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Chapter 1
My wife Claire is a pretty little thing. Even after ten years of marriage, she’s still as cute as she was when I first met her. Her shoulder length blonde hair still has the same lustre and her green eyes still have the same mischievous sparkle that drew me to her that night when I met her in our first year at college. She’s no longer the slim and petite type that she was, but I love her fuller figure now; her curvy hips and butt and her considerably bigger 38DD breasts are the icing on the cake. Claire doesn’t have a supermodel figure, but she still turns heads when in her bikini on holiday, or walking down the street in skirts or revealing tops.
So I wasn’t surprised when she told me that one of her old school boyfriends had ‘kind of hit on her’ via Facebook. A few days before, she’d received an invite to a school reunion. Some of the old pupils had tried unsuccessfully to arrange a ten year reunion five years before, and were trying again now it had reached fifteen years.
This time, the response had been pretty good, so it looked like it would go ahead. Claire hadn’t committed to going, but one of her old friends, a chubby guy called Mark, had been excited to find her on Facebook and they’d been chatting a little bit since then. He asked her to meet for coffee, which she said she’d think about and she was cool with, until he said they could go to his after, if they got on well. She showed me the message, and asked me if I thought he was hitting on her, and I had to admit that it looked that way. She said she’d be flattered if it was someone better looking, and while I looked on, she sent him a message pointing out that she was happily married and apologising if she’d given him the wrong idea.
That was the end of it, as far as I knew. She said he’d replied a bit awkwardly, promising to apologise to both me and her at the reunion, if we were still going and Claire wrote back that of course she wouldn’t let a misunderstanding stop her from going.
Out of the two of us, I’m the eldest by eighteen months, so although we went to the same school, I don’t know many of her old friends, other than a few looking vaguely familiar and a couple of them had names that I’d heard of, mostly because they had grown up and still lived in the same area as us. None of the select few that had made a success of themselves and moved away from our small town looked like returning to celebrate the fifteen year reunion, so Claire felt comfortable enough to go. No one likes going to these things, only to feel intimidated or upstaged by all your old peers who’ve moved on to bigger and better things.
The date of the reunion came around pretty quick, as things seem to, the older you get. Claire was already getting ready by the time I got home from work, not surprising in the least as it takes her a couple of hours to get ready to go anywhere, even just to the local shop. She was wearing a cobalt blue dress that she’d bought especially for the occasion. It was just above the knee in length, showing off her smooth legs and showed a hint of cleavage on the top half. Her blonde hair was clipped up in a bun, showing off her neck and her make-up was gorgeous. Smokey eyes and lipstick in a shade of red that was bright but just on the right side of slutty.
“How do I look?” she smiled at me and did a little twirl.
I replied by wolf-whistling. “I’ll be the envy of every man there,” I said. “All the guys who didn’t ask you to prom will realise what a mistake they made.”
Claire blushed. When we first met, she told me that I was only her second boyfriend. She hadn’t been popular at school, being a late developer and your average awkward teen, braces on her teeth and a spotty complexion. She’d said that she dated a guy from school but not until she left and started college, and that she’d lost her virginity to his much older best friend after they split up. A silly, drunken one-night stand. The guy had offered her a shoulder to cry on, one thing led to another and she ended up regretting it.
Then she met me a couple of months later and we hit it off right away. A year later we were engaged, then two years later we were married. I often worried that we’d settled down too young. She’d only had that one boyfriend and subsequent sexual experience, and I’d only been with two girls before her, but we were happy together and that was what counted.
I was intrigued to meet a few of her old school friends, just to see if I would remember a few faces and to see if it might bring back some fond memories. So, I wasn’t exactly dreading it, but I certainly wasn’t as excited as Claire. She’d gone from being barely vaguely interested about going, to really looking forward to it. In fact, the couple of days prior to the event, she’d talked about nothing else.
“I’m more worried that no one will remember me,” Claire said. “I look a lot different now to when I did back then. What do I do if no one says hello to me?”
“You reintroduce yourself,” I reassured her. “Don’t be shy. Just say hello to people that you recognise and I’m sure they’ll remember you. Or they’ll pretend to, at least the men will, with you looking like that.” I deliberately focused my attention on her cleavage.
“Stop it,” she giggled, “I’m being serious.”
“So am I,” I laughed back.
The venue was only a short drive away but we’d decided to arrive there fashionably late, so the event was already in full swing. The place was more lavish than I expected and was decked out in ribbons and bunting, plus dozens of old school pictures of the students and teachers stuck around on the walls. We made our way around the room after grabbing a couple of drinks from the bar, but didn’t find any pictures of Claire right away.
