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The Cuckold Collection
I decided to start a new series of original stories, focusing more on the ‘cuckold’ types of relationship rather than just the ‘hotwife’ aspect, which my ‘No Angels’ and ‘Cerulean Erotica Presents’ series explored, albeit more ambiguously in some books than in others.
I came up with six different themes that I wanted to explore and started work on the first one, originally titled ‘Matters of Size’ at the end of 2019. It became a bigger book than I intended and took me longer to finish that I originally envisioned because I was working on multiple projects at the same time (as I tend to do) but also because it grew in the making (as stories tend to do.) Finally, the story came together and this resulting completed novelette convinced me that my series had potential, if they were all going to be as fulfilling and fun to write as this one was.
So, this new series, ‘The Cuckold Collection’ was born and I really hope you enjoy reading the stories it contains every bit as much as I enjoyed writing them.
If you’re not already aware of my other books, feel free to check out my other two series; ‘No Angels’ and ‘Cerulean Erotica Presents’ on Amazon Kindle and Kindle Unlimited and keep an eye out for the first book in another new series, coming very soon.
Thanks for reading!




Chapter 1
“Hi babe,” Amy said when I walked through the door after a busy day at work. “How was your day?”
“I’ve had better,” I said truthfully. Work had been stressful. We’d had to let a couple of people go a month before, just prior to Christmas and we didn’t have the money to replace them, so at the moment, I was doing the job of three.
“Well,” she said, presenting me with a much-needed cup of coffee. “I’ll try to make it better. I could run you a nice bath, let you relax, then maybe I can give you a nice massage later. Rub all that stress away.”
I wasn’t going to say no to such an offer and gratefully let my lovely wife take care of me that night. She cooked a delicious home-cooked meal, ran me a hot bubble bath, and then proceeded to give me a clumsy but fun massage on our bed.
“I wanted to talk,” Amy said when she’d done rubbing the muscles in between my shoulder blades and moved from where she’d been sitting straddling me.
“What about?” I asked, rolling over onto my back to see her sitting on the edge of the bed. I was naked but she was wearing a flimsy pink nightgown that hugged her full figure and was stretched tightly across her huge boobs. Amy hadn’t always been as curvy as she was now. She’d never been what you’d describe as skinny but now approaching her thirties and nearing ten years married, she’d gained a little weight. I didn’t mind. I liked her curves.
“It’s nothing major,” she said softly but I could tell something was troubling her from the way she was fiddling with a piece of her shoulder-length blonde hair.
“Now all this special treatment makes sense,” I joked. “What do you want and how much is it going to cost me?”
“It’s nothing like that,” she sighed and the serious look on her face made me feel a slight touch of concern.
I sat up and put my hand on hers, pulling it away from her hair. “What’s the matter?”
“I don’t know how to say this,” Amy took a deep breath. “It’s to do with…”
“With what?” I patted her hand, encouraging her to just come out with whatever was bothering her.
“That?” she pointed downwards with the hand I was holding.
“What?” I looked down, wondering what she was talking about.
“That,” she pointed again, between my legs.
“My dick?” I asked her, confused.
“Yes,” she cringed as if embarrassed. “This is so hard and weird to talk about.”
“I don’t understand,” I shrugged. “What about my dick?”
“Well, have you…” she paused again so I nodded for her to continue, “Have you ever measured it?”
I looked down at it, flaccid as it was because I was relaxed from the bath and massage. “I’ve never properly measured it,” I confessed, “But I’m about average size. I know that much.”
“Are you sure?” Amy asked me, then put a hand against my chest and eased me onto my back. Then she reached down and took my cock in her hand. “Have you seen many other penises?”
“What kind of question is that?” I asked and began to sit back up but she stopped me with her other hand while continuing to hold my dick between her fingers. “I’m not gay. Why would I have seen many other penises?”
“I know you’re not gay,” she rolled her eyes. “I mean have you seen any of your male friends’ penises? When you’re peeing in the toilets at the pub. Or anything like that?”
“I don’t look. Men don’t,” I informed her. I wasn’t a gym-goer and didn’t go swimming. I’d never been the sporty type, so opportunities to see another guy’s a dick, even if I’d wanted to, had been limited. “I’ve watched porn so I know what a big dick looks like and I know I’m not as big as them, but I’m pretty sure I’m around average. I’ve never had any complaints.”
“You’ve only been with one other girl before me though,” Amy pointed out.
“I know but…” I could feel myself starting to get annoyed. “I don’t know what you’re getting at? What’s this all about?”
“Can I measure it?”
“Why?”
“Why not?” she countered, reaching into one of the drawers next to our bed. “Are you scared of what it might measure?”
“No,” I retorted. “It’s just unnecessary. Why do you even want to? What’s going on?”
Amy had a plastic ruler in her hand. “I put it in there earlier,” she explained. “I just want to know how big you are. Or how small,” she added at the end.
“I don’t get why it’s so important. Or why you even want to,” I repeated.
“I’ll explain after. Just humour me this one time.” Amy gave me that look - her puppy-dog-eyed expression. “Please.”
“For heaven’s sake,” I sighed. “Fine. Whatever. I still think it’s weird.”
Amy leaned over, took my cock in one hand and pushed me down onto the bed, then flipped my penis up so it was flat against my lower abdomen, pointing up towards my belly button. Then she pressed the ruler against it moving it up and down slightly before nodding to herself. “Now I need to measure it hard.”
“Ah,” I chuckled, “So this is some kind of kinky roleplay game. I like it.”
“It’s not,” Amy corrected me. “I’m just curious. Get it hard for me.”
I took my cock in my hand and started stroking myself slowly. “It’d be more fun - and faster - if you did it.”
My lovely blonde wife arched an eyebrow but didn’t object. She leaned over me and I directed my cock into her mouth, then closed my eyes as the warmth and wetness enveloped the end and then slid down over the shaft. “Fuck. That feels good,” I groaned.
“Tell me when you’re close,” she mumbled around my hardening penis, “But don’t cum. I need to measure it when it’s at its biggest.”
“Okay. As long as you finish me off afterward,” I murmured.
“I will,” she said softly, “I promise.”
I let her suck me for a while - it took longer than usual because I was still a bit weirded out by her unusual request, but when I found myself almost at the point of no return, I tapped her on the shoulder. “You better stop now.”
“Great,” Amy smiled and quickly grabbed the ruler, holding it against the base of my penis and again made a note of its length. I couldn’t read her expression as she put the ruler back down but I didn’t get time to because she changed it to a smile as she straddled me and lifted her nightgown around her waist, flashing her small triangle of fine, blonde pubes. “I guess I better keep my promise now.”
As she sank down onto my erection, I stopped worrying about her odd behaviour and enjoyed her bucking her curvy hips on top of me until I shot my load deep inside her. Then she lay down next to me, kissed me on the lips, and suggested we get some sleep.
Part of me wanted her to explain, but the other part of me - the suddenly tired and satisfied part - told me that it didn’t matter. I was happy to accept that for now - it could wait until tomorrow, once I’d had a good, long, dreamless sleep.
The following morning, over breakfast, I couldn’t help but ask what last night had been about.
“So,” I said, finishing my cereal. “Would you care to tell me why we had a plastic ruler in the bedside drawer last night? And why the hell you were so obsessed with measuring my penis.”
Amy looked at me but didn’t answer right away. She looked away, licked her lips, then cleared her throat before speaking. “It’s a bit of a - delicate issue, isn’t it? Penis size?”
“Depends on how insecure you are,” I shrugged.
“I’ll just come out with it,” Amy decided, reassured by my reply. “A couple of things have happened recently. You know that Laura and Tom split up a few months ago?”
I nodded. Laura was Amy’s older sister and she’d been married to Tom for the whole time we’d been together. Their break-up had come as a bit of a surprise, totally out of the blue, and Amy had been a good shoulder for her sister to cry on since the split.
“A couple of weeks ago, Laura decided to go on a few dates. She felt ready to get out there,” Amy continued.
“That’s good,” I said when she paused.
“Anyway, Laura and I were chatting and she told me this guy she went on a date with - well, they got on really well. Like - really, really well.”
“She slept with him,” I guessed. “Good for her. She’s just been through a bad break-up. She deserves some fun.”
“Totally,” Amy agreed, “Anyway, she was telling me about it. Telling me everything. Too much information, in fact. She even showed me a photo of his penis.”
I laughed, accidentally spitting coffee all over the table. “Sorry,” I chuckled. “Did he have a big one? Is that why you were acting all weird last night. Comparing him to me or something.”
“Not quite,” Amy hesitated again. What was wrong with her? “He wasn’t huge, Laura said, but thick. But when she showed me the picture, it looked huge to me and I said so. She laughed at me and said he wasn’t huge. Probably around six inches.”
“Okay,” I wiped up the spilt coffee. “I’m not sure where you’re going with this. Is there more to it, or...”
“There’s more,” Amy picked up from where she left off, “Laura asked me how big yours was and I said I’d never measured it, but you’d told me you were average so I said I thought maybe it was a similar length, just not as thick.”
“Leading to you measuring me out of curiosity last night,” I threw the cleaning cloth in the washing machine and put the breakfast pots in the sink. “I get it.”
“Also,” Amy added, standing at my side to help with the washing up, “I was at Jane’s last week for our girly night, do you remember?”
“Of course I do,” I answered. Jane was one of Amy’s best friends. Amy and her girlfriends took it in turns to host each other once a month for their ‘girls’ night’, a time for them to catch up with each other over a few drinks and a bite to eat. Sometimes they’d go out but because they were all married now, it’d become the norm to just do it indoors, so the hostess would usually kick their husband out for the evening so they had some ‘girly’ space.
“I got there a bit early and Gerry was still there, getting ready to go out.” Amy’s voice went quiet as though she didn’t want anyone to hear what she said next. “He didn’t know I was there and I accidentally saw him step out of the shower. Completely naked.”
Gerry was Jane’s husband. I’d met him numerous times and couldn’t stand the guy. Obnoxious and arrogant, I had no idea what Jane saw in him. She’s gorgeous with long brunette hair and a hot body. She could have any man she wanted.
“Let me guess,” I interrupted. “He had a huge penis too.”
“Well, so I thought,” Amy admitted. “I pretended I hadn’t seen him but she knew I had. Anyway, when he’d gone out, I admitted what I’d seen and apologized but Jane just laughed and said it was fine. Again, I said something about him being well-hung and Jane said no, he was only average. Same as Laura, she asked me how big you were, if I thought Gerry was huge. Again, I kind of exaggerated. I was a bit embarrassed.”
“Embarrassed?” I’d finished doing the pots and glanced at the clock. It was time for me to go to work. “Why would you be embarrassed?”
Amy looked at me and again she stayed quiet. What was wrong with her?
“I felt a bit silly,” she explained eventually, “Because I’d never seen a penis except for yours. I felt naive.”
“That’s understandable. Rather than see yourself as naive, just be grateful that you’re not a slut like Amy and Jane both were in the past.”
That was true. Amy had told me about Laura going from boyfriend to boyfriend all the way through school and college, the total opposite of Amy. And Jane had a reputation before meeting Gerry. Two of my buddies had both told me that they’d slept with her at various times.
“You better go to work,” Amy smiled, “We’ll talk later.”
I did have to go to work or I’d be late. But as I drove away from the house, I couldn’t help but wonder what the hell was going on with Amy. Something strange was happening.
I just wasn’t ready for what it was.




Chapter 2
“Can we talk?” Amy asked me later that night in bed.
My workday had been stressful yet again and I was tired and ready for sleep, but I said ‘Okay,’ and turned over to face her.
“I want to measure you again first if that’s okay?” she asked.
“Again?”
“I’ll make it worth your while,” she murmured, moving her body against mine.
“How, exactly?”
“I’ll suck your cock really good and let you cum in my mouth,” Amy’s hand slid along my chest and down into my boxer shorts, which was all I was wearing in bed.
“It better be good,” I tugged my shorts down so she had better access.
Amy didn’t reply, her head slid under the covers and after a second she took me into her mouth. Because I was tired, my cock wasn’t hard but after a couple of minutes of working her tongue around it, I was erect and as soon as I was, she stopped.
“What are you doing?” I asked as she swivelled out of bed and reached into the drawer again.
“Getting the ruler,” she flicked the bedside lamp on and pulled the covers back. “Don’t worry. I’ll make you cum after I’m done. I just wanted to double-check something.”
I laid there, resting my tired eyes for a moment and let her place the cold plastic ruler against my cock. “Hurry up before I fall asleep,” I instructed.
“I’m done,” she said after a moment, then I felt her put the ruler to one side, then the covers were pulled back over me and her head went back beneath them again.
“Fuck,” I moaned as she began to suck me slowly and deeply, taking my full length into her mouth. “That feels so good.”
Amy didn’t reply. She just kept giving me head with one hand rubbing my balls gently until eventually, I felt my cock twitch and then cum. As she’d promised, she didn’t move away. She took my load in her mouth, then swallowed before finally laying down and kissing me on the cheek.
“Can we talk now?” she asked softly. “Or are you too tired?”
“I am tired,” I sighed, “But okay. What did you want to talk about? And what’s with the measuring obsession?”
“Well, that’s what I want to talk about,” Amy paused and I glanced sideways at her. The lamp was still on, the light shining through her mussed-up blonde hair. “As I said yesterday, it’s a bit of a delicate matter, isn’t it? Men’s penis size.”
“I guess so,” I agreed, “For some. Why?”
“Yours is four and a half inches,” she said softly, after another pause. “Which is categorised as quite small. Did you know that?”
“I’m not small,” I laughed gently.
“The average penis is between five and six inches,” Amy continued, “So, yes, you are.”
“I told you yesterday,” I replied indignantly, “I’ve never had any complaints.”
“And as I said yesterday,” she countered, “You’ve only been with me and one other woman.”
“Neither of whom has ever complained,” I pushed myself up onto my elbows. “Unless you’re choosing now to complain? Is this because you’ve seen two men with big dicks lately? Are you jealous?”
“That’s the thing though,” Amy sat up too, her white vest top pulled tight across her generous bosom. “Neither of them were big. They were just average but your cock makes them look big.”
“And what’s your point?” I was getting irritated. “Do you want to sleep with one of them? Or someone else with an ‘average’ sized one?”
“No,” Amy replied quickly. Perhaps too quickly. “But there are these things called penis sleeves. Have you heard of them?”
“What the hell is a penis sleeve?”
“It’s a rubber sheath that fits over your penis,” she explained. “It makes you thicker and an inch or two longer, depending on the model.”
“Like a strap-on?” I laughed again. “Amy, I’m not wearing a strap-on. Is my dick not good enough for you anymore?”
“I’m just curious about what it’d feel like, to have a bigger one,” she said, and something in her voice made me look at her. Her cheeks were bright pink with embarrassment
“Why don’t we just buy a big dildo?” I offered. “I don’t mind doing that.”
“I suppose,” Amy shrugged, “But I’d still like to try one of these sleeve things so I can… you know-”
She tailed off, so I prompted her to continue.
“It doesn’t matter,” she said, switching off the lamp and laying down beneath the covers.
“It does matter,” I curled up next to her. “What were you going to say?”
“When we have sex,” she sighed, “Sometimes I can’t feel it. Not like I should be able to.”
“You can’t feel it?” I said, incredulously. “I think you’re exaggerating a bit now but I’ll think about it and let you know tomorrow, okay?”
She nodded and suggested I sleep on it and we’d talk more tomorrow, so I closed my eyes and drifted off into a sleep filled with dreams of giant rubber penises and Amy trying her best to fit them inside her.
The weird image haunted me for the entire next day, leaving me unable to shake off the strange conversation with Amy, but I managed to get through work. During the afternoon, I searched online for penis sleeves and found several websites that sold them. Doing further research, I found that they were quite popular and more widely used than I’d expected. Ordering one still felt bad though. Did I really have that small a dick?
When I got home that evening, I opened up my laptop and did some more research; this time on penis sizes. I found a lot of different - often conflicting - information. Some sites said that average was anywhere between five and six inches, others had it at five-and-a-half, which was basically saying the same thing. But other sites had a higher or broader range. Several sites said that six inches was the average and that anything under five and a half inches was small. Another one said that the median was six inches but penises larger than that weren’t uncommon.
To reassure myself, I researched women’s feelings on the subject. There were numerous sites that placated men with smaller-than-average sized penises, where the women said along the lines of, “It’s not the size. It’s what you do with it that counts,” but then there was an equal amount of sites that featured women saying that anything under six inches was basically useless and other similarly harsh comments.
I put the lid down on the laptop and went upstairs. Amy was in the shower, so I had the bedroom to myself. I fished around in the drawers for the ruler and finding it, I dropped my trousers and boxers and sat on the bed to measure myself. I pressed the tip of the ruler against my pubic bone, as I’d read was the accurate way of doing it. I was a little over three inches but that was flaccid. I grabbed my phone from the top of the drawer, pulled up a porn site and found a video of two lesbians going to town on each other.
“That’ll do,” I muttered to myself and quickly stroked my cock to something near full hardness before Amy came out of the shower, then pressed the ruler against my dick again. Four and a half inches. Just as Amy had measured.
My heart sank. By all accounts that I’d read earlier, that was small. I had a small dick. I’d always known I wasn’t big, but I’d never worried about my size before this. Was Amy really dissatisfied with me? Was she dissatisfied with our sex life?
“Hi,” she said just then. She’d stepped into the room without me hearing her and had seen me sitting on the edge on the bed, pants down, ruler in one hand, erect dick in the other. “Are you… doing what I think you’re doing?”
“I was just…” There was no point in denying it. “Yeah. I was thinking about what you’d said and thought I’d double-check you’d measured me properly.”
“I know how to use a ruler.” Amy stopped in front of me and was just staring with a worried look on her pretty face. “Are you okay?”
“Sure,” I said, probably not-too-convincingly. “I’m fine.”
“It’s as much of a shock to me as it is to you,” Amy comforted me. “I never realised you were small either. I always thought you were average.”
“I’m sure it used to be bigger,” I scratched my head, then pulled my pants up.
“Maybe it did,” Amy shrugged. “But we’re not getting any younger. You’re not a virile young Jack-the-lad any more.”
I felt better once I’d covered my dick up. I felt embarrassed by it for the first time in my life. I’d never felt that feeling before and I didn’t know what to do about it.
“I guess that’s true,” I sighed. “Do I need to be worried?”
“What do you mean?”
“Do you think there’s something wrong with me?” That wasn’t my main concern. I looked up at Amy who was still standing over me. “Or do I have something else to be worried about?”
“Like what?” she sat next to me, putting her hand on my knee.
“Are you going off me?” I mumbled. “Because you want bigger. Like Gerry or the guy that Laura dated.”
“No,” Amy’s hand moved to the front of my pants, rubbing my small bulge. “I love you, silly. If I’m being honest, I’m curious, as I said before, but I’d like to try one of those penis sleeve things that I told you about before even thinking about sleeping with another man.”
Those words felt like a kick in the stomach. “You’re thinking about sleeping with someone else?”
Amy’s eyes widened. “No,” she insisted vehemently. “Well, it’s a fantasy. All people fantasize about sleeping with other people, don’t they?”
“So you’ve been fantasizing about sleeping with someone with a bigger dick?”
“Yes,” Amy nodded, “But I don’t want to do it. I want to try one of those penis sleeves and then maybe I’ll be able to live out the fantasy that way.”
“Is it that important to you?”
“I’ve been speaking to my friends and reading some stuff online,” Amy explained, “And they’ve experienced sex that sounds amazing. They’ve had orgasms from penetration. Mind-blowing orgasms. They’ve had sex that’s left them walking gingerly the next day. I’ve never had that. Don’t take this the wrong way, but I feel almost like I’ve missed out.”
“Because we got together young, you mean?” I asked, trying to understand despite the deflating effect her words were having.
“If I could go back in time, I wouldn’t change a thing,” Amy reassured me, “I don’t regret us at all. I just wish there was a way I could experience some of the things that my friends have. Things that most other women have experienced. I feel like I’ve lived a sheltered life. I never used to, but it’s like I’ve suddenly woken up and everything feels different.”
“I’ll order a penis sleeve then,” I replied after a moment or two to take in what she was saying. “We’ll give it a try. On one condition.”
“What condition?” Amy arched an eyebrow.
I pulled down my pants. “That you suck this and make me cum.”
“Oh, I think I can manage that,” she smiled and slid from the bed to the floor, kneeling between my feet. Then she took my cock in her hand and stroked it. “It might only be a little dick but it’s still my dick.”
I didn’t like the words ‘little dick’ but I wasn’t going to say anything now and ruin the chance of a blow job so I just smiled as she took me in her mouth and sucked my cock for a couple of minutes.
Then she stopped. “I wonder what it’s like to gag on a big one?” she wondered out loud.
I didn’t answer. I just pushed her head back down, shoving my dick as deep into her mouth as I could and held her there so she couldn’t speak again until I’d cum, which didn’t take long at all.
When I’d done, Amy wiped her mouth with the back of her hand. “There you go,” she grinned. “So you promise you’ll order one? Now? I really want to try. Get one that adds one inch at first. I’m not sure I’ll be able to take a big one straight away. My pussy isn’t used to it.”
Now that I’d ejaculated, my mood was slipping back into a sad sense of despair at my situation but I nodded, somewhat glumly and promised that I would.
I didn’t know where this was all going to lead and if anyone had told me, I wouldn’t have believed them.




