again I realised how lucky I was to have him as a husband.

I must say I had seldom seen Pete looking so happy or behaving as cheerfully as he did that night. He had never been a particularly outgoing person but seemed to have found a whole new spring in his step since I became his unfaithful Hotwife. He seemed so obviously content with life and almost embarrassingly proud of me that I felt like blushing.

What’s more, he had been going to the gym more often too, had started running again and, though these were still early days, was looking increasingly good himself. He spent a considerable amount of the evening flirting with the two girls on either side of him; friends that we had known for years. At first they seemed taken aback by this change in personality but I noticed were soon enjoying themselves and returning the flirty behaviour with interest.

Ridiculously, this made me feel a bit jealous by the time coffee was served but Pete’s frequent winks and the touch of his foot on my leg under the table helped me remain calm and happy, especially as the old friend on my right seemed to have developed a hitherto unsuspected ability to flirt with me too.

“Well what did you expect?” my husband asked later as we sat close together in the back seat of the taxi on our way home.

I had told him about the unexpectedly forward behaviour of my dinner companion. Pete’s voice was amused, his hand was on my thigh and he was gradually working his fingers upwards toward my groin, hoping I was too tipsy to notice.

I hadn’t had so much to drink that I would miss an obvious sexual advance like that, but I had drunk enough not to mind. I decided to let it happen and enjoy it.

“I mean, dressed like that someone was bound to flirt with you!”

“What do you mean?” I asked, pushing his fingers back towards my knee but not off my leg altogether.

“You’ve never worn a dress that short before. Thank God you were wearing tights and not stockings!”

I thought for a moment then a strange feeling passed through my tummy. Pete was quite right; without thinking, I had donned one of my new shorter dresses, one that he and I had chosen for my dates with Tony and which barely covered my bottom. It was only because of the cold weather that I had opted for tights instead of stockings - indeed at one point I had laid out my suspender belt ready to put on but had changed my mind at the last minute, thank God!

It simply hadn’t crossed my mind that this wasn’t my usual style of dress or that it would raise a few eyebrows among our friends. I was horrified.

“Oh my God! Why didn’t you say anything before we left home?” I demanded angrily. “Have I made a fool of myself?”

“No! No, of course you haven’t!” Pete immediately replied, grabbing my hand, “You looked absolutely amazing; you still do, Penn! Really sexy!”

There was a pause as the taxi rumbled onwards. Then I felt Pete take my hand in his and squeeze it.

“I don’t think you realise how sexy you’ve become since… well, probably since you first fucked Tony. Couldn’t you tell all the men were looking at you? All the women were too if it comes to that!”

“Really?” I asked, horrified. “What on earth will they think? We’ve known all of them for years; do you think they could tell?”

Pete laughed and whispered in my ear.

“Don’t be silly, Penny! You don’t have a sign around your neck with ‘Hotwife’ or ‘Slut’ written on it! Only three people on earth know how we’ve chosen to live our life. All anyone saw tonight was a truly gorgeous woman dressed sexily for a Christmas party.”


His slightly slurred words were having the desired effect. I felt his hand return to my thigh.

“I was really proud to be with you tonight,” he continued, his fingers raising the hem of my dress to the place where my stocking top would have been had I not worn tights. “It’s all a bit new for both of us. We’ll just have to be careful while we get used to the idea.”

I placed my hand on his, partly to show that I appreciated what he was saying, partly to prevent his fingers rising any higher up my thigh - at least while we were in the taxi.

“I think we both have a lot to learn,” I whispered and kissed him as the taxi pulled into our road.

It was well one o’clock when we entered the empty house, both rather tipsy and unusually amorous. After locking the front door and turning off the lights, I was surprised to find myself leading my willing and eager husband up the stairs to the bedroom where, moments later, I was further surprised to find myself naked apart from my bra and panties and kneeling by the bed.

Unfortunately, the alcohol had worked its evil way on my husband’s virility but after a few minutes hard work on my knees with my hands and mouth his cock was firm enough for me to make the next move. At my insistence, Pete lay back on the bed.

“What are you up to, my Little Hotwife?” Pete growled in excitement.

“Wait and see!” I whispered, climbing onto the bed.

A moment later I was straddling his pleasantly fit body, stroking the muscles of his chest.

“You like this?” I asked.

“Oh God yes!”

I smiled slightly drunkenly then lowered myself slowly and unsteadily onto his cock, taking it deeper and deeper into me. The looseness of my vagina along with the plentiful lubrication his attentions on the taxi had induced had worked. My bony bottom descended slowly and unimpeded until I was fully impaled on his long, slim erection, feeling the pressure of his tip against my cervix.

“Mmmm! That’s deep!” I hissed with pleasure.

A wonderful thrill passed through me. It really was deep. Pete’s cock had always been long but this position seemed to be making it even longer. I wriggled on his shaft, feeling its smooth tip moving deep within me, pressing my cervix and womb upwards into my belly.

I shivered then raised myself on my knees until just its head was still inside me. It felt daring; an unusual position for the two of us and the thrill came through me again before I lowered myself carefully into his cock.

‘Slap!’ The sound was loud and disgustingly wet. And I loved it!

I did it again, then again. Moments later I was riding him eagerly as I imagined a porn star would ride, eyes closed, hands on my erect nipples, my pelvis tilted in a desperate but largely unsuccessful attempt to stimulate my clitoris against his shaft.

“Oh Pennyyyyy! This is amaaazing!”

Pete’s voice, like mine was slurred with alcohol but he was clearly enjoying it all.

“Where did you learn this?” he asked. “Did HE teach you?”

Slap! Slap! Slap!

“Did who teach me? Say it Pete!”

Slap! Slap! Slap!

“Tony! Tony! Did you do this with him?”

Slap! Slap! Slap!

“I do EVERYTHING with him! EVERYTHING!” I croaked, wriggling my pelvis as hard as I could to gain any extra pleasure I could find.

It worked to some extent. A surge of sensation passed through me, emanating from my groin. There was pleasure to be sure, but it was never going to reach the level of orgasm. I increased the speed of my riding.

Slap! Slap! Slap! Slap! Slap! Slap!

“Oh God Penny! You’re such a slut!”

Slap! Slap! Slap! Slap! Slap! Slap!

“Yes I’m a slut! You’re married to a slut!”

Slap! Slap! Slap! Slap! Slap! Slap!

“What do you love to do slut?” he croaked.

Slap! Slap! Slap! Slap! Slap! Slap!

“Fuck my lover’s cock! I love to fuck my lover’s HUGE THICK COCK!”

Slap! Slap! Slap! Slap! Slap! Slap!

My fingers entwined with Pete’s, partly in passion but mostly to prevent myself falling forward on top of him. Now steadier, I could ride him even faster, rising higher and dropping harder and harder onto the long, slim pole of muscle that penetrated so deeply into me that it felt like I was being thumped in the belly.

“Fuck me Penny! Fuck me you Slut!” Pete growled.

I could feel his head beginning to swell and knew his climax could not be far away.

“That’s right Pete! I’m a Slut! Your wife is a cheating Slut!”

The swelling grew suddenly larger, the flared ridge of his smooth head grating against the insides of my passage. Pete’s climax was only seconds away; I had no hope of reaching one myself; all I could do was make it as powerful as possible for him.

“Cum in me Cuckold!” I croaked, tilting my hips forward and tightening my post-childbirth pelvic floor as hard as my age and the awkward position would allow. “Cum in your Slut wife’s CUNT!”

“Oh JESUS CHRIST PENNYYYYYYY!”

Pete’s noisy climax came hard and fast. He clenched his muscular buttocks tightly, ramming his hips skywards, deep into my descending body. His swollen end hit my cervix so hard it felt as if I had been punched again but I didn’t complain. Instead, I faked my own orgasm outrageously to match the grunts and grimaces coming from below me before falling helplessly across his chest as if completely satisfied.

I’m sure Pete realised my deception but neither of us cared. I lay on his chest, my tiny boobs crushed until I felt his cock soften and slip from my body. After we had recovered our breath and I had dismounted, Pete returned to his usual post-coital place between my thighs.

“I love your body… afterward,” he said slightly dreamily. “It’s so… beautiful.”

I had always thought a woman’s vulva was one of the ugliest parts of her body; certainly I had never found a man’s penis to be attractive - however good it might make me feel. But I had long ago learned that men didn’t see it that way.

Pete lowered his face to my groin where presumably his semen was leaking out and to my exhausted delight, proceeded to finish me off slowly, lingeringly and expertly with his amazing tongue.

It was wonderful; the orgasm that quickly followed was short and intense but loving and sweet. I didn’t need to fake anything at all before we both fell asleep naked.

I woke in the night to find Pete pulling the duvet over us both.

“Are you ok Penn?” he whispered.

“A bit cold!” I shivered in reply.

He snuggled alongside me and hugged me tightly.

“You’re amazing,” he whispered as he stroked my newly-flattened tummy, “I can’t believe how sexy you’ve become.”

“Don’t tease me,” I chided, secretly glowing with pleasure at his words.

“I’m not teasing,” he insisted as his hands worked their way to my small boobs, “I just can’t get the thought of you out of my mind. The thought of seeing you being…” his voice trailed away.

“Being fucked by Tony?” I finished his sentence. Pete chuckled.

“Yes, being fucked by Tony. And you wouldn’t have used that word three months ago! Say it again!”

“Pete!”

“Go on, say it for me!”

I paused then smiled.

“Being fucked! Being fucked by Tony! Being fucked, fucked, fucked, fucked until I cum!”

“Enough!” he laughed, then paused for a moment, “Is his cock really much bigger than mine? Is he really much better in bed than me?”

“Pete, please!” I protested.

“You promised to tell the truth, Penny,” he said in a mock serious voice.

“I didn’t promise to tell you three times a day for the rest of my life,” I said in an exasperated voice. “Perhaps I should write it down so you can read it whenever you want.”

“Please Penn!”

I sighed in the darkness but my nipples were already hardening at the thought of Tony’s wonderful cock in my body.

“Okay then, but I have told you all this before. His cock is shorter and uglier than yours but much, much thicker. When he sticks it in me, it stretches me really tightly and that makes all the difference.”

“So he’s a better lover than me?”

For a moment I wondered what the ‘right’ answer would be; what it was that my husband really wanted to hear. Did he want me to reassure him he was still the best? Did he want me to praise his considerable oral skills? Or did he want the truth, that it was as much the novelty of a having a new lover, the joy of being seduced, of feeling attractive, being desired, of feeling sexy again rather than just the mere physical size and shape of my lover’s cock that was bringing so much excitement to my new sex life?

In the end I took a gamble.

“If you really want to know, he’s the best lover I’ve ever had. He’s giving me the best fucking of my life; he makes me cum harder and more often than I have ever cum before.” I paused for effect before adding: “But it’s you that made it all possible; you that persuaded me to do it; you that lets it all happen. I love you Pete and I’m lucky to have you for a husband!”

It was quite a speech and I held my breath, waiting anxiously for my husband’s response. When it came it was preceded by the pressure of his growing erection against my naked thigh and a long close hug.

“You’re the sexiest woman alive, Penny. I adore you. I can’t wait for your next date!”

Relieved, I breathed out long and slowly then laughed.

“That makes two of us! Now shut up and let me get some sleep!”



Penny’s Promiscuity Ch. 08: Fornication

Christmas had come early in our household with the unexpected gift of a brand new ‘Hotwife and Cuckold’ relationship after more than twenty years of monogamous marriage.

Although my husband Pete had tried very hard to persuade me to take a lover for over a year, when it had actually started, it had been a surprise to us both.

It had all starred nearly two months earlier when to both our surprises, I had let Tony, a long-time family friend seduce, strip and fuck me on our lounge floor after giving me a lift home from the railway station. We had both been expecting me to smile indulgently and swat his wandering hands away from my bottom after one of his habitual ‘farewell fondles’ but for some reason, at that time on that day in that room, something had made me simply stop resisting and nature had taken its inevitable, pleasurable, guilt-ridden course.

To this day I can’t be sure whether any other set of circumstances would have produced the same result but the question is academic. I had been seduced, been thoroughly fucked and had embarked on a passionate affair with my new lover.

It had been very difficult a month later when I had confessed to my husband that I had finally yielded to his persuasion and was now a ‘fallen woman’. As you can imagine, the atmosphere between us had been strained to breaking point. Pete had slept in the guest bedroom that night then had stayed away from home for two whole days - I still didn’t know where.

I had been convinced my marriage and family life were over but on his return my extraordinary husband had given his tentative blessing to my affair as long as certain conditions were met; conditions that with untold relief I had accepted.

So I had become a Hotwife, my husband had become a cuckold and a passionate few weeks had ensued during which I had enjoyed the best sex in my fifty-plus years of life.

Soon, with Christmas on our doorstep and the kids due home any day, I would have to abandon our new lifestyle for a couple of weeks and make the transition back to being a Mum again. This meant wrapping presents, cooking, ironing and other domestic chores that jarred with my new highly sexualised existence but a period of normality would do us all good and in a way, I was looking forward to it.

Thursday evening had been my second Official Hotwife Date with Tony. Friday had been the pre-Christmas dinner we traditionally enjoyed with our friends so unusually, Pete and I we were having a Saturday night at home. Apart from the soreness in my vulva and a dull ache in my hips, things could almost have been normal.

As we hovered around the kitchen preparing dinner, Pete refilled my glass with red wine, sat me down at the table and perched opposite me with an expression on his face I couldn’t quite read. For a moment I wondered what was about to happen. Had it not been for all the previous conversations in which he had seemed very happy with our new lifestyle, I would have been worried by the look. But then he looked straight into my eyes and smiled.

“I’ve been thinking.”

“I thought you had. You look worried,” I replied. “Are you having second thoughts again?”

“God no!” he replied instantly. “Quite the opposite.”

“So what is ‘it’?” I asked with what I hoped was a reassuring smile.

Pete looked embarrassed.

“You know how I find it exciting to think about it and talk about it between dates?” he asked tentatively. “About you being fucked by another man?”

I noticed Pete seldom mentioned Tony by name these days but I didn’t say anything.

“I’ve only been fucked twice,” I laughed, amazed at how easily and freely we both now used the ‘f’ word. “Officially that is, but I know what you mean. I find it exciting too,” I told him truthfully. “It is exciting!”

He was obviously pleased.

“Well, I wondered if you’d maybe consider some kind of sign that you’re doing it. Something to remind us both about it every day. Something to help keep the ‘buzz’ going between dates?”

I was taken aback; this was completely unexpected but at the same time, strangely exciting.

“What do you have in mind?” I asked, puzzled.

“I’m not sure. I wondered about something like wearing something special. Or maybe a necklace. Or not wearing your wedding ring all the time.”

“It couldn’t be anything obvious,” I said. “We can’t risk anyone guessing what’s going on.”

“That’s right,” Pete replied thoughtfully. “I did wonder whether you might get a tattoo or even a piercing.”

“I’m not sure about that,” I protested, frowning though the idea sent a thrill through me.

“It was just a thought. But whatever it is, it’s got to be there all the time. It’s got to remind us both constantly of what you’re doing - what we’re doing,” he corrected himself.

“I’ll think about it,” I said, fully intending to do just that.

Pete refilled our glasses, replaced the bottle on the counter top then stood behind my chair. I felt his hands on my shoulders, massaging them gently.

“Are you still sore down there?” he asked as his fingers worked their magic on my muscles.

“Not too bad. I’m stiff and achy though,” I smiled. “What with Tony and then you, my body’s taken a bit of a pounding the last two days. If this is going to continue, I’d better get to the gym a lot more.”

“I still can’t believe it’s all real,” his voice was low and soothing as he continued his very pleasant manipulation of my stiff shoulders and neck.

“Neither can I,” I agreed. “I’m so pleased you’re okay with it all.”

“Well so far I am,” he told me honestly. “I’m not sure how far it will go but if we’re careful; if it really is just fucking…”

“Which it is,” I interjected.

“And we still really love each other…” he continued.

“Which we do,” I added.

“Which we do,” Pete repeated. “Then maybe we’re just found a whole new and exciting lifestyle for our old age.”

“Hey! Who are you calling old?” I demanded, elbowing him playfully in the groin.

Pete pretended to be hurt then dropped to his knees alongside my chair.

“I would still like to watch you,” he whispered. “Remember what we talked about? All our fantasies?”

“I don’t know, Pete,” I began to object. “It’s all so new and Tony’s an old friend and…”

“I don’t mean now, Penn,” Pete interrupted. “Maybe once things have settled in the New Year.”

“Maybe,” I replied, very unsure.

Pete was right though, I had to admit. Having my husband watch me being fucked had been a major part of our fantasies. He moved closer until his mouth was only inches from my ear.

“You want it too, Penn; I know you do.”

I wasn’t at all sure he was right. I was even less sure how Tony might react to the idea but I played along.

“What do I want, Pete? Tell me what I want!”

“You want me to see it all. You want me to watch as you cheat on me.”

“What do you want to see, Pete? What do you want to see me do?”

His hand began to slide up my thigh as he replied.

“I want to see it all! I want to watch you being seduced, Penn. I want to see you resist, then give in to him.”

His hand was between my legs now, his fingers touching the gusset of my knickers.

“I want to see you kissing, open mouthed as if you were teens. I want to see his hands on your body; on your breasts; on your bottom. I want to see him strip you; finger you. I want to see your juices all over his hands.”

Pete’s fingers were massaging my slit through my panties. I was lubricating like crazy as he carried on.

“I want to hear you beg him to fuck you! I want to see you spread you legs for him like a whore. I want to see your face when he sticks his cock into you; I want to see what your cunt looks like when it’s stretched around his thick shaft. Is his cock really thick Penny?”

“Yes! Oh yes!”

His words were bringing back powerful, vivid memories of the last two months as Pete’s fingers expertly worked my cotton-covered slit. Oh my God! My husband was about to make me cum without even removing my panties.

“I want to watch you cum so hard that it hurts. I want to hear you moan. I want to hear you scream! I want to see you helpless with orgasms. I want to see you doing all the things with him that we’re never going to be able to do ourselves.”

“OhhhhPeeeeeettte!”

My body shook with the tremor of a minor orgasm, then another, larger one. I clung onto his strong shoulders for support as there, on the kitchen chair and still fully clothed, my cuckold husband Pete gave his fifty-one year old unfaithful wife a real, panty-soaking climax.

Something had to be right if we could produce that level of passion after more than twenty years of marriage!

We hugged for a long time before my trembling stopped then Pete went back to his seat and something close to normality returned.

“So you’ll think about it?” he asked as if offering a choice of paint for the lounge.

“About wearing something?” I asked stupidly, my mind still buzzing.

“About letting me watch,” he said impatiently.

“I’ll think about it,” I replied, not knowing what else to say.

“Great!” my husband grinned.

The tension over, we sipped our wine and talked about more prosaic things. After a while I casually mentioned that I hadn’t been able to find the new thong that I had worn for my date on Thursday or the black panties from my first date. Pete had done all the washing and ironing for the last couple of weeks and I asked if he had seen them.

“Um… do you need them?” Answering my question with another question boded ill.

“I’ve got others but they’re new and quite expensive,” I replied. “Have you seen them?”

“Um… I’ve got them,” he mumbled.

“You’ve got them?” I asked, suprised. “Why? Where?”

“In a box in my wardrobe,” he replied, ashamed. “Souvenirs.”

I must have looked horrified because a look of shame came over his face.

“Are you shocked? Disgusted?”

“N… no,” I lied.

I didn’t say so but I must confess I did feel a bit revolted at first, after all they must have smelled quite strongly by then. But after a very short time I began to feel strangely pleased, perhaps even a little aroused by the idea.

“If that’s what you want to do, I’m in no position to comment, am I?” I added.

There was an awkward moment of silence during which my mind filled with questions. Was this normal for a husband? That was a ridiculous question; our entire new lifestyle wasn’t normal. Was it normal for a cuckold? I would have to find a way of asking my online cuckold friends

But all that would have to wait for another day because at that moment the front door opened and our daughter arrived home for the festivities.

After a quick welcome hug, I took myself upstairs for a much-needed change of knickers!

***

Two days later, the door to my office was closed, the telephones surprisingly silent as I sat alone at my desk typing guiltily into my laptop. As Head of Department it was traditional for me to work Christmas Eve to allow the more junior employees to have a longer break. With my children grown up, I didn’t mind this. In fact in previous years I had welcomed the relative peace and quiet the day brought.

This year of course there was so much more to think about. In addition to wondering what the New Year might hold for us, the relative quiet in the hospital gave me time to think about my husband’s latest idea. I had to confess I was really quite excited at the prospect of having some kind of sign or symbol I could display every day in public something that indicated my new status as a Hotwife, but which only Pete and I would recognise as such.

I wondered what he was doing about that - apart from hoarding my used knickers, of course. That idea still unnerved me a little; my younger brother had once stolen a few pairs of my used knickers when we were teens. Although I had made a big show of being disgusted when I had found out and had called him many horrible names, in fact the incident had secretly made me feel really sexy and exciting.

The thought that my husband was now doing the same thing was having a similar effect now. I had fired off a few messages to my online cuckold friends but without reply. No doubt they were busy with their own busy festivities.

The phone suddenly rang, making me jump and for a few minutes I had to deal with a problem on the wards. Afterwards I returned to my desk and mentally checked over the presents I had bought in case I had forgotten something or someone.

The family presents that year revolved mostly around clothes, with a trouser press for our son and boots for our daughter. Pete liked it when I chose him clothes so he would be getting things I thought he would look great in. He had really toned up since he learned of my affair with Tony and his shirts were getting a little tight around the shoulders and biceps.

In my own case, since my affair with Tony began, I had dropped a full dress size and, with my legs also getting more toned in the gym, had started wearing rather tighter-fitting jeans and shorter dresses and skirts than I used to.

This was an unexpected side effect of my new sex life but was very welcome indeed. I laughed when I thought of all the diets I had tried and abandoned over the years when all the time, all I had needed to do was open my mind and spread my legs!

I had bought Tony a pair of cufflinks. They were a designer brand and I knew he would love them; I had seen him admire a similarly themed pair I got for Pete’s birthday. I had posted them through his door early that morning with a note so he could hide them before his kids arrived. I had a small package from him hidden in my wardrobe to open in private in the morning.

By the time I arrived home that evening, the house was full. All three kids had arrived along with one girlfriend and their four Grandparents. Thank goodness our house was large! We hugged and laughed and talked and drank before dinner, then my parents returned to their own house while a few of us went to Midnight Mass.

As we walked home in the early hours of Christmas morning I realised that, for the first time since my affair had begun nearly two months ago, I hadn’t thought about sex for nearly five hours.

***

The following morning was Christmas Day. I woke early as usual and had a little while on my own to read my email messages and even add a paragraph or two to my latest story before the rest of the household woke.

The day itself went about as well as I can remember. My parents returned for lunch and nothing spoiled the day. Later, full of food, we all sat and watched the Queen’s Christmas message like tens of millions of households throughout the world. It felt… normal.

The presents were a success too, with almost all clothes fitting first time for a change. My daughter’s boots turned out to be the right size for me too which was an unexpected bonus. I noticed they were spirited up to her room very quickly when I wasn’t looking!

Tony and I exchanged a few sneaky texts. He loved his cufflinks; his present to me turned out to be Acqua di Parma cologne which was a great call on his part. I had liked it for a long while and it turned out to be one of his favourites too so guess what I was to wear on our next date!

Pete surprised me by having two sets of presents for me; one set for ‘Mummy Penny’ and another couple of gifts for ‘Hotwife Penny’ hidden in our bedroom. The latter turned out to be six pairs of sexy panties for my dates - two black, two white, one red and one cream; three thongs and three high cut thigh.

No doubt he planned for each pair to be used only once, soiled with semen then added to his collection. The idea was a bit creepy but they were lovely; some were silk, some satin but were all sexy and expensive. They made me feel sexy too when I tried them on in front of him that night.

His other present for me was a surprise and gave me a real thrill.

Pete had bought me a Pandora charm bracelet which looked very much like the ones our daughter and many of my friends wore, but with an important difference. My bracelet had only four charms so far; one discreetly bearing the letter ‘H’, another with the letter ‘P’ alongside. I looked at him for an explanation.

“‘H’ is for Hotwife. ‘P’ is for Penny,” he smiled.

There were a couple of ‘spacers’ then two pretty blue glass charms with heart motifs, one each side of the letters.

“Those are to mark your dates. Each time you get fucked, you earn a new charm.”

“Wow!” was all I could say. “You’ve really thought it out.”

He smiled, pleased.

“The blue ones are for your dates with Tony. He’s fucked you twice - officially - so there are two of them. If you ever have other boyfriends, I’ll buy you a different colour charm for each one.”

“Other boyfriends?” I asked. “We’re only just coming to terms with the first one.”

He blushed.

“That might not always be the case, Penn,” Pete said softly.

I was gobsmacked. It was an amazing idea. Pete explained that I should wear the bracelet every day, discreetly flaunting my infidelity in a way only he and I would understand. The more unfaithful I was, the more charms would be on the bracelet and the more obvious it would be to us both.

“What about all the times he fucked me before I told you?” I asked.

“They don’t count,” Pete said a little harshly. “That was just cheating. I don’t want to remember those times.”

I let it drop instantly. However well things were going now, it was still very early days in our new lifestyle. I could tell that my month of illicit infidelity prior to confessing had hurt my husband. It had been a big mistake not to tell him earlier and I didn’t want the memory of it to ruin the fresh new relationship we were building.

“What do you think?” he asked.

I really liked this idea and told him so, not just because I got a new piece of jewellery I had admired for ages, but also because I loved the idea of a constant reminder too. I would have to think of a convincing reason for wearing the letters H and P in case anyone asked, but they were discreet and the more charms I got on the bracelet, the less the letters would be noticed.

I donned it immediately and wore it proudly all day. The thought of what it meant as I flaunted it in front of my parents and our three children, all of whom were rather prudish as far as their parents are concerned, gave us both a thrill.

Once all four Grandparents had returned home and it was just the five of us (plus one girlfriend) in the house, we opened a further bottle of wine and relaxed. Pete and I cuddled up on the sofa and kissed once on the lips.

“For God’s sake Mum!” our daughter moaned, a look of nausea on her face. Pete and I giggled.

We went early and tipsy to bed. Both of us wanted to make love but didn’t dare with eight anxious, eavesdropping ears in the house.

***

Boxing Day dawned bright and cheerful. We had an early breakfast and to our surprise, were joined by all three kids. After the late night and the wine I had not expected to see either of them before eleven but there they were, fully dressed if rather dopey just after eight o’clock.

We spent the day walking in the Peak District, the cold air and beautiful scenery putting all thoughts of illicit sex out of my mind. If I hadn’t been wearing my bracelet, I might have gone the whole day without thinking about Tony or his thick cock and the orgasms it had induced.

But I was wearing the bracelet so I thought about them often. Pete and I exchanged glances many times.

My husband is a genius.

***

The following day was spent in a large shopping centre about an hour’s drive away. The January sales had started early so we bought a few necessary items for the house and a few more clothes, mostly for me.

Pete had always enjoyed choosing clothes for me, especially dresses so we passed a few wonderfully close hours in a series of shops trying on everything that caught his or my eye before returning to the first one to actually buy. It was classic female buying behaviour; I should have been ashamed of myself but in fact enjoyed the attention immensely.


When we returned home we found the house full; Tony’s two kids had come round to see their oldest friends. We opened beer and wine, bought in pizza and Chinese food and had a wonderful few hours until it was clear that Pete and I needed to get some sleep.

We left the five of them arguing over Netflix exactly as they had argued over DVDs when they were younger.

***

Next morning was the last before I had to go back to work for a couple of days. Managers are expected to do their turn between Christmas and New Year but I would have volunteered anyway. Pete and I had finished breakfast and were planning which cinema to go to that afternoon when our daughter appeared bleary-eyed in the doorway.

In a few minutes of slurred, dozy conversation she told us that after Pete and I had gone to bed, the five kids

had made plans to go to an indoor ski slope that day as we had done when they were young. We their parents were not invited.

Our two families had discovered skiing together when the kids were young and they were all now very good. The attraction was powerful enough to get even our younger son out of bed before nine-thirty and a shortr while later their cars had slipped out of the driveway.

After the noise and hubbub of Christmas it felt eerily strange to be in a silent house but there was a lot to do after having had all those guests. After an hour or so things began to look as if some form of order had been restored and that Pete and I might actually get a bit an afternoon to relax together; maybe even see the movie we had talked about.

When I mentioned it, Pete looked less than enthusiastic; in fact he looked distinctly awkward.

“Don’t you fancy a date with your wife?” I teased him, grinning.

“It’s not that,” he replied. “I’m happy for you to have a date but…”

“But what? So much for a romantic afternoon,” I teased, not understanding what he meant. “This is a perfect opportunity for us.”

“That’s right. But it’s also a perfect opportunity for you to… to make that bracelet a little heavier.”

I looked at him in astonishment. At first I thought he was joking but Pete insisted he was sincere.

“His flat will be empty. The kids will be away for hours and…”

“And…”

“And I’ve been thinking about little else for two days!” he confessed sheepishly. “Have I said something wrong?”

Seconds later I sent Tony an excited message. He replied promptly. A date was fixed for that very afternoon!

I could hardly believe it; another, unexpected date at almost no notice! It couldn’t be a long one because we weren’t sure when the kids would return but I guessed we would be safe if I left his place by four o’clock.

We agreed I would arrive at his flat around two o’clock, giving us two whole hours for… I was so excited my heart was pounding! My tummy was bubbling too. I couldn’t face eating lunch; there was so little time to get ready. I spent a rushed half hour bathing, shaving my legs and doing my hair.

Choosing clothes proved to be a difficult decision. Obviously, the panties had to come from my Christmas collection from Pete, but which pair? And how should I dress for an assignation aimed purely at wham-bam-thank-you-ma’am sex rather than a romantic date?

In the end I decided to wear whatever made me feel sexy rather than what I thought Tony would prefer; whatever clothes I chose, I wouldn’t be wearing them for long anyway so I opted for my sure fire ‘fuck-me’ heels and hold up stockings, both in black. Add to that a black thong, black bra and a short dark blue cocktail dress and I felt as sexy as a fifty-plus married mother of three could feel.

Pete watched me throughout this process with a look somewhere between amusement, uncertainty and anguish on his handsome face. As I sat at the mirror I could see him perched on the bed with a wistful look in his eye. I pretended not to have noticed and brushed my hair until I was as satisfied with the result as I could have been with so little time.

I looked at the clock; five minutes to go. A shiver of anticipation passed through me. Smiling I stood in front of my husband and twirled from side to side.

“Will I do?” I asked eagerly.

“You’re gorgeous, Penn,” he smiled back. “He won’t know what hit him.”

“You say all the right things,” I grinned, genuinely pleased. , “You’re really sure this is okay with you? You really want me to do this? It’s not too late to cancel; I could make some excuse.”

“Do you want to back out?”

I thought for a moment then shook my head. I couldn’t lie.

“No. I really want this, Pete.”

“Then think of it as an extra Christmas present from me to both of you.”

I crossed to where he was sitting and perched on the bed next to him. I turned his face towards mine and kissed him on the lips. His fingers began to stroke my neck softly.

“I do love you,” I said, meaning every word.

“I love you too, Penny,” he replied. “And I’m proud of you.”

I lowered my eyes, amazed at the incongruity of the situation. Here we were; two long-term married people professing their love and respect for one another before one of them took the other to be fucked by another man.

Most bizarrely of all, both of us were happy at the prospect.

My lowered eyes strayed to my handsome husband’s crotch where a large and obvious bulge was growing. I stared at it, then at Pete then put my hand on his groin.

“I mustn’t get messed up, I said softly. “And there’s not much time but if you want…”

“Let’s leave it for afterwards!” he smiled. “I’m saving myself.”

***

It was just after two when Pete’s Porsche pulled up outside Tony’s apartment block. I was buzzing with excitement. Predictably for December it was pouring with rain so we sat in the car for a few moments while we both steeled ourselves for what was to come.

“Are you sure you’ll be okay?” I eventually asked, breaking the silence.

My husband appeared to think carefully before answering. His body language was tense but his voice was strong.

“It was my idea, wasn’t it? Besides, if it’s what you need, it’s what I want.”

“What will you do while I’m…?”

“Getting fucked silly? I don’t know yet but I can handle it. Enjoy yourself.”

“I do love you,” I told him for the second time in half an hour, no less honestly than before.

The rain was relentless. Pete got out of the car first and took a golf umbrella from the back before opening my door. He escorted me to the entry phone to keep us both dry. Tony must have been watching from an upstairs window because the door buzzed as soon as we arrived. I stepped into the foyer then turned to thank my thoughtful husband but he was already half way along the path back to the car and did not turn back.

Nervously I pressed the call button for the lift; the pressure inside me was building rapidly and as the cabin slowly rose, memories of my last visit only days ago surged into my mind. I could feel myself lubricating and my heart thumping.

Less than a minute later the door to the apartment opened and I stepped inside. Tony closed the door behind me and locked it securely. The excited pressure inside me grew stronger and stronger as he took my coat.

“What a lovely surprise,” he began, smiling knowingly.

That smile made my knees go weak. My chest went tight and my face burned. Not noticing, Tony continued:

“I thought I was going to have a lonely afternoon watching the TV but…”

My lips cut him short as, without a word, I hurled myself forwards, raising my arms around his back and kissing him full on the mouth. The sheer lust that overtook first me and then Tony was almost frightening in its intensity. I kissed him with an energy and enthusiasm that I had seldom felt since I was a teenager, thrusting my tongue deep into his mouth, feeling his teeth and tongue all around it. I sucked on him, drawing his tongue deep into my mouth as fully as I intended to draw his cock into my… my cunt.

It took Tony a few seconds to understand what was happening but then he responded forcefully and in kind. Suddenly his hands were all over me, on my boobs, on my bottom, under the hem of my dress, inside my panties.

I felt the zipper at my back being deftly lowered; the dress being lifted up over my head and cast aside leaving me in my lingerie and heels. Then his hands were on my boobs again, fumbling with my bra. In a second it was gone and my tiny globes freed.

I felt his warm palms on my soft flesh and his knuckles closing on my hardening nipples, crushing them cruelly. It hurt like hell and I loved it.

My hands flew to his waist, unfastening first his belt then the clasp on his trousers. The zip slid smoothly down and my hand plunged deep into his underpants, seeking and finding the short, stubby but oh-so-thick erection that had been trapped within.

I gripped his shaft firmly, feeling its impressive girth in my fingers then almost before I knew it I was on my knees before him, my tiny boobs bared. I pulled open his waistband and drew both trousers and pants to his ankles before taking his fully erect cock in my hand.

The next moment it was in my mouth, huge and strong, my tongue inexpertly playing with his smooth tip and ridge while my free hand cupped the sack between his thighs. He tasted faintly of soap; had obviously just showered to be clean and fresh for me.

A thrill surged through me as I toyed with his balls in their tightening sack, pumping my head back and forward as if fucking his cock with my mouth. I felt his fingers in my hair, pulling me a little further forward each time until his cock hit the back of my throat and I gagged rather unattractively.

“Sorry, sorry…” he began.

I didn’t care; seconds later I had recovered and resumed my assault. Tony must have felt too close to climax because the next thing I knew, his fingers were under my chin, lifting my head from his cock and tilting it up towards his handsome face. His erection slipped from my lips as I rose to my feet, still dressed only in my stockings, heels and panties. I stared him in the face, my lips already numb from our long kissing and all they had done to his thick cock.

“No romance this time. Just fuck me Tony! Just fuck me!”

The words were coarse but time was short. I didn’t want to be seduced; I didn’t want to be romanced. I wanted my lover to fuck me hard, fast and thoroughly.

Tony got the message, pushing me roughly towards the sofa until the back of my knees touched its edge. My legs bent automatically and I sat abruptly down on the cushion. He pushed me back further still until I was lying on the seat then raised my legs above my head, grabbed my panties and literally tore them from my body.

I squealed in pain as the waistband parted and the tiny scrap of ruined material was thrown far across the room. My vulva now fully exposed, Tony dragged me from the sofa to the rug where he rolled me onto on all fours. In a trice he was on his knees behind me, his hands holding my bottom firmly.

“You want to be fucked, Penny?”

“God yes!”

“You to be fucked like this? Like the animal you are!”

“Oh God!”

I felt the heat of his body against the back of my thighs, pressing against my buttocks. I felt his knees parting my legs forcefully; I felt something rubbing against my slit.

“Yes! Please! Please!”

Tony thrust his thick, ugly cock into my vagina from behind, without subtlety, without love, without any thought for my comfort, forcing himself as deep into my body as his short cock would go until I felt his balls slap against my clitoris and upper thighs. Despite my arousal, I wasn’t quite ready; I wasn’t properly prepared for the size and brutality of his violent penetration.

But it was exactly what I needed!

“AaaaGGGHHH!”

I yelped with a mix of shock and pain which quickly melted into a feeling of incredible fullness.

“Like it rough, Mrs…?” Tony growled my married name.

“Oh yes! Oh yes!” I gasped as he twisted his hips left and right, moving his cock inside me.

“Think you can you take it, Penny! Think you can you take it all?”

I knew I could take it! The way I felt I could take all Tony could give and more!

“Where are you going to put it, Mister…?” I replied angrily, using his surname as he had used mine and feeling my lubrication working overtime.

“In your pu…”

“Where?” I snapped before he could use that terrible American word.

“In your cunt!”

“That’s right Mister…; in my cunt! In my hot, cheating CUNT!”

It was short, it was violent; it was wonderfully painful but Tony really delivered the goods, thrusting into my eager, begging body from behind over and over again. I’m not sure when or even whether I came but the sensations were overwhelming; raw, crude and animal in intensity.

My arms gave way soon after his thrusting began. My face fell to the floor leaving my bottom stuck obscenely high in the air. His hands were on my hips, pulling me hard onto his cock with every thrust. I felt helpless, desired and violated all at once, my body yielding completely to everything this amazing man wanted to do.

Taken from behind, his cock felt so, so different; twisting my insides, pulling my entrance in different directions, grinding his pubic hair in new and exciting places. Tony slapped my buttocks hard with his palm once, twice, three times as he plunged into me, thrusting his stubby cock harder and faster until his own climax rushed in on him faster than either of us expected.

“Oh yes! Oh God YESSSS!”

Tony’s voice was hoarse as his orgasm hit and he began to ejaculate inside me. As his cock throbbed in my pulsing vagina I felt his fingernails digging hard into the flesh of my hips as he drove himself violently and uncontrollably into me.

My mind span, picturing rope after rope of warm, pale semen spurting from his smooth head and spreading over the entrance to my still-fertile womb as we both shook and trembled and our first copulation of the day came to a hot, sweaty, messy end.

For a long time re remained locked together panting for breath, our first passion spent; me face down on the floor, Tony lying on my back, crushing me as his cock softened and slipped out.

The whole fabulous fuck had lasted less than ten minutes.

Afterwards, we lay nestled into each other on the sofa watching the inevitable ‘Sound of Music’ on TV with Tony’s flaccid penis pressed against my bare buttocks. I had kicked off my heels and pulled on one of Tony’s old rugby shirts but was still wearing the hold-up stockings that seemed to arouse him so much. From time to time I wiggled my bottom to see whether any life had returned to his much-desired cock but it was too soon.

“If I was twenty years younger I’d be hard again already,” he sighed, disappointment in his voice as he stroked my left boob.

“If we were twenty years younger we would both have demanding young kids and be too exhausted,” I reassured him, squeezing the fingers on his hand as they toyed with my nipple. “Let’s just enjoy what we have today.”

It sounded mature and reassuring but inside, I badly wanted that thick, ugly cock inside me a second time. In sharp contrast to the lust of our first mating - possibly because the violence had taken us both by surprise - we cuddled close and lovingly in the warmth of the room for a long time. I could feel his lips brushing against the back of my neck or my shoulders and a tingle ran through me.

“I don’t want you to go home today,” Tony murmured.

“Neither do I,” I sighed. “But I have to.”

“I want to spend the night with you; the whole day too. I want to wake up with you, Mrs…” He used my married name again; it made me tingle once more as a warning bell began to sound dimly inside my head.

It would be so easy to fall in love with this man. It would be so easy to agree; to spend the night with him; to wake up with him as he wanted to wake up with me. He hadn’t treated me with the love, care, sensitivity and respect that Pete did but I didn’t want that from a lover. Tony had fucked me hard and roughly, forcing himself upon me in any way he wanted. It was exactly what I had wanted and needed.

The contrast between the passion and brutality of his fucking and the sensitivity - perhaps even adoration with which he was treating me now was hard to reconcile and getting harder to resist.

The danger to my marriage was clear and present.

Fortunately resistance wasn’t the only thing that was getting harder. As the von Trapp family sang their hearts out on the TV, I felt the pressure on the back of my thighs that I had desired so much. I wriggled my bottom against Tony’s groin and to my delight, felt the small hard pressure of his firming erection grow stronger. I wriggled again and heard Tony sigh contentedly.

“That’s better,” I whispered.

“All things come to those who wait,” he chuckled in return.

I had expected him to roll me onto my back prior to mounting me again. My heart thumped in anticipation but instead, Tony slipped his fingers under my left knee and raised my leg a little. His rapidly hardening cock slipped between my upper thighs to lie against my rather open slit. Apparently content with this position, he lowered my leg, trapping his erection tightly against my vulva.

“That’s so good; so tight,” he murmured, planting a kiss on the back of my neck.

I felt him fidgeting; there was a little jiggling against my slit then he began to move forwards and backwards, sawing the top of his shaft all along my recently-used and sensitive slit. At first it felt dry and uncomfortable but as his fingers found my nipple and kisses began to rain across my shoulders I found myself lubricating very satisfactorily.

“So much tighter…”

I pressed my thighs harder together to provide the grip that, after giving birth to three children my vagina could no longer deliver and was pleased hear a sigh of delight from behind my head. I closed my eyes and concentrated on the growing glow between my thighs as Tony’s thick cock was dragged back and forth across my inner lips and clitoris.

It felt good - very good but I needed more.

Raising my left leg again, I reached down and took his shaft in my hand. Once again I was amazed by its girth and bit my lower lip as I directed its smooth tip towards my eager opening from behind.

At first, the angles were all wrong but with a little more wriggling and giggling, I manoeuvred my opening onto the tip of his cock and waited expectantly. There was a pause just long enough for him to draw breath, then I felt his body tense, his leg muscles flex and…

“Oh my God!”

Tony’s huge, swollen head burst into my body, plunging maybe half his short length in a single powerful thrust. I squealed as I felt it invade me, our position uncomfortable but bringing new and extraordinary sensations throughout my whole vulva.

If I had thought he was thick before, this angle felt made him feel much thicker, stretching me painfully - but what an amazing pain!

“Are you ok?” he whispered in my ear.

“Mmm! Mmm!” was all I could reply as with a second thrust of his hips, he drove his cock into me as deep as the angle of my buttocks would allow.

“Oh! That’s good,” I heard him sigh again as for a moment our bodies adjusted.

And then he began to fuck me, on my side, from behind. His cock wasn’t long but he made up for this with the speed and frequency of his thrusts. My husband’s cock is long and thin; his thrusts are long, slow and deep. Tony’s shorter, thicker erection needed faster, more energetic thrusts and I have to say once again he did not disappoint.

Within a minute, my body was trembling as his thick head rasped across my g-spot, the rear-entry angle nearly perfect. He thrust harder into me, his lower belly slapping against my buttocks, the pat-pat-pat muffled by the sofa’s cushions.

Seconds later I began to shake violently as a powerful tremor washed over me. Tony’s pace didn’t falter; instead he thrust relentlessly until another wave broke over me and I twisted on the couch until my face was buried in the cushions. Tony’s body followed mine, his cock still within my vagina until his weight was on my back, thrusting vertically downwards into my shaking body.


“Ooooooooyyyyeeesssss!”

I wailed loudly into the cushion as a third orgasm radiated rapidly out from my loins. This time Tony’s pace increased markedly, the slapping sounds getting louder and faster, no longer muffled. I felt his knees forcing mine apart and his cock slipped a little further into me. I tried to raise my hips to help him reach deeper into my body but the increasing force of his thrusts pushed me violently back into the cushions.

“Ooooowwwwwwyyyeeesssss!”

“Oh Penny! Oh Penny!”

This long into our affair, I knew what that tone of voice meant; that his orgasm was merely seconds away. My body stiffened in anticipation. A moment later Tony’s thrusts became wild and violent, hammering me repeatedly into the cushions, driving his short, thick erection hard into my body and as deep as its short length would allow.

“Fuck me! Fuck me Tony,” I growled into the cushion, loud enough for him to hear but not enough for any returning neighbours to detect.

“Pennyyyyy!”

“Fuck me! Fuck me hard! Cum in me!”

I wailed wildly into the cushion, my body desperate for his seed.

“Oh yessssSSSSS!”

I felt Tony go stiff, his knees digging into the back of my spread thighs as he began to cum. The head of his amazing cock swelled within me, his body went into spasm and he began to ejaculate in my eager vagina.

Though I love orgasms and the pleasure they bring, the wonderful, primitive, almost primeval joy I get from feeling a man fill me with his seed goes way beyond any physical pleasure a climax can bring. To have that incredible, totally feminine, all-conquering feeling of insemination immediately after a series of orgasms such as I had just enjoyed was for me, close to sexual perfection.

I wanted to scream; to cry out loud as I felt his throbbing and pulsing erection inside me, filling me with his semen and afterwards when he began to soften within me, the tears actually did begin to roll down my cheeks.

“Are you okay Penny? Did I hurt you?”

Tony’s voice was anxious as he pulled his flaccid cock from my body and slipped to his knees alongside the sofa. I looked into his strong, handsome face and realised that despite all my resolve, I really was perilously close to falling in love with this warm, attractive, overwhelmingly sexy man.

My body was already merging with his - I couldn’t let my mind and heart follow.

From the expression on his face, he was already in love with me.

Suddenly I knew that I had to get out of that apartment quickly before it was too late; before we really had fallen for each other and the damage to my marriage was permanent.

I didn’t want to fall in love with Tony; I was already in love with my amazing husband. All I had wanted was great sex. Tony had certainly delivered that yet again but how could I keep things physical without hurting him? How could I avoid hurting my husband? Or myself?

I shook my head and smiled.

“I’m fine. It was lovely. It’s just…”

“Not feeling guilty about Pete I hope?” he asked, misreading my emotions, “I thought it was his idea and…”

“It was his idea. Don’t worry,” I smiled, stroking his cheek and stiffly bending my legs so I could sit on the sofa’s edge, no doubt leaving a damp messy path beneath my vulva. We kissed again but I reluctantly avoided the long, loving embrace that so easily could have ensued. In my post-orgasmic, vulnerable afterglow it wasn’t an easy thing to do.

“I’ll get us another drink!” he said, leaving me trembling softly face down on the rather damp stained sofa cushions.

***

My legs were still a little wobbly when, just after 4pm, I went downstairs to meet my husband. I had put most of my clothes back on but another pair of ruined tights was in my handbag. I didn’t dare put them in Tony’s bin in case his kids found them.

As per Pete’s instructions, I had not showered and my torn knickers were failing miserably to stem the thin trickle that continued to run down my inner thigh. Just how much semen could one man produce?

It was still pouring with rain when Pete saw me come to the door of the block. He got out of the car and came to meet me with the umbrella. That’s when the problem started; I just couldn’t open the door with the ‘release’ button.

I knew how to do it and had done it many times but right then, it just wouldn’t work for me. I started to get a bit worked up about it. After a few minutes struggling I heard footsteps behind me and Tony came into the lobby. He had obviously been watching through the window and guessed something had gone wrong when I didn’t appear in the car park.

For a few moments he fiddled with the lock and after quite a struggle the door finally opened - bringing him face to face with Pete for the first time since he had learned about our affair and less than fifteen minutes since Tony and I had finished having sex!

I had never been more anxious in my life than I was at that moment - and then almost immediately had never been more proud of him.

Clearly wrong-footed, Tony instinctively held out his hand then, seeing Pete made no move to shake it, snapped it back to his waist awkwardly. For a moment the tension in the air was almost unbearable.

“Tony,” Pete said, speaking and nodding slowly.

“Pete,” my lover acknowledged with a matching nod.

“Shall we go Penny?” Pete asked, putting his arm proprietarily around my shaking shoulders.

And that was it! No fight, no shout, no accusations. A feeling of pure relief washed over me as we turned towards the car. I was thanking every God in the heavens for my escape when Tony called out from behind us.

“See you both at New Year!”

We drove in stunned silence for a while then I put my hand on Pete’s left thigh and squeezed it.

“Well done. I’m proud of you,” I said and meant it.

He squeezed my hand in return and said he was proud of me too. For a while he drove holding my hand with our fingers intertwined.

Then it struck me. New Year! The ball!

Pete and I were part of a group of about twenty friends booked into a smart hotel restaurant for the evening. There would be food, a live band and dancing which was great, but I hadn’t thought that Tony would be there too.

The booking had been made almost a year ago, before he and Julie separated. I suppose I just thought neither of them would come; it seems I was wrong. In just two days’ time, my husband, my lover and I would be together for a whole evening!

My nerves returned with a vengeance.

***

When we got to our bedroom we went to what was fast becoming our usual post-date positions; me naked on the bed, legs spread, Pete looking at the ‘scene of the crime’ asking me about my date. I answered honestly even when it clearly caused my husband pain but this time, when it was his turn to fuck me, something changed.

Pete undressed as usual but instead of mounting me violently as before, he began to kiss my boobs - one of which had become noticeably bruised by Tony’s hard squeezing - then kissed down my tummy until he reached my ‘messy parts’.

He paused, staring at the goo on my vulva and in my pubic hair. Then, to my amazement he lowered his head and tentatively licked one of the sticky patches above my dark triangle. He paused again then licked another at the top of my thighs. Then I felt the tip of his tongue tangling in my pubic hair.

“Pete, no…”

My first reaction was to be revolted. I reached down to try and stop him. He ignored the pressure of my fingers on his shoulders and continued licking Tony’s semen from my groin.

“Ohhhhh!” I sighed.

However yucky it was in my mind, the feeling of Pete’s tongue on my sore slit was undeniably pleasant and my husband really wanted to do it. I told myself firmly that this was supposed to be his time, not mine. I’d already had my fun; however disgusting it might feel to me, the least I could do was let him do what he clearly wanted to.

But it didn’t feel disgusting. Pete’s tongue tickled and despite my misgivings, his hot breath was beginning to arouse me. Then to my surprise, he lowered his head deep between my thighs and the next thing I knew, my husband was giving me full-on oral sex, his face buried in my messiest part of all.

Whereas Tony is amazing with his fingers, Pete is even more adept with his tongue as I had learned over the previous twenty-plus years. My body was sore from Tony’s energetic attentions but once I had got over my initial revulsion, I quickly began to enjoy what was really a very pleasant experience indeed.

My legs opened involuntarily; soon I could feel my husband’s eager, searching tongue all over my vulva, seeking out every last drop and spatter of Tony’s semen on and within my body. He teased it from between the tight curls of my pubic hair, plumbing the folds of skin within my slit and at the top of my thighs.

My clitoris was very sore from the hard grinding it had received but I gritted my teeth as Pete’s mouth touched it. There was a little pain but then I felt his tongue slip underneath its fleshy hood.

“Oh Jesus!”

The first wave of climax hit me almost immediately. I grabbed at his hair as I came hard and suddenly. Pete grunted in satisfaction, his tongue thrusting deep into my vagina, eagerly lapping up the extra surge of semen and my own juices that flowed from it and bringing me a second, stronger climax within seconds.

“Please…” I mumbled, trying to lift his head away from my crotch.

Pete ignored my feeble protest and continued tonguing me; reaching deep into my body, almost sucking on my gaping hole until the room filled with crude, unpleasant, slurping sounds.

“Please… Sore…” I mumbled as my body trembled with small but repeated climaxes.

To my relief, Pete finally took the hint and reared up, mounting me properly, thrusting his long, slim cock into my vagina. Already loose, slippery with Tony’s semen and now weeping from my new orgasms it offered no resistance and in a single thrust he slipped easily his full length into my body.

Moments later he was fucking me, but unlike after my previous dates, this time he was much less violent both with his language and with his thrusting. After all that had happened I was far too loose around him to come anywhere near another orgasm, even when he pressed my knees hard together and raised them to my chest to tighten my loose vagina around his slim shaft.

Fortunately Pete’s arousal was powerful enough to bring him to orgasm almost immediately and unassisted; within a few minutes of wet, noisy thrusting his body had gone tense, his face screwed up tightly and I knew his ejaculation was close.

“Yes!” he grunted as his hips slapped wildly against my buttocks, “Yes! Yes!”

“That’s right, Pete!” I growled, my vulva now burning from overuse, “Cum! Cum in me now!”

“Nnnngh! Nnngh!”

“Yes! Give me it all! Cum in your Slut wife’s messy cunt!”

“Jesus Penny…!”

But there was nothing left to say. His body flexed, his tension broke and for the third time in a single afternoon I felt the unmistakeable and, to me, incredibly desirable feeling of a man ejaculating inside me body.

At the risk of baring my soul, I can say that nothing - nothing at all compares with the full-on earth-mother elation that comes from a copious, much-desired insemination by a strong, attractive man.

For me and I suspect for many women, the objective of all sex has to be insemination. However powerful my orgasms; however frequent and however intense the lovemaking has been, in the end, the near-serenity that flows over me when my body is filled with a man’s seed is all but impossible to describe.

And when his thick, strong erection begins to soften within me and the last drops of his seed pass from his body into mine, I feel truly fulfilled and content.

This attitude was to get me into difficulties in the coming months and almost did so that December afternoon because no sooner had my husband’s ejaculation ceased than we heard a car pulling into the driveway.

“Shit! The kids!” he exclaimed.

“Oh No! Get dressed!” I hissed grabbing my top, forgetting my bra in the rush.

Pete leaped out of bed and started pulling on his clothes in a panic. I tried to do the same then realised that I must smell even more strongly of sex than before and dashed into the shower.

I think Pete made it downstairs before the kids came into the house.

When I came out of the shower I was looking at my rather pink, flushed face and chest in the mirror when I found a small box on my dressing table. It contained a third blue glass Pandora charm. I threaded the charm onto my bracelet straight away and was wearing it when I came nervously downstairs.

There was no sign anything was wrong. The kids were all chatty, happy and red-faced; no-one noticed my own pinkness of chest and cheek.

We had a cup of tea together; my bracelet chinked a little as I filled the pot and I looked down at my new present. It looked a bit unbalanced with an odd number of charms. I told Pete later I would have to change their sequence or of course, earn another one! He grinned and winked at me. My tummy fluttered at the shared joke.

We spent the early evening hearing all about the indoor ski adventure which the kids had loved then our son had a long telephone call with his girlfriend in London, a call made behind closed doors while our daughter spent a truly extraordinary amount of time in the bath and her other brother watched TV.

Afterwards, we had a relaxed dinner together then the kids went out with their friends and Pete and I met ours in a lovely old pub in a nearby village. It had been an unexpectedly amazing day and very welcome on many fronts.

That night I lay in bed thinking; of Pete, of Tony, of my extraordinary new relationship with them both.

It was still early days but it really did look as if this new lifestyle might just work for us. If only I could keep things physical. Tony and I had come perilously close to falling in love that afternoon. I suspect we had already been a tiny bit in love before our first copulation but it couldn’t go any further for all of our sakes.

I didn’t want to lose either of the men in my life; I had to find a solution and find it fast!



Penny’s Promiscuity Ch. 09: New Year

The room was filled with an eerie light that Sunday morning as I sat on a stool in the kitchen, my laptop open on the table in front of me, the house surrounded by a snowy white blanket.

It was mid-January, two weeks into the New Year and unusually for England, we were having a proper winter. Well used to grey skies and constant drizzle throughout the winter months, we English aren’t used to cold, snowy weather so the recent falls had caught the nation by surprise. As it was the weekend and we had nowhere special to go, it made a pretty and pleasant change.

My husband Pete was still asleep upstairs and would probably remain so for at least another hour. The ironing was done, the kitchen was clean and tidy so I had no reason not to spend time on my writing and doing a little online investigation into the important subject that had been dominating both my and my husband’s thoughts for the last month; our new-found lifestyle.

And what lifestyle might appeal to a normal, outwardly boring, middle-class, middle-aged professional couple with two grownup children? Healthy eating? Exercise? Vegetarianism?

Don’t you believe it; sometimes I couldn’t believe it myself but it was true.

Only two months ago I had become a Hotwife and my husband a Cuckold. I was being regularly fucked by another man and Pete was letting it happen.

For a long time, wife sharing had been the main feature in our bedroom fantasies. Many times Pete had insisted that, as he seemed unable to provide me with the orgasms we both wanted, it would be okay if I took a lover who could. Indeed he had been trying to persuade me to sleep with another man for well over a year before, two months ago and unknown to him, it had finally happened.

In early November, after over twenty years of marriage I had become an unfaithful wife for the first time when my affair with Tony, a long-time family friend began.

Despite Pete’s continual urging, when my first act of infidelity actually occurred it had been entirely unplanned. As a result it had been crude, feral, short-lived - and an absolutely incredible experience.

I had bumped into Tony, one of our closest family friends on a train returning from London. I had been writing one of my erotic stories on my laptop at the time so was already more than a little aroused, especially as one of the main characters had been based on him. Tony had offered me a lift home, had given me his usual over-friendly kiss and ‘farewell fondle’ but this time, for some reason I hadn’t moved his hands away from my bottom. This time I had just let nature take its course.

That course involved us both falling precipitously into a pit of lust. He had stripped me, groped me, fingered me and fucked me passionately in our lounge, on the floor, still half dressed. I can still vividly remember the unbelievable, unexpected and overwhelming sensations that had rippled through my body when for the first time since our marriage another man’s unfamiliar, erect cock had actually entered my body.

I could remember even more clearly how incredible it had felt a short while later to have that man ejaculate inside me, to feel the throbbing of his ugly, stubby but oh-so-thick cock in my over-sized vagina as it pumped his seed into my stunned but highly accepting body.

From there we had embarked on a passionate affair until, a month later and unable to stand the guilt any longer, I had confessed all to my husband in bed. Pete had been trying once again to persuade me to take a lover but although my infidelity was in theory his dream come true, the reality had hit him hard.

After the worst three nights of my life - alone and awake in our marital bed while Pete slept first in the guest room then spent the next two nights somewhere I was yet to discover - my extraordinary husband had told me that, subject to three strict conditions, he could live with the situation.

I could keep both my lover and my husband.

And so I had become a Hotwife, Pete had become a willing cuckold and our lives had taken a dramatic change. So far it had been for the better; our new lifestyle was barely two months old but it was almost unbelievable how we had fitted so easily and seamlessly into it.

But I couldn’t be complacent; it was very much still a novelty for all three of us. How things would develop over time remained to be seen but thanks to my researches, the readers of my online erotic stories and most of all, my real-life cuckold online friends, I was already aware of many of the risks involved.

Unfortunately that didn’t mean I wasn’t over-confident about how well everything was proceeding; I had my loving handsome husband, my gorgeous, thick-cocked lover and my home and family all at the same time.

How could things possibly be any better?

Little did I realise I was going to make some very ill-advised decisions over the coming weeks but as I sat at my laptop that January morning, life looked bright.

I looked at the new smart phone alongside my laptop. Tony had given it to me as a late Christmas present so that he and I could communicate in private. There was no point upsetting Pete for no good cause, I reasoned, and the covert nature of our highly sexualised chats could remain between the two of us.

It was the first bad decision.

Tony and I had been messaging each other several times a day, the subject almost always being sex. His latest had come well after midnight when my husband had been asleep. I had replied secretly from underneath the duvet. Tony wanted to see me desperately; the messagesex we were indulging in wasn’t doing the job for him and he was feeling frustrated.

To be honest, so was I. My dates with Tony had been put on temporary hold for a week or so for a somewhat embarrassing reason. I hope readers will forgive me going into a subject some might find distasteful but the truth was that I was having a heavy version of one of my increasingly erratic and unpredictable ‘times of the month’.

Periods are fundamental to a woman’s existence but are almost never referred to in erotic literature. In the same way that John Wayne’s revolver never runs out of bullets in the movies, so women in erotica are never unavailable for sex if the opportunity arises! The only time periods are ever mentioned is when their absence indicates an unexpected and usually unwelcome pregnancy.

In my case, at the age of fifty-one I was both surprised and pleased at the evidence of my continued fertility. My mother’s menopause had come late and it appeared mine was going to come even later. Most of my friends were already complaining about hot flushes, talking about HRT, had angry bad tempers and an almost complete lack of interest in sex.

The contrast with me and my condition could not have been more marked.

After my husband’s vasectomy many years earlier, we had abandoned all forms of birth control, apart from the occasional novelty condom. The ribbed and studded ones could bring a real thrill to our lovemaking. Tony had also been ‘snipped’ so my middle-aged body was free of artificial hormones and sex with both men could be worry-free and unimpeded by latex.

Skin on skin; flesh on flesh! As it should be!

The idea that, in theory at least, a man’s seed could still make a baby in my belly had led to many exciting fantasies with my husband prior to my affair and to my sessions with Tony now. Add to that my lifelong insistence that all sex must end up with me being properly inseminated and you had a heady mixture of lust and the danger of illicit conception to add to the pure physical pleasure of uninhibited, uncomplicated sex.

Disappointed by my unavailability, Tony had insisted he didn’t care, telling me that he and his estranged wife Julie had routinely fucked throughout all her periods. That told me rather more than I wanted to know about the sex drive one of my closest friends; a woman my age who was currently involved in a scandalous affair with a Personal Trainer twenty years her junior.

Prior to her affair, it would have been hard to imagine that china-doll-pretty mother being interested in anything as sordid as sex. Her well-publicised affair had abruptly changed all that and this news about her inability to take a week off fucking each month added powerful new images I found hard to digest.

But whatever Tony was used to, mid-period sex was definitely not for me so for the first time since our affair had begun he had to cope without fucking me for a whole week.

I would be lying if I said I wasn’t disappointed too, but at least it gave me more time to write. The sexual madness that had taken place over Christmas and New Year had been bewildering and I needed a break to get a grip on reality again. It had also given my imagination a renewed sharpness, providing the inspiration for several new and exciting stories so, despite the disappointment I was looking forward to it.

I hunched over the screen of my laptop, opened my secret author’s email address and smiled; there were half a dozen messages, several of which were from my real-life cuckold friends. Only three of my oldest pen-pals knew the situation my husband and I were really in. All had been real life cuckolds for many years and I valued their advice highly; it had stood me in good stead so far.

I opened the first message; it was from Simon, a widower in his seventies from Australia whose late wife had cuckolded him happily for most of their marriage. As I started reading, I realised how much I still had to learn from the voice of experience, especially when it came to understanding how my husband must be feeling.

Had I listened to that advice more assiduously, I might have avoided a lot of trouble in the coming months.

In the fortnight since New Year, I had spent three full evenings with Tony, all in his apartment and all with my husband’s agreement. Tony’s kids had gone back to their respective jobs, girlfriends or Universities either just before or just after New Year’s Eve so he and I had been able to find a bit of privacy after the hectic activities of the Christmas period.

I had gone into the holidays expecting a break from my infidelities and a return to what passed for normality in our house. In the event I had been wrong; my thoughtful husband had contrived to provide Tony and me with an unexpected but very welcome afternoon in bed together between the two big celebrations. This had been a wonderful surprise.

As I left Tony’s flat after a particularly energetic two hours in bed, I found myself unable to open the building’s security door. Tony came downstairs to release me just as Pete reached the same door carrying his umbrella. For the first time since I had confessed my affair, my husband and my lover had met face to face.

Both men had behaved impeccably, though stiffly and awkwardly. I had been proud of both of them but as Pete escorted me through the rain to his car, Tony had reminded us that we would all be together for the big New Year party in a few days’ time.

This had unsettled me; although nothing had gone amiss in the short time the two men had been together, being in the same room for several hours and with alcohol flowing in abundance might have had a very different and much less pleasant result.

Although he accepted our current relationship, my husband had not forgotten that Tony had actually seduced me when I was still very much supposed to be in a monogamous marriage. He had been fucking me regularly for a full month before I had confessed to Pete and our unusual three-way arrangement had become ‘official.’

Naturally my husband felt bitter about this; Tony had been one of his closest friends as well as mine. Though he hid it well, I knew Pete considered those first few weeks of our affair to have been a betrayal by both of us.

So, with no prospect of being fucked by anyone for a week, I was sitting that morning at my laptop, a fresh chapter of my latest story on the screen, typing as fast as I could. Before the images in my mind faded, I was trying to record all the details I could remember of that amazing New Year’s Eve only two weeks ago that I had gone into with some trepidation.

And I had to do it before my husband woke up!

***

I know some people find it an unsettling, difficult time but I have always loved New Year with all its excitement, newness and promise for the future. With our new lifestyle just bedding in, this felt like a particularly appropriate time for me, my husband and my lover as I began to get dressed for the party we were attending in the smart ballroom of our city’s only five-star hotel.

Our older son had gone back to London and was spending the night itself with his girlfriend and London friends in Trafalgar Square. Our daughter and her brother were celebrating with their ‘home’ friends, going clubbing in town so Pete and I were a couple again.

We were to be part of a large group enjoying dinner, a live band, doing a lot of dancing and even a little singing as the New Year arrived. I had great hopes that the evening would be a lot of light-hearted fun but of course was apprehensive about Pete and Tony being in the same room for so long.

It could be okay; it probably would be okay but you never can tell with men, I thought with a hollow laugh. After all, who would have thought my own gorgeous, athletic, macho husband would not just tolerate but actively encourage me to cuckold him on a regular basis?

The evening started well; I had plenty of time to get ready. Pete had insisted that I dressed more sexily than I would usually do when out with this group and I was very happy with this idea. I had chosen the Little Black Dress we had bought for my first Hotwife date.

I hadn’t worn it since then but thought it was too expensive to hang in the wardrobe unused. Besides, I wanted to know whether Tony would recognise it or whether he had been too anxious to tear it off me to notice its sophistication. When I told him, Pete liked this idea a lot and the memories it invoked.

As before, he ran a lovely warm bath for me with my favourite jojoba bubbles, brought me a glass of prosecco and for half an hour I luxuriated in the warmth, shaving my arms, legs and other places, wishing I had done it earlier in the day or had even had myself waxed the day before.

My glass was refilled as I began to trim my bikini line. It wasn’t strictly necessary but, now that my husband wasn’t the only one to see my private places, I had started to pay a lot more attention to my appearance ‘down there’.

I trimmed the wilder hairs at the base and edges of my triangle with a narrow-bladed razor. Then I trimmed around the sides and in the creases at the top of my inner thighs, the intention being to reduce the dark, curly triangle to a fashionable wide vertical band - an ‘airstrip’ as my women’s’ magazines had called it.

I didn’t like the look of my first attempt, so tried again, making the strip a little narrower. That still looked wrong so I finished my second glass of prosecco and tried again. It was awkward getting the right angle in the bath, especially when shaving my left side with my right hand and the result was lopsided. I tried again without real success; the amount of hair remaining was getting smaller but no neater and no more attractive. I was beginning to feel frustrated.

Then something came over me. Maybe I was already a little tipsy, maybe I was just clumsy; I’ll never know for sure but before I could stop myself I found I had deliberately shaved off almost all the remaining pubic hair on my left hand side!

I had never, ever done this before and really couldn’t understand how it had happened. Having started, of course I couldn’t leave myself with pubic hair on only half my vulva so I had no alternative but to carry on and shave off all the rest, giving myself a homemade Hollywood for the first time in my life!

I lay back in the water, my eyes wide in surprise. What on earth had I done? I sat up and stared between my open thighs. There was no doubt about it; for the first time since puberty, I had no pubic hair. A shiver of shock mixed with an extraordinary amount of arousal rippled through me.

At fifty-one years old, married with three grown up children, I had just acquired my first ever fully-shaven ‘pussy’!

I had always hated that word; it’s always seemed rather slutty and, I must confess, a bit too teenage American for my taste but to my amazement, once my middle-class, middle-aged English vulva was devoid of all hair, the word ‘pussy’ seemed to describe it perfectly.

I ran my hand over my mound. It wasn’t quite as hairless as I had thought; there were a good few stray patches and more than a little stubble but having got this far, I really had to finish the job. Steeling myself and in constant fear of cutting my most sensitive parts, I set to work.

I have to say that shaving properly was much more fiddly than I had expected; my pubic hair grew in every direction. Finding all the stray hairs and dealing with unexpected stubble was quite literally a pain - I nicked myself more than once but having gone so far I really had to see it through.

Fortunately I’ve never been very a hairy person ‘down there’ or I might have missed the ball. As it was, the water was distinctly cool by the time I got out of the bath but by then I was smooth as smooth can be - as well as a bit shocked and bewildered.

I smothered my newly-bare and worryingly pink vulva with Pete’s after-shave moisturising lotion; thanking God he used the un-perfumed kind for sensitive skin. Then I stood in front of the mirror and inspected my new self.

Wow!

To my delight, despite the stretch-lines and wrinkles a woman my age cannot avoid, my newly-hairless vulva really did make my naked body look younger. And looking younger made me feel younger too. A surge of excitement rushed through me as I wondered what sex would be like with no grey-brown curly hairs to get in the way.

And as for oral sex… My God, I couldn’t wait!

I dressed carefully and self-consciously high heels and my LBD; its shortness bringing a new meaning to the word ‘Little’ and making black tights rather than stockings a necessity. Although the event was called a ball, the era of ball gowns was long past. Cocktail dresses were now the norm for these events which was a considerable relief. As a girl, I had been to a few balls arranged by my father’s business. The heat and discomfort generated by my bulky dress had made the occasions a nightmare.

This dress was so short that over-heating would be highly unlikely.

Pete of course wore his ‘black tie’ evening suit. Though in theory this meant all the men would look the same and the women would be showcased, in practice the plain black suits made a man’s physical build and personal poise even more noticeable.

I have to say that on those grounds, Pete looked amazing. His suit had been tailor-made prior to my affair and fitted him perfectly. Since it had started both Pete and I had spent much more time at the gym resulting in a dress size fall for me and a much more impressive physique for my husband.

What he would think of my first ever shaved ‘pussy’ I could only guess but as he wasn’t in the bedroom when I donned my knickers, he didn’t get to see my new bareness.

To add to the feeling of sexiness I wore a pair of my new Christmas panties; a black thong with a microscopic front to avoid VPL’s under my tight fitting clothes and of course I wore my bracelet again with its increasing number of charms.

As I brushed my hair one last time, I felt very anxious. I was pretty sure both Pete and Tony would love my new hairless body but I wasn’t completely certain. Still, it was another expression of my new Hotwife status which was what my husband at least had said he wanted. And it certainly marked the start of a New Me in a New Year.


By the time Pete returned to the bedroom I was almost ready. He stared at me open-mouthed.

“Penny. You look… amazing!” he gasped.

I positively glowed with pleasure at this obviously genuine compliment.

“You’re pretty fit yourself,” I said in return.

That was certainly true. Dissatisfaction with my handsome husband’s appearance had played no part at all in my cheating on him. As usual, Pete looked gorgeous; slim, athletic, sexy and for a moment I felt surprised it was me and not him that had been the first to stray from the life monogamous.

As I took his arm and he escorted me proudly to our taxi I briefly wondered if I would have been able to live as easily with an unfaithful husband as he could live with an unfaithful wife.

It’s unfair and unreasonable I know, but right then I didn’t want to ever have to find out.

***

I’m pleased to say that the whole New Year Event was great. The food was good, the music great and the company simply first class.

Our friends are always good fun to be with and there was quite a lot of flirting going on all night. I was very pleased about this, partly because flirting always makes me feel attractive but also because I kept asking myself what they would all say if they knew how my life had changed; if they knew what we were really up to behind closed doors.

The only drawback was my dress. It might have been the occasion, it might have been the increased awareness and sensitivity ‘down there’ that my newly shaven pussy was bringing; it might have been that the dress kept riding up my thighs or even that it was simply too short but for the hour before we sat down to eat I kept having to tug it down my legs to keep my tights and knickers concealed.

This made me feel very uncomfortable but kept my husband amused.

My bracelet with its hidden meaning was a success again and kept jangling all evening. The secret it contained made me feel sexy and mysterious; from time to time Pete and I would exchange glances and share conspiratorial smiles. Several of my friends noticed it on my wrist. Most thought it looked a bit bare and would look a lot better with more charms!

It took all my self-control not to giggle as I told them I was working on that!

Even before my infidelities began, Pete had always liked watching me flirt with other men but of course there was a much greater ‘edge’ to it that night. I found it fun too but this time, as I exchanged light-hearted, semi-innocent banter with our male friends, I found myself wondering which of them actually did want to bed me for real and which were just playing the game.

And of course, I asked myself which, if any of the men I would consider allowing to take me to bed me. I was sure that my husband was having the same thoughts if the expression on his handsome face was any guide.

To my relief and to their considerable credit, the possibly disastrous problem of my husband and my lover meeting passed without incident. Tony wasn’t sitting on our table which helped ease us into the potential minefield, but in fact once again both men behaved impeccably by making sure they never came close to each other.

In other circumstances it might have been amusing to watch the way in which the two men moved around the tables and the room, taking different routes to the bar and ensuring they were never at the same end of the dance floor. Although their avoidance measures seemed mutual, I did think Tony was taking extra care to keep out of Pete’s way.

Not wanting to make life any more difficult, I had avoided having any more than the lightest and shortest of conversations with my lover in public and up to ten-thirty hadn’t danced with him at all, even in a group. I was feeling relieved that nothing untoward had happened and was celebrating that relief with a fifth glass of champagne before taking my place on the dance floor again when I heard a familiar voice close by.

“You are allowed to dance with him, Penn,” my husband whispered, sidling up to me and nodding towards Tony on the dance floor.

“I thought it would be better not to,” I replied. “I don’t want to start any gossip.”

“The gossip’s already started,” he told me. “Sally and Claire have both asked me what’s wrong and wondered if the two of you fallen out?”

“Oh God! I hadn’t thought of that.”

“Think about it now, Penn. We’ve have been close friends with them for so long, if these two busybodies think we’ve had a fall-out they won’t stop ferreting until they’ve found a reason. And we sure and Hell don’t want that, do we?”

“So what can we do?”

“Dance with him Penny!” Pete’s voice was exasperated. “Just dance with him like you used to. Make sure you don’t get over-friendly and give it all away but avoiding him like this is asking for trouble.”

“What about you? You’re avoiding him too.”

“That’s not the same. Everyone knows that at a do like this Tony will be with the girls not hanging round the bar with the rest of us. Besides everyone’s looking at you tonight, not me.

“What do you mean?”

“I mean everyone - male and female - can’t keep their eyes off you; that dress is so short and so tight. You look amazing!”

“It’s not too short is it?” I asked in horror.

“It’s perfect and you look perfect,” he replied. “Now go and dance with him before someone starts a rumour.”

“You’re sure you don’t mind?”

“For God’s sake, Penny. Dance!”

I made my way back to the dance floor and began gyrating with my girlfriends at the edge of the floor before gradually and, I hoped, inconspicuously moving through the crowd towards where Tony was dancing with a small group of our mutual friends, mostly female.

The look of sheer pleasure on his face when I joined the group was heart and vulva-warming. A song or two later he and I had separated from the group and were dancing together in the furthest, least visible corner of the floor.

“I’ve missed you, Penny,” he said in a soft a voice as the loud music would allow.

“It’s only two days since we last…” I began then stopped.

“I know,” he grinned. “My bed still smells of you and I can still taste you.”

There was something unhygienic about this but it certainly turned me on as we danced.

“Couldn’t we slip away for a while?” he continued a few minutes later.

“It’s too risky,” I said though I would have loved to feel him inside me again. “And what would Pete do?”

“You’re right,” he agreed, pulling a disappointed face.

For the next half hour I danced with Tony as my husband had insisted and as I desperately wanted, getting hotter both outside and inside as our bodies ‘accidentally’ brushed up against each other. It was not how a married woman should have with danced in public with another man but the floor was so crowded I don’t think anyone noticed. At least I hoped they hadn’t.

Half an hour before midnight Tony and I even enjoyed a slow dance in the furthest corner of the floor, our bodies pressed close together in full public view. The public wasn’t interested but it was still irresponsibly risky, rubbing together surrounded by our friends. It felt wonderful being in the strong arms of my tall, dominant lover. I closed my eyes and leaned against his chest as memories of all we had done over the last two months passed through my mind. As his hands risked a brief journey to my buttocks and he pressed my body against his I could clearly feel his short, thick erection pressing against my tummy.

The memory of what that organ had done to me and still could do filled my rather tipsy mind. I could feel myself lubricating freely despite being surrounded by revellers and it was with the greatest of reluctance that I eventually parted from him with a discreet peck on the cheek and returned to our table where my husband and friends were waiting.

As I approached, Pete broke off from the small group he was talking with, poured a long glass of water and greeted me with it. The heat in the room was stifling; I thanked him and took a long sip.

“Was that better?” I asked with a smile, nodding to the dance floor. “No-one will think we’ve fallen out now.”

Pete grinned.

“That’s certainly true.”

We stood and watched the dancing for a few minutes, me sipping my water, Pete with a glass of red wine.

“Do you two need some private time?”

His voice was low and calm. I turned towards him, wondering if I had mis-heard with all the noise.

“Sorry?” I said, leaning closer towards my husband.

Pete inclined his head, nodded in the general direction Tony had gone and whispered in my ear.

“It’s nearly midnight. Once we’ve all heard the chimes, I’m going to have a drink in the bar. Our taxi is due at one o’clock. If you’re very, very discreet, I don’t need to see you until then.”

“Are you serious?” I asked, amazed.

“Don’t you want to?” he asked.

I thought for a moment though the answer was obvious.

“It would be very nice, but only if you’re really sure,” I told him, almost unable to believe the conversation that was taking place. “I don’t know where we could go though.”

“That’s your problem,” Pete smiled. “Just make sure you’re discreet and don’t take too long!”

“When should we go!? Now?”

“Not now. Wait until straight after midnight. There’ll be so much chaos no-one will notice you’re both missing; we’ll all be kissing strangers and shaking hands”.

My tummy filled with butterflies.

“And you’re sure you really wouldn’t mind?” I asked, double-checking through disbelief.

“Let’s start the year as we mean to go on,” he said ruefully. “I thought it might happen. I’m ready for it.”

“Do you think he’ll want to?”

Pete just gave me a don’t-be-so-stupid look.

“You’re amazing,” I told him honestly. “We’ll be discreet, I promise.”

“I know you will,” Pete told me. “But you’ve got to be back by one.”

“I could get a taxi,” I said quietly.

“No, I’ll wait here for you,” he replied. “You can’t risk staying out all night. You might meet our errant daughter sneaking back home for breakfast, still drunk. That would be hard to explain.”

“Okay,” I agreed readily.

“Usual rules?”

He was referring of course to the conditions we had agreed when Pete had first found out about my infidelity and had accepted its continuing; that I should return home without cleaning myself up, must give him as much access to my used body as he wanted and must answer honestly any question he asked, however detailed and personal it might be.

“Of course,” I agreed. “Pete?”

“Yes?”

“You’re amazing. I love you so much.”

He smiled and turned away, leaving me stunned and in disbelief but very aroused.

I returned to the dance floor and our friends where, a short while later the band began the musical run-up to midnight. A short while after that the broadcast chimes of Big Ben rang through the room followed by and the traditional opening bars of Auld Lang Syne and some of the worst, most out-of-tune singing the country has ever known.

I kissed and hugged both friends and strangers, wishing the world Good Luck. I’m sure that several of our other male friends groped my easily-accessible bottom when we were all kissing but I didn’t object; it made me feel sexy and alive rather than affronted. Knowing my husband was watching all this happen made me feel really naughty too but I made sure I did nothing to embarrass him.

Pete was still watching surreptitiously as Tony approached for his Good Luck Grope. As our mouths approached each other and his hands fell to my buttocks I whispered Pete’s proposition in his ear. The way Tony’s fingers dug into my bottom gave me all the answer I needed.

“Where could we go?” I whispered. He thought for a moment.

“My friends have a room. They’re staying over. Maybe I can get the key for a while.”

“You won’t tell them why?” I asked horrified.

“Of course not. I’ll tell them I’m drunk and need a lie down.”

“What if they walk in on us?”

“No chance of that. They’ll be dancing and drinking till dawn! Wait there!”

Tony disappeared into the melee for a couple of minutes then returned from a different direction, patting his hip pocket.

“Success!” he grinned. “I can’t wait. Come on!”

“You go first. I’ll come soon,” I whispered, knowing we couldn’t be seen leaving together.

“You’re sure Pete’s okay about it?” he asked as if unable to believe his New Year luck had already started.

“It was his idea,” I assured him. “Go quickly before anyone notices!”

He began to leave.

“Tony!” I hissed anxiously.

He turned back to me, his face a picture of childish excitement.

“What?”

“The room number perhaps?” I smiled indulgently.

Tony hit himself on the forehead with his palm and told me then, with extraordinary speed he melted into the crowd and disappeared.

I went back to our abandoned table and located my champagne glass. It was empty but a quick glance around the party-popper-covered devastation revealed a quarter-full bottle that was still fairly cold. I emptied the bottle into my glass and downed half of it in one long draught.

Two minutes later I sidled out of the room through the quietest door and walked as casually as I could through the hotel’s brightly lit corridors towards the bedrooms. My chest felt tight, my heart was thumping and my knees felt weak. I had to pass through reception to do so and to my horror had to smile and nod to a couple of acquaintances who were putting on their coats.

It felt as if the eyes of the world were upon me; as if I had the word ‘adulterer’ on my forehead; as if everyone knew where I was going and why. I had to steel myself, saying over and over in my mind that it was nonsense but to my shame this only added to the thrill. By the time the lift had reached the right floor, my knees were even weaker and my pulse was racing.

God alone knew what state my knickers were in!

For a moment I stood outside the door, double-checking it was the right room. It stood slightly ajar; a glow spilling through the crack to invite me in. I should have had second thoughts as I stood on the threshold of committing adultery yet another time; I should have had the traditional battle between good and evil going on inside my head but right then, the overwhelming impact on my mind was coming from between my thighs.

I knocked on the door, pushed it slowly open and stepped inside to where a tall, strong male body was waiting in the semi-darkness.

I had barely passed into the room before a wave of pure, unconstrained lust overwhelmed me and I simply fell on Tony, pinning his astonished body to the wall. Our mouths collided hard and passionately, lips apart, tongues entwined, deep in each other’s throats. My hands were on his body; on his face, in his hair, on his bulging groin.

Once he had recovered from the shock of my assault, Tony responded in kind. His hands were on my waist, on my back, on my buttocks as we kissed frantically, our tongues writhing around each other until a small stream of saliva began to drip down my chin. Then his hands were on my tiny boobs, crushing them cruelly through my dress and bra.

It hurt so much; I loved it even more!

My hand massaged his bulge, my hand, pressed between our bodies fumbling with his belt. I felt my dress being raised and instinctively lifted my right leg then looped it around Tony’s left, making room for his probing, exploring fingers. In an instant, his hand was on my vulva, fingering me through my tights and knickers.

I moaned into his mouth, thrusting my tongue as deep as I could between his lips; he sucked on it. I felt his fingers slipping inside the elastic of my waistband and diving deep inside my tights to grab my buttocks. His strong hands were on my bony cheeks, squeezing them, forcing my vulva hard against his hips.

His grip was rough; it hurt too but again, I loved it.

Our mouths still sealed together, his hands tore at my tights, ripping the delicate nylon with ease, exposing my new black panties. His fingers slipped under the elastic front, sliding down my belly and between my thighs to cup my vulva…

He froze!

“Jesus Penny! You’ve shaved!” he gasped in astonishment

“That’s right; I’ve got a real pussy now,” I hissed, panting a little, not wanting the momentum to slow. “Like it, Lover Boy?”

“Do I like it? Christ Penny! It’s the most erotic thing you’ve done!”

“What does it feel like?”

“Hot! Smooth and hot! And wet!”

“So what are you going to do with it?” I hissed again.

“I’m going to lick it, Penny!”

“You’re going to what?”

“I’m going to lick your bald pussy, Mrs. Penny Barker!”

“Then stop talking for Christ’s sake!” I growled. “And get on with it. Lick my new pussy! Lick it hard!”

Tony’s fingers worked on my vulva with an energy and passion unlike anything they had done before. My newly-shaved, highly sensitive skin felt every microscopic undulation in his fingertips as they worked their way over every millimetre of my bared flesh.

“Mmmmm! Mmmmm!”

I moaned into his neck, clinging to him for balance as I trembled and shook. My right leg still raised, my left knee went weak as Tony’s fingers finally entered the moist mess of my slit and worked their way along the folds of flesh within.

My vulva must have been gushing if the heat that emanated from my groin was to be believed. Everything felt different; every sensation heightened by the newness and lewdness of my bare pussy. Tony’s fingers entered my vagina, twisting left and right, driving into my loose cavern with force. Another finger joined the first, then to my amazement another, stretching me painfully, more tightly than I had ever felt before.

My knees trembled uncontrollably for a second then gave way. I collapsed against him, feeling his strong body against mine, some of my weight taken by the strong hand in my pussy, my boobs tight against his chest. A moment later my vagina had been deserted, his arms were beneath my legs and I was being carried bodily towards the bed.

The mattress was soft under my back, bouncing as Tony straddled my body, dragging my too-short dress upwards until it was jammed under my armpits. His hands tore at my tights, the remaining strands of nylon parting easily, their unsecured legs sliding down mine until they bunched at my knees.

He grabbed at my black panties; the damaged elastic yielded even more. A moment later they were away, God knew where and Tony’s handsome, lust-filled face was plunging down between my thighs.

“Ooooohhhh!”

My whole body convulsed as his tongue touched the electrified flesh of my newly-shaven vulva.

“Jesus!”

I shook with heightened pleasure, my thighs closing on the sides of his head. He lashed out with his tongue a second, then a third time.

“Jesus fucking Christ!”

Though not in Pete’s class, the tonguing Tony gave my freshly shaved pussy was simply sublime. Within seconds my whole body was rocking with climax after climax, all small but gathering strength with each cunnilingual assault. My fingers grabbed his hair, first pushing his mouth away from the source of almost unbelievable delight then pulling him hard against my mound again, desperate for it not to end.

I felt his hands slipping under my buttocks, raising my hips to give him easier access. My legs fell even wider apart as if trying to draw him bodily into my most private place. Again and again his tongue lashed my slit, from its base to my hooded clitoris.

I could hear the wet, sloppy sounds emanating from between my thighs as my juices flowed freely onto and into his mouth. Tony’s technique was sound; the ripples of climax quickly became waves and I heard myself moaning loudly. His tongue entered my vagina over and over again, fucking me while his fingers played with my cheeks and, to my surprise, with the cleft between.

As Tony’s chin massaged my perineum I felt the tip of one of his fingers working its way up into my anus. Drunk and on heat, it still shocked me; though I had read a lot about it, neither tony nor Pete never played in those regions of my body so it took me by surprise.


“MmmmmMMM!!”

The single finger was working its way into my rectum as his tongue worked its way into my vagina. I was being invaded in two places at once. The feeling was amazing but disturbing at the same time. Something deep within me wasn’t ready for whatever Tony had in mind but I was too confused either to object or comply.

Fortunately I needed to do neither. Tony had clearly decided that enough foreplay was enough because the next thing I knew, both my vulva and anus had been abandoned and he was mounting me quickly and efficiently.

Tony’s tall, slim body rose over mine, casting a shadow over my eager, anxious body. His broad chest blocked out the light, his strong arms either side of my shoulders held me helpless beneath him as his hips descended and his erect cock brushed against my belly.

I lowered my hand between my thighs, grabbing his thick shaft, directing its smooth, rounded head towards my entrance. I felt my inner lips being parted and Tony’s head beginning to enter the dark cavern beyond.

But then he paused.

“You want me fuck you Mrs Barker?” he growled.

“Yes! Yes! YESSSS!” I wailed; this teasing was cruel.

“Tell me! Tell me how badly you want it!”

“Badly! Really badly! Oh Christ I need your cock!” I croaked.

This was no act; I really did crave this stubby cock inside me again.

“Where do you need it Mrs Barker? Tell me!”

“In my cunt! I need it in my cunt!”

“In your what?” he hissed.

“In my pussy! My shaved married pussy!”

Just saying those words sent a shiver of excitement through me. My legs opened instinctively wider and my hands flew to his well-toned shoulders.

Tony thrust his cock into my capacious vagina with a lustful force that shocked me, driving his short, stubby but wonderfully thick shaft past any and all resistance my slit and inner labia dared to offer.

“Christ!” I exclaimed as my entrance was stretched brutally wide, brutally quickly.

“You said we had to hurry,” he grunted, withdrawing an inch or two,

“I know but… Jesus!”

I half yelled in shock as he forced himself hard into me again, driving himself home until his pubic hair rasped against the place mine used to be. His shaft was thick but its base was even thicker, stretching my over-sized entrance to its limit.

“Is that better?” he asked with a wicked leer, knowing what his cock must be doing to my body.

In an instant I remembered why I loved being fucked by this man. I felt tight again, young again, sexy again, as if my three kids hadn’t passed through that part of my body, destroying my youthful elasticity on their way.

“Stop congratulating yourself and fuck me!” I told him with an equally lustful smile.

And that’s what he did! There was no time for subtlety; no time for love or romance and yet even now it remains one of my most memorable fucks. There, in Tony’s friends’ borrowed room, surrounded by their open suitcases and half hung clothes, on my back on their rumpled bed with my dress crudely shoved high under my armpits, my lover fucked the living daylights out of me.

Dimly concerned about the neighbours in the rooms next door, I tried hard not to scream as the orgasms began, weakly at first then building rapidly. But it was no use. I bit my lower lip, then my fingers and finally the edge of the pillow but no amount of material could fully stifle the wild, feral sounds that escaped my mouth.

The breeding frenzy hit about half way though, opening my thighs impossibly wide, my hands on his buttocks pulling hard, finger nails digging into his flesh as if trying to draw my lover bodily into my womb. My head thrashed from side to side, my body convulsing under his, my vagina in spasm, clamping over and over again onto the thick shaft on which I was physically and emotionally impaled.

Tony had seen the beast within me before, but not as wild and uncontrolled as it was that night. Time and again I cursed him for not fucking me hard enough; begging him to go deeper and faster to take me to even greater heights of climax. As his thrusts grew wilder and more frantic, I heard my own voice calling out in wild crazy gasps, begging him to cum inside me; to fill my married cunt with his seed and make a baby in me.

God knows what was going through Tony’s mind as I thrashed beneath him, pinioned by his arms and impaled on his cock. I could hardly have seemed human; just a crazed creature crying out to be inseminated; impregnated. I bit his arm alongside my shoulders, I scratched his biceps and his chest; I raised my head from the sheets and sank my teeth into his lower neck like a vampire.

Then it all became too much for him; Tony’s climax arrived and he began to cum inside me. The wonderful, earth-mother sensation of a man’s erect penis throbbing inside me, ropes of pale sticky semen spurting from the tiny lips on its smooth rounded tip and smearing over my cervix brought a feeling of deep fulfilment that surpassed even the height of my orgasms.

The calm and serenity slowly began to return.

Tony’s cock pulsed in my vagina for a long time, its walls clenching on the invading shaft over and over as if milking it of every last drop of fluid; every last wriggling sperm - though of course there were none.

When the last pulse had faded and his cock began to soften, Tony lowered his heavy body onto mine, crushing my tiny boobs and pressing me into the mattress.

“Jesus Penny,” he gasped, panting loudly. “Where the Hell did that come from?”

I had no idea. Maybe it was New Year, maybe it was my near-exhibitionist dress; maybe it was my newly-shaven pussy; maybe it was a combination of all three of these. Whatever it was, I had reached a new level of wantonness that was frightening.

Certainly it had shocked the man who had delivered it.

I looked up into Tony’s baffled face. His eyes were soft and dreamy, partly through alcohol but mostly through lust. My own must look the same. I could see the ‘hickey’ beginning to form on his neck and wondered whether the same thing was appearing on mine too.

“Hold me,” I whispered. “Please.”

I felt the bed rock as he rolled off me, pulling his flaccid cock from my pink-framed slit then his arms wrapped tightly around.

“I love you, Penny,” he whispered over and over into my hair.

For a long time I let him hold me, feeling the strength of his body around mine, the reassurance of his love washing over me. I could feel tears beginning to run down my cheeks as I realised I how much I felt the same; how much I needed this man in my life.

“What time is it?” he eventually asked.

“Five to one,” I replied, looking at the clock on the bedside table and sighing. “Pete will be waiting.”

“I wish you didn’t have to go,” Tony was upset. “I wish you could stay. I wish we could wake up together in the morning.”

It was what I wished too. Tired, tipsy and copiously inseminated, all I wanted to do was sleep in the arms of the man whose semen was even then being absorbed into my body.

But I couldn’t. However I felt, I had to keep my agreement with my husband. Sighing again, I lifted my legs over the side of the bed and rose to my feet.

“Your friends will be back soon anyway,” I said flatly.

“That’s true,” Tony reluctantly agreed. “I’d better get dressed too I suppose.”

As he began to pull on his shorts and trousers, I scoured the floor for my missing tights, panties and shoes. Having been unceremoniously shoved under my armpits throughout the whole half hour’s fucking my dress was very badly crumpled.

Finding my missing garments, I began to dress myself as best I could. Predictably, the tights were fit only for the bin. The knickers weren’t much better but with a dress as short as mine, I couldn’t go back into the hotel’s lobby with a bare bottom and vulva.

I pulled them as high as I could, tying a knot in the over-stretched elastic and saying a small prayer to the patron saint of adulterers.

“Can we meet soon?” Tony asked when we finally broke from our goodnight embrace.

“I’m not sure. Pete’s been good so far; I don’t want to push my luck too far.”

“Then don’t tell him,” Tony replied. “I’ll meet you anywhere at any time. Just use your phone and let me know. Pete need never know.”

Something inside me told me this was wrong; that a line was about to be crossed but I didn’t listen to that voice; the roar of lust from my body simply drowned it out.

“Give me a couple of days,” I said, kissing him once again. “I can’t go much longer than that without your cock!”

We kissed slowly and lingeringly, the distinctive taste of a man immediately after ejaculation filling my mouth.

“Wait five minutes before you leave. We can’t be seen together now,” I said softly.

“Goodnight Mrs Barker,” he said as I passed close in front of him. “I love you! And your new pussy!”

With a broad smile on my face I closed the door as quietly as I could and padded along the corridor towards the hotel’s bar.

My legs were bare and the cooling evening air was working its way under the hem of my far-too-short dress and wafting around my damp vulva; a vulva from which my own juices and Tony’s semen were beginning to ooze freely, my shredded knickers offering no resistance.

I could feel the cold dampness on my most private parts, bringing a chill to my inner thighs. Convinced that my near-naked vulva must be visible to anyone who passed by me, I held the hem of my dress as low as I could, trying hopelessly not to attract attention.

A hard core of drinkers was still gathered around a table in the bar as I turned the corner. I hesitated; two men were sitting on stools at the raised bar. They were both quite drunk; I saw that one of them was Pete who rose to meet me as I nervously approached.

He had already retrieved our coats and to my considerable relief, slipped mine around my shoulders before anyone in the bar could see the exposed base of my buttocks or the trickles of goo that were running down my inner thighs.

“How are you?” he smiled as I took his arm. We walked rather unsteadily to the hotel’s front door where our taxi was waiting. “Did it go… well?”

“It went very well,” I smiled, my eyes still dreamy from alcohol and orgasms. “Thank you so much, Pete.”

“It was my pleasure, Penn,” he smiled, holding my hand tightly and reassuringly. “And will be again when we get home.”

***

In fact Pete had to wait for his cuckold’s reward. When we arrived home in the small hours of the morning I was far too tired to enjoy sex and after spending so long in the bar waiting for me, Pete had drunk too much to put up much of a protest.

Whatever the reason, he didn’t press his post-date rights on me for which I was thankful. After Tony’s cock had done its impressive work on my vagina, I didn’t want any half-baked attempts by my husband to cause any more damage to my increasingly sore vulva.

We undressed and got into bed. Pete went to sleep straight away. As a result he didn’t get to see the new hairless me that night. This was a relief too; I didn’t want to have to explain my newly-shaved ‘pussy’ when I was tired and tipsy and besides, the rubbing of my knickers followed by the grinding of Tony’s wiry pubic hair against my newly-exposed and highly sensitive skin had brought me out in a rash.

I was pink, sore and prickly down there all the next day. No amount of moisturiser would help.

Fortunately when he did see my hairless vulva the following morning, Pete was over the moon with excitement. It seems he had wanted me to ‘go bare’ down there for years - decades even but had been too afraid to mention it. He said he wished I’d let him watch me shave it.

I was baffled. My husband was happy enough to ask me to have sex with other men, but too embarrassed to tell me he would like me to shave off my pubic hair?

Men are very strange sometimes!

Before dropping into the arms of Morpheus, I ran over the events of the evening in my mind. I had escaped the potential disaster of my husband and lover being in the same room at the same time after copious amounts of alcohol. I had enjoyed an entirely unexpected and extremely pleasurable New Year fuck in someone else’s hotel room; passionate enough for the breeding frenzy to strike again.

In retrospect, my choice of dress had been a mistake; something that short was too risky for anything other than a hot date. On the other hand, it had certainly felt dangerous and exciting to spend an evening so close to making the world a gynaecologist. I still couldn’t be sure my most private parts hadn’t been visible to strangers as I passed them.

Maybe that was something I should explore in future.

***

I sat back in my chair and clicked on ‘save’, satisfied. The whole New Year’s Eve story had been recorded on disk in a single session, without being interrupted either by my husband, my children or by the phone.

To my surprise, the two week perspective had sharpened rather than diminished my memories of the evening’s events. Re-living the amazing fucking I had received from Tony had brought back vivid images that sent a thrill though me. As a result, I was feeling very warm and highly aroused.

The memories of my ‘walk of shame’ from the room in which I had just been comprehensively fucked to the bar where my husband was waiting were especially vivid. The coolness of fresh air around my wet, semi-exposed vulva and inner thighs had been a massive turn-on though at the time my principal emotion had been fear.

Perhaps the danger of exhibitionism was something to add to our lovemaking in future. A thrill passed through me at the idea. I would have to talk to Tony about that very soon.

The fact that I wanted to talk to Tony about this rather than my husband should have warned me that things had already started to go awry. But it didn’t; instead I could think only of the sexy fun that might result from bringing a new ‘kink’ into my new sex life and I longed to tell my lover all about it.

Thinking about Tony reminded me of my secret mobile phone. The ringer was permanently switched off so I had to dig it out of my handbag to see if he had sent me any messages while I had been hard at work. My heart missed a beat when the screen burst into life and I saw a short series of white text on the dark background.

Listening hard to make sure Pete wasn’t about to walk in on me, I typed in the pass code and the phone sprang into life.

For the next half hour Tony and I exchanged hardcore sex messages focussed mainly on his plans for me on our next date. I could barely believe the language he and now used routinely with each other and the explicit way in which we described all we wanted to do to each other.

By the time my husband had woken, gone to the bathroom and descended the stairs, there was a large damp patch on my chair which I quickly covered with a pile of ironing.

When I heard Pete’s footsteps in the hallway and replaced the secret phone guiltily back in my handbag, I had no idea just how close my marriage was to come to ending or just how quickly that danger might come about.

And I had no idea just how extraordinary a man my husband truly was.



Penny’s Promiscuity Ch. 10: Daughter

It was a Monday in early February and it was England so of course it was raining.

I sat at my desk in my office and watched rivers of cold water run down the clouded glass of the window as I ate my lunch without enthusiasm. In an attempt to maintain my new, slimmer figure for my lover the ‘New Me’ had dispensed with sandwiches and cafeteria food so instead I was tucking as best I could into a pre-made salad guaranteed to be less than 300 calories.

It tasted as delicious you would expect a three hundred calorie salad to taste but I told myself that it was worth all the effort, as were my evening runs and visits to the gym. Now my husband wasn’t the only man to see me naked on a regular basis, I had to make sure my body didn’t let me down.

At the age of fifty-one, this was an uphill struggle. I threw the half-finished meal into the bin and leaned back in my chair, the empty lunchtime office giving me a rare moment to reflect on how things were going.

I had to admit, so far our new lifestyle had suited me very well. It had never crossed my mind that having a regular lover could bring such an exciting new dimension to my life and the fact that my husband Peter knew, encouraged and apparently enjoyed my having sex with another man made it all delightful if rather surreal.

It’s extraordinary what we humans can call ‘normal’ if we want to. Pete and I were only a couple of months into this new and exciting way of living but already the way in which we talked and behaved had changed without any conscious decision on our part. We now discussed my infidelity freely and openly when we were alone, and used both the ‘f’ and ‘c’ word routinely in normal conversation between the two of us - something I would have thought impossible only a few months ago.

The idea behind our new lifestyle had been that I should spend every Thursday evening on a ‘date night’ with my lover, Tony. What we did on those nights was up to us, as long as I told my husband honestly all the intimate details — if he wanted to know, of course. I also had to allow him free, unrestricted access to my body immediately after the date including, if he wanted, what had rapidly become his favourite sexual activity — ‘eating the creampie’ between my thighs.

I must confess, at first I had found the idea of my husband wanting to lick another man’s semen from my vulva to be completely incomprehensible and, to be even more honest, quite disgusting. But one look at the obvious delight he was getting from the experience quite reconciled me to it and, as I say, it had already become a fixture in our lives.

The fact that my husband is remarkably good at oral sex certainly helped me come to terms with this! The fact that my now-hairless pussy multiplied the sensations his mouth provided helped even more!

On the subject of pussies, although I had always hated the teenage American word, now that my own vulva was devoid of hair, the name seemed to fit much better so I had begun to use it both with my husband and with Tony.

As a bit of advice to my female readers though, if you feel like ‘going bare down there’ yourself, I would strongly recommend having it professionally waxed rather than a do-it-yourself shave. Although the shaving itself is unquestionably arousing, the stubble grows back really quickly. Once you start shaving, you have to be prepared to do it every couple of days — every day you think you might have a visitor down there!

As I sat back in my chair wishing I could have a proper lunch and wondering when next to shave my pussy, little did I realise that I was about to enter perhaps the most difficult period of my entire married life; a period that almost brought my twenty-plus year relationship to an end.

***

Although our new lifestyle was less than three months old, my husband appeared to have already factored my ongoing infidelity into his life. There had been a few problems but we were overcoming them, the principal one being that Pete no longer referred to Tony by name and clearly resented the way his best friend had seduced me, his wife a month before I had confessed and it had all become ‘official’.

There had been several occasions I had to remind him that without his continued urgings, I would probably never have committed adultery at all, let alone taken an ongoing lover. To be fair, when reminded, Pete accepted some of the responsibility for my initial adultery but would then remind me in turn that our bedroom fantasies had been based on my having multiple lovers and being fucked while he watched. Neither of these had yet happened; the implication being that I was getting the lion’s share of the benefit our new lifestyle was providing.

Although I hadn’t liked being told this, in truth Pete was quite right; he was being very patient over my continuing affair with Tony. Right then I was getting what I really wanted in bed; incredible, mind altering sex with a handsome man on a very regular basis.

My fantasy had come true in full but Pete was getting only part of his. I guessed my husband’s forbearance would not last forever so I would have to take some steps soon to give him what he really wanted too.

Meanwhile my relationship with Tony was beginning to become a lot more complicated.

Life with families being what it is, our planned regular Thursday fuck-dates hadn’t always been possible so we had met on a few other days too, including a Saturday morning when I should have been in the gym. The sex continued to be wonderful though; if anything it had become even better recently. Our minds and bodies were tuning in to each other’s nicely and we were both learning what pleased the other most.

Indeed since New Year, the physical side of the relationship had soared. The presence of our kids at home over the festive period had been something of a frustration and the long message-sex we had enjoyed on an almost daily basis had been nowhere near adequate. Both Tony and I had been keen to get into our regular hands-on bed sessions once again as soon as possible.

Our houses finally empty of kids, our fucking had resumed in earnest it was immediately apparent that we had both done a bit of festive season research into new sexual possibilities. As a result we had had a lot of fun over the last month. My ageing joints still ached from having been twisted into unfamiliar contortions but it was what my trainer at the gym would have called a ‘good pain’. It certainly made the memories much more vivid

When I had told my husband that Tony and I were planning to try new positions, all he had asked was that it would always end with Tony ejaculating inside me at least once so he could still eat his creampie afterwards.

I was happy to oblige; as I have said before, in my view the only way for sex ever to finish is with a good, copious insemination of my still-fertile female body.

Pete also asked that I tried to remember what positions we used and which worked best so I had done as promised and had been amused to see another blue charm waiting on my pillow as I went to bed after my first January date.

Three charms more had followed over the following weeks. I looked at the increasingly heavy bracelet that now seldom left my wrist, not realising how much heavier and how much more colourful it was to become over the coming year. I smiled every time I looked at it. Pete was a genius; as a choice of present for a new Hotwife, it could hardly have been better. Our new lifestyle seemed to be suiting us and the year ahead looked bright and promising.

I couldn’t have been more wrong.

Looking back, I should have known it would happen. I had certainly known about the risk but had been too involved in my sex life to do anything about it. Every single one of my online cuckold friends had warned me about it too so there was no excuse.

In my defence, having never cheated on my husband before, I was inexperienced in the ways of the adulterer and even more naive in the ways of the Hotwife so would always have been prone to making rookie errors.

Even so, with my researches and advice from my online friends, I should have been more prepared than I was.

***

“Please Penny!” the message from Tony on my secret mobile phone read. “I can’t wait that long.”

“I know I’m sorry but I have to be here for her,” I reluctantly replied. “You know what she’s like.”

The ‘she’ in question was my daughter Isobel — Izzy for short who had come home unexpectedly mid-week, announcing that she planned to stay three nights and would return to her student flat on Saturday.

I had missed her terribly since she went off to University so her visit had come as a very pleasant surprise but it had also put a stop on the Official Hotwife date with Tony which had been planned for Thursday night. Tony was naturally disappointed and from a sex point of view, so was I; it meant that there would be nearly two full weeks between our fuck-dates but we both knew where my priorities must lie, especially because I was anxious about the reason for my daughter coming home suddenly in the middle of term.

Izzy was twenty years old and a second year student at a Russell Group University a good four hours’ drive away. She was tall like me, but darker skinned and with long almost jet black hair that reached well below her shoulders. Always very sporty, she was a thinner than me to point of being skinny with extraordinarily long legs which she tended to show off wearing skirts which were much too short. Unfortunately she had inherited my tiny boobs too but overall was a strikingly pretty girl.

The train journey home was long and, as with all British trains, was very expensive so an unscheduled visit was a rare event. Add to that the fact that Izzy was a highly conscientious student who almost never skipped lectures and a clear message was received by both Pete and me: something was wrong.

A mother’s instinct to look after her children overcomes all others so, despite an increasing desire for sex with Tony that was becoming increasingly difficult to control, there was no question that I would postpone our Official Date to be there for our daughter.

“When will she arrive?” Tony’s message asked.

“Her train’s due at six. I’m picking her up on my way home from work.”

“When does she go back?” the question buzzed on my secret phone.

“Saturday morning,” I replied.

“Can’t we fix a date for the weekend when she’s gone? We could cover a lot of ground in an hour, Mrs Sexy Barker.”

I smiled; Tony had started to call me by my married name a lot more often. He knew it sent a thrill through me, highlighting the illicit nature of our extra-marital relationship.

“Pete won’t like it,” I typed quickly. “We’re out on Saturday night and with my parents Sunday afternoon.”

“Can’t you make another exception? It worked last time!”

“I don’t know. It’s not what I agreed with Pete.”

“Please Penny. Just an hour? Doesn’t your pretty pink pussy want to meet my thick cock again?”

She most certainly did; I could feel myself lubricating just thinking about it.

“Maybe!” I teased.

“Doesn’t she want to feel my tongue on her freshly-shaved lips?”

She wanted that too; oral sex had moved onto a new plane since I had shaved my vulva at New Year and acquired my first ever bare ‘pussy’.

“That’s possible too,” I replied.

“And doesn’t your belly want to feel my cum inside? Doesn’t it want me to make another baby in you?”

Oh God! He’d hit the spot! Even though I most certainly didn’t want another child and Tony’s vasectomy made it impossible anyway, the mere thought of a man’s semen actually creating new life in my womb sent a shiver of arousal through me.

“When are you free?” I typed.

“Any time you want me,” came the immediate reply.

“I’ll see what I can do,” I messaged back. “Got to go now; Pete’s around.”

“Bye Penny. I love you!”

“I love you too,” I typed before tucking the illicit mobile into my handbag and going back to folding the washing before Pete entered the room.

***

The first ‘exception’ Tony was referring to had occurred the previous week. According to my agreement with Pete it shouldn’t have happened but I had felt as if I had had no choice.

The first Friday in February had been the three-month anniversary of the start of my affair with Tony. Three months since I had abandoned the monogamous life I had lived for more than twenty years and had first cheated on my husband. So much had happened since then that it was hard to believe it was only twelve short weeks since I had first been seduced, stripped and fucked on our lounge carpet but the calendar didn’t lie.

To mark this momentous event Tony and I had wanted to have a romantic dinner together followed by a night in an even more romantic hotel. It would be the first time he and I had spent a whole night together and the thought of not having to rush home after sex, waking up next to each other and perhaps even enjoying the sweetest of early morning copulations was making my heart beat faster.

It was having an effect on other parts of me too every time I thought about it.

The problem was that, according to our agreement, Pete had to consent to this new form of infidelity and I didn’t think he would. Despite having accepted my continuing to have sex with Tony, Pete still resented the way in which it had all started. Tony had been one of his closest friends and yet he had seduced me at a time when I was very much in a normal, faithful marriage.

It was too much to expect my husband to accept us celebrating this betrayal with another, deeper form of infidelity and yet Tony had been putting me under increasing pressure to go away with him for the night - with or without Pete’s agreement.

Okay, if I’m honest, the pressure was coming from within me at least as much as it was from Tony; a romantic overnight stay was something I desperately wanted too. As the days had passed and the anniversary grew closer, the desire had grown stronger, my scruples had gradually fallen away and the unthinkable had become a bit more thinkable each day.

It took a while for the logic to develop and when it did, it was warped but it went like this: if I asked my husband to let me spend a night away with my lover and he refused, I would have to say no to Tony and that would be that. I wouldn’t go directly against Pete’s clearly stated will.

However, my sex-fuddled mind reasoned, if I didn’t ask Pete at all he couldn’t say no. So if I slept overnight with Tony without asking, I wouldn’t be going directly against him, would I? And if he never found out it had happened, all could still be well. What Pete didn’t know, couldn’t hurt him, right?

It was a weak, self-serving argument but I was a weak, selfish person so with some unease, I had lied to my husband, telling him I had to attend a full day conference in London and stay overnight in a hotel.

It was mistake; another in a line of mistakes in fact but it raised no eyebrows. Attending conferences all over the world was a fundamental part of my job. I had then lied to Tony too, telling him Pete had agreed to our overnight stay after all and the whole thing was arranged.

It’s worth a quick word about conferences here because they have featured heavily in my professional life and were going to play an even more important role in the future too.

In essence, the British National Health Service loves conferences. While the NHS itself might be short of cash, the Pharmaceutical industry most certainly isn’t and even these days splashes it around in ways it thinks will best influence doctors to prescribe the latest and most profitable drugs and devices.

Pharmaceutical industry funds find their way into research such as mine, into special interest groups in different disciplines, into networking and of course, into conferences. I myself was a regular speaker at conferences all over the world, earning fees both for my hospital and personally but the latter were mostly confined to rather generous expenses.

Conferences can be a superb vehicle by which best practice can be disseminated around the medical world, bringing together the best minds and most eager students in a single place to interact. They can vary from one day presentations for a handful of attendees to week long international get-togethers in smart hotels with fine dining, entertainment, outings and plenty of time to get to know each other.

And that is where the problems start. Doctors and Medical Researchers are no different from any other members of society when it comes to consuming free food and drink and behaving badly as a result. In some respects we are probably worse as our jobs bring us closer to the human body than most. If you are new to the conference scene it takes a day or so to understand the dynamic going on beneath the surface but in essence, attendees who would like a little guilt-free, no-strings sex seek out other like-minded individuals during the networking sessions with a view to hooking up later in the evening.

Don’t be shocked — this happens in every industry in every country and is unavoidable. Marital status is no barrier either to the seducer or the seduced and there is an unwritten but well observed attitude that ‘what happens at conference, stays at conference’.

Of course, human nature being what it is, the overwhelming dynamic is of older, experienced men preying on younger, naive girls but the reverse and every other combination is also true. Several well-respected Professors to my certain knowledge had Conference Wives — women they routinely slept with while away but never at any other times. Almost all of these men and women were married.

I myself had been forced to repel attempts at seduction for a number of years. I had managed to retain my fidelity, though not without a few close calls. Interestingly, though the assaults of my marriage vows had been most frequent when I was younger, now I was in my fifties for some reason they had started again.

The conference to which I had pretended to be invited wasn’t one of those. It was a regular one-day event in a London hotel at which I had spoken several times before and which would rouse no suspicion. The opportunity for anyone even to try and seduce me would be close to zero so Pete had no reason to feel uneasy about my absence or its apparent short notice and had waved me goodbye as my taxi had headed off down the driveway very early on Friday morning.

Of course having dropped me off at the railway station with my overnight bag, I had not boarded a train; instead I had waited a few minutes for Tony to arrive in his car and whisk me away to the countryside.

As we sped northwards along the busy roads the weather was dreary; cold and overcast. I shrugged and smiled; I didn’t expect to get outside much, not when there was a roaring fire, good food, fine wine and a large four-poster bed to be enjoyed.

As it happened, I was wrong. The weather cheered up, the skies cleared, the sun put in an unexpected appearance and there was enough time to enjoy the hotel’s ground and nearby countryside as well as fuck ourselves half senseless.

The hotel was everything I had hoped; romantic, small, secluded and a good fifty miles away from our homes, carefully chosen to minimise the chances of being seen by anyone we knew. Despite only being there for a little over twenty-four hours, it was a wonderful break with hot baths, a warm swimming pool, crisp white sheets and, after a hot, sweaty beginning, plenty of slow, unhurried sex.

Signing in as Tony’s wife sent another illicit thrill though me.

Our first copulation took place within minutes of arriving in our room; certainly before anything had been unpacked and was as hot, violent and passion-filled as any in our entire relationship. In order to maintain the fiction of going to a conference, I had deliberately dressed in the business suit I had worn when Tony had first seduced me.


Underneath however, instead of the elderly tights and large white cotton knickers he had disposed of so easily, I was wearing the last pair of lacy silk panties from my husband’s Hotwife Christmas present. Add to that a matching lace bra, black stockings and a suspender belt and I felt as sexy as could be.

Tony clearly felt the same; once my skirt had been unceremoniously removed and my pussy comprehensively fingered, he didn’t bother stripping my upper body at all. Instead he simply lifted my left leg around his waist, pulled the gusset of my panties roughly to one side and entered me as I stood with my back to the wall in the room’s tiny hallway.

Despite copious lubrication, the roughness of his penetration and the awkward angle made the first half dozen strokes painful. But what a pain! Coming from beneath, Tony’s short, thick cock stretched my entrance in a new direction entirely, but more importantly, the angle of my body, impaled on his hips and with my shoulders against the wall, rasped the head of his cock directly over my g-spot.

As he began to fuck me hard, his strong legs lifting me bodily with every thrust, I thought the top of my head would blow off! The breeding frenzy hit hard and immediately; it’s fortunate that the rooms either side of ours were unoccupied at the time or there would certainly have been complaints about the noises I was making, my whole body being rammed over and over against the wall while I wailed my love and lust into the emptiness of the room.

As Tony’s hard thrusts became erratic and he growled his lust into my ear, I could feel his first ejaculation approaching and my body prepared itself to receive a man’s seed once again. Indeed as his cock began to throb and his semen began to spurt inside me, my vagina went into spasm, clenching onto his shaft over and over again, as if milking every last drop of baby-making fluid from his body.

Once the immediate pressure of lust over, we had calmed down, showered away the sweat and mess, dressed more casually and walked in the hotel’s grounds for an hour before drifting along to the river, hand in hand.

It was sweet, romantic, loving and, though I didn’t realise it at the time, entirely the wrong thing for the future of my marriage.

Later we returned to our room and made love a second time but more slowly and much more lovingly. I looked deep into Tony’s dark, dreamy brown eyes as he finally filled my body with his seedless semen, feeling myself opening completely for this wonderful, handsome man.

We kissed in the moonlight on Friday night, dined intimately in the corner of the restaurant then retired to bed where sleep simply wasn’t an option.

When we woke, tired and sore on Saturday morning we had a delicious breakfast then walked the grounds again hand in hand, throwing sticks into the river together and doing all the romantic things a loved-up couple would normally have done before returning to our room one last time, tearing off each other’s clothes and fucking like jack rabbits on the soft white mattress.

I had been very nervous about waking up next to Tony on Saturday; at fifty-one, my morning face wasn’t the way to see me at my best but, as I found out, waking to Tony’s tired eyes and half-grown beard wasn’t great either.

Fortunately this hadn’t interfered with our early morning lovemaking, though the rough stubble on his chin had made both my face and hairless vulva embarrassingly pink and sore. I can’t remember what excuse I made for the redness when I arrived home that afternoon pretending to have just returned from the big city by train.

Pete had been a little surprised just how open my vagina was when he had mounted me on Saturday evening after we had come home from the theatre but he had long ago stopped expecting tightness down there and in the end enjoyed reaching that little bit deeper inside me than usual.

So my little lies had escaped discovery and a good time had been enjoyed by all.

Unfortunately this had made the next lie that much easier to tell.

Valentine’s Day wasn’t far away; only two weeks after this first, highly illicit overnight hotel break. Emboldened by the apparent success of the lies I had told and oblivious to the risk, both Tony and I were keen to repeat the performance even if it couldn’t be on the day itself.

Having got away with my first fabrication, lying to my husband a second time hadn’t been anywhere near as daunting so I had already told him that the company which had run the previous conference had asked me to take part in another session. Consequently I would be away again overnight shortly after Valentine’s Day.

Between these two highly unofficial overnight stays was supposed to be my next Official Hotwife evening with Tony. It had been set for Thursday night. As before, Pete was content for it to happen; he was even going to drive me to my lover’s apartment and pick my soiled self up afterwards in the expectation of enjoying his favourite creampie in our bed.

After my initial revulsion, I had grown to love those creampies too; they reminded me that I had just been properly inseminated as a real, fertile woman should be. What’s more; my husband’s skills at oral sex on my newly-hairless pussy were world class.

But Izzy’s unexpected return home had put paid to that plan, leaving Tony and me facing a gap of at least two full weeks between fuck-dates, something neither of us relished.

Tony was clearly hoping that I would find a way to be with him in that unwanted gap. Despite having lied to my husband successfully twice, I still had qualms about doing it again so soon afterwards so despite desperately wanting to be with my lover, I hadn’t yet made any promises.

Meanwhile I had my distressed daughter to deal with.

***

No amount of weak smiling could conceal the unhappiness that Izzy’s body language broadcast as she crossed the station concourse to where I stood waiting just after six o’clock that Wednesday evening. The poor girl clearly had something on her mind - and it was a big something.

Prone to fiery tempers, I knew better than to try and force out of her whatever it was she needed to talk through; it was always best to let her decide for herself if and when the moment was right. Instead as we drove the short distance from the station to our home, I tried to act as if nothing was amiss, asking simple, motherly questions about the journey and whether she had managed to have lunch.

This innocent chat managed to fill the time it took to get home. When we arrived, Izzy took her bag straight up to her room while I made that most universal of remedies: tea. She spent rather a long time upstairs; long enough for me to begin to get worried but as I started to climb the stairs with a teacup in my hand, she emerged from the bathroom, red-eyed and runny-nosed.

She had clearly been crying but from the way she took herself quickly back into her room calling out that she would be down in a minute, she didn’t want me to know this.

I returned to the kitchen and waited. A few minutes later Izzy entered the room in her pyjamas though it was barely past seven o’clock and perched on a tall stool at the breakfast bar. I didn’t need the psychology training I had done at University all those years ago to understand this as comfort-seeking behaviour.

As I began preparing the evening meal, again I kept the conversation light, asking about her course, her forthcoming exams, her flat and her housemates. Izzy answered readily enough but there was no bounce in her voice. It wasn’t until I asked her about her boyfriend Steve that I elicited anything close to a strong reaction.

“Why do you ask?” she demanded. “Has he called you? What did he say?”

This was such a strange question that I felt I had to find out more.

“Of course not,” I assured her. “Why would Steve call me? Is everything still all right between you?”

Izzy seemed about to reply when the front door opened and her father came into the house.

“Daddy!”

Always a Daddy’s girl, Izzy positively rushed from her stool to greet him in the hallway, hugging him tightly and receiving a bear hug in return. The two of them joined me in the kitchen, the teacups were replaced with tall glasses of wine and the conversation returned to banal but reassuring subjects again.

***

“She needs to talk about something,” I said to Pete as we lay in bed late that night. “I think it’s Steve.”

“I wondered that,” he agreed. “Even I can tell there’s something going on, no matter how she tries to hide it. What are you both doing tomorrow?”

“I’ve got a full day at work,” I told him. “Izzy says she’s brought some work home to do too; there are a couple of assignments due in soon.”

“It’s not like her to miss lectures though,” he voiced my own thoughts. “It must be important.”

I thought for a moment.

“Would you mind going to the gym straight from work tomorrow?” I asked. “It’d give us a couple of hours alone. Maybe she’ll feel more able to talk if it’s just the two of us.”

“Of course,” he said. “I’ll aim to be home after eight. Just let me know if you need me to stay out longer.”

I smiled then asked the second most important question on my mind.

“And you’re okay about next Friday? The conference? Staying overnight?”

Pete leaned over and gave me a kiss on the cheek.

“Of course. I just hope they’re giving you plenty of expenses,” he yawned as he turned off the light.

I lay in the darkness later, listening to my husband’s slow, deep breaths.

I knew it was wrong; I knew I shouldn’t have lied to him about the conference but it was Valentine’s Day after all. And it wasn’t as if he didn’t already know Tony and I were fucking.

It wasn’t really that bad a lie… was it?

***

The following day passed slowly, my mind filled with three problems; a trace of guilt about my forthcoming overnight treat with Tony; the need we both had to meet and fuck in the interim ten days but most importantly, the problems my daughter might currently have in her life.

When I arrived home, Pete’s car was absent and Izzy had made a start on dinner; at least she had opened the wine and appeared to be a good glass and a half ahead of me. I’ve never been able to hold my wine well and Izzy isn’t much better so we were both distinctly tipsy by seven-thirty when the meal looked close to being ready.

We had chatted about the normal things Mums and daughters talk about but the more we talked, the more I became sure there was an important subject waiting to reach the surface and that it involved her boyfriend, a person I had grown to like well.

Izzy and Steve had got together in her first term at University. They had met through one of the many sports clubs they both belonged to. Steve was a year older than Izzy but on the same course; tall, sporty like her, bright and good looking. Pete and I had both liked him straight away; no small feat when a father meets the boy who he’s fairly sure is fucking his only daughter.

The two had been inseparable ever since. They had celebrated their first anniversary before Christmas and had looked set to go the distance, staying together throughout their University careers. Indeed they had talked openly about getting a flat together in London once they had both graduated.

The thought that their relationship had in some way become damaged was unsettling but the closer we got to the heart of the matter, the more agitated Izzy became so I backed off with my questions. It wasn’t until we had opened the second bottle of Sauvignon Blanc that the truth began to emerge.

The two of them had broken up. It had been very recent, it had been very painful and they were no longer even on speaking terms. Not surprisingly, Izzy was very distressed indeed and didn’t know what to do but when I tried to get to the reason behind the break-up, she was remarkably reticent.

“We just fell out, that’s all,” she told me angrily when I came close to overstepping the invisible mark.

“What about?” I pressed her.

“It’s complicated,” came the predictable, inadequate reply.

“I can’t really help you if you don’t tell me what happened, Izzy,” I said a little patronisingly.

“What makes you think I need help?” she asked, her chin stuck out in childish pique.

“Because you’re here,” I smiled. “You wouldn’t have come home if you didn’t want help.”

“That’s a terrible thing to say!”

“I meant, the fact that you came all this way tells me you’re unhappy. I want you to feel better by the time you go back on Saturday.”

“If I go back on Saturday,” she grumbled.

I was taken aback.

“Why wouldn’t you go back? I thought you loved it there.”

“I did love it there,” she protested. “I just don’t think I can face it. Face him”

“Face Steve?” I was aghast. She nodded.

“Izzy! What on earth happened?”

“I don’t want to talk about it.”

“Has he hurt you?” She shook her head. “Have you had a row?”

“You have to talk to someone to have a row,” she grunted.

“You’re not even speaking?” I asked. She shook her head again.

“Oh my God, Izzy. What happened? Has he slept with someone else? I asked, horrified at the prospect of my little girl being hurt.

Izzy couldn’t meet my gaze. Instead she looked at the floor and her shoulders sank.

“No Mum,” she mumbled. “I did!”

My mouth literally fell open in astonishment.

“Izzy!”

My daughter burst into floods of tears.

“I knew you’d be angry!” she wailed, running out of the kitchen and up the stairs.

I followed, arriving just in time to see her bedroom door slam shut but I wasn’t going to be closed out now; I simply opened it and walked straight in. Our lovely, pretty daughter was lying face down on the bed, her body rocking slowly as she sobbed. I perched next to her, stroking her long black hair and made ‘there there’ noises as I let her emotions subside.

Eventually the crying slowed and she rolled onto her side. I stroked her pink, tear-stained cheek.

“If you want to tell me, I have as long as you need,” I said softly. “It doesn’t matter what you’ve done. I can’t have you feeling as bad as this.”

“It does matter Mum,” she sobbed. “I’ve ruined everything! Everything!”

“Wait a minute,” I said quietly, standing up and slipping out of the room, returning a few minutes later with a box of tissues, a wet bath flannel and two very large glasses of white wine.

I’m not sure which of these worked best but after all three remedies had been applied, some form of calm had been restored and, once three quarters of both wine glasses had been emptied, the story started to emerge.

And it was the old, old story.

Izzy and Steve had planned to go to the Students’ Union Ball together the previous weekend but had had a lover’s tiff during the afternoon. The cause of the fall-out had been trivial as usual — something to do with Steve paying one of her flatmates too much attention - but it had turned the atmosphere sour and resulted in Steve stomping off, saying she could go to the ball on her own if she wanted but he was going to the pub with his rugby club friends.

Angry and resentful, Izzy had decided to show him who was boss and had given Steve’s ticket to her friend Lauren. The two of them had gone to the Ball together; their dresses had been short, their legs bare despite it being February and their alcohol consumption heavy.

Still angry with Steve, Izzy had drunk too much and when Lauren’s boyfriend had arrived with a couple of his friends, the two of them had joined the group on the dance floor.

An hour’s dancing and several vodka shots later Izzy had found herself being edged out of the group by one of the boys, a good-looking, well built hockey player called Simon. He said he was from North London and was visiting a friend from home for the weekend. The Ball had been an unexpected bonus.

He had paid Izzy a lot of attention, flattering her and basically chatting her up.

The two of them had danced for another half hour before he took her to the bar for a cold drink and a cool-down. In the relative quiet they had talked animatedly for a long time, having yet more drinks before Izzy realised that her friend Lauren was nowhere to be seen. Simon told her Lauren had gone back to her boyfriend’s flat which was where he was staying too. Why didn’t he walk her round to make sure she was safe?

Of course, the walk which began innocently soon moved to holding hands, then to walking arm in arm, then to a pause in the darkness between streetlights for a long, lingering kiss.

Reading between the lines, it seems that things began to get out of hand from there on. From the few details she did provide, I gathered that Simon had given her a comprehensive fondling and fingering in the street, arousing her to such an extent that when they eventually did reach the flat, they had fallen into Lauren’s boyfriend’s bedroom and had fucked each other wildly all the rest of the night.

And she didn’t even know his surname.

Of course it couldn’t have been a worse choice of location; everyone in the flat knew both her and Steve and could hear with their own ears what was going on behind the closed door.

“They all heard us Mum. They heard me! Everyone in the flat heard me.”

“Oh sweetheart,” I said, putting my arm around her and hugging her.

“When I woke up in the morning I was still in Lauren’s boyfriend’s room. Simon was still there too and we were both naked. It was awful. Everyone in the flat knew I was supposed to be Steve’s girlfriend and they all knew I had cheated on him all night. I just cried and cried.”

“What did Simon say?”

“He was horrified. He said he didn’t know I was already in a relationship or he wouldn’t have tried to get with me.”

“Is that true?”

“Lauren says it is. She says he’s a really nice guy too. But it gets worse.”

“Tell me,” I said, hugging her closer.

“I wanted to go home straight away. It took ages to find all my clothes and my phone and when I did find it there was a text message from Steve calling me a filthy cheating slut and dumping me on the spot.”

“That’s terrible!”

“One of the boys in the flat must have told him I was there,” she hissed angrily.

I didn’t say anything; in my opinion it was far more likely that a girl had told Steve; a girl who wanted to move in on my daughter’s now-ex boyfriend.

“I haven’t heard a word from him since. But that’s not the worst thing.”

It sounded pretty bad to me.

“Mum, they’ve been calling me names all week. Not to my face but I’ve heard them talking.”

I must have looked puzzled.

“What names?” She looked down at her feet.

“Izzy-Oh-God!”

“What?”

“It’s what I kept shouting when… when we were doing it. Lauren says I kept wailing Oh God! Oh God! She heard it all; I’m so ashamed.”

“I’m so sorry,” I said.

I was indeed sorry and could empathise with her. I had acquired a nickname at school for similar though not identical reasons. The name had stuck throughout my life too. Clearly being noisy during sex was something that ran in the family.

“Steve found out straight away. He hasn’t answered his phone and every time I went round to his flat they just kept saying he isn’t in.”

“Have you heard from Simon?” I asked.

She started to cry again.

“No, nothing. Lauren says he went back to London. She says he liked me a lot but when he found out I already had a boyfriend he thought he’d better leave me alone. Oh Mum! He thinks I’m a slut too! What else can he think?”

“Izzy, please…” I began.

“Perhaps they’re right, Mum. Perhaps I am a slut. How can I go back to Uni now?”

There was a long pause while I tried to gather my thoughts.

“Did you use protection?” I asked, being sensible and adult with my daughter in a way I had not been when my own seduction had taken place.

She shook her head. “I didn’t even think about it.”


“Are you still on the pill?”

She nodded.

“Then for safety’s sake we’d better get you tested in case you’ve picked up something nasty.”

She began to object.

“Sweetheart it’s only common sense, and you can do it anonymously.” I named a clinic I knew through work. It was in a different town so no-one would recognise either of us. “We could go on Saturday morning before you catch the train.”

Izzy nodded her acquiescence.

My God! Life was getting complicated!

***

Unsurprisingly there was a strained atmosphere over dinner; Izzy had pleaded for me not to tell her father so I gave Pete a very expurgated version when we were talking in bed later that evening. I told him that she and Steve had broken up and that there wasn’t much chance of them getting back together.

Pete didn’t need to know that neither his wife nor his daughter could be trusted to keep their knickers on.

***

The next day was very busy at work. Being Thursday it would have been the day of my next Official Date with Tony but Izzy’s continued presence and her distress made this impossible. This was a disappointment to both Tony and me. Perversely, it also seemed to be a disappointment for my husband too; Pete was distinctly restive during the evening.

When I got home from work, Izzy was in a slightly better frame of mind having unloaded some of her troubles onto me the night before. She had spent the day on her assignments and had gone for a run but when I asked if she had heard from anyone at Uni, she shook her head and frowned.

Dinner was a little more light-hearted. Pete did his best to reassure her that there were plenty more fish in the sea (though thank God he didn’t use that phrase) but of course, knowing the real reason for their break-up, this was of little help.

Friday was equally busy at work but this time when I came home I was greeted by a much brighter, more enthusiastic daughter than the one I had left in her pyjamas that morning.

“Come on then,” I teased her as I filled the kettle in the kitchen. “What’s happened?”

“He called! He called me this afternoon!”

Izzy was positively bounding around the room. After her previous demeanour, it was a delight for a mother to see.

“He’s forgiven you? You’re getting back with Steve? I’m so pleased.”

“No Mum; not Steve! I don’t think he’ll ever forgive me.” She looked genuinely upset about this but there was still something making her happier. “Besides, Steve’s already slept with Lauren, can you believe that? The sneaky, underhand cow!”

I congratulated myself on my perception; it must have been Izzy’s so-called friend Lauren who had told Steve about her one-night-stand so she could move in on him herself. So much for girls not being predictable!

But Izzy was bubbling with excitement.

“No, Steve didn’t call, Simon did! He messaged me after lunch and then called. We talked for more than an hour. He says he got my number from Lauren but didn’t want to call straight away in case I was trying to get back with Steve. When he heard about Steve and Lauren, he knew it was definitely all over so he called me straight away.”

This did indeed sound like good news.

“He wants to see me again, Mum! He says we have more in common than any girl he’s ever met and please can we get together again. He wants to come and visit on Sunday! I’ve got to get back to Uni tomorrow.”

“But he lives in London,” I protested.

“I know! But he’s prepared to come all that way to see me again. And stay overnight.”

I was amazed just how quickly my daughter had reassessed and re-calibrated her life. If Simon wanted to see her again, knowing she had just cheated on her last boyfriend, then she must have made quite an impression on him.

Some things never changed, I reflected. Even in my day the one thing that could lose a girl her reputation as a slut was the acquisition of a steady boyfriend. And the more good-looking, the better. In Izzy’s case the boy concerned was the one she had cheated with which made things even more fortunate. Steve’s sleeping with Lauren in revenge merely put the icing on the cake; the story could be told in a way that suggested our daughter wasn’t a slut, she had simply moved on from her old boyfriend. They both had.

Only a handful of people would know the truth. At least, I thought wryly, they already knew that the sex was good — and what she was likely to shout in bed!

***

It wasn’t possible for Pete to understand the reason why his daughter was so much happier without letting him know the full story so we agreed to tell him that Izzy had been asked out by another boy she had recently met.

This seemed to satisfy his curiosity; as long as his sweet, innocent daughter was happy, he was happy and Friday night’s dinner was bright and cheerful.

Izzy was still full of energy when she woke early on Saturday morning and packed for the journey back to University. We still went to the clinic; you can’t; be too careful but given the good news about Simon, it seemed unlikely there would be a problem — and so it eventually proved to our joint relief.

Pete had to go into work so at ten-thirty I dropped Izzy off at the railway station, hugging and kissing her as if she was leaving forever. I had dressed in my gym kit of black Capri tights, a pink vest top, white socks and trainers with a tracksuit top to keep me warm.

I genuinely had every intention of going straight to the gym for an hour’s intensive workout — maybe even take in a class - but fate decided otherwise.

“I can’t tell you how much you helped, Mum,” she said, her voice trembling as we hugged alongside the car.

“Just be careful,” I told her, trying not to sound too scolding. “You’ve had a lucky escape.”

“I know,” she agreed. “I’m still shocked at myself. I expect they’ll get bored of that silly name quickly.”

I didn’t disabuse her of that belief but in my case the nickname was still in use decades later.

“Are you still upset about Steve?” I asked.

“A bit, and I’m still ashamed of what I did but sleeping with Lauren so soon afterwards changes things.”

I was amazed at how easily my daughter could brush off the fact that it was she who had cheated so publically on her long term boyfriend. Whatever Steve had done afterwards had been the result of severe provocation. Or had the whole thing been planned by Lauren all along?

The thought reminded me of my own situation in a way that made me feel uncomfortable. By arranging secret assignations with Tony I was lying to my husband, but was I cheating on him too? Surely not; he already knew Tony and I were fucking so where was the harm?

Whatever the answer, it wasn’t enough to make me want to change the plans we had in place. Tony and I would still have our overnight Valentine’s Day fuck-fest.

I felt strangely empty a few minutes later as Izzy waved and walked into the station, her bag slung over her shoulder. She really was a remarkably pretty girl, I thought. I wasn’t at all surprised so many boys wanted to bed her.

The thought of bed made me think of Tony. What was it with the women in our family? Could none of us be satisfied by a single lover? And were we all that easy to get into bed? My daughter seemed to have put up no more resistance than I had but at least she had the excuse of being drunk.

I wondered what Simon looked like; what the pair of them would have looked like as they fucked, Izzy’s skinny legs parted wide with a young male bottom rising and falling in between. I wondered what her voice had sounded like, wailing loud enough to give her a nickname as well as a reputation. I wondered what Tony and I looked like in comparison, my fifty-year old legs spread equally wide to receive his short, thick cock in my over-sized vagina.

Stop it Penny! Don’t go down that road.

But it was impossible; the mere memory of my original seduction had already started the process of arousal in my body. My nipples were hardening and I could feel the warm glow in my vulva — my hairless pussy that announced the production of those oh-so-necessary juices.

Suddenly I knew what I wanted. My qualms about Pete evaporated in a surge of lust. All I knew was that I had to have Tony’s thick, stumpy cock in my well-used cunt again, stretching my inner lips as tightly as they had ever been stretched before filling my married body with thick, sticky semen.

Suddenly nothing else mattered. Almost without conscious thought, I pulled my secret phone out of my sports bag and dialled the only number in its memory.

“Hello Mrs. Sexy Barker,” Tony’s voice was low and made me shiver.

“Hello,” I replied. “Are you busy?”

“I’m out but I could be anywhere you wanted me to be.”

“I’m free for the next hour or so,” I said meaningfully. “Are you?”

“For you, anything. But I thought Izzy…”

“I’ve just put her on the train,” I interrupted. “I was on my way to the gym but I thought a different kind of exercise might be nice. Your name sprang to mind.”

“What about Pete?”

“He’s at work. What he doesn’t know…”

“I’ll be home in fifteen minutes.”

I drove slowly but directly to Tony’s apartment, parking my car around the corner to make it less obvious I was there. His car arrived a few minutes later; I gave him five minutes to get upstairs and be ready for me before pressing the bell at the main door.

Seconds later a buzzing sound told me it was unlocked; I pushed it open and slowly climbed the stairs.

Minutes later Tony was fucking me unceremoniously, doggy-style on the lounge carpet with the Saturday sports preview playing on the TV throughout the whole messy session. My thighs were sore; it had taken a lot more force to rid me of my close-fitting gym tights than it had been to remove my knickers and my sports bra was still resolutely in place on my tiny boobs, preventing them swinging as Tony thrust himself forcefully into me from behind.

The bizarre combination of banality and adultery was surprisingly arousing.

The beast within me must have thought so too because the breeding frenzy struck hard and fast. Almost before the team lists could be put on screen, I was begging Tony once again to knock-up my cheating cunt and put a baby in me there and then.

Though no longer physically possible thank to Tony’s vasectomy, the feral cries of a woman in heat helped spur both of us to a very pleasant mutual climax.

We lay on the rug afterwards, panting and sweating as my body began to absorb the ropes of Tony’s semen it had just gratefully received. I leaned back against his chest, feeling the reassurance of his long, slim body against mine, his warm breath on the back of my neck as his hands toyed with my sides and tummy.

It felt… perfect!

***

I sneaked into our house afterwards. Pete had come home and was working in the study so he didn’t get the chance to see his sweaty, semen encrusted wife running upstairs and into the shower where she washed the sticky evidence of cheating from her body.

The idea of feeling guilty never occurred to me.



Penny’s Promiscuity Ch. 11: Discovery

“So would you be prepared to help me Penny? To help us?”

I was sitting in the bar of the gym club that my husband Peter and I belonged to, having a post-spinning-class glass of wine — okay a second glass of wine with my friend Julie.

Julie was a close family friend, the blonde, petite, china-doll-pretty, butter-wouldn’t-melt-in-her-mouth estranged wife of my regular lover, Tony.

Tony had left over a year ago because at the time she had started a highly public affair with a man more than twenty years her junior, a Personal Trainer at the very club in which we were sitting. Despite being the same age as me to within a few weeks, Julie appeared to be positively thriving on her new sexual existence. To my considerable envy she was looking slimmer, fitter and at least ten years younger than before her affair had started.

But the reason I was staring at her that evening was something entirely different; to my horror, Julie had just asked if my husband Pete and I would help re-unite her with her estranged husband once again.

My friend’s words had rather stunned me. Apart from the fact that for the last year she had been telling me how wonderful life with a younger man could be and how sexually satisfied she now was, she was also apparently unknowingly asking me to break up the only affair I had ever had in over twenty years of marriage.

The fact that my husband had encouraged me to take a lover and had aided and abetted me in making our new Hotwife-Cuckold relationship a reality didn’t diminish my amazement.

I looked at my friend as she sat opposite me, her tight jeans and tighter top showing off her well-toned, athletic figure. She looked very attractive. Up until her affair began, I had always considered Julie to be my closest female friend. We had met during ante-natal classes and remained close ever since. Our children had been born within a few months of each other, we had dealt with nurseries, schools and now Universities at the same time, we had gone on holidays and day trips together. Indeed, until my own affair with her husband had started a few months ago, our ‘other halves’ had been good friends too.

Julie’s affair with her Personal Trainer was now over a year old. At first it had stunned all our circle of friends, especially her almost complete lack of discretion about the whole thing; everyone who was anyone knew all about it.

Knowing Tony as well as I did, I was sure that it was the brazen flaunting of her new sexuality that had made him leave her as much as the infidelity itself. From my own unusual marriage I knew only too well how some men enjoy being cuckolded but I also knew how important it was to limit the humiliation the cuckold had to suffer.

There was no way I would have wanted my own Hotwife lifestyle or my husband’s status as willing cuckold ever to become public knowledge, but that is exactly what Julie had done to Pete.

“Are you serious?” I asked, amazed. What about…?” I asked, not knowing quite how to allude to her young lover.

“Him? He’s history,” she replied with a callousness I hadn’t suspected she possessed. “I’ve dumped him… well almost.”

“Almost?” I asked, suspiciously.

“It’s not going anywhere. It’s time to move on.”

Her words were firm but I could see something in her eyes that told me there was more to learn. I knew better than to press her for more; instead I simply ordered a third glass of wine for us both and kept the chat going.

“I thought he’d more or less moved in,” I said, deliberately challenging.

“That’s what he thought too,” Julie replied bitterly. “I’m not having another man take me for granted.”

I paused, wondering how to move the conversation onwards.

“Is that what Tony did?” I asked, deciding on the direct route.

“Isn’t that what they all do after twenty years?” she replied, again bitterly. “Especially in bed. Be honest Penny.”

If I had been honest I could have told her that in my case taking me for granted sexually was the last thing my husband Pete was doing. Far from it; he was making sure I got what I wanted in the bedroom department, even if it wasn’t him delivering the goods.

“So why do you want to get back with him?” I asked. “Won’t you just get disappointed again?”

Given the amazing things her husband was doing to me in bed, I could scarcely believe any woman could get bored with it. But people were strange; maybe familiarity had bred contempt, as perhaps it had done in my own marriage until recently.

“Maybe I’ve found out that there’s more to life than sex after all,” she whispered, leaning in closer. “Trust me Penny, there’s only so far a good fuck can keep your mind off the untidiness, the smell of sweaty clothes and the childish behaviour. At times it’s like having the kids back home when they were teens.”

I laughed as she intended me to though she was using the ‘f’ word in a way I had never heard her use it before. It reminded me of the way Pete and I now talked.

“I miss Tony,” she added quietly. “I miss the kids too.”

“It’s taken you long enough to realise that,” I observed.

“I’m a slow learner,” she grinned wanly. “Besides, I had plenty to keep my mind off him. I’ve got over it now.”

There was a long pause during which Julie studied me closely, waiting for me to respond to her initial request.

“You’ve really hurt him, you know?” I said quietly. “Do you think he’d want to get back with you? Have you talked to him? Has he said anything?”

The question sounded as bland as I could make it, but I was desperate to know the truth; had Tony been considering getting back with his wife at the same time as he was telling me he wanted me to stay with him?

“We’ve talked,” she told me. Though Tony had mentioned it once or twice, it still felt like a form of betrayal which should have told me my own relationship with him had already got way beyond just sex. “He hasn’t said he’ll come back, but he hasn’t said he wouldn’t either,” she replied unhelpfully.

“Can he really just forgive and forget?” I asked, amazed. “After all that’s happened?”

“I hope so,” she said. “I’ve an idea he’s found someone else. He’s different these days. I haven’t found out who it is yet but I will. I don’t know if it’s serious but if he and I could spend more time together like we used to; if it could all feel normal again, perhaps I could convince him to try again,” she continued.

This was worrying; Tony and I would have to be careful how and when we met if Julie was spying on him. But she hadn’t finished.

“If you and Pete invited us both out to dinner — or even round to your house then Tony might feel more prepared to spend time with me instead of just talking on the phone.”

Obviously nothing could ever be ‘normal’ again between me, Tony and Pete; I couldn’t imagine even broaching the subject with my husband.

“I’m not sure he’d come Jules,” I said trying to keep her expectations low.

“But he might! Please say you’ll help, Penny! Please!”

***

Julie’s proposal kept me thinking right up to Valentine’s Day. From our pillow I knew perhaps better than he did how much Tony missed the life they had enjoyed before her affair. On the one hand he might jump at the chance of getting some of that back. On the other hand, he had clearly been hurt by his wife’s very public affair and was trying to keep his options open with me.

I did learn from Sports Club gossip that she and her young boyfriend had indeed parted ways; he had been seen several times in the company of one of the female Personal Trainers and in the car of another of his clients, another woman around my age.

So Julie was free to get back with her husband — if he would have her.

At that time I most certainly did not want my lover to get back with his wife, but a refusal to help would damage my relationship with her and, worse, might well result in too many questions being asked and my own affair becoming as public as hers.

Things could get very messy.

***

Valentine’s Day itself was midweek. My husband Pete and I exchanged cards and romantic gifts as usual then spent a relatively normal day at work. A bouquet of flowers arrived mid-morning with only a red heart on the accompanying card. This was awkward; who should I thank?

When I returned to the car park there was a card under the wiper of my car. I sat in the driver’s seat and opened it, my heart thumping. It was from Tony of course, the handwriting gave that away. It was also obscene; possibly the most explicit Valentine’s Day card I had ever seen but along with the rather graphic description of what he would try and do to me next time we met, there was a short, hand-written note with a very different theme.

A theme not just of sex, but of love.

It also made clear that the flowers were not from him which made my arrival home twenty minutes later a lot more relaxed.

I was even more pleased to receive a message on my phone from our daughter Isobel to say that her new boyfriend Simon had not only sent her a card and flowers, but had arrived in person to take her out to dinner and stay overnight in her room. As this had involved a journey from London of over four hours, it showed a level of commitment that was heart-warming.

Simon was the boy who had seduced my foolish daughter at a recent University ball, thereby unintentionally breaking up her long standing relationship with her previous boyfriend. Their lovemaking had apparently been so passionate throughout the entire night they had spent fucking that Izzy’s cries had earned her the unfortunate nickname ‘Izzy-Oh-God! I had yet to meet Simon — I hadn’t even seen a photo of him but had been assured by my somewhat chastened daughter that he was drop-dead-gorgeous.

Pete took me out to dinner in one of our city’s finest and most romantic restaurants. The taxi was German, the waiter was Polish, the food was French, the wine from New Zealand, the water from Scotland but the sex that followed was truly British and very pleasant indeed.

As usual with Pete’s long, thin cock I didn’t reach orgasm but I wasn’t too far away and the copious insemination that followed went a long way towards making up for the minor disappointment.

When we were lying side by side afterwards, Pete reached into the bedside cabinet and pulled out a small rectangular package. He gave it to me with a kiss.

“A little extra present,” he smiled.

“The flowers were more than enough,” I protested. “And the chocolates.”

Pete had given me my favourite confectionery as well.

“They were for Public Penny, my wife,” he grinned. “This is for the Hotwife Slut she’s turned into!”

I opened the wrapping and pulled out a small jewellery box. Inside was a gold chain, too long to be a bracelet but too short to make a good necklace. I looked at Pete, puzzled.

“It’s a Slut Wife anklet,” he said. “For you to wear on your dates — or when we’re out together and you want to remind yourself and me what you’ve become.”

I wasn’t sure I liked the word ‘slut’ in that context but the evidence was hard to deny. My secret dates with Tony and the intensity of our lovemaking made the term feel even more appropriate.

“We can add charms if you like,” he continued. “I found it on the net; there’s a good few to choose from.” He chuckled. “I wanted to get one for each ankle with the words ‘Open’ and ‘Here’.”

I laughed too; it was a good idea. I was sure Tony would love it.

“So when do you think I might get to watch you being fucked?” he asked, the familiar theme reappearing. “It was part of the deal, remember?”

“I don’t know Pete,” I replied, trying to keep the impatience out of my voice. “I’m not sure you and Tony in the same room while I’m being fucked would be a good idea.”

“In which case you need another fuck-buddy,” Pete insisted. “It wasn’t supposed to be an exclusive arrangement with him, was it? I thought having lots of lovers was part of the attraction.”

It was — or at least it had been when my Hotwife existence had started two months ago. Now, after spending so much time with Tony and feeling the way we were both beginning to feel about each other, I wasn’t so sure.

With our second romantic overnight stay in the discreet, country house hotel still ahead of us, my ability to concentrate solely on the joys of physical sex was becoming very uncertain.

***

“I love you, Penny Barker,” Tony said quietly. “I think I’ve loved you for a long time.”

It was two days later and we were lying in bed together in our country house hotel. We were naked, sweating and panting in the small hours of Saturday morning, tired but satisfied after a wonderful hour of wild, tipsy, energetic sex to celebrate the recently-passed Valentine’s Day.

I had had to lie to my husband to be there; Pete believed me to be taking part in a conference in London as he had the last time Tony and I had enjoyed an overnight stay in the same hotel. It was definitely not what Pete and I had agreed; I wasn’t supposed to see my lover without my husband’s agreement but things had got a bit out of hand.

Unable to wait the planned full week between dates, I had now seen Tony four times without Pete’s knowledge, each deception that little bit easier than the one before, each adding to the illicit thrill of the whole affair.

Perhaps as a result of this extra edge, when Tony’s cock had entered my body after a romantic dinner and a night-time walk hand in hand in the darkness of the gardens, the breeding frenzy had struck me with a vengeance. I had been forced to bite hard on one of the crisp white pillows to stifle the crude animal noises that were emanating from my throat. Now, as I lay there, freshly inseminated, my head was spinning, my hips ached and my still-shaved vulva was red raw where Tony’s pubic hair had ground hard against it.

“I’ve wanted to fuck you ever since the kids were in nursery,” he continued. “I never dreamed it would actually happen. I’m so glad it has.”

I chuckled and kissed him on his salty lips. “That feeling is mutual.”

“Was it mutual back then?”

“I’m not telling,” I said coquettishly. “Maybe it was; maybe you just grew on me.”

We both knew full well that there had been a spark between us for many years. Indeed ten years ago when I had first started writing there had been a couple of near-misses where, had circumstances been different, he and I might well have fallen into bed a whole decade before it had actually happened.

The stories I wrote at the time had been under one of my early male pseudonyms and told the tale of how I would have loved to seduce him and start an affair with him. Writing as if I was the man being seduced, seeing myself as the seducer from Tony’s point of view had been a strange experience but it had helped me deal with an otherwise dry patch in my marriage while remaining faithful to my husband in body, if not in spirit.

Now of course the fantasy had become a reality, my fidelity was long gone and our affair was all around us.

I remembered those fantasies well and how wide of the mark I now knew them to have been. In my fantasies, I had never imagined Tony’s cock in detail; it had simply been something vaguely large and expertly wielded that brought me great pleasure. In reality, his erect cock was short and stubby but very thick, bringing a fresh tightness when thrust into to my over-sized vagina that had been lacking since the last of my children had been born.

Tony slipped his arm around me and held me close on the bed. I could feel his heart beating in his nearly hairless chest and could smell the distinctive masculine aroma of a strong man soon after he has cum. It was an aroma that spoke to the most basic, almost primeval parts of my soul, especially when his life-creating fluid was lying as deep within my own body as Tony’s was then.

I inhaled and closed my eyes, basking in the truly rewarding, entirely feminine, earth-mother aura that for me, a full and copious insemination always produced.

“I think we’ve gone way beyond just fucking now, don’t you?” Tony said dreamily as he massaged my tiny left boob. “I think I’ve really, actually fallen in love with you. Mrs. Barker.”

The instinctive response was to say that I loved him too. The words were on the tip of my tongue but I stopped them just in time. There was no doubt in my mind that I did love this man but I wasn’t ready to hear myself admit it as openly as I felt it. Something told me that to say those three words at that time, in that room and in that atmosphere would change everything.

“I don’t want tonight to end,” he continued. “I want you to come home with me; live with me; make babies with me.”

“It’s a bit late for that,” I smiled. Although my menopause still hadn’t started, Tony’s vasectomy ten years before had ensured that pregnancy was the least of our concerns. “But I suppose we could practice, just in case,” I added cheekily.

Tony made a big deal of looking down at his groin where little was stirring.

“In a minute or two we might try again,” he grinned cheekily. “If your Little Pink Pussy doesn’t mind another visit from my cock, of course.”

“My Little Pick Pussy would love a visit from your cock again,” I said archly; my pussy was indeed an angry, over-used pink as was Tony’s flaccid cock. “When your little friend down there is good and ready.”

“Perhaps if you helped wake him up a little?” Tony smiled innocently.

Taking my cue with a broad grin, I slipped down Tony’s body to the place where his short, stubby cock was struggling into life. Barely semi-erect, it twitched as it lay across his pubic triangle, glistening with the sticky combination of my own juices and his semen.

Even then I couldn’t believe how such an ugly appendage could produce such extraordinary sensations when thrust in and out of the place in my body for which it had been created. But the last three months had proved without a doubt that it could; Tony’s oh-so-thick cock could produce in my married, cheating loins feelings that after twenty monogamous years, my husband’s long, slender shaft couldn’t even approach.

I took the half hard phallus in my fingers, toying with it, running my fingertips up and down its sticky length, cupping the full sack at its base and pulling back the skin to reveal the smooth end in its purple-pink glory before finally taking it into my mouth.

The sour, earthy second-hand taste of my own vaginal juices made me wince at first but I persevered, running my tongue up and down the underside of his shaft, from his sack to his tip and back, then along the ridge between the smooth end and the thick, undulating shaft.

A pocket of my own strong-tasting juices awaited my tongue there too, making me shiver again. How it was that my lover and my husband could get such pleasure out of filling their mouths with such bitter-tasting fluids was beyond me. I was just very pleased that they did.

Never a big fan of fellatio, my skills in that department were more workmanlike than inspired but they were having the desired effect. Much, much thicker than my husband’s, I could feel Tony’s cock swelling in my mouth, its floppy shaft gradually becoming firmer and firmer as it prepared itself for the important task of penetrating my vagina.

As it rose to its full length and sturdy girth, Tony lifted my head away from his groin and rolled me gently onto my back. My legs opened wide almost of their own accord, giving him plenty of room to mount me as he wished. Tony rose over me for the umpteenth time, his knees between mine, his arms either side of my shoulders.

“She looks a bit sore,” he said, inspecting the rather red triangle between my thighs.

He was right; she was indeed sore and stretched but at that moment, pain didn’t matter. All I wanted was more of the same.

“Then you’d better be gentle with her,” I teased.

In the end, gentle was the last thing Tony’s cock was. Though his penetration was slow and careful, the speed and power of his strokes escalated quickly. Within minutes he was thrusting in and out of my sore, over-stretched vagina hard and fast as if trying to fuck my ancestors rather than just me, their adulterous descendent.


I came hard, despite or maybe because of the pain, wailing into the pillow, raking his chest with my fingernails so hard they drew blood from around his left nipple. My body shook as the bedsprings groaned and bounced, slamming my hips upwards to meet his powerful downward strokes until finally his face turned into an ugly grimace and he began to cum in me once again.

His long, strong body crushed me into the mattress as the last drops of semen were pumped against my cervix and his cock gradually softened inside me. As I drifted off into a doze, my soft, feminine body bruised and exhausted but comfortingly full of a strong man’s seed, all I could hear was a dreamy female voice saying three simple words over and over again.

“I love you I love you I love you!”

I fell asleep, dimly aware that something had just changed.

***

When I woke it was morning. Tony was lying next to me, watching me with adoration in his eyes. We made love again, slowly and lingeringly, both of us sore but unwilling to miss what might be our last opportunity of the overnight stay.