“Claire?” said a female voice from behind us, making us turn around.
“Steph!” squealed Claire. She hugged the tall brunette. Steph then paused and looked at me. “Sorry,” Claire apologised, “This is my husband, Paul.”
“Hi,” I shook her hand rather awkwardly because I never quite know what to say when meeting a woman. It doesn’t seem right to hug someone you don’t know, but handshakes always feel like something a man should do only with other men. “Nice to meet you.”
“Definitely,” Steph said, giving Claire a look. “Wow,” she said to my wife. “You’ve got yourself a hunk.”
“Thanks,” Claire smiled. “Don’t you remember him? He was a couple of years above us in school.”
“I can’t say I do, but it’s a good job you spotted him before I did,” Steph laughed. The two were obviously old friends. “It’s been such a long time. I wish we’d kept in touch.”
Claire nodded. “Me too. I didn’t really keep in touch with anyone from school.”
“Not even…” Steph started, then hesitated, flicking a quick look in my direction. “You know who? You dated a bit after school, didn’t you?”
“Ah, you mean Aaron.” Claire glanced at me.
“I’m sorry,” Steph began but I waved the apology away.
“It’s fine,” I reassured her. “We’ve been married too long for me to worry about things like old boyfriends.” It was true. Claire and I were rock solid.
“He’s the guy I was seeing before you. Don’t worry, darling. He’s not here.” Then she looked at Steph. “Is he?”
Steph laughed. She had beautiful bright blue eyes. “No, he lives down south now, I think. None of… that lot… are here, as far as I know.”
“That lot?” I had to ask.
“Aaron was one of the ‘bad boys,’ which is kind of why I liked him,” Claire explained. “He hung around in the wrong company. His crowd gave me a bit of a hard time at school. Anyway, let’s not talk about all that stuff. Let’s enjoy ourselves.”
With that, she waved her empty wine glass at me, and I went to the bar to get her a refill, leaving her to chat to Steph some more. On my way over, I walked past another board full of photos and almost walked right past but something must have caught my eye because I stopped and had another look at the picture top right. It took me a second to be sure, but yes, that was Claire. Her blonde hair was straight and long, her face was fuller and she didn’t have any makeup on, but it was definitely her. She was standing with a girl to her left, a tall lanky redhead, then three lads of various heights on her right. Behind her, with a hand on her shoulder was a much older moustached man, presumably a teacher.
I picked up a fresh beer for myself along with a glass of white wine for Claire and when I walked back to them, the old friend that had asked Claire out for coffee, Mark, had joined her and Steph.
“Paul, this is Mark,” Claire said, taking the wine from me and quickly sipping some.
“Hey,” he said, taking my hand and shaking it firmly. “Listen, I’m sorry about the misunderstanding before.” He was taller than I’d thought, but still chubby.
“It’s fine,” I shook his hand back, but squeezed a bit harder than I normally would have.
“Claire looks great,” he said, after extricating his hand from my grip. “You’re a lucky dude.”
“Thanks,” I said. “We’ve been married ten years now. You married?”
“Congrats,” he said with a genuine smile. “Nah. Divorced. But amicably, you know?”
I didn’t know, but I smiled politely and then Claire dragged me away to introduce me to another of her old school girlfriends, a freckled redhead called Nicola. Then pulled me in another direction to a short chatterbox called Christina.
An hour or so and several drinks later, Claire was having a great time, but it was all a bit much for me, so I told her to go mingle and decided to chill out for a while by the end of the bar with another beer. Steph saw me on my own and came over to join me for a drink.
“Claire seems really happy,” she said. “I’m glad. She deserved to find a good guy.”
“That’s a nice thing to say,” I replied and raised a glass. “To the class of 2001.” Steph joined in the cheers and then we sat and talked for a little while, until a group of people walked in the room. Three couples. I recognised at least one of the guys from the photo that I’d seen and forgot to tell Claire about.
“Shit,” I heard Steph mutter under her breath.
“What’s up?”
“Those guys. They weren’t supposed to be coming tonight. It’s the guys who caused a bit of bother for Claire.” She stood up and apologised. “Sorry. I better go tell her they’re here.”
“Shouldn’t I go?”
“No, it’s fine. I’ll handle it.” Steph said. “You finish your beer. I’ll find her and bring her over once I’ve warned her.”
I shrugged. It didn’t matter either way I suppose, and I was enjoying the beer. Probably the fifth one I’d had so far, and I could definitely feel its effects. The group approached the bar to order drinks and took seats right next to me. I was pretty sure two of the guys were the ones featured in the photo that I’d seen which was directly next to them now.
