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		Foreword

		

		Thanks for buying my book! Erotica authors don’t make fortunes, in fact, I still have to work a full-time day job and writing fills in the gaps financially while also being a lot of fun.

		

		‘The One That Got Away… Until He Didn’t’ started off as a serial on my Medium page, but it got bigger and bigger as I went along until eventually, I felt that it was good enough and long enough to be a published book. So here it is! I only intended for it to be five or six parts in total but it finished being twenty chapters, plus an epilogue which I’ve kept exclusive to the book and won’t be putting on Medium.

		

		If you haven’t checked out my Medium page - you should! It costs less than a coffee a month and there’s a lot of fun hotwife and cuckold content. Go have a look. The link is at the end of the book, in my About The Author section, through my All My Links page or website.

		

		Until then, I hope you enjoy the naughty adventure that lies ahead of you. Feel free to leave me a review on the site you bought the book from and don’t be afraid to say ‘hi’ via any of my social media channels.

		

		Thanks again,

		

		Paul
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		Chapter 1

		

		“Hello,” I said to the smiling, young, mixed-race guy standing at my doorstep. “Can I help you?”

		“Sure,” the youngster replied, rubbing a hand through his short, tightly-curled black hair. “I’m new to the neighbourhood and looking for work. I saw your garden looked like it could do with the lawn mowing and some of the shrubs need cutting back. I’ll do it all for you for fifty pounds.”

		“Who is it, babe?” Jen shouted from the kitchen.

		“A young man, wondering if he can do some gardening for us,” I called back over my shoulder.

		“Thanks for the offer but I can do it myself,” I began to reply but I felt Jen’s hand touch the small of my back.

		“How much?” she asked.

		“Fifty pounds?” The young man’s green eyes - in contrast with his mocha-coloured skin - switched between Jen and me a couple of times. “I mean… I could do it for forty, maybe?”

		“Forty sounds good,” Jen replied and I turned to look at her. Her ocean-blue eyes wrinkled at the corners as she smiled at him before meeting my gaze.

		“Come on,” she said softly. “Give the kid a break. He’s asking for an honest day’s work, that’s all.”

		I appraised my wife, her honey blonde hair tied up on the top of her head in a messy bun, her arms folded beneath her curvy breasts, before eventually nodding.

		“Fine,” I replied. “When do you-”

		“I’ll get started right away,” the youngster grinned. “Thank you. I’ll go and get my tools and be back as soon as I can.”

		With that, he jogged back down the drive and out of sight and as I closed the door behind him, Jen nudged me.

		“I bet he’s with the new family that moved into number 27,” she guessed.

		“He did say he was new to the area,” I nodded. “I was going to do the garden this weekend but I guess it saves me a job.”

		“True.” Jen was looking out of the kitchen window and down the street. “He’s coming back already, so I must be right. The new family that moved in are black. I saw the mother pushing a pram down the road earlier and she looks older, around our age, so I’m guessing he’s the eldest son or something.”

		I looked and saw the young guy bouncing back up the drive with a bag of tools in hand, so I went back to the door and opened it.

		“Back so soon,” I commented.

		“Yeah, I only live around the corner,” he replied.

		“Number 27?” Jen inquired, joining me at the front door again.

		“That’s right. My name is Ronnie. We just moved, my mum, dad and my two sisters.”

		“Well, I hope you enjoy it here,” Jen smiled at him again.

		For a moment, I saw Ronnie’s green eyes drift down to the curves of her breasts pushing through the thin fabric of her light sweater, but he instantly returned his gaze to her face. “Thank you. Anyway, I’ll get on with your garden.”

		“Thanks, Ronnie,” Jen replied. She’d seen him looking but didn’t mention it. Instead, she actually smiled ever wider. “Would you like a drink or anything?”

		“Some water would be fine,” the kid nodded.

		I followed Jen into the kitchen and gave her a look. “What?” she grinned. “He’s just a boy. Very cute, but still a boy.”

		We were the same age, Jen and I, in our late thirties and I put Ronnie at no more than eighteen so hearing her say he was ‘cute’ made me raise my eyebrows but I didn’t say anything. I let Jen take him a drink of water outside and returned to the couch where I’d been before getting up to answer the knock at the door.

		After a few minutes, I heard the distinctive sound of the lawnmower and relaxed, watching some TV for a while but then - I wasn’t sure how long later - I realised the mower sound had stopped and Jen wasn’t anywhere to be seen. I walked through into the kitchen and she wasn’t there either but I saw her through the window. She was standing at the bottom of the garden talking to Ronnie. He was shirtless, the warm sun reflecting from his toned young torso.

		I stepped outside but neither of them seemed to notice my approach as I walked down the path towards them.

		Jen laughed out loud at something Ronnie said - I didn’t hear what - but when they finally heard me join them, she gathered herself and smiled at me.

		“It’s such a small world,” she said. “It turns out that I know Ronnie’s family.”

		“Well, you know my father,” the youngster clarified.

		“Yes,” Jen said, silencing him by putting a hand on his sweat-covered shoulder. “We went to college together, years ago.”

		“Oh, right,” I nodded politely. “The garden looks great, Ronnie. You’ve done a nice job.”

		“Thank you.” The young man scratched his hairless chin awkwardly. “Is there anything else you need doing or…?”

		“There are loads of odd jobs you can do but the garden is fine for today, Ronnie,” Jen answered before I could say anything.

		“What odd jobs-” I started to ask but my wife cut me off.

		“There’s plenty.” She gave me a look before turning back to Ronnie. “I’ll talk to Paul about it and let you know, okay?”

		“Should I give you my number?”

		“No need, I’ll stop by your house sometime.” Jen picked up Ronnie’s discarded shirt from the lawn and handed it to him after brushing off a few loose grass cuttings. “It’ll be nice to see your father again. I wonder if he’ll remember me?”

		“I’m sure he will, Mrs Atwell.” Ronnie shook his t-shirt and pulled it on over his head. “He’s bound to remember someone as pretty as you. I’ll mention you to him when I get home.”

		“Here’s your money.” Jen fished some money out of her back pocket and counted out forty pounds which she passed to the youngster.

		“Thanks. See you later. See you later, Mr Atwell.”

		“Call us Jen and Paul,” Jen insisted as Ronnie left the garden and disappeared down the road.

		“He did a good job, didn’t he?” she said to me as she walked back to the house, ignoring my raised eyebrow and quizzical look.

		“He did, but what the hell is going on?” I asked, catching up with her by the front door.

		“What do you mean?”

		“You were flirting with him!” I pointed out, ignoring her look of innocence. “He’s what… eighteen?”

		“He’s just turned eighteen, yes,” Jen replied, narrowing her pretty blue eyes at me. “I was not flirting. I was just being friendly.”

		“Yeah, right,” I replied, shaking my head softly as we stepped inside and I closed the door. “Anyway, what’s this about you knowing his dad?”

		“It’s true. Ronnie mentioned his father’s name was Marshall and when I said I knew someone by that name years ago, he asked what his surname was and when I said Goodwin, he said that’s my dad’s name.”

		“There could be two people by that name,” I suggested but Jen shook her head.

		“No way, not in this area. We live in a small town, Paul.”

		“I guess,” I replied. “And you went to college with this… Marshall?”

		“We were friends,” Jen replied. “But when college ended, we lost touch.”

		“Just friends?” I couldn’t help but ask.

		“Paul. Stop.” Jen walked into the kitchen and filled the sink up with hot water to wash the dinner pots from earlier. “We’ve been married for ten years, You know all about my past. There’s nothing I haven’t told you.”

		Jen had been with just two men before me, both short-term boyfriends. “Carl and Greg,” I remembered, “Okay. I was only asking.”

		She rolled her eyes and smiled. “I know. I love you.”

		“I love you too.” We did love each other. We’d met right after she’d split from Greg, who she always told me had been a complete asshole to her right through their six-month relationship, certifying the asshole status by cheating on her with her best friend at the time. Carl had lasted six months too but was never serious, she’d told me. He was just a college fling type of thing.

		We had a pleasant evening and it wasn’t until we were both in bed when the topic of Ronnie and Marshall was raised again.

		“So what odd jobs can we find for Ronnie to do?”

		“I thought you already had some in mind,” I replied, turning over to face her in bed. Jen was beautiful even without make-up. Her honey-blonde hair was loose now and I couldn’t help but push a lock of it behind her ear to gaze at her. I was a lucky guy.

		“There are lots of things that need doing,” she continued, smiling at my affectionate touch. “The garage needs emptying of all the crap that’s in there. Those boxes of rubbish need throwing out.”

		“I don’t mind if you want him to do that,” I nodded. “They need taking to the recycling place though. I don’t know if Ronnie can drive.”

		“I’ll ask him.” Jen grinned at me. “That is if you’re not too worried about me going to his house, in case I seduce him or something.”

		“Or his dad,” I teased back.

		“He looks a lot like Marshall when he was younger,” Jen mused, then leaned in and kissed me unexpectedly on the lips. “Neither of them are as cute as you though.”

		“Is that right?”

		“Mmhmm,” my wife murmured, drawing the covers back and sliding a hand down the front of my shorts. “Shall I show you how cute I think you are?”

		“Yes, please,” I moaned as her hand found my dick and her fingers curled around it.

		“Let’s see,” she giggled, tugging my shorts down and then moving her head downwards. “I think you’re this cute.”

		Her lips wrapped around the tip, making me stiffen rapidly. I didn’t have a huge penis, in fact, I was smaller than average, especially when flaccid but the warm and wet feeling of her mouth around me always made my shaft grow quickly.

		“Oh, that feels so good,” I groaned.

		Jen didn’t reply. She took my entire length in her mouth, sliding her tongue around it until I was throbbing and close to cumming.

		“Stop,” I said, pushing her away before it was too late. “I want to fuck you.”

		She grinned at me and lifted the white nightshirt she was wearing up and over her head to reveal her 36C breasts. Her nipples were small and pink and erect as she slipped down her black panties to reveal her tidy trimmed triangle of light brown pubic hair.

		I didn’t take any time to admire her body. I was too horny. I slid between her thighs and pushed my hard dick into her wet slit.

		“Slow down,” Jen whispered into my ear as she pressed her thighs around my hips.

		“I’m so horny though,” I groaned, pushing myself into her.

		“Maybe I should flirt with eighteen-year-olds more often,” she giggled.

		“Don’t go there,” I chuckled at the joke but as I began to fuck her, I briefly wondered if there was any truth in what she’d just implied. I had been aware of a subtle, strange feeling when I’d seen Ronnie check out the shape of Jen’s tits earlier. I’d felt the same thing when she’d put her hand on his young shoulder earlier, touching his sweaty bare flesh. I couldn’t quite put a name to the emotion but it was… exciting. Was it… arousal?

		“Yes,” Jen purred in my ear as I sped up, pounding her as hard as I could. “Go on, Paul. Fuck me.”

		“I’m cumming,” I groaned and Jen dug her fingernails into my back as I emptied my balls inside her. “Fuck. I’m sorry I didn’t last long. I guess I must have needed that.”

		“Well, something got into you,” she sighed as I rolled onto my back. “Whatever it was, I like it.”

		I wasn’t sure what it was, but as I closed my eyes and listened to Jen’s breathing slow down until she fell asleep, I felt unsettled by my feelings. Had I enjoyed her flirting with Ronnie?
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		Chapter 2

		

		Acouple of days passed without any other incident and I thought it was all forgotten about when another knock at our door changed everything.

		“Oh. Hi,” said a tall, bald black guy from the doorstep when I answered it. “I was looking for Jenny?”

		“Jen,” I corrected him. “That’s my wife. She’s out at the moment. Can I help?”

		“I’m an old friend.” He extended a hand and gave mine a strong squeeze when I accepted the handshake. “I’ve just moved into the area and wanted to say hello.”

		“Marshall?” I guessed and the man nodded.

		“That’s me. You must be Paul. I wanted to say thank you for giving my boy some work the other day. He’s a good kid.”

		“He seems a nice kid,” I agreed. “You’re welcome.”

		“Cool.” Marshall grinned. “So, I’ll leave you to it. Say hi to Jenny for me and tell her Marshall stopped by. You’re welcome to come over sometime for a drink or something to eat. We’re at number 27.”

		“Will do. Thanks.”

		I watched the tall, muscular black man head out through the garden gate back towards his house and wondered what might have been between him and Jen for him to have remembered her so well that he wanted to stop by and say hello. I was certain he hadn’t come over just to thank me for being kind to his son, so when Jen got in from work an hour later, I couldn’t help but subtly probe for some more information.

		“Had a good day?” I inquired as she slumped onto the sofa, looking tired.

		“Busy,” she complained. “But it was okay. How was yours?”

		“Just another day,” I replied and told her what I’d done around the house today while she was at work. “I was going to start emptying the garage and remembered you wanted me to leave it for Ronnie to do.”

		“Well, yeah. It’ll be nice to give him some little jobs to do.”

		“How did you say you know his parents again?” I asked as I made Jen a hot drink.

		“I only know his father,” she reminded me. “From college. I told you.”

		“Oh yeah,” I pretended to remember. “You were friends.”

		“Don’t go there,” Jen warned, looking at me through lidded eyes as I set down the coffee in front of her. “Yes. Friends.”

		I obviously hadn’t been quite as subtle as intended, so I left the conversation there but when we got in bed that night, I decided to press a little further. She was acting oddly and defensive about this Marshall guy. Too defensive, in my opinion.

		“I know you said you’d had a tiring day,” I murmured softly, wrapping my body around hers beneath the bed sheets. “But I could really use a nice cuddle if you know what I mean.”

		Jen giggled, turning her face to look up at me. “Well, I am actually tired, but I’m not too tired for a cuddle.”

		The way she emphasised the last word was a green light for me to slide a hand down between her legs and she reciprocated, tugging down my shorts and taking my dick into her hand.

		I’d wanted to talk; to ask more about Marshall and why he might really have stopped round at the house but her lips pressed against mine, preventing the words from coming out. Her hand was still stroking me as we kissed, getting me erect and I slipped my fingers inside her to find she was already quite wet.

		After a long moment, she eventually broke the kiss and moved over me, taking hold of my cock and guiding it inside her. She was wearing a t-shirt and as she sat upright on top of me, I looked up at my beautiful wife, taking in how hot she looked; riding me in just a long t-shirt, her stiff nipples poking through the thin cloth as she began to rock her hips back and forth.

		“I didn’t expect this,” I said softly. “I thought you were tired.”

		“I found some energy from somewhere,” Jen replied. “You shouldn’t be complaining.”

		“I’m not,” I chuckled. “I’m pleasantly surprised, that’s all.”

		“Wait,” Jen said, reaching down to put my dick back inside her as I slipped out. “There we go. No, wait. Fuck.”

		I’d popped out again. I grabbed my cock, holding it upright while she repositioned herself but as soon as she moved, it happened again.

		“I think you’re too wet,” I said. “Slow down and don’t move as much.”

		This happened sometimes, but only when Jen was in one of her sexually ‘vigorous’ moods like she was tonight. If she put it in and moved slightly less, it would stay inside.

		“It’s not that I’m too wet, it’s that you’re…” she started but then stopped.

		“I’m what?”

		“Are you fully hard?”

		“Yes,” I replied. “Feel me. I’m rock hard.”

		She squeezed my dick. “Is it? You just don’t feel… I don’t know. Maybe you should get on top.”

		“I don’t feel… what?” I asked as she rolled away onto her back, spreading her thighs for me to get between.

		“It doesn’t matter,” Jen replied, welcoming me as I got on top.

		I knew what she was thinking but knew she didn’t want to hurt my feelings.

		“I wish I had a bigger dick too, you know?” I said as I slid myself into her. “It’s not just you.”

		“It’d just make certain positions easier,” she replied carefully. “It’s okay though. I love your dick. I’m sorry.”

		“Which one of your ex-boyfriends had a big dick again?” I asked as I started to slide in and out of her while keeping myself propped above her.

		“Greg. He wasn’t that big. Just average maybe, or slightly bigger,” she sighed. “Anyway, don’t remind me about him. He was an asshole. I only stayed with him as long as I did because he was good in bed but when he cheated I dumped him.”

		“And you didn’t stay with Carl because he had a small one?”

		“He didn’t have a small one like you but he wasn’t very good with what he did have, that was the issue. He was fun to be around so I stuck with him for a while but it was never going to last.”

		I was sure she’d told me that Carl was small before but I didn’t question it. “So I must be good with what I’ve got then?”

		“I married you, didn’t I?” Jen moaned as I pushed into her slowly and then sped up, thrusting hard into her. “That’s it, Paul. Fuck me hard.”

		I did, pounding my groin against hers, shoving myself as deep into her as I could muster before cumming inside her a few minutes later. Again, I hadn’t lasted very long but I’d been really turned on for some reason - from hearing her talk about her exes’ penises.

		I laid myself down at the side of her, taking a moment to get my breath back before allowing myself to drift off to sleep but just as I was dropping off, she said something I didn’t quite catch.

		“What?” I asked. “I missed that, I was just falling asleep.”

		“I said sorry,” she repeated so quietly I could barely hear her. “I didn’t mean to belittle you about your size.”

		Had she been lying there thinking about it?

		“It’s cool,” I said, putting my hand on hers reassuringly. “Don’t worry. That was fun, I’m just tired now.”

		“I know,” she murmured and I turned to see her staring up at the ceiling above us. “It’s just… I do sometimes wonder about stuff. That’s all.”

		“Stuff?”

		“Greg wasn’t big. I didn’t know what big was at that time. I was young. I’d say he was two inches longer than you, maybe slightly less.”

		I felt slightly guilty for asking the question now. I’d obviously set her off into some sort of regretful reverie.

		“I’m sure you said that Carl was small,” I said when she went quiet. “Maybe I misremembered.”

		“No, he wasn’t small. He was smaller than Greg, maybe only an inch longer than you but he was thick. Girthy. He was clumsy in bed though. Perhaps I said he was small to make you feel better once. I’m sorry.”

		“Stop saying sorry,” I told her, beginning to worry that I’d upset her somehow for her to be acting this way. “Are you sure you’re okay? You’re acting kind of weird.”

		“I’m fine.” Her blue eyes found mine in the darkness of the bedroom. “Do you ever regret not sleeping with a lot of girls before me? Be honest.”

		“That’s a dangerous question to ask,” I chuckled. “And dangerous to answer.”

		“So you do?” Jen asked gently. “It’s fine if you do. I understand.”

		“The answer is no,” I contradicted her. “In actual fact, I don’t. I mean… what guys don’t fantasise about other women sometimes? I’d be lying if I said I didn’t fancy Scarlett Johanssen and if I hadn’t occasionally had naughty thoughts about her, that sort of thing. But if you’re truly asking if I wish I’d slept with other women, I can honestly say no. You’ve always made me happy and kept me that way. You’re beautiful and sexy and I couldn’t ask for anything more.”

		“Wow.” Jen’s eyes widened. “You’re such a good man, Paul. I don’t deserve you.”

		“So what about you?” I asked as her gaze returned to the ceiling. I had an idea of where this was going. “You slept with Greg and Carl but are you saying you regret not sleeping with more men?”

		“I’m happy,” Jen insisted, looking at me once more. “I really am. I’m just overthinking things. It’s late and I’m tired but my mind won’t switch off, you know what I mean?”

		“Yes, that happens to me sometimes.” She hadn’t answered the question, so I asked again. “I didn’t ask if you’re happy, Jen. I asked if you regret not having more sexual experiences.”

		“I don’t know,” she replied. “Maybe.”

		“With Greg and Carl? Or with other guys?”

		“I had plenty of sex with Greg and Carl,” she said, shaking her head slowly. “No, with other guys. I had plenty of chances.”

		“You did?” This was news to me. “I thought it was just those two guys for you. Nothing with anyone else, not even a blow job or a hand job, you said so, I’m sure.”

		“Well, I didn’t tell you everything,” Jen said after a long pause. “I didn’t want you to think I was a slut or something.”

		“A slut?” I repeated the word slowly. That wasn’t a word I’d ever contemplate in regards to Jen. “Why? How many men have you really been with?”

		“Don’t misunderstand me,” Jen’s head turned sharply to look my way. “I shouldn’t have said slut. That’s the wrong word. I have only been with two men, that’s true but I have given a couple of others hand jobs and blow jobs.”

		“Really?” I pushed myself up onto one elbow, looking down at her face. “I had no idea.”

		“Only four guys. Four, I’ve given hand jobs to and I gave blowjobs to two of them.”

		“That hardly constitutes you as a slut,” I replied with a relieved smile. “I thought you were going to say twenty or something crazy.”

		“I’m sorry I didn’t tell you before,” she replied, looking up at me apologetically. “I’ve wanted to tell you for so damn long but I always thought you’d be disappointed in me. Like I wasn’t your lovely, angelic Jen.”

		“You’ll always be my lovely angelic Jen,” I replied, leaning my head down to kiss her on the forehead. “Don’t be silly. I’m glad you finally told me.”

		“What about you?” my wife asked. “Do you have anything to confess?”

		“Unfortunately, I’m as boring as I appear to be,” I replied with a smile.

		“I was hoping you’d say yes so I felt less guilty.”

		“You don’t have to feel guilty,” I shook my head. “I mean, these other guys were all before me, right?”

		“Oh, god. Yes,” Jen’s expression turned to a worried look. “I’ve never cheated on you. I wasn’t saying that-”

		“I know, I know,” I said, giving her another soothing kiss on the forehead.

		“They were all before we got together,” she confirmed. “But the thing is…”

		Her voice trailed off but her eyes kept a lock on mine.

		“The thing is… what?”

		“One of them,” she said, chewing her lip nervously. “One of them was Marshall.”
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		Chapter 3

		

		“Marshall?” I replied, pushing myself up to a sitting position. “Ronnie’s dad?”

		“I told you I knew him from college,” she said, joining me in sitting up. “We kind of dated, but it never went anywhere because-”

		“You dated?” I said, reeling from this new information. “You said you only had two boyfriends.”

		“We kind of dated,” she repeated. “As in we went on a couple of dates but we were never boyfriend and girlfriend.”

		“Right.” I took a minute to absorb what she was telling me. “And you never told me before about him because…?”

		“Because it never went anywhere.” She shrugged. “We kissed, I gave him a hand job and we fooled around a bit but that was it. I didn’t see him again.”

		“Why?” I scratched my head. “I didn’t even know you liked black men. You never mentioned any of this.”

		“Some black guys are cute. It doesn’t put me off. I guess I prefer white guys but, well, you know…?”

		“No. I don’t know.”

		“Look,” Jen slid back down under the covers and turned away from me. “I don’t want to talk about it any further. I wish I hadn’t said anything now. I was trying to do the right thing.”

		“So you don’t think it’s weird that you’ve been flirting with the son of a guy you made cum back in college?”

		She flipped over again, staring at me through narrowed eyelids. “I was not flirting with Ronnie!”

		“It makes sense now,” I continued, talking as though to myself. “It makes sense why Marshall came over to see you earlier.”

		“He did what?”

		“Yes, that’s right. He probably wants to finish what he started all those years ago.”

		“Oh, Paul. Now you’re just being ridiculous. Go to sleep. We’ll talk about this tomorrow.”

		She was calling me ridiculous. I wasn’t being ridiculous but I also couldn’t be bothered to argue. I lowered myself back under the covers and tried to sleep but all I could think about was Jen and Marshall; my lovely, innocent blonde wife wrapping her slender fingers around his thick, black cock and jerking him off until he came.

		Eventually, my tiredness overwhelmed me and I managed to sleep, but even then my dreams were fretful and haunted by similar visions, of Marshall and Jen kissing; of them fooling around, my wife playing with his dick while he sucked her tits and fingered her.

		I woke up with a hard-on, I don’t know why, the dreams had been more torturous than enjoyable, more nightmares than pleasant dreams. In the shower, I dealt with it, jerking myself off under the hot water to get rid of the unwanted erection.

		Jen was already awake and downstairs, which surprised me because today was her day off work, while I had to work today. “Good morning,” I greeted her as I got ready.

		“Hi,” she said, passing me a coffee she’d made for me. “You’re running a little late, aren’t you?”

		“I took a bit longer in the shower to relax,” I half-lied. “I didn’t sleep great last night.”

		“Early night tonight then,” Jen commented. I could tell from her body language and tone of voice that she was still a bit tense about last night’s conversation, but I didn’t try to push anything. Whenever she got like this, it was best to give her a bit of time and space, so I gave her a kiss on the cheek and left for work.

		While I was at work, I sent her a text to say that I loved her and tried to make normal conversation such as we might chat normally during the day but Jen was still obviously slightly off with me. Her replies were of the short, one-word variety and she didn’t make an effort to say much back apart from a comment about how warm the weather was today and that she might do some sunbathing.

		She went quiet after that, not replying to my subsequent texts so I assumed she was sleeping in the garden while catching some rays but something felt… wrong. Something was niggling me. I couldn’t relax or do my work properly, so I made an excuse to my boss about having a migraine. It was only a couple of hours earlier than usual, so my boss wasn’t bothered and I headed home to see if Jen was okay.

		When I got home, her car was on the drive and everything appeared normal but when I walked in, the house was empty. I suspected she was in the back garden, sunning herself still so I went upstairs to change out of my work clothes into something cooler.

		I picked out a pair of shorts and a t-shirt and looked out of the window as I undressed, spotting Jen laid out on the lawn, as expected. She was on her back, totally still so I thought she might be asleep but it was difficult to tell because she was wearing her sunglasses, along with a red two-piece bikini which showed off her curves beautifully.

		What I hadn’t expected, however, was Ronnie being in the garden with her. The youngster was shirtless, his dark young torso shining in the sunlight above a pair of grey shorts. He was sitting nearby, resting on his elbows with a bottle of beer next to him. Another bottle was next to Jen that I hadn’t noticed before. They’d obviously had a drink together but I didn’t know about any of this and a surge of annoyance rippled through me.

		I got changed into the clothes I’d chosen and headed downstairs to see what was going on. On the way, I got myself a beer from the fridge and joined them in the back garden, walking up slowly and quietly so they might not notice me.

		“I need to put some sun lotion on,” I heard Jen say. “This sun is stronger than I thought. Would you mind-”

		“Ahem,” I interrupted her as I got close. Had she been about to ask him what I thought she’d been about to ask him? “Hey. Drinking without me?”

		“Ronnie has got rid of all the trash in the garage,” Jen said, quickly sitting up and turning to face me. “He borrowed his dad’s car and took it to the recycling centre for us. I said you’d pay him tonight when you got home but you’re early. What time is it?”

		“I thought I was starting with a migraine but it’s eased off now,” I said, taking a sip from the beer. “I feel kind of bad but… can we just have a quick talk?”

		“Sure,” Jen replied, lifting her sunglasses to look at me, squinting in the bright sunlight.

		“In private,” I added, glancing at Ronnie who seemed oblivious to me even being there, never mind the fact that I’d just caught him drinking with my half-naked wife while I was at work.

		“Oh, right, of course.”

		I headed back to the kitchen with Jen following me and as soon as we were inside and out of sight and earshot of Ronnie, I turned to face her.

		“What’s going on?”

		Jen pushed her sunglasses on top of her head and pushed her long blonde hair behind her ears. “What I told you. I asked Ronnie to come over and sort the garage out.”

		“And you didn’t think to tell me? I was texting you all this morning and you never mentioned it.”

		“For this precise reason.” Jen scowled at me and folded her arms under her breasts, defensively. “Last night you got all paranoid about Marshall and then this morning you were acting all weird.”

		“I was acting weird?” I questioned. “You were the one being quiet and offish, not me.”

		“I thought I was doing the right thing, telling you about Marshall and me but-”

		“But what?” I shook my head. “And still, after everything you thought it would be appropriate to invite his kid over and not tell me.”

		“Okay, okay!” Jen walked toward me, unfolded her arms and took my face between her hands. “Let’s just stop this. I’m sorry. I don’t know what I was thinking. I’ve been insensitive to you and oversensitive myself. I don’t want to argue so can we just take a step back and talk?”

		I took a breath and gazed into her blue eyes. “I’m sorry too. It’s just… the thing about you and Marshall caught me by surprise. I thought I knew everything about you.”

		“I know and I am sorry,” Jen smiled and gave me a light kiss on the lips.

		“Plus, the way you’ve been… kind of… flirting with Ronnie. I’m sorry if you don’t mean it to come across as flirting but you’ve definitely been acting differently since the other day.”

		“Different?”

		“You’re in a bikini, drinking beer with a kid half your age.”

		“He’s not half my age, Paul.”

		“You know what I mean.” I took a drink from my own beer, trying to gather my thoughts.

		“I guess… maybe…” Jen started to say, before looking over her shoulder out of the door to check on Ronnie. “You’ve been quite horny since the day he did the garden. Perhaps I was a little flirty with him but I was under the impression it turned you on a little bit.”

		“What?” I took half a step back. “He’s a kid.”

		“I know but… look, Paul. I know how horny you get when you ask me about my ex-boyfriends. The other night when I was telling you - for the millionth time - about Greg and Karl and how big their dicks were… you got horny. You always do. I thought that this was the same.”