Chapter 3
We ordered a penis sleeve and it came just two days later. Amy couldn’t wait to open it and examine it as soon as it dropped through the letterbox one morning while we were having breakfast.
“Look at it,” she giggled, wiggling it in front of my face. It was realistic-looking, I had to admit, flesh-coloured with a darker head, accurately shaped and with veins running down it.
“Not while I’m eating,” I chuckled, stuffing another piece of toast into my mouth.
“Let’s try it now,” she said, stroking her finger along its six-inch-length, feeling the skin-like texture.
“We don’t have time,” I pointed to the watch on my wrist. “I have to go to work in five minutes.”
She stuck her bottom lip out me. “Spoilsport,” she grumbled, then looked at the silicone sheath in her hand again. “I imagined it’d be bigger but it’ll be fun to try anyway. It’ll certainly add girth and some length to you. I can’t wait to try it.”
“Later,” I promised as I finished off the toast. For some reason, Amy’s eagerness to have something bigger inside her made my cock stiffen in my pants. I tried not to look at her stroking the sleeve again as I got ready - I didn’t want to be aroused going to work and end up struggling to concentrate again.
When I got home that night, Amy was already in an amorous mood. She greeted me with a kiss when I walked in and then presented me with a glass of red wine and a fantastic meal. I tried to relax and enjoy myself, but all this effort she’d gone to actually just served to make me feel… pressured. I’d never suffered from performance anxiety before, but when we finally went to bed that night, I just didn’t feel that horny.
“What’s wrong?” she said, poking at my flaccid cock.
We were laid on top of the bedsheets. I was naked but Amy was wearing a gorgeous two-piece black lingerie set which showed off her lush figure. She must have bought it especially for the occasion - I’d never seen it before, but even though it made her look super-sexy, for some reason, my cock wasn’t responding like it normally did.
“I think I’m just tired,” I mumbled and faked a yawn.
Amy narrowed her eyes at me. “Don’t give me that. Is it my lingerie? Don’t you like it?”
“I love it,” I answered honestly. “Really, I’m just tired.”
“I’m going to have to up my game then,” Amy shrugged, taking my cock in her hand and rubbing it gently. “I don’t care what I have to do to get you hard, I’m having sex tonight one way or the other. I’ve been looking forward to trying that sleeve all day.”
She put her lips over the end of my dick and started to stroke my balls while sliding her head slowly downwards, taking me into the warmth of her mouth fully. I had to do this for her. It was something she wanted to try - so what was wrong with me? Was I worried that she wouldn’t like it? Or was I more scared that she’d like it too much?
Amy wasn’t always so keen to give me blowjobs, it wasn’t her favourite thing in the world to do - but you wouldn’t have believed that tonight. She was using her tongue around my dick, working my shaft with her hand and sometimes caressing my balls, giving head like a pornstar. She obviously wanted this, so I tried to relax and let go of any pressure until eventually, my erection grew to a point she was happy with.
“No matter how tired you are, I’ve got the skills,” she grinned at me, “Now let’s put the sleeve on while you’re hard. It has to be erect, you see.”
Amy rolled over and reached down off the bed to where she’d left it, then rolled back and lifted my dick up with one hand so that it pointed upwards. She carefully positioned the sleeve over the end and eased it down over my length until it was fully covering me. This particular sleeve had a stretchy loop at the base, made from the same silicone material and she pulled it out and over my balls. “That stops it from coming off,” she informed me. “Does it feel okay?”
“Yeah, I guess.” It felt weird, not like wearing a condom as I’d expected. The silicon was fairly thick and the loop around my balls was tight but that seemed to make my dick harden further for some reason.
“Kiss me,” Amy instructed as she slid down her flimsy black panties, then she ran a hand over her pussy and through her small triangle of fine hair, which she’d freshly trimmed earlier. “Wow. I’m so wet.”
I kissed her, surprised again by her eagerness as she slipped her tongue into my mouth. She opened her thighs and wrapped her arms around my back as I moved my body over her and positioned the tip of the cock sleeve between her legs. It was strange trying to find the entrance to her pussy with the end, not being able to feel it naturally with the head of my cock, but I manoeuvred it inside her then slid it slowly forward until it was all the way in.
“Oh my god,” she murmured into my shoulder, so I withdrew a little then shoved it in again. Slightly harder this time.
Again, she moaned so I repeated the thrust, harder and quicker each time. Now Amy was making noises I’d never heard before, groaning and the occasional grunt when I pushed into her harder. Her hands were on my backside, clutching at me, trying to pull me in deeper still.
I fucked her as deep and as hard as I could but the noises she was making and the way she was writhing beneath me turned me on so much that I only lasted a couple of minutes then before I had a chance to recognise the feeling building in my balls and slow down, I felt myself cum into the sleeve.
“I’m sorry,” I said after I rolled away, taking a moment to get my breath back. “I told you I was tired.”
Amy didn’t reply right away, so I turned my head sideways to see her with her hand between her legs, her fingers rubbing her clit until she came too, her ass lifting off the bed briefly, then her legs shaking as she groaned loudly. Then she exhaled deeply but still didn’t reply. Instead, she just lay there, staring at the ceiling.
“Amy?” I said softly when she stayed like that for a while, still not talking to me. “Are you okay?”
“Sorry,” it was her turn to apologise. “I was just - um, a bit lost in thought.”
“I noticed,” I rolled onto my side, stroking her thigh and enjoying her soft, smooth skin, covered in the tiniest sheen of sweat. “Did you like it? The sleeve, I mean.”
“It felt totally different,” she finally turned to look at me. Her face was flushed from the orgasm she’d just enjoyed. “It felt like I was being filled up and stretched, just as I’d read it’d feel, having a real...”
She tailed off.
“A real… what?” I prompted her to finish the sentence, feeling slightly annoyed. “A real man? A real cock?”
“I didn’t mean it that way,” she said, her eyes widening in concern. “I meant having a bigger dick, that was all. It came out wrong.”
“Okay,” I said after a moment. I couldn’t be angry with her. I’d come to realise that I did have a smaller than average penis and who was I to deny her of knowing what a ‘normal’ one might feel like. “I’m sorry too. I guess I’m feeling a little insecure about all of this. I think that’s why I was a bit nervous earlier.”
“I guessed,” Amy looked relieved that I wasn’t angry.
“Plus I felt a kind of pressure on me that I’d never felt before,” I explained, working through my thoughts out loud. “I felt like I had to be good in bed and had to make this work. I’ve never experienced that before. It was a bit off-putting, I think.”
“That’s understandable,” Amy tipped her head to one side, giving it thought as well. “You did well if that makes you feel better. It definitely worked.”
She gave me one of her infectious grins which I couldn’t help returning. “It was kind of hot, watching you make yourself cum like that at the end.”
“I couldn’t help it,” Amy looked like she was blushing. It was hard to tell in the dim light of the bedroom. “I was so horny.”
“I’m sorry I came so fast. It was a turn on for me too, seeing you get so ‘into’ sex.”
“It’s never felt like that before,” Amy seemed as surprised as me by her reaction to the sleeve. “I don’t mean that in a nasty way. I’m not saying you’re not good in bed - it’s just that it’s sort of made me feel like I’ve been missing out all this time.”
“Oh,” I said. Those words were like a blow to the stomach.
“No, no, no,” Amy quickly took my hand and squeezed it. “Please, don’t feel bad. I’ve always enjoyed sex with you. It’s just now I’ve discovered how it feels with a - a different sized dick - I don’t know… It’s kind of messing with my head a bit.”
“Well, at least you know now. You don’t need to feel like you’re missing out now. If I wear the sleeve, you’re getting what those other women are getting. Things can only get better from now on.”
“That’s true,” Amy seemed relieved again that she’d comforted me. “I took it easily too, didn’t I? I was worried that I wouldn’t be able to take it all but in fact, I think I could easily manage a bigger one. A much bigger one.”
“We can order a bigger one,” I patted her hand. “If it makes you happy. I’ll do anything to make you happy.”
“I love you,” she leaned forward and kissed me gently on the lips. Her deep brown eyes gazed into mine. “Do you know that?”
“Of course I do,” I kissed her back then pulled back. “Tomorrow, we’ll order a bigger sleeve until we find one that’s perfect for satisfying you.”
“Really? Great!” Amy seemed genuinely excited. “This sleeve is good though, for now, at least. Do you want to go and clean it out? I want to use it again in the morning. It felt so good. Maybe you’ll be more confident about using it next time and less nervous, so it’ll be even better.”
I slipped the sleeve off and took it to the bathroom, cleaning the cum out of it under the sink taps. Then I dried it with a towel and went back to bed. I wanted to ask Amy if she’d still be okay having normal sex in the morning, without the sleeve. It was fun, experiencing Amy’s reaction to the bigger one inside her, but I hadn’t been able to feel that much while wearing it. I had an idea that we could fuck without the sleeve, then put it on halfway through so that we both got some fun out of it.
But Amy was asleep when I climbed back into bed. She looked content and peaceful and I didn’t want to wake her up, so I curled an arm and a leg around her and pulled her into my arms. I loved this woman so much and was happy that she’d enjoyed tonight. I had no idea what I’d done though.
I’d opened Pandora’s Box.




Chapter 4
The following morning, Amy woke me half an hour earlier than usual to give us time to fuck again.
“Let me do you bareback,” I asked when the moment came for me to get on top of her after she’d sucked me to full hardness.
“No,” she slowed me down as I went to get on top of her. “We need to practice with the sleeve and get better using it.”
“We used it yesterday,” I pointed out.
“There’s plenty of time for us to have bareback sex,” she insisted. “I want to use the sleeve. I’ll put it on for you.”
Which she did. Amy slid the silicone sheath over my dick, easing it down and looping the base around my balls tightly, then she took the initiative this time, throwing one leg over me and reaching down to insert it inside her. Then she leaned back and moaned as she lowered herself down fully.
“Does it really feel that good?” I asked, seeing a look of pleasure on her face in the early morning sunlight that sliced through a gap in the bedroom curtains.
“Yeah. It feels so different,” she admitted, “Like it fills me up - it’s an enjoyable feeling.”
She closed her eyes and began to rock her hips back and forth, the sleeve sliding in and out of her. While it didn’t quite feel the same, I could still feel the heat of her wet pussy through the silicone skin and along with the moans she began to make and the curve of her large tits as she arched her back, pushing them out, it was all too much and I came way too quickly, within just a few minutes.
“You’re not done already are you?” Amy complained. She tried to keep fucking me, but because I was rapidly going flaccid, the sleeve bent and popped out of her every time she pushed it back in. “For fuck’s sake. I was enjoying that.”
“I’m sorry,” I apologised. “It just felt so good - and you looked so hot. We haven’t had sex in the day time in ages.”
“I know - that’s because I’m more turned on now I’ve got a decent cock to fuck for once, but then you go and cum prematurely,” Amy said abruptly, pulling the sleeve off my sticky cock - then she got up and stormed out of the bedroom, taking it with her.
“Hey,” I called after her. “There’s no need to be like that. These things happen sometimes. I’ll last longer next time.”
“Whatever,” I heard her mutter, followed by the sound of her closing the bathroom door and turning the shower on.
I swung my legs out of bed and stretched. If she wanted to be a bitch about it, then let her. I didn’t know what had come over her lately with this out-of-the-blue ‘female’ penis envy seeming to dominate everything, but I was sure it’d work out in the end. Things always did, right?
After she’d finished getting ready, I followed suit and left for work without either of us saying another word. I had other things to think about apart from our temporary sex-life problems - work was still slow and difficult - and tonight we were due to go to a family party - Amy’s cousin’s engagement - which I was dreading.
It wasn’t that I didn’t like her family - I did, for the most part. They were nice people and easy to get on with - I just wasn’t a party person. I liked going out occasionally, but I’d always rather it be just Amy and me, maybe a nice meal at one of our favourite restaurants or a walk in the countryside together. I could be sociable when I wanted to, but Amy was different - she was more naturally sociable. She wasn’t as much of a party animal as her sister Laura or her best friend Jane, but she did enjoy spending time with her friends much more than I did with mine.
When I got home, Amy checked that I hadn’t forgotten about the party and I told her that of course, I hadn’t. I was organised; I’d already picked out what I was going to wear and we both got ready without bringing up the events of either last night or this morning, for which I was grateful.
The party was at a local venue, called The Billionaires Bar, that had a function room attached to it and we arrived in good time, being met at the door by Alexandria, Amy’s cousin and her new fiance, Joe. Alexandria was lovely. Her long brunette hair had dyed blonde tips and her body was the tight, athletic type with smallish but firm looking breasts which Amy had told me off constantly over the years every time she’d caught me admiring them.
Inside, a DJ was already warming up the proceedings with an eclectic mix of music, mostly too modern for my liking so I left Amy to mingle on the slowly-filling dance floor while I went to fetch us drinks from the neon-lit bar.
I didn’t drink much. I liked the occasional social beer with friends but I wasn’t one for getting drunk, another reason why I didn’t go out as often as Amy liked to. Amy, on the other hand, liked her drinks. She had a preference for white wine these days, but she could knock back a beer with the best of my buddies along with having the occasional craving for gin, especially the flavoured varieties that lined the shelves of most bars these days.
I returned with a glass of wine in hand for her, and a beer for me, although I’d move to soft drinks afterwards. After going through the usual pleasantries of saying ‘hello’ to her family members, I retreated to my usual spot - somewhere near the bar, where I could chill and relax while letting Amy get drunk and have a good time on the dancefloor
It was a couple of hours later that I realised I couldn’t see Amy anywhere. My ears searched the dancefloor then I looked around the room when I was sure she wasn’t dancing. She was probably just in the toilet, but when she didn’t reappear after another ten or fifteen minutes, I decided to have a look around for her. I didn’t want to be home too late. It was Saturday tomorrow but I was working and had to be up early.
After doing a full lap of the function room, I found Alexandria who was in a drunken embrace with her fiance Joe and apologised for disturbing them before asking if she’d seen Amy and she pointed outside. “I think she’s outside with Laura.”
I walked out in the direction she was pointing and after a couple of minutes, I spotted her in the car park, indeed talking to her sister. They were also smoking, something which I disliked immensely. Amy had been a smoker when we met but quit not long after, which I was grateful for. I’d never smoked myself and hated the smell of tobacco as well as the fact that it was so bad for your health.
I decided not to rebuke her in front of her sister as I walked over, but then as I overheard something Laura said.
“His dick is how big?” she’d said, with a small laugh.
I stopped in my tracks before they saw me approaching and stepped behind a nearby van to listen further. Was Amy talking about me?
“Just a bit bigger than four inches,” I heard Amy say and she laughed too.
“You told me he was average,” Laura chuckled. “Four inches is tiny.”
“I thought it was bigger, but we measured it the other night.” Amy hesitated then continued. “It’s the only dick I’ve had, so I didn’t know any different.”
“Poor Adam. Bless him,” Laura replied, making me suddenly angry at the patronisation but before I even thought of stepping out from behind the van, Amy defended me.
“I’ve never complained about it, so he didn’t know either,” I heard my wife say, “He’s as surprised that he’s got a little one as what I am.”
“Surely he knew,” Laura questioned, “Men know if their cocks are big or small. Some of them are obsessed with their size.”
“I just don’t think Adam is one of those guys,” Amy reasoned, “Our sex life had always been okay, so I guess he thought what we had was okay. To be honest, it was, but since I’ve discovered that he’s small, everything’s changed.”
“They say that it’s not the size, it’s what you do with it,” Laura started, but then corrected herself, “However, I have to admit that a big cock is so much better than a small one, no matter how good they are in bed. Bigger just feels better.”
“Totally,” Amy agreed, “So, I was telling you, we’ve bought this dick extender thing - a cock sleeve and-”
“You’ve bought a what?” I heard Laura laugh out loud. I’d never held Amy’s sister in very high regard, but my opinion of her was sinking through the floor at this moment.
“A cock sleeve,” Amy replied and I could hear the embarrassment in her voice but she carried on. “It’s made from a skin-type rubber material and goes over the dick, making it thicker and longer.”
“I couldn’t use one of those,” Laura replied curtly. “It’s weird.”
“It felt incredible,” Amy ignored her, “It adds one inch on the length, but I want to get one that adds two or maybe three inches. What do you think? What’s the best length?”
“I don’t know,” Laura chuckled again, “The bigger the better in my experience. How big is Adam again? Four inches?”
“Four-and-a-half,” Amy corrected her.
“So an extra inch makes it up to five-and-a-half.”
“Which is the average apparently,” Amy pointed out.
“Apparently,” Laura said doubtfully, “In my experience, most guys have around six inches or slightly more.”
I sneaked a look around the corner of the van. They were sitting down on the wall now, finishing off the cigarette they were sharing. Laura was a good-looking woman, two years older than Amy and they looked quite similar except Laura’s hair was light brown, a shade or two darker than Amy’s blonde tresses. She was short and cute and it wasn’t hard to see why she’d been so popular with the boys growing up. Like my wife, she was busty but her breasts weren’t quite as large as Amy’s. I’d always put her at a C or D cup. Unlike Amy though, she’d had quite a few sexual partners although they were all in a short period of time between her leaving school and meeting her ex-husband Tom when she was eighteen. They’d split up recently after twelve years together.
“How many men have you been with?” I heard Amy ask and I had to duck back behind the van as Laura looked my way briefly. Hopefully, she hadn’t seen me.
“Eight now, including Danny,” Laura replied but didn’t say anything else and I breathed a sigh of relief at not being spotted.
“The guy you dated the other day?”
“Yes. His dick was about six inches or so, not as big as Tom’s. He was good but not big enough for me. I couldn’t settle with someone smaller than Tom, I don’t think.”
“Keep dating then,” I heard Amy advise her sister. “I’m sure you’ll find someone you’re compatible with.”
“Oh, I intend to,” Laura replied. “I’m not being horrible, but I couldn’t be with someone as small as Adam and have to use one of those sleeve things. I’m sorry, but just couldn’t.”
“Well, I’ve got no other option,” Amy paused and I wondered what she was going to say. “You shouldn’t knock it until you’ve tried it. It feels very realistic.”
“How would you know?” Laura was laughing again now. “You’ve never had the real thing. Look, you’re my little sister and I love you so please don’t think I’m being awful because I’m not, but if I was you, I’d get myself out there and try the real thing. You don’t know what you’re missing.”
“What?” Amy hissed angrily. “Leave Adam? Never. I love him. We’ve built a life together.”
“I’m not saying leave him,” Laura retorted, “Just find a guy or two to have some fun with. I won’t tell Adam if you don’t.”
Amy didn’t reply right away. My blood was boiling. It took everything not to storm out from behind the van and confront Amy’s slutty sister.
“Jane said the same thing,” Amy said eventually, “But I couldn’t. It wouldn’t be right. I could never cheat on Adam. It’s just not me.”
“Jane’s probably a better person to give you advice than me,” Laura said and again I peeked around the edge of my hiding place to see her stub the remnant of the cigarette out on the wall they were sitting on and then stand up. “She’s the expert on all things to do with sex and relationships, so you might want to listen to her.”
“I’ve been texting her a lot about it,” Amy replied, also standing up, about to head back to the bar. “Actually she’s the one who told me about the cock sleeve, but only when I said I wouldn’t cheat on Adam.”
“Well, there you go then,” Laura smiled at her sister. “It’s just me, I guess. I couldn’t make do with a rubber cock for the rest of my life. I need the real thing. But if you’re happy with that, then that’s good.”
Amy didn’t reply. She just nodded, then I quickly retreated away as they started to walk back into the Billionaire’s Bar. I was annoyed at Laura for suggesting that Amy cheat, but they were closer than most sisters. I knew that if I went flying in making accusations and letting my feelings be known, then Amy would inevitably end up sticking up for her sibling even if I was the one in the right.
Plus, I felt embarrassed. It was hard to believe that Amy had told her sister about our problems in the bedroom. Had she told her about me climaxing quickly this morning too?
I managed to beat them back inside, then tried to cover up my awkwardness and shame as they found me at the bar, finishing off my diet coke.
“Can we make a move soon?” I asked Amy. “You know I’m working tomorrow.”
“I was thinking the same thing,” Amy smiled at me then leaned in close. “Plus, I want to use the sleeve again.”
We said our goodbyes to the remaining family in the room, thanking an obviously drunk Alexandria and a seemingly agitated Joe for the invite to the party but my mind was elsewhere the whole time and going home, I couldn’t help but get angrier and angrier at how Amy had confided in her sister without asking me first.
Amy went straight to bed while I locked up downstairs. I didn’t particularly want to have sex with her, so I didn’t rush. I needed time to digest and process what I’d overheard.
When I did finally head upstairs, she’d already fallen asleep. The alcohol must have gotten the better of her. I felt relieved as I climbed into bed alongside her but then noticed her mobile phone on the bedside cabinet next to the sleeve, which she must have gotten out in preparation.
The screen was lit up and when I leaned over, I saw that it was a message from Jane. Her friend that she’d been talking to about me. I couldn’t help myself. Amy was fast asleep.
I picked the phone up and looked at the message.




Chapter 5
No reply? I bet you’re fucking Adam’s brains out. Text me tomorrow. I’m off to bed now.
That was the one unread text from Jane, so I marked it back as unread, then scrolled back through the last few pages until I found a good starting point.
Jane: 4.5” is small. You know that right?
Amy: I do now. I didn’t before. He measured it himself and confirmed it. He’s upset, I can tell, but we’ve ordered one of those penis sleeves you mentioned.
Jane: Good. As I said, it saved my friend’s marriage when she was in a similar situation to you.
Amy: Our marriage doesn’t need saving. I just want better sex.
Jane: Every woman deserves good sex. I can’t believe you’ve never had an orgasm during sex.
Amy: I just thought that didn’t happen. I thought every woman came with her fingers.
Jane: Nope. Maybe the sleeve will do it for you. Let me know when you’ve tried it.
I skipped through the next paragraph or two until it got back on the subject of sex.
Jane: So how was it?
Amy: It was so good. I can’t believe how different it felt. I’ve never felt that before, filled up and kind of stretched out.
Jane: That’s how good sex should feel. Did you cum?
Amy: With my fingers, after he’d finished, yeah. If he’d kept going a bit longer, I would have, I think.
Jane: Great. Do you feel better about things now? Maybe you’ll cum next time.
Amy: Next time happened this morning but he came too fast again. He’s never been able to last very long, to be honest. Maybe with some practice, he’ll get good at it and last longer.
Jane: That’s a problem. As I said on the phone back before we talked about the sleeve, you need a real man to fuck you and make you cum.
Amy: Adam is a real man. Don’t be horrible. He’s my husband.
Jane: But he’s got a small dick and can’t satisfy you. The sleeve is all well and good and maybe he’ll get good at using it but if I were you I’d want to know what the real thing feels like.
Amy: I’m not leaving Adam. Maybe we should stop talking about this now.
Jane: I’m not suggesting you leave him. Just get yourself a FWB.
Amy: What’s a FWB?
Jane: Come on, everyone knows what a FWB is. Friend With Benefits? A fuck buddy? You know what I’m talking about.
Amy: I don’t know if I could do that. Of course, I’d love the real thing, but I’m married to Adam and that’s all there is to it.
Jane: I won’t say anything if you don’t.
Amy: You’re terrible, Jane, do you know that?
Jane: Sex is one of the basic pleasures of life. Sex, food, travel, those sorts of things. It’s important to have good sex. You deserve to at least know what it’s like.
Amy: I do know what good sex is like. I guess I’m curious about what it’d be like with someone else, but everyone feels that way sometimes. Look how many guys you’ve been with. You’ve learned that the grass isn’t always greener, right?
Jane: Are you trying to say I’m a slut? LOL. Yeah, I’m a slut. Don’t care. I like sex and the bigger the dick, the better.
Amy: Gerry isn’t that big though, you said he’s average.
Jane: Who says that Gerry is the only guy I have sex with?
Amy: OMG. You’re kidding, right?
Jane: Enjoy the party. Talk to your sister, see what her perspective is on all this. I’ll message you later.
I scrolled forward again until her most recent conversation was on the screen.
Amy: So Laura suggested I have an affair too. She said I should find a guy or two to have fun with. FWBs or whatever you called them.
Jane: See? I told you. Don’t feel bad. People have affairs all the time. Fuck buddies are more common than you think.
Amy: I can’t do it but I haven’t been able to stop thinking about it all night. Maybe because I’m drunk. I feel guilty. Adam’s going to fuck me with the sleeve later. Hopefully, that’ll clear my head and make me see sense.
Jane: No matter how good he is with it, it’s not gonna be as good as a real one. Listen to your sister and me. I even know someone who I think would be interested in you.
Amy: Really? Who?
Jane: Nick. I could speak to him and then give him your number.
Amy: Nick? Adam’s friend? No way.
Jane: He’s single and he’s got a big cock. Not huge but big.
Amy: I can’t. He’s Adam’s friend. That wouldn’t be right and besides, he wouldn’t do that to Adam.
Jane: You don’t know Nick as well as you think then. You know I kinda suggested I still have a fuck buddy?
Amy: It’s Nick? OMG.
Jane: I see him once a fortnight or so. He’s good at being discreet.
Amy: And you think he’d be interested in me? It’s tempting. I’ve always thought he was quite hot.
Jane: I’ll talk to him and find out if you want?
Then there was a gap in time before Jane’s last message, the one I’d just re-marked as unread.
No reply? I bet you’re fucking Adam’s brains out. Text me tomorrow. I’m off to bed now.
I put the phone back down. My heart was beating so hard that I could hear it in my ears and feel my veins pulsing in my fingers. I was furious but tried to reason the emotion away. Amy had been drunk tonight. That’s all it was. She was tempted because she was drunk. Tomorrow, she’d look at these texts and feel stupid and guilty.
Nick was a good friend. We weren’t that close. I didn’t have any close male friends but Nick and I had gone through college together and we’d kept in touch over the years. He was a good-looking guy and had always been a bit of a hit with the ladies. Now I knew why - he had a big dick - probably explained why he was always happy fucking around and had never wanted to settle down.
I knew he’d slept with Jane. He told me a couple of years ago during a barbecue we hosted. Jane was there, looking hot as she always did and I’d joked to Nick that if I was ever going to cheat on Amy, it’d be with Jane. I was only joking around but Nick took me to one side and said that if I tried it on with her, she might say yes. He went on to tell me how he’d fucked her several times over the years and how one of our other mutual buddies, Steve, had been with her too in the past. Amy had told me previously that Jane had a reputation - she’d slept with thirty-plus guys and always bragged about it to Amy like it was something to be proud of, but she had no idea that two of my friends were amongst that number. Even knowing that, it was a shock that he was still fucking her these days.
It struck me then how you never one hundred percent know someone. You think you know everything there is to know about them, them ‘bam!’ you learn something you never knew and it turns everything on its head.
That was how I felt about Amy. I looked at her, fast asleep in bed, still wearing her make-up and looking gorgeous despite her hair being all tousled.  I curled up next to her and tried to go to sleep but there were just too many thoughts running through my mind.
This didn’t feel real. She was my Amy. We loved each other. She didn’t really want to have sex with other guys, did she?
There was a simple solution to all of this. Tomorrow, once her inevitable hangover had worn off, I’d fuck her as good as I could. I’d make sure I didn’t cum too fast and I’d not stop until she’d had an orgasm on my sleeve-enhanced dick.
I’d give it to her hard and drive all these thoughts of cheating out of her mind. That comforting thought finally helped me to drift off to sleep but once I woke up in the morning they all returned again. I couldn’t stop thinking of how today felt like a ‘make-or-break’ kind of day. I had to use the sleeve. I had to try again and this time make it good, no matter what it took.
Amy was hungover when I woke her with a fresh coffee and some toast, so she wasn’t in the right mood for any sort of conversation. I had to go to work and again I had a difficult time concentrating. Luckily, it was a fairly busy day - weekends usually were - and the day soon passed to the point where I was walking back in through the front door.
Amy was waiting for me with a hot coffee and an apology. She obviously hadn’t been anywhere as she was just wearing one of my t-shirts, several sizes too big for her, so it looked like a nightshirt. Her legs were bare beneath.
“I’m sorry I got so drunk,” she gave me a wry smile. “Thank you for not having a go this morning. I don’t know why the drink went to my head but it did.”
She always said that. Surely she knew she couldn’t take her drink, but every time she always blamed some factor or other for why she got drunk so easily.
“Don’t worry,” I smiled back, “Hangover gone now?”
Amy nodded. “I felt pretty rough this morning but the coffee and toast helped. Thanks. I’m still a bit tired though.”
With that, she stretched, lifting the t-shirt so I got a flash of her pussy then she turned around quickly so I could see her peachy backside, then with a teasing look over her shoulder, she headed upstairs.
“You can join me for a lay down if you like?” Amy gave me one of those smiles that meant only one thing. She wanted sex.
I’d only just walked through the door and was a little worn-out, plus thoughts of her wanting other men had plagued my brain all day so I didn’t expect to be horny myself - but for some reason, I was. My cock twitched at the sight of her round butt cheeks and I found myself following her upstairs.
When I walked through the bedroom door Amy was laying on the bed. The t-shirt was lifted around her waist and when she saw me, she casually let her legs fall open to reveal her pussy and the neat little triangle of fair pubic hair above it.
I kicked off my shoes and sat on the edge of the bed to remove my socks but I felt her hand on my shoulder as she tugged me around to face her. Then she leaned forward and kissed me.
“I want you - now,” she half-growled at me, her fingers already pulling at my belt and then my buttons. I lay back, letting her undo my trousers and pull them down along with my shorts, then she smoothly slid downwards and took me in her mouth.
I closed my eyes at the wonderful warmth of her sucking me but as soon as I got fully hard, which took no longer than a couple of minutes - at the most - she moved again, just as quickly, leaning from the bed and then drawing herself back up with the sleeve in hand.
“Put it on and fuck me,” she said breathlessly, laying back down and spreading her legs. One hand went to her pussy and began teasing her clit with a forefinger while waiting.
I tried to push the sleeve down over my erection but my shirt was getting in the way, so I left it in my lap for a moment while tugging the shirt off over my head. However, when I went back to shoving the silicone sheath down, I’d lost a touch of hardness. I managed to get the sleeve all the way down to my balls and then wrapped the rubber loop around them as before but because I wasn’t completely erect, the sheath felt slightly loose and without my rigidness inside it, it was slightly limp and bent as I hovered over Amy and tried to force the end of it inside her.
“What’s wrong with it?” Amy asked impatiently after several attempts by me at penetrating her with it.
“It’s bending,” I explained, “It won’t go in. Maybe you’re not wet enough. Lube might help.”
“Well, it’s hard to get wet for a rubber dick,” she retorted beneath me.
“I’m not having a go,” I replied defensively.
“Just shove it in.” Amy pushed my hand out of the way and grabbed my silicone-wrapped cock, guiding it up and down through her pussy folds until it nestled just inside her hole and then I managed to ease it in with some pressure from my hips.
Again, I could feel I was inside her although it felt nowhere near as good as bareback sex for obvious reasons. But it was enough to make my dick stiffen and I started to stroke the full length into her, which made her groan loudly as I felt it push against the deepest parts of her.
“Oh my god, it feels so fucking good,” Amy moaned. “I can’t believe I’m just discovering real sex after all these years.”.
That made me pause for a moment. “We have been having real sex,” I pointed out.
“You know what I mean - with a real cock - however you want to put it.”
I felt irritated at her repeating that phrase, which she used the other day. “I told you before when you said that - my cock is real. You mean a big cock. Can you say ‘big cock’ and stop implying that I don’t have a real dick because it’s like you’re saying I’m not a real man.”
“Well, it’s not real with the rubber sleeve on, is it?” Amy shot back hotly at me. “I’m not saying you’re not a ‘real man.’ Stop being insecure, it’s not attractive. Just shut up and fuck me.”
I bit back another retort and did as she asked. I rammed the big shaft into her as hard as I could, hoping she’d complain about me being too rough or too hard - maybe trying to ‘punish’ her for annoying me, but she didn’t complain at all. In fact, it had the opposite effect, making her writhe and moan louder underneath me.
That only served to annoy me even more and for some reason, it stopped me from cumming. I began to tire and felt my dick beginning to wilt inside the sleeve, so I stopped for a moment, intending to go down on her and lick her to orgasm, something which I knew would turn me on so that I could find my own climax.
“What are you doing?” Amy gasped, slightly out of breath as I withdrew and moved to dip my head downwards.
“I’m going to get you off with my tongue.”
“I don’t want a tongue. I want dick.”
“I’m just a bit tired. It’s hard work, pounding you like that, but okay. Give me a moment then,” I sat up, readjusting the rubber sleeve on my cock while taking a breather.
“Just forget it,” Amy grumbled, rolling on to her side away from me.
“What’s wrong now?”
She looked over her shoulder at me. “So even when you’ve got the sleeve on to make your dick a decent size, you can’t fuck me like I want either.” She sighed loudly. “I’m just frustrated. Sorry.”
So now she was criticizing my sexual performance as well as my penis size. That stung. I stared at her back of her head after she rolled away from me. Amy was changing and this was all Jane’s fault. Perhaps some of the blame lay with her sister too.
“I’m going downstairs,” I said, rising stiffly. I took the sleeve off and tossed it onto the bed.
“Whatever,” Amy muttered. “I’ll get myself off once you’re gone.”
“Fine,” I stomped out of the bedroom, holding in my anger the best I could.
The rest of the evening was tense. We didn’t talk much. Amy spent most of it on her phone, probably texting her friends about men with bigger cocks. I couldn’t care less.
When it was time to go to bed, I let her go up and then I slept on the sofa. I needed space and time to think. I couldn’t let my marriage fail. I loved Amy more than life, even though she’d discovered this weird obsession and had upset me - she was still my everything.
I had to find a solution that worked.