This time we both murmured those three magic words as our bodies merged together.

After our bodies had reluctantly separated, for half an hour and in a dazed, post-coital state we had talked about our love; how wonderful it would be if we could live together; how extra-ordinarily compatible we were in bed and in life; how painful it was to have to separate straight after our lovemaking; how sweet our lives could be if we were together all the time not just for the stolen hours we currently spent fucking.

From there it was only a short journey towards imagining how we might make it actually happen. Before I realised how far things had got, we were planning how we would leave our spouses and move in together, getting married as soon as our divorces came through.

We then fucked wildly and madly one last time like two demons possessed, the breeding frenzy taking me to new levels of animal lust.

It was utter, utter madness; a castle built on sand but for us, in that room, on that day it seemed real.

I should never have let it happen! If I had kept to the once-per-week fuck-sessions Pete had agreed then everything would have been alright. If I hadn’t piled deception upon deception and had kept things as physical as they had started, things might have been different.

It wasn’t as if it was a surprise; seeing too much of one fuck-buddy and falling in love with him was one of the biggest dangers every single one of my online cuckold friends had warned me about.

But I hadn’t listened; Penny always knew best! Stupid woman!

***

I returned to my husband that evening, battered, sore and very unsettled. I had to keep up the pretence that I had been at the conference again which was difficult given my heavy preoccupation but I couldn’t let Pete find out just how far my deceit had gone.

The dilemma prevented me sleeping for the next three nights too. On the one hand, there was no doubt that I loved my amazing husband. There should have been no question; I should choose him over my lover without hesitation. I had promised to do nothing less but…

But on the other hand, I was unquestionably having the best sex of my life with a man I loved, who loved me too and wanted me to marry him.

There was no doubt at all that I still loved my husband so how could I love Tony too? Could I be in love with them both at the same time? Was that even possible? I had already proved that a woman could fuck two men at the same time but surely love was different.

I couldn’t live with them both, that was certain so what could I do? There was no answer to that question that wouldn’t hurt at least two of the three of us.

***

By late Sunday morning, twenty four hours had passed and two dozen messages from Tony had arrived since he and I had kissed each other goodbye as we left the hotel. They were almost all on the same theme; when could we spend yet more time together? When would I tell Pete how we felt about each other? When could I move in with him?

I had replied as evasively as I could and made as few promises as I could but there was no denying the way my heart felt, however clearly my head told me otherwise. And as for my sore vulva, well that was sending its own messages loudly and clearly!

Despite my best efforts at behaving normally, Pete had noticed a marked change in my manner over the weekend. I had been at best, detached, at worst bad tempered and impatient with him and things had not gone well in bed. As a result we had not made love on Saturday night which was a blessing; my body still bore far too many signs of the excessive penetrations from Tony it had enjoyed over the last two days.

I knew it was unfair on Pete but I couldn’t help myself. Several times he asked me what was wrong. I tried to deflect his questions with other questions but he had been very persistent so I had resorted to rudeness.

There was a serious conversation approaching; I could feel it but wasn’t ready to face it yet.

Meanwhile, having had one highly successful illicit assignation on a Saturday morning instead of going to the gym, it was perilously easy to arrange another. Memories of all Tony and I had said to each other during our romantic Valentine’s stay remained with me, reinforced by the continual stream of messages we exchanged on my secret phone.

The momentum was gathering. On the one hand I had my wonderful husband of over twenty years, the father of my three children, the man who loved me enough to let me have a free hand in my sex life; the man who trusted me enough to let me go to my lover in the belief I would return.

On the other hand, there was my lover; a man who had shown me better, more exciting sex than I had imagined existed; who had changed the way in which I saw my life, my future and myself. A man who had said over and over again that he loved me and wanted me to move in with him, leaving all of my previous humdrum life behind to join him in a world of hot passionate sex.

And I was stupid and arrogant enough to believe the choice was mine and mine alone!

On Tuesday evening I went to Tony’s apartment again instead of going to the gym. The same happened the following Saturday morning despite having had my ‘Official Date’ on Thursday evening in between. Although I had allowed Pete free access to my soiled body afterwards and had watched him eating his regular creampie from between my thighs, I did not reach orgasm under his tongue and had to resort to my dubious acting skills to make things appear normal.

The following Tuesday and Saturday saw me repeat my unofficial visits to Tony’s apartment, becoming so blasé that I no longer worried about parking around the corner. Anyone who knew me could have seen my car parked in the car park for a couple of hours each day.

Tony was away on business the following week so both my official and unofficial dates had been impossible. Consequently I was feeling very sexually frustrated and excited when I drove round to his apartment the following Saturday morning dressed in my gym kit.

I told myself once again that hadn’t actually lied to Pete; I had just changed into my sports clothes and left the house. If he chose to believe I was going to the gym that was his decision.

The problem was that with perfect timing, one of my unreliable periods had arrived that very morning. I had messaged Tony to warn him that there would be no penetrative sex that day but he had insisted we could ‘find another way’ to pleasure each other.

After a barren, sexless week I was nearly desperate to see him again but at the back of my mind was the worrying thought that the ‘other way’ he had in mind might be anal sex. Pete and I had tried it once; it had been a disaster, hurting us both even with Pete’s slender erection and had put me off the whole idea ever since. Tony’s cock was much, much thicker; it would not be entering my rectum that morning however hard he tried to persuade me.

When I walked excitedly through the door, we had fallen on each other, our mouths and tongues locking together while Tony’s fingers working their magic on my boobs, buttocks and vulva through my tight-fitting gym clothes, bringing me to a state of arousal in which I might almost have done anything for him.

Almost.

Sensing my near-desperation, Tony did indeed suggest that we gave my back door a try. Despite my arousal I was firm and rejected the idea but either I wasn’t clear enough or he had more tenacity than I had expected.

“You’ll love it,” he smiled persuasively, running a finger along the cleft between my buttocks.

“Please Tony! I’m not keen,” I insisted, not wanting to confess Pete and I had tried and failed.

“It gets better with experience too,” he continued. “Lots of women get more out of it that straight sex.”

“You know a lot of women who take it up their bottoms?” I challenged jokingly.

“I know at least one,” he replied then seemed anxious that he had given away a secret.

It took a moment for the penny to drop,

“You mean you and Julie…?”

He nodded, surprisingly embarrassed.

“We’ve done it for years. She really likes it, especially…”

“Especially when she’s on her period?”

He nodded again.

This was yet another shock. Julie had been my closest friend; with her butter-wouldn’t-melt-in-her-mouth prettiness, it suggested innocence and naivete rather than sexual adventurism. I had already learned that her sex drive was so strong that she had routinely fucked her husband throughout her periods; that had been a big surprise in itself. The image of that pale, delicate body with Tony’s thick stubby cock thrust into her rectum was even harder to contemplate.

“I know what I’m doing Penny. It won’t hurt, I promise.”

“I’m sorry Tony, it’ not for me; at least not today okay?”

Whatever his professed abilities, this time I was firm; there was going to be no anal sex for me that day.

If I’m honest, the idea had always fascinated me; it certainly wasn’t something I never wanted to try but the circumstances — and the proposed cock - would have to be right. If my husband’s slim erection had been so painful, the ‘right cock’ was definitely not Tony’s thick shaft so I crossed it firmly off the menu.

But having arrived in his apartment and become so aroused, I couldn’t offer Tony no sexual liaison at all and desperately needed some relief myself. An acceptable alternative would have to be found. In my menstrual state I didn’t want Tony’s mouth anywhere near my vulva so there was only one alternative; I would have to dust off my teenage oral skills and give my lover the best blowjob I could manage.

And I would have to do it quickly or else I might weaken. The look of disappointment of his face was almost funny.

“Don’t look so disappointed,” I said in a ‘talking to baby’ voice, taking his fingers in mine and drawing him closer. “I’m sure we can find a way to ease your frustration.”

Tony smiled then looked surprised as I cupped the bulge in his jeans. It was already firm; the mere thought of anal sex was clearly a massive turn on for him.

“Come on,” I said in as alluring a voice as I could manage, leading him into the lounge where I pulled him towards the large floor-to-ceiling window that overlooked the car park, the neighbours’ apartments and the formal gardens.

The sofa on which we had made love so many times stood at an angle to the window. I quickly pushed it round so that it stood with its back to the glass, the cushions facing into the room.

“What are you doing?” Tony asked, intrigued as he stood in the window, clearly visible to anyone watching from below.

“Just come here,” I said archly.

Tony obediently walked around the sofa until it stood between him and the window.

“What are you up to, Penny?” he smiled.

Without a word I dropped to my knees in front of him then, looking up into his puzzled eyes, I pulled my gym top up and over my head, leaving me in my sports bra. Then, as sexily and lingeringly as I could manage, I rolled the tight bra upwards and away, leaving me on my knees, topless at my lover’s feet.

“Wow! You are a minx, Mrs. Barker,” Tony breathed, stroking me under my chin with his fingers.

If my calculations were correct, my entire body would be hidden from the window by the sofa but Tony’s whole upper body could be seen by anyone in the car park or in the opposite apartments. I silently prayed they were correct; if not a number of my lover’s neighbours were about to have their Saturday morning enlivened by a rather startling scene.

My hands rose to his waist and I began to fumble with his belt buckle. Tony tried to help but I batted his hands away and continued until both the belt and waistband had been unfastened. Then, gazing upward deep into his eyes, I lowered his jeans slowly to his ankles.

The bulge in his briefs was very large and, with my head merely inches away, very threatening. Despite having felt it inside me countless times, I still felt nervous as I eased the elastic waistband downwards over his tight, athletic buttocks and carefully clear of the thick, rounded, still-swelling head of his cock.

“Jesus!” I gasped as, freed of its constraints, Tony’s thick shaft sprang forward, catching me by surprise and nearly poking me in the right eye. “That was close!”

“That’s your fault, Mrs. Barker,” Tony said in a soft, breathless voice. “What do you expect him to be like when the sexist woman in the world is on her knees like a slut in front of him.”

I looked up into his eyes again, seeing a level of lust that was new and thrilling; hoping desperately that my oral skills could deliver even a fraction of the pleasure his look was demanding. Fellatio hadn’t featured strongly in my sex life since I had lost my virginity and discovered the sheer unworldly delight of being inseminated so I felt very much out of practice.

Steeling myself and trying desperately to remember the few techniques I used to know when I was younger, I took the huge thick shaft in my right hand and began to pump my fist up and down his short shaft, slowly at first then slightly faster and with a firmer grip.

“Mmmm! Mrs Barker,” Tony hummed. “You’ve been practicing!”

I smiled up at him again then somewhat anxiously and with my left hand cupping his balls, opened my lips and took the head of his cock into my mouth.

It had been so long since I had knelt and sucked a cock that I had to think hard to remember how to do it properly. I knew several of my early boyfriends used to love what I did but over the years I had got out of practice. Now, with the thickest cock I had ever encountered in my mouth, I had to remember fast but to my relief, instinct took over and soon my mouth and tongue were all over and around the smooth, warm head of Tony’s cock.

“Oh that’s good!”

Encouraged by the noises from above my head and trying to remember the few porn films I had seen in my life, I began to work my right hand and mouth together up and down his shaft while my left hand cupped and massaged his tight scrotum.

“Mmmmm!”

My head dipped forwards and backwards as I carefully let my teeth scrape along the smooth, firm sides of Tony’s cock while my tongue smothered its swelling, sensitive head.

“Oh Fuck! You’re such a cock-sucker Mrs. Barker!”

Tony’s moans of pleasure filled me with delight. I felt his hands on the sides of my head, guiding the pace of my licking and dipping, forcing his cock a little deeper into my mouth with each movement until I felt it graze the roof of my mouth and the back of my throat.

Almost imperceptibly the balance began to change. One moment I was dipping and sucking, my head bobbing up and down on his cock, the next he was fucking my face, his hands holding my head firmly, his hips moving backwards and forwards, thrusting his cock rhythmically into my open mouth.

“Christ! You’re a dirty bitch, Mrs Barker!” Tony growled as the pace and depth of his thrusts increased.

In my highly-aroused state I took this as a real compliment, as if kneeling in front of a man, allowing him to use my married mouth as a vagina was something to be proud of. My body certainly felt it was; I could feel the heat emanating from my groin as my vulva wept whatever juices it could muster into the gusset of my gym tights. My hands gripped his tight buttocks as if trying to pull him even deeper into my face.

“Penny you slut!”

The tightness of his grip on my hair grew stronger and his thrusts grew deeper still. The head of Tony’s cock struck the back of my throat, making me gag. He pulled back for a moment to let me recover then continued with renewed passion. The wet sloppy sounds of a short thick cock fucking a wet, gagging mouth filled my ears as Tony face-fucked me like a common street whore.

My hands flew to his hips to try and limit the depth of his penetration and to my relief it worked. Although still hitting the back of my throat, I no longer felt as if I was about to suffocate. Then like a flash I felt his body go tense, his hips shudder and his knees wobble.

“Oh my God I’m going to…”

Realising what was about to happen I pulled my head back, my mouth open gasping for breath. It was a mistake; the first rope of semen struck me under the left eye but the second scored a direct hit straight into my open mouth. A third rope followed it, then a fourth as Tony pulled my head sharply forward, forcing his pulsating, spurting cock back between my lips as his ejaculation cascaded from the tiny lips on its tip.

Given my lifelong obsession with having my lovers cum inside my body, it had been decades since a man had ejaculated in my mouth and the experience came as a shock. The taste, texture and sheer volume of semen were almost frightening.

Tony’s whole body was shaking, his hands on the back of my head preventing me from escape until every last drop of semen had left his body and entered my mouth and he finally released my head from his grasp.

“Wow Penny!” he panted.

I couldn’t reply, too busy trying to recover my breath and wondering what to do with the mouthful of warm, sticky goo I had just received. Instead I just looked up of him, my eyes fixed on his.

“Can I see?” he asked, stroking me under the chin and raising my face towards his.

I opened my lips half way, the air on my tongue making me very aware of the strange taste and texture of the pool of semen which was filling my mouth.

“That is so sexy,” he hissed. “Do you swallow, Mrs Barker?”

I stared up at him, shocked. This really was new; the idea of swallowing a mouthful of slimy semen was horrifying and yet…

“Spit it out you want, but I think you’d rather feel it slip down your throat.”

Disgusting though it sounded, he was quite right. Having not had any form of release myself, I was still deeply aroused and probably not thinking straight. I fixed my eyes fixed on his, opened my mouth wide, ran my tongue over and through the pool of semen inside then forced myself to swallow.

At first I choked on the gooey slime then, taking a deep breath through my nose, I forced myself to try again and two ghastly gulps later, all Tony’s slimy semen had disappeared down my throat.

“Christ! You did it!” Tony gasped, “Open your mouth Penny, let me see!”

I smiled broadly and opened my mouth wide.

“Stick out your tongue!”

I obeyed again, the air rushing into my mouth heightening the residual taste of his cum on my tongue.

“You are amazing, Mrs Barker. Simply amazing!”

I thought I had been amazing too.

***

Half an hour later I drove myself slowly home, the heady flavour of Tony’s salty semen still strong in my mouth. My vulva had remained untouched so, strictly speaking I was still sexually unsatisfied but it didn’t feel like that; my mind was buzzing with confusion and excitement.


In my work and even in my home life, I was usually the one in charge. It was me that made decisions, me who commanded respect. In a strange, perverse way, for me to have taken such a submissive role — on my knees and swallowing my lover’s semen - had felt like an extraordinary release.

Yes, I had played the dirty submissive slut but my God, it had been exciting. Had I just discovered yet another something new about myself? Had my lover awakened a part of me that my husband had left unstirred for over twenty years?

As I pulled into the driveway my heart sank; Pete’s car was still there. I knew he was on call that day and in recent months that had always meant having to go into work. I had been counting on having the house to myself to try and get my head in order; to work out a way through the mess my life had become and the new ideas that were making my head spin.

With Pete still home, that opportunity would be denied me. I would have to try and pretend all was normal when it was the last thing I felt. I pulled my car to a halt beside my husband’s Porsche, took a deep breath, steeled myself then took my gym bag from the back seat and entered the house.

“Hi Penny!”

The voice from above sounded normal; cheerful even.

“Hi!” I called in return as I began to climb the stairs. “What are you doing up here?”

“Getting changed; I’ve been called into work again.”

I wave of relief washed over me. At least I would get some time to myself to try and think.

“How was it?” Pete asked as I entered the bedroom and threw my bag into the closet.

After a real gym session I would normally go straight into the shower. I had to keep up the fiction that I had just come from a sweaty exercise class though, I realised, the lack of either sex or exertion had left me without the healthy pink tinge my complexion would normally have borne.

“Not as tough as usual,” I smiled, hoping to allay any suspicions my lack of sweat might attract.

“Or you’re getting fitter,” he grinned. “I’ve always fancied you in your gym kit.”

“Pete,” I protested. “Don’t embarrass me.”

“It’s true my sexy Hotwife,” he said, pulling me into his arms before I could even think of resisting and kissing me on the lips.

It was our usual perfunctory kiss; sweet but routine, mouths closed, my hands in his. I made to break away and go into the bathroom but Pete frowned and instead of releasing me and going on with his business, he pulled be back into him and kissed me again.

This time when his lips touched mine, it wasn’t perfunctory; this time it was a real kiss, his tongue running along my lips, parting them and diving deep into my mouth.

At first I resisted, taken by surprise at this display of sexual interest at an unusual time of day but then I yielded, opening my mouth to allow my husband’s tongue to reach into the places my lover’s had been less than an hour before, feeling relieved that Tony and I hadn’t fucked before parting; that my body didn’t smell of recent, illicit sex.

Pete’s embrace lasted and lasted, his tongue working overtime in my mouth. I responded as best I could, my body pressed against his but then he broke the kiss, released my waist and stepped back half a pace.

To my horror, when he looked me in the eye there was no sign of love or lust in his expression.

“What’s going on Penny?” he asked coldly.

“What do you mean?” I asked, surprised.

“Your breath reeks of semen. You taste of it too.”

A cold wave washed over me. How could I have forgotten to brush my teeth after swallowing Tony’s cum? It was a stupid rookie error; but then I was a stupid rookie. Shit! It was far too late to do anything about it now.

I tried to look my husband in the face but my eyes would not rise to his. Instead I heard his voice, cold and hard as his eyes burned into my head.

“You’ve been fucking him again behind my back, haven’t you?”

The accusation was hard and very accurate.

“Pete I…” I protested weakly.

“I don’t want to hear it Penny. You’ve been cheating again!”

***

I don’t know what was worse; the guilt or the fact that for the whole of the next horrible half hour, Pete managed to contain his anger.

If he had shouted and screamed at me I could perhaps have generated some indignation and got angry myself; I could perhaps have deflected some of the responsibility that was piling up on me. But he didn’t; throughout the whole terrible conversation Pete remained calm but terribly, frighteningly cold. There was no shouting, no tears, no threats, just hurt, hurt and more hurt. And it was me who had inflicted it.

I had confessed immediately; there had been no point in denying my husband’s accusation; it was true and there was more he could have accused me of too.

“How many times have you fucked him in secret? Pete asked.

“Half a dozen,” I told him as truthfully as I could.

“When?”

“I’ve not gone to the gym for a few weeks. I’ve been going to see him.”

“On top of your fuck-dates? Three times a week?”

He was incredulous. I just nodded.

“Jesus Penny! How much cock do you need?”

“I think it’s gone beyond just sex,” I said quietly.

“What do you mean by that exactly?”

From his voice he was shocked. I could feel a bitterness coming into him that was uncharacteristic and very unsettling — as if the current situation wasn’t unsettling enough. But having started there was no way to avoid finishing and within a few minutes I had blurted out the truth.

Pete sat there in silence as I told him how often Tony and I had seen each other without his agreement; how I had manipulated us two overnight stays in a hotel instead of going to conferences. How we had been sleeping together three or four times a week instead of the one fuck-session Pete had believed was going on.

“You weren’t at those conferences at all?” he asked in a dead-pan voice.

“I was with him. Both times.”

“In his flat?”

“In a hotel.”

“Pretending to be his wife?”

I nodded. In the cold light of day, what had seemed romantic and daring at the time now sounded cheap and sordid. Pete looked at me, stunned then slowly began to pace around the floor.

There was only one thing to do and that was to come clean; to tell him everything so, taking a deep breath, I told my husband about the conversation Tony and I had had in bed only a matter of days ago.

The shock must have been terrible but my amazing husband managed to remain relatively calm. His face went pink then deathly white as revelation after revelation about my betrayal was revealed.

“Are you in love with him too?” he asked when I had finally finished, his voice full of emotion.

“I suppose I am,” I confessed. There was no point lying to my husband over anything now. “I’m certainly in lust with him. It’s hard to tell the difference.”

“Especially when you spend so much time in bed,” Pete said bitterly.

I smiled wanly.

“He wants me to leave you and move in with him.”

“Bastard!”

“I’m sorry, Pete.”

“Do you want to? Leave me and live with him?” he asked.

“It’s… complicated,” I replied inadequately.

“This is a yes or no question, Penny.”

“I don’t know!” I pleaded, my anxiety breaking through. “I don’t want to lose you and all we’ve built together but…”

“But you want him as well?” Pete suggested.

I nodded.

“And you don’t think it’s going to work the way it is now?” he asked. “Regular fucking’s not good enough for you anymore?”

I tried to ignore the verbal stab but it still hurt.

“I don’t know, Pete. I love you so much, honestly I do. When it all started, I promised I would stop seeing him if it ever looked like threatening our marriage and I meant it… but it all went too far before I realised and…”

“And now you’re in too deep?”

“I’m so sorry. I don’t know what to do!”

“Did I do something wrong?” he asked reasonably. “I thought you were getting everything you wanted.”

“No, Pete. You didn’t do anything wrong. It’s not you, it’s me!”

There! I’d said it; I had used the dreadful cliché used by every dissatisfied spouse since the dawn of time.

“That’s not good enough, Penny,” he said, finally beginning to get emotional. “Fuck! That bastard!”

“Pete, you can’t blame Tony; or at least not put all the blame on him. We’re all to blame to some extent.”

“All of us? How am I to blame?” he demanded.

I could have said that the only reason I let Tony fuck me in the first place was because of the pressure Pete had put on me to find a lover. I could have said the whole thing had started because of his perverted fantasies.

But there was no point and it wasn’t really true. Given what I now knew about myself, I might well have yielded to Tony’s advances eventually without any pressure from my husband at all. To my shame, even then I didn’t regret letting him seduce me; since that day I had enjoyed more and better sex than at any time in my life so I tried to keep blame away from the situation altogether.

Pete thought for a long time.

“It was only supposed to be sex,” he said. “He was only supposed to fuck you! It wasn’t supposed to wreck our marriage. We agreed, Penny. We agreed!”

“I know. I didn’t plan on falling in love,” I protested. “And it hasn’t wrecked our marriage… yet,” I added hoping it was true.

“Haven’t you enjoyed all the sex?” he asked, ignoring my last words. “Isn’t it enough to get so much fucking? Your cunt has never seen so much cock!”

“You know I’ve enjoyed it,” I replied, trying to ignore the hurtful crudeness of his words. “It’s been incredible. I didn’t expect it to be this good but I didn’t expect to get so emotionally involved either. I thought I could keep it physical. I was wrong. I thought you were enjoying all that sex too.”

“I was; I still am! That’s the worst part. Knowing you’re being fucked so hard and so well has put a buzz in our marriage like nothing I’ve ever known.” He laughed mirthlessly. “I assume whatever happens, you’d like that bit to continue? You don’t want the sex to stop?”

“Do you?” I asked.

“To be honest, no I don’t. That’s assuming I’m still part of the calculation. I don’t want to lose you either but we can’t go on like this.”

There was another pause.

“That’s if I haven’t lost you already.”

I shrugged helplessly. There was nothing I could usefully say.

“Would he let things go back to where they used to be?” he asked, still not using Tony’s name. “When he was just fucking you?”

“I don’t know. I think he needs to know where he stands,” I said inadequately.

“Meaning whether sex is all he’s ever going to get from you?”

I nodded again. “If he thought I’d ever really leave you and live with him he’d give up on Julie. If that’s never going to happen…”

“He’d maybe give her another chance?”

“Maybe. Now he’s cheated on her too he’s starting to feel differently.”

“And you’re not sure what you want?”

“I’m so sorry Pete. You’ve been so amazingly understanding about the whole thing; it’s just got out of control. It feels like I’m at a crossroads; a watershed. It’s as if I need to make the most important decision of my life and need some space to make it.”

“Deciding whether to leave your husband and family and move in with your lover? If you can think of a more important decision I’d like to hear about it. It’s the most important decision in my life, that’s for sure!”

He was right. My chest, heart and belly all ached with the strength of my emotions.

“I know what I should do… but it’s so hard!”

He thought for a while, perched on the edge of the table.

“Could you stop seeing him? Be honest Penny; could you still do it? Or is it too late?”

The question made me think hard.

“If you really wanted me to then yes I could,” I eventually replied but there was hesitation in my voice.

“But you’d probably feel bitter towards me afterwards,” he said with remarkable perception. I nodded. “And that bitterness in itself might damage what little of our marriage was left?”

I nodded again.

“But if we did split up and I moved in with him it would probably destroy my relationship with our kids as well as with you,” I added, tears running down my cheeks.

“So what do you want to do?” he asked calmly but with tension in his voice.

“I don’t know,” I cried, tears running down my cheeks.

“Well I’ll tell you what we’re going to do, shall I?”

I turned suddenly to look at him. His voice was firm, strong and decisive.

“Wh… what?” I asked anxiously.

“We’re going to have a break from each other, Penny.”

“What are you saying?” I asked. Had I just heard my marriage ending?

“I think we need to spend some time apart. Whatever you need, I need to get a bit of perspective on all this,” he continued.

“You don’t love me anymore?” I asked, feeling the blood drain from my wretched face and chest.

“I do love you Penny but I’m not sure I trust you. I need some space.”

“Space for what?”

“Space to… to work a few things out.”

“You want us to split up?”

“No! At least not yet,” he replied cruelly.

There was a long pause. I could think of nothing to say that wouldn’t make things worse.

“How long do you mean?” I stammered, reality forcing its presence on me hard.

“I don’t know. Maybe days, maybe longer but I need to put a bit of distance between us.”

“Pete please…”

“I think we both have big decisions to make, don’t you?” Pete continued. “As I see it you have three choices. Do you want to give up your lover and our new lifestyle up and become a bitter, sexually frustrated wife for the rest of your life?

“Or do you want to leave me, run off with him and end up an angry divorcee who can’t see her children?

“Or do you want to do what we agreed you would do? Keep on being Penny the Hotwife, getting fucked by other men but coming home to me afterwards?”

At that moment I could see only those three options too. But Pete hadn’t finished.

“But remember I get a say in this decision too. While you’re deciding which Penny you want to be, I’ll be deciding if I can continue to be married to any of them.”

Oh my God! He was really contemplating leaving me!

“Now I have to go to work. Don’t bother calling me. I’ll be very busy!”

With that, Pete left the room. I moment later I heard the front door closing and the roar of his Porsche in the driveway.

I felt more alone than at any time in my life.



Penny’s Promiscuity Ch. 12: Consequences

I stood at the window, still wearing my over-tight gym clothes, watching my husband Pete’s Porsche pass out of the driveway, turn right and disappear towards the hospital where he worked. The large wooden gates swung slowly but firmly closed behind him; a menacing metaphor for the way my future looked right then.

Insisting that we needed time apart to consider our relationship, my husband of over twenty years had just walked out, leaving me to my guilty thoughts, alone.

The nightmare had begun, and it was all my fault.

Not content with a single ‘fuck-date’ each week with my lover Tony as my husband had agreed, I had deceived him by arranging even more secret, illicit liaisons with the same man behind his back. This deceit had included two wonderfully romantic overnight stays in a country house hotel which were very much not permitted.

I had lied to my husband on both occasions, telling him I was at conferences in London.

Even the day all this was discovered and the nightmare began, I had deceived my husband, leaving the house wearing my gym clothes to cover that morning’s secret liaison at Tony’s apartment. I had told myself it wasn’t a real lie; I hadn’t actually told Pete I was going to the gym. All I had done was get changed; if he chose to think that was where I was going, that was his decision.

I feel ashamed writing this even now.

Of course my betrayal couldn’t have been discovered in the usual way, through careless credit card bills or even being found in bed with my lover. No, poor Penny had forgotten to brush her teeth after giving Tony one of her rare blowjobs and reluctantly swallowing the mouthful of semen that had resulted.

It was a stupid rookie error but then I was a stupid rookie over-involved in her first extra-marital affair.

When I returned home afterwards, my husband had smelled my lover’s cum on my breath and tasted it in my mouth as he kissed me, leaving me no alternative but to confess all. This confession had included the terrible truth that, not content with just fucking, Tony and I had apparently fallen in love. Indeed, our relationship had got as far as Tony asking me to leave Pete and move in with him in his flat. The fact that I hadn’t immediately rejected the idea shows just how out of control I had become.

And now it was too late.

Once my husband’s car was out of sight, I turned away from the window, my heart thumping. It’s hard to believe but even though I was badly shaken, at that point I still hadn’t grasped the seriousness of the situation. Dazed and confused by the suddenness with which everything had happened, I still naively believed that we could just talk it all through later, that everything would still be alright and that we could go on with our love triangle as before.

After Pete had gone, my first instinct was to call Tony, to tell him what had happened and warn him of possible consequences. But something inside me told me to wait; Pete had gone to work, his anger had been contained. I didn’t really think he would go round to Tony’s for a fight. It was far better to see how my husband was when he came home later that evening.

This meant I had hours to kill and the weight of a guilty conscience to live with.

Going from room to room, I tidied what little mess there was in the house, emptied the dishwasher and wondered how to fill the hours before my husband’s return. With no more housework to take my mind of my predicament, the answer was obvious; go to the gym for real. I was already in my gym clothes after all. Five minutes later I had phoned the Sports Club, booked myself into the next Bodypump class and set off in my SUV.

On the way I drove past Tony’s apartment. There was no sign of his car. He must really be busy, I thought. That must be why he couldn’t see me. If he loved me as much as he had said, the frustration must be as terrible for him as it was for me.

There was no sign of his car ninety minutes later as I drive myself home, my fifty-one year old body aching pleasantly from exertion.

The class had been tough but I had wanted it to be; only something hard and physical could take my mind away from all that had just happened at home. I added kilograms to my hand weights and tried even harder to keep pace with the trainer. It hurt but the pain had focussed my mind on the exercise and away from my precarious marriage.

Since my affair had started and my naked body was being seen by a man who wasn’t my husband, I had felt driven to make myself look and feel more attractive - dressed and undressed. As a result, my gym visits had become desired rather than a necessary evil, my cardio sessions had become enjoyable as well as endurable and my body had changed for the better.

The change in my body had brought a change in my clothing too; hemlines had become shorter and sexier without conscious thought and the reduction in dress size I had sought for decades had happened almost without trying.

After so many years of failed diets and missed classes, all I had needed to obtain the figure I desired was to open my mind, spread my legs and let another man into my body. I had done that with the same energy I now brought to my exercise, but the consequences were be very different for me and the two men in my life.

On the one hand was my handsome, caring husband of over twenty years; the father of my three children; the man who loved me and had trusted me enough to let me sleep with other men, believing I would return to him a happier, more satisfied wife.

The man whose trust I had shamelessly betrayed.

On the other was my tall, equally handsome lover; the man who had been my first seducer, who had fucked me more times than I could remember, opening my eyes and my thighs to the unsuspected revelation of what a really good sex could be like.

The man with whom I was supposed to have had a purely physical relationship but who had now told me that he loved me; wanted me to leave my husband and live with him; perhaps even marry him. Torn between these two men was me; not knowing what I wanted or what to do, still believing the choice was mine!

For an hour the sweat and pain of the gym had kept this from my mind but as soon as the physical pain stopped, the emotional pain began. When I arrived home I sent Tony a text message saying blandly that Pete had found out about us and that he and I must talk urgently.

He didn’t reply.

***

Alone in the empty house, I changed out of my tight-fitting top and tights, showered then put on tight-fitting jeans and a top. It was dinner time but I was far too upset to eat anything more than a cheese sandwich. I started on the dry white wine much earlier than I should too as I paced the empty rooms trying to think of a way forward which would allow our unusual lifestyle to continue.

The idea of bringing my affair to an end barely featured.

The ground floor fully explored, I went upstairs and into each of the kids’ rooms in turn, wondering what normal they were doing as their parents’ lives became very abnormal indeed.

Josh, my oldest would be with his girlfriend Samantha in London, probably having a late afternoon drink in a city pub with their friends; relaxing before the working week began. The two had lived together for over a year and looked set to stay together long term; perhaps even get married. In my emotional state, this wasn’t something I felt able to deal with right then so I left his tidy, unlived-in room quickly and looked next door into the room which my son Tim still called his.

Hard-working, serious Tim would be studying for the University exams he had to take the following week. Then he would probably have a pint with his friends before bedtime. With rounded feature quite unlike those of Pete or any of the men in my family, my good-looking second son was something of a mystery. There was no question who his genetic father was - Tim had been conceived long before thoughts of infidelity had entered my mind - but for most of his life we had joked that he had been a foundling, brought by the fairies as a trick.

Though tidy to the point of obsession, his room still had the ‘lived-in’ feel that his brother’s lacked and made me feel more reassured; more secure in the love of my family whatever I had done. Tim was currently single having broken up with his latest girlfriend a few weeks before. She had slept with one of her lecturers just as his exams were beginning.

How could a girl be so selfish and cruel?

Moving on, Izzy’s room was, as usual highly disorganised but at least I had made sure it was clean. Though very different in temperament, Izzy and Tim were so close together in age and so close emotionally that they behaved almost as twins.

I sat on my daughter’s bed and looked around at the posters, pictures and toys that still adorned the room. The sight transported me back decades. Izzy had been a challenging girl in many respects - and indeed still was but she and I had been very close all her life. Now aged twenty, with a justly-earned reputation for cheating on her boyfriend and a nickname based on her behaviour in bed afterwards, the resemblance to her unfaithful mother was even more apparent.

Far from cheering me up, the bedroom tour had been an emotional agony; I went back downstairs feeling even more melancholy than before and in search of anything to keep my mind occupied.

The hours passed painfully slowly. It was nearly eight o’clock when I finally heard the boom of Porsche in the driveway and the clunk of the front door being opened and closed.

“Pete?” I called.

I was in the kitchen, ironing shirts for the coming week as if by behaving as if nothing had changed I could make things be as if nothing had changed. But life isn’t like that. A few moments later my handsome husband slowly entered the room. The look on his face was not reassuring but I still tried to keep things as normal as I could.

“How was the list?” I asked, referring to the patients he presumably had just dealt with.

“How was your lover?” he replied bitterly. “Or have you managed to go five hours without a cock in your cunt?”

I was literally taken aback. Pete’s unexpectedly aggressive words were brutal, crude and completely against my husband’s sweet nature but they told me only too clearly how badly hurt he was.

“Pete I’m so sorry,” I told him honestly, putting down the iron and moving towards him. “I’m really sorry. I won’t see Tony again without your agreement again. I promise.”

“It’s not as easy as that,” he began, backing away as if revolted by my presence.

“I promise, Pete,” I said as reassuringly as I could. “Please! Can’t we just forget it all happened? Can’t we go back to where we were before?”

“Before you first let that man into your knickers?” he asked sarcastically. “Or before you started getting fucked senseless three times a week behind my back?”

Oh my God! He really was bitter; suddenly the risk of my marriage collapsing for real began to dawn on me.

“I’ll give it up! I’ll stop being a Hotwife altogether,” I insisted. “Please Pete; I will!”

My offer was genuine if reluctantly made; I wasn’t at all sure I could simply go back to being a normal wife. Too much had happened for the old Penny just to reappear. But Pete was having none of this anyway.

“I don’t want that. I don’t want you on those terms,” he said firmly.

“What do you mean? We agreed we’d stop if it ever became a threat to our marriage and that’s what it’s become. I’ll tell Tony I can only see him with your agreement.”

Incredibly I still hadn’t grasped the true extent of the danger.

“You think that’s all it takes?” Pete raised his voice.

It wasn’t a shout but it took me enough by surprise to shake me into a more serious proposal that I really did not want.

“I’ll give him up altogether! If I stopped seeing him; we could go back to being a normal couple again. Is that what you want? Please Pete, tell me!”

It’s almost unbelievable but even I was thinking that after a while, when things had calmed down I could arrange secret meetings with Tony again. But Pete dashed that idea from my mind.

“I’m afraid that’s not an option any more. It’s gone too far. We’re not a normal couple anymore, Penny,” Pete echoed my thoughts. “I don’t think we can ever be a normal couple again.”

“But Pete…”

“I can’t live the rest of my life with you always looking over your shoulder, Penny.”

“What do you mean?” I asked, genuinely puzzled.

He took a deep breath before continuing in a calmer, colder voice.

“I mean that if you dump him and give it all up now, I’ll never know the truth. I’ll never know whether you’re doing it out of fear, or loyalty, or obligation, because of the kids or because it’s what you truly want.”

“It is what I want,” I lied.

“You say that but I don’t believe you. There’ve been too many lies already. If you end it now I’ll never know if you really wanted to go off with him but couldn’t bring yourself to do it. You could turn into a bitter woman and our marriage would be over anyway. It would be an issue between us forever.”

“So what do you want? Are you saying we should split up now?” I asked horrified.

“No! Well, not necessarily. I mean that whatever decision you make, I need to know it’s been made freely and honestly and that this time you’ll stick to it.”

I looked at him, stunned.

“How can I convince you?” I asked.

Pete took a deep breath.

“We had a cancellation at work today so I went to see Doug.”

Doug was one of Pete’s colleagues; a Senior Consultant with a remarkable reputation but who hadn’t been well recently.

“He’s having an operation then he’s going on leave for a few weeks. I’m going to cover his lists while he’s off.”

I knew this; we had already talked about it. It would mean Pete working longer hours and sleeping over in Hospital Accommodation a few nights. To my shame I had looked forward to spending as many of his extra working hours as I could in bed with Tony.

“That’s right,” I said. “We talked about this.”

“Today I said I’d cover all of his lists, Penny; all of his shifts, starting now. I’m moving into the Duty Consultant’s apartment tonight. I’ll be staying there all week.”

“You can’t bear to live here with me?”

“I need a bit of space, I told you. This is the best way I can think of.”

“Pete please, I…”

“It’s not about you this time, Penny. It’s about me for a change.”

That shut me up! But he hadn’t finished.

“I’ve agreed to go to take his place at the conference in Geneva too.”

“What?” I gasped.

The week-long Geneva Conference was the most important European gathering for my husband’s specialism. It was to start the following weekend, bringing together over two hundred experts in Pete’s field from all over the world in a five star Swiss hotel. As one of the most senior practitioners in the country, Doug would have attended on behalf of the Midlands Association.

I had been there with my husband once but had found it very unrewarding. The hotel and the city were wonderful but Pete had never been free for us to do anything together. The work was always hard, the hours very long and in true ‘work-hard-and-play-hard’ style, the after-hours shenanigans that took place in the bedrooms after dinner every night were the stuff of hospital legend. I myself had heard stockinged-feet padding up and down the carpeted corridors between bedrooms throughout the night as ‘Conference Wives’ and ‘Conference Husbands’ got together as well the many One Night Stands that inevitably took place.

At the time I had been shocked and hadn’t attended again.

An unaccompanied man as charming and good looking as my husband and with his professional reputation could have a choice of medics and students as fuck-buddies. I had always been pleased that Pete only rarely attended. The mere fact that he had volunteered to go there now was unsettling. But that apparently wasn’t his point.

“Now you’ve got at least two weeks of freedom,” Pete told me. “If you’re so keen to live with Lover Boy, go ahead and do it! Move in with him for the whole time I’m away,” he said calmly and coldly. “Start tonight if you want! Live with him, sleep with him, go to bed with him and wake up next to him the next morning if that’s what you need to do. Go to work and come home to his flat as if you were his wife, not mine. See how it feels to be together properly, not just for a few hours of fucking.”

“But…”

“Two weeks isn’t long enough for a trial separation I know, but it is long enough for us to see how we really feel. It’s short enough to keep it secret too; no-one but the two if us - and him - needs to know. As far as the kids are concerned, if they want me, I’m just busy.”

“I don’t want you to go Pete! Please…”

“But I do want to go, Penny! I do want to go and this time I get what I want, okay? You and your over-active cunt have had what you wanted for months!”

His voice was loud and angry; still not quite shouting but very intimidating. It was hard to hear but even harder to argue with so I shut up and listened.

“If you have the chance to live as that man’s wife and still come back to me I’ll know it’s a real decision, freely made. I’ll know you could have chosen him but you chose me instead. If you decide now, whichever way it goes, neither of us will ever know the truth. The doubt would poison our relationship forever - if we still have one.

“Pete please…”

“But remember, Penny; I’ll be free too! While you’re enjoying your freedom, I’ll be doing what I want too. You know where I’ll be - first at the hospital then at the conference, with all that can entail - but I’m going to do whatever I want for a change.”

“You’re going to…” I gasped as the implication of him being on his own and ‘free’ sank in.

“Oh, I’m not saying I’m going to try and get myself laid,” he said. “But I’m not making any promises either. If I want to fuck someone and she wants to fuck me, I will be free to do it. You’ll just have to live with that.” He laughed mirthlessly. “It might give you a tiny idea how I feel about your first month with him; when you were plain and simply cheating on me.”

The bitterness in his voice was horrible; that first month of adultery was going to stay with us throughout our lives. The thought of my good-looking husband cheating on me with an unknown woman was bad; the thought of him fucking someone I knew was even worse.

But the logic was clear; we both needed to know how we really felt. Right then I had no idea; however awful it was, maybe, just maybe this was the right way to find out.

“What about between now and when you leave?” I asked anxiously. “Do I stay here?”

“That’s entirely up to you. I’m going to the hospital flat tonight. From now until the end of the conference, you’re no longer my wife; I make no claims on you. You can do what you want; stay here, stay with him, fuck him, find someone new to fuck. It’s your choice.”

My head was spinning now.

“They say ‘If you love someone, let them go!’”, Pete continued. “Well, I’m letting you go, Penny, free as a bird. Fuck whoever you want whenever you want to. If you go away and stay away, I’ll know I’ve done the right thing. We can get divorced - I won’t fight it - and you can marry him if you want.

“If I let you go and you come back to me, we’ll both know how you really feel but remember; I’ll know how I really feel about you too. This is my decision as well, not just yours. If we both still want each other then we can face the future together, stronger, whatever it looks like. If not, we can go our separate ways.”

“Oh my God, Pete!”

“That’s the deal Penny, okay?” he added. “Take it or leave it. You’ve got to decide. No more cheating! No more lies!”

“If… if that’s what you want,” I agreed.

“I want the truth, whatever it is! I’ll tell you the truth about me if you want to hear it, but you’ll have to accept it whatever it is. If I have fucked someone, you’ll just have to live with it like I’ve had to live with your cheating.”


“Can’t we just…” I began but I knew it was futile.

“There’s no other way, Penny. I can’t trust you right now; you’ve forgotten what honesty means in a relationship. That trust is going to take some fixing - if it can be fixed at all. But first we need to know if we both want to fix it.

“For the next two weeks you do whatever you want to do. Don’t hold back; go for it! You and Lover Boy can fuck each other to death if you want but be ready to make your decision in two weeks Penny because I promise you I will be ready with mine.”

My head was spinning. Was this really happening?

How had things got this crazy?

***

Half an hour later Pete drove away from the house, a small suitcase in the back of his car.

I watched through the lounge window, feeling the tears running down my cheeks and a dreadful churning in my stomach. I looked down at my left hand and the pale band of skin where my engagement and wedding rings had lain for over twenty years but were no longer.

Before leaving, my husband had told me to take off my wedding ring and give it to him. That ring hadn’t left my finger since he had slid it into place in church all those years ago. I wasn’t at all happy about this and refused at first but Pete was very serious, explaining that if I really was to feel free then there was no alternative.

I had argued but Pete had been very firm. Eventually I had given in; with some difficulty and the aid of kitchen soap I managed to wriggle the gold band off my third finger. Pete took off the slim gold crucifix that he usually wore around his neck and threaded the chain through the ring before slipping it back around his neck and tucking it into his shirt. I looked at my bare hand, at the pale band of skin where the ring had lain all those years and flexed my fingers. It already felt strange. It felt stranger still when Pete handed me back the ring I had placed on his finger so many years ago. I stared at it in my palm, dumbfounded before placing it on the table next to me.

It felt horrible.

“I’ll see you in two weeks,” he said as he picked up his case and made to leave.

“Please Pete,” I protested one last time. “Can’t we talk this through now? Can’t we just go back…”

“No Penny, we can’t. This is the only way. We both need time and space.”

I nodded, my head lowered while he continued.

“If you’re not here when I come back, I’ll know what decision you’ve made and we’ll separate. If you are here then we can talk. After that, if we both still want to put those rings back on each other’s fingers then we have a chance of getting through this. If either of us is unsure then we’ll know what to do.”

“How do I contact you?” I asked.

“Don’t try, unless it’s an emergency. I won’t call you. You’re single, remember? Goodbye Penny.”

“Have a safe trip,” I said haltingly then added desperately, “I love you, Pete!”

“Enjoy your freedom Penny,” was all the reply I got.

***

And so my two weeks of freedom began, whether I wanted them or not!

At first nothing in the house seemed to have changed, but then as reality dawned and my emotions swung from extreme to extreme, the home I had known so long seemed to change from minute to minute.

When I thought of Pete and our kids, its walls seemed to close accusingly around me; Penny the cheating slut was getting what she deserved. I wandered from room to room again, looking for anything to distract me from the horror of the situation; from the fact that my husband had left me because of my cheating; that there was a real prospect of my marriage coming to an abrupt end and that it was my fault we were in that position.

On the other hand, when I thought of Tony the world seemed much brighter. I had two whole weeks to enjoy what might become my new long term relationship. I could live with my lover, sleeping with him as long and as often as we wanted. It was what my husband had said he wanted me to do; Tony and I could be together without fear or guilt.

Right then I wanted to be with him so badly; to feel his strong arms round my skinny body; to feel the reassurance I needed that our love for each other was still strong. I called Tony twice more leaving increasingly anxious messages but there was still no reply.

I tried to watch television but couldn’t concentrate; every programme seemed to feature sad, unhappy divorcees or spouses cheating. I tried to read but the paper was full of depressing news and my book, however worthy was too dull to hold my attention for more than a few minutes.

It was after eleven o’clock before my special phone rang. I had placed it on the kitchen table in full view to make sure I heard any calls or messages from Tony. There was no longer any need to keep it secret; my husband already knew how I had deceived him. As I put the phone out in full view, it was yet more evidence that things had changed.

I was in the lounge when the call finally came. On that phone there could only be one caller so I rushed through to the kitchen to answer it.

“Tony?” My voice was eager, breathless.

“Hi Penny,” Tony’s voice was anxious, uncertain. “Are you okay?”

“Of course I’m not okay; my husband’s left me! Didn’t you get my messages?” I demanded.

“Sorry,” his voice was shaky. “I was… a bit tied up. I was out. I left my phone at home.”

I should have asked who he was out with but I was too anxious to tell him what had happened; to give him the god news that for the next two weeks I was a single girl again; that I was finally able to do what he had told me so often he wanted; for me to move in with him and be his wife.

When I had finished, there was a little too long a pause before he replied.

“I’m sorry you had a row,” he said.

The words were hopelessly inadequate but I was too emotional to notice.

“I could move in tomorrow after work. Maybe I should come round now?” I said, desperate to see him.

There was a longer pause.

“You do still want to live with me, don’t you?” I asked, fully expecting an immediate and positive reply.

It didn’t come.

“It’s… it’s a bit awkward,” he mumbled. “Hannah’s coming home.”

My heart sank. Hannah was his daughter. More or less the same age as Isobel, she too was studying at University. Missing the future tense in his words, I wrongly assumed he had been out with Hannah earlier. Of course her presence in the apartment would make my living as Tony’s wife impossible.

“How long is she home for?” I asked, seriously disappointed.

“I’m not sure. It’s a study week and she’s got boyfriend trouble.”

I swore under my breath. What was it with bright, clever girls that made them run home from their studies whenever a boy upset them?

“Wouldn’t she be better being with Julie?” I asked, referring to Tony’s estranged, unfaithful wife. “What’s the trouble?”

“I’ll find out tomorrow I suppose,” he replied. “And Hannah’s still not talking to her mother.”

Since Julie’s very public affair with Darren, a Personal Trainer over twenty years her junior, both Hannah and her older brother had refused to stay with their mother in the family home. Hannah had initially refused to have any contact at all; I hadn’t realised that this was still going on.

“Well, can we have dinner tomorrow evening?” I asked, getting more and more anxious to see him even if sex wasn’t possible.

“Not with Hannah home,” he said. My heart sank. “I suppose I could do lunch,” he added, almost reluctantly.

“I’m in a meeting all day tomorrow,” I told him, relieved to have at least some sign that he wanted to see me even if I couldn’t make it.

“How about tomorrow after work?” he offered. “I could meet you in the coffee shop at five thirty.”

“Is that the best we can manage?” I asked. “Now I’m free and single?”

I didn’t add the words ‘and desperate’.

“I’m sorry,” Tony said “As soon as I know about Hannah I’ll call. Maybe we’ll have more time.”

“I miss you,” I whispered.

“Same here,” came the rather flat reply.

“My Little Pink Pussy misses you too,” I added cheekily, hoping to bring a much-desired sexual frisson back into our conversation.

“That’s nice to know,” Tony answered.

“Don’t you want to fuck the living daylights out of my smooth, shaved, married cunt again?” I hissed.

“That would be nice,” was all I heard from the man who only days ago had asked me to marry him.

A strange, unfamiliar feeling of nausea filled my belly. But then I heard the house phone ringing in another room. Maybe it was Pete calling! Maybe he had changed his mind?

“I’d better go now,” I told Tony as I ran through to the lounge where the handset was, adding the three magic words. “I love you!”

“Okay. See you tomorrow,” was his brief reply.

I pressed the ‘end’ button on my mobile angrily then grabbed the house phone, raising it to my ear and accepting the call.

“Pete?” I gasped anxiously.

“Mum?”

It was my daughter Izzy’s voice.

“Izzy! Sorry I thought it was your Dad,” I backtracked, trying not to sound disappointed.

“Is Dad okay? Isn’t he home?”

“He’s been called in to work,” I told her.

It was only half a lie; there was no way I could explain to my daughter that I had cheated so often on her father that he had left me, if only for a couple of weeks.

“Then I’ve got you all to myself,” Izzy said with a laugh in her voice.

For the next half hour I had to listen and try to sound enthusiastic as my twenty-year-old daughter recounted her week at University and the wonderful way in which her relationship with her new boyfriend was developing.

Izzy was totally smitten. There was, it seemed, no human being in existence who was better looking, more romantic, more caring, more intelligent and, by sideways implication, better in bed than Simon.

The ease with which Simon had seduced her when she was in a long term relationship with her previous boyfriend was testament to the first few assertions. To my shame, it bore more than a passing resemblance to the ease with which Tony had first found his way into my knickers. That had happened long before my Hotwife lifestyle had started when I was still supposed to be in a monogamous marriage.

Evidence to support the last assertion included my daughter’s new nickname ‘Izzy-Oh-God’ which she had earned by screaming those two words loudly throughout the entire night she and Simon had spent in bed. This marathon fuck-fest had taken place very publically in one of her friends’ flats - to the considerable amusement of the half dozen students in the other rooms who had heard every word.

Unfortunately for my daughter, the nickname appeared to have stuck.

Thanks to the underhand behaviour of a girl she had thought a good friend, Izzy’s original boyfriend had learned of her infidelity while it was actually taking place. By the time my daughter had woken the next day in a strange flat, still naked and in bed with her seducer, the message from her boyfriend dumping her was already waiting on her phone and on Facebook.

She was not unsurprisingly feeling insecure and, as her mother, needed me to provide a constant stream of reassurance. In my current unstable condition this was not easy but that night I really welcomed the distraction of her light-hearted if self-centred conversation.

It was only when we had said our goodbyes and I was locking up the house that the coldness reappeared. I changed into my most comfortable pyjamas and made my way up to bed, wondering what my first week as a single girl would bring.

From Tony’s odd attitude on the phone, it didn’t look as if the wild, abandoned sex my husband had told me to have was going to start very soon.

***

My head ached from lack of sleep as I sat at my desk the following morning. It was supposed to be my first day of freedom; a day in which I could do whatever I wanted, see whoever I wanted; even fuck whoever I wanted free of obligation to my husband - ex-husband, I reminded myself as I looked at the pale band of skin on my third finger where my engagement and wedding rings used to lie.

My night had been badly broken by disturbing dreams but as the morning came, instead of bringing relief, the nightmare simply grew worse as the dull weather outside mirrored the dullness of my spirits.

It wasn’t just a dream; my husband had actually left me! The fact that it might only be for two weeks was unimportant, the truth was that, whatever I had wanted, Pete had gone and there was no guaranteeing he would come back.

I shuddered as I thought of all that had happened the previous evening; if I had been in the arms of the man I loved - the man for whom I was seriously contemplating my husband, things would certainly have been different.

As it was, I had fallen asleep surprisingly quickly, exhausted by emotional strain. But the dreams had moved in on me as soon as my eyes were closed, vivid and dark. I had woken half a dozen times to find the house cold and strange around me. For what seemed like hours I had lain awake in bed, my mind full of memories of all the happy times in our past and dark images of what life might look like in the future.

In the end I suppose I must have fallen asleep because the alarm had woken me with a jolt early that Monday. It didn’t feel like Monday; it hardly felt like home. Unlike almost every Monday for twenty years, there was no warm, familiar male shape in the bed alongside me, no morning cup of tea brought to my bedside, no handsome, whiskery smile to greet me.

There was just me.

I checked my phone, hoping for a message from Pete. There was none. I checked my secret phone; there was nothing from Tony either but I consoled myself with the thought that we were meeting up after work that afternoon.

Okay it was only the coffee bar and we couldn’t even kiss properly but Tony had said we might get a chance to be together later, hadn’t he? I got up, had a long bath rather than my usual shower and dressed for work. In the bath I shaved my arms, legs and vulva again - my Little Pink Pussy as Tony called it - just in case we got lucky and managed to find a way to make love somehow, somewhere.

Even a rough and tumble in the back of my SUV would have given me some of the emotional reassurance I needed. When our affair had first started we had fucked each other secretly in my car several times; surely we could manage that again.

A warm shiver ran through me as I remembered those early days of our relationship. My body tingled in anticipation of what we might do later that day.

There was no time for breakfast so I went without, packed a few other necessities into my over-large handbag and left the empty house, locking the door behind me and heading for my car. From the moment the front door closed I could tell something had changed. It took a few minutes to realise then it became clear; without the security of my wedding ring, my left hand felt very strange.

I told myself that it was merely a psychological trick but the bareness of my ring finger and the whiteness of the band where it used to lie made me so self-conscious I might as well have been stark naked. As I travelled the familiar route to work it felt as if everyone I drove or walked past was staring at my naked finger and seeing the fallen, unfaithful woman I had become.

It was nonsense brought on by guilt but I couldn’t shake the idea off, desperately trying to think of plausible reasons why I might have abandoned my ring in case anyone asked. I could find nothing remotely convincing. Fortunately no-one in the office appeared to notice at all but the fear haunted me throughout the day.

When I reached the office it was empty and would be for at least another twenty minutes. I sat at my desk feeling vulnerable and exposed, looked at the pile of papers in front of me then at the clock on the wall.

Perhaps I could escape from reality for a few moments before the busy day began in earnest.

I flicked on my tablet pc, touched the right buttons and turned to my secret ‘Author’s’ email account, the name under which I was now writing most of my erotic stories. There were three more messages; I clicked on each in turn, fearful of yet another troll attack but to my relief they were all positive. Indeed, one was from someone who sounded like a genuine real-life cuckold; the others were simply enjoying the developing plot of my longer publication.

I’m embarrassed to confess how much I enjoy receiving praise for my writing. Since my affair had started, my creative output had slowed considerably but my readership and number of followers were steadily increasing. I promised myself to resume writing as soon as the issue with Pete had been resolved.

If it could be resolved.

I switched off my tablet as the office began to fill and began my day. Fortunately it proved to be extraordinarily busy; I hardly had time to think let alone wallow in self-pity about Pete or to feel too much lust for Tony, thank God.

Lunch just didn’t happen so by mid-afternoon when I finally grabbed a mug of tea I was very hungry. At least I would be able to get something to eat before I met Tony in the coffee bar at five-thirty. I frowned; we could probably have gone for dinner together even with Hannah at home. Why hadn’t he suggested that?

Tony was my first and only extra-marital lover. Having professed his love for me many times and put pressure on me to leave my husband, live with him and even marry him; his attitude the previous night had been disturbingly cool.

Although the situation had been forced upon us by Pete’s departure, surely Tony should have sounded more pleased to be able to have what he had said so often he wanted; me living with him as his wife, even if it was only for a couple of weeks.

I told myself that it must have been the shock of my unexpected news; that and having his daughter close by. After all, Tony had told me he loved me too many times to doubt it. We would be together soon.

Despite my fears about my marriage, I was so far gone that I couldn’t prevent vivid memories of my times in bed with Tony from flooding back. I sat back in my seat, closed my eyes and pictured his strong hands stripping the clothes from my body, giving him free, unimpeded access to my vulva. I imagined how it would feel to have his hands on me again, his lips on mine; his active tongue in my mouth. I remembered the expertise with which he fingered me before thrusting his thick, swollen cock hard and repeatedly into my weeping pussy producing the frenzied orgasms that had overwhelmed me so often.

I hung onto the belief that, if our mere dates had been as exciting as that, it would be even better now I no longer had to leave straight afterwards; now we could spend whole nights together, free from the need to rush home for fear of discovery?

I could feel myself lubricating at the mere thought as the magic hour approached.

As soon as the office had emptied, I went to the Ladies’ Room to repair my make-up, brush my teeth and look my best for the man I loved and who loved me. In a cubicle I slipped off my skirt and rather damp knickers, refreshed my most intimate areas with a moist feminine towel then changed into a fresh pair of very skimpy satin panties, swapped my old tights for new hold-up stockings and pulled on a much shorter, tighter skirt than I would ever have worn to work.

Then I slipped quietly down the fire escape, around the corner and into the coffee shop where I bought myself the largest Americano they had, took a place at a table in the best concealed corner of the room and waited excitedly for my lover to find me.

Five-thirty arrived but Tony did not. I wasn’t worried; the traffic was always terrible after work.

Five forty-five arrived but there was still no sign of him. I bought another coffee and returned to my seat, taking a newspaper from the rack to conceal any anxiety on my face. I put my secret phone on the table in front of me to make sure I didn’t miss any messages from him.


At six o’clock he still hadn’t arrived; there must have been a misunderstanding. I had just picked up the phone to call Tony and see what the problem was when it beeped in my hand. I looked at the screen to find a very brief message.

‘Something came up. Can’t make it after all. Sorry.’

My heart sank; though fucking had always been unlikely, I had hoped at least to have had an hour’s private, romantic conversation with Tony; maybe even a walk hand in hand along the riverside a few miles away where discovery was very unlikely. I had even imagined him sneaking into my home later and us making long, slow love in one of the kids’ bedrooms.

This disappointment was hard to bear.

‘Is something wrong?’ I typed.

‘Very tied up.’

‘I’m free anytime tonight,’ I replied, feeling increasingly desperate. ‘Really need to see you. Really want you!’

‘Can’t. Sorry. Hannah’s problems. Really sorry.’

‘Little Pink Pussy will be disappointed,’ I said, trying to elicit at least some sign of intimacy.

‘Sorry,’ came the reply. I felt humiliated.

‘Okay let me know when you’re free,’ I said, feeling terrible.

‘Will do.’

‘I love you xx’ I tried one last time.

‘Got to go now. Bye.’

It was the last reply I got.

I slammed the phone down on the table. Three other customers turned to look at the source of the noise; I held the newspaper high to hide the tears that were forming in my eyes.

***

Abandoning my coffee, I drove home, got changed then went to the gym where I worked out as hard as I could, trying to take out my anger on the heavy metal weights. It distracted me for a while but when I arrived home again to a dark, empty house there seemed little point in cooking dinner for one. I ate cold chicken and salad, poured another glass of white wine and settled down at my laptop, still in my gym vest and tights, to try and finish the latest chapter in the cuckold series I was writing.

With all the distractions a lover brings, I had struggled to complete any work for months but that night, to my surprise and delight, I felt inspired. The words seemed to simply pour out of me, hot and passionate, my chest tight, my heart thumping, a low glow constantly in my lower belly as my bottom fidgeted on the padded seat of my chair.

Denied the orgasmic release it had been expecting, driven by anger and frustration, my aroused body craved all those things I had hoped and intended to be doing with my lover but could now only imagine. I tried to consign the stream of images and emotions to the page before me.

In my mind and on my screen, the main characters in my story seemed to burst into vivid, passionate life, their faces rapidly becoming those in my own real life. There had always been a strong element of myself in all my works but that night it became intense. I became the Hotwife I had created, I felt her desires, her needs. My frustrations became her wanton lusts.

Driven by this wave of erotic creativity, the orgasms I wrote for her were drawn from the very best my lover had given me. The face above hers as she came was Tony’s; the semen that flooded her tight vagina a combination of my lover’s and my husband’s, their climaxes within her huge and enviable.

Time flew past; just before midnight I posted the new chapter on both my usual sites, feeling content with my work if not with my life. I leaned back in my chair, literally panting both with exhaustion and a powerful sexual frustration still far too intense to ignore.

In the past when writing had aroused me to this extent, I had forced myself on my husband’s unsuspecting but always willing body. Orgasms at Pete’ hands had still been rare even with this much of a kick-start but his deep penetrations and copious inseminations helped quench the fire within me.

Had I been with Tony and his short, thick cock had been thrust inside me, the breeding frenzy would unquestionably have struck and struck hard but as it was, I had only myself and a terrible, growing need for relief.

In an attempt to calm myself and with a tummy full of butterflies, I locked up the house, poured myself another glass of white wine and returned to shut down my computer. When I looked down, to my horror there was a large damp patch on the seat cushion on which I had been sitting. My black gym tights were damp too; I cursed myself for forgetting to put a towel down before writing but at least there was no one in the house to see the mark of my shame.

I turned off the lights and padded upstairs to the bedroom I shared with my husband - used to share I reminded myself - then went into the en-suite bathroom and began to fill the tub. I added a good dose of aromatic bath oil and lit the two candles that stood either side of the backrest, peeled off my sweaty top and embarrassingly smelly tights then threw them into the washing basket.

Given the size of my tiny boobs, the sports bra I wore was more for security than necessity but it and my socks joined the rest of my clothes in the basket before I tuned the bathroom radio into a smooth classical music channel and lowered myself into the hot, foamy water.

I breathed out heavily as the warmth began to work its way into my tired muscles and aching joints. It always felt good to have finished a story; I deserved the treat of a hot bath to help undo the stiffness the hours hunched over my laptop always produced.

Closing my eyes, I leaned back deep into the water, my knees rising as my shoulders slipped below the surface. The music was soothing, the wine having its desired effect as the powerful sexual images my story had induced passed through my mind over and over again.

My knees were above the water, resting against the sides of the bath as I washed my arms, shoulders, chest and sides, rubbing the rough surface of the flannel across my sensitised skin. It felt good. I washed my feet, ankles, calves, knees and thighs slowly and sensually as if a man’s hands were stroking my body before gently soaping between my open thighs and washing the sticky juices from my shaven vulva.

The skin was still smooth; I ran the flannel over my mound, then along the creases at the top of my thighs. It felt good; tinglingly arousing in a way I hadn’t felt in years. For a moment I remembered that Tony’s hands should have been touching me that very night instead of my own; could have touched me every night for the next two weeks. His skill with his hands was first class, dextrously bringing me to orgasm many times over the past few months.

It would have been so good to feel his touch that night.

Picturing his strong hands running over my body, I ran the warm wet cloth down the inside of my thighs until its rough surface touched my outer lips again. I shivered; they were engorged, much more swollen than I had expected and much more sensitive.

An idea began to dawn on me; at first I dismissed it as shameful but it niggled and pestered until it I had no choice but to listen to its siren voice. The more I listened, the easier it became to ignore the shame and the better the idea seemed to be.

Before I had realised what I was doing, my fingers had strayed to my groin where they ran lightly over my puffy outer lips and along the edge of the deep slit which opened like a flower. I sighed and took another sip of wine as I stroked myself slowly and lingeringly beneath the water, a little firmer and a little faster as the shame fell away to be replaced with an unfamiliar boldness.

It had been so long since I had masturbated that I had nearly forgotten what to do. Fortunately old skills die hard and my body knew how to proceed even if my mind was only catching up.

For a long time I stroked up and down my slit, my fingers dipping momentarily into my vagina as they passed from its base to the fleshy hood at its tip. A warm glow began to make its presence felt in my lower belly. It grew stronger as I imagined my lover’s fingertips replacing my own, preparing me for the penetration that inevitably would follow.

But Tony wasn’t there; Pete wasn’t there; any satisfaction I was to enjoy would have to come from my own hands.

I rose from the water, pulling a large bath towel around my body then padded through to the bedroom with the candles in my hands, leaving a trail of water droplets on the carpet behind me. The large double bed I had shared with my husband for so many years was beckoning me. I climbed onto the white sheet, placing the towel beneath my bottom as I had done so many times in my teens and lay back against the pile of pillows with my legs spread obscenely wide.

The room felt warm and familiar as my hands fell to my groin once again and resumed their inexpert attentions to my still gaping slit. The bath water had left me uncomfortably dry but a few minutes’ stimulation restored my lubrication along with a the glow in my belly. I shivered, worked my hand harder and faster, dipping in and out of my deep passage before abandoning my dripping slit in favour of the hardening nub at its apex.

I slid a single finger underneath the fleshy hood to play with the sensitive core beneath. It felt so, so good!

I did it again, then again with even better results.

Then, for the first time in decades, I began to masturbate in earnest, rubbing my engorging clitoris with the fingertips of my right hand, first slowly then, as the increasingly intense pleasure began to wash over me, with greater speed and force.

I could hardly believe it; Penny the professional scientist; Penny the Senior Manager; Penny Barker with her international reputation for toughness was masturbating like a schoolgirl.

And it was working!

Spoiled by Tony’s dextrous fingering and my husband’s world class cunnilingual skills, I had expected self-stimulation to be a disappointment. But it was nothing of the sort! Memories of teenage evenings in the darkness of my bedroom flooded back as my arousal rose like a rocket and my fingers moved rapidly over and around my clitoris, lubrication seeping from the slit below.

“mmmmMMMMMM!”

The voice was mine as the first small climax rocked my body and a small a pool of lubrication oozed from my slit. I worked my fingers faster; squealing aloud as their tips found my moist entrance and slipped easily into its depth.

One, two, three fingers entered my vagina without difficulty. I twisted them back and forth, my knuckles feeling the slippery entrance to my oversized cavern for the first time in so many years.

Three fingers; that hadn’t been possible when I was a teen - and yet it still wasn’t quite enough to fill me and give me the sensations I needed. With a feeling of sadness for my lost youth I carefully slid the fourth finger in to join them.

Oh Christ! That felt really tight.

Memories of the first time Tony’s thick cock had entered my body flooded back; of the first time since my daughter Izzy’s birth that I had felt tight around a man’s penis again; of the shock of feeling an unfamiliar phallus being thrust into my inexperienced vagina and of the incredible feelings my first extra-marital fornication had produced.

Even my anger and disappointment with Tony couldn’t spoil the images that filled my mind as fully as my fingers were filling my Little Pink Pussy. I worked my fingers hard inside my cunt, curling them upwards, seeking the g-spot that had eluded me since I was a teen while trying to stimulate my clit with my other hand.

It was awkward and wasn’t working.

Desperate for release, I rolled over onto my front and thrust my bunched fist harder into my groin, my fingers curled up and into my body, first on my clit, then inside my vagina, then back to my clit again, feeling the sensations building and building very quickly indeed as I humped my own hand, face down on the bed.

“MMMMMMMMMMMMMMM!”

This time it did the trick! The wave of climax that surged outwards from my groin shook me bodily, making me growl and groan into the pillow. Thrusting my own fingers even harder into my weeping vagina, I dragged them from my loose entrance roughly across the underside of my clitoris, bucking my hips against my hands like an animal.

It felt incredible; my body shook wildly as I came noisily and messily, my uncontrolled, uninhibited moans filling the empty room.

“AAAAYYYYOOOOOWWWW!”

I howled my pleasure into the pillows as a second, then a third wave of climax racked my shaking, spasming body, depriving me of the power of speech. My hips bucked hard against my fist, my mouth open wide in silent scream and my face burned with the intensity of my climax. I gasped for breath; my chest tight, my whole body shaking until with a final desperate wail, I let my fingers fall loose and I simply collapsed on the mattress, my body finally satisfied.

I lay face down on the bed I used to share with my husband, my vagina soaking wet and gaping, my body twitching with after-shocks. My head was spinning too; stunned by the power of my long-forgotten, self-induced orgasms, wishing they could have been had been followed by the long, copious insemination by a strong man that my mind and body still desired.

Images of every lover I had had from my schooldays to my best friend’s husband passed before my eyes as my trembling slowed to a halt. The list was not long but the memories were vivid with Pete and Tony’s faces dominating my mind.

My husband and my best friend’s spouse; the two, most significant lovers my life had known.

The first had left me; the second could not be with me. Neither of the men who knew my body best was there. Neither was able to wrap my vulnerable, exhausted, feminine form in his strong arms and hold me close, reassuring me of his love; protecting my freshly-inseminated body from the world.

I wrapped the rumpled duvet around myself; it was a pale substitute for the warmth of a man I loved but was the best that I could expect that night.

It was enough; minutes later I was asleep, still wearing my sports bra, smudged make-up all over my sweaty face, hardly able to believe the power of my first masturbation since my marriage.

It had provided me with some form of release.

But I was still alone.



Penny’s Promiscuity Ch. 13: Freedom

My second day of freedom started a little more promisingly than the first, but only a little. I had enjoyed more sleep than the night before: the cold had woken me only once, forcing me to slide under the duvet and I had passed the night in relative calm. But as the alarm clock beeped alongside my head and I opened my eyes, the reality of the situation rushed in on me again.

I was alone in the silent house. My husband Pete had left me because I had lied to him about seeing Tony, the only lover I had ever had; the man who months earlier had seduced me and with whom I had started a passionate affair. Our separation might be forever; it might only be for a fortnight but at that moment he had gone and there was no guarantee he would return.

When, after a month of illicit sex I had confessed my infidelity to my husband, Pete had eventually agreed to it continuing and the two of us having a Hotwife-Cuckold relationship. But that did not mean I had carte blanche to sleep with anyone, anytime; my husband was supposed to agree who I slept with and when. I was not supposed to see or fuck Tony without my husband’s consent.

It was a matter of trust; trust which I had broken.

Most importantly, I was not supposed to see any one man frequently enough to form a relationship that could threaten to our twenty-year-plus marriage. This I had done with a vengeance too; Tony and I had fallen deeply in love. Indeed our relationship had become so deep that during a recent, highly-illicit overnight stay in a country house hotel, we had openly discussed how I should leave my husband, move in with Tony and perhaps even marry him once he was divorced from his estranged and equally unfaithful wife Julie.

Even this deceit could have remained secret if I had been less naïve and more careful.

On the terrible Sunday only two days before, my period had prevented us making love so to ease his frustration I had given Tony one of my rare blowjobs, swallowing his cum afterwards - an even rarer event. I had then come home to my husband pretending to have been to the gym. Pete had smelled Tony’s semen on my breath, tasted it in my mouth as he kissed me and the truth of my deceit had come out.

When he found out the extent of my illicit relationship and the frequency with which I had been deceiving him, my Pete had been angry and hurt, announcing that he needed time and space away from me to decide what he wanted to do.

He had moved out of our house that very day and into the Duty Consultant’s apartment at the hospital where he planned to stay there for the whole of the coming week. After that he would go to Geneva for a week-long conference, an event infamous for its nightly bed-hopping, leaving me ‘free and single’ for two whole weeks.

During that period I could do whatever I wanted with whoever I wanted to decide which of the men in my life I wanted to be with. If I wanted, for two whole weeks I could live with Tony full time as his wife; just we had dreamed about during our romantic nights away to be sure that the decision I made was the one I really meant.

Of course, at the same time my husband would be deciding whether he could remain married to his lying, cheating wife at all, whatever decision I might make.

When he returned from Geneva, if we both wanted to get back together then we would try to make our marriage work again. If either of us was in any way uncertain, separation and divorce would follow.

To reinforce the gravity of the situation, he had insisted we both handed back our wedding rings. The apparent lightness of my ringless hand and the paleness of the finger where it used to lie were unsettling me greatly.

To my considerable unease, far from being delighted that his professed dream could come true, my lover Tony had been strange and distant. Instead of moving straight into his apartment, falling into his welcoming arms and then into his bed as I had imagined, we had not been together at all since Pete had walked out.

It wasn’t Tony’s fault; his daughter had come home, he had told me. She was staying in his apartment while she recovered from boyfriend trouble and might be there all week. Obviously her presence made it impossible for me to play the role of her father’s wife, but Tony had missed our coffee date the next evening too, sending an excuse at the last moment after I had got myself all dressed to please him.

I had even shaved the Little Pink Pussy that he loved so much in the hope that we might at least get one quick fuck in the back of my car as we had when our affair was brand new.

The idea had been a failure. As a result, my first two nights of freedom had been spent alone in a large, empty house, writing erotic stories on my laptop; putting into the lives of my characters all the sexual excitement that was so obviously and painfully missing from my own.

Late that night I had been forced to resort to my first masturbation in decades to obtain any form of release from the powerful sexual arousal my writing so often produced. I had felt dirty and ashamed when I woke that Tuesday morning, naked apart from my bra, my fingers and thighs a sticky, strong-smelling mess of dried vaginal juices.

Thank God work was busy again, making time pass quickly, barely giving me few moments to think about either of the two men in my life. During those rare moments I called and texted Tony half a dozen times to try and arrange a date. But he didn’t answer. As the day progressed, the messages I left degenerated from being warm and sexy highly explicit before finally sounding desperate.

I texted him before and after going to the gym too, but still he didn’t reply.

That evening I ate alone, drank most of a bottle of dry white wine, spent several hours writing angrily and frantically then went to bed, aroused and frustrated.

***

I rose very early on Wednesday morning after a third night alone. Still feeling ashamed, I had resisted the urge to masturbate the night before or use the secret vibrator that lay secretly in a shoe box at the bottom of my closet. I suspected that my willpower wouldn’t hold out for long.

The unexpected and unwanted pause in my sex life had given me time alone - horribly alone - but strangely had continued to give my writing an impetus it had badly needed. Since my affair had begun and physical pleasures had overtaken literary ones, I had published little and my readers were beginning to drift away.

I badly needed the distraction too, otherwise my early waking would give me even more time to contemplate my position and to wonder what both my husband and my lover were doing, both of which I dreaded.

Why hadn’t Tony replied to my messages? Was his phone broken? Lost? I had called his land line too but couldn’t leave a message in case his daughter Hannah picked it up. Had she found out about us? Was that what was preventing Tony from coming to me, the woman he had said so often that he loved? That he wanted to marry?

The woman whose current marriage was teetering in the brink because of him?

I wondered what Pete had done the last three nights. Had he found someone to take my place in the narrow single bed in the Duty Consultant’s apartment? After all, he believed me to have been living as my lover’s wife for the last three days, free to make love with him as long and as often as we wanted.

Why wouldn’t he find a replacement for his lying, cheating wife?

The thought of Pete in the arms of another woman was almost too painful to bear. How he had manged to tolerate my rampant infidelity for the last months was beyond me. The mere thought that my husband might be with another woman, holding her hand, kissing her as he had kissed me, fondling her boobs as he had fondled mine was agony. And when I pictured him showing her the wonderful bodily pleasures that his mouth and tongue could deliver and, worst of all, penetrating her with his long, thin cock before filling her vagina with the semen that only my body had known for so many years, the images could and did reduce me to tears.

The sun was only just showing signs of rising as I walked downstairs in my pyjamas and filled the kettle. There were at least two hours to kill before I could contemplate going to work so in desperation, I returned to my laptop and began writing again with a vengeance.

I had always written better in the early hours; over the last two days alone I had finished and published another chapter of my ongoing story and started at least three new projects in different genres as the muse took me.

I had also picked up my stalled correspondence with several of my online friends. I didn’t dare tell any of them how bad things had now become. The closest I came was telling with Richard about my plan to spend a week as Tony’s wife. Richard had been very unenthusiastic; telling me that his own wife Barbara had once come very close to leaving him and their two kids after one of her many affairs had become a bit too emotionally involved.

Richard had insisted that the only safe way of being a Hotwife was to have a larger number of very short term lovers rather than an ongoing affair, a view wholeheartedly endorsed by most of my online correspondents.

When it came to cuckolding your husband there was, they insisted, safety in numbers for all concerned.

I had known this all along so why in God’s name hadn’t I listened?

It says a lot about my friends’ common sense, even more about my own stubborn nature and more than a little about Tony’s sexual prowess in bed that I had ignored this advice completely, carried on with my affair with him alone and had now ended up with the real prospect of my twenty-plus-year-old marriage breaking up.

Fortunately the responses to my other stories were still coming in which helped me feel better about at least one aspect of my life. The trolls who habitually plagued all my postings were backing off a little; they could still hurt me but the messages that came in from my admirers more than made up for that hurt.

I took advantage of every minute to write more and more, trying to block out the terrible thoughts that were spinning around my head, drinking mug after mug of hot tea until it was finally time to getting showered, dressed and try go to work as if nothing had changed.

But as I looked at my bare ring finger and thought of my empty bed, I knew everything had changed.

***

The morning passed slowly. No messages arrived from Pete; this I had expected but the complete absence of communication from the man who had said many times that he loved me was not expected at all.

What problems could his daughter possibly have to demand so much of his attention he couldn’t send me even a single message?

Still, I consoled myself, there was well over a week of freedom left. Once Hannah had gone back to University and I had moved into his apartment there was plenty of time to find out what being his wife was like. A warm glow came over me as I imagined how it would feel to fall asleep in his arms, my body full of his sweet semen; to wake up next to his long, strong frame and make soft, caring love in the morning sunlight, our bodies merging into one.

Unable to contain myself, at eleven o’clock I called Tony on my secret phone. He didn’t answer so I left a message asking him to call back; to tell me he still loved me; to reassure me that he still wanted me as he had so often said.

By the time I drove home that evening there had still been no reply.

I knew it was foolish but on the way to my house I took a detour, driving past Tony’s apartment block. It was a stupid, schoolgirl thing to do; whether he was there or not I would still be upset and had no idea what I might do in any event but I drove there nonetheless.

Tony’s car was in its usual parking place; whether that knowledge alone would have made me feel better or worse I will never know because to my horror, parked right next to it was a small family car I recognised immediately as Julie’s.

This could only mean one thing; my lover and his estranged wife were in the same apartment together.

I felt sick, my stomach churning with anxiety as I wondered what was happening.

Were they having a row? Were they standing shouting, each blaming the other for the breakdown of their marriage? Was he telling her he wanted a divorce so he could marry me? Were they waving papers at each other, planning a hard, vindictive separation that would reduce them both to paupers and alienate their kids forever?

Or had they become reconciled; the two of them in bed together having make-up sex the like of which I could only dream of? Were they fucking wildly on the bed on which he had fucked me so hard so many times? Had he already left me for her, the woman who had borne his children? Was the reason he hadn’t communicated with me that he was too pussy-whipped even to think about me?

Did he not care about me now? Had I jeopardised my marriage for nothing?

A kind of madness took over. I parked my car a few yards away on a road that gave me a clear view of their apartment and for the next few hours I sat in my car, staring at the car park waiting. It grew dark; the lights in Tony’s apartment glowed in the lounge but to my relief, not in the bedroom.

What were they doing in there? What was I doing there? What was my husband doing?

Thoughts about my husband Pete began to force their way into my consciousness. As I sat there in the cold car, was at work? Was he having a drink with his colleagues? Was he in alone the Duty Consultant’s bedroom?

Or was there a full figured female form alongside him; beneath him, making love with him? Had I already lost him?

The pain was enough to drive a woman crazy and for a few hours that’s what I was; insanely jealous of both the men in my life, neither of whom seemed to want me.

It was nearly ten o’clock when I saw Julie return to her car. Her eyes looked red as if she had been crying but I couldn’t be sure. Her clothes were rumpled; she was walking stiffly too. I told myself there could be many reasons for this but my mind focussed on only one.

A bolt of pain flashed through me as images of my best friend in bed with my lover filled my mind. It wasn’t right! It was me Tony loved now, not her! She was the one who had cheated on him; the one whose very public affair had broken their marriage.

She drove away. For a while I sat and stared at the apartment’s glowing windows; the place where my fidelity to my husband had been utterly destroyed; the place where the man I loved had told me he loved me and wanted me so many times.

The lights in the apartment remained on for another half hour before the windows went black.

I drove home, hit the white wine hard on an empty stomach and spent an angry hour writing cruel, unpleasant paragraphs that I knew would never get published but which gradually turned my fury into monstrous arousal.

When I went to bed, the secret vibrator followed me.

In the morning its batteries were flat.

***

I woke the next morning determined; determined to find out what was going on with my lover; determined to get a grip on my life; determined not to become the crazed, jealous woman I had been in my car the previous evening.

To my surprise, the electric phallus had done its job well. As I was still very much alone, only the spiders had heard the drone of the motor and the orgasmic wails that had filled the bedroom for nearly an hour after I had turned off the lights. This was something of a blessing. When finally I could take no more of its relentless stimulation I had fallen into a deep sleep, only waking when the alarm sounded loudly in my ears.

My head was a bit fuzzy from the wine but I felt rather better than I deserved. I showered, dressed and went to work, still very conscious of my ringless finger but with a plan in my mind.

Once at my desk, I got my head down and worked hard all morning, trying to keep thoughts of both the men in my life out of my mind. There were no messages from either of them which helped my efforts but this time I didn’t send any either, trying to retain what little remained of my dignity.

The morning passed quickly. Once again, there was no time for lunch.

On Thursdays I spent the afternoon in a University hospital in a nearby city, supervising PhD students and planning the clinical trials that my specialism frequently required. It would be an even better distraction than the morning’s work had been and I was looking forward to a change of scene.

As I drove away from the hospital I saw my husband’s Porsche in the Consultants’ Car Park, low, sleek and green. A wave of emotion washed over me and I had to fight to stop the painful images of him with another woman returning. The woman didn’t have a name or a face; it was bad enough that she might exist at all.

For a moment I thought about calling him; asking how he was; searching for clues as to whether my place in his bed had already been filled. But that way led to madness, I told myself. Keep your eyes on the road and concentrate!

It was hard, but for the rest of the day, that’s exactly what I did. Fortunately there was a lot to be done at the University and I was kept busy all day, missing lunch again as well as breakfast. It was close to seven o’clock before I was back in my car, driving northwards towards home - towards my empty home.

Tired and in the darkness, the destructive thoughts began to come back but by then I was too worn out to stop them. I turned on the radio for some uplifting music. The world was conspiring against me; within fifteen minutes, special songs from both my marriage and my affair had been played making my chest tight and my eyes sting with the beginnings of tears.

Instead of being liberating, my four days of freedom had been terrible and I was less than half way through Pete’s absence - if he came back to me at all.

Right then my husband did not want me and my lover had abandoned me.

Had I already lost them both? I had to know! I had to find out if it was all too late.

***

It was seven-thirty when I parked my SUV around the corner from Julie’s house. I didn’t want to pull up outside the house and give her time either to make up a story or to hide, pretending she wasn’t there. I had no idea what I was going to say but I knew I had to be there, if nothing else to look into her eyes and see what was now there.

It was absurd; Julie had told me openly that she wanted to get back with her husband and as far as I knew she did not know about our affair so why did I feel so angry and betrayed? If I had cause for anger, surely it was with Tony or even myself.

As I rounded the corner on foot, I saw her car in the driveway. She must be home. Checking my make-up and hair in the rear view mirror, I took a deep breath, climbed out of the car, walked up to the front door and, after a long pause to gather my courage, pressed the bell.

Nothing happened. I pressed it again, longer and harder.

“Darren!” I exclaimed.

The door was opened by a tall, very fit, very attractive man in his late twenties; a man I recognised immediately as Darren, a Personal Trainer from the Sports Club to which we had all once belonged. He had instructed me on a handful of occasions; certainly often enough to recognise me after only a moment’s hesitation.

He was also Julie’s supposedly former live-in lover. He looked surprised to see me; surprised and embarrassed to see anyone in fact.

“Hi Penny,” he said awkwardly.

“Hi,” I replied, for a moment taken off guard. “I wasn’t expecting to see you here.”

He shrugged sulkily, “I’m picking up a few things.”

So it was true; Julie and he had indeed parted ways. I had suspected my friend was trying to keep her lover on a string so she wouldn’t be left without male company if her husband wouldn’t have her back. It seemed I had been wronged.


“Is Jules in?” I asked. He shook his head.

“She went out ten minutes ago.”

“And left you to pack your bags?” I asked.

It was an unnecessarily nasty thing to have said but I blamed him for having seduced my friend and broken up their marriage. The fact that this had left Tony free to have an affair with me did not soften my attitude but then hypocrisy is a flaw in most of us.

When I saw the almost childlike look of hurt on his face I was taken aback immediately regretted it. That was more the look of an injured child than cold, hard womaniser.

“Sorry,” I apologised. “That was bitchy of me.”

“It’s okay,” he smiled sheepishly. “The truth is I waited round the corner in my car until she left before going in to get my stuff. I still have my key.”

“Are things between you that bad?” I asked, beginning to feel sorry for the boy despite the mayhem e had caused.

“Not really,” he replied. “But she was dressed up really nice and had some guy with her. I thought I should keep a low profile, know what I mean?”

This was a disappointment. Given what I had seen the previous night, my first thought was that she had somehow managed to persuade Tony to talk about the reconciliation she seemed so to want so much. I felt bad again; she had asked me to help and I had done nothing.

But Darren had called the man ‘some guy’. If Julie had been with her husband he most certainly would not have used such a vague description. Intrigued, I asked if he knew who the man was.

“I’ve seen him before at the Club. I don’t know his name,” he told me. “They went off in his car; dark green Nine - Eleven. Very nice.”

I stood stunned. The only man I knew who drove a dark green Porsche was my own husband. But in a city the size of ours there must be lots of green Porsches. Still, a feeling of unease passed through me.

“Are you okay?” Darren asked solicitously.

“What? Yes of course. I haven’t eaten today, that’s all,” I told him, hoping that was the only reason I had to feel that way.

“Do you want to come in?” he asked.

I most certainly did; that house had been my friend’s love nest for the past year. I was very keen to see whether there were any signs of her very public infidelity. But I couldn’t let her former lover see my nosiness so I just shrugged and followed him into the house.

Apart from the absence of Tony’s coat on the rack and his boots on the mat, it felt exactly the same but far from being reassuring, that seemed to make it oddly spooky. Before their split, Pete and I had been in Julie and Tony’s house on almost a weekly basis, with and without our kids. Since Tony had walked out, I had been there only a handful of times and my husband not at all. It felt as if I was walking into a past that could never be re-visited.

“Coffee?” Darren asked politely, leading me past the large lounge, study and into the designer kitchen they had installed only a few years ago.

“Please,” I replied, wishing there was something stronger to hand.

Given the current broken state of their marriage and the precarious position of my own, the happy memories brought a lump to my throat and a tear to my eye.

“So how are you?” I asked, forcing myself to be cheerful on the outside, however I felt inside. “Not working tonight?”

He shook his head, a frown on his rather handsome face as he made the hot drinks.

“I’ve got the evening off.”

“Seeing Debbie later?” I asked nosily, referring to the young female trainer who was rumoured to be his recently acquired bed partner.

“She’s booked up till ten,” he smiled, thereby confirming the truth of the first rumour. “It’s good money for her but… you know. She’ll be too tired when she gets home and…” he began then stopped abruptly when he realised what he was about to say.

The disappointment on his face at the prospect of her being too tired for sex was almost comical. I laughed; he really was still young inside however many birthdays he had had. I was revising my image of him as the big bad seducer very rapidly.

“And I suppose your other girlfriends are with their husbands,” I said blandly, emboldened by this revelation and wanting to test the other rumour; that he had moved onto another older, married woman already.

“Right,” he nodded without thinking then realised what he had done and immediately tried to back-track. “I mean they both…” he stopped abruptly.

I burst out laughing.

“Don’t worry, Darren. I’m Jules’ oldest friend, remember? I’m unshockable.”

This last statement was not entirely true. Apart from being shocked at Julie’s apparent sexual appetite and preference for anal sex, Darren had just let slip that he had more than one married woman on the go. This was news indeed. In normal circumstance I would have shared this gossip with Julie immediately but circumstances had not been normal for a long time.

“So what did this bloke look like,” I asked.

For the next twenty minutes I tried surreptitiously to grill Darren about the man with whom my friend had driven off. The boy seemed uninterested and hadn’t noticed much but I heard nothing to suggest it wasn’t my husband and his car.

What I did hear was the conversation of a rather straightforward, fairly guileless young man who worked hard - admittedly mostly on his own body about which he was apparently obsessed. His conversation was shallow but relaxed and it want long before a second coffee had been made and I was able to direct the flow towards the subject I was really interested in - my best friend and her husband.

Darren appeared to have no scruples at all about sleeping with married women or having more than one girlfriend at the same time. He seemed bemused but delighted that so many women of all ages found him attractive enough to sleep with - he wasn’t one to look a gift horse in the mouth - and tried his best to accommodate them.

Julie had been no exception; when he suggested innocently that she had almost forced herself on him I found it hard to disbelieve him. Although in no way indiscreet, from the way he talked it also seemed that although Julie had not been his sole bed partner during their affair, she had been the least well concealed. In fact Darren had once wondered whether she had deliberately made sure that people knew she was sleeping with him.

Before I realised it an hour had passed and my tummy was rumbling loudly, must to my embarrassment.

“Sorry,” I blushed. “I haven’t eaten today.”

He seemed shocked.

“You really should look after your blood sugar,” he scolded. “You can’t reach peak performance without it.”

I smiled. The idea of my amateur gym sessions requiring maximum nutrition was laughable.

“What do you suggest?” I asked

“There’s a pub down the road,” Darren replied. “You could get a tuna salad or something.”

Why not? I thought. There was no chance of talking to Julie that evening now. Every meal I had eaten since Pete left had been on my own. It would make a very nice change to have some company.

“Only if you come too!” I grinned cheekily. “My treat!”

Half an hour later we were sitting in a pleasant but down market pub ten minutes’ drive from Julie’s house. It was clean but a bit shabby; the risk of bumping into any of my sophisticated, middle-class friends was very low indeed but I felt relaxed and safe. We had chosen our food from the menu, ordered at the bar then taken our drinks to a corner table away from the growing crowd of drinkers to carry on our chat.

It was, I realised, the first normal conversation of more than two minutes I had had with anyone at all since Pete had walked out.

The white wine was barely drinkable but my standards have never been too high and I persevered, asking plenty of questions to keep the chat going while we waited for our food to arrive. Darren was good company and talked in a light, entertaining way as long as the subject was exercise, sport or himself.

The subject of me arose seldom but this suited me well; I wanted to forget about my currently disastrous relationships for a while, not share them with a boy I hardly knew, however pleasant the evening undeniably had become.

By the time he had eagerly told me his life plans - to reach Assistant Manager at the Sports Club then open his own dedicated body building gym - both his pint glass and my wine glass were empty. I slipped him a twenty pound note and, like a gentleman, Darren went to the bar for refills.

As he returned, so our food arrived too. I was very pleased at this; the large glass of wine I had drunk on an empty stomach was making me light headed already.

The food was at best average but at the prices they charged I couldn’t complain. In the presence of a gym coach as young and attractive as Darren I had felt obliged to go for the healthy option of a rather flavourless tuna salad instead of the fish and chips I really wanted. Darren had ordered a large steak, medium rare, claiming that his exercise regime demanded a constant stream of high quality protein.

I teased him about this, feeling more comfortable as the second glass of wine came to an end and the third arrived, asking if he needed steak so badly when he was paying for his own food. He looked at me, hurt. For a moment I wondered whether I had really injured his pride but then I noticed the twinkle in his eye.

I laughed and prodded him in the ribs. This resulted in him prodding me back. A rather childish and giggly game of touch-touch ensued during which I got to feel the impressively firm muscles of his six pack stomach and he discovered the full extent of my tiny boobs.

Thank God we were in a concealed corner of the bar.

When the silly game was over I noticed his hand remained on my thigh. I didn’t move it away and for a while we chatted about other things Darren enjoyed; cars, football and of course, girls. He was surprisingly discreet about the latter; having tricked him into revealing he was sleeping with two married women as well as his girlfriend, he was wary about revealing anything further so on that front I remained frustratingly ignorant.

When Darren returned to his seat with coffees for us both, the sides of our legs were touching. I seemed to have slid along the seat a little so there was less room for him. I was pleased to feel his hand slip back into its previous place on my thigh. By the time the coffees had been finished, his fingers had raised the hem of my skirt and weren’t far from touching my knickers under the table.

I didn’t stop him.

After three glasses of wine for me and three pints of lager for Darren, driving home was out of the question. Indeed for me, walking in a straight line had become surprisingly problematic as I discovered when paying the bill and swaying my way back from the Ladies’ Room.

I was even less stable when we left the pub and the cool outside air hit me in the face. Fortunately for us a taxi pulled into the car park just as we passed through the pub’s flaking red-painted door. Its two passengers hopped out and began to pay so Darren and I jumped into the back before it could pull away, both of us giggling.

“Where to?” the driver asked cheerfully.

I looked at Darren who returned my rather misty but meaningful gaze with a smile and raised eyebrows

“My place?” he asked.

My tummy filled with butterflies. Even in my slightly inebriated state, I could tell that an unexpected watershed had just been reached. I knew full well what would inevitably happen if I said yes and went back to Darren’s shared house with him. I looked at myself; at my sensible work clothes, at my middle aged reflection in the car’s window. How could he possibly fancy a woman old enough to be his mother?

But then I looked at the pale band on my third finger where my wedding ring used to be and knew equally well that I was going to let it happen; that I wanted it to happen; perhaps even needed it to happen. If Darren wanted to have me, he could have me!

I took a deep breath and nodded.

“Mercer Road,” Darren told the driver.

As the taxi sped through the dark streets, my tummy buzzed with excitement as, hidden from view, Darren’s hand worked its way up my thigh and under my skirt, lifting the hem until the dark upper parts of my tights were exposed and his fingers brushed against the nylon-covered gusset of my boring work knickers.

It was madness again; Penny Parker PhD, a fifty-one year-old mother of three and an internationally renowned scientist was being groped and fondled in the back of a cheap mini-cab on her way to the shared house of a twenty-nine year old boy.

And she was loving it.

The cab pulled into a road of terraced houses and, on Darren’s instructions, pulled to a halt outside the end property. The street was as down market as the pub but at least there was no litter or broken down cars. Darren helped me rather unsteadily from the back seat. I paid the driver then, my hand in his, led me through the front door and into the house he had told me he shared with two other young men.

My mind knew this was a bad idea but right then my body was in charge.

Darren led me into the low lit hallway in which a racing bike leaned against the wall. The door to a fairly new fitted kitchen stood open on my right and the half-open entrance to a bright, warm lounge was on the left.

“Only me!” he shouted, presumably to his friends.

I silently prayed that I wouldn’t have to meet his two housemates but it was okay; there was no reply. Darren kept hold of my hand and immediately led me up the narrow stairs to a small landing off which three doors opened. The middle of these stood half open revealing a surprisingly bright and clean bathroom which made me feel a little happier. Then Darren opened the door on the left.

“In here,” he said proudly. “Welcome to my place.”

With a little trepidation and a lot of excited anticipation I walked through the door and into the young man’ lair. Despite my tipsiness, my middle aged, maternal eyes couldn’t help noticing the unmade bed, the dirty gym clothes strewn randomly around the floor and my nose couldn’t miss the stale smell of ageing damp sports towels. It was an aroma I had known in my own sons’ bedrooms for many years.

For a moment the squalid reality of the situation hit me. For a moment I wanted to escape; to run away to the safety of my home, but then I remembered what was waiting for me there.

Nothing. And no-one.

Then all such thoughts simply disappeared. I heard Darren closing the door behind me and heard the click of the lock. My chest went tight in anticipation. Then I felt the first touch of his youthful hands on my middle-aged body and the touch of his lips on mine…

The world went into a spin as my work clothes were clumsily but effectively stripped away, the young man’s hands making short work of their buttons and zips, consigning them to the floor where they joined the tangle all around us.

Our mouths melted into each other, tongues deep in each other’s mouths, kissing with a passion that took me back to my teens. Within moments my shirt was gone; my skirt was around my ankles, and the clasp of my bra had been unfastened, leaving my tiny boobs free for the touch of his hands.

Darren’s strong fingers kneaded and twisted my pale globes more firmly than I had known for years; making me wince in surprise. It had hurt but I had loved the pain. Suddenly I knew what I wanted; to be fucked and fucked hard; without love; without sensitivity; nothing that might remind me of my broken relationships. I wanted pure, unadulterated sex, unclouded by any emotion but lust.

Driven by this lust I began to strip him in return, pulling his polo shirt up and over his head. With his height this was tricky but with a little untangling and giggling I managed to free his arms. Darren finished the job quickly, tearing the rest of the shirt from his shoulders and pulling his jeans off leaving him only in boxer shorts and, ludicrously, pale white socks.

I literally gasped as he posed like a body builder before me; showing off the most impressive physique I had ever been close to; powerful muscles, flat stomach, bulging biceps and shoulders, lean powerful legs.

And a bulge in his boxers that made me stare.

I was still staring as I fell to my knees in front of him, still in my pale work knickers and dark tights, raised my fingers to his waistband and swallowed nervously. I looked up into his young, surprisingly innocent-looking eyes and slowly lowered his boxers to his knees.

The erect cock that sprang to immediate attention only inches from my face was impressive; not as long as my husband’s snake, not as thick as Tony’s ugly stubby appendage, it was as close to being a thing of beauty as the male organ can ever get - which I’m afraid isn’t very close.

I took it in my fingers and toyed with it, running my fingertips up and down its length before taking it in my fist and pumping my hand up and down.

“Mmmm! Penny that’s good!” Darren moaned softly above me.

He moaned louder and longer when I licked and sucked its smooth, rounded head and when I took it deep into my mouth, his hands were in my hair and his hips were moving slowly back and forth as the sighs of pleasure filled the room.

I truly believe that the blowjob I delivered that night was the best of my life, before or since. Something about Darren brought out both the mother and the whore in me; I really cared what he thought about my prowess in bed; I really wanted to make him feel good; to enjoy his time with me.

I felt almost abandoned when he pulled himself away and his cock fell from my lips. But then he took my hands in his, raised me to my feet, kissed me long, deep and slowly for a long time before slowly lowering me to the unmade bed.

I looked up at my Adonis as he loomed over me, his hands making short work of my ugly tights and knickers, leaving me naked and vulnerable under his powerful body. He mounted the bed, lowered his body until his hips brushed against mine and the heat of his chest brushed against my painfully erect nipples.

Looking deep into his eyes, I reached down between my thighs, took his rock-hard shaft in my hand and slowly directed its smooth, swollen end into my well-prepared body.

As Darren’s twenty-nine year old cock slipped smoothly and easily into the welcoming over-sized vagina through which three children now almost his age had been born, nothing else in the world mattered at all.

Nothing Pete or Tony had done compared with the sheer youthful energy with which Darren fucked me that night. His technique was crude; foreplay had hardly featured but I didn’t care; my body was ready for him without it. He didn’t need to be expert; he didn’t even need to be good. He certainly didn’t need to tell me he loved me; all Darren needed was to be young and to want me that night despite the thirty year difference in our ages.

And he did want me, that much was certain. As I felt his shaft sliding past my loose, lubricated entrance and my body began to fill with his, I dimly wondered how many other women had lain in the same place, in the same position, offering themselves in the same brazen manner and feeling the same wonderful sensations in their bellies.

To my astonishment I didn’t care; I was almost keen to join his long list of conquests; eager to add my married name to the notches on his bedpost. But as his shaft penetrated deeper and deeper into my vagina, those thoughts became vague and unformed. And when that long, thick shaft had buried itself so deep in my body that I could feel its end forcing my cervix into my belly, I was a lost cause.

I had not been in bed with a twenty-nine year old boy since my husband had been that age. I had never been in bed with a boy for whom physical prowess was a career as well as a pleasure. I had no concept of the energy and enthusiasm with which I was to be fucked that night or the way my body would respond.


The first orgasm struck within two dozen strokes of Darren’s cock, making me squeal as much in surprise as in pleasure. The second came so soon after that the two merged into one long convulsive spasm, beginning deep between my thighs and spreading outwards like the mushroom cloud from an atom bomb.

The breeding frenzy overwhelmed me as soon as my breath returned, wrapping my arms around his powerful, gym-strengthened shoulders and my legs round his thighs - thighs which seemed tireless as they drove his hips forwards and his shaft pistoned in and out of my body.

I wailed my wanton lust into the stale air of the room, begging him not to stop; to fuck me deeper, harder, faster. He obliged with a crude smile on his boyish face, the wet slapping sound of two bodies colliding joined by the loud creaking of the springs on a cheap bed.

If I had thought sex with Tony was the best I could get, it only served to show how inexperienced I really was. As Darren’s thrusts grew faster and less controlled and his first climax approached I began to call his name in my frenzy, begging him to cum inside me, to fill me with his seed and, yes, even to make a baby in my married belly.

When his tension broke, his body went into spasm and his ejaculation began to fill my middle aged body with youthful semen, my surrender was complete. Raking his arms and shoulders with my fingers, grabbing his buttocks and pulling them hard into me; wrapping my skinny legs around his thighs to hold him in my body forever, I knew I would never be the same again.

It was simply incredible. Our first fuck had not lasted long but as I lay alongside him on the dirty sheets, my body full of his sperm it felt as if my life had been changed.

But the night had only just begun.

Until that evening, all my lovers had been my own age; I had forgotten how quickly a much younger man’s body could recover after ejaculation and how long he could last in bed. The first sticky pool of Darren’s semen could hardly have settled against my cervix before his cock had hardened again and his body was rising over mine.

My mind dulled by the combined effects of alcohol, lust and post-orgasmic daze, I lost count of the number of times that boy fucked my skinny, middle aged body that night. I remember being on all fours at one time, I remember the bitter taste of my own juices on his smooth head as I took it into my mouth. I remember him trying and failing to take my anal virginity - the sharp pain was enough to bring that memory back vividly.

I remember falling asleep on him, totally exhausted, his hard cock still being thrust into my sore, gaping pussy.

Poor Darren; at the end it must have felt like he was fucking a corpse.

***

It was the early Friday sun shining through his cheap, thin curtains that woke me the following morning. When I opened my eyes, saw the squalid surroundings, the muscular young man in bed next to me and realised just how foolish I had been, the shame began to wash over me.

To my surprise, there was guilt too. Although I was, as my husband had insisted, free as a bird and could sleep with anyone I wanted, I should still have let my brain drive my body not the other way round, as appeared to have happened.

I turned to the sleeping form on my left. The boy looked beautiful, I had to confess; toned, fit, strong, attractive and, it appeared, completely without scruples where married women were concerned.

But I couldn’t put the blame on him; if anyone had precipitated the night’s sexual athletics it was me. Darren had been pleasingly keen to have access to my body - that of a woman old enough to be his mother - but I could not in all honestly say that he had in any way been forced to seduce me.

And when we were in bed together it had been simply amazing. If I thought sex with Tony had been good, a night of copulation with a man half his age had opened my eyes wide and my thighs wider! I no longer wondered why Julie had let their apparently ill-matched relationship go on so long; the evidence was there in my stiff, aching and rather sore body.

Were all young men like this? I had forgotten just how much energy a man in his twenties could have!

I reached down between my legs; my lower belly and upper thighs were a sticky, smelly mess. Just how much semen could a young man produce? And how often? I ran my fingers along my sore slit and over my pubic mound.

Oh God! In my misery I hadn’t shaved my pussy since my aborted date with Tony on Monday and there was a distinct covering of stubble over most of my vulva. My face burned with embarrassment. At least it hadn’t have put my young lover off much, not if the state of my body was anything to go by.

I stared at the ceiling for a few minutes, at the cobwebs and dust that filled the yellowing corners and at the peeling wallpaper over the curtain rail. There was a low smell of damp beneath the odour of unwashed clothes too. It really was a squalid place in which to have spent the night with a new lover but Darren’s performance had dominating my senses so completely that at the time it hadn’t mattered.

In daylight the next day, it all looked much less exciting. I wondered whether Julie had spent many nights in Darren’s bed. It explained why he had moved into her family house. I wondered what my colleagues at work would think if they knew their boss had been fucked by a boy not much more than half her age in a bed that hadn’t seen clean sheets for many weeks.

My colleagues! Oh shit! It was Friday and I had to go to work!

I looked at my watch. Seven thirty. Shit!

If I left straightaway there might just be time to get home, wash, change and get to work in time for the morning’s first meeting. Going to my office with the smell of recent sex on my body was unthinkable so I rolled out of bed and began to pull on those pieces of clothing I could find amongst the chaos on the bedroom floor.

My body ached from Darren’s over-energetic assault, my stubbly pussy was once more pink from overuse but I had to get out of there quickly. Darren’s slow, regular breathing hardly faltered as I dressed. I was pleased; the last thing I wanted was a morning after encounter with my latest seducer - and I wasn’t entirely sure I would be able to resist if he offered one more fuck ‘for the road’.

As my hand reached for the bedroom door, a feeling of dread washed over me. I had squealed and wailed throughout the night, calling out with every penetration; every insemination; every climax however small or large - and there had been many.

Darren shared the house with two other young men. If they had been home there was no conceivable way they would not have heard. One was another trainer at the gym who I knew by sight if not by name.

A cold fear passed through me along with horrible memories from my youth. Was I about to take the ‘walk of shame’ through Darren’s shared house? To leave with his friends watching his latest conquest sneaking away, knowing she was married and old enough to be his mother?

Was I about to acquire a similar nickname to my daughter who was now known at University as ‘Izzy-Oh-God’ following her orgasmic exclamations?

Could I escape without being seen or recognised? And if I did, would Darren kiss-and-tell anyway?

There was no choice; the longer I waited, the more likely I was to be spotted. I had to take the risk. Tiptoeing to the door I turned the handle then, taking one last look at my beautiful sleeping fuck-buddy, I opened the door and slipped into the corridor outside.

I could hear a radio playing in a nearby bedroom. The door was closed so I tiptoed past and begin to descend the stairs in my bare feet. When I reached the tiny hallway, I could hear the familiar sounds of the BBC news coming from the kitchen. Someone must be preparing breakfast, I thought. They would be occupied; if I took another few steps perhaps I could open the front door and make my escape unseen.

I took another quick look into the room but could see no-one. I slipped my shoes on, walked silently to the front door, turned the handle and pulled.

It didn’t open. I turned the handle the other way and pulled. That didn’t work either.

“You need the key to open it,” came a voice from behind me.

I span round to find a tall young man standing in the kitchen doorway. He was perhaps a few years younger than Darren, bare-chested, bare footed and wearing jeans.

“Oh… um… ” I stammered.

There was no possible way he could fail to understand my presence in his house. I began to panic.

“I’ve… I’ve got to get to work,” I began.

“No problem,” he smiled knowingly, reaching past me and putting a key in the lock. He turned it, there was a click and the door opened a crack.

“Do you need a lift? I could drop you off,” he offered cheerfully. “I’m Will by the way.”

The thought of being in a confined space with one young man when my body must have reeked of all the sex I had just had with another was too much.

“My car’s round the corner,” I lied. “But thanks anyway, Will.”

“Anytime,” he replied, watching me with a broad smile as I finally escaped into the fresh air.

Once out of the house I walked down the driveway as calmly as I could, my knees trembling with nerves. When I reached the road I turned right then as soon as I was out of sight of the house I stopped and took a deep breath. Had I really got away with it? It was too early to tell.

I was shaking like a leaf as I walked quickly along to the corner. There to my relief I found a bus stop with a Number Nine approaching.

***

For the first time in fifteen years I was late for work that morning. The bus journey to back to Julie’s to collect my car followed by the drive home had taken much longer than I had expected. I dashed upstairs and into the shower to wash the sticky evidence of fornication from my body only to find as I dried myself in front of the mirror that Darren had given me three large hickeys, two on the base of my neck, one higher up.

I was horrified! Darren’s housemate Will couldn’t possibly have missed them.

The first two could be hidden by a judicious choice of top but, short of wearing a headscarf, the third would be clearly visible to anyone who saw me. I cursed Darren for marking me as if we had been at a teenage disco and then cursed myself for being stupid enough to let it happen. At my age I should have known better.

I used more concealer that morning than I had since my spotty teenage days, thanking God that although it was large, the hickey wasn’t too dark in colour. The bags under my eyes needed attention too so I was well behind time as I drove through the thick traffic and struggled to find a parking place.

It was well past nine when I finally arrived at my desk to find I was already late for my first meeting but as I apologised and took my place at the table, settled into my seat and felt the aches and soreness my night’s adventure had produced, a warm glow of satisfied feminine contentment passed through me.

When I thought of the reason for my unusual tardiness, felt the warm glow in my belly and wondered what my colleagues would think if they knew I had just rushed in from my first one night stand in thirty years, I couldn’t prevent a broad smile appearing on my fifty-one year old face.

The warm glow continued throughout the day and into the evening, returning with a vengeance as I sat at my dressing table, removing my make-up and looking with a perverse pride at the three hickeys on my neck as if they were trophies.

Knowing I had been free to do this crazy thing; that my absent husband could and would voice no objection to what I had done made all the difference.

To my amazement, the continued risk of discovery and exposure by Darren’s housemates served only to heighten the thrill that rippled through me.

In love or not, none of my encounters with Tony had made me fill like this.

An extraordinary thought struck me; was this what my husband had wanted all along?



Penny’s Promiscuity Ch. 14: Reality

I stared at my reflection in the mirror on Saturday night as I carefully put the final touches to my make-up and fastened my necklace and bracelet in place.

To my relief the hickeys Darren had given me were already beginning to fade. The overdose of concealer I had applied had done a good enough job, at least for the most obvious mark and the two dark patches above my collar bone were hidden by the high collar of the dress I had chosen for the evening’s event.

My tummy still churned when I remembered what had happened only two days before; the genuinely unplanned but intensely pleasurable all-night fucking I had received at the hands of an intellectually pedestrian but drop-dead-gorgeous Personal Trainer.

The twenty-nine year old boy had delivered in his dirty, untidy bedroom a night of copulation that had opened my eyes even further to the extraordinary physical pleasures an exciting, adventurous sex life could bring a girl - even one of my advancing age.

Even better, with my wedding ring no longer on my finger - at my husband’s Pete’ insistence - I need not feel any guilt about having had only the second extra-marital lover in my life. I felt shame for having behaved like a slut in bed and fear of my infidelity being discovered by my friends but these were manageable.

I felt no guilt at all for having added my name to the list of married women carved into Darren’s bedpost.

The thrill and excitement had carried me through a dreary Friday at work, an evening in the gym followed by another lonely night alone at home and in bed. It also helped overcome the dull pain of finding my secret phone still devoid of messages from Tony, the man who had first seduced me, fucked me and started the affair that had led to my current horrible situation.

Had it not been for the obvious pleasure Darren had enjoyed in my company in and out of bed, I don’t know what this sudden and total rejection by both the men I loved might have made me do.

Learning that for a second time I had cheated on him by arranging secret dates with Tony, my husband had insisted that we separate. It might only be for a couple of weeks; it might be permanent. Pete had even insisted we gave back our wedding rings to make sure we both understood the magnitude of what was happening. Putting distance between us would, he said, give us both time and space to decide what we wanted and the opportunity to try other previously forbidden fruit.

What we had both expected was that I would spend the time living with Tony in his flat. After all, he had told me many times how much he loved me and had even asked me to leave my husband and marry him once his divorce from his estranged and unfaithful wife Julie had come through. By becoming his wife for two weeks I would know for certain which of the two men in my life I wanted to be with.

At the same time my husband would be deciding whether he wanted me back at all.

But now the opportunity had arisen for real, instead of welcoming me into his apartment, his life and his bed, Tony was behaving very strangely, making excuses to avoid seeing me and even standing me up on the one occasion he had agreed to meet. He wasn’t even answering his phone now or responding to messages.

In the face of all the evidence, I still stupidly held onto the belief that, once his daughter Hannah had gone back to University, he would call me, tell me he still loved me and welcome me into his apartment, his bed and his life.

The self-delusion was extraordinary.

In contrast, my husband Pete had stuck to his plan, moved into the Duty Consultant’s rooms at the hospital and hadn’t made any contact with me at all since leaving the house the previous Sunday. I had seen his car in the Consultants’ Car Park and I suspected he had spent at least some time on Thursday evening with Julie, my closest friend and Tony’s wife.

Otherwise I hadn’t set eyes on him and had no idea what he had been doing and now I would not see even this little of his life because on Friday afternoon he had flown to Geneva to take part in a week-long conference in his medical specialism. It was an event I had once attended with him; a week in which a great deal of hard work was done during the day and a large amount of bed-swapping took place afterwards.

If he wanted, my good looking, successful husband would have no problem finding someone to fill the place in his bed I that his unfaithful wife was now denied.

Unused to jealousy, the thought of my husband with another woman in any circumstances was intensely and increasingly painful. His absence from my life went far beyond his mere physical presence; we had been apart many times when one of other of us was away for work but there had always been the knowledge that we missed and wanted each other.

Being apart from him because he couldn’t put up with the humiliation of my repeated betrayals, couldn’t even stand being in the same house as his cheating wife and needed to decide whether he could now live with me at all was an agony all on its own and increasingly hard to bear.

Whatever I decided, the decision was out of my hands. For months I had enjoyed having both men in my life; now it looked like I might end up with neither. With another whole week of supposed freedom, there seemed nothing I could do but wait for one or both men to make their choice.

As if this wasn’t bad enough, Julie had called me on Friday asking if we could meet up.

Despite her having been my closest friend, I hadn’t returned her call. This was partly because I was angry that her husband Tony had seen her earlier in the week while avoiding seeing me, partly because she had apparently gone out to dinner with my husband on Thursday night and partly because I had ignored her pleas and done nothing to help her and Tony get back together again.

But mostly it was because the young man who had fucked me so comprehensively on Thursday was the same young man Julie’s yearlong affair had been with; the affair that had made her husband walk out on her. Julie and my names metaphorically appeared above each other on Darren’s bedpost; I wasn’t ready for the complications all this brought to our already-complicated relationship.

She had called me on Saturday morning too and left several increasingly urgent text and voice messages but I had ignored them all.

So, as I prepared myself for a desperately needed evening with the girls, far from being the wild, romantic fuck-fest I had expected, with one unexpected but spectacularly enjoyable exception, my first week of freedom had been spent almost entirely alone so having Claire’s party to look forward to was a godsend.

***

It was my friend’s fifty-third birthday and the girls in our social group were having dinner in a smart restaurant together to celebrate. Under previous circumstances we would have been a table of eight but with Julie still persona-non-grata there were only seven of us that Saturday night; the Magnificent seven as Claire christened us.

The first bottle of Prosecco had barely filled our glasses so a second and third had been promptly ordered. After my lonely week it felt wonderful to be in a noisy, friendly group again and I took maximum advantage of the opportunity to gossip, eat things I shouldn’t eat and drink much more than was good for me.

As usual, after a few rounds of the bottle the conversation turned obliquely to sex; with our husbands in general and about Julie and Tony in particular. There was much good natured complaining about our various spouses either demanding too much or providing too little in the bed department.

I kept quiet as much as possible without appearing prudish; there were too many booby traps in my sex life to let down my guard.

By the time the coffees and over-sweet liqueurs had arrived the two divorced girls amongst us had graduated onto the lack of eligible men in our town and from there to which of our husbands they found most attractive.

To my considerable surprise, Pete and Tony featured high up on both their lists. Tony in particular was deemed to need a great deal of personal attention to comfort him following Julie’s appalling behaviour; support both girls said they would be happy to provide. Julie herself was discussed with a mix of contempt, admiration and a good degree of envy.

My husband Pete was universally praised for being both good looking and a warm, caring man. There was much ribald speculation about what he must be like in bed - which I took care not to encourage - after which I was voted the luckiest girl at the table.

A toast was drunk to both of us. I had to blink back the tears; fortunately everyone misread the reasons behind my reddening eyes.

I was still one of the more sober members of the group by the time we bundled into taxis and headed into the city aiming to hit a club for a few hours’ dancing. Before my affair I would have avoided sweaty nightclubs like the plague, especially on ‘Grab a Granny’ night as this particular evening had been named by the younger male clientele who laughed at groups of middle aged women like us.

We danced until after one o’clock. Interestingly, all of us were approached during the evening by men much younger than ourselves. After my one night stand with Darren and with no wedding ring on my finger - I had lied to my friends about having it made larger - I was in great danger of accepting but there was a limit even to my insanity.

Just before two o’clock I arrived home by taxi to a dark, empty house, alone, drunk and missing my husband very badly indeed.

My vibrator made another visit to my bed but its batteries gave up the ghost and I cried myself to sleep unsatisfied.

***

I rose late the next morning with a rare hangover. After downing a full pint of water and two cups of strong coffee I tried to make plans for another lonely day. Going to the gym with my head throbbing was unthinkable so I dressed in scruffy leggings and an old shirt and chose the go-to option of housework.

A couple of hours later everything had been washed, ironed, cleaned or tidied. I wasn’t in the mood to meet anyone so had yet more coffee and wondered what to do next.

Then it hit me; there could hardly be a better opportunity to work on my writing so, with a fresh mug of coffee in one hand and my mobile phone in the other, I went into the study to work out my frustrations through the characters in my stories as only an author can.

Remembering the events of the previous week, I placed a folded towel on the seat cushion beneath me in case of ‘arousal accidents’.

To my delight, the words seemed to simply pour from me and onto the screen and chapters began to form quickly in my mind. While I enjoyed writing the sex scenes, it was the whole surrounding story that actually physically turned me on; the seduction not just the fornication; the chase not just the kill.

I loved to explore the intricacies of relationships too; the deceptions and secrets, the traps and manipulations as if by giving my characters wicked motivations and loose morals I could make my own misjudgements and mistakes seem less unacceptable.

I had reached the most crucial part of a very intimate sex scene, my leggings and towel distinctly damp when I heard the doorbell ring. I sat back, puzzled; I wasn’t expecting visitors anytime, let alone on a Sunday afternoon. It rang again; whoever was outside the door was clearly not just going to disappear.

Both I and the central female character in my story were in an advanced state of arousal so this interruption could not have been more ill-timed. The effect on me had been so powerful that I was even contemplating paying my hidden vibrator a brief visit so it was with considerable reluctance that I abandoned the on screen fornication, padded barefoot into the hallway and opened the front door.

“Jules!” I exclaimed in surprise.

“Hello Penny!”

To my astonishment, there on the threshold stood the woman who had been my closest friend. Dressed in tight jeans, boots and a close-fitting red top over which she had draped a quilted jacket, her petite body and blonde hair looked very pretty and attractive indeed.

In my scruffy clothes I felt outclassed but it was the serious look on her face that grabbed my attention.

“Can I come in?” she asked quietly.

“Of course.”

My invitation was instinctive; I was not at all sure how I felt about the woman I had been so close to for so many years. As far as I knew, in consecutive nights this currently-unattached, highly sexed female had in some as yet undiscovered way been with both the men who were supposed to be in my life.

With my own jealousy-crazed eyes I had seen her leave Tony’s apartment late on Wednesday evening and I had strong grounds to suspect she had driven off with my husband in his Porsche the evening after.

My attitude was one of suspicion, wariness and a distinct coolness towards my former confidante but I tried to bluff it out, pretending all was normal.

From her body language and the hesitant way she spoke, I could tell Julie was having similar issues as we walked through to the kitchen. She shed her jacket and perched on a stool at the breakfast bar while I moved towards the kettle. On the surface it looked like hundreds of our encounters over the last twenty years but underneath we both knew it was nothing of the sort.

“Coffee?” I asked.

“I’d rather have a glass of something stronger,” she smiled. “I feel like I need it today.”

I took two wine glasses from the cupboard, opened the fridge door, filled them with cold Sauvignon Blanc and handed one to Julie who raised it towards me.

“Cheers?” she asked.

“Cheers!” I replied but there was little enthusiasm in either of our voices.

“How are the kids?” I asked.

“Fine. Hannah’s having a few issues but otherwise they’re both doing well. How are your three?”

“The boys are fine. Izzy’s had a few boyfriend problems but she’s happy again now.”

I wouldn’t have shared the nature of my daughter’s boyfriend problems even in the olden days. Some things have to remain between a mother and daughter.

“Is Pete okay?” she asked.

I knew Julie well; from the overly casual tone of her voice and the fact that I suspected she had been with him only days ago, I could tell she was testing the water before moving on to a more significant subject. I gave a bland, non-committal answer.

“He’s in Geneva. At the conference.”

There was a brief silence while both of us wondered how to proceed. Long sips of wine were taken. I wasn’t going to be the one to take the first step; after all, Julie had come to my house to see me, knowing that my husband was away. The silence went on a long time before Julie finally steeled herself and began the conversation that was to change my life.

“People like to make judgements,” she said quietly, apparently a-propos of nothing. “They think they don’t, but they do; all the time.”

I was sure my friend was right but didn’t see where she was going with this.

“Take me and Tony for example. People think he’s a poor, mistreated husband and I’m a cheating slut.”

I made to protest but she held up her hand to stop me.

“Don’t try and be nice, Penny. If my own children think I’m a slut then why shouldn’t you? Why shouldn’t everyone? I’ve made no attempt to hide it, have I?”

That was certainly true. At least she had been honest and open about her cheating which was a lot more than I had been.

“The thing is, no-one knows what goes on behind closed doors. No-one knows what another marriage is really like. You’re my closest friend and I care about you so, if you’ll let me, I think it’s really important that I tell you one or two things.”

“O-kay,” I said slowly and hesitatingly.

This sounded serious; more so when Julie emptied the bottle into our glasses and took another long sip.

“The truth is,” she took a deep breath. “The truth Penny, is that Tony has cheated on me throughout our marriage.”

I gasped.

“I know. It’s a shock isn’t it? You thought I was the ‘bad guy’ for going off with Darren, didn’t you?”

She was right and I wasn’t the only one to think this way. Her yearlong but recently ended affair with her Personal Trainer had been the talk of our social group - the whole Sports Club in fact.

“Well, I’ve known about Tony’s ‘bits on the side’ for longer than we’ve known you and Pete. He’s always had a wandering eye and I know you’ve experienced his WHT for yourself.”

I raised an eyebrow. WHT had stood for Wandering Hand Trouble when I was at school. I hadn’t heard the phrase used since I had left University but I did know about Tony’s straying hands very well indeed as this narrative has amply demonstrated.

“Most of our friends know; he uses it as a kind of smokescreen,” she continued. “Because he seems to try it on clumsily with every woman, we all think he’s not serious; that it’s ‘just Tony’s way’.” She leaned closer. “But I can tell you Penny, he’s very serious indeed and if he ever thinks he can follow through and go further, he does.” She laughed hollowly. “It’s surprising how successful he’s been over the years.”

“Jules I had no idea,” I told her honestly, my heart sinking.

“I was a loyal wife and I love my family,” she told me. “For years I found it easier just to pretend it wasn’t happening and get on with life without thinking about it. Pathetic isn’t it?”

I wasn’t in a position to comment so I simply said I was sorry.

“I’m not after sympathy,” she smiled. “If I chose to be the poor little woman with the cheating husband; that was my affair.” she added.

“So what changed?” I asked, still bewildered.

“Oh, so many things,” Julie replied with a sigh. “Perhaps I’d just had enough. I suppose the final straw was when Chris and Helen split up.”

Chris and Helen had been friends of theirs; a pleasant if unremarkable couple I had met several times at Julie and Tony’s house. They had separated eighteen months ago and were now divorcing.

“You mean Tony…” I began, aghast.

Julie nodded.

“He’d been fucking Helen for six months on and off. He didn’t think I knew.”

“Was there a big bust-up?”

“Not really. Helen just left. Chris never found out who she’d been sleeping with but I knew it was time to leave.”

“Just like that?”

“I’d threatened to leave him many times; I actually did leave him twice but I hadn’t planned it properly. Each time he managed to convince me that he’d reformed, that there would be no more ‘other women’. You know how persuasive he can be.”

I did indeed know, but if Julie didn’t know about my own affair with her husband, I wasn’t going to tell her.

“This time I knew I had to do something big; burn my bridges so there could be no going back. I didn’t want everyone to think of me as a slut but I knew if I didn’t do something dramatic and public, he’d talk me back into our one-sided marriage again.”

“So you let Darren seduce you?” I stated rather than asked. Julie chuckled.

“Darren is a sweetheart but you’ve met him. He’s got a great body and he’s fantastic in bed but he’s no dangerous Casanova. If anything, I seduced him.”

Although this agreed completely with my own experience of Darren’s seductive powers, I still stared at my friend in amazement. To think that after as many years of marriage as mine, my closest friend had actually gone out to deliberately cheat on her husband.

“Only one other person in the world knows what I’m telling you now and I’m only telling you because of the position you and Pete are in. I care about you.”

This took me back with a jolt. What did Julie know about me and Pete? I couldn’t ask for more without giving things away so I just shut up and listened.

“Tony’s affairs tend to follow a pattern,” she continued. “First, he almost always goes for tall, leggy brunettes,” she said, giving me a meaningful look that worried me. “I suppose it’s because I’m short and blonde and he likes a change.”


So far I fitted into the pattern.

“He usually prefers married women. I reckon he thinks they have more to lose and so are more likely to keep secrets and let things stay physical.”

That too fitted well with his selection of me.

“So if his wandering hands open a chink in a married woman’s armour he moves in fast before she realises what’s going on. If he can get her into a seriously compromising position quickly she’s much more likely to let him go all the way. It’s a sort of sexual blitzkrieg. I’ve seen it happen, Penny. Tony doesn’t know but I’ve seen it.”

To my horror, this described his first successful assault on my fidelity perfectly. By failing to remove his hands from my buttocks that first afternoon I had shown him a point of weakness and he had capitalised on it mercilessly. Fondling had quickly led to kissing, the journey from kissing to groping and fingering had been swift too. Once his hands had secured their place inside my knickers he was home and dry; there was no way the encounter could have ended with anything but full on sex and in my case, copious insemination too.

As I recalled, my entire journey from faithful wife to post-orgasmic, freshly-inseminated slut had taken less than ten minutes.

Blitzkrieg indeed!

“Once he’s bedded her the first time,” Julie continued. “He puts the pressure on hard, making sure they keep doing it, giving her no time for regret or to change her mind. He seems to think that a woman could perhaps write-off one quick extra-marital fuck as a mistake - a big mistake maybe - but something that could be blamed on him, dismissed as bad judgement or even as an accident not to be repeated.

“But if he’s had her three times or more in the first week, especially if she’s had to lie to her husband to be with him then he’s got her deeply involved. It’s not him seducing her anymore, she’s deliberately cheating on her husband. That’s something much harder to overcome and gives him a hold over her, even if she doesn’t know it.”

The scales were falling from my eyes as the realisation washed over me. I had fallen for his technique easily and completely.

“Then the affair really begins. First they have a mad week where they see each other every day.” She laughed again. “He really does think I believe all that rubbish about late working and overnight trips, even when I can smell her on him.”

It was like listening to my own life story. I couldn’t speak.

“It settles down for a while, but then he gets possessive and starts to put the pressure on her again, needing to see her more often, maybe an overnight stay, perhaps go away for a weekend. He’s a very persuasive man,” she said again.

That was certainly true; I had fallen for it every time. A coldness was creeping over me; I fought to stop it showing.

“Then it starts to get complicated. They see each other so much he gets in too deep, falls in love and if she’s unlucky, drags her down with him.” Julie paused for a moment. “You know, I think he really does believe he’s in love with these women; it’s not all just cynical manipulation. He really does fall for them and they all seem to fall for him too.”

“Jules I…”

“Then of course with both her husband and her lover making demands, the woman’s marriage starts getting into trouble. She starts putting demands on him in return; emotional demands usually, expecting him to live up to all those sweet things he has said to her in bed. If he’s really unlucky she wants to leave her husband and live with him. That’s when he gets cold feet big-time, tries to get out of the whole affair and things can go badly wrong.”

She looked at me sadly. Did she know that this was exactly what he was doing to me right then? The cold chill grew stronger.

“I could name three marriages he’s broken over the years then simply dumped the wife straight afterwards. One of his victims took an overdose when she realised what she had lost. She’s okay now but I don’t want to see anything like that happen to my closest friend.”

Julie stopped for a moment, took another long drink of her wine and looked me straight in the eye as I suddenly realised the full implication of her last few words.

“You know about us,” I stated. It wasn’t a question.

Julie nodded.

“How long have you known,” I asked. There was no point even trying to hide the truth.

“Quite a while,” she replied.

“How did you find out?”

“Penny,” she said in exasperation. “We’ve known each other how long? Twenty years? Do you really think I couldn’t tell that my best friend and my husband were sleeping together? I’ve seen that body language too many times!”

“And you didn’t mind?”

“I was having my own extra-marital fun, remember?” she smiled. “Besides it looked like you were both just having fun too. I felt sorry for Pete but it wasn’t my place to tell him.”

“So why tell me all this now?” I asked, frowning.

“Because things have changed, I care for you both and I don’t want your marriage to be another casualty of my husband’s philandering. I just hope it’s not too late.”

She clearly knew something about our current separation but I couldn’t guess how.

“Have you told him Pete’s moved out?” she asked, demonstrating a knowledge that worried me.

I nodded.

“I told him on Sunday when it all happened.”

“And is he making it hard for you to see him?”

Again I nodded. “He told me Hannah was home.”

Julie snorted.

“Hannah was home but she arrived on Tuesday, not Sunday,” she said quietly. “And she’s staying with me.”

“I thought she wasn’t…”

“Wasn’t talking to me?” she asked. I nodded again. “Now Darren’s gone we’re trying to heal the wounds.”

So Tony could have seen me; I could have moved in with him straight away. He just didn’t want me to. I had gone the way of his other conquests; someone to fuck when it suited him, a bit of fun and another married woman’s fidelity notched up on his bedpost. But when things had got too serious I had been dropped like a stone.

I felt exploited and humiliated.

“How did you know Pete had moved out?” I asked.

Julie looked embarrassed as she replied.

“He told me.”

“When? How?” I asked, shocked. That was supposed to be a secret.

Julie looked at me for a long time then took a deep breath.

“There’s no easy way of saying this Penny; Pete and I spent the night together.”

Oh my God! It had happened! Not only had my husband slept with another woman, that woman had been my oldest and closest friend. I felt sick! The fact that this almost exactly mirrored the way I had first cheated on him did not reduce my horror one bit, especially as I knew something of Julie’s unexpectedly voracious sexual appetites.

“It was a mistake, Penny,” she added quickly. “Neither of us meant it to happen; we just got carried away.”

“When…when was it?” I mumbled.

“Last Thursday.”

I sat back and stared; it was the same night I had been fucked by Julie’s former boyfriend Darren, the Personal Trainer. When Darren told me he had seen her go off in a Porsche, it really had been my husband’s car.

“How did it happen?”

“We went for dinner. I told him I needed his help getting me and Tony back together again - you know, like I asked you?”

I did indeed remember. At the time I had not wanted any interference from his estranged wife to get in the way of our developing affair so had done nothing.

“I’m sorry. I should have helped,” I began. She dismissed the idea.

“I didn’t need your help, Penny, or Pete’s. I don’t want Tony back at all. I just wanted to get in the way of your affair before it went too far and you and Pete got hurt. I came to you first because I wasn’t sure if Pete knew about you and Tony and I didn’t want to make things worse. When it was clear that you weren’t going to be distracted by my plan, I had to try and get Pete involved instead. You were clearly in much deeper than I had realised.”

She took another sip of wine.

“I asked Pete for dinner so I could find out how things were between you two. We had a very nice meal in a very nice restaurant and had a long talk. The restaurant was crowded so we went for a walk afterwards to talk in private. Pete thought I wanted to talk about my own marriage not yours so I let him lead. He said he would try and help get us back together but that he needed to talk to you first. I knew you would say no so I tried to persuade him to talk to Tony on his own. That would have put a spanner in the works.”

I grunted my agreement; it certainly would. Julie continued.

“Suddenly it all became too much. What with losing Tony and then Darren I felt very alone and despite myself, I started to cry. Pete gave me a hug - a friendly hug at first but it lasted a long time. After a short while we found we were holding hands as we walked.”

I didn’t want to hear the details of how my husband and my best friend had slept together but for some reason couldn’t bring myself to interrupt. It was almost as if I deserved the pain; that it was in some way a punishment for the torment I had inflicted on my husband.

“When he took me home,” Julie continued. “I invited him in for coffee. I hadn’t intended anything to happen and I’m sure Pete hadn’t either. We talked as friends for a long time but then I got out the Christmas Brandy and… well, things got a bit out of hand.”

She saw me wince as I heard those terrible words.

“I’m sorry Penny, but you need to know the truth.”

My insides were churning; although in theory Pete had been as free and single that night as I had been, it was the first time since our marriage there had even been a suggestion of him having slept with another woman, let alone a close friend. I was surprised just how badly it hurt.

“Afterwards we talked for a long time,” she told me as I struggled to digest the extraordinary revelations. “That’s when Pete let slip that the two of you had separated. He didn’t say why but I knew straight away. It was then I realised how bad things had got and that your marriage really was about to break up.

“I couldn’t let that happen to my closest friends so I told him what no-one else in the world knew until then; about my broken marriage and Tony’s repeated adultery. I wanted you both to know what he was like. I wanted to stop your marriage going the way of the others.”

“What did Pete say?” I asked, my voice trembling as tears began to run down my cheeks.

“He said it was up to you to decide. He told me what had happened; about your freedom and his, and what had to happen if you were to stay married.”

“What else did he tell you?” I asked, praying that even during pillow talk Pete wouldn’t have let slip about our Hotwife - Cuckold arrangement.

“That you both had to agree freely. He said that spending time apart and being free to give in to temptation would help you both know how you really felt.” She laughed. “I suppose I was part of the temptation as far as Pete’s concerned. I hope he thinks I was worth it.”

“Did he say anything about me? How he felt about me?” I stammered.

“Only that he wanted things to be the way you had first intended them to be,” she said. “I didn’t understand what he meant but it sounded like he wanted you back, Penny.”

“Didn’t you ask him?”

She blushed.

“I’m afraid I didn’t get the chance; we found something else to do other than talk,” she told me sheepishly.

I felt physically sick again as vivid images filled my mind; of my wonderful, loving husband mounting my slight, petite friend’s pale skinny body, of his long slender erection penetrating as deep into her body as it had into mine for so many years; of his throbbing cock leaving in her unfamiliar vagina the same pale creamy fluid that my body had absorbed countless times.

Something had changed and changed forever. Whatever else came of this, my husband now knew how it felt to make love to another woman. He knew how it felt to have another vagina gripping his shaft, how it felt to see a different face and body beneath his as he thrust himself into her. He knew how it felt to cover the entrance to another woman’s womb with his semen.

And if all I had learned about Julie’s sexual preferences was to be believed, he might have learned a great deal more too.

What was even more important; for the first time in my life I knew how it felt to have shared my handsome husband with another woman. The pain was intense; it wasn’t a feeling I was ever going to forget!

“When we woke up together the next morning we both knew straight away it had been a mistake,” Julie continued. “Friendship and fucking are two different things; I enjoyed them both - you’re a lucky girl on both of those fronts, Penny Barker - but I know which is more important as far as you two are concerned.”

Julie leaned forwards and held my hand.

“I’m really sorry Penny, ” she repeated. “It will not happen again, I promise. Have I just destroyed our friendship? Please tell me you forgive me!”

“Yes! No! Um… I don’t know,” I stammered again.

There was a pause before Julie spoke again.

“To be honest, I thought he’d seduced you ten years ago. The two of you were certainly very close but then you seemed to distance yourself from him and I decided I was wrong.”

Oh God! That must have been the time of my first ‘near-miss’ with Tony. I had come very close to yielding and had only managed to remain faithful to Pete by directing all my sexual frustrations to my erotic writing.

“I was surprised,” Julie was continuing. “He doesn’t normally play so close to home. You’re the closest friend he’s ever succeeded with.”

I had heard enough; more than enough. The pain was too much. Suddenly I knew what I had to do.

“I’m sorry Jules, I have to go.”

***

Half an hour later I pulled my car to a screeching halt next to Tony’s outside his apartment block, jammed on the handbrake then pushed the steering wheel hard with both hands, trying to control my anger and work out what on earth I was doing there.

The light was on in the lounge window so I knew he was at home. Whether he was alone I couldn’t tell.

After all I had just heard I should have dropped the lying bastard out of my life instantly but something had made me go back to him one last time. Whether subconsciously I needed closure or whether I was spoiling for a showdown I couldn’t tell but I did know that I could not let our affair end in the humiliating, one-sided fashion which running away would have made inevitable.

Penny needed to finish her affair on top. I needed to do something positive; something that might restore at least a remnant of self-respect after the way in which I had been treated. If I didn’t, I would be no different from all his other poor conquests; Tony would have fucked me in every conceivable meaning of the word.

If I did nothing I, Penny Barker PhD, Senior Manager and Chief Scientist in a major Midlands Hospital would spend the rest of my life knowing that I had been used and had done nothing about it. That I had fallen like a simple minded slut for the oldest trick in the book, willingly becoming a man’s plaything, my body eagerly surrendered to my seducer whenever he wanted. My marriage and emotions had been treated with contempt; I would forever feel like a toy which had been cast aside once its owner had grown bored and impatient with it.

Whether my husband wanted me back or not, I was determined that my affair was not going to end like that!

I had bathed, shaved, changed out of my sloppy, faded clothes and into my most seductive, tightest, shortest black skirt and top. I had pulled on black hold-up stockings, lacy underwear and my highest, fuck-me heels. My hair was brushed, my Hotwife bracelet on my wrist with its charms jingling.

I was ready to take him on.

Now the moment had arrived I was still unclear what to do but I knew that the longer I delayed confronting Tony the harder it would be. It was time to act.

I guessed that, if he knew it was me at the door Tony might pretend to be out so as soon as I saw another resident approaching the block, I opened the door of my SUV, stepped out of the car and crossed to the main entrance making sure I arrived at the same time.

As I had expected, after giving me a very appreciative look the man smiled and politely held the door open for me. I slipped into the building and climbed the stairs to the floor where Tony’s apartment was then stood outside the door, my heart pounding. After a moment to compose myself I took a deep breath and knocked loudly.

There was a long pause before the door opened and my former lover stood before me. For a moment my resolve almost weakened; Tony looked simply gorgeous in tight black jeans that displayed his strong legs and tight buttocks panty-dampeningly well and a close fitting Polo shirt that showed off the gym-tightened muscles of his chest.

“Penny!” he exclaimed in genuine surprise.

“Hello Tony,” I replied, trying to keep my voice stable. “Aren’t you going to invite me in?”

There was a look almost of panic in his eyes. I knew I had done the right thing.

“Um… of course,” he mumbled stepping back and letting me enter.

I walked as confidently as I could into the place that had been our love nest for so many months; into the room where I had experienced more and better orgasms than in the whole of the rest of my life. The place where Tony and I had professed our love for each other. The place I had expected now to be living in as his wife.

A flash of anger passed through me as the knife was twisted in my wound. I bit my lip and continued as casually as I could.

“You look good. Are you going out?” I asked.

Tony looked down at himself and his clothes as if in surprise.

“Um… I was going to meet a friend,” he stammered.

“This friend wouldn’t be female by any chance,” asked coldly, still trying to maintain control.

The guilty look on his face told me I had guessed correctly.

“And she wouldn’t by any chance be married?” I added.

From his silent expression I had hit the spot again.

“Have you fucked her yet?” I challenged suddenly.

“No!” he exclaimed, finally shocked into speech.

“But you think tonight might be the night?” I stated.

He looked at me as if I was some kind of insane mind reader.

“You’re wearing your Chanel cologne,” I explained. It was the fragrance he had always used when preparing to fuck me. I knew it only too well. “You only wear it when you think you’re going to get your end away.”

“Penny I’m…”

“You’re what, Tony? You’re sorry you couldn’t be with me? You’re still in love with me? You’re desperate for me to move in with you? To marry you? I could have sworn you’d told me all of those things.”

“Please Penny…”

“Or is it that you’re ready to move on to some other poor girl, seduce her, fuck her for a few months too then dump her too as soon as her marriage starts to break up?”

He stared at me, astounded.

“Oh yes, I know a lot about you. I wish I had known it months ago but better late than never.”

There was a long silence.

“Do I know the lucky woman?” I asked.

“No,” he replied downcast. “I met her through work.”

To my shame, I felt relieved; if it had been a friend or even an acquaintance I would have felt I had to do something to prevent the sexual carnage that might follow. As it was, I could concentrate on my own needs alone - and those needs were becoming more obvious by the minute.

“And you’re planning to give her the same treatment you’ve given me?” I challenged.

He could barely look me in the eye.

“I’m sorry, Penny…” he began.

“You’re sorry!” I said coldly. “I’m sorry! Sorry I ever let you into my knickers. Sometimes I’m sorry I ever met you.”

That was a lie; even as I stared at him the attraction was still strong. He looked gorgeous; whoever the unlucky woman was, with his athletic body dressed like that her defences stood little chance. As I looked into his anxious, deep brown eyes there I could still see why I had fallen for him. Even in my anger, something in me still wanted him in the worst possible way.


“We were friends - good friends before this all happened,” I continued.

“We can still be friends, can’t we?” he insisted.

“Of course we can’t! We can’t see each other again. Not ever.”

He looked both relieved and disappointed at the same time.

“It’s not all my fault,” he whined. “You made promises too.”

“But you’re the one who’s broken them,” I hissed. “I should hate you!”

“But you don’t?” he asked, surprised.

I couldn’t answer that; too much had passed between us just to dismiss it all. I had actually been prepared to live with this man as his wife; that wasn’t an emotion that could be passed off so quickly. It sounded a lot like love, however painful it felt.

But if I was to survive the whole horrible experience I had to remain firm and in control.

“So let’s understand each other clearly. If you ever did love me, you don’t love me anymore, right?”

He looked very sheepish indeed as I went on, a plan forming in my mind as I spoke.

“And after the way you’ve treated me, I can’t possibly love you. I despise the way you’ve behaved but for some reason I can’t bring myself to hate you.”

He just looked at me in disbelief, wondering what on earth I would say next.

“After today I don’t want to see you again. I’m not going to haunt you or stalk you. I’m not going to try and cling onto you; I’m certainly not going to do anything stupid to myself over you but I want you out of my life.”

He looked relieved; perhaps the crazy woman wasn’t as crazy as she had seemed.

“So if we don’t love each other and aren’t going to see each other again, anything that happens now can only be physical, right?”

“Ri-ight,” he said bemused.

“In that case I want to you fuck me!”

“What?”

“I want you to fuck the living daylights out of me one last time,” I said, unzipping my skirt hurriedly and letting it fall to the floor. “You’re going to fuck me here, now, on my terms.”

“What the hell are you doing?”

Ignoring him, I rolled my top up over my head, throwing it onto my rumpled skirt then reached behind my back to release the clasp on my bra. It fell forwards, my tiny boobs freed - for all the good it did them.

“This all started with you having your way with me,” I said, my eyes fixed on his pleasingly fearful gaze. “It’s going to end here and now with me in charge.” I lowered my panties to the floor leaving me naked apart from my stockings, heels and Hotwife bracelet.

“You’re crazy,” he began.

“I was crazy, Tony,” I agreed as I slowly walked towards him until my face was inches from his muscular chest. “I was crazy for swallowing all your bullshit! All that crap about loving me and wanting me when all you really wanted was this!”

I grabbed his hand by the wrist and thrust his fingers against my freshly shaved vulva.

“Now it’s my turn to get what I want,” I said, rubbing his fingers up and down my slit. “You’re going to fuck me, Tony. You’re not going to fuck me because you want to; you’re going to do it because it’s what I want.”

“For fuck’s sake…”

“Fuck is right tony. You’re going to make it the best fuck I’ve ever had. And when it’s all over, I’ll walk out of that door and you will disappear from my life!”

It was insane; maybe I had gone a little crazy but it did the trick.

Tony and I fell on each other like wild animals, both of us tearing at his clothes until all he had left on were his ridiculous red socks. His hands flew to my body, crushing my boobs cruelly, pinching my nipples hard between his gingers. It was agony but I needed to feel the pain, as if only physical pain could purge me of my desire for him, making me free of him again. His hands were on my sides; on my buttocks, his fingers digging into my bare flesh, pulling me roughly against his already-hard cock.

In return my hands were on his shoulders, on his back, on his bottom, fingernails raking his skin, marking him. My mouth was on his neck, sucking and biting as he forced open my legs. I felt his rough hand on my mound, his fingers thrust brutally into my slit then hard upwards into my poorly lubricated vagina.

Ignoring the pain, I matched the heat of his passion blow for blow but even as we pawed each other I could tell something had changed. It was hot, it was lustful but the vital element of affection had all but gone.

When he finally threw me onto the sofa and forced my knees wide apart with his strong hands, I yielded not to a man I loved but to the prospect of an overpoweringly powerful fuck. And when he reared up over me, his strong chest above my flat boobs, his face inches above mine, it was no longer a face I adored.

Then, when his short, stubby cock forced its way into my vagina, it found my passage dry and tight, as if my body no longer needed or wanted his presence.

It took a good dozen thrusts of his hips before his cock finally bottomed out within me, my vagina finally and reluctantly lubricating in self-defence. It took barely a dozen more before I knew this charade had to end. Clamping down on his shaft with my pelvic floor as hard as I could, I tried desperately to bring him to orgasm and end what had become an ordeal.

“Ugh! Ugh! Ugh!”

Tony’s voice was ugly and crude, as were his thrusts, his body slamming into mine as if I was a sack of potatoes. I lay beneath him, legs spread obscenely wide, my vagina burning as his thick shaft rasped over and through my poorly lubricated entrance, the pain bringing everything into sharp relief.

“Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!”

“Don’t stop! Don’t stop!” I growled.

“Going to cummmm!”

“Oooowwwww!”

Tony’s face broke into the grotesque, leering grimace that I had once craved and which announced the arrival of his climax. I felt the head of his monstrously swollen cock swell even larger inside me followed by the familiar release of tension that presaged a huge ejaculation.

His cock throbbed and pulsed inside my body for a long time, semen spurting against my cervix as his thrusts first grew wild and uncontrolled then slowed rapidly to a panting halt, the dying throbs of his wilting erection deep within me.

Whoever it was that said the brain was the most important sexual organ in the body was right. I hadn’t come anywhere near orgasm, the dryness within me had burned the walls of my vagina with the friction his crude fucking had produced.

I had demanded the fuck of a lifetime; I had received brutal physical confirmation that our affair had ended.

Once again Tony’s semen was lying deep within my body but for the first time in my life, the earth-mother satisfaction of being inseminated by a strong, attractive man failed to arrive. Instead I felt physically disgusted and emotionally numb.

Even as his cock softened within me, I knew that I would be okay. The spell he had placed on me was broken. I could walk away from Tony and not look back.

If I had anywhere to walk to once Pete returned!

His erection gone, Tony rolled off me quickly. I winced as his half-hard cock was dragged through my red-raw entrance and closed my thighs defensively. There was a long silence, neither of us wanting to be the one to say what we were both thinking.

In the end, it was me who spoke first.

“The magic’s gone.”

There was a long pause before Tony responded.

“I’m sorry.”

He didn’t even try and argue. We lay side by side, my mind picturing Tony’s semen smeared across my cervix; knowing it was the last time it would ever happen.

“You didn’t cum.” It was more of a statement than a question.

“No,” I told him truthfully.

“Sorry.”

There was a long pause as we both wrestled with our thoughts and emotions. Had it been a mistake coming for one last farewell fuck? I hadn’t planned it; in truth it had only occurred to me as I stood angrily in front of him so had it given me what I needed - the return of a little self-respect?

Far from delivering the best fuck of my life, he had delivered one of the worst but in a strange way, that made everything better. The Breeding Frenzy had not arrived; I hadn’t begged him to make a baby in me; I hadn’t told him I loved him and wanted to marry him. I had remained in a kind of control throughout.

Finally I understood; it was the forbidden nature and loss of control that had made the sex with Tony great; the novelty, the unfamiliar passion.

Despite our fantasies, sex with my husband had become a bit stale but that was no excuse for my cheating on the Hotwife agreement we had made. Besides, in the past my husband had been a great lover. Hadn’t Julie implied strongly that with her Pete had really delivered the goods, even for a woman with her voracious appetite? If that was true, then if I had left Pete and married Tony, might we not have found ourselves in the same position in a few years’ time?

And by then I would have destroyed a wonderful marriage and a close, loving family.

I wondered whether my husband had been bored with me too; whether it had been this staleness that had driven him to want me to sleep with other men. Pete hadn’t asked me to have a long term affair. Far from it; Pete had wanted me to have a series of short, sharp fuck-dates with exciting new men which he could watch.

My husband was right; I had got what I wanted in bucketfuls. His fantasy had hardly been fulfilled at all.

I began to realise just how monumentally selfish and stupid I had been and how close I had come to losing the most precious things in my entire life - if I hadn’t already lost it.

“Will you get back with Pete?” Tony asked, waking me from my reverie.

“I have no idea,” I told him honestly. “It’s not just my decision.”

“Do you want to go back to him?”

More than anything else in the world, I thought but did not say out loud. If Julie was right, I had at least a chance of repairing the damage but I would never take my husband for granted again.

“Probably,” was all I could reply.

“What if he’s fucked someone else?” he asked.

Had fucked someone else; he had fucked Tony’s estranged wife Julie but despite that I would have had Pete without hesitation - if only he would have me. But I wasn’t going to tell Tony this.

“If he can live me, I can live with him.”

I felt the tears beginning well up in my eyes. It was time to go before Tony saw any sign of weakness; back to the house I prayed would still be my home after Pete and I had talked.

I had done what I needed to do; laid the ghost, ended the relationship on my own terms. I no longer wanted or needed to be in Tony’s bed, in his apartment, be his wife. I no longer wanted him in my life. I wanted my husband back.

“Will I see you again?” Tony asked as I swivelled my sore vulva to the edge of the mattress and began to stand up.

I looked down on the man who used to be my lover, his naked body long, slim and almost hairless, his short stubby cock semi-erect on his upper thighs, dark in colour, still glistening with our combined juices.

“No,” I said firmly. “That would not be a good idea,” I added as I pulled on my knickers and bra.

“You’re probably right,” he smiled then added. “I’ll really miss your Little Pink Pussy, Mrs. Barker.”

“You’ll find another poor woman’s pussy. Maybe even tonight,” I smiled. “If your latest conquest is as easy and stupid as I was.”

She would have to be even more stupid than me; Tony’s neck now sported the makings of half a dozen hickeys. Although they would not achieve full ripeness until the next day, once his clothes were off there was no way his intended victim would fail to see them and know what they were.

I wondered momentarily whether I had just saved another wife from the humiliation I and my predecessors had suffered. As I pulled on my skirt and top, I hoped I had.

As I turned towards the door, intending to leave, he called out.

“Penny?”

I turned back towards him.

“I don’t suppose you fancy a last quickie? One for the road?” he asked.

He grinned and pointed to his groin where a few feeble stirrings could be seen. Was there no end to this man’s audacity?

“Save it for your married friend,” I said, gathering my belongings and heading for the door.

“I’m sorry it ended this way,” he said softly. “I really did have feelings for you,” he insisted. “Strong feelings!”

“It’s just that they were lust not love. And lust doesn’t last,” I said sarcastically, still trying to hold back the tears.

“Maybe. I’m really sorry, Penny.”

“So you said,” I replied. “I’m sorry too.”

I left without another word. As I passed through his front door for the last time the tears were running down my cheeks in streams but he hadn’t seen them.

I promised myself they would be the last tears I would shed over him.

***

I drove home quickly, my stomach churning with emotion, my eyes half blinded by tears. How could I have been so stupid? How could I have confused lust and love to such an extent that I had actually been prepared to sacrifice my marriage for mere lust? How could I, an intelligent, professional woman, an internationally recognised scientist with a PhD have let myself get so far out of control?

I was too blinded by emotion and the wounds were too raw even to think about it. Tony had treated me shabbily; right from my first seduction. From the moment his cock had penetrated my body he had treated me like an object; a fuck-doll; a creature to be used and discarded whenever he wanted.

But what was worse was that I had let him do it; wanted him to do it if the truth be known. Being a sex object had been exciting, fun, exhilarating, almost narcotic in its hold on me and I had come back for more over and over again like a dog returning to the master who beat it.

Now it was over and an emotional as well as physical distance was opening up between us, I could finally see how stupid I had been. I had put my entire marriage and family life on the line for what? To have an oversized piece of male flesh forced into my equally oversized vagina by a man with an oversized ego?

What in God’s name could I possibly do to try and repair the damage I had caused? Was it too late? Had my husband already made up his mind? Had I already lost him? Had he already found an alternative way of filling the space in his life and his bed I had occupied for so long?

The conference wouldn’t be over for another week. I couldn’t wait that long.

Jesus! I hoped there was still time!



Penny’s Promiscuity Ch. 15: Conference

It was late Monday afternoon when I felt the bump of the aeroplane’s wheels landing on the concrete runway of Geneva airport. It was late afternoon but when I had come home from Tony’s after our last ever fuck and booted up my laptop it was the only flight I could find that would get me there the following day.

My husband Pete would have been at the conference since Friday evening; nearly three full days would have elapsed by the time I arrived. I hoped and prayed that he wouldn’t be angry that I had broken our agreement and come to see him before the two weeks had ended.

Before leaving home, I had shaved myself all over and dressed as I believed Pete would like best; black panties, low cut bra and stockings beneath a tight, short, dark blue dress. It was as sexy as I could manage but still, I hoped, the right side of sophistication.

My husband already knew I was a slut; I didn’t need to remind him.

I had no idea how Pete would react when he found me at his hotel and was very anxious. For all I knew he had already replaced me for the week with a ‘Conference Wife’; some young and impressionable trainee from Eastern Europe who was dazzled by his reputation. In that event the unexpected presence of his middle-aged, unfaithful wife might be highly unwelcome.

But I couldn’t wait until the following Sunday. With another five days of temptation and knowing how far I had fallen under Tony’s spell, Pete could be forgiven for finding an alternative.

This couldn’t be allowed to happen; I wanted my extraordinary husband back.

***

My psychology students would have had a field day if they had seen me when I had finally returned home from my now ex-lover’s apartment the previous evening with Tony’s thick, messy semen oozing from my sore, poorly lubricated vagina.

After dropping my secret phone into the rubbish bin, I had gone straight upstairs. There I had stripped, bathed and showered as if subconsciously trying to cleanse my body of all traces of Tony’s presence, scrubbing between my legs until my vulva was a sore, dark red gash, let alone a Pretty Pink Pussy. I had brushed my teeth for five full minutes to rid my mouth of the taste of him.

To my dismay, my neck and boobs still bore the marks of our wild, angry copulation but only time would remove those.

Afterwards I had dried my sore body on a clean towel and dressed in clothes I hadn’t worn since my affair had begun all those months ago, as if by dressing as I had before I became an unfaithful wife, I could recover some of the innocence I had so spectacularly lost.

I even threw my semen-soaked knickers into the wood-burning stove, watching them shrivel and steam as the last gobs of Tony’s sticky semen I would ever see went up in slightly acrid fumes.

All no doubt interesting psychology but useless from a practical point of view; no matter what I did, I still felt dirty, used and stupid.

Once I had done all I sensibly could I returned to the place in the house that reminded me least of my former lover; the kitchen. There I sat on a tall stool, took several deep breaths and booted up my laptop, opening a bottle of Sauvignon Blanc and sipping impatiently as the machine clicked and whirred.

When the pc was finally ready I scoured the net for flights to Geneva.