		“So what if I do get turned on by that stuff?” I asked, feeling my face turn red because this wasn’t something I was comfortable talking about. “It’s just fun to think about you - a younger, naughty version of you.”

		“A younger, naughty version of me… with other guys?” Jen pushed, raising one of her slender eyebrows while studying me. “Other guys with dicks that are bigger than yours?”

		“Jen!” I hissed, taking my turn to look through the open doorway to make sure Ronnie was still where we’d left him and unable to hear any of this.

		“He can’t hear us,” she reassured me. “Do you want me to be totally honest with you?”

		“Yes,” I replied, despite the fact that I was actually slightly worried about what she was going to say. “Of course I do.”

		“I told you already that I think Ronnie is cute. He reminds me of his dad, who you now know that I dated in college. Perhaps I do like flirting with him a little. Having a handsome young guy like him around is fun. Seeing his eyes check out my boobs and my ass today has been kind of flattering and exciting, but that’s all it is, Paul. I’m just having a little bit of fun. I’m not actually going to seduce him or anything. As you said, he’s eighteen.”

		I took a deep breath and tried to absorb what she’d just said but before I could work out how to reply, she continued.

		“Do you want to know why things never went any further between me and Marshall?”

		Where was she going with this? I nodded, aware that I was holding my breath while waiting for the answer,

		Jen took one more look outside at Ronnie then closed the space between us and kissed me gently for a moment before breaking away.

		“His cock…” she started, before pausing to examine my face for a reaction. “He was too big.”

		“Too big?”

		“We were in his car,” she explained, “Kissing and fooling around and then he took his shorts down. I’d felt him through his shorts before and I knew he was going to be big but I really was not ready for how big he actually was. And how thick he was. He was much longer than Greg and thicker than Carl and Greg put together. It scared me.”

		“Scared you?” I knew I was just repeating what she was saying but I didn’t know what else to say.

		“I gave him a hand job,” she went on, “And when it got fully hard, yes, I was scared. He wanted me to suck him and I tried but I could barely fit it in my mouth, so I stopped. He was happy enough with me giving him a hand job until he came that night but I knew that one day, he’d want me to try sucking him again and eventually, he’d want to put it in me.”

		“And that scared you away?”

		“Yes,” Jen nodded, her blue eyes looking down at the floor for a moment. “I know that seems kind of lame but I was a young naive girl. I thought it’d hurt. I didn’t want my pussy ruined by a dick that size. I know that’s stupid and that it doesn’t work like that but as I said, I was young and stupid.”

		“So you broke up,” I nodded, finally letting all of the air go that I’d been holding in my lungs. “Wow. That’s some story.”

		I felt Jen’s hand at the front of my shorts and suddenly realised I’d gotten an erection listening to her. I tried to move back but it was too late.

		“Aha,” she grinned, holding it in her hand through the thin cloth of my shorts. “It does turn you on, doesn’t it? Hearing about… how did you phrase it? Naughty younger Jen?”

		I shrugged and forced a smile, feeling uncomfortable again, not just because of her teasing but also because Ronnie could walk through the door at any moment and catch us like this.

		“I knew it,” Jen smiled triumphantly. “Does it turn you on even more thinking about me jerking Marshall’s big black dick in the car? Making him cum all over the car seat?”

		Her hand was moving up and down, pumping my dick slowly.

		“Jen, stop,” I said, pushing her away. “Ronnie’s right out there. He could catch us.”

		“Awwww, I was having fun.” She pouted dramatically but let go before looking back out through the door at Marshall’s son. “Do you think he’s built like his dad?”

		“Built?” I asked, almost choking on the sip of beer I took as I realised what she meant. “As in… is he as well endowed?”

		“I was trying to discreetly look,” Jen confessed softly. “But his shorts are too baggy. I was hoping he might get an erection if I changed into my bikini, but I still haven’t been able to catch a glimpse of it.”

		“For real?” I asked, unable to believe what I was hearing. Then I remembered what she’d been about to say before I’d interrupted her earlier. “When I first walked into the garden, I heard you say you needed some suntan lotion. Were you about to-”

		“Yes,” Jen nodded, knowing what I’d been about to ask. “I was going to let him put some on me. Just my back and my legs. I wasn’t going to let him go near my boobs or anything crazy. I was just wondering if I could get him hard, that’s all.”

		“Jen,” I said, my mind reeling at all these sudden revelations. “I mean… I get it. I understand but-”

		“He’s out there still,” she murmured as if she was only half-listening to me while looking through the open kitchen doorway. “He must be wondering what we’re doing. I should go back out to him. I feel bad for just walking away and leaving him like that.”

		“You can tell him he’s done now. I’ll pay him later,” I replied. “Then we can talk properly about all of this.”

		Jen hesitated by the door. “So… I can’t let him put some suntan lotion on me?”

		I was about to say an immediate no but I found myself hesitating too. The memory of Jen’s hand on Ronnie’s shoulder and how it had made me feel sprang into my mind. If a simple touch like that by Jen had turned me on, how would Ronnie touching her make me feel?

		Did I even want to know?

		I made a decision. A crazy, impulsive decision. I knew I wasn’t thinking straight but my dick was still hard in my shorts from Jen’s caress earlier and I was horny and turned on.

		Fuck it.

		“Do you really want to do this?” I said, my voice hoarse with a mixture of anxiety and arousal.

		She bit her lip between her teeth and then nodded.
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		Chapter 4

		

		“Sorry about that,” I heard Jen say as she walked back out through the door into the garden towards Ronnie.

		I stood where I was for a moment, then did as I’d agreed and headed upstairs to the bedroom. Jen suggested the idea - she thought Ronnie might be reluctant to put the sun cream on her if I was there. I walked across to the window that looked out over the garden and saw Jen sitting again next to the young mixed-race lad.

		I carefully opened the window, hoping to hear some of their conversations but it was difficult to catch much of what they were saying over the top of the traffic noise coming from the main road in the distance and the general sounds of the ‘outside.’

		I saw Ronnie’s eyebrows raise for a moment. She must have asked him. Then he shrugged and she passed him a bottle of lotion.

		This was it. She was actually going to go through with it.

		I watched Jen lie down and roll onto her front first. Ronnie shifted so he was kneeling beside her and poured some of the lotion into his hands before rubbing his palms together. Then, as Jen looked over her shoulder to see what he was doing, he put his hands on her shoulders and began to rub it in.

		I saw Jen’s shoulders tense at first, then after a few minutes of Ronnie massaging the oily lotion into her skin, she visibly relaxed, her posture softening and she let her head roll back slightly as he worked his way down her back and then up again.

		She flipped her dark blonde hair out of the way so he could coat her neck and then she indicated towards her bottom half and Ronnie did as he was told, moving slightly so he could begin to apply it to her calves and ankles. Slowly, he inched further up until his hands were roaming over the backs of her thighs.

		This was torture already, watching a man so much younger than me touch my wife’s skin like that, but it was going to get even worse. As Ronnie appeared to finish, shuffling backwards on his knees and wiping his hands on the towel nearby, Jen rolled onto her back.

		“Don’t be shy,” I managed to hear her say during a lull in the daytime noise coming in through the open window.

		“It’s just… are you sure this okay?” Ronnie hesitated. “Would Paul be angry if he knew or is he okay with this kind of thing?”

		“What kind of thing?” Jen responded with a teasing smile. “Relax, Ronnie. I’m only asking you to put some sun cream on me.”

		“Yeah, sure.” Ronnie put some more lotion onto his palm as Jen laid down flat again, looking up at the clear blue sky. “You’re right, it’s not… sexual… or anything.”

		“No, it’s just neighbours spending some time together and one being helpful to the other,” Jen replied, closing her eyes. She was flirting outrageously, whether Ronnie knew it or not.

		I watched the youngster hesitate again for a moment, before seeming to take a deep breath and shuffling forward again to put his hands on her stomach. As he began to gently stroke the lotion over my wife’s skin, I became intensely aware of two different feelings beginning to gnaw at my insides. The first was the obvious one: jealousy. Jen was my wife. We’d made vows to each other, and while ‘not allowing someone else to put sunscreen on’ wasn’t one of the vows we’d made, this still felt utterly wrong and I had to clamp my jaw in envy at seeing another man getting to touch my wife’s body like Ronnie was right now.

		The second was arousal. My cock was throbbing in my pants, my erection pressing against them, aching for me to free it and touch myself. Why was this such a turn-on?

		Ronnie’s hands finished with Jen’s abdomen and moved up, passing over her breasts to her shoulders and then down her arms. Then he turned his attention to her legs, starting again at her ankles and working his way up, doing the front of her legs this time.

		The interesting part before had been seeing how close the young man got to massaging her ass cheeks. He’d not been daring enough to try slipping his hands too close and I wondered if he’d be the same when it came to doing the inside of Jen’s thighs.

		My dick twitched stiffly as I saw Jen part her legs so that he could run his hands up the insides of her thighs, his dark hands at odds with her lighter skin. I pulled down my zipper and took my cock out - I couldn’t help myself - and I began to jerk off slowly as I watched his fingertips almost touch the gusset of her red bikini bottoms. At no time did Jen stop him as his palms worked in circles on the tops of her inner thighs. For a second, I was sure his fingers brushed against the red Lycra but Jen didn’t move, so I must have imagined it.

		“I’ll do the rest,” I heard Jen say, breaking the silence that had formed as she enjoyed his massaging hands. Even from here, I could feel a certain tension, perhaps sexual as a still-quiet Ronnie handed her the lotion.

		Jen warmed some of the lotion between her hands after sitting up, and then she slid the strap down on one shoulder, exposing the upper half of one of her breasts.

		I was wanking myself hard and fast now, enjoying watching Jen tease Ronnie. She was definitely teasing him now, letting the cup of her bikini almost fall away to the point of showing some nipple before catching it. She rubbed the cream into her breast, slipping her fingers below the material of her bikini to make sure she was fully covered before doing the same with the opposite breast.

		Ronnie was staring at her, not making any attempt to hide the fact that he was enjoying watching her as much as I was enjoying secretly watching the pair of them. His jaw was slack and I saw him lick his lips at one point.

		When she’d finished, she didn’t bother to hoist the straps back over her shoulders. She tossed the bottle to one side and flipped her hair back, looking at the young man staring at her.

		“Are you okay?” she asked, barely audible to me over the outdoor noises.

		Ronnie nodded, then stood up abruptly. “I should be going…”

		“So soon?” Jen asked. She must be aware that the upper parts of her breasts were fully on show, the bikini barely covering her nipples. “You can stay as long as you like. We could have some more drinks.”

		“I just need to-” Ronnie started saying, then I noticed something at almost the exact same time that my wife did.

		“Have you got a hard-on?” Jen interrupted him. The front of his shorts was tented outwards, his hard-on painfully visible.

		“I… um,” Ronnie quickly looked downwards, then reached into his shorts and adjusted himself. “I’m sorry. I… I should go.”

		“You don’t have to apologise,” Jen chuckled. She stood up, finally adjusting her bikini straps back up onto her shoulders. “It’s natural, it happens. You’re a young man. Don’t worry about it.”

		“Yeah, it happens a lot. I’m sorry.” Ronnie shuffled his feet. “Did you say Paul will pay me later?”

		“I’ll sort the money for you, don’t worry.” Jen looked down and I saw that Ronnie’s dick was once again pushing hard against the front of his shorts, the shape of it jutting out horizontally.

		Ronnie looked down. “Oh, shit. Okay, I’m going.”

		“You have a naughty penis,” Jen laughed, then to my complete surprise, she batted the front of his shorts with one of her hands. The shape of his dick wobbled in the front of his shorts at the playful blow but stayed sticking straight out, so she slapped it again.

		“It won’t go away until…” Ronnie’s face was glowing red, I noticed. “Okay, I’ll see you soon, Jen.”

		“Okay. I guess you need to go and sort that out.”

		Clutching his hand over the shape of his erection, Ronnie backed away from Jen and then turned and walked away hurriedly, through the gate and down the road out of view.

		Only when he’d gone, did Jen look up at me and wave but I couldn’t wave back because my hand was thrashing away on my cock furiously. I don’t think Jen could see what I was doing but I took a step back anyway, just as I came, white sperm shooting out into my hand as I cupped it around the tip so as not to get it all over the bedroom carpet. Quickly, I jogged to the bathroom before Jen could come upstairs and catch me with a handful of cum.

		As I was cleaning myself up, I heard my wife call out my name.

		“I’m in the bathroom,” I said, patting my hands dry on a towel before opening the door to find her waiting outside.

		“Did you see it all?” she said, biting her lip nervously. “Are you mad at me?”

		“Why would I be mad?”

		“Didn’t you see me touch his dick?” Jen made the same swiping motion with her hand. “I mean… I didn’t touch it as such, I just smacked it. But I wanted to touch it. I don’t know what came over me. It was a crazy thing to do. What if he tells his parents?”

		“I’m pretty sure he won’t tell anyone,” I said, shaking my head. “Relax.”

		“I’m trying but I can’t.” Jen extended one of her hands and stared at it. “Look. I’m shaking. My heart is beating a million times a second. I can’t believe what I just did.”

		“You just let a kid put some suncream on you. Then you smacked his dick as punishment for getting aroused. It’s no big deal,” I lied.

		“But what happens now?” Jen said, the words tumbling over each other in either excitement or regret at what she’d just done. “He might think I want to do more… He’s young, he could get the wrong idea-”

		“Jen, stop,” I said, taking the hand she was still holding aloft and squeezing it. “It’s fine. It was just a bit of fun. Calm down. I bet the next time you see him, he’ll have forgotten all about it.”

		Jen’s blue eyes stared into mine for a moment, then she leaned forward and kissed me - on the mouth - passionately.

		“Let’s go to bed,” she said softly. “I want you to fuck me.”

		I couldn’t because I’d just cum but I didn’t tell Jen that. “I’m tired,” I replied, then seeing her expression turn sad, I changed my approach. “I don’t know if I’m too tired to have sex but I don’t mind getting you off.”

		“That’ll do.” The corners of Jen’s mouth twitched upwards into a smile and she took my hand and led me back into the room I’d just watched her from. Within seconds, her bikini was on the floor and she was lying on the bed with her thighs open. “Go on then,” she murmured. “Get to work.”

		I got on the bed and placed my head between her thighs as instructed. Perhaps unsurprisingly, her pussy lips already looked slightly swollen and wet. I pressed my face against her trimmed mound and slid my tongue upwards along her slit, finding her swollen clit. She was obviously very turned on by what she’d just done in the garden. Just as I had been, except I’d managed to find my release whereas Jen hadn’t. I sucked her clit and began to lap my tongue over it. This was the least I could do for her.
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		Chapter 5

		

		Imade Jen cum and then we both had a nap, curled up in each other’s arms. It felt good. It shouldn’t - I’d just watched my wife flirt outrageously with a man over a decade younger than her and she’d even touched his cock - even if it was more of a smack than a touch - and it’d been through his shorts. I should be jealous and mad, but for some reason, I wasn’t. What happened felt strangely… okay.

		To say the afternoon had been so crazy, our evening was relatively normal. Jen didn’t bring up the topic of Ronnie or Marshall or what she’d done earlier and I didn’t mention it either - mostly because after such an intense experience, a bit of normality felt good.

		Once in bed though, the mood changed. Jen was clearly horny because she climbed under the covers naked next to me - not her usual choice of sleeping attire.

		“I still can’t believe what I did earlier,” she murmured, pressing her warm skin against mine.

		“Which part?” I replied. “Sunbathing in a tiny bikini in front of a young stranger or letting him rub sun cream into your skin?”

		“All of it,” she sighed. “Not just that either. The fact I touched his dick.”

		“Well, yeah,” I nodded. “I wasn’t expecting that at all.”

		“It was a spur of the moment thing,” she murmured, resting her head on my shoulder.

		Jen’s hair smelled good. She’s sprayed some musky perfume on before bed, another sign that she was feeling in the mood for sex. Her breasts were pressed against my side and as she curled a leg over mine, I could feel the heat between her legs resting against my hip. My cock began to stir into life in response.

		“So…” I wasn’t sure whether or not to ask the question that popped into my head but I risked it. “Is Ronnie as well-endowed as his father was?”

		Jen angled her face to look up at me. “I don’t know. I only touched it for a second but it felt solid and thick, and heavy, I guess. So, he’s definitely a big boy. Very big for his age. I mean… imagine how big he’ll be once he’s fully grown, in his twenties.”

		She finished the sentence with a heavy sigh and in a weird way, I felt sorry for her. She clearly liked the idea of big penises and here I was… with my modest member that obviously couldn’t satisfy her in the way that someone like Marshall might be able to.

		Her hand found my cock and wrapped around it, playing with me slowly.

		“You’re already excited,” she noted. “Did you get turned on earlier? Watching me flirt with Ronnie? Or hearing me talk about big dicks? I know you like it when I tell you about my exes.”

		“I like hearing you talk dirty,” I admitted. “That’s all it is.”

		“Hmmmm.” Jen’s hand worked my cock, getting me fully erect. “Well, this little guy here always seems to get horny when I talk about my exes and how big they were and now I think he liked me teasing Ronnie too. He’s very stiff, isn’t he?”

		I was painfully hard now, as Jen moved, getting on top and guiding me inside her.

		“I didn’t tell you the whole truth the other day,” she said as she began to rock her hips back and forth.

		“About what?” I moaned. Her pussy felt so good, sliding back and forwards onto me.

		“About Marshall.” Jen sat upright, cupping one of her breasts in her hand and teasing her nipple. She only did that when she was really aroused. “Don’t worry - I didn’t fuck him. Although I wish I did.”

		“You do?” I breathed. “What didn’t you tell me about? Did you come closer to having sex with him than you said?”

		“Yes,” Jen said softly, still playing with her nipple while she slowly rode me. “I don’t know why I didn’t tell you the other day. I suppose I felt a bit silly.”

		“Silly about what?”

		“It’s embarrassing. I told you I was scared and that was true but the truth is that we were going to do it. We came so close twice, once in the back of his car and once in my bedroom. Both times he was about to put it in but I stopped him. The first time, it wouldn’t go in. I was so nervous that I was kind of tensed up. He tried but it just wouldn’t go in so he fingered me to loosen me up and then I stopped it because I just didn’t want to and I ended up giving him a handjob until he came.”

		“And the second time?”

		“The second time, we were in bed, both completely naked. I wanted it, I really did. I was wet and more relaxed but just as he got the tip in - not even the whole tip, maybe just half of it, it hurt and I panicked and stopped him. I tried sucking him again but it wasn’t great. I made him cum but I could barely fit any of him in my mouth. Anyway, I felt so foolish afterwards that I told him I didn’t want to see him anymore. How pathetic is that?”

		“It’s not pathetic,” I said, sensing that her confession had actually had the opposite effect of turning her on. She’d slowed down and was clearly reflecting on her time with Marshall in a sad way, rather than a horny one. “You were young and naive, as you said before.”

		“I guess,” she whispered, then began to fuck me again. “I just wish…”

		“You wish… what?”

		“I wish I’d just let him shove it in,” she admitted so quietly that I could barely hear her. “I’m sure once it was in, I’d have enjoyed it.”

		“Really?” I couldn’t help but ask. “Do you regret not letting him fuck you?”

		“Let’s not talk about it,” she replied just as quietly, and then she slipped away from me, rolling onto her back. “Just do me, Paul.”

		I got between her thighs and pushed my stiff dick into her pussy but after just a few more pumps, I felt myself getting close.

		“I need to slow down,” I told her, “Or I’m going to cum.”

		“Okay,” she said but I could tell she wasn’t happy. “Do it then.”

		I rammed myself into her and emptied my balls into her as deep as I could, then moved to the side of her, rubbing her clit with my fingers while sucking her nipple - something that always made her cum.

		“I wish he’d fucked me with his big cock,” she groaned, her hips squirming as she neared her own orgasm.

		“Marshall?” I whispered against her breast. “Or Ronnie?”

		“Marshall,” she replied. “I wish I’d let him shove it in me and fuck me senseless. God, I’d love a big cock like that in me right now.”

		I kept playing with her, my fingers teasing her swollen clit, edging her and letting her continue to talk dirty.

		“You need a big cock, don’t you, Jen?” I whispered, wondering how she’d react.

		“Yes,” she confessed. “I need a man with a massive cock to just fuck me like a slut.”

		“Perhaps you should do it,” I suggested softly.

		“I can’t,” she moaned. “‘I’m married.”

		“So?”

		“Oh, fuck,” she groaned and came on my fingers. “Oh….fuuuuuck.”

		I waited until she’d finished trembling, then moved my face to hers and kissed her lips softly as she got her breath back.

		We lay there in silence for a little while, listening to the sounds of each other’s breathing while contemplating what we’d just said to each other. It had been in the heat of the moment. I hadn’t really meant it. I couldn’t let her sleep with someone else, she was my wife. We were married, as she’d said.

		“I really enjoyed that,” she murmured after a long period of quiet. “I haven’t cum as hard as that in ages.”

		“You were really horny, eh?” I chuckled. “If that’s what flirting with Ronnie does for you, perhaps I should let you do it more often.”

		“It’s the fact that I felt his cock. I know this sounds silly but it reminded me - just for a moment - of how Marshall’s felt. It made me think back to those days - how different his dick felt in my hand.”

		“Different to mine?”

		“Well, obviously.” My wife looked sideways at me, her blue eyes looking almost black in the darkness of the bedroom. “He’s literally twice as long and thick as you.”

		She shifted, rolling onto her side to look at me and her hand snaked beneath the covers to feel my penis.

		“I’m not being awful,” she said, pulling the covers back and holding my cock for me to look at between her forefinger and thumb. I was spent and only a couple of inches long when flaccid and she wiggled it around for a moment while considering it. “I love you and I’d never ever leave you or anything because of your size but look at it… it’s like a teenager’s.”

		“Really?” I said, my face turning red. “You’ve never said that before.”

		“It’s… okay,” she sighed. “It’s just when I compare it to my exes and especially compared to Marshall, it…”

		She trailed off.

		“It… what?”

		“I’m sorry,” she said, snuggling up to me. “I shouldn’t have said anything. I’m being a bitch, aren’t I? I apologise. Forget it.”

		“No,” I insisted. “Talk to me.”

		“I don’t want to,” Jen replied, putting a finger against my lips. “I love you and I love your dick. I’m tired and want to sleep, okay?”

		“Okay,” I replied. I knew Jen and when she didn’t want to talk, she didn’t wouldn’t. “Goodnight then.”

		“Night, baby,” she mumbled, already half-asleep.

		Within moments, her breathing deepened as she drifted off and I closed my own eyes and tried to sleep. It wouldn’t be easy - not after everything she’d said. Did she really want to sleep with someone else or was it just a fantasy? Dirty talk slipping out of her mouth while she was turned on?

		I needed sleep. With a clear head tomorrow, I was going to try to find out.
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		Chapter 6

		

		We talked briefly in the morning before work and again later the following evening but little, if anything, was said about Ronnie and what she’d done the afternoon before. Similarly, nothing was mentioned about Marshall and the things she’d said in bed about him. That night I tried to instigate a conversation about everything but she was tired and wanted to sleep on it.

		It wasn’t until the day after that she finally brought up the subject.

		“If you hadn’t come home early the other day,” she oh-so-casually looked at me and asked, “Do you think things might have gone further with Ronnie?”

		I was just about to leave for work and stopped in my tracks. She wanted to talk about this now? Right now, as I was about to head out?

		“Gone further?” I asked. “What do you mean?”

		“Would things have turned out differently? If you hadn’t turned up.”

		“No, I mean gone further how?” I arched an eyebrow at her. “As in… having sex or something?”

		“He’s eighteen,” Jen reminded me.

		“Then explain what you mean by ‘gone further’ if not sex.”

		“I… I don’t know,” Jen said with a slight stammer, her cheeks turning a light pink. “Maybe he might have gone further rubbing in the sun lotion. I might even have… gone topless or something.”

		I stared at her in surprise. Were these shocks ever going to stop coming?

		“Is that what you wanted to happen?”

		“It would have been fun to tease him even more than I did,” Jen admitted, keeping her eyes averted from my shocked gaze.

		“What’s come over you lately?” I said, shaking my head. “I’ve never known you like this; like you’re obsessed with this young guy.”

		“I’m not obsessed,” Jen protested, her expression going almost instantly from slightly embarrassed to annoyed. “It’s just been… exciting since Ronnie came along. It’s made me realise I need some excitement in my life, Paul.”

		“I see.” I took a moment to think about how to respond. I couldn’t deny that I’d found this new side to Jen exciting too but I didn’t know to deal with it yet or how far I wanted her - us? - to explore it. “I have to go to work but look… if you want to invite Ronnie around while I’m at work or something… the weather looks like it’s going to be nice again. Just keep me updated, okay?”

		“Really?” Jen looked at me suspiciously. “You’d let me do that? Why?”

		“Because you obviously want to,” I shrugged. “You said you need some excitement and maybe you’re right. I have to trust you, I guess.”

		I set off to work, leaving Jen still with that sceptical look on her face. I didn’t know if I’d just made the right decision or not but it was done now. Hopefully, it would work out.

		My hands were shaking on the steering wheel all the way to work and after a couple of anxious hours, I eventually received a text from Jen, which only served to make me even more nervous than I already was.

		

		I asked Ronnie around. He asked what I need doing. What should I say?

		

		I don’t know. Maybe just be honest and say you enjoy his company or you’re bored or something.

		

		It’s sunny. I could say I need help with my suncream again.

		

		Sure. Whatever you’re comfortable with.

		

		I’m wearing the tiniest bikini, Paul. The black string one.

		

		My fingers were trembling as I typed.

		

		He’s going to love that. Are you going to go topless?

		

		Yes, I think so. If I can find the courage.

		

		Have a beer or two. That should calm your nerves.

		

		I already have. I’ll have another one. If I’m drunk, I’ll be able to do it, I think.

		

		Okay. Let me know if he comes over.

		

		I will. I love you. Thank you for letting me do this.

		

		A half-hour passed by, during which I could barely think straight before the next message came through.

		

		He’s here and we’re having drinks in the garden. He’s already got an erection. I can see it in his shorts. What should I do?

		

		I don’t know. Just go with the flow. Did he put suncream on you yet?

		

		Not yet. We are just making conversation and having a beer. I’m going to ask him now.

		

		Are you going to go topless?

		

		After another beer maybe. I want to see his cock to see if it reminds me of Marshall’s. Am I bad, Paul?

		

		Yes. You’re very bad, Jen. But I love you. Keep me updated.

		

		Another excruciating fifteen minutes passed before the next message came through.

		

		He put sun lotion on me and this time he was more daring. He touched my breasts and rubbed cream into them and he got so hard his cock was nearly popping out of his shorts.

		

		Oh fuck. I bet you were tempted to smack it again and call him naughty.

		

		He asked if he could use the bathroom. I hope he hasn’t cum already. He’s only a young kid. Perhaps I pushed it too far.

		

		Or he could be jerking off in there?

		

		Do you think? Should I go check?

		

		I think you should.

		

		I’m too nervous. I’m going to wait for him to come back but I am going to take my bikini top off now.

		

		Really?

		

		Yeah. Is that okay?

		

		If you want to, do it. Send me a pic.

		

		Okay. Oh my god. I can’t believe I’m doing this.

		

		A few seconds later, a picture came through of Jen from the waist up, lying on her back in the garden. Her bikini top was gone and her breasts were exposed, the beginnings of tan lines making them look even sexier than they already did. Her small, pink nipples were erect.

		

		Holy crap. If Ronnie hasn’t bust a nut already, he will do when he sees you like that.

		

		Jen didn’t reply for an unbearable half an hour, after which I sent her another text, asking if everything was okay. It took her a further ten minutes to reply.

		

		Can I call you?

		

		Now? Sure. Is everything okay?

		

		I was alarmed and answered the phone the moment it rang.

		“Everything is fine,” she reassured me right away. She was whispering hoarsely and I wondered why. “I just needed to ring you to tell you what happened.”

		“Why are you talking so quietly?” I asked.

		“I’m in the house, talking quietly so he doesn’t hear me.”

		“He’s in the house with you?” What was she doing? What was going on? My cock was erect, pressing painfully against the inside of my shorts.

		“No,” Jen replied softly. “He’s still in the garden. I came back here to talk to you.”

		“You better hurry up then,” I told her. “Before he comes looking for you. Are you still topless?”

		“Yes.” My wife giggled. “His eyes nearly popped out of his head when he came back. I got so horny lying there, knowing he was looking. When I looked down, I could see he was erect again.”

		“And what else happened? Is that what you wanted to tell me?”

		“No, there’s more. A lot more. You might be angry with me, Paul.”

		My heart started beating hard in my chest.

		“Why?” I said, the word coming out as more of a tight croak than a word.

		“Promise you won’t be angry.”

		“I promise,” I said, after taking a deep breath to try to calm my nerves.

		“I pointed out his hard-on,” she explained. “I said that it had happened again like last time and asked him if he needed to sort it out like last time.”

		“Go on,” I encouraged her. “Just tell me everything that happened.”

		“He apologised again,” she went on. “And I told him not to apologise and repeated that it was natural, just like the other day. Then I got a bit more daring and asked him if it was because he liked my body.”