Chapter 6
The following morning wasn’t any less tense than the previous evening. Amy woke me up and asked why I’d slept downstairs and I explained that I needed some time and space. She apologised and made me a coffee and some breakfast which was just what I needed - a kind gesture to antidote the venom in her words last night.
It was Sunday, so I didn’t have work as an escape. I did some work upstairs, keeping my distance while trying to work out what to say and do to make everything better but I couldn’t avoid talking to Amy all day. I had to take the bull by the horns and try to sort this out.
I prepared lunch for the both of us and took it to her, finding her in the living room, sat in front of the TV but as I passed her the sandwich I’d made, I noticed her phone resting on the arm next to her.
The screen was lit and her messages were visible. I hovered behind her for a second, so she wasn’t aware that I was reading them.
Amy: Won’t Nick think I’m weird or some sort of slut. I’m not a slut. I don’t want him to treat me like one.
Jane: Nick knows you well enough to know you’re not like that. Stop worrying and just trust me, okay?
Amy: I don’t know. It feels like I’m making a huge mistake.
Jane: Look, I’ll just talk to him, explain the situation and then get him to text you. You don’t have to do anything with him. You can call it off at any time.
Amy: I guess so. I just need something. I don’t know what. Things aren’t good. I feel like I need an escape. Some excitement, I dunno.
Jane: Cool. I’ll get him to text you. Maybe just flirt with him, it might do your confidence some good if nothing else. It’s just a bit of fun, see it that way.
Amy: Okay. I’m nervous. I haven’t flirted with anyone in years.
Jane: Just be yourself. You’re sexy and funny. If you’re struggling, let me know and I’ll try to help you.
That was it. I couldn’t believe what I’d just read. She’d given Jane the okay to talk to Nick, without even discussing it with me. She was basically intending to cheat. Were things really that bad?
I made a decision right there. Perhaps it was just an impulse, I didn’t know, but it just felt right to confront this head-on.
“Amy?” I said, after clearing my throat, causing her to turn and look at me in surprise. I glanced at her phone and too late, she realised I’d seen the messages. Her eyes widened for a moment and she looked at me, trying to read from my expression how much I’d seen and how I’d interpreted it.
I made it easy for her.
“We’ve only been having problems for what? A week? It’s taken you that long to decide you’re going to fuck one of my friends,” I accused. “Wow. I didn’t think things were that bad.”
Her large brown eyes scanned my face. “It’s not what it looks like,” she began.
“Don’t give me that,” I stopped her. “I know what Jane is like and what you’re up to. I’m not stupid.”
“What do you mean, ‘what I’m up to?’” Amy narrowed her eyes at me. “Have you been reading my messages?”
“Only what I’ve just seen,” I lied. “I know Nick’s got a big cock. I’ve heard rumours. Guys talk, you know? I know he’s fucked Jane in the past. It doesn’t take a genius to work it out. You’ve been talking to Jane. You’ve told her I’ve got a small dick and so she’s suggested you screw around. Starting with Nick. One of my friends.”
Amy hesitated, probably wondering whether it was worth trying to deny it.
“She thought I’d be better with someone we both know, rather than going with a stranger.”
She wasn’t even denying it. That felt like another blow to the stomach. One so hard, that I had to sit down. I walked towards her, making her chew her lip in nervousness but all I did was sit next to her with a sigh.
“Fuck,” I exhaled and lay back into the sofa. I looked up at the ceiling and closed my eyes before speaking further. “Is this what it’s come to? I thought we had a good relationship. I thought we had a good marriage.”
“We do,” I felt Amy’s hand on my arm and I opened my eyes and turned to look at her. She was beautiful. I’d always thought so, since the first time I saw her, over ten years ago when we were both teenagers. Her blonde hair, tied up in a short ponytail, shone in the afternoon light coming in through the window. Her pink rosebud lips were parted, as she wondered what to say next. “We do have a good relationship and a good marriage. It’s just the sex side of it. It’s my fault. I feel terrible. I should have talked about this a long time ago, when I first started feeling dissatisfied, but I didn’t. I bottled it up. Thought it’d pass, that things would get better, but then Jane and Laura started talking and…”
“It’s okay,” I stopped her rambling, took her hand and squeezed it. “You don’t have to explain all over again. I didn’t know you’d felt this way for a while though, so thank you for telling me. I guess it is what it is. We just have to find a way of getting through it. Find a way of fixing things.”
“I thought the sleeve would do that - fix things - but all it’s done is made me feel more frustrated,” Amy admitted. “Because now I know how good it feels to have a real - sorry - bigger penis inside me, it’s just made me think about it even more. I don’t know what’s wrong with me.”
“I don’t think Laura and Jane have helped,” I speculated, “Telling you how good their sex lives are and making you think the grass is greener.”
Amy glanced at me with a curious expression and I realised I’d used the exact phrase that Jane had used in her messages, but if Amy was further convinced that I’d read her messages, she didn’t say so.
“But what if the grass actually is greener,” Amy asked. “I’ve discovered that I do like the feeling of a big one. I think part of me secretly hoped that I wouldn’t like it. That might have settled my fears but now all I can think about is what a real big dick would feel like - if it would be even better than a sleeve, which you have to admit - it probably would be.”
“I suppose so,” I had to admit. “So you think the answer is for you to cheat on me?”
“I’m sorry,” Amy apologised again, her brown eyes welling up with tears. “Please don’t get mad at me. I’m sorry. I won’t do it. I’ll tell Jane it’s a bad idea and that I’ve changed my mind. Maybe somehow we can learn to make our sex life good.”
“The only way is to use these sleeve things,” I wiped away the water leaking from her eyes with one finger, “Or you have to learn how to enjoy my small dick again.”
“That’s never going to happen,” Amy said softly. “It’s too small, Adam. I’m sorry. It might be that my pussy isn’t as tight as it used to be. It’s not your fault. None of this is. It’s me. I’m horrible.”
“No, you’re not,” I leaned back, my mind working overtime. I imagined a series of checkboxes, trying to see the situation logically. Firstly, I didn’t want to lose Amy. I wanted my marriage to work. Secondly, I loved her and I wanted her to be happy and I’d always said I’d do anything to make her happy. Thirdly, I wanted to be just as happy and satisfied as she did, but I would sacrifice some personal happiness for her. Any man would if he truly loved his wife.
“I hate seeing you so sad,” I said after a few moments of thinking. “You being frustrated isn’t doing us any good. It’s making you irritable and snappy which isn’t good for either of us. So, we have to find a way of making you satisfied and happier with the situation. In turn, that’ll make me happier. I’ve been struggling to relax since all of this started, so I’m not in a great place either but if I knew you were happier, I’d be more relaxed and everything could start going back to how it used to be. When we were good. Before all of this.”
Amy didn’t reply right away. She looked at me, a considerate look in her eyes. “So, what are you suggesting? It sounds like you have an idea.”
“This sounds weird,” I started, “I never thought I’d ever say anything like this, but perhaps I should just let you do it.”
“Do what, exactly?” Amy leaned forward and raised her eyebrows.
“You know, do it with someone else. Maybe it’ll get it out of your system.”
Amy peered into my eyes, her face just a few inches from mine. She took my hands into hers and pressed them together. “I want to know we’re talking about the same thing. Do what exactly? Be specific. I need to hear you say it.”
I stared back at her. Who was this woman in front of me? Why was she torturing me like this?
“Perhaps you should have sex, with someone else,” I eventually managed to say the words out loud. They felt alien coming from my mouth. I was suggesting my wife fuck someone else. Was I insane?
“Someone with a bigger penis?” Amy prompted me to say more. “Maybe like Nick?”
Her hands were squeezing mine hard. I felt my stomach wrench at the thought of my beautiful wife who I loved more than anything else in the entire world, being intimate with another man. A surge of jealousy raged through me as I involuntarily pictured her with another guy on top of her. Plunging his dick - his big dick - into my wife’s pussy. A pussy that belonged to me. Who she’d vowed that day in church, years ago, would always be mine and no one else’s.
But here we were. Discussing the possibility of letting another man have her. Letting another man take what should be mine and only mine.
“Yes,” I croaked. My throat was tight as if it was trying to stop me from saying it. “Someone with a bigger penis. I don’t know about Nick but if that’s what you think would be best, then maybe.”
“I know this must be difficult for you, Adam, but it would make me happy if I could at least try somebody with a big one. Who knows, maybe like you say - it’ll get it out of my system and then I’ll be less frustrated and things might be better?”
“I just feel…” I groped for the right word, “Kind of pathetic. A man should be able to satisfy his wife and…” I tailed off again, unable to talk.
“To be honest, I’m impressed by how you’re handling this,” Amy squeezed my hands one more time.
“Impressed?” I looked up at her. What was she talking about? “What do you mean?”
“They say it takes a bigger man to accept his faults,” Amy winced at those words like it was painful for her to say them. “But for you to do this - well, it’s brave. It’s a brave thing to do. You must really love me.”
“I do love you,” I squeezed her hands back. “More than anything. I don’t know about me being brave though. Most men would be divorcing your ass right now. That seems like the brave thing to do.”
“I disagree,” Amy smiled sadly then leaned in and planted a kiss on my lips. The warmth of her mouth on mine had a strange effect. I felt my cock tingle and realised I was hard. What was this? Some unconscious reaction by my body to the prospect of my wife fucking another guy, perhaps?
Amy saw me glance downwards and she stroked a hand over the growing bulge in my trousers. “You’re hard,” she confirmed. “Listen, if you let promise to let me have sex with Nick, I’ll let you fuck me right now. Bareback, how you wanted to before. No sleeve. You can do whatever you want to me.”
I didn’t say anything, I just undid my trousers and pulled them down with my shorts and Amy pulled down her bottoms too and kicked them off. I moved so she could lay on the sofa and then as she spread her legs for me, I quickly moved between her thighs and shoved my cock into her hot wetness.
“I’ll take that as a ‘yes’ then,” Amy whispered into my ear as I began to fuck her as hard and fast as I could. I was trying to make her groan as I had with the sleeve, but my dick didn’t have the same effect without the extra silicone girth and length.
“Yes,” I agreed, not caring at that moment. Her pussy felt so wet, drawing me deeper into her. I lifted her top up, cupping her large breast in my hand and stroking my finger over her erect pink nipple.
A few minutes later, I came explosively inside her. So hard, that it took me a moment to recollect my senses, then I rolled away and laid at the side of her and suddenly the reality of what I’d agreed to began to sink in.
“Did you enjoy that?” Amy asked, distracting me from my thoughts. I nodded, catching my breath and she kissed me once more then gave me that close-up gaze again. “You see, you fucked me good then - as good as you ever have. Years ago, I’d have enjoyed it, but right then, if I’m honest, I couldn’t feel it. Not like I should. I mean, I knew you were inside me - I could feel it, but it wasn’t hitting the right spots, you know? The sleeve - it pushes so deep and gives me this stretched out, filled up feeling.”
“Oh,” was all I could say and Amy must have recognised the deflating effect of her words because she immediately tried to mitigate them.
“It was still nice though,” she pointed out. “I enjoyed it. But I want to try the other type of sex. I don’t always want nice sex. I want - you know, something more.”
Now that the mind-clouding sensation of lust had drained from my bloodstream, I didn’t want to talk about it. I couldn’t face the thought of her being fucked by someone else - better than I could possibly fuck her - but I’d agreed to it. I knew if I backtracked on that now, it’d break her heart - either that or infuriate her.
“If I don’t let you do this,” I postulated out loud, “You’ll probably just do it behind my back anyway. I’d rather you do it - with my permission - than cheat on me and me not know about it. At least if I know about it, I have an element of control.”
Where had that come from? Somehow my brain was working things out on its own.
“I guess so,” Amy looked away, clearly feeling guilty again.
“We’ll talk about it tomorrow,” I decided. “Let’s just chill out tonight. Don’t bring it up. Let’s just be the Adam and Amy of old, for one more night.”
“Good idea,” Amy smiled and it was a genuine smile but there was a dampness to her eyes and a hint of sadness in her tone. “Let’s do that.”
Perhaps I’d feel better about it all tomorrow, after a good night’s sleep.
Even if I didn’t, there wasn’t a lot I could do. Amy wanted this, so we’d try it. I just needed to find a way to make it as safe and as not humiliating as I manage.




Chapter 7
We didn’t have sex again that night when we went to bed. We didn’t talk about any of it. I know she was thinking about what was going to happen next, just like I was, but it went unspoken until the following morning when Amy finally decided to broach the subject over breakfast.
“So, what we were talking about yesterday,” she avoided making eye contact with me over the kitchen table, so I could tell she felt awkward. I’d half-hoped that she might change her mind but she clearly wanted to push forward. “How do we go about it?”
“You mean the Nick thing?” I tried to sound casual.
“Yes. Do you want me to let Jane ask him, like she’s offered?” Amy finally looked at me then quickly away when she saw me studying her. “Or do you want to text him? I could even do it, I guess, but I’d be a bit shy.”
“I don’t know,” I knitted my forehead, trying to think of the best way to handle it. “It’s kind of weird, isn’t it? Asking him to fuck my wife? I mean, how do I even explain why without telling him I’ve got a small dick and risking him and all my friends laughing at me?”
“I’ll leave Jane to ask him then,” Amy decided.
“But at the same time, I don’t want him to have sex with you behind my back like I don’t know about it, and then he and all my friends laugh at me for that instead.”
“I could ask him not to tell anyone. Either about your penis size or about me and him having sex,” Amy offered then sighed. “ This isn’t easy, is it?”
“It makes me wonder if it’s all worth it,” I finished my breakfast and got my things together, ready for work.
“Adam,” Amy reached for my hand as I made to leave. “I want to do this. I feel like if I don’t, I’ll regret not trying it later in life. They say you regret the things you don’t do - the risks you don’t take, rather than the things you do.”
“I suppose,” I tried to give her a sincere smile but my mind was boiling over with emotions. “Get Jane to speak to him and see what he says. I’m also going to text him and think of some way of letting him know that I’m in on it all. I’d rather that than him think he’s getting one over on me and fucking my wife behind my back.”
“I can understand that,” Amy smiled back. “We’ll talk after work.”
For once I managed to concentrate and get some work done. Perhaps I was finally getting my head around this, or maybe I’d just learned how to push it to the back of my mind. Whichever it was, I got through the morning just fine but at lunch, I realised that I had to get in touch with Nick, one way or another.
He saved me the task. While I was eating a sandwich in the canteen, my phone beeped. I expected the incoming message to be from Amy, enquiring as to whether I’d texted Nick or not, but it was actually from him.
Hey bro. Are you okay?
That was all it said, but it was unlike Nick to send an ‘out-of-the-blue’ message like that just to see if I was okay. He was more the kind of guy to text when he wanted something or to ask when we were next getting together.
I’m good. I’m guessing Jane has spoken to you? I replied.
If she hadn’t - if he truly had decided to text to see how I was, bringing Jane up gave me a way into the difficult conversation to follow.
What? Well yeah but it’s kinda weird that you know that. What’s going on?
He didn’t know that I knew. I wondered what Amy had told Jane. Maybe Jane didn’t know that I was in on it. Perhaps she thought Amy was doing this behind my back. I didn’t want Nick to think that.
It’s all weird, to be honest. The whole thing. Amy and Jane have been talking and it’s all gone a bit nuts. Are you busy tonight? Might be easier to talk about it in person.
Nick didn’t reply right away, but when he did, I almost spat out the last bit of my chewed-up sandwich, startling several of my colleagues who were in the canteen with me.
I’m just gonna say it, Adam. Jane told me that Amy fancies me and wants me to fuck her. Says she wants a bit of fun, no-strings kind of thing. I thought you should know.
Nick obviously wasn’t sure if I was okay with this or not, or maybe unsure how much I actually knew. His texts felt like they were feeling me out.
I already know and it’s all cool. It’s kinda weird to talk about. Hard to explain by text. Let me know when you want to come over.
Nick again took a few minutes to reply but when he did, it got a little easier.
Right after your last message, Amy texted me and explained what’s going on. It’s all cool bro. I wasn’t sure if you knew what was happening or not. As you said, it’s weird but it’s all good. She’s invited me over and I’ve said I’ll be there around 7. See you tonight, if that’s okay?
I texted back that it was fine and I’d see him later, but the minute I pressed ‘send,’ I felt a wall of nervousness hit me. This wasn’t a situation I’d ever been in before. Nick was somewhat of a ladies’ man and probably used to talking openly about sex and maybe even scenarios like this, but I wasn’t. What did I say? It suddenly seemed easier to talk to him about it by text rather than face-to-face, but it was set up now. I’d just have to play it by ear and see how it went.
Later that afternoon, Amy finally did text me. I read it, and it said more or less what I expected.
I’ve been talking to Nick. He says he’s been messaging you too. Are you okay?
I wondered what to reply. I wanted to ask what they’d been texting about. Was it dirty talk? I didn’t want to know how that would make me feel, so I didn’t ask. I already felt uncomfortable enough with the whole situation.
I’ll tell you later. I was very weird but I sorta told him it was all cool. He’s coming over later so we’ll sort it out then. We should have a chat first. I hit send.
She didn’t reply so I spent the rest of the afternoon trying to predict how tonight was going to go but eventually realised that all I was doing was winding myself up and making myself more uptight about it. I decided that because this was Amy’s idea - it was Amy that wanted this - I’d leave much of the talking to her. That seemed fair even though I knew it was a bit of a cop-out by me.
“How’d your day go?” Amy asked me as soon as I walked through the front door.
“To say that I’ve had all this stuff on my mind, it went okay,” I smiled at her, trying to relax even though my entire body felt stiff with nervousness.
“Nick will be here soon,” Amy passed me a drink. It was usually a coffee when I first came home from work but this was a cold bottle of beer. She popped the lid off another one and drank heavily from it herself.
“Good idea,” I referenced the beer and she smiled back as I knocked almost the entire bottle down in one long gulp. “You look hot,” I complimented her.
She did. A light blue denim skirt covered most of her thighs but left a little showing and her crisp white blouse hugged her tits beautifully. Obviously, she’d made an effort for Nick.
“Thank you,” she glanced at me and I noticed she was blushing. Blushing! I guessed the thought of what tonight might bring was already affecting her. “So what’s the plan?” she asked.
I sat down, beckoning for her to sit next to me.
“This is kind of hard for me,” I pointed out the obvious, “So, I’m going to let you do most of the talking. What kind of stuff were you texting about earlier?”
“Well,” Amy sat next to me, fiddling with a strand of blonde hair, “He told me Jane had told him about me and that I wanted to have sex with him. I said I knew about him and Jane and he said he presumed that was where the conversation had sprung from. I said how things have gotten a bit boring in the bedroom at home and I wanted some fun and that Jane had suggested him to me.”
“Boring?” I coughed out some of the beer.
“I thought that was better than saying you had a small penis?”
“Barely,” I took another big swig of beer. “Anyway, tell me the rest.”
“He said he was flattered and would love to screw me, but he’s your friend and it wouldn’t be right. He said he doesn’t have time for Gerry so he didn’t feel any guilt about having sex with his wife, but he’d feel guilty doing it with me because of you.”
“So you told him that I’m in on it?”
“Yeah. I hope you don’t mind. You said you were going to tell him anyway and this gave me the perfect opportunity. I said you were understanding of the situation and you’d said Nick would be a good guy to do something with because you know him and trust him.”
I gave Amy a long look. She was good at this. She was managing it so much better than I thought she would. This was the first time she’d ever done this, wasn’t it? A small seed of doubt entered my mind for a moment but I pushed it away.
“Did he say anything about me?” I asked. “Was he shocked?”
“He said he was surprised, yeah,” Amy nodded, “But also deliriously happy because he’d fancied me for years. I said the same back.”
“Fuck, Amy. Don’t take it too far and make me look like an idiot.”
Amy blushed again, this time with a look of worry on her face. “Oh,” she said quietly, “I haven’t upset you, have I?”
“If I’m honest, this is all a bit strange and upsetting but it is what it is,” I shrugged. “We’ve come too far to back out now.”
Amy sighed. “I guess so. He’ll be here shortly. What’s the plan?”
“There are some more of these beers in the fridge, right?” I downed my second bottle and waved the empty at her. When she nodded, I continued, “We just chill, have a few beers and talk. See what happens. No plan as such.”
There was a knock at the door soon after that. Amy and I shared a look and I could see anxiety in her face. “Will you let him in?” she asked.
I didn’t answer, I just went to the door and opened it to see my friend standing there, a smile on his face and another case of beer in his hand.
“Hey,” he hoisted the beers in front of my face. “I brought beer.”
“We have some already but it’s more to go around,” I smiled back, despite the awkwardness I felt at his reason for being here.
“Cool”, he muttered, stepping past me and into the living room where Amy was sitting, pretending to be immersed in whatever was on TV. “Hey Amy,” Nick went right over and sat next to her so that I’d have to sit in the chair opposite. “Beer?”
“I already have one,” she showed him the bottle in her hand, “But I’ll take another.” She drank what was left in her bottle and took a fresh one from him. “Would you get an opener?” she called over to me.
When I came back from the kitchen with the cap opener in hand, Nick already had her relaxed and laughing. He was a good guy. A year older than me, three years more than Amy, we’d been friends since college, so we all knew each other well. He was taller than me by a couple of inches, slightly slimmer but toned and fit from his favourite hobby, swimming. His light brown hair was long but always styled well, flowing around his ears and swept back at the front. He wasn’t exactly Robert Redford, but good-looking enough. He’d never had problems getting girls in all the time I’d known him.
They both popped the lids from their beers and took a drink while I did the same and sat opposite them as a slightly awkward silence descended on us for a couple of minutes.
“Well, this is awkward,” Nick eventually spoke up, just as I was about to. “Look, we’re all adults here. We should be able to talk about sex. We’ve all known each other long enough.”
Again, I was about to speak but Amy got in there first.
“Couples do this sort of thing all the time,” she glanced at me and I noticed she was red in the cheeks yet again. “It’s not something we should be embarrassed about.”
Nick turned to me. “Amy says you’re fine with her sleeping with a few guys,” he lifted his chin. “That’s very cool of you, bro.”
“She has my permission,” I managed to croak. My voice was tight. The words didn’t want to come out. I took another swig of beer and cleared my throat. “She’s only ever been with me, so I guess it’s natural that she might be a bit curious about other men.”
I realised what he’d said - ‘a few guys’ - plural - but before I could raise it with Amy, she smiled and cut me off.
“And we thought you could be my first,” she said, glancing at me to make sure what she was saying was okay. “We know you, so it’s safer than me going with some random stranger off Tinder or something.”
Tinder? What? We hadn’t even discussed anything other than Nick. I tried to catch her attention to give her some sort of look to say ‘slow down’ but Nick jumped in.
“Well, I’m more than happy to help out,” he shrugged, unbuttoning the top button of his black shirt and relaxing now we were talking more freely. “So you’ve never even kissed a guy, the whole time you’ve been with Adam?”
“I’ve never done anything - not even kissed anyone - since school,” Amy’s eyes were fixed on Nick. “That’s so embarrassing, isn’t it? A bit pathetic, really.”
“Not at all,” his attention was fully on Amy now. “I think it’s sweet but also sad that you’ve missed out. Most women sleep with - I dunno, six or seven guys? Before they settle down, I mean. And then it’s pretty common for them to have a fling or two while they’re married. As you say, lots of couples do this sort of thing.”
I cringed, watching them flirt because I felt so uncomfortable. This wasn’t right. This was my wife, my lovely, innocent Amy, but it wasn’t the girl I’d married. She’d been besotted with me back then, but right now, she was sitting next to one of my best friends, her body and legs touching his, they were sat that close, their faces just inches apart, flirting heavily.
I watched as he leaned a little closer and she reciprocated so that their lips touched, but the kiss was only brief. Amy broke it off and looked over at me, Nick doing the same.
“Are you sure you’re okay with this?” she asked and suddenly I realised what was happening. They were intending to do it - tonight, maybe right now.
“I might go for a walk - have a quick drink at the pub,” I suggested. “Leave you to talk about it and… whatever, you know?”
“Are you sure?” Nick asked this time.
I wasn’t sure. It felt unreal. It shouldn’t be happening, but it was. If I stopped it now, I’d look like a complete idiot. “Yeah, it’s all good,” I reassured him, finishing my third beer. “I just feel like a third wheel, sitting here.”
Nick nodded sagely. “Go have a couple of beers at the pub,” he agreed. “Amy or me will text you when we’re done.”
I almost asked what ‘done’ meant. Done talking? Or done fucking? But I didn’t. This was weird enough, letting my friend have sex with my wife. The best I could hope for was to appear cool with it like it wasn’t a huge deal and that I was big enough to cope with it. My dignity was all I had left at that moment.
Amy watched me leave, with that look of concern on her face again, but I winked at her as I walked out, trying to reassure her. I didn’t want her to feel bad. If she was going to do this - I wanted her to enjoy it - not too much - but I did want it to be a positive experience for her.
I closed the door behind me and walked to the pub for what was going to be the most excruciating couple of hours of my life so far.