It was bedtime when I finally booked my seat but with my mind buzzing, the early night I knew I needed was out of the question. The only possible distraction seemed to be my writing. Fortunately the horror of my situation proved inspirational too; I wrote like a woman possessed, page after page flowing out of my twisted, guilt-ridden imagination. More chapters of my long-term stories formed themselves in my mind, along with stranger, darker plotlines that were frightening in their intensity.

Most involved cheating married women getting what they deserved.

As one o’clock in the morning approached and exhaustion finally drove me to bed, I had been writing for three hours without a break, the anger within me pouring into hard, angry stories that could only be published after a great deal of censorship.

Once in bed I slept deeply but without satisfaction, waking early with dark bags under my eyes to match the fading hickeys on my neck.

The manufacturers of concealer did well that morning and I went into work but soon found that my concentration was shot; after two hours and for the first time in my life I lied to my team and returned home, feigning illness. It made me feel guilty but nothing compared with the importance of the task ahead of me; the saving of my marriage and my family.

I packed my bag carefully then spent the remaining time desperately trying to keep myself occupied. As I left home for the airport, the house was spotless, the washing and ironing done and flowers were on the tables. Upstairs the bed had clean sheets and the room was ready with candles for what I desperately hoped would be my husband’s happy return.

But I had no illusions; it was up to me to make the running. It was me that had opened the wound; it was up to me to try and heal it.

I just hoped I wasn’t already too late.

***

It was early Monday evening when my taxi pulled up outside the large, smart, city-centre hotel in which the conference was taking place. When I had called the night before I had been told that all rooms were booked so I went straight to the check-in desk, told them I was Dr. Peter Barker’s wife and asked if I could be let into his room to await his return.

To my horror, at first they were suspicious, seeming to think I was some kind of ageing prostitute trying to visit a client - so much for my sophisticated choice of dress - but after a careful inspection of my passport they finally accepted who I was and gave me a spare key card to Pete’s room.

Refusing help, I carried my own meagre luggage to the floor on which his room lay, let myself in, closed the door behind me and took a deep breath. I had arrived without a clear plan; I just knew that if my marriage was to be saved, I had to be wherever my husband was. I needed to be close to him physically if I was ever going to be close to him emotionally again.

I dropped my bag and looked around the room. It was quite large, very anonymous but pleasant with an over-sized double bed against the far wall. For a moment an image flashed through my mind; of an unknown woman’s naked body on that smooth counterpane; of her legs spread wide; of a familiar male bottom rising and falling between those open thighs as my husband fucked the life out of her.

A bolt of pain flashed through me when I remembered that thanks to my deceit, Pete did now know what it was like to have sex with another woman; that only a few days ago he had spent the entire night in bed with my closest friend Julie, a woman with an apparently spectacular sexual appetite.

What was worse, my husband appeared to have satisfied her well. A wave of jealousy washed through me; if he could give her orgasms why not me? Whatever the truth, I had to know.

I began to search the room frantically for any sign of female occupation; cosmetics, clothing, even used condoms in the waste bins but to my relief, neither the dresser, the bedside table nor the bathroom yielded any indication that anyone other than my husband had been there.

There was a box of condoms in the drawer beside the bed but for the moment it was unopened. This didn’t mean he hadn’t slept with another woman; they might have used her room of course and they might not have used protection but at least one possible disaster had been avoided.

I looked at my watch; just before seven o’clock; the last seminar of the day should be ending right then, leaving an hour’s break before the formal dinner began at eight. Pete would normally come back to his room to freshen up and change his shirt before joining the others in the bar for pre-dinner cocktails.

This meant that, if he came at all, he would probably arrive within the next fifteen minutes. I had to see him before he saw me to have any chance of being the wife he wanted me to be. I had to look for any signs of his having replaced me.

I went into the bathroom and adjusted my make-up and clothes to make sure I was looking my best; I wasn’t sure what competition I would have for that precious place in his bed.

In the large, unforgiving mirror I saw a skinny, flat-chested, middle-aged woman in a very pretty but too-short dress that revealed a more of her rather bony thighs than it should. She wore too much make-up too but as the alternative was showing the dark patches under her eyes and the fading hickeys on her neck, this was unavoidable.

How this woman hoped to regain the love and desire of her handsome husband was a mystery.

I only just avoided tears though it took all my willpower then, taking a deep breath, I slipped out of the room, along the corridor and towards the large bar where the seminar rooms would empty out.

The room was crowded and noisy with medics of every size, shape and colour crammed into the area closest to the free bar. Even the foremost of Doctors was not averse to a few high quality tipples at the expense of a multi-national drug company and it was clear that for many the glass in their hand was not their first.

I scanned the room looking for my husband, moving around the periphery, trying to avoid being spotted by anyone who might recognise me but to my relief, saw no one I knew.

There were other women in dresses and skirts as short as mine but their legs were a good decade younger than those my inadvisably high hem line was displaying. I cursed my choice but had nothing more suitable to change into so had to continue despite the lecherous looks from some of the men and disgusted glances from several of the women.

There were few men as good-looking as my husband of any age but after a good ten minutes’ circulating I couldn’t find him.

“So you’re here all alone Peter, you poor thing.”

A heavily accented female voice came from somewhere close on my right but it was the familiar response that followed that snapped my attention towards the conversation.

“Penny’s not fond of conferences Kasha,” I heard my husband laugh. “Not even when she’s the one speaking.”

I turned slowly so as not to attract attention and saw, barely a dozen feet away, my husband Peter deep in conversation with a pretty blonde woman I judged to be in her early thirties. Tall like me but fuller figured, she was clearly enjoying her conversation if the sparkle in her eyes was anything to judge by.

Pete’s back was towards me but from the way her eyes were locked onto his, I suspect I could have arrived on an elephant and he wouldn’t have noticed.

A bolt of jealousy surged through me, twisting my stomach as I watched her play all the little seduction games I had used myself when younger; the accidental but repeated touching of his forearm as they spoke, the way her body was turned towards him, daring anyone else to interrupt their private conversation.

“It’s good that you and I are sitting together at dinner,” she continued. “My husband never travels with me. I was hoping to find someone interesting to spend the night with. Sorry, my English,” she apologised with a false laugh, “I mean to spend the evening with.”

Though her words could have been innocuous, the look in her eyes spoke volumes. I cursed Pete for having his back towards me, desperate to see the expression on his face.

“Are we sitting together? I haven’t seen the table plan yet,” he replied.

I was relieved to see he wasn’t playing up to her game but he was clearly at least considering it. Kasha put her hand on his arm.

“We’ll be together later, don’t worry.”

Pete half turned and my tummy filled with butterflies; I could hardly blame the girl for trying. In close fitting trousers that showed off his tight buttocks and a casual, long sleeved shirt that displayed his gym-toned arms and chest, the age difference would have meant little.

Rich, successful, good-looking, intelligent; if Kasha was looking for some alternative Grade A DNA to inseminate her, she need look no further. The knot of jealousy in my belly was twisted tighter.

“Kasha!”

At that point the US Cavalry arrived in the form of a short, round man in his seventies with large, thick glasses. He was carrying a briefcase stuffed full of papers. The expression of annoyance on the blonde woman’s face was wonderful to behold but there was no escape. Clearly one of the conference organisers, he apologised briefly to Pete then engaged her in a detailed and unwelcome discussion about some technicality of the days’ events.

Deprived of his would-be seducer, my husband looked at his watch, then at the bar, then began to sidle through the crowd in the general direction of his room.

I had to move fast, slipping round the perimeter of the room towards the corridor from which I had emerged earlier. To my relief, Pete was being delayed by brief conversations with other Doctors en route so I was able to reach the room before him and let myself in.

I stood beside the bed in the semi-darkness, my chest heaving with nerves, still unsure what my reception would be like or even what on earth to do when my husband returned.

A good five minutes passed before I heard the sound of voices outside the room door. My heart pounded in my chest; one of the muffled voices was accented and female.

Oh my God! Was my husband about to bring his conquest into his room only to find his wife waiting for him? Would he reject me in front of her, publically choosing his fresh young conquest instead of his well-used unfaithful wife?

I heard the key card being inserted in the lock and was so nervous I felt genuinely sick. Before going into the bar I had downed a large brandy from the mini bar to steady my nerves; I wished I had a second one to hand to help me face the confrontation I expected and deserved.

There was a whirr as the door unlocked. Standing by the bed I silently prayed that Pete would be alone; that we would at least get to talk before my marriage and the life I had known came to an end.

Time seemed to stand still as the door slowly opened. As I stood in the hotel bedroom, seeing my husband’s everyday things laid out on the dresser and bedside table - his clock, his book, his hairbrush - I remembered the comfort of the home we had spent so many years creating together. Romantic, caring, loving; it was everything my marriage had always been before I had cheated.

If I had needed any more proof that my place was there by his side as his wife, it was there all around me.

Our life together was in that home too; all we had chosen together, the furnishings, the everyday paraphernalia of family life. The images folded themselves around me, showing me even more clearly how much I stood to lose.

Before I realised what was happening, tears were rolling down my cheeks; slowly at first then gaining momentum as the realisation of what I had come so close to losing truly dawned on me.

That was if it wasn’t already lost; if my husband still wanted me as I desperately wanted him.

I could feel his presence, strong and warm passing through the doorway. I could hear his shoes on the wooden floor, masculine and purposeful. I listened anxiously for the tapping of high-heels that would herald the presence of my replacement but could hear none.

I stood stock still, burning with emotion, unable to look him in the face as my husband finally entered the bedroom.

“Penny?”

His voice was surprised; cool but not cold, smooth and very much the man I loved. In my agitated state I could detect little love directed towards me but at least he was alone.

“What are you doing here?” he asked, surprised rather than welcoming.

“I… I needed to see you,” I mumbled.

“We’re not supposed to meet until Sunday when I came home,” he continued in the same unsettling voice.

“I… I couldn’t wait that long,” I told him, my voice cracking with emotion

The tears were flowing freely now. Suddenly it was all too much; shame and guilt overwhelmed me. Suddenly I couldn’t bear the wait any longer.

“I’m… I’m sorry,” I began to mumble.

It’s possible Pete thought I was about to say something like ‘I’m sorry, I’m leaving you’ because he didn’t move. Instead he just stood there, his gaze fixed upon me. I raised my eyes to meet his; the look on his face was neither happy nor kind.

“You’re sorry, Penny?” he asked, the coldness in his voice tearing at my heart.

“I’m so sorry, Pete…” I began again.

Then the enormity of the situation overwhelmed me. A tsunami of regret, shame and fear hit me like brick wall. Helpless to resist, I buried my face in my hands, swaying on my feet, sobbing uncontrollably as great gulps of remorse and self-disgust washed over me.

“I’m sorry! I’m sorry! I’m sorry!” I wailed, my whole body shaking.

This time Pete understood. The sight of his wife of twenty years crying like a child must have finally broken through his carapace of self protection because the next thing I knew his arms were around my shoulders and he was hugging my weeping body to his.

Huge sobs convulsed me; I can’t remember ever crying this much about anything in my life before.

“I’m sorry! I’m sorry! I’m so, so sorry!” I sobbed into his strong masculine chest.

“Penny…” he began but I didn’t listen. I didn’t want to hear him tell me our relationship was over.

“I’m sorry! I’m sorry! I’m sorry!” I repeated over and over again.

The smell of my wonderful husband was all around me; a heady, warm, reassuring mix of Pete’s deodorant, moisturiser and the cologne I had bought him last birthday. But underneath it was the mild musky aroma of the man himself; the man whose seed had created three wonderful children in my belly; the man I knew for certain I loved beyond all others.

The man I still believed I had lost.

“Shh! Shh! It’s okay,” he murmured softly into my hair as he held my shaking body tightly.

“It’s not okay,” I gasped between sobs. “I want you Pete. I still want you. I love you! I really love you! I’m so sorry. I’ve been so selfish; so stupid, so cruel. I’m so, so sorry!”

Pete said nothing. Instead, we hugged and rocked together, his strong arms and warm chest holding me reassuringly tightly. I began to feel a little safer; surely this wasn’t the action of a man who was about to leave me; a man about to end his marriage?

Please let that be true!

Once my sobs had subsided a little, Pete helped me to the bed where I perched on the edge of the mattress. He went into the bathroom, filled a glass with cold water and handed it to me then sat close beside me, one arm around my shoulders; his other hand on my knee while I drank it eagerly and tried to calm down.

“Feeling a little better?” Pete asked when my shoulders had stopped heaving.

I nodded.

“Can you talk now?” he asked. “Do you want to?”

I nodded again.

“Please.”

“Do I assumed from your presence here that you’ve made your decision?” he asked softly.

I nodded a third time, my throat still too tight to speak properly.

“I want us to be together - if you’ll have me back.”

Pete didn’t give me the immediate positive reply I had hoped for but he didn’t hold me any less tightly either.

“You’re very early,” he said in a voice I found hard to read. “We agreed two weeks apart. Are you sure you’ve had enough time to decide? Are you really sure it’s what you want?”

“I’m sure,” I insisted. “Really sure. I wanted to tell you straight away, in case…” I paused but it was too late.

“In case I was using my freedom like you used yours?” Pete finished my sentence with a sarcastic smile.

This wasn’t what I wanted to hear either.

“Are you angry with me for coming?” I asked, trying not to be upset by his cruel words.

“No! Not at all. I’m really pleased to see you; really pleased Penn but…


“But?”

“But I need to believe you really mean what you’re saying. You see, I’ve had time to think too.”

And to fuck my best friend, I thought despite my distress but it wasn’t the moment to say anything.

“There’s nothing I would love more than for the two of us to put our relationship back together. But it can’t be like it was before. Too much damage has been done. There would be a lot of trust to be rebuilt.”

“I want to rebuild it,” I said earnestly. “Tell me what you want me to do.”

Ignoring my question, Pete seemed to change the subject. His arm left my shoulder and his hands fell onto mine, squeezing them gently. It was affectionate but not intimate.

“So how was your week? Is there anything you want to tell me? You don’t have to, but…”

The tone of his voice suggested he already knew at least something of what had happened but was putting me to the test.

Thanks to Julie, I already knew he had learned about Tony’s appalling history with women during their one night stand but I didn’t say so; truth is a two way street. Instead I told him honestly how my supposed lover; the man who had asked me to leave my husband, live with him and marry him had effectively dumped me as soon as he knew his so-called wishes might come true.

Pete seemed pleased; not that I had been so shabbily treated but pleased I had come clean and told him.

“So if he hadn’t been a shit and dumped you, you might not be here today,” he said once I had finished. “If he’d been the man you thought he was, you might still be in his bed.”

The challenge in his words was clear. Did I want to come back simply because Tony had dumped me and not because I loved my husband more? Was I simply on the rebound?

“If he hadn’t been a shit he wouldn’t have tried to seduce me in the first place,” I retorted.

“That’s true,” Pete smiled. “But you didn’t have to give in so easily.”

I couldn’t deny this; I really hadn’t made Tony’s job very difficult. He had got into my knickers without much resistance on my part - possibly without any at all.

“But you asked me to take a lover; you asked me over and over again,” I protested.

“That’s true too,” Pete acknowledged. “I do accept at least part of the responsibility for what happened.”

There was a long pause. Pete’s hands remained on mine, his body pressed against me as we sat on the bed. He made no attempt at further intimacy but he didn’t put any more distance between us either.

“You look fantastic, by the way,” he eventually said out of the blue.

I laughed ironically, my nose snuffling. It was a lie but it was an important step forward.

“A skinny, middle-aged slut with eye make-up spread all over her face? You’ve got very strange tastes in women.”

“Maybe I have,” he said. “But it beats your taste in men - at least, your recent taste.”

I laughed mirthlessly again. That was so true as far as Tony was concerned that no response was needed.

I wasn’t sure it was so true about Darren though.

“So if married life with Lover Boy was off the menu, what did you get up to with all that time on your hands?” Pete asked.

I could feel the atmosphere between us softening but only slowly.

“I worked a lot, went to the gym almost every day,” I began.

I didn’t want Pete to know about my writing yet. It hadn’t been a cause of my current predicament - in fact, if I had listened to my readers the current predicament would not have occurred at all.

“How were the lonely nights?” he prompted.

“Lonely,” I replied, my eyes downcast.

“Did you masturbate?” he asked, catching me by surprise.

“Yes,” I nodded, my eyes lowered in shame.

“So did I,” he shrugged. “Is that all?”

“I have a vibrator too.”

It was the first time I had told anyone about my secret sex toy and was expecting a surprised reaction. Instead it was me who was surprised; Pete just smiled as if he had known about it all along, raising his eyes as if waiting for me to say more.

Suddenly I realised he had something in mind; something he knew - or at least suspected - but that he wanted me to volunteer. It was an honesty test; one I had to pass and pass first time if I was to have any chance of regaining Pete’s trust.

“That’s not all,” I said quietly, my eyes fixed on the knot of hands in my lap. “I was so upset I… I made a mistake.”

I had no idea how he would react to the news that, far from pining for her husband and her lost lover, his slut of a wife had got herself fucked within an inch of her life by a twenty-nine year old Personal Trainer in her first ever one night stand.

But if it was truth Pete wanted, truth he was going to get. I told my husband everything that had happened that night, every gory, messy detail coming out as he probed with questions. About how Darren and I had met, about the pub, about his squalid house and about the astonishing things he had done to my body throughout the night.

To my amazement, far from being horrified, Pete’s eyebrows rose with every word I spoke and a sparkle came into his eyes as he looked at me, eager to hear every last detail of our all night copulation.

“He’s young enough to be your son,” he said, stunned.

“I know,” I blushed.

“And you kept up with him all night?” he asked, perversely impressed. “How many times did you do it?”

“Pete please,” I began to protest.

“The truth, Penny. You promised.”

“Okay,” I replied reluctantly. “Four times maybe; I lost count,” I confessed. “I fell asleep on him in the end.”

“Did he cum inside you?”

I nodded.

“Every time?”

“I think so. I made him. But I’m not sure about the last.”

“He marked you too!”

It was a statement not a question. I looked puzzled but Pete simply rubbed the base of his neck.

Oh my God! Could he see the remnants of my hickeys?

“You’re good with make-up Penny but those love bites are a giveaway. He fucked you and marked you as his.”

Again to my amazement, instead of being angry or disgusted, my husband seemed excited at the idea of his wife being inseminated and owned by another man.

“Was he better in bed than… than him?” he asked, meaning Tony but not wanting to speak his name.

“It was the best I’ve ever known, Pete. By a long way.”

It was the truth though the two weren’t really comparable. Tony had been a lover; someone who at the time I had real feelings for. Darren had been what we both wanted; a highly competent but no-strings fuck. Again to my surprise and relief, my husband’s eyes seem to sparkle at this news.

“What did you say to each other in the morning?” he asked eagerly. “Was it awkward?”

“I sneaked out before he woke up.”

“The walk of shame,” he laughed. “I remember that well. Did anyone see you?”

I told him about Darren’s housemate Will. This seemed to excite him even further.

“Does he know your name?” he asked.

“Not unless Darren tells him,” I replied, hoping desperately I was right. “Darren said Will works at the Sports Club too. I’ve never seen him there but I’m not completely sure. If he does recognise me I’m…”

“Fucked?” Pete volunteered.

“I suppose so,” I replied.

“That’s so hot, Penny!”

Were those the words of a man who was about to dump me? I began to think they weren’t. Feeling a little more confident, I decided it was my turn to ask a few questions; after all, I knew a few things about my poor, wronged husband too.

“So have I interrupted your plans?”

Pete understood the meaning behind my question straight away; two can play the truth game. From the look on his face, he wasn’t sure whether I knew everything important and to be honest, neither was I. Learning about Pete’s night in bed with Julie had been incredibly painful; if there was more to learn it might hurt me even more but the time for secrets was well and truly over.

This time my husband’s long pause was accompanied by a distinct uneasiness and I began to feel as if at least some balance to our relationship was beginning to be been restored.

“Um… You’re not interrupting anything here,” he began, stressing the last word.

This made me feel happier straight away; it hadn’t gone too far. There were no blonde Eastern European Medics to get in the way of our reconciliation but I needed to hear more.

“Something happened at the Hospital?” I prompted, pretending not to know about him and Julie; hoping desperately that it was the only incident that had occurred.

“No… but.. well, I made a mistake too,” he began slowly.

“What kind of mistake?”

“A big one!”

“You slept with someone?”

“Yes.”

“From the look on your face, it was someone I know,” I continued, feigning ignorance.

“Yes it was.”

“Who, Pete?”

He took a deep breath.

“It was Julie.”

“Oh my God!”

I pretended to be shocked. I already knew her side of the story from Julie but if my own honestly was to be tested, it was only right that Pete’s was too.

“It was an accident!” he protested.

“What happened?” I asked, knowing the answer would be painful for me whatever it was.

“Do you really want to know? I promised you the truth but be sure you really want it.”

“I don’t want it; but I think I need to hear it,” I eventually said.

Pete took a deep breath.

“If you’re sure… well, Julie called me on the Monday evening after I left home. She said you and she had talked; that she had asked you to help get her and Tony back together but you had been strange about it. She wanted to ask me to help instead so we met in the wine bar after work.

“We had a few drinks and a long talk then went back to her house. We had a few more drinks there and… well, before either of us realised what was happening we were in bed together.”

I sat back in astonishment.

“You fucked Julie in her own bed?”

He nodded, his face pinking up.

“I stayed the night. I hadn’t intended to do it, it just sort of happened. In the morning we were both embarrassed.”

I looked at him carefully. Perhaps now he had some idea how I had first fallen under Tony’s seductive charms.

“How… how was it?” I asked, bewildered.

“The sex?”

“What else” I asked.

“You really want to know?”

I nodded again. If I was to understand my husband I needed to know it all, however painful. To my dismay, his face lit up as he began to tell me about what I believed was his only act of infidelity throughout our entire twenty-year-plus marriage.

“It was incredible, Penny! Unbelievable! I would never have guessed sweet little Julie would be like that.”

The pain was intense! Not only had my husband slept with my best friend, now he was telling me how great it had been. The tables were well and truly turned now, Penny Barker!

“She was so tight, Penny, as if it was her first time. And she had so much energy. I suppose it was all the personal training she’s been doing for the last year.”

The pain was already almost unbearable but I knew I had to hear it all.

“And so adventurous too. She gave me the best blowjob I’ve ever had, and even…”

He paused as if knowing he was about to go too far.

“Go on,” I said, barely able to meet his gaze.

“Are you sure?” he asked.

“If it’s the truth, I need to know it.”

“Well, she insisted we did it… the other way too.”

It took a moment of two for the significance to dawn on me but then I understood. Knowing what her husband had told me, ‘the other way’ could only mean one thing.

“You had anal sex with her?” I asked aghast.

At least Pete had the decency to look shame-faced.

“She insisted. She said it was what she liked best. It certainly looked like it.”

“Jesus, Pete!”

“I know. It shocked me too but it was what she wanted and you and I had never managed so…”

“It seemed too good an opportunity to miss?”

He nodded, now barely able to look me in the eye.

“What was it like?” I whispered.

“Surreal, truly surreal! There she was, our old friend, pretty, sweet-natured Julie on her hands and knees with my cock shoved right up her tight arse.”

“Was it good for you too?”

“It made me sore; I don’t think we used enough lube but it was amazing, Penny. So different from anything I’ve ever done before.”

I just stared at him in horror.

“It was a bit messy though; especially after I’d cum.”

“You came in her arse?”

Pete nodded again. My chest ached; it was much, much more painful hearing about their night of passion from my husband than it had been from Julie but I knew it was a pain I had to suffer if we were to have any chance of a life together. There could be no more secrets!

But to my amazement, along with the pain and almost unbearable jealousy, hearing how my sweet, familiar, handsome husband had fucked a pretty, experienced woman with the sexual appetite of my friend Julie was having a powerful effect on me.

Far from hating him for his infidelity, I found myself actually feeling proud of the man I had married. Hearing about Pete satisfying another woman was actually turning me on, and as for having anal sex with her…!

For the first time since it had all began I had a glimpse of how Pete must have felt being married to a Hotwife. The perverse mix of pain, pride and jealousy that washed through me was entirely new.

There was no way I was going to let this man go without a fight!

Fortunately my body was preparing itself for that fight; the warm glow between my thighs was becoming a heat I could not ignore.

“But it wasn’t just sex,” Pete continued. “We talked a lot too. Thanks to Julie I know all about her shit of a husband. I know how he treats women and the way he’s treated you,” Pete told me earnestly. “He’s treated you like dirt Penny; me too if it comes to that.”

“I know. He’s fucked the pair of us,” I volunteered.

There was a long pause during which our hands squeezed together tightly.

“Was it good, being a Hotwife?” he eventually asked.

“Yes Pete, it was,” I answered directly. “I will always be grateful that you let it happen.”

“Despite it going so wrong?”

“Has it gone wrong forever?” I asked, looking him in his beautiful deep, distressed eyes. “Can’t we put it right between us?”

“Tell me again what it was like,” he said, ignoring my question.

“You really want to hear?” I asked, amazed at his appetite for punishment.

“Maybe one last time,” he smiled, though we both know it wouldn’t be one last time. “About the boy.”

I took a deep breath.

“Okay. Well, it was amazing; the best sex of my entire life.”

Pete looked both bright eyed and hurt at the same time.

“I’m sorry Pete, but it’s true. Your cock is long but it’s thin and after the kids, I’m not tight any more. You can’t stretch me like you used to and that makes all the difference. Thick cocks stretch me tightly - it feels like I’m a teen again. Darren’s not as long as you but much thicker; he made me cum so hard and so often it blew my mind.”

“Go on,” he urged.

“But it’s not just size, Pete. Darren’s technique was amazing too. He put so much energy into it, thrusting himself into me so hard and so fast I couldn’t keep up. I just surrendered completely and let him do whatever he wanted. There were moments when he was fucking me when I thought he would split me in half, or choke me, or stop my heart.”

“That’s so hot, Penny,” Pete growled, his hands gripping mine even tighter.

“And he recovered so quickly too. I couldn’t believe it. Before my mind stopped spinning from one ejaculation he was inside me again.”

“How many times did he fuck you?” Pete asked, stressing the word ‘fuck’ even more crudely.

“I lost count,” I told him again. “But at least four.”

“Did you cum every time?”

“Apart from the last when I fell asleep on him.”

“How hard did you cum?”

The look in my husband’s eye was bright and almost frighteningly lustful

“Longer and harder than ever in my life. It was the best ever, Pete. The best ever!”

“Did you scream?”

“Every time!”

“What did you scream?”

“That I wanted him to cum in me.”

“In where, Penny?”

“In my cunt, Pete! In my cunt!”

“What else did you scream?”

“That I wanted him to knock me up! To fuck a baby into me!”

“Jesus Penny! You really yelled that?”

“I really yelled it, Pete!”

“And did you mean it?”

“At the time I really I meant it! I wanted his baby!”

“Did anyone hear you?”

“If anyone was in the house they couldn’t have missed it.”

“Jesus Penny you’re such a fucking slut!”

Without another word, my husband swept me into his arms and kissed me full and hard on the mouth. Despite being the thing I wanted most in the whole world, at first it was a shock and my body went stiff. To my horror, he misread my reaction badly.

“I’m sorry,” he apologised immediately.

But I didn’t let him get a word further. In an instant my mouth was on his and the most passionate embrace of my entire life began. The sheer lustful energy with which our lips met, our mouths moved over each other and our tongues intertwined seemed to take us both by surprise, but once it had started there was no stopping us.

Within seconds his hands were all over me; on my bottom, on my thighs. Then my dress was lifted high under my armpits; a moment later my bra had been flipped up and his hands were on boobs, crushing them cruelly, squeezing my tiny hard nipples and making me cry in pain into his open mouth but I didn’t care.

Pete forced me back onto the bed. It took a few moments before my baffled brain could understand what was happening but instinct came to the rescue. Of their own accord, my hands began to claw at his strong, fit body, ripping open his shirt to stroke his muscular chest, neck and shoulders.

But there was no time for sensitivity; ignoring my touch, Pete’s hands were instantly on my belly, on my mound, inside my knickers. His fingers were between my thighs, forcing my legs apart. I let them open wide, surrendering the parts of me that wanted him most then gasping as a long finger plunged between my thighs and along my slit.

Oh God yes! Yes! Do it Pete!

His hands tore my knickers roughly from my vulva, the gusset parting, leaving only ragged elastic around my waist. I fumbled with his belt but Pete was in too great a hurry to wait. Batting my fingers aside, he lowered his trousers and briefs to his knees in a second then mounted me without ceremony.

Suddenly my husband’s knees were between mine, his body between my spread, skinny thighs, his hot chest crushing my bruised boobs. I felt the weight of his hips on mine, the head of his cock rubbing against my slit, forcing my inner lips apart.

Do it Pete! Fuck your cheating slut wife! Make her yours again! YES oh YES!

My husband’s long, slim erection entered my body in a single violent thrust. Pete’s fingers on my slit had done their job well and the massive arousal that learning about his night with Julie had produced meant that my vagina was literally seeping lubrication.

“Oh YessSSS!”

I hissed loudly as my abandoned female body welcomed the strong, phallic presence of the man I loved; the man who had three times created life in my belly. The man I feared I had lost.

I was still sore from my final dry fuck with Tony the previous day but I barely noticed. As my husband’s wiry pubic hair rasped roughly against my freshly shaved mound, I felt his smooth end hard pressed hard against my cervix then pause. The frustration was a torment.

“Fuck me Pete! Please Fuck me!”

“What are you Penny?”

“A slut! A cheating slut!”

“Where shall I fuck you, slut?”

“In my cunt! In my cheating cunt! Please make me yours again! Fuck me hard, Pete! Fuck me till it hurts!”

And then he really did begin to fuck me; hard and immediately. It wasn’t making love, it wasn’t sweet or caring; Peter Barker fucked his lying, cheating, slut wife as if all the pain and frustration of the last few weeks was being driven from his body though his erect cock. The longer he fucked me, the harder he fucked me, the force of his thrusts growing stronger with each passing moment.


“Yes! Yes!” I croaked amid the pain. “Do it, Pete! Let it all out!”

“Fuck you, Penny!”

“Do it Pete! Do anything you want! I don’t care if it hurts! Just fuck me!”

And fuck me he did. Though I barely knew the word, my husband hate-fucked me, taking out on my helpless body all the bottled-up agonies my infidelity had brought him; all the humiliation, all the anger he had kept suppressed, all the torment he wanted to inflict on his cheating wife.

And I let him hate-fuck me; I didn’t resist in any way.

I didn’t protest when he crushed my boobs in his fists, when he pulled my dress so hard it tore, leaving red lines that lasted a week. I didn’t feel the burns as his violent thrusts drove my lower back hard into the sheet or when my head struck the headboard with every stroke.

I didn’t resist when he pulled out, flipped me over and took me from behind like a dog with my face pressed into the pillow. I loved it when he slapped my buttocks with his palms then dug his fingers deep into the flesh of my cheeks as he plunged agonisingly deep into my vagina, hammering into my cervix with every thrust.

“Yes! Yes! Fuck me! Fuck me!” I croaked through the wet slapping sounds and feral grunts.

This was what I wanted; this is what I deserved. It was I who had inflicted the hurt on my husband so it was my body that deserved to feel the consequences. I wanted it to hurt; I wanted to feel at least some of his pain. I didn’t deserve to look my husband in the eye as he fucked me, I deserved to be treated like an animal, a fuck-toy; the focus of his justified anger.

I wanted him to fuck me harder than he had ever fucked anyone before!

“Fuck! Fuck! Fuck you! Fuck you Penny!”

His voice was hard and coarse, the anger wild and almost tangible.

“Yes! Fuck me! Fuck me!” I growled back. “Cum in me Pete! Cum in your slut wife!”

Then for what was probably barely a minute but which felt like a lifetime, Pete seemed to lose control completely, his body slamming into mine from behind with a violence I never suspected he possessed.

“Fuck you Penny! FUCK your CHEATING CUNT!”

His cock hammered into my cervix over and over again, so hard it felt as if I had been punched in the stomach. His hands grabbed my neck from behind and squeezed. Sweat fell onto my back as his hips slammed into my buttocks from behind so hard I fell forwards.

Pete’s body followed mine onto the bed, his cock still buried deep inside me, his knees spreading my legs wide as he thrust like a madman, his rhythm completely broken.

“Cheating CUNT! Cheating CUNT!”

“Oh Jesus! Jesus!” I wailed, partly in pain, partly with the realisation of how badly I had hurt him.

‘SLAP-SLAP-SLAP-SLAP!’

“Lying Cheating CUNT!”

But this amount of lust; this amount of anger could not last long and eventually Pete’s passion broke, his climax rushed in on him and I felt the throbbing of his cock deep inside me as the force of his orgasm exploded in a massive ejaculation.

“Aaaaggghhhh!”

Pete’s body went into spasm and emptied itself wildly into my eager, willing vagina. Rope after rope of semen spurted into my body as the monstrous pressure of his climax was released and along with it, the anger and violence within him.

“Aaaaggghhhh!”

His cock within me throbbed and pulsed wildly before, eventually the thrusting began to wane and finally slowed to a halt. For a long time we lay in silence, his body heavy on my back, my face pressed hard into the pillow, his cock buried deep in my vagina, both of us panting for breath. Then I felt Pete’s erection begin to soften and the fullness inside me slowly slip away until his flaccid cock flopped messily from my body.

I lay face down, legs spread wide, exhausted and battered as my panting husband rolled onto the bed alongside me.

“Did I hurt you?” he eventually asked as his breathing returned to something like normal.

“A bit,” I replied, still stunned at the power of his assault.

“I’m sorry.”

“Don’t be. I wanted it. We both needed it,” I replied, rolling onto my back.

“You’re not angry?” he asked, almost puzzled.

“I’m not angry,” I repeated. “It’s what I deserved.”

I looked across at my husband to find his eyes fixed on mine. For a very rare moment I couldn’t read his expression at all.

“Did it make you feel better?” I asked.

“I suppose it did,” he replied.

He reached over and held my hand. After what had just happened it seemed a ridiculously trivial thing to do but the love and intimacy was enough to bring the tears back to my eyes. We lay hand in hand for a long time.

“You want us to get back together? To give it another try?” he eventually asked.

“More than anything else in the world.”

He paused again, making me even more uneasy.

“What about Penny the Hotwife?” Pete eventually asked.

“She’s gone,” I said firmly. “I’m a one-man-woman again!”

There was another of Pete’s pauses, again a little longer than I had hoped.

“We said we’d be completely honest with each other, didn’t we?” he said in an uncertain voice.

“Of course! No more lies, I promised,” I replied.

“Well, if I’m being really honest with myself as well as you,” Pete began then paused, infuriatingly.

“What, Pete?”

He seemed unsure how to go on.

“Well, the last couple of weeks have been horrible but…”

“I know. I’m really sorry,” I repeated for the umpteenth time.

“I don’t mean that. I mean that before it all went wrong, those months when you were a Hotwife were some of the most exciting of my whole life. Yours too, I suspect.”

I couldn’t argue.

“That’s true. It was unbelievable while it lasted. But it’s all over now. No arguments, no lies, no more fucking; I promise. It’s all over!”

I meant it too; although it had indeed been the most exciting time of my life, I now knew that my amazing husband was much more important than any quick fuck could ever be.

“What… what if I didn’t want it to be over?” he asked.

“What?” I could hardly believe my ears.

“So much has happened since December. We’re not the people we used to be, Penn. You’re not; I’m not. We’ve both tasted forbidden fruit now and it’s changed us both.”

This was an uncharacteristically earnest speech for my handsome husband. I listened carefully.

“I can’t go back to where we were before. I don’t want us to be a boring, middle-aged married couple, growing fat together, watching daytime TV, playing with the grandkids and growing to loathe the sight of each other as our sex life grinds to a halt. You’re too sexy for that and I’m too young to give up on my biggest fantasies!”

“You mean…” I began.

“Sharing you with another man brought an excitement to our lives like we’ve never known. It made us both feel younger, sexier and, until the last few weeks, brought us closer together than we’ve been for years.”

“But what about…?”

“Oh, there’s no denying it nearly cost us our marriage too but I think that’s because we made mistakes. I don’t want to lose the good things, Penn. If we can learn from those mistakes, perhaps we can keep the good parts going and avoid things like…”

“Like the last few weeks?” I volunteered.

“Like the last few weeks,” he agreed.

My mind was spinning as my husband continued.

“I don’t think you and I ever saw this lifestyle in the same way. I wanted a Hotwife who would sleep with lots of men; who would have fantastic no-strings sex with me watching and maybe joining in.

“Your fantasy seemed to change on the way. At first you just wanted great sex too but once you had a regular boyfriend you got deeper and deeper into an emotional relationship. That’s where we went wrong.”

He was absolutely right, as were all my online friends. Though I suspect my love for Tony had started long before his cock entered my body, there was no doubt that at first it had been great sex and the way that sex made me feel that had driven my infidelity.

“When it comes down to it,” he continued. “I loved being married to a sexy Hotwife.”

“But I thought…” I began but he interrupted.

“Oh, I didn’t like being married to a cheating wife or a lying wife,” I blushed. “But the thrill of living with a woman as hot and sexy as you was the most exciting thing I’ve ever known.”

It had been great for me too but I was too uncertain to say so.

“What do you want us to do about it?” I asked, unable to believe my ears.

“Well the first thing must be to spend more time together; being a couple again; getting to know each other again and learn to enjoy each other’s bodies.” He laughed. “You must have learned a few things from both of your lovers; I’d like to feel the benefit.”

I smiled. This was easy to agree to.

“Then maybe - after a few weeks or months - we could try the lifestyle again,” he said earnestly. “But we would have to do it better next time.”

“How do you mean?” I asked, pleased with the direction things were going but still unsure.

“Well the number one condition is simple. I don’t want you to see that bastard again no matter how much you miss him or want him. I don’t care how good in bed he is; it has to be over with him. Full stop!

Pete sounded hurt, as he had every right to be. But he was preaching to the converted; my love for Tony was dead.

“It already is over,” I said honestly. “And forever.”

“He’s a shit, Penny.”

“I know,” I said with feeling.

Tony had treated me like dirt and like a cock-crazed slut I had let him do it, giving in every step of the way.

“He’s already history, I promise,” I told him again.

There was yet another of Pete’s pauses.

“How do we do it? I’ve only had two lovers and both of them started by accident.”

“Two lovers so far,” Pete corrected me then looked down, embarrassed.

“Go on,” I urged him.

“I’ve been looking into it,” he began awkwardly. “There are websites to help people like us find other like-minded singles or couples.”

“How long have you been looking at those?” I asked, surprised.

“Ever since we started having fantasies,” he blushed.

“Before Tony seduced me…!”

“Long before. There are websites with stories too,” he told me sheepishly. “I’ve been reading them for months. Some are unbelievable but some are really good. Maybe if you read one or two you’d have some ideas how we could do it ourselves?”

Pete clearly thought I would be angry or unimpressed with him looking at online porn. Little did he know there was a reasonable chance he had read one of my own stories - and enjoyed it, I hoped.

“We need to keep the dates short too; only fuck dates, no more romantic overnights. And from now we agree every time. Either I’m there with you or you check it’s okay with me first.”

“O-kay,” I replied uncertainly.

“It’s only common sense; you need to be safe.” He thought for a moment. “Maybe I’ll get to watch or even join in this time.”

“Are you sure really you want this?” I asked, still amazed.

“I’m sure I want it if you’re sure you want it too and can stick to the rules.”

“I’m sure, Pete,” I replied, unable to believe what was happening. “Maybe we’ll try in a few months?”

“Meanwhile you’ll just have to make do with only my cock for a while. Can you live with that?”

It was said jokily but the relief washed over me. Pete positively beamed. He leaned towards me, I leaned towards him. We kissed long and deep before he rolled me onto my back and reared over me again.

This time it was slow, loving and gentle. I was sore and my body ached but it felt so good to be back in the arms of the man I loved that I didn’t even notice. Pete kissed my lips, my boobs - even the hickeys on my neck before his amazing mouth descended to its favourite place between my thighs.

The first climax followed swiftly, the second hard on its tail and, when his cock entered my body again, I had no trouble whatsoever reaching a wonderful, breath-stealing, life-enhancing orgasm at my husband’s hands.

I looked up into the eyes of the man I loved as he filled my welcoming, still-fertile body with his warm essence. As I luxuriated in the wonderful, earth-mother sensation that insemination brought, I believed I now truly understood the difference between lust and love.

And knew, with my husband’s agreement, I would find each one with a different man.

We missed the dinner completely. Poor Kasha.

At least room service was good.

***

“… beginning our descent into Birmingham International Airport..”

The drone from the plane’s PA system roused me from the deep slumber that had lasted the whole of the ninety minute flight home. I shook the sleep from my head, smiled and apologised to the rather good-looking businessman on whose shoulder I had apparently been dozing.

“It was nice almost taking to you,” he said with an ironic smile.

Having had so little sleep the night before, it was all I could do to manage the fifteen minute chat the two of us had enjoyed before take-off.

“I’m sorry,” I grinned sheepishly.

“It’s not a problem. Call me if you want to take up where we left off.”

He passed me a business card. I blushed; it was a long time since any stranger had made such an overt attempt at picking me up. I looked down at my left hand where my wedding ring once again lay. There was a similar ring on his left hand.

He saw where I was looking and blushed himself.

“You never know,” he smiled. “You might change your mind.”

***

That night I lay in our marital bed feeling the aches in my body return with a vengeance. I was alone again but it felt very different from last week. My husband had not left me; he was simply away for work and would return in a few days.

After that, we would have a few wonderful weeks together, rekindling our relationship, sharing the excitement of all that had passed, making love when and where we wanted.

I felt very excited and very content. The ring was back on my finger; we had made our choices and were happy with them. Pete wanted a Hotwife; he would have his wish. If that meant he had to remain a cuckold it was a price he was willing to pay.

For me, the prospect of wild and exciting sex with other men was both thrilling and terrifying. But if it was what my husband wanted it was fine by me. The most important thing was that we were still married.

I began to doze, playing with my wedding ring under the duvet. It had been frightening to be free, even for two weeks. Now my so-called freedom had gone, in a bizarre way I felt more liberated. Secure in my marriage and my husband’s love, my body could enjoy the new and exciting world of sex without risk to our relationship.

But however many men I might fuck in the future, I knew I would never doubt my relationship with the father of my children again.

A slut I might be, but I was Mrs. Penny Barker and Mrs. Penny Barker I wanted to remain.



Penny’s Promiscuity Ch. 16: Shocks

‘Finished!’

I said to myself as I clicked on the ‘Publish Story’ icon and leaned back in my chair, feeling pleased as I watched the cursor spin for a few seconds before the confirmation message appeared on the laptop screen.

Moderator permitting, the latest chapter in my story would be on line within a few days. No doubt the first troll attack would follow within minutes of publication but I had become immune to their extreme nastiness by then.

Well, almost immune.

I looked up at the kitchen clock. My husband Pete wouldn’t be downstairs for at least half an hour. I poured myself another mug of tea then returned to my laptop, opened my secret author’s email account and began to read the half dozen messages that were waiting in my Inbox.

***

It was Sunday morning, four weeks after Pete had returned from his conference in Geneva when the two of us had come as close to splitting up as I ever wanted to get. It had been the end of a two-week period apart during which we were to make the most important decisions in our twenty-year-plus marriage.

During our brief separation, I was to decide whether I wanted to remain with my husband or leave him and live with Tony, the close family friend who had seduced me the previous November and with whom I had been carrying on a passionate affair ever since.

In my defence, my husband had been pressuring me to take a lover for over year. Wife sharing had featured strongly in our bedtime fantasies for a long time and he had said he was keen to turn it into a reality.

When that reality had arrived and I had confessed my adultery to Pete, far from divorcing me, to my surprise and relief he had agreed that the affair could continue as long as it didn’t pose a threat to our marriage and I promised to be honest and truthful about it the whole time.

To my shame, I had been neither of these, falling badly in love with Tony, arranging meetings and romantic overnight stays with my lover behind my husband’s back to the point where he and I had actually planned for me to leave my husband and move in together, possibly even getting married once our respective divorces had come through.

The deceit had been so serious that, once it had been discovered, my cuckolded husband hadn’t been sure he could live with me any longer. Pete had insisted on us having a trial separation to make the decisions we had to make freely and unencumbered by our marriage.

I was supposed to spend the time living as Tony’s wife, deciding with which man my future lay. As I was doing this, my husband Pete would be living in Consultants’ Accommodation at the hospital at which he worked and would be deciding whether he wanted his lying, cheating wife back at all.

Then natural justice had intervened. During our supposedly brief separation, things had not gone to plan. Far from welcoming me into his bed and his life, my lover Tony had immediately and callously dumped me, leaving me frustrated and alone in our family house throughout the entire first week of my freedom.

It should have taught me a serious lesson, but fate has a cruel sense of humour. Far from pining for each other, before the week was out both my husband and I had tasted forbidden fruit.

Pete’s bite of Eve’s apple had come in the pretty, petite, deceptively innocent-looking form of my lover’s estranged wife. Julie, a woman my age and my closest female friend had spent a night of passionate, highly adventurous fornication with my husband during which he had apparently fully satisfied her infamously demanding libido.

In the process she had also introduced him to many new pleasures including anal sex; something he and I had tried but never successfully managed. For some reason I found the idea of my husband enjoying something in bed with another woman that he and I hadn’t been able to share particularly hard to bear.

While this was all happening, my own voyage deeper into infidelity had come at the hands of Julie’s erstwhile lover Darren, a twenty-nine year old personal trainer at the sports club. Darren had seduced me very easily, bedded me equally efficiently then subjected me to what was without doubt the most exciting, most energetic and exhausting night of sex in my entire life in his squalid untidy bedroom in a shared house.

The walk of shame I had taken the following morning had unfortunately been observed by his housemate Will who couldn’t have failed to understand what my presence in his house at that hour meant and might even have heard my orgasmic exclamations throughout the night.

But some good had come of all this; during their pillow talk, Julie had told Pete about her husband’s long and inglorious history of seducing married women and abandoning them as soon as their marriages were broken. Apparently I was only the latest in a long line of dumped conquests but was the closest of their friends who had fallen under his spell.

After Julie had visited me to tell me the same thing, I had flown to Geneva and begged Pete to take me back, something he had eventually agreed but not without both suspicions and conditions.

His suspicion was that I was only coming back to him on the rebound from my failed affair; that it wasn’t love for him but a need not to be alone that was driving my return to his life. No matter how often and how earnestly I assured him this wasn’t the case, I knew my husband retained a level of mistrust. Given my history, this was easy to understand.

Pete had finally agreed to have me back but on strict conditions, one of which was that if we were to have an ongoing marriage, it would have to be the Hotwife relationship he and I had originally agreed before my affair with Tony got out of hand. Going back to a normal monogamous relationship was simply not possible after all that had happened and most certainly was not what Pete wanted.

As he told me many times, I had got what I wanted out of my affair; his fantasies had barely been addressed at all. If we each paid attention to the other’s needs, we could perhaps make it work for both of us this time in an even-handed way that had been completely absent from my self-centred affair.

So our new marriage contract had begun.

The Geneva Convention as we jokingly referred to it, involved Pete and me spending a few months as a conventional couple, trying to re-establish some of the trust my affair had destroyed. This was not going to be easy but we both understood it was essential before the two of us could embark once again on the Hotwife — Cuckold lifestyle we had tried and failed to establish first time round.

This renewed romantic relationship was now a month old and, it had to be said, was working very well so far. Keen to succeed and now with the same ultimate sexual destiny in mind, both my husband and I had been trying hard to bring the romance back into our marriage. We had been out to dinner many times, the house was full of flowers and the smell of cooking; we had enjoyed a romantic weekend away as if we were a normal, affluent couple.

Emotionally though, the beginning had been predictably shaky. From the outset is was obvious that, whatever he said aloud, inside my husband no longer had the trust in me that had characterised the previous twenty-plus years of our marriage.

Although he never said as much, this mistrust manifested itself in many little ways. For example, Pete would ask me about my day and my plans in much more detail than before; he would look at my diary more often ‘to make sure his was up to date’. I even caught him quietly looking at my phone as if checking who I had been talking to or exchanging messages with.

All these were little things; given their cause there was nothing important enough to object to but together they created an atmosphere that left me in no doubt that it was down to me to demonstrate remorse and make my reformation obvious. So I left my diary easily available for him to find. I took the password off my phone so he could see everything. I told him every detail of my activities that he asked and after a week or so Pete seemed to be a little less nervous.

All the same I could tell things would never be quite as they were before.

It has been said many times by many people but until it happens to you, one never truly understands how a trust that has taken decades to build can be shattered so quickly.

And that was exactly what I had done.

Perversely, our sex life blossomed immediately; Pete and I made love passionately every day for the first week — often more than once - before settling down to a more manageable two or three times each week. My vaginal orgasms remained few and far between but with the promise of more partners to follow I could live with this disappointment easily.

Besides, there were always my husband’s world-class oral skills to fall back on if a climax became essential.

Although I had to accept with sadness that the depth of trust we used to have might never be restored, there was no doubt that our relationship was improving considerably. Our social life had resumed largely unaffected too; we had been out for dinner with our circle of friends several times and there was no sign of anyone knowing about the difficult patch Pete and I had just gone through — indeed were still going through.

An unspoken agreement seemed to have emerged too whereby the painful subject of my affair with Tony was never discussed. In return, I didn’t raise the rather less controversial subject of Pete’s night with Julie. I was concerned that this lack of discussion meant that we were still not properly addressing the main issue between us but at this stage it seemed more important to heal the wounds than to open them further.

My Hotwife bracelet with its blue charms representing each of my official dates with Tony had been consigned to a closet drawer but interestingly, I did notice that Pete’s collection of my semen-soiled knickers was still in its shoebox at the bottom of his closet.

There was however, no barrier to the open and detailed discussion of my night of passion with Darren; something with which my husband seemed completely obsessed as an example of what our future Hotwife lifestyle might look like.

Our wife-sharing bedtime fantasies returned too, but now they had a vividness that could only have resulted from us both having recently experienced amazing sex with another person. Pete’s horizons in particular had most definitely been broadened by his all-night stand with Julie to a degree that awakened a powerful if completely hypocritical jealousy in me despite my having cheated on him dozens of times with my two lovers.

As my husband and I grew closer once again, so the subject of our future lifestyle arose more and more. Indeed, from the very beginning it was clear that Pete was determined that we would follow through on his main condition of our staying together; to make his as-yet-unfulfilled desire to watch me being fucked by another man a reality.

But if that were ever to happen - without repeating the mistakes that had nearly destroyed our marriage - we had to overcome a few problems first. From the second week onwards we talked openly about this; how to find new lovers, how we might set it all up, how we might feel during and, more importantly, afterwards.

The emotional problems would have to be taken slowly, with love and as much trust as remained between us. While this was happening, the practical problems could be addressed, the main one being simple to describe but much harder to resolve: how were we safely to find lovers who would be as good in bed as both Pete and I wanted, who would allow him to watch or even join in but who would be totally discreet?

Discretion; the need to remain completely anonymous was, we both agreed, absolutely paramount. Neither of us could remain in our jobs in our hospital — perhaps not even in the city if what had already happened became known, let alone what we wanted to happen in the future.

And as for what our friends or our self-righteous kids would say if they ever found out… It was unthinkable!

Fortunately we both believed Julie could be trusted to keep our secret. My foolish liaison with Darren and my walk of shame the morning after were still a risk but perhaps a containable one. After all Darren hadn’t ‘kissed and told’ about his relationship with Julie so why should he publicise his one night stand with me?

I had met Julie for coffee only twice since she had told me all about her marriage and her one night stand with my husband, and both of those had been in the last week. Julie had been unsure whether she and I were still friends — something I wasn’t sure about myself until we actually met — so had kept a low profile as far as I was concerned.

Indeed it wasn’t until we had actually kissed our hellos that I realised I bore her no ill-will and we began to re-establish our friendship, albeit tentatively. She looked fit and attractive as she had always done but there was something about her china-doll blonde body that spoke of an inner strength that I hadn’t seen before. Most likely this was in my mind; a result of knowing how she had taken control of her one-sided relationship with her philandering husband and left him.

To make sure that this time the break-up lasted, she had deliberately started a very public affair with a young man barely half her age. The divorce papers had now been served on her husband, my ex-lover who seemed to have been genuinely surprised that his wife really wasn’t going to come back to him this time.

I’m no saint as this story has shown but sometimes the male ego defies belief.

Julie was now dating again, mostly using online agencies. She had tried the usual app-based methods but these were apparently dominated by married men looking for a quick no-strings fuck rather than a relationship. She blushed as she told me that she hadn’t ignored all the one-night offers she had received but had been saddened by the lack of emotional involvement they produced.

She clearly wanted another long-term relationship and was learning the hard way how difficult this is second time around. I felt sorry for her and profoundly grateful to be with a man who would let me enjoy both a loving marriage and an active, varied sex life.

I’m not sure whether she understood that my affair with her husband was supposed to be the beginning rather than the end of a life less monogamous for Pete and me but when we parted we agreed to keep each other’s secrets to the grave and to remain in touch often.

This was reassuring; as I drove home I went over and over in my mind how very important it was that Pete’s fantasies were fulfilled sooner rather than later and that, whatever he and I did in the future, we did not create any more witnesses than absolutely necessary to what most people would consider to be considerably deviant sexual desires.

For that reason, the wife-sharing websites Pete had first found that required the posting of photos were discounted immediately — which meant almost all of them. If we could browse the sites then our friends could too and who knows where our photos might end up?

The thought that someone who knew us might stumble across a picture of either Pete or me on a swingers’ website filled us both with horror. Similarly, all the swingers’ clubs I had found required photographic proof of identity as a pre-requisite to membership so these too were out of the question.

The idea of trying to pick up strangers in bars or hotels made us both nervous so despite all our arousing bedtime fantasies, by the end of the first month Pete and I hadn’t made much progress in terms of finding me a new fuck-buddy and providing my husband with his fantasy of watching me with another man.

In desperation I had secretly turned to my online friends again. Had I listened to them in the past, their good counsel might have prevented us getting into the predicament that had come so close to costing us our marriage. Over the past few days I there had been several exchanges of emails with three of my closest advisors and I felt that I was making progress.

I had tried to conceal my plans by asking them how they managed to find partners for their own wives. I’m sure they saw through my subterfuge but all three played the game and pretended my questions were genuine. In most cases the answer was that their wives’ fuck buddies had either been friends, work colleagues or pick-ups from singles bars but two of my friends had on occasion used the same rather expensive and to my mind highly unorthodox option.

The option I was reading about now.

***

Half an hour later I leaned back in my chair, my heart thumping. I had read all my messages then re-read one in particular over and over again.

Could this be the solution that got both Pete and me what we wanted? It was unthinkable and yet…

Despite all my initial doubts, on the face of it the answer was yes it could! It was so simple too — once you got over the initial shock and revulsion and thought about it objectively.

It was a big shock to get over though.

I thought again. Perhaps it really could work. But did I have the courage to tell my husband about the idea? He had been understanding beyond belief about my affair; would Pete’s patience and indulgence tolerate an even more extreme idea?

And would I dare even mention it to him? It was rather a shock to say it out loud to myself.

I was beginning to believe that my husband and I should pay for sex!

*** When Geoff, one of my online friends had first suggested the idea, I had dismissed it immediately as a disgusting perversion. After all, sex workers were prostitutes weren’t they? And prostitutes were poor, unfortunate people addicted to drugs and seething with sexually transmitted diseases.

Or so I had thought. When I had first given him my reaction, rather than take offence, my friend Geoff had explained in longer and more revealing emails that using escorts had brought both him and his late wife great pleasure throughout their later lives.

Geoff had been married to Sylvia for over fifty years; for at least half of which they had lived the Hotwife and cuckold lifestyle that Pete and were planning to embark upon. After bringing up four children (one of which Geoff doubted was his) and with six grand-children already, Sylvia had died of cancer five years previously. He missed her terribly.

Geoff had contacted me very early on in my writing career. Reading my stories had apparently brought back strong and fond memories of what at the time had been a very alternative lifestyle. He and I had exchanged many frank messages over the past months during which he had urged me strongly not to reject the notion out of hand. He assured me that, done the ‘right way’, it wasn’t dirty or squalid at all; that it could be a life-enhancing, virtually risk-free experience and was far less of a threat to my marriage than my affair with Tony had been.

He urged me to find out more; to try and understand the world of escorting and to open my mind.

If I could open my mind, he joked, then opening my legs would come naturally.

I had been very doubtful at first but over the last week a series of late night and early morning sessions on line had introduced me to the idea of escorts, taught me both the error of my thinking and the existence of a whole new world and a whole new language I had never suspected.

I quickly learned what ‘safe sex’, A levels, O levels, covered, bareback and BBJ’s meant.

I read online guides about the risks of using sex workers and how to minimise those risks.

I visited the websites of agencies and individuals and discovered the existence of escort reviews.

Gradually, before my astonished eyes, a whole new industry was being revealed. It began to fascinate me. I had of course, seen the movie ‘Belle de Jour’ but hadn’t really taken it seriously and yet here was that very world laid out for me to learn about and perhaps even understand.


The vast majority of escorts were female but after an hour or two of investigation I had found a handful of straight men and even a handful of escort couples whose existence I hadn’t even suspected but who were definitely out there, advertising online.

Once I had decoded a bit more of the jargon I realised that the MFM scenarios being offered were almost exactly the kind of thing Pete and I had fantasised about. I suspected their usual trade was MFF or MFMF (I was really getting into the language by then) but after steeling myself and setting up yet another fake email address I sent messages asking more questions.

Two couples in particular looked simply gorgeous and the cost, though expensive, wasn’t insanely high for people on our incomes. They were both based in Manchester which was far enough away for the risk of meeting friends or acquaintances to be low, but close enough to be manageable for an hour or two’s liaison.

What was most compelling was that it didn’t mean publishing our identities on any of the swingers or dating websites or any other places where someone too close to home might have see it and recognised us. No-one needed to know our names at all or even see a photograph of either of us, let alone be able to download one.

Gradually I realised that, however unlikely it sounded, this might be just the compromise we needed.

What was even more important was that my husband Pete couldn’t possibly see a paid escort as a threat to our relationship. Even better; all of them assumed that both husband and wife would be part of whatever happened so he would undoubtedly get to watch whatever happened. He might even get to join in of he wanted.

Emboldened, I investigated further.

The male halves of the two couples I had found were either 29 or 45 years old and in their pictures looked ‘seriously fit’, as my daughter Izzy would have said. The younger man was black, which gave me a thrill that a middle aged, liberal, middle class woman with background like mine should certainly not have felt!

I had started getting excited just thinking about it but of course needed much more research and it would be a difficult idea to break to my husband.

I smiled broadly when I thought of Pete and how much our lives had changed in such a short time.

How had he known that having a lover would feel so good for me and bring me so much pleasure?

How did he have the strength of character to let me sleep with another man and yet still love me?

If I dared talked to him about it, could our future adventures bring my husband at least as much pleasure as the past had given me?

Maybe, just maybe I had found a way they could! If only I could find the right moment to broach the subject.

***

Just then I heard the sound of the upstairs lavatory flushing. Pete was awake! I closed my secret email account quickly then slipped my laptop into my briefcase. By the time my husband entered the kitchen I was reading a professional journal and the kettle was boiling.

He ignored them both, took me by the hand and silently led me upstairs to the bedroom. Already highly aroused by my online findings and wicked thoughts of the future, I followed obediently as a good wife should.

An hour later, we were lying side by side in bed panting, my hand in his. Once again, the things I had done during my overnight stay in Darren’s bed had been explored in the minutest of detail. Many of them had been hotly and enthusiastically re-enacted too. As a result, my knees were scuffed, my thighs were sticky, my tummy felt as if it had been punched and a large dark patch was developing beneath my right nipple.

Alongside me, Pete’s face was sweaty, his flaccid cock was an angry red colour and his mouth and chin were covered in a combination of his semen and my juices.

My own face and chest were flushed pink from multiple tongue-induced orgasms.

I felt exhausted, sexy and desired. At least some good had come out of our brief separation.

***

I felt very happy for the rest of the day; indeed for the next few days. Life was as it should be once again. From the outside and with each other we were a normal couple; eating together, talking, working, making love a lot more frequently than most of my friends did with their husbands.

Only in private did I behave differently. This would have been obvious from my early morning researches had there been anyone there to observe the intensity with which I searched the net and corresponded with my online friends.

Although the logic seemed clearer and clearer to me, I was by no means sure how Pete would react to my idea but I knew I had to find out soon.

***

“Prostitutes? Are you out of your mind Penny?”

My husband’s shocked voice rang around the kitchen the following Wednesday evening. After three more days of investigation and a great deal of correspondence with my online friends, I had finally plucked up the courage to tell my husband the idea and had decided to strike while the iron was hot and before my courage failed.

His initial reaction, though strong, was like mine had been; disbelief along with a certain amount of revulsion. Fortunately I had been prepared for this so didn’t react in any way likely to inflame the situation.

“They’re not prostitutes in the way you’re thinking,” I said calmly. “They’re couples who enjoy sex with other people. That’s a big difference.”

“But they get paid for sex,” he insisted.

“That’s true,” I admitted. “But we can afford it and think of the risks we would be avoiding.”

“Like what?”

“Well, they’re professionals. They do this all the time; there’d be no danger of anyone getting emotionally involved. They wouldn’t need to know our real names or even where we come from. We could stop any time and just walk away with nothing but a bill to pay.”

“Hmmm!”

Pete seemed to be taking my suggestion seriously but was unusually hard to read.

“And they’re good at it too, if their reviews are to be believed,” I added.

“They have reviews?” Pete asked, amazed. “Like on Amazon?”

“Well, yes. A bit like that,” I smiled. “Have a look yourself. It’s just an idea and I know it’s off the wall but, well, it seems to answer most of the worries we’ve had.”

Pete looked very doubtful.

“Look. I’ve saved a couple of websites in favourites,” I said, moving to the computer and clicking on the top right hand corner of the screen. “I’m going for a run. Have a look while I’m out. Take your time. If you don’t like the idea then we’ll think of something else.”

As I crossed to the door, Pete was staring at the computer screen as if it was an unexploded bomb. It was time to deliver what I hoped would be the killer line.

“And of course they’re used to people being in the room when they’re fucking. There’d be no problem at all if you wanted to watch or join in. It’s what they do!”

I left the room, changed and spent the next half hour in my running tights and vest, pounding the pavements around our house, wondering as I ran what was going through my husband’s mind. When I returned home I found Pete in the kitchen, laying the table for dinner. He didn’t mention anything about my idea so I didn’t raise it with him. But when I checked the pc’s browsing history early the following morning, I found he had not only visited the sites I had marked, but a number of others too.

I smiled inwardly; the future was beginning to look interesting.

Little did I realise that one of the worst, most complicated periods of my life was just about interfere with my plans in ways I hadn’t even dreamed of.

***

It all began the following evening. I was home alone having just returned from a long, tiring day at work and was just beginning to cook myself something to eat when to my surprise I heard a key being inserted in the front door.

I started, puzzled; Pete was working late at the hospital that night and wouldn’t be home until eleven o’clock. I wasn’t expecting any other visitors and besides, a stranger would have had to ring the buzzer at the front gate to be let in.

I put down the tea towel I was holding and walked through to the hall; the place where months ago my first ever act of infidelity had begun to find a familiar figure standing on the rug.

“Hi Mum!”

“Izzy!” I exclaimed, surprised.

My daughter Izzy stood just inside the front door with her backpack over her shoulder and a look on her face that made my heart sink. It was a look I knew only too well; something was wrong again and it was the kind of thing that only a mother could help with.

“What are you doing home?” I asked. “I mean, it’s lovely to see you but I wasn’t expecting to…”

“Don’t ask, Mum,” she frowned.

Izzy knew full well that her response would make me do just that; ask. The fact that she had made the four hour train journey home without even calling to tell me she was coming gave me a clue as to the seriousness with which she viewed the issue. It gave no clue as to its nature but if her past history was anything to go by, it would involve boys.

“Come through to the kitchen. I’ll put the kettle on. Unless you’d prefer a glass of wine…”

I smiled encouragingly though I could have done without my daughter’s love troubles at that moment. The future of my own relationship with her father needed all my attention. Izzy reacted strangely, shuddering visibly. I was puzzled; the idea of wine had never had a negative effect on her before — very far from it!

“I’d better stick to tea,” she said enigmatically.

I knew better than to press her for more; when Izzy wanted to talk she would talk.

“So how’s the course? How’s Simon?” I asked as casually as I could.

“Okay,” she replied though from her tone of voice that was not the whole truth.

Izzy was studying at a top rated University in a coastal city a good five hours’ drive away from our home. Academically very bright, she was doing well on her course and until recently had been in a long term relationship with Steve, another student at the same school.

That relationship had come to an abrupt end a couple of months earlier when, after a foolish row with her boyfriend, she had gone to a University Ball without him. There she had met other friends, allowed herself to get drunk and, in an alarming parallel with her mother’s fall from grace, had been rather easily seduced and bedded by a young man she had only just met.

Simon, her seducer was apparently a very good-looking boy, a friend-of-a-friend who had been visiting for the weekend. Once he had gained entrance to my daughter’s knickers, the two of them had spent the whole night fucking noisily in her friend’s flat, much to the amusement of the half dozen other occupants who had heard her every orgasmic squeal.

As a result she had been immediately dumped by her boyfriend and had acquired the nickname Izzy-Oh-God, an unfortunate epithet that so far appeared to have stuck.

Luckily for her, Simon hadn’t just seen Izzy as a one night stand and had been making great efforts to keep their relationship going. Apart from being extremely fond of each other, forming a stable relationship with him was the only thing that could repair the damage to Izzy’s current reputation as a slut; a reputation not entirely undeserved and which Steve was doing his best to promote.

“Is Dad home?” she eventually asked once she had sipped her tea.

“He’s on lates tonight,” I told her.

Izzy looked relieved.

“Mum I need to talk to you,” she began falteringly.

My goodness this was quick! Normally we would have to go through an hour or more of awkward, trivial small talk before my daughter got round to the issue that was on her mind. I shivered when I remembered her last home visit; when she had told me about her break-up with Steve and silently prayed that her new relationship with Simon was still sound.

“I thought you might,” I smiled as reassuringly as I could. “What is it?”

Izzy swivelled on the tall stool, almost unable to look me in the eye.

“I… I think… I think I might be pregnant,” she said in a hushed voice I could hardly hear.

“Izzy!” I exclaimed.

“Please don’t be angry,” she pleaded, breaking into tears.

“Of course I’m not angry,” I said, taking her trembling body into my arms and hugging her close.

For a long time I held her, feeling her sobs against my inadequate bosom, wishing I was more the earth mother type when my children needed me.

“Why do you think that?” I asked when her tears had subsided.

“I… I missed a period. Or I think I did,” she mumbled tearfully. “And now I’m late for the next one.”

“How late?”

“A week.”

“Oh Izzy!”

I murmured over and over as my twenty-year-old daughter sobbed into my flat chest again. In her current state, there was nothing to do but stand there, holding and hugging her until she had calmed down and a more coherent conversation could be had.

After a long time, Izzy’s tears slowed. I made us both another cup of tea then moved my stool close to hers and waited for the story to begin.

“Are you sure you missed your last period?” I asked.

“I think so. I’m not certain; you know what mine are like.”

I did indeed know. My daughter had unfortunately inherited her mother’s erratic, unreliable menstrual cycle.

“I wasn’t sure then. But now I’m late for the next one so…” she stopped there.

“It’s okay. I understand,” I said in my most reassuring motherly voice. “Have you done a test?”

She nodded. “Twice.”

“And you’re still not sure?” I asked, surprised.

As a medical scientist, I knew the modern tests were very reliable indeed.

“It was inconclusive both times,” Izzy explained.

“You poor thing,” was all I could say, holding her close again as she snuffled into my shoulder.

“Do you know how it might have happened?” I asked when she had recovered at little. “I thought you were on the pill. You told me you were.”

“I thought I was too,” she laughed mirthlessly. “Maybe I forgot. Maybe I missed a couple. I was on antibiotics for a week too,” she added. “They made me sick.”

I nodded; all these were possible causes of failed birth control. It was most likely that she would never know — if she really was pregnant, that was.

“Does Simon know?” I asked.

Izzy looked into my face, her red eyed and tear stained cheeks hard for a mother to see.

“That’s the whole problem, Mum. The timing’s wrong. It can’t be Simon’s. If I’m really pregnant, it can only be Steve’s baby.”

This was even worse news. Steve was her previous boyfriend. Having dumped her by phone while she was actually still in the process of cheating on him, he had almost immediately been snapped up by my daughter’s former friend Lauren. I still strongly suspected it was Lauren who had let Steve know about Izzy’s cheating; she had always wanted to get her hooks into him.

Steve would most certainly not want to have anything to do with a pregnant, cheating ex-girlfriend and to be fair, I couldn’t really blame him.

“Are you sure you did the test properly?” I asked. “I mean, you followed the instructions to the letter?”

Izzy nodded.

“I think so. There’s no-one I dare talk to about it at Uni. That’s why I came home. I did a test just before lunch yesterday. When it came up inconclusive too I just had to come home.”

This rang a warning bell; it was a very long time since I had used a pregnancy test but both my memory and my medical training told me that they would best be done first thing in the morning. Given her personality, it was entirely probable that Izzy had been so keen to know the result that she hadn’t followed the instructions properly.

“Of course,” I said, stroking her long dark hair. “We’ll go to the all night pharmacy now and buy a pack of tests, not just one. Then we’ll try again together. Between us we’ll make sure we do it right, okay?”

“Okay. Thanks, Mum.”

“And we’ll make sure your Dad doesn’t find out, right?”

Izzy gulped.

“Oh God. I couldn’t bear it if Dad knew.”

I could have told her that her father was a great deal more relaxed and understanding than she gave him credit for but there was no point. Pete still didn’t know how she and Steve had broken up. I didn’t want him to know that neither his wife nor his daughter could be trusted to keep their knickers on when an opportunity to drop them arose.

***

“Shh! She’ll hear us!”

Pete’s amused voice mumbled into my pubic hair as he tongued my slit with the expertise I adored while an unknown number of his fingers worked their way beneath his chin and into my oversized vagina.

“I don’t care! I don’t care!” I giggled, my fingers entangling themselves in his greying hair. “Oh God YES!”

In truth, the carefully designed layout of our large house made it very unlikely that Izzy would be able to overhear anything at all that went on in her parents’ bedroom but even the thought of discovery was making our encounter feel more risky and consequently even more exciting - for me at least.

My daughter’s news and possible predicament should alone have made the idea of sex unappealing but to my shame it was having the opposite effect. By the time my husband and I were alone in our bedroom, I was much more aroused than a possible Grandmother-to-be should ever feel.

Despite Izzy’s very welcome presence and knowing nothing about her possible pregnancy, Pete must have sensed my increased arousal during dinner because the look in his eye was unmistakeable. I had vowed that, as we tried to put the trust back into our marriage, I would never refuse him my body so, as we went to bed shortly after eleven o’clock, there could only be one possible outcome.

Ten minutes later my vagina was battered and oozing semen from our first copulation but having as usual, failed to reach orgasm from my husband’s slender cock, Pete was ‘finishing me off’ with hands and mouth, using well-honed skills that had never yet failed to deliver the goods.

Already sensitised by his repeated if ultimately ineffective thrusts, my vulva was alive with the heat of arousal and a much-desired and massive orgasm was approaching fast.

“I can taste my cum inside you,” Pete growled into my groin.

“Mmmmm!” I moaned as his fingers began to stretch my entrance. “Is is good?”

“It’s good!” he replied, his voice coarse with passion as he concentrated on his wonderful work, his face buried in my groin. “But it would… be even better… if it was… from someone else!”

“From Darren?” I whispered as his tongue lapped the special, neglected place just above the hood of my clitoris.

“Darren’s cum… would be good,” Pete mumbled into my slit.

“Does your cum taste different from HIS cum?” I hissed, taking the risk of mentioning my previous lover Tony whose semen Pete had licked from my body many times. “Ahhhhhhyyyeeessss!”

There was a pause while my husband’s tongue lapped along the creases at the top of both my thighs as if searching out every last drop of the pale, sticky fluid. My hips twitched involuntarily against his face.

“I don’t want to remember HIS cum,” Pete looked up into my eyes, his jaw shiny with goo. “I want to taste new cum inside you.” His head descended again.

“Mmmmm! That’s sooo good!”

I moaned as the flat of his tongue was drawn upwards across the underside of my diamond-hard clitoris and his fingers curled inside me in search of my g-spot.

“I want… to see you… being filled with cum!” he hummed into my regrown pubic hair. “I want to see you… cum so hard you scream!”

I wasn’t far from that point now, I thought as Pete’s fingers began the short, fast jerking movements behind my pubic bone that were guaranteed to bring my world to a massive, choking climax. His mouth left my slit to give his arms and hand a better angle from which to finger-fuck me.

“I want to see you being fucked hard! I want to see your unfaithful cunt filled with cock!” he growled as his wrist moved up and down faster and faster.


“MmmmmYYYeessss!”

My whole body was now pulsating in time with the violent jerking of Pete’s arm and hand. As my cries grew louder and louder, Pete pulled the corner of the pillow towards my head with his free hand. I bit into it hard to stifle the noise as my climax began in earnest, choking off my breath, making the room spin.

“Cum Penny! I want to see you cum for him! I want to hear you beg him to put a baby in you!”

“Mmmmnnnnnggghhhh!”

Pete brought his mouth back down onto my clitoris at the same time as his fingers rasped hard across the rough patch inside my vagina. My fingers tightened in his hair until I was sure whole handfuls would come away, my hips bucking wildly against his fist and his face, my teeth tearing into the white cotton of the pillow case.

Pete was speaking softly but whatever else he wanted was lost in the orgasm that racked my body, my belly tightening, my whole frame convulsing on the bed, my legs tight against the sides of my husband’s head as my hips bucked and twisted uncontrollably until finally I collapsed helplessly on the bed, exhausted.

“What’s got into you tonight?” Pete panted, smiling then kissing me on the cheek, forehead and lips.

I could taste my own bitter, pungent orgasmic juices on his mouth and tongue and wondered once again why on earth men found such disgusting flavours so arousing.

“I don’t know,” I replied, my voice breathy and broken. “Is it a problem?”

“Only if I get too old to do what’s necessary,” Pete grinned, his eyes sparkling with mischief. “Maybe it’s because Izzy’s home.”

“Maybe.”

“It’s unusual for her to come home midweek,” he mused, rolling onto his back. “Has she told you why? She wouldn’t tell me anything at all!”

This was no time to start a conversation that might not even need to take place.

“Maybe she’ll tell me in the morning,” I said trying to deflect his question. “I’m so tired. You did too good a job on me.”

No man ever objects to having his skills in bed praised by the woman he had just fucked so Pete didn’t even try. A few minutes later I heard his breathing become slow and regular as he fell asleep, happy and exhausted.

I lay awake for a long time, listening to his soft snores; pleased to have made my husband so happy and wondering what his lust-filled words would mean for our future.

Was he really ready for our Hotwife lifestyle to begin again? He hadn’t mentioned it for some days; would he actually agree to us visiting an escort together?

And was I ready? Could a potential Grandmother be a Hotwife too?

I wondered whether across the landing, our worried daughter was getting any sleep at all.

***

“Come on, I have to be at work in an hour!”

Izzy and Pete had just enjoyed a pleasant father-daughter breakfast together in the kitchen while I got my clothes and papers ready for my own day at work. At my suggestion, Izzy had risen early to spend as much time as possible with her Dad who I knew had to leave not long after seven o’clock.

It would also distract her from the ordeal to come; learning if she really was pregnant. Distraction was something she badly needed if the bags under her eyes were anything to go by. Clearly sleep hadn’t featured greatly in the last few hours.

Rising early for me had been a relief; with both my own and Izzy’s issues on my mind I hadn’t had a great deal of sleep the previous night either.

Nestling in a bag in the corner of my closet was the triple-pack of home pregnancy tests my daughter and I had bought from the late night pharmacy the previous evening. Though Izzy had been keen to take a test straight away, reading the instructions carefully had proved me right; the best level of accuracy would be found if the test was taken first thing in the morning. So, despite her protests, my daughter had been obliged to contain her anxieties and, if the look on her face was anything to go by, had slept as little as I had.

But patience can only last so long; the moment we saw Pete’s car reversing down the driveway we half ran up the stairs in our robes to the family bathroom where Izzy literally tore open the packet of tests, ripped off her pyjama bottoms and sat down hard on the toilet seat.

I couldn’t help noticing that her vulva was completely devoid of hair, something I had never noticed before and which had to be a very recent development. Izzy blushed when she realised I had noticed her bareness but neither of us said anything; there were bigger issues to consider.

My own pubic hair had regrown since my affair had come to an end, I suspected to the disappointment of my husband as well as myself but it was an important physical manifestation of my return to a monogamous marriage, if only temporarily.

Once settled on the loo, Izzy stared at the test in her hand.

“Ready?” I asked.

“Here goes, Mum!” she replied with an anxious look on her face.

Then she took a deep breath and stuck her hand between her open thighs. There was the familiar hiss of female urine being passed and we both counted the necessary seconds.

Once time was up, Izzy stopped her flow of pee in a way no woman who had given birth three times could possibly still do. For a moment I felt both old and envious but then concentrated on timing the test by counting. Anxious moments passed in near silence.

“Three — two — one — okay!”

Together we peered into the little window.

“Oh no!” not again!”

There before us was the pattern that according to the leaflet meant an inconclusive result.

“Maybe the whole box of tests is faulty,” I said. “I’ll get some more from the hospital later; they’re batch-checked so they’ve got to work.”

“I can’t wait another day, Mum,” Izzy pleaded, tears forming in the corner of her eyes.

“Okay,” I said, exasperated. “There are two tests left in the box. If we do one each then we’ll know if it’s the test or just you and your body. If they both come up inconclusive then we’ll know the tests are faulty. Let’s do it one last time, okay? Have you got enough pee left?”

Izzy nodded then sat back down on the toilet seat, peeled the wrapper off the stick and stuck it between her legs. The hiss of female urine followed again while I timed her very carefully, this time using the bedroom clock.

“Okay, my turn,” I said when she had finished, grinning encouragingly. “Are you timing your test?”

“Yes of course.”

As Izzy slid her bare bottom from the loo to the edge of the bath, I slipped off my own pyjama bottoms and sat down on the warm seat she had just vacated. I opened the last remaining test then rather more clumsily repeated Izzy’s actions, pleased to feel the relief in my bladder as I counted the right number of seconds.

“There we are,” I announced, placing the used test in my lap. “Let’s see if they’re inconclusive now!”

I began to time my own test with the clock on my phone but before I got half way, I was interrupted by an excited explosion from alongside me.

“Not Pregnant!” Izzy’s voice was a high pitched squeal. “Look! Look! It’s clear this time! I’m not pregnant Mum! I’m not pregnant!”

She hugged me; I hugged her, both of us relieved and happy.

“Oh my God, Mum,” she was saying, her relief making her babble. “I’m so happy! I’m so happy! Oh God what a relief!”

It was a relief for me too. With my own marriage still in jeopardy, the last thing I needed was a pregnant daughter coming to terms with a second broken relationship within a matter of weeks. However smitten he was now, there was no way her boyfriend Simon would have wanted to stay with a girl of questionable morals carrying someone else’s baby.

I sighed, silently thanking God for this news, cursing my daughter’s lack of wisdom where boys were concerned and wondering whether any of it had been inherited from me. A feeling of relief washed over me when I realised I did not have to break the news to her father that his precious, innocent daughter was a slut just like his wife.

I was so relieved that it wasn’t until I began to stand up that I noticed the window of the test lying on my own lap and the terrible word it contained.

‘Pregnant!’

The world stopped revolving. My arms, legs and chest turned to stone. My breathing stopped.

“Are you okay, Mum? You’ve gone white!”



Penny’s Promiscuity Ch. 17: Pregnant

Pregnant! Oh my God no!

The effort it took to keep behaving normally in the face of this entirely unexpected and completely unwelcome news deserves an Oscar. The shock and horror almost made me faint; my blood ran cold and a strange buzzing noise came into my ears. For a moment I thought I was going to pass out; thank goodness I still had the presence of mind to slip the test with its dreadful news into the pocket of my dressing gown before my daughter could see it.

Izzy didn’t notice but she was so relieved with her own escape I doubt she would have noticed anything anyway.

“I’m okay Izzy,” I mumbled. “Maybe it’s a hot flush beginning.”

That couldn’t have been further from the truth; if I really was pregnant then menopause was the last thing that could be blamed for any strange behaviour.

“Want some water?” she asked.

“Please.”

A few gulps later I had recovered a little of my composure. Half a glass more and I was back to normal, at least outwardly. Izzy had gone back to her room to get dressed, a bouncy spring in her step that made my own situation feel even worse.

Me pregnant? At the age of fifty-one? How could this be?

What kind of nightmare was this?

My legs felt like lead as I returned to the bedroom I shared with my husband, the slim white home test; the harbinger of doom with its clear, unambiguous message still in the pocket of my robe. Had Pete been there he would have seen a ghost of a woman stumbling across to the bed where she sat down hard on its edge.

But my husband had gone into work for an early theatre list that morning. At the time it had seemed so fortunate; his absence would leave Izzy and me in privacy to re-take the pregnancy test she had been so very worried about.

Who would have guessed when we two girls entered the family bathroom that morning that it wouldn’t be my irresponsible daughter but me, her slut of a mother who would be leaving fifteen minutes later with her life in a spin?

Perversely, in a way I should have been pleased. After all, had it not been for my daughter Izzy’s lax morals and her foolish attitude to birth control — something she probably inherited from me - I wouldn’t have taken the test myself and wouldn’t have discovered that I was pregnant for many weeks or even months.

By then it might have been too late… but too late to do what?

I most certainly was not pleased. I was angry; angry and frightened.

Izzy herself was so relieved at her all-clear result that she was actually singing in the family bathroom in which we had performed our respective tests. I thanked God that she was so distracted she was unlikely to have picked up the sudden and profound change in my demeanour; a change I had to hide at all costs.

Continuing my Oscar-worthy performance, I showered, dressed then watched Izzy eating a hearty breakfast as if nothing had happened. I was too upset to eat anything at all but blamed it on my supposed hot flush again. Then I waved her off to the library to catch up on some of the work she had missed the previous two days.

Izzy would go back to University the following morning, light of step and happy.

She would leave behind a truly terrified mother.

I called the office, explaining that I would be working from home for a few hours but would be at my desk by eleven o’clock. Then, alone in the house, I paced round the kitchen, my mind racing, my hand playing constantly with the slim white test in the vain hope that its message would disappear or at least change to something less frightening.

It didn’t; I was pregnant!

But how could this be? Okay my menopause hadn’t started yet but I would be fifty-two this year, for Christ’s sake. And who could the father be? Both my husband and my ex-lover Tony had had vasectomies long ago.

Had one of those operations failed? Had their tubes re-joined making one of them fertile again? It was rare but I knew it did happen sometimes.

Or had Tony been an even bigger shit than I had imagined and lied to me about his vasectomy? No, surely Julie had let that bit of information slip a long time ago.

Then the obvious truth hit me like a sledgehammer.

Darren!

Oh my God!

It had to be Darren, my one and only one-night-stand; the twenty-nine year old Personal Trainer in whose bed I had spent one foolish but unforgettable night just over a month ago when Pete and I had temporarily separated.

During that amazing but unrepeated night, Darren had inseminated me at least four times and, stupid woman that I was, neither of us had used any form of protection at all. What was more, my body filled with his semen, I had spent the entire night in the boy’s grubby bed, mostly on my back; often with him on top of me or inside me. There could hardly have been a better opportunity for one of my few remaining eggs to be fertilised by one of his millions of active, youthful sperm. Darren must have had assumed I was on the pill or that I, like many of his other older conquests, was past the point where conception was possible.

I laughed hollowly. Don’t be naive Penny; with the prospect of an unexpected free fuck in front of him, Darren hadn’t thought about protection at all!

But I had been no better; stupid, stupid woman! Thanks to Pete’s vasectomy, I hadn’t had to think about birth control for over fifteen years. Tony had been snipped too. When the opportunity had come, I had been so flattered that a boy as drop-dead-gorgeous as Darren wanted to fuck me at all that the idea of protection hadn’t entered my stupid middle-aged head either.

For a second I wondered if it was just a mistake; if the test had been faulty; if a repeat in the morning would show it had all been a simple error. But in the real world I knew just how consistent and reliable those tests were.

It hadn’t even been inconclusive; if the test said I was pregnant than I was pregnant!

There was a real baby growing in my womb.

I sat slowly down on the edge of the kitchen table, my hands instinctively falling to my rumbling tummy, a feeling of nausea rising within me.

Was it just fear? Was it psychosomatic? Or had morning sickness already started?

Oh my God! What was I going to do?

***

I went to work that morning extremely distracted. Fortunately it was a day more for research than for patients so I didn’t do too much harm to too many people. What I did do was use the hospital’s resources as anonymously as I could to research the whole concept of middle-aged peri-menopausal pregnancy.

What I found was both reassuring and alarming. Although there were many examples of women my age becoming pregnant and carrying a child through to full term, most of these were through IVF. Natural conception was far less common in older women but not unheard of by any means.

The risks both to the unborn child and the mother were greatly enhanced with older parents but with my baby’s father most likely being Darren, only one of us was significantly older than normal. If a woman my age could conceive naturally with the sperm of a much younger man, she could carry the baby through to birth and there was a fair chance that the child would be healthy.

There was, however a strong possibility that the baby would spontaneously and naturally abort within a few weeks of conception. Usually when this happens it only feels like a very heavy period and the mother usually doesn’t know she had conceived at all.

The fact that this had not yet happened to me did not mean it would not happen in future. I was probably no more than five weeks gone; twelve weeks was considered the minimum period to be considered ‘safe’.

Early in the afternoon I made a few anonymous enquiries through acquaintances followed by an important phone call making an appointment for early the following morning.

When I arrived home, Izzy had already made dinner for the three of us. This was such an unusual event that it spoke volumes about the relieved state of her mind. I tried hard to greet her and her culinary creations with the appropriate degree of enthusiasm but still she asked me several times if anything was wrong.

I was off-hand and distracted with Pete too when he finally came home from work and joined us at the dinner table. Something within me was desperate to tell my story; to share the terrible news and ease my mind but with Izzy home it was impossible.

As well as being revolted by the idea, telling my daughter would simply let the cat out of the bag as far as my sex life was concerned and I couldn’t have Izzy-Oh-God passing judgement on my morals as well as my husband. Despite her own considerable sexual misadventures, I was sure that, like most of her contemporaries, my daughter would be highly judgemental where her parents were concerned.

No, if I was to tell my husband at all, it would have to be in an air of absolute privacy with time to talk things through. With Izzy in the house this would be impossible so I had to keep my terrible secret to myself; at least until I was sure there was no alternative.

Pete wanted to have sex with me that night but I couldn’t face it. I could feel his disappointment and knew he would be a little suspicious of my motives in refusing but he didn’t force the issue.

I did see him checking my phone just before I dropped off into a rather fitful sleep.

***

“I’m afraid it’s true, Mrs…. er, Doctor Barker,” the young man corrected himself, not knowing whether to smile encouragingly or frown in sympathy. “You are most definitely pregnant.”

I looked at him as blandly as I could when what I most wanted to do was burst into tears. I felt terribly sick and had done since I had woken that morning, as if there mere knowledge of being pregnant could bring on the morning sickness that had apparently been missing so far.

“Congratulations!” he said, apparently deciding a professional noncommittal expression would be the best option.

It was eight o’clock on Friday morning, forty-eight hours after the shock of my entirely unexpected test result. I was sitting in the private consulting rooms of a well-respected gynaecologist in a quiet area of a city some thirty miles away from the one in which we lived.

Before driving there I had dropped my daughter off at the railway station shortly after seven to catch the first train of the day. At this stage of her University course she could not afford to miss any more lectures. If I was lucky, there was just time to have my appointment, drive to work and be in time for the regular Friday morning meeting at ten.

But my luck wasn’t too good at the moment.

I looked at the bearer of this bad news, stunned as he flicked through the small wad of test results before him. In his trendy, open-necked shirt and rimless glasses, he looked a good twenty years younger than me. Given I would be fifty-two next birthday, this was actually possible, I thought wryly.

“I didn’t think a woman my age could…” I began.

“Conceive? Certainly! If you’re still menstrual you can still conceive. It’s unusual but by no means exceptional; you are the fifth naturally-pregnant patient in her fifties I have seen in the past three years. There are plenty of precedents.”

“Could I carry it through to term?”

“You’ve had three successful pregnancies in the past, you’re still in good physical shape — very good in fact. Your bloods are fine; there is no history of problems. I would say yes, you could well carry this child through to a natural birth — if you wanted to.”

My heart was thumping. I didn’t know what I had wanted to hear but I knew this wasn’t it.

“How healthy the child might be is a different question,” the consultant added.

My mind reeled as he began a well-rehearsed speech explaining in terms even I with my medical background struggled to understand, exactly what effect eggs and sperm from older parents might have on a developing embryo.

It did not make good listening, even though it only partly applied in my case but I didn’t correct his assumption. Even in the privacy of a consultant’s office, I couldn’t tell him that the sperm involved was not from my husband or indeed any man my age; that in fact it had come from the body of a boy young enough to be my son.

He went on to explain what I had already discovered online; that if there were any foetal abnormalities then my body would most likely abort the pregnancy of its own accord. This wasn’t uncommon in older mothers-to-be.

“We can of course test for some of the more common problems as you will know from your previous pregnancies,” he continued. “But even now these tests are not without risk to the unborn child. It would be better to wait until we know whether the foetus is viable.”

My mind was spinning now as I tried to remain calm and as professional as I could.

“And finally, though I am prevented from recommending it, you will of course be aware of a more significant and permanent alternative,” he left the statement hanging in the air.

He didn’t need to finish; although I had tried not to think of it, the word had been on the tip of my tongue ever since the terrible test result. Abortion; termination: words hardly ever uttered in our household.

On the surface he was right; a termination would indeed make the immediate physical problem go away and life could in theory carry on. But, as I knew only too well from my long career in medicine, even if I could bring myself to do such a thing it would bring with it physical and emotional complications that would last the rest of my life and might seriously damage my already-weakened relationship with Pete.

But then how might having another man’s child affect my marriage?

And what about our careers? If it ever became known that I had had a termination, it could have a profound effect on both my career — even more on my husband’s.

“I suggest you have some professional counselling,” the Consultant concluded. “To help you consider the options. I’m not permitted to recommend anyone in particular but we do have a list of properly accredited professionals we have used in the past. My secretary will give you a copy.”

He passed me a letter. It had my name and date of birth horribly clear and unambiguous on the page along with the dreaded words confirming my pregnancy.

“Shall we make an appointment for six weeks’ time?” he asked.

***

I was a little late for my morning meeting but I wasn’t the last to arrive. The meeting itself was noisy and full of controversy which helped distract me from the issue at the front of my mind. Even so, every now and then I would find my hands had moved unconsciously to my lower belly. Whenever that happened I would angrily move them back to the desktop and join in the discussions with renewed vigour.

Eating at lunchtime was impossible; I was still feeling nauseous and no amount of paracetamol would ease the discomfort. Distant memories of my three previous pregnancies began to filter through my subconscious mind; now I actually felt pregnant it was easier to believe the result of the test if not to accept it.

I needed support and I needed it badly. There was no alternative; I would have to tell my husband and tell him soon, picking my moment with great care.

I prayed to God that he would still be the Pete I had known and loved for so long.

***

“How big… was his cock?” Pete panted above the knocking of the headboard against the bedroom wall.

His handsome face was merely inches above mine as his powerful hips thrust his long, slim erection deep into my loose, unresisting vagina over and over again.

“Thick! Long and thick!” I hissed in return, my eyes wide to convey the surprise I had genuinely felt when my vagina had first been penetrated by the young man’s member over a month ago.

It was Sunday night and we were in bed having our usual, pleasant-but-not-very-satisfying end-of-the-weekend copulation. As had become common since the Geneva Convention, our lovemaking had been dominated by explicit talk about my one night stand with Darren; a very brief episode at the very end of my previous months of infidelity but one with which my husband had become completely obsessed.

The night I had spent with the twenty-nine year old personal trainer had indeed been the most exciting, most satisfying sex of my life up till then but Pete’s constant stream of detailed questions and assertions had forced me to abandon my real memories some time ago and embark on a series of increasingly vivid fantasies to keep my husband’s excitement at the sky high levels he was now enjoying.

That night of course the fantasies had a much sharper edge for me. Deep in a breeding frenzy and close to my third or fourth orgasm of that amazing evening I had begged my young lover to knock me up; to fuck a baby in my belly; something I had begged my original seducer and previous lover Tony to do many times.

Knowing that with Darren this had actually happened and that my young lover’s child was even then growing in my womb made it difficult to concentrate on anything else, especially as at that moment the head of my husband’s cock was separated from the baby only by the meaty ring of my sealed cervix.

Pete as yet knew nothing of this as he fucked me with an energy and passion that before my infidelity had been very rare in our lovemaking.

“Did he make… make you cum?” he grunted as his thrusts grew faster.

“Yes! Yes he made me cum!”

“Did you cum hard?”

“Yes I came hard! The hardest I’ve ever cum!”

This might not have been true but I couldn’t remember ever cumming harder than I had with Darren.

“Did you… scream… as you… came?”

“The loudest I’ve ever screamed, Pete!”

Pete’s thrusts were getting painfully hard and deep now, his smooth end battering my cervix brutally as he bottomed out within me at the end of every stroke. Having had three babies already I knew it would cause no damage to the child inside me but still it was unnerving. I tightened my pelvic floor as hard as my middle aged muscles would allow in an attempt to bring him to orgasm quickly.

“Oh God… That feels good!” he growled, his back arching as his thrusts began to lose their rhythm. “Did you beg, Penny?”

“Yes I begged!” I replied, tightening again.

“What did… did you beg him for?”

“To cum in me! I begged him to cum in me!”

“Where Penny? To cum where?”

“In my cunt! In my married, cheating cunt!”

“Oh my God I’m going to cummm!”

He didn’t need to tell me; after over twenty years of marriage I could tell when the father of my children was about to ejaculate. Well the father of three of my children I corrected myself.

“Cum in me Pete! Let go and cum in me!”

I urged him on, faking my own approaching climax as convincingly as I could. Fortunately my husband was too wrapped up in his own orgasm to notice anything amiss.

“Did he cum in you when you begged, Penny?”

His voice was half choked as the peak of Pete’s orgasm was reached, his hips slamming into my spread thighs jackhammer fast.

“Yes! Oh God yes! He came in me so many times!

“Fuck Penny! You’re. Such. A. Slut!”

And with that, his climax broke and he began to ejaculate, his semen spurting against my cervix barely centimetres from where the baby was developing inside my womb. It was a powerful climax by Pete’s standards, his erect cock throbbed and pulsed in my belly and his hips ground hard against my inner thighs, his pubic hair rasping against my sparse triangle as rope after rope of warm sticky fluid was pumped into my body.

“Oh my God that was intense,” Pete eventually gasped once the pulsing within me had slowed to a halt.

He was still above me and inside me, his cock taking much longer to soften than normal. I looked up into his eyes and tightened my pelvic floor once again. There was still resistance; his cock was barely softening at all.


A smile crossed his handsome face, the eyes warm, dark and adoring.

“You’re the sexiest woman I’ve ever known, Penny Barker,” he whispered then kissed me on the lips. He tasted salty.

A surge of emotion washed over me; a wave of love for my husband. Suddenly I knew the right moment had arrived; I had to tell him; that I couldn’t keep my condition secret any longer. However frightening it was, the only right thing to do was to let him know the truth and to do it now.

“Pete…” I began falteringly.

“I know; you’re too tired to do it again,” he grinned, wriggling his hips, his cock still refusing to deflate. “I’ll just stay here until you feel up to another round.”

I smiled wanly.

“It’s not that. There’s something I need to tell you. Something important.”

He froze, his body tense. The last time I had said anything like this had been followed by the news that I had been cheating on him with his best friend for over a month.

“What is it?” he asked anxiously.

His erection was suddenly gone; his cock slid from my body and he sat up on the bed alongside me, clearly dreading unwanted news.

“Have… have you been seeing someone else again?” he stammered, clearly expecting what he considered to be the worst possible reply.

“No Pete,” I said, stroking his arm as reassuringly as I could manage.

“Thank God for that,” he smiled. “You had me worried then.”

I sighed at his apparent relief. It was premature; the real news wouldn’t be much better. But how to break it?

“No Pete,” I tried again. “I haven’t broken our agreement. I’ve been faithful but…”

“But?”

The words ‘old sins cast long shadows’ came through my mind but I didn’t say them out loud.

“I’m afraid the old days aren’t over yet,” I said instead.

“What do you mean?”

I took a deep breath.

“There’s no easy way to say this Pete”

“To say what, Penny?”

I took another deep breath and steeled myself before changing the rest of our lives.

“I’m pregnant!”

“You’re what?” he laughed, rolling onto his side and kissing me on the shoulder.

“It’s not a joke,” I said calmly. “I’m pregnant.”

Pete sat up with a start and stared at me, his eyes wide, suddenly stone cold sober.

“Seriously? Pregnant?” he asked in a stunned, disbelieving voice, the beads of sweat on his forehead quivering.

“Yes, pregnant,” I repeated slowly and clearly. “It’s not a joke, Pete; I’m going to have a baby.”

“But you can’t be,” he stated in the ‘don’t be silly’ voice he used to use on the kids.

I reached over to the bedside table and passed him the letter from the Consultant. He read it in silence.

“Jesus Penny! I can’t believe it!”

“YOU can’t believe it?” I hissed. “How do you think I feel?”

“How far gone are you?” he asked.

“Five or six weeks I suppose.”

“Is it his?” Pete asked.

I assumed he meant my original lover Tony.

“I don’t think so,” I replied. “He’s had the snip like you.”

“So it’s Darren’s,” Pete deduced, looking at me suspiciously.

“He’s the only possible alternative,” I said a little angrily. “There’s no one else it could be. I haven’t lied to you Pete. Not about that.”

“But how did it happen? Didn’t you use protection?” Pete asked incredulous.

I shook my head in shame.

“I just didn’t think about it,” I replied, my voice cracking with emotion. “It’s been so long since I’ve needed to. It didn’t even cross my mind.”

“Jesus! I can’t believe you could be so careless. After all you’ve said to Izzy over the years!”

He was angry and I couldn’t blame him. Just when our relationship was getting back on an even keel, I had landed him with this unbelievable complication. I didn’t reply; Pete was quite right but it was hard to hear.

Then he sat bolt upright in bed.

“Shit Penny! You could have caught something from him too. Who knows who he’s been tomcatting about with?”

My blood ran even colder; I hadn’t even given a thought to the possibility I might have picked up an STD. Being pregnant was awful enough in itself but again Pete was right. And if I had picked up an infection, by now Pete would probably have it now too.

“Please Pete. Don’t make me feel any worse than I do already,” I pleaded, tears running down my cheeks.

He lay back down on the bed. For a moment I felt more alone than ever in my life before. Then I felt him take my hand in his and squeeze it.

“I’m sorry Penny. It must have been a terrible shock.”

I turned to face him and a moment later was wrapped in his strong, reassuring arms. The tears rolled more determinedly down my cheeks now but the fear of having to face alone whatever ordeal lay ahead had lessened considerably.

“How long have you known?” he asked quietly. I told him.

“And you’ve kept it secret since then?” he asked.”

I nodded.

“How did you find out? It’s very early on.”

I couldn’t tell him the truth; that it had been an accident; that his precious daughter had thought her own careless promiscuity had landed her in the same boat. So I lied.

“I’ve had three children already. I could feel something was changing inside me. I did a test and I was right.”

I began to cry. It was completely unlike the calm, competent Penny who held the important, responsible research post in the hospital but after all that had happened, I knew that the tough Penny was only skin deep.

To my eternal relief, far from being repulsed by the idea of his stupid, unfaithful wife having another man’s child inside her, Pete demonstrated again why I loved him so very much by wrapping my trembling body in his strong arms without hesitation.

“It’s okay… It’s okay,” his voice was calming as he hugged me. “We can deal with this. We can deal with it together.”

It was exactly what I needed to hear. I lay in his arms for a long time, feeling the heat of his well-muscled chest against my tiny boobs, his strong hairy legs against my skinny smooth thighs.

“Have you thought what you want to do?” he eventually asked. “Or is it all still too much to take in?”

“I… I don’t know,” I snuffled. “It’s not just my decision.”

“It’s your body,” he said softly, kissing me on the forehead.

“It’s our life,” I replied. “Our marriage.”

“That’s true.”

We hugged for a while longer. My head was spinning so God knows what was going through Pete’s mind. Eventually I plucked up the courage to ask the question that had been in my mind since Friday morning.

“Could you live with me having another man’s child? Could you live with another child at all?”

“I honestly don’t know,” he said and I believed him. “My first reaction isn’t positive I have to say but there’s more than just my wants to think about.”

It was characteristically generous of him.

“Does anyone know it isn’t mine?” he asked. “Did you say anything to the consultant?”

“No, nothing. And he’s the only other person that knows anything at all.”

There was another pause as we both adjusted to the new reality. The obvious and permanent solution was buzzing round my mind but I couldn’t bring myself to say the words. The same idea had to be going round Pete’s mind too but he showed no sign of mentioning it either.

“What would everyone say?” I asked eventually once it became silently clear that neither of us was going to propose the unthinkable route out. “What about our family and friends? Some of them know about your vasectomy; you’ve even joked about it in the past. They’ll know the baby can’t possibly be yours.”

“You’re right,” he replied. “We could say the operation failed,” he suggested after a few moments. “That my tubes re-joined. It does happen.”

“After all this time?” I asked. “Most of our friends are medics. They’ll know that’s practically impossible.”

“Never mind them,” Pete exclaimed. “What about the kids?”

Oh my God; the kids!

The idea of our three adult children realising what kind of parents they really had was far worse than anything our friends might say or do.

“Do they know about my vasectomy?” Pete asked.

“They’re not stupid. And they’ll have overheard; you’ve never made a secret of it.”

“Shit!”

“So what’s the alternative?” I asked.

“I don’t know,” he sighed. “I just don’t know. Maybe we just have to have another baby and face the consequences.”

“Having a baby at my age is no joke. The risk of birth defects is high too.”

“That’s true,” Pete said. “But Darren’s at the prime of life. His sperm would be extremely viable. And effective,” he laughed hollowly. “As we now know, right?”

He squeezed my hand to show it was a supposed to be a joke, however weak. I squeezed his in return before a cold feeling of fear washed over me.

“Maybe nature will find its own solution and take the decision out of our hands,” he suggested.

This was no answer. As this story has shown, up to then my life had been characterised by taking action — however inadvisable that action turned out to be - not just sitting and waiting in the hope that something would turn up. In this case the hope would be that I would miscarry naturally.

“Oh God! All those sleepless nights?” Pete eventually moaned, rolling onto his back and covering his face with his hands. “We can’t go through all that again, please no!”

“There’s only one alternative.” I stated.

We looked at each other in silence, neither of us wanting to be the first to use the ‘T’ word. Apart from the pain and morality of such a decision, given my husband’s professional specialism, if it became known that his wife had gone through a termination his career might have been severely damaged.

Indeed my own career would be harmed too, though for different reasons, to say nothing of the profound effect it would have on my emotional and mental wellbeing.

No, a termination could only be a last resort; that much did not need to be said.

“Do you want to have another baby?” Pete asked softly. “Whatever I feel, it would have to be your decision in the end.”

“You know I don’t,” I replied honestly.

“How long before we have to decide?”

“A month - six weeks maybe. The sooner the better if…”

I let the words fade away. Pete sighed, rolled alongside me again and took me in his arms.

“So we wait and see?” he said, his voice unsettled and doubtful.

“We wait and see,” I repeated.

“But whatever happens,” Pete continued. “We face it together, right?”

***

“Will you book us both into the clinic?” Pete asked the following morning as we stared listlessly at our unappealing bowls of breakfast cereal.

Neither of us had slept much the previous night. Instead we had talked into the small hours, going over the same ground again and again, agonising over what to do.

Though neither of us dared be the first to mention it, we both knew that termination was the obvious solution. We both also knew that it would involve a moral compromise on both our parts that neither of us was yet prepared to make.

To his credit, at no time did Pete even hint that my predicament either disgusted him or made him want me any less. Indeed by mutual consent we had made love again in the small hours, gently and caringly, falling asleep in each other’s arms straight afterwards. Without that physical manifestation of his continued love, I doubt I would have enjoyed even the few hours of sleep that I had.

With such an enormous ‘elephant in the room’ there was inevitably a strange atmosphere between us that morning that is impossible to convey in a few words. We had been woken by the alarm and, our heads thick with lack of sleep. We had showered and dressed in a near silence which, though not in any way threatening was still unusual for us and therefore unsettling. I was glad of the distraction even the prospect of STD tests brought about.

“If you think we need to,” I replied. “It’s just a precaution, Penn. I’m sure there won’t be a problem. We just need to get tested for safety’s sake.”

Irony was getting popular; it was exactly the attitude I had taken with Izzy after her night of infidelity with Simon when he had still been a stranger. Of course my husband knew nothing about this; as far as he as concerned his pretty, sweet daughter was pure as the driven snow. As far as Pete knew, I was the only slut in the household, a position my unwanted news had just reinforced with a vengeance.

Given all I had said to Izzy about her unwise all-night fornication with Simon, my stupid, thoughtless, unprotected fuck with Darren had been an extraordinary lack of judgement on my part.

But then my life had been full of extraordinary misjudgements, hadn’t it? Little did I know this wasn’t to be the last of them.

“Okay,” I replied without enthusiasm.

We kissed our goodbyes more slowly and tenderly than usual and went off to our respective jobs.

***

Two days later the two of us went to an anonymous clinic — the same one to which I had taken Izzy only a few weeks ago — and had ourselves tested for sexually transmitted diseases. They found none straight away which was a relief and did not expect any to emerge - a conclusion confirmed a few weeks later when the final results came in.

At least I had escaped one possible consequence of my stupidity.

***

Unable to make a decision one way of the other, there was nothing else Pete and I could do but try and get on with our lives as if nothing had happened. Paradoxically this proved easier to do than to choose what to do about the baby growing in my middle-aged belly.

This early on in my pregnancy there was nothing about my body to give away my terrible secret to family and friends and, apart from an hour or so of blessedly mild nausea every morning there was little to remind me as I went about my usual work, home, gym and social routine.

If I hadn’t accidentally taken the test I’m sure would never have guessed what had happened.

For a week, life outwardly returned to normal. When things at work were busy I could spend whole mornings or afternoons without remembering the time bomb inside me that might any day blow my whole work, social and family life apart forever.

At home though things were very different. Having got over the initial shock, the idea of another man’s baby having been implanted in his wife’s womb completely dominated Pete’s behaviour towards me. I had expected jealousy, I had expected anger and resentment and yes, these emotions were present on a daily basis.

What I had not expected was the massive surge in arousal and desire that my condition would evoke in my hitherto calm and relaxed husband. It was almost as if, with another man’s child in his wife’s belly, he had lost his alpha male status as badly as a man possibly could. As a result he was being instinctively and irresistibly driven to reassert it by inseminating me as often and as passionately as he possibly could — even if it was much too late.

But an even bigger surprise was the equally powerful surge in my own libido that arrived, matching my husband’s new sex drive blow for blow and fuck for fuck if not actually orgasm for orgasm.

Nature red in tooth and claw? Once again, my psychology students would have had a field day!

The wife sharing fantasies we had enjoyed for so long continued but now with a much sharper edge. Just as my affair had shown us what it was really like to live a Hotwife-cuckold lifestyle, so my actual conception showed us how it really felt to have your wife impregnated by another man.

As Pete explained one night after marking me badly on the neck with his teeth during a particularly energetic fuck on the lounge sofa, the mix of anger, jealousy and enormous arousal were beyond anything he had ever imagined any emotions bringing. The desire to hurt me; to punish me for my betrayal could only be controlled by repeated and passionate sexual conquest of my body even though his conscious mind knew it was far too late.

The orgasms he enjoyed, his head only inches above mine were, he said, the most intense of his entire life.

From the expressions that crossed his handsome face as he came, I believed him.

Meanwhile we were a week further into my pregnancy and no closer to knowing what to do about it.

***

“Mrs Barker! Hi!”

I turned towards the vaguely familiar voice to see a slim, athletic young man in his early twenties walking down the corridor towards me dressed in a smart, sporty uniform of dark green trousers and polo shirt.

He looked familiar but for a moment I couldn’t quite place him

It was eight thirty the following Wednesday evening and I had just emerged from the Ladies’ changing room at the sports club to which Pete and I belonged and where my one-off lover Darren still worked. In my hand were my car keys and gym bag, just recovered from the locker where I had put them for safekeeping during the spinning class I had just completed. It was the second class of the day for me; I was pink and sweaty and was looking forward to having a long soak in the bath when I arrived home.

Pete was in London on one of the interminable conferences he and I had to attend and would be away for two nights. Although my husband could be trusted to remain faithful in a way I had proved I could not, I couldn’t stop myself wondering whether any temptation in the form of female company had come his way.

I had been filling the time by catching up both on my work and on my exercise. Apart from distracting me from Pete’s absence, if I was going to carry my growing baby through at my age then I needed to keep as physically fit as I could.

“Mrs. Barker?” the young man repeated.

“Hi, errr…” I replied, wondering why the sight of his young face should unnerve me so much.

“It’s Will, Mrs. Barker,” he smiled pleasantly but with a twinkle in his eye. “I share a house with Darren. We met the other morning, remember?”

An icy cold wave washed over me. Oh my dear God!

Will was Darren’s housemate; the one who had let me out of the front door when I was trying to sneak away unseen the following morning on my ‘walk of shame’. Given the circumstances and the freshly-fucked condition of my body at the time there was no way he could be in any doubt what I had been doing in his friend’s room.

“Um… er…” I stammered.

Will smiled a sweet but knowing smile.

“I hope you got home alright,” he smiled.

“I… yes thank you,” I stammered.

“The buses aren’t too good round our way. I would have been happy to drive you.”

“That was sweet of you but I was fine.”

“Darren said you left before he woke up,” he continued. “He was a bit upset; he was hoping to have breakfast with you.”

“I… I had to get ready for work,” I floundered. “I had a meeting…”

“I’m sure,” he smiled.

There was a brief pause during which my head buzzed with all the possible directions this conversation could go. None of them were in any way appealing.

“Did Darren tell you I work here too?”

“He did say something about it,” I mumbled awkwardly.

“I’m on the maintenance staff. At least I am now — I’m actually qualified as a personal trainer.”

I wondered where this conversation was going.

“I hope you make it,” I smiled, using my motherly voice. “Sorry; I’ve got to go.”

I made to leave but Will touched me on the arm. I turned back to face him, my eyebrows raised in question.

“Sorry,” he mumbled. “I… I wondered whether you fancied a drink later,” he continued in a direction I was not expecting. “I feel like I know a lot about you already; it would be nice to get to know you even better.”

The words sounded innocent and might even have been innocent but their potential implication was obvious and could not be ignored. Now he and Darren knew who I really was, the risk to Pete and my future had just jumped up to a new level.

A knot came into my stomach so tight I thought I would be sick on the spot. If Will had been in the house all night it was possible — indeed probable that he had heard my orgasmic wailing including, if I was really unlucky, my breeding frenzy begging for Darren to make a baby in my belly.


Little did any of us know as I thrashed wildly beneath my lover, his huge, erect cock spurting semen against my pulsating cervix for the umpteenth time, that my professed wish was about to come true.

“I’m not sure I can tonight…” I began, desperately searching for some way out.

“My shift ends at ten,” he persisted. “I’m locking up tonight. I’ll be the only one here. From what Darren said, we have a lot in common. We could have a drink here or there’s a nice pub we could go to, not far from where I live. I think you know it already.”

“My… my husband’s expecting me.”

I was lying and very unconvincingly; Pete would be away that night and the following one. The rest of the evening was entirely my own.

“That’s a pity. I thought you and I might get on really well. Husbands eh?”

Will countered with just the slightest hint of menace, stressing the word ‘husband’ strongly. He looked very disappointed but again his voice was so calm and sweet that the hidden threat — if it was there at all - was almost unnoticeable.

“Why don’t I go and see him then come back?” I suggested, my heart thumping in my chest.

“Good idea,” Will replied with an almost childish beam of pleasure. “If you come back around five past ten, no-one will see you. We could go to the pub afterwards.”

After what? I wondered, but there was no way of asking.

What on earth could I do? There was no mistaking the unspoken threat in all Will had said no matter how soft and friendly his words. The boy was in a position to ruin my reputation, my social standing and possibly my marriage. If it ever got out that I was pregnant, he would be perfectly placed to reveal who the father was too.

There was no way I could simply ignore the danger. I had to find out what it was he wanted.

“I… I’ll be here,” I replied, my voice so low it was almost inaudible.

“See you later. You look great by the way,” he said cheerfully as he continued on his way. “Really great!”

I felt faint and reached out to the wall for support, my head spinning as I tried to take stock of my car-crash of a life.

A few short months ago I had been a normal, professional PhD scientist and happily married mother of three grown up children.

Since then, and with a momentum I found hard to believe, I had been seduced, fucked, adulterous, exposed, abandoned, dumped, fucked again, cheated on, knocked up, mistrusted by the man I loved and was now trapped by a boy with God knows what intention in mind.

Would the nightmare ever end?



Penny’s Promiscuity Ch. 18: Will Power

“What should I do, Pete?” I asked my husband anxiously over rather poor phone line.

It was eight thirty in the evening and I was sitting in my car in the darkest corner of the sports club car park, still in my gym clothes. I could feel my body cooling and stiffening from the exercise I had just finished but I couldn’t wait to go all the way home, shower and change before talking to him.

As it was, I had only just managed to catch Pete at his conference in between dinner and the tedious ‘thank you’ speeches that always followed. Desperate for his advice and support, I had just garbled everything I could remember about my brief but terrifying conversation with Will, the young, athletic housemate of my first and only one-night-stand, Darren.

Will was the only possible witness to that night of foolish passion; a night which had resulted in the baby that was even then - and against all probability - growing in my middle-aged womb.

The boy had witnessed my ‘walk of shame’ letting me out of the house early the following morning and could have no illusions as to what I had been doing there. Apart from the obvious look of guilt on my face, my body must have reeked of sex.

I hadn’t seen or heard anything from either Will or Darren for well over a month until that evening when he had approached me in the sports club where Pete and I were members and they both worked. As I had just explained to my husband during a short but meaningful conversation, Will had expressed a wish to get to know me better and had invited me to have a drink with him when he finished his shift later that same evening.

Pete thought a long time before replying. When he did reply it wasn’t very helpful.

“Jesus Penny, you do make life complicated!” he began.

“That’s not what I need to hear right now Pete,” I replied, though it was unquestionably true.

“Sorry. It’s just that…”

“I know,” I interrupted. “And I’m sorry too; really I am. But what should I do?”

Pete thought for a moment.

“He didn’t give you any clue at all about what he wants?”

“Nothing. He was very friendly - at least on the surface,” I replied.

“He didn’t ask for money or anything?”

“No. Nothing.”

Pete paused again.

“Well I suppose we should find out what he wants before getting too worried. You might have been reading too much into it. He might simply want to talk to you.”

“But about what?” I asked anxiously. “And why? I’d never met him before that morning. There’s nothing to talk about apart from that night. It has to be that.”

“You could be right,” Pete conceded. “But there’s no point fighting battles we don’t know we have. I think you should meet him and find out what he wants. Then we can make a better decision.”

It made sense but at that moment I wished so badly that I didn’t have to handle it alone.

“What if he puts me on the spot? What if he wants money?”

“Then we’ll talk about it again,” Pete said calmly. “He won’t expect a cheque there and then. He did ask you to come to the pub first. That’s out in the open; you wouldn’t be in any physical danger.”

“But what if…”

“Penny, when your knickers are on you’re one of the most capable people I know,” Pete reassured me. “You’ll know what the best thing is to do. I trust you absolutely.”

“Really? Despite all…”

“Really. I trust you to do what needs to be done.”

“And you’ll back any decision I make? Whatever it is?” I asked anxiously.

“Absolutely. Anything you decide will be okay with me as long as it buys us time to think.”

“But what if…”

“Sorry Penn; the meeting’s starting again. I’ve got to go; I’m speaking next. Let’s talk later when we know more. Bye for now.”

I tapped the red button on my phone angrily and swore. Pete had thrown the whole responsibility back onto me. Okay, I was the one who had been seduced and had put myself in this position but I had really needed to talk things through before going to meet my potential blackmailer.

Now I was on my own both physically and metaphorically. Maybe all I could do was try and stall; keep things quiet until Pete returned and we could consider Will’s demands carefully - whatever they might turn out to be.

I started the engine and drove home, my mind buzzing. Twenty minutes later I was standing in the shower washing the dried sweat from my body. In a calmer frame of mind I realised Pete was right; what harm could possibly come from meeting the young man in the open for a drink? He was hardly going to demand money with menaces in front of an audience, I told myself.

At work I handled difficult colleagues, patients and their families on a weekly if not daily basis; I should be able to handle a twenty-something young man. If he raised the issue of my night with Darren I would simply have to stonewall him until Pete returned.

The problem night not arise at all. Pete and I could get on with our lives; perhaps even including the wife sharing he was getting so impatient about taking part in. As he had said so often, I had got what I wanted out of our lifestyle; it was time he had a taste of his fantasy too.

As that fantasy was to watch me being fucked but other men, our desires were highly compatible - especially now we might have found a real if unexpected route to make it all happen in safety.

***

After dinner a few nights earlier I had showed Pete the websites of the short list of escort couples I had found as potential fuck-buddies for our revived lifestyle. Two couples were based in Manchester, the other in Leeds. One couple was in their twenties, one in their forties and the last a strange mix of a girl in her late twenties and a man in his early fifties.

Pete appeared torn. On the one hand he was still very uncomfortable about the idea of using ‘prostitutes’, as he continued to call them. I preferred the ‘escort’ terminology I had found in my researches; it felt so much more professional and appealing. Increasingly, this did look as if it might well be the best - possibly only way in which we could safely provide my husband with the fulfilment of his deepest fantasy; of watching me being fucked by another man.

In the days since I had revealed my pregnancy to him, this fantasy had taken a much sharper edge and was dominating our hugely revived and now exhaustingly active sex life. Indeed hardly a day had passed in which my unplanned conception had not been gone over and over in extreme detail in bed, a process that had invariably ended with a near-violent penetration and noisy insemination but for me, a continued absence of orgasm.

Apart from this physical manifestation of his increased interest, there was other evidence that my husband might be coming round to the idea, not least of which was the trail of websites in our pc’s browsing history that Pete appeared to have visited of his own accord.

As well as the websites of the couples themselves, I could see he had searched for other escorts too, both single men and couples. There were several sites that specialised in homemade cuckold video postings; I followed his history and watched some of the videos Pete had found.

I quickly discovered that although the film quality was universally poor, there was a rawness and passion about real encounters - especially the orgasmic cries of the women involved as they were fucked - which gave them an erotic power that few of the ‘proper’ porn moves I had watched could come close to matching.

Pete had apparently been watching a lot of these. I have to admit I had watched a good few of them too in the early mornings with my earphones on. I pretended to myself that it was research for my stories but in reality I was imagining it was me on the bed, receiving all that intense male attention with my husband only a few feet away, watching and filming.

The effect on my body was profound; after an early ‘accident’ with a chair cushion, I now sat on a folded towel whenever I used my laptop for anything but the blandest of purposes. On some of those occasions I had gone upstairs in a high state of arousal and forced my surprised but pleased husband to make love to me before he was properly awake.

Pete always did his best but I seldom reached orgasm even with the head start the videos gave me.

The future of our unusual relationship could perhaps be quite promising - if we could resolve both my unwanted pregnancy and the equally unwanted but more immediately dangerous intrusion of Will into our already over-complicated lives.

Now that I felt truly pregnant physically, the already-unpalatable idea of a deliberate termination had become even more difficult to contemplate. Apart from the profound danger to my husband’s career that its discovery would have - the media would revel in it and his international reputation in his specialist field would be destroyed overnight - I had already seen with my own eyes the effect that abortion could have on a mother’s body and mind.

For reasons I cannot put down here, one of my closest friends had terminated an unwanted, adulterously-conceived pregnancy half a dozen years before. It had been done in secret but the effects on her both emotionally and psychologically had left her badly and permanently damaged. For a many months she had become an emotional wreck. She and I had spent many tearful hours together trying to help her come to terms with what she truly believed was the murder of an unborn child she and her husband had committed.

Even now, years later, divorced, re-married and having had two more children by her new husband, she was still tormented by what she had done. Knowing how strongly I felt about my own three kids, I could not take the risk of this happening to me.

So with the baby inside me getting larger and Will’s threat of exposure growing more and more imminent, I was caught between a rock and a hard place.

I did not under-estimate the difficulties ahead or the lengths I might have to go to resolve them!

***

Later that evening I parked my car in a dark corner of the club’s car park, sat back in the driver’s seat and watched the numbers on the dashboard dials count the minutes towards ten o’clock. My hands were clasped unconsciously on my lower belly where the baby lay; a ticking time bomb growing by the hour.

Over the next half hour many vehicles left the club until eventually only a handful of cars remained. I tried to remember if any had been parked outside Will and Darren’s shared house but to no avail. Eventually ten minutes past ten o’clock arrived and there was only one car apart from mine. My heart was thumping in my chest as I slowly, reluctantly opened the driver’s door and stepped out into the cool of the night.

My body ached as I straightened my back and retrieved my sports bag from the rear seat, brought as an excuse in case anyone saw me returning to the club. I had chosen a short, tight-fitting dark blue summer dress and sandals with medium height wedge heels. Underneath was good quality, small but secure underwear.

I needed something that gave me confidence both physically and emotionally if I was to face the task ahead.

The lights in the club’s reception were still switched on but at a low level. It looked surprisingly atmospheric in the darkness. As I approached, the powered doors remained firmly closed instead of swooshing open as they would usually have done so I stood in the cool darkness looking for a bell to push. Finding none, I contemplated knocking but then my attention was drawn by movement coming from inside the club and a tall, familiar figure emerged from the corridor that led through to the bar.

It was Will, dressed in the same figure-hugging green uniform he had been wearing earlier. He walked towards me, fiddled with the locking mechanism then pushed one the double doors aside, holding it open with his hand to let me enter.

A waft of fresh male perspiration passed over me as I ducked under his extended arm. It made me shiver with excitement despite my extreme nervousness, as did the obviously well-muscled shape of his shoulders and board-flat stomach. In other circumstances I might have found him very attractive indeed. But these were not ‘other circumstances’; I was there to meet a potential blackmailer.

“Hi,” Will smiled as if more than a little nervous himself. “I wasn’t sure you’d come.”

It seemed a strange thing for a would-be extortioner to say.

“You didn’t leave me much choice,” I replied bitterly.

“Sorry,” he frowned. “I thought it would be best to have some privacy.”

I could feel him looking at me strangely as if surprised by my response; as if he had been expecting me to be friendlier. Perhaps I should pretend to be friendlier I wondered. Perhaps if I went along with whatever he had in mind it would disarm him.

“It’s okay,” I forced myself to smile.

“You look really sexy,” he said, completely wrong-footing me.

Was that what blackmailers usually told their victims?

“Thanks,” I mumbled, pulling my dress as far down over my thighs as it would go.

“Shall we go through to the bar?” he smiled, apparently genuinely.

“Fine,” I smiled again, falsely.

Will led me through the wide, half-darkened corridor along past the lightless sports shop and club offices to the large bar area. It felt very strange being there; in the daytime the club was almost invariably packed with people. Now it was eerie and deserted with a low glow throughout the room.

The lights were on low at the bar as we approached it.

“Can I get you a drink?” Will asked.

What should I say? This wasn’t how I had expected the encounter to start. This didn’t feel like a blackmailer meeting his victim, but then how many blackmailers did I know?

“Are you having one?” I asked.

“I’m having a beer. It’s been a long day.”

“Dry white wine please,” I replied with my go-to choice of alcohol.

Will slipped behind the bar and poured the drinks while I perched on a bar stool, very conscious of my exposed, middle-aged legs. When he had last seen me I had been in my gym clothes; Capri-length tights and a pink running vest. I had been wearing a sports bra too though my boobs were so small it wasn’t really necessary. Like most women in the gym, I had been pantyless under my tights.

Now in my short summer dress and with Will’s eyes raking over me I felt exposed and vulnerable.

To my surprise, I saw Will slip cash for the drinks into a glass by the till and as he came back around the bar, drinks in hand to take the stool next to mine, once again I could see his well-toned body underneath the dark green uniform.

I smiled inwardly; sports clubs everywhere were populated by would-be trainers, instructors and potential athletes at every level. Even being on the cleaning staff gave the young man the right to consider himself and describe himself as being in the sports industry.

The uniforms were clearly chosen to build on this, designed to show off their wearers’ bodies to best effect at all times. I had often felt green-eyed at the way the female staff looked as they went about even the most menial of tasks and had to remind myself that it was poor compensation for the low wages they were all paid.

Low wages - did that mean Will planned to supplement his with a little blackmail?

“Cheers!” he said, raising his glass to mine with a smile.

I responded in kind, feeling anxious and unsettled. There was an awkward silence as we eyed each other up warily. I could feel the young man’s eyes raking over my body and closed my overly-bare legs as tightly as I could, regretting my revealing choice of dress.

“Have you had a good day?” he began innocently.

“Not bad,” I replied warily. “How about you?”

“Busy,” he replied. “I’ve got exams coming up so I have to work a lot at home as well as here.”

“I bet,” I replied.

There was a short, awkward silence.

“How was your husband?” Will asked unexpectedly. “Was he okay about you coming out to meet me?”

“He’ll be fine,” I said unwilling to give anything away.

Then an idea occurred to me that my psychology students would have been proud of. If he could play mind games, why shouldn’t I try and even the playing field?

“How about your girlfriend?” I asked as flatly as I could manage. “Doesn’t she mind you meeting me here at this time of night?”

It was a stab in the dark but a calculated one. It was inconceivable that a boy as good looking as Will would not have an equally good looking girl in tow. I could tell I was right from the guilty look that immediately came to his face; he had a girlfriend and not a trivial one.

“Keeley?”

He didn’t actually slap his hand to his mouth after saying her name but he might as well have done. The name Keeley was familiar but I couldn’t place it. I had hit the target; I just wasn’t quite sure what that target was.

“Is she studying too?” I continued the pressure.

He shrugged resentfully.

“Nah. She’s a PT down the road already.”

I assumed he meant the rival sports club about a mile closer into the city where she must already be employed in the coveted Personal Trainer role he so badly wanted. I pressed a little harder, trying to gain a little more authority in our worryingly one-sided relationship.

“Have you been together long?”

“A while.”

His reply was unconvincingly casual, as if trying to close off that line of conversation. I wondered why and tried again.

“Are the two of you…?”

“I’m glad you came,” Will cut in sharply, cutting off that avenue completely. “I’ve wanted to get to know you since… well, since that morning.”

Touche!

After feeling unsettled by my line of questioning, Will was trying to do the same to me. He was going straight for the throat with a direct reference to my one night stand with his housemate Darren. I have to say his tactic worked; I immediately felt vulnerable again.

“So you said,” I replied blandly. “I can’t think why. We barely exchanged a dozen words.”

“I know. I just thought we might have a lot in common. I mean…”

“You mean you guessed what Darren and I had been doing and thought you could take advantage?” I broke in.

It was a risky tactic, in effect confessing to my night of infidelity but I wanted to ‘cut through the crap’ and perhaps knock him off his stride.

“That’s putting it a bit crudely,” he protested.

“But I’m right, aren’t I Will? You were listening?”

“I couldn’t help hearing. You made so much noise all night it kept me awake.”

I couldn’t deny it; I knew I had been noisy and Darren had fucked me many times. At one stage I had loudly begged the young man to fuck a baby into my belly. It was a wish I had expressed frequently when close to orgasm in the past but this time my lover had unknowingly granted it. My hands fell unconsciously to my belly again.

“You heard it all?” I asked aghast.

“Enough to know what kind of lover you are.”

There was a long pause. I looked into his open eyes looking for the cold hardness of a blackmailer that I assumed I would find. To my surprise I saw something more like… appreciation; perhaps even respect.

“Okay Will,” I gave in. “There’s no point denying it; I cheated on my husband with Darren. You heard it. The question is what are you going to do about it?”

It took all my willpower but I managed to stare at him coldly.

“What do you want, Will? Money?”

The boy looked genuinely shocked at the idea, then badly hurt.

“No! Of course not,” he exclaimed. “That’s a terrible thing to suggest.”

His reaction was immediate, unrehearsed and entirely convincing, wrong-footing me again.

“Then what do you want?” I demanded, more puzzled than angry.

“What did you think I wanted when I asked you to meet me here?” he asked as if astonished.

“I didn’t know what to think,” I replied. “I was worried about what you said.”

“And you thought I was threatening you?”

“Why else would you want to see me?” I asked, dumbfounded.


Will looked at me in surprise.

“Don’t you get it? Why would I ask an attractive woman for a drink somewhere private where we wouldn’t be disturbed?”

The penny finally dropped. Oh my God!

“Will I…”

“I said I wasn’t sure you’d come but I really hoped you would. And you’ve dressed so sexily too.”

Had I? I hadn’t intended to. Maybe knowing I was meeting an attractive young man my subconscious had taken over.

“You think I want to…” I asked hesitantly.

“Of course. Why else would you have come here so late?” he asked, his face open like a child’s.

“You’re not trying to blackmail me?”

Will sat back on his stool, genuinely shocked and offended.

“Christ no! What do you think I am?”

I daren’t tell him what I had thought; clearly my assessment of him was no better than his assessment of me.

“I thought” I stammered. “You mean you just want to… to…”

Will smiled and leaned forward. He reached across and placed his strong hand on my skinny thigh.

“I would never want to hurt you, Mrs. Barker. Far from it; I want to have sex with you, that’s all.”

“What?”

“I’ve wanted to do it with you ever since I heard you and Darren that night.”

There was no misunderstanding those words; no possible way of misinterpreting them. The shocked realisation stunned me.

“But I’m old enough to be your…” I stammered, dumbfounded.

“My mother? I suppose so. But you aren’t my mother Mrs. Barker and there isn’t a boy in the world that doesn’t have a crush on a MILF at some time in his life.”

Fortunately from my researches I knew what a MILF was. In my naiveté it hadn’t crossed my mind that anyone might think I was one myself.

“But you have a girlfriend,” I protested, to my annoyance sounding more like a mother than ever.

“She’s not here right now.”

For a moment I wondered whether the girl believed her relationship with Will was as casual as he clearly viewed it. Maybe she did; maybe this was the way things were done these days. But then the voice inside me spoke loudly and clearly, reminding me that I was hardly pure as the driven snow myself.

“And I’m married…” I began.

Will snorted.

“You husband’s not here either. Anyway, that didn’t stop you sleeping with Darren.”

There was no denying that either.

“Has he talked about me?” I asked anxiously.

“He doesn’t kiss and tell,” Will replied. I felt a little relieved. “Darren’s had a lot of older women; he’s got a thing about them. But he knows how to keep a secret.”

He leaned closer, his hand moving further up my thigh.

“I can keep a secret too.”

I just looked at him, stunned.

“He did say you were really good in bed - but then I’d heard that for myself.”

To my amazement I felt myself swelling with pride at these words then immediately felt ashamed of myself.

“Is that all he said?”

Will looked embarrassed, almost unable to look me in the eye as he replied.

“He said… he said you were a pushover too.”

I sighed. I suppose from Darren’s point of view that was right. It really hadn’t taken much to get me into his bed and I had made no attempt to leave it until the following morning.

“So you wanted to see if he was right? Whether you could get into my knickers too?” I asked.

He nodded, his face lowered like a naughty child’s.

“And that really is all you want?”

He nodded again.

“That’s all.”

The pause that came next was almost as pregnant as I was.

“I… I need to go to the ladies room,” I eventually mumbled as I dismounted the stool, desperate to give myself a bit of space to think.

“The lights are on a movement sensor at night,” Will said matter-of-factly as I walked a little unsteadily towards the toilets. “They’ll come on when you go in.”

Once out of his sight for a second or two I contemplated simply running away; jumping into my car and going home. But that would have been no solution; I would have left an angry, frustrated witness to my impregnation behind and the danger to Pete and my future still unresolved.

Instead I half ran down the low-lit corridor to the ladies changing room. It was dark but as promised, the lights did come on as I entered. I slipped into the nearest cubicle, locked the door, sat down on the seat and rummaged in my bag for my mobile phone.

‘Are you there?’ I tapped the screen anxiously. ‘Please answer Pete.’

‘I’m here. Are you okay?’ came the prompt reply.

‘Can you talk?’ I asked.

‘I’m on top table. Speeches are still on. Wait a moment.’

Thirty second later my phone rang. It was Pete.

“Hi. Can you talk now?” I asked.

“I’m outside the French doors. I’ve got two minutes max before I’m needed.”

“I’ll be quick,” I promised.

“Have you met him yet?’

“I’m still with him at the club. I’ve gone to the loo.”

“How much does he want?” Pete asked, coming straight to the point.

“He doesn’t want money,” I replied.

“What the hell does he want then?” Pete demanded instantly and angrily.

“I can’t believe it,” I said.

“Can’t believe what?”

I sat back on the loo, took a deep breath then whispered:

“He wants me Pete.”

“What?”

“He wants to fuck me. Says I’m a MILF and he’s wanted me since my night with Darren.”

“Jesus Christ! I’ll kill the blackmailing bastard…”

The explosion that came down the phone line was prolonged and uncharacteristic of my husband but was all the more shocking for that fact. Pete sounded angrier than I could remember hearing him before. Though the outcome would be the same, clearly in my husband’s mind there was a world of difference between him agreeing to me having sex with other men and another man coercing us into another cuckolding.

The male mind is very hard to fathom sometimes.

“I’ll break his fucking…” he continued.

“No you won’t Pete,” I said loudly and clearly, halting him in mid expletive.

“Why the Hell not?”

“Because I can’t think of a better way to make all this public than for you to have a set-to with Will, can you?”

“But he’s…”

“But nothing. The last thing we want is for this to get out, right?”

“Right,” he agreed reluctantly.

“So anything we do has to be quiet and confidential. Right again?”

“I suppose so.”

There was a pause. I hadn’t told Pete that I did not think his chances of beating up a man half his age who worked out every day were very high. I loved my husband and did not want him to be hurt or humiliated any more - I had done enough of that already.

“Pete?” I prompted him.

“Has he threatened anything if you say no?” he asked more calmly.

I thought for a moment before replying. In truth Will had made no threats at all. Maybe he wasn’t a blackmailer; maybe he was just a chancer seeing an opportunity to get his end away with a woman he believed was a good fuck and an easy lay.

“No,” I said. “Not yet.”

“What do you want to do?”

“I want it all to go away,” I said honestly.

“That’s not going to happen is it?”

“I suppose not.”

“Is a fuck really all he wants?” Pete asked.

“He hasn’t mentioned anything else.”

“Just one fuck?”

“I don’t know. He hasn’t said that either.”

As I talked, I realised Will really hadn’t mentioned anything other than wanting to fuck me. He hadn’t said if he meant once, twice or even an ongoing affair like Darren had enjoyed with Julie. Those two had practically moved in together; God alone knew how often they had done the deed.

There was another of Pete’s infuriatingly long pauses.

“I can’t stay in the loo forever,” I prompted irritably.

“Sorry. Someone was close by.”

“Well?” I demanded.

“Can you stall him any other way till I get back?”

“I doubt it.”

“And he really doesn’t want money?”

“‘I’m sure he doesn’t.”

“Sorry Penn. They’re introducing me now. I’ve got to go. I’m speaking next.”

Pete’s words made my heart sink then I jumped with surprise.

“Mrs. Barker? Penny? Are you okay?”

The sound of Will’s voice entering the ladies changing room threw me into a panic.

“Please Pete! What should I do?” I hissed into the phone then called out loud from my locked cubicle:

“I’m okay Will. I won’t be a minute!”

“I’ll be in the changing room,” he replied.

Pete’s voice came out of the speaker again.

“Do what you think is best. I trust you.”

“What if I have to let him fuck me?” I whispered anxiously. “What about the Geneva Convention?”

I was referring to the new marriage contract Pete and I had agreed at the end of our temporary separation over a month ago when we had agreed to stay together despite my previous repeated cheating.

“Anything’s okay as long as we both agree,” he sighed.

“It sounds like you expect me to fuck him, Pete.”

There was another exasperating pause which I eventually broke.

“Is that right? You’re really okay if I have to act the whore?”

My husband’s reaction was bitter, unwelcome and out of character. The helplessness of the situation must have been distressing him badly.

“It’s what got us into this situation, Penny.”

“Please Pete! Now isn’t the time to bring that up - however true it might be.”

“I’m sorry,” he sounded so too. “That was uncalled for. I trust your judgment, Penn. Do what you think is best and I’ll back you all the way.”

“Thanks Pete. I got us into it so I’ll get us out of it.”

“They’re announcing me now. I’ve got to go,” Pete said hurriedly. “Speak later?”

“Okay. Good luck. I love you!” I whispered.

“Good luck to you too,” Pete replied. “I love you too.”

“Penny?” Will’s voice from outside the cubicle door sounded anxious.

“I’m okay,” I said in as close to my normal voice as I could. “I’ll be out in a moment.”

I rose to my feet, pulling my over-tight summer dress down over my hips, horrified by the amount of bare, middle-aged thigh it left exposed. I pressed the flush button then, taking a deep breath, opened the door and stepped out into goodness knows what.

“I thought something had happened to you!”

Will smiled as I left the toilet and stepped into the brightly lit changing room. He was sitting on a polished wooden bench that I had used many times to tie my laces or to put down my bags. There was a look of genuine concern on his handsome but very young-looking face.

“Something has happened to me,” I said angrily. “I’ve had a nasty shock.”

He looked surprised.

“Because of what I said?”

“What do you expect?” I asked seriously but not angrily. “I’m twice your age, married, we hardly know each other and you’re trying to make me jump into bed with you.”

“I’m not trying to force you,” he insisted. “All I’m saying is that I think you and I would get on well together. No-one else need ever know.”

He rose to his feet and crossed slowly over to where I was standing in front of the wall of changing-room mirrors. There was a long countertop and half dozen hair dryers which I had often used to make myself look vaguely human again after a class or session in the gym.

I watched his reflection as he approached; my hands unconsciously on my lower belly where unknown to him, his housemate’s baby was even at that moment growing. As if pregnancy alone wasn’t a big enough problem, now I had an ear-witness to the conception who no matter what he said, could blow Pete and my lives apart any time he wanted.

If the pregnancy ever became public knowledge, Will’s evidence would be far more incriminating than he realised and would have forced us out of town by shame. God alone knew how our children would react to their mother getting pregnant by a boy their own age.

Although he wasn’t actually threatening to expose my infidelity, the danger was clear and present. Pete was right: it was imperative that Will remained silent and it appeared only I could ensure this. But how could I be sure? I needed to buy time to think but could only imagine only one way in which Will could be distracted.

Sensing my anxiety, Will started what he must have believed were the preliminaries to the seduction of an easy target. He did it well; I felt his fingers lightly stroking my arm. His hands were soft and surprisingly cool. I watched in the large mirrors as he moved slowly behind me, shivering as his young body brushed against my back.

“This isn’t a good idea, Will,” I began but the words sounded weak.

I felt the heat of a human body on my back through the thin cotton of my dress. I felt the touch of human hands on my waist and on my hips. I saw strong male hands and arms and a handsome, masculine head reflected in the mirror before me.

Was this really all he wanted? A quick fuck with a woman as old as his mother? Would that really buy us safety? Surely the young man wanted more.

I looked at his eager, youthful face; whatever the difference in our ages, he clearly found me attractive if his lustful expression was anything to go by. And more importantly, there was no denying the fact that despite my fears, I was beginning to find him extremely attractive too.

“We shouldn’t be doing this,” I whispered, more to convince myself than in the expectation of stopping Will.

I knew I should stop it all there and then but could do nothing but close my eyes. Will was good; surprisingly good for one so young. Unseen, unrushed hands ran up and down my sides, over my bottom then came around my torso and up to my chest where they cupped my boobs through my dress.

“You have a great body, Mrs. Barker.”

“Penny,” I corrected him automatically then metaphorically kicked myself for collaborating in my own downfall.

“Penny,” he repeated the word softly as his hands descended to my waist. My eyes opened again.

“Please Will! This is wrong. I’m married and…”

“Does that matter?” he whispered in a soft, seductive voice. “We wouldn’t really be hurting anyone, would we? Not if they never found out.”

I shook my head slowly despite my misgivings and sighed audibly, watching our reflections in the mirror as Will’s hands worked their way slowly, smoothly but inexorably over my bony hips and skinny buttocks. My own hands were still pressed protectively against my belly as if defending my growing baby from his touch.

“So why shouldn’t we enjoy each other for a while?” he continued, his low voice almost hypnotic.

I stared helplessly into his sparking reflected eyes as his hands rose up my sides and forward to my boobs where they began to knead my tiny globes more firmly. Maybe if I let him get a little way; maybe if I let him think he would succeed in the end I could put him off tonight; long enough to talk to my husband properly about it.

“It still feels wrong,” I protested weakly. “Like a kind of blackmail.”

My voice was little more than a whisper as Will’s lips found the nape of my neck. He began to plant tiny kisses along my shoulders and up to my hairline.

“It isn’t blackmail,” he insisted softly. “It’s two people enjoying each other’s bodies. Purely physical.”

“Personal Training?” I laughed quietly then gasped as his fingers found and toyed with my nipples, nipping them through the cotton of my dress.

“As personal as it gets,” he whispered in my ear as he sucked my right earlobe into his mouth and licked it.

I shivered with pleasure. He did it again with the same result. I could feel myself beginning to lubricate.

“And very private too; no-one needs to know; no-one will get hurt.”

Will’s logic was twisted but I let it wash over me; he didn’t know that my husband already knew about Darren and had not only accepted my infidelity, but had become almost obsessed with it. If I let Will touch me now, there had to be a good chance it would have a similar effect on Pete. After all, hadn’t he just agreed that I could? Hadn’t my husband practically told me to let this boy fuck me; if he’d said that then a little touching would be okay, wouldn’t it? I could always stop short of actual sex, couldn’t I?

“And we don’t have to do it again?” I asked in yet another sigh as his hands delicately stroked my sensitive skin.

“Not if we don’t want to,” he replied, his warm breath on the back of my neck. “But I hope we both will.”

“You promise,” I gasped as his tongue tickled the base of my skull and his fingers massaged my nipples harder. “You’ll keep it secret?”

“Cross my heart!”

It couldn’t be that bad, could it? And if I had to let someone touch me, I could hardly have chosen a better-looking lover, could I? Pete would understand; might even be pleased. I could stop it any time I wanted, and if it was just this one time, maybe I could bring the whole situation to a close in a single evening.

What was I saying? Was I really contemplating buying this potentially-blackmailing boy off by letting him use my body?

Was I, Dr. Jennifer Barker PhD really going to let myself be used by a boy younger than my sons to prevent my previous infidelity becoming public? Were my morals really that loose? Was I really that gullible?

Some questions do not need answers.

The young man’s fingers left my boobs and ran down my sides. His lips were back on my neck as his hands began to massage my buttocks again then slid slowly down the back of both legs. I felt the hem of my too-short dress being taken into his hands. I felt it beginning to rise.

He’s going too far too quickly. It’s time to slow things down; to stay in charge. But if I didn’t go through with it what would happen? Would he go home angry? Disappointed? Frustrated? Vengeful? Surely sending him home satisfied would be better; safer?

Maybe it would be enough to let him touch me; kiss me. Maybe he would be satisfied tonight with a handjob; a blowjob at most. After all, I could call a halt any time I felt it was going too far.

Self-delusion is so easy.

Unaware of my internal agonies, Will was making his move and making it well. I watched helplessly in the mirror as his strong masculine hands slowly raised my dress exposing first my bony hips, then my tiny white panties. For a second my hands, still firmly on my pregnant belly prevented the dress from rising higher but Will’s fingers soon released the thin cotton from my grip. My arms fell loosely to my sides as the dress was raised higher and higher, exposing my stretch-marked lower belly and navel as the fabric rose towards my boobs.

He stroked my tummy. I felt tingles of pleasure. Then my dress began to rise further towards my armpits.

I could have stopped it there simply by holding down my elbows. But I didn’t; as Will’s hands drew my dress to the level of my bra, like an obedient child I simply closed my eyes and raised my arms. The fabric brushed against my skin as the dress was drawn up, over my face then over my head and shoulders before being cast casually aside.

When I lowered my arms and opened my eyes again I was standing facing the mirror dressed only in my bra, panties and heeled sandals. My drop-dead gorgeous seducer in his dark green uniform was standing behind me.

A watershed had been crossed. Something in the back of my brain was sending out warning signals but my body was now in charge. My mind shouted its warnings; my body simply ignored them and a moment later when Will peeled off his dark green polo shirt to reveal the most well-defined, masculine physique I had ever seen, the sight took my breath away.

Things began to move quickly.

Within seconds Will’s nimble fingers had dealt expertly with the clasp of my bra; it fell forwards down my unresisting arms. I made to cover up my tiny, sagging boobs but before my bra had reached the floor his hands were on my bare flesh, cupping their drooping globes, running my hardening nipples between his fingers, kneading and squeezing with an expertise that once again I would not have expected in such a young man.

“Be gentle,” I whispered, my boobs slightly swollen and over-sensitive from my pregnancy.

“I promise,” he murmured, releasing my nipples and cupping my flesh in the warm palms of his hands.


It felt so much better. I sighed loudly as my body responded in the only way it knew; lubricating for all it was worth. I moaned my increasing pleasure into the still air of the changing room, the older woman in the mirror writhing against the young strong male body behind her, feeling her skinny body all over.

“Will…” I began to protest but there was no conviction in my voice.

“Shhhh!” he hissed in my ear.

“But…”

“Shhhh! It’s okay!”

I knew it wasn’t okay; it was anything but okay but resistance was completely beyond me now.

Too soon, Will’s hands left my boobs and slipped down my body. I watched as his reflected fingers moved over my exposed flesh, softly and tenderly, toying with my tummy and navel before the fingers of his right hand began to insinuate themselves into the back of my panties.

A moment later his left had joined it. The rough warmth of his palms was on my bare bony buttocks, cupping and squeezing them as they had my boobs, his fingers tracing the soft crease at the top of my thighs before sliding around the front to my pubic mound.

I could feel lubrication oozing from my body and instinctively leaned back against the young, strong chest directly behind me. I felt Will’s strong, sexual presence against my shoulders, smelling of fresh, masculine sweat as his fingers toyed with my sparse, tightly-curled pubic hair then dived deeper and ran along the edge of my rapidly-engorging outer lips.

The reflection in the mirror looked too much like a son fingering his mother to be comfortable watching. I closed my eyes to drive the image away but it remained burned in my mind until one of Will’s long fingers suddenly located my slit, was drawn along its full length and all such worries evaporated.

Oh my God!

The shock of the boy’s touch on my most private parts made my knees tremble. For a moment I fell against him. Will’s strong arm steadied me but his hand did not leave my vulva; instead and with the determination of youth, the boy began to finger me with an expertise I had only encountered during my affair with Tony.

Will’s fingertips danced along, over and around my swelling lips and hardening clitoris, teasing it from under its fleshy hood then running along its sensitive underside.

“Oh my God!”

This time the words were out loud and my legs parted a little as if allowing him easier access of their own accord. Encouraged, Will began to finger me expertly and comprehensively, leaving no crevice within my slit unexplored. From the much-neglected gap above my hood to my almost untouched anus he left found every last sensitive place I possessed.

Juices were simply oozing onto his fingers and hand, my reflected panties dark with moisture and bulging over his knuckles as he worked expertly on my body. A minute later and before I realised what was happening, they had been swept down to my ankles forcefully and in a single stroke, where they tangled around my heeled sandals.

Will lifted my right foot free of the elastic; my legs opened wider of their own accord, exposing my naked, reflected vulva to his sight as well as his touch.

Another watershed had been crossed!

Freed from constraint, Will’s fingers went to town on me again, my engorged and now protruding clitoris bearing the brunt of his assault. I began to tremble as a small climax rippled through me, then shook visibly as a second, much stronger orgasmic pulse radiated out from my slit.

“You are amazing!” Will hissed into my ear, holding me tightly with his free arm.

I was incapable of reply; all I could do was yield to the incredible sensations his fingers were bringing to my well-used vulva. As the second wave of climax ebbed away, I felt Will’s fingers slipping beneath my clitoris then dipping deep into my oversized vagina.

I gasped. He thrust his finger deep into me. I sighed loudly.

“Mmmmm!”

A second finger joined the first, then a third, my legs opening wide automatically to ease his way. As he forced his fingers deeper into my vagina, the palm of his hand was pressed hard against my clitoris bringing more shocks of pleasure from its protruding, sensitive tip to meet the increasing feeling of fullness coming from the deep dark passage beneath.

“Ohhhhh! That’s good!”

I moaned aloud as Will worked my body, my arousal climbing quickly.

“You are so fucking wet,” he growled into my ear.

The fingers were thrust hard into my vagina, stretching my entrance tightly around his knuckles. It felt wonderful; I felt so full. Then Will began to move his fingers around inside me, his knuckles massaging the inner surface of my vagina just inside the entrance.

“Oh God yes!” I sighed, my knees barely able to support me.

“You like being fingered?” he hissed, forcing his hand deeper into me.

“Mmmm!”

It was true; from my earliest experiences I had always enjoyed being fingered. If nothing else it made me feel like a teenager again and Will was doing it so very well.

He thrust his hand hard into me again. It was good but not good enough for my oversized passage.

“Nngghh!” I grunted. “Harder!”

“Harder?”

“Harder! Harder please!” I heard myself croaking as the slut within me began to re-emerge.

“I don’t want to hurt you,” my young lover protested.

“I don’t care! Just do it! I growled.

The response was instant; Will’s gym-trained forearm flexed, driving his knuckles into my vagina so hard I thought he would lift me bodily from the ground.

“Nnnngh!”

It felt wonderful.

I felt his fingers moving rapidly within me, their tips grinding against the back of my pubic bone, hitting my g-spot full on. I felt a fourth finger work its way alongside the other three, stretching my vagina painfully tighter; tighter than it had been for longer than I could remember.

The extreme fullness took my breath away and the pleasure rocketed instantly. I squealed loudly with a mix of pleasure and pain, feeling my inner lips wire-tight around his knuckles. For a moment I thought he might actually tear me open.

But my vagina was even looser than I imagined.

The fingers of Will’s left hand worked harder and faster against my hidden jewel as his right crushed my undersized boobs. The climax that hit me was instant and overwhelming. No man’s hand had ever penetrated and stretched me that comprehensively before. Unable to distinguish ecstasy from agony my body shook and trembled as fluids gushed from my gaping vagina onto his invading hand.

“Oh God! Oh God!”

I gasped as another wave of uncontrollable sensation washed through me, my legs barely able to support my weight. But Will held me firmly as his hands did their merciless work between my legs and on my boobs, bringing wave after wave of pleasure as I trembled in his arms.

“Please! Enough! Enough!” I eventually croaked.

Sensing my approaching delirium, Will backed off from his fingering, bringing me down gradually until the world began to stabilise and the trembling in my body reduced. His fingers were slowly withdrawn from my vagina leaving me gaping and with a terrible empty feeling in my loins.

“Are you okay Penny?” he asked. All I could do was look into his reflected eyes and nod.

“Did I hurt you?” he asked anxiously. I shook my head, still incapable of speech.

Will smiled broadly then, still at my back, held me in his arms and kissed my naked neck and shoulders as my dreamy eyes tried to focus on the mirror once again.

“Get down on your knees,” he whispered in my ear.

It was a command not a request but it didn’t occur to me to argue. I obeyed instantly; even in my dazed state I knew what must surely follow next. Maybe something in my mind told me I might be able to buy him off with a fingering and a blow job; at least until I could talk to my husband about it. But as I sank slowly towards the changing room floor until my knees touched its rough carpet, this wasn’t uppermost in my mind.

Will steadied my still-trembling body, my face towards his groin. I knelt obediently in my heeled sandals, face to face with the bulging crotch of Will’s dark green trousers.

I looked up at him and was met with a broad smile; one of pleasure and surprise rather than triumph. Reassured, I slowly unfastened the belt around his waist and fumbled with the clasp of his trousers. It opened with a pop, the zipper below sliding part way down of its own accord.

“You’re an expert,” Will said, amused.

I smiled up at his young, handsome face, our eyes meeting and fixing on each other for a moment. Will’s pupils were huge and twinkling as I lowered the zipper the rest of the way down and eased his trousers and shorts slowly over his firm, tight buttocks.

Will’s large, fully erect cock sprang suddenly forward from its captivity and hit me across the right cheek. I sprang back in surprise, hearing a laugh from above my head. I looked up at him again and grinned.

“Oops!” I said, returning my attention to the large phallus that had just struck me.

As you will have learned from previous chapters, although I fully - perhaps excessively appreciate the effect the male organ can have on the female body, I have always considered it to be an ugly appendage which is much better felt and touched than seen.

My attitude has not changed in this regard but I have to say Will’s erect cock came as close as a penis ever can to being beautiful. Long, sleek and with a slight upward curve, it stood rigid, proud and perfectly balanced, well above the horizontal, its large, smooth, rounded head with its tiny lips presented at exactly the right height.

It was long but not as long at my husband’s slender member, thick but not as thick as Tony’s monstrous tool and bigger in every aspect than Darren’s. For a few moments it swung back and forth in front of my face as if taunting me, bursting forth from his shaved groin, the surprising absence of pubic hair making it appear even larger.

I raised my hand to touch it. It twitched. I took it in my fingers; its shaft felt warm and hard under the loose covering of smooth skin. I squeezed it in my fist; it felt very thick and strong. I leaned tentatively forward and ran my tongue over its smooth end, tasting the few drops of unexpectedly sweet pre-cum that were already emerging.

“You are a bad girl, Mrs. Barker,” the young man whispered from above.

I smiled up at him then planted a tiny kiss on the end of his cock. It twitched. I planted another, then a third, my hand gripping the shaft a little more firmly.

“Oh yes! Suck me!”

Suddenly my mouth was full of Will’s wonderful cock, my lips tightly closed around the base of his rounded helmet, my tongue lapping at its underside. It was so long since I had sucked a man’s cock - I had never sucked one from the degrading position of my knees before so it took more than a few moments to realise what was happening and to remember what to do.

“Mmmm!”

From the sounds coming from above me, I was doing something right. Will’s legs trembled ever-so-slightly. I took him deeper into my mouth, my fist sliding down his shaft to its base as my mouth descended. The tip of his cock brushed against the back of my throat, making me gag. I pulled back a little.

“Are you okay?” Will asked anxiously.

I smiled up at him again, our eyes meeting then resumed me work, my head and hand rising and falling in tandem as I fucked the boy with my mouth. As my head descended I ran my tongue along the rough underside of his shaft; as my head rose I scraped my teeth along its upper and lower surfaces until it was far enough out for my tongue to resume its work on and around its hugely swollen head.

“Oh my God!”

Will moaned as I delivered the most attentive blowjob of my entire life. From the corner of my eye I could see my head reflected in the mirror bobbing up and down as if I was performing in one of the wife-sharing videos my husband had been watching.

There, on her knees, her boobs bared, her panties gone and with lubrication literally dribbling down her inner thighs, Dr. Penelope Barker PhD had become nothing more than a cocksucking slut.

Dr. Peter Barker’s wife Penny had become a slut just like them and was loving every second of it.

A moment later I felt Will’s hands either side of my head, working his fingers into my hair and holding me steady as his hips began to move back and forth, fucking my face. His thrusts grew deeper and faster; my hands fell to his hips to prevent him going so deep it choked me.

But I needn’t have worried; Will had clearly done this before and was judging his thrusts almost to perfection, stopping himself just before his smooth end cut off my breath. Abandoning his shaft, my hands gripped his strong thighs as he pumped himself in and out of my mouth, his excitement clearly building rapidly if the moaning noises coming from above my head were anything to judge by.

Will’s thrusts grew stronger and deeper and his grip on my hair grew firmer as his pace increased. His moaning grew louder too; I was beginning to fear he would cum in my mouth.