		“Holy shit,” I muttered down the phone, my hand rubbing my own erection through the front of my trousers as she continued.

		“So he said ‘yes’ and I asked him if he’d seen many ladies naked. He said ‘a few’ but no one as pretty as me.”

		“Wow. That was kind of smooth,” I managed a low chuckle.

		“I know, right?” Jen laughed softly too. “Then I asked him if he was a virgin and he said ‘no’. He said he’s been with his girlfriend for a while now and he’d been with a girl before her too.”

		I glanced at my office door, wondering if I dared get my dick out and stroke off but that would be crazy. I just carried on rubbing myself as Jen carried on describing what had happened next.

		“I know this is completely crazy,” she said, her voice still low and raspy. “But I said that was a shame because if he was a virgin, I would have let him touch my breasts and maybe taught him a few things.”

		“No way,” I breathed. “I bet he regretted saying he wasn’t a virgin after that.”

		“He said he’d like to touch them anyway,” Jen’s voice went even lower if that was possible. “So I let him.”

		She went quiet, waiting for me to respond but I couldn’t speak. The mental image of young Ronnie feeling my wife’s breasts was too much to bear and before I could stop it, I felt myself cum in my shorts.

		“He felt my breasts,” Jen continued when I didn’t reply. “He cupped them and squeezed them and played with my nipples. I couldn’t help it, Paul, I was so horny by this point, I had to know what his dick was like, so I grabbed it and stroked it through his shorts.”

		“Jen, I have to go,” I said, standing up with my hand stuffed down the front of my pants, holding my dick so no more cum would seep out and ruin the front of my trousers. “I’ll call you back in a minute.”

		Putting the phone down, I hurriedly dashed out of the office and down the corridor to the toilets where I cleaned myself up. Luckily, none of the sperm had soaked through or was visible. Once I’d straightened myself up, I headed back to my office and tried calling Jen back but she didn’t answer. I tried again and when she still didn’t pick up, my mind started racing. Were they having sex?

		Fuck. Now that I’d ejaculated, my mind was thinking more clearly. This was crazy. Jen couldn’t have sex with Ronnie, it was asking for trouble. What if she got pregnant? What if he got feelings for her? What if his father found out? Or if one of the other neighbours saw something?

		Finally, after what was probably just a few minutes but felt like an hour, the phone rang. It was Jen.

		“Thanks for calling back. Is everything okay? I was worried when you didn’t pick up when I rang back..”

		“Me too,” Jen said, her voice sounding louder now. “I was worried about you hanging up. I thought you might be angry.”

		“I’m sorry I had to go,” I explained. “It was a work thing. I’m not angry but what’s going on now? Has he gone home? What else did you have to tell me?”

		“I made him cum,” Jen giggled. “I was kind of jerking him off through his shorts and he came. He was so embarrassed and asked if he could use the bathroom to clean up. I told him that was fine and then I followed him and had a sneaky look through the bathroom door. He’s not quite as big as I remember his father being but he’s still impressive. Quite long and thick but not as much as Marshall’s was. He’s young though, so as he fills out, it might grow even bigger.”

		“Right,” was all I managed to say because my voice was tightening up again.

		“Then he went back out into the garden and I took the opportunity to call you,” Jen finished off telling me the rest. “But then, when you hung up, something happened. I don’t know if it’s a bad thing or not. It’s why I didn’t pick up when you called.”

		“Something bad?” I questioned, my heart sinking at the possibilities.

		“I was still topless when I went back outside,” she said. “I was going to talk to him about what had just happened and had just sat down when…”

		She went quiet.

		“When what, Jen?” I asked, my tongue feeling dry in my mouth. “What happened?”

		“Marshall turned up,” she replied. “He saw me topless, Paul. Sitting next to his son - and he did not look happy when he saw us. He asked what we were doing and I replied that I was just sunbathing and Ronnie had stopped by but he didn’t believe me, I don’t think.”

		Oh shit. This was bad. This was very bad.

		“He took Ronnie home and I could hear him shouting at the poor kid all the way down the road. What are we going to do, Paul? I feel terrible if I’ve got Ronnie in trouble.”

		“I don’t know,” I replied, my brain working rapidly to process the situation. “We’ll discuss it tonight when I get home. In the meantime, if anything else happens - if Marshall comes over trying to cause trouble or anything, call me back.”

		“Okay. I love you,” Jen said and I hung up the phone and then sat at my desk, drumming my fingers anxiously against the wooden surface while going through all the scenarios in my head.

		I had no idea what was going to happen as a result of this afternoon’s events. The phone didn’t ring again for the last hour of the day, so I headed home to find out.
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		Chapter 7

		

		“So what do we do?” Jen asked me. We were sitting at the kitchen table eating while going over what had happened earlier. “Do we just wait to see if Ronnie comes back and see what he says?”

		“It might not be Ronnie,” I replied. “It might be Marshall that comes. Or even Ronnie’s mother.”

		“Don’t say that.” Jen gulped nervously at the thought.

		“Or they might not say anything at all,” I shrugged. “They might just keep their distance from now on.”

		“That’ll be a shame if they do.”

		I looked over the table at Jen’s sad tone of voice and saw her staring down at her food, her expression disconsolate.

		“You were having fun, huh?” I said, suddenly feeling sorry for her.

		“Maybe,” she said, playing with her food rather than eating it. “I just feel bad.”

		“At least you got to feel a big dick again,” I chuckled, trying to lighten her mood.

		“Paul, stop,” Jen sighed. “This is the thing - I shouldn’t be feeling this way; lusting after my ex’s son, it’s all wrong. I shouldn’t be making you feel bad about the size of your dick by going on about Marshall as I did.”

		“It’s okay,” I said, regretting my words now because I’d made her feel worse. “I admit, it was a bit of a shock to the system when all of this started, but I understand, Jen. I really do.”

		“You’re just being kind,” my wife shook her head. “I know you’re going along with all of this for my benefit and I feel guilty about it. I know it’s probably tearing you apart and I should be taking your feelings into consideration rather than just being a desperate, thirsty housewife. That’s probably how you see me now, isn’t it?”

		“No, not at all!” I gasped, genuinely surprised that she thought that. Was this how I was coming across? As the reluctant partner in all of this; the lame husband going along with it out of fear of losing his wife or something similar? I didn’t want Jen to perceive me that way.

		“Maybe it’s for the best,” Jen said, finally going back to eating some of her dinner before standing up and tipping the rest into the bin. “Maybe it’s a good thing that it’s come to an end before I do something I regret. Perhaps I should see it as a wake-up call.”

		“I don’t agree.” I stood up and placed my empty plate into the sink for washing up then turned to face her. “If anything, it’s been a wake-up call for our sex life. You’ve been hornier than usual and so have I. You must have noticed that. This whole thing has injected some excitement into our lives.”

		“Really?” Jen looked back at me doubtfully.

		“You said yourself that I seem to get aroused whenever you talk about your exes and how big their dicks were,” I pointed out. “I admit it. You’re right, I don’t know why, but whenever you talk about them, I get turned on. I think I always have. And hearing you talk about Marshall, comparing my penis to his… I… I kind of liked it.”

		Jen ran a hand through her blonde hair, watching me as though she was trying to work out if I was telling the truth or just saying this to make her feel better.

		“Yeah, I guess, but-”

		“No buts,” I interrupted, deciding to tell her everything in an attempt to convince her. “I hope this doesn’t freak you out, but today, the reason I had to hang up was because…”

		I paused, wondering if this was too much information but Jen leaned forward and tapped me on the arm. “Because… what?”

		“I came,” I said quietly, a feeling of shame sinking through me. “In my pants. I had to go to the bathroom to clean up.”

		“Oh,” was all Jen said. She had a strange look on her face - a look of… empathy? “The other day, when I was in the garden and you were watching Ronnie and me from the bedroom, I looked up and I thought I saw you-”

		“Yes,” I nodded. She had seen me after all. “I was jerking off. I’m sorry.”

		“Don’t apologise.” She reached out again with her hand, this time resting it on my arm and keeping it there. “It’s actually a bit of a turn-on. Did you really make yourself cum watching us the other day? And while I was telling you stuff earlier? Does it turn you on that much?”

		I pursed my lips and closed my eyes in shame, then nodded. “Yes,” I said, in a tight voice. “Do you find that weird?”

		“Not weird, no.” Jen moved closer, pressing her body against mine and when I finally opened my eyes, her face was right in front of me, her blue eyes boring into mine. “I like it.”

		She kissed me and I felt something stir inside, something new, something fierce, a fiery wave of love and passion mixed together. I kissed her back hungrily and within moments we were tugging at each other’s clothes until we were naked on the floor, my cock buried inside her and her legs wrapped around my back.

		Later, after I’d cum inside her and we were both lying on our backs and getting our breath back, Jen spoke, just as I was about to say ‘Wow’ at the fantastic sex we’d just had.

		“Yes,” she said, turning her head to look my way.

		“Yes?” I replied, puzzled.

		“You asked me a question the other day. The answer is yes.”

		“What question?”

		“You asked if I regretted not letting Marshall fuck me. Yes, I do. If I could go back in time and do it over, I would.”

		“I know,” I reminded her. “You said you wished you’d just let him shove it in.”

		“But I really mean it this time,” Jen said softly. We were both naked and as she rolled onto her side to talk to me properly, I couldn’t help but look at her tits, the way they stood out in front of her, one resting atop the other, her nipples stiff and erect, pointing at me. “I was talking dirty at the time because I was horny. I felt bad afterwards but if I’m being totally truthful, I really do regret it. I wish I’d slept with him and some more men with big dicks too. I don’t regret meeting you and settling down, I truly don’t, but I sometimes regret not having more sexual experiences when I was younger.”

		“I’ve kind of realised this already,” I said softly. “You don’t need to explain. And you know, it’s not too late?”

		“I’m married,” Jen pouted. “And if you’re suggesting what I think you are, Marshall is married too - and Ronnie, well, he’s too young. He’s fun to flirt with, but come on… he’s eighteen.”

		“His age didn’t stop you from playing with his cock this afternoon,” I pointed out.

		“Can you not remind me of that,” Jen giggled, pushing herself up to a sitting position, “You’ll make me horny again.”

		We cleaned ourselves up, got dressed and had something to eat, but I could tell that this afternoon’s somewhat unfortunate turn of events was still playing on Jen’s mind. She never relaxed or settled, not even when we sat down to watch a movie for the last couple of hours before bed.

		“Why don’t you text him?” I said, pointing to her phone on the sofa arm next to her.

		“Saying what? I don’t want to make anything worse.”

		“Just ask if he’s okay.”

		“Do you think that’s a good idea?” My wife rolled her head, trying to loosen the tension in her neck. “What if Marshall sees it?”

		“So what? All you’re doing is checking to see if he’s okay. You’re not sending him anything inappropriate.”

		Jen nodded and picked up her phone, typing in a quick message before tossing it back on the sofa arm as though it was hot to the touch.

		“I’m so nervous,” she told me, crossing her arms beneath her breasts, pushing them up so that they almost escaped the black tank top she was wearing. “Are you sure this is a good idea?”

		“You need to do something,” I advised her. “You’ve been on edge all night. It’s either this or we go around there and talk to them.”

		“Fuck that,” she replied, folding her arms even tighter beneath her chest. “I’m embarrassed enough as it is.”

		Then her phone beeped and the screen lit up. “That was quick,” I noted, as she picked it up and read the message out loud.

		“Yes, I’m fine. I’m sorry about earlier,” she narrated, “My dad was pissed off but not at you, more at me. I think he’s jealous. Anyway, he wants to know if he can call around tomorrow for a chat. I’m sorry but he isn’t going to let this go until he talks to you.”

		“He’s… jealous?” I raised my eyebrows at Jen. I hadn’t expected that. Another message came through and I saw her scroll down to it.

		“By the way, I had a lot of fun,” she read, then her jaw dropped as she went on. “Thank you and I hope you sort it with dad so that we can do it again soon.”

		“Interesting,” I grinned at Jen but she just sat there staring at the message on the screen.

		“Marshall wants to talk to me.” She shook her head. “I don’t know if I can. What am I going to say?”

		“Text him back and ask him to come over at midday. I’m not working,” I pointed out, “So I can be here, in case anything gets heated.”

		“This is crazy,” she muttered under her breath but typed in her response and sent it. A few seconds later, Ronnie texted back.

		“Dad says that’s fine. He’ll see you just after lunch.”

		Jen put her phone down, then looked at me and exhaled a long, drawn-out sigh.

		“I’m not going to be able to sleep tonight, you know that, right?”

		“Relax,” I said, moving next to her and kissing her gently on the lips. “I’m a bit nervous too, but it’ll be fine, I promise.”

		Would it? I hoped so. Ronnie had said he thought his dad was jealous. Perhaps he was. Perhaps he regretted not fucking Jen as much as she regretted not fucking him. We’d find out tomorrow.
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		Chapter 8

		

		“He should be here any time,” Jen noted, looking at the clock. We’d just eaten our lunch and were sitting in the garden, enjoying the pleasant sunshine while waiting nervously for Marshall to arrive.

		“Are you nervous?” I asked her, watching her fiddle with the white-framed sunglasses she was wearing. They matched her small white bikini top which we’d agreed might be a good idea for the chat with Marshall as the way it emphasized Jen’s cleavage might have a distracting and disarming effect on him if he came over with an aggressive attitude.

		“Not as much as I thought I’d be.” Her body language suggested different from the way she was fidgeting slightly in her seat. She tugged down the hem of her short denim skirt. “Which surprises me because I was dreading it last night but I’m actually feeling fairly confident.”

		“You are?” I was surprised too. Just this morning when we’d first got out of bed, she’d been quiet apart from discussing our plans on how to deal with Marshall. I’d taken that quietness as nervousness.

		“I’ve been thinking of what approach to take and what to say,” she explained. “I tried to remember how Marshall was when I knew him. I know it’s a long time, but he can’t have changed that much, right? He was a bit of a pussycat for such a big guy and he always had an eye for blondes with a bit of cleavage.”

		She glanced down at her breasts and grinned at me. “I hope you’re right,” I chuckled. “Anyway, you have me here to back you up. I don’t think he’ll dare to be pissed at you with your husband present.”

		“About that,” Jen played with a stray lock of blonde hair that had escaped her ponytail, pushing it behind her ear. “I think I’ll be okay without you. In fact, I think he might actually be more understanding and friendly if you’re not here.”

		“Really?” I replied doubtfully.

		“Maybe you can go upstairs and watch from upstairs?” Jen looked up at the window from where I’d observed her and Ronnie the other day. “If you open the window, you’ll be able to hear what’s going on and make sure I’m okay. If Marshall gets angry or makes me feel uncomfortable in any way, I can signal for you to join us.”

		“Are you sure?”

		“Yes, now go before he gets here and see you.”

		Reluctantly, I stood up and collected my glass and dinner plate and headed back into the house, looking over my shoulder as I left to make sure he didn’t arrive and catch me leaving. As I got to the door, I glanced back again and when Jen smiled and waved me inside, I put the dishes in the sink and headed upstairs.

		I’d departed just in time because right as I got into the bedroom and opened the window, I saw Marshall walking down the driveway. Our tall, dark-skinned neighbour was wearing a grey vest top which showed off his bulging, muscular shoulders and arms and a pair of grey sweatpants. I looked at the front of them as he walked, wondering if his dick was really as big as Jen made it out to be but couldn’t see anything that might suggest that he truly was well-hung.

		“Hello,” I heard him say, the sound causing Jen’s head to turn his way.

		“Hi,” she replied with a warm smile. She didn’t look nervous at all.

		“How’s it going?” the big black guy asked as he approached.

		“Good. Sit down. Can I get you a drink or something? Beer, maybe?”

		“Sure, that’d be great.” As Marshall sat down in the garden chair next to Jen, she got up and got him a beer, disappearing out of view for a moment before reappearing with two cold, fresh bottles in hand.

		“It’s been a long time,” she started off saying as she handed him the beer and sat down. “You’re all married and stuff now.”

		“It has,” Marshall replied. His voice was both deep and loud, which was good for me, eavesdropping as I was from the upstairs window. “And yes, married, kids, mortgage. My life is over.”

		“Oh, I wouldn’t say that,” Jen laughed with him. “They say life begins at forty or whatever.”

		“They do,” he nodded. “Look at you, Jen. All grown up now. Not the little Jen I knew back then.”

		“Well, the last time I saw you was… what… twenty years ago?” Jen took a sip of her beer. She’d already had two bottles at lunch with me to calm her nerves.

		“It’s slightly less,” Marshall replied. “Which is kind of the reason I wanted to talk to you.”

		“Oh,” Jen tilted her head in surprise. “I thought-”

		“Yeah, I know,” Marshall took a pull of his drink. “You thought I was coming to talk about Ronnie. Well, I am, in a way. You see, when you and I were dating, I was also seeing Megan.”

		“Megan?”

		“My wife. Ronnie’s mum.”

		“Oh,” Jen said again, leaning back in her seat for a moment and taking off her sunglasses so that she could stare at Marshall with her deep blue eyes. “So, you were two-timing both me and Megan the whole time-”

		“The whole time we were dating, yes,” the big man replied softly. “I’m sorry. Right after you dumped me, I found out Megan was pregnant with Ronnie and just a year later, we were married.”

		“Wow,” Jen’s eyes were wide as she took this all in.

		“I did try calling around the other day as soon as I realised you lived close by,” Marshall continued. “Your husband didn’t seem pleased to see me though.”

		“Paul?” Jen waved a hand dismissively. “Don’t worry about Paul, he’s cool. He knows you’re my ex and he’s fine with it. Honestly, it’s not a problem.”

		“Right,” Marshall smiled. “That’s not at all awkward but whatever. So, yeah, the reason I wanted to talk to you was to ask you to be - shall we say, vague? - when it comes to the actual time when we dated. I just don’t want Megan to find out, that’s all. She’d be heartbroken.”

		“Got it.” Jen winked. “Your secret is safe with me. Seriously though, I had no idea. You were a naughty boy, Marshall.”

		“I was but not anymore,” the big man took another drink, “If I was, Megan would string me up by the balls. She’s a strong woman.”

		“She best not see us talking here then,” Jen quipped. “With me in my bikini top.”

		“She’s at work,” Marshall chuckled dryly. “Don’t worry. You’re safe. Where’s your husband?”

		“He’s at work too,” Jen lied, glancing up at me quickly. “So you don’t have to worry either but as I said, he knows about you anyway. It’s all good. I won’t mention the exact timing of our relationship or the fact you were a naughty boy back then.”

		Marshall grinned and nodded, fortunately not seeming to notice her upwards glance. “So, what about you? You were naughty back then with a little reputation for giving guys handjobs and blowjobs. The hand job queen, one of my buddies called you if I remember right.”

		“I dated a few guys after you,” Jen told him. “I kissed a few frogs until I met my prince. We’ve been married for ten years now. Like you said, all grown up.”

		“Still naughty though,” Marshall eyed my wife over the top of his bottle as he took a long drink. “If what Ronnie told me is true.”

		Jen had been relaxed up until this point, but now I saw her tense slightly. “Okay. What did he tell you? I guess we should talk about this. It’s what I thought you were coming over to discuss.”

		“I’m joking,” Marshall sat up in his seat and let out a low laugh. “He explained everything and I came over to apologise. He told me how he’s been doing odd jobs for you and that he fancies you. He said you’d had a few drinks and he took advantage, offering to put sun cream on for you and then talking you into taking your bikini top off. I’m sorry, Jen. He’s eighteen and horny. I don’t know what else to say, other than sorry and I’ve told him to behave in the future.”

		He said what? I took a step back from the window, caught off-guard by this turn of events. Ronnie had defended Jen. Wow. He seemed a good kid, but I hadn’t expected that.

		“Oh, right,” I heard Jen say and when I looked outside again, she was blinking rapidly and fiddling with the stray lock of hair again, clearly reeling as much from this new information as I was.

		“He’s a good kid really,” Marshall went on. “I mean, I can’t blame him. You’re an attractive woman, Jen. Even prettier now than you were eighteen years ago if you don’t mind me saying so.”

		“Don’t be angry with him,” Jen said, her cheeks turning bright pink at the compliment. “You see, the thing is… if I’m honest with you, Marshall, that’s not quite how it was and-”

		“You don’t have to stick up for him,” the black man interrupted, shaking his head. “It’s sorted. He told me everything and after I had this conversation with you, I told him he has to call around and apologise in person. I’ve asked him to do it when your husband isn’t around, obviously. I don’t want to cause you any trouble but I have told him he owes you an apology for his behaviour.”

		“Wait…” Jen raised a palm, slowing Marshall down. “What exactly did he say happened?”

		“He encouraged you to have another drink or two with him then he offered to rub suncream into you,” Marshall related, then cleared his throat before continuing. “He said that he suggested you sunbathe topless and rubbed more suncream into you after you were topless but you stopped him there. That’s when I got to the garden and it’s a good job I did, by the sound of it or he might have continued to pester you. You see, we’ve had a few problems with Ronnie. He’s been quite a hit with the ladies since he turned eighteen. Megan caught him in bed with two girls, his girlfriend and her best friend. That’s part of the reason we moved here because it caused quite the rumpus at the time. I hoped he might have calmed down but it took him just a few days before he was making friends with the local girls.”

		“And trying to seduce a local housewife who just happens to be your ex-girlfriend,” Jen cringed, I suspected because she was wondering what Marshall would think if he knew the truth - that it was actually the other way around; she’d seduced Ronnie, not vice-versa. If he knew that she’d let him play with her tits and made him cum by wanking him off through his shorts… And she’d been about to tell him until he’d interrupted her.

		“Exactly,” Marshall sighed and shook his head ruefully. “Ronnie is too much like his old man for his own good.”

		“He really is,” Jen sighed, then sat up in her seat, catching herself.

		Fuck, Jen. Did she just flirt with him, then realise what she’d said?

		Marshall considered my wife for a moment, then finished his beer. “Thanks for the drink, Jen. It’s been great to see you. We should do this again, in better circumstances next time. Maybe you and Paul could come over for dinner. I’ll introduce you to Megan if you promise to be vague about those timings.”

		“You don’t have to go just yet, do you?” Jen said. “We have plenty of beer in the fridge and Paul’s not due back for a while yet.”

		“Well…” Marshall looked at his watch.

		“I’m just enjoying the company, that’s all.” Jen got up and walked into the kitchen, returning with two more beers before Marshall could say no.

		“No, I really need to go,” the black man said, turning down the drink as she offered it to him but he didn’t leave right away. I saw his eyes roam across Jen’s cleavage and then up and down the full length of her body, taking in her smooth legs and stomach before returning to her tits. “Although it’s very tempting, I have some things to attend to.”

		“I’ll save it for Ronnie then.” Jen placed the bottle on the table and then sat down, smiling at him. “You were going to send him around to apologise, right? Don’t worry. I won’t fall for his tricks this time, I promise.”

		Fuck. She was playing a flirtatious game with him and he knew because he smiled back while slowly walking back towards the garden exit.

		“I’ll tell him to come over and explain himself in person,” he nodded. “But listen. How about we do this again? Tomorrow afternoon? I’ll clear my schedule and we can hang out for a while.”

		“Sounds good,” Jen waved at him as he left the garden then looked up at me standing in the window, stunned at that flirty final exchange between them, and gave me the widest, dirtiest smile I’d seen her give in years. When I walked downstairs and into the garden, she stopped me and ushered me back inside.

		“I can’t believe that,” I exclaimed. “Ronnie defended you.”

		“I know. How sweet is that?” she giggled. “Now, go back upstairs. He’ll be here in a moment and I want to talk to him alone.”

		“Talk?”

		“I want to thank him,” Jen continued.

		“And how are you going to do that?” I said, my pulse quickening so that I could feel it drumming in my temples.

		“Why don’t you go back to the bedroom and watch?”

		With that, she put her white-rimmed sunglasses back on, turned and walked out into the sunny garden, leaving me nursing a suddenly-throbbing erection.

		I went back to the bedroom window and looked out.

		Ronnie was walking down the drive. Jen waved a bottle of beer at him, encouraging him to join her.

		Fuck. What was going to happen now?
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		“I’m so grateful,” Jen said, as Ronnie sat down next to her on our grass lawn. “You didn’t have to cover for me and take all the blame. That’s so good of you.”

		“Of course I had to,” Ronnie shrugged and grinned at my wife. “If I didn’t, there’s no way my dad would let me keep visiting you.”

		“Ah, that explains it,” Jen giggled, coyly covering her mouth with her hand. “You want to keep coming over. I wonder why?”

		Ronnie kept grinning but didn’t reply, taking the beer that she gave him and taking a long drink. It was another warm day and getting hotter all the time. I saw Jen look up at the window where I was standing and I had to step back quickly when Ronnie’s gaze followed suit, probably wondering what she was looking at.

		“Is it because you get free beer?” I heard Jen ask. I stood behind the curtain and just listened. I didn’t want Ronnie to see me.

		“What do you think?” The youngster replied. “I enjoy the beer but there are some things I like even more.”

		“Is that right? Like what?”

		“Your company,” Ronnie’s voice replied, then with a tone of mock innocence, “What else could I possibly be talking about?”

		This was full-on flirting now and despite his tender years, Ronnie was matching Jen stride for stride.

		“So, it’s nothing to do with what happened yesterday?” Jen said, in a slightly quieter voice which I could only just hear. I risked a peek around the edge of the curtain. They were both lying down on the grass now and not looking in this direction, so I relaxed.

		“What happened yesterday…?” I saw Ronnie squint upwards and tap his fingers on his lip as if he was trying to remember but then Jen reached across and punched him playfully on the arm.

		“You said you had a lot of fun in your text message,” Jen reminded him. “And that you wanted to do it again.”

		“I did,” he replied, “and I do. I guess I was just waiting for you to say something first. I was nervous that you were mad at me or something. It went a bit further than I expected.”

		“Hmmmm, okay,” Jen smiled at him. “If it makes you feel better, I’m definitely not mad. I enjoyed it too and yes, I’d like it to happen again. Is that what you wanted to hear?”

		“Yes. Dad said you asked me to come over to apologise,” Ronnie grinned. “I’m sorry. What can I do to make it up to you?”

		“In reality, I asked you to come over so I could thank you for taking all the blame,” Jen grinned straight back. “So, it should be me asking you what I can do to thank you.”

		“You could start by going topless again,” Ronnie said. Were they going to be this direct with each other from now on?

		“Like this?” Jen took hold of her white bikini top and pulled the cups down, letting her breasts spill free.

		“Yes,” Ronnie nodded, his eyes fixed on her nipples which visibly hardened in front of him. “Then you should let me rub some cream into them, yeah?”

		“I didn’t bring any out into the garden with me,” Jen rued, then shrugged. “Is there anything else I could do for you?”

		“How about a kiss?” Ronnie was going for it. “A kiss would be nice.”

		I realised I was holding my breath. This was intense.

		“You do realise I’m a lot older than you, don’t you?” Jen was looking deeply into Ronnie’s green eyes.

		“Your age doesn’t bother me,” he shrugged. “You’re beautiful. I’m really jealous of Paul. I think dad is too.”

		“Well, your dad isn’t here,” Jen said softly, then to my amazement, she sat up onto her knees, still with her bikini top around her waist and her breasts exposed and after a very brief moment of hesitation, she leaned in and kissed the eighteen-year-old on the mouth.

		Jen pulled away after a second but then Ronnie’s hand went behind her head and held her there, kissing her back passionately. Then it slid down her neck, over her shoulder and down to her breasts, squeezing and fondling her as they continued to make out.

		“Fuck,” I muttered under my breath, unable to tear my eyes from what was happening in the garden. My dick was hard and aching for me to touch it but I didn’t. She’d seen me last time and the last thing I wanted was Ronnie looking up and seeing me jerking off while he got off with my wife.

		Jen’s hand moved next, sliding up Ronnie’s thigh and grabbing his dick through his shorts. “Maybe we should take this inside,” she suggested, almost too quietly for me to hear, then the two of them stood up and walked into the house out of my view.

		Shit. They weren’t going to come upstairs, were they? I froze, unsure of what to do then moved to the top of the stairs so I could hear them if they did.

		“This is crazy,” I heard Ronnie say. It sounded like they were in the kitchen. “Your breasts are so hot, Jen. They’re the biggest I’ve ever seen.”

		“Suck them,” I heard Jen say. She sounded out of breath, almost like she was panting. “Fuck, your cock is so big too.”

		What was going on? I had to know. I took a few steps down the stairs craning my neck around the corner so that I could see and luckily - or perhaps planned by Jen - they were standing by the kitchen table. Her bikini top was on the floor now and Ronnie’s head was bent downwards, his hands holding both of her tits while he sucked first one nipple, then the other. Jen’s hand reached around underneath, stroking his cock through his shorts.

		“Don’t make me cum in my pants again,” Ronnie mumbled into her breasts.

		“I’m not going to,” Jen said, her voice sounding tight and then I realised why. She’d seen me over Ronnie’s shoulder but as soon as our eyes met, she turned back to the young man so as to not give anything away. “Where would you like to cum? In my mouth, maybe?”