Chapter 8
The local pub, The Rose and Crown, was only a fifteen-minute walk away, slightly more on the way back because of the combination of alcohol and an uphill climb, but I didn’t rush the walk. One thing I did rush was my next drink as soon as I got there, followed by ordering another one.
“Slow down, Adam.” The bartender knew me well enough to know that it wasn’t like me to gulp my lagers down. “Everything okay?”
“Few things going on at home, you know how it is,” I gave him a weak grin. What an understatement that was.
“We’ve all been there,” he consoled me and passed me my second pint.
I felt like saying, ‘No, you really haven’t been there,’ but managed to refrain. Instead, I walked away with my drink and found a quiet spot in the corner where I could sit in peace and try to switch my brain off for a while. I put my phone on the table with the screen unlocked so I’d see any messages come through right away but for now, the screen remained just the wallpaper - a picture of Amy on vacation last year, looking happy, like she didn’t have a care in the world. How quickly things changed.
I sat there for an hour. No text came through.
Two hours. Still no text.
How long were they going to be? Maybe Amy had changed her mind and didn’t want to go through with it. Perhaps they were just talking it over. It could be that she was happy with just a little kissing and perhaps some fumbling around. How would I feel if she just did that? I’d be relieved. How would I feel if she gave him a handjob? Jealous, I decided, but fine. A blow job? If he got her tits out; if he fingered her; if he fucked her…
Stop, I told myself. I had to stop thinking about it. I ordered another drink. I could feel my head spinning from the - what was it now - six beers? Seven? I was probably at my limit, so I changed my order to a diet coke. I needed a clear head to process whatever was going to come next.
Still no text though. I was fine sitting here all night, I realised. It was delaying the inevitable aftermath. The beer had slowed down my thoughts to a manageable level of anxiety. They could take as long as they needed, I decided, my reasoning being that the longer they took, the less likely it was that anything sexual was happening. If he’d gone all the way, surely it’d just happen and then he’d want to be out of the way afterwards - to let me and Amy sort our business out.
Or whatever. I couldn’t think straight, but that was fine. The Rose and Crown had music playing and there was football on the TV directly from where I was sitting.
But then I saw someone walk into the pub. One of the last people I’d want to talk to right now. Gerry, Jane’s husband.
He didn’t see me. He walked right past with his usual swagger, people moving out of the way of his broad frame as he made straight for the bar. Gerry was a big guy. Wide, though as much with fat as muscle, with a completely bald head and numerous tattoos showing over the neck of his t-shirt and down his arms. As he ordered himself a drink, I saw him turn slowly, looking around the bar for people he knew. I ducked my head down out of sight for a moment, hoping he hadn’t seen me.
When I looked up, he’d moved. I saw him near the gaming machines, talking to a petite brunette and decided it was time to make my exit before he saw me and tried to make conversation. It wasn’t like me to spend time in the pub on my own, so he’d ask about that and I didn’t know what, if anything, Jane had told him about my predicament.
I finished my coke and made my way outside. It was colder than it’d been when I first made my way here, well over two hours since. I checked my phone. Still no text. What were they doing? Maybe I didn’t want to know.
I decided to have a slow walk home. I could have sat outside in the beer garden - the Rose and Crown didn’t close for another hour, but soon it’d be closing time and I’d have to walk home then anyway, so a slow walk - the long way around - seemed sensible. It’d also give me time to clear my head.
Half an hour later, I arrived on our street. My phone was still blank. No messages. Should I call Amy to see if she was okay? Or would that seem controlling or overprotective? I walked down the street to my house and saw that the lights were off, apart from the living room which was dimly lit - illuminated only by the light cast from the TV.
Had he gone? Maybe Amy had just forgotten to message me. She could have fallen asleep. I couldn’t just walk in to find out though, could I? I might end up walking in on them - doing… well, whatever.
I opened the gate quietly and strolled up the drive, then had an idea. The curtains were open, I could look through discretely and if she was asleep, I’d see her.
Perhaps because I was drunk, perhaps I just didn’t think it through properly, but looking through the living room window was a mistake.
Amy wasn’t asleep. Nick was still there, totally naked, sitting on the sofa. Amy was also naked, kneeling in front of him with her back to me. Her head was buried in his lap, moving up and down. Nick’s hands were tangled in her blonde hair as she sucked his cock, urging her head further down and I saw her gag and come up for air before going back down on him again.
I watched, transfixed for several minutes until I saw him finally tense up and push her head back down one more time. I couldn’t hear anything through the double-glazed windows but I could tell from how he screwed his face up and how Amy stopped moving her head for a moment, then suddenly came up and wiped her face with her hand - that she’d made him cum in her mouth.
That seemed shocking to me, for some reason. I don’t know why. She’d let me cum in her mouth for ‘special treats’ like she’d done the other night, but it wasn’t that often, however she’d just swallowed Nick’s cum the very first night they’d done anything.
Seeing Amy and Nick naked together looked so wrong. I didn’t want to keep looking but I had to. She moved and sat next to him on the sofa and I saw his eyes roam her body from her curvy thighs up to her large breasts but my own eyes were drawn to his dick. He was going soft already but his dick looked much longer and thicker than mine. He was shaved down there too, so it looked even more impressive - and then suddenly I saw him look towards the window where I was standing.
Shit. I hurled myself out of view, pressing my body to the wall. After a few moments, I dared to look back carefully through the window and saw them both getting dressed, then my phone bleeped with a message.
Shit. Had they heard it?
I didn’t want them to find me lurking in the garden. That would seem weird, so I cautiously crept out of the garden and ran a couple of hundred yards up the street, well out of view. Only then did I take my phone out and read the message. It was from Amy.
Nick is going in a minute if you want to come home.
She mentioned nothing about what they’d done. Was I supposed to ask, or would she tell me?
I’m having a slow walk home now, I texted back. Are you okay? Did you have a good night?
Before Amy could text back, I received one from Nick.
I’m going home, bro. Safe to come home now. I was gentle with her, don’t worry. We should do this again sometime. Maybe you can join in next time?
He was gentle with her? Join in? I thought she’d just given him a blow job, maybe he’d played with her too - judging from the fact that she was naked. Had they… fucked? A text came through from Amy. I opened it.
I had a great time. Thank you for letting me do this. I love you so much. When you get in, come straight to bed. I’m waiting for you.
I didn’t text Nick or Amy back. I just wanted to get home. I was sobering up and with the slow return of sobriety came a rising anxiety. I saw Nick emerge through our garden gate and I slowed up, waiting until he’d turned away and was walking down the street before I headed down and into the house.
Amy had turned the TV off. The house was dark but I could smell something. Beer, at first, but then something else. Sweat. That smell that sometimes lingers after… I kicked my shoes off and called out to Amy that I was home.
“I’m up here in bed,” she called back. Her voice was a little slurred, an indication that they’d continued drinking after I’d gone.
I headed up and turned into the bedroom, then stopped. Amy was still naked, lying in bed, with the covers just covering her from the waist down. Her large breasts were bare and one of her hands was teasing her nipples as I walked in. She gazed at me without saying anything, biting her lower lip and waiting for me to join her in bed.
I slowly undressed, feeling Amy watch me. When I looked at her again she was still playing with her tits and there was a look on her face I didn’t recognise. Was it anxiety? Lust? Guilt? In the low light of the bedside lamp, it was hard to tell. Whatever it was, it wasn’t Amy.
“What are you doing?” I said with a laugh. “Trying to act sexy?”
Amy’s face returned to her usual expression and her hand slipped from her boob. “I’m horny and trying to be naughty for you.”
“You don’t have to be anything other than you.” I was down to my boxer shorts as I climbed into bed next to her. Her body felt warm against me as I moved close. “So, are you… okay?”
I felt too awkward to just plain outright what they’d done while I’d been out. It felt strange to even have to ask that question.
Amy seemed to feel the same. Her hand moved under the covers, brushing over my cock through the shorts. “I’m fine, yes. Are you?” Her hand squeezed my dick. “Do you - um, want to know what we did?”
“It’s up to you. Whatever you’re comfortable telling me.” I needed to know everything but I didn’t want to appear pushy. I was trying to be cool about it still, even with Amy.
“Are you comfortable hearing it though?” Amy’s hand moved inside my shorts, taking hold of me and beginning to stroke me. I was already semi-erect and felt myself growing harder.
“Not really,” I said honestly, “But I kind of need to know, don’t I?”
“Okay, so right after you left,” Amy started, her hand still working my cock, “Nick kissed me again, then told me that I could stop ‘this’ anytime I wanted. I told him I was fine and that if I felt bad or anything, I’d stop him - so he didn’t have to worry. Then we kissed some more and he took my blouse off and pulled my panties down from under my skirt. Then-”
“Stop,” I slowed her down. My cock was painfully hard now for some reason and I felt the tingle that meant I was going to cum soon. I didn’t tell her that though. It made no sense why I was suddenly so aroused. I should be angry. I should be jealous. I was feeling both of those emotions but for some reason, they were buried beneath sheer excitement and arousal.
“Okay, I’m sorry,” Amy apologised, pulling away from me but I put my arms around her instead and leaned in to kiss her. For a second, I hesitated, remembering what had been in her mouth just minutes before, but it didn’t stop me. Our lips touched and I felt her sigh with arousal - just as I tasted the salty tinge of Nick’s cum on her tongue. It made me flinch slightly, but again I wasn’t going to let anything stop me taking what was mine - Amy was my wife, no matter what she’d just done.
As we kissed, her hand went back to my cock but I pushed it away and tugged down my shorts, then got on top of her. Amy’s thighs opened for me and I slid myself into her. Her pussy felt very wet, almost sticky and strangely cool.
“Does it feel different?” Amy asked me softly. The moment I’d pushed into her, I’d stopped and she sensed what I was thinking. “Can you tell I’m not your innocent little Amy any more? Down there, I mean. Can you tell that I’ve been with someone else?”
“So you had sex?” I asked, then immediately felt stupid for asking. As I slid my cock out of her to push it back in, I felt some cum leak from her, making it suddenly obvious that she had.
“Of course I did,” Amy chuckled. “What do you think we were doing for three hours or however long it was? Nick didn’t come over to just kiss.”
“I know. I just wasn’t sure how far you’d go - it was the first date, kind of, and I wasn’t sure how nervous you’d be,” I stammered slightly. I was totally out of my comfort zone but Amy’s pussy felt so good and I couldn’t help but to stroke my cock in and out of her, despite it being slick with another man’s semen.
“Nick just took control,” Amy explained, “He didn’t waste any time. He undressed me, went down on me and I was so horny that it just kind of all happened naturally. I’m sorry. Did you not want me to?”
“It’s just a lot to take in,” I replied, fucking her harder and faster as she told me more.
“Then he got his cock out,” Amy continued, “And I was like, ‘wow.’ He wasn’t even fully hard and much bigger than you. I don’t mean that to sound nasty,” she pointed out, “But I couldn’t wait to play with it and suck it.”
I remembered how big it had looked when I’d seen it - the length and thickness of an average cucumber and that was when it was going soft after cumming in Amy’s mouth.
“So you sucked it?” I asked, knowing that she had, but letting her answer.
“I gave him a long blow job,” Amy was smiling as she recalled it all, “But then he said he wanted me and the next thing he was on top of me and inside me and…”
“It felt good?” I finished for her.
“Really good,” she confirmed. “I had an orgasm. That’s the first time I’ve ever cum on a dick. It felt like nothing else I’ve ever felt before.”
I was fucking her fast and hard now, but she wasn’t even feeling it by the way her mind was elsewhere. She was recounting the events of earlier to me without even a moan.
“I let him cum inside me the first time,” Amy said softly, “I hope you don’t mind. Then the second time we did it, he did me from behind. I came again but he said he wanted to cum in my mouth, so he sat down and I finished him off with another blow job. That was right before he left.”
They’d fucked twice. My mind was spinning but the only thing I could think of was how good her pussy felt as I came hard. I pushed my cock as deep into her as I could, feeling my entire body convulse as I spurted every last drop of sperm inside her, then I rolled off, fighting to get my breath back.
“I guess you’re not mad at me, then?” Amy giggled.
“I’m not mad,” I managed to reply after a moment or two. “I think I needed to - what’s the word - reclaim you if that makes sense.
That was definitely a part of it, now that the lust was clearing from my mind. Amy was mine and there’d been a need inside me - subconsciously - to reclaim and take back what was mine. To scrape out Nick’s spunk and replace it with my own.
“I get that,” Amy whispered, curling up against me. “It makes sense. I quite like it, actually.”
“I love you,” I whispered back, suddenly feeling tired but Amy didn’t reply and I realised she had dozed off. She must be exhausted. I stared at her gorgeous features for a moment, enjoying her face and remembering how she’d looked at me that day in church when she’d made her vows - for it to be me and only me for the rest of our lives. Things had changed but she was still the same Amy.
I turned the bedside light off, closed my eyes and fell asleep feeling much easier about the whole thing than I’d ever have expected to.




Chapter 9
Things felt a bit strained the following morning. I was suffering from a hangover and Amy complained of one too, so neither of us was quite in the right frame of mind to properly review the events of last night. I had a coffee but dodged any breakfast, promising her that I’d have something at work but I didn’t touch anything until lunchtime, when I managed to eat (and keep down) a sandwich from the canteen, just after which Amy called me.
“Everything okay?” she asked with a level of worry audible in her voice. “I thought you might have text or called.”
“I’m fine. Just hungover,” I reassured her. “Are you?”
“Me too,” Amy’s voice went quiet. “I meant are you okay about what happened last night?”
“I think so,” I whispered, covering my mouth with my hand to shield anyone in the canteen from hearing me what I was talking about. “I can’t believe it happened, but it did and you enjoyed it, so it’s cool.”
“I really did enjoy it,” Amy replied in hushed tones. “You seemed to as well. You were so horny in bed. I’ve never felt you so hard.”
“I’m not sure how I feel about it,” I confessed, “It’s a lot to digest and it’ll take a lot of processing I guess, but this is about you and how you feel. It’s not about me. It’s your thing you’re working out.”
“I’m so grateful,” Amy thanked me, “But of course it’s about you too. We’re in this marriage together. It’s a joint thing, so if you enjoyed it too, it’d make me feel better.”
“Do you feel guilty today?” I asked, looking around to make sure no one was listening.
“Kind of,” she admitted, “But I want to do it again at the same time. I want to explore this side of me, but I won’t risk our marriage. That’s how I feel today.”
“That’s good to hear,” I replied, referring more to her not wanting to risk our marriage than her wanting to do it again. I thought about maybe texting Nick and telling him to keep his diary clear for the next week, but I didn’t say that to Amy. “We’ll talk properly tonight, okay?”
“That’s why I’m calling,” Amy explained, “Jane wants to hear about what happened. I feel a bit strange telling her on the phone so she mentioned coming over later. I said I’d talk to you and check it’s okay.”
“Sure.” It would do Amy some good to have someone to talk to about it and I’d rather her talk to the experienced Jane than her sister.
We ended the call and I worked through the afternoon, feeling gradually better now I’d eaten and I was in quite good spirits when I walked through the door to find Jane already there.
“Hi, Adam,” she greeted me as I breezed into the kitchen.
Jane was a looker. She always had been. A year older than Amy, but somehow younger-looking, she had dark brown hair, immaculately styled and hanging halfway down her back. Her body was the perfect hourglass, not as busty as Amy but with that bust-to-waist-to-hips ratio that emphasized what she did have. What she was doing with a middle-aged thug like Gerry, I didn’t know, but they’d been together for a few years now and had tied the knot in the last twelve months.
“Hello,” I said, slipping my coat off and taking the coffee that Amy passed me. “I thought you were coming over later.”
“She was originally,” Amy informed me, “But she got free from work earlier than expected so they came right over. That’s okay, isn’t it? They haven’t eaten so I thought we could eat together.”
They?
“Hi,” came Gerry’s voice from behind me right as I was turning around. Jane’s big bald husband clapped a meaty hand on my shoulder. “How’s it going?”
“I’m good, thanks.” My heart sank. I didn’t like Gerry but here he was. Jane had probably brought him over to distract me so she could talk with Amy about last night.
“The football’s starting in a minute,” he pointed into the living room so I followed him in there, giving Amy a ‘thanks a lot’ type of look as I left her Jane in the kitchen.
A short time later, Amy brought us food. It was only pizza, so we could eat it in front of the TV. I was grateful for the excuse not to talk. Making small talk with Gerry could be excruciatingly difficult at times. He was into his cars, being a mechanic, whereas I was more of a current affairs kind of guy. We talked football, the one thing we did have in common as we watched the game, but even then I still felt uncomfortable in his presence.
“Beer?” I asked Gerry, as I took the empty pizza boxes away. He grunted ‘yeah’ at me and I threw the boxes in the bin then walked by the kitchen, trying to overhear Amy and Jane. Unfortunately, they saw me idling by the door and guessed what I was doing.
“You can join in the conversation if you like,” Jane grinned wryly at me. “You don’t have to be shy. Amy’s told me everything. I have to say you’re a good husband to let her do this. A lot of men wouldn’t stand for it.”
“I’m trying to be a good husband,” I agreed, “It’s not easy but it is what it is. Thank you for helping her.” That sounded cringy. I felt my cheeks burning up. Was I embarrassed?
“I’m happy to be of service,” Jane’s full lips curved up at the edges. “I’ve been telling Amy for ages that she should have some fun. She met you way too young. No disrespect intended.”
I wasn’t sure how to take that. “Well, if there’s anyone for her to learn from about having fun, it’s you.” I smiled, trying to take the edge off the comment.
Jane raised her eyebrows and nodded at me, enjoying the verbal sparring, as she often did. “Oh I know how to have fun alright and I’m glad that Amy finally does now.”
I laughed. “Seriously though, I have to admit Nick was a good idea. Someone we know and trust. Amy’s filled you in on last night’s events, I take it? We had great sex afterwards, so I got something out of it too. Maybe I should thank you for that?”
I was trying to be cool about it like I had with Nick, but it was hard with Jane. She was one of those women that seemed to see right through you. She could be intimidating at times and I’d learned not to spar with her too long. It was easier to let her have the final word sometimes and to let her ‘win’ but this time I wanted her to know that I was the one in control of this situation and that I was ‘winning’ as much as Amy was.
Jane was about to reply but Amy cut her off, for some reason. “Yes, I’ve told her everything. I think she just wanted to know if Nick preferred me in bed to herself, but she won’t admit to it.”
Both women laughed and I joined in sarcastically, rolling my eyes but shut up as Gerry joined us in the kitchen.
“What’s the joke?” he asked as I got him a beer from the fridge and passed it to him.
Shit. I saw the two women share a look but as I was about to make something up, Amy grinned at him. “I said I think Jane wanted to know about last night so urgently because she’s worried Nick might think I’m better in bed to her.”
Oh my god. Amy, what the fuck? I stared at Gerry, waiting for his response but he just laughed too.
He knew. Not only about Jane fucking Nick behind his back, but that Amy had sex with him last night. A little part of me died inside. The last person I’d want to know about this was the obnoxious Gerry.
“I’m not saying you’re not good, Amy,” Gerry chuckled, taking a sip of the beer, “You’ve got a fantastic pair of tits on you and I reckon you’re probably fun in the sack, but you’d have to go some to be better than my Jane. She’s pure filth.”
“Gerry knows too,” Amy said to me, pointing out the obvious.
“When Amy texted me last night to say that you’d gone to the Rose and Crown, I sent Gerry looking for you,” Jane added. “I thought it might be good for you to have someone to talk to.”
“Couldn’t find you though,” Gerry told me. “Must have just missed you.”
“Either that or you weren’t at the pub because you were in the garden, watching through the window,” Jane suggested.
“What?” I exclaimed. “No, I was at the pub, but later… Wait. How...”
“Nick saw you,” Jane replied. “I spoke to him last night and he said he noticed you watching, just after Amy had finished giving him a blowie. He didn’t know how long you’d been there. That was very sly, Adam.”
“Is that right?” Amy rounded on me, her eyes narrowed. “You didn’t tell me that.”
“No,” I defended myself. “I was at the pub, but I’d had too much to drink so I had a slow walk home. I got home and you still hadn’t text so I looked through the window to see if Nick had gone home and maybe you’d fallen asleep or just forgotten to message me.”
“Yeah, right,” Amy raised an eyebrow.
“All I saw was him finish in your mouth. I swear. I didn’t see anything else. I was in the Rose and Crown. Call Eric, the bartender. He’ll tell you I was there all night.”
That seemed to appease Amy. Her expression softened. “Fair enough, You should have told me though,” then she turned to Jane. “So what else did Nick say? You didn’t mention you’d spoken to him?”
“He wouldn’t tell her anything,” Gerry answered. “Jane had made him promise to call and let us know that it’d gone okay. She was worried, that was all. So he called late last night when he got home and told her that it had all gone well, then about Adam watching but he wouldn’t say anything else. I think you might be right about Jane being a bit jealous.”
It was Jane’s turn to give her husband the narrow-eyed stare now but he just smirked at her so she turned to Amy. “I’m quite happy to share Nick with you. It’s not jealousy. I just like hearing the dirty details.”
“It got Jane really fucking horny last night,” Gerry revealed. “She fucked my brains out after Nick’s call and I know it was because she got all turned on thinking about her cute little best friend getting a proper seeing-to by Nick and his big dick.”
“Ignore him,” Jane told Amy then looked at me. “Did you get turned on seeing Amy suck another man’s cock?”
“What?” I exhaled sharply. “You can’t just ask a question like that, Jane.”
“Of course I can,” Jane shrugged, “You already said you had great sex afterwards and Amy said your cock was as hard as steel when you got into bed. That would indicate to me that you liked it.”
“Amy was naked in bed,” I countered, “And the sight of my naked wife always gets me hard.” I couldn’t decide if Jane was simply being curious or if she was trying to belittle me slightly.
“Most men would be turned off having sex with their wife if they knew she’d been fucked by another man right beforehand.” Her blue eyes bored into my face. “Especially with his cum still inside her. A lot of men would at least make her have a shower first.”
“I didn’t know she’d gone all the way at that point,” I defended myself, “And I definitely didn’t expect her to still have his cum in there. How do you feel about that sort of thing, Gerry?”
I threw the question at Jane’s husband, trying to divert the attention away from myself and end the conversation but Gerry didn’t seem to mind at all. “How do I feel about what?” He asked me to clarify. “About Jane’s pussy being full of another man’s spunk? I don’t mind it. It’s just spunk. It feels pretty good sometimes, adding to it. It’s kinda dirty, you know?”
Even though he was only reaffirming the exact feeling that I’d experienced last night, being so horny that I didn’t care, I felt like I was on the back foot for some reason so I fired another question at him, trying to level the playing field.
“Fair enough but also, how do you feel about your wife fucking someone with a bigger cock?”
Again, he didn’t even flinch at the question. “Jane’s just got a high sex drive,” he paused. “Let’s all go into the living room and sit down to talk?”
We did just that and as I sat down, I felt myself starting to relax. I realised that Gerry might be able to help me in a similar way to how Jane was helping Amy rationalise her feelings.
“Can I ask you something?” I asked again and Gerry nodded so I asked, “Don’t you find it difficult to reconcile the fact that you can’t satisfy Jane, so she has to go elsewhere? Maybe you can help me deal with it.”
It was the most open and honest thing I’d said all night so it felt like a bit of a low blow when they all burst out laughing.
“It’s not that Gerry can’t satisfy me,” Jane furrowed her forehead at me, “Why would you think that? He’s a demon in bed. He fucks the living shit out of me sometimes. Why else would I marry him? He’s hardly Brad Pitt, is he?”
Gerry pointed a finger at his wife. “Oi. That’s not very nice.”
“Shut up, dear,” Jane laughed then faced me again. “Gerry’s not got a huge dick, he’s average but quite girthy, however, no - I sleep with Nick and other people because we like doing it. I get to have fun with other guys and in return I let Gerry fuck other women. We have an open marriage. But that doesn’t mean there’s something wrong in our bedroom department. We do what we do because it adds to what we have and stops things ever getting boring. It works for us.”
“Oh,” I felt stupid. “I misunderstood. I need the toilet if you’ll just give a minute.”
Amy looked at me with a worried expression but I slipped out of the room before she could move to stop me and quickly climbed the stairs, just to get out of the way and let my embarrassment fade. I didn’t actually need to pee, but I went for one anyway just to pass a few minutes and to give me time to pull myself together and recover my ‘cool.’
When I came out of the bathroom, Jane was waiting outside.
“I’m sorry,” she said quietly. “I didn’t mean to come across as blunt or tactless. Are you okay?”
“I’m fine,” I forced my ‘cool’ face and a fake smile.
“I thought Amy had explained mine and Gerry’s situation,” Jane explained.
“No, she didn’t, but I’m okay now. I’m getting my head around things slowly.”
Jane nodded thoughtfully but didn’t move and when I made to walk around her and down the stairs, she stopped me by holding my arm. “Is it really only four inches?” she asked quietly, “Your dick?”
“Slightly bigger,” I informed her curtly. I didn’t correct her by saying it was actually four-and-a-half because that just sounded pathetic in my head, adding the extra half an inch.
“Show me,” Jane said. “I want to see.”
“Why?” I cast a look over the top of the stairs to make sure Amy or Gerry weren’t close enough to hear any of this.
“I’ve had a lot of dick,” Jane confessed, “But I’ve never seen one less than about - hmm, I’d say five inches. I’m just curious.”
“I’m not showing you my penis, Jane,” I folded my arms. “I can’t believe you’re even asking.”
“I won’t laugh or anything,” Jane promised. She also looked down the stairs. “Please. Look, I know what I’m talking about when it comes to sex. Maybe I can give you some advice on how to do things better, but I can’t do that unless I know what I’m working with.”
“Really?” I gave her a doubting look.
“One look,” Jane’s blue eyes stared into mine again. “So I know Amy isn’t exaggerating. I promise I’ll try to help.”
I held her gaze, trying to work her motivations out. When I didn’t reply, her hands went to the waistband of my jeans and popped the button.
“For fucks’ sake,” I gave up. “You better not laugh though. I’ll be seriously pissed off if you laugh.”
“I won’t,” Jane smiled an actual honest, genuine smile which was a rare thing for her.
“And hurry up before Gerry and Amy wonder what we’re doing,” I hissed.
She pulled my jeans and shorts down.