Readers will know that throughout my life I have believed that the only way for sex ever to end is with a full, copious vaginal insemination. As a result I could have counted on the fingers of one hand the number of times a man had ejaculated in my mouth.

My first thought was revulsion; that I did not want to feel the sticky goo on my tongue. My second thought was that this young man might choke, even drown me with his semen. I began to panic, holding his hips away and preparing myself to push him away at the first sign of ejaculation.

But I needn’t have worried; Will clearly had other plans too. To my considerable relief he pulled his still hard cock slowly from my mouth just in time. A long string of saliva mixed with precum stretched from my swollen lower lip to the tiny pair on his very tip. Without breaking it I raised my eyes to meet his again.

“You’re amazing, Penny,” he laughed. “Darren was right about you.”

He was right, I thought; I was an easy lay. To my shame, I hoped I would be as good a fuck as he had called me too, because that was surely going to be the outcome of the evening. My body would settle for nothing less.

I wondered briefly what I my husband would think if he saw me, his wife of over twenty years there on my knees in the changing room with the cock of a man young enough to be my son trailing juices from my lips. I wondered how his would feel as the mother of his children helplessly and willingly surrendered her body to a boy younger than her youngest son.

I hadn’t planned to do it; I hadn’t wanted to do it but now it had started by body was betraying me and I knew I would not - could not leave that room faithful to my husband.

“Let me help you up,” Will panted, his fingers running through my hair and around the back of my neck. “It’s time…”

I didn’t need to know what he thought it was time for; my body was already screaming the answer.

My head spinning, I offered my hands to the drop-dead gorgeous young man whose gleaming, saliva covered cock stood rampant only inches from my face. There was no way this boy would be content with the inexpert blowjob I had just delivered.

Nothing but full hard sex would satisfy his desires and prevent my exposure as the slut I unquestionably was.

My own highly aroused, middle-aged body was telling me clearly that it would not be satisfied easily either.

I looked into his young face, my tummy rumbling with excited anticipation then my eyes fixed on the glistening thick shaft standing boldly between his strong thighs. I stood naked in my heels before my young lover wondering what would happen next.

As I waited for him to make his move I knew that, whatever Will wanted, Dr Penny Barker PhD needed to be fucked, fucked hard and fucked now!

Will took my hands in his and helped me unsteadily to my feet. For a moment we stood face to face, his strong naked chest warm against my tiny boobs, his six-pack stomach and rock-hard erection pressed against my skinny, stretch-marked belly.

Our lips met, tentatively and almost romantically at first as if the previous crude, passionate events had not taken place. Will tasted of mint with just a hint of tobacco as his tongue forced its way between my lips, then between my teeth before plunging deep into my mouth. As my arms rose up and around his neck, his hands found my panty-covered buttocks and our mouths melted into each other I couldn’t prevent the mother in me from being shocked that a boy so fitness oriented could be a smoker too.

But then I felt the touch of his hands on my bare buttocks once again and all such thoughts became instantly impossible. Will’s strong hands kneaded my bony cheeks firmly and forcefully, pressing my lower belly hard against his near-vertical erection.

It was long and hard and straight and… irresistible.

Any remaining hesitation I might have had flew instantly away; I wanted that erection inside me; I needed that erection inside my body. I began to return his kisses with renewed vigour, thrusting my tongue as deep into his mouth as his was in mine, the two writhing over and around each other as our lips and teeth ground and clashed and our bodies swayed.

I dimly became aware that I was being manoeuvred towards the mirrors and the counter top beneath but did nothing to resist. I resisted even less when Will turned me until I was facing the mirror.

“Bend over,” he whispered into my ear.

I obeyed like the lost woman I was, turning and placing both hands on the counter top, my bare bottom thrust towards my lover, my face merely a dozen inches or so from the large mirror above; a mirror in which I must have fixed my make-up and dried my hair dozens of times over the years.

The thought of such a strange thing happening in so ordinary a place was thrilling. The feeling of it all being watched by my own reflection was unsettling but very arousing.

But there was little time for such thoughts; in a second I could feel the heat of Will’s fit, young body against my bent over buttocks and the hair on his legs tickling the back of my thighs. In the mirror I could see the powerful, well defined muscles of his chest and shoulders, his rounded biceps, his strong forearms as he positioned himself close to my exposed, weeping vulva.

If ever my body was ready for penetration it was ready then. All thoughts of my husband, our age difference, the risk of blackmail or any other consequences were banished from my mind. All I wanted was that young man’s cock inside my body. I wanted to feel its masculine strength deep within my most feminine passage but most of all I wanted his seed within my womb.

Not even the knowledge that another man’s baby was already growing there entered my mind. I had become wanton, feral, desperate.

I felt Will’s hands on my buttocks and the head of his cock against my puffy, engorged vulva. I felt him press

forward once, twice but his smooth end kept sliding either up or down my slit, unable to find its goal.

Taking my weight on my right arm, I reached back with my left. My fingers closed on Will’s smooth, hard shaft.

“Yes,” he growled. “Put it in for me Mrs. Barker. Show me how much you want it.”

I did want it and he knew it. I slid Will’s smooth head along my slit until it parted my inner lips then wiggled it up and down until its tip was positioned just inside the entrance to my deep, welcoming tunnel.

There was the briefest of pauses in which the world seemed to stop turning. Then the expression on Will’s reflected face changed, his body flexed and his hips were driven forward.

Even in the heights of lust, some mundane things just stick in the mind.

I can remember clearly that, according to the reflection of the changing room clock, the smooth head of Will’s long, thick cock entered my middle-aged body at ten forty-three in the evening. Already literally dripping lubrication, it took only three slow but forceful thrusts before it had had travelled the full length of my unresisting passage and its head was pressing hard against my baby-sealed cervix, the thick hairless base of his shaft stretching my entrance a little; his strong hips grinding hard against the underside of my thighs.


I watched almost in slow motion as he slowly but inexorably sank into me from behind. The expression on my face changed from anticipation through shock, pleasure and delight to surprise and disbelief; every nuance reflected in the mirror only inches away as my body was penetrated deeper and deeper.

“Oh my God!”

I gasped with contentment as the young man’s cock filled my oversized vagina, reaching deep into my belly. My vagina was far too loose for his shaft to stretch me but still I felt so, so full and so, so good.

“You really wanted that,” he whispered as if in amazement. “You’re dripping wet!”

I couldn’t reply. All I could do was lean heavily on the counter top, steadying my body as my legs trembled. Will’s cock was impaling me, filling me, making my body part of his as we stood still, both of adjusting to what had just happened.

But the stillness didn’t last long. With his hands on my hips, Will drew back until just his tip was inside me then thrust himself forwards. His cock slammed home with a slap, his hips hitting my buttocks hard, his shaft grating against my entrance.

It felt wonderful; I gasped. He did it again; I yelped. He did it again and again; I began to moan into the stillness of the room, my reflected eyes wide and staring, my mouth gaping as I was fucked hard and mercilessly.

Slap! Slap! Slap!

Will quickly established a rhythm, thrusting slow enough to keep himself from cumming but too fast for me to recover after each penetration. Every thrust left me more excited than the last, more aroused than the last and the thrusts were growing faster all the time.

And all the time Dr. Penny Barker was taking another step down the road of infidelity, barely inches from my face, my reflection was watching it happen, powerless to resist.

Although not the best fucking I had ever had, it was certainly one of the memorable. Even now I have to admit that Will did a first class job on me. What he might have lacked in experience he more than made up for in vigour as he simply pounded what Tony used to call my Pretty Pink Pussy from behind. The sloppy sounds coming from my weeping vulva and the slap of his upper thighs against my bony buttocks as he bottomed out inside me echoed around the changing room.

They were quickly followed by the sound of a middle-aged woman reaching her first vaginal climax of the evening. I was crying out loud, eyes wide, my open-mouthed reflection screaming back at me; both of us at the mercy of the muscular young men behind us.

Will’s body slammed into mine relentlessly, his hands digging hard into my hips, pulling me back onto his shaft as he thrust powerfully forwards. As a second wave of pleasure rippled outwards from my groin into my belly and down my thighs making me moan louder.

I wanted to look my lover in the eye as he fucked me. I wanted to see the expression on his face; was it triumph? Satisfaction? Surprise? Delight?

But I try as I might, couldn’t raise my eyes to his. Instead my cheek was flat on the countertop, my hands gripping its edge desperately to keep myself from falling as my whole body, inside and out, was battered by the boy’s cock.

Shlapp! Shlapp! Shlapp!

The sounds of fornication grew wetter and louder as my juices wept onto his shaft. I felt his thrusting slow and his hands move over my buttocks. I felt his fingers between my cheeks. I felt something pressing against my bottom, against my sphincter, moving in little circles as the shaft moved in and out of the deep passage beneath it. I felt pressure, harder, harder…

Then one of Will’s fingers passed through my anus and into my rectum. It can only have been one finger or perhaps his thumb. It can only have been one or two knuckles deep but it felt huge, as if I had been impaled.

“Jesus!”

What the Hell was he doing? It felt amazing! I felt full; stuffed in both places, stretched as if I would burst. My body reacted instinctively, trying to force the intruder out but Will held his finger as firmly in place in my rectum as his cock was buried in my vagina.

I felt afraid; was he going to try and have anal sex? Pete and I had tried several times without success; no pleasure only pain. Another bolt of fear went through my mind; I could see it in the eyes of my reflection.

The invading finger began to move within me, turning from left to right then being forced in and out, slowly fucking my anus as the cock below it fucked my cunt.

The wave of climax that hit me took my breath away. My knees began to buckle; if Will hadn’t caught me around the waist with his other arm and held me I might well have fallen. But he did hold me, with his cock in my cunt, his finger in my rectum and his arm around my pregnant belly, Will held me until I could balance again then returned to the job in hand - fucking me hard.

My eyes met those of my reflection as another orgasmic wave hit me, my face contorting in climax just as I had seen the faces of my male lovers contort when they began to ejaculate inside me. I wailed aloud; my reflection wailed silently in front of me. My eyes opened wide; so did hers. My mouth opened even wider, my tongue thrust into my cheek; the Penny before me did the same.

Then the finger in my rectum was withdrawn. For a second I felt empty and wished for its return. For a split second I wanted him to replace it with his cock; to try and achieve the anal penetration my husband and I had still not managed.

Whether this was his intention I will never know because, as I came for a third time and my vagina clamped down on his shaft as tightly as it was able, Will’s own climax began to start and the increased speed and force of Will’s thrusting drove all such thoughts from my mind.

Slap-slap-slap-slap!

“Oh God!” Will’s voice joined mine in the stillness of the room.

Slap-slap-slap-slap!

“Oh yes! Oh yes!”

Slap-slap-slap-slap!

“Going to cum! Going to cum!”

From the loss of rhythm and the near-violence of his thrusting I could tell Will was on the point of orgasm himself. In a few seconds time this amazing young boy was going to fill my middle-aged body with semen.

Muddled thoughts passed through my mind.

I wasn’t on the pill - I was already pregnant, it didn’t matter!

We weren’t using a condom - it was already too late to worry about that. Anything disease he had I now had too!

I wanted desperately to look him in the eye as he ejaculated; to see the expression on that gorgeous young man’s face as he spurted his sperm-filled fluid into the body of a woman old enough to be his mother. Given my humiliating position, bent over taking his cock from behind this would be impossible. For a moment I felt disappointed but then I remembered the mirror. If I raised my head a little… just like this… maybe I could see into his deep, gorgeous eyes.

I pushed upwards with my arms and raised my head until my unfocussed eyes could home in on the face of my new lover. He was close; I braced myself for the final brutal thrusts I felt sure would soon follow.

I did not have long to wait; as his arousal reached its peak, Will thrust his cock into my vagina hard enough to drive me bodily over the counter top despite my hands holding onto its edge. My head crashed into the mirror once, twice before I could push back enough to raise my gaze again.

But no sooner had my eyes fixed on Will’s handsome face, it ceased to be handsome. His eyes opened wide then became a snarling frown as the first spasms of orgasm overtook him. Despite its generous size, my vagina was still tight enough for me to feel the head of his cock swelling one last time before the short sharp stabs of the boy’s climax began.

“Fuuuuck!” he moaned as his cock began to throb and pulse within me.

“Ooooohhhhhyyyeeessss!”

My moans matched his as one final wave of orgasm grasped me by the throat and chest.

Will’s tension broke visibly as his ejaculation began and his body released its load into mine. I watched in the mirror as grotesque grimaces crossed his face and his body crashed violently and erratically into mine, his fingers digging painfully into my skinny hips, his hairless base grinding against my swollen outer lips.

His body twisted and contorted as his head pummelled my cervix, my mind imagining all that semen spurting from its tiny lips and washing over the pink ring that protected my growing baby.

But nothing this intense could last forever; eventually the waves of ecstatic agony slowed to be replaced with an expression approaching relief as Will’s cock thrusting slowed and ended leaving only a throbbing, pumping cock depositing its last few ropes in my welcoming body.

Will’s grip on my hips loosened, the pulsing slowed to a halt too and for what seemed an age we stared at each other in the mirror.

Eventually a broad smile crossed his young face. He laughed out loud.

“Jesus Christ! That was good.”

His cock was still within my body and showed no sign of softening. I couldn’t move; all I could do was stand there, bent over, my face still on the counter top.

“Are you okay Penny?” he asked a little anxiously, his hands now stroking my battered buttocks and lower back. “Did I hurt you?”

I wanted to tell him he had just delivered a series of incredible orgasms. That he had just fucked me in a crude, teenage position I hadn’t been fucked in since University; that I was still reeling from the orgasms his young, fit body had delivered; that he had just reminded me why I had become a Hotwife in the first place.

But even in my post-climactic delirium I knew I couldn’t tell him these things. That would be exposing my soul too much to a young man who could still be a danger to my marriage, my family and my career.

“I’m okay,” I said quietly. “You’d better leave me now.”

“What? Oh of, course.”

Will eased his still hard cock from my body. As it left my oversized vagina the familiar and saddening feeling of post-penetration emptiness washed over me and I felt the tears beginning to form in my eyes.

“Are you sure you’re okay?” Will asked solicitously, helping me to stand upright, my back and legs aching from the uncomfortable posture in which our fucking had taken place.

“I’m okay,” I smiled. “I’m just old and stiff.”

He guided me to a low bench; one on which I must had put my sports bag dozens of times. I sat down on its hard surface, wincing as the cold wood touched my over-sensitised vulva.

As I settled on the slippery surface, the sound of a telephone ringing came over the sports club’s speaker system. Will reacted anxiously.

“What’s that?” I asked, puzzled.

“It must be my Manager,” he replied with a frown. “If he’s seen the lights still on and the alarm hasn’t been set he’ll be wondering what’s going on. I’d better take the call. Just a moment.”

The boy hurriedly pulled on his trousers and disappeared into the low glow of the security lights.

I sat there wearing nothing more than my heeled sandals, my mind spinning, contemplating what had just happened and wondering what on earth would happen now. If we had been in bed I would have wanted to curl up in his arms; to relieve the inevitable post penetration insecurities by the physical closeness of the man who had just inseminated me.

But after a fucking this raw such a romantic end was impossible. Far from receiving the reassuring affection of my lover, barely minutes after his still-erect cock had left my body I was naked and alone. It couldn’t be helped I understood that but I learned a lesson about myself and my needs which I had not realised in my thirty-plus years of active sex life.

The changing room was beginning to cool and so was I. It was time to move.

I began to retrieve my discarded clothes item by item then started slowly to dress. My whole body was trembling with orgasmic aftershocks as I fastened my bra around my chest; my arousal had been so complete that my nipples were still quite firm.

I scooped my panties from the floor where they had fallen then went into the toilet to wipe my leaking vulva clean before pulling them back on. As I sat on the seat, feeling our combined juices oozing from me as I emptied my bladder, I looked at the rumpled garment in disgust. They were unwearable; the elastic was broken, they were soaking wet and smelled strongly of my juices. I rolled them into a ball to stuff into my sports bag.

My bladder relived, I wiped myself as clean as I could before re-emerging from the cubicle, returning to my seat and bag then pulling my ridiculously short summer dress back over my head and smoothing it down over my hips and upper thighs. As the garment passed over my hips I could see the bruises from Will’s tight grip beginning to form, finger by finger. I would have literally a handful of marks to show my husband on his return.

My dress inadequately covering my skinny thighs, I looked in the mirror once again in trepidation. The face that greeted me was not a pretty sight; smudged make-up, flushed pink skin and wild tousled hair.

I looked like what I was; a middle aged woman who had just been fucked with her head upside down.

I was doing my best to repair the worst of the damage when my own phone rang in my bag. Thinking it was probably Pete trying to find out what had happened I crossed to where the bag lay, pulled out the handset and looked at the screen.

‘Izzy Mobile.’

Oh God! That was all I needed! If my daughter was calling this late at night then it could only mean she had news about her latest relationship or worse, was having problems with either her current or ex-boyfriend.

With the semen of a boy her age dribbling down my inner thigh, I simply couldn’t handle that now so with callousness no mother should admit to, I rejected the call and let it go to voicemail. If it was important, she would leave a message and I would listen later.

I was putting the phone in my sports bag just as Will returned with two bottles of sports drink in his hands. He popped the lid of one open and gave it to me. I drank deeply and gratefully as he did the same himself.

“Got to re-hydrate after exercise,” he grinned cheekily. I laughed despite my increasing embarrassment.

“So you trainers always say. You were gone a long time.”

“It was my Boss,” he confirmed. “He wanted to know why the alarm hadn’t been set. It sends a message to his phone each time it’s armed. I didn’t know that. I said I was still cleaning and was running late.”

“Quick thinking,” I smiled.

“Then I had to run round turning off all the lights and getting the alarm ready to set. I’m sorry but we need to go soon or he’ll get suspicious.”

I looked at the boy who had just delivered such an amazing fucking and now wanted us to leave the scene of the crime in a hurry. Despite his tallness, his extraordinary body and his well defined muscles he seemed much younger and less confident now. His uncertainty brought out the mothering instinct me and despite my predicament, endeared him to me even more.

“Was it good for you?” Will eventually asked.

I was surprised at the apparent lack of confidence in his voice.

“Couldn’t you tell?” I replied, embarrassed.

“Well I thought I could but…”

“You thought I might be faking it?”

He shrugged; the desire for praise was almost tangible.

“I wasn’t faking, Will. It was good - very good in fact. You’re a talented boy.”

It was no more than the truth. At these words, Will’s already impressive physique seemed to become even more powerful. The boy almost swelled with pride which reinforced in my mind the huge difference in our ages and the enormity of what we had just done.

For a minute or two we sat in silence with our drinks, two sweaty, sex-soiled bodies side by side on the bench.

“So what happens now?” I finally asked.

For a moment Will appeared nonplussed then he took my hand in his.

“Can I see you again?”

I thought for a moment.

Part of my mind told me that this was insane; that I shouldn’t see him again ever. Another part of my mind told me that a refusal might be unwise; that this young man could ruin the rest of Pee and my lives if he wasn’t handled very carefully.

My body on the other hand knew exactly what it wanted and that was more of the same. My middle-aged vagina wanted to feel the young man’s cock inside it over and over again.

But above all this, my conscience told me that whatever I did, I needed my husband’s understanding and agreement first. There was no point in fucking Will to save my career and family just to have my precarious marriage fall apart through a breach of the fragile trust Pete and I were still establishing.

“I need to think about it,” I stalled.

“That’s not a ‘no’ then?” Will asked eagerly.

“It’s not a ‘yes’ either,” I smiled indulgently. “This has been a bit of a shock Will. I need a bit of time to think things through.”

“O…kay,” he replied uncertainly. “I understand. Shall I call you?”

“Give it a few days,” I said firmly. “And I’ll call you.”

“That sounds like a put-off,” he frowned, the disappointment of his face so childishly comical I could have laughed out loud.

“You’ll have to trust me,” I said in a voice that sounded a bit too motherly after what we had just done. “I will call, I promise.”

***

Will let me out of the club by the rear fire escape so my face wouldn’t appear on any of the security cameras. We kissed our goodbyes as if we were friends; not even close friends. No-one who saw us would have guessed that only minutes ago we had been lovers.

I sat in my car in the darkness, the feeling of relief beginning to flow through my body. I was trembling with the intensity of the whole evening’s activities and a few minor orgasmic aftershocks but I was content.

Pete had been right; when it had come down to brass tacks, I had known what to do. Letting Will fuck me had been the obvious choice and I had made that choice. True, I had added another name to the increasing number of men whose sperm had flowed into and been absorbed by my body but it seemed to have worked, if only for now.

The amazing fucking had bought us time - and had provided a great deal of unexpected pleasure into the bargain.

With a smile on my make-up-streaked face, I started the engine and began the short drive home, the young man’s fluids seeping from my bare vulva, through my tight cotton dress and onto the car’s leather seat all the way.

***

“You fucked him there? There in the club?”

Pete’s voice on the phone sounded shocked, surprised and more than a little drunk. It was around midnight and he had finally decided to call and see how I was. I was not impressed but was consoling myself with a badly-advised second glass of Sauvignon Blanc.

He had called as the bath was running; after all my exertions in the club that evening I needed more than just a shower to soak away both the aches from my muscles and the sticky evidence of my most recent fornication.

“Yes Pete. To be more accurate I let him fuck me but the result was the same.”

“How long ago?”

“About an hour. Maybe less.”

“Jesus! Have you showered yet?”

“I’m running the bath now. Are you drunk Pete?”

“No… well, perhaps a little.”

“Are you upset that I did it? You told me to do whatever I needed to do to keep us safe, remember? That’s what I did. It’s too late for second thoughts now.”

“I’m not having second thoughts. But now there’s two of them who know about… about you.”

I couldn’t help noticing that my husband was far more concerned about making sure our secret lifestyle remained just that than he was that his wife of over twenty years had just been fucked by yet another unfamiliar man.

Clearly he ranked confidentiality over fidelity; something I should have understood given the lifestyle we both still seemed to want.

“I’m not stupid, Pete,” I replied. “I had to buy us time. I had to give him at least something to keep him quiet until you and I had talked it through.”


That last part wasn’t strictly true. Once things had started; once Will’s cock was in my mouth and my body was responding so powerfully, there was no way I would have let the evening end without feeling his cock inside me, letting him fuck me hard and if at all possible feeling him cum inside me.

But there was nothing to be gained from telling Pete this and I was pleased to see that my minor deception seemed to mollify his concerns considerably.

“I’m sorry. I know I can trust you,” he eventually conceded once I had finished.

“Don’t worry. It can’t be easy for you to hear about your wife being unfaithful.”

That was a complete and deliberate lie too; I knew full well how much my husband had enjoyed and had insisted on hearing every last detail about my infidelity with Darren. I hoped he would feel the same about my latest fucking by Will. I believed he would.

“Was it good? Did you enjoy it?” he asked after another of his annoying pauses.

“You really want to know?”

“Hold on a minute,” he said.

There was a fumbling on the line and the creaking of bedsprings before Pete’s voice returned.

“Sorry. I’m back now,” he eventually said. “Now, was it good?”

“It was very good.”

“What did he do?”

So I told him. Slowly and in intimate detail I told my husband about every step of my journey from angry frightened wife to unfaithful, inseminated slut. I dwelled especially on the way my youngest and most recent lover had seduced me; how he had overcome my initial reluctance; how he had kissed me, stripped me and fingered me so comprehensively.

“Jesus Penny that is so fucking hot!”

Pete’s voice over the phone sounded even drunker but he was definitely getting aroused.

So I carried on; telling my husband vividly and with genuine emotion how Will had forced me to my knees; how I had touched, kissed and fondled his erect cock before taking it deep into my mouth and delivering the best blowjob I was capable of. I told him how the amazing sensations had made my body weep with lubrication as it prepared itself for the penetration that would inevitably follow.

“Did he cum? Did he cum in your mouth?” Pete demanded excitedly.

Behind his voice I could hear strange, rhythmic noises in the background.

“No. He pulled out just in time. Are you masturbating Pete?” I asked, my voice scolding.

“Go on,” He urged, ignoring my question.

So I did. In clear, unambiguous words I told my husband of over twenty years how a boy young enough to be our son had positioned me in front of the mirror, bent me over until my face was on the counter then, both of us still standing, me in my heels, he had fucked the living daylights out of me from behind.

“Christ!” Pete grunted, the rhythmic noises louder and faster.

I told my husband how the young man’s cock had felt as it entered my loose, middle-aged vagina; how it had slipped easily into my well-lubricated passage; how it had reached deep into my body until its head had battered the sealed cervix behind which Darren’s baby was growing. I described how his young, strong body had driven that thick, rigid pole hard and fast into my flesh. Finally I told him how it had felt to reach my climax quickly and freely, my juices running down both our legs.

“Penny! Oh Jesus Penny!”

I brought my story to a climax by describing how Will had reached his own climax; how he had slammed hard into my buttocks; how his head had swollen inside me as the end came; how his peak had been reached and his tension broken; how he had pumped his youthful semen into my eager, orgasming body.

And all of this had been watched and matched by my own reflection only inches away from my face.

“Oh God I wish I could have seen it,” My husband said breathlessly over the phone line. “Where are your panties?”

“Still in my sports bag.”

“Save them for me!”

“Pete!”

“Please Penny!”

“Well, okay.”

The soft noise in the background was getting louder and faster still.

“Are you. Still leaking. His cum?” my husband’s voice was getting breathier still.

“Pete this is getting really crude.”

“Are you still leaking his cum Penny?”

I opened my legs, ran my fingers over my inflamed vulva and brought them to my face. There was a thin film of sticky goo all over their tips and on my knuckles. My hand smelled disgustingly of semen and fish.

“Yes Pete. I’m still leaking. It’s all over my inner thighs.”

“Wipe it on your knickers for me.”

“Jesus Pete!”

“Please Penny! I’m so clooooose!”

“Okay. They stink of sex, Pete. They stink of Will’s cum and my juices and…”

“Oh my Goddd… Aaahhhhh!”

There was a loud sigh of relief over the phone which went on for several seconds and was followed by complete silence from my husband.

“Have you just cum Pete? Have you been masturbating as I told you all this?” I asked accusingly.

“That was amazing,” was all the reply I received - that and some heavy breathing.

“So it seems,” I replied.

A feeling of relief washed over me too. If Pete could actually masturbate to orgasm as I told him the story over the phone, surely he would be okay about it in real life when we were together again the following evening.

“You do realise that I’ve only bought him off temporarily, Pete,” I said seriously.

“I understand,” my husband replied, recovering his breath quickly.

“We’re not safe yet. We still need to find a permanent solution.”

“I get that too, but you don’t think he’s going to kiss and tell straight away?”

“I can’t be certain but I don’t think so,” I confessed. “Basically he’s just a nice lad with a naughty streak.”

“Who likes MILFs?”

“Who likes MILFs,” I agreed.

“And you’re sure sex is all he wants? He didn’t mention money at all?”

“He got really upset when I even suggested it.”

Pete went silent for a minute before asking.

“Did he put any time pressure on you?”

“None,” I replied. “I know he’s got a girlfriend so presumably he’s getting his end away there too.”

“Penny! I’ve never heard you use that phrase before,” Pete scolded.

This was perverse; my husband was happy for me to be fucked half senseless by a boy less than half my age but was shocked by my using a single coarse phrase.

“Sorry,” I apologised in a voice that made it clear I was not at all sorry. “I’m still a bit delicate after being fucked so hard and cumming so many times.”

Pete chose not to react to my deliberate jibe. It was his way of apologising.

“Would you do it again> If you had to stall for more time?” Pete asked.

Christ yes; in a heartbeat! I thought but did not say aloud. Instead I cautiously ventured:

“Only if you were okay about it. I don’t want to start another affair.”

I heard my husband snort down the phone.

“Neither of us wants that, right? But if it’s necessary…?”

“Then I’ll do what I need to do to keep us safe,” I assured him. “Now, it’s well after midnight, Pete. I need to go to sleep. I’m exhausted.”

“I’m not surprised.”

“And I have to get up at six thirty.”

“I’m back on duty at eight thirty,” he told me, his breathing still coming in soft pants. “Break-out groups.”

I yawned both with tiredness and at the prospect of such a dull morning.

“Maybe sleeping on it will help. When will you be home tomorrow night?” I asked.

“About seven-thirty I think,” he replied.

“I’ll have dinner ready for eight. We can talk about the problem then.”

“Okay Penn. And the bed ready for nine?” he asked cheekily.

“If we can wait that long,” I said as sexily as I could. “And if you’re up for it by then.”

“I’ll be up for it, don’t worry,” he laughed.

“You’d better be. My standards are getting higher all the time.”

“You are such a slut, Penny Barker!” he growled. “And I love you for it. Goodnight!”

“I love you too,” I replied as I pressed the red button on the handset.

***

I lay in the bath for a while, feeling the warm water soaking the sticky residues from my body, easing the aches and strains in my middle-aged muscles and wondering what my daughter wanted to talk about so late in the evening. She hadn’t left a voice message but it was bound to be something to do with boys - it always was.

Had she been dumped by her new boyfriend Simon? She hadn’t sounded upset enough for it to be that.

Had her old boyfriend Steve get back in touch? That seemed unlikely too

Whatever it was, I would call her back in the morning and find out. Right then I was so tired.

When I realised I had dozed off in the bath twice I hauled myself out, dried myself down then fell into bed, naked. There was little time to think about my evening before I fell into a deep sleep but I do remember Pete’s words going over and over in my mind.

As I fell into the arms of Morpheus, my hands on my belly where Darren’s baby was growing larger by the minute, I remember wondering how many husbands of serious, professional women in their fifties called their wives a slut before wishing them good night.

And I wondered how many such women deserved that name as much as I did.



Penny’s Promiscuity Ch. 19: Video

“You made what?” I gasped into the hands-free phone in my car.

I was driving myself to work the following morning feeling like I had been run over by a bulldozer. My body ached, my head throbbed and my vulva was raw from the onslaught it had received barely eight hours before.

Plus of course my previously mild morning sickness had chosen that day to become more severe.

I had called my daughter as soon as my car had hit the road. Prior to that there had been no time. Exhausted from Will’s energetic fucking, I had overslept the alarm and been forced to dress hurriedly and skip breakfast to avoid being late for my morning meeting.

Izzy’s phone was answered instantly despite the early hour, telling me immediately that she was anxious. The relief in her voice showed clearly how relieved she was not to have to wait any longer. First she made sure I was alone; that her father wasn’t within earshot then, after less than a minute of preamble she had blurted out the extraordinary news, almost making me crash the car in shock.

“We…” Izzy’s voice was low and desperate. “We made a sex tape.”

“What in God’s name were you thinking of?” I demanded angrily.

“Everyone does it Mum,” she protested tearfully. “And I thought we were going to be together forever so it didn’t matter and…”

I pulled the car into a lay-by to the annoyance of the driver behind me who sounded his horn angrily. I pulled on the handbrake and turned off the engine so I could concentrate on the almost unbelievable words coming through the car’s speakers.

I listened, stunned, aghast and amazed as my twenty year old daughter told me how she and her previous long-term boyfriend Steve had on more than one drunken evening, recorded themselves having sex.

“Everyone does it?” I demanded in disbelief.

“Well, lots of people anyway,” she replied sounding at least a little ashamed.

“Jesus Izzy!”

Was there no limit to the girl’s bad judgement and her even worse timing, I wondered while she assured me that amateur porn was common practice among young couples these days.

Of course in my cuckold researches I had come across plenty of homemade videos but it had never crossed my mind that my own daughter would be stupid enough to take part something similar. I suppose, given her recent record and the stupid things I, her mother had done I should have expected something like this.

But I hadn’t expected it and now my already over-complicated life had just become that little bit more difficult to handle.

Eight weeks pregnant by a boy young enough to be my son and in a precarious marriage to a would-be voyeur cuckold, wasn’t my life messy enough? Indeed less than twelve hours ago I had been obliged to let my impregnator’s housemate fuck me crudely late at night in the sports club changing room to prevent him giving away the details of what had up till then been my only one night stand.

My body was still sore and achy from that surprisingly pleasurable encounter, and now I had to deal with the third sexually based disaster in my daughter’s life in only a few weeks.

Do the responsibilities of being a parent never end? Apparently not!

From her broken, tearful conversation, I gathered that Izzy and Steve had been in the habit of filming themselves ‘in flagrante delicto’. The risks, though screamingly obvious to me seemed not to have registered in my supposedly intelligent daughter’s mind. On one particular occasion they had filmed themselves having especially noisy sex in his room in the Hall of Residence in which they were both living.

They had been particularly pleased with the resulting movie. The disaster now was that this video file had somehow leaked out and my daughter’s new boyfriend had apparently now seen it.

Suddenly Izzy’s panic of the previous evening made sense, if nothing else in my life did.

“What did you record it on?” I asked.

“Steve’s Dad’s camera,” she said, her voice breaking into short sobs. “He’d borrowed it.”

“Specially to record the two of you together?”

“No, for his course. It just seemed a good idea…”

“Not to waste the opportunity while you’d got it?” I asked sarcastically.

“That’s right,” came the embarrassed reply.

“And you think Simon’s seen the video?”

“I don’t know. I think he has but he’s not answering any of my calls or messages so I can’t be sure.”

I could hear her breaking down. As a mother, the heart-felt tears of my distressed daughter brought out all the maternal instincts at once, however ill advised her actions might have been. I wanted desperately to hug Izzy, to comfort her, to bury my face in her hair, her head in my arms and to help her. But as we were on the phone and she was over four hours’ drive away from me this wasn’t possible.

But I was also angry with her for her stupidity. This was the third time in a matter of weeks that my supposedly bright, supposedly intelligent daughter had got herself into a difficult situation sexually. Her last fiasco had been when she arrived home unannounced with the news that she thought she might be pregnant with her ex boyfriend’s child.

It was through trying to help her deal with the agonies of inconclusive pregnancy tests that my own highly unexpected and even more unwanted pregnancy had become known, if only to me and then to my husband.

“Is it obvious who it is?” I asked, trying not to let on that my researches had made me very familiar with this type of home video. “Is the picture good enough to make it out?”

“It’s good enough,” she said downcast. “You can’t see Steve’s face. If you know him well you can tell it’s his body but his face isn’t visible”

“But yours is?”

“Yes,” she snuffled. “My face is there - front and centre. And I’m shouting… you know, those words.”

I knew what she meant. As readers will remember, my daughter had acquired the soubriquet ‘Izzy-Oh-God’ after her loud orgasmic cries throughout the first night she had spent with her current and recently-acquired boyfriend Simon.

Apparently not knowing she was already in a long term relationship, Simon had seduced and comprehensively fucked my daughter throughout the night of the Student Union Ball. She had woken the next morning naked and still in his bed to find a message on her phone from her boyfriend Steve dumping her immediately.

Worse, by the end of the day her new nickname had spread throughout her circle of friends.

When he had discovered she had a boyfriend, her seducer Simon had left Izzy and gone back to his own University four hours away by train. She had been distraught but once he realised her relationship with Steve was over and that he was responsible for the break-up, Simon had returned to see her again and they were now a couple even if geography did make it difficult to be together.

This early in their relationship, how Simon would react to seeing his new girlfriend appearing in a leaked sex tape with another boy could only be guessed at. I doubted he would take the same encouraging attitude that my husband did of my own infidelities.

What was it with the women in our family that made us so stupid where boys were concerned?

“Is the video explicit?” I asked.

“Yes.”

“Very?”

“You can see everything.”

“For God’s sake Isobel!”

Although I was angry, in a perverse way I wanted to know exactly what she had been filmed doing. But as her mother it would have been a very strange thing to ask. I doubted she would have told me anyway; despite her own chequered sexual history, my daughter could be prudish beyond belief when it came to her parents’ sex lives.

“Where was it? The file I mean,” In asked, trying to be a bit practical.

“On Steve’s laptop,” Izzy replied.

“Is that the only place?”

“It’s on mine too,” she said crossly. “But I didn’t send it, did I?”

That wasn’t my point but I didn’t argue; she was too upset.

“And nowhere else? Be sure Izzy.”

She thought for a few moments.

“We’ve both got online backups to the cloud, I suppose,” she eventually said.

I understood what this meant. I did not trust or use cloud storage myself, preferring the security of physical things such as flash drives and external hard drives, encrypted of course. That way I always knew where all the incriminating evidence of my writing and my affair was.

“How do you know Simon’s seen it?”

“Lauren told me he had,” she said sheepishly. “Now I can’t get him to answer his phone.”

“Oh! Lauren told you!”

I did not like Lauren, the supposed friend of my daughter with whom she had got drunk the night of the ball; the night of her seduction by Simon. What’s more, Izzy had met Simon through Lauren in the first place; a ‘friend of Lauren’s friend’ who was visiting the University for the weekend.

I had always suspected it was Lauren who had told Steve that Izzy was cheating on him. Steve had been informed of his girlfriend’s infidelity while it was actually happening so the number of suspects was very small indeed. Lauren had then moved in on Steve quickly afterwards, working her way into his bed while he was still on the rebound.

I had not yet met Simon and was deeply suspicious of him too but I had to confess I had always liked Steve.

Despite Izzy being my daughter and in distress, since their break-up my sympathies had tended to lie with her cuckolded ex-boyfriend rather than his errant girlfriend. Although I knew it was hypocritical of me and completely against my maternal instincts, I could not blame him for dumping her, especially as her infidelity had been so very public.

It’s not that I wanted Izzy to get hurt; I just didn’t want Steve to be damaged - which he most certainly had now been.

In my view, Lauren was the root cause of it all and could not be trusted. If Simon had indeed seen my daughter being fucked by Steve on video, it seemed to me more than possible that it had been Lauren who had made it happen. Though why she should want to do that was a mystery. As far as I knew, Lauren had already got what she wanted; she and Steve were now ‘an item’.

I couldn’t immediately see what she had would have gained by breaking up Izzy and Simon but there was plenty about my daughter’s life that I didn’t know, as the morning’s revelation had just demonstrated.

“Did Lauren say how it got out?” I asked.

“She says Steve must have sent it to him to hurt me. Or one of his friends did.”

“His friends? How would they even have seen it? And why would he do that anyway? Is he still angry with you? I thought he and Lauren were…”

“Fucking?” I winced at my daughter’s use of a word that Pete and I used routinely. “Yes Mum they are but she doesn’t think it’s serious.”

I thought for a moment. The whole situation would have been laughable if it hadn’t been so hurtful. Izzy had hurt Steve by cheating so Steve had hurt her back by sending her new boyfriend the video?

It didn’t really make sense; after all he had dumped her not the other way round. Unless…

“Do you think Steve’s still in love with you?” I asked tentatively.

“It’s a funny way of showing it if he is,” she replied.

That might be true, I thought, but stranger things had happened. Besides, from what I had seen it didn’t seem in character for Steve to deliberately hurt Izzy. I had always thought he was very much in love with her; I couldn’t imagine him doing something as vicious as this even though she was the one who had cheated. But then I had thought Izzy loved him too and look what she had done!

“Has anyone else seen it?” I asked.

“Not as far as I know. I’m not even sure Simon has seen it.”

“So the only thing you know for sure is what Lauren told you.”

“And that Simon isn’t answering any of my calls or messages, Mum.”

There could be a number of reasons for that but I didn’t suggest any of them. The clock on my car dashboard showed five minutes to nine o’clock. I was already an hour later than usual and there was a meeting due to start at any moment.

“What do you want me to do?” I asked.

“I don’t know,” came the downcast reply. “I needed to tell someone and you’re the only one I can trust.”

“I’m always here to listen,” I told her sincerely. “But I’m not sure I can say or do anything practical to help right now. Not until you know what’s really happened. Is there anything you need now?”

“Just be there for me Mum, please. If I’ve been dumped twice inside a month I’m going to need you.”

***

It was a relief to get to work and to return to normality; well as close to normality as the Barker family ever got these days. It was even more of a relief to find a minor crisis taking place on one of the wards which demanded all my attention for most of the day.

For a few precious hours I could be Dr Penny Barker PhD again; calm, professional and in control of at least one aspect of my life.

From time to time my fifty-one year old body complained at the treatment it had received but I steeled myself and tried to ignore the discomfort. It was harder to ignore the memories of the way that same body had felt while it was being so comprehensively fucked by my latest young lover but the busyness all around me helped me cope even with this.

Indeed the day was so busy that it wasn’t until nearly six o’clock when I was sitting in my car again and had started the engine that I remembered I was returning to the madness of my domestic dramas.

In a few short hours my husband would arrive back home after his conference knowing his wife had been fucked by yet another stranger in his absence. What would follow our re-acquaintance was, I hoped predictable and positive but I could never be sure and had promised never to take my amazing husband for granted again.

Of course Izzy had made me swear not to let her Dad know about her latest sexual predicament so I had another secret dilemma to face on my own.

I cursed all daughters under my breath, including myself and tried to concentrate on driving. It sort of worked.

To my relief I had heard nothing further from Izzy or from Will during the day but I had received a series of messages from my husband, presumably during breaks in his conference. At first they were mostly innuendo, suggesting things he wanted to do to me on his return. Then as the day progressed they became more and more explicit.

This had told me two important things; firstly that he was getting bored with his conference. No surprise there! Secondly and more importantly it suggested that he bore little or no resentment about my infidelity with Will the night before.

After Pete’s behaviour on the phone - apparently masturbating in his hotel bed while I described what had happened in the sports club - I hadn’t expected any bad feelings from my husband. But now he had had an entire night to think about it I wasn’t entirely sure how he would feel in the cold light of day, still less when he saw me in person again and presumably would want to inspect closely what remained of the scene of the crime between my thighs.

As I drove home the memories of all Will had done to me came flooding back with a vengeance. The images in my mind were many and vivid but one stood out above all the rest; the reflected expressions on both our faces as the boy reached climax and began to fill my body with his seed.

I changed my already-damp knickers when I arrived home but it was no good. No matter what mundane tasks I did that evening; that clear, imprinted image and the way that moment of insemination had made my middle-aged body feel were unshakeable. I can still remember it vividly even now.

In a vain attempt at distraction, I busied myself getting dinner ready, hoping and praying all would still be alright between my husband and me. I set the table with our best crockery and cutlery, laid out water and wine glasses and linen napkins and opened a bottle of the best red wine we both loved as the kitchen filled with the aroma of cooking.

I went up to the bedroom and changed, my tummy filling with butterflies by the minute. By the time I heard the gates begin to open and his car crunching on the driveway I was alive with nerves, my knees were trembling and had to hold on to the banister for balance as I descended the stairs and entered the kitchen again.

When he saw me in the flesh, how would my husband really feel about a wife who had been unfaithful yet again?

I had donned my short black cocktail dress with stockings and heels as I knew he loved. I had bathed, shaved my arms and legs and trimmed my pubic hair. Given my husband’s past performance, I hadn’t bothered with knickers; he already knew what kind of girl I was.

In an attempt to kill the last few minutes before Pete’s arrival I went to my already-booted laptop and opened my authors email account. The handful of emails I expected was there, all except one positive and reassuring. I breathed a sigh of relief.

Two were from my long-term online correspondents including one of my two female friends and I dashed off replies with pleasure. While I greatly enjoy reading enthusiastic and detailed messages from my male friends, I find those from female readers even more fascinating. Had I been able to get advice from an experienced Hotwife in the early stages of my affair with Tony, I might have been better able to avoid the many foolish mistakes I made and the near disaster that my behaviour had brought to my marriage.

As a result, I had been open and honest with both my online female friends for many months, sharing rather more of my personal life than I would with most of my male friends and learning more about them and their own progress into the world of infidelity in return.

The troll message was from a new tormentor I had acquired a month before. Its style and detail were distinctly different from the usual crude abuse that could relatively easily be ignored. This person seemed to know how to get under my skin with offensive remarks that were much better directed at me personally than simply expressing hate at the world. I deleted the message but not before I had read it several times.

I was deep into reading a long letter from one of my oldest and closest online friends in which he was reminiscing about a particularly exciting evening he, his wife and her lover had enjoyed over thirty years before when I heard the sound of Pete’s key in the door.

Somewhat aroused by the story, my husband’s arrival made me jump guiltily and I slammed the cover of my laptop closed in near panic.

He was back; whatever was going to happen would happen now.

The handle turned; the door opened. My stomach churned when I heard Pete’s footsteps in the hallway.

“Penny?”

“In here,” I called out nervously.

I waited in the kitchen as his footsteps crossed the hallway. He stood in the doorway; there was a long silence as we looked at each other. In his dark suit and white open-neck shirt, my husband looked confident, professional and deeply attractive.

I loved him and wanted him so much my chest ached. Please God may he still love and want me!

I took a step towards him; he took one towards me. I took another… then Pete’s hands were on my body, his mouth was on mine. I opened my lips; his tongue was inside, seeking and finding mine. We kissed wildly and passionately, our mouths open wide as if we were still teens.

I felt my husband’s hands on my body, eager, active, his fingers seeking and finding my tiny boobs, crushing them hard in his fists. It hurt but I loved the pain. His fingers found my nipples and nipped them viciously; I squealed but he ignored my discomfort and I made no attempt to stop him.

It was good pain and I deserved it!

Then my boobs were freed and his hands were on my buttocks, kneading them firmly through my dress. It felt good; it felt very good. I responded with a mixture of relief and desire; my arousal rising so quickly it caught me by surprise.


Seconds later I felt the hem of my dress being lifted and Pete’s strong, warm hand was on my bared, bony cheeks, forcing my lower belly hard against his groin. The erection bulging there was firm and impressive despite being constrained by clothing.

There was a slight pause as Pete discovered the absence of knickers then the oh-so-welcome assault began in earnest.

My chest tightened and my legs shook as a long searching finger began to explore the base of my slit from beneath. I could feel my vulva oozing lubrication onto Pete’s hand, the level of desire and passion rocketing.

Our mouths crashed together so hard I felt sure I would have a fat lip in the morning, our tongues slithering over each other like two snakes as my vulva was fingered roughly and irresistibly.

“I’ve missed you so much,” Pete hissed coarsely in my ear when we finally came up for breath.

“I’ve missed you too,” I smiled back, biting him on the ear as his hands gripped both buttocks at once.

“And you’ve been fucked again, you slut,” he growled.

“That’s right Pete,” I hissed. “I am a slut! I’ve been well and truly fucked.”

“Say it again, Penny!”

Pete was almost snarling; his hand moved from my bottom to my groin then slid downwards until it was cupping my mound.

“I’ve been fucked, Pete,” I obeyed. “Your pregnant slut wife has been fucked again.”

His finger was moving up and down my slit from its base between my thighs to the half concealed but hardening nub at its apex.

“Oh Penny, that’s so hot! Say it again.”

“Are you sure?”

“Christ yes!”

“I’ve been fucked again Pete; another man has stuck his cock into your wife’s cunt and fucked me!”

“Did he cum in you?”

“Of course he came in me! They always cum in me!”

“In this cunt?” Pete asked, thrusting his finger so hard into my vagina that I winced.

“Yes! He came in that cunt!” I hissed, searching for the right words; words that would drive my husband to greater heights of arousal. “He filled your wife’s cunt with his sperm filled cum, Pete!”

It was over the top crudeness but it had the desired effect.

“Did he? Well I’m going to fuck it right back out of you!”

With that, my handsome husband took my hand and almost dragged me upstairs, tearing at my clothes on the way. By the time we had reached the bed he had stripped me forcefully down to my stockings, heels and bra.

I backed towards the edge of the mattress, my body shaking. Pete pushed me powerfully backwards onto the bed, his hands on my knees, spreading my legs so wide my aching hips creaked as he dived between my thighs until his face was only inches from my weeping vulva.

“You’re still puffy,” he announced with obvious delight. “And pink. And gaping too. You really, really did it!”

I suspected the pink puffiness was mostly in his mind or from his fingers but I was pleased that the thought was bringing him so much pleasure. I knew from my affair with Tony that my vulva - my Pretty Pink Pussy as he had called it - did show signs of sex for a day or so afterwards but of course it was hard for me to see.

“Yes Pete; I really, really did it,” I repeated.

“You’re amazing!”

“It looks like you don’t mind too much,” I chuckled.

He didn’t reply.

“Are we safe now?” he asked.

Pete’s fingers were toying with my outer lips as he spoke, parting them to expose the inner core; looking for more physical signs of Wills presence in my body. I could feel myself being opened wide, being inspected. Perversely I loved the feeling; my body was lubricating wildly. It felt very pleasant indeed.

“Only for the moment,” I replied, sighing.

I leaned back on my elbows, watching the small thinning patch on top of my husband’s head as it was lowered closer to my vulva. I could feel his hot breath on my sensitive parts.

“How long it will last?” he asked, the tip of his tongue tracing a line down my left inner thigh.

“I don’t want to know if it makes you act like this,” I smiled encouragingly.

There was a small pause as Pete’s tongue mirrored the action on my right thigh, this time dipping into the crease at the top of my leg. I shivered with soft pleasure and anticipation.

“Did he fuck you hard?”

“Hard and fast Pete. He’s an athlete.”

“How did he fuck you?”

“Bent over the counter.”

“Standing up?”

“Yes. My face was on the counter top.”

“Your bottom sticking out?”

“And my pussy.”

“This puffy pink pussy?”

His tongue performed one long stroke from the very base of my slit across my weeping entrance to my hard clitoris above. My whole body jumped.

“YES!” I squealed. “Oh God YES!”

I moaned and writhed as he did it a second time, then a third.

“Did he stick his cock into your pussy?” Pete mumbled into my pubic hair.

“Y… Yes!” I gasped as his tongue continued its work.

“Was it big?”

“Mmmm!”

“Was it long?”

“Mmmmmm!”

“Was it thick?”

“Mmmmmmmm!”

Pete had lifted the hood of my clitoris with his thumbs and the rough flat of his tongue was rasping against its underside. The sensation was almost unbearable. I could feel myself pouring lubrication into his mouth as my body shook uncontrollably.

“Did he fuck the living daylights out of you Penny?”

“Jeeesssussss!” was all I could reply.

For a few minutes Pete buried his face in my groin, his tongue lithe and active, unwilling to deprive any part of my vulva of the attention it deserved… and it deserved so much. The first wave of climax rocked me violently as his tongue rasped along and under my clitoris over and over again.

I squealed with pleasure, my juices flowing freely onto my husband’s nose and chin.

“Did you cum like this for him?” Pete mumbled into my pubic mound once he had regained his breath.

“God yes!” I gasped.

“Did you cum on his cock?”

“And on his fingers.”

Pete’s tongue was tracing the outline of my outer lips again, up one side and down the other. My whole body was tingling with pleasure and anticipation.

“Did he cum too?”

“Yes.”

“In your pussy?”

“In my cunt.”

“Bareback?”

“Bareback! Ohhhh!”

Pete’s tongue had just abandoned my hard nub and insinuated itself deep into my slit, parting my pink outer labia and running lightly along the deep valley between them. I could feel myself lubricating with a vengeance now, the warm tingle accompanied by a slow release of fluid and a rapid increase in my arousal.

“How much did he cum?”

My husband’s voice was again muffled by my weeping vulva and sparse pubic hair.

“Mmmm! Loads; he’s young and fit.”

“Did he squirt it all into your cunt?”

“God! That feels good Pete.”

“Did he fill you Penny? Did you take every last drop of his cum?”

“Yes! Oh yes! Every last drop.”

“All in your cunt?”

“All in my pregnant cunt!”

My legs parted automatically as my husband’s shoulders pressed against my inner thighs and he began to mount me, looking down onto my flat-chested, skinny, stretch-marked body with an expression of lustful surprise.

“He’s marked you!” Pete exclaimed as he noticed the small fingertip bruises on both my hips.

I didn’t reply, I just looked up into my husband’s handsome face and waited to see how he reacted.

“He’s actually marked you as his! Fucking Hell!”

Pete forced my legs even wider apart with his knees, his eyes wide in lustful excitement.

“Those marks will be there for days too,” he gasped.

Clearly this was far from distressing for my husband whose body slipped into place high between my thighs.

“What if he’s knocked you up?” he hissed as his chest rose above mine.

“I’m already knocked up.” I slurred.

“Whose baby is in your belly?”

“Darrens,” I hissed again.

“Whose cum was in your cunt?”

“Will’s”

“Whose wife are you, slut?”

“Yours!”

“Say it again.”

“I’m your wife, Pete. Your slut wife!”

“Too fucking right you are!”

“Owwww!”

With those last words, my husband rammed his erect cock brutally into my vagina, penetrating my body as hard and as deeply in a single stroke as I had ever felt.

Readers will remember that Pete’s cock is slim and my vagina loose after having had three children. The mismatch was partly responsible for my original affair with Tony, a close family friend whose ugly, misshapen, stumpy cock was thick enough to stretch me tight and provide the orgasms my husband could not.

But Pete’s erect cock is long, reaching deep into me and that is what it did that night. When Pete thrust himself violently into my open and dripping vagina, he plunged his entire length into my body at a single stroke, halting only when his hips collided with my spread thighs.

By then of course the smooth head of his long cock had crushed my cervix in a way Tony’s never could, pressing it high into my belly despite the pressure of Darren’s baby growing behind its sealed entrance.

I gasped, my hands on my husband’s shoulders, my eyes fixed on his handsome face as he began to thrust in and out of my body. Although I knew from the start that there would be no orgasm, still I clamped down on his shaft as hard as my ageing pelvic floor would allow, tilting my pelvis forwards in the hope of stimulating my clitoris on the upper surface of his shaft.

It was a forlorn hope; the sensations for me barely changed but for Pete they brought about a transformation.

“Yes! Squeeze me, slut! Act like a whore! Is that what your boyfriend taught you?” he growled as my efforts took effect.

“That’s right,” I hissed back. “He didn’t need it! His cock was big enough on its own. He could make me cum any time he wanted.”

It sounded cruel but it was what my husband wanted to hear. And we both knew it

Pete hammered into me over and over again. My slippery vagina barely felt the friction but the slapping of his hips against my thighs, his balls against my buttocks and the pummelling of my cervix were beginning to take their toll.

The room filled with wet slapping sounds which seemed to drive Pete on to greater efforts. His pace quickened and, if it were possible, the depth of his penetration increased too. I clamped down hard again, feeling his head swelling within me as his climax rapidly approached.

“Cum in me Pete!” I growled again. “Cum in your slut wife!”

He looked as if he was going to say something and that something would not be pleasant but before the words could emerge his climax hit him like a brick wall, sending his body into spasm and starting another of the explosive ejaculations that our new lifestyle had created.

Pete began to cum inside me with an intensity I had rarely seen in him. His face contorted grotesquely, his back arched and his neck twisted wildly as his body emptied itself into mine. With open mouth and staring eyes, rope after rope of semen cascaded from the tip of his cock into the depths of my vagina where they met with the baby-sealed barrier of my cervix.

His climax seemed to last for a long time, his body flexing and groaning but even the most intense of orgasms must come to an end, and eventually this one did too.

Pete’s body fell onto mine, crushing me against the rumpled sheet as the throbbing of his cock slowed to a halt. A minute later I felt it beginning to soften and the strange emptiness inside me that always accompanied the death of a man’s erection.

“That was intense, Penn,” he smiled as his flaccid cock slipped messily from my body.

I smiled up at him.

“Sorry you didn’t make it… again,” he said looking genuinely unhappy.

“It’s okay. I have other outlets now, don’t I?” I said matter-of-factly.

He rolled alongside me on the bed.

“That’s right. And you will have more soon too.”

He kissed me on the cheek. I held his hand. We lay peacefully side by side for a long time.

“Was he better than Darren?” my husband eventually asked.

“Will? It’s hard to say. He’s not really had a chance to show off his skills.”

“Is it better with a younger man?”

I pondered, despite our history I was still amazed that this conversation was happening at all.

“It’s different. All men are different,” I eventually said.

“But only some can make you cum,” Pete frowned.

“That’s partly my fault,” I said. “Down there…”

“And I’m not big enough? Thanks a bunch,” he said sulkily.

I didn’t think he was serious in his apparent upset but I wasn’t quite sure.

“You didn’t have any problem making Julie cum did you?” I told him reassuringly, surprised how much it hurt even to refer to my husband’s single act of infidelity.

Pete sat up straight.

“Who told you that?”

“She did. In fact she was very complimentary about your bedroom skills.”

Pete tried to hide the broad beam of pleasure that crossed his face but I spotted it. I suspect he wanted me to tell him more about the rest of his performance with my best friend but unlike him, I wasn’t interested.

If Julie had chosen to let my husband stick his cock into her rectum, that was their business.

It still upset me to think that the two of them had successfully enjoyed anal sex when Pete and I had failed in the many attempt throughout our lives together. Why he found it so arousing to hear about my infidelities was still something of a mystery for me; but I was unquestionably glad that he did.

“Were you dripping with his cum when you left the club?” Pete asked, turning towards me and running his fingers over my tummy.

The game had started again. I played my part as a good Hotwife should.

“Mmmmm. All the way home. The car seat was all slippery.”

“What about your panties?”

“In my bag. They were too soaked and too torn to wear.”

His fingers had descended to my groin now and were toying with my tightly curled and matted pubic hair.

“Where are they now?” he asked.

“In the bin in the bathroom,” I replied.

“Are they still dirty?”

“There’s no cum on them; he ripped them off before fucking me. Why?”

Pete left me in the bed, went quickly through to the en suite and returned with the tiny, torn garment in his hands. He sat on the edge of the mattress and held it out in his fingers as if inspecting it. As I watched he raised the fabric to his nose and inhaled deeply.

“It smells of you.”

He sniffed again them looked a little disappointed. I frowned; I have never understood the attraction the smell of a woman’s dirty knickers had for my husband or the way he seemed to love the rancid, fishy smell and taste of my vulva after sex. Maybe you had to be a man to understand.

“Didn’t you put them on afterwards?” he asked, apparently disappointed.

“He broke the elastic.”

“But you had them on when he was fingering you, right?”

I didn’t ask how he could tell; after over twenty years of marriage, my husband was far more familiar with my vaginal secretions than I was myself. He took another long sniff then placed the ruined garment carefully in the top drawer of his bedside table.

“Another souvenir?” I asked.

Pete just shrugged, a little ashamed asking “Is that so bad?”

“Of course not,” I smiled, though I did still think it a bit weird and more than a bit yucky.

“But it’s not all over yet?” he asked. “With Will?”

From the tone of his voice it was hard to tell whether he thought an end to my encounters with the boy would be a good thing or a bad one. Perhaps he didn’t know himself.

“I’m not sure,” I told him truthfully. “He’s still got a hold over us.”

“Will he want to see you again?”

“Probably. How do you feel about that?” I asked.

“Angry! But proud at the same time! And massively turned on too if I’m honest; It’s not simple Penn.”

You could say that again, I thought to myself but Pete hadn’t finished.

“Sometimes when you’re with another man I just want it all to stop and for us go back to being a normal couple. Other times - most times to be honest - I get so turned on all I want in the world is to be there too and watch him fuck the life out of you.”

My husband’s long-standing desire to see me in bed with another man was still something I could barely understand but was apparently getting stronger by the month. The fact that this had not yet happened despite my now having had three lovers was a constant and growing problem in our new lifestyle.

“Have you thought about… what I said?” I asked.

“About prostitutes?”

“Escorts!” I corrected him.

He sighed.

“I suppose objectively it’s the solution to all our problems,” he conceded. “I’m just having trouble with the whole idea of…”

“Of paying for sex?” I volunteered.

“I suppose so. It seems so sordid. On the other hand…” he mused.

Without giving away the secret of my writing, I couldn’t tell him that my online friends and readers had assured me it was quite the opposite to sordid; that done properly, using an escort could bring all the physical pleasure we had both been seeking without any of the risks of being discovered or of falling in love as I had done so badly with my first lover Tony.

It seemed the only way I could give my amazing husband his dream fantasy in safety was to use a professional. And after all I had inflicted on him over the past months I badly wanted to make Pete happy.

“But we need to deal with this little problem first, right?”

At first I thought he meant the problem of Will and the threat he represented to our family. Then I felt my husband’s lips on my boobs, then on my tummy where Darren’s baby was still inexorably growing and thought he meant the problem of my pregnancy.

Finally I felt the touch of his tongue on my mound and realised that he meant a problem much easier to solve - the problem of my lack of orgasm.

I opened my legs instinctively and felt my husband’s mouth close in on my open, messy vulva.

Ten minutes later I was floating on a sea of orgasms.

Ten minutes after that I was asleep, naked, splayed out on the bed, my cuckolded husband lying alongside me.



Penny’s Promiscuity Ch. 20: Phone

Normality! Sweet, contented normality!

The next few days passed as if the previous tumultuous months hadn’t happened. My husband Pete and I got up together, had breakfast together and went to our separate places of work where, for the first time in weeks, I was able to concentrate properly on my job and not my impossibly complicated private life.

We had dinner with friends, we went for a walk at the weekend, we watched TV in the evenings; we even made love twice without my infidelities being mentioned.

I heard nothing from Will; I heard nothing from Izzy. All very dull, all very boring, all just perfect after everything that had passed.

I began to remember what a normal marriage could be like, even though I did not really have one and would probably never have one again.

I didn’t go to the gym at the sports club; the memory of what Will and I had done in the Ladies’ changing room was too fresh in my mind. Instead I donned my calf-length tights and pink vest and went for runs along tree-lines country roads near our house.

I even began writing again, the ideas simply flooded in, demanding to be put down on metaphorical paper before they floated away to be replaced with even more vivid and even more extreme plotlines.

My email correspondence was resumed too, picking up conversations with several of my online cuckold friends and replying to messages from several readers. To my delight, one of my two long-term online female pen friends had written to let me know that her first act of infidelity had now taken place and had gone well — very well in fact. She was both nervous and excited and needed to tell someone all about it. In my role as anonymous correspondent I was a perfect confessor.

I have to admit I felt very envious as she poured her excited feelings into her words. Memories of my first seduction by Tony came flooding back into my mind as I read her words. Despite all that has happened since, that first passionate, unplanned step into infidelity remains one of the most arousing and exciting moments of my life.

I hadn’t heard from my other female pen friend for some weeks — maybe a couple of months. Her introduction into the life less monogamous had taken place perhaps a year ago at the instigation of her husband. Apparently an avid reader of cuckold stories including mine, he had put pressure on his wife for a long time, much the way Pete had done with me. He had introduced her to my stories as a means of showing her the pleasures a change in their lifestyle might bring, especially as many of mine were written from the female point of view. She and I had exchanged messages. Eventually she had given in to her husband’s pressure, an evening with a male friend had been arranged and, according to her messages afterwards, all had gone well.

I wondered briefly what had stopped her from writing.

There were of course a handful of troll attacks from the usual suspects too but among them was a second, vitriolic message from a new source. As before, the style of message was much more personal than the simple, obnoxious abuse most troll messages contain and for a moment it puzzled and upset me.

But I was getting much better at ignoring these horrible things and concentrating on the nicer parts of my online life; the only secret I still kept from my husband. I deleted the message and moved on with my extraordinarily normal day.

The only evidence that my life was not normal were the two hours of blessedly moderating nausea I suffered every morning courtesy of the baby growing in my womb. Try as I might, I could not prevent this discomfort from reminding me that the biggest decision facing us had still not been made; what to do about my pregnancy.

As the days and weeks advanced, the choices open to us were becoming more limited in their scope and more severe in their implementation. The magic twelve week watershed was fast approaching; the time beyond which the pregnancy could be considered ‘safe’ and I was more likely to carry the baby through to term than to spontaneously miscarry.

Beyond twelve weeks, only a more serious miscarriage or the unthinkable termination would bring my pregnancy to an end but more urgently, the bump in my belly would begin to be visible to more than just my husband and me. Given the high proportion of our friends who like us, had medical backgrounds, any sign of pregnancy would be spotted very quickly indeed.

For those few precious days I was able to put even these issues from my mind but deep down I knew this domestic bliss couldn’t last. So I should not have been surprised by the sudden, unwanted way in which it ended.

As so often in my life, it all began with the buzzing of my mobile phone, this time at eleven-thirty on Wednesday evening, thereby denying me the completion of even a single week of a life that might be considered unremarkable.

It was of course, my daughter Isobel. Who else would call so late on a weekday night? Pete and I were in bed together but, as a testament to the degree normality had returned, we had not had sex, were in our pyjamas and Pete was already asleep. I was reading my book.

When the phone began to ring and I saw who it was, I quickly got out from under the duvet, carried my buzzing handset downstairs and took the call in the kitchen full of trepidation.

“Mum?”

Even from hearing that single word I could tell from her voice that my daughter was on the verge of tears and big ones too.

“Izzy! What’s wrong?” I asked immediately.

“I’ve been dumped,” she said with a huge gulp. “Again.”

And then the tears began.

“Oh Izzy!” I exclaimed. “I’m so sorry.”

For several minutes all I could do was sit and make soothing noises as, four hours drive away, my twenty-year-old daughter sobbed into the phone. From time to time half-intelligible words would appear but then they would be swept away by resumed heartfelt tears.

Eventually either my words of sympathy had an effect or she managed to pull herself together on her own but finally I managed to decipher the noises that filled my ear.

“I got hold of Simon. We just talked for an hour. It’s all over Mum.”

“I’m so sorry,” I repeated.

“It was horrible, Mum. Horrible!”

“I’m sure it was, Izzy. I’m sure it was.”

She was calming down a little but was still very upset.

“Tell me what happened,” I encouraged her.

She sniffed and blew her nose down the phone before replying.

“He said it’s finished. It’s over. I’m history.”

“Was he as nasty as that?”

“Oh he tried to be nice at first, saying it wasn’t me, it was him; that the long distance relationship wasn’t working…”

She paused.

“Was it working?” I asked

“We could have made it work Mum.”

I had always doubted that a distance of five hours could be overcome so easily so early in a relationship but I also seriously doubted that this was the real reason for his change of heart.

“I told him we could manage it if we tried but then he said he felt guilty about breaking up me and Steve.”

That could be true but sounded unlikely to me too.

“I told him it that was okay too; that Steve was with Lauren but he said he can’t stop thinking about the two of us together.”

I could imagine that easily; after all, he probably had a video of the two of them fucking to help him picture it.

“So you think it’s something else?” I asked innocently.

“It’s got to be the video, Mum. He all but admitted he’d seen it. That’s when I really got upset and things got nasty.”

“Oh Izzy,” I repeated, unsure what else I could say.

“We ended up saying horrible things to each other,” she began to cry audibly.

“It happens,” I tried to sooth her. “When we’re angry we say things we don’t mean and…”

“But he did mean them Mum. He did. And what’s worse…” she took a deep breath. “He’s probably right.”

There are times just to keep quiet and let Izzy go on at her own pace. This was one of those times. I made a few tutting noises to let her know I was still there and waited for her to tell me whatever fraction of their row she thought would be appropriate for her mother to hear.

“He thinks I’m a slut. Soon everyone will think I’m a slut,” she eventually said, her voice low. “Even I’m beginning to think I’m a slut.”

“Why?” I replied, shocked to hear her say the words but not surprised to learn Simon had those thoughts.

“Once the video gets out everyone will have seen me being fucked!”

Izzy hardly ever used the ‘f’ word with me; it showed just how emotional she had become.

I loved and cared for my daughter but it was hard not to point out her own stupidity in filming herself in the first place. What did she think was going to happen with it?

“That’s not all he said, Mum,” she said uncertainly.

Oh God! There was more?

“He says I must be slut because of how easy it was to get me into bed.”

“But he seduced you!” I protested. “Not the other way round.”

“I told him that,” Izzy wailed. “But he just said I let him into my knickers far too easily.”

“That didn’t bother him at the time,” I said angrily.

Once again the unfairness of life was drive home. For Simon to have seduced my daughter was simply part of him being ‘Jack the Lad’. For her to have succumbed made her a dirty slut. I was certain the same one-sided standards would apply if my own sexual history ever became known and that Izzy would be among the most censorious.

But then, in condemning Julie for her affair with Darren as I initially had, wasn’t I just as bad as everyone else?

Izzy was still talking.

“I know Mum, but after the video he thinks I jump into bed with just anyone. I told him I’d only made tapes with Steve but he wouldn’t believe me.”

“You did say you couldn’t tell who the boy is,” I reminded her.

“I can tell,” she half yelled.

“I know Izzy,” I tried to placate her. “But Simon can’t. Would he not accept it was Steve? I’m sure he’s had plenty of girlfriends before you.”

“That’s what I told him. It’s not as if either of us was a virgin. But he wasn’t interested. In the end we just said nastier and nastier things to each other until he said he didn’t want a slut who would do that sort of thing for a girlfriend.”

He had a point in my view but I knew better than to say this.

“He said couldn’t go out with a girl wondering whether every male friend of hers he met had either screwed her himself or watched her being screwed on film.”

Again in his shoes I might have felt the same but Izzy was my daughter and maternal instincts overcome all moral judgments. Besides, I was hardly in a position to start throwing stones.

“Do you think anyone else has seen it?” I asked. “Has anyone mentioned it?”

“Well, no,” she admitted. “Not to my face at least.”

“Did he tell you how he got it? Is it just a clip?”

“I don’t know, Mum. There’s not many people it could be.”

“Have you asked Steve?”

“Yeah! Like I’m going to ask him that. Sorry Mum, I can’t do that.”

I thought for a moment. Only someone close to my daughter or her ex boyfriend could have leaked a movie as sensitive as this. Top of my list of suspects were Steve himself and her supposed friend Lauren - but I didn’t see what was in it for either of them. With Steve it could be revenge but Lauren had already managed to worm her way into Steve’s bed long before the clip reached Simon.

“Do you want to come home for a while?” I asked in a voice I hoped she would find soothing.

“I can’t. I’ve got exams,” she sniffed.

“I could come at the weekend.”

“Tim is coming down,” she said.

Tim is the younger of her two older brothers; my middle child.

“He was due to come anyway,” she added.

This was a relief. Tim and Izzy had been close as children. At least she wouldn’t be on her own, she would have a shoulder to cry on and Tim’s work ethic would be good for her revision. I very much doubted she would tell him all she had told me though. There are some things brothers don’t need to know.

“How long is he staying?” I asked.

“For the weekend at least; he’s taking a few days off. I’ll be okay with Tim.”

She was beginning to sound a little better.

“You’ll call me straight away if you aren’t okay?”

“Yes. Thanks Mum.”

Izzy was much calmer now. Although it was nearly midnight, I did not want the call to end with my daughter still in a state of agitation so I deliberately changed the subject to try and restore normality even more. For ten more minutes we chatted in as close to our usual fashion as was possible in the circumstances.

My mind however was troubled; what was it with bright, intelligent, capable girls that made them behave so stupidly when it came to boys? Given my own recent behaviour, it wasn’t only young girls that had this problem but still it troubled me.

Once I was convinced she was stable enough not to do anything stupid, we were drawing the conversation to a close. I was about to say goodbye and hang up but something made me ask one more question.

To this day I don’t know what made me think of asking my daughter this but I’m so glad I did.

“Before you go, do you know someone Keeley?” I asked as casually as I could.

“Yes. Well I know a girl called Keeley. I don’t know if it’s the Keeley you mean. Why?”

Izzy seemed completely wrong footed by the question. So was I by her response, suddenly having to make up a reason for asking her.

“Um,” I stammered, hoping for inspiration. “The name came up during the day. I thought you were at school with someone called that I but wasn’t sure. It’s not that common a name.”

“Well if it’s the same Keeley I know, she was a year below me. Her brother was in my year. I didn’t know her well but we’re friends on Facebook now.”

“Does she have a boyfriend?” I asked casually though my chest was tight with excitement.

Izzy laughed hollowly.

“You might say that.”

“What do you mean?”

“She’s engaged. It’s going to be the wedding of the year according to her. She’s getting married in September and making the biggest deal out of it. It’s all over her Facebook profile. I think she’ll be upset if Hello Magazine doesn’t show up.”

“What’s her fiancé like?” I pressed her.

“I’ve never met him,” she replied. “He works somewhere in town. From the pictures she’s posted they’re both very good looking and sporty but I don’t think either of them did well at school. Why do you ask?”

I ignored the question, instead asking one of my own.

“What’s his name?”

“Hold on.”

There was a pause as if she was checking something.

“William. Wonderful William according to her,” came the bitter reply.

My heart raced as an idea began to form in my mind.

“Thanks Izzy. I’ll call you tomorrow morning to make sure you’re okay.”

“I’ll be okay,” she sighed. “What kind of reputation I’ll have is another question.”

And whether that reputation was deserved would be another still, I thought silently.

“Bye Mum. Thanks for being there for me.”

“Goodnight,” I said. “Love you.”

I lay awake in bed for a long time, my mind racing. When it came to the consequences of making bad decisions about sex, there but for the grace of God went Dr. Penny Barker.

My life was a complicated mess worthy of a TV Soap. Who would have believed all that had happened in less than a year?

Still, as the fuddle of thoughts in my mind became more organised, a possible route out of at least one of those problems started to take shape.

It was bold, but it might just work.

***

“It’s going okay,” my China-doll pretty friend told “I had a meeting with the lawyers at lunchtime yesterday. He’s arguing but we’re going to get it sorted.”

Julie and I were sitting in a coffee shop drinking diet Cokes. It was the following Saturday morning and I had gone straight to the sports club after breakfast for an hour’s cardio class. Pete was on his way for a round of golf with a few colleagues. I felt content; everything appeared normal — and with all that was happening in my life I needed to do as many normal things as possible.

I hoped and prayed Will wouldn’t be at the club; being on the evening shift I doubted he worked on Saturday mornings but even so I approached the building apprehensively.

It hadn’t felt as strange as I had expected walking through the main entrance door and lobby despite it being only ten days since my latest sexual encounter in the changing rooms. Perhaps the sheer familiar ordinariness of the place in daytime overcame my memories of entering the spookily empty half-lit building the night before.

The same couldn’t be said of the changing room where I had actually been fucked. As I entered, my tummy had filled to the brim with butterflies, especially when I saw a rather overweight woman bending over the counter to fix her make-up in exactly the place where Will’s pleasantly large cock had entered my bent-over body.

I had watched my own penetration in the mirror in which the woman was now staring intently. When that young man had ejaculated deep within my body, my face must have been merely inches away from where the fat woman’s unsuspecting face was then. It was ridiculous but I couldn’t help wondering how my own skinny body had looked bent over in the way the fat woman’s was now.

I could feel my face and chest flushing pink with the memory so quickly shut my bag in a locker and rushed into the gym to let the exercise take the memories away. It worked to some extent and when I emerged from the studio all hot and sweaty, retrieved my bag from the locker and pulled out my phone, my anxiety was much reduced.

But when I looked at the phone’s screen and saw that I had missed a call the anxiety returned with a vengeance. My heart missed a beat when I saw it had been from Julie, more so when I listened to her message asking to meet soon.

I still wasn’t sure how I felt towards Julie, the soon-to-be-ex-wife of my first lover, Tony. Julie had walked out on her husband over a year ago and launched into a very public affair with her Personal Trainer Darren, the boy who a year later had fathered the baby currently growing in my belly during a one night stand in his squalid shared house.

It had been Julie who had warned me that, having made me fall in love with him and almost destroyed my marriage, her estranged husband was about to drop me like a stone as he had done with so many married conquests before. I had that to be grateful for; without her telling both me and my husband about Tony’s past history, I might well have been paying expensive visits to divorce lawyers too.

Unfortunately the chain of events that led up to Pete learning about Tony’s plans to dump me had also included Julie spending a night in bed with my husband.

I had learned several things about that night, the first being that my husband’s sexual performance had apparently been impressive. I had also learned that Julie had an extraordinarily strong and adventurous sex drive; that during a full, exhausting night of passion, she and my husband had tried many exciting new things together, including introducing Pete to the world of anal sex.

This was something he and I had never succeeded in doing in over twenty-five years of lovemaking. The fact that he had enjoyed it during the only infidelity he had committed during our entire marriage made me feel extraordinarily jealous.

But the thing that surprised me most was the discovery that, however often I had been unfaithful to Pete with Julie’s husband, the thought of him being in bed with another woman — especially her - was intensely painful

In some physical way, it felt as if Julie had become even more intimate with my husband than I had been. The thought could be almost unbearable; I tried hard not to think about it but Julie’s presence made that impossible.

It was hypocrisy of the highest order on my part but I promised myself I would be honest in my narrative so there it is.


Despite my misgivings I had agreed to meet her in town in a couple of hours’ time. My mind and tummy were in turmoil as I walked up the shop’s main aisle towards the woman who even then was probably my closest friend.

“He’s not making it difficult?” I asked, meaning the impending divorce.

“Most things are owned fifty-fifty,” she replied. “And the kids are grown up so there’ll be no custody issues to fall out over. It should be okay.”

I was sure no divorce was ever that simple or amicable but it wasn’t my place to say so then.

“How is he?” I asked, reluctant even to think about my affair and the terrible way it had ended.

“He’s okay,” Julie replied. “He’s seeing yet another woman now. I’m pretty sure she’s married but it’s not my problem anymore.”

We exchanged meaningful glances. When he had seduced me, Tony’s penchant for married women had come too close to home for his wife to ignore.

“Have you found a new man?” I asked, keen to move the subject away from myself.

“No-one serious,” Julie smiled then leaned closer and whispered. “I’ve been doing online dating!”

She grinned, blushing a little.

“Jules!” I gasped.

She blushed.

“Is it as wild as I’ve read?” I asked eagerly.

“No it isn’t,” she replied bitterly.

“Why?”

She took a sip of her drink before replying.

“Well, I suppose it depends what you’re looking for,” she began. “If you just want sex then there’s no shortage of men out there who are happy to provide it. Well, something approximating to sex.”

From the look on her face I wondered whether she had taken advantage of this considerably before becoming disillusioned. I also wondered whether her year with twenty-nine year old Personal Trainer Darren had spoiled her for other, older men. I had to admit that my own night with him had been unforgettable.

My hands fell automatically to my lower belly where his child was now growing.

“But then you find that a lot of them are married,” Julie continued. “Or that there’s a good reason why they’re single at this stage of their lives.”

“What sort of reason?” I asked, becoming interested.

“Well personal hygiene for one!”

Julie’s face was a picture; she most definitely had taken advantage. I smiled inwardly.

“Then there’s personality, being too boring; being too mean; being useless in bed. The list is endless.”

“And yet you’re sticking with it?” I laughed.

“A girl has needs,” she grinned in return.

If anyone knew about a girl’s needs in that direction, it was me but of course I said nothing to give my secret away. I wasn’t completely sure if Julie knew about my evening with Darren; I was reasonably sure she didn’t know about my encounter with Will but she certainly knew about my affair with her soon-to-be-ex-husband Tony.

“How are things with Pete?” she asked casually.

A bolt of anger and unease flashed through me but I steeled myself not to let it show.

“We’re good,” I told her truthfully.

“He’s not holding any grudges about you and Tony?”

‘Not as much as I’m holding them about him and you’, I thought but did not say out loud.

“We’re trying to look to the future rather than the past,” I told her instead.

“I’m pleased,” she smiled.

Something within me mistrusted that smile. Was it possible that my friend hoped Pete and I would split up over my affair with her husband? Having spent one full night in bed with him, was Julie keen to repeat the performance? Maybe even have Pete fill the vacant place alongside her in bed full time?

Or was I just a jealous woman judging people by my own low standards?

“Well give him my love,” Julie said.

The look on her face was unintended but told me very clearly that she would dearly love to spend more time with my husband — at all possible, without me being present. The surge of jealousy that washed over me was worryingly strong.

“I will,” I smiled.

Both the smile and the promise were lies. I did not want this insatiable blonde anywhere near my husband. Having tasted forbidden fruit and satisfied her for one full passion-filled night, who knows how Pete might react if given the opportunity again?

And as for the thought of Julie on all fours with Pete’s cock in her rectum; that was almost more than I could bear.

She looked at her watch and stood up hurriedly. “Oh my God the time! I’ve got to go.”

We kissed each other on the cheek.

“See you soon!”

***

Does pregnancy always lead to insecurity and paranoia? My last pregnancies were so long ago that I couldn’t remember but there was no doubting the way I was beginning to feel. What I do know is that the thought of losing Pete became more and more distressing and more and more prominent in my thoughts.

One night even my dreams were haunted by images of Julie, naked on her hands and knees with her blonde hair loose and hanging across her pale shoulders. Her head was thrown back and her eyes tightly closed as behind her, over and over again my handsome husband passionately thrust an erect cock that had magically become huge and intimidating over and over again into her rectum.

Though I knew it was only a dream, try as I might I could not drag my eyes away from her stretched, distorted sphincter, the thick pole of meat that penetrated it or the expression on her pretty face somewhere between agony and ecstasy as the depths of her bowels were plumbed by my husband’s cock.

Pete’s face in the dream was wild with arousal, his tummy miraculously turned into a six-pack, his shoulders as muscular and strong as Will’s. My husband’s powerful hips were slamming into Julie’s rounded buttocks with a loud, slapping sound unlike any I had heard before while she wailed and moaned in the throes of a monstrous anal orgasm.

And when he finally came, his semen spurting deep into her bowels, his face twisted and contorted into something close to Tony’s expression when he had cum in me, the look on Julie’s face as she stared straight into my watching eyes was one of pure, unadulterated triumph.

I woke in a sweat in the small hours, my breath coming in short gasps to find my husband blissfully asleep next to me and my upper thighs sticky.

***

As a result, the next few days were a strange mix of fear, concern and romance.

The concern I suffered was about our daughter. Izzy’s continued poor judgement when it came to boys and her probably rocky future kept me awake at night. I told myself she was young and robust but as her mother this did not ease my worries much.

Not being able to talk to Pete about this made it all the more difficult as did my new realisation of just how extraordinarily foolish Izzy could be when it came to sex.

To my surprise, half an hour on the internet confirmed what she had told me; that making homemade sex videos was indeed very common, or at least had been until the idea of revenge porn had reared its ugly head. From what I read, many girls’ lives had been ruined by the release of video and photographs showing them in compromising or humiliating situations. The problem had become so bad that legislation was being discussed to outlaw it as a form of abuse, defamation or even assault.

I remembered the item on the news. At the time I had wondered how stupid a girl must be to make such things and put herself at the mercy of any man, boyfriend or otherwise. Now of course I had a bright, intelligent daughter who had done just that.

And my own sexual record was not completely free of bad decisions, was it?

The fear came from our continued inability to decide what to do about my pregnancy. Unwilling to put me under pressure in any direction, Pete appeared to be leaving the decision to me, even if that decision was to do nothing and let nature take its course. While I was pleased that he respected my independence and the fact that it was my body in which the baby was growing, there were times when I would have welcomed a little more clarity about what he really believed we should do.

If I was to have the unmentionable and unthinkable termination, the sooner it happened, the better for everyone. I had to make my mind up quickly on that, but long before the deadline for a termination arrived, my pregnancy would be almost impossible to hide.

Most of our friends and all our colleagues were from the medical world and would very quickly spot the signs I so badly wanted to hide. Two close friends were gynaecologists for God’s sake! Indeed I was beginning to believe some of my colleagues at work had already guessed and were looking at me strangely.

I was even more concerned about how Izzy and her older brothers would react if my pregnancy became known or, far worse, the way in which it had occurred. Like most kids our three didn’t want to imagine that their parents had a sex life at all, let alone an adventurous one involving other people.

That needed to be kept secret at all costs.

It was just all just paranoia but it worried me. The consequences could be severe; if my pregnancy became common knowledge, the vast majority of damage to our careers and family would already have been done whether I had the child or not.

The ‘obvious’ solution of termination was simply horrific to think about. At the very least, the damage it could do to my husband’s career if it became known his wife had had an abortion was immense. His international reputation would be in tatters which would have a profound effect on his career and our financial stability.

But the effect on me could be much worse. From my medical background and especially from my husband’s specialism I knew what an abortion involved. I knew what it inflicted physically on a woman’s body let alone the unborn child’s and that was bad enough.

What really worried me though was the effect it could have on a woman’s mind. One of my closest friends had accidentally become pregnant following an unplanned night of wife-swapping on holiday with friends. As far as I knew, apart from those actually involved, I was the only person to know this.

She had chosen the ‘obvious’ solution and had a termination, hoping her life could return to normal.

It had not.

My friend had been haunted and tormented by it ever since, believing that she had murdered her baby. This had all emerged one evening when she had broken down in front of me after our conversation had turned to a pregnant friend of ours. No matter how many times I had tried to reassure her over the past years; despite now being remarried and having had two more children she had never got over the abortion. On the anniversary of the procedure each year she still claims to get cramps in her belly and I know she has recurring nightmares even now.

It seems that however educated, experienced and objective a woman is in her normal life, the deliberate destruction of an unborn child can cause permanent psychological damage.

The prospect seemed to paralyse my normally-clear thought process whenever I tried to make a decision. As a result my pregnancy was advancing; with every week that passed, the risks and potential consequences of exposure increased.

Fortunately the fears and concerns were balanced by the extraordinary amount of romance in my life, provided by my wonderful husband. Once again I understood just how lucky I was to have him.

To my relief there were as yet no unpleasant consequences of my decision to use my body to try and eliminate the threat Will had presented. At any event, there were none from my husband; Pete had treated me like a Princess ever since he had arrived home on Friday night and comprehensively reclaimed my body once again.

Reassuming the Alpha Male role he had temporarily put aside, Pete had taken firm control of our relationship once again in every respect except my pregnancy. He brought me flowers, took me to dinner in a fabulous restaurant; at his insistence, we had spent all Sunday walking in bright sunshine in the Peak District, something we both loved and which brought us closer together.

In between we had made love more times than I could remember, Pete leading me into each passionate copulation, taking control, sometimes demanding a blow-by-blow description either of my evening with Will in the sports club changing room or a re-run of my full night with Darren in their shared house, sometimes merely taking me with a passion that surprised and delighted me.

For some reason neither of us felt this in any way demeaning. In fact, rather than feeling humiliated at having been made a cuckold, Pete seemed bizarrely proud of me for having attracted and satisfied such young and attractive men. He even seemed proud that I was able to conceive at my age, making no attempt to persuade me either to terminate my pregnancy or keep the baby, giving me space to think things through for myself.

The love I felt for my husband grew even warmer and my fear of hurting him or losing him grew stronger. However often I told myself it was imagination, the thought of my pretty, sexually adventurous and very available friend Julie having my husband in her sights kept forcing itself into my mind.

To be fair to Pete, he showed no sign of dissatisfaction with the quality of our own physical sex life but there were continued and increasingly frequent reminders that he had still not been able to live out his main fantasy; that of watching me being fucked by another man.

I had been enjoying my fantasies for months; he had yet experience his. Listening to the stories would no longer be enough for him; action was needed and needed soon.

Knowing that his sole extramarital lover Julie was available and apparently still interested, my paranoid thoughts multiplied. I had to deliver the goods before frustration drove my husband into the hands and bed of this blonde, adventurous, china-doll-pretty temptation once again.

But his continued frustration didn’t mean the fucking I had received from Darren and Will couldn’t be talked about; far from it! Indeed there seemed no limit to the number of times Pete could listen to the story of his wife’s infidelities, reaching new levels of excited arousal and energetic performance with each bedroom jaunt.

I even came close to orgasm myself on one occasion but I couldn’t help notice a faint look of disappointment in his eye when he inevitably mentioned the fact that he had not been there to see it all.

I knew this had to change if our lifestyle and our marriage were to work.

Pete clearly knew this too; the trail of escort websites in the history of our PCs browser had been growing longer and longer. Recently however, it seemed that my husband had settled on the sites and reviews of only two specific escort couples. He had even made them favourites.

The subject came up as we sipped our coffees in the smart restaurant on Saturday evening. The meal had been simply delicious and we had enjoyed it side by side in a discreet private booth in a quiet corner. I had dressed moderately sexily in high heels and a short cocktail dress which exposed rather more of my bare thigh than I had expected. Pete had taken this as an invitation to explore my body under the table cloth throughout the meal, something I should have brought to a halt but which I must confess turned me on more than a little — once I was sure no-one could possibly see of course.

As our coffees were refilled, Pete passed a small box wrapped in gold paper across the table towards me. He was smiling knowingly. I picked it up, opened the paper carefully and looked inside the box.

It was my Pandora bracelet, but instead of the series of blue charms it used to bear, there were only three, all different colours. I looked at my husband with a raised eyebrow.

“The blue is for your first, our mutual friend,” he said, apparently still unwilling to say Tony’s name. “One will do for him. The red is for Darren — the colour of his Personal Trainer uniform and the green is for Will for the same reason.”

“I like it,” I smiled, leaning in to kiss my husband lightly on the lips.

“You’re welcome,” he replied with a twinkle in his eye.

“I see there’s plenty of space for more,” I said, slowly leaning back in my chair and looking him straight in the eye.

“I hope to see it full one day,” Pete said equally slowly and meaningfully. “But this time not too many of any one colour, agreed?”

After the messy end of my affair with Tony, I did not want a long term relationship with anyone but my husband again. If the lifestyle did begin once more, there would be no ongoing affairs.

“Agreed,” I nodded.

I looked at the silver and glass in my hand. Memories of my affair with Tony came flooding back but I knew I could not talk about that time with Pete; the wounds were still too fresh. I had fallen in love with Tony; I had come close to leaving my husband for him and probably would have done if his real character hadn’t revealed itself by dumping me as soon as my marriage had hit the rocks.

Even so, the physical memory of Tony’s stumpy, misshapen but oh-so-thick cock inside my oversized vagina was impossible to dislodge completely.

“Have you thought about… what I suggested?” I asked innocently in case anyone could overhear.

Pete understood immediately; I was referring to the idea I had put to him that we should give my husband his fantasy using a professional, paid fuck-buddy. Pete had baulked at the idea at first, talking about prostitutes rather than escorts, the term I preferred.

“I’m still thinking about it,” he replied enigmatically.

He was doing more than just thinking if his browsing history was to be believed but I just smiled encouragingly

“Feeling any more positive?” I asked.

“I’m… I’m getting there,” he replied. “Slowly.”

A warm glow passed through me. Pete had been unbelievably understanding about my infidelities the past months. The more I gave him back now, the happier we both would be — and the less likely he would be to fall into Julie’s grasp.

“Is that why you brought this out again?” I indicated the Pandora Hotwife bracelet.

“I suppose it is,” he grinned.

“In that case, would you fasten it back on my wrist?”

“Can’t you manage?” he joked.

“Given what it represents,” I said quietly. “I think it would mean more to us both if you did it.”

As my husband carefully sealed the silver fastener shut, it felt as if he was sealing our future too. I jiggled my hand around, looking at the coloured charms in the restaurant’s low candlelight. They glowed warmly as my belly glowed, remembering how they had been earned.

I was going to be a Hotwife once again and soon too, but this time we would get it right.

***

The air of normality in my life continued on Monday morning. Once the hour or two of blessedly moderating morning sickness had passed, the day promised to be another uneventful, unremarkable start to the week. It was the kind of boring day I had loathed in the past but which now was all I wanted; a day in which my adulterously-conceived pregnancy, my sexually misguided daughter, my predatory best friend and even my husband’s increasingly expressed desire to watch himself being cuckolded could temporarily be forgotten.

Pete and I had woken together, sipped tea together, breakfasted together, dressed in normal, everyday clothes, kissed each other goodbye in the driveway as we had for decades and gone off to our separate jobs.

As I drove to work, the familiar binging sounds coming from my phone told of multiple emails arriving and promised a busy start to my week. I welcomed that; I needed to be Dr. Penny Barker again. I needed to remind myself that until the previous November when Tony, my first ever lover had seduced me, I had been a career scientist working on an international stage. I still had a team of scientists beneath me and a global reputation in my field to maintain.

My behaviour since Tony had first seduced and fucked me unceremoniously on our lounge floor had been dominated by the contents of my knickers. I had to remember that there was more to Penny Barker than the cock-hungry slut the previous months had unexpectedly released from deep within me.


The day helped, delivering even more normality than it had promised, with minor crises, a great deal of admin and the promise of more to come. It was lunchtime before I had a chance to go through all my work emails and late afternoon before I could sit back with a coffee and check both my personal and my secret author’s inboxes.

I was pleased to have received a handful of messages from readers in the latter inbox. I read them all quickly; there was nothing that couldn’t wait for the morning. I could reply during the hour I usually had on my own before my husband woke up. There was a troll attack too, disappointingly this time from a new email address and in a new style though the content was just as hateful.

My personal account contained mostly adverts but among them was a message from my older son Josh who seemed to think four lines of typed text was as good as calling his mother on the phone. He was wrong!

I read it briefly; he and his girlfriend wanted to see us on Sunday to give us some news.

If the news was that they were getting engaged, this would come as no surprise to anyone. The two of them had been together for years and were more or less living as man and wife now. Babies would no doubt follow soon after but, I smiled wryly, I had my own problem in that department to deal with first.

For a moment the incongruity struck me; should a women my age with a son about to be married really have let herself be fucked half stupid by a boy younger than that son? Once was bad enough but twice?

Fortunately I had heard nothing from my daughter since the call in which she had told me about the break-up with her most recent boyfriend. Perhaps her brother was providing a shoulder on which to cry should she need it.

I thanked God for older brothers for perhaps the first time in my life.

Monday evening arrived; Pete and I ate dinner together then he went into the study to work for an hour or so while I surreptitiously added a few paragraphs to the latest chapter of my story before joining my husband in the bedroom where he was waiting with sexual intent.

Although it was only Monday, when we had agreed not to split up and the Geneva Convention of our marriage had been agreed, I had promised myself I would never deny my body to my husband unless there was a serious reason for doing so.

Sex therefore was very much on the menu when I went to bed and I was looking forward to it.

Once there, my husband’s mouth and then his cock drove all my worries from my mind. As I came over and over again, my juices flowing freely onto Pete’s handsome, loving face, my thighs clamped either side of his head, the words ‘Oh God! Oh God!’ kept coming from my mouth.

Like mother, like daughter? I wondered as I drifted off to sleep half an hour later.

***

Tuesday passed in similar vein but predictably, it wasn’t long before this idyll came to an end.

It was Wednesday morning and I was driving to work. The traffic was unusually heavy so I was stuck in the car for some time. Annoying though this was, it turned out to be a blessing in disguise because when my phone rang and the words ‘Will Mobile’ appeared there was no-one around to see.

I literally jumped in my seat at the sight of his name on the screen. My heart thumped and a strange thrill passed through me! The thrill was powerful and sexual; my mind told me that this was not the way I was supposed to feel but my body couldn’t help itself.

For a moment I contemplated rejecting the call and letting my voicemail protect me from the danger this intrusion represented. But that would have been cowardice and would only have delayed the difficult task, probably to a much more awkward moment.

I touched the green button on the screen

“Hi” I said uncertainly.

To my annoyance my voice was trembling a little.

“Hi Penny,” came the familiar youthful voice. “It’s Will.”

“Hi Will,” I replied nervously, still sounding like a schoolgirl when in the presence of her biggest crush.

For a second I wondered what he wanted but then metaphorically kicked myself; I knew full well what he wanted. I had been expecting a call some time so should not be surprised it had happened.

What I most certainly had not expected was the surge of excitement that rose unbidden within me at the sound of my most recent lover’s voice.

“How are you?” he asked.

“I’m fine,” I replied, my throat still tight. “I’m on my way to work.”

“Can we talk?”

“There’s no-one else in the car.”

There was a pause.

“I’m sorry I haven’t called earlier,” he began.

“That’s okay Will,” I told him softly. “I didn’t expect you to.”

“I thought about sending you flowers but then I thought…” he began.

“Will, you mustn’t do that. I’m married. It would be too risky.”

He let the words sink in a moment.

“Besides we’re not having an affair,” I added. “We made lo… you fucked me, that’s all that happened.”

“But…”

“You did it very well but that’s all it was; a fuck,” I interrupted.

Why had I felt the need to tell him that? And why had my tummy rumbled as I said the words?

“I’d… I’d like us to meet again,” he said

My heart thumped even louder. It was what I had been expecting to hear but I had not expected to feel so pleased it had been said. Shit! There was a warm glow developing between my thighs too.

Get a grip Penny!

“I’m not sure that’s a good idea,” I replied without conviction.

“Didn’t you enjoy our last…. meeting?”

“You know I did,” I told him honestly.

“Then why wouldn’t you want another?”

I took a deep breath before saying words designed as much to convince myself as to convince him.

“Will, I’m married. Okay I’m not the perfect faithful wife but I still have a husband.”

“Doctor Peter Barker, yes I know about him.”

“I’m married to him. I’m supposed to be faithful to him.”

“But you aren’t faithful, are you?” he asked.

“No Will. Not all the time.”

“Do you love him?”

“Yes Will, I love him a great deal.”

“But you still cheat on him?”

“It’s complicated, Will,” I replied weakly.

“I bet it is,” he laughed. “Does your husband know about you and Darren? You and me?”

This was difficult; if I said no it would reinforce his belief that he held something over me. If I said yes it would tell him more than he needed to know about our lifestyle.

At the moment Will thought the biggest threat was my husband finding out about my one night stands. The truth was that the biggest threat to our lives and family was if our friends, colleagues or — God help us — our children found out what we had been up to.

And Will didn’t even know about the pregnancy yet! That multiplied the risk many times.

It was time to be assertive.

“Will, we can’t go on like this. Either you’re blackmailing me into having sex with you or you’re a friend I chose to have sex with. You told me you weren’t interested in money; surely trying to coerce me into sex in no better.”

“I’m not a blackmailer,” he insisted. “And I’m not trying to coerce you. I just thought…”

“You just thought I was an easy lay and had been so amazed by your performance last time that I couldn’t wait to let you fuck me again. Am I right?”

The silence on the other end of the phone told me I was very right; Will thought I was a pushover and had expected me to fall back into his arms and his bed with ease.

What he didn’t know — and I had only now discovered from my instinctive reaction to his call - was that he was very right too. I had been overwhelmed by the way he had fucked me. Whatever my mind was saying, my body couldn’t wait to feel that way again.

“And just in case I was having doubts you thought a little threat to tell my husband would push me over the edge and into your bed,” I continued as much to distract myself.

“So was I right?” he replied in a challenge that wrong-footed me for a moment. “Are we going to fuck again?”

This time it was my turn to pause. I had thought I was in control, now I wasn’t so sure. The pause was lengthy as I tried to balance the need to make Pete and my lives safe against the surge of lust that was pulsating through my whole body.

“Maybe,” I eventually replied.

It was a stupid, weak response but its effect on Will was instant.

“That’s not a complete ‘no’ then?”

“It’s not a complete ‘no’,” I confirmed.

I thought for a moment. If I had listened only to my body I would have simply said yes and gone to meet my fate in the expectation of an evening just as satisfying as my night with Darren had been.

The prospect was much more enticing than I was comfortable with.

But the Penny who would have done all that had nearly lost her husband, her family and the respect of her friends. I was a New Penny now; a Geneva Convention Penny who was trying to bring this illicit relationship to a safe conclusion, not prolong it, however amazing the sex would undoubtedly be.

And there was no question of the New Penny going to bed with anyone without her husband’s knowledge and agreement. Besides, the beginnings of an idea were beginning to form in my brain.

“I’ll let you know tomorrow morning,” I said firmly. “I’m not saying yes though.”

“Okay,” he said a little downcast.

“I’m at work now Will. I have to go.”

“Speak soon?”

“Okay. I’ll send you a message.”

“Have a good day Penny.”

“You too Will.”

I pressed the red button to end the call and swore out loud.

What was it about me that made me do such stupid things? I was nearly fifty-two for Christ’s sake. Why couldn’t I go to garden centres or wives groups, or do flower arranging like other women my age?

Why did the contents of my knickers have to get me into so much trouble?

***

“I need you to let me see him one more time,” I said anxiously over dinner that evening.

“Jesus Penny,” Pete began. “I thought…”

“I told you it might not be over,” I insisted. “He wants to see me again.”

Pete was on the verge of anger now. It was evening of the same day and we were sitting at the table having eaten dinner together as we had so many times before. Indeed life had been so normal and so companionable that it was only with the greatest of reluctance that I had raised the subject of Will again.

“Please Pete,” I begged. “I think I can sort it once and for all. I just need you to let me meet him once more and…”

“And be fucked silly by him,” my husband filled in the gap for me.

“Well, yes,” I conceded. “Fucked anyway. But if you let me do it, I think I can fix everything. It would be the last time.”

“Do you have to go through with it?” he asked. “I mean, if it’s going to be the end, do you have to actually let him fuck you again?”

I took his hand in mine, pleading.

“It won’t work if he doesn’t, Pete. If I’m going to fix it properly, I need him to fuck me one last time.”

There was a long pause.

“We’ve had such a lovely week,” he said quietly. “I thought…”

“I know,” I said quietly. “And I wish it wasn’t like this. It’s only one more time,” I insisted. “But..”

“Oh God! There’s more?”

“But… it has to be here, Pete. In our bedroom.”

“What?”

“It has to be in our bedroom, in our bed. Otherwise…”

“Otherwise what?”

“Otherwise it won’t work,” I told him truthfully, hoping Pete would see the pain in my eyes and not ask for too many details.

“What are you planning to do?” he demanded, not unreasonably.

“Please Pete. I need you just to trust me,” I pleaded.

“That’s a big ask,” he countered.

It took another full hour before Pete finally agreed and even then it was only grudgingly. I could see I had pushed his tolerance as far as it could go. This had to work. There would be no more acceptance of private infidelity after this.

I silently prayed that my plan would come though. If it did not, the life of a pregnant divorcee in her fifties was looking me in the face.

But the following morning as I anxiously picked up my phone and began to send a message to Will, I thought it might just be okay.



Penny’s Promiscuity Ch. 20: Movie

It was Saturday afternoon; the day of the Plan and I was nervous.

Pete was playing golf — reluctantly for the first time in his life - with instructions not to come home until five o’clock at the earliest. I was emptying the bath having prepared myself with the same degree of care with which I had just prepared the bedroom.

My arms and legs had been shaved, my hair washed, my skin exfoliated, my finger and toenails filed and varnished. In honour of my impending return to the Hotwife-Cuckold lifestyle, my pubic hair had been completely removed and my special Pandora bracelet was on my wrist, its glass charms twinkling in the afternoon sunlight.

I sat at my dressing table in my tiniest, sexiest bra and silk knickers beneath my lightest, most diaphanous robe. To my eye, the swelling in my lower belly caused by Darren’s growing baby was huge and obvious but my husband had reassured me this was just paranoia; that in fact the bump was hardly visible at all.

As I dried my hair and looked out over the garden, my tummy was alive with butterflies.

Had I done everything? Was the bedroom really ready for its soon-to-be occupants?

I checked the room carefully for the umpteenth time before going downstairs and pouring myself a small glass of wine.

Being pregnant I knew I shouldn’t be using alcohol at all but my previous three pregnancies had been long before total abstinence was recommended and besides, given what I was about to do, I needed a drink.

As I sat in the kitchen sipping the Sauvignon Blanc and watching the clock, I went over the last few days in my mind, trying to reassure myself I had overlooked nothing. After all, our whole future might depend on getting the next few hours right.

The purchases I had made online had arrived and were in place, concealed from casual view. I had tested both their location and function and knew exactly where the best places were to take advantage of them. I had been less successful with what needed to be done afterwards but expected to have time to learn at my own pace — if it became necessary.

I was as ready as I could be. All I had to do was hold my nerve and see the plan through.

The fact that I expected the ordeal to involve a considerable amount of physical pleasure did not ease my nerves much; it was to be a performance as well as an enjoyable experience and I was not used to having an audience, however remote.

I looked up at the clock again; Will was late.

Why did that surprise me? The younger generation seemed to have no concept of time… Stop it Penny! You’re showing your age again. Besides, your own behaviour hardly stands up to much scrutiny.

In a short time you’ll be no better than your misguided daughter.

I thought about Izzy for a moment. Still badly upset by the abrupt end of her most recent relationship, she and I had had two long, involved, emotional telephone conversations over the last two days. Newly single and coming to terms with a freshly acquired and not entirely undeserved reputation as a slut, she was trying hard to put her feelings to one side and concentrate on her upcoming examinations.

In this she was being only partially successful.

Although she was primarily the author of her own misfortune, I did have some sympathy with my daughter. If my own indiscretions ever became as public as hers, the effect on my own life would be even more profound.

For that reason, the afternoon’s plans could not be allowed to fail!

“Buzzzz!”

The sound of the bell ringing made me jump and my heart raced.

He was here! It all had to start now.

Downing the last of my wine, I sprang to my feet and pressed the remote to open the front gates and let in my guest. I watched through the bedroom window as they swung slowly inwards; a small blue car passed through, rolled along the driveway and came to a halt outside the house.

Please God may my nerves not fail me!

I descended the stairs quickly, slipped on a pair of my highest heels and was in the hallway just as the front door bell rang. My heart in my mouth and my tummy full of butterflies, I took a deep breath, turned the lock, opened the door tentatively, stepped back and let in my young lover.

“Wow!”

Will’s first and entirely instinctive reaction was a good start. The moment the boy caught sight of me he actually took a step back in surprise.

“Wow!” he repeated. “Mrs. Barker! You look amazing!”

“Come in quickly,” I smiled, standing back to let him enter the hallway, checking no neighbours could see me before closing and locking the door.

Once inside the house, for a moment my young lover-come-blackmailer seemed awestruck by his surroundings. I suppose our house is quite large and might intimidate a young man. I was pleased for any psychological advantage I could gain but Will quickly adjusted to the situation and some of his conference returned.

“Come this way, will,” I smiled, encouraged, leading him through to the lounge.

“This is an amazing house,” he said, clearly impressed as he surveyed his surroundings.

I felt acutely aware that the lounge was the room in which my first act of infidelity had taken place; indeed Pete still liked to believe that a small dark mark on the carpet had been caused by my lover’s semen and my own juices when he had first fucked me in my own house.

“Fancy a drink?” I asked, tottering over to the sideboard, swaying my bony hips as sexily as I could. ““I’m having a glass of wine. Can I get you something? Wine? Beer?”

“A cold beer would be great.”

I began to open a bottle.

“Got to keep rehydrated if I’m exerting myself,” he added cheekily.

“And you reckon you’ve got a workout ahead of you?” I replied, joining the innuendo.

“I’ve been training hard,” he grinned. “Very hard.”

“We’ll see,” I smiled, crossing the room slowly, my own wine in one hand, Will’s beer in the other.

My high heels made slow movement a necessity but also helped me maintain what I believed to be a sexy walk. I handed him the cold misty glass.

“Cheers!”

“To the sexist MILF in the city,” Will saluted me as he took his first long sip.

It was corny but it helped calm my nerves a little more.

“How’s your day been?” I asked, leaning against the back of the sofa.

“It’s going to be busy…” he began.

As the boy explained the intricacies of his working weekend and the difficulty he had had in finding time to drag himself away from his duties to fuck me, my attention wandered from his words to his body.

Will had arrived dressed in his club uniform, presumably intending to go directly from my bed to his work. This wasn’t a problem. As I have explained before, sports club uniforms are designed to show off the wearers’ bodies to best effect and perhaps help them overlook the poor salaries they are usually paid.

As he spoke, I could see that Will was indeed not the sharpest knife in the drawer but he certainly had one of the best-kept bodies I had ever seen on a young man.

His hair was fashionably short, his face handsome with just the right amount of stubble on his chin. His shoulders were broad and his chest powerful, an asset displayed well by his tight green polo shirt and I knew there was a six pack below his impressive pectorals muscles.

Today he was wearing matching shorts instead of the long green trousers I had previously seen. Though by no means tight, they were close-fitting enough to show off his muscular legs and tight buttocks in a way that brought back vivid memories of the way his reflection had looked as he had fucked me hard from behind, making me cum several times in the club’s changing room.

My body remembered that incredible fuck only too well, and as for the look on his face when he came inside me…

“Penny? Are you listening?”

Will’s slightly hurt voice brought me back to the present.

“Of course,” I said hurriedly. “I was just remembering our last time together.”

This seemed to pacify him immediately as a broad smile crossed his face.

“I’ve thought about that a lot too,” he said softly. “It’s a shame I don’t have more time today.”

Thank goodness! That gave me a clue as to what he had been saying.

“I’m sorry about that too,” I smiled though it was not really true. “Should we get down to business then?”

Will looked taken aback.

“You mean you want me to…?”

“Fuck me right away? Yes of course! That’s what we’re here for isn’t it?”

“But I thought…”

“Will this isn’t an affair or a romance, remember. We’re both in relationships. We both have other halves we want to keep this secret from. I don’t need seducing; I’m a sure thing. You are going to fuck me!”

“But…”

I moved closer to him, my finger prodding him playfully in the chest to emphasis my words.

“You’re here to add another MILF to your list of conquests,” I said, my eyes fixed on his. “I’m here to enjoy helping you do that, right?”

He looked stunned as I stared up into his face.

“If you put it like that…” he said.

“I do!”

My arms rose around his neck, his hands fell to my waist and his mouth descended onto mine. I raised my lips to his and we kissed, for a moment tentatively but quickly becoming hot and passionate. Will’s tongue entered my mouth as his hands found my buttocks, pulling me hard onto the already-firm bulge in his shorts.

He tasted of beer and once again, tobacco. It should have revolted me but perversely it made him seem even more crudely masculine and made me want his body in mine even more.

Will’s left leg moved a little forward; instinctively I began to grind myself against it, feeling his bare hairy skin against my silk-covered, freshly-shaved mound. His hands began to knead my buttocks, pressing me even harder against his thigh as our mouths melted into one another.

My hand left fell from his neck and to his groin where I began to massage the bulge in his shorts. It felt hard and large but I knew it would soon be even harder and even larger. I slipped my hand inside the waistband and gripped his firming shaft in my fist, squeezing it.

“Big enough for you?” he growled, breaking our kiss.

“Not yet,” I grinned back, squeezing it in my fingers. “But it has promise.”

“Why don’t you suck it and see?”

“Not here,” I whispered. “Come with me.”

I took his hand in mine, led him out of the lounge and up the stairs to our marital bedroom tottering on my heels with very step. Once inside I closed the door firmly behind us.

“In here?” Will gasped in surprise. “But this is…”

“Our room, yes,” I finished his sentence for him. “Pete and my bedroom; I want you to fuck me right here.”

Will looked more than a little nervous and for a moment I worried that he would insist on using another room. That couldn’t be allowed to happen; my plans would be ruined.

“I get really turned on at the idea of someone as fit as you fucking me in my own bed,” I purred in what I hoped was a seductive manner but which probably sounded more like a nineteen-fifties’ B movie. “I want you to make me cum right where my husband sleeps.”

Corny and amateur it might have been but it did the trick; Will’s anxiety evaporated in a cloud of male ego.

“Well, I will try not to disappoint you,” he smiled leeringly, placing his hands on my shoulders and turning me towards him.

I raised my face to his, my tummy alive with butterflies, my groin already warm and damp.

“I’m sure you won’t,” I whispered, stroking his muscular arms. “But remember you’re so much stronger than me; please be gentle.”

It was the corniest of all lines but again it did its job. Will lifted my chin with his finger and leaned towards me. With my heart thumping in my chest, I leaned towards him too…

And it all started in earnest as our two mouths melted into one another in the heat and passion of our kiss. Teeth clashed awkwardly and our tongues writhed over and around each other as our hands leapt to each other’s bodies as if we were teenage school kids all over again.

In contrast with beer and tobacco on his breath, Will’s body smelled cleanly of soap and his hair of sandalwood as he held me firmly against him. The heady, sensual cocktail of his masculine presence made my chest and belly tighten with delight and incredible arousal.

It was going to be okay! No, it was going to be good!

After what seemed an age, our lips parted and we both gasped for breath, giggling like school kids. My lips already felt a little numb. How many years had it been since that had happened? I leaned back in his arms, his body still closely pressed against mine.

The erection in his pants as it pressed firmly into my lower belly was very obvious.

“Where’s your husband?” Will whispered.

“Don’t worry about him,” I smiled. “We won’t be disturbed.”

Will grinned and kissed me on the mouth once again; we melted together in a second passionate embrace. I felt his hands slipping boldly deep inside my bathrobe then snaking around my waist. A moment later his fingers were exploring the soft smooth sensitive skin of my back as they slid both up and down my spine from the silky smooth waistband of my panties to the tightly fastened clasp of my bra.

I felt his confident, probing fingers kneading my buttocks through the silk of my panties and pressed myself back against his palm, then forwards against his so-hard cock once again.

“You really want this don’t you, Mrs Barker?” Will said with an air of triumph. “You’re gagging for a good fucking.”

I said nothing, but slipped my arms around his neck as his fingers danced over my tingling skin. Will’s hands were kneading my buttocks; his fingernails were running down my sides; his hands were on my stomach, the gentle roundness of my baby bump apparently unnoticed, then on my small, silk-encased boobs.

“You like older women?” I asked in a voice rather more aroused than I had expected.

“I like some older women,” he smiled back leeringly, pressing his erection crudely against my belly.

“What makes us special?”

“Experience. Confidence. I love women who know what they want and how to enjoy it.”

“I’m not your first MILF then?” I teased.

Will blushed and a worried frown crossed his handsome face.

“Don’t worry; I’m not the jealous type,” I grinned.

Our lips met again. Will’s tongue reached deep between my teeth, entwining with my own, our mouths open wide as if trying to consume each other entirely. I ground my bony pelvis against his erection, guiding my lover bodily into the position I had selected as best for this part of the process.

We broke for breath once again, both of us giggling in relieved arousal. It was time to move on. I released his neck and, stepping away from him far enough to give a good view, let my robe fall to the ground.

Will’s eyes opened wide in delight.

I had chosen my most expensive, white silk underwear; loose fitting, lace-trimmed, almost transparent French knickers and a matching bra designed to present my small breasts in the best way possible. Even so, I was nervous, my eyes reluctant to meet his.

“Wow!” he exclaimed, unable to stifle a childish gasp.

I felt relieved and encouraged.

“You like it?” I whispered. “I don’t let anyone but my husband see me like this.”

That was a lie and after hearing me in bed with his housemate Darren Will knew this but it didn’t matter.

He took my fingers in his and kissed them, then returned to kiss my lips once more, his hands around my back playing dextrously with the clasp on my bra. It gave way almost immediately, the garment falling forwards over my shoulders.

Will’s hands were on my bared flesh in an instant, the bra was cast aside then to my surprise he dropped to his knees in front of me with his face close to my boobs. I could feel his hot breath on my firming breasts and felt my nipples hardening quickly. I stroked his short hair as Will slowly drew each of my teats in turn into his mouth, lightly flicking his tongue over its tip and nipping it very lightly with his teeth.

His hands kneaded the soft round globes on which they sat, sensitised to a high degree by my pregnancy.

“Mmmmm! Be gentle with them,” I moaned.

Will obediently released his grip and instead cupped my tender boobs, his palms warm and delicate on my inflamed flesh. It felt wonderful; this time it was my turn to moan with pleasure. Then, as his teeth and tongue continued to toy with my teats, his hands returned to my buttocks where he cupped my bony cheeks through their silk shroud.

It felt incredible; my lower belly was alive with arousal. This was going to be so much better than the wham-bam-thank-you-ma’am fuck in the club’s changing room. Though to be honest, that had been amazing enough!

“Shall I close the curtains?” he asked, nodding towards the bedroom’s windows.

For a moment this took me by surprise; I most certainly did not want the room to be in darkness.

“I love the sunlight,” I said. “Leave them open.”

“A women who likes to see what’s happening to her,” he smiled excitedly, his eyes sparkling.

He released my boobs, rose to his feet and began to undress. A surge of lust welled up inside me as Will’s trained, athletic body was slowly revealed; first his flat, six-pack tummy, then his powerful shoulders and arms as he peeled off his polo shirt.

Naked from the waist up, he paused and posed. The boy actually posed! It should have made me giggle but instead it made me admire his body even more. Bare breasted, I moved closer, stroking his bared chest with my fingertips, trying hard to keep my eyes on the prize but my resolve was fragile to say the least.

“Want to help?” he asked, his eyes twinkling.

“If you need it,” I smiled.

“I’d like it,” he grinned, placing his hands on my shoulders and pressing downwards until I had dropped to my knees in front of him, my face level with his navel.

“Strip me, Mrs. Barker,” he commanded jokily.

“Your wish is my command, Sir,” I replied.

Looking up into his eyes, I slowly unfastened the waistband of his trousers, pulled down the zipper then and lowered them to the floor. The bulge in the tight-fitting shorts beneath was as impressive as I remembered and my chest went tight with anticipation.

Slowly and carefully I eased the back of the elasticated waist over his taut, firm buttocks then carefully forwards until his erection broke free, slapping eagerly upwards against his lower belly with an energy and firmness only found in the young.

I stared at the pole of muscle before me, the prettiest I had seen, my body remembering how it had felt to have it fully inside me. I could feel the familiar and growing warmth between my legs that promised copious lubrication as I took that long, thick shaft in my hand then, making as much eye contact as I could, opened my mouth, stuck out my tongue and licked the tip of its smooth, rounded head.

It felt warm and soft and was already oozing precum. I licked it again then kissed it and ran my tongue along its underside.

“Mmmm. Penny!”

The response from above was good. I looked up into Will’s youthful face again then opened my mouth wider and took the whole of his swollen head between my lips.

It felt big but not too big; I could still work my tongue around the intruding presence which I did for all I was worth, running its flat surface over and around Will’s smooth glans then along the sensitive ridge and valley where it joined his hardening shaft.

“Mmmmmm.”

Again the sounds from above my head were promising. Still relatively inexperienced in sucking cock despite my age, I tried as hard as I could to remember what had worked with my few previous lovers and what I had seen on the many cuckold videos I had watched.

Taking the base of his shaft in my right hand, I began to run it up and down Will’s pole, my mouth following as if I was fucking him with my face. I felt his fingers in my hair and his hips began to sway in time with my movements.


I closed my eyes and concentrated on the thick phallus smoothly sliding in and out of my mouth, on its ridged sides, on the soft slippery skin that covered it, on the rounded end that repeatedly struck the roof of my mouth and the back of my throat.

“Oh Pennyyyyy!”

I felt pleased Will moaned aloud with pleasure; I was doing something right. Remembering the videos I had watched, my left hand rose between his legs and I took his tightening sack in my palm. Will’s legs parted a fraction. My fingers began to play with its hard, egg shaped contents as my mouth worked its way up and down the underside of his shaft, my teeth scraping its sides with every rising of my head.

“Oh God yes! Suck me you slut!”

Will’s body was trembling but my own body was responding too, more powerfully than I had imaged it could. My nipples were rock hard, my vulva literally dripping moisture into my silk panties. I lifted his shaft in my hand then lowered my head further and began to lick his sack, taking each firm ball of meat into my mouth one by one.

This was cocksucking the like of which I had never done before. This was Penny the slut in full flow.

“Oh God where did you learn to do that?”

“Doesn’t your girlfriend do this for you?” I mumbled, my mouth still full of scrotum.

“N… No”, he sighed. “It’s not her thing.”

“Too bad,” I replied, sucking his left ball deep between my lips and tickling it with my tongue.

“Ohhhhyyessss! That’s sooo good!”

As I drew his right ball alongside it, I wondered what my husband would think about his educated, professional wife sucking a boy’s cock as if her life depended upon it. It was impossible even to guess but the boy himself was certainly enjoying my efforts.

But despite this success I knew a blow job would not be enough; not enough to satisfy Will, not enough for my plan to succeed and, I knew for certain, nowhere near enough to satisfy my own physical demands.

Nothing short of a full, deep and comprehensive fucking would satisfy either of us or bring my plans to fruition.

I slowed my work on Will’s cock to a halt and pulled my head away, as before, leaving a long trail of saliva from my lips to its tip as I had seen so often in the movie clips.

I looked up into Will’s face once again; it was a little flushed and for a moment I felt intensely proud of my new-found abilities.

Will’s fingers disentangled themselves from my hair and worked their way beneath my chin, lifting my gaze to meet his. A little more pressure and I was rising to my feet, our eyes locked together as my head passed his flat stomach and gym-trained chest.

As our faces drew almost level he leaned in and kissed me on the lips again, presumably tasting his own precum on my mouth.

For a moment I wondered whether men were as repulsed by the smell and taste of their own secretions as I was of mine, but Will had more urgent plans. No sooner had our lips parted then he gently pressed me backwards until the backs of my knees were pressed against the edge of the mattress.

“On the bed, Mrs. Barker,” he growled in my ear, pushing me firmly downwards.

A moment later I was on my back on the mattress.

It was about to happen! Try and keep in control Penny! I shuffled up the bed, turning slightly until my face was carefully directed towards the bedside table and the pile of books and gadgets on it.

Will kicked off his trousers and shorts and moved closer. His erect cock was huge, threatening and glistened with saliva. I reached towards him; he came closer still then placed a hand on each of my pale knees and spread my legs apart, opening me wide for penetration.

I submitted to his desire willingly, letting my legs flop open. Will knelt on the floor between my calves, pulling my body towards him until my long, skinny legs were either side of his head. I looked down my body towards his face, over my tiny flat boobs, over the slight bulge of my pregnant belly towards the tousled hair on his young head.

Without another word, Will’s mouth descended towards my vulva, my white thighs rising like ivory towers either side of his face. I closed my eyes as his lips brushed against the silk covering my mound. I gasped as he ran his tongue along the crease at the top of my thigh then slipped a finger under each side of the hem of my panties.

I moaned softly in anticipation and raised my hips wantonly towards his mouth.

Will began to slide my panties down over my buttocks; I raised my hips slightly from the bed to let them pass beneath my bottom and as they slid softly along my thighs I could feel the cool air on the room on the dampness between my thighs.

A moment later the panties were gone; pulled over my bony knees, around my ankles and cast aside.

My newly-shaved vulva was exposed to him for the first time.

“You’re all bare…” Will whispered in surprise.

I nodded.

“Do you like it?”

“Jesus yes!”

Will buried his nose between my fleshy outer lips. My body jumped at his sudden touch then I shivered as his hot breath rolled over my opening slit and inner lips.

“Hhhhhhh Oh Chrst!”

Will’s tongue darted outward and upwards to tickle the underside of my swelling clitoris. My thighs clamped hard around his head and I squealed in pleasure and surprise.

Then the boy got to work on me, slipping the palms of his hands under my bony buttocks and gently raising my bare, wet vulva to his lips. His hands were strong; my pelvis tilted until my heels touched his long, muscular back.

“Ayyyesss!”

In a single smooth move, Will slid the tip of his tongue the full length of my vulva. Starting at my tightly puckered anus his lithe active tongue moved along the deep valley of my slit, around my inner lips then dipped deep into my vagina before working its way to the hard nub of my clitoris above.

I gasped aloud and a small, animal-like whimper escaped my lips. He lapped at me again and again, my legs opening wider and wider as if to draw the boy bodily into my most private place.

Sensing success, Will plunged his tongue, firm and pointed, into my vagina then I felt my body go stiff as he began to draw the tip of his tongue around and over my inner lips. My fingers tangled in his hair as he lifted my hips higher still, drawing my super-heated vulva even closer to his face.

My moans became louder; the warm glow of an impending climax began to ripple outwards from my groin.

Will began to flick his tongue rapidly in short sharp jabs over my small, hard clitoris. The effect was immediate; my fingers tightened in his hair until I was sure I would pull handfuls out. It must have hurt but he persisted, finding the delicate underside of my clitoris, working the tip of his tongue under its hood.

I was moaning louder now and the warm glow became red heat.

Will thrust his tongue deep into my vagina; my thighs closed tightly on the sides of his head as my hips bucked against his face. He ran his tongue around its entrance and my excitement grew and grew.

I braced myself, waiting for the climax I was sure would follow very shortly.

But Will didn’t want me to cum like that. Seconds before my orgasm could take hold he pulled away then, with a strength and speed that took me by surprise, flipped me over onto my front and set me on all fours, my face pointed towards the headboard.

Before I could react, his mouth was back on my vulva from behind, his tongue licking in long strong strokes from my clitoris to my anus once again, where to my astonishment its tip played with the tightly puckered ring of muscle.

It felt like nothing I had felt before; a strange new stimulation that felt both exciting and repulsive at the same time. And as his mouth played with my anus, his fingers were entering my vagina, thrusting deep into my body as they had before, one, two, three fingers at least, stretching my entrance tightly around his knuckles.

“You like that?” he hissed lustfully.

“Yes! Yes!” I panted.

“See how you like this then!”

Will began to finger fuck me from behind, his hand pressed hard into my vagina then quickly withdrawn. It felt good; his fingertips scraping over the rough spot behind my pubic bone that promised so much pleasure. I gasped and my arms went weak.

There was the sound of spitting and something warm and wet fell into the cleft between my buttocks followed immediately by a finger beginning to work its way into my anus. My body fought instinctively against it but Will was too strong. First a fingertip, then a knuckle, then a second knuckle passed through my sphincter and into my rectum.

I felt disgusted; I felt elated; I felt confused but so aroused!

For what felt like an age, Will finger-fucked both my vagina and my anus with both hands. There was pain and a powerful desire to expel the invading digit but the fast-building pleasure simply overwhelmed all discomfort.

I began to cum quickly but it was a new, unfamiliar kind of orgasm I hardly recognised; slower to build but encompassing my entire pelvis and lower belly. As the wave of pleasure rose within me, my vulva and anus were alive with sensation. My shuddering body rocked, twisted then as my arms finally gave way, my face fell onto the sheet, leaving my abused bottom sticking obscenely upwards.

A second wave of climax passed through me and I could feel Will moving into position behind me.

“Fuck me, Please! Fuck me now!”

The voice was mine but where the words were coming from I could barely imagine.

Will needed no second bidding; in an instant the fingers were withdrawn from both my vagina and anus and the bed was rocking as he moved close behind me.

I lifted my face from the sheets but had risen no further than my elbows before I felt the pressure of his cock against my vulva, its smooth head being rubbed up and down my slit from the clitoris at its base along its well-lubricated valley until I felt the pressure of its tip against my freshly-violated anus.

Oh my God! He’s going to fuck my arse!

My first anal sex on video? This I did not want!

Being fucked doggy-style in my own bed was bad enough; I was not ready to lose my final virginity on camera!

Whether that was his intention or not I will never know because, unwilling to take the chance I reached behind with my left hand, took hold of Will’s cock just behind its head and guided it firmly down towards away from my anus and towards my eagerly waiting vagina.

Will showed no sign of disappointment and as his smooth end parted my inner lips I released his shaft, returned to my position on all fours and waited eagerly for the penetration I was certain would soon follow.

I did not have to wait long. I had barely raised my head from the sheet when I felt two strong hands on my buttocks, parting them wide. I felt exposed, vulnerable but desperate to feel that boy’s cock in my cunt once again.

I felt the pressure on my entrance increase, I felt my inner lips parting, I felt my entrance stretching easily to accommodate the smooth, swollen much-desired object that was moving slowly but inexorably forward.

Then with an angry grunt, Will’s fingers tightened on my hips, his muscles pulsed and my body was pulled sharply backward to meet the hard, brutal forward thrust of his hips.

I squealed aloud with shock, pain and a bolt of sheer animal pleasure as Will’s erect cock was rammed into my soaking, unresisting vagina in a single, brutal stroke. The boy’s entire cock was driven full length into me without hesitation, penetrating my body until his hips slapped against the underside of my buttocks and his head was pressed hard against my cervix.

To my horror, a loud queefing sound filled the room as air was forced out of my vagina by the invading phallus.

I could feel my body trying desperately to adjust to the new presence within it.

“Shit Will,” I protested. “Be gentle!”

“I don’t want to be gentle,” he growled, grinding the thick base of his cock against the sensitive, freshly shaved flesh of my vulva and mound. “And I’m fucking certain you don’t want me to be.”

I didn’t argue; he was right. I wanted to be fucked and fucked hard. I wanted him to make me cum then cum himself inside me.

And I wanted it now!

Will’s hands moved from my waist to my hips as he pulled slowly back, drawing his cock out of me until just its head was between my lips. He moved it up and down a little as if teasing me, then rammed himself back into my vagina again.

‘Slap!’

“Mmmm!”

He pulled back again and thrust forward again even harder.

“Slap!”

“Oh yes!” I gasped.

Then he began to fuck me in earnest, quickly establishing a rhythm which gave me no time to recover between thrusts. Each time he bottomed out inside me, each thrust into my body; each thump of his head against the entrance to my baby-filled womb left me more aroused, more sensitised than the last.

‘Slap! Slap! Slap! Slap!’

The pleasure began to mount quickly.

‘Slap! Slap! Slap! Slap!’

“Like this slut?” he croaked.

“Oh yesss! Oh yesss!”

‘Slap! Slap! Slap! Slap!’

“Yyyyeeesss! Oh God! Oh God Oh God!”

Thanks to my overwhelming need to look into a man’s eyes as he ejaculates inside me, doggy-style hadn’t featured a great deal in my sexual history. My husband’s slender cock was better suited to the missionary position too so I was unprepared for the extraordinary sensations Will’s thick pole would induce in my helpless, exposed vagina.

Curving against the natural direction of my deepest passage, Will’s hard shaft stimulated and excited me in places none of my previous lovers had quite managed to touch. The hairless base of his shaft ground against my clitoris rather than by bottom, his tight sack slapping against its hooded nub while his head rubbed against the inner walls of my cunt.

The pleasure this produced along with the amazing feeling of being degraded and dominated, down on my hands and knees like an animal were enough to send me into climax within seconds.

‘Slap! Slap! Slap! Slap! Slap! Slap! Slap! Slap!’

“Oh God! Oh God! Oh Gooooood!”

The sounds of feral fucking were wet, loud and crude as Will’s hips collided noisily and messily with the underside of my bony buttocks. I wailed loudly into the still air of the bedroom as Will fucked me hard and fast, his fingers digging into the flesh of my hips, pulling me violently onto his cock to meet every forceful forward thrust full-on.

I came hard and wild as his smooth tip pummelled my cervix, my arms giving way once more leaving my face crushed against the rumpled sheet beneath me. My hair fell over my face and I felt his fingernails digging so hard into my hips that it really hurt but I didn’t care.

‘Slap! Slap! Slap! Slap! Slap! Slap! Slap! Slap!’

“Oh God! Oh God! Oh God!”

‘Slap! Slap! Slap! Slap! Slap! Slap! Slap! Slap!’

I repeated the mantra over and over again as Will ploughed relentlessly into my vagina with the energy of youth that neither my husband Pete or my first lover Tony could ever match.

‘Slap! Slap! Slap! Slap! Slap! Slap! Slap! Slap!’

Surely he must cum soon! The thought passed briefly through my orgasm-fuddled mind but Will had no such plans. Instead and apparently satisfied with his handiwork, he slowed his thrusting to a halt and paused, his cock still deep inside me.

“Oh God, Will,” I panted through an orgasmic haze. “Please! Please!”

What I was begging for I have no idea, but Will was in charge. Pulling his cock roughly from my vagina, he rolled me onto my back and before I could react, had spread my thighs wide apart, his strong hands were on my bent knees and he was looming over me with a lustful snarl on his face.

A moment later Will’s strong arms were either side of my shoulders and my vagina was once again stuffed full of his cock. He was thrusting into me with deep, slow strokes, bottoming out easily with each drive of his hips.

‘Slap! Slap! Slap! Slap! Slap! Slap! Slap! Slap!’

It felt good but familiar; nowhere near as arousing as his rear entry had been. I clamped down on his shaft as hard as my middle-aged pelvic floor would allow and was rewarded with a boost in sensation for me and a moan of pleasure from Will.

His pace increased. I held the squeeze on his cock as long as I could but my body wasn’t young enough or fit enough and I loosened around him once again.

Undeterred, Will paused in his thrusting but did not leave my body. Instead he slipped a hand under each of my knees and lifted them upwards until they were almost on my chest, my legs bent underneath his my body.

He pressed my knees tightly together; I felt myself getting tighter and tighter around his cock.

My eyes opened wide as he began to thrust into me once again, his hips slapping against my shins.

“Oh God! That’s. So. Much. Better!” I gasped, feeling my chest tightening sharply.

He began to thrust harder and deeper. I tried to tighten myself around him again. In this new position it worked and worked well!

The sensations mounted rapidly. I closed my eyes and tried to concentrate on the squeeze but the pleasure made it hard to think of anything else.

“OhGodOhGodOhGod!”

Will’s thrusting grew faster. I wailed as the warm wave rose higher and higher. My skin burned as I began to tremble and shake. The room was full of the wet slapping sounds of our bodies colliding along with my own moans and Will’s animal grunts as together we climbed towards a breathtaking illicit climax.

As the wave of pleasure began to break over me I began to squeal, strange almost inhuman noises escaping from my mouth.

“Are. You. Okay?” Will gasped, not breaking his rhythm.

I stared up at him, my head nodding wildly, mouth wide open but incapable of speech. Will redoubled his efforts, thrusting harder and harder into my body, pressing my thighs tighter and tighter together; my vagina gripping his shaft with every stroke.

“OhGodOhGodOhGodOhGodOhhhhhhhhhGoooodddd!”

It’s just possible that since that moment I have had a more powerful orgasm but before then I most certainly had not. The climax that hit me then, on our marital bed, on my back with my knees crushing my tiny boobs was by some distance the most intense sexual experience of my life.

My entire body shook as the white hot spasms took over, my vagina clenching hard on Will’s amazing cock of its own volition, as if desperate to hold him inside me forever.

The effect on Will was instant too. As my body tightened around him he began to cum himself, his face contorting merely inches above mine, his strokes wild and uncontrolled, his cock throbbing and pulsing as he began to ejaculate inside me.

As I came and came, images flashed through my mind; of the smooth purple head of Will’s cock pressed hard against the pink ring of my cervix; of it swelling and throbbing deep within me; of the ropes of semen spurting from its tiny lips; of the millions of microscopic sperm swimming frantically to find my egg.

And finally of the growing baby lying just above this scene of activity.

My head was spinning and I felt on the verge of passing out when Will’s thrusting finally slowed and his climax subsided. My own spasms began to release me and my vagina loosened its grip on my cock.

The boy held himself motionless above me, panting, sweating as I was.

I felt Will’s cock slip easily from my body and he rolled alongside me. We stared at the ceiling, neither touching the other, both panting, my head still in a daze.

***

We both must have dozed off because it was half an hour later when I felt the bed rock as Will stood up and went to the en suite bathroom. I was awake as he returned, lying on my side, my head propped on my left arm.

Even now, my body literally oozing his semen, it was impossible not to admire the boy’s extraordinary, athletic physique. The memory of how it had felt lying under that powerful young torso while his slim, muscular hips drove his erection mercilessly into my body over and over again were impossible to dispel.


For a minute or two I made no attempt to dispel them.

On his return, Will perched on the edge of the bed, looking down on the woman I was now certain was only the latest in a line of conquests. No inexperienced youth could have known to use that technique to tighten an older woman’s vagina.

“When will your husband be back?” he asked as if trying to work out whether another round in bed would be possible.

For a moment I wondered that too, but then steeled myself for what must no follow.

“He’ll be back soon,” I sighed.

“Well can I take you out for a drink?” Will suggested.

I laughed.

“It’s a lovely thought but I don’t think it would be a good idea, do you? We don’t want to telegraph what just happened. What would your girlfriend Keeley say?”

He gave me a look as if I had shocked him. It was obvious he did not want that young lady’s name mentioning. Clearly embarrassed he started playing with the gold chain around his neck.

Even in my flushed, post-orgasmic state I could tell that the power balance in our relationship had just shifted. Perhaps it was just the let-down that so many men suffer after ejaculation but there was no question. Despite having dominated, fucked and inseminated me in what could only be considered a humiliating position, Will’s demeanour was putting me at least partly in the driving seat.

The moment of truth was approaching. However good his fucking had been, if my life was to become manageable again I had to drive home my advantage mercilessly.

Lying there naked, freshly-fucked and flushed pink from my orgasms, this wasn’t going to be an easy thing to do bit I had to steel myself.

“Keeley’s more than just a casual girlfriend isn’t she?” I asked, sitting up on the other edge of the mattress.

Will looked at me, frowning, unsure where this post-coital conversation was going. I pressed on.

“In fact you’re actually engaged aren’t you Will? F you’re honest, you’re practically a married man.”

“How do you know about that?” he asked aghast.

Izzy had been right; he really wasn’t the brightest star in the sky.

“It’s a small world,” I replied enigmatically. “I’ve found out quite a lot about the two of you.”

“How?” he demanded, horrified.

“No-one can keep secrets for long, Will. That’s why affairs are so risky. That’s why we really shouldn’t see each other again, you know that. Today has to be the last time.”

“I’d rather it wasn’t,” he began.

“Will, you’re amazing in bed, let’s agree that. But I’m old enough to be your mother. I’m married and have kids older than you. You’re going to be married soon too.”

I watched his reactions carefully; Will winced but didn’t dispute the fact.

I had been right; it would be alright. My hold over him was now as strong as his over me — stronger in fact because unlike his fiancée, my husband already knew about my infidelities.

And Will still didn’t know my big secret.

“This afternoon was good,” I continued. “No, it was great, really great but we can’t do it again. It’s too risky for both of us.”

How I could say those words with his semen literally dripping from my vagina still amazes me, but I did. His disappointment was almost tangible. I was amazed; it was like talking to a child who had been told he couldn’t have a pet.

“Did you enjoy it?” I asked.

The look on his face told me all I needed to know.

“It was great,” he grinned. “Really great. Thank you.”

This was surreal. No one had ever actually thanked me so politely for having sex with them before let alone a boy who had all but blackmailed me into fucking him.

“It was my pleasure,” I told him with a smile. “Literally my pleasure! But now it’s time for us to put our clothes back on and for you to leave.”

“But I thought…”

“Come on Will. You’re really great in bed but it’s too risky for both of us. Keeley mustn’t find out about me or any of your other MILFs, right?”

He nodded, unaware that he had given away yet another little secret; as I had suspected I was a long way from being the only older woman who had succumbed to his charms. As I stood on my wobbly legs and began to wrap the robe back around my naked body I wondered briefly whether he and Darren compared notes on their latest MILF successes or maybe even swapped details.

But there was nothing to be gained from that unwelcome speculation.

“Today has to be the last time,” I smiled, kissing him on the forehead as a mother might kiss a seated child. “Better get dressed.”

Will reluctantly but obediently rose and began to pull on his clothes. He seemed oddly embarrassed as I watched that amazing body being covered once against by his close-fitting uniform. My own body was already stiffening with the effects of the awkward positions in which it had been fucked, I was hot, sweaty and must have reeked of sex.

Will appeared to be in a similar condition, as he pulled up his underwear I could clearly see that his long, flaccid cock was dark and swollen rather than erect and liberally coated in a shiny combination of my juices and his own semen.

“So there won’t be any more afternoons like this, understood?” I said once we both looked vaguely presentable once more.

Will looked so disappointed I could have hugged him but I had to be tough.

“Please Will, promise me this is the end of it all,” I insisted while I felt I still had the upper hand. “Neither of us should be here; I have Pete, you have Keeley. I doubt she’d approve of her future husband fucking older women he picks up in the club.”

“She wouldn’t believe it,” he began.

“She would if she saw it for herself,” I countered slowly.

“What do you mean?” he asked, looking round anxiously as if expecting his fiancée to appear in the bedroom in person.

It was time to play my trump card.

“Will, I’ve not been entirely open with you. There are three video cameras hidden in this room. By now, the movie footage they took of us fucking will be in the cloud and safe from interference. If Keeley got to see any of those movies I don’t think even she would be convinced that Wonderful William is quite as wonderful as she’s posted on facebook. She’ll probably decide he’s not the man for her after all.

“Oh my God!”

“She’s got three brothers too, hasn’t she? They might be a bit unhappy about you cheating on her.”

It was a long speech for me; one I had run over and over in my mind. I hoped and prayed it would work but the look on his face showed straight away that I had hit my mark full on.

“You wouldn’t do it,” he protested. “You’re in the movie too. It would ruin you too.”

“But I’ve got the original footage. A few hours with editing software on my laptop and only your face would be visible. And your body of course, we mustn’t forget what you were doing with that.”

The boy looked thunderstruck.

In truth I hadn’t the least idea how to edit video files; all I had done was repeat phrases I had read on the side of the box that the cameras had arrived in. It was a straight bluff; I had to keep my poker face in place while Will’s rather slow-moving mind went over his options.

“You mean…”

“I mean we have to stop doing this Will. However pleasant it was — and it was really good, trust me — it’s just too dangerous for both of us.”

He looked so downcast it was almost comical.

“Whatever you meant when you said it, your threat to tell my husband first about Darren then about us was a form of blackmail.”

“I didn’t mean…”

“I know that now Will, but I didn’t know it then. We’ve slept together twice now and I’m glad we did it. Both times were good; today’s was really good but it has to be the end, do you see that?

“I want my career and my marriage to continue. You want to start your career. Do you really think any reputable gym would employ you as a Personal Trainer if they knew you’d been screwing the female members behind their husbands’ backs? Get real William.”

He was standing with his mouth open.

“And there’s no way Keeley will marry you if she thinks that’s the kind of man you are.” I snorted. “Let’s face it Will, unless this is a last fling on your part you shouldn’t be marrying anyone.”

“I have to marry her,” he mumbled. “She’s pregnant.”

“Jesus Christ!” I exclaimed automatically. “Doesn’t anyone round here use birth control?”

Will looked puzzled and well he might. In an attempt to recover some composure I tried to bring things to an end.

“So there’ll be no more fuck-dates, okay? And you will tell no-one about the two we’ve had, however pleasant they were. If we meet again in the club or the street we can talk as if we’re acquaintances but you mustn’t say anything that implies we’re friends or have been in any way intimate. Can you do that?”

“As long as you promise not to show Keeley or her brothers…” he said with increasing unease.

An idea came to me and a smile crossed my face.

“Did you study the Cold War in history at school? I asked.

“I gave up history,” he replied, nonplussed. “But I know what the Cold War was. Mum and Dad talked about it.”

I frowned; that put me in my place age-wise. I went on.

“Well there was a phrase they used to use to describe how both sides had so many nuclear weapons that between them they could wipe out humanity several times over.”

He looked puzzled.

“Mutually Assured Destruction it was called. M.A.D. It means if either side started a war both sides would end up destroyed. That way neither side would ever be the first to launch a missile.”

He looked even more confused.

“We’re like that Will; you and I. You know enough about me to ruin my life but I know enough to ruin yours too. Neither of us should even think of telling anyone about the other.”

“I suppose so.”

“So we can both get on with our lives safe in the knowledge that neither of our secrets will ever get out, right?”

“I understand,” he said, looking like the penny really had just dropped.

“And we can simply remember what was a brief but very enjoyable acquaintance,” I added.

“You really enjoyed it? You’re not just saying that?” he asked with almost childish eagerness.

I smiled indulgently.

“You’re one of the best I’ve had, honestly.” I assured him, pleased with the repeated effect on his demeanour.

“If you ever feel like another try…” he volunteered.

“Then I’ll know where to come. In every sense of the word!”

It took a moment before he understood the meaning of my last sentence but when he finally got it, he grinned.

Whatever Will’s original plan had been, I did indeed now have a hold over him as strong as his over me; possibly stronger. The danger had been neutralised — this time permanently.

***

I was sitting at my laptop in my running clothes when my husband returned barely half an hour after Will had left. I hadn’t showered or tidied the bedroom in any way; all I had done was pull the minimum of acceptable outdoor clothes over my soiled body.

The cameras had been retrieved, the files recovered and safely saved on our desktop pc. I had briefly looked through the footage; about a third was unusable — either Will and I had been out of shot or so close that we were out of focus — but there was more than enough to show clearly in picture and in sound what had taken place.

My own ecstatic cries of ‘Oh God!’ were particularly loud and alarmingly close to what I imagined my daughter had screamed during her infamous first night in bed with Simon, her now ex-boyfriend.

Like daughter, like mother?

Whatever the truith, I was tired but my work was done, both in the bedroom and out of it.

Pete entered the house quietly as if he half suspected Will might still be there but of course the boy’s car and the boy himself were long gone.

“Penny?” he called anxiously up the stairs.

“I’m in the study,” I called back, rising to my feet as the man I loved stood nervously in the doorway.

“Is it all over?” he asked, looking into my eyes.

“I think so,” I replied. “He’s gone.”

Pete’s eyes began to scour my body as if looking for evidence of the fornication that must have taken place. From my flushed face and chest and the aroma of sex that must have clung to me, this would not be hard to find.

“Did you let him…” he began.

“Fuck me?” I finished his question. “Yes Pete. He fucked me.”

“Was it good?”

“It was one of the best I’ve ever had, Pete. It was a good farewell fuck.”

He winced then asked:

“It really was farewell?”

I nodded.

“So your plan worked?” he asked.

I took a deep breath.

“Yes Pete. It worked better than I expected.”

He looked into my eyes. From his expression he was desperate to know more; to hear more about what had just taken place in his house, in his bedroom, in his bed and with his wife.

A wave of anxiety washed over me. Was this a step too far? Would it actually alienate my husband?

Or would it be the first step along the road we both wanted the rest of our lives to follow?

There was only one thing I could do now and I had to do it.

Though I was by no means certain what the outcome would be, I had to trust the man I loved. In one way, my husband would be fulfilling his long-expressed fantasy. In another I would be putting our entire future at risk.

But it was a risk I had to take.

I placed my hand on the desktop pc. Pete’s eyes followed the movement. Then I placed a small flash drive on the table in front of him and said softly, my hand on his shoulder.

“This is for you. It’s not exactly what you asked for but it’s a step on the way.”

“You mean…?”

“It’s a sex tape Pete. It’s me and Will in our bed. He’s fucking the life out of me Pete and I’m cumming hard. It’s what you said you wanted to see.”

“But…”

“It hasn’t been edited; there’s been no time so it’s just the raw files from the cameras. I hope it gives you a little of what you want.”

Pete looked up at me, stunned. I kissed him on the cheek as I whispered:

“I’m going out for a while. Take your time.”

“Penny…”

“They say you should always be careful what you wish for, Pete.”

***

For an hour I pounded the footpaths that led into and through the woodland near out house. My body ached from the fucking it had received and I could feel something gooey seeping from my vulva as I ran but there was nothing else I could think of to kill the time.

Whether I was running away from the past or towards the future I don’t know but I was sure I couldn’t be in the house when Pete watched the video I had genuinely taken of Will fucking me half senseless in out bed.

When I entered the house an hour later, the sweat from my run had mingled with the sweat from Will’s fucking and the sticky evidence between my thighs.

Pete was sitting at his desk, the large computer screen glowing before him. There was a whisky glass next to his right hand and a half empty decanter alongside it. There was no water to be seen.

He did not turn to greet me as I entered the room.

“Hi,” I said tentatively, unsure what my reception might be.

“Hi,” he replied flatly, turning on the swivel seat but still not looking at me.

His face was pale, his eyes red as if he had been crying.

“They say you should be careful what you wish for,” he said flatly.

“You’ve watched it?”

“All of it,” he replied unemotionally.

“Are you upset?” I asked, moving a little closer.

I put my hand on his shoulder. He winced and moved away, then thought better of it and sat back. A moment later his fingers were on mine, his eyes fixed on the blank screen.

“I honestly don’t know how I feel,” he said. “It’s either the worst day of my life or the best one. Or both all at once.”

“It’s what you said you wanted.”

I told him this quietly but firmly though in truth there was no sign of him reacting angrily.

“Did you… enjoy watching?” I asked. “You’ve wanted to for a long time.”

He laughed hollowly.

“I don’t think enjoy is the right word.”

“Okay then, was it all you wanted it to be?”

Pete pushed back in his chair and swivelled towards me. Instinctively I knelt next to him, still holding his hand. Our heads level, he leaned in and kissed me on the lips. He tasted salty; he had been crying.

“It was the most erotic experience of my entire life,” he said, looking me in the eyes. “And the most painful.”

“Not what you expected?”

He took a deep breath.

“The thrill; the excitement was greater than anything I had ever imagined. Even though it was only on video, actually watching you cum on another man’s cock really was as good as I had imagined it to be but…”

“But…” I prompted.

“But the pain and jealousy were pure, unadulterated agony, Penn. In all our fantasies I never imagined I could feel so conflicted; so aroused yet so angry and jealous all at the same time. Even when you told me about Darren and Will — even all those times with that shit Tony — it was still somehow just a story. Now I’ve seen it for real…”

He let the words hang in the air.

“And in our bed in our bedroom too.”

There was silence between us though he did not let go of my hand. I leaned towards him, our heads touched then nuzzled together.

“At least I finally understand what it really means for you,” he said after a minute or two. “I’ve never seen you lose it like that in all the time I’ve known you.”

“Does it hurt to see me doing it?”

“Of course it does! But in a perverse way it helps too.”

I raised an eyebrow.

“Well I can see for myself that it’s just sex. It’s just physical. There was no love there, just raw, animal fucking.”

“That’s all it was ever supposed to be,” I told him. “Tony was different; he was a friend I cared for and who I thought cared for me. I thought he loved me; I let myself fall in love with him. Tony was a mistake in so many ways.”

“You can say that again,” he laughed mirthlessly.

We stared at the blank screen together for a full minute.

“Does really good fucking inevitably lead to love?” Pete asked.

“It needn’t lead to it,” I told him. “Not if we keep our promises to each other.”

“The Geneva Convention?” he snorted.

“Pete, if you want it all to stop here, it will stop here,” I said, meaning every word. “Now you’ve seen what it’s like, I’ll understand if you tell me it all has to end.”

He was looking at me with an expression I couldn’t quite read.

“I can’t change what’s already happened,” I said, my hands on my lower belly where the baby lay. “We can’t ignore the consequences and go back to being a normal couple but we can have a monogamous marriage again if that’s what you want.”

Pete thought for a moment.

“I’m not sure what I want right now,” he said, toying with the flash drive. “But I agree, after the last months we can’t ever be a normal couple again.”

“Do you regret it?”

He thought again.

“No. I don’t regret it. I wish your first affair had been different but I’m not sorry it happened. Not now.”

I stood alongside him. My husband’s arms snaked around my waist and pulled me towards him. I tangled my fingers in his hair and he kissed my tummy; the tummy in which Darren’s baby was growing then stood and kissed me on the lips.

“You taste of him,” he whispered. “You smell of him too.”

“Come with me!”

I took him by the hand and led him upstairs to the bedroom where the rumpled, semen stained sheet lay exactly where Will and I had left it. I had deliberately left the windows closed; the smell of sweat and sex in the room was strong.

Pete inhaled deeply, kissed me again on the lips. I peeled off my running clothes and stood naked and guilty in front of him. He led me to the bed, sat me down on the dirty sheet and leaned me back against the pillow.

“Open your legs!”

His voice was low but commanding. I obeyed, spreading my thighs wide, my sticky vulva opening to reveal its messy secrets. Pete undressed quickly without taking his eyes away from my groin then knelt between my knees.


“You’re red and puffy,” he said excitedly. “And you’re still leaking.”

I nodded.

“How many times did he cum?”

“Twice,” I said truthfully.

“Both times in your cunt?”

I nodded again.

“How many times did you cum? More than I saw on the tape?”

“Much more,” I replied.

“But out of camera shot?” he asked.

I nodded.

Pete lowered his face to my groin and inhaled deeply.

“I can smell your orgasm,” he whispered. “I love it when you cum.”

Without warning, Pete ran the flat of his tongue from below the base of my slit, along the depths of the open valley above, into the mouth of my vagina then across my still-proud clitoris, eagerly lapping up the messy residues of my latest fornication.

“Jesus!” I gasped, my body convulsing.

Then he did it again.

“Oh my God Pete!”

Then his hands slipped under my buttocks, his mouth closed on my vulva and for the second time on the same day in the same bed, I lost all sense of reason.

My marriage was safe. It was going to be alright!

Hotwife Penny was back!



Penny’s Promiscuity Ch. 22-29

Author’s note. After a long break and in response to many recent messages, Penny is back! The whole story is being turned into full length novels so the style is slightly different but it’s really Penny and it’s really me writing.

I hope you still enjoy it.



Chapter 22

“Can you see?” the young radiologist asked, running the square plastic sensor over my lower belly.

Pete and I were in a private examination room in the discreet clinic in which the Gynaecologist I had previously visited was based. It was far enough away from home for our visit not to be noticed by our friends or colleagues and the consultant himself was known for his discretion.

I was lying on my back; my slightly swollen tummy was bared and covered in goo to allow our first ultrasound examination to take place. Everything on the screen appeared as it should; for better or worse I had passed the twelve-week watershed with my pregnancy intact.

“Oh my God yes,” I exclaimed, amazed; for all the world as if this was my first pregnancy rather than my fourth.

But I could be forgiven for this; the last time I had felt the cold slimy conductivity gel on my skin had been over twenty years earlier when the contents of my womb had been Isobel, Pete and my third child. It was easily long enough ago for me to have forgotten just how great a miracle it could feel having a new baby growing inside me.

From his body language, my husband was clearly feeling something similar even though this time he knew that the baby in my belly had no genetic link to him at all. This child had been conceived in the bed of a twenty-nine-year-old Personal Trainer during my first ever one-night stand.

The sex that had resulted in my complete loss of common sense and subsequent pregnancy had been some of the best in my life — at least, the best I had known up till then. Unknown to me, the very best was still to come. During the full night I had spent in his grubby bed in his chaotic, messy bedroom, young, fit Darren had fucked me in any and every way he wanted, inseminating my unprotected body at least four times.

I had then passed the entire night on my back with his semen inside me.

In the throes of the many orgasms he had given me, the ‘breeding frenzy’ had struck with a vengeance, making me so aroused that I had begged the boy to knock me up; to fuck a baby into my belly just as I had begged my first lover Tony to do the same so many times.

Unknown to either of us, my wish had come true; I left Darren’s shared house the following morning a pregnant woman.

“It’s still amazing even after all these years.”

Pete agreed, squeezing my hand, nobly keeping up the pretence that he was the baby’s father.

It wasn’t hard to be amazed. As we stared open mouthed at the image presented on the screen, my mind flew back decades to my first pregnancy. Enraptured, we watched as the girl pointed out a clearly distinguishable head, spine, arms and legs. We gasped helplessly at the rapidly-beating image of a tiny heart as if we had never seen such a miracle before.

Before us was the clear outline of a child though blurred by the machine’s resolution and the early stage in its development. The image wasn’t clear enough to tell whether the foetus was male or female; the radiologist thought probably a girl but to Pete and me, that didn’t matter.

“The baby looks fine, Mrs. Barker,” the girl said with a reassuring smile. “Something of a miracle, isn’t it?”

She was right; for a woman nearly fifty-two to have become pregnant in the first place was a miracle in itself, let alone having apparently been impregnated by a man whose vasectomy had taken place over a decade ago.

I felt my husband’s hand gripping mine tightly and the tears beginning to form in my eyes.

We looked at each other searchingly; after so many years of marriage each of us knew instinctively how the other felt. My pregnancy wasn’t just a problem anymore; it wasn’t an embarrassment or evidence of shame.

This was now a real, living human baby growing inside me; a new son or daughter being created.

Nothing was said; nothing needed to be said. This was a real child and no matter what the consequences to our lives might be, we both knew there was no way either of us could deliberately harm that unborn child.

The always-remote option of a termination had just become a total impossibility. Now, if nature permitted, at fifty-two years of age, Dr. Penny Barker PhD was going to have another baby.

The child of a man not her husband.

***

The prospect of becoming a mother again would have been frightening for any woman at my time of life. The prospect of having what my grandmother would have called call a love-child and of a small but important proportion of our friends suspecting this was simply terrifying.

And as for what our children would say; that was beyond the realm of nightmares. But at least the most important man in my life was supporting me, even if he couldn’t possibly be happy.

“Are you really sure you can live with it?” I asked Pete as we drove back to our city after the appointment.

“Hmmm?” he asked, distracted.

“Bringing up another man’s child,” I said quietly.

He thought for a moment.

“I’m trying not to see it that way,” he eventually said.

“How do you mean?”

My husband reached across and ran his fingers gently over my softly swelling belly as he spoke.

“I’m trying to make myself see things more positively. Okay, I’m not the baby’s genetic father; that’s not a great start but it’s not everything. I reckon I could do a good job of being its Dad.”

“You really mean that?”

“Right now I do,” he replied. “There’s a long way to go but at the moment I can handle that idea.”

My husband is an amazing man. As many of you have brutally observed, I do not deserve him. I squeezed his hand as he continued to talk.

“At the moment I don’t feel jealous. It’s odd, but I don’t.”

“Really?” I asked, surprised.

“Really. It’s not like someone else made you pregnant when I couldn’t,” he continued. “We have three kids already.”

That was certainly true. The idea of having to tell them they were about to have a new brother or sister more than twenty years their junior did not appeal to me at all. But Pete hadn’t finished.

“And it’s not like a second marriage where the child’s genetic father is always in the way, trying to interfere and maybe take the child out at weekends,” he went on as we turned onto the city’s ring road. “Darren doesn’t even know he’s going to be a father and never needs to know. If we’re careful and lucky, only you and I need ever know the truth.”