“Hey. Look at that picture,” I heard the tallest of the three guys say. “Me, you, Sam Gardener and that girl you were dating. What was she called now?”
Another guy, broad with a shaved head, peered at the picture. “That’s right, Claire, and oh, look, it’s Mr Broadhurst. The gym teacher.”
“Yeah. Hey, Aaron, I wonder if he’s here. And Claire, it’d be fun to see her again.”
Shaved headed Aaron looked around. “It sure would.” He was smirking and I wondered why. His gaze swept across me but didn’t stop. Of course, he had no idea who he was. “Tom, get drinks in for everyone. I’m going to have a look around.” He passed the tall Tom a twenty note and disappeared into the dancing crowd.
“Who’s Claire?” said the third guy, a tanned mediterranean looking fellow.
Tom nudged him subtly. “I’ll tell you once the girls have gone.” He ordered drinks, then waited until the three women that had accompanied them took their glasses and left in the direction of the dance floor, then continued. “She was Aaron’s girlfriend at school. I could tell you some stories about her.”
“Oh yeah?”
“Fuck yeah, man. There was this one time, we were all at the park and-” Tom had to stop for a second as the girls came straight back. I cursed under my breath. What was he about to say? Claire had always told me that she had only had a couple of boyfriends, and that while at school, none of the boys had ever been interested.
“What were you and Leo talking about, Tom?” said one of those girls. She put her arm through his and I noticed that they wore matching wedding rings, so I guessed she was Tom’s wife. Leo obviously hadn’t gone to the school so I wondered if his own partner had been a student instead.
“Just telling Leo a few old stories. Do you remember Claire that used to go out with Aaron? I can’t remember her surname now.”
“I didn’t know her,” she replied, “But I heard the rumours. I wondered why you suddenly shut up when I came back.”
What rumours? My mind was whirling now. Perhaps that’s all they were - rumours. Claire wouldn’t have lied about her past, would she? Right at that moment, I saw Claire and Steph emerge from the crowd, their eyes scanning the bar for me. If they came over and Tom saw them, that would stop them from saying anything further and while I knew that curiosity killed the cat, I really wanted to hear more before speaking to Claire about it. So, I quickly walked right past Tom, Leo and the girls and headed to the men’s room for a moment.
I emptied my bladder, and took my time in washing my hands, hoping that Claire and Steph would have walked off to look for me somewhere and after another few minutes, when I did walk out, the two women were nowhere to be seen. Tom and Leo were alone at the bar again, so I walked back up and ordered another beer, this time standing right at the side of them.
“She’s gone now,” Leo said, looking over his shoulder. “Who was the hot brunette with her?”
He must have been talking about Claire because Tom said that the girl was Steph. “They were best friends at school. Steph always stuck up for her, but Claire was just a magnet for trouble. She almost dragged Steph down with her. They fell out about it eventually but it’s nice that they’re friends again now.”
“So tell me what happened then,” Leo took a long swig of his beer. “It looks like the girls have deserted us, so we have all night and it’s gonna get boring otherwise.”
“There were three of us then,” Tom explained, “Aaron, me and a kid called Nick. Nick died in a motorbike accident a few years ago. Good guy.” He paused, his face sad for a moment. “Anyway, we were all really close. Hung about together every single day, until Aaron started seeing Claire. We missed him, so we told him to bring Claire out with us. We didn’t mind a girl hanging with us, you know?”
“It’s better than losing your friend.”
“Exactly. Plus, she wasn’t too hard on the eye, you know? Skinnier than she is now, long blonde hair, big tits.”
Leo laughed. “I imagine you loved it.”
“Yeah, especially when she and Aaron used to make out in front of us.”
“Just making out?” Leo raised an eyebrow.
Tom grinned. “Ha, you guessed where this story is going. Nah, Aaron used to do stuff. We’d pretend not to be looking, but you know how young guys are.”
“Stuff?” Leo questioned. This was getting interesting. I looked around. Still no sign of Claire. I wished that Tom would hurry the story up.
“We’d usually be in one of our bedrooms. Or occasionally in the park, or the woods. Somewhere reasonably private, you know. He’d get her tits out. Play with them. Finger her. Sometimes she’d give him head. Always while we were there. It was everything me and Nick could do not to get our dicks out and jerk off.” He laughed and took another swig of his beer. “She knew what she was doing. Claire was a fucking prick tease, if you ask me. She deserved what she got in the end.”