Chapter 10
“Oh, it is small,” Jane said as she looked at my cock.from the embarrassment I’d felt downstairs - so it was literally just the size of my finger tip.
“Hold on a second,” I said hurriedly and reached down, stretching it out with my finger and thumb and then shaking it so that it filled out to more of its normal length. “It sometimes shrinks a bit when I’m wearing tight underwear. There you go.”
I moved my hand away. It was maybe three inches at a guess but most men’s penises were smaller when flaccid. Jane crouched down for a closer look, then looked up at my face.
“It’s still not much bigger,” she pointed at it, her finger only a couple of inches away from touching me. “Are you a grower, not a shower?”
“Obviously it gets bigger when hard,” I answered.
“Get it hard then,” Jane stood up and looked downstairs again. “I need to know what I’m working with and I presume you fuck Amy with your hard dick, not your soft one.”
“I can’t just get it hard.”
Jane rolled her eyes. “Of course you can. Just wank off or something. We don’t have a lot of time as you said, they’ll wonder where we are soon.”
“This is fucking ridiculous,” I grumbled but took hold of myself and stroked it as quickly as I could but my penis wasn’t responding. “It doesn’t get hard on command, you know?”
Jane tapped her lip, thinking to herself for a second, then lifted her top to reveal a perfect pair of breasts held in place by a lacy white bra. “34C,” she told me. Then she pulled the bra down so that they fell free. Her small pink nipples pointed straight forward; they were incredibly perky. “And yes, they’re real, before you ask.”
My cock twitched and then with another couple of strokes, it stiffened to something approaching its full size. I let go, so that it was pointing straight forward and Jane lowered herself down again, leaning in to examine me closer.
“Don’t get any ideas, I’m not sucking or fucking you,” she said quietly as she took my cock in her hand and eased the skin all the way back, giving me a gentle squeeze. “Is this as hard and as big as it gets?”
“More or less,” I admitted, knowing that I wasn’t up to her standards, penis-wise.
“Well, I can see why Amy isn’t cumming with you,” Jane let go of me and stood up. “It’s not long or thick enough to do it for her, but let me have a think on it and I’ll try to come up with some ideas. Now put it away before they come looking for us.”
She pulled her bra back up and her top down and left me standing there with a now painfully hard cock. I waited for another minute until my erection had subsided slightly, then I followed her back into the living room.
Amy must have known I’d gone upstairs out of embarrassment because she quickly moved to the sofa where I sat and placed herself on my knee. “This is going to stop our marriage from getting boring, Adam. That’s why we’re doing this. It’s similar to what Jane and Gerry do. If you want to sleep with another woman, we could have a conversation about that…”
“I don’t,” I informed her. “I’m quite happy with what we have.”
“That’s good,” Jane glanced at her husband and then at Amy and for a minute an awkward silence hung in the air.
“Probably for the best,” Gerry added.
I looked sideways at him. “What do you mean?”
“Because it gets complicated,” he said slowly, “But also, if I’m honest, if your prick is as small as Amy says, then it’s just gonna be difficult, isn’t it? I mean you don’t want women laughing at you or whatever.”
“It’s not like, absolutely tiny, you know?” I said firmly. “It’s not a micropenis. It’s just on the smaller side of average. Amy was happy with it for long enough.”
“I was,” Amy defended me, “To be fair to Adam, I was.”
“Until you realised that it was small,” Jane corrected her. “And it is small. I mean, if you say it’s the size you say it is - four inches or so. That’s way too small for most women.”
Again, I resisted the temptation to correct her about the extra half-inch. “Whatever, it doesn’t matter anyway because Amy is more than enough for me.” I directed that at Jane, suggesting that maybe she wasn’t enough for Gerry but she ignored the subtle inference.
“Did you get a proper look at Nick’s?” Jane asked me. “If you did, you’ll understand why Amy wants bigger. The difference is significant.”
“I didn’t want to look at his cock, so no I didn’t,” I lied. “I’m not gay. I don’t want to look at other men’s cocks, thanks.”
“It’s not about being gay,” Gerry laughed, “It’s just human nature. Curiosity. Surely you’ve looked at other guys once or twice when you’ve been pissing next to them in the pub toilet?”
“No,” I replied honestly. “I really haven’t.”
“Look at mine,” Gerry said, standing up and pulling down his jeans and pants before I could stop him. “I know you’re not gay, so don’t worry. Just look. I’m not huge but I bet I’m noticeably bigger than you.”
His dick hung down and he was right, he was much thicker and longer than I was fully erect, even though he was flaccid. “Very nice,” I said sarcastically. “You can put it away now. Point made.”
“Amy saw it the other week, didn’t you?” he grinned at her and waved his dick at her. It was growing slightly harder so that it stood out in front of him. It wasn’t huge but I saw Amy look at it - a little bit longer than she should have. “When I came out of the shower, I caught her looking.”
“That’s what got her started on all this,” Jane told me what I already knew. “But last night, she let Nick fuck her and she’ll have other guys and if what you told me was true - that you had great sex afterwards - then it’ll enliven your own sex life. It’s a win-win for both of you.”
Amy was still looking at Gerry’s dick until he pulled his jeans up around his chubby belly once more, then she agreed with Jane. “I do want to try a few more cocks, as many as I can and it’d be good to try some different sizes. As you said,” she turned to me, “It’ll maybe get all of this out of my system. And you can’t deny it got you horny last night. You fucked me like a man possessed. Your cock was rock hard.”
“But you told me you still couldn’t feel him,” Gerry laughed out loud. “I’m sorry, Adam. I don’t mean to take the piss. It is funny though, you have to admit.”
“Hilarious,” I growled. “I think it’s time we ended this conversation now. You’re taking it too far.”
“Gerry, that was a bit out of order,” Jane admonished her husband, “But yeah, it’s time we were going anyway. Work tomorrow and all that - plus I think, we should let Adam and Amy have some time to talk without us around.”
Gerry nodded and the two of them finished their drinks and left shortly afterwards. I didn’t say anything to them other than goodbye. I just sat and watched the TV, trying to regain my composure. I felt stupid for reacting to Gerry - I knew that he could be antagonistic and that Jane could be provocative so I shouldn’t have risen to the bait, but once they’d gone, I felt myself cooling down and I apologised to Amy as she came and sat next to me.
“Well, I thought that went well,” I said sarcastically, attempting to alleviate the mood. “I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have reacted. I know Gerry was teasing me.”
“Jane was too,” Amy shrugged. “Don’t let it bother you. In fact, I think in some ways, we should embrace the fact you’ve got a small dick and learn to laugh about it. It’s a way of dealing with things that bother you - to make it into a joke.”
“I don’t think many guys would agree that people laughing at their dick helps with anything,” I countered. “Did you really tell Jane that you couldn’t feel me last night?”
“Yes, if I’m being honest,” she looked at me with an innocent expression, “It’s the truth. I couldn’t.”
“But why tell them that?” I had to ask. “Don’t you care for how I feel about all this?”
“I thought you’d come to terms with having a small dick,” Amy folded her arms. “The quicker you accept things, the better. Maybe being a bit blunt is what you need.”
“Oh right,” I swallowed down my annoyance. Amy wasn’t getting it. This was starting to feel like it was all about her, and not about us as a couple. “Have you thought that maybe your pussy has just got bigger? It’s not as tight as it used to be.”
“Doesn’t matter if it has or not?” Amy scowled at me. “Still means your dick isn’t big enough to satisfy me. I’m not playing the blame game. We need to find a way of making our sex life better.”
“You mean your sex life. How is mine getting better from having people laugh at my dick?”
“Our sex life will get better,” Amy explained patiently, “Because if I’m getting satisfied by other men with bigger dicks, I’m not going to be as frustrated and I’ll be hornier for you, like last night, so you’ll get laid more.”
“How would you like it if I told all my friends and Jane and Gerry that your pussy is like a bucket?”
“Tell them what you want,” Amy raised her eyebrows. “I don’t care. You’ll just make yourself look even more pathetic. I’m sorry you got teased about your little cock. I guess that doesn’t have to be part of it, I was just thinking the quicker you accept the new situation, the better.”
“Pathetic… The new situation,” I repeated, struggling to comprehend this new Amy that was in front of me. “And the new situation is what, exactly?”
“That I’m going to have sex with other men,” Amy looked exasperated. “You know this. We’ve agreed to it. I need to get some proper sex with real men. You’re going to let me until it’s out of my system or whatever you said. It’s for the good of our marriage. In return, I’ll suck your cock and let you fuck me more often.”
“Even though you can’t feel me,” I laughed under my breath bitterly.
“Yes,” Amy didn’t pick up on my tone. “Because I know you need sex too, and you said you don’t want anyone else, so, it’s only fair to let you have me too.”
“I agreed to let you have sex with Nick,” I said slowly, working out what to say next. “I didn’t agree to let you have - how did you phrase it? - proper sex with real men, was it?”
“I’m sorry for putting it that way,” Amy corrected herself. “I know you’re a real man and we can have proper sex - but you know what I mean. I should have said well-hung men and good sex or however you want me to word it.”
“We have good sex,” I started to object but then gave up. I had to stop being so pedantic with Amy. She just didn’t have a lot of tact when it came to talking about this. I had to accept that. “You’re not getting my point. I said you could fuck Nick. You did. It was good. I’m okay with you doing it with him again. Use him as a fuck buddy or whatever they call it. Get it out of your system. But you’re saying men - as in plural.”
“I don’t just want Nick,” Amy unfolded her arms and gave me a bold, challenging stare. “I want to sleep with a few men as I said. I want some experience. Most women go through several sexual partners in their life. I’ve only been with you, and now Nick.”
“What do you define as ‘a few’?” I had to ask.
“I don’t know,” Amy’s eyes looked up and to the right, coming up with a number in her head. “Ten, fifteen? I don’t know. Until I feel satisfied, I guess. And they have to have big cocks, or there’s no point. I know I like big ones now. I want to try as big as possible.”
I sat there dumbfounded, unable to believe what I was hearing. “You sound like a slut.”
Amy’s face went white, then red. “I beg your pardon?”
I knew I shouldn’t have said it the moment the words left my mouth. But I’d said it. That was the thought in my head right then and it’d manifested itself without me thinking. It was the truth though. She did sound like a slut.
“You’re talking like Jane. She’s a slut. You can’t deny it.”
Amy’s fists were clenched and she was taking short, shallow breaths. “You embarrassed me in front of my friends earlier. You seem to be going back on what we agreed and now you’re calling me a slut when I’ve only slept with two men. Two!”
“I embarrassed you?” I laughed out loud. “It was the other way around. You let your friends laugh at me. I never agreed to let you fuck ten or fifteen men. And I said you sound like a slut, not that you are one. Well, not yet anyway. Look, I just don’t like the idea of you fucking all and sundry, okay? I’ve let you try it with Nick and I’m willing to let you either use him or maybe find another guy to be a fuck buddy. But one guy, Amy. I’m not happy with you being a slut like Jane and just fucking whoever you like.”
Amy glared at me, then stood up. “This is important to me, Adam,” she said, taking a measured pause before speaking further. “I want to try different men. Different dicks. I want to be properly fucked and have proper orgasms in different positions with different men. If you don’t like it, then tough. Without this, we’re not going to work out long term anyway, so I need you to let me do this. Nick has already spoken to several friends and people he knows, all of whom have real cocks. He’s already arranging it for me. I’m not going to embarrass myself by telling him that my small cock loser husband won’t let me.”
“You’ve told Nick about my small penis too?” I stood up too, almost going nose-to-nose with my fuming wife. “I told you I didn’t want him to know.”
“Yes, I told him,” Amy took a step back but didn’t stop glaring at me. “And he laughed.”
“Great,” I shook my head. “So I’m a loser husband, eh? Well, not any more.”
I pushed past her, went upstairs and started ramming some of my clothes into my overnight bag.
“Adam, no,” Amy appeared alongside me. “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean that. I was angry. Don’t leave.”
I stopped. I didn’t want to leave. I didn’t want any of this. But I also wasn’t going to let myself be humiliated like this.
“I’ll sleep on the sofa,” I emptied the overnight bag and started putting my clothes away. “We’ll talk about this tomorrow, when we’ve both cooled down but I meant what I said, Amy. I’m not happy.”
“I’m not happy either,” Amy tried to reconcile things with me. “Which is why we need to be blunt and honest with each other. I want my marriage to work and this is the only way I see how.”
“As I said,” I walked past her, shrugging her hand from my arm as she tried to stop me. “We’ll talk tomorrow.”
I could feel her eyes boring into my back as I walked downstairs but she didn’t follow me. I watched some TV, made myself comfortable and went to sleep, trying to work all of this out in my head.
Where did we go from here?




Chapter 11
Things weren’t much better the following morning. Amy didn’ t avoid me, in fact, she came downstairs and woke me up with a cup of coffee, but she did avoid talking about the argument the night before. I decided it was probably for the best. There was no point getting into anything when I had to leave for work in the next hour. We had the evening to sort it out when I came home.
She was acting differently though. From the moment she brought me coffee to the second I left through the front door, she was on her phone, texting or messaging someone. Maybe she was asking Jane for advice. Maybe she was texting Nick, telling him to hold off on lining up his buddies for a fuck. I’d find out later somehow.
However, as I left, I saw her smile at something she read. One of those reactive smiles, more like a smirk, and then she glanced at me to see if I was watching her. I turned away and left, despite my curiosity at what it was that was entertaining her so much.
When I was at work, the curiosity returned. Something was bothering me. I couldn’t put a finger on what it was. Maybe some sort of sixth sense. Or more likely paranoia because of what she’d said last night.
By the time lunchtime came around I had to call her, to put my mind at rest.
“Hi,” I said when she answered. “I just wanted to check you were okay. You know, because of last night.”
“Yeah, I’m fine,” Amy replied. “Don’t worry about it. We’ll talk later.”
“Are you sure?” I sighed. “I hate us falling out and arguing.”
“Don’t worry. I’m fine,” Amy repeated.
“What are you up to?” I tried to make some light conversation.
“What am I up to?” she hesitated. “What do you mean?”
“Are you just chilling out, or are you busy doing some housework or - I’m just making conversation.”
“I’m busy,” Amy didn’t seem to want to talk. “I’ve got loads of clothes to put in the washing machine and stuff like that. I have to go okay? We’ll talk later.”
She hung up without waiting for me to reply. Something seemed off. I couldn’t shake off the nagging, uneasy feeling, despite her attempts at reassuring me on the phone. I texted her, asking one further time if she was definitely okay because I had a weird feeling.
When she still hadn’t replied, half an hour later, I decided to do something. I couldn’t work, my mind was elsewhere, so I went to see Melanie, my boss.
The idea was that I’d tell her I’d got an upset stomach and needed to go home. Melanie was red-headed and had the temper to go with it, so I was nervous that she might have a bit of a go at me - times were tough at work and she was under pressure, but fortunately, she told me that it wasn’t a problem and to call her in the morning to let me know if I’d be in or not.
I drove home as fast as I dared, almost going through a red light in the process because I was checking my phone for a reply to my text. Still nothing. What was she doing? Maybe it was true that she was just busy doing stuff around the house and wasn’t checking her phone. Perhaps she’d gone for a nap. Who had she been texting this morning? Why did she want me off the phone earlier?
Was I just being paranoid and over-suspicious?
As I drove onto our road, I saw Jane’s car parked outside the house. That answered my questions and explained everything. Jane was there. Why hadn’t Amy just told me? Because of what they were talking about? I hoped that Amy wasn’t blaming me for last night’s argument. Hopefully, Jane wasn’t ridiculing my dick but as I thought that, I felt a small pang of fear as I remembered Jane looking at my cock outside the bathroom. What if Jane was telling Amy that I’d shown her my penis? What if she made out like I’d been the one to instigate that?
Jane had shown me her breasts. Oh my God. What if Jane told Amy that I’d made her show me, or something else along those lines. Why would she though? Unless she was trying to turn Amy against me - at a time where Amy and I were already at a low point in our relationship.
I realised I was being crazy. What was I thinking? I was turning paranoid and it was making these ridiculous thoughts tumble through my mind. I pulled myself together and decided to just go in there and see what they were talking about, but as I was about to park outside the house, I changed my mind and parked a little further up the road, out of sight.
It might be more useful to be discreet, see if I could enter quietly and perhaps eavesdrop on their conversation. It felt a little sneaky but I didn’t trust either Amy or Jane to tell me honestly what they’d been talking about.
I managed to walk to the front door while staying out of sight of the front windows by staying close to the hedges and walls of our neighbours garden, but not so close as to appear suspicious to any of our neighbours.
Then I tried the door, praying that it wouldn’t be locked. The sound of my keys jangling would alert them to my presence but luckily, the handle dropped down easily and I opened the door and stepped quietly into the hallway, closing it carefully behind me. I slipped my shoes off so I could walk as silently as possible and peeked my head around the door into the kitchen. There was no sign of anyone so I walked around and into the living room but there was no sign of them there either.
Were they upstairs? They must be, As I walked back into the hallway I got my first inkling that something strange was going on. A bump, like something banging lightly on a wall. As I climbed the stairs, one step at a time as quietly as possible, I heard it again, along with a soft moan.
No way. Amy and Jane were… what? Having sex? Neither of them was gay. As far as I was aware at least. Amy was continuing to surprise me and I wouldn’t put anything past Jane.
I reached the top of the stairs and stopped in shock.
The bedroom door was open and Amy was on the bed, completely naked.
On top of her, also naked, was the bulky form of Gerry.
I took a step backwards and out of view of them, unable to believe what I’d just seen. My wife was fucking her best friend’s husband. Right now, in our house, in our marital bed. Was I hallucinating?
Then another thought struck me. Was Jane here? I’d earlier presumed it was Jane that was here because it was her car parked out front. I cautiously walked out on to the landing again so I could see through the open bedroom door and looked again but there was no Jane. Just Gerry and Amy, fucking fast and hard on the bed.
Gerry was on top of her, between her pale thighs. Amy’s feet pointed into the air, her legs pinned back by Gerry’s beefy arms so he could penetrate her deeply. Her eyes were closed as he thrust into her so I watched for a moment with no danger of being seen.
He was doing her quite roughly, much more so than I ever did. His chunky back and ass were covered in hair, so he looked like a giant bear on top of my smooth, pale wife and made Amy look tiny in comparison to his large frame.
I winced as he started to thump his pelvis against hers with considerable force, doing it so hard and quick that I had to admire his stamina to be able to do that without needing a break as I would have.
“I’m going to cum,” I heard Amy moan and I stepped sideways out of view in case she opened her eyes, then I heard her grunt. “Oh fuck,” she wailed and I risked a look around the doorframe to see her legs shaking and quivering but Gerry didn’t stop fucking her.
“I want you doggy,” I heard him say and without questioning him as he moved away, Amy deftly rolled over on to her front and then onto all fours, her large tits hanging down underneath as Gerry positioned himself behind her. While he did, for a moment or two I saw his cock again, this time fully erect. His belly hung down, almost covering it but because he was aroused, it stood out in front of him and was clearly wet with Amy’s juices. It wasn’t enormous but it was thick and angry-looking with a prominent vein running down the side. It was maybe an inch or two longer than mine but I guessed it was the extra girth and the way he was screwing her powerfully that had made her orgasm just now.
I watched as he put himself back inside her, from behind now, leaning forward so he could paw at her tits hanging down with his meaty hands, then after groping her for a minute or two, he straightened back up, put his hands on her curvy hips and began to pound into her.
The sound of his heavy body slamming against Amy’s curvy backside was so loud, I wondered if the neighbours might hear and when she started whimpering and he started grunting noisily, I knew they would definitely be able to hear, especially as I noticed the bedroom window was open.
“Fuck, you’re going to make me cum again,” Amy managed to groan.
“Cum then,” Jane’s husband replied. “What is that? The fourth time?”
“Shut up and fuck me,” I heard Amy say. “Fuck me hard and fast.”
“I’m going to cum too,” Gerry said. “Right in your slutty married pussy.”
“Go on then,” Amy goaded him. “Fucking cum in me.”
I watched Gerry wrap his hand in Amy’s blonde hair, pulling her head back and then he thrust slowly but powerfully into her several times, speeding up gradually and then going hell for leather into her, making her cry out at the exact same time as he yelled that he was cumming.
His backside gave one or two more frantic pumps, then he held his dick inside her, obviously shooting his load as deeply as he could.
I stepped away again, listening to them giggling afterwards. I couldn’t quite hear what they were saying but I could tell it was that post-sex kind of talk, telling each other how good it had been and how mind-blown they were or whatever.
I didn’t know what to do. I reached the foot of the stairs, battling with the conflicting sensation of my own cock being fiercely hard in my pants and the overwhelming feeling of sickness at seeing my wife betraying me in our marital bed and taking another man’s spunk inside her pussy.
Part of me wanted to walk out and pretend I’d never seen it. To pretend it never happened or at least that I didn’t know about it. But I knew I’d never be able to get the mental image out of my mind of Gerry ramming my wife’s pussy full of his girthy dick, no matter how much I tried. If I left, went back to work, I’d still feel the same when I came home: confused, betrayed, turned-on, angry and all the other emotions that were coursing through my veins right now.
So, instead, I just grabbed myself a beer, sat down in the kitchen and waited for them to come downstairs. I had no idea what I’d do or say. It just felt like the only real option I had, so I’d have to wing it.
Just a few minutes later, I heard footsteps coming down the stairs. I didn’t turn around, not even when I heard Amy gasp.
“Adam?” I could hear the panic in her voice. “What are you doing home?”
I still didn’t turn around. “I had a headache,” I lied. I didn’t want to say that I’d suspected something was wrong. That would make me look like I’d come home looking for this, which I had, in truth. No, it would work better as an accident, an unfortunate set of circumstances that ended up with me accidentally catching them at it.
I heard some whispering and movements, which I guessed was Amy sending Gerry back upstairs.
“Did you have a good time with my wife, Gerry?” I called out, saving him the trouble of hiding.
“I better go and let you sort this out,” I heard him say. I still didn’t turn around, even when I heard Amy agree and then the door open and close as he left.
“I was going to tell you tonight,” Amy said, walking into the kitchen and putting her hand on my shoulder.
“Don’t touch me,” I snarled. Amy moved her hand away and came around to face me. She had her jogging bottoms on and a grey vest, which showed off her ample cleavage. Cleavage that Gerry had just been groping.
“I can explain,” she began, lowering her face to try to make eye contact but I was staring at my empty beer bottle.
“Does Jane know?” I snapped. “In fact, how long has this been going on? How long has he been fucking you? Because you looked pretty fucking comfortable with each other.”
“You saw us?” Amy’s eyes went wide.
“Yes, I walked upstairs, not knowing where you were and saw you fucking.” I was shouting now but I didn’t care who heard. “In our marital bed, Amy. You let him fuck you and fucking cum inside you, in our bed. I even saw you orgasm. Oh, fuck I can’t do this anymore…”
I got up before I said something worse and walked up the stairs before she could stop me.
“I’m sorry, Adam,” Amy followed me. “Let me explain.”
“I don’t want to hear it,” I spun around and gave her a look that should say ‘leave me alone’ but she still followed me into the bedroom, trying to stop me as I finished what I’d started last night, shoving as many clothes as I could fit into my overnight bag. “I’ve had enough.”
“Adam, don’t do this, please,” Amy dragged on my arm, trying to stop me from walking back downstairs with the bag but I shrugged her off again. “Don’t go. Just hear me out.”
I put my shoes on and walked out, slamming the door behind me. I could hear Amy crying as I strode down the garden path, past my neighbour who was standing at the foot of his garden with an awkward look on his face. He’d probably heard everything but I didn’t care right then.
Amy and I had problems, major problems. I needed time and space to think. How we came back from this, I didn’t know, but one thing I did know is that being there with her right now wasn’t a good idea.
I got in the car and drove.