In a strange way, the unspoken acceptance that my pregnancy would proceed according to the will of nature had already brought an unexpected feeling of relief to our complicated marriage. Now, instead of agonising about the apparently logical but emotionally devastating decision whether to have a termination, Pete and I simply had to buckle down and deal with the situation before us.

No more doubts or debates; there would be no abortion. I was pregnant and was going to remain so. We were going to have another baby and had to get used to it.

But accepting that fact didn’t mean it would be easy. It just made the problem clear.

The timeframe was clear too. With an official ‘due date’ of early December, we could now plan ahead and take what few steps we could to try and mitigate the damage. There was no time to wait; in a few very short weeks one or other of our friends would notice the changing shape of my belly, the secret would be out and the scandalous rumours would begin.

At least the increasing size of my boobs was unlikely to attract attention. As readers know well, my breasts were and are almost non-existent so the single cup size I had grown so far was unnoticeable. If I ran to previous form, I would swell at least another two cups before giving birth. This would most certainly be noticed and remarked upon — but my swelling belly would have given me away long before then.

The shock and amazement among our friends would be huge but I hoped, manageable.

I strongly suspected that the main reaction from our kids would be disgust. Certainly that was what I expected from our daughter Isobel but I held on to the hope that the boys would be more understanding and that Izzy would quickly get over it.

That was of course, if she never found out how the child had been conceived. That terrible revelation would change everything and had to be avoided at all costs.

“So are we clear how we explain the fact that you’re pregnant?” Pete asked, re-running the conversation we had started so many times but not yet finished. “We have to agree a story and stick to it like glue.”

“Everyone probably thinks I’ve gone through the menopause already,” I said. “The news that I’m still fertile will be shocking enough on its own, let alone getting myself knocked up.”

I thought for a minute or two longer.

“I still think the best bet is to say that your vasectomy reversed itself,” I suggested.

“I’m not sure,” Pete replied. “Recanalisation is very rare. No more than one in four thousand - and some of our friends will know that.”

“But it is possible,” I pressed him.

“Yes it’s possible,” he conceded. “Vasectomy techniques have changed and I was snipped a long time ago when it was nowhere near as reliable as it is now.”

“Well then, can we use it as the excuse?”

“It’s not a good one but it might be all we have,” he said gloomily. “Whatever we tell them, our lives are going to change, that’s for certain.”

He was right there. Our lives would never be the same again.

“I’m sorry Pete,” I began.

“Don’t be,” he interrupted.

“But it’s all…”

“Your fault? That’s not the way I want to think about it, okay?”

“And you haven’t even had your fantasy,” I said anxiously. “That’ll be nearly impossible if we have a baby.”

“There’s still time for that,” he smiled knowingly. “Don’t you worry!”

“What do you mean?” I asked as we pulled into the hospital car park.

“I’ve had an idea,” he said jumping out of the driving seat and running round to my side to help me out.

I smiled; Pete was acting the over-cautious expectant father already.

“So what’s the idea?” I asked him as we walked towards the building together.

“Never you mind,” he grinned. “Have a good day, Penn.”

With that, my husband went into work without saying another word.

The next week was as close to normal as it could have been. We both went to work, we ate together, watched television together, talked together and even slept together in the biblical sense, sadly still without orgasms for me despite the heightened sensitivity my pregnancy was bringing to my nipples, boobs and vulva.

Work was busy for both of us, which helped make things feel more normal. After all the fear and excitement of the last year, I can’t describe how wonderful it felt to be a little bored once in a while too. Some days I even managed to forget I was pregnant for a few precious hours.

We both knew it was the quiet before the storm but that made these days even more precious.

My writing improved too, both in terms of ideas and the time I managed to spend in it. As before this was mostly early in the morning but my morning sickness was obliging me to get up early anyway and I needed something to distract me from its unpleasant grip.

It was hard to keep my stories anonymous. Incidents from my own real life seemed to work their own way into the plots without my conscious knowledge. A great deal of proof reading was necessary to stop any personal details getting published but the results when they were published, were pleasing.

Less pleasing were the troll messages that followed. Most were the same old stuff and could safely be ignored but at least two seemed to have a deeper, more personal edge.

I tried to ignore them.



Chapter 23

“You’ve done what?” I squealed in astonishment when Pete told me his plan the following Wednesday evening.

We were in bed together, having just replayed my afternoon with Will one more time, once again ending up with me on all fours on the bedroom rug with my handsome husband taking me from behind, my anus once again deeply invaded by his thumb in what for me had become a major help on the road to the very minor orgasm I had just enjoyed, the first in some considerable time.

“I’ve booked them!” he replied. “Aren’t you pleased?”

Pete had fucked me surprisingly roughly given that the baby was growing barely centimetres from where the head of his long, slim cock had pummelled my cervix. I could tell he had something on his mind but could not have guessed the truth; that he had actually bitten the bullet and booked the evening with a real escort couple that we had fantasised about for so long.

“You’re joking!” I gasped in disbelief sitting bolt upright and staring at him.

“No, I’m serious. It’s all fixed!”

“When?” I asked astonished.

“Friday night.”

“This Friday?”

“Yes. This Friday.”

“Two days from now?”

“Of course. The sooner the better! We had nothing in the diary, did we?”

“Oh my God! Where?”

“Manchester of course. I’ve booked the hotel too.”

“But…”

My words faded as the truth dawned on me.

After he had watched me on poor quality homemade video being fucked by Will, the blackmailing young would-be Personal Trainer at our local sports club, it had taken Pete a little time to come to terms with what had happened. Although he was still the man I knew; warm and loving I could tell something inside him had changed and there could only be one cause of this change.

Since then he had spent a great deal of time at the computer. I suspected he was watching the video over and over again but knew I had to wait for him to start the conversation I felt sure had to follow. Two days later I noticed new video editing software had been installed but still didn’t say anything.

Whatever he was doing on his own, the physical aspects of Pete and my marriage simply soared. From the first day onwards, we fucked as wildly as we had ever fucked at any time in our marriage. The first night, after watching the video clips for almost a full hour, Pete had quite literally torn my clothes from my body, forced me onto my knees on the study carpet and fucked me as mercilessly from behind as Will had done on the screen.

The anger and pent-up emotion in his body was almost frightening, slamming into mine as he took me in what as times resembled a hate-fuck. On one occasion, Pete’s fingers had dug so hard into my hips they had marked me for days afterwards, his long, slender cock pummelling my cervix with such violence that I cried aloud, once in pained pleasure, once in defence of my unborn baby.

Perversely the presence of that baby in my belly made this sexual revolution easier rather than harder for me to deal with. As in the first two of my previous three pregnancies, my own libido was simply soaring. In the first place this helped meet the increased demands placed on me by my husband, but it had probably helped me cope with my sessions with Will too.

The news that Pete had decided to take big step forward and ensure he would actually on the spot for my next fucking should therefore have come as no surprise, but it did.

“Why now?” I asked. “I thought you didn’t like the idea of using…”

“Prostitutes?” he completed my sentence for me.

“Escorts,” I corrected him.

“I suppose it was seeing the scan,” he replied. “It all became real. We’re actually going to have another baby. When he or she is born we’ll be right back into nappies and sleepless nights again. The chances of you being a Hot Wife then are nil so I thought…”

“You thought we had to take the opportunity while we still could?”

“Right.”

I thought for a moment. It made sense in a perverse way.

“Which couple did you book?” I eventually asked stunned, wondering which stranger’s cock was going to be thrust into me and provide the climaxes my husband so wanted to watch.

“Adam and Eve,” he smiled, his eyes twinkling.

My mind rushed back to the websites I had visited in an attempt to remember what this particular couple looked like. They were all physically attractive but some had seemed more appealing than others for naive first timers like us.

“Think about it,” Pete smiled as his fingers stroked the place where my pubic hair used to be. “Forty-eight hours from now you’ll have been fucked half stupid by a professional with a huge cock.”

The thought was already more than a little frightening before Pete added his killer punchline.

“And I will have been there and watched it every step of the way!”

***

That night and the following night my sleep was disturbed by erotic dreams and bizarre terrors. Indeed I was downstairs in the kitchen at five-thirty that Friday morning with a tummy full of butterflies.

I tried to write but couldn’t. I tried to read the news on-line but that had been no more successful.

Pete and I had talked briefly about it over breakfast but there had been no time for anything other than telling each other how nervous we were - and for Pete to reassure me over and over again that I didn’t have to do anything I wasn’t comfortable with.

To be honest, I wasn’t absolutely sure I would be able to do anything at all; I was full of anxiety and the idea of paying for sex felt so alien even though it had been my suggestion in the first place. But having checked their website a dozen times, I knew that the couple we were going to meet were attractive and experienced.

And they had such good reviews.

Besides, after all I had inflicted on him over the past months, it would be unthinkably cruel for me simply to back out now without even trying, just when my wonderful husband was about to have his fantasy come true. I owed it to Pete at least to give it a try, especially given how amazing he had been over my steadily advancing pregnancy.

Though I had never done it in cold blood, it wasn’t as if I hadn’t had sex with a stranger before, was it?

It was all but impossible to concentrate at work; my mind straying badly throughout the day’s meetings and consultations. I would have to spend extra time the following week making up for my lack of attention that Friday but as the hours ticked past painfully slowly past I could do little but count them.

Pete was due to pick me up from work at around five o’clock and we were to drive straight to Manchester. My overnight bag was finally packed after many hours of indecision in which I had kept changing my mind about what to put in it; what to wear to make myself look and feel sexy.

I felt like a teen on a first date but I wasn’t the only one for whom this evening was going to be a watershed; Pete was buzzing with excitement too. The night before he had shown me the new camera he had bought for taking pictures and videos while I was being fucked.

Given Izzy’s problems with home movies I was very uncomfortable with the idea of any more recordings of my infidelities existing. But my husband knew nothing of his daughter’s growing reputation as a slut and, having seen my first highly amateurish video with Will, had insisted we would both want souvenirs.

He had promised to delete everything if I really wanted him to and was being so sweet and excited about it all that I didn’t feel I could make a fuss without giving Izzy’s secret away.

Once again in our new, unfaithful relationship, I realised just how much I loved my wonderful, sensitive husband and really hoped it would all go well - especially for him.

Meanwhile all I could do was watch the hands on the clock turning slowly round.

I’m ashamed to confess I was so excited I had to change my knickers twice during the day. I hadn’t wet my seat in public since I was a teenager at school. What was happening to me? Thank God I kept some spare panties in the bottom drawer of my desk in case of ‘accidents’ during my time of the month. They had never been needed until now.


My knees were literally trembling and I felt physically sick when five o’clock finally arrived and I began the walk through long corridors to the hospital’s back door. As soon as I stepped outside I could see Pete’s car already in the car park and my heart pounded.

I drew a deep breath and stepped forward, guilt making convincing me with every step that everyone who saw me could tell what I was thinking and knew what I was planning to do that night. It was all I could manage not to run but I kept control somehow, reached the car, pulled open the door and slipped into the passenger seat next to my husband, my heart thumping so loudly I was sure he could hear it.

Dazed, I felt Pete’s lips on my right cheek and fastened my seat belt.

“Okay Penn?” he asked quietly.

“O…kay!” I replied nervously.

Then without another word he pulled out of the car park and we were on our way to Manchester.



Chapter 24

Some people talk too much when they’re nervous. Pete and I are the opposite; we tend to retreat into ourselves and silence descends. With such a momentous event ahead, we had been on the road for a long time into our journey before either of us spoke, both preoccupied by what the evening might or might not have instore for us.

I can’t be sure what was going through my husband’s mind, but my belly was alive with butterflies and my feet were getting colder all the time. More than once I was tempted to ask Pete to call the whole thing off; to chicken out now before it got too weird and too serious.

But then I remembered that, although most of the promised physical pleasure would be mine, the planned event was in fact for my wonderful, patient, long-suffering husband who so far had enjoyed little benefit from our supposed new Hot Wife and Cuckold lifestyle.

But paying for sex?

Although the idea of using escorts had been mine — well, the idea of one of my online friends - now the reality was only hours away, it seemed so sordid and dirty. I tried to think about the couple’s website and the warm professionalism it projected.

Adam and Eve; their attractive bodies, albeit with pixelated faces. The warm biography on the site and above all, the very positive, reassuring feedback posted on the site from clients - clients who sounded not unlike Pete and me.

It would be okay, I told myself over and over again. Sex without love or even the passion of seduction might actually be better in some ways.

I thought about our friends, my work colleagues and finally our three children. What would they think or say if they knew their mother was going to be fucked by a complete, much younger stranger? And all so their father could watch and join in if he wanted?

“What’s the joke?” Pete asked slightly nervously, breaking the silence for the first time in fifty miles.

“Hmm?”

“You were grinning all over your face!” he smiled.

“I was thinking what Izzy might say,” I told him truthfully.

“I was wondering that too,” Pete replied. “That girl needs to lighten up; let her hair down a bit. Be a bit more open-minded about things. What’s the matter?”

Pete had seen me almost choke at his words. He was puzzled, but then I had gone to great lengths to keep the knowledge of his precious daughter’s sexual history away from her innocent father’s ears. Pete still knew nothing about Izzy’s pregnancy scare, the way she had cheated so openly on her boyfriend, her new nickname or the homemade sex videos in which she had apparently starred.

As far as her father knew, Isobel Barker was still as pure as the driven snow.

I sighed as our car crossed the stark but beautiful high moors of the peak district.

“How long until we get there?”

“Getting impatient?” my husband Pete asked with a smile, pressing hard on the accelerator and overtaking a slow-moving tractor on the winding, picturesque road.

I sat back in my seat and watched the scenery go past. The Peak District was its usual impressive bland of dark rocky crags and open pastures as we crossed in the evening sunshine. The atmosphere in the car was tense but it was with excitement rather than fear or hostility.

Whatever did or did not happen in the privacy of our hotel room, it was a long time since we had enjoyed a romantic weekend away together. If I chickened out, we would at least enjoy two nights in a five-star hotel in the centre of Manchester with its good food, galleries and interesting surroundings.

But if all went to plan, in only a few hours’ time my husband would be right there in the room watching as before his eyes, Doctor Penny Barker PhD, his wife of over twenty years, the mother of his three children and about to bear a fourth, was fucked senseless by a good-looking, professional bull.

“How do you feel about it now it’s actually happening?” Pete eventually asked, his voice unconvincingly casual.

“Nervous,” was all I could muster in reply.

“Having second thoughts?”

“No! Well yes but… I don’t know,” I gabbled.

“You don’t want me to turn round and go home?” he asked half-jokingly, putting his hand on my thigh.

The idea did have an appeal but instead I took his fingers in mine and squeezed.

“Not unless you want to,” I said, looking into what I could see of his face. “You’re sure you can handle it?”

He laughed hollowly.

“I’m nowhere near sure but if you’re prepared to give it a try, then so am I.”

Silence descended again as I sat back in my seat gain and half-listened to the radio. My head was full of doubts, misgivings, desires and lusts along with a sense of disbelief that it was all really happening.

Were we crazy? We must have been crazy just to think of it but were we really crazy enough to go through with it?

I wasn’t at all sure but the minutes before I had to make a decision were ticking away as we descended from the moors and began to approach the big city. I fidgeted in my seat, my body betraying me by beginning to lubricate merely at the thought of what was ahead.

“It will be okay,” Pete reassured me as we made our way through the half-built regeneration schemes that dominate whole sections of the outskirts. “No, it will be better than okay; it will be fantastic. And I’ll be there all the time remember? You’ll be perfectly safe.”

“You’re sure they don’t know who we really are?” I asked anxiously for the umpteenth time.

“Certain! No more than we know who they really are. I used a fake email address and a pay-as-you-go phone.”

Jesus! Pete really had thought this out!

“Just don’t get so carried away that you use our real names.”

Although our soon-to-be partners called themselves Adam and Eve, these were so obviously professional names that Pete and I had decided not to use our real names either. In fact, to make things even more fun and illicit, we had decided to use false names with each other from the moment I stepped into the car.

Pete had decided to call himself John; an unimaginative choice if ever there was one as I pointed out teasingly. When he asked what he should call me, in haste I had chosen the first female name that came to mind, the central character from one of my favourite erotic stories.

I was therefore to be Alice all weekend.

Although my husband knew nothing about this, the idea of becoming a character in one of my own stories was giving me a massive thrill, especially given what Alice had got up to in those tales!

For safety’s sake, the plan was for us to meet our intended partners first for drinks in the hotel bar to get to know each other and see if Pete and I — John and I - still felt the same. After that, if we still wanted to go ahead, we would go up to the room my husband had booked and take it from there.

Although we had both agreed we would feel safer and more confident meeting a couple on our first joint date, Pete had told them that he didn’t expect to be involved with the wife to any great extent. The date was first and foremost for ‘Adam’ to give me the fucking of my life in front of him.

For this reason Pete had chosen the couple in their forties.

From all I had seen online, they both looked very attractive. Well-muscled, toned, with strong legs and tight buttocks, Adam’s physique had made me tingle even from his pictures. He had been working as an escort for a good few years and was described as ‘VWE’ (Very Well Endowed - more jargon I had learned).

I noticed that his supposed wife ‘Eve’ was short, blonde, full figured and big-breasted — the antithesis of my tall, dark, skinny, flat-chested physique. Was my husband unintentionally sending me a message here I wondered?

As we passed through the busy streets with my hands on my pregnant belly, along with increasing fear, excitement and arousal, many thoughts passed through my mind, most of them troubling.

Pete was right; there wasn’t much time left before our lives were turned upside down. In a few weeks I would be able to feel the baby move. A short time after that my pregnancy would be impossible to hide and we would have to decide on and stick to our story no matter what our family and friends said.

It would be tough. I frowned at the thought.

The odds against a man’s vasectomy spontaneously failing in his fifties and him subsequently fertilising a peri-menopausal woman of the same age would make even the most pessimistic bookie smile. Our medical friends would know this; most would jump to conclusions, all would be scandalised.

Though those conclusions and scandal would be sensational and wide of the mark, the alternative of voluntarily making our lifestyle public was too terrible to imagine.

Some friends would guess I had had an affair; some might even think they knew who with. They might possibly be right, at least about my first extra-marital lover but they would be wrong about the father of my child.

But that was little help.

The bigger worry by far was what our children would think. The two boys were busy getting on with their lives and wouldn’t notice until Pete and I had got our story together. But after the phone calls I had had with our daughter Isobel recently, we did not have the luxury of time as far as she was concerned.

Izzy-Oh-God, our intellectually bright but sexually stupid daughter; the female star of at least one poor quality and increasingly well-distributed homemade porn movie, would be coming back home as soon as her exams were finished.

Given her new and well-deserved reputation, her head should be distinctly bowed but I knew that would not prevent her passing judgement on her parents.

I told myself firmly that the disapprobation would eventually pass. What would come next would last a lifetime. If nature permitted, in a few short months the baby would be born and the freedom Pete and I had enjoyed as adults would be over.

But before all that happened we had a few precious week to have fulfil the fantasy that had dominated Pete and my sex life for over two years. If things went well, the next few hours would herald my overdue, short-lived and highly improbable return to the life of a Hot Wife.

And the fulfilment of Pete’s deepest sexual fantasies.

***

Eventually the tall, grand if ageing buildings of the city centre surrounded us and we pulled into our hotel’s car park. Pete killed the engine and we sat back in our seats in silence.

“Well, we’re here,” he said quietly. “Are you okay… Alice?”

I didn’t reply. Instead I took a deep breath and slowly climbed out of the car, my tummy alive with nerves as Pete lifted our bags from the car’s boot.

We had arrived!

The hotel was one of Manchester’s grandest and had been recently refurbished. All the public rooms were huge and designed to impress; I had stayed there once before for one of my interminable conferences and remembered with relief just how anonymous one could be in such a place.

Pete and I checked in under our real names without incident though throughout the process I felt guiltily certain that the hotel staff could see right through me and that they all knew exactly what I was there to do.

Declining help with the bags, Pete picked up them both and guided me to the lift. As we ascended to our floor, the mirrors on the walls showed the reflection of a skinny, anxious-looking woman, definitely in her fifties alongside a handsome, professional-looking man who could have been five years or more her junior.

To my mind there was guilt written all over my face. Then I felt Pete taking my hand.

“Relax! You look great. You’ll look even better soon. Trust me; it’ll all be okay.”

A minute later we were in our room with the door closing silently but firmly behind us.

I looked nervously around the place in which, if all went well, would be the scene of my latest and most extraordinary sexual exploit; the place where, for the first time, my husband would watch me having sex with a stranger.

I have to say I was impressed. Pete had really pushed the boat out and booked a mini suite. The room was very large, furnished in a modern style with plenty of dark wood and pale fabric. It felt warm and luxurious. There were two full size double beds against one long wall, an open area with a television, sofas and a mini bar and through another door was a huge bath and shower room with ‘his and hers’ sinks and mirrors.

“How much did this cost?” I asked as I inspected everything.

“Never mind!” he grinned. “I thought we should play safe and go for the best. I didn’t want our first time to be anywhere dark and squalid. Besides, there’ll be four of us in here and we might need a bit of space.”

My tummy rumbled nervously again. What on earth might we get up to that would need two double beds and a small lounge?

There was a table in one corner on which stood a beautiful display of flowers, a bottle of champagne in an ice bucket and two tall flute glasses. I looked at the card with the flowers.

‘To Alice and X from John. With all my love and adoration.’

I smiled at my husband then crossed over and kissed him on the lips.

“And X?” I raised my eyebrows in question.

Pete simply put his hand on his tummy and I understood. He meant the baby.

“You are a very special man,” I told him, kissing him again.

Pete opened the bottle and poured two foaming glasses.

“To another first?” he proposed the toast.

“For us both,” I agreed.

Pete clinked his glass against mine and took a long sip. The champagne was, as I had expected, superb and must have cost a small fortune. A second sip confirmed this. In my condition, I knew I shouldn’t be drinking at all, but this was only one evening. Given everything else that might happen, a single glass of champagne seemed an acceptable risk.

We began to unpack and get ready, the atmosphere between us growing almost electrically sexual. I could feel Pete’s eyes burning into my back as I removed from my bag and lay neatly on the bed the tiny cream satin lingerie we had chosen for me to wear and the hold-up stockings to go with it.

Unsurprisingly, neither of us had much of an appetite so we asked room service to bring up a few nibbles and a club sandwich for us to share. Pete pecked at his when it arrived a short time later; I was too nervous to eat even that much and left most of my food untouched.

Our bags emptied and placed in the corner of the room, Pete went into the en suite and ran me a deep bath, taking maximum advantage of the expensive, perfumed toiletries alongside. I stripped slowly to my underwear, hanging up my work clothes carefully in the room’s closet.

“You are such a sexy piece, Alice!”

Pete’s voice was low and lustful. For a moment I wondered whether he was having the same second doubts that filled my mind but his next words ended that speculation.

“I can’t wait to see that amazing body being fucked!”

There was no adequate response to this; I just smiled then slowly walked through to the waiting, foaming tub. Closing but not locking the door behind me, I stripped off my remaining clothes, gingerly lowered myself into the water then tried to relax.

The bath was warm and deep and began to work its magic. Slowly but surely my heartbeat returned to something approaching normal and I began to soap myself indulgently.

There was a knock on the door.

“Come in!”

Pete opened it with his foot and entered bearing my champagne glass. He handed it to me with an admiring smile then left me alone again.

Again, the thought that no pregnant woman should drink alcohol flashed through my mind. But I knew the evening wouldn’t go smoothly without at least a hint of Dutch courage. Besides it hadn’t been an issue with my previous pregnancies.

I sipped the bubbly fluid slowly as I carefully washed and shaved my arms, legs and vulva, taking extra care to catch every loose pubic hair on my mound and around my slit. It was fiddly work but when I had finished my flesh was as smooth as it had ever been - if a little sore, pink and highly sensitised.

After washing my hair and drying myself I moisturised carefully, especially where the razor had done it work. I shivered with pleasure as I rubbed the cool fluid between my thighs and on my lower belly then pulled on the hotel’s white fluffy bathrobe and returned into the bedroom.

Pete looked at me admiringly then smiled and went into the en-suite himself. A moment later I heard the shower running. I sat at the large dresser to dry and straighten my hair.

He had finished in the shower long before I was ready, had dried himself and wrapped a fluffy white towel around his waist. As he entered the bedroom I was amused to see it was already noticeably tented. He stood so close to me that the air from my dryer was ruffling the hair on his tummy and chest.

“Do you need some help with that, John?” I asked, nodding towards the bulge in his towel.

“I’d better save it till later, Alice,” he smiled. “You never know when it might come in handy.”

Suddenly it all felt a lot more real again and my heart thumped in my chest.

What do a husband and wife talk about as they get ready for the wife to be fucked by a stranger? It wasn’t something either of us had encountered before so, not knowing what else to say to each other, Pete watched me get dressed in near silence.

He looked on spellbound as I slowly pulled the cream satin panties up my skinny, freshly-shaved legs then stared silently on as I covered my tiny boobs with the matching bra.

“Would you like to help me?” I asked, remembering some of the things my online cuckolds had advised.

I didn’t need the help and we both knew it, but it felt right for him to play a part in preparing me for my lover. Without a word, Pete fastened the clasp of my bra behind my back.

“Would you pass my stockings?”

Pete handed them to me slowly and silently. Sitting on the dresser’s stool I slowly pulled on the white lace-topped hold-ups — Pete’s favourites - then, as he brushed his hair and pulled on his underwear, I sat at the dressing table with my make-up ranged out before me, carefully doing what was necessary to make me feel a little less human and, I hoped a lot more sexy.

I had decided that Alice’s cheeks should look slightly more tanned than Penny’s, her eyes slightly darker and bigger. Her lips would be redder too and glossed in a way pregnant Penny seldom chose but which I imagined sexy Alice would enjoy routinely.

It was beginners’ psychology; in a crude way trying to distance Penny the real-life mother and wife from Penny the unfaithful, cuckolding slut but in a strange way, it did help.

The job finally done, I stood up, slipped on my heels then looked at myself and my lingerie in the full length mirror on the closet door, turning from left to right and back.

At first glance I thought I didn’t look too bad for a woman in her fifties, but then I noticed the slight sag in my buttocks, the evidence of cellulite and the small but by now distinctive bulge in my lower belly. I didn’t need to look to know there were stretch marks down there too.


For a moment my confidence began to wobble.

“You look good enough to eat!” Pete growled from behind me.

“I look like a middle-aged mother of three,” I sighed.

“You look how a Hot Wife should look,” he insisted. “Just relax and enjoy everything. We never need to see them again if you don’t want to.”

He was carrying the short red dress I had bought to make me feel even more like my character Alice and even less like me. It was close fitting; I needed Pete’s help to get me into it, smoothing it down over my hips, thighs and the contours of my bump before pulling the zipper up to my shoulders.

“You look amazing, Alice,” he told me in a voice I believed. “Oops! Don’t forget this!”

Pete handed me my increasingly heavy Pandora bracelet before carefully inspecting his soon-to-be-unfaithful wife.

“Perfect,” he whispered as if genuinely awestruck by my appearance. “Just perfect.”

The honesty in his voice gave my confidence one last, powerful boost.

“You’re looking pretty good yourself,” I replied.

I have to say, my soon-to-be cuckolded husband did look great in his usual dark trousers and open-necked designer shirt. The cut of both garments showed off his nicely-toned body well. For a moment I wondered what on earth I was thinking, being unfaithful to this amazing man but then I remembered that Pete’s urging had played a huge role in my original infidelity and that we were in Manchester as much for him as we were for me, Pete’s excited demeanour was making very clear.

“Are you ready?” he asked eagerly.

“As ready as I can be,” I replied, not really feeling it.

“Remember, you don’t have to do anything you don’t want to,” he told me one last time.

“I know, Pete. Thanks,” I smiled more confidently than I felt.

I picked up my evening bag and walked nervously towards the bedroom door. Pete opened it for me and I walked out into the corridor and into a new phase of my life.



Chapter 25

We descended in nervous silence. I surreptitiously checked myself in the lift’s all-round mirrors throughout the brief journey, wishing dearly I was ten years younger. Or maybe twenty. When we reached the lobby, I slipped my arm through my husband’s and he led me to a quiet table nearby.

The plan was that Pete would meet our escorts for the evening on his own and check that they really were the couple we were expecting. If he was in any way unhappy, everything would stop. I would not even get to see them. If possible, he would also deal with the financial side of things without me present so that the rest of the evening could pass like a real date rather than a paid-for encounter.

I watched as he crossed the lobby and turned into the bar. A warm glow passed through me; my husband looked very handsome in tight black trousers, a silver-grey open-neck shirt and dark, well-cut jacket.

Pete was gone a surprisingly long time. For a while I was worried something had gone wrong. I had just taken my mobile phone from my bag to call him when he reappeared with a broad smile on his face.

“Is everything alright? I was worried,” I began but he just smiled again.

“Everything’s fine; better than fine!”

“What are they like?”

By now my nerves were strained almost to breaking point.

“‘You’ll see in a minute. I don’t think you’re going to be disappointed,” he said reassuringly. “In fact, I think you’ll be very pleased.”

He took my hand as I rose to my feet. I slipped my arm through his and we walked through to the bar which was just beginning to fill up after dinner. My knees were trembling with nerves and I tottered on my heels several times, holding onto my husband’s arm for balance.

The bar was very large and very grand. Because of this it wasn’t anything like as crowded as I had expected on a Friday night. As we made our way through half occupied tables to the furthest corner, I realised Pete was directing me towards a smartly dressed couple sitting opposite each other in a four-person booth by the window.

I did a quick double-take when I saw them.

The male half of the couple rose to greet me politely as I approached. We kissed on the cheek as if we were already acquaintances. He smelled a little too strongly of after shave but I have to admit was even more handsome in the flesh than his online, pixelated photograph had suggested.

“Hi,” he said in a deep voice with a distressingly strong local accent. “I’m Adam. This is Eve.”

The names were obviously false but I didn’t care; I wasn’t planning to use my own name either. I looked at the woman smiling up at me; a pretty, full figured blonde with suspiciously orange-coloured skin.

“Alice,” I said.

I looked across at my husband who nodded towards the seat alongside Adam who wriggled along the bench to make me comfortable. As I settled into place, I noticed he made sure my leg ended up pressed firmly against his and immediately felt his hand resting lightly on my thigh.

My first instinct was to brush it away but I fought against it. Pete was lowering himself onto the seat alongside Eve when I tried to catch his eye but before I could send him a silent message, the waitress arrived and we ordered more drinks.

To cut a long story short, after a nervous start and an unwise glass of wine to add to the champagne we had enjoyed upstairs, I finally began to relax a little. In this respect, our new friends were very reassuring indeed.

Firstly, from their body language and the way they talked, they were obviously a real married couple rather than just two escorts teaming up for an evening’s date. That made me feel much happier.

They had been together for eight years and had two children, both at primary school. Dressed in expensive black jeans that showcased his powerful thighs and tight bottom and a designer polo shirt, Adam looked as if he spent many hours in the gym each week.

For a moment I wondered what his trained body would like naked then blushed as I realised I would probably find out quite soon. Then I blushed again as I realised I had almost unwittingly accepted things would go ahead!

Eve was full figured but not overweight. Her dress was white and gold, tight and more than a little flashy but I had to admit it suited her orange skin, long, curled blonde hair and her somewhat brash personality. They both wore wedding rings and Eve sported a large diamond engagement ring on her left hand too.

For a while we chatted awkwardly. To my relief, the noisy bar and our secluded booth made it very unlikely we could be overheard and I loosened up a little more.

It soon emerged that escorting was very much a part time, if profitable hobby for them as they both had ‘proper’ jobs during the day. Adam’s job had been quite manual, at least in the past. He didn’t specify what it was exactly, but I got the strong impression that building was involved. It would certainly have helped maintain his impressive physique.

I guessed he was in his early forties and was well built, slim and very good looking in an obvious, slightly common way. He was smooth-talking too, strangely attractive despite his local accent and genuinely charming from the start, paying me a great deal of attention; gradually calming my nerves, relaxing me further and making me feel a lot more attractive and desirable.

He was definitely not an intellectual but in an odd way this made it easier. I expect it helped Pete too; there was no chance whatsoever of me getting emotionally attached however good Adam might be in bed, but as a ‘bit of rough’ for the evening, he was simply perfect.

We weren’t there for conversation after all!

Eve was a few years younger if I had followed their conversation correctly. She worked part time as a beautician and looked after their two young kids. She was bubbly and friendly but reassuringly not at all Pete’s usual type. Curvy and with the abundant boobs promised by their website, she was extremely attractive, but with the same obvious, slightly common appeal her husband possessed.

Occasional swingers before the children were born; it had been Eve who had apparently got the two of them into the escorting business. One of her friends in the beauty salon — a girl already into escorting - had been asked by a client if she could bring a man along to her next appointment for a threesome. Knowing that Eve and Adam had swung in the past and were very short of cash after their unplanned second child, she had asked Eve if her husband might be available.

Eve had been uncertain to begin with but the client was rich, the promised money was good and their bank balance precarious so, after a good deal of debate and a lot of misgivings, she had reluctantly agreed that Adam could go.

He had performed well. The evening had gone very successfully indeed, the client had been very happy and the money even better than expected but her friend’s reports of Adam’s prowess in bed had been so very positive as to make Eve feel vulnerable and unsettled.

But money was money so she had agreed the two could work together again. After two more evenings with her friend followed by enthusiastic praise of his lovemaking, Eve had decided that enough was enough. Despite having no experience as an escort herself, she had insisted that she and Adam should to try and work as a couple themselves.

She signed them up with an agency and, after a slow start, they were now beginning to enjoy themselves.

For a moment I wondered maliciously whether, after having had two children Eve’s vagina had loosened as much as mine had after having our three.

After half an hour of conversation, Adam’s hand had worked its way high up my thigh. The urge to sweep it away had been conquered, I was enjoying the attention and it was clear to all four of us that we were hitting it off well.

Pete shot me a questioning glance across the table. I looked back into his open, pleading eyes and, with a lump in my throat and my heart thumping in my chest, nodded almost imperceptibly. His eyes twinkled and a broad smile crossed his face. He raised an eyebrow as if to ask if I was really sure.

I nodded again, my heart racing as it dawned on me what I had just done. We really were going to go ahead with the evening’s plans. Pete whispered something into Eve’s ear and showed her a white envelope in his inside jacket pocket.

“Not here, John,” she whispered, pushing it back but smiling indulgently.

“Sorry,” Pete said embarrassed. “We’re new to this.”

“It’s okay,” Eve smiled, her hand falling to his thigh in much the same way as her husband’s was on mine.

We talked a little longer, our conversation restricted to innuendo and whispers but the increasing noise in the crowded bar made it highly unlikely any of us could have been overheard.

The commitment now made, it quickly emerged that Pete and I were an unusual booking. Most often they were asked to do a full bisexual foursome with their clients or more common still, have a single man join them for a threesome in which their client could take part whenever he wanted.

We discussed quietly and obliquely what might happen when we went upstairs. Adam told us that they sometimes did a show for voyeur clients in which he and Eve went through lots of different acts and positions together. It was a routine designed to be good to watch and which allowed the clients to join in if they wanted.

He suggested that I took the role his wife usually took and let him do to me all the things he usually did to her.

I was very nervous, unsure whether I would be capable of going through with it. Despite the last months, my experience in bed couldn’t possibly compete with that of a professional sex worker like Eve but at the same time, I was desperate to know what all those things they did were and how they felt.

“From what you’ve said I would guess this really is your first time,” Adam stated quietly.

Pete and I exchanged glances.

“It’s not the first time. Pen… Alice has been with another man,” my husband said. “But it will be the first time I’ve stayed and watched.”

This time it was the turn of Adam and Eve to look at each other and smile.

“You’re going to love it, Alice,” Eve smiled at me knowingly with a genuine glint of pleasure in her eye. “You can trust me on that. He’s very, very good!”

“I hope so,” I smiled back nervously.

“Okay then,” Adam began. “First a bit of safety information; like you get on a plane.”

Pete and I laughed a little too much.

“Seriously though,” Adam continued. “Some first timers find it a lot harder than they expected when things get started for real.”

“I can imagine,” my husband snorted.

“And not just first timers,” Adam continued. “Even experienced swingers can find it really hard watching their wives getting…” he looked around then decided not to use the word that was on all our lips. “Well, let’s say they find it very hard just to sit back and watch. Sometimes they get a bit angry.”

“I’m sure they do,” Pete replied with feeling.

“Some wives get part way down the path then change their minds too,” Eve added, looking directly at me. “So we always insist that if either of you — EITHER of you wants it to stop then we stop,” she said firmly.

There was a brief silence then Adam took over again.

“The whole thing can only work properly if you’re both okay about everything. If one of you wants to go on but the other wants to stop then that’s too bad; we stop. You both have to want to go all the way. Is that okay with you?”

He looked into my eyes then into Pete’s. We looked at each other.

“Okay,” I said nervously.

“Yes. I’m okay with that too,” Pete confirmed.

“The other thing is,” Eve carried on. “A lot of couples like to talk and shout during… when it’s happening. Wives especially like to shout out ‘no’ or ‘don’t touch me’ or even call for their husbands to help them. It’s hard for us to know when the shouting is real and when it’s all part of the fun so we use a safety word. Do you know what that is?”

“Yes,” I replied immediately.

My online researches had strayed into the world of BDSM enough for me to have picked this up. Pete gave me an odd look and I blushed.

“Great. The word we use is ‘abort’. You can shout ‘no’ and ‘stop’ and ‘get off me’ all you like and we’ll just carry on. But if we hear the word ‘abort’ then we’ll stop right away. Is that okay?”

For a moment I wondered if we would end up being one of those couples. Although I had slept with Tony many times and Pete had even taken me to do it, I did not know how he would react when he actually watched another man doing for real all the things we had fantasised about for so long.

But we would both find out very soon because suddenly it was all agreed and after nearly an hour’s chat we were on our way up to our room.



Chapter 26

For me, the time we spent in that room passed in a kind of dream, from the moment Pete unlocked the door and let us in right up to the moment I fell asleep exhausted and he showed our two companions out again an hour and a half later.

Even now I can’t remember some of the details despite seeing the photos and video Pete and Eve took. Not even inspecting the longer lasting marks on my body told the full story but my abiding memory is of a truly extraordinary, life-changing experience.

We didn’t need the safety word but it was a good job they told us about it. While Adam was giving me what to this day remains the fucking of my lifetime, I made a lot of noise and said things I’m too embarrassed to write down even in this story.

I remember Pete pouring us all champagne and taking me into the bathroom where he helped me undress down to my lingerie, whispering reassuring nothings in my ear and doing his best to bolster my confidence. He made me go to the toilet too which should have given me a clue as to what might happen but in my excitement, I missed it entirely.

When we nervously left the bathroom, we found Adam had stripped and was only wearing tight black shorts. His wife, like me, was dressed only in lingerie; in her case black and very skimpy. Pete immediately took his cue and undressed down to his briefs too even though he had made his expected non-participation clear.

His already-present erection was there for all to see. His eyes became instantly fixed on Eve’s curvy form.

I have to say that seeing her full, sexy, thirty-something figure made me feel both skinny and old but from the moment his eyes met mine, like the professional he was, Adam paid her no attention at all, focussing all his attention on me.

This helped me feel considerably less self-conscious but still very nervous.

As if sensing my anxiety and with a level of sensitivity that impressed me, Adam and Eve took easy control of the whole evening and I entered a dream world I never realised was there waiting. At a fast and exciting pace, they took me in easy but inexorable stages on a well-planned and for them familiar journey from unfaithful wife to what I can only describe as an inexpert and inexperienced porn star.

Given all that happened that evening it seems strange to say that the most nerve-wracking moment was actually at the very beginning when, standing nervously alongside the bed and with my husband merely feet away, Adam’s fingers rose gently to my boobs, his lips closed on mine and he began to kiss me.

My whole body went tense as for the first time, my husband of over twenty-five years saw in the flesh another man’s lips touching mine and another man’s hands beginning to stroke my body.

The touch of a strange man’s fingers on my skin was electric but my nerves were frazzled. Despite all he had said and all he had urged me to do in private; despite all he had seen on the video, I couldn’t be sure how he would really react when his wife and the mother of his children began to be unfaithful right in front of him.

Hearing stories of how my lover had fucked me was one thing; actually watching him do right before his eyes might be quite another.

As Adam’s tongue parted my half-resisting lips, I tried to look at Pete out of the corner of my eye. He was standing at the edge of the room with Eve alongside him, holding his hand.

I could almost feel the tension surge in his body as his long-awaited fantasy finally began to come true.

Adam must have felt it too because he backed off a little, moving his lips from mine then kissing me on the neck and shoulders as his hands continued their welcome journey over my tingling flesh. It worked well; I began to relax a little more and could feel Pete’s tension reducing too as my new lover’s attentions became less emotionally and more physically intimate.

Adam held my arms were by my sides as his lips moved over my body, from my shoulders to my arms to the back of my neck; the heat of his breath on my skin melting my resistance with every second. Releasing my wrists, I could feel his hands exploring my body, fondling my buttocks, thighs and boobs, gradually reducing my inhibitions and increasing my arousal.

My eyes closed, my head rose and I concentrated hard on the touch of his fingertips as they danced over my flesh. Minutes later I was literally trembling with excitement.

“Why don’t you touch me now, Alice?” he whispered.

I looked across at Pete who hesitated, then nodded. Emboldened, I reached out tentatively with my fingers and, as Adam stroked my body, I began to stroke his in return.

It felt awkward and artificial at first but as I became more familiar with his firm, downy skin and the trained musculature beneath I began to enjoy it more and more. As my fingers passed over his body and my nerves began to calm, I could feel myself becoming more and more aroused. His arms were strong and smooth with large tattoos on his triceps and shoulders. His chest was powerful too, with strikingly well-defined muscles. I let my fingers trace the outline of his pecs and stray down to his flat tummy where I found a six-pack almost as impressive as Will’s.


Below his tummy, something long and thick was trying to free itself from his shorts. My own tummy tingled as I thought what that must be!

“Kneel down!”

It was a command; with the briefest of glances at my husband, I immediately complied, dropping to my knees with my face towards his flat tummy. I could hear whispered voices behind me as Pete and Eve moved round the room to get a better view. I felt embarrassed but exhilarated at the same time; too excited to do anything but what my new lover wanted.

“Pull down my shorts, Alice. Very slowly!”

My hands rose to his waist, my trembling fingers slipped inside the elastic and I began to draw his shorts slowly down, over his firm, tight buttocks. Pete’s eyes had been fixed on my hands but broke away to look me straight in the eye as I slowly eased the waistband over Adam’s rock hard erection and down his muscular thighs.

His cock sprang upright only inches from my face, making me jump. I giggled like a girl and for the first time starred in wonder at the pole of male muscle that was soon going to penetrate my body; the shaft that would surely soon be bringing me new and exciting pleasures.

It was simply beautiful!

Most cocks would seem beautiful compared with Tony’s ugly but effective appendage. Will’s had been as attractive a weapon as I had seen at the time but to me in my extreme state of arousal, Adam’s seemed just perfect.

It was a shaft I was to become very familiar with that night.

In retrospect — and believe me Pete and I went over the events of that night many times — though Adam’s cock was certainly pretty, in terms of size it wasn’t anything out of the ordinary. Shorter than Pete’s but longer than Tony’s, thicker than Pete’s but slimmer than Tony’s, it curved markedly upwards in a smooth arc from its hairless base to its smooth, purple-coloured head.

I had seen Will’s shaved groin before and to my shame, once I had got over the surprise, had liked it. Adam’s cock and balls were pleasingly similar; smooth, clean, clinical but in terms of size, not the monster I had feared.

Though the couple’s website had overstated Adam’s size, for my first fucking by a professional it was actually a relief to know that I wouldn’t have to deal with the pain a porn-star-sized cock might bring despite my rather oversized vagina.

Adam’s seemed a good, balanced tool which would not risk causing serious internal injury.

It was also the first circumcised penis I had encountered which sent a thrill through me.

I could take it! It would be okay!

“Good girl,” Adam smiled down at me. “Now stroke it.”

I looked again at my husband as for the first time I began to stroke another man’s cock in front of him. The look on Pete’s face was a strange mix of pain, lust and fear but he made no attempt to stop me. I kept my eyes on his as I took the shaft in my hand, feeling its warmth, girth and smooth surface.

“Suck me, Alice! Suck my cock!”

To a fifty-one-year-old mother of two and a senior research scientist, having a strange man command me to suck his cock should have been a shock. But it wasn’t.

Instead, Adam’s crude words produced a surge of something close to pure animal lust within me. Though Will had come close, no-one had ever actually ordered me to suck their cock before; not even Pete or Tony. It was the clearest indication possible that tonight would be different; that a huge barrier was about to be crossed and we were about to experience something new.

I looked again at my husband as if needing one final confirmation that all was okay. Pete was simply staring at me, his mouth slightly open; his had gripping Eve’s tightly. Seeing there was to be no word of restraint from that direction, I raised myself on my knees, leaned in towards Adam’s belly and tentatively licked the head of a stranger’s cock.

There was gasp and a soft whimper from the side of the room. It was my husband’s voice. I paused.

“Suck it, Alice!”

Adam’s voice was firm; commanding. I waited for a reaction from Pete but still there was none so, using all the memories and imagination I could muster, I opened my lips, leaned forward and took the head of Adam’s beautiful cock into my mouth.

“Oh God!”

Pete’s breathless voice washed around my ears as, like the slut I had become, his wife of over twenty-five years began to ‘give head’ for all she was worth right in front of him.

“That’s good, Alice,” Adam whispered.

Adam’s fingers raked through my hair as I ran my tongue over and around his smooth head and along the ridge underneath. My right hand rose high between his strong thighs. I took his heavy sack into my palm while my left hand grasped the base of his rapidly-hardening shaft and my tongue flickered over the soft dome thrust between my lips.

I had never been a great fan of fellatio — for me the whole focus of sex has always been to feel a man ejaculate deep within my body — but with Adam, everything was different. Of course, I had given blow-jobs to boyfriends in my youth and had taken my husband’s, Tony’s, Darren’s and Will’s cocks into my mouth but it had always been en-route to the ultimate goal of insemination.

With Adam, a complete stranger and a professional, things were so different. Once it had begun in earnest, my remaining inhibitions seemed to simply melt away and within seconds Penny Barker was behaving like a cheap, dirty cocksucker!

And she was loving it!

My eyes closed and with Adam’s balls cupped in my palm, I began to massage, lick and suck that new, exciting cock with a wanton energy I didn’t know I possessed. I licked its end; I ran the tip of my tongue along its length and around the ridge under its smooth dome; I kissed its lengthening shaft from smooth top to shaved bottom.

“Mmmm! That’s better,” Adam whispered as his cock became fully hard. “Now play with yourself while you suck me.”

The merest flash of reluctance passed over me. No man; not even my husband had ever seen me masturbate before. But in that room, at that time, on my knees with that man, it seemed the only thing to do.

The hand that had been cupping Adam’s balls fell between my own thighs and with a tightening chest, I began to touch myself as I sucked, first tentatively rubbing my open slit with my fingertips then, as the sensations of arousal overcame any feelings of shame, thrusting them as deep into my vagina as Adam thrust his cock into my mouth.

It felt so wicked, so wanton! Me, a pregnant, middle-aged mother of three playing with my own clitoris, a stranger’s cock in my mouth, fingering myself wildly in front of my lover, my husband and my lover’s wife!

“That’s good, Alice; that’s very good!”

Adam released my hair then placed his hands either side of my head. A moment later he began to slowly fuck my face, his cock sliding smoothly and easily between my lips, pulling my head forwards with every slow stroke.

“Mmmm! You’re very good at this,” he turned his head towards Pete. “John, you are a lucky man. Your wife’s an amazing cocksucker!”

His words sounded cheerful and encouraging rather than demeaning. Adam increased his pace a little and his depth a lot. Unused to deep oral sex, I gagged a couple of times when the head of his cock struck the back of my throat and struggled to breathe going but the lustful feelings within my mind and the moisture seeping from my cunt onto my hand drove me inexorably on.

My cunt! The word had come naturally!

“Jesus!”

As I gagged on Adam’s cock for a fourth time, I heard my husband’s coarse whisper from the corner of the room. Again it should have brought me to my senses but I was too far gone. Instead I swivelled my eyes helplessly across to where Pete stood, his shorts tented comically as Eve slowly massaged his confined erection.

“Do you like this, John?” she asked softly in her surprisingly sexy northern accent. “Do you like watching your wife suck my husband’s cock? It feels as if you do!”

For a moment our eyes made contact. On his face I saw fear, horror and a shocking animal lust I hadn’t seen on my husband’s handsome face before.

“Christ yes!” Pete growled, his eyes fixed on mine.

I have no idea how long I knelt there, knees spread, fingers plunging in and out of my vagina as my mouth was fucked by my new lover but eventually Adam must have decided it was time to move on because his face-fucking slowed to a halt and he pulled himself gently from my mouth.

“Are you wet enough yet?” he asked as I looked up into his handsome face, my eyes dreamy with arousal.

“I… I’m not sure,” I stammered.

“Then we’d better have a look,” he replied with a grin. “John, would you undress Alice for me?”

I looked across at Pete who was staring back in bewilderment.

“Give me the camera John,” Eve said in her extraordinarily lustful voice.

“You want me to…”

“You have to strip your wife so my husband can fuck her pussy,” she said slowly and clearly, emphasising the last here words.

Stunned and without a word, Pete handed over his new camera then padded nervously across the bedroom to where I was still kneeling before Adam’s near-vertical erect cock. He took my hands in his and helped me to my feet then, as I tottered on my heels, he looked at me as if my body was something strange he hadn’t seen before.

“Take the bra off first,” Eve smiled, the camera lens pointing directly at us.

His hands literally shaking and unable to look me in the eye, Pete moved behind me. I felt the clasp of my bra being unfastened; it slid forward over my shoulders. My hands rose instinctively to keep my boobs covered.

“Bare her breasts, John,” Eve continued. “Show my husband your wife’s tits.”

Slowly and nervously, Pete pulled my hands away from my chest, slid the small pale garment down my arms and threw it onto the room’s small sofa. My hands returned to my now naked boobs to cover them.

“Now take off her panties,” Eve whispered, her face and the camera close to Pete’s as she watched his movements closely. “Show us her pussy!”

Pete turned to look at her, his expression something I couldn’t read. Then he dropped to his knees and with his face inches from my groin, slipped his fingers into the sides of my knickers. A moment later he slowly pulled them down, over my bony bottom and down my skinny thighs.

Instinctively I pressed my knees together to stop myself being exposed but to the surprise of both of us, Pete was waving none of that.

“Open your legs,” he whispered.

Looking him straight in the eye, I moved my right leg slightly, still unstable on my heels and felt the satin of my panties being slid the whole length of my legs until they lay around my ankles. My body bared, Pete lifted first one leg then the other, freeing my feet and allowing the unwanted garment to be cast on top of the discarded bra.

His wife stripped, my husband rose to his feet, his eyes still not meeting mine then turned towards our new friends as if expecting praise. I stood before them all in only my hold-up stockings and bracelet.

“Well done,” Eve said with a smile. “It’s tough the first time.”

“You’re not kidding,” Pete agreed, his voice breathy as if his chest was tight.

“And she’s shaved too,” she added. “Adam loves fucking freshly-shaved pussies.”

Her words made me feel even more sexy. Until I started shaving my pubic hair, I had hated the word pussy with a passion. Now, apart from the ‘c’ word, there seemed no other way to describe the place between my thighs that should have been private but no longer was.

“Lay her on the bed, John,” Eve ordered quietly but firmly, following my every movement with the camera lens.

“Now?” Pete asked.

“Now!”

He stood in front of me and took my hands in his. This time our eyes did meet.

“Are you okay?” he mouthed.

I nodded.

“Sure?”

“No! But I’m not going to back out now.”

I stepped slowly backwards until my calves touched the edge of the mattress then lowered my bottom to the sheet, my hands still in Pete’s. Adam moved closer to the bed, his cock still large, erect and glistening with my saliva. At his gesture, I shuffled up the centre of the mattress until my head was on the large pillows.

“Spread her legs, John,” he said slowly and clearly, his deep, attractive eyes fixed on mine.

Pete looked from me to Adam then across to Eve.

“Show my husband your wife’s pussy,” she said quietly but firmly.

Nervously and with my eyes fixed on his hands, Pete put his palms on my knees and slowly opened my thighs, exposing my most private places for another man’s use.

The job done, he looked at Adam, then at Eve, then at my freshly-presented and weeping vulva. Our eyes met briefly again before Eve escorted Pete back to the edge of the room.

The bed rocked as Adam climbed on with me, moving close, his body rising above mine and blocking out the light. He lowered his face to mine; his weight on my hips. Our lips met, our mouths opened and I felt his long, lithe tongue pass between my teeth again.

A moment later we were kissing deeply and passionately, our naked bodies pressed together. Adam’s tongue was in my mouth and I was sucking on it, thrusting back with my own as our lips ground over each other. His hands were on my body, on my sides, on my boobs, on my thighs and I could feel his erect cock pressing into my lower belly.

A feeling of warm, feminine acceptance passed through me as my body prepared itself to be penetrated by this strong, attractive Alpha Male. Instinctively I opened my legs further to let his cock find my cunt.

But that was not Adam’s intention. Instead of taking me there and then, his mouth left mine and began to work its way down my body, planting a series of tiny kisses across my shoulders and the globes of my boobs before taking my left nipple between his teeth.

The lightness and delicacy of his touch was electric, my skin tingled wildly as he sucked my teat between his teeth and nipped it gently then repeated the action on the other side. A moment later he was suckling on my breasts like a baby, first one then the other, his hands kneading my flesh as my entire nipples were smothered by his active tongue.

Already hard and thanks to my pregnancy extremely sensitive, they became firmer still, the dark skin around my teats becoming tightly puckered. I moaned and sighed with pleasure as Adam suckled, then as his lips worked my boobs, I felt the touch of his fingers on my slit, working their way along the damp valley as his teeth continued to torment my teats.

Then my boobs were suddenly abandoned and I felt his lips continue in a line of kisses from the underside of my tiny, flat globes down to my tummy where his tongue began to toy with my navel. He kissed around the softly swelling in my belly then looked up straight into my eyes, a puzzled expression on his face.

“Are you pregnant?” he asked, planting another kiss on my navel, the last word the merest whisper.

I paused, surprised by the question then nodded slowly, my face burning with embarrassment.

“Do you mind?” I whispered in return.

“Christ no,” he smiled, genuinely excited.

He kissed my bump again; I smiled back bashfully, not knowing what if anything to say. My hesitation must have revealed something to make Adam suspicious.

“Is it his?” he mouthed silently, nodding towards where Pete was standing.

One of Eve’s hands was on his groin, the other trained the camera on me.

For a moment I froze, unable even to move my head, unwilling to betray my husband. It wasn’t necessary; the expression on my face gave my secret away instantly. Adam’s eyes opened wide in astonishment.

“Wow!” he said. “You are a dark house indeed Little Alice.” He slid his head lower between my thighs. “I guess tonight is going to be a first for me too!”

Without warning, Adam drew the tip of his tongue in a long, determined stroke from the very base of my slit, along my soaking valley, between my inner lips and across the underside of my hooded clitoris.

“Oh my GOD!”

The shock of his first assault on my over-sensitised vulva made my body convulse on the bed. My back arched, my legs closed on his head and my hands flew to his dark hair.

“Penny…”

Pete gasped from alongside me, his voice merely a breath but I couldn’t respond because Adam tongued me again. This time the result was even more profound as the rough flat surface of his tongue rasped over my rapidly engorging nub.

“Fuck!”

Pete’s voice from the darkness sounded both bewildered and excited but before I could take it all in, Adam’s tongue was on my body once more, this time giving me no chance of recovery. The assault on my vulva was powerful, relentless and delivered with an expertise that only years of practice could have produced. Even my husband’s undoubted cunnilingual prowess could not match what that man did with his mouth that night.

The first orgasm hit within seconds, the second followed hard on its heels, only to be replaced by a third, even stronger pulse of pleasure as at the same time, Adam’s fingers worked their way under his active chin and into my loose, inviting vagina.

I lost count of the times my body was wracked with spasms of delight. As his tongue worked its magic on my painfully swollen clitoris, Adam’s fingers curled within me, their tips seeking and finding that magic rough patch behind my pubic bone that worked such wonders.

This is when the haziness in my memory begins.

Gasping for breath between waves of pleasure, I remember my arms and legs flailing as I came helplessly. I remember strong male fingers interlocking with those of my right hand. I remember looking across and seeing Pete holding it tightly, his eyes wide with lust and excitement as he knelt alongside the bed watching me cum over and over again at the mercy of Adam’s expert hands and mouth.

Just as I felt I must surely pass out, I remember Adam slowing and stopping. There was a brief conversation between my husband and Adam’s wife. The exact words are beyond remembering but it began with a female voice.

“He’s going to fuck her now,” Eve’s voice was hard and excited too.

“Oh shit! Oh fuck!”

“You want him to fuck her John?”

It wasn’t a question that needed an answer.

“You want him to stick his cock in her pussy and fuck the life out of her?” she pressed.

Pete was still holding my hand and staring into my dreamy, climax-fuddled eyes.

“If you want my husband to fuck your wife you’ve got to ask him to do it!”

“What?”

“You’ve got to ask him!”

“You mean…?”

“It’s simple enough John. Just ask my husband to fuck your wife and he’ll do it.”

Though I was incapable of seeing it at the time, the psychology was brilliant. Until now Pete’s role had been almost entirely passive and voyeuristic. Making him strip me for my lover had been a fantastic way of involving him but actually making him say the words that would trigger my penetration and the final part of his cuckolding was sheer genius.

Panting and still dazed, for a moment I remember fearing that my husband would back out and not let my pleasure become complete.

But he didn’t.

“Would… would you fuck my wife?” he stammered quietly.

“I’m sorry John, I didn’t hear that,” Eve taunted him, the camera now full on his bewildered face.

There was a brief pause.

“I want your husband to fuck my wife,” he eventually said, his voice getting stronger as the words became less daunting. “Please.”

“You want him to do what?”

“Fuck her! I want him to fuck her!”

“That’s better. Say it again!”

“Oh shit!”

“Come on John! Tell us what you really want! Say it out loud; you know you want to!”

“I want your husband to…”

“To do what John?”

“To fuck her! The fuck my wife!”

“Yes! Good boy! Say it again!”

“I want him to fuck her! I want him to stick his cock in my wife’s cunt and fuck the life out of her!”


Pete’s voice was loud and very excited now, as if the more he used the words, the less terrible they were becoming. His fingers were almost painfully tight around mine and he showed no sign of releasing them as before my eyes Adam quickly and efficiently rolled a condom down his erect cock then manoeuvred himself into position over my helpless body, blocking off most of the low light.

I felt my legs being forced wide apart by his knees. I felt the heat of his chest against my boobs. I felt the weight of his shaft resting against my pubic mound before being taken in hand and its head rubbed up and down my dripping slit.

I remember Pete looking deep into my eyes as my inner lips were parted and something smooth and swollen began to work its way into the entrance to my passage.

Then it happened.

With my lover above me and his wife alongside, Pete held my hand and for the first time in our marriage, watched another man’s cock slowly entering my body.

“Aaaahhhhh!”

I sighed as a new and unfamiliar pole of muscle began to fill my highly-sensitised passage.

“Oh my fucking God!”

Pete sounded simply awestruck, his face only a foot or so away from our conjoined loins.

No stranger to infidelity, I can honestly say that no penetration I had received from any of my lovers felt quite like my first true Hot Wife — Cuckold deflowering. As long as I live I will never forget the moment Adam’s hard, strong shaft entered my body barely eighteen inches from my husband’s astonished eyes.

As his hips moved back and forth and his cock sawed its way deeper and deeper into my eager, weeping vagina, Pete’s fingers tightened so hard around mine that I had to bite my lip not to cry out in pain.

Later we joked that it had been payback for the way my fingernails had made his hands bleed when I had dug them into flesh giving birth to Isobel but the honest truth was that neither Pete at his best, nor Tony, nor Will; not even Darren entering my vagina made me feel like Adam did that night.

“OhmyGod! OhmyGod! OhmyGod!”

Holding my husband’s hand but gazing adoringly into my lover’s eyes, I felt every bulge and undulation on his smooth, rounded head; every last millimetre of his thick knobbly shaft as it passed through the surprisingly tight, desperately eager flesh of my dripping entrance.

OhmyGodOhmyGodOhmyGod!”

Adam’s progress was smooth and slow, as if relishing every second of penetration. Not two feet from my husband, this attractive, powerfully built man’s latex-covered cock sank its entire length into my body until his shaved pubic mound ground hard against my own hairless skin and his tip pressed against my distended cervix.

“Happy now?” Eve’s taunting voice was low but I could hear every word.

“Christ yes!” Pete’s reply was barely a whisper.

“Then enjoy the show!”

I felt Adam pull back, there was a brief pause, a flexing of his hairy thighs against the soft inside of my skinny, hairless legs, his hips were thrust forward…

And I entered a new world; one of wonderful, complete and utter surrender to pleasure.



Chapter 27

I have no idea how long Adam fucked me or how many orgasms he induced that night but there were many. Throughout the incredible experience I kept looking across at my husband, sometimes seeking reassurance all was still okay, at other times in desperation at the helpless position I had found myself in.

The look of awe and disbelief on my husband’s face throughout the entire evening told me all I needed to know; his fantasy was indeed coming true.

But most of the time I was simply too wrapped up in my own pleasure or pain to remember he was even there as, beginning in the missionary position in which he had first penetrated me, Adam did indeed take me through the voyeuristic show that he and Eve had promised as we sat in the hotel’s bar.

I was anxious at first, but once his expert, rapidly moving cock had taken me to my first vaginal climax, Pete’s hand released mine and the strange but wonderful journey began in earnest.

There were moments during the evening when I became a creature I hardly recognised, discovering how for a short period, falling in lust can be even more powerful than being in love. Indeed there were moments when the only thing I wanted in the entire world was to surrender my mind, my soul and especially my body completely to my new lover.

His cock now buried deep in my middle-aged body, Adam fucked me on my back, with my legs spread, my eyes fixed on his, my hands on his shoulders and arms in what was fast becoming adoration. Lubrication poured from me as he thrust himself in and out of my welcoming vagina and the room filled with the crude, earthy sound of two bodies colliding intimately.

‘Slap-slap-slap-slap!’

His pace was measured and relaxed, leaving me in no doubt he was in complete control. There would be no untimely ejaculation here; Adam would cum when Adam chose to cum, and that would not be for a long time.

‘Slap-slap-slap-slap!’

The sensations emanating from my loins were extraordinary. I had never been fucked with an audience before and at this stage kept trying to make eye contact with Pete to assure myself he was still content with what was happening. Several times our eyes locked together, mine half closed with pleasure, my husband’s open wide in astonishment.

And all the time, Eve moved silently around the room, camera in hand, the occasional click of the shutter working its way through the wet sounds all around us.

‘Slap-slap-slap-slap!’ ‘Slap-slap-slap-slap!’

Adams pace increased suddenly, taking me by surprise. The surge of sensation between my thighs brought my gaze from Pete to my lover. I stared upwards into his warm eyes as he fucked me harder, my hands moving adoringly over his strong arms, shoulders and hips as he thrust relentlessly into me.

‘Slap-slap-slap-slap!’ ‘Slap-slap-slap-slap!’

“Mmmmm yesssss!” I purred.

A moment later after the shortest of pauses, I felt my legs being raised high, my knees being pressed against my boobs. The warm sensation grew quickly, my chest tightened, my heart thumped as his thrusting resumed.

‘Slap-slap-slap-slap!’ ‘Slap-slap-slap-slap!’

In this position, my vagina was tighter around his shaft; my arousal grew sharply.

‘Slap-slap-slap-slap!’ ‘Slap-slap-slap-slap!’

A minute later, my legs had been raised higher still, my shins under my chin. Folded achingly in half, I was trapped helplessly beneath him, my reddening vulva presented obscenely for all to see. But the thought of objecting to this humiliating position didn’t cross my mind as my oversized vagina became even tighter around Adam’s thrusting shaft.

I sank my fingers into my lover’s waist, then raked his chest with my nails as his thrusts became faster and faster.

‘Slap-slap-slap-slap!’ ‘Slap-slap-slap-slap!’

‘Slap-slap-slap-slap!’ ‘Slap-slap-slap-slap!’

“OhhhhmmmyyyGGGOOODDDDD!”

The speed and power of that first, lightning-fast orgasm stunned and overwhelmed me. I screamed my climax into my trembling shins as I came helplessly, folded over like a doll, crushed beneath my lover’s onslaught.

‘Slap-slap-slap-slap!’ ‘Slap-slap-slap-slap!’

“Ohhhhjjjeeesssusssss!”

“Fucking Hell!”

Pete’s amazed voice was barely audible above my wailing but it was enough to reassure me all was still alright. What I would have done if there had been any uncertainty in his voice I do not know; I was already too far gone to back out.

But this was just the beginning!

Apparently satisfied with the pleasure he had provided in this position, Adam rolled onto his back and pulled my unresisting body on top of him until I straddled his waist then, guiding me down onto his cock, he made me ride him on my knees like a cowgirl.

My face towards my lover, this position presented my astonished husband with an extreme close-up view of my body being repeatedly penetrated, Adam’s hips thrusting upwards to meet my descending bottom with loud, wet slaps.

The depth of penetration was incredible; as my body fell, so Adam drove himself forcefully upwards, the end of his cock hammering into my cervix so hard for a moment I worried about the baby whose head lay just behind that thick, sealed meaty ring.

But it did not last long. Once Pete had drunk his fill of this view, Adam turned me round into what I now know to be the reverse cowboy position, making me ride him on my knees, my body rising and falling on his cock as I faced my husband full-on.

It was amazing! His cock now reversed in my vagina, Adam’s shaft rubbed against the walls of my vagina in new and exciting ways and places, his tight sack grinding against my clitoris every time my thighs bottomed out against his lower belly.

“Owwwwwyyyeeessss!”

I came again, staring deep into my husband’s eyes.

And it went on from there. I lost all notion of time, place and at one point, identity but I didn’t care.

Adam fucked on my front, my legs spread wide; he fucked me on my knees, doggy-style, my tiny boobs and baby-filled belly hanging down beneath me. He bent me over with my face on the bed and took me half standing. He went back to missionary and fucked me face to face as I kissed him wildly on the lips, my soul opening for the best lover of my entire life, before or since.

From the first climax to my ultimate, exhausted collapse perhaps half an hour later, the orgasms kept coming in quick succession, building in intensity with each wave of heat, giving me no time to calm or recover between assaults.

And with no desire to do so!

At Adam’s expert hands I discovered that, for me, there is a new level of abandonment beyond even the breeding frenzy I have described in the past. I don’t know what to call it; it was simply incredible but at the same time it was frightening; an almost desperate desire to be taken and taken again and have more and more climaxes, even though I felt I would die!

I begged him to fuck me. I begged him to knock me up — and really meant it. I begged him to take off the condom and fill me with his seed. I meant that too but to his credit, Adam was too experienced to comply with such a plea from a desperate woman.

I begged him to spank me hard, which he did as he took me from behind, leaving red marks on my buttocks. I begged him to hurt me, which he did too, biting my nipples hard, twisting them in his fingers and pinching them. At one point he even bit my clitoris. For a second it hurt so much I felt sick, but still I didn’t care, as long as he kept on fucking me.

At Eve’s urging, I begged him to mark me; to leave a sign on my body that I was his. A moment later I felt his mouth and teeth on my lower neck, biting and sucking hard as if we were teens. The same followed on the soft pale flesh of my breast.

Adam used every position I had ever been in and a few more besides. I cooperated completely, moving my arms, legs, head and body as he commanded with complete compliance. The rewards were simply incredible; my hyper-sensitised vagina became the centre of my being, every second dedicated to bringing it pleasure and me through it.

Throughout the whole time, Pete and Eve circled round, camera in hand, making sure they got the best view of what Adam was doing to me. Above my own ecstatic cries, I heard gasps, sighs and exclamations of surprise and delight as I was fucked within what felt like an inch of my life.

At one point Pete had to hold both my hands to steady me, his face close to mine as I was taken hard from behind. This time when I came it was with my lover’s cock in my vagina but my husband’s tongue in my mouth.

And still Adam did not cum!

But this intensity of fornication could not last forever and eventually my lover gave my battered body a much-needed break, drawing his long, slippery cock from my body. As he perched on the edge of the mattress, it nestled between his muscular thighs, hard, swollen and dark-red from overuse.

I lay on the bed next to him, exhausted and sweating, my mind spinning. Part of me was relieved to have some respite from the onslaught of Adams’ cock but another, larger part felt empty after so long and so energetic a penetration and longed be filled again.

“Are you okay Penn?” Pete asked, moving closer and stroking my hair.

All pretence at using our false names had clearly been abandoned. I nodded with an exhausted smile.

“Is it…what you wanted?” I panted.

“It’s better than I dreamed of,” he replied.

The expression on his face made it clear this was nothing but the truth. Pete passed me a bottle of ice-cold water from the room’s mini bar. I gulped its cool contents then half sat, half lay on the rumpled sheet wondering what on earth had just happened to me and what would happen next.

I did not have long to wait.

Adam perched on the edge of the mattress as I lay on my side, his erect cock still dark and threatening and began to stroke my legs and slightly rounded tummy. Dazed from my orgasms, I ran my fingers adoringly over his strong arms and chest. He lowered his lips to mine and we kissed slowly and passionately, Adam’s hands moving all over my middle-aged body as if he worshipped every stretch-marked inch.

“How are you feeling?” he asked, stroking my hair away from my face as a lover might.

I took another long swig from the bottle.

“Dazed,” I replied.

“Are you okay to go on?”

I looked up at my husband anxiously. Pete was sitting on the room’s dresser alongside Eve, drinking a Coke with a massive erection clearly visible under his shorts. I raised an eye in silent question.

“If you want to,” he confirmed. “It’s your decision.”

Our eyes locked together, both knowing there was no real alternative. We had already passed the point of no return; our lives could never be the same again. Now I desperately needed to know just how far this man could and would take me.

I took a deep breath, steeled myself and nodded. There was no doubt in my mind; I was exhausted but having come this far and cum so often, I wanted to see this right through to the end.

“Then go ahead,” Eve hissed in a half-evil, half-mischievous voice. “Fuck her some more!”



Chapter 28

Adam wasted no time obeying his wife’s command.

He swivelled on the bed until he was lying full length behind me, his down, male body pressed against my skinny, middle-aged frame as if we were two spoons in a drawer. I could feel his muscular chest hot against my back and his erection pressing against the back of my legs.

It was beginning again. My heart thumped in excitement.

“Be gentle. Please,” I whispered, wanting desperately to feel him inside me again but knowing how sore I already felt.

“Shhh! Relax! Don’t worry,” he murmured, snuggling closer behind me, his hot breath on my shoulders.

Adam cuddled me for a while, rubbing his body gently against mine, his cock hard against the underside of my buttocks as he kissed my neck and shoulders.

“Does this feel okay, Alice?” he asked in a whisper.

“It’s nice,” I replied, wriggling my bottom against his groin.

It was indeed nice. After the energy of the last session, a little gentleness and romance was very welcome. As he kissed me, I could feel Adam’s fingers delicately stroking my side, from my knee, along the back of my thighs to my waist and boobs before returning to my bottom again. In contrast to the violence of his first fucking and the body-wracking orgasms that had followed, this was much more loving, caring and sensual.

I moaned softly with pleasure then felt Adam’s fingers under my knee, raising my leg slightly, opening a gap between my upper thighs. I felt his cock slip into that gap and gasped as his shaft rubbed up against my angry vulva.

“Still okay?” he whispered again, lowering my leg to trap his erection hard against my vulva.

“Mmmm!” I replied.

Very slowly and gently, Adam began to rock back and forth, sawing his shaft along my slit. I was a little sore but still very wet; it felt very pleasant indeed. I began to breathe deeply and noisily, my arousal increasing once again. I closed my eyes and concentrated on the sensations coming from my groin.

“Still feel good?” Adam asked softly.

I turned my head towards his and kissed him full on the lips. The angle was awkward but it felt good to feel his tongue as smoothly on mine as his cock slid equally smoothly across my well-lubricated slit.

A moment later I felt my leg being lifted higher and Adam’s body pressed closer still. There was a movement across my groin, a fumble, a parting of sore lips then his wonderful pleasure-giving erection slid smoothly into my open vagina from behind.

“Ahhhhhhh!”

The noise that escaped my lips was something between a sigh and a moan as my body was once again slowly penetrated. The angle was new and unfamiliar; Adams’ cock was touching me and stretching me in new and unexpected places that not even Will’s doggy-style rear entry had reached.

I felt him slip in deeper and deeper until he finally bottomed out inside me, his hips pressed against my bony buttocks. I felt him lean away, his chest no longer against my back, his upper thighs pressed firmly against the back of mine…

Then he began to fuck me once again, wonderfully and sensually, moving back and forth again in tiny, careful thrusts, his cock deep inside my vagina.

“Mmmmm!” was all I could say or do.

Encouraged, Adam sawed back and forth a little faster, his hips moving steadily and with determination. I felt his arms reaching round my torso to cup my tiny breasts then stroke my pregnant tummy before descending to my groin.

Instinctively I bent forward a little, exposing more of my vulva to his mercy then biting my lip as in reward, his cock slipped just a fraction deeper into my body and his hand found my clit, fingering my battered, sore nub as his cock slid in and out of my nearby passage.

My arousal grew rapidly, my skin tingling, my breath deepening as I began to moan, A climax began to build slowly within me, making me tremble in Adam’s strong arms. He increased the pace of his thrusts; the trembling grew stronger until my belly turned to warm mush.

“Oooooowwwwwwwyyyeeessss!”

Wet, slapping noises filled the room as my juices began to pour from me again. The strong, familiar and to me, revolting smell of a woman in heat filled my nostrils. As if sensing this, Adam began to thrust harder and faster, fingering me more and more energetically until my whole body shook against his.

My chest tightened, my hips felt full of heat as a massive orgasm approached. The heat radiated out from my vulva and lower belly in waves, rising in temperature and intensity with every few thrusts. The wave grew higher and higher, cresting over me, the most powerful orgasm yet about to break…

But didn’t happen!

Instead of bringing me the release I so desperately needed, Adam held me tightly, his cock suddenly motionless within my vagina. On the very edge of climax, I was stunned as he held his still-hard cock within my body then seemed to fumble on the bedside table behind him.

I whimpered with disappointment.

There was a rustling sound and a fumbling behind my back then Adam began to stroke my back with his hand, from my shoulders, down my spine to my hips and across my buttocks. As his fingers reached the underside of my cheeks I instinctively raised my knees almost into a foetal position and in response, he began to stroke the soft smooth sensitive flesh at the back of my thighs, from behind my knees up towards my vulva.

Adam’s hand moved smoothly over my engorged flesh, along my slit from my sore clitoris, across my swollen inner lips and down to my as-yet untouched anus. I started as his fingertip began to trace the outline of my tightly closed sphincter, my heart thumping as I remembered how it had felt when Will and Pete’s fingers entered that deep dark cavern.


Then Adam’s fingertip did the same. Covered with cool slimy goo, it easily prised open the tightly puckered muscles of my sphincter and entered my rectum.

“Uhhhhhh!”

I gasped as his digit sank into my body, feeling first one knuckle then the second pass through my tight ring. My body tried instinctively to expel the invading finger but to no avail; Adam simply pressed his hand forward until I could feel his palm against my lower spine and his finger deeper in my bottom.

For a moment the world stood still, my lovers cock buried as deep in my vagina as his finger was in my anus.

Then he began to move, drawing his cock back until it had all but left my body before thrusting it forward. At the same time, his finger in my rectum was twisted from left to right.

My sensitive anus tingled madly; the double stimulation simply out of this world. I already knew from both Will and Pete how effective an erogenous zone my bottom could be, but this was something new.

There, lying on my side with my knees drawn up almost to my chest, my whole vulva and cleft were open and exposed helplessly to Adam’s desires. He took full advantage of my vulnerability, his strokes growing longer, deeper and faster with every second, his finger now fucking my rectum as effectively as his cock was fucking my cunt — for that was all it now was; a cunt!

The first orgasm hit me hard and fast, shaking my entire body so hard my raised knees hit me in the face.

“Ohhhhjjeeesssussssccchhhhrriisstt!”

The second wave arrived hard on its heels and the third shortly afterwards. As I came helplessly on Adam’s finger and cock, I no longer cared where my husband was or what he was doing. Now, nothing but my own extraordinary pleasure mattered.

Securing his advantage, Adam fucked me in rapid, short, sharp thrusts, his body angled away from mine to give him maximum depth of penetration while I felt the incredible sensation of a second finger being forced alongside the first in my already-stretched anus.

“Noooooo! Ohhhh Yessss!”

My knees hit me hard in the mouth as Adam’s thrusts drove me bodily up the bed one last time before to my surprise, slowing to a halt.

My bewildered mind began to object but then something changed. The fingers were no longer in my rectum. His cock was no longer in my vagina. There was a fumbling behind me, a soft squirting noise; the touch of warm hands on my exposed buttocks.

“What… what… are you doing…?” I murmured, dazed.

“It’s okay. Relax,” Adam whispered into the back of my head.

I felt something smooth and rounded being rubbed along the cleft between my buttocks.

“But that’s… that’s my…”

Still too dazed by my orgasms to understand, I put up no resistance when the ‘something’ was pressed up against my already loosened anus.

“Raise your knees. It’ll be easier,” Adam whispered in my ear.

“Mmmm?” I asked, slightly dazed.

“Raise your knees, Alice.”

Still not fully understanding what was happening, I did what I was told, raising my legs until was lying on my side, my knees high against my boobs.

“Like this?” I asked.

“Good girl,” Adam purred in his rather endearing Northern accent. “Now take a deep breath!”

“What? Oh! Oh! OhhhWWWWW!”

I felt pressure against my anus; it closed tighter. I felt the pressure increase; its resistance began to fail. I felt the pressure increase suddenly and sharply…

If I live to be a hundred, I will never forget the moment the head of Adam’s cock passed through my anus and entered my rectum; the first time in my entire life that a man’s cock had penetrated my most private passage.

“Oh. My. Fucking. God!”

It felt simply huge, massive, filling me impossibly from the very first second it burst through my sphincter.

My instinctive reaction was to jerk my hips away to try and free myself, but Adam was expecting this and simply moved with me. Wherever my hips moved, his moved too, holding his cock firmly inside me.

Unable to free myself by escaping, my body tried to expel the invader in other ways. The urge to move my bowels was almost overwhelming but Adam had clearly expected this too and began sawing himself back and forth through my stretched anus, reaching deeper inside me with every little thrust until I felt so full I was sure I would burst.

“OoooowwwWWWW!” I wailed.

“Oh my God!” Pete’s voice from somewhere to my left sounded awestruck.

I stared blindly at the bedroom wall, stunned. A man’s cock was really, inside my rectum. I was having my first ever anal sex.

And it hurt like Hell!

“Try to relax,” a female voice close by murmured reassuringly. “It will feel strange if it’s your first time but trust me; if you can get through the first few minutes it just gets better and better.”

My head was spinning as I tried desperately to relax my sphincter and ease the discomfort. Adam’s thrusts were small and slow, but my raw, tightly-stretched anus felt every tiny movement of the shaft that penetrated me.

“It’s okay,” he whispered into my ear from behind. “You’ve done really well. The worst is over; just try and relax. You’re going to love it.”

“But it’s so big,” I moaned.

“So, we’ll take it very slooowlyyyyy!”

I felt him stop, still buried in my body, filling me completely in an extraordinary new way.

There was the popping sound of something being opened behind me. The next thing I knew, something cool and slimy had been squirted onto my anus. The shaft within me slid slowly in and out; the burning sensation in my bottom eased a little.

He squirted a little more cool goo… and suddenly Adam’s cock was moving much more freely in and out of my rectum; the pain quickly becoming less intense. Though still present, the urge to move my bowels was decreasing rapidly too and I suddenly became aware of an entirely new and truly incredible sensation emanating from the entrance to my rectum and building very quickly indeed.

“Oh my GODDDDD!”

The high-pitched squeal that escaped my lips was quickly choked off by the extraordinary wave of pleasure that gripped my entire body. My mouth opened and closed but no sound came out.

“See? I knew you’d love it,” Adam said encouragingly.

My legs straightened by themselves and my body flexed but Adam held himself deep inside me, his hips following mine as I rolled onto my front, my legs parted helplessly by his knees.

“Ooooowww!”

I wailed into the bedclothes as I lay face down and Adam began to bugger me properly. The angle was awkward, but the sensations were almost beyond description as his thick shaft was dragged across my over-sensitised ring and plunged into the depths of my bowels over and over again.

I shook bodily as the waves of pleasure grew in intensity.

“That feels so fucking good Alice,” he hissed, his mouth inches behind my head.

“You’re so big! I’m so full!” I protested weakly.

“That’s because you’ve got my whole cock in your ass! All of it!”

“Oh God!”

“Relax. It will start to feel good soon!”

It was already feeling good.

“Can you feel yourself getting looser?” he whispered into my ear a dozen strokes later.

“Y… Yes…” I gasped.

It was true, and the looser I felt the better it felt too.

“I can feel it too,” Adam growled. “Let’s try this…”

His arm slipped under my belly and lifted me a little from the bed, his cock still inside me.

“John! The pillows!”

I felt Pete moving closer; two pillows from the bed were shoved underneath my hips then Adam lowered me back down.

For a moment I lay there impaled by Adam’s cock, my bottom obscenely raised, my face pressed into the rumpled sheet. But my lover had no plans to let my arousal subside; instead he began to fuck me again, this time with a slow but increasing pace, thrusting in and out of my neatly-presented rectum in long, smooth strokes.

My body fought back weakly, my sphincter still trying to close, my bowels still trying to expel the invader but after a dozen more of Adam’s strong, confident thrusts I felt the unexpected and entirely new sensation of my body simply giving up the fight.

Defeated by the assault, my sphincter yielded completely, surrendering, opening completely, offering no resistance at all to the shaft that penetrated it.

The moment of complete compliance was extraordinary; far from feeling weak and vulnerable, a strange, almost liberating feeling of relief and freedom came over me along with a totally compliant acceptance of whatever pleasures would now take place.

My final virginity well and truly gone, I had nothing left to conceal; nothing left to defend. I could let myself go in a way I had never been able to before. With no resistance left in my anus, the remaining pain faded too and was quickly replaced with a new and entirely unexpected kind of pleasure as the nerve endings in my rectum were stimulated to an astonishing degree.

Sensing the change, Adam began to fuck me harder and faster, feeling no resistance at all to his increasingly powerful thrusts.

“That’s really good,” he grunted. “Is it good for you yet?”

It was, but I was already beyond reply, my body twisting and flexing as if adjusting to this wonderful new sensation on its own, seeking first the most comfortable, then the most pleasurable position.

Adam’s thrusting grew faster and more forceful still; I could hear the sound of his lower belly slapping against my bony buttocks with each deeply penetrating stroke.

‘Slup! Slup! Slup! Slup!’

The sounds of my anus being fucked were quite different from my cunt; cruder, earthier, more feral.

“Ohhh Goddd! I moaned into the mattress.

‘Slup! Slup! Slup! Slup!’

“Jeesussss!”

My eyes were tightly closed now, my face pressed into the bedclothes, my bottom raised high; completely exposed to whatever Adam wanted to do with me.

‘Slup! Slup! Slup! Slup!’

“You’re fucking amazing Alice!” he gasped without pausing in his rhythm.

Completely unable to speak, all I could do was nod my head. It felt good; it felt very good. It felt like nothing I had felt in my life before.

‘Slup-slup-slup-slup’

The pace grew faster and the wave of pleasure began to rise over me.

‘Slup-slup-slup-slup-slup-slup-slup-slup’

The wave reached its crest and began to break.

‘Slup-slup-slup-slup-slup-slup-slup-slup’

“OhGod!OhGod!OhGod!”

Rather than crash down upon me as my previous climaxes, the first anal orgasm of my life seemed to begin deep within my bowels. Building much more slowly than vaginal or clitoral climaxes, it grew until it had reached a powerful intensity deep inside me then it simply surged outwards, overtaking all other sensations, robbing me in turn of the power of speech, of breath and finally of all voluntary movement as it took control of my entire existence.

“OhhhhhhmyyyyGooodddd!”

My ecstatic wailing stopped, choked off by the sheer intensity of my climax, rendering me silent though my eyes and mouth gaped wide and my body shook uncontrollably.

“Christ Penny!”

I heard Pete exclaim from somewhere close by, not noticing that in his own excitement he had once again used my real name. As if spurred on by this, Adam seemed to redouble his efforts and began the short, rapid strokes that would have brought any other man I had ever slept with very quickly to climax.

‘Slup-slup-slup-slup-slup-slup-slup-slup…’

“AaahhhhhhooooowwwwwWWWWW!” I wailed as the climax grew even more intense.

‘Slup-slup-slup-slup-slup-slup-slup-slup…’

The sensations were like nothing on earth; my whole body convulsing beneath Adam.

‘Slup-slup-slup-slup-slup-slup-slup-slup…’

“Jeeeeesssuuuussss heeelllpppp mmmeee!!”

I had no idea what I was saying or doing, my body throbbing and pulsing as another unfamiliar wave of this new kind of orgasm hit me.

“You want him to cum in her ass?” I heard Eve ask from behind my back. “Or across her face?”

‘Slup-slup-slup-slup-slup-slup-slup-slup.’

“What do you want Penn?” Pete asked, again using my real name.

But I was too far gone to reply.

‘Slup-slup-slup-slup-slup-slup-slup-slup.’

“Better decide soon;” Adam gasped anxiously. “I can’t hold out much longer!”

“Shit! Um…”

“Nearly there!” Adam warned.

“Fuck! In her face! Cum in her face!” my husband finally gasped.

Adam immediately pulled his cock out of my rectum leaving me feeling dazed, confused and very empty indeed. He jumped off my prone body and stood alongside the bed.

“On your knees Alice,” he commanded.

Dazed, and exhausted, I nonetheless did what I was told, slipped off the mattress and knelt trembling and unsteadily on the floor in front of my lover, my knees wide apart, my hands on my thighs to steady myself.

Adam pulled off the condom quickly and efficiently then began to pump his shaft rapidly. There was the slapping sound of his hand on his cock, a series of animal grunts and a flexing of his body.

“Open your mouth. Quickly!”

I looked across at my husband who was watching intently as Eve filmed in extreme close-up. The movement was enough to make Adam miss his mark. The first rope of semen splashed against my left cheek, the second hit me in the eye, shocking me into opening my mouth.

The third rope went straight between my waiting lips.

The rest of Adam’s ejaculation went God knows where. A great deal went into my mouth, the rest I have no idea. It was a very large ejaculation even by Will’s standards and seemed to go on a long time but like all good things, eventually it came to an end and finally the room went still.

“Oh my fucking God!” I heard my husband gasp.

I remained there on my knees, stunned, my right eye sticky and my mouth full of the slightly sour taste of Adam’s thick, sperm-laden semen.

“Open your mouth Alice,” Eve hissed. “Let your husband see inside.”

Pete was standing over me, a look of awe on his face. Stunned, I did what I had been told and opened my lips wide, revealing the pool of semen on my tongue.

“Shit! You really did it!” Pete gasped again.

“Yes John,” Eve grinned triumphantly. “She really did it.”

She turned her attention to me.

“Now swallow it, Alice!”

Eve’s voice was hard and commanding. I looked towards her but could see nothing but the camera.

“Come on, swallow my husband’s cum, Slut!”

I looked at my husband but there was to be no help from that direction. I had no choice but to do what I had been told and swallow my lover’s cum.

The wad of sticky goo caught in my throat on the first attempt making me gag, but when I tried a second time, the entire mess slipped down my throat with surprising ease.

“Show us your empty mouth,” Eve ordered.

I opened my mouth, the incoming air sharpening the souring taste.

“Was that what you wanted, Cuckold?”

Eve’s voice was still hard and cruel as she asked my husband the most important question of the evening.

Incapable of speech, Pete simply stared at me, stunned.

Taking the lead, Adam bent down and took my hands in his. He helped me to my feet then took me in his arms, hugging and kissing me tenderly. Then, with a sensitivity that in other circumstances might well have caused me to fall deeply in love, the deliverer of what to this day remains the best sex of my entire life helped me onto the bed.

Climbing alongside me, he began to stroke my poor, abused and exhausted body from my head, my semen-covered face, my shoulders then across my back and down my spine.

I was beyond response, simply spent; my energy completely drained. I had been fucked almost literally into unconsciousness and had loved every dazzling moment of it.

“You’ll be okay,” Adam murmured in my ear. “You’ve been amazing.”

I mumbled something incoherent.

“I hope I didn’t hurt you,” he whispered, kissing me again.

I shook my head.

“It… it was wonderful!”

“I think you’d better rest,” he said with real caring in his voice. “You must be exhausted.”

Holding me close in his arms, Adam kissed me on the lips and forehead laying me on my side and cuddling behind me like two spoons.

I could feel his strong arms around me, his warm chest against my back, the top of his thighs against the underside of mine and his warm breath on the back of my neck as he showered both it and my shoulders with tiny kisses.

“Shh!” he hissed as my body literally shook with after-shocks. “It’s all right. It’s all right.”

Both disappointed and relieved that it was all over, the emotion began to spill out of me along with silent tears that rolled down both my cheeks. The salty flow gathered momentum as my sobbing body rocked in Adam’s arms and I murmured incoherently over and over again:

“I love you! I love you! I love you!”

Whether these words were addressed to Pete or Adam I can’t be completely sure. I suspect it was the latter but that road can remain untrodden for now. All I know is that at that moment, I was no longer Penny Barker. I was whoever and whatever that man wanted me to be.

“I love you! I love you! I love you!”

I said it because I meant it. At that moment I was so far gone I would have one anything at all for Adam. If I wasn’t already pregnant I would have happily borne his child there and then.

“I love you! I love you! I love you!”

Memories become even vaguer after this.

I remember Pete and Eve talking and having a drink together as I lay in her husband’s arms; I remember the atmosphere being strangely relaxed and positive. I remember hearing very flattering things being said about me by both Adam and Eve.

I remember being left alone on the bed and the rustling of clothes as our two paid guests got dressed.

I remember a goodbye kiss from each of them; a peck from his wife, a long slow embrace from my lover.

As she bent over me, I remember Eve whispering.

“It will hurt tomorrow but not for long. The more you do it, the better it gets! Trust me! Good luck!”

Then Pete and I were alone in the room, Pete as excited as a child on Christmas morning; me a quivering wreck fit only for sleep. But even then I knew I had an important duty still to perform if the night was to be the complete success it must be.

I remember rolling onto my back and shuffling up the bed until my head was on the pillows. Then I spread my trembling legs and reached out towards my husband inviting him into the ‘scene of the crime’.

Pete pulled off his shorts, freeing his erection and clambered onto the mattress between my knees. He lowered his head until his face was only inches away from my battered vulva and stared, breathless and excited at the damage before him. I felt his fingertips gently touching my sore places.

“Jesus Penn, you’re actually gaping!” he gasped under his breath.

“Hmm?” I asked, my head still spinning.

“Your cunt and your anus; they’re both red and wide open.”

Even in my dazed state I winced at his use of the ‘c’ word, though having watched me perform as I had, it seemed an appropriate description. I had made no attempt to retain any form of dignity and had been led entirely by lust.

I remember him taking extreme close-up photos of my battered genitalia, the new camera clicking and whirring over and over again. Despite my misgivings and our daughter’s misadventures, I was too far gone to protest.

“I’m going to fuck you now,” he whispered,

“Okay,” I whispered helplessly. “Be gentle please…”

I remember Pete mounting me determinedly and penetrating me deeply on his return to bed, my loose, overused vagina putting up no resistance at all. I remember how good it felt to have the man I loved inside me, but I was too sore and far too tired to take any active part in the proceedings.

I simply let Pete have his way with me any way he wanted.

Having had his fill of my vagina, I remember Pete rolling me onto my front, spreading my legs and, after a pause and a clumsy clashing of bodies, I felt the strange, unfamiliar sensation of his long, slender cock entering my gaping rectum for the first time in our twenty-five-year-plus relationship.


“This feels unbelievable!”

Pete’s words were nothing but a hoarse whisper as he sank his full length into my bowels and held himself there. I remember how incredible it felt to have my husband’s slim cock so deep into my back passage and the way his hairy base rasped through my sensitised anus.

Then he began to fuck me again. I remember how strangely right it felt to have that long, slender shaft thrust over and over into my rectum and the truly extraordinary amount of pleasure it brought me even in my exhausted state, bringing me close to but to my relief, not quite reaching yet another anal orgasm.

I remember Pete quickly reaching his own climax and, for the first time in my life, I felt the extraordinary, unique sensation of a man’s semen being pumped into my unprotected bowels instead of my vagina.

I remember cuddling up to him afterwards in the dark, feeling his arms wrapped tightly around me as I thanked him over and over again; telling him how amazing a man and a husband he was and how much I loved him.

My voice sounded drunk, even to me.

I remember Pete saying how proud of me he was. I remember him bringing me a long cold drink. I remember sipping at it for a moment before rolling back onto the pillow, exhausted.

I don’t remember falling asleep naked on the bed but I did.

The incredible evening was finally over.



Chapter 29

It was nearly ten o’clock when I woke with a start the following morning. I sat up in a panic then immediately regretted it; my head was spinning, my mouth was dry as a bone, every joint in my body seemed to have frozen solid in the night and my bottom and vulva were raw.

“What’s the time? What’s the time?”

Pete was lying alongside me on top of the duvet. He was already awake and seemed to have been so for some time if the laptop and camera on the coffee table were anything to go by. I could hear the room’s tiny kettle struggling to boil close by.

“Relax,” he smiled at me. “We’re here two nights. Take your time, my little Hot Wife.”

I fell back onto the pillow and took a lot of deep breaths as my memory began to return, the extraordinary images rushing in on me in a tsunami of astonishment and disbelief.

Had I really done all that? Said all that? Enjoyed all that? Had I really been that woman?

“Want some tea?” Pete asked casually.

“Please,” the one-word reply was all I could manage.

He jumped to his feet and a few minutes later brought a steaming cup to the bedside. I sat up again and sipped the hot liquid tentatively as my husband’s eyes bored into me, a look somewhere between awe and admiration on his handsome face.

“Don’t stare at me, Pete,” I frowned.

“Sorry Penn,” he smiled, embarrassed. “It’s just that I can’t believe…”

He let the words fade.

“How do you feel this morning?” he eventually asked.

“Tired and achy,” I replied.

“I’m not surprised.”

I blushed ridiculously.

“How do you feel?” I asked. “It was supposed to be your fantasy coming true as much as mine. Was it all you wanted it to be?”

There was a long pause while my husband thought what to say.

“It was amazing; better than I dreamed it could be,” he replied, his wide eyes wide with excitement. “You were astonishing; out of this world. Penny Barker, you are incredible. I love you so much!”

The look on his face told me this was nothing but the truth.

“But,” he continued. “It’s got to be right for both of us, hasn’t it? It looked as if you were enjoying it all but…”

He let the last word hang in the air again. I took a moment to gather my thoughts before replying, watching the hopeful, almost puppy-dog expression on my husband’s face. The evening had indeed ben incredible; I had enjoyed sex more powerful and overwhelming than I had imaged possible. My watching husband had been wonderful too so why was there such a feeling of uncertainty at the back of my mind?

“Pete… ” I paused. The puppy-dog face grew more anxious. “Pete, it was incredible for me too,” I finally told him to his obvious relief. “The way he made me feel was out of this world.”

“I’m so pleased,” he said, his expression changing to one of relief. “I thought it was but I needed to know for sure.

“But…” I added unable to leave my worries unexpressed.

“But what, Penn?”

I paused. The words on my lips were corny in the extreme but I needed to know the answer.

“Are… are you sure you still respect me? After all you saw mw say and do?”

It was an unfair question but I was still feeling dazed and, at that moment, very exposed and vulnerable. I needed to hear words of reassurance. Bless him, Pete was very quick to oblige.

“Of course I do; I’m crazy about you! Even more than before if that’s possible!”

“You really mean it?” I asked anxiously.

“I mean it so much I’d book them again today if you wanted.”

I laughed, relief taking away some of the unease.

“Better let me recover a bit first!” I blushed.

“Does it hurt?” he asked, genuinely concerned.

“I ache like hell. If this is going to happen again I’ll need to get into yoga first.”

“I meant…” he began.

“I know what you meant, Pete,” I said a little more seriously. My first full anal sex had been a surprise to both of us. “The answer is yes it did hurt and it still does hurt.”

He looked crestfallen before I added with an embarrassed smile.

“But that doesn’t mean I wouldn’t do it again!”

The smile that crossed my husband’s face was truly extraordinary.

***

Although he would have loved to fill what was left of the morning in bed, Pete could tell I was still suffering the effects of the previous evening so made only a perfunctory attempt at seduction which I easily resisted.

Instead he showered while I slowly bathed alongside him, letting the hot water soothe my aching limbs. I winced sharply as my mistreated and semen-encrusted bottom touched the hot soapy water but the pain did remind me how incredible my first anal sex had truly been.

Afterwards I dried myself on a large, white, fluffy towel then stood naked in front of the bathroom mirror, surveying the damage my night of passion had wrought on my body.

It wasn’t a pretty sight. I look like what I was; a middle-aged woman who hadn’t had anything like enough sleep. There were bags under my eyes, wrinkles on my neck and my face and chest were still flushed.

“Jesus Penn! He really did mark you!”

Pete’s voice was hushed. I examined myself closer. The hickeys on my neck and left breast had ripened in the night and were now large, purple-brown in colour and roughly two inches across. Seen full-on, no-one could fail to guess what they were. They could probably be hidden by careful choice of clothing but I guessed I would carry Adam’s mark for the best part of a week.

I sat at the dressing table, dried my hair and applied a new coat of war paint, paying special attention to the tell-tale darkness below my tired eyes. Pete watched me closely throughout as if I was a strange new phenomenon to be studied. It was disconcerting.

Afterwards we dressed slowly, my body stiffening, my belly feeling even larger than it had the day before. At Pete’s insistence I dressed much more sexily than I would normally have done in a short dress with a neckline that came very close to revealing the hickey on my chest, a fact that seemed to give my husband a remarkably powerful thrill throughout the day. I draped a silk scarf around my neck to cover the other stamp of shame.

By the time we had dragged ourselves downstairs, the hotel’s restaurant was closed so we walked into the city, hand in hand and enjoyed a delicious, rather late breakfast together in a cafe a short walk away. Pete positively glowing with happiness and real pride throughout.

The rest of the weekend passed in a blur of emotional turmoil which I did my best to hide from my husband, for whom my love and gratitude was genuine and enormous. Several times during Saturday and Sunday I told him how great he was being and how much I loved him.

This pleased Pete a lot especially as he could see I really meant it.

For the whole two days, he treated me like a Princess. Nothing was too much trouble and he was very obviously proud to be seen with me as we took in a few of the city’s sights and visited its more significant shops.

I felt very stiff as we negotiated the crowded pavements. My bottom remained sore too; I was definitely walking a little strangely but there was no-one we knew to see us.

For almost the whole of Saturday I was elated to the point of euphoria, my mind filled with memories of all that had happened and how incredible it had all felt. We went clothes shopping and bought me three new outfits, far more sexy than I would have chosen before but they somehow seemed to suit the ‘new me’.

The contrast between these normal activities and the previous night was surreal.

In the evening I changed back into my cocktail dress and we ate dinner in a celebrity chef’s restaurant. Pete made oblique allusions to the previous night throughout the evening which made me blush frequently.

Each time it happened, I looked around the crowded room wondering what the other diners might think of us; the nice-but-dull upper-middle-class married couple out for a pleasant but routine evening together.

None of them would ever have guessed what we had been doing less than twenty-four hours earlier!

As we waked back to the hotel after dinner, Pete persuaded me to take off my scarf so that anyone who passed could see the hickey on my neck and perhaps draw conclusion.

I reluctantly agreed. It was surprisingly thrilling to feel so exposed but I was relieved only a handful of couples had passed us en-route and most of those had been too wrapped up in each other to notice the clear evidence of infidelity.

That night we made love passionately. At least Pete was passionate; what with my soreness and the constant stream of physical and emotional memories of the previous night, I had to use all my acting skills to put in a convincing performance.

As I lay in the darkness next to my sleeping husband, I wondered uneasily whether normal sex could ever satisfy me again.

***

We visited a gallery on Sunday the afternoon and had one last cup of coffee before carrying our purchases back to the car and commencing our journey home across the moors. Pete drove; I was so exhausted I couldn’t keep my eyes open. Within fifteen minutes I had fallen fast asleep in the front seat and didn’t wake up until the lights of our city shone through the windscreen into my eyes.

It felt strange coming back to normality after all that had happened. The house looked the same; it was the couple entering that had changed.

Later, when Pete was upstairs in the bedroom, I nervously looked at some of the pictures he and Eve had taken during the session on the camera’s screen. They were, to say the least, shocking, not least because of how old my lined face and skinny body looked compared with Adam’s fit, trained physique.

The sound of my own voice in helpless ecstatic wailing made me wince.

Pete’s camera skills left much to be desired but Eve’s were surprisingly good. In most shots, there was no mistaking the face of the woman on screen, with her eyes and mouth open wide and a younger man’s erect cock being thrust into her vagina and bottom.

Needless to say, these pictures and videos will not be shared with anyone, ever!

I put the camera down quickly as I heard Pete’s footsteps on the stairs and pretended to watch the end of the news on television. When he joined me, he began to flick through the photos himself. I could see the swelling growing in his trousers.

“Happy with them?” I asked, nodding to the camera.

“They’re okay,” he replied, a little disappointed. “To be honest Penn, the photos don’t really matter. It was the most erotic time I have spent in my entire life. Okay, I didn’t get my creampie this time but you can’t have everything.”

It was the most erotic time I had ever spent too. With the hotel suite, it had been expensive but as Pete said, with our two incomes, we could afford it now and then.

To my surprise, I realised that I wanted that!

Though still sore and in shock, there was no mistaking the message both my body and mind were sending; Penny Barker had enjoyed being fucked in front of her husband and — given time to recover - was in no way averse to it happening again.

The gamble had actually worked! Though I had declared my love for Adam over and over again, it had been post-orgasmic euphoria rather than the genuine love I had felt for my first adulterous lover, Tony. It hadn’t been real and was no threat to my marriage. Pete had both seen it and enjoyed it too.

The clinical detachment of having sex with strangers - experienced, professional escorts — really had made it easier to relax and really enjoy the sheer physical pleasure without any risk of emotional consequences.

My husband and I had shared something new and special and our love had survived intact.

We were about to go to sleep in our own bed in our own house on Sunday evening when Pete took a small box from the top drawer of the bedside table and gave it to me. I opened it; inside was a fiery yellow glass charm.

“A hot colour for a Hot Wife,” he smiled. “Where’s your bracelet.”

With a smile, I passed him the Pandora bracelet that had been almost all I had worn throughout my most recent and most intense fucking. Pete unclipped it and threaded the charm into place alongside the others.

“There! Still plenty of room for more,” he said, his eyebrows raised.

I put it on my wrist immediately, held it to the light and watched the coloured glass glowing in the low bedroom light.

“I’ll wear it all night,” I told him, kissing my amazing husband discreetly on the lips.

Pete turned out the light. For a moment I lay awake in the darkness.

If ever had I doubted the benefits of becoming a Hot Wife at my age, those doubts had been blown away and with a vengeance. As I wrote later to one of my online friends, my hands shaking as I typed, nothing in my life had prepared me for the all-consuming, mind altering experience my husband and I had shared.

My stomach churned with self-doubt as I remembered how my husband had actually seen me take another man’s cock in my mouth and suck it, how he had watched that same cock repeatedly penetrate my oversized vagina bringing me to multiple orgasms.

He had even looked on astonished as for the first time in my life a man’s erect penis had successfully penetrated my anus and plunged full length into my rectum.

Pete had heard me wail, howl and scream; he had watched me reach orgasm countless times at the stranger’s hands; had listened while I begged that man to fill me with his sperm and make a baby in my belly despite having another man’s baby already growing in my womb.

Under Adam’s expert attentions I had become a wild, almost feral creature driven only by lust and the need to procreate. All I had wanted was for that man to mate with me and impregnate me; the sensible married mother of two and career scientist had disappeared under a wave of pure primal imperative.

I even remember trying to pull the condom off so he could cum inside me unprotected. I really had been that abandoned; that lost in lust! Pete thinks it was all just an act to turn him on but in the cold light of day I’m not sure it was.

Despite the discomfort that still racked my body, all I could think about was what on earth had happened and when we could do it again?

***

At work the next day, I was all over the place emotionally, my mind lurching from euphoria to self-doubt and back via a heavy dose of disbelief. More than once I went to the Ladies’ Room to look at my hickeys and make sure they were still adequately hidden.

That night I lay awake trying to understand the ‘new me’ but it wasn’t easy for a girl as inexperienced as I was.

Thankfully, throughout it all, Pete remained on a massive high, ‘spoiling me rotten’ as my Grandmother would have said and showering me with selfless adoration.

It took a full three days for my emotions to stabilise and for me to put the evening into context. To be brutally honest, it also took three days before I had recovered enough to go to the toilet properly; constipation hadn’t helped my mood at all.

But eventually as the hickeys faded so did the doubt. By the following Friday there was no denying the incredible pleasure I had experienced that night. There was equally no denying that, after a period to recover, I wanted to experience it again.

There was also the niggling concern that I would find my life with Pete a little tame after that night. He was a warm and caring lover but not even Darren and Will were in the same class of expertise or ability as Adam.

Was I spoilt now as far a ‘normal’ sex was concerned?

There were so many questions and so few answers.

Prior to Friday I had been just an unfaithful wife with an accidental ‘bun in the oven’ and whose cuckolded husband was prepared to let things carry on. Had I now become something different? Or had something buried deep within me now been released? Whichever it was, I was not the same woman I had been before.

How could a comprehensive fucking by a stranger make me feel even more in love with my husband? I unquestionably did!

And most bafflingly, how could feeling more in love with my husband make me desperately want to cuckold him again and again and with new and exciting men? I unquestionably wanted that too!

Perhaps it was better not to ask these questions and just accept reality. Our marriage was still strong, probably even stronger. We might soon have another child.

I had never felt so alive, so sexy and so much a woman in my whole life. Pete and I had discovered things about ourselves that we had hitherto only suspected. We had the rest of our lives to enjoy those things and had discovered just how to do so in safety.

Now there was only the small matter of an unplanned, illegitimate pregnancy to deal with. Within a few weeks my swollen belly would be impossible to hide and the rumours would spread like wildfire.

We could prevaricate no longer; it was time to come out of the closet and let the world know that at the age of fifty-two, Doctor Penny Barker PhD was going to have her fourth child.

If we were lucky, only one other person would ever know that the baby’s father was not her husband.

Whether we were going to be lucky remained to be seen!



Penny’s Promiscuity Ch. 30-32



Chapter Thirty

“That’s’ disgusting!”

The revulsion in my daughter Isobel’s phone-crackled voice would have been comical if my news hadn’t been so serious. Having made the decision to come clean and let the world know about my pregnancy, I had steeled myself to make the first confessional call to the person I believed was most likely to react badly.

I had called several times during that Sunday in July, exactly a week after Pete and I had returned home from our Manchester adventure, without success. It had been late in the evening before I finally reached her; now I wondered whether it had been a good idea after all.

“That’s a horrible thing to say,” I protested angrily. “It’s a natural process.”

“I’m sorry Mum,” she backed off quickly. “But for a woman in her fifties to be pregnant…”

She couldn’t find the words to finish her sentence.

“I’m only just in my fifties,” I protested. “And I know it’s unusual…” I began.

“You can say that again.”

“I know it’s unusual,” I repeated doggedly. “And it wasn’t planned…”

“I should hope not.”

“But your Dad and I are determined to see it through. If nature allows.”

“How the Hell did it happen?” she asked, still astonished.

“The same way it happened when you thought you were pregnant, I imagine,” I replied sarcastically. “Though in my case not on camera.”

That was a cruel dig; my daughter’s current single status was the direct result of the circulation of a video of her and a previous boyfriend having sex. That relationship had come to an abrupt end when Izzy had publicly cheated on him after a University ball. She had tried to form a relationship with her seducer but he lived hours away and had himself dumped her as soon as the video file had dropped into his inbox.

It was particularly unfair of me to use this against my daughter because another video existed; one of me being fucked by a lover too but only my husband and I knew this.

Anyway, Izzy’s hypocrisy deserved some punishment.

To her credit, she immediately backtracked and her tone became more conciliatory.

“Why couldn’t you be grumpy and menopausal like everyone else’s Mum?” she asked in an exasperated voice.

“I don’t know but I’m not. Your Grandma was the same,” I told her in as close to a normal voice as I could manage. “Her menopause came very late indeed. I’m sorry to disappoint you; it’s supposed to be a good thing.”

There was a pause in which Izzy seemed to be rationalising all I had said.

“When are you due?” she asked quietly.

“December.”

“Not at Christmas, please!”

“Only if she’s late.”

“She? You know it’s a girl?”

“We’re pretty sure but you can never be certain.”

There was a long pause. I sipped my coffee.

“Just a minute!” she said, puzzled. “I thought Dad had the snip years ago?”

I had wondered if my daughter knew about this and if so, how long it would take for her to make the connection. She had been very quick off the mark even for her. Fortunately, Pete and I had prepared our response but this was the first time either of us had used it.

“It must have failed,” I frowned, my own face beginning to glow pink. “They do sometimes, especially those done a long time ago.

Izzy snorted but seemed to accept this unsubstantiated statement as a simple fact. Our medical friends would not be so easy to convince.

“So, I’m going to be Auntie Isobel by Christmas,” she stated dully.

“No Izzy,” I said slowly and clearly. “You’re going to have a baby sister.”

“Oh God,” she said in unconscious repetition of her new soubriquet. “Thanks a bunch, Mum!”

There was no adequate response to this so I remained silent. There was a long pause.

“How long have you known about it?” Izzy eventually asked after she had drawn a deep breath.

“Quite a while,” I said ambiguously.

In fact, it was in trying to deal with my daughter’s own pregnancy scare several months ago that my own condition had been accidentally revealed, but I didn’t want her to know this.

“And you didn’t think to tell us?” she demanded.

“I thought it would come to an end of its own accord,” I told her. “As you said so brutally, I’m in my fifties. If it did end naturally then nobody ever needed to know. You’re the first person I’ve called with the news.”

“So why are you telling me now? What’s changed?” she asked.

“I’m past the danger zone,” I replied honestly. “From now on it’s more likely that the baby will be born than I’ll lose it.”

“I suppose,” Izzy replied vaguely. “How does Dad feel about it?”

“He’s a bit anxious just like I am.”

“I’ll bet he is!”

“But,” I persisted. “He’s okay about it overall.”

“Huh!” she snorted again.

“Besides, by the time we come back from holiday you’ll be able to tell. I’m already showing a bit and my tummy will be too big to hide by then.”

“Oh God Mum!” she exclaimed in exasperation. “My own mother with a baby bump!”

“Don’t get too self-righteous, Isobel Barker,” I scolded. “It could easily have been you, remember?”

***

Since my husband Pete and I had decided to let my unplanned pregnancy go as far as nature allowed, I had been dreading this conversation more than any other and had put it off as long as I possibly could. Now, in mid-July and with the curvature of my belly so obvious that even my self-obsessed daughter couldn’t miss it, I had decided to bite the bullet and tell her on my own terms.

As Izzy was still at University at least four hours’ drive away, those terms involved a telephone conversation rather than the face-to-face heart-to-heart we would usually have had.

Isobel, the youngest of our three children; our rather unjustifiably self-righteous twenty-year-old daughter did not know that the baby growing in my belly was in fact only her half-sister. She did not know that her mother had actually been knocked up during a one-night stand with Darren, the twenty-nine-year-old Personal Trainer at our sports club and ex-lover of my closest friend Julie. But I knew that this lack of knowledge would not stop her adopting the outraged tone I had just encountered.

Izzy was also unaware of my affair with Tony, her best friend’s father and one of our closest family friends. It had started early the previous November and, although now definitely over, had been the catalyst from which all our current troubles dated.

Tony had seduced me one Friday afternoon after he and I had unexpectedly met on the train coming home from London. I had been writing one of my erotic stories at the time, one in which he featured as a model for the lead character, so I was already in a state of considerable arousal when he sat down in the seat opposite me.

After ninety minutes of talk and two large glasses of wine, he had driven me home from the station. In my confused state I had failed to remove his hands from my bottom as he gave me his usual ‘farewell fondle’ and the rest was now history.

Tony had taken immediate advantage of the unexpected opportunity and, in a blitzkrieg of moves so rapid and professionally executed that I didn’t realise what was happening, had proceeded to seduce me in the hallway, strip me in the lounge, fuck me on the carpet and inseminate me copiously, all within no more than ten minutes.

I had then lost my mind as well as my morals and embarked on a passionate affair with him. After a month of meeting in secret I had confessed my infidelity to my husband in a fit of guilt one night. Although Pete had been urging me to take a lover for several years, it was still a shock for him to learn that I had finally done what he had said he wanted and had been sleeping with a close friend for a full month.

The shock nearly ended our marriage on the spot but to his credit and my surprise, Pete eventually agreed that the affair could continue subject to a few conditions.

I of course, broke all of those conditions, falling madly in love with Tony, seeing him in secret, planning to leave Pete for him and lying to my husband freely until the inevitable happened; I was caught out.

The painful scene that followed resulted in my husband and I temporarily separating.

It was during this brief separation that I had become pregnant.

Against all the odds, conception had occurred during a tipsy, one-night stand with the young man in his dirty, rumpled bed in his squalid, untidy bedroom in the house he shared with his friend and work colleague Will. Darren had inseminated me at least four times during the full night we had spent together, delivering the best sex I had known in my life up till then.

Protection of any kind hadn’t occurred to me; if it had occurred to Darren, he had ignored it.

A few weeks later, Isobel had arrived home believing that she might be pregnant by her ex-boyfriend so we had performed several home tests. Purely by accident, these had revealed that although my daughter wasn’t pregnant, I was!

For several months Pete and I had vacillated about what to do. With our lifelong commitments to medicine, neither of us believed in abortion but for a long time that seemed the only possible solution. It was only when we saw the baby moving during an ultrasound scan that we both said out loud that which we had only been thinking; that the only option either of us would accept was to let my pregnancy continue as long as nature intended.

Given my age, statistically this would not be long. Of course, nature being the fickle, capricious creature she is, statistics meant nothing. My pregnancy was going very smoothly, my baby was healthy and it looked like Pete and I would be having a fourth child at the age of fifty-two.

It had taken a full week after our first true Hot Wife — Cuckold weekend for my husband and I to decide that going public about our impending fourth attempt at parenthood was now the only option. In truth it had taken all that time for my mind to tune in to reality generally, it and my body having been taken to a new and bewildering plane of physical pleasure by Adam, the male half of an attractive escort couple in Manchester.

Fulfilling his deepest fantasy at last, Pete had watched as I, his pregnant wife of over twenty-five years had been fucked in every position I had imagined and several that had never crossed my mind. He had seen me reach orgasm many times, heard me yell, scream, beg to be impregnated and even profess love for the stranger to whose cock I had become temporarily enslaved.

He had even watched as for the first time in my life, I had first endured then whole-heartedly enjoyed having anal sex.

Now, a week later, the hickeys my lover had deliberately left on my neck and boob had faded almost to nothing, the post-coital, post-orgasmic euphoria was only a very pleasant memory and it was time to face reality again.

In this case, the reality involved letting first my family then work, then our friends know that against all probability, I was about to become a mother again.

At that moment, the terrors of having another baby were far less daunting than the reactions I had just received and expected to receive over the next few weeks.

***

“How did she take it?” Pete asked as I joined him in bed a little later that evening.

“Better than I thought she might.”

“Are you going to tell the boys?”

“I won’t need to. Izzy will have told them both by morning.”

He took a deep breath.

“So, now the cat’s officially out of the bag. We’d better think who else to tell and when. Better get our story together now.”

“I suppose so,” I agreed without enthusiasm. “There are going to be a few raised eyebrows around here!”

Pete rolled towards me and planted a kiss on my nose.

“We can handle it,” he smiled. “If we stick together and stick to our story, we’ll be okay.”

My heart swelled with love; sometimes I genuinely believed I did not deserve to have a husband like Pete. Few men would even contemplate staying with a cheating wife who was pregnant by another man. Fewer still would agree to bring up that child as their own.

Pete moved closer, the look on his face changing as it so often did from one of love to one of lust, his hand beginning to stroke the small but distinctive swell of my belly then rising to my boobs where he caressed their swollen globes gently through my night dress.

“Careful,” I winced. “They’re a bit sore!”

“Sorry Pen! They’re definitely bigger though,” he smiled admiringly.

“You prefer them bigger?”

“It makes a nice change,” he grinned.

It did indeed make a change; my boobs had been so tiny throughout my life that most of the time I hadn’t needed to wear a bra other than in the gym or when, like now, I had been pregnant. Even then, the best I had managed was to partly fill a B cup.

Sadly, even the smallest boobs can sag so as age and gravity had taken their toll, some ongoing support had become a necessity. Those days I wore bras most of the time.

Pete’s hand moved from my globes to my nipples. They had become larger, darker and much more sensitive but my husband’s touch was light and the pleasure was very noticeable.

I sighed as the man I loved caressed my boobs then slipped his hand downwards towards the regrown, greying triangle at my groin. There was no mistaking what he wanted; I would not even try to resist. A moment later I felt the hem of my night dress being raised beneath the duvet and the touch of warm fingers on my bared belly.

“Does it feel like his baby?” Pete asked quietly as he stroked the gradually-stretching skin of my bump.

“I’m not sure. It certainly feels different,” I answered.

“Different from any of my kids?”

“It’s too long ago to remember exactly,” I smiled as his fingers began to toy with the tight curls of my pubic hair. “But it’s definitely not the same.”

“I wonder if you feel different too,” he pondered with a cheeky grin.

“Different where?” I asked, knowing full well what my husband meant.

“Inside, of course,” he frowned.

I sighed a mock-sigh.

“I suppose there’s only one way to find out.”

Pete’s body rose on his strong arms; my legs parted willingly as he mounted me, his coarse hairy thighs pressing against the soft inside of mine.

“No foreplay tonight?” I joked.

“You can have as much after play as you want,” Pete smiled as he rubbed the tip of his erect cock up and down my slit. “But right now, you’re going to be fucked by your husband. Christ, you’re wet tonight Penn.”

“I seem to be like that all the time these days,” I confessed. “I’m getting through a lot of knickers.”

That was indeed the truth. I had been an easy lay for Pete throughout all but the last weeks of my pregnancy with Isobel but this time round, I seemed to be semi-aroused all the time. Carrying spare panties in my handbag had been obligatory for weeks.

“I love it when you talk dirty,” Pete grinned, finding his target between my thighs.

I shivered in anticipation as I felt my puffy lips being carefully parted and the smooth rounded end of his long, slender cock began to enter my vagina.

“Perhaps we should keep you knocked-up all the time,” he hissed as he slipped easily into my welcoming body.

“Barefoot and pregnant?” I suggested, feeling my vagina encircling his long, thin shaft.

“Pregnant maybe; barefoot absolutely not!” he grinned cheekily, wriggling his hips to ease his way into my welcoming body. “I prefer the finer things in life!”

I smiled up at my handsome husband as he sank the last few inches into my unresisting body. His pubic hair ground roughly against the freshly-regrown covering on my mound. He paused for a moment, our eyes on each other’s. There was a look of love and something close to adoration on his face that made my heart ache.

For a few seconds the thought that I did not deserve this amazing man filled my mind, but then Pete slowly pulled back and began to thrust in and out of my vagina in slow, easy, unhurried strokes and all my attention became focussed between my thighs.

Though pregnancy had undoubtedly heightened my sensitivity, I knew from the beginning that for me, this copulation would not end in orgasm. There would be no climax on Pete’s cock that night but that didn’t mean there wasn’t a great deal of closeness and pleasure to be had while trying.

I stroked his well-defined shoulders and arms as the man I loved and had borne three children made love to me, the woman who had sworn to be faithful only to him but who was now carrying the child of another man. I looked up into the reassuring, familiar features of his handsome, lined face and at the short greying hair surrounding it as his hips slapped rhythmically against my inner thighs.

Slap! Slap! Slap! Slap!

Since giving birth to our three children, my vagina had become much looser. I had torn badly when Isobel was born which had made the situation even worse. Pete’s cock was long and slim so for many years it had been difficult to create enough tightness in the right places no matter how assiduously I worked on my pelvic floor exercises.

Until the previous November, my vagina had known only that one penis for over twenty-five years. Though there had been a few close calls during that time, none had resulted in full scale infidelity. However, in the nine months since I was finally seduced by Tony, the number of men who had fucked me had risen to five.

All had been different; all had been exciting; all had provided the orgasms that my husband and I between us had failed to deliver. One had provided what to this day remains the most intense sexual experience of my life.

At the same time, Pete had spent one single night in bed with one other woman. That woman, my closest female friend, had hinted strongly that his performance in her bed had been impressive. If that wasn’t bad enough, she had even compared him favourably to her erstwhile lover Darren, the twenty-nine-year-old personal trainer who had seduced me and gone on to father the child now growing in my belly.

I tightened down as hard as I could, closing my eyes and clamping down on my husband’s shaft as tightly as my baby-stretched muscles would allow.

“That’s great Penn!” Pete smiled broadly, his thrusting quickening.

I held the tension as long as I could, released it for a second then tightened again.

“Wow that feels good,” came the pleasing response.

I tightened hard again, then tilted my pelvis forwards, pressing my clitoris against my husband’s fast-moving shaft as it stimulated my vagina in new and exciting places.

“Mmm! Do that again!” Pete growled.

I tightened hard once more; my arousal surged, bringing tingles of pleasure to my loins but still not enough to reach orgasm. I resigned myself to this fact and concentrated on gaining as much pleasure as possible from the remaining moments of our liaison.

There weren’t many moments in which to do this. As had happened before, the unfamiliar tightness of my vagina was brining my husband to climax very quickly indeed.

‘Slap-slap-slap-slap!’

Pete’s rhythm grew faster and faster though his thrusts were still controlled for fear of pummelling the baby whose head was merely millimetres from the head of Pete’s cock as he bottomed out inside me.

‘Slap-slap-slap-slap!’

As it had for the last few weeks, his caution, though no doubt wise, was preventing both of us from enjoying our copulations as much as we wanted and needed. Add to that the recent, feral memories of our first and only night with Adam and Eve, the Manchester escort couple and you had a recipe for bedroom disappointment.

“One more time Penn!” Pete croaked as his strokes became rapid and erratic.

I tightened down one last time as hard as I could, raking his shoulders with my fingernails and wrapping my legs around his strong thighs.

“Yes! Yes! YESSS!”

And then he began to cum. With the tip of his cock barely an inch away from the inverted head of my illegitimate baby, my husband began to fill his unfaithful wife’s vagina with semen.


As I felt the warm, thick fluid being spread over the sealed entrance to my womb, the fear that I was now ruined as far as normal sex was concerned flooded into my mind once again. Though he might never truly satisfy me in bed again, I concentrated on the immense love I unquestionably felt for the extraordinary man whose body was throbbing and pulsing inside mine.

The man who was the father of all my children. At least, all those born so far.



Chapter Thirty-One

“Is it true Mum?”

The voice of Josh, my oldest son sounded terribly serious down the phone early the next morning. Izzy must indeed have done what I had predicted and told her brothers immediately. Being Monday and a work day, we were up early and getting dressed, a fact not made any easier by my body which was reminding me in the way it knew best that a small creature was growing inside it.

I was feeling very sick.

Pete was in the shower so I had answered the phone next to the bed, wondering which of our remaining children would be the first to call in disbelief. The sound of Josh’s voice came as no surprise; he would have been awake for some time and was on his way to work if the sound of trains in the background was anything to go by.

Confident and independent, I hadn’t seen my oldest child in the flesh for nearly two months though we had spoken many times on the phone. He and his girlfriend lived together in a rented flat in London and had been deeply involved in their careers since leaving University three years ago. He seldom came north to visit.

“Is what true?” I asked disingenuously, rather annoyed at his aggressive tone.

“What Izzy just told me; that you’re pregnant. Is it true?”

I took a deep breath. It had started; the wave of questions, challenges and disbelief that Pete and I had been dreading was about to begin in earnest.

“Yes, it’s true Josh,” I replied quietly.

“Jesus Mum,” he exclaimed though it sounded more in genuine shock than in horror.

“I know.”

I couldn’t think what else to say. There was a brief silence.

“How far gone are you?” he asked.

“She’s due in December,” I added.

“She? Izzy didn’t tell me that.”

“We can’t be completely sure, but chances are it’s a girl. Are you shocked?”

“You could say that,” he gasped. “I thought you were too…”

His voice sensibly faded before he had uttered the dreaded word. I filled in the gap for him.

“Too old?”

“No! Well, yes,” he corrected himself honestly.

“To be honest, it was quite a surprise to me too,” I confessed, more kindly than I had with Izzy. “But your Grandma had an even later menopause.”

Either he didn’t know about his Dad’s vasectomy or he hadn’t yet made the connection. I was pleased not to have to lie to my firstborn son and strictly speaking, hadn’t yet done so. Okay, I had let him come to his own erroneous conclusions but that wasn’t the same as actually lying, was it?

That was what I tried to convince myself anyway.

“Was it an accident?” he asked. “How did it happen?”

For a moment I wondered how many sons had ever asked their mothers whether they had got pregnant deliberately. But Josh wasn’t as malicious as his sister could be, so I answered him as directly as I dared.

“It wasn’t planned.”

“How does Dad feel about it?”

“We’re both apprehensive and it will be strange to have a baby in the house again but we’re pretty confident we can handle it. We did okay with you three, didn’t we?”

There was an ironic laugh down the phone. A feeling of relief came over me. If Josh could laugh, then at least one of our children might be, if not on our side, at least not actively hostile.

“Are you upset about it? Having another sister?” I asked, hoping for further reassurance.

“It’s one hell of a shock Mum,” his voice sounded shocked too. “But give me time; I guess can probably live with it.” His words were making me feel a little better, but then he added. “I’m going to have a few distractions of my own.”

“What do you mean?” I asked.

My son Joshua paused just as his father would have done.

“I mean that a few months after becoming a Mum again, you’re going to be a Grandma too!”

My mouth dropped wide open. It was still open as Pete entered the bedroom a few moments later.

“What’s wrong Penn? Are you okay?”

“I raised my head and stared at him, phone still in my hand, completely stunned.

***

If you can think of a more disorienting start to a week than mine, you have my deepest sympathy. I was distracted as I drove to work, missing my turning and having to go around the block twice. Even the busy banality of a hospital on a Monday morning couldn’t keep the thoughts out of my mind for more than a few minutes and as lunchtime approached my tummy was as full of butterflies as it was of baby.

A Grandmother and a new mother at the same time? At least the Devil has a sense of humour!

As part of our plan to ‘go public’, I had arranged to have a sandwich with the Head of Research — notionally my Boss but actually a long-term friend too. Ten years older than me, Sandra and I had worked together for over fifteen years on and off, ever since she had originally recruited me.

The unspoken plan was that when she retired, I would take over her role. The news I had to impart that lunchtime would have quite an impact on those plans.

“You’re what?” she gasped, eyes wide, her hands on her mouth.

“It’s true,” I blushed.

“I thought…” she began unimaginatively then paused.

“I suppose I thought so too,” I conceded.

“And you’re going to have it?”

I nodded.

“Have her,” I corrected. “We think it’s as girl and yes, if nature allows, she’ll be born in December.”

“How did Pete take it?”

“He’s okay. We’re both a bit anxious but…”

As expected, my scandalised friend wanted to know all the details about how this miraculous event had taken place. She got the party-line of failed vasectomy coupled with late menopause. I could see the scepticism written all over her face but I dug in my heels and insisted.

“So what about here?” she eventually asked, clearly frustrated with my reticence. “Are you going to stop working?”

“I don’t want to,” I told her honestly. “I was going to ask for maternity leave like all the other Mums do.”

“How long for? What about your research?”

“I’m not sure how long I’ll need but it could be the full year,” I sighed. “Maybe I can work part time while I’m off but it all depends how I am physically and how the baby is.”

“How’s it going so far?”

I laughed ironically.

“As smoothly as any of the others,” I frowned. “The baby’s normal and my blood pressure’s fine. Apart from a bit of sickness, I’m fit as a fiddle despite my age.”

“Thank goodness for that.”

I smiled.

“So, I need to plan to be without you; maybe for a whole year?” Sandie asked.

I sighed and shrugged.

“I’m sorry to let you down. You’ll have to cover my students; it will be hard to get anyone else in my field.”

She put her hand on my arm and smiled.

“Don’t worry! Don’t even think about it. It’ll be a pleasure.”

“What?”

“I’m sick to death of having to worry about the poor millennials and the next generation’s angst. It’ll be a pleasure to do it. You show those ungrateful snowflakes what a real woman can do. I’m proud of you Penny!”

She meant to show real support and I loved her for it, but mostly all I could see was an added layer of expectation and pressure that I really didn’t need.

“You’ve got a couple of weeks off now, right?”

She was right. In all the fuss over Manchester and my pregnancy, I had all but forgotten the summer holiday in France that Pete and I were due to take in only a week’s time.

“Well just make sure you enjoy it. Relax and don’t worry about us here. By the time you come back I’ll have all the maternity paperwork done and we’ll be ready to plan your workload around the baby.”

“That’s really nice of you Sandie…” I began.

“Not a bit of it. You’re my best researcher and an old friend. Besides, now’s the time for we older women to stick together.”

Tears began to well up in my eyes. Whether this was hormones or sentimentality I don’t know but the emotions were very hard to control.

“But perhaps you and I need to have a talk about birth control afterwards, eh?”

I laughed out loud then cried a little more, but it felt good. Another box had been ticked; my secret was well and truly out.

The wheels were beginning to turn.

***

“I always liked Sandie,” Pete said sincerely as we lay in bed that night.

“She just took it in her stride,” I replied. “I couldn’t believe it. And as for her attitude towards the young researchers…”

“I have the same problem,” Pete said. “It’s not like when I was newly qualified. Now we have to watch working hours, time off, holiday entitlement, maternity leave, paternity leave, study leave… it just goes on and on.”

We read our books for a few minutes before he turned towards me again.

“I’m beginning to sound like a Grumpy Old Man already,” he grinned.

I smiled back. He always had but I wasn’t going to tell him that.

“Are you ready to be a Grandma as well as a new Mum?” he asked.

“I’m not really ready to be either,” I replied. “I was just getting used to…”

“Being a Hot Wife?” he completed my sentence for me. “Or being faithful again?”

I gave him a sharp look, wondering if he was beginning to feel resentful about the prospect of bringing up another man’s child. But I saw nothing untoward in his expression.

“Is that part of our lives over now? I asked.

“I bloody well hope not,” Pete grinned. “After Manchester I’ve got a real taste of what that kind of life could be like.”

He leaned over and kissed me, rubbing his palm over my baby bump.

“And from what I saw, you won’t be in too much of a hurry to give it up either.”

“Don’t embarrass me Pete,” I blushed, but did not argue.

He was right; having had a taste of what great sex really could be like, the idea I might never experience it again was inconceivable.

“So, we’ll try and build it into our lives, whether we’re being a couple, a family or Grandparents,” he said in a matter-of-fact way.

I snuggled up to him by way of eager agreement. He kissed the top of my head and stroked my bump a little longer.

“It used to be common,” he said after a while.

“What was?”

“I mean in Victorian and Edwardian times it wasn’t at all unusual for mothers and daughters to have babies at the same time. My Great Aunt Jean and my Uncle Fred were only two years apart. Her mother was his Grandmother.”

“It might have escaped your notice that those times ended a long time ago,” I replied bitterly. “The only places it happens now in on the sink estates where the mother is fifteen years old, the Grandmother is thirty and there are no men in either household.”

It wasn’t true and I knew it but I was unsettled. Just what I was unsettled about I couldn’t really say; maybe it was my hormones playing with my mind as part of the pregnancy.

“Josh is about the same age I was when we had him,” Pete added reasonably. “Besides, it’s not really any of our business.”

Sometimes my husband’s calm nature could be infuriating. It was even more infuriating when he was right. He held out his arm and I snuggled closer to his strong, reassuring frame under the duvet. It usually helped me relax and it began to work this time too.

“I felt a flutter today,” I whispered once I had calmed down a bit.

“Really?” Pete asked excitedly.

“Mmm. Just a little one but it was definitely there.”

“Can I feel?”

I pulled up my night dress and felt my husband’s gentle hands exploring the small bulge in my belly.

“I can’t feel anything,” he sounded disappointed.

Pete lowered his head and placed his right ear against my bare tummy.

“There! Did you get it?” I asked, feeling the tiniest flutter again.

“Yes! At least I think I did.”

He waited a minute or so with his ear on my belly then gave up, rose in bed and kissed me on the lips again.

“We are doing the right thing, Penn,” he said in his most reassuring voice. “Having the baby, I mean.”

“I suppose so,” I replied. “But it’s going to be tougher than we imagine. We’re twice the age we were first time round.”

“But three times as experienced,” he rightly added. “We’ll be okay. Goodnight Penn!”

“‘Night!” I replied.

Pete’s breathing became slow and deep within minutes but I lay awake in the darkness for some time, worrying. Pete had sounded clear and certain that everything would be okay with our new baby but I wasn’t anywhere near as sure.

Whatever my amazing husband might say now, how he would feel when the baby was born and he was faced with the reality of having to bring up another man’s child for at least eighteen years could be very different.

Having to see every day the walking, talking evidence of his wife’s infidelity and stupidity might be very different. Having to face the doubts, questions and suspicions of our friends and family would put pressures on us both that we were only seeing the first glimpses of.

Would either or both of us crack under those pressures? Only time would tell. Meanwhile we had our last holiday to enjoy as a couple before we became a young family again and domestically, all hell broke loose!



Chapter Thirty-Two

“Bouchon!”

Two weeks later, the sign over the motorway sneered at us as we stared miserably at the exhaust pipes of the ocean of cars in front of us. Yes, it was bright; yes, it was sunny; yes, it was the South of France but for a woman whose bladder was getting smaller by the day, being stuck in a French traffic jam was hell on earth.

We had both been looking forward to the holiday for months.

Our daughter Izzy had come home from University for the summer vacation and was working in a local shop. Apart from escaping from the disapproving atmosphere that, thanks to her presence, permeated our house, we were very much aware that it might be our last chance to have a romantic break as a couple before the baby was born and we became a family with a young child again.

In the past we had enjoyed breaks in the South of France both as a couple and as a family; it was one of the places we both loved best in the world. Pete had pushed the boat out, booking a large, three-bedroom gite with a private pool to give the two of us some privacy and luxury.

There were plenty of excellent restaurants nearby and as many ancient monuments as a visitor could hope for. The sun was warm, the pool was cool and the food was excellent.

Pete had insisted on driving us down to Provence for our summer holiday, spending a night en route in the historic town of Troyes. At least that had been the plan; when we had actually tried to book, the only room available had been in a budget hotel by the airport. Instead of strolling through the romantic streets of the old city, we had spent the evening in a large chain restaurant surrounded by large, noisy families from many European countries all on their way to the sea and the sun.

Being France though, the food had been more than tolerable and the evening had passed pleasantly. It would have passed even more pleasantly had I been allowed a glass or two of wine, but alcohol was definitely off the menu for the middle-aged woman with the still-small-but-now-unmistakeable baby bump.

Fortunately, we reached our holiday home just after lunch the next day and all the stresses of the journey had evaporated. Pete unpacked while I lay down on the sofa for half an hour then the two of us walked the short distance into the village and bought the necessaries for our dinner that evening.

After returning to the gite, we pulled on our swimming costumes and passed a quiet, companionable hour in the pool. That was immediately been followed by a light but pleasant dinner which I really enjoyed cooking and an equally pleasant hour in bed upstairs.

Up till that day, the more my belly swelled, the less attractive I felt but perversely, the more Pete seemed to desire me in bed. His obvious attraction and instinctive arousal at the sight of my increasing baby bump were so obviously both powerful and genuine that even my battered self-confidence could not avoid taking a giant leap forward.

After paying a solid twenty minutes of oral attention to my boobs and between my legs on both sides, Pete had pushed me onto my back then mounted and fucked me like a man possessed. As a result, our first copulation had been brief but intense.

The second round that followed half an hour later was much longer, much more controlled and for me at least, much more pleasurable.

As usual, I had not reached orgasm on my husband’s familiar, slim cock but I had come closer to climax than normal and anyway, I was still tingling from the stream of surprisingly powerful orgasms his mouth and tongue had brought a short while before.

After a promising beginning, the holiday had become better and better. The ancient but recently-restored gite was everything we had hoped it would be and the pool was sheer bliss in the heat. With its all-concealing garden wall, I even started swimming and sunbathing in my sole remaining bikini rather than my over-tight one-piece costume despite the bulging tummy now clearly visible between its bra and panties.

“You’ve not looked this sexy in a long time,” Pete told me on so many occasions even I eventually began to believe him. “Don’t you dare wrap that towel round your tummy!”

This semi-naked, semi-public exposure of the results of my infidelity had driven my husband to still greater efforts in the bedroom. A week into the holiday we had made love every day, sometimes in the mornings, usually in the evening and with a few post-pool afternoon copulations thrown in for good measure.

We had even had our first successful anal sex. I get a thrill writing about it even now. Taking lessons from Adam’s technique, the position in which he had penetrated me and with the liberal use of lubricant, Pete’s long, slim cock had finally entered my rectum unaided at eleven-thirty on the Wednesday evening.

It was nothing less than a revelation. Though the combination of Pete’s slim tool and my loosening vagina had long since failed to deliver the climaxes I desperately desired, now it was no longer unexplored territory, the dimensions of his cock and the tightness of my near-virgin anus were an almost-perfect match.

Once the shock of penetration had passed, my body adjusted to the unfamiliar presence far more quickly than it had to Adam’s thick shaft. Within a dozen strokes Pete had me panting and gasping for breath; within two minutes I was face down on the mattress, my legs spread, my body shaking uncontrollably with the first of many orgasms I was to enjoy that night.

Though successful, our improvised anal technique had been inexperienced and unsophisticated; we had both been sore the next morning, so it was a couple of days before we repeated the experience. When it eventually took place, this second anal copulation had been even more successful, making me cry out my husband’s name in ecstasy as he reached his own climax and, in one of the longest ejaculations I could remember, filled my rectum with his semen.

From there, the holiday had gone from strength to strength both romantically and sexually.

Emboldened by Pete’s obvious delight in my condition, knowing there was no one we knew close by and with a powerful need to keep my growing body cool in the Provencal heat, I had felt confident enough to wear the kind of short sundresses I had worn when we had first been together.

Well, perhaps they were a little longer than in my twenties but the amount of thigh they exposed was more than I had shown in decades.

Apart from a tightness around the tummy, I had been very pleasantly surprised how my fifty-one-year-old body could look in such a garment. Okay my legs weren’t what they had been when I had first been pregnant all those years ago but they were no less slim and apart from the bump, I had put on very little weight.


Sadly, my face had more lines than it used to and the darkness in my hair came out of a bottle these days but as Pete said, pregnancy had softened my complexion and had made my hair glossier than it had been in years. So, with the slightly uneasy feeling that I was mutton dressed as lamb, I had thrown caution to the winds and gone out dressed as I had dressed when I was first pregnant, over twenty-five years ago.

Together and often holding hands, we visited markets, villages, bars, restaurants, marinas and ancient ruins. Although at first, I was very conscious that the slightest lapse of concentration might display my knickers to the watching world, I had nonetheless gone ahead and soon began to enjoy the frisson of risk, safe in the knowledge that no-one we knew was anywhere nearby.

We went to the seaside, to the lavender fields, to local fetes and fireworks. I had forgotten how much I loved the way my husband looked when he was really relaxed. Away from the demands of his work and with the decisions about our future made, Pete seemed at least ten years younger than he had only a week before.

With the unfairness of life, his greying hair simply made him look more rugged or distinguished, depending on what he was wearing. The tailored tee and polo shirts he usually wore showed off his gym-toned chest and arms delightfully but it was the way his thigh-length shorts displayed his tight buttocks and well-formed thighs that made my heart thump in my chest.

The pangs of jealousy that flashed through me when I saw other women my age and younger giving him a second, then a third good look were disturbing but no more than I deserved.

Sometimes when I looked at him and lay beneath him, I could not imagine why I had ever wanted another man in my bed. Then I would remember the weekend in Manchester and the answer would become obvious, as would the damp patch in my knickers that invariably followed such vivid memories.

Occasionally I wondered if I had dreamed the last nine months but then I would catch sight of myself reflected in a shop window, see the swelling in my belly and reality would flood back into me.

Now, a week into our fortnight break, we were stuck in traffic again, this time returning from a daytrip to visit the ancient papal city of Avignon. I stared out of the window and tried not to think of the full bladder being slowly squeezed by the weight of the baby above it.

“Are you okay?” Pete asked as we crawled forwards in the traffic.

“I could do with the loo,” I replied, fidgeting in my seat.

“How bad?” he asked.

“Bad!”

“There’s an exit ahead,” he smiled. “Let’s go and have dinner there and let all this lot clear a bit.”

“I’m hardly dressed for dinner, Pete,” I protested, indicating the over-tight, under-length dress I was wearing.

Pete had persuaded me to wear it on the basis that in Avignon absolutely no-one would know us. It had given both of us a sexual thrill throughout the day’s visit, but the slightest misjudged movement would reveal my white knickers to the watching world.

“I know,” he shrugged. “But we can’t sit in this queue all day, can we? Not with you needing a pee every twenty minutes.”

It was nowhere near that often but Pete was right; I would just have to take extra care.

We drove down the hard shoulder, attracting the anger and envy of other trapped motorists then pulled off at the next exit.

***

“Was it this good with Julie?”

The question was a surprise, even though it was me who had asked it. Perhaps I was just thinking aloud; perhaps it had been subconsciously on my mind for a long time, perhaps my pregnancy was making me feel insecure but as Pete and I lay together in bed on our last night on holiday, our bodies like two spoons in a drawer, post-orgasmic aftershocks pulsing through me, the dreamy words came unbidden.

“I can’t believe you asked that!”

My husband’s voice was sharp, as if shocked. And so he might be given I had just asked about the sex he had enjoyed with my closest female friend during what I believed to be his only act of infidelity in the whole of our relationship.

“I mean is she better at.. doing it than I am?”

The tables really were turned. When our Hot Wife relationship had started it had been Pete who was constantly asking how his size and performance in bed compared with those of my lovers. Now that we had discovered anal sex and I could be all but stupefied by the orgasms it produced, a new, powerful and unfamiliar element of sexual and emotional insecurity on my part was making its presence felt on a regular basis.

Its emergence was no doubt helped by the feelings of vulnerability all pregnant women feel at some time but having spent most of the last year sleeping with men other than my husband, in my case it felt doubly unnerving.

“There’s no way I’m going to answer that,” Pete mumbled into the back of my head. “There’s no answer that won’t get me into big trouble.”

Although it had been a one-night encounter, my friend had dropped hints a few times that my husband’s performance in her bed had been impressive. I knew for a fact she had introduced him to the pleasures of anal sex; pleasures that had just rendered me a helpless, quivering wreck so it wasn’t entirely surprising that my dazed mind had wandered in her direction.

“Pete I…” I protested.

“It was a mistake on both our parts,” he said quietly. “I admit it was pleasant while it was happening but afterwards, we both knew it wasn’t right.”

“Was it just pleasant?” I whined.

“Okay, it was very pleasant. Very pleasant indeed. Does that satisfy you?” he frowned.

It didn’t of course; in fact it made things much worse but having started the conversation I couldn’t stop myself however painful it was.

“She told me you were good,” I said quietly as if not really wanting to hear myself.

“That’s nice of her,” Pete replied, equally quietly.

“Did you make her cum?”

“Penny!”

“Come on Pete. I tell you everything. It’s only fair!”

He frowned then took a deep breath.

“Okay then; it looked like it she came,” he said. “Several times. But she might have been faking it. Girls sometimes do I understand.”

The look on his face was at least a half-serious accusation.

“Does she cum easily? Does she cum hard?”

“For God’s sake, Penn!”

“Please Pete. I’ve told you all about me.”

He took a deep breath.

“Yes, she cums easily and hard,” he sighed. “But she has a bit of a head start.”

I frowned.

“What sort of head start?”

He took another deep breath.

“You really want to know?”

“Of course.”

“Well, she’s got a bit of mechanical assistant.”

“A vibrator you mean?” I suggested.

“No. I mean she’s got a piercing,” he said slowly.

“Where?”

“Down there,” he looked embarrassed.

This was a real shock.

“Where down there?” I demanded.

“Through her hood.”

“Christ! Really?”

“Really!”

This was almost as amazing news as her having left her husband for her twenty-nine-year-old Personal Trainer all those months ago. Despite Julie being my closest female friend, I had had no idea she had been so bold or, if I’m honest, so slutty.

“What’s it like?” I demanded, stunned.

“It’s like a gold bar with a ball on each end,” Pete told me.

“How big is it?”

Pete held his fingers about half an inch apart.

“Which way does it go; side to side?”

Pete shook his head.

“From top to bottom.”

“Wow!”

“That’s what I thought,” Pete said guiltily.

There was a long pause before I asked.

“Do men find that sort of thing sexy?”

“I suppose it’s sexy in itself,” Pete replied thoughtfully. “But it’s what it signifies that’s most important.”

I leaned closer and looked hard at my embarrassed husband.

“Go on!”

“Well it kind of suggests that the girl is really into sex; recreational sex too, not deep meaningful relationships.”

“And…?” I prompted.

“And that she’s a bit of a slut — or at least that she’s can be dirty when she wants to.”

“And that turns you on?”

“I’m only human,” he admitted.

I lay back on the pillow, my head spinning. This was a revelation indeed. For a few minutes I let the thoughts run round and round in my mind.

“Do you fantasise about her?” I eventually asked.

“Penny!”

“Do you?” I insisted.

There was a pause.

“I mostly fantasise about you and your lovers, but I suppose sometimes I do think about her,” he admitted.

“Huh!” I snorted, grossly unfairly given my own history.

“But remember; whatever she and I did, it’s you I love,” he insisted.

I rolled over and kissed him hard on the lips. Pete recoiled in surprise.

“What was that for?” he asked with a grin.

“You were wrong,” I murmured in reply.

“What do you mean?”

“I mean that’s about the only answer that won’t get you into trouble!”

“Good!” he grinned back.

I slid my hand down his chest and across his flat stomach and found what I expected to find.

“You’re hard again already!” I said accusingly.

“I can’t deny it when it’s in your hand.”

“Is that because you’ve been thinking of her?”

“Maybe.”

“It’s very hard too,” I told him truthfully. “Even by your standards.”

“If you say so.”

“Do I make you as hard as she does?”

“Penny!”

“Tell me, Pete,” I insisted, squeezing his shaft even tighter.

“Okay.. you make me even harder! Will that do?”

“Prove it!”

“Penny!”

“Prove it Pete; fuck me like you fucked her!”

“What if it hurts?”

“I don’t care!”

And I didn’t care. I didn’t care when he rolled me onto my front, my belly crushed against the rumpled sheet. I didn’t care when he rose over me, spreading my legs wide with his knees. I didn’t care when he pulled my arms back and held my hands at the small of my back.

I made no objection when the head of his cock stabbed clumsily at my slit from behind, battering my clitoris as it sought eagerly for my entrance. Instead I raised and tilted my hips as much as Pete’s oppressive weight on my back would allow until my vagina was presented in a way he could penetrate freely.

And penetrate he did! With a force that drove me physically up the bed and forced my face into the pillow, Pete slammed his long sim cock deep into my recently-used body with the power and energy of a man half his age.

And, slut as I am, I was in a position to know this first hand!

There was no love in our copulation; no meeting of minds or souls. The raw sexual energy released was both exciting and frightening at the same time, reminding me why I had fallen for this amazing man so many years ago.

Driven by our combined lust, Pete dominated me completely, his thrusts hard, deep and irresistible. Helpless beneath my husband, I gave myself to him completely, amazed and delighted that I could still evoke such passion in the man I loved.

I made no objection when he pulled himself out of my vagina and forced himself into my rectum, though the lack of lubrication made the penetration painful. I did not react when I felt the pressure of his forearm on my shoulders, pinning me down as his thrusts grew faster and faster and his climax approached.

There was too much discomfort for me to reach orgasm myself, but the sensations were extraordinary. Knowing I was experiencing what my closest female friend had experienced during my husband’s only night of infidelity was such an intense pleasure in itself that in a dazed way, I began to understand something of the pleasure my husband had derived from my own cheating.

“Going. To. Cum!” Pete growled in the height of his passion.

“Do it!” I croaked, pleased that the discomfort emanating from my ravaged anus might soon end.

“Where. Do you. Want it?”

Knowing my overwhelming predilection for full-on vaginal insemination, Pete was not too far gone to ask. But this time it was different; what I wanted was to know what Julie knew; to experience what she had experienced.

“Cum. Where you. Came in her,” I panted in time with the rhythm of his thrusts.

There were barely seconds to wonder where that might be before Pete’s climax fell upon him and, as I had imagined, he began to ejaculate deep in my rectum. The force of his final, uncontrolled thrusts drove me hard into the mattress, the thicker base of his shaft grinding hard against my sensitive anus but once again, I did not care.

For what seemed an age, Pete’s cock throbbed and pulsed in my rectum, filling my back passage with his seedless semen as the full weight of his masculine body pressed me into the bed. But eventually the throbbing came to an end, he released my pinned wrists and took more of his weight on his arms and knees.

“Christ!” he exclaimed.

There was nothing I could think of to say, but I could feel his erection beginning to soften inside me.

“Are you okay Penn?”

I nodded as he slowly and carefully pulled his cock from my body then rolled onto his back alongside me. I rolled from my front to my back, wincing a little as my buttocks closed on my violated anus.

“Did it hurt?” he asked.

“A little.”

“Sorry. But you did say you wanted to know…”

“What you and Julie did? I know.”

“Well, that was it! Well, part of it.”

Right then I didn’t want to know what the rest was. The thought that another woman could bring so much passion from my husband was alarming enough. I should have been more careful what I wished for.

“But it’s not going to happen again,” he insisted. “However good it felt, it was a mistake. It’s you I love.”

As I lay there, pregnant and with Pete’s semen beginning to ooze from my bottom, that was some comfort.

“Now we’d better get some sleep,” he added. “We’ve got a tough week ahead.”

“Hmm?”

“Think about it! The rumours will have been flying while we’ve been away. By the time we arrive home tomorrow, everyone will have heard you’re pregnant, a dozen different stories will be circulating about how it happened and all facts will have gone out of the window. We’ll have to try and get on with our lives with all this going on around us.”

He was right, though the rumours wouldn’t be anything like as outrageous as the truth, they would still be hard to deal with. There was only one response I could make.

“Shit! You’re right!”



Penny’s Promiscuity Ch. 33-34

August is a strange month at work; both staff and patients tend to be on holiday and are in relatively short supply so there is an eerie quietness about the place. For a research scientist like me it’s a good time to catch up on the formalities of editing papers for publication and liaising with PhD students about their progress.

The reduction in pressure and the consequent ability to catch up in this way was one of the reasons Pete and I tended to take our holidays in July.

Since our return from France three weeks before, I had taken maximum advantage of the opportunity to get ahead of the game as far as work was concerned. Though sometimes it was still hard to believe, maternity leave was only a matter of months away and with research projects often lasting several years, I needed to be fully in control.

I looked at the clock in the corner of my computer screen; Friday evening, five forty-five. I leaned back in my chair with a sigh. The office was empty; it was time to go home.

If I was lucky, dinner for three would already be cooked. If I was unlucky, my daughter Izzy would have spent so long packing and re-packing her suitcase that she would have forgotten all about dinner and, with Pete working until seven, either I would have to start from scratch or we would have a take-away again.

I sighed and thought about my daughter for a moment.

Since our return from France, things between us had been difficult to say the least. Surprised, shocked and disgusted by her fifty-one-year-old mother’s unexpected pregnancy, all her much-vaunted political correctness seemed to have gone out of the window.

Whereas it was perfectly acceptable for other women my age to have sex lives, my own was beyond discussion — even if as far as Izzy knew, the only lover of my life had been her father.

Whereas it was laudable for other women approaching middle age to have the right to have IVF or even surrogate babies, in my case, a perfectly natural conception was something to be ashamed of.

And of course like all Generation X, Y or Z — whatever the PC term was — she had no problems passing judgement on me and my generation and voicing it loudly.

What she would say or think if she ever found out that within the last year, her mother had had four extramarital lovers, two of them little older than Izzy, and that the baby in my belly she considered so controversial had been sired not by her father, but by one of those young lovers, was the stuff of nightmares.

But my mind, far from being understanding, confirmed my position in that middle-age bracket by being full of resentment about the ‘younger generation’ and its outrageous hypocrisy — thereby demonstrating clearly my own, equally outrageous double-standards.

Still, I would soon have a break from my daughter’s disapproval soon, if only for a couple of weeks.

For me, it couldn’t come soon enough!

Currently unencumbered by relationships, Izzy was going on holiday with her friends in the morning. I was unsettled. As a family we had visited Spain’s Costa del Sol many times so I knew Torremolinos wasn’t the sort of holiday destination nice girls went to on their own. I consoled myself with the knowledge that she was going with a group of female friends from University and would be staying in a villa some distance outside the town but even so, memories of things we had seen going on in and around the town’s night-time streets in the past did not bode well.

I had seen for myself what heat, alcohol and a severe shortage of clothing could encourage girls to get up to. Still, Izzy was over twenty now and was no naïve virgin as her rather chequered history proved only too well.

Although her father still believed her to be his sweet, innocent, wronged Princess, she had in fact lost her most recent and longest-term boyfriend by cheating on him rather publicly after a student ball. The noisy, all-night session with her seducer that had followed had earned her the soubriquet ‘Izzy-Oh-God’, a nickname that appeared to have taken root among her University acquaintances.

If she did behave badly on holiday, it wouldn’t be the first time. I believed her to be on the pill and had seen with my own eyes the intimidatingly large pack of condoms she thought she had concealed in her toilet bag so was under no illusions about the type of activity she had planned.

But she was officially a grown-up, and I had my own problems to worry about.

Now five months pregnant, there was no way of disguising my condition, so I had abandoned all attempts at doing so. Indeed, the rate at which my bump was now growing meant that the dreaded maternity clothes could only be a matter of weeks away.

In a strange, perverse way I was actually looking forward to breaching this final barrier. It would mark the end of deceit; the overt acceptance that against all probability, I was actually pregnant at my age. The world could think its worst and probably would; although I wasn’t going to flaunt my condition, I wasn’t going to try and hide it any longer.

The news had already spread round work and our group of friends like wildfire. In the hothouse of a hospital, any form of scandal is eagerly received so the idea of a fifty-one-year-old Senior Scientist being accidentally pregnant was too juicy a titbit to remain secret for long.

I knew there were rumours about how I had got myself in that condition too. Though considered scandalous, those that I had overheard were too tame to be anywhere near what had actually happened, but I tried to remain above all such scurrilous gossip for fear of letting the truth accidentally emerge.

Still, as I walked along the impersonal corridors towards the car park, I couldn’t help noticing several of the white-coated colleagues I passed giving me rather closer attention than I was used to receiving.

I smiled inwardly; I was getting used to my tummy being stared at surreptitiously by disbelieving eyes, searching for signs of the rumoured bump. The open adoption of maternity clothes would soon remove any doubt. For a while, the staring would be blatant but it would soon become ‘old news’ and the pressure would relax.

Though none said so to my face, of those friends and colleagues who knew for certain I was pregnant, many were horrified but others were surprisingly impressed and supportive. All without exception were baffled both at the conception and the fact that at our ages, we were planning to keep the child.

I sat myself in the driver’s seat of my SUV, dumped my over-large handbag on the seat alongside me then frowned; the wheel was definitely getting closer to my tummy. I fiddled beneath the steering column until it was a more comfortable distance away then started the engine and pulled into the rush-hour traffic.

My back ached as it habitually did these days. Despite the warmth of the day, I flicked on the heated seat to try and ease the pain as I worked my way through lines of slow-moving cars towards the open road that led home, wriggling on the warming leather beneath my bottom.