		“What?” Ronnie asked. “Seriously?”

		“Has no girl done that for you before?” my wife said, suddenly pulling down his shorts as he took half a step backwards. “Oh, my… Look at that.”

		Ronnie was facing away from me at an angle, but for a moment, he turned sideways and I saw his long, thick erection swing with the motion. His cock was brown, thick and very straight, jutting out from his body almost horizontally, rather than my smaller one which stood almost upright because of its shorter length.

		“Of course I’ve cum in a couple of girls’ mouths,” he replied. “It’s just… you know… you’re older and stuff, so I didn’t expect…”

		“I prefer the term experienced,” Jen chuckled at his clumsy choice of words. She knelt down in front of him, again glancing very quickly my way. She wasn’t actually going to suck his cock in front of me, was she?

		I realised then that I actually wanted her to. Shit. What was wrong with me? I nodded and when she saw it, she wrapped one small hand around the base of his shaft and took the head of his large, brown cock in her mouth.

		Fuck. She was doing it. She was giving him a blow job.

		“That feels good,” Ronnie moaned as Jen took more of him into her mouth. She couldn’t take it all, surely? He was too long.

		“Mmhmm,” was all Jen could mumble around his dick as he pushed her blonde hair back from her face so that he could watch her suck it. Then she gagged as she went too far down his length. “Ack… Argh.”

		“Am I bigger than your husband?” Ronnie asked. “You don’t seem used to it, if you know what I mean?”

		“Much bigger,” Jen said around his dick, then moved away to take a breather for a second. “You know, I once dated a guy with a really big one. You’re not quite as big as him but still bigger than I’ve ever had before.”

		“Did you fuck him, this big guy?” Ronnie asked, wanking his cock while playing with Jen’s tits again with the other hand as they talked.

		“No, I daren’t,” Jen confessed. “But I wish I had.”

		“So you’ve never had a big one? What about a black guy? Am I your first?”

		“The guy I just mentioned was black. I sucked his cock too but as I said, I never went all the way with him, unfortunately.”

		Ronnie’s hand moved from her breast down her stomach and to the front of her bikini bottoms, stroking through the thin fabric at her pussy. “Well… I’ll fuck you if you want?”

		Holy shit. I held my breath again while waiting for Jen to answer. This was completely nuts. My cock felt like it was going to burst out of my pants like a firework.

		“Slow down, young man,” Jen said, pushing his hand from between her legs and then shuffling back closer to him on her knees again. “I’m not that easy, you know? I’m certainly not ready for sex yet. Just let me take care of this for you.”

		With that she opened her mouth and closed it over the end of his still-erect cock and replaced the hand that he’d been using to wank himself off with her own, stroking him slowly while beginning to work the end with her tongue.

		“Oh, fuck. Yeah, Jen, that’s it. Suck it,” he groaned, pushing her blonde hair back out of the way again so he could look down at her.

		I got my own dick out. I couldn’t help it. The urge to jerk off was too much. I began to stroke myself while watching the entrancing and totally surreal sight of my wife giving head to a black guy almost young enough to be her son. I made sure to keep most of my body around the corner of the stairs so that if by any chance Ronnie should turn around, he wouldn’t be able to see what I was doing.

		“You’re so hard,” Jen panted as she took another short breather. “I forgot how hard younger guys get.”

		Ronnie didn’t reply. He just put his hand on the back of her head and gently shoved his cock back into her mouth, beginning to thrust gently into it, the uneven motion of his hips indicating that he was getting close to cumming soon.

		“I want to cum on your face,” he said, a roughness to his voice that suggested he was right on the edge. “Or your tits. Yeah, let me cum all over your big tits, Jen.”

		“Mmmmmm, no,” Jen shook her head while continuing to suck him. “Too messy. My husband will be home soon. Plus, one step at a time. You can do that sometime soon though. Uuuuuunnnggghh-”

		She made the weird noise as Ronnie thrust his cock into her mouth hard while she was talking, holding her head fully impaled onto his cock. He grunted and I could tell by the muscles flexing in his hips and lower back that he was cumming down my wife’s throat.

		“Mmmmmpph,” Jen struggled against him, batting at his thighs and abdomen with her hands but he held her head down on his cock with both hands, until his legs bucked and then he finally let her go, sagging backwards slightly before steadying himself.

		“Fuck, yeah,” he sighed, grabbing his dick with his hand and squeezing out another few large drips of cum which landed on Jen’s thighs. My wife was gasping for breath and then I saw her face grimace slightly as she finished swallowing his load.

		She’d swallowed. What the fuck? She rarely, if ever, swallowed when she gave me a blow job and I was her husband!

		Today had not gone as expected, but it was about to get even more bizarre.
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		Chapter 10

		

		“That was… a lot of sperm,” she said, her mouth still twisting at the taste. “Wow.”

		Hearing her say that tipped me over the edge and I fastened my fist around the tip of my cock, catching my own cum in my hand as I ejaculated. “Fuck,” I cursed under my breath and the intensity of it, - my male orgasm - almost made my own legs give way. As I headed upstairs to the bathroom to dispose of the sticky fluid in my hand before it dribbled all over the stairs, I saw Jen putting her bikini top back on and heard her telling Ronnie that the fun was over for today and that he should head home before I arrived back from work.

		By the time I’d washed my hands, fastened myself up and cautiously headed downstairs, Ronnie had gone and Jen was waiting for me in the kitchen with a triumphant smile on her face.

		“Did you enjoy watching that?” she said and I saw a hint of nerves cross her expression, probably slightly fearful that I might have regrets or even be annoyed at her for taking it so much further than last time.

		“I had to make myself cum,” I confessed, just in case she wanted sex. “It was just so fucking hot. I can’t believe you just gave him a blow job, right there in our kitchen.”

		“Damn it, Paul,” she stepped towards me and planted a kiss on my lips, catching me off guard. Her mouth tasted salty, the remnants of Ronnie’s sperm no doubt. “I wanted you to fuck me. I’m really horny now.”

		“I couldn’t help it,” I apologised. “I’m sorry. Even if I hadn’t, I’d be no good because I’d probably cum the minute you touch my dick.”

		“Well, I’m going to have to sort myself out then,” Jen smiled and pushed past me, heading upstairs. “You can watch if you want to.”

		She headed up the stairs and I followed her, still trying to get my head around the fact that she’d just had another man’s cock in her mouth and swallowed his load. I was feeling slightly light-headed and kind of mind-blown so I just stood and watched, almost in a trance as she lay down on the bed, pulling one breast out of the white bikini top to play with it while the other hand teased her bottoms down far enough to slip a finger into her wet-looking pussy folds.

		“I was so tempted to let him fuck me,” Jen said in a teasing tone, her bright blue eyes twinkling as she watched me watching her finger herself. “Would you have been upset with me if I’d let him have me over the kitchen table?”

		“Maybe, yeah,” I admitted. “This is all kind of fun but I don’t know if I’d be okay with letting another guy actually fuck my wife.”

		“I did wonder if it might be too much for you,” Jen said, then sighed out loud and let her head fall back on the bed. “His cock felt so good in my mouth, Paul. I’m sorry to say this, but it was so big and hard… you don’t know what it’s like unless you’re a woman, but a dick with that thickness and size and weight…”

		Her fingers, on one hand, were pinching her nipple hard while the fingers on the other were thrusting, two of them, into her pussy, fast and hard.

		“Let me,” I suggested, moving over to the bed and pushing her hand out of the way before lowering my face between her thighs.

		“Lick my clit,” Jen commanded, turning her hips upwards and pushing her pussy onto my delving tongue. “I really need to cum, Paul.”

		She was soaking wet and by the time I ran my tongue up her slit from her hole to her swollen clitoris, my chin and lower face were covered in her juices. Jen’s hands went to her tits, playing with both of them now, cupping and squeezing and twisting her nipples roughly until eventually, she came.

		“Fuck,” she grunted, letting go of her tits to put her hands on my head and pulling my face hard against her slit for a moment until eventually her back arched and then she pushed me away as her orgasm blew threw her.

		I sat on the floor and watched in satisfaction as her thighs shook for a few seconds until finally, she slumped back down on the bed, her chest heaving and a light sheen of sweat covering her torso.

		“Do you feel better now?” I asked with a smirk in her direction. I loved making Jen cum with my tongue.

		“Yes and no,” she giggled, then beckoned me to join on her the bed. When I lay down next to her, she wrapped her arms around me, pulling herself closer. “But we’ll talk later. I need a nap right now.”

		“Me too,” I agreed and closed my eyes, trying to get my head around what the hell had happened today but I was still trying to make sense of it when I fell asleep and by the time we both woke up, had a quick shower and something to eat, the moment to talk about it had gone.

		It wasn’t that we couldn’t talk about it, but it became something more awkward to discuss once we were out of the horny mood or the hazy, post-orgasmic mood that makes you feel comfortable bringing up all things sexual. It wasn’t until we were lying in bed that evening that I finally found the moment to talk about Ronnie and what had happened.

		“What a day,” I reflected as I got comfy beneath the warm covers next to Jen.

		“I know,” Jen agreed, tilting her head to gaze at me in the dim bedroom light. “Are you okay with what happened?”

		“I think so,” I replied, smiling gently at her. I’d received a vibe from her all evening that she was a little unsettled. “What about you?”

		“It all just happened in the heat of the moment, I don’t know if I should have done what I did.”

		“Well, there’s nothing we can do about it now,” I shrugged. “It happened and if I’m honest, it feels kinda weird but I can’t pretend like I didn’t enjoy it. Because I did, which is also kind of weird.”

		“Can I admit something to you as well?” Jen asked and I nodded. “Knowing you were watching made it even more of a turn-on. I don’t know why, but it was strangely horny, sucking another guy’s cock in front of you.”

		“Really?” I said, feeling my penis stir beneath the covers but resisting the urge to touch myself.

		“Especially because he’s so much bigger than you,” Jen cringed. “Part of me enjoyed that I made you watch him make me gag on his cock. Is that bad? Is there something wrong with me?”

		“I enjoyed it too,” I shrugged again. None of this made any sense to me either. “So does that make me bad or wrong?”

		“I don’t know.” Jen sat there in silence for a moment, drumming her fingers together. “If we both enjoy it, then… it’s okay, right? No harm done.”

		“I’m honestly not mad at you or upset,” I agreed. “Watching you was… exciting? I don’t know if that’s the right word. Interesting? Enlightening? Intriguing, even. Seeing how turned on you got with someone bigger… it was different. Hearing you gag. It was like meeting a version of Jen that I’d never met before. Does that make any sense?”

		“Totally,” Jen nodded, her eyes lighting up. “I felt sort of the same. Remember, this was a new thing for me too. I was exploring my fantasies and you being there, it felt like I was… sort of… sharing them with you, with my husband, and that made it okay.”

		“Wow,” I nodded. “When I think about it that way, I guess it makes sense.”

		“If you enjoyed seeing how I gagged on a big one, do you wonder what noises I’d make if-”

		Jen went quiet and I looked at her, nodding for her to continue when she screwed her mouth up uneasily.

		“What noises you’d make, if… what?” I prompted. “If you’d let him put it in your pussy?”

		My wife nodded, her blonde hair tumbling into her eyes before she pushed it out of the way. “I can’t help wondering what it would have felt like.”

		“Earlier,” I said, remembering how the conversation had finished this afternoon. “When I asked you if you felt better, you said ‘yes… and no.’ What did you mean?”

		“Yes, I felt better because I’d cum,” Jen explained slowly. “And also because I’d done something I’d wanted to do for ages; let my hair down, be a bit naughty, suck a big cock and make it cum.”

		“And no… because?”

		“Because it’s just made me-”

		She paused again.

		“Go on,” I said gently. “You can tell me anything, Jen. I won’t be mad.”

		“It’s made me want Marshall even more.”

		“What?” I said, sitting up in bed and gazing at her in surprise. “But I thought-”

		“I can’t explain it,” Jen said, pushing herself upright too. “I guess he’s always been my ‘one that got away.’ I’ve often thought back and wished I’d had sex with him. I told you this. I think about all the amazing sex that he and I could have had.”

		“And now?”

		“Now that I’ve seen a big cock up close again,” Jen continued, “For the first time since Marshall’s, all those years ago, it’s made me regret not having sex with him even more.”

		“If you really want to,” I said, wondering if I was making a mistake then pushing the thought to the back of my mind, “Maybe you should have sex with Ronnie then. If you think it would help you get over these regrets.”

		“Really?” Jen looked at me doubtfully. “I know I could fuck Ronnie any time I wanted to. If I called him tomorrow, he’d come straight over and fuck me, I know he would.”

		“You made a date with Marshall tomorrow,” I reminded her.

		“Oh, fuck,” she replied, her eyes widening. “I totally forgot.”

		“Are you going to feel awkward?” I asked with a slight smirk. “You did suck his son’s cock and swallowed his load, after all.”

		“I did and I enjoyed it,” she nodded, then slid her hand under the covers, finding my cock erect. “Whoops. It seems you did too.”

		“I told you I did,” I admitted, as her hand stroked it for a moment before she climbed over me, pulled her bottoms down and guided me inside her.

		“That’s what I need,” she sighed then kissed me for a moment while moving backwards and forwards on my length, sliding my cock in and out of her pussy. “Tongue and fingers are all well and good but sometimes a girl just needs something inside her.”

		I put my hands on her hips, pushing up to meet her, our groins grinding together as I fully penetrated her with every inch of my modest dick. “I meant what I said, Jen. If you want to fuck Ronnie, you can. As long as I can watch again, to make sure you’re okay.”

		“I might,” she moaned. “If you’re sure you’re okay with it and that you won’t freak out or anything.”

		“Oh, god,” I said, my cock throbbing inside her at the thought of actually seeing Ronnie fuck her.

		“As long as you understand it’ll just make me want to fuck his dad even more than I already do,” Jen said, thrusting her hips faster atop me. “I wish he wasn’t married, Paul. I wish I’d fucked him so much.”

		“I understand,” I said, pushing upwards into her. “Are you going to do it then? Are you going to let Ronnie fuck you?”

		“Yes, I’ll fuck him soon, I promise,” she replied, then sat up so that her fingers could find her clit and she began rubbing herself while continuing to ride me. “I need something bigger inside me, Paul. You don’t fill me like I know Marshall would. I want to feel what it would be like to have his big, black cock inside me.”

		That was it. It was too much. I tried to slow down but I couldn’t. My cock jerked and I came inside her suddenly.

		“Already?” she complained. “Oh, well.”

		“I’m sorry,” I apologised. “It’s just all this dirty talk… It’s such a turn-on for me.”

		She slid off onto the bed and played with her clit just like she had this afternoon until she too reached her orgasm, then she sidled up close to me and sighed against my chest.

		“It’s more than dirty talk, you know?” she said softly. “I really do want to fuck him, Paul.”

		“Who?” I asked, weariness washing over me. “Marshall or Ronnie?”

		“Marshall,” she exhaled sadly. “But I probably won’t get to, now that he’s married.”

		“Were you serious about fucking Ronnie though?”

		“Yes, but only if you were?”

		“I was,” I admitted. “I am, I mean. If you really want to, that is.”

		“I’m going to sleep on it,” Jen said, closing her eyes and after a few moments, I heard her breathing slow down and deepen as she fell asleep.

		She was going to sleep on it.

		Tomorrow was going to be a very interesting day indeed.
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		“I wish I didn’t have to work today,” I rued, putting my shoes on and finishing off my coffee.

		“Because you want to watch me talk to Marshall?” Jen asked, putting our breakfast dishes into the sink. “Nothing’s going to happen, Paul. He’s married.”

		“Doesn’t stop some guys,” I pointed out, then looked at what she was wearing, a long-sleeved red shirt and jeans. “No bikini today?”

		“Have you not seen the weather?” Jen nodded towards the window. “It’s cloudy and looks like it might rain.”

		“No opportunities to ask Marshall to be your suncream applier today then,” I sighed comically.

		“Go to work,” Jen laughed. “Look, if anything gets close to happening with Marshall, I’ll call you, okay? Stop worrying and go. You’ll be late.”

		I did as she told me and went into the office but once there, being productive wasn’t easy. I managed to get through the morning but once lunch and the afternoon rolled around, I couldn’t concentrate on anything with the thoughts of what Jen and Marshall might be doing.

		Jen texted me to let me know that Marshall was there and they were having a coffee and a chat. She said they were indoors because it was raining outside but reiterated that I had nothing to worry about. I wasn’t going to miss out on anything. He was married and very much the perfect gentleman.

		That settled me down somewhat until I received another message shortly afterwards telling me that she’d decided to test him anyway. When I asked what ‘test him’ means, she replied that she was going to flirt and see how he responded.

		Flirt? How? I texted back.

		You know. Just be flirty, she replied in the next message, followed by a picture which I quickly opened, my heart speeding up when I saw it. It was of the shirt she was wearing. She’d unbuttoned the top few buttons far enough to reveal a handsome amount of cleavage and the way her nipples were sticking through the thin cloth, I didn’t need to read the next message to know what it said.

		I took my bra off. That’s okay, isn’t it? I think he likes it because he hasn’t taken his eyes off my boobs since I came back from the bathroom.

		I guess so, I replied. You’re making me anxious now. What if he tries it on with you? Will you tell me?

		I was feeling anxious and it only got worse when she didn’t answer for a while. It was mid-afternoon and I was tempted to tell my boss that I had another migraine when she finally replied.

		I’m sorry I didn’t message back, it read. Things got a bit interesting. Nothing sexual happened apart from a lot of talking. I’ll tell you when you get home.

		What? My stomach did a back flip as I read the message again. A lot of talking? Sexual talk?

		I can’t wait until I get home, I replied. Can’t you tell me now?

		She replied that there was too much to tell but promised it would be worth the wait. And what an awful wait it was. The last couple of hours dragged by until eventually got in the car and rushed home to discover what had happened between Marshall and Jen.

		“Hi, baby,” she said as I walked into the house. “Good day at work?”

		“No,” I shook my head. “I couldn’t relax. All I could think about was you and Marshall; worrying about if you were okay or if there was something going on and-”

		“Nothing went on,” my wife reassured me. Her dark blonde hair looked as perfect as it had this morning. Her shirt was buttoned up now and didn’t look crumpled or anything, so I believed her. “But the topic of conversation got very interesting, shall we say?”

		“Tell me,” I said eagerly but she made me wait a little longer until we were sitting down with something to eat.

		“We started off just talking about normal stuff,” she explained. “Catching up on what we didn’t talk about yesterday. We talked about Ronnie but obviously, I didn’t tell Marshall anything about what we did. In fact, it got a little boring so that’s when I decided to get flirty.”

		“You took your bra off,” I nodded, happy that we were finally getting to the good part. “And undid your buttons. Did you do anything else?”

		“I bent over in front of him a few times,” Jen giggled. “And I leaned forward so that he could see down my top. I did that a lot. I wanted him to make a comment about my boobs so I could get a more interesting conversation flowing.”

		“And did it work?”

		“What do you think?” Jen said, raising an eyebrow suggestively. “Eventually, I pretended to notice him looking at my boobs and told him off. He apologised and I told him it was okay, after all, he’d already seen them when he caught me sunbathing topless with Ronnie.”

		“What did he say to that?”

		“He complimented me and said that I had fantastic breasts,” Jen said, her cheeks suddenly aflame which made me smile. “He pointed out that they were a bit bigger than when he last saw them. I said we were much younger then and I’ve done a lot of growing since then, in more ways than just my breasts.”

		“Wow.” I felt my dick getting uncomfortably hard in my pants. “What happened after that?”

		“He said he’d grown too,” she continued. “And I said that surely, his penis couldn’t have grown any more because as I remembered, it was already huge.”

		“No way did you say that.”

		“I did.” Jen was still blushing and I noticed she was breathing a little heavier too. “I know, I can’t believe it either, but I did. He laughed and said that he didn’t think it had grown any more since and then I just blurted out that it was still the biggest penis I’ve ever seen up to now.”

		“Fuck, Jen. I assume he wasn’t offended or anything?”

		“Why would he be offended? I was paying him a compliment.”

		“He’s married,” I pointed out. “He could have taken it the wrong way or something.”

		“I’ve never known a guy to be offended by a woman telling him his dick is the biggest she’s ever seen,” Jen chuckled at me. “Married or not.”

		“You go around telling guys all the time, do you?” I gave her an inquiring look. Right then, something from yesterday popped into my mind, something I’d not paid a lot of heed to at the time but which made me wonder about it now. “Yesterday, Marshall called you the ‘handjob queen’ or something like that. What did he mean by that? I thought you said you’d only ever given handjobs to a couple of guys?”

		“I told you four,” she reminded me. “And that’s more or less true.”

		“More or less?”

		“As in a handjob to the end,” she clarified. “It’s not really a handjob if you don’t make the guy cum. Then it’s just fooling around and I fooled around with plenty of guys in college. Surely you get that? You must have fooled around with lots of girls but you wouldn’t say you had sex with them or whatever?”

		“Plenty?” I stared at Jen. “What does plenty mean? Five? Six? A hundred?”

		“Right, let’s clear this up,” my wife said, stroking her blonde hair nervously before settling her hands on her knees. “Total disclosure, okay?”

		“Okay,” I nodded, not sure if I wanted to hear this or not.

		“Hand jobs,” she began, “My first proper handjob was with a guy called Ben. I don’t remember much about him other than he was probably average in the dick department. We were at his house, in his bedroom and he really wanted me to get him off. He played with my boobs and I jerked him off all over my hand. That was the first time I’d ever made a guy cum. There was his friend, Dylan who was similar. He came in my hand too. I let him finger me. He was the first to do that to me. Then Dylan’s friend, I can’t even remember his name but he had a really small dick. Then I dated Greg, who I went all the way with, as you know. He took my virginity. After him was Marshall, you know the story there and then Carl who you know about too. But you see, Marshall knew Dylan and Ben and the other guy and they’d all told him that I’d jerked them off plus I gave a blow job to Dylan and maybe the other guy too, I don’t remember fully, so that’s why I got the nickname. It really isn’t as bad as it sounds.”

		“And the boys in college that you fooled around with?” I probed, not letting her change the subject. “How many dicks have you actually played with, Jen?”

		“They don’t count,” she insisted. “You’re talking about boys that I kissed while playing with their dicks down their pants or whatever. That’s not a handjob to me, even if you and Marshall think it is. If you’re really going to include them in my handjob count, then I don’t know… maybe ten? Twelve? Not a lot. And I never felt anyone as big as Marshall until I got to him, which is why it was such a shock.”

		“A shock?” I shook my head. “I keep learning all this new stuff about you. That’s a shock too.”

		“I know,” Jen said, wincing as she looked at me. “I’m sorry, Paul. I never told you this stuff because I liked the innocent Jen persona that I’d always portrayed to you. In some ways, compared to a lot of people, I am quite innocent, Paul. I’ve only actually had full sex with three guys. That’s a tiny number in context to most women, I’m sure.”

		“I suppose so,” I admitted, then realised we’d gone way off the original topic. “Anyway, let’s get back to today. Tell me what else happened with Marshall. You told him his dick is still the biggest you’ve ever seen.”

		“Oh yeah,” Jen relaxed again from the stiff posture she’d had while I was interrogating her about her handjob queen label. “Well, he asked again if I’d dated many guys since then and I said ‘a few’, which was an exaggeration really because it was only Carl and then you, and then he said, ‘but no big dicks, huh?’ And I said no and told him that both Carl and you were much smaller. I’m sorry. Is that bad?”

		“Wow,” I replied, not quite knowing how to feel. “You told him I was small?”

		“Small-er,” she replied. “Smaller. I didn’t say you were small. Paul. Most guys are smaller than Marshall, even some that would consider themselves well hung. You saw Ronnie’s dick, right? Marshall’s is even bigger if my memory serves me correctly.”

		“Fine, whatever,” I nodded, motioning with my hand for her to carry on. “What did he say next?”

		“Wait. I can’t remember word-for-word,” Jen slowed me down. “Let me tell you at my own speed. I flirted some more and told him that his wife is a lucky woman, getting that every night. I pointed at his dick when I said that and he laughed and said you’re a lucky man too, then he pointed to my boobs. But then he went on to say that Megan doesn’t get it every night because she’s not as horny as she used to be. He said that since having their kids, he’s lucky if he gets laid once a month.”

		“Once a month?” That surprised me.

		“He started flirting back after that,” Jen said, a hint of excitement entering her tone. “The talk was all about sex now. He asked how often we did it and if you were good in bed. I said you were good but that we didn’t do it as much as I’d like. Is that okay? I was trying to drop hints that I wanted him without coming across as too forward or a threat to his marriage.”

		My cock was throbbing now, and because my throat was too tight to reply, I simply nodded.

		“He went to the bathroom and while he was gone, I undid another button,” Jen confessed. “My boobs were basically falling out of my shirt every time I moved. When he came back, he told me that my nipple was out and I pretended to be embarrassed but really I was so horny, Paul. If he’d tried it on, I’d have let him fuck me.”

		“I can imagine,” I said, breathing heavily. “What happened next?”

		“I told him that my buttons must have come undone and I fastened them up but not all the way. I looked at the crotch of his trousers and I could see his dick. He was hard. It was sticking down his leg and he looks every bit as big as I remembered.”

		“Oh, fuck,” I said, almost unable to bear this anymore. “And?”

		“And that was about it,” Jen said with an audible sigh of frustration. “I think he felt guilty or perhaps uncomfortable at how intense our conversation had got.”

		“Or maybe he needed to go home to wank off,” I chuckled.

		“Maybe,” Jen giggled too. “But before he went, I decided to push things a bit further. I wasn’t going to just let him go home like that.”

		“What did you say?” I realised I was holding my breath.

		“I asked him if he regretted us,” Jen said softly. “He asked what I meant by that question and I said ‘Do you regret that we didn’t actually get to have sex?’ and he looked at me for a minute and asked me the same question back.”

		“And?” I couldn’t bear this. My cock was trying to break through my zipper.

		“I said ‘yes,’ and he said ‘yes’ too. I replied saying that it was a shame we were both married or we could have maybe picked things up where we left off and then he said he had to go. I thought I’d blown it at that moment, so I said ‘sorry’ but he told me not to apologise and that we’d finish this conversation soon but not right now. He said he needed to think.”

		“He needs to think?” This was huge. What did this mean? Was it actually going to happen between him and Jen?

		“He gave me a kiss on the cheek and left but I think something might happen,” Jen finished. “But right now, I’m as horny as hell. Can we go upstairs and fuck, Paul?”

		I didn’t reply. I just took her by the hand and led her to the bedroom.
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		Chapter 12

		

		“You know Ronnie is going to want to fuck you next time?” I said, staring up at the ceiling, deep in thought. We were both on the bed, just woken up from our post-sex nap.

		“Yes, probably,” Jen replied. The sex between us had been good, as spontaneous lovemaking often was. “I did tell him I wasn’t ready for full sex but I know what young guys are like, how impatient they are. Still, there’s a chance he might just be happy with another blow job.”

		“Would you be happy just giving him blow jobs?” I asked softly, turning my face to look at my gorgeous wife. “He’s going to want to fuck you eventually.”

		“So you think I should fuck him?” she turned her face to look at me, pushing her dark blonde hair out of her eyes so she could look deep into mine. “You said you weren’t sure the other day.”

		“It’s up to you,” I replied. Because I’d just had sex and cum an hour or so ago, the thought of her letting Ronnie have her wasn’t as appealing. These thoughts - of Jen and Ronnie; Jen and Marshall - drove me crazy with excitement when I was aroused but in moments like this, free of the built-up testosterone in my blood, a clearer mind told me that it was a bad idea and wrong. But I had to be realistic.

		“I’m not going to do anything with anyone unless I know you’re okay with it,” my wife reassured me.

		“The problem is that he’s probably not going to leave you alone until he does,” I said, reluctantly. “When I imagine being his age and in the same scenario, I’d be knocking on your door every day wanting my dick sucking until eventually, I got to fuck you.”

		“The only person I really want to have sex with is Marshall,” Jen replied, rolling onto her side to face me. “And it’s nothing detrimental towards you, it’s purely because I really regret not having sex with him all those years ago. It’s the ‘one that got away’ sentiment, and I know that it’s silly but I just can’t seem to get it out of my mind at the moment.”

		“And failing Marshall, Ronnie is the next best thing,” I added when she went quiet.

		“I guess so.” Jen rolled over suddenly and looked at the clock on the bedside table. “Shit. I forgot about Natalie.”

		“Your girls’ night out,” I remembered too. “That’s tonight, isn’t it?”

		“She’ll be here any time,” Jen leapt out of bed, heading towards the bathroom. “Fuck. Fuck. Fuck!”

		Once a month, Jen and her best friend Natalie went downtown for a girly night out, usually, a bite to eat and then drinks until late and sometimes even a nightclub, if they fancied it. Natalie was a cool girl, I totally trusted her - I’d never had any reason not to. She’d been Jen’s best friend since school and was the maid of honour at our wedding. In fact, they were more like sisters than friends although they didn’t see as much of each other these days as they used to when we first got together.