Chapter 12
At first, I’d thought of going to Nick’s but when I gave it some proper thought, I knew it was a terrible idea. My family didn’t live close, so I couldn’t go to my parents’ or brother’s. The only family I had around here was Amy’s family and that’s when I realised I only really had one choice.
A short time later, I pulled up outside Laura’s house. I’d thought of calling Amy’s sister to warn her I was coming but knew she’d try to talk me into going back home to ‘talk it through.’ A better plan would be to just knock on Laura’s door and not give her any option other than to help me.
“Hi,” she said when she opened the front door to me. Her brown eyes looked me up and down, probably noticing my slumped body language and then when she saw the overnight bag I was clutching in my right hand, her expression changed to one of dismay.
“Can I possibly crash on your sofa?” I asked. “Amy and I, it’s all gone a bit wrong.”
“Sure. Come in,” she replied, rubbing a hand through her light brown hair, probably wondering what had happened. “Is Amy okay?”
“Oh, yeah, she’s fine,” I said, a bit more sarcastically than I should. “She’s having a whale of a time. Fucked Nick the other night then she’s just been banged senseless by Gerry, so I guess you could say she’s definitely fine.”
“I knew about Nick,” Laura said carefully, “But not Gerry. Sit down and I’ll get you a drink, then you can tell me what’s happened.”
I slumped onto the sofa and closed my eyes for a minute, trying to regain my composure. “Thanks,” I said, taking the coffee from her when she came back and sat opposite.
“Does Amy know you’re here?”
“No,” I shook my head. “I came home from work early and caught them at it - in our bed. I went mad, packed my things and walked out. I’m sorry for just turning up like this, but I didn’t know where else to go. I couldn’t go to Nick’s.”
“Obviously,” Laura nodded. “Oh dear. What a mess.”
My phone beeped and I took it out of my pocket. It was a message from Amy.
Please let me know you’re okay. I’m sorry. Let me explain. Please.
I replied with a simple message to say that I was fine but I needed space, then I turned my phone off so I couldn’t be tempted to type more.
“She’s just texted me too,” Laura said, looking at her own phone as I put mine back in my pocket. “I’ll tell her you’re here, shall I?”
“No,” I stopped her as she was typing back. “Let her worry.”
“That’s mean,” Laura pursed her lips. “But okay. It’s your call. I will speak to her later though. Just to make sure she’s okay. She’s my sister.”
“Of course,” I shrugged. “I wouldn’t expect you to take my side.”
“I’m not taking sides,” Laura leaned towards me. “You say she’s cheated on you. You’re hurt. I get it. She’s the one in the wrong here, but when it comes to relationships, friends and family shouldn’t take sides. It’s about seeing it from both of your perspectives and making sure you’re both all right.”
“That’s not what you were saying the other night at the party,” I replied curtly. “Amy says you encouraged her to go out and get laid by someone with a bigger dick.”
“I did,” that seemed to catch Laura off-guard. “Amy and I talk openly about sex. She told me about your penis being small and that she’s not been feeling satisfied in the bedroom for some time. I told her my preference was for men with bigger penises and she said she wanted to try one. I thought it would be better for her to have a fling with someone rather than split up with you. I’m sorry if I got it all wrong.”
That wasn’t how I’d quite heard it but I didn’t tell her that I’d eavesdropped.
“Well, now she has with Nick,” I sighed. “And then for whatever reason, she decides to fuck Gerry of all people. His dick isn’t even that big. I don’t get it.”
“And it’s Gerry,” Laura added. “He’s hardly Prince Charming. I’ll find out what happened. I’m sure there’s some logical explanation. Just don’t react yet. Let me speak to everyone involved and see if we can work this out. You and Amy have got too much together to just throw it away like this.”
Wow. Laura was making sense - and she was being nice for a change.
“Thanks,” I said again. “I appreciate it. I just need some time and space to think and maybe someone to talk to. You know what’s going on, so it made sense to come here.”
“I threw away what I had with Tom,” Laura explained. “Twelve years together. We had the opposite problem to you and Amy. Tom’s got a huge cock and our sex life was still amazing but we’d drifted apart and I realised that I just didn’t love him any more. We talked about it and he admitted to feeling the same way.”
“I’m sorry to hear that,” I ignored the inference that mine and Amy’s problems were all based around my penis size.
“I wanted some fun,” Laura’s arms wrapped around her body as though she were cold. She was wearing a tight black t-shirt which showed off her curvy bust; not as big as Amy’s but large for her small frame. “Tom did too. So we split up, but looking back now, I wonder if it was a mistake.”
“But you’re having fun now,” I pointed out. “Amy tells me you went out on a date the other day and had a good time.”
“I had some good sex,” Laura smiled. “But that doesn’t make up for what Tom and I had. We had a history. We understood each other. Maybe a little too well. But now it seems like a shame that we threw that all away when perhaps I could have done what you and Amy are doing - and just had an affair or something - something to find that excitement that I was missing. I don’t know. I just know that I don’t want you and Amy to make that same mistake and throw everything away.”
“Maybe you should speak to Tom. I’ll even speak to him for you if you want.” I knew Amy’s ex-husband quite well. He was a policeman, a nice guy, well-built, funny. Everyone that got to know him liked him.
“No, it’s fine. I speak to him regularly. We’re still good friends and we have talked about it if I’m honest, but it’s probably for the best for us to both move on now,” Laura smiled but she looked a little sad so I was glad when she changed the subject. “This isn’t about Tom and me anyway. It’s about you and Amy. Tom and I are broken beyond repair, but you and Amy - you still have a chance.”
Laura made me something to eat, then left me to my own devices for a while. She was the perfect host, telling me I could stay there as long as I needed to while she spoke to her sister and tried to work things out how to proceed from here. She promised not to tell Amy I was staying there and I came up with a story that I’d ended up staying at a cheap hotel out of town.
Later that evening before bed, Laura came and sat next to me. “I’ve talked to Amy. Do you want to know what she’s told me, or are you going to talk to her yourself first?”
“I’ll talk to her when I’m ready.” I hadn’t even switched my phone back on since telling her in a very brief text earlier that I was staying at the cheap hotel. “Tell me what she said.”
“I let her tell me about Gerry,” Laura explained. “I didn’t want her to know that I already knew, that would let on that I’d spoken to you. I phoned her just to see how she was and I could tell she was upset, so I asked what was up and she told me.”
“Why Gerry?” I asked. “Did she say?”
“Apparently Jane sent him around,” Laura put her hand on my knee. “Don’t get mad with Jane. She was trying to help in her own stupid, misguided way. Jane told Amy that Gerry is great in bed, that he’s this ‘rough and ready’ neanderthal type that really knows how to have sex. Amy said she’d never had sex like that, so Jane offered to send Gerry around. He’s always had a thing for Amy, that’s been obvious for years from the way he ogles her, even when Jane’s around.”
“He ogles everybody,” I informed her. “He stares at your tits just as much as he does Amy’s.”
Laura looked down at her breasts, shown off perfectly in the black t-shirt. “Everyone stares at mine and Amy’s tits. We have good genes.”
I had to laugh at that. Again, Laura was managing to lift my mood. “True,” I agreed, making a point of blatantly ogling them myself and then gave her a jokey wink, which made her laugh in return.
“Amy said she was going to suggest it to you first but the next thing she knew, Gerry was knocking on the door. She says she let him in, thinking he was just here to talk about it but everything went really fast and somehow he talked her into sex.”
“Gerry talked her into it,” I repeated, not even trying to hide the disbelief in my voice. “Gerry? Really? As you said, he’s no Prince Charming.”
“I don’t know,” Laura shrugged. “That’s how she explained it to me. Let her explain it to you herself properly. Talk to her. She’s regretful and upset, Adam. She deserves at least the chance to tell you herself what happened and how she’s feeling.”
“Give me a day or two and I will,” I promised. “That’s if I’m okay to stay a day or two more?”
“Okay,” Laura smiled and patted me on the knee. “I’m going to bed. I’ve made the spare room up for you. Feel free to use the bathroom for a shower or whatever if you wake up before me, okay?”
I nodded and thanked her again as she left me alone. Why was she being so nice?
The following day, I called Melanie, my boss and made an excuse that I was still ill and would probably need the rest of the week off. It was Laura’s suggestion. She said it’d give me some time to think and reminded me that I was welcome to stay there for as long as I needed while Amy and I sorted our heads out.
Again, I was mildly nervous that Melanie might be cross with me for not coming in, but once more she surprised me with how kind she was.
“It’s not your fault if you’re ill,” she said on the phone. “Take as long as you need. Are you sure that’s all it is, Adam? Not problems at home or stress or anything else you might need to talk about?”
“No, it’s just my stomach, ” I replied, trying to be as convincing as I could. “I think it’s something I’ve eaten.”
“Okay then. Keep me updated and I hope you feel better soon,” Melanie said and when she hung up, I let out a huge sigh of relief.
“Did you call her today?” Laura asked later as we ate the dinner she’d kindly cooked for us.
“No, it still feels a bit raw,” I replied. “But we’ve been texting.”
We had. When I turned my phone on this morning, it’d been full of messages from Amy, wanting to know that I was okay, and trying over and over to apologise and asking that I give her a chance to explain but I just wasn’t ready to talk yet. My head was still spinning from the shock of catching her like that and if I was honest, I don’t think I’d truly got my head around her sleeping with Nick just a couple of nights before.
The other thing that was bothering me was my cock. Not the size of it, or lack thereof but the fact that I’d been ridiculously horny over the past day or two. For some reason, I kept thinking back to seeing her and Nick in the front room, when I watched her suck his dick and saw him cum in her mouth. When I wasn’t thinking about that, I was recollecting the sight of Gerry on top of her or behind her and the sounds that she and he made as they fucked like animals in our bed.
I could remember the exact words that they’d said. I let them play out in my head, like I was listening to a recording...
Fuck, you’re going to make me cum again.
Cum then. What is that? The fourth time?
Shut up and fuck me. Fuck me hard and fast.
I’m going to cum too. Right in your slutty married pussy.
Go on then. Fucking cum in me.
Gerry had made her orgasm four times. Four! I’d never once made her orgasm during sex itself. Then he’d finished inside her and she’d wanted him to. Every time I went over those facts in my head, I found my cock getting harder and harder, but why? It should turn me off. It should disgust me.
That night, I was laid in the spare bed and the moment I closed my eyes those visions immediately filled my mind; Gerry’s girthy dick with Amy’s wetness still coating it; her kneeling on the bed, waiting for him to shove it back into her; then those words coming from her mouth as he’d fucked her relentlessly to her fourth orgasm.
My cock was painfully hard, so I wrapped a hand around it. It felt wrong to masturbate to these thoughts but it was the only way I was going to purge them from my brain. The only way I was going to get rid of this erection was to drain my balls. I stroked myself, reluctantly letting my mind’s eye fill with those images, desperate to get myself off and my dick responded, growing harder in my hand so I kicked the covers off the spare bed. They were a dark blue colour and I didn’t want to risk my sperm getting on them, not when Laura had been so good to let me sleep here.
It took me mere seconds to cum and I had to catch it in my hand, not having the foresight to bring any tissues to bed with me. I carefully cupped my dick and the sticky contents in my hand as I climbed out of bed and walked to the bathroom to clean myself up but froze as I pushed the door open and almost walked into Laura coming the other way.
“Whoops,” she apologised then looked down, her mouth forming an ‘O’ in surprise when she realised I was naked. Then she saw my softening cock in my hand, covered in sticky white cum and she covered her own mouth with her hand in embarrassment.
“Fuck. This is awkward,” I cringed. “I just need to wash my hand.”
“Oh, I’m sorry. Of course,” Laura dashed past me and disappeared into her bedroom, leaving me standing there feeling like a complete idiot. I cleaned myself up and returned to bed, laying down and putting the pillow over my face wishing I could somehow suffocate myself. I imagined she was probably cringing with embarrassment too like I was, but at the same time, she was also probably agreeing with Amy at how small my dick was now she’d seen it for herself.
Somehow I managed to sleep and then shower the following morning without seeing Laura but I knew I couldn’t avoid her forever so when I saw her at lunchtime, after she came back from doing some shopping, I decided to just grasp the nettle and apologise.
“About last night,” I said to her as we had a light lunch, a salad she’d brought back from shopping, “I’m sorry. No one wants to see that. I should have been more careful. I embarrassed you. I promise it won’t happen again.”
“Everyone masturbates,” Laura shrugged, acting nonchalant but I could tell that she felt uncomfortable despite her manner. “It’s natural. You weren’t to know I was in the bathroom. I often don’t bother to turn the light on to pee, so it’s not your fault.”
“Great,” I let out a breath in relief. “Let’s pretend it never happened.”
Laura took a moment to swallow her food then looked at me with a curious look in her eyes. “Can I ask you a question? A personal one.”
“Go ahead,” I said, somewhat nervously, hoping it wasn’t about the size of my dick.
“I didn’t think you’d be up for wanking,” she said, sounding puzzled. “After everything that’s happened, I’d have thought you’d be put off sex for a while.”
I wasn’t going to admit to Laura that seeing and hearing Amy have sex had weirdly turned me on. I wasn’t even ready to admit it to myself yet, if that’s what it was.
“A man has needs,” I tried to explain it away, “The old balls need draining from time to time, you know?”
For some reason, my eyes drifted down to her breasts as I spoke. She was wearing a thin pink cardigan which exposed the creamy skin of the inner slopes of her breasts.
She saw me looking as she replied. “Fair enough. As long as you’re not getting any ideas about me and you, with you staying here and… well, you know.”
“Not at all,” I said hurriedly. “I wasn’t thinking about you when I-”
“I don’t want to know what you were thinking of,” she replied just as fast.
“Besides, I know you like big ones and you’ve seen mine now,” I laughed, trying to bring a bit of levity to the situation, which had suddenly gotten awkward again.
“Well, yes,” she replied, laughing too, “I sure did see it and yes, it’s certainly not the size of penis that I usually go for, so…”
Laura looked up at me, her cheeks pink and I think she was probing to see if she’d gone too far with the joke but I smiled to reassure her that she hadn’t.
“So I guess you understand why Amy did what she did now?” I said softly. I didn’t really want to talk about this, but I felt like I needed to talk to someone and Laura was all I had right now.
“I guess,” Laura said, a look of empathy in her eyes. “It’s not tiny though, Adam. I expected it to be smaller if I’m honest. But anyway, let’s not talk about it right now. I don’t want you beating yourself up. Call Amy this afternoon. Talk to her. Then we can have a chat tonight if you still feel like you want to talk about it.”
I agreed and told her I’d try talking to Amy but I just couldn’t find it in myself to call her right now. Later that afternoon, I texted her to say that we’d talk soon but explained that I felt hurt and confused, even though I was slowly getting my head right and I promised that I’d call her tomorrow. I just needed one more night, one more sleep, to work out what I wanted and where we went from here.




Chapter 13
That night, however, things took a turn for the weird. I’d ordered a huge Chinese takeaway feast for us as a way of saying thank you to Laura for letting me stay here and an expensive bottle of Prosecco to go with it. Prosecco was her favourite drink and it put a huge smile on her face when I popped the cork while we were eating.
“I haven’t found the strength to call Amy yet,” I said, stuffing my mouth full of fried rice, “But I’ve promised her in a text that I’ll call her tomorrow and I will.”
“That’s great news,” Laura replied, pushing a lock of light brown hair behind her ear and then dipping a vegetable spring roll. “It sounds like you’re getting somewhere.”
My phone bleeped with a text. Expecting it to be Amy, I opened my screen and was shocked to see the name ‘Gerry’ in my inbox.
What was he messaging me about? I hoped he hadn’t screwed Amy again. I opened it.
Hi Adam. Hope you’re okay pal. I’ve been wanting to message for a while but Jane told me to give you some space. Thing is, I’m sorry. I thought you knew I was coming over. Amy never said otherwise so I assumed you knew about it. I should have checked with you. My bad. Anyway, let me know you’re okay and again, I’m sorry.
I studied the text for any sarcasm or subtext but it seemed a genuine apology. Did he really think I’d been in the know about him having sex with Amy? If so, he must feel bad. I texted back after a moment.
Hi Gerry, yes I’m fine. Thanks for asking. I haven’t talked to Amy properly yet so I’ll see what she has to say about what happened and then when I have, I’ll sort my head out somehow. But yeah, you should have checked with me that it was okay first.
“Who’s messaging you?” Laura asked with a mouthful of chow mein.
“Believe it or not, Gerry.” I showed her the screen. “He’s trying to say sorry.”
Laura read the messages. “Hmm. It is possible he thought you knew and were okay with it because you’d been okay with Nick the night before.”
“I guess.” Then another text pinged through and then several more, all from Gerry.
I really don’t want to be the reason that you and Amy split up, so I hope you can work it out. I don’t know if this will make you feel better, but seeing as I’ve seen your wife naked, I thought I’d show you mine. Take it as my warped way of trying to apologise or whatever. Enjoy.
Following that message were four pictures. I opened the first one. He was telling the truth. It was Jane, totally naked. I opened the next one - it was similar. The third and fourth were even more explicit.
“Gerry again?” Laura asked, taking a sip of her second or third glass of prosecco.
“Yeah, he’s trying to say sorry,” I replied but I didn’t tell her anything further. I kept the screen tilted towards me as I looked at the four pictures properly. The first was Jane, laying on the bed on her side, fully naked. Her almost-too-perfect tits looked perky, her nipples more erect than they had been when she showed them to me the other night. Her legs were closed but I thought I could see a hint of dark pubic hair between her thighs.
The second picture was more revealing. This time Jane was laying on her back, her tits on view again but this time her legs were spread wide open. Her pussy had a neat landing strip of dark hair above her slit. Her pussy lips were pink and larger than Amy’s and looked shiny and wet on the picture, so I guessed she’d been freshly fucked, perhaps right before it was taken.
I refilled my own glass with some prosecco and tried to act casual while moving to the third picture. This one was taken at a different time because the bedsheets weren’t the same and the light was brighter as if it were during the day. This time Jane was on all fours. Her 34C tits didn’t hang down as far as Amy’s did and she didn’t have as curvy a behind as my wife but her pussy looked good from the angle of the photograph and she had one of her hands between her legs, her fingers opening her lips up so you see the wetness inside. Again, it looked like she’d been fucked from the puffiness of her pussy.
The final picture was the most explicit because she was on her back again, legs wide apart and what looked like Gerry’s cock was buried halfway inside her pussy. She was playing with her tits, her fingers on each hand playing with her nipples and her face was turned to the side but you could see a look of pleasure on her pretty face.
My dick was hard and throbbing in my trousers, so I closed the phone screen and went back to eating to try and calm down. Laura was watching me with an interested expression.
“Whatever he’s said to you seems to have made you feel better,” she said vaguely, trying to instigate further conversation but I simply said, “A little bit,” and didn’t elaborate on why. I don’t know why I didn’t tell her. It just felt personal between Gerry and me.
We ate, then watched some TV while finishing off the prosecco but still my erection wasn’t fully going away, so I made the excuse of being tired tonight and that I wanted an early night so I’d be mentally fresh tomorrow when I spoke to Amy. It was partly true, but I also needed to wank and get rid of this uncomfortable persistent erection.
I had a quick shower, then once I was relaxed and in bed, I once again kicked off the covers so as not to splash them with cum, then opened my phone screen and brought up the photos of Jane.
As I began to stroke my dick, flicking between through the pictures, I wondered if Jane knew about Gerry sending them, or if he’d done it of his own volition. I felt some small satisfaction in jerking off to her. It wasn’t quite the same as Gerry getting to fuck my wife, but getting to see his wife and get myself off while ogling her naked tits and pussy felt pretty good all the same. I was tempted to text Gerry and let him know I was wanking off over his wife like it’d be some small modicum of revenge but then felt that it might sound a bit weird, so instead I just propped the phone up against the quilt where it was rolled up and concentrated on having a satisfying long and slow wank.
Then Laura suddenly appeared in the spare bedroom doorway and I froze in surprise.
“Oh, fuck. I’m sorry,” she froze too. “I was just coming to see if you were okay because you’d been acting weird since those messages and…”
I was still laid there with my dick in my hand so I quickly snatched it away and turned to move the phone because from where she was, she’d be able to see what was on the screen but it was too late.
“Is that Jane?” Laura asked, stepping closer.
“Laura, I’m naked,” I pointed out, dragging the covers over my lower half and my hard dick.
“I saw that. You were wanking. I’m not blind.” Laura folded her arms. “Wanking to Jane. Where did you get that picture?”
“Not just one. There’s a few of them actually,” I said smugly, slightly irritated by her tone. What was it to her if I was wanking over Jane? “Gerry sent them earlier if you must know. As a way of saying sorry.”
“That’s pretty fucked up,” Laura raised her eyebrows. She’d got changed for bed and was wearing just a silvery silk vest and panties. I could see the outline of her breasts through the shimmery fabric. “Do you think she’s hot?” she said, “Jane, I mean.”
“Who wouldn’t?” I shrugged. “She’s got a great body and looks after herself, obviously.”
“Can I see?” Laura sat on the end of the bed. “Just out of curiosity.”
“If that’s what it’ll take to get rid of you so I can finish myself off,” I faked a laugh, trying to act ‘cool’ again. Trying to act ‘cool’ and casual after being caught wanking by your wife’s sister wasn’t the easiest thing in the world. I unlocked the phone and passed it to her, watching her face while she swiped through the four pictures a couple of times.
“Her boobs aren’t that big,” Laura criticised. “I always had you down as a big tit kind of guy, marrying my sister.”
“They’re nicely shaped though,” I pointed out. “Sometimes having a nice shape is as important as the size. No one likes big tits if they’re too droopy.”
“Mine aren’t droopy,” Laura pulled the neck of her vest top out a few inches and looked down at her boobs. “Thank god.”
“As you said, you and Amy have good genes when it comes to boobs,” I said, wondering why Laura was acting weird. She’d had the lion’s share of the prosecco and I could tell.
“Can I ask you something?” Laura shuffled towards me, moving closer on the bed.
“Erm, okay?” I was beginning to feel uncomfortable now and pulling the covers higher up my body, hoping the shape of my erection wasn’t visible through it.
“Are you wanking off to Jane to - kind of, I don’t know, get even with Amy?”
“It’s hardly getting even, is it?” I scoffed. “She’s fucked two different men now. It’s not quite the same having a quick wank over her friend, is it?”
“True,” Laura took a deep breath, still acting oddly. “Would you feel better if you were to get even though? Would it make you feel more likely to forgive her?”
“You mean if I were to sleep with someone else?” I shook my head. “I don’t know, is the honest answer.”
“If it meant you forgiving my sister and giving her another chance,” Laura moved even closer, “I’ll get you off now. No need to wank. I’ll do it for you.”
“Let me get this right,” I sat up straighter in bed. “You’ll make me cum if I promise to forgive your sister for cheating on me.”
Laura looked down and I realised the movement had exposed my hard dick again but I didn’t care right at this moment. I couldn’t believe what I was hearing.
“That’s not what I’m saying,” Laura kept glancing at my dick as she spoke, “I’m giving you the chance to get even with her a little bit.”
“To make me feel better?” I pulled the covers over my penis again.
“I’m not fucking you,” Laura hesitated, choosing her words carefully, or perhaps the prosecco was just slowing her thoughts. “You’re too small, but I’ll give you a blow job if you’d prefer that.” She pulled the cover away again, exposing my cock. I was still erect.
“Laura, you’re my sister-in-law,” I pointed out. “This is a bit twisted, don’t you think?”
She didn’t reply. She just reached down and lifted her vest top up and over her head. I stared at her gorgeous breasts. I’d be lying if I said that I’d never imagined her naked in the past but they were even better than I’d imagined. They were round and firm-looking, with barely any droop and her large nipples were erect in the cool night air, her areolas a pale pink, almost invisible against her creamy skin.
Then I felt her hand wrap around my cock and start to stroke up and down.
“This is wrong,” I muttered but I didn’t stop her. Her eyes met mine and her hand started to pump up and down my dick faster, then I saw Laura bite her lip as though trying to decide something.
“Fuck it,” she said, almost audibly, then before I had a chance to question what she was doing, she slipped her panties down, straddled me and slid down on to my cock.
“Laura, what the fuck are you doing?” I hissed but could help looking at her totally shaved pussy taking my dick.
“I’m horny. I haven’t had a fuck all week, in fact, I haven’t even masturbated because you’ve been staying here. Even your four inches is better than nothing.” Laura moved slightly, pushing down so my dick was all the way inside her. It felt so fucking good. “And if this is what it takes for you to forgive Amy, then whatever…”
I didn’t say anything else and neither did Laura. I put my hands on her hips and pushed up into her, trying to get as deep as I could. Her pussy felt tighter than her sister’s and looked really sexy, bald and smooth between her legs. I’d never actually seen a completely shaved pussy before.
Laura’s hand went between her legs, rubbing her clit and she leaned back, making her tits stand out in front of her. How I didn’t cum in seconds I didn’t know. Somehow I managed to hold back, pushing up to meet her downwards thrusts.
“See if you can get deeper in me from behind,” she suggested after a while, and rolled off me to go onto all fours. I got behind her, pushed her knees a little further apart and put my cock in her, then took her hips and fucked her as hard and fast as I could.
Again, I felt her hand between her legs rubbing her clit. If that's what she needed to do to get herself off, I didn’t care. I could feel my own orgasm nearing and she must have sensed it.
“You can cum in me,” she said, “I’m on the pill. I’m going to cum too.”
She did cum, suddenly bucking her hips back against me hard and moaning loudly and in turn, that triggered me. I felt my balls tense and then my cock stiffen and I pumped my load into her pussy.
Afterwards, I flopped down onto the bed, completely drained and Laura laid next to me and pulled the covers over us both.
“That actually wasn’t so bad,” she said quietly. “I don’t know what Amy’s been complaining about. I’ve had worse fucks.”
That made me smile as did the feeling of her body against mine as she cuddled up close.
“Let’s go to sleep,” she mumbled, sounding tired. “But tomorrow, you better let Amy apologise and give her a second chance. Don’t go getting any ideas about what we just did.”
“I’ll talk to her,” I promised and closed my eyes, struggling to comprehend what had just occurred. I’d just fucked Laura, my wife’s sister.
This entire thing was getting more and more out-of-hand. I wondered what tomorrow would hold. Could things get any weirder?