A wave of unexpected sensation rippled outwards from deep between my thighs followed by a shiver of pleasure, a warm glow in my belly and a slight burning in my cheeks.

A broad, guilty smile crossed my face as I thanked God I was alone in the car.

As my pregnancy progressed, my already-high libido had simply soared. Now, more than five months gone and with a tummy almost impossible to hide, it took almost nothing to bring me to massive arousal. Even as I sat putting on my seat belt, the soft pressure of the gusset of my knickers on my over-sensitive vulva was making me distinctly aroused.

Something similar had happened when I had been carrying Isobel over twenty years ago, but then I had been a girl barely in her thirties; younger and sexier. Now that the effect was even more pronounced, I was distinctly middle-aged and not in the best position to make best use of my increased desires.

Nonetheless, my dreams were haunted by images of the men I had fucked during the sexual madness of the last year. Sometimes my gorgeous husband Pete, sometimes my seducer and first lover Tony, less often Will, the young man who had tried to blackmail me but most often by far, the man above and inside me was Darren, the one all-night stand who had made me pregnant.

I wondered if all pregnant women fantasised about the man whose baby she was carrying.

Often as I lay in bed in the darkness, I remembered vividly his athletic, gym-fit body between my wide open thighs; his young, attractive face with the striking, olive-gold skin that made him irresistible to so many women of all ages; his well-wielded cock buried deep in my vagina as he filled me with his youthful, fertile seed.

I would remember the many orgasms he had induced in my middle-aged body for the rest of my life.

Living with a wife who needed raw, energetic sex on a daily basis, my ever-patient husband Pete had originally thought Christmas had come early and had stepped up to the mark with determination. But as the weeks went on and my demands became more exhausting than exhilarating, even he was beginning to see sex as a chore rather than a treat and had started complaining of soreness and back ache.

But that did not mean I was going to let him shirk his duties. With the baby due in a mere sixteen weeks and my belly growing larger every day, I wasn’t going to let any opportunity pass. As I drove home that evening, both my mind and body needed to feel Pete’s cock and semen inside me within a few hours at most.

It wasn’t just lust. Okay, it was mostly lust but there was also the slight but growing and unsettling feeling of insecurity that most pregnant women feel at some stage; the worry, however unjustified, that the father of her unborn child might desert her when she was at her most vulnerable. In my case, that worry had led to a constant need for physical unity and emotional reassurance.

However much a man might try to convince her otherwise, no woman feels at her most attractive when her belly is swollen, especially if she has gained weight in other places in the process. In my case, the weight gain was minimal and my belly was still within the bounds of reason, but to my mind I had to deal with two significant challenges that most expectant mothers are spared.

The first and most important was that my husband, the man on whom I had become so dependent was not the genetic father of the child growing inside me. Although Pete both knew and accepted this, I could never truly get the idea out of my mind that he might one day wake up to the reality of bringing up another man’s child, decide he couldn’t cope with it after all and leave me both literally and metaphorically to lie in the bed I had made for myself.

The fact that he showed no sign of this whatsoever did little to reassure me.

The second problem, closely associated with the first was that, thanks to my original infidelity, my husband now knew what it was like to make love to another woman. The fact that Julie, the woman concerned was and remained my closest female friend did not help. Knowing that she was highly demanding and adventurous in bed made my insecurity more severe but worst of all was the knowledge that my husband’s performance in her bed had apparently been impressive.

That last revelation had come from Julie’s own lips.

Ever since I had forced Pete to reveal more details of his one and only night of infidelity, I had been completely unable to free my mind from images of what might have taken place between my strong, handsome husband and my pale, china-doll-pretty friend.

I already knew she had introduced him to the joys of anal sex, the intense pleasures of which I had only recently discovered myself. As a result, I felt a certain insecurity that it had been her and not me who had taken my husband across that barrier.

Our current overactive sex life was at least in part driven by my constant need for physical reassurance that our marriage was still strong, as well as the emotional reassurance which I have to say Pete provided on a daily basis.

Even so, I was secretly pleased that Saturday, when Izzy’s taxi full of friends pulled out of our driveway leaving Pete and me as a couple again. Needless to say, I had dragged him upstairs to bed within fifteen minutes and within thirty, was lying alongside him, both of us sweating, fresh semen oozing from my vagina onto the rumpled sheets.

Sunday began in much the same way, but eventually Pete managed to extricate himself from the clutches of his demanding wife to go and play golf with some colleagues. Left alone, I sat at the kitchen table with my laptop and put the final touches to the presentation I had to make at work the following day. Free from distractions, it had been much easier to concentrate on my work and I had finished in barely half an hour.

This left me a couple of hours to finish the ironing and get the house tidy so Pete and I could spend the entire evening enjoying the last few episodes of the box set we had been watching.

As my pregnancy progressed, I have to confess that the home-maker within me was making her presence felt more and more. Jobs like ironing that I had until recently seen as a chore, were starting to feel soothing and calming.

I was enjoying cooking more too, much to Pete’s delight and had been making plans for the house in preparation for the baby’s arrival. These plans inevitably involved the purchase of large amounts of baby-kit, as Pete called it, and the redecoration of several rooms including the small one next to our bedroom which had been Josh’s but which was now designated the nursery.

I planned to decorate this myself once I had stopped work, to help cope with the sudden inactivity and of course, as part of my increasingly-apparent nesting instinct. Pete could do the more demanding, physical stuff; I intended to potter about, in charge but only doing the bits that suited me.

And of course, I knew Pete would let me get away with this outrageous treatment.

I had hoped to get closer to my son Josh’s girlfriend now the two of us were pregnant at the same time. I had always liked pretty, petite Samantha — Sam as everyone called her — but the two of them lived too far away for the two of us to have become very close.

Still, with the uniting presence of two unborn children to bring us together, we had at least arranged to go baby-shopping together next time Pete and I came south.

In an hour, the ironing was done. I carefully placed the folded items in a pile and carried them upstairs for distribution to their owners’ bedsides. After putting my own clothes away and leaving Pete’s outside his closet, I carried the remaining dozen or so items into my daughter’s bedroom and, knowing better than to rummage through her wardrobe, placed them on the bed.

The room was tidier than usual but to my mind, still chaotic with the magazines, books and clothes that Izzy had rejected for her holiday strewn over the backs of chairs and on her unmade bed. It was impossible for me to leave her room in such a mess so I instinctively began to tidy the worst of it.

Beginning with the bed, I pulled the duvet over and straightened it. A collection of used underwear fell to the floor which, sighing, I picked up. The clean clothes I hung back in her wardrobe or laid neatly on the bed alongside the freshly-ironed shirts and clean underwear I had brought.

Retrieving books and magazines from the floor, I laid them on the desk against the window; the place where she had studied so hard for her recent exams. Her laptop was there and still open, taking up so much of the space that it was impossible to put the books down without joggling it.

When I did so, to my surprise, the screen sprang into life. The careless girl must have forgotten to turn it off before leaving. I frowned; it was on mains power so would have remined on for the entire holiday, wasting energy and possibly damaging the expensive machine.

I was just about to close its cover and put it away when I noticed a series of black dots in the password field as if someone had entered the code but hadn’t yet pressed the ‘enter’ key. Izzy must have been about to do something before she left but had been distracted.

What I should have done was close the cover straight away, unplug the machine and get on with the work in hand. What I should have done was respect my daughter’s privacy and minded my own business.

But I didn’t. Something inside me made me do the unforgiveable. Instinctively I hit the enter key to see what happened. What happened was that I found myself successfully logged into Izzy’s laptop.

I can’t explain what happened next and why I did it. When the kids were growing up, I tried hard to give them their privacy, only going through their rooms looking for secret places when I thought something serious might be amiss, like drink or drugs. In all their childhoods, the most I had found was a small stash of soft, crinkly porn magazines under Josh’s bed.

Why I should have abandoned all that respect now is a mystery but that’s what I did.

As if on auto-pilot, I sat at Izzy’s desk and for a good fifteen minutes, looked through the apparently disorganised mess that was her hard drive. I found her University work, several thousand nondescript photographs of herself and other grinning, pouting teenage girls, a few rather soppy poems she had written and two novels she had started to write but then apparently, and as far as I could tell with good reason, abandoned.

Something made me stop short of reading her emails.

I was about to tear myself away in shame and get on with my work when I casually clicked on the last uninvestigated directory called ‘videos’. Inside were sub directories with innocuous titles like ‘holidays’ and ‘friends’ but alongside them was another called ‘Special Projects’.

This intrigued me. I clicked on it and was confronted with a dozen or so files, each one equally innocuously named with a place and a date. I selected the top one called ‘After Union Ball’ followed by a date in October the previous year and double-clicked to open it.

The screen flickered then burst into life.

Chapter Thirty-four

It was, as promised, a video file — or at least an edited part of a larger file. As the images became clearer and began to move, I stared unblinkingly at the screen in increasing horror, knowing I should immediately shut it down but quite unable to do so.

The picture that filled the screen was unquestionably a student bedroom, a room full of books, posters and many apparently empty wine and beer bottles. Boys’ clothes hung from the handles of the closet; a girl’s dress was draped over the back of a chair too but although my subconscious mind was registering all this, my attention was directed fully towards the unmade single bed that stood full-on to the camera’s lens.

Izzy was sitting on the mattress, her knees tucked underneath bottom, smiling and giggling as a dark shape played with the camera. She was naked apart from a pair of tiny white knickers, her dark hair hanging loose around her shoulders. Once again, I was struck by how small her breasts were; the mere pimples on her chest making my own meagre endowment seem impressive.

The picture was obscured for a moment as a large shadow passed between Izzy and the camera before resolving itself into the clear, colour image of a young, strong, fit male body standing alongside the bed wearing only a pair of tight, black shorts.

The boy’s face was out of camera shot, as were his lower legs but his muscular thighs, flat tummy and powerful chest and arms were clearly visible.

Was this her boyfriend Steve? Ex-boyfriend I corrected myself.

It looked very much like him, having seen the two of them in the pool on holiday. From what I could remember, he had had a fantastic body. The young man on the screen in front of me certainly had an impressive physique, reminding me for one exciting, arousing moment of Darren, the Personal Trainer at the sports club who had knocked me up during an amazing one-night stand in his squalid bedroom.


But my mind was prevented from going down that road by the action on the laptop’s screen.

Apparently unselfconscious about her skinny body, Izzy swivelled on her knees to follow the young man as he moved around the bed until the two of them were side-on to the camera. From this angle I could clearly see the shape of the muscles in his strong thighs and his flat, almost six-pack tummy.

I could also see the beginnings of a swelling in the front of those shorts.

From her behaviour, so could my daughter. Still on her knees, she shuffled forward until her face was level with the boy’s lower chest. She looked first at the camera, then up out of camera shot at what was presumably his face then hooked the fingers of both hands into the waistband of his shorts and slowly began to lower them.

Something inside me told me to stop; that this was too private and intimate for a mother to watch. But something else inside me couldn’t let go; couldn’t drag my eyes away from the screen.

On that screen, Izzy seemed to be having some difficulty untangling the head of the boy’s rapidly-hardening cock from the elastic, much to both their amusement. I could hear giggling and indistinct whispering as eventually a male hand held the waistband away from his belly while Izzy’s hand dipped inside, emerging with the end of a rather impressive erection on her fingers.

There was more giggling then, with her eyes fixed on the unseen face, Izzy began to stroke the boy’s cock and balls with her fingers. Not entirely a stranger to this sort of activity myself, I could immediately see that I was in the recorded presence of an expert. With a mixture of horror and respect, I watched spellbound as my daughter confidently massaged the rather impressive genitals in her fingers. One hand cupped and toyed with the boy’s sack while the other was slowly pumped up and down his hardening shaft.

Knowing full well that I had already overstepped an important maternal privacy barrier, I should have tried to minimise the intrusion on my daughter’s life by closing the file and the laptop straight away but I could no more have dragged myself away from the action on the screen than gone to heaven.

And as readers know, heaven isn’t full of women with my kind of history.

The boy’s cock was growing larger and harder by the minute as, glued to the screen, I watched my daughter’s impressively effective technique. The sound of low moaning could be clearly heard then, with her eyes still apparently fixed on the boy’s unseen face, Izzy lowered her head, stuck out her tongue an obscene distance and licked the head of the erect penis before her.

There was a gasp, probably from me. Then, in slow motion, my twenty-year-old daughter delivered what to my inexperienced eye was the most sensual, most competent blowjob I had ever seen. Certainly, it was more impressive and effective than any I had delivered myself.

With a skill that could only have come from a great deal of practice, Izzy licked, sucked and nibbled the head and end of the boy’s erect cock as her left hand toyed with his full scrotum and her right moved up and down his thick shaft. The effect on the recipient of this remarkable performance was profound; the moaning sounds increased in length and volume, accompanied by increasingly noticeable wet, slurping noises.

Then the boy’s hips began to move back and forth, at first very slowly, then with more confidence. Quickly matching his rhythm, Izzy’s whole body began to rock backwards and forwards on her knees, her head now dipping up and down, her hand and mouth working in tandem on the thick, glistening shaft.

A pair of strong male hands appeared; fingers began to tangle in her long, dark hair as before my watching eyes, the boy began to fuck my daughter’s face. Slowly at first then with increasing speed and power, the thick, now fully erect cock was thrust in and out of Izzy’s mouth. The hand around its base prevented it from going too deep but even so, I could see the bulging in her cheek and the slight gagging in her throat as his head was thrust repeatedly against the inside of her mouth.

Far from causing her distress, my extraordinary daughter gave every appearance of enjoying the onslaught; rising on her knees as if to give her lover an easier angle of entry, bending lower and throwing her head back as if to straighten her throat to allow him deeper access.

If this was her intention then it was immediately successful. Whether she was deep-throating the buy of he was throat-fucking her I couldn’t tell but the result was much the same. The unknown lover took my daughter’s head firmly in his hands, she placed her hands on his hips and between the two of them, that long, thick cock was passed over her tongue and deep into my daughter’s throat over and over again.

At first she gagged then without breaking the rhythm, adjusted her position until all but the last inch or two of shaft could enter her open mouth.

The moans and groans from the unseen male face were loud now, as were the disgustingly wet slurping noises coming from the laptop’s speakers. The pace of thrusting grew faster and faster, the noises louder and louder until with a huge final thrust, the boy reached his climax and began to ejaculate in my daughter’s open mouth.

The hands on her head held her firmly in place as the cock between her lips began to pulse and throb. Izzy’s hands were firmly on the boy’s hips, pushing him away as thick white fluid dribbled from the side of her mouth nearest the camera, down her chin and onto the tiny, breast beneath.

Whoever the boy was, his ejaculation was long and copious; the dribble of semen became a small stream as his cock continued to pump. In response, Izzy backed her face away, her lower jaw now grotesquely white with sticky gobs in places.

When the climax was over and the fluid had ceased to flow, Izzy sat back on her knees and looked up at the boy to whom she had just delivered the best blowjob I had ever even imagined, let alone performed myself. She was smiling broadly, an expression of pride on her pretty, gooey face.

The cock before her was already beginning to soften. I heard a low male voice, soft and warm saying something indecipherable as male fingers were run through her hair once again, but this time lovingly.

The male shape turned away from Izzy and moved towards the camera. I could see my daughter’s face, bright and beaming, its lower half covered in semen alongside then the screen was filled by an image of that huge, dark cock which froze as the clip came to an abrupt end.

I sat back in astonishment, staring in disbelief at what I had just seen then closed the window in which the video had run and looked at the window behind it.

The clip had been astonishing in its definition and the quality of the action it had presented. And there were another — I counted quickly — another thirteen of them of various sizes on my daughter’s laptop.

Stunned and still on auto-pilot, I double-clicked on another, random file with a feeling of severe apprehension coupled with something else I couldn’t quite identify. The screen burst into life again, filled with another frozen image of the same room. It had been taken from more or less the same angle but this time the scene on the bed was different.

This time there was no slow run-in; this time the action was already in full swing as the clip started.

There, in surprisingly clear, full colour detail was my daughter, naked, on all fours, her face towards and not far from the camera. Her hair was loose, dangling over her shoulders and across her pretty face. Her tiny boobs hung downwards beneath her skinny chest.

Her eyes were open, staring unfocussed at the camera’s lens. Her mouth was open wide, emitting the words that had now become her nickname.

“Oh God! Oh God! Oh God”

Behind her, the torso of a young man was clearly visible. His head and face were out of camera shot but his muscular chest and flat, trained stomach were clearly visible. His hands were on my daughter’s hips as, out of sight of the camera, his cock was being driven relentlessly in and out of her vagina.

My heart missed a beat and my breathing stopped. I was watching my own daughter being fucked on video!

“Oh God, Steve, fuck me! Fuck me!”

It’s hard to describe the extraordinary mix of emotions that passed through me as I sat watching in horror as my daughter’s familiar body was pounded mercilessly by her erstwhile boyfriend’s cock. There was no mistaking the look of extreme arousal and pleasure on her face as the young man Steve thrust himself into her from behind over and over again.

I had always liked Steve and had been upset when the two of them had broken up. I did not know that he was both in much better physical shape than I had realised and, if this video was anything to go by, a much better lover too.

The fact that their separation had been caused by Izzy cheating on him very publicly was even harder to understand and made me even more disposed to take his side in the argument. But of course I couldn’t let Izzy know this.

“Oh God! Oh God! Oh God!”

Steve’s pace was increasing now along with Izzy’s arousal. Her eyes lost what remained of their focus as she pushed her bottom forcefully back against her boyfriend’s invading shaft, her hands grasping the bed sheet, her eyes closing as the pleasure increased.

‘Stop it Penny! This is wrong!’

The voice inside me cried out over and over again. No mother should watch her own daughter being fucked; let alone feel as aroused about it as I was unquestionable becoming.

But the inner voice failed this time as it had failed every other time. Penny Barker was once again being driven by lust rather than reason. There was no way I could tear my attention away from the action on the screen.

“Oh God! Oh God! Oh God!”

It was clear that there could not be much more to watch. If the timeline at the bottom of the screen hadn’t shown the clip was nearing its end, the action above was clearly about to come to a climax.

Steve’s thrusts had grown jackhammer fast, his fingertips digging hard into the flesh of Izzy’s hips. Her eyes were tightly closed, her head lolling, her hair fully across her pretty face as her boyfriend began to bring things to their natural conclusion.

“Oh God! Oh God! Oh God! Oh God! Oh God! Oh God!”

Izzy was on the verge of a massive orgasm, her body twitching in anticipation. Behind her Steve’s thrusts were fast and furious. Then to my amazement he released my daughter’s hips with his right hand and…

“Smack!”

Steve brought the palm of his hand down hard onto Izzy’s bony right buttock with a resounding slap.

“Smack! Smack! Smack!”

The effect was all but instant. On her hands and knees on the bed before him, Izzy went into full, uncontrollable orgasm.

“Oh yes! Oh God! Oh God! Oh my fucking God, spank me!”

The climax that hit her made her eyes fly open, her head fall back and her pretty face contort. A moment later her trembling arms had given way and her face had fallen to the sheet, leaving her bottom sticking obscenely upwards towards her lover.

Steve gave her no respite, pounding her mercilessly as she writhed helplessly in front of him.

‘Smack! Smack!’

More loud blows fell on her buttocks, both cheeks now the target of her lover’s lustful passion. Far from objecting, Izzy showed every sign of loving the assault, her eyes widening, her mouth gaping in a silent scream as orgasms rippled through her skinny frame.

‘Smack! Smack!’

“Oh God! Oh God! Harder! Harder!”

The boy’s strokes grew faster, deeper and more violent, his hands striking my daughter’s buttocks in turn, left then right in time with the powerful thrusts of his hips.

‘Smack! Smack! SMACK!’

The thrusts of her faceless lover grew faster still; the blows on her buttocks grew harder and harder. Izzy’s arms gave way, her face fell to the pillow leaving her cock-impaled bottom sticking obscenely high, fully exposed to her lover’s mercy.

‘Slap-slap-slap-slap’ his hips struck the soft underside of her bony buttocks and the back of her skinny thighs.

‘Smack-smack-smack-SMACK!’ his palms struck the smooth, pinkening flesh of her buttocks.

“OhGodOhGodOhGod!” my daughter moaned into the pillow then finally:

“OHHH YYYEEESSS!”

The male voice was choked but familiar as Steve began to cum inside my daughter’s spasming body. She fell forwards under his onslaught onto the bed; his body followed, parting her knees, thrusting himself over and over into her prone body. His face now in full shot, I could see the contorted expression as he came hard and for a long time, my mind picturing the ropes of semen being pumped into my daughter’ helpless, compliant vagina.

Beneath him and bearing his full weight, Izzy’s face was a picture of lust and desire as her own orgasm came down from its peak, leaving her trembling and, beneath the curtain of hair, with a dazed, dreamy expression on her face.

Steve’s thrusts died away, his body on top of hers eventually becoming still. Both performers were panting, both smiling and giggling. Both looked happy and in love.

Steve whispered something into Izzy’s ear then kissed her on the back of her neck. She whispered something in return then turned her head so they could kiss on the lips.

A short while later Steve eased his cock from her body. I could see the wistful look on my daughter’s face as her lover’s erection was withdrawn from her over-sensitised vagina. I sighed in sympathy; thanks to the last nine months, that post-fuck emptiness was a feeling more familiar than it should be for a middle-aged mother of three — soon to be four.

The young man stepped down from the bed and walked quickly towards the camera. For a few seconds I could see his full, rather impressive naked body with an equally impressive, still-half-erect cock hanging between his muscular thighs. It was large, dark, threatening and glistening with their combined juices.

He reached out with his hand towards the camera blocking out the lens.

The clip ended. I sat back, stunned, strangely drained and to my shame, highly aroused.

What in God’s name should I do? Should I do anything at all?

One thing was certain; I would not be telling my husband anything about it. Pete still knew nothing about the way in which Izzy’s relationship with Steve had come to an end. As far as he was concerned, his daughter was still the sweet, innocent girl he had always imagined her to be who had been cruelly dumped by a callous, unworthy boyfriend.

The urge to click on yet another file was strong but thank God, by now the magnitude of what I was doing had finally occurred to me. But for reasons I still don’t quite understand, my revulsion was not strong enough to prevent me fetching a flash drive from the study and copying all the video files before closing Izzy’s laptop cover with what I hoped was an air of finality.

But within me remained a feeling of deep unease; partly at what I had just done, but mostly at the way it had made me feel. In a permanent state of semi-arousal these days, watching my daughter’s most intimate moments had raised my excitement to a level that could no longer be ignored.

With my head spinning and my loins burning, I retired to our bedroom, closed the curtains then retrieved an old handbag from the bottom of my closet. Opening it with trembling hands, I extracted my long-ago-purchased-but-seldom-used vibrator with its small, but extremely effective side arm.

My heart was thumping as I checked the batteries, praying they would still be charged. They were! I placed the pink plastic device on my pillow then quickly stripped naked, trying not to look at my reflection on the mirrored closet doors before lying on my back on the bed, my legs spread wide.

I sighed as the smooth end of the vibrator parted my inner lips, bit my lip as the softly-buzzing, knobbly shaft worked its way into my already-wet vagina, bit my lip as the side arm pressed hard against my clitoris then held my breath as my finger hovered over the button market ‘intensity’.

Then I pushed it, hard, and held it down with all my might.

The sounds that escaped my lips were barely human as, within seconds, I came wildly and violently on that bed, kicking and squirming like a woman possessed while the plastic performer did its relentless and unspeakable work between my thighs, in and on my shuddering, grateful, guilt-ridden body.

Afterwards I was fit only for sleep.

It was only later that I noticed the large, damp patch I had made on Izzy’s bedroom chair. Thank God she was away long enough for me to scrub it clean and dry it out.
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Chapter Thirty-Five

The next two weeks simply flew by. Preparing for a prolonged absence from work took a great deal of my time, energy and attention, both of which, given my noticeably increasing size and constant tiredness, were already in short supply.

Putting the discovery of my daughter’s video clips behind me was difficult. There was no way I could possibly let Pete know he had apparently fathered a cock-sucking slut, so I had to keep the knowledge very much to myself. Images of what I had seen flashed through my mind at inconvenient moments, bringing back even more inconvenient memories of myself with Darren and Will, the latter also having been recorded on video.

Interestingly, Tony did not feature in these memories at all.

Pete of course, suffered the consequences of having a wife in an even greater state of arousal than before.

I have to say that, with only the two of us at home, he looked after me like a Princess, spoiling me rotten, taking me to dinner and servicing my unreasonable sexual demands with considerable thoroughness. My gym visits had been curtailed, partly because of a fear of losing the baby at my age, but mostly because I had no desire to come face to face with either Darren or Will in my current condition.

As far as I knew, Darren had no idea I was even pregnant, let alone that he was about to become a father. Will’s attempt at blackmail had been neutralised through Mutually Assured Destruction but if he ever guessed the truth about my baby’s father, the recordings I held secretly and online might not be enough to keep him in a harmless position.

And of course, there was the deep, barely recognised fear that in my state of permanent sexual arousal, I might weaken, do something really stupid and end up being fucked by either or both of them again so for all of these reasons, the sports club was out of bounds for me.

It was a terrible waste of a subscription but I’m sure I’m not the first person to join a gym then not use it. Instead I went for runs and walks then, as my belly grew larger, for swims in the municipal pool.

Still, the increasingly vivid memories of being impregnated by Darren, my beautiful, olive-gold skinned seducer during the full night I spent in his horrible, dirty bed were put to good use. That and my growing collection of vibrators and other toys on the few occasions when Pete was either unable to assist me with my needs or when, despite his best efforts, I remained unsatisfied.

On the subject of size, by the end of August, it was clear to everyone that this time round, things were going to be different, belly-wise. Tall and skinny, with all my previous pregnancies my bump had remained small and almost unnoticeable until the last few weeks before the birth. For the first few months, it looked like this baby was going to follow a similar pattern but with a full twelve weeks to go, I suddenly began to ‘show’ more and more.

It started with a general feeling that my clothes were getting tight. Then the car’s seat seemed too close to the steering wheel again. I put it back a bit more to find that my arms seemed to have grown shorter. In the shower too, it was becoming harder and harder to see my feet so one Saturday afternoon, with Pete and with a heavy heart, I accepted the inevitable and went clothes shopping.

To my delight, things had changed a lot over the last twenty-odd years. Rather than being an inconvenience, being pregnant was now considered a social event to be flaunted. A whole array of shops both in the high street and online now offered expectant mothers of any age, everything from loose, floaty dresses to dungarees and close-fitting cocktail dresses.

There was a host of underwear too from the expected huge knickers through swimming costumes for camels to sexy lingerie in case either the mother-to-be or her partner needed help in the arousal department.

In my case, this was the last thing I needed; Pete was becoming exhausted by my demands but so far had kept his end up (so to speak) admirably.

We returned home with my arms full of bags, changed over my wardrobe and my condition ceased to be a rumour. From the Monday onwards, there was no doubt in anyone’s mind; Penny Barker was officially pregnant and getting more so every week.

Amongst all the problems caused by a swelling belly and shrinking bladder, there were some advantages in being seen as a Mum-to-be once again. Doors were held open for me more than before, colleagues were more polite and respectful and much more prepared to run errands at work.

In the street and in shops too, strangers let me pass in the crush more often, or reached things down from shelves for me, or let me into queues ahead of them; something that wouldn’t have happened only a week before when my condition was much less obvious.

But what surprised and delighted me most was that my badly-neglected, secret writing became a joy once again.

Always an early riser, I had been used to enjoying an hour or two alone every morning while my husband slept the sleep of the just. I had used that time to maximum advantage, writing and publishing my erotic stories or responding to the steady stream of reader’s messages that always followed the publication of a new story or a new episode.

My rapidly-shrinking bladder was now making its presence felt by waking me even earlier, driving me first to the bathroom then, with no hope of going back to sleep, downstairs to the kitchen and my laptop long before six o’clock.

A mug of tea alongside and in a constant state of arousal, the words simply flowed from me for at least an hour every day - much more at weekends. New stories came to me - many based on real life tales from my readers. I added chapters to some of my existing, longer works too.

But what surprised me most was the darkness of some of the more extreme ideas that forced themselves upon me; themes I had never dreamed would cross my mind, let alone make me feel inspired to write. Some were based on events in my past, others on things I had seen or read online.

Some seemed to come from a place deep in my psyche that I am reluctant even to explore.

Whatever their source, I began to create the outlines of stories based on these themes and to my surprise, found my own arousal soaring as I typed. The more detail I built into the narrative the more darkness appeared until I found myself rubbing my crotch against the towel on which I routinely sat when writing.

On one occasion I even reached orgasm through writing and rubbing alone, biting the thick part of my thumb hard as I came to prevent the noises waking my sleeping husband upstairs.

Some of these themes are too dark to detail here, but the excitement as I wrote them was intense and very satisfying. Some of these stories were eventually published under other pen names. One or two were placed on entirely different sites where more extreme ideas are considered acceptable and expected.

Sadly, the trolls continued to object even to the milder stories. For reasons I have never understood, they take particular exception to anything involving infidelity published under the heading of ‘Loving Wives’, even though the sites themselves insist this is where such stories belong.

Surely common sense would suggest that if a reader hates stories involving infidelity or cuckolding, a story announcing itself as precisely that should be avoided. Or am I being too simplistic?

And they say we women are hard to understand!

Still for a full two weeks, Pete and I were a couple again, in our own house, working on our own, slightly battered relationship, watching what would soon be our fourth child growing in my belly, and basically being happy.

Such times are precious but seldom last.

***

Isobel arrived home late on Saturday afternoon. Pete was playing golf with some friends from work when the shared taxi dropped her off then rolled out of our driveway to delivery its tired, no doubt hung-over and much more subdued contents to their various homes.

I watched it leave from the landing window then descended to the hall to greet my daughter, my heart thumping and my belly rumbling with nerves, not knowing what kind of reception I would receive but determined to get it out in the open straight away.

To that end, I had chosen the most obviously maternity dress I in my collection; a dress I was nowhere near bog enough to need yet but which would put my condition unavoidably in my judgemental daughter’s face from the start.

As I descended the stairs and entered the hallway Izzy looked up to greet me and my heart missed a beat.

“Hi Mum!” she called out cheerfully.

I was taken aback. Where was the grumpy body language I had come to expect? Where was the emotional upset, overt anger, barely concealed resentment or more often, all three at once? Where was the acidic comment about my choice of clothing?

“Izzy! Are you okay?” I asked anxiously, puzzled.

“Of course, I’m okay,” she grinned. “You’re looking good Mum.”

“I’m looking big,” I frowned, perplexed. “But thanks. Did you have a good time?”

“I had an amazing time Mum,” she beamed, running over and giving me a big hug and a kiss. “It was a great holiday - one of the very best!

“Want a cup of tea?”

“Please. Can you bring it up? I’ve got to go and unpack; we’re meeting in town at nine. You don’t mind giving me a lift in, do you?”

And with that whirlwind of arrival, Isobel and her luggage disappeared up the stairs to her bedroom. I heard the door close firmly.

Taking a deep breath and thanking whatever force of nature that had turned my spitting viper of a daughter into a human being again, I went into the kitchen and put on the kettle.

The first danger had passed; Izzy was too wrapped up in her own world to worry about me and mine. At least she was for the moment; if anything went wrong in that world of hers, she would be back in mine in an instant.

But for now, I could relax a little as I made the tea, feeling considerably relieved.

Izzy was crossing the landing towards the bathroom when I reached the top of the stairs, ten minutes later. She was naked apart from a rather too-small towel wrapped around her body. When she saw me she made to cover herself with the material but quickly realised it was far too small so gave up and wrapped the towel around her waist, leaving herself bare-chested.

She needn’t have worried; with her tiny boobs, the need for support was negligible and besides, I had seen them many times before. If she was trying to hide herself from me, it must have been for another reason.

What I did notice was a complete absence of white lines in her upper body tan. She must have been sunbathing topless for most of the time. Her nipples had gone very dark too which would tend to support this theory.

Still, having done much the same myself in France, I had no cause to complain about that. What I had not done in France was acquire the clearly-defined and very visible bite mark alongside her left nipple. I tried hard not to stare, but Izzy must have seen my flitting eyes because she brought her arms close to her chest and half turned away from me.

“Here’s your tea,” I smiled, pretending not to have noticed.

“Can you put it in the bedroom please Mum? I’m going into the shower.”

“Of course! You can tell me all the details when you’re dressed.”

I pushed open the bedroom door and entered my daughter’s room. It was, as expected, a mess with dirty holiday clothes strewn all over the bed and the floor. I glanced guiltily at her laptop which appeared exactly as I had left it, then placed the hot mug on a coaster on the desk alongside.

Sounds of flowing water came through the half-open bathroom door. With Izzy temporarily occupied, the temptation to be nosy was too great and too short lived to be missed. As silently as I could, I quickly looked over the mayhem of clothing looking for anything new, interesting or incriminating.

It was an outrageous breach of my daughter’s privacy but I told myself I had her best interests at heart. Most of what I found was predictable; plenty of dirty knickers, sun cream-infused T-shirts and wraps and one very short yellow dress that still smelled faintly of alcohol and vomit.

I did find a new, thong bikini bottom I hadn’t seen before and which bore a label in Spanish. I had never seen so small a piece of clothing in my life. The tiny triangle at the front told me that Izzy must have continued to shave off her pubic hair or else at least half of it would have been clearly visible around it.

The top half of this remarkable attire was nowhere to be found.

Half hidden under her enormous toilet bag I found the jumbo pack of condoms. The half-dozen left meant that a staggering eighteen had apparently been used. I told myself that the other girls might have used some of Izzy’s stash then, when on reflection that seemed unlikely, consoled myself with the thought that she had at least had the sense to use one every time.

I could do without another pregnancy scare!

I returned to the kitchen and began to get the evening meal ready, wondering once again about my daughter’s sex life. As if cheating on her long-term boyfriend wasn’t enough, I could now add the making of sex tapes, sunbathing at least topless and apparently spectacular quantities of copulation with boy or boys she could only have met days or even hours before.

Okay, my own sex life had taken an unexpected turn recently but Izzy’s behaviour must have started long before Tony first seduced me. Could it have been in her and my genes all along?

“Don’t set for me Mum. We’re eating out tonight.”

I was setting the table for three when I heard the voice behind me. I turned to find Izzy dressed stunningly in her shortest blue cocktail dress and highest heels, her hair brushed until it shone; her make-up a good deal heavier than usual.

“Sorry. I should have said before,” she added.

“Who’s we?” I asked, slightly annoyed though the food would not be wasted.

“Oh, friends from the holiday,” she replied in a manner that suggested there was more to learn.

“I’m surprised you’re not fed up with each other after all that time together.”

There was a pause while Izzy thought a few things out.

“Actually Mum, it’s not just the girls. We met a group of boys out there too.”

Now I understood. Holiday romances were common but usually didn’t survive the holiday. Usually this was because the participants lived too far away from each other. But in this case, they were planning to meet almost immediately.

“You mean boys from round here?” I asked.

“I know. It’s crazy isn’t it? After going all that way, on the third night we met a group of boys from here in one of the clubs.”

“Did you know any of them?”

She blushed then said quietly.

“One of them was Jack!”

“Jack?” I exclaimed in surprise.

I was taken aback. Jack was Tony and Julie’s son. When the kids were younger, we had gone on holiday together often and had been to each other’s houses countless times until he and Julie had separated. We had been more like one big family for many years, but then the kids had grown up and gone to University, and things had calmed down.

Then of course, Tony and Julie had separated, she had started her affair with Darren and the rest was a shameful history. That history had included Tony seducing me and fucking me for several months before dumping me, a process that also included my husband Pete having a one-night stand with Julie.

I felt breathless just thinking about it.

Isobel knew nothing about this complexity, so I had to fight hard to keep my expression blank.

“He was with three friends from Uni. He’s going back in September.”

“You haven’t seen him for a while, have you?” I asked.

“Not since we went to the Snowdome,” she agreed.

My affair with Jack’s father had been new then; I had been far too wrapped up in my own affair to notice any change in the interaction between Izzy and her long-term friend. I sighed; so much water had passed under the bridge since then.

“The boys were great fun to be with; we kind of stuck together for the rest of the fortnight,” she continued enthusiastically.

“And you all got on well?”

“Ye-es,”

From her sudden change in tone and the sheepish look on her face, I could see there was more to tell.

“From the expression on your face, would I be right in thinking you got on very well with one particular boy, Isobel?”

I asked in the teasing voice I had used with my daughter all her life. She blushed, knocking years off her age.

“Well, yes I did,” she confessed. “Jack and I sort of… got together.

“You and Jack?” I exclaimed, amazed. “You do mean THE Jack; the Jack you’ve known all your life?”

She nodded.

“Yes Mum, I got with that Jack!”

“Got with? You mean you…?”

She nodded again, a little more confidently.

“Neither of us saw it coming. It just sort of started naturally. But once it had started, it was really great. He’s amazing Mum. We kind of stayed together the whole holiday and yes Mum, we did use condoms.”

“Isobel!”

I sounded shocked but it was my turn to blush. Izzy had read my mind exactly.

“I know. I wasn’t expecting it either but we’re kind of a couple now.” She fidgeted. “Actually, to be honest I’m just meeting him tonight, not the others. It’s our first date now we’re back home.”

“But you always said he was immature. He’s younger than you and…”

“I know what I said but things change Mum! He’s grown up so much in the last year. I noticed it when we went to the Snowdome at Christmas but I wasn’t sure. Being with him in Spain made me realise we were made for each other.”

Given my daughter’s recent inglorious history with boys, I thought this statement was very premature but of course, I didn’t say anything. Instead I stood and listened while she listed the best things she knew about the boy I considered almost a son, but who had apparently just become my daughter’s lover.

“Okay, he’s a year younger than me but that doesn’t matter now we’re older. He’s got an amazing body, Mum. He’s funny, he’s generous, he’s a great dancer and…”

Her eyes were bright as she spoke, her voice soft, her body language screaming out how very smitten she was with her new boyfriend. Unknown to Izzy, the all-too-obvious hardening of her braless nipples under her over-tight top was screaming out how good the physical side of their new relationship had been too.

“The girls were a bit cross with me. They said pairing up that quickly would spoil the fun for everyone. But I think it was mostly envy. I know for a fact that Emily had fancied him for years. The others told me…”

As Izzy extolled even more of the virtues of the new boy in her life and in her bed, all I could think of was the two of them playing in the garden of the Yorkshire cottage in which was had spent our first holiday as a group. The youngest of all five kids, both Jack and Izzy had been only seven and eight years old at the time and had played like brother and sister.

The thought of the two of them grown up and having sex together was hard to get my mind around. In a strange way, it felt wrong; almost like incest.

But since then of course, I had been fucked by Jack’s father more times than I could count, and my husband Pete had stuck his cock in Jack’s Mum’s anus at least once too so who was I to pass judgement?

Still, it did make me feel a more than a bit uncomfortable.

“He’s clever and ambitious and hard-working and gorgeous and caring and sexy and fun and great in…”

She went on. She was probably about to tell me how good in bed he was too but wisely stopped short when she realised it was her mother she was talking to.

“I’d better get going,” she eventually said, looking at her watch.

“Do you need that lift?” I asked, nodding towards all the food preparations around me.


“No thanks Mum. He’s on his way now in his Mum’s car. I just got a message. Got to run. Bye for now!”

And with that, my daughter dashed from the room. A moment later I saw her positively skipping down the driveway to the gates where a small red car was pulling up.

A car I recognised well; his mother’s.

***

“Do you think they’re sleeping together?” Pete asked, astounded when I gave him the news over pre-dinner drinks.

“Who knows,” I replied disingenuously, not wanting to upset my husband with my eighteen-missing-condom discovery. “They’re adults now.”

“But Jack? Izzy and Jack?” he went on as I had done. “I always thought they were like brother and sister.”

“Apparently no longer,” I said. “It seems our two families are getting closer all the time.”

Pete blushed momentarily at the unintended reminder of our mutual infidelities.

“What does Julie think about it?” he asked.

“I haven’t seen her since I heard the news,” I replied.

“Have you anything fixed?”

“I’ll send her a message, but I know she’s away on holiday now.”

“On her own?” he asked, surprised.

“She’s gone on one of those singles holidays,” I winked in reply. “With a friend from work.”

“Aren’t those the kind of holidays where women…” Pete began but I stopped him.

“If she’s lucky, yes they are!” I smiled as innocently as I could.

The last thing I wanted was for Pete to start remembering what he and Julie had got up to in bed.



Chapter Thirty-Six

For the next few weeks, all progressed even better than I had hoped. Izzy continued to be pleasant, though I saw little of her with her job and her new boyfriend in the picture. That relationship seemed to be going smoothly too, but it felt very strange the first few times a boy I had known from the age of four slept overnight in my daughter’s bed.

Izzy tried to be quiet, but it’s not in her nature. Izzy-Oh-God made her presence felt on several occasions and there was no mistaking the thumping sounds and muffled squealing that came through the walls at an impressive frequency.

Jack must be fitter than I had thought.

At work, my friend and Boss Sandie had put the wheels in motion to find maternity cover for me from early December - now confirmed as my due date. Pete was playing the role of the expectant father to perfection, a role he knew and which suited him well, given we had already been through it three times before.

Even my day in London baby shopping with Samantha, my delightful, also-pregnant daughter-in-law went well. We had hit Oxford Street fairly hard, despite the intimidating prices and enjoyed a slap-up lunch in Fortnum and Mason before she put me back on my train northwards.

The day felt so normal, I even managed to forget that I would be a Grandmother for the first time, only weeks after becoming a mother for the fourth.

It was mid-September before I could meet my longstanding and closest friend Julie for coffee and our usual catch-up chat.

“Well what a turn up!”

Julie began, diving straight into the conversation as soon as the niceties of admiring my rather substantial baby bump had been completed. I had to agree; my tummy had swollen so much that maternity clothes were now a necessity rather than a choice.

She lowered herself into the chair opposite mine at our kitchen table one Saturday morning. From her clothes and the state of her hair and face, she had just come from a hard session in the gym, which made me feel even more guilty for having avoided exercise yet again.

In public, I blamed my now-unconcealable baby bump. In private, I know I was being lazy.

What was worse was that she looked amazing. China-doll pretty, her slim, compact body looked even tighter and more athletic, her figure enhanced by the skin-tight lycra tights and sleeveless top she wore.

It wasn’t hard to understand what Darren and my husband had seen in her.

“What’s a turn-up?” I grinned as she sorted out her handbag and shopping bags.

“The kids of course! Jack and Izzy an item; who would have guessed that?”

“Not me,” I agreed. “It’s a bit out of left field but seems to be working okay so far. What do the others think?”

Julie pulled a face.

“They aren’t happy at all, but I told them it’s none of their business.”

“What about their Dad?” I asked, a little warily.

“He’s in no position to comment, is he? It’s not as if it’s the first sexual relationship between our two families.”

A shiver went down my spine at her unexpectedly bitter words. I leaned forward anxiously.

“No-one else knows about him and me, do they?” I hissed anxiously.

“Not as far as I know,” Julie replied with confidence. “Just as they don’t know about me and Pete.”

It was very unusual for our very temporary partner-swap even to be alluded to, let alone overtly mentioned. I suspect we were both a bit shocked it had come to the surface to suddenly because we both quickly sought a new subject.

“How’s the pregnancy going?” Julie asked.

We sipped our coffee and for a quarter of an hour we talked about the problems of a woman being pregnant in her fifties. Memories from both our pasts of aching backs, swelling ankles and putting on weight were brought out, along with a good few funny, self-deprecating stories from us both.

After the mixed reactions I was getting from work colleagues and some friends, it was good to be with someone who was unequivocally on my side.

Eventually we returned to Izzy and Jack and their new relationship. From the slightly awkward way she brought the conversation back to it, I could tell there was something still to come out.

“He’s over the moon of course,” Julie said with a smile. “He’s been in love with Izzy since they were tiny. For him it’s like a dream come true but…”

“But?” I prompted, wondering what the problem might be.

“Can I be honest with you Penny?”

“Of course!”

We knew enough about each other not to hold anything back. Though it remained unsaid, each of us knew enough secrets to cause mayhem for the other. I suppose it was another example of the Mutually Assured Destruction that my life was increasingly made of.

“Jack isn’t… wasn’t very experienced sexually. Oh, I know he’s drop-dead gorgeous, but he’s never been very confident with girls. And he’s only nineteen remember.”

With his height and figure, I had forgotten that Jack was the youngest of all our children. Yes, given Izzy’s age he would still only be nineteen.

“He might even have been…” she hesitated before continuing. “A virgin before the holiday.”

“Did he tell you that?” I asked, amazed. “I can’t imagine either of my boys being so honest.”

“He used to tell me everything,” she said sadly, shaking her head. “But all that changed when I left Tony. Jack’s okay about the separation now, but he doesn’t tell me many secrets anymore.”

“Well, he’s certainly not a virgin now,” I sighed.

“That’s just it. I think he’s a bit shocked at… “Julie looked very awkward. “Well, Izzy’s the sort of girl who throws herself into something whole-heartedly, isn’t she Penny?”

That was the understatement of the week, but I didn’t say anything. I thought about the eighteen missing-presumed-used condoms in Izzy’s packing and began to understand.

“There’s no easy way to say this, Penny; Izzy’s got him wrapped around her little finger. Oh, she’s not doing anything wrong at all, but she’s much more experienced than him…”

I could tell there was more to come.

“Can I be really honest with you Penny?”

“You know you can,” I replied, though not without trepidation.

“Well,” she hesitated. “Jack’s worried she’ll dump him because he doesn’t know how to keep up with her demands. He doesn’t say it straight out, but I gather she’s a bit of a tiger in bed, Penny!”

“Jules!” I exclaimed, pretending to be shocked.

Julie looked at me with an expression that said she could guess where my daughter had acquired this sexual athleticism. For a moment I wondered just how much detail she had managed to learn of my affair with her soon-to-be-ex-husband.

“Oh, I know there’s not much you can do,” she continued after a moment’s awkward pause. “But Jack’s head over heels in love with her. He’s been in love with Izzy most of his life and now this has happened, he’s desperate to make it work. He’s worried she’ll get fed up of his lack of experience and dump him. I just don’t want him to be hurt.”

I understood. No mother wants her child to be hurt or upset. I felt the same about all three of my children and, knowing Jack and Izzy’s personalities, in this case I could easily understand why my friend was anxious.

“I’ll do what I can,” I reassured her. “But they’re adults and there’s not much I can do…”

I left the words hanging before continuing.

“But right now, she seems to have fallen just as badly for him as he has for her.”

“Really?” Julie asked, obviously relieved.

“Really Jules. You should hear her going on about how wonderful he is.”

My friend looked very relieved.

“I’m sorry to have told you all that,” she said quietly. “But I had to get it off my chest.”

“Don’t’ worry. After all that’s happened, I think you and I can talk about pretty much anything, don’t you?”

She nodded, blushing slightly though in my book it was me who had the most to be embarrassed about.

“Penny, Jack’s so pussy-whipped right now he doesn’t know if he’s coming or going!”

There was a pause while we both worked out what was wrong with what she had just said.

Julie got the joke first and stared at me, her eyes wide open. Then I got it and we both dissolved in fits of giggles.

***

“It’s no good Penny,” Pete gasped, pausing in his thrusts, sweat dripping from his forehead onto my lower back. “I’m so shagged out I can’t even make myself cum now, let alone you.”

I frowned, looking at my disappointed face in mirror on the closet door. On all fours on the bedroom rug, it wasn’t the most dignified position to be seen in, especially with my growing boobs and swollen belly hanging down beneath me. But the frustration of having been brought so close to orgasm by my husband’s long, slim cock but denied that final push over the edge into proper climax, was almost intolerable.

Positioned doggystyle behind me, his cock still in my rather capacious vagina, Pete had done his very best but my advancing pregnancy and the constant state of arousal that had accompanied it for many months were now making me harder than ever to satisfy.

It was our second encounter within the hour, the first having led to a rather messy insemination long before my arousal had approached climax. At fifty-two, Pete’s refractory period wasn’t what it had been in our early days, so attempting a second copulation so soon had always been a risk.

The fact that he had managed an erection at all was tribute to his stamina and fitness. The fact that it was fading after doing only three-quarters of the job was tragic, at least for me.

In some ways it would have been kinder to have abandoned the idea before the second penetration had brought me so close to the edge, but it was too late now; there I was, on the brink of orgasm with my partner unable to take me those last crucial few paces.

“Please Pete,” I begged. “Can’t you fuck me anymore? I’m sooo clooose!”

I watched his face in the mirror as he looked down at his groin and shook his head.

“I’m losing it Penn. Sorry.”

Disappointment filled my head and heart. Pete must have seen my reflected expression too because he patted my well-displayed buttocks playfully.

“Get on your back,” he grinned. “I’ll see what I can do.”

I carefully manoeuvred my growing body first onto my feet then with Pete’s help, onto the bed. I could see his cock, long and dark but far too soft to do the job that was needed in my vagina.

“Lie back and spread those thighs,” he grinned. “Let the dog see the rabbit.”

I did as he instructed, propping myself up on the pillows with my back against the padded headboard then watched as my husband climbed onto the bed between my open legs.

Pete shuffled forwards toward me, his eyes fixed on the messy prize between my upper thighs.

“I think we need them a bit wider,” he grinned, taking me by the keens and opening my thighs as wide as they could comfortably go.

It was clear now what his intentions were, and they made me very happy. Pete’s technique in terms of penetrative sex might not always work for me but his cunnilingual skills were first class.

“I don’t get many creampies these days,” he said with mock sadness. “I wonder if my own will taste different now you’re up the duff.”

“There’s only one way to find out,” I replied archly.

Pete lowered his head to my groin and planed a single kiss on my pubic bone, just above the soft, sparse, curly triangle that had regrown. I could feel the heat of his body between my knees and the warmth of his breath on my still tingling vulva.

I felt his lips on me again, then the touch of his tongue, first toying and tangling with the curls between my thighs then tentatively parting the puffy pink lips below.

Then he began to lick me, first in long, slow strokes from the open base of my slit upwards across my inner lips to the small, hard nub of my clitoris.

My husband knew his stuff; it was working.

“Hhhhhhhh,” I breathed noisily, my hips writhing under his tongue.

Pete licked me more firmly, dipping the tip of his tongue into my hot passage, my juices flowing more freely, their slightly sour, slightly metallic aroma filling my nostrils and making me half dizzy with lust.

“God! You’re good at this,” I sighed.

“I’m pleased you think so!”

Pete mumbled his reply into my damp mound before turning his attention entirely to my clitoris, now as hard and swollen as it could be, no doubt protruding from under its hood and sticking out between my puffy lips.

He sucked it into his mouth, his sharp teeth grating against its tender underside.

“Jesus!”

The shock made me gasp out loud, my hips bucking hard against my husband’s face, grinding my pubic hair against his lips and nose. Apparently unhurt and unfazed by the force of my reaction, Pete

lapped at me eagerly, his tongue plunging deep into my deepest passage, then running the full length of my slit as if seeking out every last drop of my increasingly-pungent secretions.

“Oh God!” I gasped again.

My thighs closed tightly and instinctively against the sides of my husband’s head, ramming my vulva into his face so firmly that I’m sure he could barely breathe before they fell helplessly apart again.

He did it again with a similar result then, before I could react, he struck a third time. The fourth followed so soon after that my body had no chance to recover; the fifth followed hard on its heels and I was away.

Judging his pace to perfection, Pete tongued me with all the considerable expertise he possessed, each confident stroke building on the last, driving my arousal higher and higher by the second. With no time even to breathe, my chest became tight, my legs became loose and a familiar, much loved warm glow began to form behind my pubic bone.

The glow grew larger and more intense, Pete’s tongue now exclusively on my clitoris, working its tip under the hood then running underneath its tiny shaft with its flat, slightly rough upper surface.

“Jesus Christ!”

The warm glow grew hotter and hotter and larger and larger, filling my lower belly, pressing against the base of my chest, squeezing my already-tiny bladder.

It was then I felt the first finger sliding smoothly and easily into me. With his hand under his chin, Pete insinuated first one, then a second finger between my wet, flapping lips and into the mouth of my vagina.

It felt good, but as readers will remember, after three babies and two tears during childbirth, my vagina isn’t as tight as once it was. While Pete’s fingers were a welcome presence in my body, the sensations they were bringing were far from intense.

Sensing this, Pete began to move his hand inside me, twisting from left to right and back as if searching for something. I felt a third finger join the first two and immediately the sensations soared, my entrance tighter around my husband’s knuckles.

Pete’s hand twisted again. I could feel myself opening wider, my tight inner lips giving up more of their elasticity. I felt the heat of his palm against my mound and sensed rather than felt his fingers curling inside me until his fingertips rested against my g-spot.

The he began to work, mouth, tongue and fingers in perfect harmony, all focussed on my groin.

The effect was nearly instant. I began to cum as hard as I could remember cumming, cock or no cock. As Pete’s fingers crudely stimulated my hidden secret place, his tongue played its part on my clitoris.

“MMMMMMMM!”

The force of my orgasm was frightening. No words can properly describe it just as no words would come out of mouth when it was all happening.

Pete’s finger-fucking was rough and almost violent but my god, it was effective. Soon my body was flexing and rolling too wildly for his face to remaining on my clitoris in safety. He move into position higher up my body and put all his strength and energy into fucking me with his hand.

I could feel my fluids running freely down my bottom as my whole body begin to tremble and shake. Unable to speak or breath, my tummy contracted as far as my bump would allow, my legs flexed wildly, the hot pressure on my bladder reached an unbearable pain, my hips bucked hard against the fingers that were so deep inside them…

Though already painfully tight, I felt the pace of Pete’s fucking slow, then a fourth and final finger being forced into my vagina alongside the others.

If two fingers were too little for pleasure, four fingers were too much for comfort.

“OwwwWWW!”

I wailed into the half-darkness of the room as my husband’s arm rose and fell in a blur, dragging his fingers over my g-spot over and over again. My head span, my breath came only in gulps and the desire to pee became almost irresistible.

But still Pete wouldn’t stop; he wouldn’t even slow his pace. The sounds of his hand in my vagina grew louder and louder and wetter and wetter as the ball of heat grew larger and hotter.

Then to my stunned amazement, something entirely new and completely unexpected happened.

The heat behind my pubic bone grew white hot, then surged at lightning speed down the inside of my thighs and through my vulva and into my bottom.

A huge, final surge of something that was either intense pleasure or agonising pain shot through my loins. Then, clearly visible despite my baby bump, a jet of clear fluid spurted from somewhere deep between my legs, shot upwards towards my knees then splashed all over my husband’s chest and arm.

Oh my God! For the first time in my fifty-one years, I had squirted! Penny Barker PhD had reached a squirting orgasm on her husband’s fingers.

But no sooner had I had these thoughts than my body took over again, writhing and bucking against the hand that was brining such intense and complicated sensations.

I never wanted it to stop. I desperately wanted it to stop.

I wanted my body to return to something like my control; I never wanted to be in control again.

But whatever I wanted was irrelevant; the choice was no longer mine.

Taken aback but undeterred, Pete continued to finger me hard, his hand a mere blur over my vulva, his fingers thrust even deeper into my vagina, rasping away at my g-spot.

Within seconds, the hot ball behind my pubic bone had grown to a painful level again and another, stronger jet of fluid short from me. This time Pete managed to avoid being in the firing line; whatever the fluid was, it sprayed across the duvet cover and soaked into the bed.

“Cumming…I’m Cumming… Oh Jesus!”

My back flexed, my legs shook as her my was driven violently against the hand within it. My fingers flew to Pete’s hand in a desperate but unsuccessful attempt to push it away from me then, when that failed, I grabbed at his arms, face and hair, pushing him away, then pulling him back again.


Two, three, four waves of orgasm washed through my pregnant frame before Pete finally decided I had endured or enjoyed enough his finger fucking slowed to a halt.

There was a pause while we both took stock of what had just happened. Though his thrusting had stopped, at least two of Pete’s fingers were still inside me as I lay panting and staring up at him adoringly.

“No more,” I begged. “Fuck me if you want but please, no more orgasms!”

My body was still shaking as Pete’s hand left my vagina, leaving it feeling battered and empty. With me incapable of movement, he wriggled up the bed until his erection was above my red raw vulva.

He smiled down at me, struggling to get the angle right over my swollen belly, then with some considerable care, slipped his erect cock into my soaking wet, badly stretched vagina.

I barely felt it enter. So numbed was I by his fingers and by the many climaxes he had inflicted on me, my vagina barely registered Pete’s cock on its way into its depths. It wasn’t until his pubic hair ground against my sore outer lips that I felt anything significant, and that was painful enough to make me wince.

“Sorry,” Pete smiled wryly. “I’ve roughed you up a bit.”

“It’s okay,” I sighed, my head still spinning. “But you’d better finish off soon.”

“Your wish is my command, Hot Wife Penny,” he grinned. “But it might get worse before it gets better.”

Good to his word, Pete’s thrusts began slowly and smoothly but, with my vagina loose around his shaft, the sensations were clearly not enough to bring him release. He began to thrust harder, moving his hips to change the angle and try to rub against my entrance in the hope of finding resistance.

I clamped down on his as hard as my baby-laden pelvic flor would allow, with some success; Pete began to moan and grunt as his own arousal rose.

But it was still not enough. With a sigh of resignation, I knew there was only one option. I felt too tired to do it properly but leaving my husband unsatisfied would not have been fair.

Pushing Pete away until his cock slipped from my vagina, I rolled uncomfortably onto my front, my upper body proposed on two pillows to protect my baby, my bottom stuck up into the air.

It took my husband moment to realise what I intended but when he did understand, a note of delight entered his voice.

“Are you sure Penn?”

“You need it,” I replied without real enthusiasm.

“But it might hurt…” he began.

“Just get on with it before I change my mind.”

Pete needed no second bidding. Using his sticky, smelly fingers, he wiped a goodly amount of lubricating juices from around my vulva and spread them over my puckered anus. I shivered as his fingers touched the tightly closed sphincter.

There was a shuffling behind me then strong hands spread my skinny legs almost painfully wide. I could feel the heat of Pete’s body behind mine then a single finger being rubbed along the crack between my buttocks.

I shuddered in expectation, partly of pain, partly of pleasure.

Then the single finger was pushed through my sphincter and into my rectum. It was uncomfortable but not painful. Nonetheless, my body instinctively tried to expel the invader, pushing at it as if trying to move my bowels. Expecting this, Pete held his hand firm, pressing deeper into me, twisting his finger from left to right as he had twisted his hand in my vagina and thrusting it in and out.

I could feel the urge to push reducing but the finger still felt huge.

A short while later Pete withdrew his finger from my rectum and mounted me from behind. I could feel the heat of his body against my back and thighs as he forced my legs so wide apart that my hips hurt. Then I felt the head of his cock being pressed against my anus, resting there a moment, then being thrust hard against the muscular ring of my sphincter.

It hurt! I sank my teeth into the white cotton beneath me. Despite the slenderness of Pete’s cock, the shortage of lubrication was obvious.

“Are you okay?” Pete asked.

“Just do it Pete,” I mumbled into the pillow.

Pete drew back a little. I felt his finger dipping into my vagina once again then running over, around an inside my anus. This time it entered more smoothly and the pain was less.

I could feel his round cockhead resting in the cleft between my buttocks as his finger probed deeper and deeper into my rectum. Then, without warning, Pete pulled his finger out and before my sphincter could close, thrust the head of his cock through.

“Ooof!”

I gasped as I felt him enter me, my bottom closing as tightly around his shaft as it could. It felt huge and alien as before. My body tried instinctively to expel the invading phallus, but Pete held himself steady, gripping my hips hard until the spasm had passed.

“Jesus! You’re tight tonight, Penn!” he hissed.

Panting from the shock, I said nothing but tried hard to relax, hoping my anus would relax too. After a few moments deep breathing, Pete must have felt the tightness around his cock lessen because very slowly and gingerly, he began to rock back and forth inside me.

It felt strange, but not unpleasant. I began to relax more and soon felt Pete’s movements growing stronger and more forceful.

“That’s better,” he hissed with satisfaction, his thrusts now deeper and finding a slow rhythm.

It felt better too. Though still inexperienced, I was no longer a complete stranger to anal sex, my final virginity having been taken by Adam, the male half of the escort couple we had met with in Manchester earlier in the year.

Adam had been an expert, taking me so carefully that I had actually enjoyed my anal defloration and had even derived some pleasure from the few and rather less expert sessions that had taken place with Pete since then.

In fact, the stirrings in my lower belly and the base of my slit suggested I was going to get more than a little pleasure - of rather brutal in nature - from this penetration too.

‘Slup! Slup! Slup! Slup!’

Pete’s strokes were now strong, regular and getting deeper. I could feel my body opening up for him, the tightness in my anus fading fast.

‘Slup! Slup! Slup! Slup!’

The sound of my rectum being fucked wasn’t pretty, lacking the wetness that goes with a full-on vaginal hammering but its crude, feral nature made my chest tighten and my baby-filled belly rumble with butterflies.

‘Slup! Slup! Slup! Slup!’

Pete’s pace was increasing quickly. Even with my limited experience I knew that the unfamiliar grip around his shaft coupled with minimum lubrication was likely to bring my husband to climax much faster than my over-sized vagina.

“Ugh! Ugh! Ugh! Ugh!” Pete began to grunt as he thrust himself forcefully in and out of my rectum.

Now fully yielded, it offered little or no resistance to his repeated penetrations; the pain was trivial, the pleasure building quickly. Anal sex isn’t for every woman, but for me it was like discovering sex for the first time all over again.

‘Slup! Slup! Slup! Slup!’

If anyone had told me a year before that in only a few months’ time I would be on my knees, face down on the bed, a baby in my belly while my husband fucked me in the arse, I would have thought them crazy. And yet there I was, not only doing all those things, but getting physical and emotional pleasure from them too.

“Ugh! Ugh! Ugh! Ugh!”

I could feel Pete’s shaft as it passed through my dilated sphincter, stimulating what felt like every one of the nerves that ended on or around that now-fully-dilated circle of muscle. My rectum open wide, Pete’s thrusts were now completely unresisted, his hips and upper thighs colliding with the underside of my buttocks every time he bottomed out inside me, the paper thin membrane separating my vagina from my rectum feeling the brunt of his assault too.

The strong, newly discovered pleasure mounted and mounted. I rasied my face from the pillow and waile into the half darkness

“Oooowwww! Oh God! Oh God!”

“Ugh-Ugh-Ugh-Ugh!”

Pete’s thrust were reaching the short, sharp stage which promised an imminent ejaculation. Suddenly I knew what I wanted.

“Spank me!” I pleaded.

“What?”

“Spank me! Fucking spank me!”

My voice was loud and angry. In all my life I had never either wanted or asked to be spanked in mid-fuck but right there and then, it was all I wanted in the world.

“Christ Pete! Spank me now!”

Smack!

Pete’s right hand fell onto my right buttock. I barely felt it.

“Harder! Harder!” I croaked.

‘SMACK! SMACK!’

“YES!”

Oh God! It felt amazing. The sharp slapping sound followed by the sting right across my right buttock made both my vagina and anus tighten sharply.

“Jeez!” Pete exclaimed as my anus gripped his cock hard.

“Again!” I begged. “Harder!”

‘SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!’

Pete’s hand fell first on my right buttock again then on my left. The pain was exquisite; no wonder Izzy loved being spanked during sex. Why hadn’t I thought of this years ago?

‘SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!’ ‘SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!’

“OHMYGODYESSSS!”

It wasn’t a full anal orgasm that hit me as Pete began to ejaculate in my rectum, but the intensity of pleasure wasn’t far off. As my husband’s body went into spasm, his cock began to throb and pulse and ropes of sperm-free semen began to spurt into the darkness of my colon, my entire body was wracked with waves of uncontrollable sensation.

Part pain, part pleasure, part pain again, my entire being was completely engulfed and my mind sent into a tailspin. I fell forward onto the bed, crushing my baby bump into the mattress. Pete following me, his cock still embedded in my body, falling as I fell until he was lying full length on my back.

The motion pulled his cock unceremoniously from me, making me yelp with a combination of pain, surprise and disappointment at being abandoned. The sudden noise shocked us both, bringing our copulation to an abrupt end.

Pete rolled quickly off my back and lay alongside me. Still face down, exhausted, with my bottom gaping and already feeling empty inside, speech was beyond me.

“Wow! Jesus Penn; that was amazing!”

Pete’s face was alight with joy as he looked across at me, his chest heaving as he panted for breath.

“You were amazing You ARE amazing!” he added, seeing that for the moment at least, nothing comprehensible was going to come from me.

We lay silently side by side for a long time, recovering our breath, smiling and giggling at what we had just done. Two fifty-something, responsible adults having just behaved like lust-driven teens.

“Are you okay?” Pete eventually asked softly. “I hope I didn’t hurt you.”

“You didn’t,” I assured him, my voice still unstable. “It was nice.”

“All of it?”

“All of it,” I assured him.

There was a long pause.

“Why the spanking?” Pete asked quietly. “I mean, it was great fun, but you’ve never asked me to do that before.”

“I…” I began but of course couldn’t possibly let my husband know that the idea had come from watching his daughter being fucked by her ex-boyfriend on video.

“It just seemed a good idea at the time,” I replied, silently praying Pete wouldn’t press me for any more details. “Where did you learn to do that?” I asked quickly to try and prevent him doing so.

Pete thought for a moment.

“Partly watching you in Manchester,” he relied. “And Julie’s a good teacher so…”

I didn’t want to think of my husband fucking my best friend’s rectum, so I interrupted before he could go into any disturbing details.

“I meant the fingering. You’ve never made me do that before.”

Pete seemed a little unconfutable; embarrassed. Though after all he had just done to me, God alone knew why.

“I… I saw it online. Actually, I watched a video about it. How to do it, sort of thing.”

“You were watching porn online?” I asked, surprised.

Pete seemed to read this as criticism though with my record, that would have been extraordinary hypocrisy.

“Not porn exactly,” Pete insisted. “Well, it was on a porn site, but it was more like an instructional video.”

“It showed you how to make me squirt?”

“It showed a man making a woman squirt and explaining what he was doing. It looked amazing Penn. The woman looked… well, like you did. Shocked but really happy.”

I was certainly both of those, though my anus would be sore in the morning.

“And you thought I would like to feel it too?”

“You’ve been getting harder and harder to satisfy these days,” Pete said resignedly. “I never was that good at making you cum, so I thought I’d better learn some new techniques before…”

“Before?”

There was a long pause.

“Before you found someone else who can. Again.”

“You’re feeling that insecure?” I asked.

“Sometimes,” he replied. “I mean we all know my cock is too small for your cunt and you’re carrying another man’s baby now so…”

“Pete, I…”

“I know Penn. And I’m not going back on any of it. I’m happy to raise your baby as if he or she was mine. I’m even happy for you to go on seeing other men eventually.”

“But I haven’t…”

“I know Penny; in some ways that’s the worst part. However insecure I might feel now, a large part of me is pleased you had the affair. Part of me loves the fact that you’ve been knocked up by a good-looking young man. The truth is, I still love thinking of you being fucked by other men with bigger cocks who can make you cum in a way I can’t. I still want you to cheat on me again and I definitely want to watch you doing it.”

This was an unusual outburst for my husband both in length and subject. I could do nothing but listen intently to his words.

“So, what do we do?” I asked. “I’m fifty-one, about to become a Grandmother and I’m up the duff. I can’t see a queue of young men waiting to provide you with a floorshow.”

“I suppose there’s nothing else for it,” he sighed, a twinkle in his eye. “Either we call Darren to come and meet his baby and give you a repeat performance or…”

At that moment, the thought of having my baby’s gorgeous father with his olive-gild skin fuck me as comprehensively as he had the first time, had more than a little appeal. But I knew Pete was joking so I played the game.

“Or…?” I asked archly.

“Or we need another trip to Manchester!”

“Pete!” I exclaimed, amazed. “Are you serious?”

“I’m deadly serious,” he replied. “It was the most erotic experience of my entire life. Why wouldn’t I want to do it again?”

“You really ARE serious!” I gasped.

“Too right I am,” he said, looking me in the eye. “And we’d better make it soon before either you die of sexual frustration or I have a heart attack, Penny Barker.”
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Chapter Thirty-seven

Vaginas are made to be fucked by one erect penis not four fingers; their flexible entrances recover quickly after being penetrated by even the largest cock but despite its capacious size, Pete’s forceful fingers had taken mine up to, if not quite beyond its elastic limit.

Anuses of course, aren’t made to be fucked at all. Anuses can take time to recover, especially when their owners didn’t insist on copious amounts of lubrication before allowing their prized ring of muscle to be penetrated and abused, even by a cock as slender as Pete’s.

So it was, that after my husband’s considerable onslaught on both my orifices, I was too sore and battered to let anyone anywhere near my knickers for almost a whole week. Pete might have viewed the break in my sexual demands as a blessed relief, because he didn’t put any pressure on me at all during that time. But then to be honest, most of the recent sexual demands in our house had been made by me anyway.

That was of course, if you didn’t count our daughter Isobel.

With August about to end, she and her new boyfriend Jack were having to face the reality of going to different Universities in different parts of the country, Izzy to begin her final year, Jack to begin his second.

Jack is the youngest son of my best friend Julie and her soon-to-be-ex-husband-and-my-first-extramarital-lover Tony. He and Izzy had been friends all their lives so when she announced that, after an unexpected meeting on holiday, they were now a full-blown couple, I was more than a bit stunned.

Since they had first got together during Izzy’s all-girl fortnight in Torremolinos, I don’t think they had spent a single twenty-four-hour period apart. Sleeping together every night either in her bedroom or in his mother’s house, the two of them had been practically joined at the groin for several weeks, when not at their respective holiday jobs.

How they would react to being so far apart remained to be seen. Izzy had already cried twice at the prospect of being separated and was emotionally unstable most of the time — which in turn, meant she was never far from one of her most spectacular bad moods.

Worse still, Jack’s term started a week before Izzy’s, which meant that she would be home without him for seven full days.

I was dreading it.

The irritability in the house wasn’t being helped by the hot weather that had decided to make its presence felt. British summers are notoriously unreliable and capricious. With my belly now uncontainable by most of my clothes and my ability to keep calm and cool decreasing, the weather chose that moment to raise the temperature into the high seventies or low eighties and whack up the humidity.

I know this is nothing to our friends in the US or Australia, but for a county famous for rain and built largely without air conditioning, it presented a challenge to a pregnant fifty-one-year-old.

With equal caprice, the pregnancy itself was going as well as could possibly be expected. My blood pressure was fine, my ankles weren’t swelling, my skin was beginning to show the healthy glow it had last shown twenty years ago. My tiny boobs were showing signs of coming back to life after decades of inactivity too. Even my hair was joining in on the act with a soft sheen developing.

If it wasn’t for the completely unmissable swelling in my belly, I would have been the healthiest I had been for many years. There was no visible reason why I should not carry my baby to full term.

The most recent scan had revealed no problems with the baby either. She — for we now knew I was carrying another girl — appeared fit and healthy, and within the bounds of development that would be expected.

My husband still said he loved me; everything seemed to be going well for us. So why had I spent the last three nights awake, crying as quietly as I could into my pillow?

The answer was inevitably, doubts; and doubts on a grand scale.

I suppose most soon-to-be-mothers have these feelings. I know I had them when about to give birth to our first child, Josh but for me, seeing my baby’s image on the ultrasound screen, so clearly defined that we could be almost certain of her gender brought reality in on me like a tidal wave.

We were really, actually going to have a baby! Another tiny human being was going to enter our lives.

Up till then, even after the first vague, blurry images of the growing contents of my womb, the whole thing had still been an adventure; an exciting if uncomfortable dream from which we would eventually awake.

It had all been about me too; about the accidental, unfaithful conception; the perils of being pregnant at fifty-one; the problems of fitting my swelling belly into my clothes and yes of course, the need to deal with a massive bay-driven rise in my libido.

Now, knowing I was carrying a girl, a girl who would soon need a name and a life, everything changed.

It wasn’t all about me anymore.

Okay, the thought of going through childbirth again at my age was simply terrifying. Going to clinic was bringing back memories of agonies and indignities I had thought were well in my past but however terrible they would be, they would eventually end.

What would not end was my new daughter — our new daughter, I corrected myself. Pete any my fourth child.

In a short time, there would be another life in the house; a tiny, demanding life that would need my full

attention. And there would be no choice; that life would have to get my full attention, come what may.

Pete had been amazing all this time. From the moment he learned that his wife of over twenty-five years had not only been unfaithful for months, she had also been knocked up by a boy young enough to be her son, he had stood by me and my illegitimate child.

But how would he feel when, like me, he realised what this was going to do to us and our life? We were only months away from being Grandparents too, for Christ’s sake!

Now, thanks to me and my rampant, irresponsible infidelity we would be facing at least a year of broken nights, constantly awake and feeding a hungry mouth into the small hours. For at least two years we would be changing nappies — well into our mid-fifties,

And then what? Doing the school run at sixty? Dealing with teenage angst and tantrums well after retirement age? Nursing stressed students through A levels, boyfriend problems and University entrance at the age of seventy?

And Pete would be doing all this knowing that the girl concerned wasn’t even his child.

In the cold light of day — or more likely in the small hours of a Monday morning after very little sleep, with the smell of milk and nappies all around us and a hard week at work awaiting him in only a few hours’ time, might my husband decide it was all too much? That it was time to let his cheating wife lie alone in the metaphorical bed she had made for herself?

Might he not worry that she had only come back to him because her lover had dumped her anyway?

Might he not worry that she would cheat again given the opportunity?

Might he not decide to cut his losses, walk out of the melee she had inflicted on him and into a new life? Possibly even a new life with his only known lover, Julie; the china-doll-pretty friend who had been so complimentary about his performance in bed and who had introduced him to the joys of anal sex when I had been unable or unwilling to perform that act?

“Can’t you sleep?”

Pete’s voice was soft and concerned as it blessedly broke my terrible train of thought.

“It’s three-thirty in the morning, Penn. Are you feeling okay?”

How could I answer that? If I told my husband about my worries, I knew he would reassure me, but would his reassurance be the truth? And how could he possibly know now how he would feel in a year’s time when the baby was born and our lives had been changed irreparably?

“Are we mad Pete?”

“Why do you ask that?”

“Having a baby at our age. Are we completely crazy?”

“It’s a bit late to worry about that,” he sighed, rolling over to face me. “We are where we are. There’s no changing our minds now.”

“But she’s going to change everything,” I protested. “Remember what it was like when we had Josh and…”

Once again, I detailed all the practical problems that had been spinning round my mind, getting more and more agitated and tearful with each sentence. For the moment, I kept all the worries about our relationship to myself, but they were still there, bubbling under the surface.

“We’ve done it before, so we know how to do it again, right?” Pete eventually interrupted, holding me close in his strong arms. “We can do this, Penn. You know we can. We’ve done all it three times before and we weren’t too bad at it were we?”.

I shook my head, the tears still flowing as my husband stroked the large swelling in my belly.

“Okay, we’ll be the oldest parents at the school gate, but the gap won’t be anything like as large as is was first time round. Parents are getting older all the time; first timers are in their thirties now and even in their forties. The world has changed.”

He was right, had told me all this many times, but I needed to hear it again.

“As far as being older is concerned; well, we’ll just have to look after ourselves, won’t we? We’ll have to keep as young and fit as we can and try not to think too much like our friends.” He laughed. “I promise not to talk about golf if you promise to keep your cardigans to a minimum and never use curlers.”

I laughed too, despite my tears. Pete had always been able to calm me down and make me laugh. That night I needed it badly.

“And just in case you were worrying,” he continued. “I’m still perfectly happy being her Dad. She’s going to need one and though I say it myself, I’m good at it. It might not have been my sperm that knocked you up but as long as only you and I know this, everything will be fine.”

“Do you think anyone suspects?” I asked.

“I’m sure there are a few suspicious minds,” he replied in the darkness. “We know too many medics for there not to be. But as long as we play our parts, they’ll have nothing to work on and soon enough they’ll move on to other gossip.” He chuckled. “That’s the one thing the NHS is never short of.”

I snuggled up to him, feeling his warm, reassuring body against mine.

“And we’ve both agreed to keep our new sex life going, haven’t we?” he added, his tone of voice slightly hesitant.

“You mean…”

“I mean one thing that mustn’t change is the way our sex life has gone. That’s my one red line, Penn. Okay we’ll be more tired at first but once things have settled down, I want you to be a Hot Wife again. I can live with everything else if you and I can still keep this special part of our relationship going.”

“You still want me to…”

“Yes Penny, I do. It has taken over twenty-five years to get where we are now. It’s been bloody hard getting here too. We’ve been through a lot in the last year. You’ve put me…” he paused, choosing his words carefully. “We’ve been through a lot of pain getting here but we’ve made it this far and are still together. I’m not prepared to go back to where we were before. Once she’s born and you’ve recovered, I want to pick up where we left off.”

He turned to face me in the semi darkness.

“I still want you to fuck other men and I still want to be there when you do it.”

My mind reeled. With so much going on, I hadn’t realised just how important my Hot Wife status had become to my extraordinary husband. Despite the consequences, Pete hadn’t given up on what, after all, had been his fantasy from the beginning and what had perhaps given me the push I had needed to commit my first act of infidelity; the act that had led to where we now were.

“You mean like Manchester?” I asked quietly. “Or …”

“Manchester would be a good start,” he replied. “But it would just be a start.”

There was a long pause while we both took in what had just been said. There was no doubting my husband’s sincerity. He could have brought the whole crazy Hot Wife idea to an end and I would have gone along with him without regret… well without too many regrets.

But he had chosen the opposite path; the path that would lead to yet more adultery.

“Do you feel any better now?” he asked, kissing the top of my head, his voice back to its normal, reassuring tone.

“Thanks,” I replied.

I did feel more reassured but knew better than to imagine it would last for long.

“Then let’s try to get some sleep. I have a long theatre list starting in about five hours’ time.”



Chapter Thirty-eight

As so often happens, in the daylight of a summer morning, the future looked a lot less bleak — even though it was a Monday. Pete’s words had been both reassuring and unsettling. He really did seem to have come to terms with bringing up another man’s child, but the idea of becoming a Hot Wife again was more than a little disturbing.

Memories of the extraordinary pleasure my previous extramarital fuckings had delivered came back with a vengeance, driving me to make heavy daily demands on my husband in the days following, even before my own battered body had fully recovered. With Izzy still at home, we had to be circumspect about where and how we did the various deeds, but with patience and an eye for opportunity, we managed more than the occasional copulation.

Admittedly we had rather more copulations than I enjoyed orgasms, and all of those climaxes were the result if my husband’s mouth rather than his cock, but there was nothing unusual about that.

Unsurprisingly, the night of conception returned to my mind time and again; as Pete hammered his long, slender cock into my vagina, many times my closed eyes saw nothing but Darren’s handsome olive-gold face, muscular chest and iron-flat tummy above my skinny frame.

By mid-September I had lived in a state of near-permanent arousal for too long and was looking forward to the day in a week’s time when our daughter would go back to University and Pete and I could be a couple again.

Both work and my writing were going well too. With only ten weeks to my due date, my tummy was very large. Although I was still supposedly working full-time, I had started to feel tired, so my Boss Sandie had agreed to me reducing my hours at the hospital and working much more from home.

I was still waking early too so had plenty of time to let my imagination run free as far as creativity was concerned.

This had been helped by my readers, a good number of whom seemed to see me as a kind of confessor and had started to share their own fantasies and life stories by message or email.

Although many were clearly fantasies, others had a ring of truth from the beginning. Once I had realised that Pete and I weren’t so unusual; that there was so much real infidelity going on out there all the time, I began to feel better about our own so-called perversions.

I began to martial the various revelations into true stories, working closely with some correspondents whose experiences I found most poignant or most arousing.

Writing had always led to arousal as the towels on which I routinely sat to write could testify, but at this stage of pregnancy it had become extreme. Some days, merely rubbing myself against the rough cloth beneath my bottom could induce minor orgasms as I imagined myself a character in many of the tales I pieced together.

I would be able to do even more this when Izzy went back to university, but until then had the prospect of eight days of bad temper ahead.

Jack was going off to his University that weekend. His Dad — my first and now ex-lover Tony was going to take him and all his kit down by car, after which, the two lovebirds would be separated for who knows how long.

I knew Izzy was very worried how the new love in her life would deal with the many temptations that would inevitably come his way once they were apart. Knowing how badly she had dealt with those same temptations herself, it was hard not to see her discomfort as some form of justice.

Even so, I was not looking forward to having her in a filthy mood for her last week at home; a mood which would no doubt start the following morning when the time came for Jack to leave.

That thought was very much in my mind early that afternoon when my taxi dropped me off at the end of our driveway, having brought me home early from work. Pete had given me a lift in earlier that morning and the buses were at best unreliable, so the Uber had been my only real option.

I had felt very tired all morning and, according to Sandie, I had looked very tired too. She had suggested I took the afternoon off, had a rest at home then read through student papers afterwards or over the weekend if that suited me better.

I had readily agreed and, after filling my briefcase with unmarked essays, headed for home. Once there, I had dropped the briefcase in the study then had put the kettle on and taken myself upstairs to the bedroom.

There I had kicked off my shoes, laid down on the bed fully clothed and immediately fallen asleep without my tea and without even closing the bedroom door properly.

I don’t know how long I slept but I slept deeply, my slumber filled with the strange and erotic dreams that had characterised my nights for so long. As usual, images of Darren, the boy whose sperm had impregnated me filled my mind; of his handsome, olive-gold face inches above mine as his cock reached beyond my vagina, beyond my swollen womb and into the very depths of my soul.

But this time, as his golden body came closer and closer to filling me with his semen once again, the face above me became blurred and a different image began to form in my mind. However much I fought against it, I could not prevent Tony’s strong, older but still handsome face from materialising in my dream.

I could even hear his voice in my ears, dimly at first then growing louder, telling me how he loved me and wanted me. In my dream I replied in kind, promising to give him my body to have his babies.

His familiar voice grew louder still until I became dimly aware of noises around the house as well as in my dream, but in my dozy state I ignored them, rolled onto my other side and returned to sleep.

Sometime after that, my rest was disturbed by the sound of voices again this time definitely in the house rather than merely in my head. I thought of calling out but was still too dozy and my eyes were soon tightly closed once again.

Judging by the shadows in the room and the coolness in the air, it was some time later when I awoke, this time with a start. My head took some time to clear but after a few moments, I became aware of horrifyingly familiar noises coming through the half-open bedroom door.

Creak! Creak! Creak!

Was that bedsprings?

Creak! Creak! Creak!

Oh my God! It was bedsprings; and that could only mean one thing.

“Mmmm. Yesss! That’s niiice!”

My daughter’s slightly woozy, aroused voice was quietly but clearly audible.

Creak! Creak! Creak!

“Oh God Jack! That’s really niiiccee!”

A cold shiver passed through me. My daughter and her boyfriend were having sex. From the direction of the sound, they had to be in her room. If I could hear them this clearly, both her and my bedroom doors must be open.

I looked at the bedside clock. Of course, they wouldn’t expect me home for another hour at least and must have thought they had the whole house to themselves.

Creak! Creak! Creak! Creak!

“Mmmm! God that feels good!”

“You are so tight Iz. So fucking tight!”

My brain went into overdrive. Get away now, Penny. Get out of there as fast as you can before you hear too much or they catch you listening.

But how could I get out?

If I could hear them so clearly, even with the obvious distraction of sex, they would be able to hear me. And by the sounds of things, they had been fucking for some time. If they found out I was there, would they really believe I had been so deeply asleep I hadn’t heard them?


Creak! Creak! Creak! Creak!

The thought of what Izzy might say if she thought I had listened to the two of them in bed didn’t bear thinking about, but it was already too late to escape without being discovered. What could I do but lie there silently, trying not to hear them and praying they wouldn’t hear or see me?

The longer I waited, the more difficult it would be to explain my presence, but I could see no alternative. For a moment I contemplated waiting for a critical moment in their copulation then crawling on my hands and knees across the landing and down the stairs.

But I was no Royal Marines Commando; I was a highly pregnant fifty-one-year-old woman with a huge belly and an aching back. Besides, my route to the top of the stairs would take me across Izzy’s open bedroom doorway.

“Oh God! Oh God!”

Creak-creak-creak-creak!

“Oh God! Oh God! Oh God, you’re so good!”

Creak-creak-creak-creak!

The boy’s pace was smooth, steady and measured. There would be no quick fuck here; Jack was preparing to take Izzy all the way on a long, slow, infinitely erotic journey and Izzy-Oh-God was there, desperate to be taken.

Any thoughts I had of their copulation reaching a quick conclusion and them leaving me alone in the house were dashed. This was to be a long, slow fuck; no doubt one of many goodbye fucks that would punctuate their remaining hours together.

“Oh god! You’re SOO thick!”

“And you’re SOO tight!” came the predictable answer.

My position was helpless; there was no way I could escape without them discovering me. All I could do was keep as still and quiet as I could. But if I did that, there was no way I could avoid hearing what was going on merely yards away from where I lay.

“Oh my God! I’ve never been stretched like this before!”

Creak-creak-creak-creak!

“Oh God! Oh my God! Oh God Jack, fuck me! Hurt me with your massive cock!”

Izzy’s voice was breathless and increasing in pitch as she became more and more aroused.

Creak-creak-creak-creak!

“Fuck me! Fuck me! Oh my God, fuck me!”

Whatever concerns his mother might have had, they were misplaced. Julie’s nineteen-year-old son seemed to be having no problem at all fucking my twenty-year-old daughter. However inexperienced he might once have been, that was clearly a thing of the past.

Jack clearly knew what he was doing. And he was doing it to Izzy right now in the room right alongside me.

As I had seen on video with my own eyes, Izzy could be energetic and demanding in bed but if my ears were to be believed, she had met her match in this young man. Perhaps the imminence of their separation was playing its part, perhaps he had genetically acquired some of the undoubted skill, stamina that I knew to my shame father possessed.

Perhaps he had even inherited Tony’s short, oh-so-thick cock too. As I lay there not daring to move, memories of how incredible it had felt to have that monstrously thick appendage inside me filled my mind and made my loins go warm and tingly.

“Oh God! Oh God!”

Whatever the cause, in the room across the landing, Pete and my third child was being fucked to within an inch of her short life.

Creak-creak-creak-creak!

“Oh God! Oh God! Oh God!”

Was that girl capable of saying anything else? She was certainly earning her unfortunately-acquired nickname now.

Creak-creak-creak-creak! Creak-creak-creak-creak!

“Oh God! Oh God! Don’t stop! Don’t stop!”

Izzy-Oh-God was really living up to her nickname!

Creak-creak-creak-creak! Creak-creak-creak-creak!

“Oh God! Oh God! I’m cummmiiinnggg!”

Her voice disappeared, choked into a series of yelps and squeals as my daughter reached an orgasm apparently so intense that despite my crawling embarrassment and awkwardness, made me feel extremely envious.

Creak-creak-creak-creak! Creak-creak-creak-creak!

The creaking continued; the boy’s rhythm unbroken despite all that was no doubt happening beneath him. Izzy’s incoherent noises continued for a few seconds, then disappeared completely. Shortly afterwards, Jack’s thrusts grew faster, their rhythm faltering.

“Ngh! Ngh! Ngh!”

Creak! Creak-creak! Creeaak!

The rhythm was breaking and for the first time, I heard a male voice through the part open door. No words came, but the harsh grunts told me that Jack’s arousal was about to match those of the girl he had just brought to a rather impressive climax.

“Ngh! Ngh! Ngh! Ngh!”

“Creak! Creeaak! Creak-creak-creak!

“Cum in me! Cum in me!”

Above the bedsprings, Izzy’s voice was high and almost desperate. For a moment I wondered what she was seeing, looking up into Jack’s eyes; the eyes she had known almost all her life.

“Cum inside me! Oh God! Cum inside me!”

It was a plea I myself had made many times and to more than one man, lying beneath him, my whole body open wide, alive with arousal, fully prepared and desperate for insemination; maybe even impregnation.

Creak-creak-creak-creak-creak-creak-creak-creak!

“Ngh-Ngh-Ngh-Ngh-Ngh-Ngh-Ngh-Ngh!”

“OH GOD OH GOD OH GOD YEEEESSSS!”

Silence fell. The creaking quickly slowed to a halt and the house was still. My head was spinning, my mind full of images of what had probably just taken place so close to where I lay.

Jack was ejaculating inside my daughter just as his father had inside me, so many times. His semen would be spread across the entrance to her womb just as Tony’s had across mine - the womb from which she had been born.

Jack had brought her to orgasm in her own bedroom just as his father had brought me to orgasm in so many different places. As I lay there silently, despite Tony’s eventual betrayal, it was the good times in our affair that I remembered so very vividly — and there had been plenty of them.

Izzy was in lust and in love with Jack just as I had been with his father, though unlike me, she no doubt realised how far things had gone between them. My own lack of self-understanding had almost led to the end of my marriage. Had I really been prepared to leave Pete for my first lover based solely on sex?

The question was too disturbing to answer honestly.

Creeeaaak!

Was that the sound of a hot, sweating male boy rolling off a skinny spent female frame? Was that heavy breathing I could hear? Was that whispering? That was definitely giggling.

I pictured the two lovers in their post-coital glow, lying in each other’s arms, his fresh semen deep in her vagina, uniting them in the most feral, fundamental way possible.

Whatever his mother believed, Jack had clearly had no difficulty satisfying Isobel on this occasion. Having faked orgasms countless times myself, I could tell there had been nothing false about the cries of pleasure and pleas for insemination I had just heard.

Izzy had been fucked hard and fucked well.

The voices began again, soft and low. Although I couldn’t make out any words, the loving, romantic tone was unmistakeable. There were a few more creaks then the murmurs grew louder.

They were getting out of bed! Oh God! What if they looked into the bedroom and saw me lying there? They wouldn’t believe I hadn’t been listening. The embarrassment would be unbearable.

Could I pretend to be asleep? They wouldn’t believe that either; not after having made so much noise with both doors open!

Could I get out of the house? Not with them both in Izzy’s room. Her door opened straight onto the landing; I would be clearly visible as I sneaked towards the stairs.

“She’ll be back in half an hour,” I heard Izzy’s voice saying, getting closer all the time.

“I’m all hot and sweaty,” came the familiar male voice in response, closer still.

“I’m sticky too,” my daughter replied with a laugh. “I wonder how that happened.”

There was a pause just outside the bedroom door during which the sounds of deep, tongue-twisting kissing could be clearly heard. I knew that the bed on which I was lying wouldn’t be visible through the gap in the door but what if one of them stuck their head around its edge?

However unlikely it was, I couldn’t take the chance. As silently as I could, I rolled towards the edge of the mattress then lowered myself carefully to the carpet, the bed between me and the part-open door.

The mattress had creaked as I moved; I lay on the floor as still as I possibly could.

“Did you hear something?” Izzy’s voice was sharp.

“No, nothing.”

Jack’s voice was muffled, his lips swollen from too much snogging. Despite my ludicrous position on my back on the floor, I found myself wondering why Izzy’s weren’t too. But then I realised it might not have been just her lips he had been kissing and blushed despite myself.

“It sounded like it came from Mum and Dad’s room.”

There was another pause during which I held my breath, amazed that they couldn’t hear my heart beating. The pause seemed to last most of my life, but then I heard the wonderful words in Jack’s so-welcome voice.

“See? Nothing. Now I need a shower, Iz!”

“Will you be okay in there on your own?”

“Do I have to be on my own?” he asked archly. “Part of me seems to want company.”

Oh God! He was getting hard. They were going to do it again.

“The shower’s big enough for both of us,” Izzy hissed. “But we’ll have to be quick. Mum’ll be home soon.”

“I can be as quick as your pretty pink pussy wants,” Jack replied.

“Come on then. Big Boy,”

I heard the bathroom door close and the shower begin to run. Something about what I had heard was making me uneasy but there was no time to think about that now. This was my chance.

Under cover of the noise, I made a break for it, grabbing my shoes, padding out of the bedroom and tiptoeing barefoot down the stairs into the hallway. From there I went into the kitchen, donned my shoes, slipped out of the back door and into the garden where I crossed the lawn and sneaked out through the side gate, gasping as I reached the safety of the road outside.

I stood still, panting. I had escaped, though emotionally not unscathed.

After a few minutes my heart had returned to somewhere near normal and I could think more clearly. I looked at my watch; in ten minutes the bus would go past and I could pretend I had come home on it. I could boldly walk down the driveway and noisily open the door as if arriving for the first time. If they were still doing it, they would have plenty of time to make themselves decent.

It would do. It would have to do.

Meanwhile I needed to keep myself occupied; a trip around the block should do it. I could do with the fresh air and exercise anyway.

My heart was still pounding as I began to walk along the road we had lived on for so many years. It was a warm, pleasant afternoon and it should have been a pleasant walk but the niggle at the back of my mind began to make its presence felt again.

What was it I had heard that was making me so uncomfortable? As if having heard my own daughter being fucked to an impressive orgasm by her boyfriend wasn’t enough discomfort for one afternoon, what else had happened to disturb me even further?

Hearing all that sex had been awkward in the extreme, but that wasn’t it. I ran over Izzy and Jack’s overheard conversation as carefully as I could remember.

Then it hit me. I froze in my stride and a cold wave washed over me.

Jack’s last sentence came front and centre to my mind. Her Pretty Pink Pussy!

Oh my God. The last time I had heard the words Pretty Pink Pussy, they had been describing my own fresh-fucked vagina and had come from the lips of my first ever extramarital lover; Jack’s faithless father, Tony.

***

“Christ Penn! What’s got into you tonight?”

Pete pulled his rapidly softening cock from my still-unsatisfied vagina and rose on his knees behind me. I remained where I was, of all fours on the bed, my belly and tiny boobs hanging downwards. He patted me affectionately on the bottom and I felt a small trickle of spermless semen begin to run down the inside of my thigh.

It was the second time in an hour my husband had cum inside me — not a bad performance for a man in his fifties but I still remained stubbornly some distance away from any form of climax myself.

I had tried hard, tightening my pelvic floor as hard as I could and crying out the names of all my past lovers instead of just Darren, the father of my child (something Pete always found extremely erotic) but although it had been very pleasurable, the goal of a full female climax had not been achieved.

I lowed myself to the sheets, feeling my husband moving alongside me then rolled onto my side, the only position in which my swollen belly now allowed me to rest.

“You’re insatiable,” he smiled as he lay on his back, his face turned towards mine.

“Don’t embarrass me,” I frowned, though it was nothing but the literal truth.

“I thought you’d never cum.”

I hadn’t cum, but I wasn’t going to tell Pete that. My performance in faking that climax instead had been worthy of an Oscar. But then I had had decades of practice in such deceit.

“I’m knackered. Thank God it’s Friday. Thank God Izzy’s not home too.”

Pete was right; we had both been very noisy. Fortunately, Izzy was spending her last night with her boyfriend at his father’s flat before Tony took Jack off to University in the morning. She would be in a filthy mood when she returned but that problem could wait.

We lay together for a long time, me pretending to doze while my mind filled with disturbing thoughts.

“You called out his name tonight,” Pete eventually said quietly.

“Whose name?” I asked disingenuously.

“You know whose,” he replied.

Although he had long ago accepted both my original seduction and the affair that followed, Pete still didn’t like saying Tony’s name out loud.

“Oh him! Did I?” I asked, horrified.

“You know you did Penn. You never do that. Has this Jack and Izzy thing brought it all back?”

“I suppose it has,” I confessed. “In a way. It’s going to, isn’t it?”

There was another of the pauses that our conversations were littered with.

“Do you still fantasise about him?” Pete eventually asked, his voice a little anxious.

“Not really,” I lied.

In truth, since Izzy and Jack had started fucking, I had fantasised about little else. But how could I help it? Tony had been my first ever lover; the man who first seduced me, fucked me and started me on the adulterous path that had led us to the place we now were.

How could the man who had done all that ever be far from my mind?

He also possessed the ugliest, stubbiest, thickest cock I had ever seen — but my God, was he good using it! Even as I lay there next to Pete, memories of the extraordinary feelings and spectacular climaxes that deformed appendage had induced in my formerly faithful body were buzzing through my mind.

“Do you feel like you want to see him again?”

“You know how badly he treated me; how could you think I would want to get back with a man like that?”

I told myself it wasn’t really a lie. I hadn’t actually said I didn’t want to see Tony again; I had just let Pete draw his own conclusion.

“Hmmm!” he said, unconvinced. “I reckon we need to get you fucked senseless again. Make you cum so hard that we drive that philandering bastard right out of your mind.”

“You say the most romantic things,” I smiled.

“I’m not kidding Penn,” Pete insisted. “You nearly left me for him. I can’t have you longing for his cock again. I’m going to make that call tomorrow.”

“What call?” I asked, genuinely puzzled.

“Manchester,” he replied. “While you’re still in a position to enjoy it.”

He rolled away and we lay side by side for a silent minute.

“I love you, Penny Barker,” he eventually said.

“I love you too,” I replied.

Silence fell. I lay awake in the darkness, my mind full of images, my heart full of memories and guilt.

Tony had indeed treated me badly. Having completely conquered me physically, I had fallen for him emotionally too; letting hm fuck me whenever and however he wanted; in love and lust to the point where I had seriously considered leaving my husband for him.

Indeed, I had intended to do exactly that when everything went wrong.

Realising things had become so serious, Tony had immediately run scared, ignoring my calls and messages, abandoning me when I need him most and leaving me, self-respect in tatters, to deal with my badly damaged marriage alone.

The fact that Pete and I were still together was more a testament to my husband’s character than to mine.

According to his wife Julie, this behaviour was something Tony had done many times before with other poor, helpless, seduced, married women. She had chapter and verse available should it be needed for their pending divorce. Knowing all this, there was no way I would fall for him so deeply again.

But that didn’t mean the sex, while it lasted, hadn’t been some of the best in my life.

Hearing my daughter’s ecstatic wailing in bed with his son had brought back vividly my own equally intense, if less noisy reaction to the presence of Tony’s short but monstrously thick cock — the antithesis of my husband’s familiar member - inside my own body.

Perhaps if my first infidelity had been with someone else — someone whose grotesque erection hadn’t stretched me so tightly and made me feel so very good - there wouldn’t have been a second infidelity at all, let alone the affair that almost ended my marriage. Perhaps if Tony had been less predatory and unprincipled, the last year would never have happened.

But he had been predatory and unprincipled, I had succumbed easily to his considerable seductive charms and set in motion the chain of events that in a matter of weeks would result in me giving birth to a child whose father was not my husband.

Perhaps it was my hormones cruelly playing with my mind, but I simply could not prevent my mind filling with vivid images and memories of those first few weeks as an unfaithful wife. Of the secret assignations; of the snatched moments of intimacy; of the sheer pleasure of having that man’s cock inside my middle-aged body.

Of the way he had made me feel those first weeks; young, attractive, sexy; desirable and desired.

If I had known what was to follow, would I still have let him into my knickers that first afternoon after our train journey from London? Even with my belly swollen, I couldn’t put my hand on my heart and say no!

Now my daughter was enjoying the pleasures of Tony’s son inside her body. He had clearly inherited his father’s seductive powers but was Jack also blessed with his father’s extraordinary cock too? From the noises I had heard, Izzy clearly had no complaints.

Deep within me, emotions stirred. From deep physical memory came envy, then intense jealousy. From this potent mix came even more intense arousal. From intense arousal came the unthinkable…

I hardly dared believe that the thought had entered my head, but no matter how hard I tried to dismiss it, there it was, stubborn and unavoidable.

But this was pure insanity. Even if he still wanted her, surely not even Penny Barker, a woman now infamous for her bad sexual decisions, would deliberately let that philandering, inconsiderate, inconstant, unreliable bastard get anywhere near her knickers again?

Surely no woman, pregnant, cock-struck or otherwise could be that stupid!






Penny’s Promiscuity Ch. 39-40



Chapter Thirty-nine

A feeling of relief washed over me as the car carrying my husband Pete and our daughter Isobel passed through the gates and out onto the road, leaving me alone in the house. In a few hours’ time she would be installed in the city flat that she would share with her University friends for the next academic year and would be out of my hair until December.

After the last week, that was something devoutly to be wished.

Deprived of the presence of the new boy in her life, her bed and her body, Izzy’s behaviour had been every bit as intolerable as I had feared. Reverting to her previous short-tempered, judgemental, selfish side, she and I had argued almost every day.

As she explained, as if the idea of having a pregnant fifty-one-year-old mother wasn’t embarrassing enough, having to watch the bump that would shortly be her new sister growing larger every day was more than she could take in silence. The words weird, disgusting and unnatural had been added to her already unpleasant vocabulary, as well as the normal teenage revulsion at the idea of her ancient parents ever having had sex at all.

Given Izzy was now in her twenties, I had hoped for a more mature, more tolerant attitude but this was not to be.

More than once, I thought how happily I would have swapped the embarrassment of having to hear my daughter’s overloud orgasmic cries for the anger I felt hearing her cruel, judgemental outbursts.

By December, her new half-sister would have been born! God alone knew how Izzy would behave then.

And I didn’t dare even think about how she would react if she ever found out that she and her new sister did not share the same father; that the new arrival would be, as my mother would have said, a lovechild.

The only positive was that all this tension in the house had distracted me from the terrible desire that had been growing strong and stronger ever since Izzy and Jack had got together; the infinitely inadvisable but increasingly compelling idea of letting his father Tony back into my bed and into my life.

I had to keep my wits about me; though suppressed during the day, the idea kept catching me unawares during the many broken nights my increasingly swollen belly was inducing. The arousal that followed was powerful, impossible to ignore and was growing steadily in intensity.

Still, away Izzy had now gone. When Pete returned, he and I could spend the next ten or so weeks as a couple before, for the fourth time in our lives, Armageddon descended upon us in the form of a new-born baby.

As far as that part of the process was going, nature was being her perverse self once again. My fourth and most unlikely pregnancy was going more smoothly than any of my previous ones. There was no denying that my belly was bigger than before - much bigger - but my blood pressure was normal, my heartbeat fine, my ankles were their usual size, my back ache was tolerable and despite the warm weather, my clothes were still acceptably comfortable.

Though I never voiced the thought out loud, it was almost as if I had been born to bear Darren’s children.

With all three of my previous pregnancies and with Izzy in particular, all of these had been problems. She had been a tricky child even before birth and had been challenging throughout her life. But at least now she had returned to University, Pete and I had time for ourselves.

The first week of freedom from her judgemental attitude passed quickly and pleasantly.

By now, the scandal of a fifty-one-year-old Senior Scientist being pregnant had been replaced by other, more salacious rumours, not involving either Pete or me. This relieved the pressure considerably. My very obvious condition was no longer novelty at work which helped too. Though still a puzzle, fewer people stared at me in the corridors these days and Pete’s positive attitude towards the prospect of being a father again had helped dispel any remaining rumours about the unlikelihood of his vasectomy having spontaneously reversed.

Though many of our friends were no doubt suspicious, they kept those suspicions to themselves and life was carrying on as normally as it would for any expectant mother.

Well nearly normal; my libido was still extremely high, as the persistent tired look on my husband’s handsome face testified.

“Jesus Penn!” Pete gasped as he fell onto the sheet alongside me on Sunday night. “You’re insatiable!”

He was quite literally right. I was insatiable; it had been some time since any form of sex with my husband had come even close to satisfying me. Even Pete’s considerable oral skills had failed to deliver the orgasms I so desperately needed.

I had started to wonder whether being pregnant in my fifties had done so much damage that I might never climax again.

“I’m sorry,” I sighed, closing my thighs and feeling the tingle of my swollen lips as they were pressed together. “It’s me; I’ve gone a bit crazy, I know.”

“No, I’m sorry,” Pete replied, stroking my belly with his fingertips and licking his lips. He nodded towards my groin. “Shall I try again?”

“Thanks, but I’m too sore now,” I lied. “Maybe I’ll use one of my toys tomorrow.”

There was a long pause.

“You called out his name again,” Pete eventually said quietly.

“Whose name?”

“Tony’s.”

“Sorry, Pete.”

“It’s okay,” he sighed. “If it helps you cum, you call out whatever you need to.”

“It doesn’t upset you anymore?”

“Not as much as it did,” Pete dismissed the idea unconvincingly. “They say you never forget your first. I suppose that applies to first infidelities as well as first fucks.”

There was another long pause. I could feel my husband’s semen oozing out of my rather capacious vagina.

“It’s not as if you’re going to leave me for him now, is it?” he eventually said.

“That’s certainly true,” I smiled wryly.

“But you did come close,” he added. “And not so long ago.”

That was also undeniable. It had been the prospect of me wanting to leave Pete and move in with Tony less than a year ago that had frightened my lover into dumping me and showing me how shallow and unreliable he really was. I had come closer to losing my husband and family than I ever wanted to come again.

“Is he really that good in bed?” Pete asked.

It was the first time in many months that he had asked anything about that difficult time in our lives.

“I’ve had better,” I replied, trying to lighten the situation.

“And younger,” Pete smiled, stroking my bump again. “But none of them was your first. There must have been something special about him that made you decide to cheat after so many years.

“Your telling me it would be okay if I slept with other men did have some effect on my decision,” I reminded him.

“I accept I said that, but you chose Tony rather than anyone else.”

Pete was clearly not going to be put off this line of questioning easily.

“It was more a case of him choosing me,” I told him honestly. “It’s not an excuse, but he’s very persuasive and once he’s got you in his sights, he doesn’t take prisoners.”

“So I’ve heard, Pete replied. “That might explain the first time, but you were together for months. You’d been fucking him for four weeks before you even let me know it had started. There must have been something special between you.”

“We’ve been through this before, Pete,” I protested.

“I know. But this whole Izzy and Jack business has set it all off again in my mind.”

“In mine too,” I agreed.

“So what was it?”

“It’s hard to say,” I said, uncertainly. “I was flattered; he’s very attractive and I’ve always enjoyed his company.”

“That was obvious,” Pete interjected.

“And it sort of took us both by surprise,” I continued. “He gave me his usual Goodbye Grope…”

Pete snorted. Tony was known for his over-enthusiastic kissing of friends’ wives.

“But this time he just kept going. Before either of us realised it was happening, I was on my back with his cock inside me. Neither of us planned it.”

“And it was so good you started an affair?”

“It was good enough to do it again,” I confessed. “The affair just sort of happened on its own. Please can we talk about something else?”

I could feel myself becoming aroused by the memories of that first fall from fidelity. Given the last few weeks, the last thing I needed was another reason to remember Tony and how he had made me feel.

“So, what do you want to do about it now?” Pete asked.

“What do you mean?” I asked, genuinely puzzled. “Do you think I want to see him again? Is that what all this is about?”

“Maybe,” Pete sighed again. “It’s made me feel a bit insecure I suppose. Perhaps you do still have feelings for him even if you don’t realise it.”

“Pete I would never…” I protested.

“Never say never, Penn. Right now, your hormones are going haywire,” he continued. “You don’t know how you really feel or what you really want. That’ll change after she’s born of course but…”

“Please believe me Pete. I wouldn’t ever…”

“You mean that now, but right now, you’re not in full control of your emotions and desires. You need distracting and that’s obviously more than I can provide on my own.” He sighed again and there was a long pause as if he was making up his mind.

“That’s why I cancelled this weekend with Mum and Dad and booked a date in Manchester.”

Pete’s words caught me completely by surprise. I sat up abruptly.

“What?”

“I’ve done what I promised and booked Adam and Eve again. On Saturday night.”

“Oh my God!”

“I knew you’d be pleased.”

“Saturday? This coming Saturday?”

“This coming Saturday.”

“And you didn’t think to ask me?”

He gave me an old-fashioned look.

“After the way you’ve been behaving - in bed and out - I didn’t need to.”

“But…”

“Don’t you dare pretend you’re not turned on by the idea, Penny Barker!”

I sat there stunned.

“I know you need it and you know you need it. We know them a lot better now and I’ve booked them all night if necessary. They know what you like to do - and what I like to see.”

“Pete I…”

“Forget all the faking you’ve been doing.” I glared at him, but he looked straight back into my eyes. “I’m not stupid Penn. I can tell when you’re faking it and that’s all I’ve seen in weeks. Saturday’s going to be the real thing.”

He grinned from ear to ear and I could see his cock had become erect again.

“You’re going to cum so hard and so often you’ll beg them to give you a break. And I’ll be there to see it all happen!”

I stared at his, stunned before he added.

“Maybe then I’ll be able to get some sleep at nights.”

Pete rolled onto his side and closed his eyes.

***

The rest of the week simply crawled by, my mind full of both excitement and apprehension.

The excitement was obvious; for a woman with my doubtful past, the prospect of a night of the highest quality, no-strings sex with a very attractive man had a profound, almost primeval appeal.

The apprehension was perhaps less obvious. I had cheated on my husband often enough not to be phased by the morality of doing it again, especially as he so obviously wanted it to happen. But it had been many weeks since anyone but my husband had even seen my swollen, naked body, let alone thrust an erect cock into my vagina.

In my vulnerable physical and emotional state, I couldn’t avoid feeling self-conscious about my pregnant body and worrying how Pete would feel seeing his swollen wife in the undignified positions that would inevitably take place in any encounter with our professional friends.

Might he realise what I had done? To him and to our marriage? Might he fall out of love with me?

Pete of course gave me no tangible reasons for these fears. Treating me like a princess all week, he made his own excitement clear and if anything, seemed even deeper in love with me than before.

Work was little help. With only a few weeks to go before my due date, I had already put most of my projects either to bed or into the hands of one of my students, so there was little constructive I could do in the hospital to distract me.

I was tired too, so only worked there half of each day, the rest from my home office. Given this was literally in the room next to the place my first seduction and infidelity had taken place a year ago, there was no way I could possibly keep that event from my memory.

That of course brought Tony, my first seducer to mind far more frequently than was good for my peace of mind, my sanity or my marriage.

Every time I entered the lounge, images and sensations flooded back; the thrill of being wanted; being desired, being seduced. His handsome face merely inches above mine…

And of the incredible feeling in my loins that first time his short, ultra-thick cock had forced its way into my oversized vagina, the first time since my marriage any cock other than my husband’s had been within me.

And those orgasms… Oh my God, those orgasms!

Despite all my efforts at cleaning, the tell-tale stain on the sofa that my first infidelity had produced, could still be seen if I looked hard enough.

Listening to my daughter on the phone, tearfully lamenting how terrible it was to be separated from Tony’s son Jack, the new and apparently most profound love she could ever have in her life, made things even worse.

And with the thought of Saturday always somewhere in my mind, thank God for old friends when you need them.

“What do you think? Can you taste the difference?” Julie asked excitedly.

It was Thursday afternoon and we were sipping our second coffees in the local branch of a national chain. It wasn’t what I would have chosen but Julie, my best friend and soon-to-be-ex-wife of that first lover Tony, was something of a coffee connoisseur and had been extolling the virtues of their newest blend.

To me it was just coffee, but my taste buds were unreliable these days thanks to my erratic hormones, so I simply smiled.

“Wonderful. Now, where were we?”

At my insistence, baby talk had been banned from the conversation. I knew it would eventually be inevitable but for the last hour or so we had chatted about everything else; work, politics, holidays, scandal amongst our friends.

The latter was a relief, reassuring me that the gossip had at least temporarily moved on from my unexpected and unlikely pregnancy to other matters.

In that respect I am as hypocritical as the next girl; hating to think that my own private life was being discussed by strangers but quite happy to gossip about the lives of others. As usual, Julie was a good source of lurid speculation in which we indulged shamelessly.

From there we had briefly talked about my imminent transition into motherhood for the fourth time, and from there rapidly into my impending first Grand-motherhood. That of course led to the inevitable subject of the highly physical romance that had started between her younger son and my only daughter.

The loved-up couple had spent nights in both our houses so I had to assume Julie had heard their noisy, passionate copulations just as clearly as I had - though whether they had had the same physical effect on her distinctly unpregnant, petite, china-doll-pretty body was doubtful.

“How is he handling his first weeks at Uni?” I asked.

Jack had been away for a full week longer than Isobel.

“He’s pining,” Julie replied. “As you’d expect. He’s never had a proper relationship like this before.”

From what I had heard, inexperience wasn’t cramping his style too badly.

“Izzy’s being impossible too,” I sighed. “I just hope she’s getting some work done.”

Julie laughed.

“Have you come to terms with it yet?”

She didn’t have to explain; the new relationship was making us both feel uncomfortable.

“Maybe,” I replied. “I’m not sure but I’m trying not to let it show.”

I couldn’t tell Julie that the biggest problem was the vivid memories were of being fucked half senseless by her soon-to-be-ex-husband.

I certainly wasn’t going to let her know that thinking of her one-night stand with my very much not-ex-husband could make me feel almost unbearably jealous and insecure even now.

“How is your love life going?” I asked as brightly as I could manage.

“Oh, you know…” she replied ambiguously.

“Anyone serious in your sights?”

“I’ve got a few irons in the fire,” she said even more vaguely.

“But your needs are being seen to?” I whispered.

She smiled an embarrassed, shy smile which was quite uncharacteristic of her. This could only mean that whoever she was seeing, the sex was very good and that it was someone she thought I knew.

“Maybe!”

I grinned, knowing when to give up probing and leaned back in my seat, my hands on my rounded belly. Julie stared openly at the cotton-covered bump.

“I still can’t believe you’re really going to have a baby,” she said wide-eyed, adding. “At our age.”

“Well the evidence is right in front of you,” I smiled ruefully, rubbing my palms over my bulge.

“How are you coping now? Pete says it’s not as bad as you expected.”

“I’m pleasantly surprised,” I told her. “It’s as if I was born to… as if it was my first all over again.”

I was so shocked at having been close to telling my friend that carrying Darren’s child had been easier than any of Pete’s that I almost didn’t notice what she had said.

“You met Pete?” I asked casually when the realisation hit me.

Was that a look of shock or fear on her face?

“We… we bumped into each other in town,” she replied casually. “Didn’t he mention it?”

I shook my head.

“It was only for a moment,” she continued awkwardly. “I’m pleased to hear he’s right,” she carried on quite naturally. “He sounded ready to be a Dad again anyway.”

“He is, thank God!” I smiled, though slightly unnerved. “And I’m definitely ready to get back to a normal size again.”

“How long to go now?” Julie asked.

“Seven, eight weeks maybe,” I replied. “But I wasn’t within a week of my due date with any of the kids.”

That much was certainly true. Of my three previous births, one had been a week late, the others two or more weeks early so I had no expectation of hitting the date in early December I had been given.

“Rather you than me,” Julie smiled wryly. “Thank goodness I’m past that danger.”

I smiled back.

The next half hour was spent in very pleasant recollections of our kids when they had been tiny and the things they and we had done before Julie said her farewells and went on her way.

It was noticeable that neither of us made any further reference to either of our husbands.



Chapter Forty

After a troubled Friday and a broken Friday night, we drove up to Manchester on Saturday morning, checked into our luxurious hotel then had lunch it its casual café-bar. The journey was smooth and uneventful; I had dozed most of the way, my night-time sleep badly impeded by an inability to find a position in which my oversized belly was comfortable.

At least it kept my nerves within manageable limits.

After lunch, we visited one of the major museums the city has to offer. It was more Pete’s kind of thing; Imperial War with lots of videos but there was enough history for me to enjoy along the way. But enjoyable though it was, it was nowhere near enough to distract me from the fears and anxieties of the evening’s planned entertainment.

Okay, I had met our soon-to-be-lovers before, had been fucked silly by Adam both in my vagina and rectum and had been transported to a new level of sexual delight, but that had been months ago when my pregnancy was relatively new and when I was clothed, hardly noticeable.

Now, seven months gone, things were very different. My belly was enormous, completely unmistakeable and although I was still fit and healthy, I had definitely put on a few pounds and was waddling like a heavily pregnant woman in a nineteen-sixties comedy.

The one positive effect was that my previously almost non-existent boobs had grown to the extent that they would actually move on my chest if I did not wear a bra of some kind. They were still tiny by most women’s standards, but the change did make me feel much more feminine.


The afternoon’s activities had made me tired, so I spent a good hour dozing on one of the room’s large double beds before Pete and I had an early dinner in the restaurant.

Pete joked that it was probably the only time I would sleep in that bed before breakfast.

After dinner we had a glass of champagne in the room - the only alcohol I was going to allow myself all weekend. Then I had a long, relaxing bath, taking great care to deal thoroughly with all the body hair I could find. This careful preparation helped calm some of the millions of butterflies that had decided to nest in my tummy.

As Pete sat on the edge of the bath watching me shave, I could see apprehension on his face as well as arousal between his thighs. In a strange way, seeing his anxiety had a calming effect on my own.

The night was clearly going to be a nerve-wracking experience for us both.

“How do you feel?” he asked when I had washed the conditioner from my hair.

It was a silly question and we both knew it but what else could he have said?

“Nervous. Excited.” I replied.

“Horny?”

“Not yet, but I’m sure that will come soon,” I smiled, raising my freshly-shaved body from the water.

Pete handed me one of the room’s luxuriously soft while bath towels and I patted myself down before applying body lotion and other unguents to the most important areas of my exposed flesh - especially the tightly-stretched skin covering my tummy.

“Even my stretch marks have stretch marks,” I sighed.

“I don’t care,” Pete replied. “And I’m sure Adam won’t care either. I think he was rather fascinated by you.”

Though Pete didn’t know for certain, Adam had indeed been intrigued by me. Perhaps more familiar with women’s bellies that most men, he had spotted my pregnancy in its early stages and had confessed with some excitement that I was his first pregnant client.

At least, I thought, the first client that was pregnant at the beginning of the evening. I smiled inwardly as I wondered whether any women had unknowingly left in that condition as well as satisfied.

“Don’t be silly,” I blushed, pulling the black hold-up stockings that I had previously thought only suitable for sluts but which I now looked forward to wearing.

Reaching over to the bed for my black lace panties, my thighs opened automatically, revealing my recent handiwork between.

“I like it when you shave down there,” Pete said quietly. “At least, I like it when I know why you’re doing it and what for.”

I smiled back.

“It excites me too,” I confessed. “I could keep myself bare all the time if you wanted?”

“Let’s save it for special occasions,” he grinned. “Like tonight.”

We dressed in near silence, both feeling increasingly anxious as the hands on the bedside clock gradually moved towards the magic hour of nine o’clock. Once dressed, Pete passed me my clothes and jewellery item by item as I requested, his hands trembling as he fastened the gold pendant behind my neck.

“Are you ready?” he asked once I had surveyed myself in the full-length wall mirror, seeing the albeit well-dressed reflection of a tired, distinctly middle-aged woman with an enormous, bulging belly.

“Ready as I ever will be,” I replied, my heart thumping.

“Then let’s go!”

As we descended to the bar in the lift, I couldn’t help giving both of us a long hard looking over in its unflattering, floor-to-ceiling mirrors.

It’s in a woman’s nature to be overly self-critical, but I have to say that by the time we reached the ground floor, a good deal of my previous shaky confidence had evaporated.

Although my short, carefully-chosen maternity dress followed my shape perfectly, the legs it displayed rather too much of, looked bony rather than shapely and definitely belonged to a woman in her fifties.

Although my recently-darkened, shoulder length hair still had its hormone-induced sheen and my skin still glowed, my face showed much of the tiredness and anxiety I felt inside.

Pete on the other hand seemed to have grown ten years younger. In his chinos and tailored shirt, he looked confident, fit and strong, and to my eye, simply in a different class to the older, pregnant woman on his arm.

The fact that he couldn’t keep his sparkling eyes off my body went some way to reassure me, but as the lift doors opened and I stepped out into the busy bar, I was not feeling either my most confident, most sexy or most desirable.

Pete had promised me that there was to be a surprise that night. In the end there were many surprises but the first was that when we arrived at the secluded corner table where our friends were already installed, Pete melted away. Eve followed him immediately after kissing me hello, so her husband and I spent the next half hour as if we were simply a couple on a date.

I have to say it was a very pleasant experience.

“It’s great to see you again Alice,” he said, kissing me lightly on the lips. “You look simply amazing.”

For a second, I wondered who Alice was then remembered that when we had first met, in my haste to give him a false name, I had chosen the central character of one of my stories.

That night I had been Alice so tonight I must be Alice again.

Whatever his education and manual day job might be, Adam was an expert at making a girl feel special. The fact that we already knew each other very intimately was a great help, but after only a few minutes in his company we were flirting, chatting and touching each other’s hands and arms in a relaxed way I would have thought impossible only half an hour before.

Adam asked bright, genuine questions about me rather than simply talking about himself. But more than that, he actually listened to my answers, as if he viewed me as a new and interesting friend to be discovered and enjoyed rather than a captive audience or a lucrative client.

Any girl reading this will immediately know what I mean.

Okay, we didn’t have the same educational background or come from the same income tier, but it didn’t matter. I’m sure his strong Manchester accent would have grated after a few days too, but for an evening’s companion, he would have been a delight even if we hadn’t been paying and sex wasn’t to be the main event.

He seemed genuinely excited and delighted by my advanced state of pregnancy, his eyes constantly moving from my face to my bulge and back, pausing on route to admire my enlarged bust. As we talked, his hand followed his eyes, touching my upper thighs and the lower part of my belly under the table.

His touch sent shivers through me and almost erased the feelings of doubt I had suffered in the lift.

Almost.

After half an hour, Eve and Pete still hadn’t returned and the bar was so busy our conversation would be inaudible to anyone sitting more than a few inches away. Adam clearly deemed it safe to move on to matters more overtly sexual.

In a few short sentences, looking me directly in the eye and with his hand firmly on my upper thigh, he began to tell me in a casual voice and in the middle of the crowded bar, exactly what he planned to do with me in the bedroom very shortly.

The butterflies returned to my tummy with a vengeance and, despite being in full public view, I felt myself lubricating rather more freely than my too-short dress could safely have concealed for long.

I’m sure he could easily have talked me into bed even if we hadn’t set it up in advance. Adam’s hand on my thigh worked in partnership with his low, sexy voice, raising my arousal to a level that was positively dangerous for a woman in my condition.

I can’t remember which of us led the other towards the lift a short while later, but I do know that all my resistance had melted away along with most of my inhibitions.

When Pete and Eve casually joined us at the lift door, I was visibly tingling with desire. I hardly noticed the sexually charged body language that seemed to have developed between my husband and his highly attractive companion.

“You two getting along alright?” Eve asked her husband, taking charge as she had done throughout our previous date.

“She’s warming up nicely,” he replied, snaking his arm around my waist.

“A treat for you tonight then,” his wife grinned then added. “He’s been practicing seduction ever since your lovely husband called.”

She slipped her own arm through Pete’s and moved close to him. He looked more than a little awkward.

“I hope you enjoy yourself too, Peter. You deserve a treat too, being a Dad again so soon.” Eve’s purred in her smooth, sexy voice.

For a moment I was horrified she had used his real name but then remembered it had slipped out during our last date. I felt Adam’s hand squeezing mine and remembered that the fact that my baby was not my husband’s had also slipped out.

For a moment it dawned on me that these two people already knew more of our deepest secrets than anyone else we knew. More than that, Adam had done more extreme and pleasurable things to my body than anyone had ever done. But far from worrying me, the knowledge of my vulnerability merely aroused me even more.

Then the lift stopped, the doors slid open and two couples, mismatched in age but with sexual sparkles no observer could have missed, walked and waddled down the deserted corridor and entered the large bedroom.

***

I do not propose to detail all that took place behind the closed door that night, though there would be much to tell. But as soon as we reached the bedroom, were all inside and the door locked, Eve took control as she had before.

“Strip her Pete. Get your wife ready to be fucked.”

Pete looked shocked, then oddly pleased. He came close, my knees trembled as did my husband’s hands as he slowly peeled the close-fitting dress from my body.

“Bra and panties too,” Eve commanded.

Pete unfastened the rear claps of my bra. It fell forwards into my hands. He took it from me then dropped to his knees and slowly lowered my black lacy panties to the floor, exposing my freshly-shaved, still-pink vulva beneath my large rounded belly and leaving me only in hold-ups and heels.

“She looks a real slut like that, doesn’t she?” Eve grinned.

Pete had risen to his feet and was staring at me.

“What does your wife look like, Pete?”

His eyes still fixed on my crotch and boobs, Pete spoke like a man in a dream.

“A slut! She looks like a slut.”

“And what do sluts like best, Pete?”

“Being… being fucked?” his voice was as much a question as a statement.

“That’s right. Being fucked. How does your wife like to be fucked, Pete?”

“Hard. She likes it hard.”

“How hard?”

“Very hard. Until she cums.”

“Can you fuck her so hard she cums?”

He shook his head slowly.

“Then give her to a man who can, Pete,” Eve commanded. “Give her to the man who’s going to make her cum so hard she begs him to stop.”

My husband looked everywhere other than into my eyes as he led me the short distance to where Adam was standing, already undressed. His cock was large, dark and semi-erect. He took my hand.

“Tell him what you want, Pete,” Eve’s voice was hard and unforgiving. “Say what you want him to do to your wife.”

The bulge in Pete’s trousers was large and unmistakeable, his hands still trembling with arousal. My own tummy was a mass of butterflies and I could feel myself lubricating freely.

“Fuck her!” Pete said quietly. “I want you to fuck her.”

“Can’t hear you Peter!”

“I said fuck her! I want you to fuck my wife!” His voice was much louder now and had the harsh, passion-filled growl that I had heard the last time we had been with our new friends.

He turned to look me in the eye, his words hard and cruel.

“I want you to fuck my wife until she cums so hard she can’t even walk!”

There was a pause. Adam’s hand tightened on mine as his wife spoke triumphantly.

“There! That felt good didn’t it? Well done Peter. Leave them together she’s his now, she’s not yours anymore.”

Pete stepped back obediently, his expression somewhere between fear, love and lust.

“Now come here and enjoy the show.”

For the next hour or more, Eve and her handsome husband took Pete and me on a sexual journey that will remain in my mind forever.

I remember standing near-naked, watching Eve and Pete quickly disrobe, then being pressed to my knees alongside Eve as the two men moved in front of us.

Then the two of us delivered blowjobs to our respective temporary partners; Eve’s mouth on Pete’s cock, mine on Adam’s. In my case the oral sex performed was clumsy and amateur, but I could tell that the effect Eve’s mouth and tongue were having on my husband’s loins was profound. His loud sighs and deep moans were all the evidence I needed; it had been many years since my own attentions had produced anything like them.

After a long time with Adam’s hardening cock in our mouths, we were moved to the beds. Adam lay me on my back, opening my thighs wide then, his head all but concealed by my bulging belly, delivered some of the loveliest, longest-lasting oral sex I could remember, even from Pete.

As a long, slow, body-shaking climax rippled through me, a surprised, delighted moan came from the bed alongside. I looked across to see my husband’s head buried as deep between Eve’s thighs as Adam’s was between mine and for a moment felt proud; my husband’s cunnilingual skills were clearly considerable.

Then Adam’s tongue found the underside of my clitoris and all other thoughts became impossible. As Adam’s lips and tongue worked their unseen magic on my vulva, I lost all track of time. Climax followed climax, shaking both me and the bedsprings.

Eventually I became aware that Adam’s face was no longer between my thighs. I was about to protest when to my amazement, it was replaced by Eve’s who went to work on me immediately, giving me no time to gather my feelings; still less to object.

The climax that hit me then was far more intense, noisy and body-convulsing.

It was only the first such climax I was to enjoy or endure that evening.

Judging my helpless condition to perfection, Eve abandoned my slit then lay back on the bed and guided my pink flushed face and dazed brain towards her own most private place. Then, as both our husbands watched closely, I remember giving her oral sex in return.

It was clumsy and inexpert; the first time my lips had touched a woman’s vulva since my first tentative explorations with a close friend at school so many years ago. I had never shared this secret with anyone, let alone my husband, but as my mouth filled with Eve’s pungent vaginal juices, memories of that teenage sleepover flooded back into my mind.

In those days we barely knew that our clitorises existed, let alone what they did or how amazing they could make us feel. Forty years on, I knew about both, but as I searched with my lips and tongue for Eve’s hard nub amidst the fleshy folds of her vulva, I couldn’t help feeling guilty for being so impatient with men and boys who in the past had struggled to find my own.

Although my efforts apparently yielded good results - Eve moaned and grabbed my hair and her juices flowed freely - I suspected her of faking at least some of her orgasms. Faking orgasms is something at which my own expertise was undeniable, and I recognised a fellow performer when I saw one.

When she had apparently had enough, she raised my head from between her thighs and sat me on the bed, my tummy bulging over my thighs, my chin covered in her vaginal excretions. I was panting, as stunned and aroused as I could ever remember being, and having broken yet another taboo, in no condition to refuse anything any of my three partners wanted to do with me.

Fortunately, I was in safe hands.

“It’s time to fuck her now,” Eve announced confidently. “Is that right Pete?”

I looked up at my handsome husband. He was looking at me with an expression something close to adoration on his face. Our eyes met and he nodded slowly.

“Was that a ‘Yes’, Pete?”

“Y… yes,” he mumbled, still unable to break our gaze.

“Can’t hear you,” Eve taunted. “It’s time your little pregnant wifey was fucked hard, isn’t it? Then you can fuck the life out of me! I’m not going home without it tonight, cuckold!”

The hard words were clearly as much a shock for Pete as they were for me. He smiled ruefully, raising his eyebrows in silent question. I looked back, my head spinning, then took a deep breath… and nodded.

“Fuck her!” Pete immediately said, loudly and clearly.

“What was that, Pete?” Eve asked with a leer.

“Fuck her!” he repeated. “Fuck her Adam! Fuck her cheating cunt within an inch of its life.”

Then Adam did what Adam had been asked to do and did it as well as Adam could do it.

In the large, king-sized bed alongside my husband and his wife, that extraordinary man simply and comprehensively fucked the living daylights out of my swollen, middle-aged body.

And I absolutely, completely and utterly loved it!

Though he was forceful, he was still sensitive, gentle yet irresistible, energetic and imaginative, paying close and vigorous attention - if you will excuse the crudeness - to all three of my orifices.

On that subject, I can say without fear of contradiction that Eve was right - some things do get easier and feel better with practice!

Taking his time and with infinite, intimate attention, Adam worked patiently and understandingly, to bring me extraordinary pleasure, filling my mouth until I thought I would choke, plundering my vagina mercilessly, exploiting my newly-discovered love of anal sex to the full until after less than half an hour, the ‘breeding frenzy’ had returned with a vengeance.

And all done with the greatest care taken to protect my belly and its unborn contents.

Much of what happened is merely an orgasm-induced blur as climax after climax struck without relief or mercy.

At one point, as I lay on my back, Adam’s body thundering wildly into mine with my legs lifted painfully above his shoulders, I heard myself begging him to knock me up, to make a baby in me and, at the time, I really meant it.

God alone knows how my poor husband on the bed alongside must have felt watching me, his wife of twenty-plus years screaming all this to another man right in front of him, but Pete bore it all in near-silence.

The reason for this silence became clear a short while later as Adam hammered his cock deep into my gaping anus. My knees were on the carpet, my arms and face on the edge of the mattress, my bulging belly hanging safely downwards while his thrusting hips slapped hard against my buttocks and his cock plumbed the depths of my rectum.

I looked up with glazed eyes to see that my husband’s attention was somewhere else entirely. There, only a few feet from me, Pete was fucking Eve. And if the look on Eve’s face was even close to being genuine, he was doing it very well!

Given the force with which Adam’s cock was being thrust in and out of my rectum and the waves of pleasure that were rippling through my helpless body, I could do nothing but watch, stunned as for the first time in my life, I saw the man I had married so many years ago with his cock in another woman’s vagina.

Unlike Adam and me, they were fully on the bed, but Eve was on her knees too, her face pressed into the pillow while Pete hammered himself into her from behind. His hands were on her hips as firmly as Adams;’ were on mine, his fingers digging deep into her flesh as he pulled her back onto his cock with every thrust.

The loud slapping sound as their bodies collided again and again, told me how wet she was as clearly as her squealing told me how aroused my husband had made her.

‘Slap-slap-slap-slap!’ came the sounds from Eve’s vagina.

“Yes! Oh God, fuck me, Pete!” Eve’s voice wailed into the pillow in orgasmic cries that even in my muddled condition I could tell were in no way faked.


‘Slup-slup-slup-slup’ came the reply from my rectum, but I was too far gone even to think of speaking as the umpteenth climax of the evening wracked my oversized body.

‘Slap-slap-slap-slap!’ from Eve’s weeping vagina.

‘Slup-slup-slup-slup!’ from my distended anus.

‘Slap-slap-slap-slap!’

‘Slup-slup-slup-slup!’

Beneath the onslaught from Adam’s cock, my tiny, dangling boobs wobbled, my hanging bump rocked and lubrication poured from what could only be called my cunt down the inside of both thighs. My anus had long since given up any attempt at resistance, its complete surrender leaving my body open wide to anything and everything my assailant wanted to do.

And what did he want to do? The answer caught me completely by surprise.

‘SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!’

The palm of Adam’s right hand struck my right buttock hard, three times. He paused in his thrusts, his cock still balls deep inside me as if to let my fuddled brain register this new event.

My senses reeled at the unexpected assault, my flesh stinging.

‘SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!’

This time, my left buttock took the full force of his blows. It stung wonderfully.

‘SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!’ on the right again.

‘SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!’ on the left.

It hurt! It stung! It felt… simply incredible!

I could feel my lubrication flowing even more freely down my inner thighs.

‘SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!’

It felt so good; I barely noticed that the creaking of the bed alongside me had paused too.

“Look at her Pete!” Eve’s hissing, passion-driven voice came from above. “She’s loving it!”

She was right; I was loving it! The realisation was almost as great a shock as the blows themselves.

‘SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!’ Adam’s hand fell on my stinging buttock again.

“Christ! Look at her face! Your slut of a wife loves a spanking!” Even hissed.

There was no point even trying to deny it. To my amazement, being spanked by her husband was doing the impossible; turning me on even more.

‘SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!’

“Look at her, Pete!” Eve pushed my husband harder. “Look! She’s got a baby in her belly and an ass full of cock but it still isn’t enough.”

‘SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!’

“Oh my God!” Pete’s voice sounded amazed.

‘SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!’

“Your wife’s s slut Pete,” Eve voice above my head growled. “Alice is a dirty, pregnant slut!”

‘SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!’ ‘SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!’

“AaaahhhhoooooGGodddDDD!”

A small but new and completely unfamiliar kind of orgasm rippled through my body, making me shudder, driving Adam’s cock even deeper into my gaping rectum.

“She just came Pete!” Eve ‘s voice was triumphant. “She just came with my husband’s cock in her ass! She’s a slut Pete! A cock-hungry, cheating, pregnant slut!”

My head was spinning.

“Tell her Pete! Tell her what she really is!”

Adam paused in his fucking as if to let me hear whatever my husband said more clearly. But Pete said nothing.

“She’s cheating on you now, Pete!” Eve continued. “Look at her! Right in front of you! My husband’s cock is balls-deep in her arse, he’s giving her a good hiding too and she’s loving it! She’s loving every inch of it like the cunt she is!”

Adam said nothing, he simply slid his erect cock slowly in and out of my rectum as his wife’s tirade continued, keeping me at a peak of arousal.

“Say it Pete! Tell her what you think of her. Whatever you say, it’s only going to be the truth. Look at her!”

There was a pause, then my husband’s voice rang round the room, familiar but with a hard, feral tone unlike anything I had ever heard before.

“She’s… she’s a cunt!”

“That’s better. Say it again!”

“She’s a cunt! Alice is a cheating cunt!”

She was right and he was right. I had been and still was a cheating cunt wife. On all fours, my rectum impaled on another man’s erect cock, my thighs glistening with my orgasmic juices and yet another man’s baby in my belly, how could I possibly deny it?

“That’s the way, Pete. Let it all out! Fuck me while you tell her!”

Eve turned away, presenting her vulva to my husband again. He obediently and immediately thrust his erect cock back into her vagina and began to thrust, hard and brutally.

“You’re. A. Dirty. Cheating. Slut,” he continued.

His words should have hurt but instead, along with the increasing power and pace of Adam’s thrusts, they drove my arousal to even greater heights.

“You’ve. Cheated. On me. For. The whole. Of last year.”

Pete’s words matched the pace of his resumed thrusts.

“Yes! Yes! I did,” I gasped in response although he probably couldn’t hear my desperate voice.

“You fucked. Our best friend!” he snarled, driving himself hard into Eve’s body.

“Yes! I fucked Tony.”

My voice was full of passion.

“You fucked.” SLAP! “Two kids too.” SLAP!

“Yes! Yes! I fucked them!” I wailed.

“It’s. Not. Even. My. Baby. In your. Fat belly. Is it Penny?”

Neither of us noticed that he had used my real name. From our previous evening together, Adam had guessed Pete was not the father of my child, but this was the first time it had been shouted out so clearly.

“No!” I responded, carried away by the heat of the moment. “No Pete! She’s not your baby! Darren knocked me up!”

“Who Penny?”

“Darren. Darren. Knocked. Me. Up!”

And with that, I dissolved into one of the most intensely emotional climaxes of my life. Tears poured from my eyes, my legs shook, my arms gave way and my whole body shook as wave after wave of climax overtook me.

This was too much for Adam. Though only partly in touch with reality, I still had enough consciousness to recognise the throbbing and pulsing of an erect cock ejaculating deep inside my rectum.

“Jesus Christ Penny…” he exclaimed as he came, using my real name for the first time.

I fell forward onto the rug, my arms and legs splayed helplessly. Adam’s body followed mine, his cock still inside me, still spurting semen into the latex sleeve in my darkest place.

Above my head, the bed was creaking wildly and noisily as my husband was reaching a similarly messy conclusion inside Eve’s no doubt tight, possibly spasming vagina.

For a moment I wondered how it must feel to have a woman’s body wrapped so tightly around so sensitive a part of one’s own… but then my own body’s convulsions drove all such curiosity from my mind as I came for what was to be the last time.

***

A few minutes later I was lying on my side on the carpet, my body trembling, feeling the heat of Adam’s body pressed against my back and the last pulses of his ejaculating cock deep inside my rectum. Behind my head, his breath was noisy and warm on the back of my neck. As I lay there shaking, I felt his strong arms encircling my body, holding me securely against him as my mind tried to come to terms with all that had just happened.

It took all the little self-control that remained within me, not to tell him how much I loved him and how I wished my baby was his.

Fortunately, before I could make an even greater exhibition of myself, we were disturbed.

‘Creak-creak-creak-creak-creak-creak-creak-creak!’

From above our heads, the protests of bed on which Pete and Eve were fucking came louder and faster as his thrusts reached jackhammer speed. The sound of flesh striking wet, weeping flesh filled the room.

‘Slap-slap-slap-slap-slap-slap-slap-slap!’

Pete was giving his all; his body slamming into Eve’s as hard as I had ever felt it slam into mine. His long slender, latex-covered cock was pummelling her cervix as it had so often pummelled mine but much faster and with a passion I had only seen in my husband after I had been fucked by another man.

‘SLAP-SLAP-SLAP-SLAP-SLAP-SLAP-SLAP-SLAP!’

Immediately after this came the loud gasps, wails and sighs of a male and female reaching the end of a mutually satisfying, intensely climactic copulation.

“Oh my God! Oh God! Oh God! Oh God, Yessss!”

Eve’s voice wailed in what was either an impressive orgasm or an even more impressive fake, followed swiftly and disturbingly by the familiar voice of the man I loved reaching a climax more intense than I could remember him ever having while fucking me.

“Nngh! Nngh! NnnnngggHHH!!”

Pete’s grunting was feral, almost primeval in its animal intensity. The rhythm of the creaking broke, its pace became erratic and even in my dazed, post-orgasmic state I could tell that within seconds, my husband of over twenty years would be ejaculating in the vagina of another woman.

Nnnnnaaaaggghhh!”

Then Pete came in a condom as deep in Eve’s vagina as her husband had cum in my rectum. Apart from our friend Julie, this was as far as I knew, the only other occasion since our marriage in which Pete’s semen had been pumped into another woman’s body.

My heart ached as I listened, my own lover’s softening cock still within me, unable to do anything but hear and cry.

Then the room was still.

Once his climax was over and every last drop of semen had been pumped into the condom, Adam drew his softening cock slowly from my rectum, lifted me to the bed and folded me in his arms. I held him tightly as my trembling body descended from the heights of its final and most intense climax, wrapping my arms and legs around my lover, crying with emotion throughout and begging him not to let me go.

I looked up to see Pete and Eve on the other bed, my husband behind his lover, both looking across at Adam and me as we spooned.

There was a look on Pete’s face which I hadn’t seen before; lust, desire and admiration were all there in abundance, but there was an aura of guilt mixed with satisfaction too.

Our gazes met; the regularly cheating wife looking deep into the eyes of her newly unfaithful husband.

There was a long silence while we both tried to come to terms with what had just taken place.

***

There was more than a little awkwardness as we both slowly disentangled ourselves from our respective partners a few minutes later. Both of us knew instinctively that something important had just changed but neither yet knew just what or how.

Adam and Eve had clearly encountered post-climactic confusion before. Unfazed, they rose silently from the beds and went together into the room’s large en-suite bathroom. I couldn’t help watching Eve’s slender, feminine figure as she moved gracefully across the carpeted floor and compare my own distinctly middle-aged body with its hugely swollen belly very unfavourably.

“Feeling okay?” Pete asked as he slid to the mattress alongside me.

I nodded, unable to speak, my head spinning as the final tremors of climax left my shaken, swollen body.

He moved closer until his legs were pressed close to mine. I could see his cock, long, dark but now flaccid lying on his sticky inner thigh; the cock that had just brought so much genuine pleasure to his temporary lover. I could feel the soreness between my buttocks beginning to replace the pleasure of my recent penetration.

“Are you sure?” he asked again. “You’re crying.”

“I’m okay,” I insisted, unable to stop the tears. “It was just… a bit too much.”

Pete looked at me with a frown on his handsome face then lowered me to the mattress.

“I understand,” he whispered, running his fingers along my jawline.

It was intended as affection, but I could smell Eve’s powerful orgasmic juices on his hand.

I was too dazed and exhausted to do anything more than lie on the bed while our friends calmly and relaxedly washed and dressed themselves. Pete was talking softly to them both. I couldn’t make out the words, but the atmosphere was warm and friendly.

Before leaving, Adam came to the bed and kissed me full on the lips, as did his wife before wishing me goodnight.

“Good luck with the baby,” Eve smiled. “Whoever’s it is.”

I smiled ruefully at their backs as Pete showed them both to the door, kissing Eve on the mouth and shaking Adam warmly by the hand, thanking them profusely before closing and locking the door and returning to the bed and his naked, spent wife.

“It’s over,” he smiled, stroking my arm. “How do you feel now?”

“Exhausted,” I replied, my eyes half closed.

“I bet. Was it as good as last time?”

“What did it look like?”

“It looked like you were having a pretty good time,” he grinned.

“Not just me this time,” I chided.

Pete flushed as if embarrassed.

“Is that upsetting you?” he asked.

“Of course not,” I lied. “I’m hardly in a condition to complain.”

He bent over and kissed me on the forehead.

“You’re amazing, Penny Barker,” he said. “Do you want me to run you a bath?”

I shook my head.

“I just need to sleep,” I sighed. “Can we clean up in the morning?”

“Just one last thing…”

Pete smiled, rolling me onto my back, my legs opening instinctively. Pete spread my thighs then paid my abused vulva some very pleasant attention with his tongue before mounting my spent, unresisting body.

I was too tired to play my part with any enthusiasm and so loose around his shaft that it took a long time for my husband to reach orgasm, but when he did eventually cum, his ejaculation was copious and messy.

We fell asleep, back-to-back under the light duvet.

***

Needless to say, the following morning I was battered and sore. Pete and I woke late; too late for a hotel breakfast. As I washed the sticky evidence from my body in a warm, deep bath I found tiny reminders of the night’s activities all over me.

Little bite nips, small bruises around my inner thighs, bright pink marks on my buttocks and of course, a very sore, slightly gaping anus, just like the last time I had woken in such a room.

But not everything was like the last time and this was unsettling me more than a little. One thing was profoundly different. This time I wasn’t the only one who had been fucked to within an inch of their life. This time I had watched as my husband had fucked another woman, confidently and effectively.

He had looked handsome and capable as he did it; like the man I loved but much more so. I no longer felt I knew him as well as I had before. To my surprise and horror, and despite the outrageous hypocrisy of it all, I felt intensely jealous.

“Feeling better now?” Pete asked as he brought me a cup of lukewarm tea.

“Tired and sore,” I replied.

He perched on the edge of the mattress. There was a long silence during which neither of us seemed able to look the other in the eye.

“Did you… enjoy the evening?” he asked tentatively as if unsure what reply he might get.

“About as much as you did,” I answered acidly, then metaphorically shook myself into a more reasonable frame of mind.

“Sorry I…” Pete began.

“No! I’m sorry,” I interrupted. “I’m being unfair. I had an amazing time, couldn’t you tell?”

He looked ashamed.

“No of course. You were having a good time too.”

“Penny I…”

“You don’t have to say anything Pete. If I’m getting fucked to Hell and back why shouldn’t you get a share of the pleasure. It’s only fair; it’s just that I wasn’t expecting it, that’s all.”

Pete looked relieved.

“To be honest, I wasn’t expecting it either. She just came on to me more and more as her husband got deeper and deeper into your knickers and before I realised what I was doing…”

“You were fucking her on the bed?”

“It sounds pathetic, doesn’t it?” Pete said quietly.

I laughed.

“It sounds like something as teenage girl might say after losing her virginity to the wrong boy. And equally unconvincing.”

“Are you upset?”

“I’m insanely jealous,” I joked - well, partly joked. “You’ll have to make it up to me today.”

“How?” he asked, clearly relieved.

I shuffled on the bed to get more comfortable. A bolt of pain shot from my anus deep into my belly.

“Well it won’t be in bed for a while,” I sighed ruefully. “I’m afraid I’m ruined down there for a good few days.”

“I’ll run you a bath,” he grinned. “And I’ll get the Vaseline.”

“You brought Vaseline?” I asked, amazed.

“After last time, I had a feeling this might happen.”

The bath was wonderful for my aching limbs, but the soapy water stung my poor, mistreated sphincter and my red-raw vulva very badly. I dressed carefully in the loosest maternity clothes I had brought and half an hour later descended in the lift to the lobby.

We had a late, leisurely breakfast in a nearby café then spent the day visiting galleries and some of the extraordinary museums Manchester has to offer before doing a little shopping. The weather was uncharacteristically kind for the time of year and as we walked anonymously through the busy streets holding hands, we must have looked outwardly like a conventional, slightly older couple.

The fact that the wife was pregnant at her age might have drawn a few puzzled looks but only a few.

But inside my head, things were anything but conventional.
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Chapter Forty-One

There’s always a price to pay for pleasure.

Although there was no denying that I had enjoyed every moment of our date with Adam and Eve and had discovered a wonderful new level of sheer physical pleasure, the degree to which it unsettled me afterwards was far greater than I had expected.

By now I knew how easily I could make bad decisions hen highly aroused, so my own actions and activities that evening came as no surprise. Penny Barker had behaved like the cock-hungry slut she was and had loved it.

No. The problem, such as it as, lay with Pete.

Now my husband had not only twice watched me being fucked in the most undignified way possible by another man, he had himself delivered the kind of stellar performance in bed that he and I hadn’t enjoyed for decades, fucking a younger, much more attractive woman to a massive, clearly genuine orgasm far more effectively than he had ever fucked me.

Having just very successfully fucked such a woman, how would my husband now feel about me?

As if that wasn’t enough worry, as far as I knew, he had previously provided my closest friend Julie with an equally impressive night of satisfaction in all her orifices.

Though his one night with her could still upset me, the details had mostly been in my imagination. Eve was different; I had been close enough to see, hear and even smell the two of them in action. Eve’s orgasms had been real; the aroma emanating from their bed was unmistakeable.

And if Pete could do such a comprehensive job of fucking first Julie then Eve, why had our sex life become as stale and moribund it had?

And Pete and Julie had had at least one conversation without my presence since then. Why did that make me so uneasy?

Was it all my fault of all in my mind? Was I the problem? Or was it just pregnancy that was making me doubt my husband’s commitment?

That question in particular haunted me for the next few weeks. The fact that the sum total of my husband’s supposed infidelities was far fewer than the number of times my unfaithful body had been filled with another man’s cum, provided little relief.

The one-sided selfishness of my behaviour over the last year had been brought home in the most basic way possible. Now I understood that I was not the only sexually desirable person in our marriage. I could not take his love and attention for granted.

My husband Pete was every bit as sexual a being as me; good looking, desirable and very good in bed. If he wanted another lover, he would have no difficulty finding one and keeping her satisfied.

It took all my willpower to play the role of happy, contented wife the next day, a problem made far worse by the regular reminders of our joint infidelities that sprang so frequently from the soreness between my thighs and buttocks.

I was far too sore to make love with my husband that night or the following two, leaving me without even that simple physical reassurance. Pete did not even try to persuade me to have sex. No doubt he thought he was being sensitive to my predicament, but at the time I couldn’t help interpreting it as a loss of interest in me.

The physical evidence of infidelity on both our bodies did not help.

Indeed, the love-bite Eve had left on my husband’s neck could still be identified if he wore a low-necked shirt; something he was obliged to do in theatre. The unmissable and unmistakeable dark patch had caused a great deal of amusement at work during the week. Well-meant but rather ill-judged jokes about the demands a highly pregnant wife put on her husband in bed had plagued Pete all week.

And why in God’s name could I not keep the memories of my first infidelity from my conscious mind?

Why did vivid images of Tony’s handsome-but-completely-amoral face visit me in my dreams, day and night?

Why did the incredible feeling of his thick, stubby cock being repeatedly thrust in and out of my vagina keep returning, leaving me highly aroused and in frequent need of a change of knickers?

If Pete could tell what turmoil was going around inside me, he made no mention of it. Indeed, he showed no sign of being anything but happy with our marriage, our sex life and our impending parent and grandparenthood.

I knew I had no right to feel illused; after the last year, this was nothing more than justice being done, but in my highly pregnant state there was no way I could keep such destructive thoughts from my mind.

Over the next days and weeks, the insecurities that any seven-month pregnant woman might carry — feeling unattractive, tired, uncomfortable in her clothes, worried that her husband might no longer want her - were multiplied the fact that both Pete and I knew the baby was not his.

But I knew I could say nothing; all I could do was bite my lip, keep my silence, be grateful I had such a wonderful husband and pray for an easy birth in a few weeks’ time.

***

Time passed slowly but pass it did. Our sex life resumed with me paying a great deal more respect to my husband and more attention to his pleasure than I ever had before.

Perversely, this brought me more pleasure too, though still no orgasms.

Pete remained as attentive as ever, delighted by his wife’s unexpected enthusiasm in bed and apparently looking forward to being a Dad again.

The twice-weekly calls I had with our daughter Isobel did not help. Still lamenting the distance between her and Jack — Tony and Julie’s son and the new lover in her life - Izzy was angry rather than tearful and seemed to need to vent that anger on me, her embarrassingly pregnant mother.

I had heard the two of them having noisy, multi-orgasmic sex in his room on several occasions, so hearing her complain reminded me even more of my affair with Tony.

By late October I was huge but there were still six weeks to go. From my vantage point above it, my bulge seemed to have taken on monstrous proportions; far in excess of anything I remembered from my previous pregnancies.

My bladder on the other hand seemed to have shrunk to the size of a walnut, sending me frequently but with complete unpredictability to the loo, which was awkward given that this was Conference Season in my field of research, and I needed to sit still and concentrate for long periods of time.

About these conferences; everyone knows that the British National Health Service is strapped for cash these days. The drug companies most certainly aren’t however, and it’s usually they who organise the larger conferences in the hope of covertly influencing decisions made by the nation’s medical practitioners.

With a month remaining before my due date, I was still very much working so attendance at the more important conferences was obligatory. I was on the train returning from one of these events in London one Thursday evening. It had been a long day; for a heavily pregnant woman, being on my feet for so long had been a trial, as had the need to sit close to the Ladies’ room during the main presentations.

I had treated myself to a First-Class ticket, justifying the extra expense on the grounds that I no longer fitted comfortably into a standard seat and could not take the risk of having to stand if the train was busy.

As it was, there were plenty of spaces so as we left King’s Cross station, I had a table and all four seats to myself. Tired though I was, recent events had provided plenty of material for my erotic writing so, given almost complete privacy and nearly two hours to myself, I pulled out my laptop and began to type.

The story featured Alice, one of my regular characters whose name I had adopted for both of our Manchester dates. Apart from the natural urge to remain anonymous, taking the name of a fictitious, unfaithful, sexually athletic woman had allowed me to suspend my own, more cautious personality and really let myself go as previous chapters have amply demonstrated.

Alice could — and now actually had done those things that cautious Penny might have only fantasised about.

As usual, the story involved rampant cuckolding. As my train thundered through the flat Cambridgeshire countryside, my mind was focussed hard on the screen. Alice was being fucked by her second lover within the space of a single hour and was reaching the kind of climax few — but by no means no men had ever produced in me.

I could feel myself lubricating as I remembered encounters I had enjoyed over the past year and, as those memories were turned into words, I typed like the wind, pleased that my dress was dark and the seat covered in leather so unfortunate stains would not show.

Immersed in my writing, as my character’s body grew more and more aroused, so my own real excitement grew too, making me fidget on my seat until I became uncomfortably aware that the gusset of my large, maternity panties had worked its way into my slit.

In other words, I had a massive wedgie.

I knew I should remove quickly it but for a heavily pregnant women, going to the loo on a moving train is a major undertaking. I tried to ignore the sensations emanating from my loins but that was impossible. I tried to adjust its lie surreptitiously in my seat but to no avail; the wedgie simply stimulated my inner lips and swelling clitoris even further, making me lubricate more too and setting the whole cycle off again.

My embarrassment, discomfort and arousal increased to danger levels. I stopped typing to try and relieve the mounting stimulation, but it was too late; with constant pressure on my clitoris, mind would not move on from the scene of fornication I had been composing.

Eventually I had to make a choice; either go to the lavatory and sort myself out or risk having an orgasm on the train in front of the staff and other passengers.

Closing my laptop, I lifted the seat arm, wriggled my knees from under the table then struggled to my feet in the aisle. The First-Class lavatory was in the next carriage, so it took some time moving from seat to seat before I reached the automatic door, slipped inside, closed and locked it.

Raising the hem of my maternity dress high and with the help of the wall-mounted mirror, I inspected the scene between my thighs. I eased the gusset from between my labia and pulled my panties down to my knees to find that my poor vulva was red raw, my clitoris was swollen and peeking out from between my lips.

My panties were so wet they were practically see-through. What was worse (and forgive the detail here), other fluids seeping from my pregnant body as a result of my arousal and condition had rendered them unwearable. I pulled them over my feet and held them up to the light.

It was hopeless; they were damp, stained and smelled strongly of aroused female genitalia. For a moment I contemplated washing them under the tap but there was no way they could be dried on the train.

Naturally the spare pair of knickers that pregnant women routinely carry for just this eventuality was in my laptop bag not my handbag. I would have to return to my seat to get them. I thanked God that my maternity dress came to mid-thigh rather than the shorter dresses I had been routinely wearing since my transformation into a Hot Wife.

I screwed the soiled panties into a ball and thrust them into my bag. Then I washed myself as thoroughly as two wet wipes would allow and pulled the dress as far down my thighs as it would go. The wall mounted mirror suggested I still looked decently dressed so, nervous and fully commando, I left the lavatory cubicle and began to make my way back to my seat to what I hoped was the safety of dry, clean underwear.

It took a good few minutes of hopeless searching before I accepted the fact that there were no spare panties in my laptop bag. I cursed audibly; knowing it would be difficult to lug a heavy briefcase around London all day, I had swapped my usual, large case for Pete’s spare one at the last minute as I left for the morning train.

I had transferred all my papers over but must have forgotten to swap the underwear too.

I swore again. An older man in a brown suit looked across at me. I raised my eyebrow in apology then steeled myself to spending the rest of the journey home bare bottomed beneath my dress.

But it’s an ill wind that blows nobody any good.

I can say without hesitation that wearing a mid-thigh dress without underwear in public might be unnerving for a normal woman, but for an author of erotic literature, it is a Godsend.

For the next forty-five minutes, the words simply poured from me. Line after line of story appeared on my laptop screen, my mind as much stimulated by the idea of being so close to public exposure as my body was by the cool draught that rippled around my legs and private parts every time the train doors opened.