		I tidied both myself and the house up somewhat and just in time, Jen reappeared from upstairs, glammed up, just in time before Nat’s familiar ‘knock-knockity-knock’ sounded out from the direction of the front door.

		“Wow. You look great,” I commented as she walked past me to let her friend in. She was wearing a close-fitting, black, halter-neck dress that showed off the shape of her large breasts perfectly. The skirt was mid-thigh but short enough to showcase her curvy but sexy tanned legs. She’d straightened her long blonde hair and a pair of black heels complimented the ‘hot but classy’ look.

		“Thank you,” she said as she opened the door to her equally glam-looking friend. Tonight, Natalie was wearing a green top with a v-neck cut deep enough to show off her modest but still eye-catching cleavage and a tight-fitting black pencil skirt. Her jet-dark hair was styled in waves that tumbled over her petite shoulders.

		“Hi, Nat,” I said, taking in Nat’s sultry makeup with heavy black eyeshadow and almost-slutty red lipstick. “Going somewhere special tonight?”

		“We’re going to try the new bar that’s opened on the High Street,” Jen replied, giving herself a quick once-over in the mirror on the wall before leaving.

		“It’s supposed to be very upmarket,” Natalie said in a fake upper-class accent which made Jen chuckle.

		“So we’re going to be totally out of place,” my wife giggled, “But we’ll have fun anyway.”

		“Not too much fun,” I jokingly warned her. “And don’t get too drunk.”

		“Oh, stop being such a bore,” Natalie said, walking toward me and prodding me in the chest with a stiff finger. “You’re no fun sometimes, Paulie.”

		I looked down at the diminutive brunette. She was much shorter than Jen and I, barely five feet but her feistiness made up for it. “What are you talking about?” I raised an eyebrow. “I’m fun. I’m just not ‘let’s get totally shit-faced on a work night’ fun.”

		“Whatever,” Jen laughed, putting her arm through Nat’s and guiding her out of the door. “See you later, loser.”

		I laughed and headed into the kitchen, grabbing myself a beer while wondering what to do with my evening but just as I’d settled on the sofa and decided to watch the football game that was on, there was another knock on the door. I wasn’t expecting anyone, so I got up, wondering who it could be but the person standing there was probably the last person I’d have imagined it to be.

		“Hello, I’m sorry to bother you,” an attractive black woman with dyed-blonde hair said from the doorstep. “I’m Megan, Ronnie’s mother. Could I come in for a quick chat?”

		Oh shit.

		“Erm, yeah, sure.” I stepped to one side and beckoned her inside. “I’m on my own at the moment, my wife, Jen, is out.”

		“I know,” Megan said, walking through into the living room. She had a beautiful figure, I noted; slim with a tiny waist but a round, peachy ass that was almost out of proportion with the rest of her and a healthy-looking bust that pushed out against the tight t-shirt she was wearing. “I was just heading out to see a friend myself when I saw her leave with another woman so I thought I’d take the opportunity to grab a moment with you alone.”

		“Ah,” I said, suddenly feeling worried. “Would you like a beer or a coffee or something?”

		“No, I can’t stay long because as I said, I’m on my way to see a friend, but thank you.”

		“So, what is it I can do for you?” I said, sitting on the sofa and indicating for her to do the same. “Is it to do with Ronnie?”

		Megan licked her full lips, looking nervous. “Not so much Ronnie as my husband.”

		“I met him the other day,” I nodded, then wondered if I’d said the right thing when her unusually green eyes fixed on mine intently. “He called around to thank me for giving Ronnie some work and just to introduce himself, I guess.”

		“I see,” Megan smiled, blinking her long lashes in my direction for a moment before continuing. “Well, I don’t know how much you know of this, but it appears that Marshall and your wife know each other already. They went to college together. I only know because Ronnie mentioned it and when I asked Marshall, he confirmed it and then he told me that they actually dated for a short while.”

		“I know,” I replied, trying to rapidly figure out in my head the best way to handle this. “I didn’t until Jen told me the other day. Apparently, Ronnie mentioned his dad’s name and Jen figured it out. Small world, huh?”

		“So, you’re not concerned about Marshall coming over this afternoon while you were at work, and the other day too?” Megan said, those green eyes suddenly looking doubtful. “You don’t think…”

		“No,” I said, forcing out a fake laugh. “No, no… Jen’s not like that, Megan. You don’t have anything to worry about. She told me that Marshall was coming over for a coffee or whatever to discuss…”

		I paused, wondering if I’d said too much. I didn’t know if Marshall had told her about his worries regarding Ronnie trying to seduce Jen or if he’d told her about catching his son with my wife topless in the garden.”

		“To discuss…?” Megan tilted her head, waiting for me to finish whatever it was I was about to say.

		“Not discuss,” I said, trying to recover the situation. “That was the wrong word. I meant to say he came over to talk and catch up on old times.”

		“Right, okay.” Megan didn’t seem convinced. “He said he was going to check that Ronnie wasn’t being a pest or driving you crazy but I don’t know… something just seemed off. Maybe it’s just me, being paranoid.”

		Fuck. This was bad. Megan’s intuition was right but I wasn’t going to tell her that.

		“I’m sure there’s nothing to worry about,” I reassured her, “But thank you for the heads-up and for talking to me about it. If it makes you feel any better, I’ll keep an eye on things here but once again, I know Jen and she’s really not like that.”

		“It makes me feel better that you’re not worried,” Megan smiled and stood up. She really was attractive. Marshall was a lucky guy. “Can I give you my number?”

		“Umm-”

		“Sorry, that sounded weird,” she smiled again and giggled. “I mean so that you can call me if anything seems weird at your end or if you notice anything and you want to talk to me about it”

		“Sure,” I shrugged, handing her my phone so she could put her contact details in. “Although I’m sure that won’t happen. Me and Jen are pretty solid and Marshall seems like a good guy even though I only met him briefly.”

		“Yeah, well… Let’s not go there.” Megan finished entering her number and handed my phone back before suddenly looking troubled. “I’m sorry, I shouldn’t have said that. I didn’t mean to worry you.”

		“Don’t worry,” I replied, trying to reassure her but her comment had sent my mind into a spin. What did she mean? Had Marshall cheated on her at some point?

		“I should go and see my friend. They’ll be wondering where I am,” Megan walked towards the front door, then waited for me to follow and open it for her before speaking again. “I’m sorry for the intrusion and I don’t mean to worry you about your wife and Marshall. I’m sure it’s perfectly innocent.”

		“It’s cool,” I smiled, trying to appear unconcerned even though my nerves were totally on edge. “If anything happens to concern me, I promise to give you a call.”

		Megan nodded, running a hand through her wavy blonde hair. “Thank you.”

		I watched her leave, then closed the door and sat back down heavily before sending a message to Jen to let her know what had just happened. But just as I was about to hit ‘send’, I stopped, deciding to tell her later. I didn’t want to ruin her night out by worrying her unnecessarily.

		When she did arrive home just after midnight, she had some news of her own to tell me.

		“Good night?” I asked. I was tidying up the living room as I always did before going to bed.

		“I’m drunk,” Jen announced loudly while stumbling into the living room. “That new bar does great cocktails.”

		“I’m glad you enjoyed it,” I said, dancing out of the way as she kicked off her heels, sending one flying in my direction. “Listen, I’ve got something to tell you-”

		“Me too,” Jen slurred. “You’re going to be mad with me, Paul. Me and my big, fat, stupid mouth.”

		“What?” I said, my heart sinking because I somehow knew what she was about to say.

		“I told Natalie everything,” she confessed. “Please don’t be mad.”

		“Everything?”

		“About sucking Ronnie’s dick, yeah,” Jen said, putting a hand over her face in regret. “I don’t know what I was thinking. I’m an idiot. I told her about wanting to fuck Marshall too. She remembers Marshall.”

		“Fucking great,” I cursed, a surge of anger flooding through me. “Jen, how am I going to look Natalie in the eye now that she knows my wife’s sucked another guy’s cock?”

		“I told her you watched and that it got you horny,” she went on and on, “I told her everything, Paul. I was drunk and my big, fat, stupid mouth wouldn’t shut up. It was just on the way back here in the taxi that I thought, ‘Oh, Jennifer, what have you gone and done now.’ Don’t be mad with me, Paul. I feel terrible. I’m such an idiot.”

		She looked so forlorn that I actually felt sorry for her despite also feeling angry and embarrassed at what she’d told her best friend. At least I didn’t see Natalie that often these days. I had plenty of time to work out what to say.

		“We’ll talk about it tomorrow,” I said, heading into the kitchen and coming back with a large glass of water for Jen to drink. “Let’s go to bed. You’re clearly wasted and need to sleep it off.”

		“Okay,” she said, taking a long gulp from the glass and then letting me guide her upstairs, where I undressed her to her underwear and tucked her into bed before joining her.

		Tomorrow, I’d tell her about Megan’s suspicions and then we’d discuss what this meant for any plans she might have to seduce Ronnie or his father. Then we’d have to talk about how best to deal with Natalie and her inevitable questions that would no doubt follow her best friend’s confessions.

		What a day. I put my head down and tried to sleep.

		

	
		13

		

		Chapter 13

		

		“So what do you think?” I asked Jen the following morning after telling her about the conversation with Megan. “I guess that’s the end of it. Or perhaps you should slow things down and wait for her to stop being suspicious.”

		My wife looked at me and shrugged casually. “I’m not worried about his wife. She doesn’t know anything and even if she did find anything out, it’s Marshall’s problem, not mine.”

		“What?” I was surprised by her indifference. “But… the stuff you’ve done with Ronnie-”

		“That doesn’t matter either,” Jen shook her head. “Ronnie’s old enough. He’s single. What’s it to do with them?”

		“I guess…” I didn’t feel as blasé about it as she obviously did but she was right. “It’s just that they’re our neighbours now. We don’t want any issues arising and the entire street finding out.”

		“Just leave it to me.” Jen flicked her blonde hair over her shoulder and smiled. “You trust me, don’t you?”

		“Of course I do, but-”

		“No buts, Paul,” Jen interrupted. “I know how to handle this. Nothing is going to spoil our fun, I promise.”

		“Our fun?” I questioned. “Your fun, you mean?”

		“You’re loving every minute,” My wife arched an eyebrow at me. “And you know you are. You came just from watching me give Ronnie a blow job. What’s it going to do you when I have actual sex with Marshall?”

		“If,” I corrected her. “Not when.”

		“Oh, it’s when, alright,” Jen giggled. Once my wife had her mind set on something, she was almost unstoppable but I still had my doubts. Not only about if she could seduce him but also if she should. Did I really want her to? Was it a good idea? Not only because of the repercussions of anyone finding out but also the effect it could have on both of the marriages concerned.

		“You sound confident,” I commented. “Should I be worried?”

		Jen must have seen concern evident in my features because she stood up and walked over to where I was sitting at the dinner table, then sat on my knee and kissed me on the lips, a long, lingering kiss.

		“Don’t worry about anything,” she reassured me, somehow reading my thoughts. “I’m not going to do anything with anyone if it risks any problems for us. I wouldn’t do anything to upset you or cause any trouble for Marshall. I do want this to happen, but I’m not so single-minded about it that I’d be irresponsible and hurt anyone.”

		“That’s what I needed to hear,” I smiled and we kissed again. This time the kiss was more than lingering. It was the type of kiss that led us out of the kitchen, up the stairs and into bed for sex.

		“This whole thing has definitely given our sex life a boost,” I said, a short time later. Jen and I had just had fantastic, passionate, frantic sex and we were lying on the bed, getting our breath back. “We haven’t had sex like that for ages.”

		“I know,” Jen sighed, “And it’s going to get even better. Starting today.”

		She got up, giving me the opportunity to ogle her beautiful, curvy, naked body and then before I had a chance to question what she meant about starting today, she disappeared into the shower.

		Whether I wanted this or not, she was well and truly set on seducing Marshall. I wasn’t sure what her future intentions were with Ronnie, but when it came down to his father, Jen’s mind seemed to be made up. She deeply regretted not having sex with him all those years ago when she had the chance, and she wasn’t going to make the same mistake again, it seemed. She had the bit between her teeth and I realised the truth was that by letting her come this far, I’d given her the green light and it would probably be more damaging to our relationship if I tried to stop it.

		I wasn’t sure I even wanted to stop it. The thought of her with Marshall was a massive turn-on, I had to admit, even now, in my post-sex calm state. I was just nervous about letting it happen because I didn’t know what it would do to us and our marriage. Would it just go back to normal afterwards? Or was it going to open some sort of flood gate that Jen would never look back from?

		“Are you going to just lay there all day?” Jen asked, startling me out of my reverie. She was out of the shower and already partially dressed. I hadn’t realised how long I’d been chilling on the bed, thinking everything over.

		“Sorry,” I apologised. “I was just thinking.”

		“Yeah, I could tell.” Jen combed her long blonde hair and then sat on the bed with me. “Stop overthinking everything. I’ve got a plan but whatever happens, happens.”

		“What plan?” I asked but just as I did, there was a knock on the door.

		“This plan,” she explained, standing up suddenly. “A plan that didn’t involve Marshall coming over quite this fast. I only texted him a few minutes ago.”

		“What? You texted him?”

		“Don’t worry,” Jen said, looking out of the window to make sure it was Marshall before smoothing down the pretty, white crochet top she’d just put on. “Yep, it’s him. I asked if it was safe to message and he said ‘yes’ and asked why, so I told him to call over when he had a few minutes to talk because I needed to tell him in person. I didn’t want any incriminating messages on his phone in case Megan saw them.”

		“We should go and let him in then,” I said, prising myself up from the bed and quickly getting dressed.

		“Not we,” Jen shook a finger at me. “Marshall wouldn’t like you being a part of this. I told him you were out because I was going to tell you to go for a walk or something but he’s turned up way faster than I thought he would.”

		“Shit,” I said as Marshall knocked on the door again. “What do I do?”

		“Just hide up here. Be quiet.”

		Jen headed downstairs and I hung around on the landing, hoping to hear their conversation because she still hadn’t told me what the rest of her plan was besides inviting him over.

		“Hi,” I heard Jen say, followed by the door closing behind Marshall as he walked in.

		“Hello,” his deep voice resonated from downstairs. “Is everything okay?”

		“Not really,” Jen replied. “Does Megan know you’re here?”

		“She’s out shopping, so, no. Why? Is this to do with her?”

		“She came over and asked Paul if he knew that we used to date.

		I risked a glance over the bannister of the staircase but the two of them were both out of sight. All I could do was listen to Jen talk.

		“Why?” Marshall asked.

		“Because she’s worried or suspicious or something,” Jen said as though it was obvious. “She asked Paul if he was worried and he said not at all. He trusts me and told her there’s nothing to worry about.”

		“That’s good,” I heard Marshall reply, and then he paused. “Wait. Paul told you this?”

		“Yes,” Jen said, also pausing, probably while she worked her story out. “Don’t tell Megan that he told me. I think she said it to him in confidence, but Paul and I are really close. We tell each other everything.”

		“It sounds like you have a great relationship.”

		“We do. We’re pretty much unbreakable.” Hearing Jen say that made me smile.”Do you want a drink while you’re here? Or do you have to rush home?”

		“I have a little bit of spare time,” I heard him reply, and then I saw the two of them cross the bottom of the stairs and head into the kitchen, standing in a similar place to where Jen had sucked Ronnie’s dick.

		“Good,” she replied, going to the fridge and getting two cold beers. “Because we never did finish that conversation we started.”

		“Do you still want to finish it?” Marshall responded, taking the beer. “If our partners are worrying about us spending time together, maybe-”

		“Paul isn’t worried,” Jen reassured him. “And Megan won’t worry if she doesn’t know you’re here.”

		“Ah, okay.” He was facing away from me, but I could almost hear the smile in Marshall’s voice. “So, where did we leave this conversation you’re talking about?”

		“We agreed it was a shame we never went all the way back when we dated,” Jen reminded him. Wow. I couldn’t believe how upfront she was being. “You said you were going to have a think about it.”

		“Yes, I did,” he sighed. “You said it was a shame that we were both married now, otherwise perhaps we could have finished what we started.”

		“It is definitely a shame,” Jen replied. I watched her walk towards him, stopping just a foot or so away. “What do you remember? We got so close to having sex, didn’t we?”

		“For fuck’s sake, Jen,” he said softly. “Don’t remind me. You’ll end up getting me horny.”

		“Maybe I want to,” she giggled. “Seriously though, do you remember it all? Because I do.”

		“I remember everything,” he admitted. “I remember what you looked like naked, back then, and if I’m honest, I’m kind of curious as to how you look naked now.”

		“And I wonder if your dick still looks the same,” Jen murmured, almost too quiet to hear. “If it’s still as big as I remember.”

		“Do you want to look?”

		Oh fuck. This was it. It was happening.

		As I watched from my hiding place at the top of the stairs, Jen nodded and Marshall undid his flies and pulled the longest, blackest, thickest cock I’d ever seen out of his trousers. He was circumcised, I could see that from where I was. His shaft was very dark but his glans was a slightly lighter, pinker shade and a wide vein stood out along the side, even though he was only semi-erect.

		“Oh, shit,” Jen said, staring down at it. “It’s bigger than I remember. No wonder I chickened out of letting you put it in me.”

		“I was so mad with you,” Marshall chuckled, standing there with his dick hanging out like it was nothing. “I remember being so horny, then you stopped me just as I was about to shove it in.”

		“I didn’t think it would fit,” Jen defended herself. “I was young and naive. I thought it would hurt.”

		“It might have, but then it would have felt good.” Marshall laughed again, a deep rumbling sound. “So come on, Jen. I’ve shown you mine. Now it’s your turn.”

		“What do you want to see?”

		I felt my own cock growing hard in my pants.

		“Everything,” the tall black man shrugged, taking his cock in his hand and slowly stroking it. “Your tits. Your pussy. Your ass.”

		“So you want me to get naked, basically?” Jen shook her head at him. “I’ll show you these.”

		Then she unbuttoned the crochet top she was wearing and opened it up to him, revealing that she wasn’t wearing a bra. Her breasts were fully exposed to him, her nipples erect and I saw Marshall stare at them for a moment, enjoying the view before him.

		“They’re fucking amazing but I’ve seen those already,” he shrugged. “Why don’t you take those jeans down?”

		“Okay,” Jen said. She wasn’t even pretending to be reticent or anything. Fuck, this was crazy. She undid her buttons and slowly wriggled her jeans down over her hips, along with her tiny black panties, until they were pulled down mid-thigh. She was actually showing him her pussy. This was beyond crazy. It was utterly insane.

		Marshall looked down at the small, tidy triangle of light hair between her legs. “Turn around.”

		Jen did as she was told, turning to face away from him and then he stepped closer again, taking hold of her by the waist with one hand while bending her forward with the other before lowering his head down so he could see her ass properly.

		“Pretty much the same as I remember,” he said quietly, looking right at her ass and her exposed pussy lips poking through as she bent over further. “Your pussy is maybe slightly hairier than it was back then but I don’t mind that and your ass is just as peachy as I remember.”

		“Marshall, you’re turning me on,” Jen said, looking over her shoulder at him. “Just fuck me already. We both want to.”

		“I wanted to fuck you back then and I still want to now,” he admitted. He stood up. His cock was more than semi-erect now. It was jutting out in front of him angrily and as he stood up, it wavered around dangerously close to Jen’s exposed ass. I saw him look down and could tell he was tempted to just shove it forward a few inches and into my wife’s pussy.

		“So do it,” Jen said, pushing her ass backwards so that for a moment, his dick was pressed against her slit but then he took a step backwards.

		“Not here,” Marshall said. “Not now, not like this.”

		Jen straightened up, turned around to face him and then stood on her tiptoes to kiss him on the lips. Marshall kissed her back and for a moment, their bodies meshed together, her breasts crushed against him, his dick nestling somewhere between her thighs but then he broke away again.

		“When then?” Jen asked him. “Please, Marshall. You know you want me. Don’t leave me hanging, as I left you all those years ago. I promise that Paul and Megan will never find out. I just want you one time. Just to get you out of my system.”

		Marshall tucked his erection into his trousers and fastened himself up. “Soon,” he promised. “Right now, I have to go. I told you I only had a little spare time. Megan will be back soon and if we’re going to do this, we need to be careful and not get caught.”

		“Okay,” Jen said reluctantly, sounding disappointed for a moment before bouncing back to her confident self. “Make it soon. Now I’ve seen your dick again, I don’t know how much longer I can wait.”

		“I’ll text you,” he promised. “Maybe tomorrow. I just need to make sure everything is right and safe. You understand, right?”

		Jen nodded, and with that, he left, after giving my wife another brief kiss. Once he’d gone, the door closed behind him, I headed downstairs to talk to her.

		This was actually going to fucking happen. Jen was going to fuck another guy, her black ex-boyfriend.

		And I was going to let her.
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		Chapter 14

		

		“I can’t believe that just happened,” I said excitedly as I walked into the kitchen but Jen was looking out of the window with a suspicious look on her face.

		“I’m sure I…” she said, then headed towards the other window that looked out front.

		“What’s wrong?” I asked her, just as someone knocked at the door.

		“Fuck,” Jen swore under her breath, then strode through into the hallway and stopped dead when she saw whoever it was through the glass in the door. “I think I saw Ronnie through the window just as his dad was leaving. I hope he didn’t see anything because now he’s at the front door.”

		“You’ve got to be kidding me,” I replied, my mind reeling. “What do we do?”

		“Go back upstairs,” Jen said, pushing me towards the staircase, “I’ll deal with it.”

		My heart was thudding in my chest as I retreated back to the landing at the top of the stairs. What if Ronnie had seen his father and Jen just now?

		“Hi, Ronnie. What are you doing here?” I heard Jen say from the front door, out of my range of view. “I wasn’t expecting you.”

		“My dad was acting weird,” I heard the youngster reply. “He was texting someone then just got up and left. I know when something’s up with my dad, so I followed him.”

		“Oh, I just needed a quick chat with him about something,” Jen said casually but I could tell from the tone of her voice that she was already on the back foot and struggling to explain.

		“I saw you let him in and then I stood outside for a bit, wondering if I was in some sort of trouble,” Ronnie continued. “Can I come in? Because I want to ask you something.”

		“Erm, yes, I guess so,” Jen replied and then a moment later I saw the two of them cross the bottom of the stairs and head into the kitchen. “What’s up?”

		Nervousness was evident in her voice now even though she was trying to hide it. She was standing by the kitchen table again and I could see her shuffling her feet uncomfortably.

		“Your top is unbuttoned,” Ronnie pointed out. He was out of view, standing beyond the doorframe that led through into the kitchen but I saw his hand lift and point at her white crochet top which she had only fastened up halfway in the panicky moments following Marshall leaving.

		“Whoops,” Jen said, fastening up the top two buttons. “Thank you for telling me.”

		“My dad had a good look at them, I bet,” Ronnie said softly and Jen went very still. “While he was here just now.”

		“Are you trying to play some sort of game?” I heard my wife say quietly. “Did you look through the window, Ronnie? I’m sure I saw you, just as your father was leaving.”

		“I saw everything, Jen,” the young man said and suddenly, Jen’s feet stopped shuffling and she folded her arms across her chest defensively. “You practically got naked and I thought he was going to fuck you at one point but he didn’t. What’s going on?”

		“Your father and I used to date,” Jen explained, after a moment. “Back in college. But it’s really none of your business, Ronnie. You shouldn’t have followed your father and you certainly shouldn’t have peeked through my windows. If I tell your dad what you’ve done…”

		“You’re not going to tell him,” Ronnie said as I saw him come into view, pacing around the kitchen as he spoke. “Because then I’ll tell my mother and then the shit really will hit the fan.”

		“Come on, Ronnie. You know that’s not a good idea,” Jen said. “That’s just going to cause even more trouble. Don’t do anything stupid. Let’s just talk about this.”

		“What’s to talk about?” Ronnie stopped pacing around and stood there staring at my wife. “I just saw you get practically naked in front of my father, then turn around like you wanted him to fuck you.”

		“Your dad got his penis out first,” Jen said. “Did you not see that? He’s not innocent in this.”

		“I know,” Ronnie answered. “That’s why I asked you what’s going on. It’s so fucking creepy and weird.”

		“Weirder than what you and I have been doing?” Jen countered and I saw Ronnie tilt his head and shrug. “I’m almost old enough to be your mother but it didn’t stop you from putting your dick in my mouth the other day, did it?”

		“I’m single. My dad isn’t.”

		“Neither am I,” Jen replied sharply and then they both stood there in silence for a moment before Ronnie eventually spoke.

		“So, are you fucking my dad?” he asked.

		“No,” Jen shook her head. “I told you. We used to date when we were young and I guess there’s still some chemistry there but don’t worry, Ronnie. I’m not going to do anything to split your parents up, I promise.”

		“We only just moved here because dad was screwing one of our neighbours,” Ronnie shook his head. “If I tell my mum, she’s going to go crazy.”

		“What?” Jen took a step toward Ronnie. “That’s not what he told me. He said you moved here because of you and your antics with some girls where you used to live.”

		“Well, maybe that too,” Ronnie grinned. “I did get into some trouble with my mother. She caught me in bed with two girls, my girlfriend and her friend.”

		“Well, this is very interesting,” Jen thought out loud. “So your dad was having an affair before?”

		“That doesn’t mean you should be trying to seduce him,” Ronnie said in defence of his father. “Maybe I should talk to him and tell him to stop being irresponsible. I can’t see mum forgiving him twice.”

		“No,” Jen waved her hands at him. “Don’t tell him anything. Or your mother. Just pretend you didn’t see anything, Ronnie. Your dad and I were talking about things and they got a little bit out of hand, that’s all. You saw that he didn’t do anything. You’re right. I tried to seduce him and he said ‘no’ and then left.”

		“That is what it looked like,” Ronnie conceded then looked at Jen askance again. “But maybe you just didn’t have a condom or something? I don’t know. Something’s definitely going on. I’m not stupid.”

		“I know you’re not,” my wife sighed. “Look, I fancy your dad, okay? But I also fancy you, Ronnie. If this is making you feel jealous or something then we can talk about that?”

		“Maybe I am a bit jealous,” the youngster replied, running a hand through his short, afro hair. “I was hoping we could continue where we left off the other day but if you’re into my dad now instead then…”

		“It’s not like I have to choose between you or Marshall,” Jen objected. “The things that happened between you and me, they just happened because I’m attracted to you and I guess it’s similar with your dad, only with the added aspect of there being history between us. I know it might seem weird to you, Ronnie but there’s no reason you and I can’t still have a little fun despite what is between me and your father.”

		“Do you want us both?” Ronnie stared at her and I had to adjust my position where I was hiding at the top of the stairs he walked over towards her. “Is that what you’re saying?”

		“I don’t know what I’m saying,” my wife said quietly then she was silenced as the young man leaned forward, pressing his body against hers and kissing her.

		“I’ve got an idea,” Ronnie said, breaking the kiss after a long moment. Again, I had to move my position, hiding around the corner of the landing as he shuffled Jen backwards towards the bottom of the stairs. “Maybe if you take me upstairs for some of that fun you were talking about, I won’t need to say anything to my parents.”

		“Ronnie, that sounds like blackmail,” Jen said, standing her ground just as they neared the bottom step and pushing him away.

		“It’s not blackmail,” he replied with an easy smile. “I just want you to prove what you said. That you find me attractive and still want to have some fun with me.”

		“Ronnie-” Jen said but when the young man kissed her again, she went quiet, seeming to enjoy his mouth on hers. “Wait. I need to go upstairs first to sort something. Then I’ll shout for you to come up, okay?”

		“Fine, but don’t be long,” the young man warned. “We don’t want my parents wondering where I am, do we?”

		Jen backed up the stairs, leaving him below her in the hallway then motioned for me to go into the bedroom when she saw me.

		“What the fuck is happening?” I whispered as she shoved me inside and closed the door behind her.

		“Didn’t you hear?” she hissed. “He fucking saw us, Paul. He saw me and Marshall. This is all so fucked up.”

		“I heard,” I nodded. “So what now? Are you just going to let him blackmail you?”

		“Jen?” Ronnie’s voice called out. He sounded closer than he should have if he were downstairs. “Is everything okay?”

		“He’s coming upstairs,” Jen said, her face alarmed. “Shit. Hide.”

		“Oh, no,” I panicked, looking around. We couldn’t let him catch me here. That would only make everything even more complicated.

		Jen opened the wardrobe door. “I know it’s something like a cliched 1970s porn move but get in there.”

		“Jen?” Ronnie’s voice rang out. It sounded like he was right outside the door. “We don’t have much time.”

		I ducked inside the wardrobe and pulled the door shut, plunging myself into darkness as I heard Jen reply.

		“Come in,” she called out, and then I heard the bedroom door open. “I just wanted to tidy up a little. Paul’s so messy at times, he sometimes leaves his underwear on the floor and you don’t want to see that.”

		“Ah, okay,” Ronnie’s deeper voice was so loud, that I knew he must be right outside the wardrobe door. I froze, hardly daring to even breathe. “I don’t care about that. I’m more interested in getting your underwear on the floor.”