What the hell? This was not the innocent young teenager that Claire had always painted herself out to be.
“So, what happened?” Leo asked.
“Like I was saying, we were at the park. Aaron had already fucked her a couple of times by then, but never with us around. This time though, we’d all been drinking and smoking and she was pretty buzzed. One thing led to another and he ended up fucking her on the grass right in front of us. It was literally the most awesome thing I’d ever seen back then. I mean we’d seen her tits and pussy before, but seeing her fuck him was such a turn on.”
“I can imagine,” Leo said, prompting him to carry on.
My heart was beating so fast that it felt like it was going to jump right out of my chest. She’d lied to me. All these years. Why? I mean, I knew that the past is the past, but why lie? Unless she was ashamed of whatever happened next.
“So when Aaron told me to stick my cock in her mouth, I didn’t hesitate. I was so worked up.”
“Really? Did she stop you?” Leo said. The grin on his face was wider than ever.
“No way, man. She grabbed it and sucked on it like a lollipop. She loved it. Couldn’t get enough. Then when Aaron finished, he passed me another condom and when Claire said it was okay, I fucked her too. Then she did Nick after me. Honestly, she couldn’t get enough.”
I couldn’t believe my ears. This wasn’t happening. Tom was making it all up. He had to be. If he wasn’t, then it meant that not only had Claire lied about having no boyfriends, but she’d lied about losing her virginity to the older guy. Everything she’d ever told me could be a lie, as far as I knew. If what Tom was saying was true, that is.
“Fuck,” Leo said and signalled to the barman for another beer. “I went to the wrong school. There weren’t any girls like that at mine when I was younger.”
“It got better,” Tom continued. “After that, I met with her a couple of times for sex. Fucked her good as well. So did Nick. Aaron knew, but he didn’t mind. It was all just a bit of fun. Claire liked sex and we were all at that experimental age. Finding stuff out what you like and what you don’t - you know how it is. We had a good thing going, but then it all went wrong.”
“How do you mean?” Leo glanced at me. I wondered if he’d noticed that I was eavesdropping, so I turned the other way, but kept on listening.
I saw Steph walk across the room but luckily she never looked my way. Claire wasn’t with her. She was probably in the ladies room. I was going to ask her right out, as soon as she came back. I’d heard enough, but then Tom answered Leo’s question.
“Me, Aaron and Claire were in the gym at school. It was after school, if I remember correctly. We’d stayed behind to watch a game or something that Aaron’s brother was playing in. When it finished, we found ourselves alone in the gym, and well, it started as a dare.”
“What did?”
“Can’t you guess? We ended up fucking in the gym changing rooms. I was doing her from behind while she sucked Aaron and then Mr Broadhurst walked in. Honestly, I nearly died.”
“Oh my fucking god!” Leo spurted out a mouthful of beer as he laughed out loud.
“Yeah, you can imagine, can’t you? All three of us almost shit ourselves. We put our dicks away right away but poor Claire was totally naked. I’ve never seen anyone go so bright red. She looked like a tomato, trying to cover herself up while Broadhurst asked us what the hell we thought we were doing.
“So what happened?”
“We all got a suspension from school, but that was it. Broadhurst managed to keep it fairly quiet to save Claire’s reputation. A few rumours got out, but he managed to sweep everything under the carpet mostly. Everyone’s parents were notified, and Claire was grounded for ages afterwards. We never really saw her much after that. Broadhurst chaperoned her every night after school. A shame really. It was great while it lasted.”
“It sounds like it.” Leo smirked. “She looks so innocent in that photograph. How did that come about, all of you together?”
“That was the following day, I think. We were all called into a meeting together to discuss the initial suspensions and one of the parents, not involved in the incident, walked in the office, so we pretended we were just having a school meeting with the teacher. The mum thought it was cute and took a picture of it. Who thought that it’d be on the wall at a school reunion fifteen years later?”
Who indeed. My mind was racing. If it was a made-up story then it was extremely elaborate. It couldn’t be true. It just couldn’t. It was chinese whispers. There might be some truth in it. Perhaps Claire gave Aaron head, and the stories just grew from there. Got out of control. Became such that even the people spreading the rumours began to believe they were true.
“Hey, we’ve been looking for you.” Steph touched my arm, snapping me out of the trance I was in. Claire wasn’t with her. She sat next to me and ordered a glass of wine.
“I’ve been here all the time,” I said. “I went to the gents a while ago, but I’ve been here since. Where’s Claire?”