As the carriage tannoy announced that the next stop would be my own, I actually felt disappointed. I closed my computer’s cover with considerable reluctance, but with the knowledge of a job well done. As I stood, I made doubly sure that the back of my dress had not ridden up and exposed my buttocks, then pulled my coat on as the train pulled up at the platform.

The station I use mostly for my London trips is what’s known as a Parkway; an out of town stopping point, away from the city with plenty of parking and a good, frequent service. As a result, it is very functional, designed only to get passengers from its large car park to the train and back without the distractions of shops and cafes.

Now nearly eight months pregnant, my walking speed had slowed considerably. The First-Class carriages had been towards the end of the train too so by the time I had got halfway to the barrier, most of the other passengers had overtaken me.

It was then that I saw him; Tony.

A good twenty-five yards ahead of me and oblivious to my presence behind him, he looked as tall and handsome as I could ever remember in a long, dark overcoat, grey scarf and highly polished shoes.

It was after returning from London on a train just like this that Tony had first seduced me, fucked me and my decent into infidelity had begun. My heart began to thump. I froze on the platform so suddenly that an elderly lady walked directly into me from behind.

I turned we both apologised to each other in the classic British way though neither of us had done anything wrong. I looked up and saw my former lover passing through the barrier alongside a tall, slender woman in a short black business skirt, heels and a waist length jacket. Her hair was long and dark, hanging down below her shoulders.

He only had eyes for her. Though I could not see her face, she seemed similarly smitten. From what I could see of their body language, they either already knew each other intimately or would very soon do so.

I followed, watching from a discreet distance, crossing the bright station concourse in the constant awareness of my lack of underwear. The large glass doors slid open automatically as I and the handful of other passengers approached, then passed through and stepped into the darkness outside.

There they were, on their way to the car park. Away from the main crowd, they were walking very close together indeed; in face as they crossed the road towards the park entrance, they were holding hands, their heads only inches apart.

Unable to contain my curiosity, I followed, keeping my distance but they were so focussed on each other I could have been singing a Christmas carol and they wouldn’t have noticed.

The walk to the car park was only ten minutes long, but provided plenty of time for the cool air to work its way underneath my coat and dress and find the damp, unprotected flesh between my thighs. I shivered, not entirely because of the cold, my thighs rubbing together as I strode purposefully along.

Crossing the service road myself, I approached the paved walkway, paused by the station’s tall, red and silver automatic ticket machine and watched as the couple walked slowly, hand in hand towards a car I did not recognise.

The woman opened the car’s rear doors, placed her bag on the seat then turned towards Tony. I caught a glimpse of her face in the streetlights.

She was about my age, about my height, about my class and looked as professional as I used to look before my pregnancy. She was the sort of woman who would move in the same kind of circles Pete and I moved but to my relief, I didn’t recognise her.

I watched while they took an age to say goodbye. From her expression, the woman was clearly enthralled to a degree that looked perilously close to that which I had suffered — and possibly even now still suffered.

Tony’s charm was running on full power as he helped her with her coat and as they finally began to take their leave of each other, they exchanged a long lingering kiss that immediately confirmed my suspicions.

I should have resolved to warn her about Tony in the way Julie had warned me but to my fury, the overpowering emotion I felt as I saw them together was jealousy; intense jealousy.

I watched as their kiss continued an impossibly long time, hands held tightly together, bodies pressed close. When their lips finally parted, I saw Tony’s hands flash up to their usual Goodbye Grope positions on her buttocks but, like me nearly twelve months ago, she made no attempt to remove them.

They kissed again then the woman looked at her watch. There was an exchange of words, she climbed into her car and drove slowly from the parking area.

I stood in the shadows as the man I had known so well and for so long stared at the woman’s disappearing vehicle, then made his way into the dark recesses of the car park, out of my line of sight.

I exhaled then inhaled deeply, unaware that I had been holding my breath throughout their embrace. My heart was thumping, my face flushed, my mind in turmoil and those parts of me that the cool air could unexpectedly reach, were tingling madly.

Go home Penny! Go home you stupid woman before you do something you’ll regret.

My SUV was at the opposite corner of the car park, which is probably why I hadn’t noticed Tony’s distinctive number plate when I arrived. I gathered my wits and my bags together and turned towards the pathway.

“Penny? I thought it was you!”

The voice that made my heart stop instantly was soft, close by, and alarmingly familiar. I froze dead still in the lamplight then turned towards it, my knees turning instantly to jelly and my tummy heaving with… was it fear?

“Tony! Oh my God!” I shrieked in astonishment and horror.

My former lover; the man who had first seduced me, fucked me, had an affair with me so intense that it almost destroyed my marriage then completely abandoned me was standing only a couple of feet away.

The expression on his face was one of genuine pleasure and surprise. I can only guess what the expression on mine might have been.

“Is that any way to greet an old friend?” he asked, a broad grin on his face.

“I’m sorry…” I stammered. “You caught me by surprise.”

For a few seconds we stared at each other. The skinny, swollen-bellied, guilt-ridden, knickerless scientist in her soiled dress staring at the successful businessman in his tailored, well-pressed suit, shirt and tie. His hair was immaculate, his face tanned, his eyes fixed on mine every bit as seductively as they had that first day less than a year ago.

Be strong Penny Barker. Be strong.

“I’ve not seen you for so long,” he smiled. “I’ve missed you.”

The barefaced cheek of the man was incredible. Wasn’t it Tony who had broken our relationship the moment he realised I was about to leave my husband for him? Wasn’t it Tony who had a stream of affairs with married women behind him and a wife in mid-divorce? Hadn’t I just seen him with another women in his arms?

And yet here he was, acting as if the last year hadn’t happened; as if we were still the close family friends we had been up until the moment his stubby, thick cock had first entered my body as I lay legs wide open on our lounge floor.


“What… what are you doing here?” I asked, trying desperately to retain some form of composure.

“Going home,” he smiled. “I’ve been to a meeting in London, like you I suspect. How are you?”

How on earth should I answer that? Fine, no thanks to you? Still married despite your best efforts?

“I heard you were pregnant,” he continued. “That was quite a surprise — especially after what you told me about Pete having had the snip!”

Was that a glint in his eye? Was he trying to make me give away a secret after only two sentences? After being so very intimate with him for so long, could Tony see through my defences that easily?

I wanted to run away; to put time and space between me and the man who had precipitated the last year’s extraordinary events, but there was no possible escape without attracting unwanted attention.

And if you are British, you really do not want to attract attention.

There was only one line of defence; attack.

“Never mind me,” I said with a smile and nonchalance worthy of an Oscar nomination at least. “How are you? I heard about you and Julie finally getting divorced. I’m so sorry for you both.”

He shrugged and sighed.

“It’s not what I wanted, but you know that already.”

I did indeed know that. What Tony wanted was the freedom to fuck as many married women as he could find, and still have a pretty, sexy wife to come home to.

“Julie says it’s nearly sorted,” I continued, rubbing in what I hoped was a sore point. “She seems to have moved on.”

He shot me a look and the twinkle reappeared in his eye.

“She’s not moved as far on as she’d have you believe,” he said quietly. “But yes, it should all be over legally in a few months.”

What did he mean? Were he and Julie still seeing each other? Was Tony, not Pete the man she had alluded to in our recent chat? I truly hoped so.

“How are the kids handling it?” I asked, trying to keep the focus on him.

“They’re being grown up about it, but they’re a bit baffled. Last year it was their Mum who was the fallen woman having an affair. Now it’s me who’s the Bad Guy. But you must know this already; you’ll have seen much more of Jack than I have.”

“I suppose we do see a lot of him,” I agreed. “But he never really talks about either of you. At least, not with us.”

Tony pulled a disappointed face. I remembered that face from our affair; it was the face he had pulled on the lamentably few occasions I had denied him access to my body.

“Do you have someone… special at the moment?” I asked archly.

“No-one… very special,” he replied.

Perhaps he hadn’t realised I had seen him with his latest lover. His hesitation told me that he was indeed having sex with someone but didn’t want to pass up an opportunity by telling a potential conquest this, however unlikely a prospect I must be. The man was incorrigible, but even after all he had done to me, I couldn’t avoid feeling his considerable attractiveness still.

Stop it Penny! For God’s sake, stop it!

“How’s Pete? Looking forward to being a Dad again?” Tony asked, making a stab at my weakest spot.

“Pete’s being great,” I told him truthfully. “It’s given him a burst of youth again. Loads of energy. He’d be a great Dad at any age.”

It was a good parry; the implication clearly was that Tony hadn’t been a good father even when he was young. It wasn’t really fair, but I needed to try and distance myself from the dangerous level of attraction I felt, and at that moment any barrier would do.

There was a brief pause in which the cool air found its tingly way into every crease and crevice in and around my vulva again, reminding me once again of my lack of knickers in front of a former lover. The result was rather more arousing than I was comfortable with. I crossed my feet to close my thighs try and keep the coldness out.

“We should get together again,” Tony eventually suggested. “Like I said, I’ve really missed you.”

The idea was simply ludicrous. I laughed aloud.

“The wife, her husband and ex-lover all cosying up together?” I raised both eyebrows. “I don’t think so Tony.”

“I meant just you and me,” he said quietly. “For… old times’ sake.”

Did he really think I was that naïve? That stupid? I could guess which ‘old times’ he wanted to recreate.

“I really do miss you Penny,” he insisted, at least sounding sincere. “Remember how special it was between us? I fell for you so badly.”

“You had a funny way of showing it,” I snorted.

“I know. I’m sorry but…”

“You hurt me, Tony,” I told him coldly. “You used me many times, you hurt me and you humiliated me. I was prepared to leave Pete and my family to be with you. You knew that but you dumped me anyway.”

“You have every reason to hate me, I agree. But please try to understand,” he grabbed me by the arm. “That was the reason I had to end it. I had fallen in love with you too and just couldn’t handle it! I’d never been in love like that before.”

Oh God! That wasn’t what I wanted to hear, even if it was true. No, especially if it was true.

“You really got to me, Penny. Your face, your smile, your cheeky laugh. “And as for the sex… Jesus, I’ve never known anyone like you in bed!”

Ridiculously, a glow of pride rose within me at these words, however unlikely they sounded. For a split second I wished Pete had heard my bedroom skills being praised so highly, just as I had been forced to hear about his.

But then this was Tony talking. How could I possibly know if he was telling the truth? And anyway, why would he still want me when he had fucked so many other poor married women?

And even if it was the truth, why on earth would I even contemplate starting anything that destructive again? However good the sex unquestionably had been, it could not possibly be enough for me to get involved with this amoral man, drop-dead gorgeous or not.

And yet there he was, saying all the right things; pressing all the right buttons.

“I’ve moved on Tony,” I lied, trying to convince myself. “I should never have let things get so… complicated. I was naïve and made a mistake. I’m happy the way things are now.”

“That would be such a waste,” he replied, ramping up the persuasion in his voice. “We were good together; very good indeed. Perfect physical compatibility. I know that. You know that. I miss it and I’m absolutely certain you miss it too.”

Could the man read my mind?

“Why else did you follow us… follow me all the way here from the train?” he demanded. “Why else have you been hiding behind the ticket machine, watching?”

“No, I..”

I tried to deny the accusation, but he cut me off at the first word.

“I saw you Penny. There’s a light over the ticket machine. I could see your pretty face very clearly. You must have been there all the time my friend and I were… saying goodbye.

“I know you better than you know yourself. I knew you wanted me to fuck you that first day long before you realised the truth. And I was right wasn’t I? And now I know you want me to do it again, no matter how many times you try and pretend it’s not true.”

“I’m going to leave now,” I said in desperation, turning away from him and towards the corner of the car park where my car stood.

He reached out a hand and grabbed my arm. Despite myself, the touch of his hand even in this unromantic way sent a thrill though me.

“Don’t kid yourself Penny; I know you too well. No-one can be as passionate in bed as you were and just let it all drop like a hot stone afterwards. After all we did together, no-one, least of all a hot, truly sexual woman like you could possibly be happy with just her husband.”

I could almost feel the heat from his familiar body. My own body began to betray me by lubricating heavily as if it knew what it needed to do to please this man.

“Remember Penny,” he continued. “There was a lot of pillow talk afterwards. I know what you really think of Pete’s puny cock and the hopeless way he fucks you. Orgasm-free, routine copulation you told me many times!”

I stared at him in horror, but he was far from finished.

“Once a cheat, always a cheat Penny. And I should know. You threw yourself into our affair every bit as enthusiastically as I did. There’s no way you just went back to being Pete’s faithful little wife again. No way. I reckon you’ve been fucked a good few times since we broke up and by a good few men too.”

I fought hard not to let my face give away the truth. Tony was right but I mustn’t let it show.

“And I’m not buying that vasectomy reversal bullshit either. You were knocked up by someone else. I know it, you know it and Pete must know it too. He’s not stupid. All it would take is a simple, easy test to prove it and then where would you be?”

I felt sick and began to wobble.

“What… what do you want?” I asked, aghast.

“Just as I said, I want us to be friends again, Penny. I want us to see each other again.”

“What kind of friends, Tony? There are many kinds of friendship.”

“Okay,” he paused. “I want us to be real friends again. Good friends. Close friends. Personal friends.”

“Friends… with benefits perhaps?” I added in question.

Oh my God! Why did I say that?

“Good idea, Penny!” Tony smiled. “Friends with Benefits. It could be our secret, like before. No-one else need ever know. Pete need never know if you don’t want him to. The kids need never know either.”

“Tony please…”

I had meant it as sarcasm — at least I thought I had — but he was deliberately taking it at face value.

“My flat is very private,” he continued. “The neighbours are out most of the day too. Even a crying baby wouldn’t be noticed.”

He was getting into his stride.

“It would be like old times — but this time we’d know where we stood from the start. No misunderstandings. No emotional relationships. No falling in love. No running away from Pete this time.”

I was staring at him, open mouthed. How could I even listen to this nonsense, let alone feel attracted to the appalling idea.

“We could just be Fuck Buddies if you like. Good friends who meet for the sheer physical, sexual pleasure they can bring each other. Admit it Penny. Your cunt has never had anything like my cock inside it, before or since! Your body needs mine as badly as mine needs yours.”

As if on cue, a small trickle of lubrication began to run slowly down the inside of my right thigh. My hands rose to my chest to find my nipples already hard, and not just because of the cool air.

Go home Penny! Go home now before you say or do something you’ll regret.

“You know I’m right,” he whispered, placing his hand on my pubic mound. “I know you’re getting wet down there. I can smell it from here!”

“But I love my husband,” I protested weakly.

“I know you do. I believe you. Being sexually compatible isn’t the same as being in love. Pete can’t give you what you need in bed but I can. I can’t give you the love and security you need; that’s Pete’s department. You need us both. You know you do. Why else would you be here, spying on me?”

“I…”

“We were made for each other, Penny. Neither of us is capable of being faithful now. We’re both tasted that forbidden fruit and know how very addictive it is. You’ve cheated on Pete with more than just me; don’t even try and deny it. I’ve cheated on Julie all our marriage. We might as well accept what we are and enjoy being unfaithful with each other again.”

“What about…?” I nodded in the direction the woman’s car had gone.

“Katherine? She’s a good friend too. She has a husband, two kids and a good, management job in the City. She’s lives about thirty miles from here and is one of the most intelligent people I have ever met — almost as clever as you, Penny. Far brighter than I could ever be. She earns more than I ever could too.

“She’s sensible enough to choose the best man for any job she wants doing. Decorating. Building. Fixing her car. There’s a man for each of those. She chooses her husband for a life partner and to be the father of her kids, but she wants me in the bedroom — which is where we’ve been all afternoon in her city flat.”

I must have looked either aghast or disbelieving.

“Katherine is simply awesome in bed Penny, but I would swap her for you in an instant.”

The look on his face told me this was the simple truth.

“Tell me you’ll think about it. No strings. No guilt. No commitment. You can call me any time you need a good fucking and I’ll come running. You know you want it Penny. That’s why you had to watch me now. All you have to do is let go your scruples, open your thighs and let me back in.”

I felt so confused and conflicted that I was sure I would faint. I must have looked like it too because Tony took my arms to steady me. I leaned again him for support, my nose full of the musky, masculine smell of his after-shave; the aroma that along with my own pungent juices, had filled my nose on so many occasions before.

Occasions I had thought had gone forever.

“I… I need to go home…” I gasped.

“Do you want me to take you?” he asked.

“NO!” I exclaimed then apologised. “No thank you. I’ll be okay.”

Tony helped me to my car and sat me in the driving seat. I fastened my belt.

“I’d better get back home too,” he said. Then he leaned close again. “Think hard about what I said. If you like the idea, you know my number.”

He stood up, turned as if to leave then leaned close again.

“Everyone wins. You get great sex, I get great sex. Pete stays in blissful ignorance and you can bring up your baby in the knowledge that your dirty secrets will remain just that.”

Tears began to form in my eyes. Frustration, confusion and powerful desire all rolled into one conflicted female mass.

“It’s an offer you can’t refuse, Penny. You’ll realise that eventually. You might not believe this but I’m a very patient man when I need to be. After all, I waited twenty years to get you into bed, didn’t I? And Christ, was that worth waiting for!

“Wait until the baby’s born and you’ve recovered, then call me when you’re ready to fuck. You won’t regret it, I promise.”

I looked at him, stunned as he left.



Chapter Forty-Two

The next few days passed in haze of fear and disbelief.

The heady blend of reluctant but genuine physical attraction to my former lover and vivid memories of the powerful physical side of our affair, fought against equally vivid memories of the painful, humiliating way in which it had ended.

Okay, Tony was a serial philanderer who could not be trusted to remain faithful to any woman, but was I any better? Hadn’t I amply demonstrated my own weakness where men were concerned, the most obvious evidence being the bulging belly that was now my most noticeable feature?

No, I was in no position to pass judgement, but that didn’t mean I had to agree to his proposal and make the same mistakes all over again.

My conscious mind told me it was an outrage; there was no way I should even for a second contemplate falling back into Tony’s arms, bed and influence.

But a woman in my advanced condition is driven by forces stronger than her conscious mind; emotions, hormones and a complete inability to forget how that condition had come about, conspire to defeat mere logic and produce questionable decisions.

During the day, there was no doubt in my mind. I would ignore both him and his suggestion. I was a married woman about to give birth to hr fourth child. I would not even see him again, let alone sleep with him.

During the night however, the forces of darkness and desire took over, bringing back more and more vivid memories of what being with Tony had been like, inside and outside bed. Our affair might have been misguided and ultimately doomed, but it had at the time, been the most daring and exciting period of my life.

And there really was no denying how incredible his cock had felt in my vagina. Short, and so thick it could almost be called deformed, it had stretched my oversized passage in ways no other cock had done before or, most significantly, since.

Okay, he had been my first lover in the decades since my marriage, but could novelty really account for the extraordinary physical compatibility we had enjoyed? Not even Adam’s amazing body and technique had filled me like Tony had filled me.

Fortunately I had my children to distract me. Or at least two of them.

With parenthood approaching for my oldest son Josh and his girlfriend Samantha, there was plenty to talk to both of them about what parenthood was likely to be like. She and I seemed to have established a bond of impending motherhood beyond simply being her boyfriend’s mother, which made me quite remarkably happy.

Long phone calls were the best we could manage given the distance they lived away, but there were enough of these to maintain the strong relationship we had established during our shopping trips.

Isobel of course needed equally long phone calls to bemoan the lack of contact between her and Tony’s son Jack. With the University term only a matter of weeks old and with large distances between them, neither had been able to visit the other so far.

Under parental interrogation, Izzy confessed that there had been plenty of parties to distract her and that several good-looking boys had tried to get off with her but her love for Jack was so strong that she had resisted their advances easily.

I silently prayed that Jack’s feelings were at least as strong and that his own defences were as impregnable. If he was in any way his father’s son, Izzy was in for a big disappointment but to be fair to Jack, I had seen no evidence of a wandering eye.

What did concern me was the almost total absence of communication from my middle child, Tim. Always the quietest of our three kids, Tim had been very supportive to Izzy when her first great love affair broke down — a direct result of her cheating — but had said hardly a word to or about his mother’s pregnancy or the imminent arrival of another sibling.

On the few occasions we had spoken on the phone, he was been sweet and polite, but I could tell there was something bothering him. I hoped getting together at Christmas would let me get closer to him again, despite there being a tiny baby around.

Pete was, as usual, being the strong, supportive husband I needed to offset the insecurities my pregnancy, our trip to Manchester, Pete’s considerable success fucking Eve and above all, my encounter with Tony were producing.

The expressions of love and desire on his face when he looked at me could be nothing but genuine.

We were still making love almost daily, my need for physical reassurance now at least as great as my desire for sexual gratification. The size of my belly severely restricted the positions I could now manage; my orgasms were now even fewer and entirely cunnilingual but Pete’s skills in that department ensured the pleasure was immense.

With over a month still to go before my due date, even Tony’s proposal could be put on the back burner for a few weeks.

Or so I thought.

***

“You’re still beautiful,” Tony whispered, running his fingers along the line of my jaw.

I shivered as his deep, seductive eyes scanned my oversized body. His fingers slipped the straps of my negligee from my shoulders, first the right, then the left. The diaphanous material slid smoothly and silently down my sides to lie in a crumpled circle around my ankles.

I stood before him in my unattractive maternity bra and large white knickers, my belly bulging so far forward I could barely see my toes.

“You prefer your women pregnant?” I asked with a wan smile.

“I’d have you any size or shape,” he replied, gently stroking my bump with his fingertips. “I just wish that baby inside you was mine.”

“That would have been nice,” I whispered in return, raising my face towards his.

Our lips met; softly, lovingly, both knowing that passion would soon follow but in no hurry to get there.


“I knew you’d call,” he smiled. “I didn’t think it would be so soon, but I’m so pleased you did.”

I could barely remember making the call myself, but there we were, in his flat, the curtains drawn, winter darkness outside, warm sensuality inside.

We kissed again, lips open, tongues entwined, his mouth tasting of rich red wine. I shivered at the memory and felt the heat between my thighs building as his warm hands explored my body from my shoulders to the base of my buttocks.

A single finger was drawn along the crease of my buttocks. I pressed myself forward towards his groin, feeling the thick bulge of his hardening cock against the large bulge of my belly.

The moving fingers rose up my back and I felt the clasp of my bra being unfastened. It fell forwards along my arms before I swept it away to stand bare breasted before the man who first drew me away from the path of fidelity.

“I love your breasts,” Tony hissed as his fingers gently cupped their smooth globes, traced along the crease on their underside then toyed with their dark, hard, proud nipples. “They are so much bigger now.”

Indeed, they were bigger. I had grown three cup sizes over the last few months but even now my boobs were still far short of any normal woman’s endowment.

“You men are all the same,” I grinned, my arms at his waist, enjoying the kneading of my newly sensitised glands in his large, strong palms. “You tell us you want us for our intellect but when it comes down to it, the bigger the tits, the better the girl.”

Tony pulled a face in protest, then laughed.

“I admit it! And I apologise on behalf of my sex.” I laughed too. “But you’re not quite right about all of us.”

I raised an eyebrow in mock disbelief.

“When it comes to a woman’s body, there’s one part I love best of all.”

So saying, Tony released my boobs, slid his hand down my tummy then slipped it smoothly underneath the elastic and into the front of my panties. A moment later he was cupping my mound, his fingertips exploring the soft smooth, sensitive skin then diving deeper to play with the soft collection of flesh within my slit — a slit that immediately wept at his touch.

“You shaved yourself?” he said, surprised but pleased.

I nodded.

“Just for me?”

I nodded again.

“I know you like it that way.”

“Oh God, Penny. There really isn’t anyone like you!”

And with those words, Tony began to finger me with a skill and dexterity I had forgotten he possessed. My entire vulva came alive to his touch, my clitoris swelling and standing proud, my inner lips parting to provide free access to the moist entrance to my eager vagina.

My chest went tight, my knees went weak and I leaned heavily against him as my arousal mounted exponentially. Within a minute I was panting, my legs opening to give more space for his hand, my face and chest burned with heat and a moment later I could feel a jet of fluid burst from my vulva and onto his active hand.

The noises emanating from between my thighs became so wet it was almost primeval. Tony finger-fucked my vagina and scraped the underside of my clitoris with a vigour that gave me no time to recover. The heat inside me grew and grew until a mighty climax struck my entire body full-on.

“MmmmMMMGGGHH!”

I sank my teeth into Tony’s neck as I came helplessly on his hand and arm, holding onto his shoulders for dear life. Again and again the climaxes hit; again and again I wailed and moaned, my teeth now drawing blood.

Eventually his movements slowed to a halt. I collapsed against him, feeling his strong arms taking my weight as he lowered me to the familiar sofa — a place he and I had fucked so many times before and on which relationship was about to recommence.

I lay on my back, letting him strip the panties from me without hesitation or resistance, leaving me completely naked. In an instant, he had lowered his trousers and underwear, once again releasing the monstrously thick cock that had provided so much pain and pleasure in the past and which was now the sole focus of my life.

All I wanted in the world was to feel that half-deformed organ in my vagina; my pussy; my cunt again. But even in this depraved state of arousal, my maternal instincts did not abandon me. I looked up into his eyes.

“Be careful, Tony,” I begged. “Please! The baby…”

With a broad smile, the man who had been my first lover covered my supine body with his, his short but monstrously thick cock in his hand. I looked up at him, my heart thumping, my legs turning to jelly, my vulva alive with expectation.

“You want me Penny, don’t you?” he growled as he came closer. “You’ve never had a cock as good as this, before or since. Admit it, Penny. You’re mine and always will be mine.”

I stared at his handsome face, at his powerful physique, at his tight buttocks, strong legs, broad chest and muscular arms. No matter what he had done to me — or perhaps to my shame because of it, he was right.

I wanted him; I wanted him badly. I was his.

“I can see it in your eyes, Penny Barker,” he smiled triumphantly, moving closer and closer to my pregnant body. “You never forget your first unfaithful fuck and I was yours.”

My whole body was opening despite myself, my legs weakening, my vagina lubricating for all it was worth.

“You’ll never be free of me! Whatever you do, whoever you fuck, your cunt belongs to me! You know it! I know it! Your body needs mine like your lungs need air!””

The harshness of his words struck like a slap in the face. Their crudeness hurt, their thoughtlessness hurt too but most of all, the truth behind them hurt.

Tony was right; I did still want him. I desperately wanted to be with him again; to touch him, to kiss him, to have that extraordinarily thick, ugly cock thrust so hard into my body again that my oversized vagina was stretched tight as a wire.

“Say it, Penny,” he growled, moving closer.

My eyes flicked from his handsome face to his ugly cock and back.

“Say it; you know it’s the truth!”

It was the truth. My conscious mind knew it. My subconscious had always known it but most of all, my painfully aroused body knew it.

“Fuck me!” I croaked as he approached, my knees rising, my legs parting instinctively, exposing my vulva as obscenely as I could to the man who had first fucked the fidelity out of my marriage.

“What was that?” he snarled with a leer, his cock now thicker than I could ever remember it before.

“Fuck me Tony! You’re right; my cunt is yours. It has always been yours!”

“Again Penny Barker!”

“Fuck me Tony. Fuck my cunt like you always did. Make it hurt! Make me cum as hard as you did before!”

“What about your husband? You’re a married woman!”

“I don’t care. He’s a cuckold. I’m yours, not his. I just want to be fucked by you!”

“What about the baby, Penny?”

“My baby should have been yours. Fuck me! Fuck me now! Make another baby in me! Make me yours again!”

His body loomed over me as he mounted, blocking out the light. I felt hot; very hot underneath him. I felt my inner thighs burning; I felt his hands on my knees, forcing my legs wider and wider apart until my hips were in pain. I felt the heat of his body over mine. I felt his huge, horribly deformed cock against my tingling entrance, parting my lips, pausing before entering my body, slowly stretching me tightly as it worked its way into the mouth of my vagina.

Oh my fucking God! How long had it been since this monster had forced its way into me? Too, too long!

I couldn’t see the expression on Tony’s face in the darkness, but I could feel his whole body tense and his muscles bunch and coil ready for the single monstrous thrust that would impale me fully on his erect cock and destroy any illusion I might have had of ever being anything but his fuck doll.

He drew himself back, placed his head against my weeping entrance and…

“Oooowwww!”

The sharp stabbing pain that seemed to pulse through my entire body made me cry out in surprise and fear.

Something was wrong.

Surely his cock hadn’t been this big a year ago? Okay it had stretched me terribly; but he and I had fucked dozens of times; I couldn’t remember him hurting me this badly.

He thrust again, harder this time.

“Ooowwww!”

“Tony please! Be careful! The baby!”

The pain became stronger.

“Ooowwww! Tony please…”

“Penn? What’s the matter?”

“Ooowwww!”

“Penny!”

That wasn’t Tony’s voice! The pain grew more intense.

“Penny! Wake up! Penny!”

What was Pete doing there? Had he come to watch Tony fuck me?

“Penny!”

As the pain faded, Pete’s anxious voice broke though the daze as I slowly regained consciousness, the extraordinarily vivid dream that had haunted my sleep still dizzyingly fresh in my mind.

I was in bed; in my bed; in the bed I shared with my husband. There was no Tony; I was not being fucked.

But the pain had been real. It still was, though not as intense.

It was dark; Pete was alongside me, concerned. It was Saturday morning, still very early. I panted as the pain eased a little more and reality dawned on me. Pete turned on the bedside light and looked at me anxiously.

‘What’s the matter?” he asked, clearly worried.

“I… I’m not sure,” I mumbled in reply.

“Are you okay?” he asked, his hand on my arm. “Do you feel ill?”

“I don’t know…”

I struggled to make sense of what was going on. All I knew was that I had a terrible pain in my lower stomach which wasn’t fading like the last remnants of the dream were fading.

“Oh God!” I mumbled, feeling very unwell indeed.

“Are you going to be sick?” he asked. “Can I help you to the bathroom?”

“I’m not sure. Jesus, that hurt!”

The pain was gone; I tried to get back to sleep but a short while later, another powerful pulse of pain passed through my lower belly again. My hands flew instinctively to the source of the discomfort; the large, very distinctive shape of my baby bump under my night dress.

To my horror, I found the hem sticky and very wet.

Pete and I had been out to dinner with friends the night before. The evening had ended very late; we had been too tired even to consider having sex on our return, so I knew it wasn’t my usual post-copulation leak.

“Oh my God!” I gasped, thrusting my hand between my thighs and bringing it back to my face as Pete turned on the bedside light.

“What’s the matter?”

I blinked and stared at my fingers. They were covered in fluid.

“My waters must have broken,” I gasped. “She’s coming now!”

“But you’re not due for over a month!”

“Tell her that,” I croaked as the contraction grew even stronger.

“Can you pull on some clothes?”

Pete had already leapt from the bed and was hurriedly pulling on a pair of old jeans and a sweat shirt.

“I bloody hope so,” I gasped, throwing off the duvet and with some difficulty swinging my legs over the side of the mattress. “Call the hospital and tell them we’re coming.”

***

I sometimes wonder why I ever bother making plans. Something always happens to drive a coach and horses through anything I decide should happen in any particular way.

Given the pressures and responsibilities of my job, I had intended to keep working until only two weeks before my due date — as long as my blood pressure and other things allowed. I had planned to spend the remaining time getting the last few things ready for the new arrival and resting up for the ordeal ahead.

At my age, I knew I would need all the strength I could muster, both during the birth and for the next eighteen years. Being medical ourselves, Pete and I had done everything they had told us in ante-natal classes; put together a birth plan; what to take, what position to use, what pain relief to accept.

Now all that planning went out of the window as my husband drove at breakneck speed through the empty city streets towards the hospital, my wet bottom on a folded towel, my body periodically racked by horrifyingly familiar spasms I had not felt for over twenty years.

Pete pulled the car to a halt in one of the emergency parking spaces outside the Maternity Unit then helped me stagger through the entrance. Being November, I had pulled a heavy overcoat on top of my night gown, was wearing trainers and had absolutely no make-up on so despite my pains, I silently prayed that no-one I knew would see me.

The arrivals nurse recognised an emergency when she saw it and within minutes Pete and I were in one of the more private birthing suites, walking slowly up and down, me leaning heavily on his arm while the midwives went through the registration process painfully slowly.

Because of my age I had been red-flagged so an on-call consultant was being woken in case things went awry — which given my baby was coming more than a full month early, had already happened. There was talk of assistance, talk of spinal blocks; there was even talk of an emergency c-section but I was coherent enough to insist everything should go as naturally as possible.

As I lay on my back, legs apart with a young female head only inches from my vulva, it soon became clear that whether things went naturally or not, they were going to go quickly. I was already three-quarters dilated.

What was also clear was that an important part of my preparations had been missed. I had planned to allow my pubic hair to regrow somewhat before the birth to save embarrassment, but the unexpected early confinement had caught me by surprise.

The look of shock on her face when the young midwife discovered that a woman old enough to be her mother was lying there in the final stages of pregnancy with a fully shaven vulva might have made me hysterical with shame had it not been for the increasingly frequent and agonising bolts of pain that gripped me.

When the girl called in two of her colleagues, my embarrassment multiplied but to give them all credit, whatever they thought about the middle-aged slut on the bed in front of them, they showed no sign of it.

Fortunately, gas-and-air helped dull my self-consciousness and three hours later when the baby really began to come, all of my concentration was on my belly.

I do not propose to detail all that happened during the birth; some things aren’t suitable even for erotic stories. Suffice to say that it was probably the most painful, exhausting, humiliating and terrifying few hours of my entire life.

In the twenty years since I had given birth to Isobel, my body had grown older, stiffer, less flexible and less able to withstand pain. There were moments when it seemed everything was going wrong; that an emergency operation would be needed. There were other times when it looked like a natural birth would take place of its own accord.

In the end I did need help but the final pushes that brought my newest, least expected child into the world were my own.

As soon as her head was out of my body, a tall, slim woman in a white coat entered the room and began to inspect my baby. I felt her being lifted, heard her cry, felt the drag of the cord across my inner thighs. Someone told me to push again. I did and felt the gooey mass of the placenta leaving my body.

I heard words being spoken, indistinct and serious but then a smiling Doctor placed my brand-new daughter back on my belly.

“She’s perfect,” the woman whispered. “A bit small and premature but I’m not worried. I’ll stand down the theatre; we’re not going to need that c-section after all. Well done Mrs. Barker; you did really well. I’m so happy for you all.”

I opened my eyes. The room was still spinning but the wonderful weight of my baby was there on my battered belly, warm and sweet-smelling, her head close to mine. I could see her deep brown eyes, a shock of dark, curly hair…

And her father’s distinctive, unmissable, olive-gold skin!
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Chapter Forty-Three

So it was that, just before my fifty-second birthday, my career and Hot Wife lifestyle went on hold, I took maternity leave and for the fourth time in my life became a new Mum.

It was to within a week, the anniversary of my first seduction by Tony. In a mere twelve months I had gone from being a faithful-if-slightly-kinky wife and mother to what I was now; the promiscuous, unfaithful bearer of an illegitimate lovechild.

In a strange way, I was very happy. Pete was happy. Despite it all, we were still very much a couple.

Being so premature, they kept Leanne and me in hospital an extra two days to make sure she really was healthy despite her early arrival. But there was nothing to worry about; however close to its Best Before date my egg might have been, Darren’s sperm had been young, fresh and perfect and had done its job well.

The evening before my birthday, Pete brought us home in his car. A happier father could not be imagined - neither could a more nervous one. But my husband’s concerns were not just for the wellbeing of his new daughter. Although the more dangerous, physical part of our problem was over; the more enduring problem of bringing up a child at our ages was about to begin.

And with that child so obviously not my husband’s, who knew what might happen?

Cards, gifts and flowers flooded in from friends and family, including my favourite chocolates from Julie and a hand-delivered card from Tony, which I concealed from Pete inside a book in our bedroom.

The message inside the card congratulated me on my ‘miracle baby’ and hoped to hear from me ‘as soon as I felt up to getting together.’ The idea was outrageous but made me tingle every time I read it.

Leanne’s brothers and sister also put in appearances, if only briefly, including to my delight, our reclusive second son Timothy who arrived in a smart sports car driven by Thomas, an impressively built, six-foot-three, rugby-playing friend from college, whose physique made my own son look positively frail in comparison.

The new baby gave Izzy an excuse to come home from University too. As her boyfriend Jack had deliberately arranged to be home at the same time, their presence around the baby was sporadic and Izzy looked permanently flushed in the face and chest all weekend.

Enough said about that. At least whatever they did - in bed and out - took place in Julie’s house, so I didn’t have to listen to it. Interestingly, neither of them ever visited Jack’s father Tony. Perhaps his flat lacked the privacy their excessive libidos required.

Predictably though, the first problems were all practical. In some ways, Leanne might as well have been my first child, so much had changed in terms of what I was supposed to do to look after her ‘the right way’. Things we routinely did with our first three children were now frowned on; things we thought ill-advised were now obligatory. It was baffling.

It didn’t help that most of the so-called advisers were decades younger than me and were full of good ideas about how an older parent like me should bring up my child.

I had to bite my lip on many occasions.

As the first few weeks passed it became clear that Leanne’s olive-gold skin was not just a birth phenomenon; it was going to stay and if anything, was becoming more obvious. Her eyes seemed to become an even deeper shade of brown and her hair grew darker too, which added to the exotic nature of her appearance and made her look even less like Pete’s daughter. But to his credit, my husband carried on regardless.

The general assumption among the childcare experts looking after me was that Pete and I had been having IVF for years and had finally struck lucky at an advanced age. I suppose the disparity in looks between Leanne and her father might have suggested a sperm donor was involved too, but I doubt the real nature of that third party ever crossed their minds.

Pete and I did nothing to correct this impression, but the look of shock and surprise on the experts’ smug faces when they met one or more of our adult children was pleasing to see.

Even then, the assumption was that our grown-up kids must be products of previous marriages and that Pete and I had been desperate to have a child from our new relationship. The thought that a woman my age might have conceived naturally simply did not enter their minds. Fortunately, this made the deception that much easier to continue.

Still, it could have been a lot worse, I reflected as I stood in the doorway of Leanne’s room, a mug of tea in my hand, watching her sleeping in her travel cot. Six weeks into my fourth attempt at motherhood, things could hardly have gone more smoothly. Yes, I was exhausted. Yes, I was sore, and in places I had forgotten could be so sore, but compared with my worst nightmares, being a Mum in my fifties had so far been tolerable.

A month premature, Leanne had weighed less than five pounds. Though not ideal, it wasn’t a very worrying weight, but it had made the actual physical process of giving birth that much easier. The much-lamented lack of tightness in my vagina had probably helped too so, unlike with Isobel, I had not torn during childbirth.

In fact, the damage between my legs had been minimal enough for Pete and me to make love a week after the birth. Having been seen in the ultimate indignity of childbirth once again, I desperately needed to feel close and attractive to my husband again.

It hurt, but after a few gentle thrusts, I began to derive some pleasure from it as well as the intimacy I so badly craved.

It also became clear that my tummy wasn’t going to recover anything like as quickly as my vagina. I still looked at least three months pregnant which did little for my self-esteem. And no matter how much cream I rubbed in, the number of stretch marks on that tummy was definitely going to increase. I tried to hide the worst evidence from Pete but to his credit my husband seemed neither to notice nor care about them.

Regaining my skinny figure would take quite a bit longer. Once Christmas was out of the way, a lot of attention to diet and exercise would eventually take care of that.

When out with the buggy, we were often mistaken for new grandparents helping our son or daughter with their first child and were congratulated on our new status. If we knew the person concerned at all, we corrected that misperception but after a few strange reactions, we decided to take the path of least resistance and said nothing.

Everyone who saw Leanne said how beautiful she was and how tiny she was - both of which were true and very evident. She had a lovely, placid nature too and most of the time, was full of those facial expressions we like to believe are smiles but are usually wind.

What everyone must also have seen was that much of her undoubted beauty came from the equally obvious fact that she was of mixed race. She wasn’t black, she wasn’t even brown but the shape of her face, the colour of her eyes and her remarkable olive skin made this obvious to any moderately observant visitor.

But it simply was not mentioned.

Over the years, a lot has been said about the British stiff upper lip and our ability to keep calm in the face of adversity. A lot of it is clearly rubbish or propaganda, but in this case, I have to say that if it wasn’t for the traditional British desire not to cause a fuss, my life would have been unbearable.

It was truly extraordinary how it all happened. Despite the obvious in-your-face evidence that I had given birth to another man’s child, none of our friends mentioned it to me at all. I have no doubt that behind our backs we were the main topic of conversation for many months but the worst crime that a Brit can commit is to create problems socially, so no-one did.

Only my daughter Isobel dared to mention to my face what I believed everyone was saying behind my back; that her new baby sister did not look like Pete’s child at all. But even Izzy didn’t voice the inevitable inference that if that were so, I must have been impregnated by a man who was not my husband, which in turn meant I must have been unfaithful at least once.

On the rare occasions any observations arose, I pointed out the many cases where babies had been born as genetic throwbacks to previous generations. The internet was very helpful in perpetuating this form of deceit. I also pointed out that babies often changed considerably as they grew up. Izzy’s own brother been born blond and blue-eyed but now had dark hair and his eyes were brown. Family photos helped with this deceit too but despite all this, I could tell my daughter remained unconvinced.

Fortunately, the fact that my husband accepted the new arrival without comment and was behaving just as if Leanne really was his daughter added a great deal of weight to the misinformation we were putting out.

Predictably our son Josh was too tied up in his own imminent change in status to express any real opinion of his parents’ predicament.

The person I least expected to react badly was our middle child Tim. Normally placid and slow to take or give offence, he seemed troubled by the whole affair as if something important was on his mind. If that was so, his didn’t share it with me but as his mother, I could tell something was amiss.

Interestingly, the person I thought would be most upset about her mother’s embarrassing new offspring - my daughter Isobel - turned out to be the most supportive. Though I knew she was both baffled and highly disapproving, Izzy was a godsend as far as Christmas was concerned. What with all the nocturnal activities associated with new babies, the lack of sleep I believed I had left behind twenty years ago and the constant need to feed Leanne, I was exhausted.

Despite her obvious distaste for this evidence of her mother’s bedroom activities, when she wasn’t in bed with her boyfriend, Izzy stepped into the breach calmly and without fuss, relieving me of most of the kitchen drudgery and changing her sister’s nappy with only the slightest look of revulsion on her face.

I could tell that at first, the sight of her fifty-two-year-old mother breastfeeding made her stomach churn, but she hid it well.

Breast feeding! Oh my God I had forgotten about breastfeeding.

Like all new Mums, the pressure on me to feed my new child naturally was intense. I knew full well that it was by far the best start in life for a child; indeed all three of my previous children had been breastfed for many months and I wanted nothing less for Leanne. So, despite my reservations, I had vowed to try my hardest to make it work.

All I can say is that twenty years with only my husband’s and the occasional feel of a lover’s lips on my nipples was no preparation for the eager demands of a hungry baby.

My tiny boobs had gained two cup sizes during pregnancy but were still relatively small, especially compared with those of my son’s generously proportioned girlfriend who in only a few weeks would join me in being a new Mum. Nevertheless, I was determined to do the right thing and persevered through all the nips, bites and cracked nipples until eventually, after more than three weeks of sheer agony, my body finally tuned in to the new demands being placed upon it.

Fortunately, when it happened, the transition was quick and so, so welcome. To my relief, by the end of the fourth week, the agonising chore of breastfeeding had been miraculously transformed into what the books said it should have been from the start; a period of profound peace and closeness between a mother and her child.

The difference was extraordinary. As my body finally tuned into Leanne’s considerable demands, my nipples toughened, and my boobs became accustomed to filling and being suckled. The soreness and pain soon became genuine pleasure. Even the night feeds became manageable; sitting in a comfortable, high backed chair in the darkness of the nursery with the wonderful, tiny creature milking my aching breasts until both of us fell asleep.

Often during those moments in the darkness, my mind would fill with memories of how this tiny creature had been conceived; during a sordid, one-night stand in her father’s dirty, unmade bed in his untidy, unclean room, surrounded by used, smelly sports kit. The all-night series of copulations that had resulted in my daughter’s conception was at the time, the most intense sexual experience of my life.

Even today, it still amazes me that something as beautiful as Leanne could come from something as squalid and dirty as that night; not so much a lovechild as a lust-child, but all the more special for that.

But it wasn’t only memories that could cause a major problem with seat-wetting. No, that would be too easy.

As the pains of breastfeeding faded into pleasure, what soon became clear was that it was not just my baby daughter that was enjoying the feeding process; my middle-aged body was getting in on the act big-time too.

As an erotic author, I knew only too well how much has been said on the subject of sexual arousal during breastfeeding. As someone in the medical world, I knew that at least some of it was based in physiological fact but believed the rest merely to be pornographic hype.

Whatever I thought I knew, I was wrong and completely unprepared for the extraordinary intensity of arousal that feeding Leanne began to produce.

It started mildly, with a low but pleasant stimulation of my nipple and breast, then I soon became very much more aware of my slowly shrinking uterus and recovering cervix. This was all as I had expected; breastfeeding was supposed to help those parts of the body recover their former elasticity, but it was much more intense a feeling than I had felt with my previous babies.

What I had most certainly not expected was the new and alarming sensitivity that was appearing and rapidly intensifying in my now permanently swollen clitoris.

The more I fed, the more intense the feeling became. The more intense the feeling became, the more I thought about it. The more I thought about it, the more intense it grew again, the sensations rippling through my belly, into my breasts and back in what at work, I would have called a positive feedback loop.

It was as if a delicate, gossamer-thin thread now passed unbroken from my nipples, through my breasts, across my chest and heart then straight into my womb, cervix and finally my clitoris before passing up my spine and into my nipples again.

The constant, repetitive stimulation of my teats by Leanne’s suckling sent electric sensations throughout every quintessentially female part of my body with every single feed.

There had been a hint of this when I was feeding the boys, a stronger effect with Isobel, but nothing like the powerful surges of arousal that my youngest child’s mouth on my breast now routinely invoked.

As my beautiful child drew milk from my ageing breast, just picturing the intense sexual and emotional feelings that accompanied those remembered inseminations led me to wet whatever seat I was sitting on so often that I now never fed my baby without a folded towel beneath my bottom.

I would rub myself brazenly against it when the sensations grew so intense that only a real, wet climax would release me.

The first unassisted orgasm this phenomenon produced came entirely unexpected, shaking me both physically and emotionally, leaving me stunned, gasping and with a powerful undercurrent of shame. This shame prevented me from telling Pete any of this, but it did lead me to feed Leanne in private as often as possible.

Of course, the scientist within me had to look into this phenomenon. To my astonishment I found that as many as forty percent of nursing mothers experienced significant arousal during feeding - not always as sexual as mine - but that it was one of the least well known and least discussed aspects of the whole childbirth process.

At least I was not alone, even if it did lead to some highly embarrassing situations in cafés and restaurants.

Driven by this near-constant state of arousal, my erotic writing simply surged too. Used to early rising and thanks to our reliable and long-suffering cleaner, I found I had plenty of time and more importantly, plenty of inspiration to return to my laptop when released from domestic chores and Leanne’s demands.

Ideas for new erotic stories simply poured from me and, though many remained half-written, the number actually published grew and grew weekly. Although the main subject of those stories remained that of wife sharing and cuckolding, I explored other themes as well. Some emerged from places deep in my past that I had thought were long gone, others came from places so deep in my psyche that I had no idea they even existed.

Inevitably, the number of troll attacks grew too, especially in response to the cuckolding posts.

I had long ago ticked the box online that prevented anonymous messages being posted either as comments on the stories or emails to me. That had reduced the number of troll attacks by perhaps two thirds but there was still a hardcore of troubled individuals whose campaign of hate mail continued.

It’s perhaps the online author’s greatest puzzlement; why anyone would deliberately choose to read a story very obviously written on a theme they hate, and then post horrible, offensive comments saying how much they hated it. I can only assume it’s a form of masochism. Surely if something upsets you, you should stop doing it; it’s truly baffling.

Most of the negative comments are ill-written and easy to ignore but others can be simply vile. Some make personal attacks but as these are based on a platform of ignorance, they seldom have the hurtful impact their composers clearly intend.

Still it was always with a feeling of trepidation that I opened my writer’s email inbox early every morning after the first feed of the day. Usually I would find pleasing and welcome messages of encouragement and constructive criticism, but among them would be one or two messages that were hateful.

Most were clearly from men, but among them there were one or two whose style definitely felt more feminine. But whoever they were from, I was getting much better at ignoring them now I had a new daughter to keep my mind on the good things in life.

What I could not ignore were the infrequent but deeply unsettling messages from Tony that appeared on my phone, reminding me that he and I still had unfinished business. I should have simply blocked his number, ignored the invitations and got on with my life, but something inside me would not let me do it.

Something within me wanted that door to remain if not open, at least ajar.

But there was no imminent danger of revived infidelity; my battered body was in no condition to be revealed to any man but Pete, especially if that man was a former lover. This gave me a reason to keep putting Tony off, but deep down inside I was beginning to worry how my feelings might change if and when morally weak, promiscuous Penny ever recovered her skinny figure.

Meanwhile, my long-suffering husband Pete was doing his very best to service my erratic needs. His long, slim cock was now even less tightly gripped by my even more capacious vagina as it struggled to recover some of its pre-baby elasticity.

Fortunately, his oral skills were well up to standard and, thanks to Adam and Eve, my back passage with its dry but much tighter sphincter was now freely available without pain allowing him to reach ejaculation if not in my vagina, at least somewhere inside me.



Chapter Forty-Four

The Christmas period was very strange that year to say the least. With a tiny baby in the house for the first time in over twenty years, it was always going to be different but with the baby’s status being so controversial and with our first grandchild due to be born in a matter of weeks, there was a surreal atmosphere in the house throughout.


But despite this, the week itself turned out to be one of the most pleasant and traditional I had enjoyed in years. Free from the pressures of work, I could concentrate on my family as well as my baby and for the first time since the kids had started to move out, could try and be a homemaker again.

Never entirely comfortable in that role, I had to work hard at it but in between feeds, nappies and surprisingly enjoyable coffee mornings with the other new Mums in my group, I found plenty of time to cook, buy presents and decorate the house as well as meet my new group of friends.

All three of Pete and my older kids were coming home for the day itself. Izzy arrived from University a week before the big day, but then spent much of the time up to Christmas Eve staying with her new boyfriend, Jack at his mother Julie’s house.

My oldest child, Josh and his very large, very pregnant partner Samantha arrived on Christmas Eve along with our middle child, Tim. For the first time in many months, the whole family was together under one roof again.

The day itself passed very pleasantly indeed. There was plenty of help with the cooking; very important because I had to keep disappearing to deal with the demands of a seven-week old child.

A child whose skin, incidentally, appeared to be growing darker every day.

Samantha and I naturally spent a lot of time together in the kitchen talking babies, a subject that ensured Tim and Izzy spent plenty of time out of it, much to my amusement. Pete and Josh were talking about his imminent fatherhood too, which gave the two younger kids few places to escape the whole baby centred environment.

Indeed, with all this help, and with all the time Leanne and I spent alone, feeding during the day and several times each night, my imagination had plenty of opportunity to range.

Leanne was adorable, but there was no denying that her conception, growth in my belly, successful birth and continued good health flew in the face of nature. In the darkness of the nursery during night feeds, it was impossible to prevent my mind from racing in many directions including the elephant in the room; my complicated relationship with Tony and how it had kicked off the whole Hot wife affair.

Last Christmas my new life had been new and exciting. I was a new Hot wife, I had my first ever lover, a newly cuckolded husband and the prospect of an exciting year of sex ahead.

I had never dreamed that sex even existed as I had experienced it over the last year, let alone that it could be enjoyed by a middle-aged, conventional, married mother of three grown up children.

But it most emphatically could. I knew that only too well, and all because of one tiny decision I made on the spur of the moment. All because thirteen months ago, I did not move Tony’s wandering hands away from my bottom that amazing day it all started.

Was it really that simple? Could the tumultuous events of the last year really have been precipitated by such an apparently trivial decision?

Was this chaos theory in action? It had certainly created chaos in my life.

In the darkness of the nursery, with Leanne’s mouth suckling at my breast and my body so electrified by the circuit of sensations from my nipples to my clitoris that I was constantly on the verge of spontaneous climax, it was impossible to think of anything else.

And now, despite all that had happened, the man who had started it all wanted me to come back to him again. Wanted to stick that same monstrous cock into my capacious vagina once again. Wanted to fuck me senseless again and again.

This time there would be no strings. No relationships. No threat to my marriage.

This time we would fuck not make love; this time we would come together for the sheer physical pleasure of doing it. And we both knew there would be pleasure aplenty.?

In the darkness of the night feeds, however insane my conscious mind knew even considering this would be, my body was sending out a very different message.

A message that every night would leave the folded towel on which I now routinely had to sit, soaking wet.

No amount of writing, however extreme could drive these thoughts from my mind.

***

New Year was a subdued affair, spent having dinner in our house with half a dozen friends. It was very pleasant indeed, with Pete helping me cook and serve the meal throughout the evening. I did have to disappear a few times before and after midnight to feed Leanne but overall, I felt a full member of the party.

Julie was invited but had already accepted an invitation elsewhere.

No-one but me even contemplated asking Tony, and even I knew it was an absurd idea.

January started cold and fresh. Leanne and I had got into a routine of feeding and sleeping which allowed me even more free time and maybe a little more sleep too. I was even showing distinct signs of enjoying being a Mum again. Despite the tiredness and constantly being mistaken for Leanne’s Grandmother, I found I was missing my work less and less and enjoying both motherhood and my friends more and more.

None of our friends my age had babies of their own, but more than one had a grandchild to look after, so we were able to meet up for coffee and chat often enough to make life agreeable.

Still no-one mentioned Leanne’s distinctive skin colour in my presence, even less its inevitable inference.

Of course, the atmosphere changed when I had to breastfeed in public; something no grandmother would ever be called on to do but by now I was beyond being self-conscious about it.

Although my lifelong feminism gave me no concerns about a woman breastfeeding wherever and whenever it was needed, I had an even deeper-rooted self-consciousness about my microscopic boobs - which had perversely contrived to grow both larger and droopier at the same time.

How my husband could continue to find my middle-aged, saggy boobs attractive was a mystery, but to my relief, Pete remained easily aroused by the slightest contact either with them or with any other part of my still baby-padded body.

I gave up trying to understand this and got on with providing him with some form of sexual satisfaction as quickly as my recovering body would allow.

***

“I don’t know how you can do it. I couldn’t face going back to those days again,” Julie frowned as she sipped her glass of sauvignon blanc.

It was late January and we were sitting in a private table in the corner of an Italian bistro, a short push of the baby-buggy from the city centre. My left breast had been bared, Leanne’s twelve-week-old mouth was firmly attached to its nipple, her head and my boob discreetly hidden from prying eyes by a muslin cloth.

“It’s not so bad,” I smiled. “In fact, I’m rather enjoying being a Mum again.”

“It looks like it,” she said. “Maybe it’s your hormones. I’d never have guessed you had it in you.”

I smiled. There were a lot of things that Julie might not have guessed about me, despite the two decades of our friendship and our continued weekly get-togethers.

Fortunately, my affair with her estranged husband Tony was not one of them. Knowing his penchant for seducing married women, ruining their marriages then dumping them brutally, my closest friend had warned me in the nick of time that her husband was about to give me the same treatment.

At the time I thought I was in love with him and was seriously contemplating leaving my husband to the point where Pete and I were spending some time apart. Julie’s warning had been a lifesaver as far as my marriage and family were concerned, giving me one final chance to save them both.

Unfortunately, she had learned about the severe problems in our marriage while in bed with my husband.

Since then we seemed to have reached an unspoken agreement whereby she never referred to my affair with her soon-to-be-ex-husband and I never mentioned her one-night stand with mine.

I most certainly did not mention the meeting he and I had had in the station car park or the outrageous proposal he had made that our ill-fated affair should restart, but this time on a purely physical basis.

The hint of blackmail that lay behind that proposal worried me almost as much as the way my body continued to feel whenever I remembered those heady days of my first ever affair.

Tony had continued to send the occasional text message since Leanne’s birth, reminding me of his proposal and of my supposed promise to reply once I had recovered from the birth.

I knew I should just have ignored his messages but for some reason, I couldn’t bring myself to do that. I had replied as blandly as I could, but my vagina was already back to its admittedly inadequate tightness, and even to the casual observer, it was clear that my body was well on its way to recovering its previous, skinny state.

I was running out of excuses and would have to bite the bullet one way or another, very soon.

Our food arrived and the conversation continued. It felt good to be with my closest female friend again; someone who knew many-but by no means all of my secrets. Once the waiter had gone through the ‘cheese Madam? Pepper?’ performance and we could start eating our pasta, I checked there was no-one to overhear then turned to my friend again.

“How’s the divorce going?”

“Expensively,” she grinned ironically. “Especially for him.”

“Amicably?” I asked, not sure whether I wished my former lover Tony well or ill then deciding that after all he had done to Julie, me and other poor seduced wives, he deserved whatever pain he was receiving.

Julie pulled a non-committal face.

“He’s keeping the flat. I get the house. The rest we’re splitting pretty much fifty-fifty. He’s not happy but he should have thought of that before he…”

She didn’t finish. After a married life littered with her handsome husband’s repeated seduction and abandonment of a series of married women, a certain amount of bitterness was justified. Julie’s reticence now was simply because she knew one of his more recent conquests had been me.

The food finished, our coffees arrived and we chatted about our friends, bringing each other up to speed with scandal. Of course, my new baby was still centre stage in terms of news, but I knew it wouldn’t be too long before someone else said something, did something, bought something or slept with someone and the gossip would move on.

There was a pause during which we both looked at the tiny form latched firmly onto my nipple. Even in public, I had come to love the feeling; I’m sure this was reflected in my demeanour.

“She really is beautiful,” Julie said indulgently. “You’re making me feel broody.”

I laughed.

“You want to be a Mum again?”

“No way,” she pulled a face. “But I could be a Grandma - like you will be soon.”

There was another pause while we both imagined what it would be like. Of course, with the next baby in the household now overdue, I was about to find out any day now.

“Does Darren know he’s a Dad yet?” Julie asked so casually I missed the question’s implication completely.

“No,” I replied instinctively. “Pete and I thought it would be better if he never…”

I stopped dead in my tracks, but it was too late. Julie had tricked me; deliberately catching me off guard. I had given my terrible secret away before I realised the danger.

“Oh my God!” I gasped, pulling my nipple out of Leanne’s mouth in shock. She immediately began to complain.

“I thought so!” Julie smiled smugly.

“Julie, I didn’t mean…” I protested but the words choked in my throat.

“Shhh! It’s okay,” she replied.

I stared at her in sheer terror for a moment then stammered:

“How… How did you know? Has anyone else guessed?”

Julie leaned towards me as I tried to reattach my unimpressed, grumbling daughter to my breast.

“I didn’t know until just now. Well not for sure,” Julie said with an air of satisfaction. “And you know you can trust me.”

The feeling of panic in my chest began to ease but only a little.

“How in God’s name did you guess?” I hissed, desperately hoping it wasn’t a rumour doing the rounds.

“Penny,” she smiled. “I spent the best part of a year jumping in and out of Darren’s bed. A girl can’t look up into those dark eyes as many times as I did without being able to recognise the same eyes in his daughter. And I know his skin colour well enough to know that Leanne’s is exactly the same.”

There was silence.

“Is everyone talking about it?” I eventually asked fearing the worst.

“Not to me,” Julie replied. “Of course, with my reputation they might not. There’s been a lot of speculation and doubt about Pete’s vasectomy failing but as far as who the real father might be, I’ve heard nothing.”

This was a huge relief.

“You’re a dark horse Mrs. Barker,” Julie smiled, strangely impressed, then whispered. “How many times did you sleep with him?”

She had no idea just how dark a horse I was, but I had no intention of telling her. Instead I held up a single finger. Julie’s eyes flew open.

“Jesus! And he knocked you up first time?”

I nodded, whispering as casually as I could pretend.

“We spent the whole night together. But it was only the one night.”

“Let me guess,” Julie pulled a knowing face. “Darren recovers quickly. I bet he came in you at least three times?”

I blushed and held up four fingers.

“Jesus Christ Penny! I’m not surprised you ended up pregnant. When was it?”

I pulled a face to indicate I was going to keep that secret to myself. For some reason I didn’t want my friend to know that I had conceived Darren’s baby the exact same night she and my husband had been fucking in her bedroom.

“Huh! The cheeky bastard never used a condom with me either,” she scowled thoughtfully. “In all our affair he never once asked about birth control. I suppose he just assumed I’d take care of it - or that I was past the danger point. Which I am, thank God!”

“Sometimes I wish I had been,” I sighed. “But then I’d never have known this little creature, would I?”

For a moment, we both looked at the contented form whose eyes were now closed and whose mouth had released my nipple.

“You think you can keep it secret forever?” Julie asked without taking her eyes off Leanne.

“I really hope so. I’m more worried about Pete than myself,” I told her truthfully. “He’s been incredible about the whole thing. I couldn’t bear it if it all came out and he got hurt.”

“He knows she’s not his?”

“Of course,” I replied. “She never could have been his.”

“And you still kept her? You didn’t think it was best to have an ab…”

“No, I didn’t!” I interrupted. “I mean we didn’t. We talked it through but just couldn’t do it.”

She sat back in amazement, staring at me as if seeing something incomprehensible for the first time

“I’m not sorry,” I insisted.

“Well Pete’s clearly happy the way things have turned out,” she conceded with a nod of her pretty head. “You’d never guess he wasn’t Leanne’s real Dad. He’s quite a dark horse too, it seems.”

I looked at my friend sideways, suspecting irony but could see none. Julie had made no secret of my husband’s prowess in bed during their single if energetic night together. As my own sex life with Pete had become rather stale at that time, I had naturally been unsettled to hear how good a lover he could be with another woman.

That unease had not left me.

My right breast now apparently drained, Leanne was becoming restless. I detached her mouth from my nipple and with some performance, transferred her to my left, giving the other diners a fleeting glimpse of bare fifty-two-year-old boob in the process. She settled quickly as our second coffees arrived. Then another couple sat down at the table alongside ours, making further intimate discussion impossible.

“So, when do you go back to work?” Julie changed the subject casually.

“I’m entitled to the full year off, but I’m not sure I should put my career on hold for so long.”

“At least you can afford the childcare,” she smiled. “It’s not as if you’re poor first-time parents.”

That was certainly true but was not the main issue. Now I had a new baby to look after, the attractions of my previous, all-consuming career had moderated more than a little. It could of course still be hormone related but I had a sneaking feeling that the focus of my life had changed permanently.

Just how much it had changed remained to be seen.

As I pushed the buggy along the busy pavement back to my SUV half an hour later, my head was spinning.

Although Tony had guessed, he hadn’t known for sure. Julie was different; now someone other than my husband really knew my deepest, darkest secret. She was my closest female friend and I believed I could trust her, but can one woman ever really trust another?

And of course, talking to Julie couldn’t fail to remind me of her estranged husband.

And his monstrously ugly, short but excessively thick, wonderfully effective cock.



Chapter Forty-Five

The call came at half past six on Sunday morning. It was our son Joshua telling us excitedly that his girlfriend Samantha had just given birth to an eight-pound baby boy who they were going to call William. Both mother and child were healthy, but Sam had torn badly during the birth and had needed an episiotomy.

I sighed. Something very similar had happened to me during Izzy’s birth. The result had been painful and had left me with my now famously oversized vagina. Sam had my sincere sympathy, as did Josh who it seemed might now follow in his father’s footsteps in terms of being able to sexually satisfy his partner.

“Good morning Grandma!”

Pete smiled at me ten minutes later, bringing a cup of tea to the corner of the nursery where I sat, giving Leanne her first feed of the day. As usual, the process had brought a level of arousal that would have been embarrassing had I not been sitting on my usual folded towel.

For some reason, the idea of being a Grandmother had added to this arousal, rather than detracted from it.

I snorted at his greeting.

“Being a Mum is enough for me. You can be a Grandad on your own.”

Pete grinned.

“Is she nearly done?”

I looked into my daughter’s closing eyes.

“She’s nearly asleep. I’ll put her into her cot then we can get breakfast.”

Pete gave me a strange look.

“How about you put her in her cot, we forget breakfast and the two of us go back to bed for a while?”

The smile on his face made his meaning very clear.

“As far as I know, I’ve never fucked a Grandmother before.”

And I had never fucked a Grandfather before either. As I put Leanne in her cot, my teats were still weeping milk from the interrupted feed bit I returned to the bedroom where my husband was waiting.

I was tired, my panties were soaking wet from feeding arousal and there were small dark patches over both nipples where my nightdress had been dampened. A less attractive example of a nursing mother would be hard to imagine, but the look in Pete’s eyes and the swelling in his boxer shorts told me he saw something much more than just a tired, middle aged, middle class Grandmother.

His hands rose to the front fastening of my nightgown and slowly unfastened the buttons. It opened easily, exposing my boobs as it was designed to do but this time, instead of a baby’s mouth, a pair of large male hands gently cupped the two sagging globes.

“Beautiful. So much larger too,” Pete whispered.

Milk oozed from their teats as he stroked, kneaded and squeezed the flesh in his palms. Pete lowered his mouth to my nipple and licked it, then delicately sucked it into his mouth.

I expected to feel ashamed or even in pain, but he was far too gentle for this. Instead, the feeling of warmth from his hands and lips followed the silken thread through my breast, through my womb, my cervix and into my clitoris where it emerged as yet more moisture.


I shivered in pleasure and expectation.

Pete’s mouth passed from my right breast to my left and back, drawing and suckling on each in turn as his hands began to stroke my belly, sides and back before descending to my bottom where they cupped and massaged my bony buttocks through my panties.

“You are so beautiful,” he mumbled into my nipple as his hands began to work their way inside my soaking wet knickers.

For a moment I felt ashamed at what he would find, but again my wonderful husband seemed entirely unperturbed by the state of either my damp underwear or the familiar smelling juices oozing from between the hidden, swelling lips between my skinny thighs.

His warm body pressed close to mine, Pete’s expert fingers began to lower my panties, first slipping the elastic waistband into the fold of flesh at the base of my buttocks. Then, abandoning my boobs and falling to his knees before me, he eased them the full length of my thighs and calves until they lay useless around my ankles.

I stood there, my nightgown fallen open around my shoulders, my short, regrown pubic hair speckled with grey hairs and glistening with moisture only inches from my husband’s face. I looked down on him, his silver-grey hair tousled from the bed, the thinning patch on top endearingly visible as before my eyes, his mouth moved closer and closer to my groin.

I could feel the warmth of hid breath on my inner thighs, then the tip of his nose running up my opening slit as his hands danced over my buttocks and the back of my thighs.

“You’re so red, so puffy and distended already,” he whispered again.

I could have been nothing else after rubbing myself against the folded towel for a good twenty minutes of feeding, but his words made me feel a little more self-conscious.

“I love it when you get turned on like this,” he continued. “I love it when your body gets ready to be fucked.”

His voice was low. I could tell he was very turned on himself. He stroked my legs and buttocks again, from my waist to the backs of my knees as his nose and tongue toyed with my public hair and the outside edges of my outer lips.

“Were you this turned on for Darren, Penny? Did your body know it was going to get knocked up when he fucked you?”

He was working himself up into a state of excitement. I said nothing, I just ran my fingers through the hair on his head and let him continue.

“Your cunt is swollen Penny. Look at it! Your lips are red. They’re opening now like they opened for him. You want to be fucked Penny, don’t you? You want to feel a cock inside that cunt again, don’t you?”

“Yes Pete! That’s what I want,” I replied, playing the game as well as I could.

“Did you want it that night Penny? Did you know when he stuck his cock in your cunt that he was going to fuck a baby into you? Did you want him to knock you up?”

“Yes Pete,” I hissed, pressing his face against my groin as I spoke. “That’s what I wanted. I knew I was fertile, and I wanted him to fill my cunt with his sperm. I wanted him to make a baby in my belly. I wanted him to make me his!”

It wasn’t true but it was a good turn-on for my husband. When Leanne was actually conceived, I had given no thought either to pregnancy or birth control. All I knew was that Pete had walked out and I needed that fit, athletic young man to fuck the living daylights out of me.

And as far as Darren knew, that is exactly what he had done. All night. No more, no less. Only I, Pete and now Julie knew he had done a bit more and left a little present in my womb.

Pete brought his fingers from my buttocks to my groin. A moment later he had pushed my legs apart and was opening my slit wide with his thumbs. I felt his breath in the dark valley revealed.

I felt humiliated, degraded at the crude treatment but at the same time, more and more turned on.

“Look at you, Penny,” Pete hissed again. “Your clit is all swollen too. It’s sticking right out. You’re in heat, Penny. I’ve never seen you need fucking so badly.”

He dipped his head forward and drew his tongue along the length of my slit, from its base to the swollen clitoris at its apex. The sudden stimulation made my body shake and my knees wobble. I grabbed Pete’s shoulder to steady myself.

“You taste of it too, you slut. You’ve got so turned on, you’re oozing juices from your cunt. I can smell them and taste them. How about that, Grandma.”

“Well you’d better lick them up, hadn’t you, Grandad!” I growled.

The game was getting easier to play as his fingers and tongue worked their magic on the soft collection of flesh between my thighs, his gentle pressure driving me slowly backwards towards the bed.

I felt the edge of the mattress against the back of my legs and lowered myself to the sheet. My legs opened wide, forced apart by my husband’s head being pressed hard against my weeping vulva. As I leaned back on my elbows, I could only see the top half of his handsome face; the lower portion buried deep in my vulva. I could see the top of his head, the thinning patch of hair on its crown moving back and forth as his extraordinary tongue worked its magic along and inside my slit.

“Ohhhyyyyeeessss!”

The wave of warmth that radiated outwards from my groin made me tremble with pleasure. Pete must have felt my vulva shaking against his mouth because he lifted his head and looked across my baby-fat tummy and straight into my eyes.

“That little orgasm was from Tony,” he smiled knowingly. “Your first unfaithful fuck! Remember Penny?”

Of course I remembered. I had thought of little else over the last few weeks. For a moment I worried whether Pete knew about Tony’s renewed attempts to get into my knickers but then he lowered his mouth again and all such thoughts were driven from my mind.

I felt the touch of his tongue flicking along my slit again, diving momentarily into the entrance to my vagina then being dragged along the underside of my clitoris.

“OHHHYYYEEESSSS!”

My body shook again, more violently this time and I could feel my juices flowing more freely. Pete’s tongue explored the damp valley in more depth as if seeking every last drop of fluid that oozed from my sex.

“That one was from Will,” Pete mumbled into my downy mound. “Enjoy it while it lasts.”

I shuddered again, my mind filling with vivid images of my reflected image being fucked mercilessly by that young, fit, athletic man in the sports club changing rooms, the strong smell of my orgasmic juices blending with the sweet aroma of his sperm-filled semen and the odour of stale sweat that pervaded the room around us.

Two more little climaxes followed, one from Adam, the other from Darren. Each left me shuddering at my husband’s touch.

“Christ, you’re wet!” Pete’s voice was hushed, as if genuinely amazed though he had seen me in a state of high arousal many times. “And so, so open.”

“Then fill me,” I growled. “Fill me Pete, please!”

Suddenly, beneath my husband’s active mouth, I became aware of fingers being inserted into my tingling vagina. Already almost beyond rational thought, I felt first one, then a second enter me but disappointingly, their presence barely made an impression on my loose entrance.

“Mmmm!” I purred, enjoying the sensation, but feeling nowhere near filled. “More. I want more.”

“Your wish is my command!”

I gasped softly as a third of Pete’s fingers slipped between my lips, joining the others in my vagina. This did feel tight, the flesh of my entrance stretched around my husband’s knuckles. He twisted his hand left and right as if finding a comfortable lie. Each twist sent shivers through my hips and belly.

“Mmmm Yesss Please! Fuck me with your fingers!”

A moment later Pete’s mouth had abandoned my clitoris and all three fingers were being thrust in and out of my depths, first slowly, then growing faster and faster. I could feel myself loosening around him, fluids almost pouring from my body as if to ease his way, the wet slapping sounds emanating from between my highs all but obscene in their animal lust.

“You like being finger-fucked?” Pete growled above the slapping sounds.

“Yes! Oh God, yes!” I moaned in reply. “Don’t stop!”

“You want more, Penny? Can your slutty cunt take it?””

The words were horrible and so unlike Pete, but I didn’t care. All I could do was bite my lip, look across my flabby belly into my cuckolded husband’s eyes and nod.

The hand in my vagina was pulled back for a second, then a bolt of pain shot through my lower belly as all four of my husband’s fingers were brutally and unceremoniously thrust into my gaping cunt.

“Jesus!” I gasped as they entered me, stretching my inner lips wire tight, their tips reaching into the depths of my soul, let alone my body.

With only his thumb to constrain his movements, Pete began to fuck me with his fingers as hard and as deep as I could ever remember. His fingertips were rammed into my cervix with every forward thrust, the base of his thumb grinding against my already-battered clitoris.

“Jesus Christ!”

The brutality of this assault was far greater than I could remember receiving, even from the clumsiest of rugby playing boys who had managed to get into my knickers at school.

Slup-slup-slup-slup!

The noises coming from my groin grew wetter and even more obscene as I trembled and flexed on the bed. An orgasm was coming soon and we both knew it; me directly from my abandoned body, Pete from the powerful, almost piscine aroma of a woman on the verge of climax that was now filling the room.

Slup-slup-slup-slup!

I closed my eyes, let my legs fall as wide open as Pete’s hands could push them, held my breath and waited for the release to come… but Pete had other plans.

Suddenly things inside me changed. Suddenly his fingers weren’t pummelling my cervix anymore. Suddenly they were curling upwards inside me and were scraping lightning-fast across the small but distinct rough patch behind my pubic bone.

My precious G-Spot again! Oh. My. God!

It took barely a dozen of these tiny but crucial strokes before I knew something wonderful, familiar but unusual was happening. My hips became heavy, my legs like lead, my whole world went into slow motion as a burning flame was lit inside my lower belly.

The heat grew like wildfire, shooting down my inner thighs and up into my chest, depriving me of the power to breathe as the pressure behind my pubic bone soared beyond all reason or control.

Slup-slup-slup-slup! Slup-slup-slup-slup!

My eyes lost their focus, rolling back into my head, my arms flailed wildly but still Pete was relentless, working my G Spot like his life depended on it.

Slup-slup-slup-slup! Slup-slup-slup-slup!

The heat in my belly was almost intolerable now, the pressure behind my pubic bone so great it must surely split me apart. It grew stronger still, the smell coming from my abused cunt became both bitter and sweet at the same time. I raised my head, my dazed eyes fighting to focus…

And then for only the second time in my life, a jet of fluid burst from somewhere within my slit, shot almost a full foot up into the air before being sprayed across my husband’s arm and chest.

“Yes!”

Pete’s voice sounded almost triumphant, as if something great had been achieved. And indeed for me, something had but it wasn’t over yet. Though I was beyond feeling or caring, Pete’s hand kept on working inside me. His fingers kept on scraping across my g-spot, all four knuckles kept on being rammed into my wire-tight entrance.

The heat grew almost unbearable, the downwards pressure in my belly greater than ever, the pain from my abused vagina searing but Pete was relentless and I was helpless. Within a few moments, a second jet of fluid burst from me, then a third, each reaching higher in the air than the last before descending on my husband’s arm again.

My whole body was convulsed as for the first time in my life I experienced a full-on, messy, scary female ejaculation. My legs kicked out, my eyes rolled back in my head, my stomach went into spasm and my chest went so tight I couldn’t even think of breathing.

A fourth convulsion hit me, I dimly expected another jet of fluid to rise before my eyes but if there was one, it was too small or too weak to be seen over my soft, baby lined belly.

Pete had milked me dry.

I fell back on the bed, exhausted, tremors still pulsing through my body as Pete’s fingers first slowed to a halt, then were slowly withdrawn from my abused vulva. I could feel the flesh of my formerly elastic entrance stinging as the cool bedroom air reached deep into my vagina.

As my head span, I could sense rather than feel Pete pulling off his clothes alongside the bed, then mounting me quickly. His cock slipped easily into my vagina, but I could barely feel it.

“Christ, you’re really gaping Penn!”

I looked up into his handsome face, his powerful chest inched above my all but invisible boobs, his muscular arms either aide of my shoulders but was too shattered to respond.

Pete fucked me as if I was a ragdoll. I was too tired to play a part in the short, violent penetration and insemination that followed but I offered no resistance at all, allowing my husband complete, unrestricted access to my body.

Pete hammered into my nearly useless vagina like a man possessed, as if speed, force and vigour could extract some form of tightness or pleasurable sensation from the aperture he had so brutally abused only minutes before.

Apart from the slapping of his hips against my inner thighs and the pummelling of my cervix by his rounded head, I felt very little.

He must have been successful in his quest form pleasure because after only a few minutes of violent penetration, his face began to contort in the way I knew so well, and Pete’s climax fell upon him.

“Fuck! Oh Fuck! I’m cummminggg!”

It was a powerful one. The ejaculation that followed was long and copious, if the quantity of semen that dribbled from my gaping entrance afterwards was anything to measure by. After he had pumped every last drop of warm, slimy semen into me, he pulled his softening cock out of my vagina and rolled onto the bed alongside.

In my dazed state, all I could do was look in astonishment at the man I had married all those years ago, and who could still surprise… no, shock me.

“Are you okay?” he panted.

I nodded.

“Was it as good as it looked?”

I shrugged. Had it been good? It had been extraordinary, painful, exhilarating, worrying, maybe even disgusting in its emissions but had it been good?

“I’m… I’m not sure. It was so… so intense…”

“You looked amazing,” he grinned, kissing me on the forehead then on the chest. “Has anyone else ever made you… do that?”

I dimly wondered how many husbands had to ask their wives if any other man had made them squirt but was too bewildered to pursue the thought.

“No,” I gasped. “Only you. Have you ever done it to…?”

The question seemed to send a flash of worry across my husband’s face. Or was it just my post-orgasmic imagination?

“I enjoy surprising you,” he replied.

It wasn’t an answer to my question, but I was too dazed to object. Instead we cuddled close while the last few tremors left my body.

Afterwards, Pete and I cleaned up the messy bed and our even messier bodies before falling asleep, exhausted.

Leanne woke us an hour later. Pete brought her to me, and I fed her in bed, me on my side, her tiny mouth latched onto my nipple.

As she suckled in the darkness, I wondered anxiously whether this was the shape of our sex life in the future. Whether my vagina was now so stretched and damaged that only a brutal, four-finger-fuck would be able to bring me to orgasm.

To my shame, a joke kept going through my mind, one that had been popular at school for a short time when I was a teen.

‘What’s the difference between Penny Barker and a bowling ball?

‘You can only get three fingers in the bowling ball!’

It had been a cruel joke at the time, based on rumour not fact, started by a boy I had tormented by allowing him to finger me during and after a school disco but cruelly refusing to go out with afterwards.

It hadn’t been true; my teenage vagina had been as tight as any other girl’s. Now however, after giving birth four times, things seemed to have changed.

Leanne spent the whole morning lying between us in bed as we dozed, feeding from me whenever she needed.

It broke all the clever new rules for bringing up a baby, but what did they know?
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Chapter Forty-Six

They say that the older one gets, the faster time seems to pass. They also say that when you have children, time simply flies past so as parents in our fifties, you can imagine how time seemed to rocket by for Pete and me.

Before we knew it, January had ended, February was upon us and Leanne was three months old. Still small for her age, she was unquestionably the most striking looking of my three babies, and by far the sweetest tempered. She was even sleeping through the night too, at least from eleven in the evening through to five in the morning so Pete and I were getting enough sleep to make life tolerable.

I had lost some but by no means all of the weight I had put on during pregnancy, especially around my waist and hips but with Pete’s help I was now able to go for the occasional run so had some confidence that my skinny body might one day return.

He sent me flowers and took me for a romantic dinner on Valentine’s day in our favourite local restaurant. One of my new friends; a single Mum I had met at ante natal classes kept an eye on Leanne in our house for a couple of hours of freedom for me.

Although money did change hands, the real payback would take place if and when her unreliable boyfriend ever decided to do the right thing and pay the mother of his child some attention again.

I have to admit I was quite wrong about those classes and groups. Far from being a chore and a waste of time, they were in fact a welcome break from the world I had lived in for so long. My new friends had incomes I couldn’t possibly survive on but were still happy and friendly and warm.

Unlike my own middle-class circle who were studiously avoiding mentioning the obvious fact that olive skinned Leanne wasn’t my husband’s child, several of my new friends came straight out with it then immediately dismissed it as being nothing out of the ordinary - at least not compared with being a Mum in my fifties.

Several had other, similar stories of their own to tell.

Although I said nothing to confirm or deny their correct assertions, their straightforward acceptance of my apparent infidelity and Leanne’s uncertain parentage took my most significant fear off the table and allowed me to relax more than I had since I had discovered I was pregnant.

The Valentines card from Tony with its highly sexual message and the expensive perfume that arrived secretly too were carefully hidden under the pile of former work clothes in my wardrobe.

I hardly thought about my paused work and research at all.

Our first grandchild was a joy too. Being both a Mum and a Grandma was complicated but on the few occasions we got together, a very rewarding one. Living in London, Josh and Sam were too far away to see often, but we did exchange messages and baby pictures almost daily.

Izzy and Jack seemed to have found a way to make their relationship work tolerably over the distance between their Universities. Both came home frequently, supposedly to visit their parents but when they were home either in our house or Julie’s, they were seldom seen in daylight.

They were however, frequently heard. Or at least Izzy was, living up to her ‘Izzy-Oh-God’ nickname with a vengeance.

Interestingly, they never seemed to stay with Jack’s Dad, Tony. I’m not sure they even went to visit him in his bachelor flat. They certainly never mentioned having done so.

It was during one of the extremely rare weekends in which both Izzy and Josh were home, that I received the rarest of messages from Tim, asking if he could stay with us overnight. Of course, the idea of having the whole family together even for a single evening brought joy to my heart. Not even when Leanne was born had all of us been under the same roof at the same time, so I welcomed the idea with open arms.

Josh, Samantha and their baby arrived on Friday evening and moved into Josh’s old bedroom. Izzy and Jack were to stay Friday night at Julie’s then Saturday night with us. I have to say, spending that first evening talking non-stop babies with my daughter in law and cuddling my first grandchild was a truly wonderful experience.

The look on Pete’s face when he held the little creature in his arms reminded me why I loved him so very much.

Saturday morning was spent shopping and walking in the park and having a pub lunch, then returning home to find Izzy and Jack already ensconced in her bedroom. Jack was in the shower when we arrived. When she greeted us, Izzy looked dishevelled and smelled strongly of recent, orgasmic sex.

To my disappointment, Tim did not arrive until later afternoon. I knew he had to catch a train the following lunchtime which severely limited the amount of time the family could be together. Indeed, I did wonder why he had made such an effort to join us when he could only stay less than twenty-four hours.

Still, all such thoughts disappeared when Pete’s car pulled into the driveway having collected him from the station and a moment later, the sweet, slender form of my middle child entered the hallway. He looked tired and anxious, but I was so pleased to see him that I actually began to cry.

Izzy seemed equally pleased, almost jumping with excitement at her brother’s arrival. The two of them had always been very close, sharing secrets that Pete and I never got to learn. Even Josh had been excluded from some of their antics.

When the two hugged, it was as if they hadn’t seen each other for years rather than a few weeks. Full of reassuring smiles, Izzy threw her arms around his neck and I’m sure she whispered something into his ear.

Pete poured us all champagne though it was barely six o’clock, and we drank each other’s health heartily. Then in what could be called an appalling case of gender stereotyping, all three girls went into the kitchen to prepare dinner while the three boys and two babies watched football highlights in the lounge.

Of course it was nothing like that; Sam and I wanted to be able to talk intimately about babies and our post-birth bodies without being overheard by our spouses. A girl needs to have some secrets.

Izzy put up with the subject nobly, but I could see her eyes glazing over more than once and she refreshed our glasses far more frequently than was necessary. I could see she was pleased when Samantha had to leave us to provide the feed her baby was so loudly demanding.

With so many of us there, dinner was served in the dining room for as change. The food was complimented liberally, as were the three female cooks. Wine was served even more liberally; I could see my normally abstemious son Tim indulging far more than usual.

Indeed his words were a little slurred after dessert had been taken and the coffee set to brew. I could see him tense as the conversation moved around the table.

“And how’s Thomas?” Pete asked once the coffee had been served.

Thomas was Tim’s rugby-playing flatmate. A couple of years older than our son, we had met him only once or twice when he had driven Tim home in his sports car. At the time I had found him extremely attractive and had secretly fantasised about him several times since during feeding.

“He’s… okay thanks Dad,” Tim replied awkwardly.

This reply was unusually formal for him. I looked up to see him close his eyes for a second then take a deep breath as if summoning up strength or courage.

“Actually, Thomas is the reason I came home this weekend,” he began. “Well, one of the reasons.”

His voice was trembling. The conversation came to a halt as we all listened carefully. He now had the interested attention of all of us around the table. I could feel Izzy’s body tense; something big was coming and she knew what is.

“I know you’ve all met Thomas,” Tim continued uncertainly. “I hope you all liked him. He certainly liked all of you.”

“Of course we liked him,” Pete replied, smiling. “Especially your mother. You couldn’t ask for a nicer flatmate.”

For a moment I wondered what Pete meant by this. Had he noticed just how attractive I had found they boy? After all, thanks to Darren and Will, Pete knew that my taste for young men could be considerable and physical.

“That’s just it, Dad,” Tim replied. “He’s not my flatmate.”

“You’ve not fallen out and had to leave the flat?” I asked, misreading the situation.

“No Mum,” Tim said, looking pleadingly into my eyes. “We haven’t fallen out. We’ve fallen in. In love I mean.”

The looks on his father and brother’s faces were extraordinary. Stunned but by no means hostile.

“Thomas isn’t my flatmate. He’s my boyfriend. We are in love. I’m gay.”

Izzy grasped her brother’s arm and squeezed it in a gesture of support that made me proud of her. Emboldened by his success, Tim carried on.

“I hope you can understand and accept this. We are a couple now and I would like you to treat us as a couple, just as you treat Josh and Sam, or Izzy and Jack.”

“Of course…” Pete began.

“I mean,” Tim said forcefully. “I mean accepting that we share a bedroom and a bed. That we have a love life together. That you’re going to see us kissing and holding hands.”

There was a short pause.

“Tom’s telling his family tonight too. I think he’ll get a rougher ride than me.”

This was the longest speech I had ever heard my sweet, slender son make and it was coming from the heart. As his mother there was nothing he could possibly do to alienate himself from me, but I could see he was unsure about this.

All I could do was stand up, go to where he was standing and put my arms around him. A moment later, Pete was doing the same, followed by Josh and Sam in a big group hug. Izzy kept her distance; clearly this had been no surprise to her and from the smile on her face, she was as proud of her older brother as I was.

***

“Did you have any idea?” Pete asked as we got ready for bed later that evening.

Leanne had had her evening feed and I was zipping up my maternity bra before pulling on the open fronted nightgown that would allow her access to my boobs in the night if it were needed.

“Not really,” I replied, then added. “I’m ashamed to say. I suppose with all that’s been happening here…” I rubbed my still baby-padded tummy. “I just didn’t notice.”

“He’s only had two girlfriends that I know of,” Pete mused. “One at school and the blonde girl at Uni. Neither of them made him as happy as he looks now.”

“I know. That makes it so much easier to come to terms with,” I said. “I’ve never seen him look like that before. He must be really head over heels in love.” I paused, tears beginning to form in my eyes. “He’s so vulnerable Pete. He’s always been vulnerable.”

My husband gave me a big hug.

“Don’t you believe it, Penn. He’s tough. He did a brave thing tonight and now he’ll have Thomas to look after him too. From what I saw before Christmas, you don’t fool around with that boy.”

“He said they had been an item for over a year,” I said after a pause. “How did we miss that?”

“He hardly ever comes home,” Pete suggested. “Maybe we just found out why. And he’s always been secretive.”

“Not with Izzy,” I replied. “I bet she’s known all about this for a very long time.”

“Well she’s secretive too,” he smiled.

I had thought my daughter shared everything with me. Certainly I had been with her throughout her pregnancy scare, her cheating on her boyfriend and the collapse of her short-lived affair with her seducer when he saw a homemade video of her being fucked by another boy.

Only she and I knew there were several more videos and that she had acquired a considerable taste for bare bottom spanking while being fucked on camera.

None of these events had reached her doting father’s ears. Despite all the evidence, Pete seemed happy to delude himself that his skinny, pretty daughter was as pure and virginal as newly fallen snow.

But then self-delusion was something my husband was good at. After all, he still loved me after all I had done.



Chapter Forty-Seven

“Mmmgh! Mmmgh! Mmmgh!”

I bit my lower lip to stifle the moans as Pete’s long slim cock slammed hard into my rectum, his hips slapping noisily against the soft flesh beneath my buttocks.

“Yes! Oh God that feels good!” The voice from behind me croaked.

The hands gripping my waist were strong, the fingers digging deep into my skin as he pulled me bodily backwards to meet each powerful thrust.

“Mmmgh! Mmmgh! Mmmgh!”

I bit harder, not wanting the sounds of our early morning copulation to wake Leanne prematurely as my handsome husband fucked me as hard as I so badly needed.

Four weeks after Tim’s revelation, the idea of having a gay son with an attractive male lover had been astonishingly easy to accept and build into our lives. Indeed he seemed so happy and it made so much more sense of the last twenty or so years of his life that within a week we hardly mentioned the remarkable revelation.

Not knowing what other incredible, life changing revelations were soon to follow, Pete and I had carried on much as before, my own life largely driven by the demands of my still relatively new baby. This of course included regular, long and intimate hours with her tiny mouth latched onto my tender nipples, drawing milk from my tiny breasts.

That very morning she had woken early and had fed for a long time, draining both boobs, the action of her suckling and the rubbing of my vulva against the folded towel beneath my bottom leaving me even more massively aroused than usual.

I had turned to my erotic writing for relief, but this had sharpened rather than satisfied my sexual desires that Saturday morning. Masturbation or even my favourite toys had seemed a poor substitute for the real thing, so I had been driven to make demands on my sleeping husband.

At least the timing was good; Leanne had fallen into a deep, milk-induced sleep and Izzy, though supposedly home for a study week was predictably staying overnight with her boyfriend as his mother’s house. Having been apart for several weeks, no doubt they would be doing something similar throughout the night.

Still, this meant that Pete and I had the house to ourselves, even if he did have to go to work that morning.

Roused early even for a working Saturday, Pete had at first been surprised by the strength of my arousal but, never one to look a gift horse in the mouth, had quickly fallen in with my wishes. These, as so often happened these days, had quickly progressed into me being fucked hard in the arse.

Thanks to the effective if rather brutal lessons I had learned with Adam and Eve, the escort couple we had twice visited in Manchester, anal sex was definitely no longer the closed door it had once been. Indeed, with my sphincter now so much tighter than my infamously oversized vagina, it had fast become my husband’s preferred route to greatest penile pleasure and most powerful orgasm.

Indeed, after only a couple of dozen thrusts into my already soaking vagina, Pete had given up on that overused orifice, flipped me over onto my front then, with the aid of the bottle of lubrication that lived permanently in our bedside table, had penetrated my back passage as deeply as my prone position and his long slender cock would allow.

Though now much more familiar, the sensation of being entered through that tightest of openings was still extraordinary, even now making my body instinctively tighten and try to expel the intruder.

But Pete was used to this reaction and held himself firmly within me until the first rectal spasms had passed. Then, with slow but determined strokes, her had started to fuck me until my body was used to his presence and my anus started to loosen.

The pain now much reduced, I had risen to my knees on the bed, thrust my bottom backwards and the hard, almost brutal ass-fucking I was now receiving had begun.

And it was just what I needed. Waves of pleasure and pain emanated from my rapidly yielding anus and from deeper within my bowels, washing up my spine and down my inner thighs as Pete thrust his cock forcefully into me over and over again.

‘Slup! Slup! Slup! Slup!’

“God yes!”

So soon after feeding, drops of milk fell from my well used, erect teats onto the sheets as my dangling breasts swayed in time to my husband’s thrusting, the slapping sounds of his thighs striking the underside of mine filling the room.

‘Slup! Slup! Slup! Slup!’

“Mmmgh! Mmmgh! Mmmgh!”

‘Slup! Slup! Slup! Slup!’

‘Fuck Penny! This feels amaaazing!”

‘Slup! Slup! Slup! Slup!’

There would be pain and mess afterwards, especially if as was increasingly common, Pete came in my rectum rather than my vagina, but I didn’t care. It was enough to know that after so many years, I was finally giving my husband the extreme of sexual pleasure he had been denied since Isobel had been born and I had torn so badly.

A well-placed sanitary towel would deal with any fallout as it had many times before.

‘Slup! Slup! Slup! Slup! Slup! Slup! Slup! Slup!’

Pete’s thrusts were becoming harder and faster as his climax approached. Well in control, I knew there was still time to try and match my own peak pleasure with his.

‘Slup! Slup! Slup! Slup! Slup! Slup! Slup! Slup!’

“Fuck Penny! I’m going to cum soooon!’

‘Slup! Slup! Slup! Slup! Slup! Slup! Slup! Slup!’

Taking my weight on my right arm, I reached under my swaying boobs and still-rounded belly until I found my slit. It was hard to keep my balance one-handed with Pete’s thrusts so hard and so frequent, but I managed to hold myself on all fours until my fingers located the thick, fleshy hood that shrouded my engorged clitoris.

Working my fingertips underneath it, I found that magic hidden nub and began to rub its tip and underside with fast, firm, finger strokes as Pete’s cock passed more and more freely in and out of m y most private place above.

The effect was instantaneous; I began to cum and cum hard.

Strong smelling lubrication oozed from my slit, onto my rapidly moving fingers and into the palm of my hand, its sharp taint mingling with the more earthy aroma our copulation had already produced. My body bucked, driven backwards by the force of my clitoral climax only to meet Pete’s violently incoming erection full on. The force of his thrust drove my clitoris back onto my fingers once again, repeating the cycle until my helpless body was in full spasm.

The effect on Pete was both profound and predictable.

“Oh Jesus Christ Penn…!” Pete voice was harsh and breaking with passion. “I’m cumminggg!’

I felt his rhythm break as it had so many times before, the cock in my rectum began to throb and pulsate and once again, my back passage was filled with a full-on, copious dose of creamy male semen.

“Nngh! Nngh! Nngh! That feels soooo fucking good!”

Pete gasped as his ejaculation went on and on, pumping rope after rope into me as my spasming body shook and trembled, impaled on his long, slender cock.

As our climaxes began to fade, I could feel my husband’s erection fading too, softening within my rectum before slipping messily from my body.

“Christ Penny! What came over you? That was amazing!”

Pete rolled onto his back on the bed, his cock an angry red colour.

Unable to speak, I flopped alongside him face downwards and tried to regain some composure. As my head slowly stopped spinning, I realised I had bitten my lip so hard that my teeth had actually drawn blood inside my mouth. I could feel that my inner thighs were awash with orgasmic juices too and my anus was sore and gaping.

It had been crude, raw and painful but at the same time, wonderful; exactly what I had needed - and had probably been what my husband needed too.

“You’re incredible,” Pete panted. “What a way to start the day! I just wish I didn’t have to go to work or we could have spent the whole morning in bed like we used to, remember?”

I did remember well and smiled, panting as he was as my body trembled with climactic aftershocks.


“Are you okay?” he rolled onto his side to face me, his fingers stroking my soft belly. “Did I hurt you?”

He had, but I shook my head. It was pain I had needed.

“I’ll be back after lunchtime,” he said, kissing me on the forehead then the lips. He tasted salty. “Will you miss me until then?”

“Of course,” I grinned. “But don’t expect a repeat performance. Izzy will be back around then too.”

Pete pulled a face of exaggerated disappointment.

“Sorry Penn but it’s half past seven already. I’d better get showered and on my way.”

And with those words and another kiss, my husband went into the bathroom, leaving me alone in our bed. A moment later I heard the shower running before I fell into a pleasant, post-copulation doze as the evidence of that morning’s frenetic sex oozed gently from my body and onto the sheet beneath me.

***

An hour later, showered and with a panty liner inside my knickers, experience told me there was still a risk of embarrassing leakage, so I decided an hour or two of domesticity would best fill the time until I felt safe enough to take Leanne out to the shops.

I had a little breakfast, loaded the washing machine with the soiled, slightly bloodstained bedclothes, did an hour of ironing, and paid a few bills online. Leanne stirred during the last of these tasks, so I changed her nappy and sat her in her reclining chair to watch as I continued being the housewife and mother I was, to my surprise, increasingly happy to be.

I was putting a second load of laundry into the washer when my mobile phone rang. Expecting it to be our daughter confirming when she was going to return from her boyfriend’s house, I picked up the handset and without even looking, pressed the green button to accept the call.

“Hello?”

“I hoped you would answer, Penny,” came the response.

“Tony?”

Oh my God! Why hadn’t I checked the number before answering? With my body still tingling from recent sex, my first and most persistent lover was the last person I needed to talk to.

“You haven’t picked up in ages; I thought you might be ignoring my calls. Was I right?” he asked.

“Of course not,” I lied.

“How are you?” he asked. “We haven’t spoken in too long.”

‘I’m fine. Busy with the baby but fine.”

“And the baby? Leanne?”

“She’s fine too.” I paused then felt obliged to add. ‘How are you?”

“I’m good thanks,” he said brightly. “Great in fact,” he added then lowered his voice.

“But I’d be even better if you’d at least give my idea some thought.”

Tony’s Big Idea was of course that he and I should recommence our ended affair simply as Friends with Benefits rather than the ongoing, loving couple I had mistakenly believed he had wanted us to become.

The unceremonious dumping that I had suffered shortly after letting my husband know I was intending to leave him, had made Tony’s real motives abundantly clear. Although a lot of water had passed under the bridge since then - and a good few cocks had passed through my vagina too - those wounds were still sore, but to my horror, my memories of the good times were vivid too and began to flood back.

“We’ve been through this,” I protested. “I thought we were in love; you wanted another notch on your belt. I left my husband for you; you dumped me as soon as you found out. It’s hardly an encouraging start to a relationship.”

My firm, hard words were as much to convince myself as they were to convince him.

“I know and I was wrong,” he replied. “You meant a lot more to me than I realised. You still do.”

“Yes. And the moment you’ve got back into my knickers I’ll be dumped again.”

“It’s not like that,” he insisted.

“Huh!” I snorted. “I don’t know why I’m even talking to you.”

There was a long pause.

“I saw you yesterday, Penny. In the supermarket with the baby. I wanted to have another chat but didn’t think you’d want me to come up and say hello there and then.”

He was certainly right about that.

“So I thought I would give you a call this morning. I guessed Pete would be at work until lunchtime. It’s his busy Saturday isn’t it?”

“Tony you shouldn’t ever call me,” I began to protest but he carried on.

“You were looking great, Penny,” he said enthusiastically. “Really sexy. It looked like you’ve got your gym body back already. I’d love to check it out up close.”

I laughed hollowly. Apart from my body still being a long way from its pre-baby tightness, the idea that I could be seduced by such a blatant tease was ridiculous.

“How do you know? From one glimpse in a supermarket?” I asked suspiciously.

His reply surprised me.

“Oh I’ve seen you alright. Many times. You just haven’t seen me! Your body looks as perfect to me as it always did, so why not let me prove it?”

“Thanks, but I’ll keep my body under wraps,” I replied.

“I haven’t had a Yummy Mummy in my bed for… mmm… ten years,” he told me.

“Your kids are over twenty,” I remonstrated with a derisory laugh. “That means your last Yummy Mummy wasn’t either me or Julie.”

He paused then laughed.

“Okay, you got me there, Penny” he confessed. “A simple slip of the tongue and I gave myself away.”

I knew only too well how pleasurably Tony’s tongue could slip over important parts of my body, but I steeled myself and tried to carry on.

“Who was she?” I demanded.

“No-one you know!”

I snorted. That meant it had probably been someone I knew of but did not know personally.

“Well I hope you have a good memory, because you won’t be seeing this Mummy’s yummy bits any time soon.”

“Not even on a no-strings basis Penny? Not even Friends with benefits? Fuck Buddies? Sex on demand whenever you want it? It doesn’t need to be an affair this time.”

“It was a mistake the first time. I shouldn’t have let you seduce me at all, let alone have started an affair.”

“I don’t think it was a mistake,” he protested. “Ending it was the mistake. We were really good together.”

“Who ended it?” I demanded. “Who stopped communicating? I left Pete for you!”

“I know. It was stupid of me. Thoughtless too. You were really important to me Penny. You still are!”

“So you said. And you were important to me too,” I conceded. “You know that. I was in love with you and yes, you’re amazing in bed but I can’t put my family at risk again, no matter how great the sex might be.”

“You agree the sex was great?” he asked, grasping my unwise words with both hands and pressing home his point.

“Of course, I agree. The sex was amazing. You’re a fantastic lover, you’re just a useless prospect as a partner.”

“So if you agree how good we were in bed together and you know how well I can keep a secret. Why not give it a try? Just once, for old times’ sake?”

This time it was my turn to pause.

“I made you cum every time, admit it!” he teased.

I didn’t reply.

“Admit it Penny!”

“Okay, I admit it. You made me cum.”

“Every time?”

“Yes, every time!” I grudgingly admitted.

“And you’ve never felt a cock like mine inside you, before or since. Admit that too, Penny Barker!”

I sighed. Despite everything, the conversation was making me more and more aroused.

“I admit that too. Your cock is amazing. I’ve never felt anything like it in my… inside me.”

“Where inside you, Penny?”

I gulped, my heart thumping in my chest.

“In my cunt. In my wet cunt.”

A sound like a sigh of satisfaction came down the line.

“There! That felt better, didn’t it?” he purred. “Confession is good for the soul.”

“And we all know who has most to confess, don’t we?” I challenged.

A few seconds’ pause.

“What if I promised not to see anyone else? What if we tried to be faithful to each other?” he asked.

“We both know you’re not capable of that. You’ve never been a one-woman-man and you never will be.”

“Your record isn’t exactly pure, Penny.”

“I know. But Pete and I have no secrets now,” I lied. “I couldn’t let you fuck me again unless he agreed and I can’t see that happening, can you?”

There was silence at the other end of the line before he spoke in what I suspect he intended to be a threatening voice but which to me sounded only awkward.

“And the baby’s father? There’s no way she’s Pete’s child…” he left the words hanging.

“I think you’re a better man than to make trouble over that.”

There was another long silence. It had been the right call.

“I won’t ever give up,” Tony said quietly.

It was the soft, seductive voice again; the one that had talked its way into my panties that first day. Despite everything, I felt an even more powerful stirring between my thighs.

“It was good while it lasted,” he said softly. “You have to accept that at least.”

“I do accept that. While it lasted it was very good. You are an amazing lover; you fucked me like I’d never been fucked before, but now it’s over.”

My own voice was soft now, the anger and fear slowly being replaced by arousal.

Stop it now, Penny! You’re weakening.

“Will I see you around?” he asked. “Maybe for a coffee sometime?”

“I can’t promise that,” I told him, then sighed. “But I suppose we should never say never.”

“You’re the sexiest woman I’ve ever fucked, you know that?”

It was a barefaced lie, but I appreciated the compliment. He was, after all, sexy enough himself to have successfully temped me away from a lifetime of fidelity to my husband.

“Then you have plenty of memories to keep you warm if you ever find your bed empty again,” I replied, trying not to start crying.

“See you soon I hope…”

Tony’s words faded as I pressed the red button, put the handset down on the bedside table and sighed.

It took a full minute before I realised that tears were running down my cheeks. I pulled a tissue from my pocket and dabbed my eyes, then took a deep breath and rising to my feet, turned towards the open kitchen door…

To find Isobel standing there, her mouth open wide, a look of sheer disgust on her face.

“Izzy…” I began, then stopped.

Our eyes met. The hostility was palpable. Then she turned and disappeared. A moment later I heard footsteps running across the hall, followed by the slamming of the front door and the revving of a small car’s engine in the driveway.

I ran up to the bathroom and retched over the sink.

***

I called Pete at work, but he must have been either in theatre or in a consultation because it was nearly a full hour before he called me back. In that hour, my whole world was spinning and several times I was sure I would either faint or be sick.

The irony was incredible. To be discovered as having cheated during a phone call in which I was refusing to cheat again! The unfairness was almost physically painful.

Pete was angry but relatively calm when I told him what had happened. From the way in which he swore under his breath, I believe there were people close by and when he did speak it was in a hushed voice.

“Why the Hell were you talking to him anyway?” he growled. “Have you started fucking him again?”

“No!” I half yelled into the phone. “He sent me a few messages and called so I told him to stop. If Izzy overheard anything, she overhead me saying no!”

“I suppose that’s good. So, what damage can she do without hurting Jack? She won’t want to tell him, and she’s hardly going to go and tell Julie, is she?”

“She could tell Josh and Tim,” I said slowly. “That’s bad enough isn’t it?”

“You tell me. You’re the one who cheated and got yourself knocked up, Penny!”

“You told me over and over again how much you wanted me to fuck other men. You wanted to be a cuckold; now you are one. Don’t put all the blame on me, Pete!”

“Okay, okay,” he conceded, calming down surprisingly quickly.

There was a full minute of silence during which I could feel my heart beating, hear my breathing and sense the damage being done to my marriage even as I stood there.

“She’ll come to tell me,” Pete eventually said softly. “She’ll have to tell someone and I’m the obvious person.”

“What will you say?”

“Right now I have no idea,” he replied, exasperated. “But I will think of something. I’ll have to.”

“Good luck,” I replied.

“Being married to a Hot Wife is no picnic, Penny.”

“It’s what you said you wanted, Pete. It’s your fantasy come true.”

“Maybe some fantasies are better left as just that.”

***

Izzy came home a few hours later, presumably when she believed her father would have returned from work. From the determined look on her face and the fact that she completely refused to speak or even make eye contact with me, I knew that the showdown would not be long in coming.

It came faster than I had feared.

As if on a mission, Izzy looked first in the lounge then, not finding Pete there, she stomped across to the study where he was sitting at the desk doing paperwork for his private practice. I followed in silence, my knees unsteady, unsure what on earth would happen next but knowing whatever it was would change our lives.

“Dad, I need to tell you something,” she announced as she barged into the room.

I stood in the doorway. My heart thumping in my chest, not knowing what on earth to say or do so deciding that silence on my guilty part would be the best policy.

“Can it wait a bit? I’m really busy right now,” Pete responded though he knew full well what was about to descend.

“I’m sorry Dad, it can’t. There’s something you really need to know.”

“Really?”

“Really. This is important.”

Pete leaned back in his chair then swivelled it round to face his daughter.

“You’re not pregnant, are you?” he asked, seriously.

It was a well-judged diversion. Izzy had not been expecting this and it knocked her temporarily off her righteous stride.

“N..No! I’m not pregnant.”

“You and Jack are either splitting up or getting married?”

This made her wobble even more.

“No Dad. Neither of those. It’s not about me,”

That would be a first, I thought maliciously.

“Then what is it? I’ve got all this paperwork to go through…” he gestured to the pile on the desk.

Izzy took a deep breath and tried to regain control of the conversation. I looked at her then at Pete and back again, knowing my comfortable world was about to end.

“The thing is Dad,” she said nervously, scowling at me across the room. “There’s no easy way to say this. Mum’s been having an affair.”

She waited for a response from her father. Whatever reaction she was expecting, it was not the one she got.

“Yes?” Pete replied.

Izzy frowned, puzzled.

“She’s been having an affair Dad. She’s been sleeping with someone else. I’m not sure who it is but I heard them talking on the phone.”

“That was nosy of you,” Pete replied quietly.

“Don’t you care?” Izzy was getting very emotional now, her voice almost a scream. “Don’t you even want to know who with? She said he’d fucked her like she’d never been fucked before. She’s been cheating on you, Dad.”

“Yes, I know. Thank you for pointing it out, Isobel.”

“What?”

Izzy was brought up short. Sensing the pause, Pete continued.

“I know all about it. You mother told me. I’ve known about it for a long time.”

“But Dad…”

“Izzy, marriages are complicated things. They can last a long time - perhaps even a lifetime. Not everything that happens during that lifetime is good; you have to accept it.”.

I was stunned; where had my husband acquired such verbal skills? And did he really mean what he was saying?

“But she’s cheated on you…!”

Izzy was getting angry with Pete now. Her righteous indignation on her father’s behalf was not having the effect she had planned.

“She’s been unfaithful! She’s been having sex with someone else!”

“I know what cheating means Izzy,” Pete replied calmly. “You don’t have to explain.”

“How can you keep on living with her?” she demanded. “Don’t you have any self-respect?”

A flash of real anger crossed my husband’s face at this remark. He turned towards our daughter, his eyes blazing.

“Isobel! This is our business, not yours. We might be your parents but it’s our marriage. If I don’t have a problem with what has happened, it’s none of your business!”

“How do you know Leanne is yours if she’s been fucking this man left, right and centre?”

“That’s my business too. There’s more to this than you know,” Pete replied, still calm.

“But Dad!” Izzy protested desperately. “She’s been fucking someone else! How can you just sit there and accept a betrayal like that?”

Pete took a long, deep breath.

“Do you want to know?” he demanded, his voice cold and angry.

For a moment, Izzy seemed wrong footed by this challenge, so he asked again.

“Do you really want to know? Are you sure you can handle the truth, Isobel?”

“Of course I can,” she replied, though perhaps a little less certainly than before.

“Then listen carefully!”

He paused.

“Okay,” Izzy said aggressively.

“Good. I can accept your Mum having fucked another man for one very good reason.”

There was a long pause during which I tried to imagine what on earth he was going to say. In the end his words shocked me as much as they shocked our daughter.

“And that’s because I’ve been fucking another woman!”

“What?”

“I cheated on her too, Izzy!”

Izzy’s face went from pale to pink, then back to pale.

“You’ve been…”

“Fucking another woman! Isn’t that clear enough? All night. In her bed. And it was fucking great!”

A silence descended as our daughter’s face turned ghostly white.

“You two are disgusting!”

The words almost choked her as she spat them out then ran out of the room. The silence that followed was long and intimidating. Finally, I could stand it no longer.

“Well, that went well.”

“I’m sorry,” Pete replied. “It’s just that her attitude makes me so angry.”

“I know,” I said. “She makes me angry too, but you didn’t have to tell her…”

“Didn’t I?” he interrupted. “What else could possibly explain my attitude?”

“You didn’t have to tell her how good Julie is in bed. Or remind me for that matter!”

“I could hardly tell her the truth, could I?” he demanded. “I could hardly say that I like to watch you being fucked by other men. I couldn’t tell our daughter that her mother has had four lovers in twelve months, that one of them was a male prostitute, that she was knocked up by a boy young enough to be her son and that her new sister is really only a half-sister?

“It’s far better that she thinks we both had stupid affairs and have forgiven each other.”

It was a day for silences as the truth of his words sank into my brain.

“What on earth will happen when she tells Jack or her brothers?” he asked.

This was my chance to redeem myself in some way.

“Leave that to me,” I said. “I have an idea.”

“What is it?”

“Sorry Pete, but this time you really don’t want to know.”

***

“No! You wouldn’t! You couldn’t!”

Izzy’s voice was almost a shriek as I confronted her in her bedroom five minutes later. She leaned towards me, her fists on her hips like a fishwife, her eyes wide and staring. She had clearly been crying - which was very unusual for her, but I made myself ignore her tears and concentrate on my vital goal.

“How did you get hold of them anyway?” she demanded.

I smiled in the most annoying way I could but did not answer directly.

“Never mind how I got the videos; all you need to know is that I have them and I am prepared to use them.”

“You’re a cheating slut,” she hissed. “And he’s a cuckold. How can I hold my head up knowing my parents are aged swingers?”

“I don’t think you’re in any position to make moral judgements, Isobel Barker. Your Dad and I aren’t the only ones with skeletons in our closets.”

“What do you mean?”

“I mean you weren’t exactly the model faithful girlfriend, were you?”

“That’s different,” she protested, a little less certain of her ground.

“How is it different? Steve was supposed to be the love of your life. You even filmed yourself fucking him.”


“I know but…”

“But you got angry with him and fucked another boy too. You’re just a much a cheat as I am, but you did it so publicly you got yourself a nickname! Isn’t that so, Izzy-Oh-God?”

“But you and Dad are…”

“Adults who have agreed to put it all behind us,” I interrupted before she could call me a slut again.

“I can’t wait to hear what Josh and Tim say when they find out!”

“They aren’t going to find out,” I said firmly. “At least not from you Isobel!”

This brought a brief silence.

“What do you mean?” she asked aggressively.

For the second time in the last twelve months, an analogy came to me and I used it.

“In the Cold War they had a phrase. Mutually Assured Destruction’”

“What the hell has that got to do with anything?” Izzy snarled.

“At the time,” I continued doggedly. “It meant that if one side used nuclear weapons the other would do the same and both sides would be utterly destroyed. That way neither would dare be the first to press the button.”

“I know all this,” Izzy growled. “I’m not stupid. Why are you telling me?”

I kicked myself while trying to keep my composure. My daughter was not Will; unlike him, she had studied in school and would have known what I was talking about without explanation. Even so, I carried on.

“You are I are in the same place. Yes, I cheated, but you did too! You are in no place to pass judgement either on me or your Dad.”

I drew a deep breath.

“Listen carefully, Isobel Barker. If anyone - and I mean anyone at all - finds out about my affair or your father’s fling, your Dad, both your brothers and your boyfriend will find at least one of your videos in their inboxes within hours.”

“You wouldn’t!”

She sounded almost hysterical.

“Try me, Izzy! There’s a lot at stake here.”

She thought for a moment.

“I don’t believe you’d do it. I don’t believe you’ve even got them.”

“Really?”

“You’re bluffing,” she wailed. “You’re a slut, you’re desperate and you’re bluffing!”

It took only seconds to think of my next move.

“Okay, how about this? You think I’m bluffing? You called me a slut? Perhaps I should punish you for being so rude. Perhaps I should give you a good hard spanking. Perhaps if I’d done it when you were younger, you wouldn’t be such a brat now.”

“What the fuck are you talking about?” she snarled angrily.

“But no,” I persevered. “Spanking wouldn’t be a punishment for you Izzy, would it? You’d actually enjoy a good spanking, wouldn’t you?”

“Oh my God!”

Silence descended. The look of sheer terror on my daughter’s face when she realised that I really had seen the videos; that I really had watched her being fucked and spanked on film was something I will remember the rest of my life. I said nothing, I just raised an eyebrow and looked her straight in the eye.

“So, can you keep a secret?”

“Mum please…”

Calling me Mum was a victory in itself. I pressed home my advantage.

“Can you keep a secret Isobel? Because if you can’t…”

“Okay, okay! You win!”

The girl was red in the face with anger and frustration but knew when she was beaten.

“You’ll tell no-one? No-one at all?” I insisted for absolute clarity.

“Okay. No-one.”

“Not your brothers, not your friends. Not Jack?”

“No-one. I promise.”

“Cross you heart?”

“Mum please! I’m a grown-up now.”

“Okay,” I conceded. “But you do understand I’m deadly serious. I really would do it.”

“Yes. I understand.”

“Then come here and give me a hug.”

The reluctance with which my daughter came towards me was almost comical but come she eventually did. I wrapped my arms around her and held her tightly, as much to make her feel a little intimidated by my presence as to reassure her I still loved her.

“We all make mistakes, Izzy,” I whispered as I held her close. “Your Dad and I need to move on from ours just as much as you needed to move on from yours. We love each other and have agreed to put all this behind us. Surely you can see that’s best for everyone?”

“I suppose so,” she mumbled into my chest. “But what about the baby? I was sure Dad had had a vasectomy. What if…”

“My affair was over before I got pregnant with Leanne,” I assured her.

I was stretching the truth only a little; though I did not know it at the time, my affair was indeed already over when Darren had fucked and impregnated me. Tony had already dumped me; I just wasn’t aware of the fact.

We hugged a little longer.

“Don’t worry,” I tried to reassure her. “Tony can’t possibly be Leanne’s father. He’s had a vasectomy so…”

Suddenly Isobel’s whole body went stiff.

“What did you say?”

Her voice was high and shocked. She pushed me away and froze rigid, her eyes fixed on mine in horror.

“You said Tony, didn’t you?”

It took a few seconds for me to realise what I had said. For the second time in only a couple of weeks, I had accidentally given away one of my deepest, darkest secrets. The first was to Julie and could probably be managed. My judgemental daughter Isobel was a completely different prospect.

“Oh my God!”

The words choked in my mouth.

“Your affair was with Tony?” Izzy spoke slowly, her voice hushed and horrified.

I couldn’t speak. All I could do was nod my head.

“Tony? Like, Jack’s Dad, Tony?” she repeated, dumbfounded. “It was him on the phone? You were fucking him all that time?”

“I’m sorry, Izzy…” I began, but a huge gulp of a sob from alongside interrupted me.

“Oh God! Oh my God!” she mumbled, lowering herself to perch on the edge of the bed. “I can’t… I can’t…”

Then she started to cry.

My tough daughter Izzy was crying, and not tears of anger, real tears.

Something was seriously wrong. Okay, my affair had been with her boyfriend’s father but at the time, she and Jack hadn’t even been going out together, let alone sleeping with each other.

There was more to this than just yuk factor or mere embarrassment.

“What’s the matter Izzy?” I asked, my flash of anger immediately dispelled by a mother’s instinct to protect her young.

She didn’t reply, but her sobs grew stronger and louder.

“I’m really sorry,” I tried to console her. “Really. We didn’t mean to hurt anyone, least of all you. Things just got out of control.”

Instead of simply wiping her nose and pulling herself together as I had expected, this news seemed to make Izzy cry even harder, her shoulders shook visibly, her eyes and nose wet and snotty.

“Izzy darling,” I tried again to reassure her. “Please don’t be so upset. It’s over now. Your Dad and I have forgiven each other. It doesn’t need to affect your relationship with Jack.”

What I hoped was a comforting response turned out to be quite the opposite; Izzy rose to hr feet and began to pace back and forth, her eyes unable to meet mine. I tried to take her in my arms, but she pulled away from me violently.

“Darling please,” I pleaded. “Don’t push me away. It’s just one of those terrible things that happen to couples sometimes. Your Dad and I have come to terms with it. Please help us see it through.”

Isobel’s tears were well beyond anything I had seen before. Fiery of temper she certainly was, but this degree of upset was entirely new. I tried to stroke her shoulders, neck and hair in an attempt to calm her down, but she pulled herself away again.

This was beyond reasonable now.

“Come on Izzy,” I said in a much firmer parental voice than I had used before. “That’s enough emotion. This is our problem, not yours. No-one needs to know anything. You and Jack can go on just as before.”

This seemed to shake her just enough for a little coherence to enter her voice. She stopped pacing and with a huge effort, allowed me to put my arm around her.

“What is it?” I asked. “Come on, tell me. This isn’t just about your Dad and me having made mistakes. I understand you’re angry about that, but there’s something else, isn’t there?”

Izzy pulled herself together enough to look me in the face, her whole body shaking with emotion, her eyes red and puffy, her face pink and ugly.

“I can’t tell you…” she mumbled. “I just can’t.”

“You’ve got to tell someone,” I told her firmly. “This is way beyond just a bit of upset.”

Her sobs began to slow as she fought gallantly to regain control of herself.

“Come on,” I whispered, pleased that she finally allowed me to behave as a mother should. “It can’t be worse than finding out both your parents have had affairs, can it?”

“Can’t it?” she mumbled.

“Now you really do have to tell me,” I cajoled her, giving her a reassuring squeeze.

For a long moment she seemed to be both gathering her strength and coming to some kind of momentous decision.

“Promise. You won’t. Tell Dad?” she said between her subsiding gasps.

“Of course,” I told her. “If you want it kept secret, it will be just between us.” I laughed hollowly. “Mutually Assured Destruction, remember?”

From the expression on her face, she seemed to be going through agonies but after a short while my daughter appeared to steel herself.

“You want to know… The reason I’m… I’m so upset it was Tony you fucked?”

“Is that really what all this is about?” I replied, misreading the situation. “I know he’s Jack’s Dad, but you and Jack weren’t together when it all started so…”

“Shut up, Mum!” Izzy interrupted loudly, shaking her head vehemently. “I’m sorry, but if I don’t tell you now, I won’t ever be able to tell you.”

I frowned.

“Well, what is it Izzy? If it’s that important, tell me. You know you can trust me.”

She took a deep breath again, gathering her strength for goodness knows what. When she finally spoke, her words hit me like as body blow.

“Your affair had ended before you got pregnant, right? Please tell me that’s right.”

“Yes. I told you that,” I assured her truthfully. “Tony is not Leanne’s father, if that’s what worrying you.”

She thought a moment longer, then looked up into my face, her expression one of embarrassment and shame.

“It’s not that Mum. It’s… It’s… It’s because…”

“Because what?”

“Because… Because not long after he stopped fucking you…”

She paused as if summoning up her last reserves of courage.

“What Izzy?”

She looked into my eyes with agony in hers.

“He started fucking me instead!”

“WHAT?”
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“He did what?” I gasped, unable to believe my years.

“Tony and I, he… we… Oh, Mum!” she cried, her eyes unable to meet mine again.

My daughter Isobel had just blurted out the almost unbelievable news that shortly after his affair with fifty-one-year-old me had come to an abrupt end, my first, completely unscrupulous lover Tony had started fucking her instead.

And as if that wasn’t bad enough, Tony had been a close family friend throughout most of her life and was the father of her most recent and most serious boyfriend, Jack.

What’s more, for the last few months, that same Tony had been trying hard to get back into my own knickers again, less than a year after unceremoniously dumping me.

“Christ, Izzy! He’s more than twice your age!” I burst out, amazed.

“I know!” she wailed. “I didn’t mean it to happen.”

“Did he force you?” I asked, horrified.

Izzy shook her head.

“It wasn’t like that,” she confessed. “He didn’t give me much choice the first time but after that…”

“After the first time?” I exclaimed. “How many times did it happen?”

Izzy made to reply but I held up my hand to prevent her.

“No, don’t answer that,” I snapped, though I was desperate to know.

“We were both a bit drunk,” Izzy, mumbled, her tears finally coming under control. “It was an accident; well, an accident the first time. Please don’t tell Dad! Or the boys. Jack would dump me in a second and I’d die!”

“Of course I won’t tell anyone. Trust me. Mutually Assured Destruction, remember?”

Izzy grinned wanly as the sound of a car engine starting then pulling away came from outside the window.

“Do you want to tell me how it happened?” I asked. “Would it help to talk about it?”

Izzy nodded. “I think so.”

“Come downstairs. Your Dad’s just gone to play golf.”

Still snuffling, she followed me down the stairs to the large, bright kitchen. Pete had indeed gone out, so we had the house to ourselves. I put the kettle on.

“Tea?” I asked then thought again. “Unless you feel the need for something stronger?”

“Tea is fine Mum,” she replied, perching on one of the bar stools and leaning heavily on her elbows. “And wine. I think we’re going to need them both.”

I messed around rinsing and putting tea in the pot, giving Izzy time to pour two large glasses of wine and calm down before the serious conversation started. The water took an age to boil, but I was patient and soon placed two steaming mugs of hot liquid on the breakfast bar then took my place on the other stool and looked closely at my daughter.

Her face was pink and puffy from crying, her body language somewhere between fearful and confrontational.

“So, when did it all happen?” I asked with as reassuring a smile as I could muster.

Izzy took one of her many deep breaths.

“After Simon dumped me. I wasn’t in a good place for a long time, remember?”

I nodded. She had been in a bad state having first been caught cheating on her then boyfriend with Simon, then soon afterwards been dumped again when he had been sent a video of Izzy and Steve fucking.

It was one of a series of videos, some of which I had seen. At that moment I was using the threat of publicising them to make my daughter keep my own affair secret.

“I came home from Uni and needed a shoulder to cry on,” she continued. “I wanted to talk to you, but when I got home, I found you and Dad were away. I’d come all that way on the train and needed to talk to someone I trusted, so I went to see my friends. I tried Julie’s house but no-one was there so I went round to see if they were at their Dad’s flat.”

“And Tony was on his own?”

“Sort of. There was a lady there when I arrived, but she disappeared as soon as she saw me on the doorstep. Tony looked very unhappy at first, but when he saw how angry and upset I was, he let me in.”

“What happened then?” I asked, dumbfounded.

“I asked where everyone was. He told me they had gone away for the weekend with their Mum. I started crying.”

“How did he handle that?” I wondered.

Tony wasn’t known for his sympathetic nature with the kids, but Izzy wasn’t a kid anymore. Given her response, I had clearly misjudged him.

“Mum, he was so lovely,” she said pleadingly, looking me in the eye. “I sat on the sofa, he poured us both large drinks and listened while I poured my heart out. He didn’t judge me, he didn’t interrupt. He just kept listening and making little comments that made me feel better.”

I had experienced Tony’s caring, listening side myself. It was at least partly genuine, but in my opinion the thought of conquest was never far from his mind. But maybe I was being unfair.

“You told him what had happened? That you had cheated on Steve and been dumped?”

She nodded.

“I just had to talk to someone, and he was the only one who would listen.”

“Did you tell him why you got dumped the second time?”

She nodded again.

“I told him about the videos too. I must have been quite drunk by then because being honest seemed the right thing to do. It seems crazy now, but he was such a good listener and at the time, I felt much better having told someone.”

“What did he do then?”

“He came and sat next to me on the sofa and held my hand. He put his other hand on my knee. I felt even better.”

“What were you wearing?” I asked suspiciously.

“Just my normal skirt and top,” she replied innocently.

I sighed. For my skinny, sporty daughter, a normal skirt was so short it barely covered her knickers and her usual top was skin-tight, revealing to the world the braless outline of the few pairs of boobs in Britain smaller than my own.

She was dressed that way now and thought nothing of it. Tony would have seen it as an invitation as, I suspected, would most men.

“Did he try to touch you?” I asked, suspiciously.

“Not then Mum. We must have talked for an hour or more. Well, I talked while he listened. It was long enough for him to have opened a second bottle of wine anyway. By the time I had stopped crying, that bottle had nearly gone too. I was far too drunk to walk home, and Tony was too drunk to drive me, so he suggested we finished the bottle and I spent the night in the spare room. He said there was a pair of pyjamas in there already.”

“So what happened?” I asked

“He went to get the room ready while I washed my face in the bathroom and tried not to look like a tiny tears doll. When I went into the bedroom, he had pulled back the bed, laid out the pyjamas and lit a candle on the dresser. It was so thoughtful of him I felt like crying all over again.”

I snorted but for all his faults, Tony could be very sensitive when he needed to be. It was just that his motivations weren’t always what the recipients of his kindness thought they were.

“Can I be honest, Mum?”

“It’s probably best if you are.”

“I… I’ve had a bit of a crush on him since I was little,” she confessed, clearly embarrassed. “When he started paying me all that attention those feelings all came back again. I felt a bit star-struck and went all gooey inside.”

It wasn’t the big surprise Izzy clearly expected it to be. I had suspected it years ago, just as Tony’s daughter had paid Pete a great deal of attention when she was in her early teens. In both cases I had thought it nothing more than the confusion every girl feels when she is beginning to grow up, and I had believed she had got past it long ago.

It seems I was wrong.

“I went into the bedroom and turned to kiss him goodnight. That’s when it all went wrong.”

“Went wrong?” I asked sharply.

“Maybe not wrong, Mum. It was just when everything changed.”

With many breaks for snuffling and severe embarrassment, the story gradually emerged.

Full of emotion and wine, Izzy had gone up to Tony to kiss him goodnight as had happened many times in their past. Well, perhaps not in their recent past. There had been some confusion about which cheek to kiss first which resulted on the goodnight kiss being on his lips instead.

There had been a moment of shock, a giggle of embarrassment then, without either taking the lead, their lips had met a second time and a longer, fuller kiss had developed.

“I don’t know why I did it Mum, but I put my arms around his neck and kissed him back.”

It had been an instinctive reaction, exactly as I mine had been that first day. Unsurprisingly, Tony had taken it as permission to go further as he had with me.

What man wouldn’t, let alone a man like him?

From there things had progressed rapidly and with the same crushing inevitability I had experienced. With a terrible feeling of déjà vu, I pictured how as they kissed, Tony’s hands had quickly found their way onto my daughter’s bottom, kneading her cheeks through her skirt and panties, pressing her lower belly against his hardening cock.

I understood how, despite knowing it was wrong, Izzy had felt completely unable or unwilling to move those hands away. The similarity to my own helplessness was almost frightening.

“I knew I should have stopped him Mum, but it was all happening so fast…”

She didn’t need to tell me how fast Tony could move. As Izzy’s story gradually and tearfully unfolded, every bit of my body remembered how it had felt to be seduced by that man’s extraordinarily effective technique, my memory easily filling the many gaps where she was too embarrassed to tell the details even to me.

“His hands were everywhere…”

Before she could even think of objecting, his hands would have slipped underneath her tiny skirt and be inside her knickers, his fingers exploring her skinny buttocks, cupping them, flesh on flesh, his fingers exploring her softest, most sensitive parts from the crease at the top of each thigh to the cleft between her cheeks.

“But I wanted them to be. I couldn’t resist him…”

From there, as I knew only too well, my daughter’s arousal would have given her no chance of escape, or even the desire to do so. If he had run to form, Tony would have pressed his knee forward. If Izzy had responded like her mother, she would have rubbed herself brazenly against it, encouraged by the pressure of his fingers in her cleft and, as her arousal rocketed, by the touch of his fingertips against the base of her slit.

“It felt so good even though I knew it was wrong…”

From there it would have been the unimpeded work of seconds to reverse his grip, flip his hand around to her mound and to begin fingering her properly.

And as I knew well, however bad Tony’s morals might be, his fingering technique was first class.

“It was as if I was out of control. Like my body had taken over…”

Given her youth and level of arousal, my daughter would probably have reached her first climax within seconds, leaning heavily against Tony’s strong, mature body, her knees wobbling, her weight steadied by his free arm and the hand between her thighs.

Once that had happened the rest was inevitable.

“After that, I just let him do whatever he wanted with me. No, it was worse than that; like I needed him to do whatever he wanted; like I was watching myself do it and couldn’t stop because it wasn’t really me.”

I knew exactly what she meant; the point of no return, the stage of arousal beyond which the conscious will shuts down and the body with its need to breed takes over. It had happened to me at Tony’s hands too and, though Izzy didn’t know it, at the hands of other lovers too.

“Before I knew it, I was on my back on the bed, my knickers were off and he… we…”

I waited for the inevitable outburst.

“Oh God Mum, I wanted him so badly by then I just couldn’t help myself!”

From the dazed, aroused expression on her face as she recalled it, the moment Tony’s cock had entered my daughter’s vagina had been as big a shock for her as it had been for me when it had first been thrust roughly into mine. Its extraordinary girth had been a revelation to my infamously oversized vagina; how it must have felt entering the tight body of a young, skinny girl could only be imagined.

Her eyes opened wide as she looked deep into mine.

“And it was so, so good, Mum!”

With a terrible feeling of déjà vu, I knew what she was going to say next.

“The best I’d ever had,” she blushed. “To be honest, it still is. Better than I had dreamed it could be.”

The strange mix of pain, arousal, vivid memory and instinctive revulsion that these words induced in me was a shock.

Izzy’s first fuck with Tony must have been astonishingly good to make her say such an extraordinary thing to me, knowing that not only was I her mother, but that he had been my lover too. The expression of amazement mixed with shame that filled her troubled face spoke volumes.

She had clearly received the fucking of her short life, much as at the time, he had given me mine. From the look of desperation in her eyes, not even Jack came close.

As we sat at the table, both of us feeling the second large glass of wine taking effect, my own emotions were in as much turmoil as hers.

Maternal anger that Tony had taken advantage of my daughter was mixed with jealousy that she had so easily and so quickly taken my place in his bed

Resentment that she had enjoyed it so much; that she now also knew what it was like to feel that short, thick cock inside her body was mixed with envy. Her younger, tighter vagina would have made the amazing sensations even more intense than those that had brought me so close to leaving my husband.

Saying anything at all was too risky, so I remained silent.

“I’m not sorry it happened, Mum,” she told me half ashamed, half aggressively. “I know I should be but I’m not.”

I let her passion cool for a moment then asked:

“It wasn’t just that one time?”

She shook her head, her eyes lowered.

“We spent the whole night together. And Sunday morning. He took me to the station in the afternoon.”

If I knew anything about both their sexual appetites, they would have fucked many times in those hours. My chest tightened with emotion.

“He visited me at Uni two weeks later. I spend the night with him in his hotel.”

“Oh Izzy…” I sighed.

“Then I came back here to see him. I hadn’t warned him I was coming but we spent the whole weekend together… Oh Mum, I kept seeing him in secret after I came back from Uni for the summer.”

I could see she was on the verge of tears once again.

“But it’s all over now?” I asked.

There was a look of desperation on her face, but no answer.

“You’re not still seeing him,” I asked, aghast. “Not if you’re with Jack too? Tell me you haven’t been fucking them both all this time!”

“No!” she exclaimed, the horror of my question finally shaking her into speaking.

“So it is all over between you and Tony?” I asked, needing to be sure.

She sighed.

“Not officially,” Izzy eventually replied.

“What do you mean?” I demanded, even more horrified.

“I was upset. When I came home for the summer, he told me that however good we were together, we should stop. He said that I had been upset and not thinking clearly the first time; that he was much too old for me and that it had been wrong of him to take advantage of me when I was in such an emotional state.”

That would at least explain some of her bad behaviour before she went on holiday. If she was besotted with Tony but he wanted to end the relationship, her emotions would have been all over the place. It was little wonder she had been so foul tempered with me.

“He was certainly right about that,” I said angrily, unable to keep quiet.

“It’s as much my fault as his, Mum. He didn’t take advantage of me; after the first time, I did keep coming back even though he said from the start he wasn’t really comfortable with it.”

I could barely contain the snort of derision that her words deserved. The idea that Tony was having doubts about fucking a very willing, sexually athletic twenty-year-old girl was simply absurd. The man must have thought he had won the lottery.

“We agreed not to see each other for a while to let things calm down a bit. I would go on holiday with my friends and we would both think it over as objectively as we could. When I got back, we would meet again and decide whether to keep seeing each other or to call it a day.”

“And on holiday you got together with Jack,” I said. “Wasn’t that a bit strange?”

“I was very mixed up, Mum. Jack’s fancied me for years, but I’d always seen him as a bit of a kid and not taken him seriously. When we met up on holiday, all the other girls thought he was really fit and tried to get off with him. I began to see him in a new light, so when he came on to me again, I went along with it and we ended up together.”

“Even though you were sleeping with his Dad?” I asked, amazed.

Izzy looked even more sheepish.

“I’m not sure it wasn’t because I was sleeping with his Dad,” she confessed. “At least, that was part of the attraction at first. But once we’d got together, I realised how different from Tony he was and how really lovely he is.”

As another of Tony’s cast-offs, I couldn’t help wondering how deep the similarities between father and son went. Did it include their attitudes to women? Not as far as I had seen. But what about their proficiency in bed or even, God help me, the shape of their erect cocks?

Those questions had better remain unanswered.

“And when you got back?” I prompted.

“I went to see him and told him what had happened. I could see he wasn’t happy; he thought I’d got with Jack on purpose to get back at him. But I hadn’t Mum. It was an accident; we just fell for each other.”

I was just as suspicious as Tony had been but bit my lip and said nothing.

“Tony and Julie still think Jack’s a child, but he isn’t. He’s quite capable of making his own decisions.”

“So you and Tony ended it there and then?” I asked, hoping against hope I was right.

Izzy’s lowered eyes and pink face told another story.

“We spent the night together again; a sort of last, break-up sex,” she confessed.

“Then did it finish?” I demanded.

“We haven’t slept together since,” she said. “And we don’t ever go to his flat.”

It was typical of the man to have one last night fucking my daughter before dumping her, but at least he had finally done the right thing.

“I cried all the way back home but deep down I knew it was the right choice. If Jack had ever found out it would have been the end for us and…”

She looked me in the eye. Tears were about to come again so I took my hands in hers.

“Mum, I love him so much! I couldn’t bear it if he ever found out about me and Tony. Promise you’ll never let anyone else know! Not even Dad! Please Mum, you have to promise.”

“Of course I promise,” I said, holding my daughter close.

Izzy hugged me, her eyes red, her body still trembling.

“I guess it’s a day for secrets, isn’t it?” I smiled, pulling her even closer. “Thank God we can trust each other.”

***

When Pete entered the house a few hours later I could see he was unsure what he might find.

What he did find was a calm, if somewhat tense atmosphere in which all references to anyone’s sexual improprieties were, by unspoken mutual consent, completely avoided.

A few hours later when Izzy returned to Julie’s house to spend the night with Jack, Pete tried his hardest to find out what had transpired between us but, as promised, I kept my counsel.

He found it very frustrating but the reduction in tension in the house was undeniable, so he eventually gave up.

***

Despite the exhaustion of the day and an unexpected, late extra feed for Leanne, I lay awake in bed for a long time that night, listening to my husband’s breathing, my mind buzzing with the earth-shattering events of the last twenty-four hours.

One of my deepest, darkest secrets had been exposed, then had almost immediately been trumped by an even deeper, darker confession from my daughter.


Izzy’s affair with Tony had been a genuine and considerable shock for me.

Should I have seen it coming? Had I been so mixed up in my own murky sex life that I hadn’t noticed my naïve, promiscuous daughter falling for the most prolific, least ethical seducer I knew?

Izzy had had a crush on him for years, she had told me. Why hadn’t I known this?

My daughter’s story had rung so true and had been so believable that as the long night rolled on, it evoked deep and painful memories of my own past.

Like most teenage girls I had had my share of crushes on older men, in my case two, both of them fathers of my school friends. They can’t have been older than their early forties.

The biggest crush was on the father of a girl I only remained friends with because of her Dad. His name was Derek — no, David. To the teenage me he was gorgeous; tall, dark and athletic and I thought, so smooth, so suave and so sophisticated.

In my early teens, I used to write his name on the inside of my diary along with little pink hearts. At school I used to daydream about being romanced by him, having lunch in McDonalds with him alone, walking through the streets and parks holding his hand.

As I grew older, the dreams became more sexually oriented. The lunches became romantic dinners, the coke became wine, holding hands became kissing, walking became touching and feeling in the darkness of the cinema or even the large, moodily lit lounge in their house.

I was too young and naïve to imagine what sex with him might actually be like, but I did know how it felt to have male fingers on and inside my vulva and indulged those imaginings to the full.

At night, the slightest rubbing of my night dress or pyjamas against my vulva could evoke erotic thoughts or dreams involving him which at first, I struggled to understand.

Why, with so much history myself, had I not understood Isobel’s vulnerability.

The object of my teenage desires had been unknowing and had made no attempt to behave with me in any way other than as his daughter’s father. My virginity had remained unchallenged, at least by him.

Now, with the perspective of time and experience, I could not put my hand on my heart and say that if he had made even a half-determined move towards my knickers, I would have resisted firmly enough to prevent him succeeding. Had David been as forward and persistent as Tony, I might well have connived at my own defloration years before it had actually happened.

To my shame, the idea was far less disturbing than it should have been. Indeed I began to wonder how different my sex life might have been if my hymen had been broken lovingly by an experienced, caring, older man in his large, warm bed rather than the crude, brutal, painful and humiliating way in which it had actually been breached.

Isobel’s hymen could only be a distant memory. Older and considerably more sexually experienced than I had been, she was still in many ways naïve and would have been easy prey for an unscrupulous, determined, predatory seducer. It was not hard to see how his blitzkrieg approach could have led to Tony’s cock entering my daughter’s vagina long before she understood the danger that she was in.

That was, of course, assuming she had needed seducing. With Izzy, that could not be taken as read.

As I knew so very well, once she had been penetrated; once she had felt the amazing sensation of having that short, thick, almost deformed appendage within her body, her considerable lust would have taken over and her enthusiastic participation in whatever fucking followed would be guaranteed.

And I had seen with my own eyes how enthusiastic my daughter could be once a boy’s erect cock was inside her vagina. With Tony’s monstrous girth stretching her youthful entrance to its elastic limit, who knows how completely lust might have taken over and what it might have driven her to do or have done to her.

They had slept together many times, albeit over a short period. Their appetites and opportunities for sexual adventure would have been legion. In the darkness, many of the times Tony and I had fucked came vividly into my troubled mind.

I remembered how it had felt, lying on my back on the bed, my legs parted obscenely wide, looking up into his frowning face as he hammered himself into my vagina.

I remembered the times when on my knees, his cock had burst into my body from behind, the top of his thighs slapping against the base of mine, his hands gripping my hips so hard they left finger marks.

I remembered clinging on to him, my dress around my waist, his pants around his ankles, my back against the wall. I remember wrapping my legs around his waist, his hands under my bony buttocks, supporting my body as he fucked me hard and brutally against the wall of his apartment lounge.

I remembered how it had felt to take that monstrous appendage into my mouth; how sweet the precum on its tip had been before he had penetrated me; how bitter my own fluids had tasted after it had brought me to another, helpless, messy climax.

Slowly but surely, in my mind, my own face and body changed to my daughter’s.

The night grew darker. In an hour or so, Leanne would wake for her night feed. There was little time for me to sleep but it was impossible anyway with so many questions filling my head; questions to which I knew I could never know the answers.

Tony, Julie and their family had been so close to us for so long that Izzy and Jack could have been taken for brother and sister. They had behaved as such for many years.

At first, the two of them being sexually involved had felt almost like incest; it had taken me some time to come to terms with them being sexually involved as a couple.

To learn that she had also been fucked by Tony was far, far worse, but if I was honest, was that just because he had fucked and discarded me first? After all, they were not really related, she was well over the age of consent and, as I knew only too well, no sexual novice herself.

As I sat in the darkness of the nursery, Leanne’s tiny mouth latched onto my tiny breast, my vulva already damp, my mind was still spinning.

Deep down inside, did I still want Tony? Was it just jealousy that was making me feel so upset?

God alone knew how many times he had fucked and cum inside my daughter, but had he spanked her too, as I had seen with my own eyes she loved so well?

Had he fucked her roughly on all fours as I had also seen, her tiny boobs hanging down, her long dark hair over her face as she came?

Or had he looked down caringly on Izzy’s pretty young features as he made love to her as a real lover would?

Had he seen elements of my own face in hers and thought of me as he penetrated her?

Had he felt that by fucking my daughter he was fucking me once again?

Had his cock stretched her youthful entrance wire tight as it had my own?

Had she begged him to fuck her hard; to make her cum as I had so often begged?

Had the feel of her tight vagina around his cock, brought Tony memories of my loose, overused passage?

Or, most likely, had I not featured in his thoughts at all?

Had Tony heard Izzy-Oh-God screaming out the words that had given her that undesirable epithet?

Had he done as she had pleaded, making her cum as hard as I had cum?

Had her fingernails raked his shoulders, arms and sides in ecstasy as mine had so many times?

Had he climaxed himself soon after, cumming as deep inside her vagina as he had so often in my cunt?

Had Izzy felt that thick phallus throbbing and pulsating inside her tight, young body?

Had Tony’s cock pumped rope after rope of semen against her soft, pink cervix?

There was no way he would have used a condom; I knew that for certain.

Had she been on the pill at that time?

Had she known about his vasectomy?

Or had she been so carried away by lust that the risk of pregnancy hadn’t even occurred to her?

After all, that was exactly how I had been impregnated by Darren.

Like mother, like daughter?

Leanne’s feed ended. She went back to satiated sleep but for me, sleep was impossible.

I tried to blame Tony for it all but knew my daughter’s sexual history too well.

I tried to blame Izzy instead, but knew Tony’s nature too well.

I blamed myself for not noticing what was happening before it was too late.

But even the worst nightmare must come to an end and eventually, as the new day approached, sanity slowly began to return and, though no closer to sleep, I began to ask myself calmer, more sensible questions.

Why did I feel so strongly about their brief affair? Was it just jealousy?

If it was, then there was no justification for it. Tony and I had finished before their first fuck. Izzy knew nothing of his and my messy relationship at the time and could not be blamed for taking him from me.

And why should anyone be blamed at all? Neither of them had been in a relationship. Neither had cheated. No-one but me had been hurt, and that was by accident.

Apart from Tony’s blitzkrieg technique, there had been no real coercion. Izzy had been seduced, not forced and by her own admission, had enjoyed it so much she had come back time and again for more.

It took no imagination at all to know how Tony would have felt with a sexy young girl knocking on his bedroom door. What man would or could have resisted?

Perhaps, unlike my own affair, it had done neither of them; or indeed anyone else any harm.

It might even have done my daughter some good.

So why did I feel so angry and betrayed? And so extraordinarily aroused?

There was no way I could let this pass without challenging Tony — but that meant talking to him again.

That was a prospect that filled me with strong and completely contradictory emotions that in the darkness assumed almost monstrous proportions.

It was a relief when I heard Leanne waking for her early morning feed.

***

“Hi Penny. What a surprise! Great to hear from you so soon. Does this call mean you’ve come to your senses and realised you and I were made for each other…”

“You have been fucking Isobel, you heartless bastard,” I said in as cold and hard a voice as I could manage.

It was the following morning and only Leanne and I were in the house. My heart was thumping; for the first time since our affair ended, I had called Tony on his mobile phone. It was the phone he used to communicate with all the poor women who, like me and now my daughter, had come under his spell and surrendered our bodies to the mercy of his short, ugly, monstrously thick but highly effective cock.

“What?” he replied, as if taken completely by surprise.

“You fucked my daughter, Tony. She’s less than half your age and she’s almost a member of your family as well as mine. How could you do it?”

There was a long pause.

“Did she tell you?” he asked, clearly unnerved.

“You’re not denying it?”

“Why would I? It happened. I’m not ashamed of it; I hope Izzy isn’t either.”

“You’re an amoral bastard!” I hissed angrily. “Is no-one safe from you? Are you eyeing up Leanne for your next conquest?”

I paused to draw breath giving Tony a chance to speak.

“Did SHE tell you about it, Penny?” he asked again, slowly and precisely.

“How else would I know?” I snarled. “She knows about the two of us as well, by the way.”

“Well I didn’t tell her anything,” he growled. “I might be an amoral bastard, but I never, ever kiss and tell, you should know that by now.”

“I do know you didn’t tell her. She found out by accident when… never mind that! You fucked my daughter Tony. You fucked her straight after you dumped me!”

“It wasn’t like that…”

“It was exactly like that! First you dumped me, then you fucked her. Was that your wet dream? Both mother and daughter? Well you succeeded. Well done! You men are pathetically predictable!”

“It wasn’t like that at all. You and I had something really special, Penny. Izzy was an accident. It sounds callous but it was. Neither of us expected anything like that to happen, and when it did happen, she wanted it every bit as much as I did. Ask her if you don’t believe me!”

I already knew he was telling the truth, but I wasn’t in any mood to admit it. Instead I moved the goalposts to give my anger a sharper edge.

“I’m surprised you didn’t suggest fucking both of us together in the same bed!”

“Don’t be ridiculous. I never even thought about Izzy in that way until the night it happened. If anything, she’s the one who had a crush on me.”

“Huh!” I snorted derisorily, though I knew from Izzy that this was nothing but the truth too.

“And you say I’m predictable?” he continued. “You could just as easily accuse your daughter of wanting to fuck father and son! That knife cuts both ways, Penny. She wasn’t exactly difficult to get into bed you know, and she was pretty bloody enthusiastic when we got there too. Does that remind you of anyone?”

For a moment, that comment stunned me into silence. Hadn’t Izzy herself said something along those lines? And as for being an easy lay, well yes, we all knew where she might have acquired that characteristic.

There was a tense pause before Tony continued.

“Listen, if Bella told you all about it, then she will have told you how it happened, right?”

Bella? Was that the pet name he had for my daughter? God, they really had fallen for each other!

“Her name is Isobel and yes, it was a familiar story,” I said acidly, trying to ignore the implication. “Horrifyingly familiar and with a horrifyingly familiar ending too.”

Tony ignored this barb and carried on.

“If she told you that, then she should also have told you what happened next. How she enjoyed it so much, she came back for a second helping, then a third. Did she mention that? Does that have a familiar ring too?”

“Why are you telling me this? Do you just like rubbing my nose in it?” I demanded.

But Tony was not going to be diverted.

“Penny, your sweet, vulnerable daughter wanted it every bit as much as I did. More probably. She spent hours on the train just to come here and sleep with me again.”

I bit my lip to avoid confirming what he was saying. Tony took this as permission to carry on.

“She’s not the poor victim you think she is. There was very little your sweet, innocent daughter didn’t want to try once her knickers were off. Even I was surprised. Does that sound like a poor, naïve girl who was fucked against her will and hated every moment of it?”

I knew this was true too but was not prepared to give him the satisfaction of hearing me say it. Sensing my temper moderating, Tony continued calmly.

“I might not be every woman’s ideal husband, but in all my life, I’ve never forced anyone to have sex. I didn’t force you and I didn’t force Bella. Neither of us planned it; neither of us knew it was going to happen, but it did happen and I’m not sorry about it, just like I’m not sorry about you and me.”

“Her name is Isobel…” I protested weakly, but Tony’s words had an unmistakable ring of truth.

My anger now seemed both misplaced and hypocritical.

“Afterwards, she wanted more just like you wanted more,” He continued. “But unlike you, I knew that with Bella, it was never going to be anything but a few fantastic hours of purely physical sex.”

I couldn’t think what else to say.

“And just like you, she was bloody good at it!” he added emphatically. “Really fucking good if you want to know!”

It was meant as a compliment to us both, if a twisted one. There was a long silence during which my mind span, my body tingled with anger and, I reluctantly had to accept, with significant arousal.

“I’m not the bad guy this time, Penny. And if Bella… Isobel has told you the truth, you already know this. For what it’s worth, it was me who wanted to bring it to an end before she got badly hurt. I know she was upset at the time, but it couldn’t have gone on much longer before she realised there was no future in it.”

“But she’s with Jack now,” I replied.

“Yes. She’s with Jack. It’s over between us.”

“She’s not sure it’s over,” I told him.

“It’s over Penny, whatever she told you. It was good while it lasted — very good to be honest - but I’m not going to risk hurting my son, however uncomfortable the two of them being together might make me.”

My former anger was rapidly being replaced by embarrassment driven by increasing self-knowledge. I realised I had called Tony simply to yell at him rather than with any real injustice in mind. And if I was really honest, after a night full of dreams and memories, perhaps subconsciously I had needed to hear his seductive voice again.

“That took a bit of getting used to for me too,” I confessed.

“I’m still not sure I how I feel even now,” Tony added. “You know they’ve never visited me here?”

“Now we both know why.”

There was a long pause.

“It would be very strange to see them both together,” Tony eventually said.

“And hear them,” I added without thinking.

There was another pause.

“She is rather noisy in bed, isn’t she?” he mused quietly, inadvertently answering one of my many questions.

“That’s definitely too much information,” I told him firmly, finally coming more to my senses. “I’m sorry I called. It was a mistake.”

“No, Penny; your calling me wasn’t a mistake. Bella and me getting together wasn’t a mistake either. What would be a mistake is if you and I didn’t talk anymore. And not ever seeing each other again would be a much bigger mistake.”

“Tony…”

“I do still want you, Penny,” he said softly in that voice of his that despite all that had happened, could still turn my knees to jelly. “We were so good together, in bed and out. Really good. You know I’m right.”

“Tony please…”

“It would be our secret again, no strings this time, no baggage. Both of us going in with our eyes wide open. You calling all the shots if you wanted…”

It wouldn’t be just my eyes that he wanted wide open. To my shame and in the face of all that I now knew, the idea was alarmingly exciting; I could feel myself lubricating at the mere sound of his voice saying those so seductive words.

But if I let him get too close to me again, with my infamous lack of willpower, who knew what might happen?

It was definitely time to go and go quickly before it was too late.

“I’m going to hang up now…” I began but he cut me off.

“I know you want it, Penny. And you know you want it,” he carried on, ignoring my attempt to end the conversation. “We’re both good in bed and we’re both good at keeping secrets. No-one else need ever know…”

“I mean it, Tony. I’m going now…”

“Given a straight choice between you and your amazing daughter, I would choose you every time. No contest.”

This was the most obvious piece of unconvincing flattery I had heard in a long time, so why were my nipples erect and my panties soaking?

“Goodbye Tony,” I whispered, pressing the red ‘end’ button.

I pressed it a good deal more reluctantly than I would have wished.
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Chapter Forty-Nine

They say the road to hell is the smooth, straight one; the deceptively easy path that descends so slowly you hardly know you’re on it until you reach your fiery destination.

They also say that the Devil makes work for idle hands.

As far as Penny Barker is concerned, they are right on both counts.

***

After the extraordinary revelations of that week and to everyone’s surprise, life returned to what approximated to normal in our household and remained so for a long time. At the time, it felt as if stability was finally returning to my life after far too long an absence. Little did any of us know it was just the lull before the storm.

And what a storm it was going to be!

Izzy went back to University and to her boyfriend Jack, knowing that her both parents had cheated but resigned to keeping that fact to herself. In exchange for that, her sex videos and her short but very passionate affair with her boyfriend’s father would remain a secret known only to me and our shared lover, Tony.

No-one else, especially her Dad, was ever to know.

Although I was trying to carry on as before, the disturbance this revelation had made to my peace of mind was profound and continuing. Along with a mother’s natural instinct to protect her offspring, came unexpectedly powerful feelings I had not expected but could not shake off.

The idea of being in competition with my own daughter for a man’s intimate affections, or worse, of the two of us being compared by him as lovers was deeply unsettling. Vivid images of how it had felt being fucked half senseless by him flooded back into my mind alarmingly often, usually triggered by random thoughts, memories or coincidences at any time of day.

Knowing that my daughter had shared those same experiences and had the same kind of memories made my belly ache with jealousy.

At least our recently outed gay son Tim was happy. His boyfriend Thomas’s family had proved more supportive than expected and the two of them were now properly acknowledged as a couple. It did feel very strange preparing a double bed for the pair of them when they visited, and even stranger seeing them cuddling together and casually kissing, but they looked so happy it soon seemed only natural.

I even got to spend a day or two with Samantha, my son Josh’s girlfriend and their baby, thereby temporarily relieving both Josh and Pete of their duties. Rather predictably, the boys used their freedom to watch live sport in a local pub.

As I knew well, secrets are not good for a marriage so Pete and my relationship was somewhat strained for quite a while, but once he realised that whatever magic spell I had cast had worked and that Izzy really was going to keep quiet, even he began to forgive me.

Although there was still an element of awkwardness between us, our life as a couple with a small baby returned to something like the barely regulated chaos in which all such families try to survive.

By midsummer, Leanne had started to sleep through the night too, or at least the gap between her late and early feeds had lengthened to around six hours. This was more than enough for me to feel I had enjoyed a fair night’s sleep myself, so my energy levels were considerably restored.

Everything in our lives was finally going smoothly, or so I thought.

The truth was that is going too smoothly; so smoothly that I didn’t notice the way in which my life was drifting until it was too late.

If I had to name an event, I would say that things began to go wrong when Pete’s work started get much busier. Fully occupied with my baby and my writing, I wasn’t exactly sure what had changed for him, but over time, he started coming home late more often, or later on, staying at the hospital overnight.

This wasn’t unheard of, but for someone in his senior position it was unusual. He even had to work a few extra days at weekends too.

Thanks to his absence and consequent tiredness, Pete’s libido reduced considerably and our highly active sex life deteriorated until it had become at best, sporadic.

Not even our recent change to predominantly anal rather than vaginal penetration and the resulting improvement in my husband’s pleasure, was enough to maintain the sexual momentum we had developed, and which I had unknowingly come to depend on.

Still, at least it gave my body a break physically.

Since our change of orifices and the high frequency of rear penetration, my consumption of panty liners had dramatically increased. I was beginning to worry that if we kept up this pace, I might become permanently loose back there.

I had heard stories of men and women needing to wear nappies after too much anal sex. The thought disturbed me, but there was no way I was going to interfere with my husband’s sexual contentedness.

As a result, the recent one-sided reduction in our sex life, though easy to understand, was difficult to bear. It would have been difficult for any couple, but for a woman with my baby-enhanced libido it was physically painful as well as an emotional strain.

Especially when I knew that Julie, my husband’s only former lover was still single, waiting in the wings with her petite body, her tight vagina, her readily available sphincter and gold pierced clitoral hood.

With my increased energy, near-constant arousal and surging libido, I badly missed his presence in the house and in my bed and was forced to resort to masturbation and my toys on many occasions for the daily sexual relief I now desperately needed.