		“Shouldn’t we talk about this first?” I heard Jen say but then it went quiet. I stood there in the darkness of the wardrobe, waiting for someone to speak further but after a couple of minutes, I thought he must be kissing her again. Then I heard a loud creak from the bed and wondered if they were doing something more than kissing.

		“Slow down,” I heard Jen say softly a few moments later. Fuck. What was going on? This was unbearable. Hopefully, Jen would say something to let me know. She knew I was in here and she knew I’d be going crazy.

		The bed continued to creak as if they were shifting their weight on the bed. I waited for a couple more minutes but all I could hear was the bed moving and some very quiet, muffled noises, like Jen talking but too quietly for me to hear.

		I had to look. I had to. It was killing me, not knowing what was going on. I put a hand on the inside of the wooden wardrobe door and pushed as gently as I could. The door opened, just a fraction of an inch, but enough for me to put an eye close and look through.

		Ronnie and Jen were on the bed, as I expected, but what I wasn’t expecting was that Ronnie would be shirtless and that his pants and shorts would be around his knees. He was lying on his back while Jen, who was also somehow topless knelt over him and sucked his long, young, cock.

		“I love your tits,” he said, reaching down with one hand and cupping her breast while she continued to work him with her mouth. A moment later he had both hands down, one on each, squeezing and playing with them. “Ah, that feels so good. You really know how to suck a dick, Jen.”

		“Thank you,” my wife managed to say around his shaft.

		“Can we get these off?” he said next, his hands moving to the waistband of her jeans and trying to pull them down.

		“Okay,” my wife murmured, reaching down to undo her button and loosen them so that Ronnie could tug them down. “You can look but no touching, okay?”

		Ronnie pulled her jeans down and then slid her panties down too. To my surprise, Jen didn’t even try to stop him. “Oh, snap,” the young man said, his eyes taking in the curve of her ass. “You gotta let me touch.”

		His hand ran down her back and over the curve of her hip and Jen shifted on the bed, moving her backside closer to him. She stopped sucking him for a moment, her hand working his long, rock-hard, cock while she looked at him.

		“Happy now?” she said and I realised that the way her ass was angled towards him, he’d be able to see her pussy from behind.

		“I’ll be happier once I’m fucking you,” he said, his unusual green eyes fixed on her ass and pussy.

		“You can touch me,” Jen announced, “But you’re not fucking me.”

		“Yes, I am,” he said, his hand going between her thighs. I couldn’t see from where I was but he must have touched her slit, or perhaps put a finger inside her because Jen tensed for a moment. Her eyes closed and she sighed.

		“No, you’re not,” she said, then let out a little moan at whatever was doing to her while she continued to jerk him off.

		“Just one time,” Ronnie said. “Let me fuck you and I won’t say anything to mum or dad. I promise.”

		“Ronnie-”

		“I want you, Jen. Your pussy is soaking wet so don’t pretend you don’t want me too because I can tell you do. You wouldn’t be letting me get this far if you weren’t up for it.”

		My wife’s eyes looked my way. I couldn’t tell if she could see the crack between the wardrobe doors and if she knew I was watching but she mouthed the words ‘I’m sorry’ silently and then turned to look at the young man lying beneath her.

		“Fine,” she said, kicking her jeans and panties off her ankle onto the floor and then swinging one of her long legs over Ronnie’s hips so that she was straddling him. “One time, okay?”

		Then she took hold of his cock again and pointed it at her pussy before sliding down onto it.
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		Chapter 15

		

		Part of me wanted to step out of the wardrobe and stop them but as quickly as that thought crossed my mind, it was already too late. From where I was watching, I could see Jen’s pussy clearly as the dark, shiny tip of Ronnie’s penis pushed against her pink labia for a moment, struggling to penetrate her tightness. But then as she pressed her weight down, it finally went inside, seeming to pull her folds in with it for a moment.

		“Oh, fuck,” Jen said, lifting upwards slightly, easing the head of his dick back out so that it was nesting between her pussy lips again. “I don’t know if you’re too big, Ronnie.”

		“Bigger than Paul, huh?” Ronnie chuckled. “I’ve had a few women say I’m big. Just go slow and you’ll be fine.”

		“Yes, much bigger,” Jen said quietly, probably so I wouldn’t be able to hear but she wasn’t quiet enough. “Let me try again.”

		She pushed her ass down again and the head of his dick slipped into her a little easier this time. Again, I felt the urge to go out and stop them but as she slid down further, taking him deeper, her small labia stretching around his girth I realised there was no point. He was inside her now, almost fully, just an inch of the shaft still visible, the rest was buried in my wife. It didn’t matter if I stopped them now, she’d still had another man inside her. I might as well just let her go through with it and keep Ronnie quiet.

		”I like your hairy pussy,” Ronnie said softly and I saw him reach down and stroke the light-brown fuzzy triangle of hair between Jen’s legs. “The other girls I’ve been with were all shaved.”

		“Oh, fuck,” Jen said for a second time, ignoring his comment about her pubic hair as she finally managed to impale herself fully onto his cock. “I can feel you all the way up inside me. Fuck.”

		“I love your big tits too,” Ronnie continued, grabbing them and squeezing as Jen began to slowly rock her hips back and forth on his length. “That’s it, Jen. God, your pussy is really tight for an older woman. I don’t know what I expected, but I didn’t expect you to be this tight.”

		“Do you like it?” Jen said, her voice slightly breathless. “Do I feel good? As good as the other girls you’ve fucked?”

		“Maybe even better,” he complimented her, grabbing her hips and pushing himself up into her for the first time, which brought a deep moan from my wife, the sound of which I’d never heard before.

		“This is the first cock I’ve ridden in a long time that isn’t Paul’s.” Jen groaned as he thrust up into her again, this time a little harder. “It feels so different to his.”

		“Am I only your second black guy?” Ronnie asked, beginning to fuck her from underneath faster. “After dad?”

		“Stop talking and fuck me,” Jen complained and pushed down onto him firmly, taking him entirely inside her again and holding him there for a moment, then tossing her blonde hair back and moaning out loud at the feeling of it.

		I couldn’t believe I was watching my wife ride another man’s cock but she was. She was completely naked, her breasts and married pussy fully exposed to a man much younger than her, and was letting him grope her tits while she rode his cock. A cock that was much bigger and thicker than mine.

		The enormity of what was happening and the potential consequences for our marriage and relationship wasn’t lost on me but I was that turned on and excited at watching that any reservations and regrets I had were completely overridden by the sight of it happening in front of me.

		“You want me to fuck you?” Ronnie said, then without waiting for an answer, he pulled Jen towards him for a kiss, then deftly lifted her and turned her onto her back in one swift movement. As Jen’s back hit the bed, she instinctively opened her thighs and Ronnie rested his weight on top of her, his dick still fully shoved into her. Once they were comfortable in that position, his brown backside lifted up for a moment, withdrawing his cock several inches out of her and then plunged back in.

		The sound Jen made was like someone had just knocked the air out of her. “Ooooooooh,” she breathed. “Fuck, Ronnie. You’re so deep.” Then, as he began to pull out and push back in again, “Oh, God, yeah.”

		The only sounds following that were high-pitched squeals as Ronnie began to drive his monster dick into her faster and the slap, slap, slap of his balls against her ass once he found his rhythm.

		I watched his ass go up and down between my wife’s creamy thighs for some time, wondering if I could get my cock out and jerk off but realistically, there wasn’t room and I risked bumping against the door and giving away my presence.

		“Aaaaaaaaaaaah,” Jen squealed and I saw her thighs lock around him, then go into a shuddering spasm as she orgasmed. She was cumming on his dick.

		Wow. I took a moment to let it sink in. Another man had just made my beloved wife orgasm during sex. But before I could think about it too deeply, there was movement on the bed as Ronnie lifted himself from between Jen’s thighs.

		“Get on your hands and knees,” he said, in a surprisingly firm voice for an eighteen-year-old.

		Jen didn’t even hesitate. She rolled onto her belly, and then pushed herself up into the doggy position. Ronnie took a moment to admire my wife for a moment, her round, curvy backside willingly offering her pussy to him and her big breasts hanging down beneath her. Then he positioned himself behind, placed the head of his impressive erection against her slit and shoved himself into her roughly.

		This time, my wife took him much easier. Ronnie slid inside her without as much resistance as her pussy had given him at first, her lips parting and stretching around his girth, accommodating his size more comfortably.

		Ronnie’s hands were on her hips and he was driving into her faster and harder than he had done so far and Jen was responding by pushing back against him and moaning with every penetration. Her tits were swinging below her and occasionally slapping together, the noise mimicking the noise his groin made as he thudded against her from behind. The sight of her being screwed like this by a much younger man; the sounds of their sex, it was all too much. My cock was so hard it was throbbing and aching and I had to put my hand down my pants and stroke it to relieve myself, I couldn’t help it.

		“Can I cum inside you?” Ronnie asked.

		“Yes, I’m on birth control,” Jen breathed. “Do it.”

		Just hearing her say that was enough. I’d only been squeezing my dick for a few moments but I came, my seed spurting out into my hand and the inside of my shorts.

		“Oh, yeah,” Ronnie said, slapping Jen’s ass which made her yelp but then she went quiet again as he began to ram her pussy hard and fast until, a short time later, he gave her a couple of final, stuttering thrusts, then held himself inside her as he came. I watched his brown butt cheeks clench, his thigh muscles twitching slightly until he finally moved away, his long, softening cock sliding out of her followed by a slow trickle of sticky white sperm that oozed out, dripping onto the bed.

		Jen stayed there for a second, then glanced over her shoulder at the wardrobe where I was still hidden, holding my cock inside my shorts so the handful of cum didn’t dribble down my leg. Then she put a hand between her leg, covering her pussy for a moment to hold the rest of Ronnie’s cum inside while she reached over to the bedside cabinet for some wet wipes to clean up with.

		“That was so fucking good,” Ronnie said, walking back into view and taking Jen into his arms to kiss her while she was still wiping the rest of his semen from between her legs. “Thanks, Jen. I hope we can do this again. I can last longer and do it better than that. I was just excited.”

		“You did fine,” Jen said, disappearing out of view and Ronnie following her. “But you said one time. One time to not tell your mum and dad.”

		“I know but come on, you’ve got to admit you enjoyed it, didn’t you?” Ronnie’s voice replied with a chuckle.

		“You should get dressed and head home. Paul will be back soon and you don’t want your parents wondering where you are.” Jen avoided answering his question.

		“I guess so,” the young man said, then I heard the rustling sounds of him putting his clothes back on and then the sounds of two sets of footsteps exiting the bedroom and the door closing behind them. Jen must have thought to do that so I could exit the wardrobe safely.

		I stepped out, still holding my dick in my hand and checked by putting my ear to the door that the coast was clear, then I carefully opened it a fraction to look out. The landing was empty and I could hear their voices coming from downstairs, so I scuttled quickly to the bathroom and cleaned myself up.

		Once I was done, I returned to the bedroom and put a fresh pair of boxer shorts on, then risked a look down the stairs.

		“So can we do this again or not?” I heard Ronnie ask. He sounded like he was at the front door.

		“You said it was a one-off thing,” Jen reminded him. “Let me think about it, okay? Now go, before someone catches you here.”

		“Okay, Mrs Atwell,” Ronnie said, using our surname in a mock-formal tone. “I’ll text you.”

		I heard the door close and rushed downstairs to be greeted by Jen waiting in the hallway for me with a nervous-looking smile on her face.

		“I did it,” she said, her voice sounding as nervous as she looked. “I let him have sex with me.”

		“I saw,” I replied, stepping closer and taking her into my arms.

		“I thought you did. The wardrobe door was open slightly and I wondered if you could see,” Jen lifted her face and looked up at me. “Did you… enjoy it? Or are you mad with me?”

		“I’m not angry at all,” I comforted her, squeezing her in my arms again. “As for if I enjoyed it, let’s just say I had to change my underwear just now.”

		“Really?” Jen giggled, snuggling into my chest. “You came? That’s good, I guess? If it turned you on that much, I mean?”

		“It’s kind of embarrassing,” I giggled back.

		We said we’d talk about it all later and then Jen went for a shower. Any attempts at a normal evening were going to be impossible, so we didn’t even pretend like we sometimes had before. The enormity of this afternoon’s events had already hit me while Ronnie and Jen were in the middle of having sex but it seemed to have sunk in with Jen much later, just as we sat down to talk while having dinner.

		“I still can’t believe it,” Jen said softly, playing with her food rather than eating. “I’ve slept with Ronnie. It almost doesn’t feel real, except that it does.”

		“What do you mean?” I questioned.

		“I mean… I know I’ve slept with him. I can feel it.” Jen’s cheeks reddened and she looked away for a moment.

		“Is his cum still inside you?”

		“No,” Jen shook her head, giving me a shy glance before returning to playing with her food. “My pussy feels different. Slightly sore. I know that I’ve had sex if you know what I mean. Sex with someone big.”

		“Ah,” I nodded although I didn’t have a pussy, so I didn’t really know what she meant but I could use my imagination. “I get you.”

		“Are you really okay?” she asked next, finally starting to eat. “You’ve been quiet since it happened.”

		“I guess it’s just a big thing that happened today,” I said, trying to work through my feelings myself as I talked. “It’s one thing giving a blow job, or showing him your tits and pussy as you did with Marshall, but actually having sex is a whole different level.”

		“I know,” Jen nodded. “We crossed a line that we can never go back from.”

		“Exactly,” I sighed. “Everything feels kind of different. I know you’re still my Jen, my wife, you’re the same person you were yesterday but it’s like-”

		“I’ve had another man inside me,” she finished for me. “Another man has cum in me. I know what you mean. I feel strange about it too.”

		“We made vows in church,” I reminisced. “To be faithful to each other.”

		“And we meant them,” Jen said, reaching over the table to put her hand on mine. “Stuff happened but it doesn’t mean I don’t love you, Paul.”

		“You said your pussy is sore,” I said, taking my time to work out what to do and say next. “Is it too sore for sex?”

		“It’s a little tender, that’s all,” Jen smiled, her hand squeezing mine. “I’m sure I’ll be fine. I guess your male ego needs to reclaim what’s his, right?”

		“I think so,” I replied. “Then maybe I’ll feel better.”

		“I’m not hungry anyway,” she giggled, standing up. Then she walked around the table and kissed me for a moment. “Let’s go upstairs.”
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		Chapter 16

		

		It might have been my imagination but as I slid my cock inside Jen’s pussy, it felt different. It didn’t feel looser around the entrance to her vagina, in fact, perhaps because she said it was slightly tender, it maybe felt slightly swollen and tighter but as I pushed in, the inside of her definitely felt looser. It was as though Ronnie’s long, thick penis had somehow opened her up inside. As I thrust into her, I could only feel the entrance of her gripping my shaft. Inside, my dick didn’t seem to touch the sides as if Ronnie had hollowed her out.

		“Take me,” Jen whispered into my ear. We were in bed, completely naked. “This is your pussy still, Paul. Ronnie might have fucked it earlier, but it’s still your married pussy.”

		We kissed and then I fucked her as good as I could. I wanted it to last, I wanted to savour it, the reclaiming of what was mine, but the mental image of Ronnie cumming inside her earlier, his brown back and ass cheeks clenching and flexing as he emptied his balls into my wife was too just too much.

		“I’m going to cum,” I warned her, unable to slow down pumping between her thighs.

		“It’s fine,” she breathed into my ear. “Just do it.”

		I couldn’t tell if any of Ronnie’s sperm was still inside her but even if it was, it was drowned in mine as I felt my dick pulse into her. “Fuck,” I moaned, holding myself inside her until I’d completely emptied myself and felt myself beginning to soften. “That was so good. I’m sorry I didn’t last very long.”

		“Don’t worry,” Jen replied softly. “Do you feel better now?”

		I did and I told her so. Now that I’d made love to her and deposited my own seed into her over the top of Ronnie’s, it felt like Jen was mine again. We stayed in bed for the rest of the night, relaxing and watching television until we eventually fell asleep but as soon as we woke in the morning, the conversation continued.

		“So what’s next?” I asked her as I walked back into the bedroom with two cups of coffee and some breakfast pastries.

		“Breakfast in bed?” she smiled gratefully at me. “Awww, thank you. What’s next? I don’t know. I guess I’m still processing what happened yesterday.”

		“Marshall said he’d call you today, didn’t he?” I got back into bed and took a sip of my hot drink.

		“Yeah, but if he wants to have sex with me, I’m afraid he’s going to have to wait.” Jen’s hand drifted down beneath the covers and between her legs for a moment. “My pussy hasn’t quite recovered enough from his son’s dick to be ready for him. Marshall is even bigger than Ronnie, don’t forget.”

		“So you still want to sleep with him?” I asked. “Ronnie hasn’t sated your curiosity for a big one?”

		“No way,” Jen giggled. “But look, we’ll talk about it tonight after I’ve had some time today to get my head around it all. Is that okay?”

		“Sure,” I reassured her before enjoying my coffee and croissant and then heading into the shower. I needed to clear my own head and digest everything that had occurred. It was monumental. My wife had slept with another man, and to make it even more unusual, I’d witnessed it with my own eyes. I’d even seen her orgasm with him and watched as he ejaculated inside her. This wasn’t an everyday thing. It was potentially relationship-changing and I needed to absorb that fact, just as much as Jen probably did.

		Marshall didn’t call that morning or afternoon, which wasn’t a bad thing because it saved Jen from not only having to delay anything with him but also helped her to avoid any awkwardness she might feel about sleeping with his son only yesterday. However, we did have a visitor that evening in the shape of Natalie, Jen’s lovely best friend.

		“You don’t mind her coming over, do you?” Jen asked me during the early evening. I was watching the football on TV, so it was fine with me and I told her so. “I kind of hinted that something went on with Ronnie and now she wants me to tell her everything.”

		I understood that Jen probably needed to talk to someone else about the whole situation with Ronnie and Marshall, and not just me but it was still awkward that it had to be Natalie and not someone that I never had any contact with, like a work colleague, but it was what it was.

		“As long as I can hide upstairs while you tell her,” I offered her a compromise, “Then it’s fine by me.”

		“You don’t need to be embarrassed,” Jen pointed out, fastening her blonde hair into a ponytail as she talked to me. “You know Nat. She’s not one to judge or anything.”

		I knew that but I still hadn’t completely got my head around the fact that during their girls’ night out, Jen had told her about giving a blow job to Ronnie. Now she was about to tell her that she’d had full sex with him and that things had progressed with Marshall too.

		So, a little later that evening, when Natalie’s familiar knock on the door heralded her arrival, I took myself upstairs to play on the Playstation.

		“Hello, Paul,” I heard the petite brunette shout up to me when Jen told her where I was.

		“Hi,” I called back, not wanting to appear unfriendly but I stayed in the bedroom after that for an hour or so until eventually, I ventured downstairs for a drink. I’d hoped to stay out of the two women’s way but just as I was getting a drink from the fridge, Jen’s cute friend wandered into the kitchen.

		“Avoiding me?” Natalie raised a perfectly-plucked eyebrow and leaned against the door frame, blocking my way back upstairs.

		Like Jen, she was dressed casually today, in a pair of baggy black sweatpants and a vest top. Her almost-black wavy hair was pinned back from her face by a hairband and she was almost makeup-less but she was still really attractive, with her big brown eyes and heart-shaped face.

		“I’m just staying out of your way so you can talk woman stuff,” I shrugged, trying to appear cool.

		“So, it’s nothing to do with you being angry at Jen or anything like that?”

		“Why would I be angry with her?” I asked, attempting to hide my growing discomfort.

		“Well, you could be mad because she’s fucked your neighbour,” Natalie’s eyes looked up at the ceiling and her finger tapped her lips. “Or you could be mad because she’s told me that she’s fucked your neighbour. Are you mad? I can’t think of any other reason you’d avoid me. You don’t usually hide upstairs away from me when I come over.”

		I sighed and closed my eyes. I really didn’t want to have this conversation but she had me cornered.

		“It’s weird, Nat,” I explained. “This thing that’s going on with Jen… Ronnie and Marshall… it’s hard enough to come to terms with it without having to share it with you as well. No disrespect intended but-”

		“None taken,” she interrupted me, then walked over and put a hand on my shoulder. “I can imagine it’s difficult for you but that’s why you need to talk about it, just like Jen is doing. Sometimes, getting stuff off your chest is the best way to clear your head.”

		“If you say so,” I smiled, knowing that her intentions were good. “But I really don’t want to get into a deep and meaningful discussion about my wife having sex with other men.”

		“Why not?” Nat countered, her hand stroking my upper arm comfortingly. “Please, Paul. Come and sit down with Jen and me for a while and talk. I think she kind of needs you there if I’m honest.”

		For fuck’s sake. I couldn’t say no to that without appearing selfish or uncaring.

		“Argh, you win, whatever,” I grumbled. “Just remember that this really isn’t easy for me to talk about, okay?”

		I followed her into the living room and sat down on the sofa next to Jen.

		“I thought you were staying upstairs?” she said, her blue eyes twinkling happily at me for some reason.

		“Natalie suggested you might need my moral support,” I replied with a look at her friend as she surprisingly sat next to me, on the other side from Jen.

		“Is that what you said?” Jen asked her, looking across me at the petite brunette who giggled. “What Natalie should have said is that she wanted to make sure that you’re really okay with what’s going on.”

		“But you wouldn’t come in,” she explained. “And I really wanted to talk to you. I’m just curious as to how you feel about everything.”

		“I told you I’m uncomfortable talking about it,” I repeated but Jen’s hand suddenly giving my knee a squeeze made me slow down. I realised that she needed me to confirm what she’d told Nat. Perhaps her friend thought this was more about Jen and that she wasn’t taking my feelings into consideration. “But if you really want to know, I’m fine with it, Nat. I really am. Jen’s having fun and what makes Jen happy makes me happy.”

		“Yes, but how did it feel, watching her have sex from the wardrobe?” Natalie asked, turning further so that she was facing me.

		“Wow,” I said, taking a moment to absorb the fact she knew about that. “Jen really did tell you everything, huh?”

		“We always tell each other everything,” Natalie shrugged as if it was nothing that I’d watched Jen have sex. “So, come on, tell me. Was it a turn-on? She said you watched her suck Ronnie’s cock and that it got you horny.”

		“You’re really asking me that question?” I asked in disbelief.

		“Why not?” Natalie shrugged again. “How long have we known each other? You can trust me, Paul. I’m not going to judge you or anything. I’m just finding this so exciting and want to know everything.”

		“Fine,” I sighed. “It wasn’t a set-up thing. Ronnie caught us off guard and the wardrobe was the only place to hide. There was a moment I wanted to leap out and stop it but I know that would have embarrassed Jen, so I just had to stay there and watch.”

		“Oh, I know all of that, don’t worry,” Natalie nodded. “Jen explained how it all went down. So, you didn’t say… was it a turn-on? You know… like watching a live sex show?”

		“I guess so,” I nodded, feeling my cheeks heating up at the confession.

		“Paul, you came in your pants,” Jen pointed out. “You told me you had to change them when you came out of the wardrobe.”

		“Thanks for that,” I gave Jen a look to let her know she was embarrassing me.

		“Was it that much of a turn-on?” Natalie asked, then nodded understandingly. “Thinking about it, seeing your wife get the fuck of her life would be hot as hell, that’s not hard to imagine.”

		“The fuck of her life?” I asked, my gaze alternating between Nat and Jen. “Is that how she described it?”

		“The biggest cock she’s ever had,” Natalie nodded. “And he made her orgasm on it. Those are the words you said, aren’t they, Jen?”

		“I did say that,” my wife confessed, her own face turning a pale shade of pink now. “I mean, you saw for yourself, Paul…”

		“Okay, well, whatever,” I shook my head. “Are you done with the questions now?”

		“You’ve only just sat down,” Natalie replied, putting a hand on my thigh as I moved to stand up. “Stop being oversensitive. I think the thing you’ve got going is so cool. I think you’re so cool for letting her do this. You’re a cool husband, Paul. I’m jealous if I’m honest. I wish that Mark was as generous. I’d love some fun with a sexy, well-hung guy.”

		“Ask Ronnie,” I chuckled, fending off the compliments she’d just given me. “He’ll be glad to oblige you, I’m sure.”

		“Mark would go crazy if he found out,” Natalie shook her head, her raven-coloured hair falling loose from her hairband for a moment. “Besides, I’m not sure I could do anything with a stranger or someone I didn’t know very well. I know I appear confident and stuff but I’m not. I don’t have big tits like Jen. She gets guys checking her out all the time when we go out. She’s the sexy big-titty momma whereas I’m just the cute, little one.”

		“You get guys checking you out, do you?” I turned to Jen who gave me an amused look.

		“Sometimes,” she giggled. “Don’t believe Natalie though. She gets her fair share of guys hitting on her.”

		“I do not,” her friend replied. “But anyway, we’re going a bit off-topic. What I wanted to know next was if you’re going to be okay with her sleeping with Marshall next. With him being her ex-boyfriend and even… you know… even bigger than Ronnie.”

		“I trust Jen,” I gave a small shrug of my shoulders. “If she wants to sleep with Marshall, or even if she wants to do it again with Ronnie, then as long as she talks to me about it first… I guess I’d be okay with it.”

		“As long as you can watch?” Natalie asked, her brown eyes peering into mine intently.

		Why was she putting me on the spot like this? “Maybe,” I stuttered, feeling uncomfortable again.

		“God, that’s so fucking horny,” the little brunette replied, pushing her hair out of her face and adjusting it behind her hairband again. “Hey, I have an idea.”

		“You do?” Jen asked, leaning forward to look past me at her friend.

		“How would you feel about letting me watch too?” Nat asked quietly. “Paul and I could watch together. Either you and Ronnie or you and Marshall, I don’t mind. Or is that too weird?”

		Jen and I were both silent, staring at her in amazement at the audacity of what she was asking.

		“What?” Natalie asked, spreading her hands as if she didn’t understand why we were so shocked. “It’s not like I haven’t seen you naked a million times, Jen, back when we used to get ready to go out together. Come on. Please. I’ll be super-quiet, I promise.”

		“I don’t know-” I started, but again Jen quietened me with a hand on my knee.

		“She won’t have to ask you a deluge of questions if she sees it for herself,” my wife said softly.

		“You’ve got to be kidding me,” I replied, raising my eyebrows in amazement.

		“I don’t know,” Jen shrugged. “Knowing that you were watching was a massive turn-on for me, if I’m honest. The idea of Natalie watching me is kind of horny too. Don’t dismiss it out of hand. We can at least talk about it.”

		“This is really fucking pervy and fucked up,” I shook my head.

		“I’ll suck your dick if you let me watch,” Natalie said and again, both Jen’s head and mine snapped around to stare at her. “I really will. As long as Jen’s okay with it, that is. Come on, guys, my marriage is boring compared to yours. The least you can do is let me in on the fun.”

		I looked at Jen again and we shared a common look of ‘can we really do this?’

		Could we?
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		Chapter 17

		

		“Marshall called me,” Jen said down the phone, an excited tone to her voice. “He asked when it was okay to come over and finish what we were talking about the other day.”

		It was three days after the day where she’d gotten naked with Marshall and then had sex with Ronnie afterwards. She’d begun to worry that he wasn’t really interested in her anymore for some reason and it was the same with Ronnie. It wasn’t total radio silence. There had been a few texts between her and both of the men, but nothing sexual. With Marshall especially, Jen couldn’t be the one to instigate anything naughty for fear of Megan seeing her messages, so the ball was firmly in Marshall and Ronnie’s court.

		“What did you tell him?” I asked, excitement but also trepidation coursing through me. I was at work but it was only half an hour until finishing time.

		“I hope this is okay,” she said nervously. “I said that you were going out with some friends, so tonight would be fine.”

		“Tonight?”

		“Is that too soon?” Jen asked. “I can call him back-”

		“No, it’s fine,” I replied, not wanting to disappoint her. If she’d invited him over already, then she obviously wanted to do this still. “Tonight is fine. Strike while the iron is hot, I guess. What time did you tell him?”

		“Seven o’clock,” she replied. “Is that enough time for you to get home and for us to work out what we’re doing?”

		“It should be. I’ll see you soon.”

		The remainder of my work day was the longest half-hour I’d ever experienced. I sat at my desk wringing my hands and alternating between looking forward to what was going to happen and then being anxious about it. What if something went wrong? What if he was too big for her or if she didn’t enjoy it and I somehow had to step in and stop things? I had to simply trust in Jen and believe that she knew what she was doing.

		I rushed home as soon as I could escape the office and was greeted by a similarly on-edge Jen at the door. “Hey,” she said, kissing me and ushering me inside. “Can you believe we’re doing this?”

		“Nope,” I admitted as I took off my coat and shoes. “I take it from that statement that it’s definitely happening? He hasn’t cancelled, you haven’t changed your mind?”

		“It’s happening and he’ll be here soon,” Jen nodded and I took a moment to appreciate her as she stood anxiously in the hallway. She’d obviously dressed for the occasion, wearing a short denim skirt that showed off her long legs and soft thighs and a white vest top, the thin straps of which evidenced the fact that she wasn’t wearing a bra beneath. Her blonde hair was loose, flowing over her almost-bare shoulders.