Chapter 14
The following morning I woke up alone. Laura was already downstairs and I could hear and smell bacon sizzling.
“Morning,” she said, not so brightly as I joined her in the kitchen. “Are you hungover, or is it just me?”
“I’m fine,” I replied. I was. My head was clear, it was just spinning with the potential repercussions of last night’s surprising events. “Coffee?”
Laura nodded then winced at her headache. “Yes, please.”
When we finally sat down with a bacon sandwich and a coffee each, I caught her staring at me and knew she was trying to bring up the subject of last night without it being awkward.
“About last night,” I said, trying to save her the effort but she spoke at exactly the same time.
“About…” she started, then we both laughed. “Yeah, that was unexpected, wasn’t it?” she finished with a cringe.
“You’d had some wine,” I shrugged. “We were both horny. It happened. I should have stopped it but I didn’t.”
“It’s okay. It was me. I wanted to say I’m sorry,” Laura looked sideways at me, clearly feeling bad. “I pounced on you when I shouldn’t have.”
“It was kind of fun though,” I giggled, trying to lighten the mood because she looked troubled.
“You know what?” her face brightened. “It actually was. Don’t go getting any ideas though, Adam. That was a one-off thing. You know that right?”
“Of course, I do,” I replied. “I’m going to call Amy today and have a good talk as I promised. A deal is a deal, right?”
“Great,” Laura seemed genuinely happy to hear that. “One thing though. Please don’t tell her about last night.”
“Why?”
“Look,” Laura pushed a lock of light brown hair behind her ear as was her habit. She was so pretty when she did little things like that. Although she’d put some lounge bottoms on, she was still only wearing the flimsy vest top above it and I caught myself glancing at the shape of the gorgeous pair of tits that I’d seen last night. “I know you probably want to tell Amy, to spite her - get even or whatever,” Laura went on, “But I don’t think she’d take it well.”
“I didn’t take her fucking Gerry very well, did I?” I countered.
“No, but that was Amy and Gerry and circumstances were different.” Laura’s eyes took on a pleading look. “I’m her sister. It might make you feel better to get one over on her like that, but it could damage my relationship with Amy.”
“I want her to know that I’m not some pathetic wimp though,” I argued. “That I’m capable of going out there and letting laid too.”
“Then tell her you’ve fucked someone else. Just don’t tell her it was me.” Laura finished off her sandwich then put her hands over my hand. “Please. For me. Don’t tell her.”
I finished off my bacon sandwich, pushed the plate away and stretched, feeling some of the stiffness in my muscles relax, but one muscle was still tense. Laura’s tits looked so sexy, her nipples poking through the silvery silk.
“What’s it worth?” I asked, half-joking. “What’s my silence worth?”
Laura’s eyes narrowed. “Really? You’re going to blackmail me? After I was good enough to look after you these past few days. Give you a place to stay. Feed you, water you. Even fuck you?”
“You did promise me a blow job last night,” I grinned, trying to show that I was only joking.
“You got a fuck instead,” Laura sat back, folding her arms across her breasts when she saw me looking at them. However, that only served to push them up, showing her cleavage more.
“I’m messing around,” I explained. “Fine, I won’t tell her. It can be our secret, okay?”
Laura gazed at me for a second, trying to work out if I was being sincere or not.
“You’re always going to have this over me, aren’t you?” she put her hand to her face. “I’m such an idiot.”
“Stop worrying about it,” I reassured her. “Honestly. I mean it. I won’t ever tell her. If you ever decide to tell her yourself one day, that’s up to you but I have no intention of causing a family argument. Ever.”
“Thank you,” she looked happier.
“But if you want to give me a blow job to make sure, I won’t say no.”
I was one hundred percent joking but to my surprise, Laura just rolled her eyes, then moved off the stool she was sitting on to kneel in front of me. I was wearing just a t-shirt and a pair of boxer shorts, which she pulled down. My cock sprang out, already hard from the sight of her boobs in her vest top.
“I was kidding, Laura,” I told her as she took hold of my dick again.
“I know, but if it guarantees your silence, I’ll do it.” She looked up at me. “If you want me to stop, then…” When I didn’t say anything, she smiled. “I didn’t think so.”
She pushed my thighs apart so she could get her head in closer, then wrapped her lips around the tip of my cock. I couldn’t help but put a hand on the back of her head and push her down, but after a moment she stopped and looked up at me.
“Just so you know, I normally like sucking cock,” she explained, “But I’ve discovered I don’t like sucking small ones now. Yours feels like a shrimp or something, it’s weird. It’s not nice, but I’ll do it, just this once. Let me know when you’re going to cum.”
Laura took me back in her mouth and I relaxed, letting her work her lips and tongue up and down my shaft. Her other hand was stroking my balls which felt incredible. I looked down, committing to memory the sight of Amy’s pretty sister sucking my cock. I knew this moment was something I’d think a lot about in the future.
Finally, I felt myself about to finish. “I’m going to cum,” I told her and she pulled away.
“I like sucking dick but I don’t like cum in my mouth,” she explained, wanking me off quickly until I came, my spunk shooting out of the tip and landing on her wrist and hand. “To say your cock is small you cum a lot,” she observed, wiping it off with some kitchen roll when I’d finally finished cumming.
“Maybe it’s because you’re so good,” I suggested and she grinned.
“I’m going for a shower,” she looked over her shoulder as she left. “Call Amy. You promised.”
I had promised and I supposed that now was as good a time as any. I got my phone from the bedroom and brought up Amy’s number on the screen then realised I hadn’t given much proper thought as to what I was going to say to her.
What did I want to say? That depended on what I wanted. What did I want? How did I feel about everything? How did I feel about Amy?
I loved her.
In the moments after Laura had sucked my cock just now, I’d felt an odd feeling in my stomach but it had taken me until now to realise what it was.
Guilt.
I felt guilty. Why should I feel guilty? Amy had fucked two men, one without even telling me. I shouldn’t feel guilty, but I did. Because I loved her.
I felt it then, another pang of emotion, but this time the emotion was one of loss. I was missing Amy. I was missing what we had. Our friendship, our marriage, as damaged as it was, I was missing it.
Last night, I’d fucked Laura. This morning, she’d sucked my cock and made me cum. But it didn’t stop me loving Amy. Maybe Amy felt the same. Maybe she’d enjoyed the sex with Nick and Gerry, but it was a separate thing to how she felt about me. Just because she’d done what she’d done didn’t mean she felt any differently about me or thought any less of me.
The same thing I was feeling now. In fact, having sex with Laura had clarified my feelings for Amy. Sex and love could be two different things, I realised.
I’d taken her having sex with Gerry as a sign of disrespect towards me. I’d had to put up with him, Jane and Amy all belittling me over the size of my manhood, but my penis size wasn’t what made me a man. I needed to go through all of this with someone, to work it out.
And that someone should be Amy.
I pressed ‘call.’
“Adam,” her voice sounded weak like she’d been crying. “Is that really you? I thought you’d never call.”
“Of course, it’s me. I’m sorry I haven’t called before,” I said. “I was just getting my head in a good place and today it is.”
“My head’s so messed up,” Amy sobbed down the phone.
“Listen,” I said, deciding to get straight to the point. “Amy, do you love me? Just say yes or no.”
“Yes. Yes. Yes.” Amy’s voice sounded stronger. “Of course I do, Adam. I’ve done nothing but worry about you and cry these past few days.”
“I love you too,” I told her, unable to suppress the tears that had suddenly sprung up my eyes too.
“Still? Even after everything?”
“Yes, I still love you,” I noticed Laura listening from the kitchen doorway, wrapped in just a towel. I tried not to picture the towel dropping and focused my attention on Amy’s voice.
“What are we going to do?” Amy asked so softly that I could barely hear her.
“Can I come home and talk?”
“I’d like nothing more,” Amy replied.
After I hung up, Laura beamed at me, bouncing on her toes in excitement. “Go and talk to her. Go now. You can come back and collect your things later.”
“Okay,” I smiled back and walked over to her for a hug. “Don’t let that towel slip though or I won’t be responsible for what happens.”
“Shut up and get out,” she chuckled, releasing me from the hug but she did clutch onto the towel as if her life depended on it.
I got dressed and drove home, practising all the things I wanted to say to Amy when I got there but they all went out of my head the moment I walked through the door and saw her standing there waiting for me.
I rushed up to her and took her in my arms, holding her close for what felt like an eternity before she eventually broke free from my grasp, took my hand and led me into the living room where we both sat down.
“Can I speak first?” she asked eagerly. She was wearing a sequined t-shirt and a very tight pair of jeans. Even though I’d already cum once today, I felt my cock stirring again for some reason as I surveyed her curvy thighs and how her tits heaved under the sequins as she took a deep breath while waiting for me to give her the go-ahead to talk.
“Okay,” I said calmly, trying to relax her.
Amy fiddled with the ends of a strand of blonde hair which was hanging down over her shoulder. Her brown eyes looked unsure but she found the courage to talk after a moment.
“That night when Jane and Gerry came around and it got awkward, I got a bit angry with you for being rude to my friends. I know what they said about your penis made you feel bad and I’m sorry for that but I knew that they weren’t saying anything maliciously. I’d told them to speak openly and candidly because I thought it was what you needed to hear. So, it’s my fault that they said those things, not theirs. I don’t want you to be mad with Jane and Gerry over this.”
“I’m fine with Jane and Gerry,” I replied. “Gerry and I have been messaging and he’s apologised. We’re cool. Don’t worry about that.”
“That’s good,” Amy spoke slowly and carefully. “Jane told me that she’d asked him to apologise but I didn’t know if he really had or not.”
“He has,” I confirmed. I didn’t tell her he’d sent me nudes of Jane. “He’s kind of made it up to me and explained that he thought you’d told me beforehand what was going on.”
“I was going to tell you that night when you came home,” Amy said. “It wasn’t even supposed to happen. Jane suggested while we were talking that I have sex with Gerry because I’d mentioned I wanted to try sleeping with someone who was a bit more ‘rough and ready’ than Nick. She said that Gerry had always wanted to have sex with me and I said to Jane that I’d think about it after I’d spoken to you. Twenty minutes later, Gerry’s knocking on the door, so I let him in, thinking he’d just come to chat and maybe have a bit of flirty banter, whatever.”
“You thought he’d just come to chat?” I said, incredulously. “This is Gerry we’re talking about.”
“Well, I knew he’d probably be a bit excited after Jane told him what I’d said, but I didn’t expect it to go as far as it did,” Amy’s brown eyes were bright and her cheeks were burning up with shame but she continued. “I admit, I led him on, I said yes, that I’d fuck him but he took it to mean right there and then. He started kissing me and I did want to stop him, I really did but…”
“But what?”
“I got horny, okay? Is that what you want to hear, Adam?” Amy looked at me. Her eyes were fiery, challenging me to argue with her. “Since finding out your dick is actually small, not average like I’ve thought all these years, I’ve suddenly had these urges like my libido has come to life after being dormant for so long and suddenly I want sex. I want it all the time. Just not with you.”
“I see,” I replied, impressed with myself for how well I was keeping my cool. Before I’d left Laura’s, she’d given me some advice and in the car on the way here, I’d decided to take it. “Just let her talk and explain herself,” Laura had said, “Without butting in or interrupting or contradicting what she’s saying. Just let her talk and listen. When she’s done talking, then you can have your say.”
“I don’t mean that in a horrible way,” Amy softened her tone, “I do still want sex with you - I want our marriage to work - but I want, no, I need - sex with other men. I like big penises, Adam. I like how they look, how they feel in my hand and my mouth and how they feel inside me. I like rougher sex than what you can give me. I don’t know why I suddenly feel this way, but I do. It’s like I’ve woken up.”
“I get that,” I nodded. “Go back to telling me about Gerry.”
Amy seemed taken aback that I was just accepting everything she was saying but she did as I asked. “So, Gerry kissed me and it felt weird and wrong, but lately weird and wrong turns me on. He’s older than us, he’s bald, he’s fat, he’s everything you’re not. It felt different and somehow good. I let him feel me up and then I undid his jeans and it went from there. He practically tore my clothes off, told me he’d wanted to fuck me for years and Adam, it felt good to be wanted. It felt nice to hear someone say that. He threw me on the bed and started licking my pussy and everything after that is just a blur.”
“So you enjoyed it?”
“Even though it was with Gerry, yes,” Amy looked ashamed to admit that but she continued, “He fucked me hard and fast and I felt like a woman in a new way. Like I was being used by this rough, alpha-male; like I was his plaything. And it felt good. I came three or four times on his penis, just from pure sex, not clitoral stimulation like I have to with you. This is all new to me, Adam, and I’m enjoying it and I want to explore it. But I won’t if you don’t want me to.”
“Really?” I scratched my head. “I think if I said no to any of it, you’d just do it behind my back as you did with Gerry.”
“Gerry just happened,” Amy insisted. “I wanted to talk about it with you that night, see how you’d feel about me sleeping with Gerry, then maybe do something once you’d given me the okay, a day or two later. I didn’t intentionally go behind your back. Please believe me. I wouldn’t do that. I’m sorry you felt that way. The last thing I ever wanted to do was hurt you.”
“But you did,” I sat back. I suddenly felt guilty for fucking Laura. She’d been right: to tell Amy about me and her having sex now would break her heart. Amy clearly felt terrible and hadn’t wanted any of this. She was just trying to deal with this new side of herself that she’d discovered.
"And I'm so sorry," Amy wrung her hands in her lap. "I'll do anything to make it up to you and I promise, if you'll give us another go, but let me just maybe play with a few other men, all with your full knowledge and consent, I'll be the best wife you could ever wish for."
I didn't reply. I needed to think this through. Amy wanted an answer from me and it wouldn't be fair to keep her waiting but I still needed a moment.
"I'm just going to get a breath of fresh air," I told her, standing up. "Let me have a minute and then I'll tell you what I think."
"Okay," Amy replied, looking uncertain.
I walked back outside and looked around. The sky was blue. The sun was shining. Our front garden was in full bloom; the grass was beautifully green and the flowers were blooming colourfully.
What did I do? I had to make a decision.




Chapter 15
"I think our biggest problem is this," I said when I rejoined her in the living room, "We're incompatible."
Amy's face dropped, her optimistic smile visibly sliding away. "I don't think we are," she replied.
"Sexually, I mean," I explained, "As a couple, we're fine. We get on great, we always have and most importantly, we love each other. Don't we?'
"I do love you," Amy nodded, the hope returning to her eyes.
"Love is rare. It's worth fighting for," I declared. What I was going to say next was going to be difficult but if I wanted this, I had to make a sacrifice. "I've got a small penis. You like big dicks. You enjoy it hard and deep, you want what I can't give you. I want you to be happy, Amy, so I've decided if we get back together, if it's what you want, you can sleep with other men. As many as you want, but I have a couple of conditions."
Amy was smiling from ear to ear and she had tears in her eyes. "Yes, it's what I want. What conditions?"
"I need to have some control. If I say no to someone or something you have to respect my decision. And secondly, I need to know everything. Everyone you're going to sleep with; when you're doing it and afterwards I need to know what you did. All of it."
"Won't that be painful for you?" Amy asked. "Hearing how good it was and all the things they do to me that you can't."
This was the weird bit. Here we go, I thought to myself.
"It turns me on," I confessed, as much to myself as Amy.
“It does?” Amy asked me to explain further.
"When I saw you with Nick, feeling how wet your pussy was after you'd been with him, it turned me on. Seeing you with Gerry gave me a hard-on. While I've been sleeping at-" I almost said Laura's but caught myself, "-at the hotel, I've been making myself cum every night thinking about you and Gerry or you and Nick. I don't know why. Maybe it's a coping mechanism? Perhaps it’s my way of dealing with the fact that I’m small; turning it into something I enjoy. I don't know. But I think if I can learn to enjoy it, make it so that I get pleasure from you getting pleasure and if I can learn to be happy by seeing you happy, then maybe we can make this work."
Amy sat there after I'd finished talking, her mouth opening and closing as though she was going to say something then changing her mind. Finally, she settled on what she wanted to say.
"That's what I wanted you to say," she grinned. "I never thought you would though. I love you. Let's try this and see how it goes. No promises by either of us. Let's make it sort of a fresh start."
"Sounds good to me," I replied. "Just be patient with me. You turning into this size queen person is a lot to take in."
We spent the rest of the day getting comfortable with each other. We watched a movie, ate lunch, chilled out and it was amazing how quickly we fell right back into being the Adam and Amy of old. Amy called Laura and gave her the good news that we were back together and everything felt right.
It was only when we got in bed that night that the subject of sex came up again.
"Do you want to reclaim me?" Amy asked. "From Gerry. Like you did with Nick."
"I don't know," I said, honestly. "I'd rather us go slowly and just talk, first."
"Okay," Amy seemed disappointed so I let my hand slide across to her thigh and then upwards, stroking over her pussy and her small triangle of fine hairs.
"When do you want to sleep with someone again?" I asked. "And have you done anything these past few days? Be honest."
"No, I haven't," Amy answered. "I could have. Nick's friends have been in touch. Three of them and they're all sexy with decent dicks. I've chatted briefly to them but said I'd be in touch once I'd worked things out with you. I was trying to be optimistic."
"That's good," I ruffled a hand in my hair. This was weird, talking to my wife about fucking other men. "What about Gerry?"
"He was just a one-off thing," Amy shook her head, her blonde locks loose around her shoulders. "I want to move on, try more things. Adam, did you really enjoy watching me and Gerry?"
"Yes," I sighed. "it's hard to explain, but yes, I did."
"Well, why don't I let you watch properly next time I go with someone else?" Amy's face was close to mine. "You can watch me get properly fucked by a nice big cock. Maybe wank your little one while you're watching."
My cock twitched at the thought and as though Amy sensed it, her hand slid down my chest and found my growing erection.
"I'd like that," I replied and slid my finger inside her pussy. She was soaking wet. "Does that thought turn you on too?"
"I think it does," Amy replied, her hand tugging down my shorts and grasping my cock firmly. "I don't know why but the thought of cumming on another man's cock in front of you makes me horny. The last few nights, I've played with myself over the thought that you saw me and Gerry."
"We're as weird as each other," I said then gasped as she started wanking my cock hard and fast. I was so turned on.
"You can fuck me now," she whispered as she rolled on to her back and spread her legs. I got on top of her and plunged my dick into her. "I still can't feel it but I don't care. Just do it."
I fucked her but I was too close to cumming and finished in just a couple of minutes. "I'm sorry," I apologised, "I was too horny."
"I don't care," Amy smiled at me. "I just wanted you to cum. You deserve it. I'll always make sure you're satisfied if you let me get satisfaction from some real men."
She was testing me. She knew I disliked that term as much as I did 'proper sex' or a 'real cock' but I didn't bite.
"You'll have to get one lined up then," I replied calmly. Was I finally getting good at this 'cool and casual’ thing?
We slept after that, wrapped in each others' arms and it was the best night's sleep I'd enjoyed for a while.
The following morning, Amy was on her phone when I came downstairs. She said goodbye to someone and hung up as I sat at the kitchen table.
"Good morning," she smiled sexily at me. "I know it's early, but I have a proposition for you."
"Okay?" I leaned forward as she busied herself around the kitchen.
"I hope you don't mind, but I've told Laura everything," Amy started, finally sitting down next to me. "She knew most of it anyway. We've been texting all through the last few days and she's been really supportive."
She sure has, I thought to myself, suppressing a smile as Amy continued.
"She's suggested someone." I noticed Any was playing with the cereal she’d poured herself, stirring it around rather than eating it, so I guessed she was more nervous than she was letting on. "It's kind of weird though so I wanted to ask what you think about it."
"Who is it?"
"Tom."
Wow. Tom was Laura's ex-husband. We'd spoken about him just the other night.
"That is a bit of a surprise," I swallowed a large gulp of coffee, trying to work out Laura’s motivations in my head. "I can see why you'd say it's weird."
"I can see her thinking though," Amy mused. "He's got a big dick. She says he's great in bed. We know him, so he's not some random stranger. She's stayed in touch with him, you know? They're still close friends. What do you think?"
"It's up to you," I gazed into her brown eyes. "If you want to, then do it. I trust you, I trust Laura and as you said, we know Tom."
"He might not say yes anyway," Amy pointed out. "He might think it's weird too. But if it's okay with you, I'll tell Laura to speak to him."
"God, this is strange," I sighed into my cereal. "Do you think we'll ever get used to it?"
Amy giggled; a happy, excited sound. "Probably not. But it's exciting, and exciting is good. Life gets boring when you get used to it too much."
She had a point. Amy spoke to her sister that afternoon and after our evening meal, I received a text from Laura. I walked out of the room so Amy wouldn’t see me chatting to her.
I’m so glad you two have sorted things out. I hope you’re okay with the Tom idea I had.
I messaged back:
It makes sense. We know him, which is better than some random stranger, same reasoning we had with Nick. You say he’s got a big dick and he’s good in bed, so he ticks all the boxes.
She messaged right back:
That’s why I suggested him, plus I can keep an eye on things through Tom, you know? He does have a massive dick though and he REALLY knows how to fuck, so I’m just giving you the heads up on that. I’ll only let this go ahead if you’re absolutely sure Adam.
I replied:
I’m sure. It’s what Amy wants and the only way our marriage is going to work is if I let her express herself this way. Even if Tom’s huge and a beast in bed, I’d rather that than her go on Tinder or something crazy. So did you talk to him? Is he interested?
Laura’s next message took a minute or two.
Tom IS a beast in bed. We’d still be together if he wasn’t a lying, cheating asshole. But yeah, he’s totally into the idea. He says he always had a bit of a thing for Amy while we were married but I think he had a thing for a lot of women, not just her. Okay, I’m going to call Amy now and set this all up for you. Oh, and he doesn’t mind you watching either.
I felt a bit embarrassed reading that, but there wasn’t much point in feeling embarrassed. Everything was out in the open now.
Amy told you about that? Do you think it’s weird? What does Tom think?
Laura sent one more message before I returned to the living room to listen to the phone call she was about to have with Amy.
Yeah, Amy explained everything. I’m open-minded about all these kinds of things, you should know that. I don’t think it’s weird. If it’s what turns you and Amy on, then that’s fine. Tom’s not too bothered, I think he just wants to fuck Amy, end of. Okay, I’m going to call now. Pretend you don’t know any of this.
I sat down opposite Amy and pretended to be curious as to who was calling when her phone rang a couple of minutes later.
“Hey you,” Amy answered, then mouthed over to me that it was Laura. I nodded interestedly but casually, trying not to appear too concerned.
“I’m going to take this in the kitchen,” Amy said to me, after a minute or so, putting the phone to her shoulder.
“Okay,” I replied, feeling a bit disappointed that I wouldn’t be able to listen to the plans being made first-hand, but I had to trust my wife if any of this was going to work and I let Amy slip out of the room.
I felt nervous but excited. Excited! What was wrong with me?
“Guess what?” Amy said, when she walked back into the room, her phone call ended.
“Something to do with Tom?” I pretended to guess.
“He’s up for it,” she smiled, a genuine grin, maybe even a horny grin.
“That’s good,” I patted the sofa for Amy to sit next to me and talk about it. “So what’s the plan this time?”
“Laura says he’s always fancied me, a bit like Gerry, I guess and as soon as she mentioned it to him, he said he’d jump at the chance to sleep with me,” Amy said, seeming surprised. I don’t know why she was so shocked. She was an attractive woman. Who wouldn’t take the chance to fuck her? Only guys that were into skinny women, I supposed.
“So are you going to do it?”
“Of course I am,” Amy looked sideways at me. “Laura says he’s got a perfect penis, long and thick and he’s amazing in bed. The only reason they broke up is that he couldn’t keep it in his pants and he’s a bit of an arrogant idiot at times.”
“And the plan is?”
“Laura’s told me to call him anytime. He’s waiting for me to ring him and let him know when to come over.”
I took a deep breath. Were we really going to do this? Was I actually going to encourage my wife to fuck my sister-in-law’s ex? How fucked up was this?
“So do it,” I said. “Or are you too nervous?”
“I’m not nervous,” Amy looked down at the phone in her hand. “It’s just a bit weird, isn’t it?”
How many times had both of us said or thought that recently?
“This is what you said you want,” I pointed out. “This is the life you’ve chosen. So just do it. There’s no time like the present.”
“Okay, sir,” she pretended to salute me like I was her army commander. “You’re right though. I guess if I want to do this as much as I’ve been saying, I have to get used to talking to guys like this. Oh well, here goes.”
Her fingers tapped away on the screen for a moment, then she put the phone to her ear. This time she didn’t walk away to speak.
“Hi Tom,” she said, then giggled nervously at whatever he said on the other end. “This feels kind of strange for us too, but yeah, it’s legit. Laura was telling the truth.”
I just had to sit there, listening to her and trying to piece together what he was saying in between.
“Yes, I’m looking for some no-strings sex,” she repeated, cringing slightly at the words coming out of her mouth, “And yes, Adam would enjoy watching if that’s okay, but if it’s not, we can work around that, Yes, he’s here right now if you want to talk to him about it.”
She put her hand over the mouthpiece and whispered to me, “He thinks we’re pranking him.”
Then she uncovered the phone and spoke to him again. “Yes, we’re free anytime. Tonight is fine, isn’t it Adam?”
Amy looked at me for an answer, her big brown eyes imploring me to say yes. Tonight felt way too soon. I wanted to talk about it first, but Amy’s pleading expression didn’t offer the option of saying no.
“Sure,” I found myself saying. “Tonight. Whenever.”
Amy made an excited ‘yes’ gesture with her fist, like a mini air-punch. “See you in a bit,” she giggled again before hanging up.
“Tonight?” I spluttered. “Isn’t that a bit quick?”
“Why not?” Amy seemed a bit taken aback by my reaction. “Tonight, tomorrow, next week, what’s the difference?”
“Time to prepare?” I proposed.
“How do we need to prepare?” Amy questioned. “Apart from me having a shower and putting some sexy underwear on.” She tapped her lip in thought. “What should I wear, come to think of it?”
With that, she winked at me and bounced out of the living room and up the stairs to the bedroom, leaving me with my head spinning once more at the absolute craziness of it all.