But at least it gave me much more private time in which to write, to correspond with my readers and, increasingly, to look online for what I told myself was research. This led to a positive plethora of new published compositions spilling from my keyboard, which in turn led to a huge increase in my correspondence with readers, which in turn… and so it went on.

From this new correspondence, a whole series of exciting, real-life erotic stories emerged, each as true as I could make it. Most were within my go-to cuckold genre, but there were other themes too, some light and cheerful, others darker and more brooding. Some were even quite disturbing.

Unfortunately, along with these new stories came new and sometimes appallingly vicious troll attacks. Though by now I was mostly hardened to these assaults, some still managed to cut through my defensive armour and hurt me, especially those few which appeared to be from other women.

Some of the accusations were extreme; some of the threats worrying but as my Grandmother used to say, faint heart never won fair lady.

I knew my online identity was anonymous, so I tried not to let the trolls upset me and persevered and soon, among the many frauds and wierdos online, I found a few real gems too. People I chatted with often; people I got to know better, people I felt I had a real bond with and with whom I could share part of me.

Writing these true tales was fun, but often required long, detailed exchanges by email and in private chatrooms with the readers involved. I always enjoyed these interactions; as well as being the main theme of the story, many good ideas for other works came from them too, along with the opportunity to learn a great deal more about how others lived the life less monogamous.

Often this involved nothing more than listening to incidents in their lives that they believed only an understanding female ear could really appreciate.

Other times, the things I heard showed clearly that Pete and I were by no means the only middle-aged couple to have lived out our cuckold fantasies.

Often the true-life stores were so shocking that even my own more sensational stories were, by these peoples’ standards, not at all as extreme as I had imagined.

Although I had used chatrooms for years and they had always been a source of ideas and information for real-life stories, they had also been a bit hit and miss so until then I had used them sparingly. Now, as Leanne’s demands moderated and became more predictable, and as my own life became less demanding, I began to indulge myself more and, I quickly found, enjoy myself more too.

I already knew that if I logged in under any female name, I would be deluged with Private Messages from men who thought ‘Hey Babe’ was a sure fire chat up line, that they themselves were irresistible, believed every woman was a slut and that the thing I needed most in my life was their ten or even eleven inch cock thrust hard up my rectum.

I lost count of the number of unwanted penis pics I was presented with. All this did was reinforce my view that however good the male organ could make me feel, it was a singularly unattractive appendage to look at.

But I was a fast learner and soon found to my delight that, if I used a series of manufactured identities and used my author’s imagination to the full, I could be exactly who I wanted to be and have whatever fun I fancied at the time, as well as gaining even more material for my stories — which by then numbered over fifty.

So I became a woman of multiple personalities.

If I wanted, I could safely and anonymously be me; the fifty-something year old married mother of a small baby, temporarily paused Hot Wife and newly discovered lover of anal sex. In a strange way, it felt really liberating to be able to tell my online friends my story and my fantasies; anonymously, truthfully, in all the detail they wanted without fear of being discovered.

My seduction by a close family friend was considered good but unremarkable.

My flings with two young, fit lovers went down better with both my male and female friends.

My daughter and me having shared a lover was always very received well; though the consensus was it would have been better if we had all shared a bed.

Even the shameful truth that I had given birth to a mixed-race lovechild after a squalid one-night stand with a boy young enough to be my son could be broadcast in relative safety.

The most popular question from the many would-be-cuckolded men I met was undoubtedly, ‘How can I persuade my wife to fuck other men?’

Interestingly it was never ‘make love with other men’ or ‘have sex with other men,’ it was always ‘fuck’.

The most popular questions from their wives were: ‘Why would my husband want me to?’, ‘Would he still respect me afterwards?’ and often the worry, ‘What if I fall in love and ruin my marriage?’

With Pete’s well documented cuckold fantasies and my consequent, limited experience as a Hot Wife, I was able to provide some insight into these questions and occasionally some advice.

This allowed me to relive some of the more exciting, orgasmic aspects of the last year with a willing, eager audience.

The effects on my own arousal were significant. From their responses, I believe the effects on many of the women I chatted with were similarly powerful. More than one later admitted she had gone on to comply with her husband’s professed fantasy and actually sleep with another man — with or like me, without his knowledge or agreement.

But I could only advise only up to a point. Although my husband had tried hard to persuade me to sleep with other men, in the end, when it actually happened, it had been the confluence of opportunity and an effective seducer that had been decisive, rather than any pressure from Pete.

And even then, I had been pushed out of the realm of marital fidelity, not into the open and consensual wife sharing my husband had wanted, but into the secret world of the unfaithful, cheating wife.

When my marriage vows had first been shattered, it had not been with Pete’s knowledge or agreement; it had been an act of infidelity on my part, pure and simple. I had cheated on him. It was only weeks later and after many illicit copulations with Tony that I had confessed to my husband and — not without misgivings - he had made my status as a Hot Wife official.

Whether I would still have cheated if Pete hadn’t tried to persuade me is something I will never know for sure, but it was too late to worry; the damage had been done. We were where we were. All I could do was tell my story as honestly as possible and try to listen and learn from my new friends.

I’m sure many of them thought I was making most, or even all of it up. But I wasn’t. I had had enough imaginary sex in my stories.

For Promiscuous Penny, it was telling the truth that was the novelty and I indulged in it enthusiastically.

The problem was that over time, like so many vices, my online life quickly and insidiously became seriously addictive. The more time Pete spent away from home, the more time I spent online.

I could have used the extra time meeting real friends, or getting back into my work, or taking Leanne to visit the babies of other new Mums from our post-natal class. But over time, these outings ground to a near halt.

My coffee meetings with Julie had petered out long ago. I wasn’t sure why. Soon, even those with my supportive Boss, Sandie became rare too; the magnetic draw of my online world was too strong and more often than not, I weakened and returned to it.

It wasn’t a big step on the road to Hell, so I didn’t realise it at the time.

But a step it definitely was, taking me deeper and deeper by the day!

With Pete out of the house so often and few social events I my diary, I had enough private time to indulge my fantasies in areas far outside and far more extreme than my usual cuckold or cheating, both in my writing and in chat.

Sometimes I would forget being myself altogether and become a girl like Izzy; young, pretty, tight, insatiable and with my daughter’s apparent penchant for older men. This character was always popular online and never failed to find a partner either for chat or for roleplay; something that at first, I had thought inane, but which I soon discovered my life as a writer made me rather proficient at.

I had expected to be asked to play a young virgin and had no problems with this — memories of my own defloration were still fairly vivid - but it did bother me just how many men wanted me to pretend to be underage.

This was something I always refused to do.

It also bothered me how brutal and violent many of their fantasies became, but over time this worry became less and less until I actually began to enjoy the imagined pain and humiliation my online lovers wanted to inflict on the young me.

Besides, I could always simply bring these conversations to an abrupt end if things became too disturbing.

Most often though, I pretended to be a man very like Pete, or indeed Pete himself; a cuckolded husband, a watcher of his wife’s many infidelities, an occasional swinger and I discovered to my surprise, an enthusiastic enjoyer of pictures of other men’s wives and girlfriends.

As a way to understand the cuckold mindset, it remains by far the most effective mechanism I have ever found.

At first when I used Pete’s name, I was largely ignored and could only watch other peoples’ conversations taking place. I learned a lot from this, certainly about male desires, but also about the way men behave with each other when they believe no women are present.

This was something I could never have discovered in real life. It made me want to find out more.

If I took a more positive, proactive role as a would-be cuckold male, I found I could join in some outrageous fantasies of wife sharing, wife seduction and even prostitution, something I found as exciting as it was disturbing.

It wasn’t long before my desire to learn more and be aroused more, led me to kick off some of these sessions myself, pretending to be my cuckold husband.

It wasn’t long after that before I began to use my own real name and description as his wife too, and to listen to all the wonderful, terrible, often painful and humiliating things these unknown men wanted to do to me.

The arousal this brought was exquisite.

During these chats, I often found myself presented with actual photos of other users’ wives or girlfriends, sometimes simple family snaps, other times in various states of undress, offered by would-be cuckolds so that other men could look at, admire, pass judgement on, or in many cases, provide intimate detail of what they would like to do with the girls concerned.

The pictures were usually home-made, mostly faceless and often taken secretly, the camera focussed on their boobs or vulvas. Some had even been taken in the act of having sex, or just afterwards when their bodies still bore the messy evidence.

Sometimes the women had obviously posed for the pictures. Whether they knew their bodies would be exposed to strangers or believed they were only souvenirs for their partners was unclear, but in either case, I began to find the idea exciting.

Sometimes links to the pictures were sent, other times I was invited into private chatrooms where many pictures were posted for all occupants to see. Up to half a dozen men would all be looking at and lusting over another man’s wife, girlfriend or daughter at the same time, telling each other and the man who had exposed her exactly what they thought of every part of her anatomy.

And, often in the crudest of detail, how they would like to treat her.

The deeper the admiration expressed; the cruder, more detailed and more brutal the comments made, the more the girl’s husband, father or boyfriend appeared to enjoy it.

It didn’t matter whether she was twenty or sixty, skinny or plump, pretty or plain, there was never a shortage of admirers prepared to describe in detail and with passion how they would like to undress, fondle, finger and with varying degrees of force, fuck that girl in front of her partner.

It took a few sessions for me to realise that this was a new form of vicarious cuckolding, but when I did, my understanding of the male psyche improved dramatically. As a result, the quality and verisimilitude of my stories improved dramatically too, and many unexplained behaviours about the men in my real life began to fall into place.

Encouraged by these successes, still masquerading as Pete, I began to join in the comments too, and to my astonishment and shame, really enjoyed doing so.

It genuinely surprised me just how extraordinarily erotic it could be, playing along, pretending to be an aroused male, offering to do unspeakable things to women I had never met, and who probably had no idea their bodies were being exposed online.

By the end of each session, the towel on which I sat was routinely soaked.

Who were these women whose bodies I was looking at so closely and who were evoking such powerful emotions in the men in the room? Were they sluts; Hot Wives as I had been? Women who both knew about and enjoyed taking part in their partners’ perversions?

Or were they innocent, unsuspecting wives, mothers and daughters, all exploited by the men in their lives?

Did they have normal, day to day lives completely oblivious of the way they were being lusted over, desired and abused online? Did they make breakfast for their families every morning, in complete ignorance that their husbands had made them the objects of massive male lust only hours before?

And what about the daughters? Oh my God, what about Izzy?

I already knew there were videos of her having sex, so why not stills too? Had one of her ex-boyfriends posted photos of her to be drooled over by large numbers of unknown men? My daughter’s youthful body was much more worth watching than most I had seen.

At least one of those intimate videos had already been shared at least once so why not more? Were Izzy’s sex tapes now being exchanged freely on the internet? Was my daughter unknowingly a porn star?

The mixture of fear, concern and arousal at these thoughts was extraordinary.

And what about me? After all, videos of me having sex existed too, and what about all the explicit pictures Pete had taken of me with Adam, showing me in every kind of sexual position imaginable?


That thought led to many disturbing images.

Before long, I could not stop imagining that pictures of me really had been posted either by one of my lovers or, God help me, by my own husband, and were even now circulating among lovers of the older female form.

Although I had no real reason to believe it had ever happened, to my shame, far from making me horrified, the idea of strange men drooling over my skinny body and telling my husband how and where they would like to touch or even fuck me made me even more aroused.

If posting a wife’s picture was vicarious cuckolding, wanting to be that wife had to be vicarious exhibitionism. But in my near constant state of semi-arousal, I couldn’t help wondering over and over again what those unknown and unseen men might say about me or want to do with me.

Every time I was invited into a chatroom and shown pictures of a new girl, I couldn’t stop imagining that somewhere in the vastness of the internet, a group of men were watching pictures of me.

My emotions slowly changed from fear and revulsion to intrigue, from intrigue to arousal, then finally from arousal to desire.

Slowly but inexorably, the idea became an obsession.

Another step on the road to Hell had been taken.

***

“It’s no use. I’m sorry Penn!”

Pete sighed. I looked up at his handsome face as it gazed down over his athletic chest and flat tummy at my face. His half erect cock still in my mouth, I gazed as sexily as I could into his eyes and saw the sadness that seemed to have crept into him over the past few weeks.

“You’ll be okay,” I reassured him, returning to the task in hand, or rather, between my lips.

For a few more minutes I devoted my full attention to my husband’s cock, licking, sucking, massaging and squeezing in what was beginning to feel a futile attempt to produce an erection firm enough to penetrate my body.

After so many evenings and nights unsatisfied and frustrated, I needed that penetration so badly.

Thanks to all I had learned from my lovers, I knew my oral skills were at least competent. Licking along the ridge underneath his shaft and around the valley beneath his smooth head while pumping him firmly could usually guarantee a rock-hard erection, but even that technique seemed no longer to work.

I raised my face from his groin with a rueful smile.

“You’re tired. You’re working too hard,” I said, trying not to let my disappointment show.

“Sorry,” Pete said again. “It’s not you…”

I looked at the flaccid collection of male genitalia in my hand and toyed with it. Pete’s long, slim cock had been an unusually dark pink even before my ministrations had begun. Now it looked angry and sore. His scrotum flopped loosely on his upper thighs too instead of being the tight pink sack that usually adorned the base of his shaft.

The feeling of disappointment was hard to conceal but I tried my best.

“Perhaps if we talk about your fantasies?” I suggested. “You haven’t asked me to fuck other men for so long…”

Pete forced a smile.

“You’re right. I haven’t.”

“Do you still like the idea?” I carried on, still slowly pumping. “Still want to be married to a Hot Wife?”

“It still has a certain appeal,” he admitted.

I could feel the slightest stirring in my fist, proving his last statement.

“Still want other men to see my body? Still want me to dress in those short, short dresses when we go out?”

His cock became just a little bit firmer. I was on the right track.

“Still want me to show off my breasts to strangers, like I did on the beach France? Still like having other men’s eyes all over them, making my nipples so, so hard?”

‘Yes!” he hissed, his cock responding even better.

“Still want to ask one of them to fuck me? To make you the cuckold you need to be?”

“God yes!”

“Want me to get ready for him? To style my hair for him? To shave my body for him?”

“Yes! Yes!”

“Want him to strip me naked in front of you? Want him to touch my breasts, my nipples, between my thighs?”

“Mmmm!”

“Want to see me on my knees, sucking his cock? Making him hard enough to fuck me? Want to see me gag on his long thick shaft like the dirty cocksucking slut you made me?”

“Yes Penny! You are a Slut! You are a dirty cocksucking slut!”

Pete’s own cock was nearly fully erect now, his sack tightening nicely at its base. It was almost ready to enter my body but there was still a little way to go.

“Want to see me open my legs for him, Pete?”

“Spread your legs, slut!”

“Want to see him mount me?”

“Yes!”

“Want to ask him to fuck me?”

“Yes!”

“Ask him, Pete!”

“Fuck her! Fuck my slut wife!”

The shaft in my hand was rock hard now, its smooth head swollen and rounded.

“Want to see another man’s cock in my cunt, Pete?”

Despite his arousal, Pete still winced at my use of the ‘c’ word.

“YESSS!”

Without either speaking or breaking eye contact, I rose to my knees on the bed then slowly lifted one leg and mounted him, one knee either side of his waist, his fully erect cock rubbing against the cleft between my buttocks.

Then I reached behind my back, grasped its tip in my fingers and guided it carefully into the mouth of my slowly descending entrance.

“Mmmmm!”

Pete sighed as I lowered myself onto him, his long, slender cock sliding easily its full length into my loose, open, highly lubricated vagina.

Milk dripped from my tiny, middle-aged boobs as the base of my buttocks settled on my husband’s hips and his erect cock forced my cervix high into my belly. I reached for his hands; Pete lifted them to mine and our fingers interlocked.

“What do you want him to do Pete?”

“Fuck you. I want him to fuck you!”

I wriggled forwards and backwards a few times, adjusting the position of Pete’s cock within me, making sure my lubrication was well spread and at the same time, rubbing my already-engorged clitoris against his shaft.

“Fuck me where, Pete?”

“Your cunt. I want him to fuck your cunt!”

I began to rub myself against him more energetically, tilting and flexing my hips as I rose and fell on my knees.

Thunk! Thunk! Thunk! Thunk!

The base of my buttocks struck the top of Pete’s thighs over and over again, accompanied by the deep, earthier sounds of two middle aged bodies colliding, my poor cervix taking a pounding his Pete’s head with every downwards stroke.

Thunk! Thunk! Thunk! Thunk!

I gripped his hands tighter. Even after three babies and four lovers, the strength of feeling I had for this man was still intense.

Thunk! Thunk! Thunk! Thunk!

“God that’s good!” Pete gasped.

“You like the way my cunt feels on your cock?” I growled.

“God yes!”

Thunk! Thunk! Thunk! Thunk!

“Better for having been had so many other cocks inside it?”

“Yes! Yes!”

Thunk! Thunk! Thunk! Thunk!

“You want it to feel even more cocks, Pete?”

“Yes! Many more!”

Thunk! Thunk! Thunk! Thunk!

“You want your wife to be a slut again? You want to watch me being fucked again?”

“Yes! A slut! I want you to be a slut!”

Thunk! Thunk! Thunk! Thunk!

I could tell Pete was nearing his climax. In a very short time, yet another dose of semen would burst forth from the end of his familiar cock and be sprayed across my cervix.

Although I knew I would not reach orgasm, it still felt so good to have my husband’s erect cock deep inside me again; to feel the love and closeness that had been lacking for the last few weeks.

“Tell me! Tell me!” I panted in time with my rising and falling.

“I’m going to cum, Slut!”

“Where Pete? Where are you going to cum?”

“In your cunt! In your big, wet, sloppy, slutty cunt!”

My chest went tight with arousal. No matter how often I heard those words, they still invoked the animal in me; the wild, feral creature whose sole purpose in life was to have sex and make babies.

“Do it Pete!” I growled as I reached as close to orgasm as I was going to reach. “Cum in me now!”

“MmmmmMMM!”

I could feel the cock inside me beginning to throb and pulsate and knew that the first rope of semen was only seconds away.

“Do it Pete! Cum in me! Cum in your slut wife’s cunt!”

I looked wide eyed into my husband’s face as he began to ejaculate inside me, his features screwed up with the force of his climax.

Though deprived of the orgasm I still needed, it felt good to be able to bring my husband such obvious pleasure and besides, I could always finish myself off with my fingers or toys once Pete had fallen asleep.

After all, it was what my sex life mostly consisted of these days.

***

‘Hmmmmm’

The desktop computer was taking a frustratingly long time to boot up.

It was the following Monday, Pete wasn’t due home until evening, so while Leanne was having her morning nap, I sat at the study desk, my heart beating hard and a feeling of guilt flowing through me. Choosing my moment had been easy; deciding to bite the bullet and do it had been much harder.

Unsure what I expected to find and apprehensive about what I might actually discover, I began to go through the most promising directories of photographs in the family archive that I could find, in search of any evidence that my images had been shared online.

Although my mind told me it was foolish; that I would find nothing and should want to find nothing, my body was sending completely different messages. My body was telling me in no uncertain terms that it wanted to have been exposed; that it wanted men to have drooled and lusted over it and, just in case the message wasn’t clear enough, it was lubricating for all it was worth into my panties to make sure I understood.

My understanding of computers was limited, but I had sat by Pete often enough to have picked up a few techniques and was using them to the best of my ability.

To my disappointment, the most careful analysis of all the browser histories revealed only my own forays into the world of online sex. This proved nothing of course; Pete could have used his laptop or just cleaned out the evidence afterwards, but it soon became clear there was nothing to find.

There was nothing in his favourites either so, frustrated, I turned my attention to the photographs themselves.

Apart from holiday snaps, I had taken only limited interest in photography and as far as I knew, my husband’s interest went little further. I did know that he stored the main archive on our study desktop computer’s hard drive; he had proudly told me how it was backed up to the cloud every day so we would never lose a cherished picture of the kids when they were young.

So I began to search.

Despite Pete’s pleasingly efficient, carefully dated file organisation, it was still a daunting task. Tens of thousands of images went back several decades, and I had few ideas where to look - but I was determined.

There was no sign of any directory either named or dated on or around our two Manchester weekends. I searched for images created on those dates too but again found none. Either the explicit files were hidden, encrypted or Pete was keeping them safely elsewhere.

I was just about to give up and do some ironing when as a last thought, I looked for recently used files and directories. There I found a series of filenames which I could see were photos.

I clicked on the first file. It opened and I sat back in my chair in surprise.

The picture on screen had clearly been taken during our holiday in France the previous year; an image of me in my bikini by our cottage’s private swimming pool that I did not know even existed.

It seemed innocuous; lying on my side in the sun, my tiny yellow bikini revealing rather more fifty-year-old flesh that was perhaps wise, but it was in no way pornographic. Pete must have taken it while I was dozing, or perhaps when he had been concealed by the cottage’s blue shuttered doors.

I found the directory in which the picture was stored; it contained at least two dozen other pictures.

Intrigued and excited, I clicked on a few other filenames to find more images, all of me, all taken by the pool. My legs looked long but incredibly skinny, my bottom bony. In every case, the words that most accurately described the images were ‘revealing’ and ‘sexy’ — at least what qualified as sexy for a woman my age and body shape.

I clicked through a few more, to find myself in the same bikini but this time on my back.

I shuddered with embarrassment as I saw my swollen, bare, obviously pregnant belly exposed to the sun’s rays in all its naked glory. Though taut, the skin on my baby bump showed obvious stretch marks from my previous three pregnancies.

With my arms held above my head, my tiny boobs covered by the tiny yellow bikini top made hardly an undulation on my bony chest.

Again, nothing pornographic, but I did wonder why my husband had concealed this set of pictures from me. After all, he had bored me half to death with the hundreds he had taken of markets or ancient ruins.

The answer to that question became clearer a few clicks later when a new set of pictures appeared. In these I was in the same position and the same location, but with my bikini top removed.

As I have explained, during that holiday the emotions and hormones of my pregnancy along with my stalled Hot Wife lifestyle had led me to dress and behave in ways most women my age would consider unwise. I had worn shorter, tighter, more revealing dresses and skirts showing off more of my skinny, fifty-year old body to the public than any pregnant woman, let alone one my age should even contemplate.

And I had gone topless by the pool and on the beach on many occasions, believing myself to be invisible to all but my husband.

Pete seemed to have taken full advantage of this; the directory contained no less than a dozen pictures of me topless, taken from various angles and magnifications. In some, my arms were raised, making my boobs all but vanish into the flatness of my chest. In others, my arms were forward, showing my boobs at their apparent largest, as two small pointed cones.

With a frown of astonishment, I pressed on with my search and within seconds had found half a dozen pictures that genuinely shocked me.

As I clicked on the first, another picture of me appeared. Or at least of part of me. I looked in horror as the screen was filled with the pink and yellow image of my own bikini-covered groin. I was lying on my back, my legs parted just enough to reveal beneath the swelling of my pregnant belly, the tight yellow fabric of my bikini bottoms pulled high between my thighs.

Nothing below my thighs or above my navel was visible. It could have been any woman; only Pete and I would know it was me. I clicked again to find another, then another similar shot, each one moving closer and closer as the cameraman dared approach.

As the last few images filled my screen, I saw my lycra-covered vulva in extreme closeup. From the smooth curve of my belly to my skinny upper thighs, all was clearly visible. Even the dark patch on the bikini gusset was clear for all to see.

To get that close up, Pete must have had the zoom on his phone close to maximum or else he had secretly brought the camera he had acquired for our first Manchester adventure.

The damp patch was vertical, in the centre of the strip of cloth between my upper thighs. Sweat would have dampened and darkened the edges; this patch could only have been caused by arousal.

I shivered despite myself when I realised this then sat back amazed.

I had no idea Pete had made such a collection.

The fact that my husband had a secret stash of sexy pictures was no real surprise. That they were all of me was far greater a shock. But I asked myself, what had I expected to find? Pictures of porn stars? Of celebrities? Of our friends?

And what was the purpose of the collection? As keepsakes? As masturbatory aids?

Or was it as I had both feared and desired, a source of material to be shared with other men online?

Ten more minutes of clicking revealed a dozen or more pictures of me completely or nearly naked; all of them taken either secretly when I was in the shower, the bathroom or when I was sleeping naked after we had made love.

All of them showed my pregnant belly, my naked boobs, thighs and especially my vulva to any watching eyes. A few even showed Pete’s semen oozing from my hairless slit as I slept.

My heart was thumping in my chest as I reached for the flash drive close by.

***

Twelve hours later I was sitting at my dresser in the bedroom, naked apart from my open-fronted maternity nightie, a folded towel beneath my bottom, my laptop open in front of me.

Pete was away overnight yet again, as the drops of milk seeping from my sore teats testified, Leanne had just had her last, enthusiastic feed of the day and would be asleep for hours.

The feed had as usual left me aroused, but his time my arousal went much, much further.

It was a perfect opportunity — if I dared take it.

My hands trembled as I booted up the machine and logged into the two online chatrooms that I most often frequented, signing in openly as my husband, Pete and looking to see if any of my regular friends were online.

I had high hopes; this late at night would be early evening in the USA so a good many men, and rather fewer women would be signing in after work or after dinner.

My heart thumped as I searched; success!

Within a few minutes I had greeted no less than five male chatters I knew were either actual or would-be cuckolds themselves, and who had with me, admired pictures of each other’s wives and girlfriends many times before.

It was the work of less than two minutes to create a shared room and invite them to join me.

‘You’re not usually this forward Pete’ appeared in the chat bar. ‘What’s up?’

‘It’s my turn tonight’ I replied.

‘You got pics of your wife for us?’

‘Yep’

‘Hey guys Pete’s finally going to let us see his Hot Wife’

‘Hey! Great’

‘About bloody time’ from a chatter who could only be British.

‘I hope she’s worth the wait’ I typed.

‘So do we. You’ve waited long enough’ came the immediate response.

‘Well get on with it’.

My finger hovered nervously over the Upload icon. Was I really brave enough or foolish enough to expose myself online to men who were, after all, strangers?

My tummy was alive with butterflies as I bit my lip and clicked the button.

Seconds later my screen, and the screens of five unknown men were filled with six images of a skinny, pregnant fifty-one-year-old woman by the bright blue waters of a Provençale swimming pool. Some had her face down, some face up but, thanks to careful selection and cropping, in none of them was her face recognisably visible.

I had actually done it. There I was on screen, clad only in a tiny bikini, available for them all to see. I waited, my heart thumping, for the first comments. The first message came within seconds.

‘Hot!’

‘This really your wife Pete?’

‘Yes of course,’ I replied.

‘Not some random women on holiday?’

‘Nope that’s her’

‘Wow!’

‘What’s her name?’

‘Penny’ I typed instinctively.

The thrill that came over me when I realised I had unthinkingly used my real name was a revelation.

‘You said she was fifty something’

‘She is’

‘But she’s pregnant’

‘Yes. Well she was then.’

‘I didn’t know you could be pregnant that old’

‘Neither did we’

‘Shit man! You didn’t mean to knock her up?’

I drew a deep breath.

‘I didn’t knock her up. I’ve had the snip’

‘Fuck! Who did it then?’

‘One-night stand’

‘He younger?’

‘Not even thirty. Personal trainer’

‘You’re kidding right?’

‘Not kidding. He fucked her all night and sent her home with a baby in her belly’

‘Jesus Christ’

‘She pregnant still?’

‘No. The baby was born last year’

‘Does he look like his Dad?’

‘Yes, but it’s a girl’


‘Fuck me, that’s hot’

There was a gap. When the conversation re started, all five watchers began to chip in, and the chat began to gather a momentum of its own.

‘Nice long legs. I like ‘em skinny’

‘Yeah and a tight ass too. She work out?’

‘She used to’

‘Love that big, pregnant belly. Wish I’d fucked that baby into her’

‘Me too. I love knocking up other men’s wives’

‘You wish, Bob’

‘Really! I’ve knocked up two cuckold’s wives’

‘Bullshit!’

‘I’d give her one any day. Look at those tits’

‘Where? I can’t see any lol’

‘Love those tiny tits’

‘Me too. Those are REALLY small’

‘Yeah like bee stings’

‘Lol’

‘Lol’

‘You got any pics of her bare tits Pete?’

My body was tingling at these comments, my vulva getting damper by the second, but my hand was steady as I clicked on three more images, this time topless, and uploaded them. My topless boobs appeared on the screen is all their glory, such as it was.

‘Hey! Nice!’

‘Jeez they look even smaller bare’

‘Right but really sexy too. She breastfeeding the baby?’

‘Yes she is’

‘With those puppies? Poor thing must be hungry? Lol’

‘Those nips are rock hard tho. She’s well turned on’

‘Yeah I see them. She get turned on easily Pete?’

‘All the time’ I typed truthfully, feeling the truth of those words spreading throughout my body.

‘Did she know you were taking the pics? Is that why she’s hard?’

‘No I took them secretly. She’s hard most of the time these days’

‘You ever suck those nips? Ever drain her milk?’

Pete had never done this, but I knew it wasn’t what they wanted to hear.

‘Sometimes’

‘Taste good?’

‘Very’

‘Get her wet too?’

‘God yes!’

And indeed even the thought was making a difference. My already hard nipples were now like rocks, my vulva positively oozing lubrication.

After a few minutes more, my thighs had parted a little way and my fingers had strayed to my groin where they toyed absent-mindedly with my soft downy triangle.

‘You like fucking her after feeding Pete?

‘Love it’

With one hand occupied, may answers had to be short and sweet.

‘She demanding?’

‘Very’ I replied, again truthfully.

‘She still fuck other men too?’

‘Wants to’

‘Got her diary close by? LOL’

‘She like black men?’

‘Never had one’

‘Jesus Pete. You gotta get her fucked by a BBC. She wont; know what’s hit her’

‘Yeah. I’m available too. Have cock, will travel’

Three smiley faces appeared in the dialogue bar.

My fingers moved faster and the glow in my lower belly grew stronger. The air in the room felt cool against my wet vulva. Keeping my eyes fixed on the screen, I leaned back in my chair, spread my legs wide then plunged my fingers into my slit and over my clitoris.

“Mmmmmmm!”

My body responded quickly as I knew it would. No stranger to masturbation, I could tell that this session was going to be a good one. I watched the words appearing spellbound, stroking myself gently but firmly as the men’s dialogue grew more passionate and more explicit.

‘I’d love to see that pussy with a thick black cock stuck in it’

‘Shit yeah’

‘How about that pussy Pete? Got any closeups?’

I gulped. Things were going faster than I had expected. The effect on me was much more powerful than I had expected too. Reluctantly, I withdrew my fingers from my crotch and loaded a couple of the pictures of my bikini covered groin.

The zoomed in image of my thighs, belly and crotch filled the screen so completely that I sat back on my chair.

‘Wow! So big!’ appeared in the dialogue box.

‘That’s one hell of a pussy’

‘And so wet. Look at those dark patches’

‘Christ yes. She’s oozing lube.’

‘Bit of a cameltoe too. I love thick, meaty lips’

‘If ever I saw a pussy that needed pounding it’s that one’

My hands flew back to my slit and resumed their important work. I bit my lip as a wave of pleasure rippled through me.

‘Right. Had you just fucked her Pete?’

‘No. Fucked her afterwards’

My reply was invented. I had no idea whether Pete had fucked me that day but given all we had done that holiday, it was odd-on that he had.

‘She shaved? Can’t see any fur’

‘Was then’ I admitted. ‘Trimmed now.’

‘I prefer a bit of fur. Something to get stuck between my teeth’

‘LOL’

‘You lick it much Pete?’

‘Often’

‘Any creampies there lately’

‘Not for a while’

A sad face emoji.

‘Imagine licking warm cum out of that cunt’

‘Yeah. Feeling those skinny thighs either side of my head’

‘Sniffing that poon tang’

‘You eat out the cum that knocked her up Pete?’

‘Wasn’t there’ I replied on my husband’s behalf.

‘Too bad’

There was a gap in the chat. In my mind I pictured five men sitting at their computers, their trousers around their knees, their cocks erect, their hands pumping. The idea that my fifty-two-year-old body was causing it, was incredibly arousing.

My fingers moved faster between my spread thighs, faster and faster, in small fast circles over and around my hardening nub.

“MmmmmMMMMM!”

The first tremors of a minor climax came barely a minute later. A second flush followed soon afterwards. I bit my lips to stifle the sound. It felt good but that night I needed more.

‘How many cocks has she had?’

‘Since married?’

It was so hard typing one handed.

‘Yep’

‘5’

“Including yours?’

‘Yes’

‘How many times she been fucked?’

‘God knows.’

‘Fifty? Hundred maybe?’

‘Probably’

‘Her pussy looks well used’

‘It is’

‘She still tight?’

‘No. Very loose’ I added, posting another sad face emoji.

‘Too many kids?’

‘One too many maybe’ came a helpful suggestion.

‘Shame’ chimed in another watcher. ‘I hate it when a good pussy gets ruined’

‘Better stick it up her ass instead. LOL’

‘You fuck her ass Pete’

‘Lots’ I admitted, again truthfully.

As if in response, my sphincter began to tingle. I worked it with one finger while the others played frantically with my slit and engorged clitoris.

‘She like it up the ass?’

‘Yep’

‘Is she tight back there?’

‘Very’

I added a smiley face.

“MMMMMMMMMMM!”

I tried again to suppress my moan as the next wave of climax rippled through me.

‘She good in bed Pete?’

‘Yep’

‘Have you watched her being fucked?’

‘Yep’

‘Up the ass?’

‘Yep’

‘Eat the creampie afterwards?’

‘No. Condom’

There was another brief pause; long enough for the image of five masturbating men to fill my head again. Another wave of pleasure rippled through me.

‘I want to see that pussy bare’ eventually came on screen.

‘Yeah. Show us her slit, Pete’

‘Show us her clit, Pete’

‘Show us her hole, Pete’

‘That doesn’t rhyme’

‘Fuck rhyming. I want to see Penny’s cunt wide open’

‘Fuck yeah!’

‘I wanna see those lips. I wanna cum watching that cunt’

‘You got her bare cunt Pete?’

‘Yeah. Don’t let us down fella. I’m nearly ready to cum too’

As far as I knew, the only pictures of my bare vulva were hidden away in Pete’s Manchester stash. Immensely aroused, massively turned on by the thought of my body about to bring five men I hardly knew to orgasm, I knew I would only get the release I needed if I somehow satisfied them.

But how?

I saw my phone on the desk next to my handbag and snatched it up. It sprang into life. Suddenly I knew a solution was in my hand, but was it sheer madness? Sheer wickedness?

‘Come on Pete. Give us her cunt. I can’t hold back much longer’

Knowing it was insane, I touched the camera icon. I could hear my heart beating and my tummy was so tight I felt almost sick, but there was no going back. Slowly, carefully I lowered the camera between my open thighs then, with the fingers of my other hand, I parted my puffy outer lips and exposed the collection of soaking wet flesh inside.

‘Click. Click-Click’

Within seconds, a message appeared on my laptop screen telling me that the images had been transferred. Seconds later and with barely a moment’s thought, I had clicked the Upload icon and they were on not just my screen, but five others somewhere in the world.

‘Jesus Christ Pete!’

‘Fuck me that’s’ one hell of a pussy!’

I stared at my screen, partly horrified at what I had done but at the same time, more aroused than I had been for many months.

There, slightly out of focus but in full closeup colour was my own bare fifty-two-year-old vulva. My fingertips were visible, obscuring most of my trimmed, greying pubic triangle but holding my lips open obscenely wide. My clitoris was clearly visible too, its rounded nub standing firm and proud between my fingertips, pointing directly towards the camera. Beneath it lay the entrance to my vagina, a dark, pink-rimmed hole, framed by long inner lips and gaping from where I had thrust my fingers deep into it.

‘This really Penny?’

‘Yep’

‘You get to fuck this?’

‘Yep’

‘You share it too?’

‘Yep’

‘Fuck I wanna meet you guys in RL’

‘Me too but I gotta cum right now’

‘BRB’

‘brb’

There could only be one reason for their temporary absence.

For me, this thought was the final straw; I had to join them; I had to cum too and cum hard, right there and right then.

Desperate for release, I threw myself on the bed, rolled onto my front and thrust my bunched fist into my groin. Crushed between my hips and the mattress, my fingers curled up and into my body, first on my clit, then inside my vagina, then back to my clit again, feeling the sensations building and building very quickly indeed as I humped my own hand.

“MMMMMMMMMMMMMMM!”

The wave of climax that immediately surged outwards from my groin shook me bodily, making me growl and groan uncontrollably, my face buried in the pillow. Soft pinging sounds came from the laptop across the room as more messages appeared on the screen, but I was beyond watching or caring.

Instead, I thrust my fingers hard into my weeping vagina once again then dragged them roughly across the underside of my clitoris. My hands shook as I came noisily and messily, desperately trying to stiffly the moaning to prevent me waking my sleeping baby.

“YYYyeeeeeooooWWWWW!”

I bit my lip hard as I came hard, my whole body shaking, bucking against my hand, my mind picturing men all over the world bringing themselves to messy climaxes, their lust and passion inspired not by porn, not by models or movie stars but by my own well-used, middle-aged body.

“AAAAYYYYOOOOOWWWW!”

As the image of cascading semen burned into my mind, a final, massive orgasm rolled over me, wave after wave, each pulse stronger than the last. My hips bucked against my fist, my mouth opened wide in silent scream, my face burned with the intensity of my climax until I finally let my fingers fall loose, my body crushed them beneath my groin, and I lay trembling face downwards on the bed.

Oh God! What had I discovered?

***

A few days later, I was sitting in the nursery, alone in the house, giving Leanne her evening feed.

Three times since that first night I had pretended to be my husband and exposed myself to different groups of men online. Three times I had heard my body praised, criticised, abused, and lusted over. Three times I had watched as strange men had explained in sordid, painful detail what they would like to do with me and to me and all in front of my helpless cuckolded husband.

Three times I had brought myself to orgasm with my fingers.

I was hooked, and eagerly looking forward to getting back online again when to my surprise, my phone began to ring out and Tony’s name appeared on the screen.

I should have ignored it as I had done before, but Pete had been absent from my bed too often and I had been feeding as usual without panties, sitting on my folded towel. Consequently, I was feeling a little neglected, more than a little aroused and as a result, was not thinking as clearly as perhaps I should.

Something told me I was about to make a mistake, but instinct was stronger, and I picked up the phone. Leanne was lying on one arm, latched tightly to my left nipple but if I wriggled a bit, I could just about press the green button.

‘Home alone again Penny?’ the familiar voice asked knowingly, stressing the word ‘again’.

‘How do you know?’ I asked, suspiciously.

‘I have my sources’ came the enigmatic reply. ‘Want some company tonight? It must be about feeding time, so I know you’ll be feeling horny.’

This was a new approach, but I was wise to the danger Tony represented.

‘Run out of teenage girls already?’ I asked.

The tone was supposed to be bitter and sneering, referring to his outrageous seduction and repeated fucking of my daughter Isobel the previous year.

‘Bella wasn’t a teenager when we fucked.’

His response came straight back, deliberately taunting me in return, by using both the ‘f’ word and the pet name he had given her during their affair.

‘Only by a few weeks.’

Izzy had been twenty, but only just when he had first seduced her.

‘She’s very experienced for her years. Very adventurous too. Like mother, like daughter perhaps?’

The thought of the two of them in bed together, of his familiar fifty-something year old body rising and falling between my daughter’s willingly spread, twenty-year-old thighs was hard to shake from my mind. It should never have happened once, let alone become an affair, but for reasons with which I was only too familiar, Izzy had kept coming back to Tony for more.

‘Is this supposed to make me want you back in my bed?’ I asked. ‘Because it isn’t working.’

‘Spoilsport!’

I waited a minute or two in case he had anything more to say before speaking.

‘What do you want?’ I asked, frowning.

‘I miss you Penny. You know how much. And I know how much you miss me too.’

‘Like I miss root canal work.’

‘Ha ha! Good joke but you know I go much deeper than that.’

I grimaced at the innuendo. We both knew that it was the extraordinary thickness of Tony’s stubby cock, not its much less impressive length that brought his conquests so much pleasure in bed.

But I wasn’t going to give him the satisfaction of saying so.

‘What do you want Tony?’ I repeated impatiently.

‘I just wanted to make the offer. It can’t be easy being alone with the baby so often.’

Again, I asked myself how he knew I was so frequently alone. But he was carrying on.

‘And I know you. If you’re not getting fucked regularly, you’ll be climbing the walls.’

How could he possibly know my sex life had become so sporadic and disappointing?

‘I could come over and help,’ he offered. ‘I’m good with children, aren’t I? Your children especially.’

‘Leanne is too young, even for your twisted tastes.’ I replied bitterly.

‘Ouch! That hurt! It’s you I want Penny. You know I’ve always had a thing about nursing mothers.’

‘Pervert!’

‘Takes one to know one.’

‘Grow up, Tony.’

There was a brief pause.

‘Why don’t I bring dinner round? As I recall, you always enjoyed Chinese food after a good fucking. Sex builds up your appetite too.’

‘I’ve already eaten thanks. Goodnight Tony I…’

I made to hang up, but he interrupted me.

‘Pete really wouldn’t mind if we got together again, not now. You do know that?’

This wrong footed me for a moment. As far as I knew, my husband would go berserk if he found out I had even been talking to Tony.

‘I think you’re wrong there,’ I replied.

‘Am I Penny? Don’t be so sure. Times change. People change. Things happen.’

‘What do you mean?’

‘Just saying. Anyway, you know where I am if you need me.’

‘Why would I need you?’

‘No reason. But if you change your mind I’ll be right there, ready, willing and able. Sweet dreams!’

To my annoyance, this time it was Tony who ended the call.

I stared at the phone, puzzled. Both his words and his tone of voice suggested he knew something I did not; that he held some secret over me. I did not like that idea at all.

I put the handset down hard, the sudden movement dislodging Leanne from my nipple. Sighing, I turned her round and began feeding from my other breast. She latched on quickly and soon the serene flow of milk from my body into hers resumed.

The warm, tingling feeling from my nipples to my clitoris returned too, for the moment distracting me from trying to work out what Tony had hoped to achieve from his strange call.

Though I got nowhere, one thing was certain. Whatever his motives were, they were not what he had just pretended.






Penny’s Promiscuity Ch. 50: The End?



Chapter Fifty

They say all good things must come to an end. That might be true, but sadly the same isn’t true of all bad.

Although in hindsight the outcome was predictable, its beginning came from an entirely unexpected direction and at a time when everything else in my life seemed to be running smoothly.

I should have known it was just the lull before the storm.

I should have guessed that when the storm arrived, it would all be my fault. Again.

***

The sun had risen early that August morning, so I was giving nine-month-old Leanne her first feed of the day. Warm sunshine washed over the high-backed chair in which I sat, knickerless as usual, rubbing myself slowly on the carefully prepared towel on which I routinely sat.

Although I had become more accustomed to the extraordinary level of arousal breastfeeding routinely generated in me, it had not in any way diminished so I was rocking slowly back and forth as I fed, the ridge deliberately folded into the towel beneath my bare vulva, rubbing very pleasantly along the dark, damp valley between my puffy outer lips.

For last couple of months, all had been quite uncharacteristically smooth and well in the Barker household.

Apart from being small, everything else about Leanne’s development was going to plan. The rumours about her parentage, though true, had been superseded by other, more recent scandals and it had been some weeks since anyone had done the double-take when seeing me and my mixed-race baby together.

Home from University and working at the same Garden Centre, Izzy and Jack had been together so much day and night that they had almost become joined at the hip and I had hardly seen them over the whole summer.

Whether they were avoiding both me and Jack’s father I could not tell, but neither her nor my affair with Tony had been mentioned again, even in secret.

Tim and Thomas were happy, though I suspect still felt unnecessarily awkward sharing the bed in my son’s room on the few occasions they had visited us.

Despite the trauma of the birth, Josh and Samantha were now openly discussing having a second child soon after the first ‘to get it all over with’ while they were still young.

Whether their comment was inspired by watching a fifty-two-year-old mother with a tiny baby in her arms was a question I was not feeling strong enough to ask, even of myself.

Even Tony’s attempts to get back into my knickers had moderated. Thanks to local gossip, I knew this was at least partly because his most recently seduced, married conquest was proving even more exciting and demanding in bed than he had hoped.

I looked down at the dozing form in my arms as her appetite became replete, her sleepy eyes closed and the vice-like lock of her lips on my nipple was released.

A shiver of pleasure rippled through me as cool air touched the damp flesh of my teat. The nipple erection brought about by her suckling was now hardened further by the steady glow of sexual arousal emanating from between my thighs and which could not be ignored.

Pete had worked late the night before and had been too tired to make love on his return. Despite all my efforts, his surprisingly red cock had remained stubbornly flaccid, so my sexual needs, heightened by another couple of hours exposed in chatrooms, had remained frustratingly unsatisfied.

It was too early on a Saturday to wake him and demand his immediate sexual attention so, settling my baby back in her cot, I padded downstairs to the kitchen where my laptop was waiting, fully charged. I put on the kettle for tea, placed my carefully folded towel on one of the high stools at the breakfast bar, then perched on it and booted up the machine.

The rough towel’s rough surface tickled and stimulated my vulva deliciously. If I could maintain this level of arousal, my writing would have the edge of verisimilitude I loved. I might even seek some relief with an unknown, remote partner in a chatroom if I got too aroused for anything but an orgasm to satisfy me.

Frustratingly, the laptop seemed to take an age to boot up but when it did, I logged into my secret author’s email account as usual and clicked on the Inbox.

There were three messages waiting. One was from one of my longest-term correspondents; a real-life cuckold of many years’ standing. Although his wife no longer met other men, his advice had been crucial in helping me with both my writing and in the early days of my own Hot Wife lifestyle.

I took his criticism of my stories very seriously, so read his comments on my latest publication carefully. To my relief, he had enjoyed it though he and his wife had managed her infidelities differently.

With a contented smile, I clicked on the second message. I expected it to be from an unfamiliar reader, either praising or hating my work, so I opened it with some trepidation and read the contents anxiously.

Then I sat back in my chair in horror.

‘Like the present in the garden?’ the message read. ‘Next time it’ll be a lot closer to home!’

That was all it said.

It took a few moments and several re-reads before it sank in. Then, leaving my laptop logged into my email, I jumped to my feet, ran bare bottomed out of the kitchen and across the hallway to the large picture window that overlooked the front of the house.

“Oh my God!” I squealed as I looked out at the driveway.

My husband came running out of the bedroom and onto the landing in his boxer shorts.

“What’s wrong?” he demanded anxiously.

“Look!”

I pointed through the large picture window and into the front garden. On the driveway were our two cars; my husband’s Porsche and my own SUV. Pete’s pride and joy was as pristine as is always was, but the same could not be said of the vehicle alongside.

I threw open the front door and ran out onto the driveway, barefoot and in my night dress, my husband only feet behind me.

“Christ!”

From its bonnet to its rear door, my beautiful shiny car had been covered with graffiti. Large, bright-red, spray-painted words adorned every panel.

And what words!

‘Slut!’ ‘Marriage breaker!’ Cheating cunt!’ were only a few of the choice phrases presented.

“Who the fuck would do this?” Pete demanded walking slowly around the ruined car. “I’m calling the Police now!”

He left me gawping at the painted obscenities while he stomped back into the house.

I circled the car slowly. Not one panel had escaped the paint and the words were hateful. Eventually Pete materialised at my shoulder. I turned to face him, expecting to see concern and support but instead was met with an angry frown.

He stared at me, his face one big scowl.

“This is personal Penny. You know what this is about and this time, you’re going to tell me the truth. All the truth.”

It wasn’t a question; it was an accusation. I froze, speechless.

The beginning of the end had started.

***

It was a long time before the Police arrived at the house. Having ascertained that with Pete present, there was no immediate risk to me, our problem had been prioritised down the list.

That left three long, terrible hours for my husband to grill me on the last remaining secret between us.

Pete took full advantage of the opportunity. During a tense, painful and tear-filled period punctuated by the need to attend to Leanne on a regular basis, I gradually confessed the truth about my life as an author of erotic stories.

For some reason, the confession of this secret was far harder to make, harder than when I had told him about my affair with Tony. Not surprisingly, Pete was badly hurt and very upset; not that I had written erotica, but that I had kept it secret from him for so long.

When the young constable arrived, the atmosphere between my husband and me was glacial. We put on as good a show as we could, but the body language must have spoken volumes.

A cursory inspection revealed that, although our drive was gated to vehicles, we had left the doorway for deliveries unlocked overnight, allowing easy access. A longer look at the car quickly established that this was much more than just mindless vandalism and was consequently out of the young man’s pay scale.

Mid-afternoon a short, unimpressed female Detective Sergeant arrived, and events began to gather a dreadful momentum of their own.

“You write what, Mrs. Barker?” the sneer in her voice was cruel. “Doctor Barker, I should have said.”

Given the emails I had received and the actual physical attack on my car, I had no choice but to confess what had happened right up front. Anything else would have been stupid; I might actually be under threat of physical violence.

“I write erotica,” I repeated.

“You mean pornography?” she asked, forcing me to repeat myself. “Dirty stories?”

“That’s what she said,” Pete jumped in, defending me. “She’s a very popular author with a large following.”

I stared at him. Was that an element of pride in his voice?

“And you publish anonymously, online, you say?”

The disbelief was intended to be cruel and was so.

“Yes,” I blushed.

“And no doubt you get trolled from time to time. As a female porn author you must get a lot of nasty messages like today’s.”

“Yes,” I confirmed, still trying to keep my composure. “I do.”

“But this was not an online attack, Doctor Barker,” she said slowly. “This was a very real attack in your front garden.”

There was no denying that fact.

“So, either this attack is nothing to do with your writing, or else someone has managed to find out where you live. Have you ever told anyone your address online?”

“Never,” I insisted.

“Have you ever given away clues in your conversations?”

“No. Well…”

“Penny?” Pete stepped in. “You think you might have?”

“I don’t know! I’m not sure,” I replied, getting upset. “I’ve had so many conversations with so many people over the years. Maybe I did give away too much by accident.”

The Policewoman sat back in her chair.

“Well, we’d better start there!”

The Detective Sergeant’s voice was as hard as her expression as she gave me a look of contempt I will never forget.

***

They took my laptop and the family desktop away, temporarily bringing my online life to a halt.

All my stories, both complete and in progress and of course, all my emails were taken for analysis. As the Police car drove away, I knew that within a very short time, the deepest secrets of the last eighteen months would be secret no longer. My status as a cheating slut and my husband’s as willing cuckold would soon be known to the police too.

God knows how many others would get to hear. It all depended on what the officers chose to do next.

And it was all my fault. I felt sick.

That night, in a single all-night session, my husband read almost every word I had written and published online while I tossed and turned sleeplessly in bed upstairs. In the morning he looked awful; shocked, pale-faced and with dark rings under his eyes.

He did have the decency to compliment me on my imagination and style and was grudgingly impressed by the ratings and the number of followers I had gathered, but when we sat across the breakfast table from each other the next morning I could tell he was not a happy man.

“Some of these things are barely legal,” he said, stunned.

Over a rather stilted conversation it became obvious that some of the more unusual subjects I had chosen had shocked him. I was pleased I hadn’t told him about all my more extreme pseudonyms.

But what had shocked him most was that he had instantly recognised some of the real people on whom I had based my characters. Some of them were close friends, including Tony who featured in most of my early works.

I had included in the stories, many of the things he and I had enjoyed in bed during our affair. Across the breakfast table, I could tell that my husband was torn between jealous outrage on the one hand, and extreme arousal on the other.

Although Pete had heard from my mouth a full description of what my lovers and I had done with and to each other, seeing it in writing and knowing that many thousands of other men and women had read it too was something else entirely.

For the second time in less than two years, I began to believe that I had just destroyed my marriage. But with a new baby in the house and the threat of extremely public exposure, this time it was far more serious.

“Did you really do all those things with him?” Pete asked at one point.

“Not all of them,” I replied quietly. “There’s quite a bit of fantasy there too.”

“I would hope so,” he snorted, apparently in disgust though his body language told a different tale. “What about the other stories? The ones about our friends?”

“Some of them are true, you just didn’t know it. Others I’ve just used the characters.”

“I had no idea you had this kind of imagination - or these kinds of fantasies in your head.”

I didn’t say that perhaps he would have known more if he hadn’t spent so much of the last few years obsessed with establishing a Hot Wife and Cuckold lifestyle, but the thought did cross my mind.

“They’re not all my fantasies,” I protested. “Some I write simply because I know lots of people like to read that type of story.”

“I still don’t understand why you didn’t tell me,” he said, his voice more hurt than angry. “It’s like cheating on me again, even if you didn’t actually do anything.”

“I know. I’m sorry Pete. It’s just that I nearly lost you after you found out about Tony. I didn’t want anything else to put our marriage at risk.”

“You should have told me then,” he insisted.

“I know. I was wrong. I should have confessed straight away but once I’d let the moment pass, there never was another right time to tell you and it just became easier to keep it secret.”

“Are there any other secrets?” he demanded. “If we’re going to have any chance at all of getting through this, I need to know absolutely everything. I can’t go on with this marriage unless I’m completely sure there’s nothing nasty still to come out.”

His words stunned me into silence. Was the man I loved more than anything in the world really thinking about leaving me once again?

“There’s nothing else to tell, I swear,” I said clearly and firmly and for the first time, truthfully.

Well almost.

***

Within forty-eight hours, Pete had installed CCTV cameras in the front and back of the house.

My damaged car remained in the driveway for three days while the Police inspected it, dusted it for fingerprints and other mysterious things that seemed to take ages to finish. After that it was taken away to be repaired and resprayed and I was left with a tiny courtesy car.

The officers assured me that because of the perceived threat to me and my family, they were taking the attack very seriously, but of course were very busy so I shouldn’t expect to hear much from them for a while.

Two days later, the frowning Detective Sergeant reappeared at the house in the evening to ask further questions, saying they had completed a preliminary analysis of my laptop and needed help in pursuing several lines of enquiry.

“You’re something of a surprise, Doctor Barker,” she began, her sneering, suspicious tone very clear. “Writing porn and having multiple affairs at the same time; it’s not what we usually find in a nice, middle-class household.”

I blushed, feeling angry and ashamed at the same time.

“Your email accounts were very revealing too. Especially your exchanges with Mister… She gave Tony’s full name. Is his wife aware of your affair?”

“Yes,” I replied. “They were separated at the time.”

“And she was having an affair with a much younger man herself. Is that right?”

“Yes,” I reluctantly replied. “She and Tony are getting divorced now.”

“But you slept with her lover as well as her husband? Is it possible she resents that?”

“No. She and I have met several times since then. I would know.”

“You haven’t met her for some time. Are you sure there’s no animosity between you?”

“None at all. He’s a serial philanderer. Julie warned me about him before it all ended. We’re still friends.”

“So it seems from your messages,” she agreed. “Quite a little den of vice around here, isn’t it? Everyone sleeping with everyone else.”

There was no denying this, so I said nothing.

“Okay, we’ll focus on the threatening messages. There are lot to go through, aren’t there? You’re quite a controversial figure in the cuckold world.”

For the next half hour, we went over my writing and the reactions it provoked. The stream of vicious troll attacks I had recently received naturally featured front and centre of their investigation.

Had I replied to any messages from this person or that?

Not knowingly, but they could easily have set up multiple accounts. I had no way of knowing this.

Had I given away any personal information?

Not deliberately but there had been long-term email exchanges with several online friends going back years. It was possible I had said things that might have identified myself without meaning to.

The conversation went on and on, all the time with me on the back foot. As I showed her to the front door over an hour later, I felt like a schoolgirl who had had a particularly severe dressing down by the head teacher and had been told to stand in the corner with her hands on her head.

Just before leaving, the Detective Sergeant turned Columbo-style with one last question.

“Is it at all possible that the man you had an affair with did this? Is it possible he blames you for the final break-up of his marriage?”

“Tony?” I replied, surprised. “No. Of course not.”

The idea that he might feel this much hatred just because I wouldn’t fuck him again was absurd, but she didn’t know that. The Detective raised her eyebrows.

“Are you sure? How long did the affair last?” I told her. “And it was passionate,” she stated. “According to your emails, the sex was so good you nearly left your husband for him.”

Had she chosen her words deliberately to hurt me? I couldn’t be sure, but they hit home hard.

“But he doesn’t know about my writing either,” I insisted. “And his wife had left him long before he and I…”

“Started fucking?” she ended my sentence for me.

I nodded, shamefaced. This time there was no doubt; those words had certainly been deliberately chosen.

Though still doing her job, it was clear that the woman despised me.

***

Despite the high level of tension between us, Pete stood shoulder to shoulder with me throughout the whole of this difficult period. I felt really bad for him; having to answer Police questions about our sex life, how he felt about my many infidelities and what he got out of being a cuckold.

The sneering, almost schoolboy attitude that some of them adopted was almost unbearable for me. It must have been even more humiliating for my poor husband, but he was very strong.

It was hard enough for me to explain my own actions. Explaining to a young officer no older than my children that I wrote hardcore sex stories and had enjoyed multiple partners in real life was almost physically painful.

But what was far, far worse was the way my husband looked and behaved towards me. Pete began working even longer hours, starting early and finishing late, as if trying to spend as little time at home with me as possible.

We still ate some meals together, but our conversation was sparse and confined only to practical matters. In bed he was either cold and silent or alarmingly violent in his lovemaking, hatefucking me several times in the first few days before withdrawing all but the most essential physical contact.

At least nothing had come out in public. Yet.

***

It was two weeks later that the same disapproving Detective Sergeant came to the house again to announce that with remarkable efficiency, they had managed to track down the attacker, who had immediately confessed.


Both Pete and I were genuinely impressed.

The attacker turned out to be female and to live in a town less than an hour’s drive from us. She worked in a hospital too and had been stalking several other authors for many months before making her move.

The week after she had damaged my car, she had attacked a vehicle belonging to another erotic author, this time a man, leaving similar spray-painted abuse. The man lived with his wife some three hours’ drive from me which fell in a different Police region, so it had taken a few days for the two attacks to be linked.

The big difference was that in undertaking the second attack, she and her own car had been caught on CCTV, both arriving and leaving. From there it was the work of a few minutes to identify the woman concerned and an arrest followed soon afterwards.

The Victim Liaison Officer took over from then on, trying to help us cope with the emotional and psychological aspects of having had our privacy so badly invaded.

Though not allowed to know every detail, we were made privy to a great deal of the woman’s story. Needless to say, it was a complicated one.

The more I learned, the more I thought about Pete and me and our extraordinary year.

The more I thought about us, the more I felt sorry for the poor woman concerned.

From what we were told, she was about ten years younger than me, was married and had two teenage children. Like Pete, her husband of twenty years had been a would-be cuckold and had worked hard on her self-esteem and resilience over a prolonged period to try and persuade her to have sex with other men.

As part of his campaign, he had used dating sites and internet chatrooms, along with a large number of erotic stories based on cuckolding and wife sharing to try and convince her that having sex with other men was normal, enjoyable and healthy.

Because they had been written by a woman with personal experience, my stories in particular had featured strongly in this campaign.

She had resisted for years, but eventually his persistence had broken her down and reluctantly, she had agreed to give the idea a try and sleep with her first other man. Not wanting to miss his chance, her husband had immediately signed her up on a few dating apps and, striking while the iron was still hot, had quickly chosen her first date.

The woman had been very reluctant at first but had finally agreed to go through with the plan. A few days later when date night arrived, her husband had got her half drunk at home, then taken her to meet the man in a hotel bar.

After a few more drinks and at her husband’s continued urging, she had gone up to the man’s room where she had reluctantly let him kiss, fondle, strip and finally fuck her on the king size bed.

She had felt sick and dirty throughout her experience and had cried copiously afterwards, but her husband had been elated, insisting that feeling confused was entirely natural, that all was fine with him and that it would be okay with her too if she just kept on trying.

After all, she had enjoyed it physically, hadn’t she?

From then on, he had kept sustained pressure on his poor wife, making dates on her behalf and taking her to have sex with unfamiliar men in hotels, houses and apartments several times a month until eventually she had come to believe it was a normal way for married couples to live.

Once that deceit had been established as fact, she had started to relax into the lifestyle, get increasing pleasure from the new and varied sex that resulted, and to become more adventurous with her lovers.

This pleased her cuckolded husband even more, but soon even that wasn’t enough for him.

As she became more used to being shared, he persuaded her to be more and more daring too; in her dress, in her choice of men and in her bedroom activities. This soon involved wearing short, sexy clothes on a daily basis rather than just for her dates, and to wear either tiny panties or even nothing underneath.

Though not at all sure about this escalation, she had trusted her husband and gone along with his fantasies.

But inevitably, even this proved inadequate for his needs and he persuaded her to start having sex bareback, telling her truthfully that it had been his biggest fantasy to eat a creampie from her vagina afterwards and how much better the sex would be for her without a latex barrier in the way.

The woman was either not very bright or else her husband had persuasive powers far beyond Pete’s, because she agreed even to this extraordinary proposal and for a few crazy months had presented her husband with his number one fantasy of a semen filled vagina after every date.

The man was apparently on cloud nine but had to push for the last barrier; fucking without birth control assuring her that they would both get a massive thrill from knowing she was in real danger of conceiving.

Whether she was foolish or trusting enough to agree to this outrageous proposition, or whether her husband somehow interfered with her pills was not clear, but with a brutal predictability, nature took its course and she got both pregnant and a sexually transmitted disease.

Her periods had always been unreliable, so it took three months before they noticed they had stopped. By this time, her tummy was beginning to swell, and her vulva had become sore and itchy, as had her husband’s cock and mouth.

The reality of this was finally enough to jolt him out of the dream world he had been living in, but instead of seeing how his selfish demands had precipitated the terrible situation he was in, he put all the blame on her.

After long courses of antibiotics for them both, he persuaded her to have an abortion which even more reluctantly, she agreed to.

From then on, her husband could only see his wife as soiled, damaged goods and was quite unable to hide the fact.

The guilt and shame of this were more than she could cope with. The poor woman had a breakdown and turned to alcohol. She and her husband separated, the children took his side rather than that of their unfaithful slut of a mother and worst of all, let their friends and family know the distorted version of what had happened which was all their father presented.

She ended up riddled with self-disgust, abandoned by her husband, children and friends, and with a pathological hatred of those she held responsible, including the authors of those stories that had been so instrumental in persuading her.

High up on that list was me.

When the Liaison Officer left for the last time, Pete and I were left alone in the kitchen. We had hardly spoken for the last two weeks; I was desperately hoping that with something like closure on this event, he and I might be able to re-establish at least some of the trust that had been so comprehensively shattered.

I was to be very disappointed.

Within minutes of the front door closing and the officer’s car departing, I could tell that something both big and unpleasant was about to descend on me. In a desperate attempt to deny it, I tried to make light of the situation.

“Thank God that’s all over,” I sighed, smiling ruefully at my husband. “Perhaps now we can get back to normal.”

Pete sighed as well, his body language telegraphing emotions I had seldom seen before.

“It’s not all over, Penny. And things haven’t been normal for a long time.”

“I know, but now we have a chance to put it all behind us and…”

“I can’t put it all behind me,” he interrupted, the emotion in his voice building. “You’ve lied to me constantly for years. You were lying about all this…” He waved his hand in the general direction of my laptop. “All this… stuff long before you first cheated on me. How can I ever trust you again?”

“I’m so sorry,” I pleaded. “I know it was wrong. I just…”

My words dried up.

“I accept I played a part in what happened. I told you I wanted you to sleep with other men, so when it actually happened, I accepted it - despite you having done it without talking to me first and with one of our closest friends.”

I looked at him shame faced.

“I accepted you being fucked by two boys young enough to be our sons too. I accepted you being knocked up by one of them. I even accepted having to bring up another man’s child though it’s blindingly obvious to everyone Leanne isn’t mine.”

I looked helplessly at the man I loved as a terrible realisation sank into me.

“But all that was private. All that was within the walls of this house. Now everything is different. Now too many people know the truth; truths that even I didn’t know until now.”

He paused for breath.

“Sticking with you throughout the investigation has been one of the hardest, most humiliating things in my whole life. Having to pretend that I knew all about your secret life and was okay with it was really hard, especially when it was as much a shock to me as it was to them.

“Reading all those stories and messages you’ve been exchanging with all those men all over the world; knowing the sort of thing you’ve been saying to them and the detailed, intimate things you’ve enjoyed them saying to you and about you and about us…”

“There were women too…” I began but knew it was hopeless. Pete was on a roll and needed to finish.

“It’s like finding out you’ve been cheating on me again, Penny. It’s like it felt when you told me about fucking Tony, but this time with many more men and for much, much longer.

“You put us all at risk too. If it all gets out, I don’t know how we’ll be able to keep living in this town, let alone together. And God alone knows what the kids will think.”

I felt so ashamed. But Pete still hadn’t finished.

“It shocked me what you wrote too. I had no idea you were into some of those things.”

“Some of it was just written for a particular market…” I began to explain.

“But a lot of it wasn’t, Penny. A lot of it came from inside you. No-one could put that much feeling into those stories if she wasn’t into that kind of scene herself. I’m not even going to ask how you got into some of those things and who with.”

I thanked God; I would not have enjoyed that time if it had come.

“And what about our friends? You changed the names but there’s no mistaking some of the characters. How much is true? Has all this sex been going on around me for years without my even guessing? I thought we were the only couple round here having issues. It seems I was wrong.”

I couldn’t think of anything more to say, and just waited for the axe to fall.

“I’m sorry Penny, truly I am but this is more than I can cope with right now.”

“Pete please…”

“I don’t think I can stay here,” he said slowly and with great emotion.

I looked at him stunned.

“You’ve gone too far this time. I need some time and space to think things through.”

“Pete…”

“I need some space to try and put a bit of perspective on this. I don’t know when I’ll be back. Please don’t try and call me.”

He turned in the doorway.

“It feels like I’ve been living with a stranger for a long time. Sometimes it’s as if I never really knew you at all.”

And with that he went upstairs. A few minutes later he came back down with a suitcase and, for the second time in our marriage, walked out of the door.

But this time I knew it was different.

***

“Fuck you! Fuck you!”

Pete’s cock slammed into my gaping anus as violently as any cock had ever slammed into a woman’s body, forcing me bodily up the bed on my knees until my face was rammed against the headboard and I could go no further.

“Take it! Take it like the cheating cunt you are!”

Pete’s assault continued, his strong hands on my hips, his fingers digging deep into my flesh as he pulled me back onto his driving shaft over and over again.

‘Slup! Slup! Slup Slup!’

My vulva red raw from our first excessively passionate copulation, he had wisely chosen to relieve his considerable anger and frustration in my rectum. By now well used to rear penetration, my sphincter had put up only token resistance before yielding completely to the invading phallus, opening wide both to aid my husband’s passage and in sheer self-defence.

‘Slup! Slup! Slup Slup!’

The room, already reeking of our combined juices, now took on the deeper, earthier aroma that the violent plundering of my bowels always produced.

“Oh God! Oh God! Fuck me! Hurt me! Hurt me Pete!”

My words along with the new, potent smell in his nostrils seemed to drive Pete to still greater efforts. He slammed himself even harder into me over and over again until I could feel friction burns forming on my face from the headboard’s coarse padding, and a familiar numbness began to spread down my inner thighs.

I was being fucked. No, not just fucked, I was being hatefucked.

There was no love in it; no thought given to my pleasure.

But I expected none. I wanted none.

After the massive damage I had inflicted on our relationship, I deserved none. I had earned every cruel word, every fingertip bruise on my hips, every tiny, stinging tear in my anus that, after an assault as violent as this, the following morning would unquestionable reveal.

But even that might not be enough to repair the damage to my marriage.

‘Slup! Slup! Slup Slup!’

‘Fuck me Pete! Just fuck me! Hurt me!”

‘Slup-Slup-Slup-Slup!’

‘SLAP!’

Pete brought his right hand down hard on my right buttock. I was not expecting it; a bolt of pain shot through my body.

‘SLAP!’

He did it again hard, then repeated it on the left hand side, even harder.

‘Slup-Slup-Slup-Slup-SLAPPP!’

‘Owwww!’ I wailed

‘Slup-Slup-Slup-Slup- SLAP-SLAP-SLAPPP!’

The shock of these blows was less but the pain much greater.

Then for a moment Pete’s thrusts came to a halt. His cock was still buried deep inside me as he leaned over my back, and grabbed first my right arm, then my left, pulling them both behind me and holding them firmly by the wrists.

Suddenly unsupported and completely helpless, my face immediately fell to the pillow leaving my bottom sticking obscenely up, still impaled on my husband’s cock.

Then his assault recommenced in earnest, Pete’s body slamming into mine without mercy. My shoulders ached as he dragged my arms backwards, pulling my body firmly onto his cock with every powerful thrust.

SLUP! SLUP! SLUP! SLUP!

“Oh Jeeesssuuussss!” I wailed into the mattress.

The pain was mild compared with the humiliation, but I needed to feel both.

SLUP! SLUP! SLUP! SLUP!

“Cheating cunt! Cheating fucking CUNT!”

SLUP! SLUP! SLUP! SLUP!

My poor sphincter was already numb, but I knew it could not take much more of Pete’s anger without suffering permanent damage. I could feel his pace increasing and silently prayed he would reach orgasm soon.

SLUP-SLUP-SLUP-SLUP!

“Fuck you Penny! Fuck you! Fuck you! Fuck you!”

SLUP-SLUP-SLUP-SLUP-SLUP-SLUP-SLUP-SLUP!

“Please Pete. Please cum now!”

Tears were running down my cheeks as my husband lifted and tugged on my pinioned arms one last time.

“OoowwwwwWWWW!” I wailed again.

“Fuck you Penny I’m cummminnggg!”

And with that, relief finally came. Releasing my wrists, Pete grabbed my hips with both hands and in a final series of, violent thrusts began to ejaculate in my rectum.

Despite the numbness his fucking had produced in my sphincter, I could still feel the throbbing and pulsing of his erect cock inside me as it delivered its moist recent load of sperm-free semen into the place in my body that for many months had received it most.

We remained in that position for a long time, me face down, bottom raised, Pete’s hands still on my hips as he softened within me. Both of us were panting for breath, both sweating, me at least stunned by the ferocity of what had just taken place.

Once his flaccid cock had slipped messily from my rectum, Pete rose to his feet then without a single word, went into the en suite bathroom. A moment later I heard the toilet flush and the shower begin to run.

I rolled onto my back and began to cry.

***

Pete had come home the following evening after only one night away. I didn’t ask where he had been, and he didn’t volunteer any explanation. There were long, meaningful talks well into the night, along with floods of tears, especially from me before he fucked me harder and more cruelly than he had ever done before.

There was still plenty of lust between us; the climax he reached was powerful and genuine. To my surprise, my own faked orgasm was rapidly overtaken by a real one too, making me shake wildly as the depths of my body were plumbed as hard and as deep as I could remember.

Pete hatefucked me brutally several more times in the next few days, leaving blemishes, bruises and bitemarks in many places.

I bore them all willingly; needing to feel pain, believing it to be nothing but my just desserts. But we both knew even then that no amount of sex, even of the highest passion and quality, was going to be enough to save our relationship.

For a few weeks we tried to make it work, but it was very soon obvious that we were wasting our time. The trust was gone, taking with it enough love to make our continued marriage impossible.

Pete soon began to work long hours again, and to come home too tired and too uninterested for much conversation, let alone the sex that, apart from Leanne, was all that seemed to be holding us together.

Sex as hard and physically demanding as this could never have lasted long anyway.

The decision to separate was mutual. Well, I didn’t argue too much.

I stood in the window and watched Pete’s car as it passed along the driveway that last time, two large suitcases on the back seat. The automatic gates opened, he drove through and they closed behind him, leaving me as alone as I could remember feeling.

My self-respect as low as it had ever been, I padded barefoot into the kitchen where an open wine bottle waited in the fridge. Despite the early hour, I poured myself a glass of the cold liquid, downed it in two gulps then refilled it to the top and wandered through to the lounge.

The place where less than two years ago it had all started.

Less than two years ago, Penny Barker PhD had been an outwardly normal, respectable middle-class wife. A mother and career scientist who had a secret but harmless side-line writing relatively innocuous erotic stories and a husband with a Hot Wife fantasy.

Then, unplanned, in that very room and on that very sofa, she had been seduced for the first time. A man who was not her husband had tempted her to cast fidelity aside, then fucked her senseless and set her on the path which had now led to her destruction.

I slumped on the sofa’s arm and turned over the cushion.

It was still there; the small dark stain where my vow of fidelity had been so easily broken; the slight discolouration of the fabric which marked the spot where Tony’s semen and my own copious juices had merged then oozed from my soiled body for the first time.

How often had I cheated on my husband since then, with or without his knowledge? There had been so many such occasions with my four lovers that counting them was impossible.

When Penny Barker did something, she did it thoroughly; infidelity included.

So, if this was the place the madness had started; was it to be where it all ended too?

Sitting there waiting for the infant cry which would inevitably come, demanding my immediate presence and the provision of sustenance from my tiny, inflamed breasts, the fun and excitement of being a Hot Wife had gone.

Deep down I knew that Pete would never return to the woman who had treated him so badly and brought him so much humiliation. There was a limit even to his forbearance.

I had to face facts, and most likely, face a future without him.

It would not be easy. With a feeling of dread, I saw myself as the world would soon see me:


As an unfaithful wife who had cheated many times with many men until her husband had left her.

A divorced, single mother of an illegitimate child whose father remained unknown.

A woman whose adult children were so disgusted that they no longer wanted to see or talk to her.

A soiled slut whose handsome ex-husband would soon find another, better woman to fill his bed.

I looked around the room and took another long draught of wine. Small sounds began to come from upstairs; Leanne would be awake soon, demanding her late afternoon feed. Of all the many individuals involved in the last year’s sorry string of events, she was perhaps the only innocent.

Whatever else I did; however badly I felt about myself; whatever happened in the rest of my life, I must not allow her to become a victim. I must make sure I looked after her to the very best of my ability.

Was Penny’s Promiscuity now finally over?

Or did fate have one last trick up her sleeve?



Epilogue

‘Ugh! Ugh! Ugh! Ugh!’

Tony grunted angrily as he slammed his hips into the underside of my buttocks, driving his thick cock as deep into my vagina as its stubby length would allow.

Well after midnight and with too much champagne inside me, by the time the taxi had dropped me off at Tony’s apartment, I was desperate to put the difficulties of the day behind me and lose myself in an orgy of sexual degradation.

“Fuck me! Fuck me! Come on, fuck me!”

Tony was really playing his part this time. My own voice sounded half crazed with lust as I lay helplessly beneath him on the oversized double bed in his bachelor flat.

My body was in what was by far the least dignified but unquestionably the most effective position for crude, deeply penetrative sex that we had found over the last two years. With my legs lifted until my knees were almost on my chest, my calves trapped above his upper arms and with most of his body weight pinning me down, raising my bottom from the floor and presenting my fully-exposed, wide open vulva for his pleasure, I was as weak and vulnerable as any woman in history.

“Yes! Oh God Yes! Oh fucking God! Don’t stop! Don’t stop! Don’t stop!”

Degrading as it was, the position Tony called his Mating Press held me helplessly down on the bed but left his hips free to move as he pleased. And at that particular moment, what pleased him best was to hammer his erect cock into my exposed and defenceless vagina jack-hammer fast, the extreme angle of penetration allowing even his short stubby appendage to batter my already-abused cervix hard.

However pleasing it might be for him, it was even more for me, driving the day’s painful memories from my mind as effectively as his cock was driving copious amounts of fluids from my vulva.

The increasingly wet slapping sounds emanating from our conjoined loins and filling the room testified only too clearly!

‘Slap-slap-slap-slap-slap-slap-slap-slap!’

Pinioned, obscenely exposed and completely at the mercy of this man’s whim, I was no longer Doctor Penny Barker PhD, the fifty-five-year-old Senior Scientist, four times a mother and twice a Grandmother.

In that position and with my cunt filled to bursting by that ugly, deformed cock, there was no point even thinking I was anything but this man’s helpless, completely compliant fuck-toy.

But at that time and in that place, Tony’s fuck-toy was quite literally all I wanted to be.

‘Slap-slap-slap-slap-slap-slap-slap-slap!’

“Yes! Oh my God yes! Oh My GoooddddyyyeeeeoooWWWW!”

The orgasm that racked my body was one of the strongest and longest lasting I could remember in a long time.

‘Slap-slap-slap-slap-slap-slap-slap-slap!’

“YesYesYesYesYesYesYesYEEEESSSS!”

The climax seemed to go on forever, depriving me of speech, bodily control, even of breath.

‘Slap-slap-slap-slap-slap-slap-slap-slap!’

Tony was surpassing himself in his fucking; the climactic pressure inside me was almost unbearable. I needed to scream, to breathe, to pee myself.

‘Slap-slap-slap-slap-slap-slap-slap-slap!’

“Gonna Cum! Gonna cum now!” Tony’s voice was a mere croak as he fucked me for all he was worth.

‘Slap-slap-slap-slap-slap-slap-slap-slap!’

“Oh! My. Fucking. God. Pennnyyyy!

And with that, the body of the man who had turned my life upside down went into spasm, his face became an ugly grimace and he began to ejaculate once again in my pulsing, climaxing, entirely unprotected vagina.

In the heat of my final orgasm, I could feel and clearly picture my bruised and battered cervix opening and closing with the spasms of my climax, then dilating wide as I came hard, leaving the entrance to my womb wide open to the torrent of semen that Tony must now be spurting directly into it.

In a younger couple this would have surely led to conception, but for two lovers in their mid-fifties, that risk had passed. Tony’s vasectomy had long ago ensured there were no sperm in all that ocean of semen, and now the menopause had finally arrived, there were no eggs left in my body to be fertilised by them.

Safe sex. Soundly satisfying. Simple.

Not as young as I once was, it would take a long time to recover from this brutal but deeply satisfying copulation. For a good while I lay on my back on the bed alongside him, both of us panting for breath. My hips ached from having been held for so long in such a humiliating position, my bottom smarted from the brutal assault it had so willingly endured and as for my poor, abused vulva…

I lay there in post-coital haze, feeling the warmth of his body close by as I had so many times before, imagining the slow river of semen flowing through my belly, through my open cervix and deep inside the womb that had produced my four children.

I was certainly not the woman I was before he first fucked me, and as the last few years had shown, I would probably soon not be the woman I was now.

And what was I now precisely?

The world could see I was a divorced mother of four, a grandmother of two and as of that day, a mother-in-law as well.

Though many suspected, only a few knew for sure that I was also an unfaithful, cock-hungry slut who had given birth to a child not her husband’s.

Whatever I was, I had ended the day as I had done so many times over the past year; being fucked almost beyond reason by a man whose sole interest in me was my body and had loved every moment of it.

The difference was that this day was supposed to be one of the most important of my life.

***

It had been a beautiful day for a wedding. The sun had shone, the sky bright, the registry office Victorian, old and romantic.

I stood in the front row, my three-year-old daughter Leanne by my side, holding my hand. Her short, white dress contrasted perfectly with the olive-gold colour of her skin as Isobel, her half-sister passed by smiling happily.

There was a great deal about the last few years that I did not want to remember. The accusations, the recriminations, the bad feelings that even now permeated my relationships with my ex-husband and children had been hard to bear, but in most cases, had been justified.

But now, the worst of the divorce was over, and we had established a modus vivendi that was tolerable. Well, nearly tolerable. The kids no longer boycotted the flat I shared with my daughter Leanne, I saw my grandchildren no less frequently than Pete, and we were more than civil whenever we met.

It had crossed my mind that an invitation to our daughter Izzy’s wedding should not be taken for granted, but having shared a lover, my daughter and I now shared a deep and very secret bond so she had insisted I took the normal role of mother-of-the-bride, if not throughout the preparation, at least on the day itself.

My maternal instincts soared as my beautiful daughter reached the front of the chamber and stood side by side with the man she was about to marry. I could feel the tears welling already.

In deference to the warm weather, Izzy’s dress was short, showing off her long, skinny, athletic legs to impressive effect and, as intended, drawing the eye away from her total lack of breasts.

In deference to the rounded swelling of her pregnant belly, that dress was off-white in colour.

Izzy’s dark hair had been carefully styled; both it and her skin glowed with the vitality that pregnancy brought to even the oldest of expectant mothers.

She looked as every Spring bride should look; perfect!

There had been tears all round when Pete walked her down the aisle to meet the man who was about to become her husband.

The man who Izzy had known almost all her life.

The man whose father had seduced first me, then my daughter and who was now my closest friend - with benefits.

His duty performed, Peter joined me on the front row. The little remaining animosity between us put temporarily aside, we exchanged smiles, shrugs and tissues as the ceremony began. As the celebrant’s voice rang around the room, I looked surreptitiously at the family and guests assembled around us.

At my son Josh, his wife Samantha and their two small children; already a happy, very traditional family.

At my other son Timothy and his handsome partner Thomas, holding hands as tears ran down my son’s cheeks. He and Izzy and had always been as thick as thieves.

I looked surreptitiously across the aisle at Julie, the mother of the groom; the woman who used to be both Tony’s wife and my closest friend, but who now lived with my ex-husband in a large house in the countryside. She looked both happy and stunning, her petite, China-doll features and figure enhanced to perfection by the tailored, close-fitting dress she had selected and her carefully positioned hat.

Striking but not scene-stealing, unostentatious but unmissable. No one would dream that so delicate a flower could be such a tiger in bed.

I sighed. Once again, I had come a poor second.

Tony, the father of the groom was conspicuous by his absence.

It was, on the whole a happy day, with plenty to eat and enough to drink to keep the atmosphere light without too many people descending into the maudlin sadness a wedding can so often bring.

I was very much on best behaviour for the whole day.

My marriage to Pete now legally if not emotionally over, both he and I had been free to move on and find other partners should we wish.

With soap opera predictability, Pete’s side of our marital bed had barely cooled before he had taken the place he now occupied; alongside Julie in the bed she used to share with her own ex-husband.

Pete had gone straight from our home to hers, where the two of them had spent a full twelve hours in bed, fucking. Clearly his long working hours and overnight stays had not been as medically related as supposed for many months, which explained his exhaustion and sudden lack of interest in fucking me.

Had I been less absorbed in my own sexual affairs on and offline, I might have suspected this, but I hadn’t, not even when Tony dropped his own unsubtle hint.

The permanent look of smug, exhausted, sexual satisfaction that three years on still adorned my ex-husband’s face was like slap in my own. Even now, picturing his familiar, athletic body hammering into her petite frame could bring powerful feelings of jealousy.

For a long time I could not get them out of my mind, an obsession that contributed greatly to the year of insanity that followed the break-up. Even now, although I know I have to accept it and get on with my life, the green-eyes monster can make me scream into my pillow in the small hours.

The story we had told Izzy about us both having had affairs became public very quickly. This suited us both. Although it didn’t show either Pete or me in a good light, it did protect him from the stigma of being a willing cuckold while lifting a little of the shame and blame from my shoulders too.

At first, Pete and Julie’s new relationship caused scandal and speculation among all our colleagues and friends. They have been living as a couple for nearly three years now, but there is still no talk about them actually getting married.

Strangely, all of our children seem content with the situation - even Jack.

I remained in our family home with Leanne while the details of the divorce were worked out. Our three kids were very upset, but we made sure not to ask them to take sides. We moved out when it was sold.

What a day that was!

After University, Izzy moved into a flat with Jack. Two years later she became pregnant and as of today, is married. Tim continues to live happily with his boyfriend Thomas and Josh and Sam are carrying on their own baby-focussed lives.

None of them visit either of us often.

Bringing up Leanne as a single mother would have been difficult at any age, but for a woman in her fifties it was a real challenge. To be fair to Pete, he tried hard to fulfil his responsibilities, but with us no longer living in the same house, there was a limit to how great a role he could play.

Although both he and Julie knew that Leanne was not Pete’s child, neither of them ever mentioned it to me or, as far as I was aware, to anyone else.

I returned to my work at the hospital on a part time basis, dropping Leanne off at nursery three days each week where to my relief, she was absolutely thriving.

Though a remarkably beautiful child, there was no concealing her mixed-race heritage now. No one with any understanding of genetics could possibly believe her to be Pete’s child, ipso facto I must have got pregnant by another man.

No-one mentions this to me either, but I’m sure many of our friends believe it to be the reason for our divorce. One or two of them are definitely keeping their distance.

As far as they are concerned, Penny Barker is now officially a slut!

I can’t blame them after all that happened, before and after Pete walked out.

Emotionally bruised and guilt-ridden by my part in the break-up, I had no illusions about finding another long-term, serious relationship. Being in my fifties would not have been an advantage anyway but being a single mother of a small child too made me a very poor prospect indeed.

But something deep within me wanted to show both Pete and Julie that I was still a desirable woman; that what was sauce for the goose was sauce for the gander, that Julie wasn’t the only sexy woman around and above all and that jealousy was a two-edged sword.

The stupidity of this should have been obvious but to a woman as obsessed as I was, nothing ever is.

Undeterred, and encouraged by the circle of divorcee friends I used avoid, but who I had now enthusiastically joined, I threw myself whole-heartedly into online dating.

With Promiscuous Penny now having no-one to cheat on, and few moral barriers left to breach, during my first year as a newly single woman, I went on many more dates and was much more enthusiastic on them than a nice girl should.

But then everyone knew, I was not a nice girl.

It first, it was flattering how much interest these men showed in my skinny, fifty-three-year-old body. And it wasn’t just from men my age; the words MILF and even GILF were used more than once.

But it soon became clear that, once they had fucked me all they wanted, the reality of having a small child around the house soon dawned on them and their interest quickly waned.

Sometimes it took a few weeks before I was dumped; other times a single night was enough.

And there were plenty of single nights. Eventually it reached the point where even my divorcee friends warned me that I was gaining a reputation but still I continued to date.

None of them came to anything in terms of relationships, though almost all ended up in bed where my oversized vagina often resulted in a disappointing performance for both me and my lover.

Whether it was a moment of madness or a misguided attempt at competing with Julie I cannot say, but soon, as well as having shared three lovers, I acquired another thing in common with my husband’s new partner.

Hidden between my thighs and at the top of my slit was a new, vertical gold bar. It was small, curved upwards and outwards and with a small gold ball at each end, piercing my clitoral hood and intended to partly expose and keep a light but permanent pressure on her sensitive nub at all times.

The pain and embarrassment of having this done had been considerable and I had to abstain from sex for several weeks afterwards, but my God, it has been worth it!

From the very first, this extraordinary accessory could bring minor climaxes from the slightest stimulation. Even the simple rubbing of my knickers against my vulva as I walked could bring me to a shuddering halt. Over time, that extreme degree of sensitivity faded a little but there was no question a permanent improvement had been made.

Though still not in any way guaranteed, I found I could reach orgasm much more frequently and with a much greater range of cock sizes and lovers’ skills than ever before.

For a while sex with almost any man had a power and intensity that in the past, only Adam had come close to delivering. If breastfeeding had left me permanently aroused, for many months my new piercing kept me on the cliff edge of climax twenty-four hours a day.

I even considered having my vagina surgically tightened, a procedure not uncommon in the USA but rarely performed in the UK for reasons solely of pleasure.

Sometimes it crossed my mind that, had these things been done during my marriage, the last five years might have been very different. Had our sex life been better, Pete might not have wanted me to sleep with other men, I might not have been so susceptible to Tony’s seductive powers and the year or more I had spent as a Hot Wife might never have happened.

But these were pointless thoughts; it had all happened and could not be undone.

With a new and exciting realm of sexual pleasure opening up before me, I threw myself into dating even more intensely and unfortunately, publicly. Before long, the reputation I had been in danger of acquiring became a reality.

Penny Barker was indeed condemned as a slut.

Soon poor Pete was considered well rid of her, and no-one’s husband should be allowed within five yards of her unaccompanied. Even my divorcee friends seemed to be avoiding me.

I have no idea how long this madness might have continued but before the damage could become too entrenched, two things happened which together, rescued me before the damage was permanent.

The first was that I acquired a sexually transmitted disease. It’s disgusting I know, but clearly one of my dates had not been as scrupulous in his choice of previous lovers or his use of condoms as he should.

The itching began gradually one Monday morning, but by Friday it was beyond ignoring and there was nothing to do but go to the clinic. Both antibiotics and a halt to my sexual activities were prescribed, bringing to madness to a sudden halt.

It could have been just a temporary halt if the second event hadn’t occurred, but thank God it did.

I bumped into Tony at the pharmacy.

It’s ironic that the man who had started me on the last few years’ descent into promiscuity should be the one to rescue me from it, but that’s what happened.

Tony asked me to have dinner with him that night. With nothing left to lose, I agreed. That evening, Leanne stayed over at a friend’s house, I made a half-hearted attempt at looking my best and joined him in the restaurant.

To my surprise, I enjoyed it from the start. Tony knew most of my darkest secrets when I arrived and, after a second large glass of wine, soon learned the rest - including the reason for my visit to the pharmacy. I had expected a look of horror and revulsion to cross his face and for him to make excuses to leave, but he didn’t.

“That’s really bad luck,” was all he said, and that was with an amused smile. “How long will it take?”


I told him and to my amazement, the conversation simply moved on to another subject. With sex so obviously off the menu, we could relax more in each other’s company. Before long, we were laughing and touching hands and the reasons I had fallen for him in the first place started to come flooding back.

We kissed on the lips as he dropped me off at my flat. His hands fell to my buttocks as they had that first afternoon and he pressed my body against his, but then he returned to his own apartment.

The following day he asked me out for lunch I went happily.

Then a week later he invited me to dinner again. This time, we did end up in his bed.

And it was simply wonderful.

Within a few weeks, I was taking maximum advantage of his much-repeated offer to be a permanent, long term Friend with Benefits, an arrangement that continues to this day.

I sleep with him - if any sleep actually occurs - once or twice a week either during those free afternoons when Leanne is at nursery, or when Pete is looking after her at the weekend.

And it works very well indeed.

With love and marriage off the table by mutual consent, Tony and I have become far closer than any normal friendship I had ever known. Now perfectly attuned in bed, we can act out our deepest fantasies, erotic, exotic, painful or just plain weird without shame or embarrassment.

We know the good and bad parts of each other’s natures as well as any husband and wife.

We know each other’s bodies even better.

The sex is as relaxed or adventurous, comforting, painful or demanding as we want it to be at the time.

And there is an awful lot of it.

I no longer needed to be a slut!

***

“God that was good,” Tony gasped as he rolled alongside me, grinning broadly.

“Up to our usual standard?” I asked, puffing with the exertion and aftershocks of my final orgasms.

“Better,” he said, staring up at the ceiling. “Something’s got into you today. And I like it.”

“The father of the groom dismounted from the mother of the bride,” I pretended to report. “Both claimed to be delighted with their most recent copulation.”

The soreness and muscle aches would start later, and I would feel terribly old in the morning, but right then I had consumed enough alcohol and cried enough wedding tears to make me consent to anything Tony wanted to do with me.

If either of us smoked, this would have been the perfect moment to light up and make pillow talk. As neither of us did, we had to make do with holding hands, my left in his right as we lay side by side on the rumpled, semen-smeared sheet.

“I suppose we’re related now,” Tony pondered, then turned towards me with a cheeky grin on his face. “Does that mean we’ve just committed incest?”

I laughed.

“Is that another of your weird fantasies?” I asked.

“That’s good, coming from you,” he smiled knowingly.

I blushed. We lay in silence for a long time.

“It was a very nice wedding,” I eventually said thoughtfully. “Izzy and Jack looked perfect - and very happy.”

“I wouldn’t know,” Tony said sulkily. “I wasn’t invited.”

I sighed.

“You were invited,” I told him patiently. “We agreed it would be a bad idea for you to go, remember?”

“My own son’s wedding…” he protested.

“Whose fault is it?” I asked, jokingly but he seemed to take it seriously.

I sighed in exasperation.

“Tony, you were married to the groom’s mother, you’ve just fucked the bride’s mother and God knows how many of the other female guests you’ve had. There’s no way you could possibly have gone to the ceremony.”

He snorted.

“You’ve even fucked the bride herself,” I added bitterly.

It was still a sore point between us. At least he had the decency to look shamefaced.

“Well if you put it like that…” he began.

“How else can I put it,” I asked, stroking the soft downy hair on his chest. “You’d have been the spectre at the feast.”

“I suppose so,” he grudgingly agreed, then turned to face me. “Want to stay the rest of the night? It’s very late.”

“If it’s okay with you,” I smiled through orgasm-dazed eyes. “Pete’s bringing Leanne round to my place tomorrow lunchtime.”

“You know you’re always welcome,” Tony smiled down at me, running his fingers over my sticky, slimy lower belly.

God only knows what he found so attractive about the stretchmark-patterned flesh above my now permanently shaved vulva, but for some reason, post-copulation, the appeal never seemed to fade.

“I have got a… a date at one o’clock though,” he added, a rather shifty note in his voice.

“A date?” I teased. “Who is she and have you fucked her yet?”

“Penny!”

He tried to sound shocked, but I knew him too well and simply gave him an old-fashioned look.

“Well,” he began, “Her name is…”

Tony named a woman I knew by sight from the sports club I used to frequent in the days when I could afford it.

“Isn’t she married?” I asked, knowing full well the answer was in the affirmative.

Tony blushed but I knew better than to think this was either embarrassment or shame.

“Let me guess,” I said, stroking his lower belly, my fingers just touching the end of his cock.

It was beginning to harden again. I stroked it more firmly as I continued.

“You haven’t fucked her yet, but you’ve made progress.” I ran my fingers along the underside of his shaft, from his sack to its tip. “So much progress that you reckon tomorrow…” I looked at the bedside clock. “No, today might be the day she finally lowers her guard just enough for the infamous blitzkrieg assault you used on me and Izzy to get you into her knickers too.”

I cupped his balls in my palm and kneaded them then returned to his shaft.

“So, you want all traces of me out of your flat before she arrives.”

The look on Tony’s face told me that was indeed his plan. His firming cock in my fist told me how much he was looking forward to relieving this woman of the heavy burden of fidelity to her husband.

“It’s not quite like that,” he began to protest.

“It’s exactly like that, Tony,” I chided, beginning to pump his thick cock in my hand. “This is Penny Barker talking, one of the two women in the world who knows you for good or bad. And I can tell you from a woman’s point of view, it’s mostly bad.”

“Penny…”

“Don’t worry, I’ll be long gone by the time Little Miss Itchy Knickers comes around.”

Tony pretended to be outraged but I could tell he was pleased.

“If you think I’m so bad, why do you…?” he asked indignantly.

“Keep coming back?”

I thought for a moment then dipped my head to kiss the tip of his cock.

“It’s probably because of this fellow here…”

I smiled, giving his now fully erect, stumpy cock a powerful squeeze.

“You’re a hopeless prospect as a life partner, we both know that.”

I looked up into his eyes then addressed his hardening cock.

“You’re unfaithful,” I planted another kiss on its tip.

“You’re lecherous,” I licked around the ridge beneath its head.

“You have no morals about who you fuck,” I licked the full length of the underside of his shaft.

“No wife or daughter is safe from you!”

He frowned, no doubt wondering what I would say or do next.

“But this chap here… he’s not like you. He’s different.”

I squeezed his thick, stumpy shaft in my fist.

“He’s incredibly ugly, but unlike you, he’s strong and reliable.”

I licked along the shaft again and felt Tony tremble slightly.

“He’s short but he’s so, so thick. And unlike you, he doesn’t let a girl down.”

I took his head completely into my mouth and sucked, tasting my own acrid juices on his swollen flesh, once again, marvelling how any man could find such a flavour arousing.

“When he does a job, he does it properly. Unlike you, he never leaves a girl unsatisfied.”

I ran my tongue all over Tony’s thick, rounded, slightly purple head then lapped at its tiny lips from where precum was already oozing its oily sweetness.

“Unlike you, he’s the sort of friend that every girl needs. I just can’t seem to manage without him.”

I smiled up at him then rose to Tony’s face where I kissed him firmly on the lips, enjoying his strange expression when he tasted our combined juices.

“If I could have just him, I would,” I grinned. “But because he’s stuck to the rest of you, I suppose I’m stuck with the rest of you too.”

The smile on Tony’s face spread from ear to ear as I continued.

“Now stop messing around and fuck your son’s mother-in-law senseless.”

Tony mounted me forcefully, parting my legs with his knees and driving his thick, ugly cock into my gaping cunt as hard as he had ever done, before beginning the familiar shallow, measured strokes that were all his short, stubby cock could manage, but which could drive me insane with lust.

Barely minutes later, I had sunk my teeth into his forearm and was raking his shoulders with my fingernails as my skinny legs wrapped themselves around his waist.

A moment later the room was filled with the wailing, orgasmic voice of a menopausal, middle-aged mother with tiny boobs and a stretchmarked belly, begging the man who had first seduced her to cum in her cunt and knock her up for a fifth time, her last vestiges of dignity dissolving in a haze of orgasmic bliss.

***

I lay next to Tony afterwards, my chest heaving, skin tingling, beads of sweat on my face next and chest, feeling the familiar emptiness in my lower belly that always came after a truly satisfying copulation.

My vulva and anus were already sore and would be sorer still in the morning, but I didn’t care.

As I stared blankly at the ceiling, a strange feeling of contentment forced its way into what remained of my conscious mind. A deep contentment that I hadn’t felt since the day it all fell apart.

Against all the odds, I was finally happy.

I was happy being single, happy being Leanne’s Mum, happy being a Grandmother, happy in my job too and of course, happy being the fuck toy of an unreliable, unscrupulous man with whom I was once again at least a little in love.

What was more, Pete was happier with Julie than he had been with me for years; you only had to see them together to understand that. Our children Josh, Tim and Izzy were happy with their partners too and were at least back on speaking terms with their errant parents.

Even Tony seemed happy to have a reliable and readily available bed partner for the increasing number of nights when his intended victim escaped conquest.

It wasn’t how I had expected my life to be, and a lot of unhappiness had been inflicted on those I loved on the journey. This contentedness was perhaps more than I deserved, but as I pictured Tony’s copious semen making its sticky way into the depths of my defunct reproductive system once again, there was no question my life could have been a great deal worse.

Perhaps Tony’s fuck-toy was what I should have been from the start.

Perhaps he and I had always been destined for each other in this way, but hadn’t realised it.

Perhaps with time and the confidence he was restoring in me, I would dare venture into the world of other men once again.

Perhaps, just perhaps, Penny’s Promiscuity might not be over after all.

***

Penny’s promiscuity might not be over, but after fifty chapters and over 300,000 words, this series most definitely is.

I did not intend it to be this lengthy a work when I started; it just seemed to grow and grow. Thank you to everyone who has stuck with me throughout this saga and encouraged me to see it through. I really appreciate your support and hope you have enjoyed at least some of it.

For those who have been critical too and have made their thoughts public, thank you for taking the trouble. I try and learn from every comment, good or bad.

For the many who have asked, although I am not Penny, there is indeed a little of me in every chapter.

And there is a great deal of me in one…

But now it is time to move onto new, exciting things! I hope you like them too.

Love Jenny xx
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A Passion for Penny Pt. 01

I am often asked where the inspiration for Penny’s Promiscuity came from. I have already admitted that there is a little of me in every chapter, and a great deal of me in one, but in the first instance Penny’s adventures were certainly helped by this story.

It was one of my very earliest, originally published in 2006 under a different pseudonym - and even a different gender. I was not as confident of my abilities then as, thank to my wonderful readers, I have now become.

It is the true story of how, after knowing each other for more than ten years, a happily married man found himself in bed with one of his closest family friends.

I know both of the protagonists personally. I won’t tell you which one told me the truth.

It is written from the male point of view because I was writing under a male pseudonym at the time, so that isn’t a clue. I’ve changed the names and a few other details that might give too big a clue to his or Penny’s true identities, but otherwise this is exactly how it happened — or at least it’s how it was told to me!

***

In her early forties, a highly educated professional woman with two teenage children, Penny isn’t one of those women you would immediately see and lust after. She’s quite tall, with short dark hair and her body is angular - perhaps even skinny - rather than slim. Her face is full of character and distinctive, rather than beautiful.

But I’ve wanted to make love to her for many years.

For most of the time I’ve known her, Penny has had a rather intense, commanding personality. She’s highly intelligent, well educated and tends to want her own way most of the time. Her husband, a very good friend of mine, has found it easiest to let her have her way in most things; as a result, Penny can be cold and hard when thwarted in any way. For years I found this harder side of her personality to be quite off-putting, but gradually, beginning in the October of 2003, things began to change.

I suppose we all desire most the things we do not possess. In Penny and my case, this has been particularly true. My wife is quite short, with a rounded figure — not by any means fat - and blonde hair. In contrast, Penny is tall and angular with dark hair. My wife’s breasts are large and full. Penny’s breasts are small and her chest flat. My wife’s legs are short and muscular. Penny’s are long, slim and pale.

And I feel strongly attracted to both of them.

Similarly, Penny’s husband is short whereas I am very tall. His skin is tanned while mine is paler. He has more hair all over his body than anyone I have ever encountered; in contrast I have little body hair which, as a consequence of my wife’s aversion to it, has been trimmed even shorter.

I suppose in this perverse way Penny were bound to be interested in each other.

For a full ten years our two families got on well together — kids about the same age, interests similar — and there was little or no sexual content to our friendship. It’s true that, when I sat next to Penny at dinner parties, the conversation often took on a sexual nature, but there was no real suggestion of anything more — that is, until one New Year party when I realised that, gradually but undeniably, something had significantly changed.

Looking back, I can now see how it began with small things — holding on to me just a fraction longer than she used to when kissing goodnight on the cheek; the conversation turning sexual slightly more often than usual; occasionally ‘accidentally’ not turning her head far enough at the end of an evening so we kissed on the lips instead of the cheek, supposedly by mistake.

Nothing concrete, but in retrospect a sexual frisson was definitely developing. Of course, at the time, I completely failed to spot this!

Gradually things progressed. When making arrangements for our families to meet, or to help with each other’s kids, it became my mobile phone that Penny called or sent messages to more often than my wife’s. Text conversations began to involve more than just one or two practical sentences too, and Penny’s messages began to end with an ‘X’ instead of their previous curt, practical stops.

Only small things again, but gradually they added up to a distinct change in the nature of my relationship with her. And because it happened slowly, it had become bedded in long before either of us realised it.

It was only after one long, slightly drunken Friday night dinner party at the house of mutual friends, that things suddenly changed in a way that even I couldn’t miss.

Penny usually drives herself and her husband home, so seldom drinks at dinner parties. But that night they had been given a lift to the dinner by two of the other guests, so she was free to have a few glasses of wine. Amusingly, she gets giggly after only a couple of glasses and, predictably sitting next to me, she became a little tipsy quite early on in the evening.

We had been discussing the holiday that our two families were planning to go on together in the summer. I had gathered together a bag of brochures and had short-listed half a dozen to select from. Penny’s husband always lets her choose their holidays, and my wife leaves the decisions to me, so it was normal and natural for the two of us to talk them over. I offered to give Penny the bag of brochures I had brought with me, together with my hand-written notes, so she could look them over and tell me what she thought.

That was when things changed. Penny put her hand on mine and a slightly odd look came over her face. Her voice when she spoke was low and conspiratorial.

“No,” she said. “Bring them over on Monday after the kids have gone to school.”

I was silent for a moment. A little tipsy myself, I wasn’t sure I had understood her correctly?

“Monday morning?” I asked, testing the situation. “So, Paul can see them too?”

“Paul will have gone off with the kids,” Penny whispered, a little drunkenly, a meaningful smile on her face.

Our eyes met and she squeezed my hand under the table, then turned abruptly to chat to the friend on her other side. I sat back, bemused.

The rest of the dinner passed off without event. I thought that Penny’s leg ‘accidentally’ brushed against mine more often than chance alone would have allowed, but by the time we were all standing in the hallway saying our ‘thank you’ and ‘goodnights’ I was beginning to doubt whether there had been any message at all.

The guests walked as an elongated group along the driveway to our cars, the night dark and moonless around us. My wife turned as she opened the car door and Penny gave her a goodnight peck on the cheek. I shook hands with Paul, both of us slurring our words slightly.

By the time Penny casually leaned towards me for the usual farewell kiss, I had decided that it had all been an illusion brought on by too much good wine. But as I bent to kiss her goodnight, she turned her head — this time quite deliberately — and I found myself kissing her full on the mouth.

In the pitch darkness, her lips opened for a fraction of a second. I felt the hardness of her teeth on my mouth and the sudden, hot, soft thrust of her tongue against mine.

Then she pulled away sharply, smiling.

“See you on Monday!” he whispered. “Sleep well!”

I stood speechless until my wife’s voice brought me to my senses. I sat in the car, and she drove us home.

***

Unsurprisingly, I spent the rest of the weekend with a belly full of butterflies, unsure whether Penny had really invited me to be alone with her; and even less sure whether I should take up the invitation if indeed there had been one.

No, that’s not right. I wasn’t unsure at all; I knew full well I shouldn’t go, but I knew equally well that I had to see if I had been right.

I had never cheated on my wife before, despite a number of opportunities over the years and our own highly unsatisfactory sex life. But this wasn’t just any woman; this was Penny, one of our closest friends; someone I should think of more like a sister than a potential lover.

Suddenly, to my horror, I realised that this made the idea of being seduced by her even more exciting.

I spent an anxious Saturday and a restless Sunday, my mind already troubled by lust and guilt even though I had done nothing wrong — at least, nothing outside my own head. By the time I went to bed on Sunday night I had convinced myself that it had all been a misunderstanding and that I wasn’t interested in her anyway.

But by the time I woke in the morning, I knew I had to at least see if I had been right.

I told my wife that I had an early appointment with a customer in Leeds and had left the house early myself. She had no reason to suspect. Early appointments happened on a weekly basis so, at 7.30 am, I parked my car just round the corner from Penny’s house on a busy through-road where its presence would not attract attention.

I waited patiently, half listening to the news on the radio and watching the driveway until I saw the large, automatic wooden gates swing inwards, and Paul’s car, full of children, leave for school.

As soon as they were out of sight, I fired up the engine, quickly nipped through the open gates and up the long, straight driveway to the front door. In the rear-view mirror, I saw the gates swing shut behind me shutting out any nosy, suspicious neighbours as I drew to a halt, pulled on the hand brake and, stepping nervously out of my car, looked around carefully.

The house seemed deserted as I took my plastic bag of brochures out of the back seat and looked up at the windows.

The room I knew to be the master bedroom had its curtains drawn. Suddenly there was movement behind the drapes, and I thought I saw a face. It disappeared just as suddenly as it had appeared.

Nervously I adjusted my tie and also the lie of my cock which was already hardening uncomfortably in my boxer shorts then crossed to the red front door and knocked softly.

There was no response. I knocked a little harder and thought I could just make out the sound of running feet inside the house. There was a fumbling at the door; it opened a few inches then stopped, held by the security chain. Through the gap, I could just make out Penny’s face. She had a bathrobe pulled tightly around her.

She didn’t smile. My heart sank.

“Hi Penny.” I stammered, trying vainly to keep a casual note in my voice.

The door closed in my face. Oh God! I thought. Have I made a mistake? Did I misread her messages?

But then I heard a rattling as the security chain was unfastened and the door slowly swung open. Penny stood inside, her eyes on mine. There was a strange look on her face which did not at first reassure me.

“Is this a bad time?” I asked, giving us both the chance to back out, or for me to pretend I’d come for some other reason.

Penny just grinned in an embarrassed manner. As she looked at me, her bathrobe fell ever-so-slightly open before she pulled it tightly around her again. Has that been deliberate? Through the gap I thought I could see sexy, pale lace underwear.

That wasn’t normal for a Monday, surely?

“Oh God!” I thought. “Perhaps I was right!”

“Come in,” she whispered.

With my belly alive with butterflies, I entered the hall.

“I’ve brought those holiday brochures for you,” I began nervously, my voice squeaking stupidly as she closed the front door behind me.

“Thanks,” Penny smiled. “Have you got time for a coffee?”

I looked at my watch. Stupid again. I knew exactly what the time was and how long I could stay.

“Mmm. Please.” I replied.

Penny led the way down the short corridor and into her large, sun filled kitchen. I followed her, still frantically seeking signs that I’d not been mistaken.

I noticed her nicely brushed hair. That certainly wasn’t how it had been when she had got out of bed. As she passed me, I could smell the sweet, newly showered freshness of her skin. Was that a sign too?

As Penny filled the kettle, I placed the bag of brochures down on the wooden kitchen table.

“There are a few choices in here, but it’s difficult to find properties big enough for us all,” I said, trying to maintain the pretence it was an innocent visit and pleased that my voice sounded a little more normal.

Penny crossed to the table, her gown covered thigh accidentally brushing against me as she passed. I stood my ground, still nervous and unsure, still desperately looking for a clear signal — or maybe any signal.

As she thumbed through the top two brochures, her thighs were still lightly touching mine. She didn’t have to stand this close; there was plenty of room in the kitchen. Was this the signal I had been waiting for? Was she trying to tell me that now was the time to make a move and touch her in return?

But still, I couldn’t be certain. As she flicked through the brochures her conversation was still practical and to the point. The risks of getting it wrong were too high to take a chance.

Perhaps I had made a big mistake. Perhaps I hadn’t, but she’d changed her mind. Perhaps….

I was brought to my senses as, across the room, the kettle began to boil noisily. Penny stood up slowly, brushing against me once again, and went to make the coffee. The stomach-tingling smell of her perfume wafted past me again. I felt sick with excitement.

Soon, the wonderful aroma of Penny was joined by the strong smell of fresh coffee. I inhaled deeply, my heart thumping as she ground the dark beans in the noisy, rasping shiny steel machine on the kitchen dresser.

“I think the Victorian cottage in the blue brochure would be nice,” Penny continued as if unaware of the effect her presence was having on me. “But then a seaside place would be nice too… Oh Hell!”

She swore under her breath.

“What’ the matter?” I asked crossing over to where she stood.

“I can’t get the lid open. Can you have a go?”

Always pleased to play the big strong male, I smiled and, standing close by Penny, took hold of the machine’s stainless steel lid.

“Can you hold the base?” I asked.

Penny nodded and grasped the grinder’s body tightly and made a show of bracing herself. Our bodies were pressed close together as I wrenched the lid anti-clockwise.

It turned very easily. It had not been jammed at all. I looked at Penny, puzzled.

And then she kissed me. On the lips! Full and purposeful! No accident!

And then all Hell broke loose. Suddenly ten years of bottled-up desire was let free as our mouths ground together in the heat and passion of our first real kiss, teeth clashing awkwardly, tongues writhing over and around each other, hands grasping each other bodies as if we were teens all over again.

Penny tasted cleanly of mint toothpaste, with just a hint of fresh coffee on her breath. Her body smelled of bath oil, her hair bore the lightest aroma of roses. I held her skinny body tightly against mine, drinking in the heady, sensual cocktail of her presence, my chest and belly tight with astonishment and incredible arousal.

After what seemed an age, our lips parted and we both gasped for breath, giggling like school kids. My lips felt numb. How many years had it been since that had happened?

Penny leaned back in my arms, her body still closely pressed against mine. She couldn’t possibly mistake the bulging, painfully constrained erection in my pants as it pressed firmly into her lower belly.

“I thought you were never going to make a move,” she laughed, her eyes bright and lively.

I could do nothing but look into her mischievous face, stunned.

“You big dope,” she chided, kissing me playfully on the lips again. “How obvious did I need to make it?”

I felt very silly, my face flushing red with embarrassment. Penny grinned and kissed me on the lips once again and we melted together in a second passionate embrace.

As our mouths moulded together once more, I slipped my hands deep inside her bathrobe and around her waist, feeling the soft smooth skin of her back. I slid my fingers up and down her spine from the silky-smooth waistband of her panties to the tightly fastened clasp of her bra. As I kneaded her firm, smooth buttocks under the silk of her panties, she pressed her cheeks back against my palm, then towards me, grinding her bony mound against my painfully hard cock again.

Penny’s arms snaked around my neck and my fingers danced over her skin. I kneaded her soft, silk clad buttocks; I ran my fingernails down her sides; I stroked her flat smooth stomach; I fondled her small silk encased breasts. And all the time, Penny’s tongue was reaching deep into my mouth, entwining with my own, our mouths open wide as if trying to consume each other entirely.

We broke for breath once again, giggling a little in relieved arousal. Penny released my neck and, stepping back a short way, let her bathrobe fall to the ground. My eyes opened wide in delight.

Underneath her gown, Penny was wearing expensive, pale lemon coloured silk underwear which highlighted the whiteness and softness of her skin. Loose fitting, lace trimmed French knickers covered her buttocks, the fine silk almost transparent, the outline of her dark triangle clearly visible through its fine weave. Above her flat, slightly stretch-lined stomach, a matching lemon bra barely concealed and temptingly presented her tiny breasts in a way which simply demanded the attention of my lips.

She looked simply stunning, but for the first time, a little unsure too, her eyes turned to the floor.

“Wow!” I exclaimed, unable to stifle a childish gasp. To my relief, Penny looked pleased.

“You like it?” she whispered. “I’ve never… you know… let anyone but Paul see me like this.”

I stepped forward, took her fingers in mine and raised them to my lips. I kissed them, then her lips, then dropped to my knees before her, my face close to her wonderful breasts.

I breathed on her tiny globes, then sucked them in to my mouth, feeling her nipples hardening through the smooth cloth. As Penny’s hands cupped my head, I drew each covered nipple in turn into my mouth, lightly flicking my tongue over its tip as my hand gently cupped its soft round body.

I felt Penny tremble a little, then she slipped a single finger under my chin, tipping my face towards hers.

“Not here,” she whispered. “Come with me.”

I rose to my feet. Penny took my hand in hers and led me out of the kitchen and up the stairs to where I knew the guest bedroom to be. I closed the door behind us and quickly undressed down to my boxer shorts, my eyes never leaving Penny as she climbed onto large double bed, and slowly lay back on the off-white duvet.

I went to the window to close the curtains, but Penny stopped me.

“I love the sunlight; leave them open.”

Indeed, she was right; the morning sun was playing brightly over the bed, making Penny’s skin look even paler; her silk lingerie almost glowing as she smiled up at me.

“Come here!”

I lowered my briefs to the floor and kicked them off. My rock-hard, almost painful erection slapped eagerly against my lower belly. Penny stared at my body. Suddenly it was my turn to feel embarrassed and insecure.

For the first time since my marriage, another woman was seeing me fully naked. Though much taller, I was much less muscular than her husband — what if she didn’t want me at this late stage?

But my fears were assuaged when Penny reached out towards me.

With my heart thumping and our eyes locked together, I nervously approached the foot of the bed where Penny’s feet, her toenails freshly polished, were pointed towards me. I knelt on the edge of the mattress, placed a hand on each of her pale white knees and spread her legs. Then, sliding back until I was kneeling on the floor, I pulled Penny’s sweet body towards me until one long, slim thigh was either side of my head.

Her body was smooth, pale and soft to my touch, her knees, hips and shoulders bony and angular. As my mouth descended towards her groin, I felt her white thighs rising like ivory towers either side of my face.


I closed my eyes as my lips brushed against the lemon silk that covered her pubic hair. She smelled clean; freshly showered and with a sweet, soapy smell, but with my nose barely inches from her vulva, I could already detect the familiar, musky smell of a woman’s increasing arousal.

There was a dark, damp patch on the silk gusset between her thighs, and I could clearly feel the animal heat of her arousal on my face as I ran my tongue along the crease at the top of her thigh. I slipped my little finger under the hem of her knickers. Penny moaned softly and raised her hips towards my mouth.

The dark wet patch grew wider and darker.

I began to slip the panties down over Penny’s buttocks. To my delight, she raised her hips from the bed to let them pass freely and reveal her sweet vulva. I paused at the first glimpse of exposed pubic hair, then quickly drew the damp panties over her smooth white thighs; over her slightly knobbly knees and threw them aside.

I sat back, amazed as Penny’s beautiful sex was bare before me for the first time. My chest felt tight with excitement, my cock hard as iron and sticking up as erect as a teen as I gazed down on her precious core. Her pubic hair was sparse, dark and trimmed - even sweeter than I had imagined it.

Instinctively, I lowered my head towards the place I had desired for so long, feeling long, slender fingers tangling in my hair as I turned my full attention to the delight before me.

Burying my nose between her fleshy outer lips, I inhaled deeply, feeling my spine shiver with the deeply arousing aroma of Penny’s body coming on heat. I breathed out, my hot breath rolling over her inner lips as my tongue darted outward and upwards to tickle the underside of her swelling clitoris. Her smooth white thighs clamped hard around my head, and I heard the muffled sound of a deep moan as her pelvis shook.

I slipped the palms of my hands under her soft white buttocks and gently raised her vulva to my lips, tilting her pelvis as her heels touched my back. Her outer lips swelled and parted before my eyes, revealing the bright pink sweetness of her inner lips within.

In a single smooth move, I slid the tip of my tongue the full length of her slit, from its rounded, open base to the hard nub of her clitoris above. Penny gasped aloud and a small, animal-like whimper escaped her lips. I lapped at her again and again, feeling her legs open wider and wider as if to draw me into her.

Then I plunged my tongue, firm and pointed, into her vagina. Penny’s body went stiff as I began to draw my tip around the rim of her moist opening. I felt her fingers in my hair and lifted her hot vulva even closer to my face as she pulled my head into her as if wanting to draw me into her body.

I began to flick my tongue rapidly in short sharp jabs over her small, hard clitoris. The effect was immediate; Penny’s fingers tightened in my hair until it hurt. I persisted, finding the underside of her clitoris, working the tip of my tongue under the hood; feeling the juices from her rapidly lubricating vagina running down my chin.

Penny’s moans became louder and more animal. I lowered my tongue and thrust it deep into her vagina, my face immediately awash with her juices. Penny’s thighs closed tightly on the sides of my head as her hips bucked towards me. I could hear her squeal softly, the sound muffled by her thighs pressing against my ears.

I ran my tongue around the perimeter of her open vagina, feeling every contour of her entrance; every fold of her inner lips; tasting her changing juices as her excitement grew and grew. I braced myself, waiting for the climax I was sure would follow very shortly.

But Penny’s hands were pulling me upwards and away from the heat of her engorged sex. Puzzled, I reluctantly raised my head. Penny’s eyes were wide open and dreamy, almost drunk with passion. She pulled me gently upwards, my lips planting tiny kisses on her belly, her chest and her silk covered breasts as they neared her face.

We kissed full on the lips, my face damp and sticky with Penny’s juices. She closed her eyes and hoarsely whispered in my ear.

“Fuck me, Please! Fuck me!” I truly think these were the most arousing words I had ever heard.

As I reared up over her, Penny’s legs opened wide and, taking my weight on my left arm, I carefully positioned the head of my cock against her full, puffy lips and slid smoothly into the heat of Penny’s wet, open vagina. We paused, my face above hers, our bodies joined in the damp stickiness of our union, almost unable to believe that, after so many years, we had finally done it.

I don’t know why, but I was surprised at how loose she was around my cock. After giving birth to two children, I suppose I should have expected it, but I met with no resistance from her body until my trimmed pubic hair rested firmly against hers.

I looked into Penny’s eyes, my face I hoped silently asking the important question. Penny, her eyes moist and dreamy, understood.

“Have you really had a vasectomy?” Her voice sounded slightly drunk, but the blunt medical question told me she was still alert and herself.

I nodded.

“Do it then! Fuck me now!”

My own wife would never use these words and coming from so confident, professional a woman as Penny, they simply inflamed me. I needed no more encouragement. Taking my weight on my arms, I began to slide in and out of her beautiful vagina in long, slow thrusts, my eyes fixed on hers.

But Penny’s pussy was definitely loose, even when she tensed it around my shaft. My arousal was so strong that I knew I would cum soon despite her lack of tightness, but I wanted to make it special for Penny. I’d known for a long time that she had difficulty reaching a climax — she and my wife had once bought vibrators together on a trip to Manchester — and now I realised why.

Pausing in my thrusting, I put my hands under her slim knees and lifted them upwards until her knees were near her chest and her legs bent under my body. I pressed her knees tightly together and felt to my delight her vagina getting tighter and tighter around my cock.

Penny’s eyes opened wide as I began to thrust into her once again, my hips slapping against her shins.

“Oh God!….That’s….so…..much….bet…..ter….” She gasped and I felt my chest tighten sharply.

I began to thrust harder and deeper and felt Penny try and tighten herself again around me. This time it worked! Her eyes closed; her face screwed up with the effort of tightening. I saw her body flush once again as she began to tremble and shake. The room was full of the wet slapping sounds of our bodies colliding, mixed in with Penny’s moans and my own animal grunts as together we climbed towards a breathtaking illicit climax.

Penny began to squeal — strange almost inhuman noises escaping from her open mouth.

“Are you ok?” I gasped, not breaking my rhythm.

Penny’s face stared up at me, her head nodding wildly, incapable of speech. I redoubled my efforts, thrusting harder and harder into her body, pressing her thighs tighter and tighter together; feeling her vagina gripping my shaft with every stroke.

Penny’s noises grew louder and louder until they joined together in a low, loud moan almost like a ship’s foghorn. I realised to my amazement that she was climaxing, her chest and face flushed pink.

Suddenly I felt an unbelievable burning in the base of my erection as my climax began. A hot, wet feeling spread between my thighs and down my legs as my lower back locked and I began to thrust myself deep into Penny in hard, short, sharp jabs outside my conscious control. I began to cum, feeling my cock throbbing as a white hot liquid seemed to surge up my shaft and burst into Penny’s waiting body.

Below me, Penny’s head was shaking from side to side, her small breasts now rigid, their nipples long and erect under their silk cover, wobbling slightly up and down with the pace of my slowing thrusts.

To my astonishment, I felt her vagina pulsing around my softening cock, something I hadn’t encountered with my wife in twenty years, as if actively milking me of every drop of semen. Penny’s whole body shook as it tried to draw me into her, and I saw tears beginning to run from the corners of her eyes.

Suddenly I felt a lump in my own throat as my climax subsided. Penny’s spasm gradually reduced, and her vagina released its grip on my cock. I held myself motionless above her, feeling her body’s grip on my softening cock loosen.

Penny’s head was turned away from me, as if she couldn’t bring herself to look me in the face. I felt awkward too. Something beautiful had certainly just happened between us, but at the same time we both knew that something else beautiful had just come to an end.

Our innocence. Our fidelity to our long-time partners had been shattered. Shattered in a wonderful, passionate way, but it was gone.

I felt my cock slip easily from Penny’s body and I rolled to lie alongside her. We stared at the ceiling, neither touching the other, both panting.

After what felt like an hour, but which was probably only a few minutes, I reached out for Penny’s hand with my fingers. I found it loose and unresponsive but worked my fingers in between hers until I was gripping her hand tightly. I squeezed it. She squeezed me back, and rolled into my arms, her head on my shoulder. I hugged her tightly and we lay in silence.

A few minutes later, I felt Penny’s body shaking in my arms and pulled my head back to look her in the face. There were tears running down her cheeks.

“Penny!” I whispered, hugging her close again. “What’s wrong?”

She shook her head. “Nothing…”

“Tell me. Please.” I insisted.

“It’s just that I’ve never… cheated on Paul before. It was lovely, and I wanted it so much. I planned it, and it was just as good as I dreamed it would be but I’ve never…”

She left the words hanging in the air.

“I know what you mean,” I said, trying to comfort her. “It’s my first time too, and I feel as guilty as you do.”

She looked my in the face.

“Not quite as guilty, though,” she protested. “I started it!”

“Maybe, but I don’t regret it, Penny. What we’ve just done is natural between two old friends who…”

“Who what?” she asked.

“Well, who have loved each other from a distance for a long time.”

We lay in silence for a while, watching the ceiling.

“Have you lost all respect for me now?” Penny murmured. I sat up.

“God no! How could you think that?”

“It’s just that now you know my most intimate…”

Her voice trailed away.

“And you know mine too,” I reassured her.

There was another long pause.

“What made you want me?” I asked.

“I don’t know,” came the slightly dreamy reply. “Paul and I are so….so routine, so used to each other. I think I needed excitement - to feel attractive — like a real woman again.”

“You’ve always known I find you very attractive, haven’t you?” I asked.

Penny blushed. “And I’ve always fancied you too. That’s why I thought you’d…. perhaps…..want to go all the way.”

I laughed. “I suppose we have now, haven’t we.”

We lay together in silence, my arms around her slim, bony frame. After so long a pause that I thought she must have fallen asleep, Penny mumbled something.

“Sorry!” I whispered. “I couldn’t hear that!”

“I asked…” Penny repeated, more clearly and to my absolute astonishment. “Is it something you’d want to do… again?”

My reaction was instant and instinctive. “Of course!” I replied, but then hastily added. “But only if it’s what you want, too. We could do it every day, every week, or even never again. Whatever you want.”

There was a long pause, then suddenly to my astonishment, I felt her long thin fingers cupping my flaccid cock and balls. My sack instantly tightened and I felt my erection springing to life.

“I had something more immediate in mind!” She whispered in my ear.

Penny raised herself to her knees and kissed my sticky face. She licked her lips as if surprised by the taste of her own body on mine. She grinned then kissed my nipples delicately before drawing her tongue across my stomach as her head descended to my rapidly hardening cock.

I watched spellbound as Penny’s lips closed around its smooth, purple head, her sharp white teeth gripping me gently around my shaft. I heard myself moaning aloud, and felt her hot, wet, active tongue wrapping itself around my sensitive tip. I shuddered with the pleasure and my hands massaged her shoulders as her head began to dip up and down, her mouth swallowing most of my length with every movement.

I closed my eyes, my head falling back on the rumple sheet. Christ! Penny was good. Her teeth scraped gently — but not too gently — along the sides of my shaft while her hot, active tongue toyed with my swollen, slightly sore head and the sensitive ridge beneath it. A hand slipped between my thighs, rising quickly until she cupped my tightening sack.

I could hear the soft, wet sounds of her mouth; smell the sexual heat of her body and feel the pain of my second climax beginning deep within my body.

It was too soon!

Placing my hands lightly on her head, I gently slowed her pumping until almost reluctantly she stopped. Penny looked up at me.

“Didn’t you like it?”

“It was wonderful. Almost too wonderful….” I smiled wryly, a little embarrassed. Penny understood and grinned at me.

“We wouldn’t want things to end too soon — not after we’ve taken twelve years to get here.”

I sat upright and drew her mouth once again towards mine. We kissed; first lightly; delicately; then with increasing passion as I lowered her to the bed and manoeuvred myself above her.

Kissing her deeply on the lips, I rose over her pale body once again and slipped my knees between her opening thighs. There was no hesitation this time as her hand dropped to squeeze my painfully hard cock to its full hardness before guiding it into her hot, sticky flesh.

For the second time that morning, I sank into her open, welcoming vagina right to the hilt. Despite my hardness, her hot, wet vagina again felt loose around my shaft as I made my first long, slow thrusts. On her face I saw desire, and what looked like love, tinged with disappointment.

“Just a minute.” I murmured softly, slowly withdrawing my cock from her body. Penny looked up at me with what I though was more disappointment and a little puzzlement.

I smiled broadly, and knelt back on my heels between her open thighs before reaching across the rumpled duvet for my trousers. I quickly pulled a small sealed packet from the back pocket and tore it open.

“I thought you’d had a vasectomy.” Penny protested, a terrified look on her face.

I smiled back, rolling the light, heavily ribbed and studded condom down my erect penis.

“Shhh. Trust me, I have. You’re not pregnant. But you’ll love this.”

“What is it?”

“Something I discovered with Jane.” I whispered, smiling broadly.

Penny looked suspicious, but I leaned over her and placed the head of my cock at the entrance to her wonderful, wet passage. Through the thin latex I could feel her heat and her softness. It was intoxicating. I pressed myself into her.

Penny gasped as I entered, her back arching suddenly and her legs tightening around my waist. I bent low and kissed her lips, my tongue toying with the slim metal of her brace. Her eyes were moist and dreamy. I began to slide slowly out of her, then back in quickly.

“Oh my God!” Penny groaned under her breath, and I felt her vagina tighten suddenly around my shaft. I moved further, she gasped again, released me, then tightened again. “It’s amazing!”

“I told you it was worth it!” I chuckled, and started the long, slow strokes that I felt would best bring her pleasure.

I was right. Within seconds, I felt Penny’s fingernails scratching down my spine. They made me shiver, which made me jerk forwards deep into her vagina, which in turn made her cry out and scratch me again, which made me shiver again, which……and so it went on. It was wonderful.

Penny’s nipples were now firm, erect and hard beneath my chest. I bent my neck uncomfortably to reach them with my mouth and I sucked hard, drawing the silk covered tip into my mouth where I nibbled it with my front teeth. Penny gasped and I felt her vagina tighten hard around my shaft. I felt that familiar burning at the base of my cock that told me I was about to cum again. The burning is always much more intense before my second ejaculation and I heard myself gasp and choke a little with the sharp pain.

Beneath me, Penny realised what was about to happen. A strange look came over her face.

“Take it off!” She whispered, her eyes wide and staring; her pupils wide and black.

“Now?” I asked, incredulous.

“Mmm!” She nodded. “I want you to cum in me.”

Barely able to prevent myself ejaculating on the spot, I hurriedly eased my swollen cock out of Penny’s wide, wet vagina and sat back on my heels again. The condom was covered in a film of white juices, thick and with a heady sexual smell, churned white by the energy of our lovemaking. I quickly pulled the sticky sheath off my cock which felt hot and tingled sensitively in the cold bedroom air and threw the sticky latex onto the floor.

Guiding myself with my hand, I quickly slipped my throbbing erection back between Penny’s pale thighs and deep into her wide open, welcoming vagina once again. The sensations overwhelmed me. The heat and moistness I had felt through the condom were nothing compared with the wonderful warmth I now felt all around my sore shaft. Penny tilted her hips and I felt the top of her vagina tight against the topside of my shaft.

Fully out of control, for the second time in a single morning I began to cum in her, simply astonished at just how intense my climax was; feeling my body outside my control, pumping my semen almost painfully into her sweet vagina where, had there been any sperm within it, it would have swum boldly towards her womb.

Although intense, my second ejaculations are always short and it wasn’t long before I lowered myself onto Penny’s body once again, exhausted and spent, my chest heaving. Penny wrapped her arms and legs around my body as if to draw me even deeper into her. I felt the last dying twitches of my cock within her, then the silent calm, the ‘little death’ that follows an intense climax.

Smiling, I kissed her lightly on her lips, her mouth tasting salty and sweet at the same time, and rolled alongside her, pulling my numb cock out of her as I moved. Penny’s chest rose and fell heavily, her face flushed pink with her own orgasm. She nestled her head against mine and we lay in silence.

After a very short time I heard the slow, steady sound of her breathing. She was asleep.

An hour later I was in my car, driving East to my meeting — rather later than I had told my wife. My head was dizzy with the events of the morning. Although we had showered together, I felt I could still smell and taste Penny’s wonderful, sexy body on my clothes, in my hair, within my skin. My cock was definitely red and sore and made me fidget in my trousers.

I did feel a strong sense of guilt; after all, I had never cheated on my wife before. But somehow this didn’t feel like cheating. I had known Penny for so long and so closely that it was almost like making love to a second wife.

I felt a thrill in my loins when I realised that only three months ago, I would have described her more as a sister.

Penny and I had agreed to wait a week at least before deciding what to do. We had also solemnly sworn that, whatever happened, telling our spouses could serve no good purpose and we would never let either of them know our secret.

Neither of us wished to split up with our partners or damage our children, but we both felt good that, after nearly twenty years of marriage, we each had someone who wanted us for our basic raw attractiveness. We were both still young and sexy!


I hoped there would be more ‘early appointments. I felt confident there would!



A Passion for Penny Pt. 02

This is the continuing story of a true life affair between two close family friends.

For those who haven’t read Part 1, Penny and I are both in our early forties, married (though not to each other) and each of us has two teenage children.

Penny is a highly educated professional and, I suppose, not really one of those women you would immediately lust after. She’s tall and pale, with short dark hair and brown eyes that are usually a little cold — but which for me became bright and exciting. Her body is angular - perhaps even skinny rather than slim and bears the unmistakeable signs of having borne two children. Her breasts are small but round and surprisingly firm. Her face is full of character and distinctive, rather than beautiful and she has a commanding, somewhat aggressive personality which many find off-putting.

And she is without a doubt the most exciting lover I have ever had.

    *

Not surprisingly, after Penny and I had spent those first incredible hours in bed together, the rest of the day passed in something of a daze. I drove northwards to my business meeting — a meeting in which I had to fight hard to concentrate — and Penny of course went to her work.

I simply could not believe that it had all really happened! But the memory of her wonderful body, the smell of her on my clothes and the hot soreness between my legs were all too obvious evidence for it to have been a dream.

For the first hour of my homeward journey, I felt as if I was riding a cloud! Barely noticing the heavy traffic, my mind raced back to the way Penny had looked in her silk underwear; how she had enticed me; how she had tasted; how she had smelt; how she had sounded. How different all these things were from my wife.

Oh my God! My wife!

Suddenly an avalanche of guilt descended upon me. God! How it descended! A cold, almost painful fear gripped my chest and I began to sweat.

…How could I have cheated on my wife Jane?

…On my friend, Paul, Penny’s husband?

…On our kids?

…Had we just destroyed both of our marriages?

…How on earth could I behave normally with Penny now?

…How could I see her again?

…And how could I not see her?

…How could I carry on at home as if nothing had changed?

…Did I want it to stop now and forget it happened?

…Did I want it to go on and on?

…What if Penny had an attack of conscience and confessed all to Paul?

…What if…..

There were just too many questions. My head span as I drove along, going over them in my mind as the miles passed by painfully slowly.

Eventually I realised there was only one possible way forward. Penny and I had to talk and talk soon if my mind was ever going to be pacified. I dialled her mobile with my hands-free phone. The ringing tone echoed around the car as I waited anxiously for her to pick up the call, my chest aching with anticipation.

It rang and rang and then went to the answer phone. Penny’s recorded voice, cold and professional, filled the car. I swore aloud and hung up. Ten minutes later I dialled again but with the same frustrating result. Reluctantly giving up, I turned the car radio on, increased the volume and tried to concentrate on the road.

The loud music and heavy traffic helped to make me think less about my conscience and more on my driving as the weather deteriorated, so I was surprised about an hour later when my mobile rang once to tell me I had received a text message. I pressed ‘show’ and eagerly looked at the screen. It was from Penny.

‘Saw your calls. In a meeting can’t talk how do you feel?’ I read.

As luck would have it, a motorway service station was only five miles ahead. I drove far too quickly towards it and parked in the far corner of the car park.

I took my mobile out of its holder and, clumsily typing with one finger, I replied

‘I can’t believe it happened’ There was a long pause after I pressed ‘send’.

‘Do you regret it?’ eventually appeared on my screen.

‘God no but I feel v v guilty’ I replied, honestly.

‘Me too can we meet tomorrow to talk it through?’ Penny asked.

‘Not easy for me. What time?’

‘8am ok?’

‘Ok’ I typed. There was an even longer pause.

‘I’m not sorry. I really hope you aren’t’ Penny’s words twisted the knot in my chest further.

‘I want you Penny’ I typed and pressed ‘send’.

I was aghast at myself. Where had the guilt and remorse suddenly gone?

After a minute, my phone beeped once again. I looked nervously at the screen.

‘I want you too”

There was a long, long pause before my phone beeped a last time.

‘My house tomorrow 8am. GTG now xx’

I sat back in the driver’s seat, staring at Penny’s last message, bewildered.

It was so hard to keep my mind on my job that day. I tried but was badly distracted. Needless to say, the evening with Jane was also difficult and after a night of broken sleep, the following morning found me once again in my car outside Penny’s house. I watched and waited until Paul had left for work, taking the kids to school on his way, before driving quickly up the driveway and parking outside the front door.

The automatic gates closed silently behind me.

I knocked on the front door just as I had done the previous morning and waited, pacing up and down on the driveway, still wondering what on earth to do for the best — my conscience and my lust in full pitched battle.

After what seemed an age, the door opened and a serious-faced Penny let me in. I gulped. No seduction was planned for me that morning; she was dressed for work in a smart dark blue, pin-striped skirt, a freshly pressed white blouse and dark blue cravat. She wore only a little light make up and her hair was brushed and shiny.

Whereas the previous day she had looked sexy and available, today she looked calmly professional; very cool; very intimidating. On a coat hanger in the hallway hung her suit jacket and her laptop computer stood in a soft leather case ready to be taken to her office.

I could barely relate this sophisticated academic with the hot, passionate, woman I had made love with so passionately only 24 hours before. And yet…….

“Hi” I said as I crossed the threshold, feeling the inadequacy of the greeting but unsure how to respond given our newfound intimacy. We pecked each other awkwardly on the cheek.

“Coffee?” Penny asked as if nothing had changed.

“Please!” I said, remembering that I never did get my coffee the previous day. The reason why made my loins stir. I tried to dismiss the feeling as I followed her through to the kitchen.

This time there were no spurious problems with the coffee grinder and in an awkward silence I watched Penny’s skilful preparation of the hot, strong drinks, trying to think what to say to the old friend who had just become my new lover.

In the end Penny saved me.

“I don’t regret it, Tom.” She said, characteristically coming straight to the point. “I had a bad night thinking about it, but I don’t regret it.”

I breathed a sigh of relief for so many reasons.

“I feel the same. I hardly slept at all. I just can’t believe it really happened.”

Penny opened the large American style fridge door and poured milk into the two coffee cups. She passed one to me and sipped her own.

“Cheers!” She said ironically and sat down on a tall wooden stool at the kitchen table, staring slightly vacantly out of the window. It was a beautiful bright morning, cold but sunny.

She took another sip of the piping hot, strong coffee. I stood behind her, sipping my own tentatively. Our bodies were close; almost, but not quite touching.

“Did you… Did you enjoy it?” I asked, hating the gauche words but, like all men, needing to know — at least needing to hear the ‘right’ words whether they were true or not.

Penny smiled. “I’m surprised you need to ask.” She swivelled on the stool until she faced me. “It was… quite pleasant.”

My face must have betrayed my inner feelings because her mouth suddenly broke into a wide grin.

“It was fantastic. You know that.” She laughed. “And don’t fish for compliments again!”

I happily accepted the scolding.

“But is that it? Should we stop now before we do any lasting damage?” I asked. Penny stared out of the window again, apparently lost in thought.

“Do you want to stop?” she challenged, giving me no clue as to her own desires.

“I mean, where do we go from here?” I continued, trying to keep my voice steady, matter-of-fact.

“I wondered that too.” Her voice was oddly flat, unemotional. “Where do you want to go?” she countered again.

I laughed awkwardly, but the truth burst out of me. “Right now? Straight back to bed with you!”

God! What a stupid thing to say at such a moment! I felt like hitting myself on the head with a brick. Or perhaps Penny would do it for me!

“What are you like?” Penny laughed.

I offered up a silent prayer of thanks as she turned on the stool to face me again. Our thighs touched. It was deliberate. It had to be! Putting my cup down on the kitchen worktop, I placed my hands gently on her shoulders. Penny tilted her head to one side until it rested on my forearm. Her short hair was soft and silky. I could smell her perfume — today light and unobtrusive in contrast to yesterday’s rich, heady seductive scent.

I began to relax as it dawned on me that perhaps everything would be alright.

“The right thing to do is to stop now and try to forget all about it,” Penny continued almost objectively as if she was talking to one of her clients.

“I know.” I replied, gently massaging her shoulders and neck. “But I’m not sure I can just go back to how things used to be. Not after — you know!”

“Just say it, Tom!” Penny said, slightly annoyed. “Say what really happened! After we made love — had sex — fucked each other yesterday! We’ll never decide anything if we don’t face facts!”

The sound of these crude words coming from this smart, intelligent, successful woman were unbelievably arousing.

“And the facts are…?” I prompted her.

“The facts are that we both wanted it, we both enjoyed it and — frankly — we were both good at it - Ouch!”

I had continued to massage her shoulders gently as she spoke, but her words had distracted me and thoughtlessly I had pressed too hard. The unexpected compliment made me feel ludicrously pleased.

“So where DO we go from here?” I re-iterated the question.

Suddenly a car engine sounded close by in the street outside. Penny jumped up and went to the window to investigate. I followed, leaning forward over her to see, my body pressed against hers, but my head hidden from view — riddled with guilt although as yet we had nothing to hide from the world.

“It can’t be Paul back this early,” she insisted in a hoarse whisper.

“It isn’t,” I said looking down the long driveway and through the closed gates at a long dark saloon parked across the end. “Whose car is that?”

Penny breathed out heavily in relief. “It’s that nosy old man from next door in his new jeep. He’s not very good at parking it yet.”

“Or perhaps he just wants to know what my car is doing here at this time of day.” I suggested.

We watched in anxious silence as the saloon reversed clumsily out of the gateway and drove away.

Penny breathed out theatrically in supposed relief.

“It’s not as if we were… doing… anything…” she said, wriggling her bottom against my thighs.

Suddenly I felt overpowered by the warmth of Penny’s body close in front of me. I pressed forwards slightly, my midriff against her firm, slightly bony buttocks. In silent response, she reached back with her hands until they rested slightly clumsily on my hips, then leaned back against my chest. I wrapped my arms around her, all regret forgotten, all pretence of reluctance dismissed.

“We’ve both got work to go to,” Penny whispered softly. From behind, I kissed her hair, nuzzling her ear as my arms drew her close into me.

“Well, soon. Anyway… Perhaps…” she whispered, giving me a meaningful look. I took my cue.

“I reckon so,” I replied and stroked my palms slowly up and down her wiry upper arms, feeling the warmth of her body through the thin silk of her blouse. I bent my lips to her ear again and whispered, “Have we got time?”

“Mmmm!” Penny murmured breathlessly.

I buried my nose in her hair as she leaned backwards against my chest, her firm buttocks pressing against my groin. My hands slid down over her hips to caress her taut cheeks and thighs through her smart skirt, teasing the hem of her blouse from under its waistband to allow my fingers to explore the smooth skin beneath.

My fingertips danced on her flat stomach. I felt her shiver as her weight pressed against me, turning her head to one side, tilting her chin upwards and backwards to offer me her soft lips. I kissed her lightly, our mouths barely touching as my fingers climbed towards her breasts.

Penny responded passionately; mouths opening and tongues entwined. My fingers climbed further up her flat stomach until at last they found her tiny, firm breasts enclosed in a small stiff bra. Under the material, I could feel her nipples already erect. I slid them between my fingers and nipped them lightly.

She giggled, her back still towards me then, grasping the loose hem of her blouse with both hands, she slowly rolled it up her body and over her head, pulling her slender arms out of the fastened cuffs before casting it aside.

I felt the warmth of her naked tanned back through my neatly pressed shirt and the strain of my hardening cock within my pants. My hands fumbled with the central clasp of her bra, my wrists pressing on her nipples until I finally flicked it open and slipped it down her slender arms and away.

I cupped her small, firm, freshly exposed breasts in my palms. The touch of my fingers exciting her as she ground her buttocks firmly into my groin, my cock now a hard growing pressure in her lower back.

My hands slid automatically down her slim bony body as I lowered myself to my knees on the wooden kitchen floor behind her, looking up at her long slender legs, loving the contrast between her pale skin and the dark smartness of her pin striped skirt. I ran my hands over her stockinged ankles and calves.

Penny said nothing but I thought I felt her brace herself, grasping the edge of the kitchen table in front of her. I lowered my head and, as my fingertips began to stroke the outside of her ankles, I drew my tongue in a long straight line up the inside of her right calf, to rest momentarily behind her knee.

Penny seemed to hold her breath, her body tense and eager.

I lowered my head again, and this time gently licked the back of her left calf, my fingers again stroking her soft nylon covered flesh as my tongue drew a cool wet line across her skin. Penny held the table more tightly still. Pausing only to adjust my position, I gently slid my palms up the outside of Penny’s thighs to the hem of her skirt, then back down again to her knees.

I waited for a response and found it in a distinct hesitation in the rhythm of her breathing.

I felt bolder now, and began to run my firm, moist tongue up the inside of her thighs as my hands once again began their journey up their outsides. I paused as my face met the hem of her skirt and my tongue moved to her other leg, descending to her knees once again, the coarse mesh of her stockings contrasting sharply with the smoothness of her skin.

Above me, I heard Penny sigh and felt her lean forward slightly over the sturdy wooden tabletop. After a moment’s pause, I began to ascend her thighs again, my tongue, now flattened, reaching far between her thighs to touch the soft flesh within.

To my delight, Penny opened her legs the merest fraction and I tongued deeper between her inviting thighs as she so clearly desired. My head once again touched the hem of her skirt, but this time when I paused, Penny reached behind and raised the skirt to her waist, opening her legs yet further and bending deeper over the smooth oak table top until her buttocks stuck provocatively outwards and towards my face.

My mouth was merely inches from her vulva, barely covered by her clean, white, G-string panties above the tight, dark tops of her hold-up stockings. As my hot breath reached her buttocks, I saw her cheeks open a fraction further as she bent low over the table, her moisture beginning to darken the narrow strip of cloth of her G-string as it passed between her long straight legs.

I placed one hand gently on each cheek and spread them further apart, at the same time boldly drawing my tongue between them, along the deep cleft and over her tightly puckered, silk covered anus.

Penny gasped with surprise at the unfamiliar feeling, and I saw her knuckles whiten momentarily as she gripped the table firmly, opening her legs an inch wider in eager response, her long, slim pale legs now almost straddling my face.

Recognizing this silent invitation I slid both my hands up under her rumpled, waist-high skirt and gripped the sides of her G-string panties in my fingers. Slowly but firmly, I drew them down over her buttocks to her ankles, kissing her bare cheeks on the way. Penny tried to kick them off, but her left foot caught in the elastic. I helped her free herself and threw the moist panties onto the table in front of her face before returning to my knees behind her.

Her vulva now naked, Penny’s sweet wetness was merely inches from my face again. I could barely control myself. Spreading her buttocks wide, my lithe, active tongue darted forward to find between her short, tightly curled pubic hair, the soft, moist, warm entrance to her most private place.

I licked the full length of her exposed slit, beginning near her hardening clitoris, and then moving upwards between her swelling outer lips before diving deeply into her rapidly moistening vagina. Then, continuing its upward journey, I drew my firm pointed tongue briefly in and out of her slit, then upwards again across her perineum to give her the lightest touch of my tongue on her anus.

I could feel her body tense, then drew back a little and looked for further encouragement.

I was not disappointed. Penny’s eyes looked dreamy and half-drunk as she looked over her shoulder to see why I had stopped. She smiled, I smiled up at her then, dropping to my knees once more, I let my tongue slowly but thoroughly explore the full depths of her vulva — first softly against her buttocks, then firmly against the underside of her clitoris and finally pointed, penetrating her hot, salty vagina.

Penny’s legs trembled, her knees involuntarily bending as they lowered her precious passage further onto my eager mouth. I could feel and taste her body moistening more and more. With one hand she began to stroke her own small, firm breasts as they dangled almost comically over the table. I licked her again, at first in long, firm strokes the length of her vulva, then in short sharp stabbing movements in and out of her vagina and across her now-swollen clitoris.

Penny’s breath came in gasps. I could feel her getting hotter; I could see her tight, sweet body opening before me; I could smell her mounting excitement in my nostrils; I could taste her honey on my tongue; I could feel the bitter sweetness of her juices contrasting with the roughness of her pubic hair in my mouth. I could hear her beginning to pant and felt her knees trembling at my touch.

I needed her now.

Penny uttered soft sounds of disappointment as I drew my sticky face away from her vulva and rose slowly to my feet. The bulge in my dark suit trousers was now painfully tight and with relief, I unfastened my belt and slipped them to my ankles. My cock, almost fully erect, burst ridiculously through the elastic top of my boxer shorts, strong and determined.

Raising herself upright, Penny turned to face me, her eyes soft and dreamy with her excitement. She kissed me hard on the mouth, then pulled back, licking her lips as she tasted her own juices on my face. Placing my hands on her slim waist, I lifted her gently as she wriggled her buttocks on to the tabletop, then leaned back on her elbows and spread her legs.


Her slit, partly open and dark within, was presented wantonly.

Wasting no time and driven by a passion the made my chest ache, I quickly took my place between her pale, open thighs, lifting her rumpled skirt high up and over her belly, concealing the small stretch marks that I found so incomprehensibly arousing. The paleness of her thighs below the dark material of the skirt, the darkness of her neatly trimmed pubic hair and the redness of her engorged vulva below made me harder and harder.

God I wanted her!

I took my cock in my right hand and, with my left below her right knee, positioned myself with its swollen head poised at her gaping entrance.

I sensed rather than saw Penny brace herself as in one smooth movement, I grasped both her legs below the knee and drove my full length in one hard stroke into her hot, wet opening. I heard her gasp out loud as I plunged into her, her hot, loose wetness surrounding my hard shaft. I felt the coolness of her buttocks pressing against my upper thighs and the heat of her vagina now surrounding my cock.

It felt simply incredible!

I drew myself back slowly and paused, before driving myself into her again. Another pause, then another hard, strong thrust, each time drawing right back so that only the head of my cock was still within her.

Penny’s sweet, slim body was warm and hot around me as I quickly found my rhythm, sliding into and out of her vagina in time with the heartbeat thumping away in my chest. We quickly reached a plateau of pleasure — her soft moaning in time with my own quiet, breathless grunts. It was sweet, smooth and wonderfully uniting, the soft sounds of our love making filling the room.

But as the previous morning I realised that, after giving birth to two children, Penny’s vagina was just too loose around my shaft to bring either of us to the rapid climax we both desperately desired. I pumped faster and harder, ramming myself deep into her vagina, hearing the slapping noises of our union grow louder and wetter, driving her bodily up the table with each forceful thrust. Penny’s face screwed up as I felt her trying hard to tighten herself around me, her eyes closed, her small breasts bouncing up and down on her pale chest.

It felt good — it felt truly wonderful — but we both knew more was needed. Today could not be a marathon love making session - we both needed to cum and cum quickly.

Then Penny did something amazing. It was so simple, but so incredibly effective.

To my instant delight, she brought her legs upwards in front of me, the back of her calves in front of my face, her legs almost straight in an impressively athletic position, resting her lower legs on my shoulders, closing her knees and thighs tightly and squeezing herself around my thrusting cock.

The sensations, already powerful, increased tenfold.

Through her new tightness I could feel every ridge on my cock passing over every undulation in Penny’s vagina as I plunged in and pulled out. Within seconds I could feel my head swelling hugely as it reamed up and down inside her.

We both knew what would happen next; and happen it did. I could barely believe the sensations passing through my body. Penny’s new tightness was burning me as I drove into her, but I loved the pain. Quickly the head of my cock began to swell and the familiar warmth of an impending climax began to grow high up between my legs.

I could hear the loud slapping sounds of my body against hers and could smell our combined juices as my pounding churned them into white foam around my cock.

At the same time I heard Penny’s orgasm beginning. Her panting became grunting, her grunting became moaning and as her climax intensified, the moaning became repeated shouts of ecstasy. The volume increased as her passion increased and above the sounds of my own approaching climax, I could hear her clearly calling my name.

“Fuck me, Tom. Fuck me hard! Make me cum!”

Once again, hearing these coarse, crude words springing from the mouth of this cool, sophisticated, professional woman drove me crazy. I lost all self-control and, grabbing fistfuls of the skin above her hips, hammered myself forwards, pulling her onto my cock as hard as I possibly could, bending her legs back in an extraordinary contortion.

Beneath me, Penny moaned louder and louder.

“Yes! Yes! Yes!” she choked before her mouth opened wide and she flung her head backwards. I leaned over her, pressing her legs forward until her knees were almost in her face.

“Fuck me! Fuck my hot cunt, Tom. Fuck my cunt!! Make me cum!”

I simply could not believe my ears — or the effect these crude words had on me!

That a sweet married mother of two could say such things — and to me! It was just too much! I heard myself grunting even more loudly as the uncontrollable white heat of my orgasm finally burned through my thighs, my spine and surged into my cock.

The animal within me took over, driving my cock hard into her body with the full force of my thighs; loud slapping noises accompanying my thrusts faster and faster as my climax grew and grew before finally reaching its peak and I began helplessly to pump my sperm-free semen into her soft, fertile body.

The power of my passion almost frightened me as my final thrusts drove her bodily up the table. Penny squealed as her body shook and her climax seemed to hit her at the same time as mine. Her features, already screwed up, grew more contorted still until, her eyes tightly closed, her legs trembled and her body suddenly went limp beneath mine.

Panting for breath, I slowly started to relax as my climax began to subside, gradually standing upright, my cock still buried deep within her as Penny’s legs fell wide open either side of me, exhausted. My orgasm fading, I leaned over and kissed her on the mouth, my cock slowly beginning to soften.

We stayed locked together for what seemed like an age; my hot, sweating body poised above hers; my hardness softening more quickly now. Sweat dripped from my forehead onto her bare breasts, my shirt wet and sticking to my skin, my tie still - ludicrously - neatly tied around my neck.

Eventually I leaned over and kissed Penny softly on the nipples then on her lips again, then ran my fingers through her tousled hair. Very slowly, I gently slid my cock out of her spent, sore body. As my limp cock left her gaping vagina, Penny seemed to grab the tabletop for balance and as the cool air in the room caught the wetness of her vulva, she shivered.

Slowly, carefully, she pushed herself upright, and then stood facing me, her smart pin striped skirt still in a rumpled ring round her waist, the dark cravat still tied around her throat. I must have looked ridiculous in my sweaty rumpled shirt and neat silk tie, my suit trousers and boxer shorts around my ankles, my cock, red and wet with our combined juices, hanging down below my shirt tails.

Penny leaned against the table and smiled at me, her eyes soft, her pupils dark and enormous in the afterglow of her climax. I held out a hand, taking her fingers in mine and drew her towards me. I held her close for a minute, her head against my chest. I could feel her heart beating fast against my breast and my own heart keeping pace with hers.

The clock in the hallway chimed eight.

“Oh God!” Penny exclaimed. “I’ve got to be in a meeting in an hour.” She laughed. “Just look at me!”

She looked just perfect, I thought, imagining my semen deep within her slender body, at that moment deeply resenting the fact that another man had any claim over her.

“And you’re not much better!” she continued. I looked at my trousers bunched around my ankles and couldn’t argue. I grinned in sticky embarrassment then pulled my boxers and trousers up over my sore cock.

Penny led me quickly upstairs. We showered quickly in separate bathrooms and tried to get ready for work. While Penny dried her hair for a second time that morning, I descended to the kitchen and made yet more coffee, waiting for her to join me. When she finally came downstairs, her face was still flushed pink from her orgasm and, in the tantalising ‘v’ of the new blouse she had chosen, I could see her chest was blotchy and pink.

She took a sip of the strong coffee and grinned.

“I guess neither of us was too overcome with guilt then,” she said, her voice warm and friendly.

“I guess not,” I agreed, stroking her hand as it rested the table — the table on which we had just made love.

“Are we having an affair now?” I replied, as usual thinking myself stupid as the words tumbled out.

“Do you want us to have one?” she asked, her eyes bright, mischievous and incredibly sexy.

This time even I realised that words were superfluous. I kissed her on the lips; lightly and lovingly.

I’m ashamed to say the word ‘No’ never crossed my mind.

And so a magical, one-off encounter grew into a full-blooded affair.

For the first week we were like kids with a new toy, meeting and making love almost every day whatever the risk or danger of discovery. Twice more I came to her house in the morning, twice we went to a hotel at lunchtime, once we even made love in the back of her SUV in the dark recesses of a country car park.

We were both distracted at home, and to be brutally honest, rather sore by the following weekend. Fortunately, we realised - just in time - that if we continued at this rate, it would not be long before we were discovered.

It was difficult, but we agreed to see each other less often. The compensation was that we would be together for longer each time. Penny worked only a half day on Thursdays, usually spending the afternoon grocery shopping and in the gym. I run my own business and, with a little difficulty, could arrange to be ‘out of the office’ when I needed to be.

It took a shamefully short time for us to come to terms with what had happened and overcome the (initially considerable) guilt. Neither of us had ‘cheated’ on our spouses before. We both knew it was wrong — I offer no excuses - but we felt pathetically helpless to resist.

I know it sounds unlikely, but both of us loved our spouses and children dearly. Neither of us wanted to leave our homes or families, but the physical attraction and extraordinary sexual compatibility had brought a new and exciting dimension into both our lives which neither of us wanted to end.

As we grew more used to each other’s bodies, so we relaxed more and more, and the pleasures of the bed grew more and more delightful over the two years our affair lasted.

But that is a different story.
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