		“You look sexy,” I said softly, then jumped at the sound of a voice behind me.

		“She does, doesn’t she?” Natalie agreed, joining me from the staircase. “Marshall isn’t going to be able to keep his hands off her.”

		The short brunette smiled wickedly at me, then did a nifty pirouette, showing off her black jeans and a black t-shirt.

		“What are you doing?” I frowned at her.

		“I’m dressed in dark colours so I can hide,” she giggled. “Stealth-Nat.”

		“This is serious, Natalie,” I shook my head but couldn’t suppress a smile as I turned back to Jen. “So, what’s the plan?”

		“I don’t know, I mean… God, I can’t even think straight,” Jen lifted her hands up then put them back down. “I guess you and Nat just hide upstairs and I’ll play it by ear when he gets here.”

		“I’m not hiding in the wardrobe again,” I crossed my arms defiantly.

		“Awww,” Natalie pouted at me. “I was looking forward to hiding in there with you.”

		I rolled my eyes, ignoring her well-meaning attempts to make light of the situation and turned back to Jen. “Okay. Natalie and I will stay out of the way and then if you come upstairs with Marshall, we’ll hide in the spare room. How does that sound?”

		“We won’t be able to watch from there,” Natalie pointed out, her tone suddenly serious. “Which is why I brought this.”

		“What?” I said, watching her walk into the room and return with her handbag, from which she pulled a camera and an iPad.

		“I wasn’t really going to hide in a closet,” Natalie winked. “I knew I’d have to be the one with a plan because you two are just winging it.”

		“And this plan is… What?” I asked.

		“It’s a camera, Paul, duh,” Jen pointed out before Natalie could speak. “I imagine it’s a WiFi one, so you can watch on the iPad.”

		“Exactly,” Natalie nodded, turning the camera around in her hand. “I’ll set it up in the bedroom or wherever, hidden out of the way somewhere, then we can watch it from another room. He’ll never know.”

		Jen looked at me. “Sounds good to me?”

		“It’s better than hiding in the wardrobe or peeking through the door and risking getting caught,” I agreed.

		“Let’s go then,” Natalie said, looking at the watch on her wrist. “He’ll be here soon. He might even be early.”

		We headed upstairs and while her best friend set the camera up, tucking it away at the back of the dressing table in between some perfume bottles, I took a moment to check that Jen was okay.

		“This is totally insane,” I said, aware that I had spoken those words or very similar dozens of times over the past few days. “Are you sure you’re okay with it? It’s not too late to back out.”

		Jen squinted at me, her brilliant blue eyes eyeing me for a moment. “Are you kidding? I’ve been wanting Marshall’s dick since turning it down the first time. I’m not going to make that mistake again.”

		“So, you’re… excited?”

		“Excited isn’t the right word,” Jen pursed her lips and pretended to think. “Horny as fuck would be a better way of putting it.”

		“Really?”

		“I’m not wearing a bra or panties,” she said, then pulled down the neck of her vest and lifted her skirt for a second, long enough for me to see the tidy triangle of light pubic hair between her thighs. “Do you believe me now?”

		“You’re not playing about, are you?” I whispered so that Natalie couldn’t hear. “You really want this.”

		“Yes,” Jen murmured back quietly. “I guess I should be the one asking you if you’re all right with it.”

		“I think I am,” I laughed gently under my breath. “We’ll soon find out.”

		“We will.” Jen leaned in and kissed me. Her lips tasted sweet and felt hot against mine. “Don’t you want this too, Paul? Aren’t you excited to see Marshall’s big black cock fuck my little white pussy?”

		“Oh, shit,” I moaned and felt my cock growing hard as Jen kissed me again.

		“You do, don’t you?” she teased me softly. “You’re excited to see me suck him and fuck him, aren’t you?”

		“Yes,” I confessed.

		“Good,” she said before giving me one last kiss. “Because I’m going to let him do anything he wants to me. He can fuck me however and cum wherever he likes.”

		“All set,” Natalie said, emerging from the far side of the bedroom to catch us kissing on the landing. “What’s happening here? Are you warming her up for Marshall?”

		“We were just having a little… you know, husband and wife time,” I replied.

		“Before your wife sleeps with her black ex-boyfriend,” Natalie noted. “I understand. Now, do you want to look at this or not?”

		She waved the tablet at us and we followed her into the guest bedroom and sat on the bed on either side of her. When she turned the screen on and opened the WiFi camera app, an image of our bedroom appeared.

		“Wow, that’s impressive,” I said, immediately picturing Jen on the bed in the centre of the screen. “The picture is so clear.”

		“High definition,” Natalie nodded. “As long as you don’t close the curtains and make the room too dark, it should be fine.”

		“Can you record it?” Jen asked, catching me by surprise. “So I can watch it afterwards?”

		“Kinky,” Natalie giggled. “Yes, I guess so, if that’s your thing.”

		“Well, you two are getting to watch,” my wife shrugged. “Why shouldn’t I?”

		This was getting hotter and more promising by the second. We headed downstairs and all had a beer together to calm our nerves and even Natalie admitted to needing one to settle herself down. She claimed she was more excited than nervous but I could sense that she was feeling almost as anxious as Jen and I were. Nat was just better at concealing it.

		Finally, there was a knock at the door. I looked at the clock on the wall. It was almost exactly seven o’clock. We hadn’t noticed the time creep by.

		“Quick,” Jen hissed in a hushed tone then put a hand in the small of my back and Natalie’s and pushed us out of the kitchen towards the staircase. “Go! Hide!”

		Natalie and I rushed as quickly but as quietly as we could upstairs, stopping when we reached the upstairs landing and then waiting for a moment to listen.

		“Hello,” came Marshall’s familiar deep voice a moment after the sound of the door opening. “How are you?”

		“I’m fine,” Jen replied. “Come in. Paul is out. We have the house to ourselves.”

		“I love it when a plan comes together. Heh, heh,” his low laugh echoed up the stairs.

		“Me too,” my wife chuckled back. “So… Do you want a coffee or a beer or something? Or do you just want to-”

		“We both know why I’m here,” Marshall’s voice was suddenly serious.

		“Shit,” Natalie cursed under her breath. We were standing by the top of the stairs and she grabbed my forearm. “I left the iPad downstairs.”

		“What?” I hissed back. “Oh, crap.”

		“I guess we’ll just have to listen,” Nat whispered with an apologetic grin. “Or hide in the wardrobe after all.”

		I heard the wet sound of people kissing and we risked a look down the stairs to see Jen and Marshall locked together at the mouth. His hands were around her, grabbing at her ass and hers were on his back, feeling through his thin shirt.

		“Fuck,” Natalie murmured into my ear. “No messing around. This is actually going to happen, isn’t it?”

		“It looks like it,” I replied as Jen pushed Marshall away for a moment, taking the hem of his shirt and lifting it to reveal his toned, dark brown abdomen, ridged with muscle. His hands moved up my wife’s body, sliding over her hips and upward over her front until they rested on her breasts. Then he cupped and squeezed them through the fabric of her vest top as they began to kiss again.

		Next, Jen’s hand went to the zipper of his khaki trousers, pulling it down and then reaching inside his shorts, she pulled his long, flaccid penis. Before her small white hand curled around it and began to stroke it, Natalie and I both got a good, clear view of the thick, dark shaft and lighter, pink glans and I was sure I heard the woman next to me take a deep intake of breath.

		“God, it is big, isn’t it?”

		“Wait until you see it hard,” I told her softly.

		They were still kissing at the foot of the stairs. Jen’s hand was rubbing up and down Marshall’s stiffening dick while his hands pawed at her tits, their mouths still pressed together passionately. He pushed one of the vest straps from her shoulders, pulling her top down so that one breast came into view for a moment before he bent his neck to kiss and then suck her dark pink nipple.

		“Let’s take this upstairs,” Marshall groaned, releasing her tit from his mouth as Jen began to wank him off faster. “I want you so bad.”

		“In a moment,” my wife replied, taking the vest top off so she was topless in front of us before kneeling in front of him and taking his hard cock into her mouth before he could stop her.

		“I don’t think I could fit that in my mouth,” Natalie said in an awe-struck voice as Jen’s lips wrapped around his tip and began to slide down the shaft, engulfing the top few inches of his length.

		“Upstairs,” Marshall said then. “I want to fuck you, Jen. Now.”

		The tall, black man bent down and lifted my wife into his arms, then turned and began to pace up the stairs as Nat and I scampered as quietly as we could into the spare bedroom and pushed the door until it was almost closed behind us.

		“Oh, shit,” I whispered. “I hope he knows which room is the main bedroom.”

		Natalie’s big brown eyes widened at the same realisation that he might well carry Jen into the wrong room but luckily for us, we heard the door next to ours creak open and then a loud laugh from Jen once they were inside.

		“My fantasy is coming true,” I heard my wife giggle through the thin wall between the two bedrooms. “I’ve long imagined a man scooping me into his arms, throwing me on the bed and taking me right there and then.”

		“And I’ve long imagined what it would have been like to fuck you all those years ago,” he replied. “So my fantasy is coming true too.”

		“One minute,” I told Natalie as I moved to the door. “I have to get the iPad. I need to see this.”

		“Be careful,” the petite brunette warned me, pressing her ear to the wall. “I’ll listen to what they’re doing until you get back.”

		“Okay,” I smiled at her. She seemed genuinely as excited as I was. I wondered if she was as turned on as I was. My cock was already almost painfully stiff in my shorts.

		I slipped out of the guest bedroom as quietly as I could and tiptoed across the landing, not daring the risk of a peek through the main bedroom door in case I was spotted. I needed that iPad. My wife’s well-hung black ex-boyfriend was about to fuck her and I wanted to watch it happen.
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		Chapter 18

		

		It took me a while to find the iPad because it had slipped from the arm of the sofa downstairs in between the cushions. As soon as I saw it, I pulled it out and was already turning it on as I crept back upstairs as stealthily as I could.

		It had been a few minutes so I expected that they might have progressed what they were doing but seeing it with my own eyes as the camera app opened was still a shock. Jen was fully naked, lying on her back on the bed, which was positioned centrally on the screen as I looked while walking up the stairs. I couldn’t tell if Marshall was naked yet because I could only see his top half but he was lying on the edge of the bed, his face buried between her thighs.

		“He’s licking her pussy,” I whispered to Natalie as I sneaked back into the guest bedroom. The little brunette was standing next to the wall with her ear pressed against it.

		“I could hear her moaning,” she replied quietly. “I thought they might be doing something like that.”

		I showed her the iPad and she stepped away from the wall to look at it properly.

		“Can you believe what we’re doing?” I said as she took it from me and stepped back to sit on the bed.

		“I’ve never watched anyone have sex before, so, no, I can’t,” she replied in a hushed tone, her eyes glued to the screen as Marshall continued to lick Jen’s pussy. My wife’s hands went to the back of his bald head, holding him there as he delved his tongue into her.

		“Oh, I’m gonna cum,” we both heard Jen groan through the wall a couple of minutes later. On the iPad, she arched her back and her legs flailed around in the air for a few seconds as her orgasm passed through her, then Marshall finally stood up, revealing that he was still wearing his trousers.

		“My turn now,” he said as we watched him clamber onto the bed alongside Jen who was still getting her breath back. “I want to watch you suck my cock, Jen.”

		“Okay,” my wife said, too quietly for us to hear through the wall but we could lip-read her on the screen. Her hands tugged at the open waistband of his trousers, pulling them down together with his boxer shorts and as Marshall helped her, kicking them off his ankles onto the floor, she positioned herself over him and wrapped one of her small hands around his monstrous dick.

		“He’s huge,” Natalie commented. “How does he compare to Ronnie’s? Is he a lot bigger?”

		“Maybe an inch bigger,” I nodded. “A bit thicker too but Ronnie was still big compared to me.”

		Nat pulled her eyes from the screen to look at me and I felt my cheeks redden at the admission.

		“I’m sorry,” she said softly. “Is this… awkward… for you? Me being here?”

		“It is a bit strange,” I admitted, “To share this with someone, especially you but let’s be honest, the entire thing is strange, isn’t it?”

		“I’ve never been with someone that big,” Natalie told me, her eyes returning to the blow job now happening on the iPad. Jen was sucking him the best she could, managing to get perhaps half of his length into her mouth. “I’ve never been with a black guy either, but I think I’d like to, now I’ve seen what their dicks are like.”

		“Uuuunnnnngggghhh,” Jen’s cough and splutter carried through the wall as Marshall put his hand on her head and pushed her further down onto his cock.

		“Doesn’t Mark keep you satisfied?” I asked.

		“Mark’s good in bed but he’s only average-sized. Any woman who tells you she wouldn’t be curious as to what a big penis would be like is a liar,” Natalie replied with a shrug before looking up at me again. “Tell me, is it difficult for you to watch her with someone a lot bigger? Or is it really a turn-on, like Jen said?”

		“Both,” I answered, which was true. My cock was erect and throbbing in my boxer shorts at the sight of my wife naked with a well-endowed black guy’s cock in her mouth. At the same time, I felt anxious, jealous and angry and yet somehow, those negative emotions; that feeling of hurt; only seemed to heighten my arousal. “Don’t ask me to explain it because I can’t.”

		“Oh, God, here we go,” Natalie’s dark brown eyes examined my face for a moment before turning back to the action on the screen. When I looked, I tensed up at the image in front of us. Marshall had taken over again, lifting Jen up and placing her on her back on the bed again before opening her thighs and kneeling between them. This was it. It was about to happen. Jen was about to get fucked by the cock that had almost fucked her all those years ago.

		“He’s finally going to fuck her,” I breathed as he positioned the head of his fully-hard penis against my wife’s lightly-haired pussy lips.

		“Are you sure about this?” Marshall asked my wife and when she nodded, he pressed the tip of his cock forward slightly, so that it disappeared between her pink folds.

		“Don’t tease me,” we heard Jen whimper.

		“This is as much as I got inside you last time,” the black man said. “You’re still as tight as I remember.”

		“Just shove it in,” Jen moaned, her hands going to his hips, trying to pull him inside her. “Please, Marshall. Put it in. I want it in me.”

		“You mean like this?” he replied, taking hold of her ankles and spreading her legs wider and then easing forward so that his dark brown length slowly slid into her.

		“Yes,” Jen groaned, getting louder as he sank into her, inch by inch. “Yes, yes. Oh…. fuck, yes. YES. YE-E-E-E-E-ESSS.”

		Marshall grunted as he thrust the last inch or two into her hard, then held himself there. “Finally,” he said, his voice sounding rough and low. “I’ve wanted to fuck this cunt for so fucking long, Jen.”

		“Do it then,” she taunted him in as sexy a tone as I’d ever heard escape her lips. “Fuck me. Don’t hold back, just give me that big fucking dick of yours.”

		Marshall didn’t need telling twice. He pressed her legs back, raising her ass off the bed by several inches, then he positioned his large form over her, dwarfing my wife beneath him and began to fuck her.

		“Holy shit,” Natalie gasped. “That’s got to hurt, surely.”

		The noise coming through the wall from Jen sounded like a mixture of pain and pleasure at the same time, a high-pitched, ‘Ohhhh,’’ dotted between much lower ‘Aaaah’ sounds.

		“Maybe it hurts,” I speculated, pointing at the screen, “But I think it must be that pleasurable kind of pain judging from that. She seems to be enjoying it.”

		Matching the sounds was quite a sight on the iPad; Marshall’s long, thick black shaft pistoning in and out of Jen’s pussy, stretching her fine, pink labia out around his girth on the withdrawal before pushing them forcefully back in as he took her hard and fast on the bed.

		“Fuck,” Nat sighed, sounding oddly breathless herself. “This is too much. It’s getting me kind of horny. What about you? Is it turning you on as much as watching her with Ronnie did?”

		“Mmhmm,” I nodded, unable to tear my eyes from the sight of Marshall pounding my wife.

		“Did you really cum in your pants last time?”

		“Yep,” I replied, almost absent-mindedly, wondering if he was going to make Jen cum in this position because he was fucking her so deep and the escalating noises she was producing suggested she might orgasm at any time.

		“I don’t mind if you want to wank off,” Natalie said, finally breaking me from the trance-like state I seemed to be in. “I totally understand and won’t judge. You must be frustrated, watching this and not being able to do anything.”

		I managed to tear my eyes away from the iPad to look at Jen’s best friend. She was sitting at the side of me, holding the tablet on her knee where we could both see it but her gaze was on me rather than the sex happening in the room next to us.

		“I don’t think it’s very appropriate for me to get my cock out and jerk off in front of my wife’s best friend.” I stared hard at her, trying to work out if this was some sort of test or something.

		“I don’t think it’s very appropriate for your wife to fuck another guy while you watch from the room next door,” the petite brunette replied. “As you said, this is all a bit strange, so if you want to get yourself off, be my guest. Seriously, I don’t mind. Frankly, I’m horny myself and I wish I could do the same.”

		What? Had she just said she wanted to masturbate too?

		“I’m not stopping you from masturbating,” I murmured, trying to act casual and returning my eyes to the image of Marshall and Jen again.

		“Fine,” Natalie said softly, passing me the tablet and then undoing the button and zipper on her jeans. I kept my eyes on the screen but saw her widen her legs and slide a hand into her panties to touch herself. “That’s better,” she sighed, taking the iPad from me again with the other hand.

		Now it was Natalie’s turn to fix her eyes on Marshall and Jen, ignoring me even as I looked at her in disbelief. Her hand was hidden inside her panties but I could see it moving between her legs and she bit her lip at one moment at the pleasure she was giving herself.

		Was this actually happening?

		Fuck it. I undid my jeans and pulled them down slightly, too turned on to care if Natalie watched me or not. Maybe I even wanted her to. I tugged my shorts down, my erection popping out then I moved closer to her, my cock in my hand, so I could see the screen again.

		“Ooh,” Natalie grinned, looking down at my penis although she couldn’t see much with my hand wrapped tightly around it. “Now we’re having fun.”

		“Wait a minute,” I said, as we began to watch the screen again, “I’m sitting next to my wife’s best friend and we’re both masturbating while watching my wife have sex with her black ex-boyfriend.”

		“That sums it up about right,” Natalie giggled. Something in the sound of her laugh was sexy. This whole situation was unbelievably sexy. I began to stroke my cock slowly but I wasn’t really watching Jen get pounded on the screen. My eyes were on the shape of Nat’s hand moving beneath her black panties.

		She saw where I was looking and stared at me without blinking for a long minute. Then she stood up and pulled her jeans and panties down, giving me a clear view of her pussy. Unlike Jen with her fuller figure, Natalie’s slim thighs had a gap between them. I could see her neatly shaved pussy slit. A small tuft of dark wispy pubic hair topped her mound, just above the little, pink, swollen bud of her clit

		“Move your hand,” she whispered. “Let me see.”

		I let go of my dick and she looked down at my cock, which was standing out proudly in front of me.

		“It’s not that small,” she smiled, reaching across and wrapping her hand around it, stroking it for a few seconds before letting go. “You’re a little smaller than Mark, but I’ve seen and had smaller.”

		“I’m going to cum,” Jen suddenly wailed from the room next door, snapping the tension between Natalie and me and she looked down at the iPad, forgotten in her hand for a moment. I took my cock in my hand and began wanking myself again as we watched Marshall piledrive his dick into Jen a couple more times before she convulsed beneath him.

		“Aaaaaaaaaaaah,” she screamed as she came, putting her hands against Marshall’s chest and pushing back against him. Her eyes closed, her head tipped back and her legs trembled in the air as he slowed down and finally pulled out of her and lay down on the bed next to her. Jen rolled onto her side once her climax had subsided, and then she pushed herself up onto one elbow. “That was fucking intense.”

		“And I’m not done with you yet,” the black man replied, pushing my wife’s blonde hair away from her forehead where it was stuck to her skin, moist with sweat.

		“I should hope not,” Jen replied with a seductive smile, “But just let me visit the bathroom, okay?”

		“Sure.” Marshall rolled over onto his back, taking his black erection in one hand and slowly stroking it as Jen got up from the bed and walked out of view of the camera.

		“She came really hard,” Natalie noted. She sat down on the edge of the bed, still holding the iPad in one hand while starting to rub her clit again with the other. I sat next to her, slowly massaging my cock to keep it hard until Jen returned from the bathroom.

		The only problem was that she didn’t go to the bathroom. The guest bedroom door swung open just wide enough for my naked wife to shimmy through and then stop, wide-eyed when she saw that we were both half-naked.

		Her mouth opened and closed but no words came out, and then she mouthed silently. “What. The. Fuck?”
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		Chapter 19

		

		“It’s not what it looks like,” I began to explain quietly, beginning to drag my trousers up from my ankles while Natalie did the same.

		“Stop,” Jen whispered, putting a hand out in front of her. “I don’t have time for this right now, but I can see what’s going on… I think. Just… whatever… I came to see if you guys were watching but… I didn’t expect…”

		“We’re not fucking or anything,” Natalie explained. “We were both masturbating while watching you. I know that sounds weird and maybe unbelievable but it’s true.”

		“Okay, well, as long as you’re both okay… watching… whatever,” Jen’s blue eyes blinked rapidly as she tried to digest what she’d just walked in on. “I better go before Marshall starts wondering where I am.”

		She turned away, opening the door and looking out onto the landing.

		“He’s still on the bed, jerking off,” Natalie reassured her, showing her the image on the iPad.

		“Good.” Jen took one step out of the guest room and then turned back. “I mean… if you guys want to fuck, have sex, jerk off together, whatever you want to do, I suppose I can’t stop you. I’ve just been fucked to within an inch of my life and am going back for round two, so…”

		With that, she smiled and then left, closing the door behind her.

		“Did she just give us her blessing to have sex?” Natalie looked at me, bewilderment in her large brown eyes.

		“It sounded like it,” I nodded.

		“I’ll put the tablet on the bed where we can both see it,” the brunette said softly.

		“Why?” I asked, nonplussed at the comment.

		Natalie pulled her panties and jeans back down and off, tossing them to the floor at the side of the bed. Then she sat next to the iPad and patted the space next to her.

		“Come on,” she said, looking over her shoulder at me and pushing her dark hair from her face. “Part two of the show is about to start.”

		Natalie was sitting on her backside with her legs out in front of her and she parted them as I slid onto the bed alongside, then reached down, her fingers running through her small thatch of soft dark hair to touch herself.

		My trousers were pulled back up but as soon as I saw Jen on the bed with Marshall, their naked bodies pressed together as they kissed passionately, my dick started to strain against the inside of my pants, demanding to be freed again, so I slid them back down to just below my ass.

		Natalie glanced at my erection but then her attention went back to the screen as Jen and Marshall rolled over, still entwined and kissing but now my wife was on top.

		“I’m so glad we’re doing this,” we heard the black man’s voice rumble through the wall.

		“You’re my one that got away,” Jen replied. “Do you know that? So I’m glad too.”

		“I was?” Marshall replied. “Well, not anymore.”

		“Nope,” she growled playfully. “I’ve got you, right where I want you.”

		With that, she reached down between their bodies and took hold of his dick, lining it up with her slit before pushing down onto it.

		We watched them have sex again, Natalie gently rubbing her clit while I stroked my dick slowly, trying not to embarrass myself by cumming too fast. It was hard not to because of the sight of Jen making love to Marshall, lying on top of him, pushing down onto his cock while openly french-kissing him, their tongues twisting around each other. It was almost too much but in a way, holding my cock and squeezing it while slowly pulling on it somehow seemed to help me hold back.

		There was an almost involuntarily disconnect in my mind, I realised. It was as though the curvy blonde woman riding the well-hung black guy on the screen wasn’t my wife but just another homemade pornstar. But it wasn’t. It was Jen. My Jen. The woman I’d asked out, taken on romantic dates. The woman I’d taken a knee in front of and proposed to. The same woman I’d said my vows to in church and who had said ‘I do’ right back to me. The woman I’d kissed in front of all of our relatives and danced with all evening on what had been the happiest day of our lives. The woman who I’d had amazing sex with that same night in bed while staring into each other’s eyes and telling each other how in love we were.

		And now, there she was, her breasts crushed against a black man’s chest. Her tongue in his mouth. His huge black cock inside her pussy. My pussy. The one that she’d promised would be faithful to me; that I would be the only man allowed to be where Marshall was doing now.

		That sudden hard realisation; that recognition of the disconnect and me forcing myself to see things for what they really were, was shocking. A second moment of clarity struck me; that I was with Natalie, the pair of us in partial undress, masturbating while watching Jen betray me. That was another unexpected shock to the system and I had to take a moment to truly absorb how much everything had changed in the past couple of weeks. I let go of my dick and pushed myself upright to a sitting position.

		“Let me help you with that,” Natalie said, catching me entirely off guard during a moment of numbness that my sudden lucidity had caused. Her hand which was playing with her pussy before was now on my dick and she started wanking me off as we watched Marshall roll Jen over so that he was on top of her again. His ass began to move up and down between her thighs, grinding his cock into her slowly, making her moan and whimper once more from his deep penetration.

		“Is it hot?” Nat asked me, her hand pumping my cock steadily. “Watching another man fuck your wife?”

		“Yeah,” I groaned. Her hand felt so good. Even though I’d just had the reality of the situation hit me a few minutes ago, it had done nothing to lessen my arousal. I knew it was wrong what Jen was doing; what Natalie and I were doing; but I couldn’t deny it was incredibly horny too. I turned to look at Natalie; her pretty, heart-shaped face, her shiny dark hair, her big brown eyes. “Is it hot for you?”

		Natalie let go of my dick, which was lucky as I was close to cumming. It hung there for a moment, throbbing slightly because of how erect I was as she took her black t-shirt off, followed by her pretty white bra. I stared at her, seeing her naked for the first time. Her tits were small, a B-cup at the most, but they were perky, with pale, slightly puffy nipples pointing up and outwards slightly.

		“Does that answer your question?” she replied, her dark eyes gazing deeply into mine. “Like what you see?”

		“Yeah,” I groaned again, my eyes drinking in the sight of her. My cock felt like it might spurt all over her at any second if I even so much as touched it.

		Natalie gazed down at the screen, watching Marshall fuck Jen harder now. “I’d say we’ve got ten minutes or so before Marshall cums.”

		I knew what she was suggesting. We didn’t need to say anything after that. She got onto all fours, the iPad next to her so she could still watch Jen and Marshall have sex while I got behind her. I put the head of my modest penis against her tiny-looking pink slit and pushed forward. It slid in shockingly easily because she was so wet and once I was inside her, the rest happened naturally.

		How I didn’t cum right away, I didn’t know but somehow, once I began to fuck her from behind, I found my sense of self-control again. I looked down at the screen, noting that Marshall now had Jen on all fours in much the same position that Natalie and I were in. He had hold of Jen’s long blonde hair, pulling her head back harshly as he drove into her and I tried to match his pace and rhythm, giving it to Natalie as hard and deep as I could muster.

		Jen’s moans were coming through the wall loudly and Natalie looked over her shoulder at me. “Wow, Paul. Oh, my God, yes. Fuck me,” then she giggled, a twinkle in her eyes. “I want to moan like Jen but I daren’t in case they hear us.”

		“Your pussy is so tight,” I told her, my voice low and breathless. Even though she was incredibly wet, she was tight. “Tighter than Jen’s, if I’m honest.”

		“Jen’s must be designed for big dicks,” Natalie moaned softly. “Perhaps mine is just more petite, like me. I’d like to try a big one but right now, yours and Mark’s are the perfect size for me.”

		I held her hips tightly, enjoying the feeling of her as I screwed her, while still watching the iPad. Natalie was doing the same, even though she had to keep flicking her dark hair out of the way.

		“Oh, he’s going to cum, I think,” she said as Marshall lifted himself from Jen quickly, manhandling her into a sitting position before standing in front of her.

		“Open your mouth,” he instructed my wife in a gruff tone. “I want to cum on your beautiful face, Jen.”

		“Where do you want to cum?” Natalie asked, looking back at me again. “You need to, now. Are you close?”

		I was actually in control of myself for once, but the sight of Marshall wanking his impressive erection in front of my wife’s face while she held her mouth open and her tongue out, inviting his cum, was all I needed to tip me over the edge.

		“Yeah, I’m close,” I replied. “Can I cum inside you?”

		“Go for it,” Natalie moaned, her voice sounding as lustful as I’d ever heard. She pushed her pale, petite ass backwards, taking me all the way inside her and that was all it took. I pushed forward as I felt the muscles in my groin suddenly tense and then the exquisite rush as my cock shot my seed into her.

		It was hard not to close my eyes and enjoy the sensation but I couldn’t tear my attention from the iPad in case I missed Marshall cum on Jen’s face. Finally, the black guy’s hand stopped moving and his dick twitched once, twice, three times before a long, thick rope of white cum erupted from him, spattering Jen’s face from her forehead right to her chin.

		“Mmmmmffffff,” Natalie groaned beneath me. I felt her fingertips touch my shaft as she rubbed her clit and found her own orgasm. She quivered as she pushed back onto me again, and then she sagged forward onto the bed. “Hell, yeah,” she sighed.