Chapter 16
“Do I look okay?” Amy said, a short while later.
She was wearing a black dress that was one of my favourites. The neck was cut deep, showing off her pale, curvy cleavage and the skirt part came just halfway down her thighs. She wasn’t wearing any stockings and her bare legs looked smooth and soft all the way down to the pair of sexy black high heels.
“You look hot,” I replied.
“Are the heels a bit much?” she looked down.
“Maybe, seeing as we’re not going anywhere,” I chuckled.
“He’ll like them though. Men like heels,” Amy stated, then glanced at the clock on the wall above my head. “I want to set a good impression when he gets here. Which will be any time now.”
“Amy, we already know Tom. We’ve known him for years. You don’t have to set a good impression.”
“You know what I’m like,” she blushed, “I just want it to go well.”
There was a knock on the door.
“Do you want to let him in?” I looked at Amy. She was still blushing and seemed flustered.
“Will you go?” she asked.
I sighed but agreed. I wondered why she still seemed nervous with Tom after she’d done this already with Nick and Gerry, but there wasn’t time to ponder it right now. Tom’s shadow was hovering on the other side of the door, visible through the glass door panel, so I opened it.
“Hey,” he smiled and passed me a crate of beer that he’d brought with him. “Thomas Spencer, wife-fucker specialist reporting for duty.”
I’d never been able to make my mind up about Tom. I liked him, everyone did. With him being Laura’s partner for as long as I’d known Amy, I’d gotten plenty of chances to be friends with him but he’d always been slightly distant towards me. We saw a lot of each other at family gatherings and dinners but we’d never hung out as friends, not properly. When I heard about Laura and him splitting up, I’d thought that we’d probably not see very much of him after that, if at all. But here he was.
“So where’s the lucky lady?” he grinned as he followed me into the kitchen, where I popped the lid off two beers, passing one to him and keeping one for myself.
“Amy?” I called. “Do you want a beer?”
“Sure,” she called back from the living room.
“She’s in there,” I pointed, giving him a beer to take to her.
Tom took it but didn’t move right away. “So this is actually happening?” he asked me quietly. “I would have never had you and Amy down as the open relationship type.”
“What do you mean?” I took a drink, sizing Tom up. He was tall and slim, but a fit guy. He’d been a track runner at school and for a few years after, and still ran and swam every few days as far as I knew. His hair was dark, almost black, cut short and he had those dark swarthy features that women always seemed to go for. The fact that he was a policeman always seemed to add to his appeal with women as well.
“I always took Amy as the innocent one out of her and Laura,” he explained. “If I ever tried flirting or even talking about sex, she’d always clam up.”
“Well, things have changed,” I replied. “She’s discovered this new side to her and she wants to explore it.”
“So Laura said,” Tom eyed me over the top of his bottle as he took a swig, “And you’re fine with it?”
“Yeah,” I said, putting on my ‘cool’ act, “It’s the modern way apparently. Open marriages are the new thing.”
I sounded like a total dick. I knew that as soon as I said it, but Tom didn’t comment if he thought the same thing. He moved the conversation on. “Laura says it’s because Amy’s found out you’ve got a small cock. Is that true? Why didn’t you talk to me about it before now? I could have gotten you laid with some chicks that are into teasing guys with small dicks, without Amy even knowing. Is that what you’re into?”
“Let’s just say Amy’s into bigger penises than what God granted me,” I replied, trying to protect my image.
Tom leaned in close and spoke quietly. “Laura says she fucked you the other night, while you were staying at hers,” Tom nudged me. “Well done. Oh, don’t worry, I won’t say anything to Amy. It’s our secret. Was she good? She did say your dick is on the small side but you weren’t bad considering. So, that’s something.”
“Shush,” I told him to quieten down even more so Amy didn’t hear. “Yeah, it just kinda happened. She was good. Feels weird talking about Laura like that though, with you being her ex and everything.”
“Well, I’m gonna fuck your wife in a minute, if she’s up for it,” Tom shrugged, finishing off the beer and fetching himself another one. “Which you could also describe as weird. However, I’d describe it as fucking awesome.”
With that, he turned and wandered into the living room where I heard him and Amy say hello to each other.
“Can I sit here?” Tom said as I followed him through and when Amy replied that he could, he sat himself down right next to her. “You look gorgeous, by the way.”
Amy took the bottle that he offered her and casually took a drink, taking his compliment in her stride. “Thanks. You do too. You also smell great.”
I’d noticed he was wearing aftershave when he’d walked in.
“Smelling good is important,” Tom shrugged. “I thought I’d make an effort, seeing why I’m here.”
“Me too,” Amy smiled. “I even wore my heels.”
“I noticed,” Tom grinned as she wiggled her shoes in front of him. He put his hand on her thigh, stroking the fabric lightly. “This dress is nice too. Sexy.”
I sat down opposite them, wondering what to say or if I was just supposed to sit here and not interact at all. I decided to try to join in with some sort of conversation because I didn’t want the atmosphere to get weird like it had done with Nick.
“Laura’s told him everything,” I told Amy, “Tom said we don’t look like the open relationship type.”
“Well, we’re weren’t,” Amy turned to him. “But people change. Do you still think this is some sort of wind-up?”
“It’s just hard to believe,” Tom replied, “But here we are, so no. I don’t think you’d have asked me over if this wasn’t something you wanted to try.”
“Has she told you I’ve already had sex with Nick and Gerry?” Amy’s cheeks were pink again but I was impressed with her confidence.
“Yeah, she’s told me everything, like Adam said,” Tom glanced over at me and winked, obviously referring to our ‘little secret.’ “She’s mentioned Adam’s little dick and how you’ve found out you like big ones and how he wants to watch you have sex with some well-endowed guys.”
“And you’re okay with that?” Amy said. Now it was my turn to feel my cheeks burning up when Tom turned to look at me.
“Don’t be embarrassed, Adam,” he waved a hand casually, “It’s a common fetish. A lot of guys are into it. I’m not judging. We’re all consenting adults. Whatever happens today stays between us, I promise.”
“That’s good to know,” Amy looked impressed, turning to me and giving me a reassuring smile. “Shall we go up to the bedroom now?”
“Whatever you want to do,” I replied, feeling slightly helpless. The fact that this was actually going to happen was only just sinking in.
“Cool,” Amy took Tom’s hand and led him out of the room and up the stairs. I followed them, after a moment or two to give them some space. It didn’t feel proper to be right behind them. This wasn’t a threesome, it was my wife and another man, with me watching or whatever it was I was supposed to do.
“This is a dream come true, you know?” Tom said as they rounded the top of the stairs and walked into the bedroom. “I’ve always wondered what your tits looked like. Excuse me for being so blunt, but it’s true. The whole time I was with Laura, I used to imagine what it’d be like to fuck you. I even used to daydream about having you and Laura at the same time. The old ‘sisters threesome’ cliche.”
“I noticed you perving over my boobs loads of times,” Amy smiled at him as she sat on the edge of the bed.
“I think everyone did,” I added, joining them in the room but sitting on the chair that I had by my desk in the corner.
“Now I finally get to see them though,” Tom said, choosing to ignore me. “How does this dress come off?”
“There’s a zipper at the back,” Amy told him. Tom climbed on to the bed, kneeling behind her and lifting her blonde hair out the way.
“I got it,” he said, pulling the zipper down so that the dress fell open at the back. Then he pulled it down over her shoulders so that the back of the lacy black bra she was wearing came into view from where I was sitting, behind them both.
I saw him look over her shoulder at her cleavage in the bra, then his hands moved down and he deftly unclipped the strap and slipped the bra straps from her shoulders. From where I was sitting I couldn’t see her breasts, but he reached around her from behind and I could tell he was cupping them in his hands.
“Fuck,” Tom breathed. “They’re amazing. Bigger than Laura’s. I knew they were, but I didn’t realise how firm they’d be. They don’t have any sag to them at all.”
“I’m two years younger than her,” Amy pointed out, seemingly unfazed by his groping hands.
Tom slid from the bed to move around in front of my wife. Then he leaned forward and kissed her. All I could do was watch as he laid her back onto the bed, climbing halfway on top of her and kissing her hard and passionately. As they made out, his hand felt and then squeezed one of her tits and I could see her hand move down and start rubbing his dick through his trousers.
“Let me help you with that,” he said, undoing his belt and buttons and letting her slide her hand down inside his shorts. They continued making out, feeling each other up while I just sat there observing until eventually, Tom sat up, stripping off his shirt. Amy’s dress was around her waist, so she wriggled it down and off her legs, tossing it to the floor so she was now just wearing her tiny black panties and heels.
“Wow.” Tom took a moment to admire my Amy. His chest was defined but not heavily muscled, with a fine coating of hair and when he slid his trousers and boxer shorts off, I noticed that his body was similar below the waist. He only had a fine coating of hair which seemed strange for a man of his dark colouring. I suspected he shaved or trimmed his body hair, but wasn’t sure.
His long, thick penis was only semi-erect, swinging around between his legs as he clambered back on to the bed. I saw Amy’s eyes drawn to it as he reached around her hips and slid her panties down.
“Nice,” he said, running a finger through her small, neat triangle of fine pubic hair. “I like a bit of pussy hair sometimes. Keep the heels on too. I like that.”
Amy giggled, glancing my way again but Tom didn’t acknowledge my presence at all as he moved up the bed, sitting next to her.
“So you like big cocks?” he asked her, pointing to his dick. “Mine is eight inches. Think you can take it?”
“I’ll give it a try,” Amy said.
“You best get it hard then,” he told her. Amy shifted to lay the opposite way to him, then arched her neck over his hip and took him first in her hand, then guided his dick into her mouth.
I watched her slowly stroke up and down his shaft while sucking the tip, then saw Tom finally look towards me, dragging my attention from the action to his face.
“Oh yeah,” he grinned, “She sucks cock good, doesn’t she?” Tom even lifted her blonde hair out of the way so I had an unobstructed view. “Get yours out and have a wank while you watch, if you want to. I don’t mind.”
The thought had crossed my mind but I replied, “No. It’s fine. I’m okay just watching.”
“Do it,” Amy said, lifting her head away from his cock. “I want to compare your cock to his.”
For some reason, I found myself complying, even though I felt uncomfortable doing it because I was already fully hard, which was embarrassing. I slipped my trousers and shorts down to my knees, my much smaller erection standing out defiantly in front of me until I sat back down.
I saw Tom look at it and smirk. “It’s smaller than I thought it’d be. No offence intended.”
“I can hardly feel it when he fucks me,” Amy told him. Tom’s dick was hard now and she held it up in her hand, comparing his to mine. “Yours is literally twice as long and probably three times as thick.” It was, she wasn’t exaggerating. It was almost as long and as wide as my forearm and being mostly hairless, it looked even bigger. His shaft was covered in ridges and his foreskin was pulled right back. The end of it was angry-looking, a dark purple and shiny and even wider than the rest of his cock. I wondered if he’d even be able to get it inside her, it looked that big.
“Look at it, Adam,” Amy instructed me, “This is a real cock. Not like that little boy’s winky you’ve got there. I can’t wait for you to watch him fuck me with it.”
“Ouch,” Tom looked at me, wincing at Amy’s words. “Go easy on the poor guy. It’s not his fault he’s hung like a mouse.”
“I’m used to it,” I tried to laugh it off, but he’d already returned his attention to my naked wife who was sucking his cock with gusto now.
“Let me lick that pussy,” he said after enjoying that for a while. Amy stopped sucking him and lay back on the bed, spreading her thighs but as he started to move, she stopped him.
“Just fuck me,” she said.
This was it. I leaned forward in my chair to watch. Would I be able to handle it?




Chapter 17
“I need to get you wet,” Tom told her. “Trust me, my cock will hurt if I just ram it in dry.”
“I’m not dry,” Amy replied. “I’m fucking soaking. I have been since you knocked on the door.” She slid a hand down her belly and with two fingers, she opened her small pussy lips, showing him her pink slit inside. I could see from where I was sitting that she was slick and sticky with her juices and Adam poked gently at her hole with first one, then two fingers, sliding them in and out of her.
“Wow, you are wet,” he confirmed, then he looked at me. “Is she tight, Adam?” he asked. “Do you think she’ll need loosening up or shall I just do her now?”
“Don’t ask him,” Amy reached up and turned Tom’s face to look at her. “Just fuck me.”
Tom leaned forward over her, positioning the bulbous end of his cock against her pussy, then shoved it in. Hard.
“Oh my God,” Amy yelped, then as he pushed again, even deeper, going all the way in, her hands suddenly clutched at his back. “Oh my fucking God. Tom, wait. Slow down.”
But Tom didn’t wait, he looked sideways at me and winked again, then pulled out and rammed his dick in again, even harder. “I did warn you,” he smirked, this time at Amy.
Amy yelped. “You’re splitting me in two,” she complained as he pushed it in again, and again.
“Do you want me to stop?” he asked.
“No,” she confessed, between moans.
As Tom began to work into her rhythmically, all Amy could do after that was groan. Her legs were in the air, splayed apart, toes pointing to the ceiling as he fucked her. One of her heels had fallen off but the other one was still on, which I found sexy for some reason.
Tom was lost in fucking her now. Amy’s face was buried in his shoulder, whimpering with every thrust, so I dared to move from the chair, closer to the bed, sitting gently on the foot of it, so I could see between their legs. Tom’s large balls were in the way but I still had a good view when he withdrew from every stroke. Her pussy lips were stretched tautly around his thick shaft, which was coated in her wetness. A large damp patch had formed underneath her backside, I noticed.
And then she had her first orgasm. She moaned loudly, swearing unintelligibly and her legs flailed wildly in the air, the other heel flying off but Tom didn’t stop. If anything, he began to pound her even harder.
I went back to the chair and watched from there as he fucked her to a second orgasm, then he rolled over so she could climb on top of his dick. I watched, entranced as she slid down on him, wondering how so much cock could fit inside her, then got to enjoy watching her bounce on him, groaning and moaning every time she went fully down onto him.
“These tits though,” he muttered in my direction. He was cupping them in his hands as she fucked him, then craned his neck upwards to suck her nipples, which made Amy toss her head back and groan again.
“Another orgasm?” I said as she lost control a minute later. She had to climb off him and lay on the bed, quivering and gasping as it rippled through her. Tom looked at me and smiled. “I’m not done yet,” he said to the both of us.
He rolled a tired Amy on to her front, took by the hips and pulled them up, then put one of the bed pillows beneath her lower abdomen, so her pussy was tilted up towards him. Then he shifted her thighs apart with one knee and positioned himself above and behind her, lowering his dick into her. He angled his body so that I could see his dick fully impaled in her.
“She’s loosened up alright now,” he told me. “Did you see that? It just slid in.”
“I saw,” I commented.
Then Tom slid his cock out for a moment, moving so that I could get a good view again. “That’s why,” he said, nodding towards her pussy. “Look, she’s gaping.”
Amy’s slit was usually just a thin pink line with her small pink pussy lips poking out slightly but even from where I was sat, a few feet away, I could see that it had loosened up. Her labia were swollen and pushed apart, the hole of her vagina clearly gaping open.
Again, Tom winked at me. Then he pushed his dick in again, sliding into Amy easily and began ramming her hard and violently from behind.
Amy’s face was buried into the remaining pillow, but I could hear her groaning, a sound I’d never heard her make before, like a cross between pain and pleasure, which it probably was. Her hands were gripping the bed sheets tightly, like she was trying to steady herself from being knocked from it, such was the force that he was banging her from behind with.
I was wanking now. I couldn’t help it. My fingers were furiously pumping up and down my dick and before I could stop myself, I came, a hot stream of spunk shooting over my thigh.
“Have you cum?” Tom laughed, looking over at me. He had sweat dripping from his brow and I could see that Amy’s back was similarly soaked through with sweat too. “Time for me to cum too, I think.” He pulled out, which made her gasp then knelt there, stroking his cock. It looked almost menacing, fully hard and visibly throbbing in his hand.
“Roll over,” he said and Amy pushed herself up weakly with one hand, flopping over onto her back, then Tom quickly straddled her and put his cock between her large boobs. He grabbed one then the other, pushing them together and shoved his dick upwards between them. “Open your mouth,” he commanded, lifting her head upwards so that her mouth was in reach of the tip of his cock.
Then he fucked her tits as I watched. I’d never seen anyone manhandle a woman like this outside of porn movies. It felt so wrong because it was Amy, my wife and now that I’d cum and the lust had drained from my bloodstream, I wanted to stop it. But I couldn’t. I had to let him finish.
As he thrust forward, he’d lift her head so that the end of his cock went into her mouth. She’d suck it for a second, then he’d withdraw and repeat the movement, holding her tits squashed around his shaft with the other hand.
“Here it comes,” he said eventually between gritted teeth and I saw a huge jet of thick white cum shoot out of the end of his dick, landing in a straight line across Amy’s chin, cheek and forehead, some of it even going on her eye, which was closed, luckily.
“Fuck yeah,” he grunted, still fucking her tits as his penis pumped out two or three more smaller streams of spunk, which landed on her chin and neck and some smearing between her tits and on her upper chest, which was flushed bright red from her orgasms. I’d never seen so much sperm. She was covered in the stuff.
“Oh my God, yes,” Amy sighed, wiping her face with the edge of the bedsheet as Tom finally climbed off and stepped away from the bed. “My pussy is going to be so sore tomorrow.”
“That was fucking great,” Tom said. His dick was still so long and thick, even flaccid after sex. It swung around between his thighs as he collected his clothes from the floor. “I’ll just go to the bathroom if that’s okay. I’ll get cleaned up. That was incredible, Amy.”
“Tell me about it,” my wife sighed, watching him walk out of the bedroom.
“Did you enjoy that?” I asked. Probably the most pointless question I’d ever asked.
Amy nodded enthusiastically. “Do you understand now?” she said, rolling onto her side and staring at me. “Can you see how good it is with a bigger guy? How different it is compared to when we do it?” Then she noticed my own cum, dripping down my thigh. “It looks like you enjoyed it too.”
“It was different to anything I’d experienced before, but yes,” I admitted. “Like watching porn but in real life and featuring the most beautiful woman in the world. My wife.”
Amy beamed from ear to ear at that. “I’m glad. I hope I didn’t annoy you when I was saying about his being a real cock and yours being so much smaller.”
“Not at all,” I shrugged. “If it turns you on to say things like that then it’s fine by me. I can handle it.”
“You see what I mean though now?” she inquired. “Yours is tiny, Adam, compared to a proper sized penis like Tom’s. And when I say they’re real men, I mean in how they fuck me. Do you see now? How Gerry fucked me and how Tom fucked me just now? That’s real sex, Adam. I’m not being horrible. I hope you get it now.”
“I get it,” I had to admit that I did. I could never fuck Amy like that.
Tom came back in fully dressed a few moments later. “You need to get that cleaned up, Adam.” I looked down and felt immediately ashamed because my cock had shrivelled up so much that it was almost non-existent. It was because I’d just cum and the way I was sitting had made it withdraw right into my foreskin. “Go clean it up,” he said, “So I can have a minute with Amy. Then I have to go. I’m sorry to love you and leave you, but I’m a busy guy.”
Amy nodded at me that it was okay, so I pulled my shorts up over the congealing sperm on my thigh and slipped out of the bedroom door, walking towards the bathroom but I hesitated just outside, listening out for what he was going to say to her.
“Thanks for coming over,” I heard Amy say. “That was so good. Just what I needed.” Those words still sounded strange coming from her mouth.
“No, thanks for asking me over,” Tom replied. Then I heard them kissing for a couple of minutes before he spoke again. “I’ve wanted to fuck you for years and you didn’t disappoint. Any time you want some cock, just call. I’ll come over whenever you like.”
“I want you to fuck me again, without Adam there next time,” I heard Amy say. “Can we make it a regular thing? Say, every week or two? And if you know any nice friends who have got dicks like yours, tell them to ring me. I want to try as many big cocks as I can while Adam’s okay with me doing it.”
“Sure, I know plenty of guys that’ll show you a good time,” Tom replied. “Anyway, I have to go. One more kiss?”
They kissed again so I went to the bathroom and cleaned the cum off my leg. Strangely, my cock was getting hard again at hearing Amy talk so sluttily.
When I came out of the bathroom, Tom had gone and Amy had changed into some pyjamas. She smiled at me and took my hand as we walked down the stairs to get something to eat and drink.
“I love you so fucking much,” she said, stopping me as we entered the kitchen. Then she kissed me too, passionately, more passionately than she had for years. “Thank you.”
“Are you happy?” I asked her. I realised that was the most important thing to me. Her happiness. That was all that mattered. I’d give anything to make her happy.
“Happier than I’ve been for years,” she smiled, her brown eyes sparkling in the sunlight coming in through the kitchen window. “I’d like Tom to be a regular fuck buddy if that’s okay with you? I asked him while you were in the bathroom and he said yes, plus he knows some friends who might be fun for us to meet.”
Then her phone beeped and she picked it up from where she’d left it on the dinner table.
“Laura?” I guessed. “Probably wants to know how it’s gone.”
“I’ve got loads of messages to go through,” Amy looked at me sheepishly. “Like I told you earlier, Nick’s given some friends my number and they’ve all been texting wanting to know if I’d like to meet with them sometime. Nick’s even suggested a gangbang.”
“A gangbang? You wouldn’t, surely?” I asked with a laugh.
“Adam,” Amy said with a patient look on her face, sitting down at the table as she began to reply to the messages. “If this past week or two has taught me anything, it’s that I’m only just learning who I am and what I want. I know that sounds crazy for someone approaching thirty, but it’s true. I won’t do anything you don’t want me to, but I really want to explore myself and not rule anything out. Not even a gangbang. I definitely want to try a threesome now. With two guys with huge cocks, that is, not including you, but I wouldn’t care if you wanted to watch. It was really hot fucking in front of you just now.”
“You want a threesome?” I had to sit down too. My legs felt weak.
“Why not?” Amy shrugged. “Lots of women experiment and it’s not such a big deal these days. Everyone is doing stuff like threesomes. I want to do all the crazy stuff I didn’t do when I was younger. So, yes, I’d like to try it. Maybe even more than two guys, like a gangbang kind of thing. I want to try as many big dicks as I can to get this out of my system so we can focus on being us again. What could be more fun than a load of big dicks all at the same time?”
“I don’t know,” I shook my head. “As I said, I’m still trying to get used to all of this.”
“Don’t worry,” Amy reassured me. “I’ll still let you fuck me too. You can have me tonight, as long as I’m not too sore.”
She was typing away on her phone, no doubt telling these new guys what she wanted and making conversations with them.
“I guess we’ve answered one of those legendary questions through all of this,” I got myself another beer, trying to distract her from her phone for a moment.
“What’s that?” Amy said, glancing up at me.
“The question of if size matters,” I laughed and Amy laughed back.
“Oh yes, definitely,” she grinned. “Size matters.”
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