		I could see my cum leaking from her pussy and dribbling down the inside of her thigh as she lay there, her small breasts heaving up and down as she got her breath back. On the iPad screen, Marshall had fully emptied his load onto my wife’s face, tongue and mouth and he was now rubbing his sticky head on her mouth.

		“That was incredible,” I whispered to Natalie before the post-sex clarity made me realise we only had a limited amount of time to clean ourselves up. “But we need to get ourselves ready. Marshall’s finished cumming, by the looks of it.”

		Jen was sucking the last few drops of cum from Marshall’s softening but still thick, penis until eventually, he stepped back and knelt down on the bed to kiss her, surprisingly fiercely.

		“I know,” Natalie sighed, then sat up and grabbed my hand. “I’d like a kiss, please.”

		I didn’t need to be asked a second time. I wanted to kiss her too. I moved in and took her into my arms, enjoying the feeling of someone smaller and more petite pressed against me as our lips meshed together. The kiss was so good that I felt my dick twitching between my legs but eventually, I broke away.

		“Perhaps we could do this again?” I said cautiously, expecting her to decline and say that this was a one-off thing.

		“I’d like that,” Natalie’s brown eyes twinkled again. “I don’t know how it’d work but perhaps somewhere more private, just the two of us, with no iPad to distract us? Let’s see what happens.”

		Part of me wanted to say, ‘Really?’ with a tone of disbelief but I managed to stay cool. “I’d like that too,” I agreed as casually and confidently as I could. “I want you all to myself next time.”

		“We can keep it from Mark and Jen if you like,” she nodded then smiled at me. God, she was pretty. Pretty and sexy… and I’d just fucked her. “We should get dressed. It looks like they’re done.”

		I glanced down at the screen and saw that she was right. Jen had wiped the cum from her face, a number of used wet wipes were discarded on the bedside table and now she was simply wrapping a dressing gown around herself while Marshall was putting his clothes back on.

		Natalie hurriedly put her bra and panties back on, then her t-shirt and jeans, while I got dressed alongside her as quickly as I could but we hadn’t needed to rush because Jen and Marshall went downstairs together and he kept her talking down there for a while.

		We crept out onto the landing and heard them discussing how incredible the sex had been.

		“I hope this isn’t the last time we get to do this,” Marshall said. They were standing in the hallway, somewhere near the door, out of our view but we could hear them clearly enough.

		“I’d like it to be a regular thing,” Jen told him. “If you’d like the same? But what about your wife?”

		“What about your husband?” he countered.

		“Don’t worry about Paul, he’s really not a problem. We’ll talk about him another time. But your wife knows you’ve been naughty before, Marshall. She’s already suspicious. I don’t want to be the reason your marriage breaks up.”

		“We’ll be careful,” Marshall replied. “Yes, I got caught before but I won’t be as stupid next time.”

		“Okay,” Jen said, not sounding particularly reassured. “You better go before Paul gets home. Text me later, when it’s safe.”

		As we listened to them kiss before Marshall left, Natalie whispered into my ear. “Make a decision. Are we telling her about us or not?”

		By us, she meant the sex. “Let’s just say we masturbated,” I told her, “We don’t want things to get even more complicated than they already are.”

		We heard the door close downstairs and then Jen turned the corner and began walking up the stairs towards us.

		Natalie studied me for a moment before nodding. “I agree. We didn’t even touch each other, right?”

		“Right.”

		“Hey,” my wife said, as she reached the landing and saw us standing there, waiting for her. “I did it.”

		“We saw,” I nodded and Natalie laughed next to me.

		“We saw everything,” she confirmed.

		Jen beckoned us towards the stairs, inviting us to follow her down. “Let’s talk about it in the living room. I want to know what you thought and what you two did.”

		Natalie and I shared a look and a smile and then we followed her down.
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		Chapter 20

		

		“Was it everything you’d imagined it to be?” I asked my wife.

		We were sitting down, the three of us, Jen, Natalie and me, drinking a beer and talking about what we’d all just experienced.

		“It was,” Jen nodded with a smug smile on her face like the cat that got the cream. “I’ve never orgasmed like that before. I don’t know if you could tell through the camera but there were moments he had me hanging onto him for dear life.”

		“We saw everything,” Natalie reminded her, “And the picture was really good, so yeah, we noticed that you were enjoying it. We could hear you too.”

		“Through the wall,” I clarified, then chuckled. “We could hear you moaning and knew you were cumming from the screams.”

		“Was I really that loud?” Jen cringed. “How embarrassing. So, it looked good? Tell me you recorded it.”

		“Of course I did,” Natalie grinned. Had she? I’d never even noticed but then again, I was either transfixed by what was happening on the screen or distracted by the woman next to me masturbating.

		“I don’t know if I can watch it yet,” Jen shook her head when Nat reached down and picked the iPad up from by her foot to pass it to her. “I’ll have a look later, perhaps when I’m on my own.”

		“I can’t wait to watch it with you,” I replied. “But either way, I’m just glad it wasn’t a disappointment.”

		“Don’t take this the wrong way,” my wife said, her blue eyes meeting mine, “But it was probably the best sex I’ve ever had. As far as ‘pure sex’ goes, I mean. Some of the nights we’ve spent together have been special, but if you’re just talking about sex itself, that was… well, it was mind-blowing.”

		“He gave it to you like a porn star,” Natalie commented. “I have to admit I felt jealous, watching you get fucked like that.”

		“I’m not sure I’ll be able to walk properly tomorrow,” my wife giggled to her friend. “You know the expression saddle sore? That’s me right now, so if you’re wanting to reclaim me later, Paul, you’re going to have to wait a day or two, I’m afraid.”

		“Well, that sucks,” I complained, crossing my arms comically.

		“From what I saw when I walked into the guest bedroom, you’re probably all spent anyway.” Jen touched on what she’d seen. “So… Come on, you can tell me. What did you two get up to while I was with Marshall?”

		“Yeah, about that,” Natalie cleared her throat before continuing. “Watching you and Marshall have sex was… I don’t know how to put it quite into words, but it was literally the horniest thing I’ve ever experienced.”

		“So horny that you seduced my husband?” Jen asked, pushing a lock of blonde hair behind her ear and alternating her gaze between the two of us. I couldn’t tell if she was angry or just messing with us, so I erred on the side of caution.

		“You know how turned-on I get,” I said, defending Natalie. “It was me. I had an erection and it was so hard that it was hurting, so I had to get it out.”

		Jen didn’t say anything, she just arched an eyebrow coolly and waited for me to continue.

		“I told him it was okay if he needed to get himself off,” Natalie added. Her cheeks were glowing a pale pink. “I was excited too. Jen, you know how much I like to-” She went quiet, suddenly looking at me as if she’d said too much.

		“Natalie masturbates a lot,” my wife explained bluntly. “You should see her vibrator collection at home. She’s quite proud of it.”

		“For fuck’s sake, Jen,” Natalie shot a look at her friend, then turned to me and smiled apologetically. “Sorry, you didn’t need to know that.”

		“We tell each other everything,” Jen shrugged. “You said that yourself. We share everything, we always have, and now it seems like we’ve even shared my husband.”

		“No, wait,” Natalie shook her head. “You haven’t let me finish. I was telling you about how horny I get - I don’t get much from Mark these days, you know that - so I thought I’d masturbate while watching you on the iPad. He said he didn’t mind. That’s why Paul and I were half-naked when you walked in.”

		“He said he didn’t mind?” Jen cast a questioning look my way. “I bet he didn’t mind one bit.”

		“I was wanking off,” I shrugged, trying to appear unconcerned. “It only seemed fair.”

		“So you didn’t enjoy watching Natalie play with herself?” Jen leaned forward while questioning me. “What were you watching most? Natalie pleasuring herself or Marshall and me?”

		“I didn’t watch Natalie,” I lied. “I didn’t want to make her feel uncomfortable.”

		“Yeah right,” my wife laughed. “I bet you had a sneaky look at her coochie. Don’t lie.”

		“We got each other off,” Natalie said then, her face now the colour of beetroot.

		I gasped and gave her a look to say what the hell?

		“What?” she opened her arms and shrugged. “There’s no point in lying, Paul. Jen isn’t going to believe that we just made ourselves cum and that’s it. She’s not stupid. We might as well tell her the truth.”

		“Yes, tell me,” Jen replied, then took a deep breath. “If you two fucked, you can tell me. I can’t judge you. Including Paul’s, I’ve had three different dicks inside me these past few days, so I’m not in any place to be angry with you.”

		“We didn’t fuck,” Natalie lied. I saw what she was doing now. She was giving Jen something but not everything. I knew that if we told Jen the truth, it would only make the entire situation even more complicated and what we needed right now was to absorb what had happened today, process it, and then decide where we went from here.

		“She wanked me off and made me cum,” I pretend-confessed. “And I fingered her. We might have kissed a little bit, but that’s all. I’m sorry.”

		“And you did this while watching Marshall fuck me?” Jen asked. When we both nodded, she smiled. “That’s so… fucking… HOT!”

		I breathed out a sigh of relief and saw Natalie do the same. She believed us. For now, at least.

		“You’re not angry?” I asked.

		“If anything, it actually makes me feel a little bit less guilty,” my wife explained. “I know I’ve taken this entire thing with Ronnie and Marshall way further than either of us expected. I’ve taken advantage of you being kind and understanding, all for my own pleasure. I know I have and I’m really grateful to you for letting me get this stuff out of my system but I hope you also know that I’ve also been feeling kind of guilty about it because it was me getting all the fun.”

		“Well, it turned me on too,” I admitted. “I never thought I’d get excited by watching you with other men, but it seems I do.”

		“Good,” Jen seemed genuinely happy. “And you got jerked off by my beautiful friend and got to play with her pussy, so I’m sure that was fun too.”

		“I’m not going to pretend I hated it,” I laughed.

		“So what happens now?” Natalie asked. She’d been quiet these past few minutes, just listening to the exchanges between me and Jen. “I heard you say you wanted to do it again with Marshall. Are you going to make a regular thing of it?”

		“If it’s okay with Paul,” my wife’s eyes sought out mine. “I’d like to. It depends if we can make it work around his wife and Ronnie and everything else, but in a perfect world, I’d like to sleep with him, say… once a week or so.”

		“It’s fine with me,” I nodded. “What about Ronnie?”

		“I don’t know,” Jen’s eyes looked sideways and up as she thought about it. “I mean… he’s a good fuck too, in his own way. That youthful exuberance; the way I can control him a bit; whereas, with Marshall, he’s definitely the one in charge. If I was going to have a fuck-buddy, it’d be Marshall but I admit that I’d like to do it with Ronnie again too, just out of curiosity to see how good he can be.”

		“This is too much,” Natalie giggled. “It’s fucking crazy. Fuck-buddy. Who’d have ever thought we’d be talking about fuck-buddies?

		I looked at her. Was she hinting at the suggestion of her and I becoming fuck-buddies?

		“Can I ask something of you two now?” Jen asked, causing me to return my attention back to my wife.

		“Sure,” Natalie and I said at almost the same time.

		“The thought of you guys getting each other off,” my wife said slowly, seeming deep in thought, “It’s a bit of a turn-on for me. Is that weird?”

		Natalie glanced at me, a look of something - perhaps hope - in her brown eyes before returning to Jen. “I don’t think it’s weird. Well, maybe a little but why are you asking?”

		“You guys got to watch me have sex,” Jen mused. “It’s only fair that I get to watch you, right?”

		“You want to watch me and Natalie have sex?” I spluttered in disbelief.

		“I don’t know. Maybe. Or you could just get each other off as you did in the bedroom? The thought of it… it’s kind of horny. When I walked in on you in the bedroom and caught you like that, I was shocked but then by the time I went back into the bedroom with Marshall, I realised I was turned on by it. While he was fucking me, I thought about you. I wondered if you were having sex and it kinda excited me.”

		This was un-fucking-real.

		“You’re joking, right?” Natalie was the one that sounded incredulous now.

		“If you don’t want to, it doesn’t matter. If you don’t find each other attractive or-”

		“I find Natalie attractive,” I interrupted. “I’m not ruling it out but perhaps it’s just a little bit too soon to even think about this sort of thing.”

		“We can certainly talk about it,” Natalie nodded. “As long as Mark doesn’t find out, then it’s something that I might… I dunno… We could try something fun like that, I suppose?”

		The petite brunette’s gaze met mine and we smiled at each other knowingly. Jen saw it because she squinted at us both.

		“You two have got something going on, but whatever it is, it’s fine.” She stood up and then touched her chin. “Shit, I still have dried cum on me.”

		“Urgh,” Natalie laughed. “Go have a shower or something, you dirty bitch.”

		“I will do in a minute,” Jen replied, chuckling at herself. “I just wanted to say something. I always regretted not sleeping with Marshall all those years ago, when I had the chance but now I’m glad I didn’t.”

		“What?” I said, puzzled. “Why? I thought you said it wasn’t a disappointment.”

		“It wasn’t,” she shook her head, her blonde curls tumbling over her ear again so that she had to push them back. “The sex was amazing. But it was too amazing, that’s the thing. I think that if I’d fucked him all those years ago, I would have probably not looked back. I’d have lusted after black men or at least men with big dicks. I’d probably have never given you the chance, Paul. I’d probably have dismissed you out of hand and moved onto someone else.”

		“And now?” I asked, feeling suddenly concerned. “Has sleeping with Marshall-”

		“Don’t be silly,” Jen cut me off, reading my mind like she often did. “Sleeping with Marshall isn’t going to change us. I’m not going to leave you or go looking for a new husband with a massive dick. I’m happy, Paul. I love you and I’ll always be your Jen. I just need a bit of fun with Marshall, or Ronnie, or guys like them from time to time.”

		“Well, all this relationship talk about how happy you guys are and how good your sex life is going to be from now on is kind of depressing me,” Natalie said, half-to-herself. She stood up. “I’d better go. White Mark with his incredibly average penis is probably wondering where I am.”

		Jen laughed loudly at Nat’s description of her husband. “I’m sorry. I don’t mean to depress you but maybe, if you like, we can arrange that little thing with the three of us in a couple of days’ time? And I guess I could even let you borrow Marshall, or Ronnie, if you want me to have a word with them. They’re not going to say no to a night of fun with a gorgeous woman like you, are they?”

		“That’s an option, is it?” Nat asked. “We should definitely discuss it. But for now, good night.”

		I waited until she’d left, then took my wife in my arms and kissed her. I could taste the saltiness of Marshall’s cum on her lips still.

		“I love you,” I said, meaning every word.

		“And I love you too,” my wife replied. “We’re going to do this, aren’t we? We’re going to make this work.”

		“We absolutely are,” I nodded.

		We were. I wasn’t totally sure how, but I couldn’t wait to find out.
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		Epilogue

		

		“Can I get you something to drink?” Megan asked us as we walked into their dining room. The table was already laid out for four. Ronnie must be out.

		“Sure,” I replied, looking at the precision of the positioning of the plates and cutlery. There was a vase of pretty white flowers in the middle of the table and several candles waiting to be lit. “You shouldn’t have gone to so much trouble, thank you.”

		“Megan always makes an effort when we have guests over,” Marshall explained. “Wait until you taste the food. She’s a wonderful cook.”

		“Red wine?” his wife said, producing a bottle from the cupboard next to her.

		“Perfect,” Jen said with a warm smile, then as Megan took the cork out and poured some into the four glasses on the table, she took her turn to compliment our hosts. “Your house is lovely, Megan. Thank you so much for inviting us over.”

		It was two weeks since the fateful day when Natalie and I had watched Jen and Marshall have sex. Since then, Jen had fucked Marshall twice more, once while I watched through the camera again, loaned to me by the absent Natalie who couldn’t be there that day. The second time, I agreed to let Jen have some privacy, which resulted in Marshall taking her to a hotel overnight. How he’d explained that to Megan, I didn’t know, but strangely and out-of-the-blue, she’d invited us over for dinner. We were concerned as to why, especially considering the timing but Marshall reassured Jen that there was nothing to worry about. It was simply a neighbourly gesture and an attempt for Megan to get to know us better.

		“Where’s Ronnie tonight?” I asked as Megan disappeared into the kitchen while Marshall dimmed the lights, lit the candles and then invited us to sit down, sliding out a chair graciously for Jen.

		“I gave him some money and sent him out for the night with his friends,” my wife’s lover replied. “He must have already spent the money you gave him for valeting your car the other day.”

		I had got the car valeted the day before yesterday, but that was because the young man had got his cum all over the backseat when he fucked Jen in it that morning. That was the third time she’d slept with Ronnie, the second time being a couple of days after her first time with Marshall, a spontaneous fuck where he came over unexpectedly and she’d dragged him into the house and fucked him in the living room.

		I liked this new, highly-sexed Jen. I’d had my fair share of sex too, three times this week alone. Her pussy was getting used to the size of their penises now and the roughness of their love-making. I thought that she had started to feel slightly looser, but again, it could have been my imagination. She promised me she would calm down soon, but right now, she was just having fun and I was enjoying every single minute of it.

		“I hope you like steak,” Marshall’s gorgeous wife said as she emerged from the kitchen with a tray full of plates of food. “Marshall, could you get the other things I couldn’t carry?”

		Marshall had taken a seat opposite me and next to Jen, but he duly got up and fetched the other tray, which had extra bowls of food and condiments.

		Once we were all seated, the conversation started flowing and any nervousness I’d been feeling disappeared. The food was as delicious as promised and the expensive-tasting wine was lovely. It didn’t take long before the first bottle was empty and replaced by another from the cupboard.

		Megan looked stunning. Her dyed-blonde, perfectly-straightened hair contrasted with her mocha skin, which in turn seemed to make her pale green eyes stand out. She was wearing a slim-fitting navy-blue dress which showed off her sizable bust. She was a wonderful hostess but I couldn’t help feeling guilty because my wife had been fucking her son and husband for the past few weeks. I wondered if Jen felt the same, but if she did, she gave no sign of it, talking freely to the black couple as if nothing was amiss. I also wondered if Marshall would be as kind and friendly if he knew that Jen had been enjoying his son almost as much as she’d been enjoying him.

		“Would you mind if I used your bathroom?” I asked. The red wine had not only made my brain pleasantly fuzzy but also filled my bladder too.

		“Of course,” Marshall replied, pointing towards the hallway. “Up the stairs and second on your left.”

		“I’ll show you,” Megan smiled at me, rising from her seat. “I’ve got a slight headache, so I’m going to fetch my glasses from the bedroom and take some painkillers.”

		“Oh, I’m sorry to hear that,” Jen said, looking concerned but Megan waved her worry away.

		“I’m fine,” she smiled. “The dim light sometimes gives me tension headaches.”

		“She does,” Marshall nodded. “She gets headaches a lot. It’s just her eyesight though.”

		“If I’m honest, I’m almost blind without my glasses,” Megan confessed with a self-effacing laugh. “I just don’t like wearing them. Purely out of vanity. This way, Paul. I’ll show you to the bathroom.”

		Jen smiled at me as I got up and followed Megan upstairs, taking the opportunity to admire her curvy ass and hips as she walked in front of me. As we were walking up the stairs my phone bleeped and as Megan directed me into the toilet, I looked at it and saw a message from Natalie.

		

		How’s the dinner going?

		

		I replied:

		It’s been good, believe it or not. No awkwardness or anything.

		

		Her message back read:

		As long as Megan hasn’t murdered Jen for seducing her husband and son, that’s good.

		

		Natalie and I hadn’t had sex since the time we watched Jen and Marshall, but we were planning to. We also hadn’t had time yet to do the weird threesome that Jen wanted but it was all set up for the forthcoming weekend. My wife really wanted to watch Nat and I together. It felt strange but I wasn’t going to turn the opportunity down.

		I finished peeing but just as I turned to leave the bathroom and opened the door, Megan was there. She pushed me back inside and closed the door behind her, then shushed me with a finger to my lips.

		“You know, don’t you?” she said, her unusual green eyes peering into mine. “I followed Marshall to your house. I saw him and your wife leave together and get into the car. Then I followed them to the hotel and saw them check in together. The strangest part of all of this is that I saw you watch your wife leave from the bedroom window. So you know, don’t you? You know she’s having sex with my husband.”

		“What?” I shook my head, pretending that I didn’t know what she was talking about. “Megan, I-”

		“Don’t even try to deny it,” Megan glared at me. “I can tell from your complete lack of reaction that you knew. You’re so easy to read, Paul.”

		“I really don’t know what you’re talking about,” I said, trying to stall for time so I could work out how to explain that I’d watched Marshall and Jen leave together.

		“I just said to you, ‘Don’t even try to deny it.’ Do you think I’m stupid?” The black woman crossed her arms across her sizable chest. “Do I look stupid?”

		“No, you don’t look stupid,” I conceded, putting my hands up in defence when I realised she’d steadily been backing me up until I couldn’t step back any further. My backside was pressed against the sink and she was standing right in front of me. “I don’t know what to say, Megan.”

		“You don’t have to say anything,” she chewed her lip, sizing me up. “But I do want you to do something.”

		“Do something? Like what?”

		“How many times has he fucked her?” Megan asked, her head tilting to one side as she continued to appraise me. “Do you know? Does it turn you on? Are you one of those cuckold men that get off on his wife sleeping with other guys? It’s cool if you are. I don’t really care.”

		“We could talk about this now,” I said, trying to cool the situation down. “But I think we should go downstairs and continue having the lovely dinner you’ve taken so much time over. Then perhaps tomorrow, you should talk to Marshall about this, rather than talking to me.”

		The black woman seemed a little taken aback by that and a slight smile curved her full lips. “No,” she said simply. “If talking to Marshall was going to achieve anything, it would have worked the last time he cheated on me. So, instead, I’m going to do something about it. Or you are, I should say.”

		Her hands reached forward and undid the zipper of my jeans. I tried to stop her but she punched me in the arm and glared at me again fiercely.

		“Megan, what are you doing?” I said, fighting with her as she continued to try to pull my jeans down.

		“After Marshall fucked our last neighbour, I’ve found it hard to really enjoy sex with him,” she explained, still wrestling with my hands. “So, I don’t blame him for wanting to get it elsewhere. Funnily enough, I think I’ve stopped caring. In fact, perhaps it’s a good thing that he’s getting his kicks with someone else. It means I don’t need to sleep with him as often. However, it does piss me off that he thinks he can do it behind my back and pull the wool over my eyes. I hate being lied to, but I guess it is what it is.”

		“Megan, stop,” I said, pushing her hands away yet again but she punched me in the shoulder, even harder this time.

		“No, I won’t stop,” she hissed angrily. “You’re going to fuck me, right here, right now. If you don’t, I’m going to go downstairs and speak my mind to your lovely wife and my husband and let me tell you, it won’t be pretty.”

		I could imagine that happening and I agreed, because knowing that Jen could sometimes have a temper, things could definitely get ugly fast. I let go of her hands and she quickly yanked down my zipper and pulled my pants down.

		“We don’t have long before they wonder where we both are,” she said, kneeling down and taking my cock in her mouth. “Hurry up and get hard.”

		I looked down and watched this attractive woman suck my cock and within just a few seconds, my cock was growing in her mouth.

		“That will do,” she said, reaching into a drawer next to the sink and pulling out a condom. “Put this on.”

		“Really?”

		“Just do it,” she said, lifting up her dress and slipping a pair of tiny white panties down to reveal a tidy triangle of dark hair between her curvy thighs.

		I unwrapped the condom and rolled it down my cock, enjoying the sight of Megan’s round, brown breasts and she pulled her straps down and lowered the front of her dress. Her nipples were large and chocolate coloured and the sight made my cock harden further.

		“I’m glad you’ve got a smaller dick,” she murmured as she turned away from me and bent over the sink, spreading her feet to give me access to her pussy from behind. “Marshall’s is uncomfortably big. It doesn’t seem to stop your wife from enjoying it, but personally, I like my insides just as they are, rather than them being rearranged every time I have sex.”

		I paused, feeling more than a little confused about this entire situation.

		“Hurry up and put it in,” she demanded, glaring at me again over her shoulder. “What are you waiting for? Fuck me, Paul. Make me at least start to get even with Marshall or we go downstairs and deal with this the old-fashioned way.”

		I thought about Jen and Marshall downstairs. How long would it be, before one of them came to see where we were? If Marshall caught me fucking his wife, things would go downhill quickly, I was sure of that.

		I moved forward and pressed my cock against Megan’s pussy, feeling it slip in. She was tight and warm and the little moan she made when it first went in was encouraging. I grabbed her hips and went for it, fucking her as fast and hard as I could.

		“Not so rough,” she instructed me. “Just do it fast and cum. Use my pussy like Marshall uses your wife’s.”

		So I did. I pumped her quickly, reaching up to cup her large tits from behind. They felt soft and yielding, unlike Jen’s much firmer, heavier breasts. Megan was moaning, clearly enjoying it as much as she made out she didn’t want to and within just a couple of minutes, I felt my balls tighten and I filled the condom with my cum while still inside her.

		“Have you done?” she asked, as I slid my cock out of her. “Good. Now flush the condom down the toilet and go downstairs. Tell them you’ve got a bit of stomach ache, which is why you were a while. I’ll stay in the bedroom for a minute and come down afterwards. If they ask where I am, say you don’t know.”

		I blinked at her matter-of-fact nature. We’d just fucked but she was acting as though nothing had happened. I flushed the condom as she asked and fastened myself up while she fixed her dress.

		“I enjoyed that,” I said, lamely, because I didn’t know what else to say.

		“Oddly enough, so did I,” Megan nodded, opening the bathroom door and looking outside to make sure no one was around. “How often does Marshall fuck your wife? Weekly? If so, I want you to fuck me weekly too. Next time, we’ll do it properly, rather than a quickie over the bathroom sink. I’ll be in touch to sort it out but for now, go downstairs and act natural.”

		With that, she paced over the landing and only looked back as she headed into the bedroom. She paused, gave me a warm smile and then closed the door behind her.

		I headed downstairs, slightly bewildered, but also realising that things were working out pretty well. Jen had her thing going with Marshall and Ronnie. And now, I not only had the threesome with pretty Natalie and Jen to look forward to but a regular fuck with the beautiful Megan too.

		“Where have you been?” Jen asked me as I walked back into the dining room.

		“I have a stomach ache,” I complained, rubbing my belly. “I’m okay though. Where’s Megan?”

		I noticed that Marshall and Jen’s chairs were closer together than they had been before. Jen’s hair looked slightly messed up too and the pair of them seemed… flustered. What had they been doing while I was upstairs?

		“I thought she was talking to you or something,” Marshall replied, then stood up, straightening the front of his trousers subtly as he did so. “I’ll go and see if she’s okay.”

		As he left the room to check on his wife, I arched an eyebrow at Jen.

		“We couldn’t help ourselves,” she giggled quietly. “He just fingered me and made me cum while you were upstairs, then I was about to give him a handjob under the table but you came back.”

		“You do like to live life on the edge,” I laughed under my breath.

		“It’s the best place to live it,” she replied with a wink. I couldn’t disagree with her.

		“I’m sorry about that,” Megan said, making us both jump as she re-entered the room with Marshall. “I took a painkiller and had a lie down for a few minutes until it kicked in.”

		She was wearing her glasses and they did nothing to lessen her attractiveness. In fact, I rather liked the sexy secretary look that they bestowed upon her. I decided to ask her to wear them the next time we fucked.

		“Would anyone like a dessert?” Marshall asked as Megan sat down next to me at the table. Her hand slid under it and stroked the inside of my thigh and when I looked at her, she gave me a cheeky smile before turning to look at Jen.

		“I fancy something sweet and naughty,” she said to my wife. “Don’t you?”

		“I never say no to something sweet and naughty,” Jen replied, her blue eyes switching to Marshall as she spoke.

		The black man looked back at her and grinned, then he gave a curious look my way, his eyes flitting between Megan and me as though he sensed something was off.

		“In this house, the sweet and naughty treats are my speciality,” he replied after a moment, before disappearing into the kitchen.

		“I’m so glad that you invited us over,” Jen said lightly. “It’s been lovely to get to know you better.”

		“Oh, I agree,” Megan replied, her hand stroking my thigh again. “And hopefully, we’ll continue to get to know each other more. We should hang out together more often.”

		“Definitely,” Jen replied but she too seemed to sense something, a tightness growing around her eyes as she looked at me.

		Wow. Things were more complicated than ever, I realised but then I also realised something else. It turns out that I liked complicated. Complicated was fun.

		“Double chocolate mousse,” Marshall announced, rejoining us from the kitchen with another tray in his hand. Four glass pots, filled with layers of chocolate were on it and as he distributed them among us, he described what was in them. “My speciality. White chocolate layered with dark chocolate. Very sweet and very naughty.”

		I saw Jen try to suppress a smile at the innuendo and to my amusement, I also saw Megan grin to herself as she dipped her spoon into her dessert and took a mouthful.

		“Delicious,” she said, turning to me. “Don’t you think?”

		“I love it,” I replied, taking a taste and letting my eyes linger on hers for a moment.

		“I’m glad we moved here, Marshall,” Megan said next, turning to her husband. “Are you?”

		“It was definitely a good decision,” he agreed, giving Jen a meaningful look.

		Was this how things were going to be from now on?

		If it was, I didn’t mind. Not one little bit.
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