Steph quickly looked around, then put her hand on my arm. “I thought she was with you but don’t worry. The last time I saw her, she was talking to Christina and they said they were going to dance for a bit. I don’t do dancing, so I came looking for you. Claire said she was a bit worried where you were.”
“I need to talk to her.” I said after a moment. My jaw was clenched with tension and Steph must have noticed.
“Why? What’s up?” She had concern on her face, and when she looked over my shoulder and saw Tom, she almost grimaced, but hastily pinched off the expression before it began.
“I just need to talk to her. Can you go find her for me?” Steph stared at me. “Please?”
“Okay,” she said after a moment, then told me to watch her drink while she went to look.
After a couple of minutes though, she came back alone. “She’s just with Christina and Nicola right now, dancing still. She said to give her ten minutes or so, then she’ll find us. Okay?”
“Fine.” I drummed my fingers on the bar surface for a moment, but I couldn’t hold it in any longer. “Can you come with me for a minute? I need to ask you something.”
Steph glanced at Tom again, then back at me. “Yeah, sure. Do you want to go outside for a cigarette?”
“Whatever. I just need to talk.” I set off towards a nearby fire exit, but Steph quickly steered me towards the front door for some reason. “There’s more room on the front, away from prying ears,” she explained, whatever that meant.
I hadn’t smoked for years, but I was grateful for the offered cigarette when we got outside. Steph looked really nervous, and I had a feeling she knew what I was going to ask.
“I heard that Tom guy talking at the bar,” I started, deciding to just come out with it. “He was telling the other guy all about Claire when she was at school.”
“Really?” Steph let the grimace form fully this time.
“Claire told me that she was a virgin until college. That she’d only slept with one man before me.”
Steph’s face twisted as though she was in pain. “Oh, shit. I’m sorry. I’m sure she had her reasons-”
I didn’t want to hear excuses for Claire’s lies. If they were lies. I had to know. “Tom said he fucked her, and Aaron and some dead guy called Nick. That she was basically a bit of a slut at school.”
“Nick died?” Steph looked shocked.
I ignored the attempt at a subject change. “Is it true? Tell me, Steph. Or, I’ll find her now and ask her myself. Right in front of everyone.”
“No, don’t.” Steph grabbed my hands. “I don’t know exactly what you heard, but yes, what you’ve just said is basically true. Claire wasn’t a slut though, she was just young and-”
“Fuck. She lied to me.” I staggered backwards, and not just from the alcohol, until my backside hit a wall and then I slid down it until I was slumped on the floor.
“She had her reasons.” Steph said, sitting down next to me. “It was a bit of a scandal at the time. She was lucky that a teacher took her under his wing and protected her from it getting out into the general news.”
“Mr Broadhurst. Yeah, I heard that.”
“Would you have still dated her, those years later, if you’d heard that she was the school slut? Reputations count. Labels stick to people. She was ashamed of what she did, Paul. She wanted to pretend it never happened. That’s why she lied to you, I’m sure of it.”
That made sense, but it still hurt. I wished we’d never come here. All I wanted to do now was to collect my wife and head home. Then tomorrow, when my head was clearer and the hurt and anger had worn down, I’d talk to her about it.
“Thank you for telling me, but listen,” I said to Steph gratefully. “Can you go and tell Claire that I’m feeling unwell and want to go home?”
“Yes. Will you be okay out here on your own?”
“I’ll be fine. I promise.”
Steph left me there to finish the cigarette.
She’d only been gone for a minute when the chubby guy, Mark came lurching out of the door. He was drunk, and to the point of being barely able to stand up. He saw me and wobbled over, dropping down onto his haunches.
“Hi, Paul. You alright, mate?” he slurred, then screwed his face up into a weird smile. “The better man won. You deserve her.” Then he broke out into drunken laughter, and fell over onto his backside.
“You’re drunk, Mark. Get yourself off home.”
“They kicked me out!” he said incredulously. “I was just trying to tell them that someone was having sex around the back, but they wouldn’t listen. They just said I was drunk and threw me out.”
“You are drunk. Do you want me to order you a taxi?”
Mark’s face lit up suddenly. “Hey, it might be your Claire. She always was a bit of a naughty girl or so I heard. She’d fuck anyone. They even said she was screwing the gym teacher.” Then he managed to stagger to his feet and with a wave, he careered first into an adjacent wall before walking away up the road.
Someone was having sex? Around the back. Steph hadn’t wanted me to go that way, through that fire exit. Of course it wasn’t Claire but I had a sick feeling in my stomach as I stood up. Steph still wasn’t back. How long did it take to find someone and bring them out to their waiting husband? Especially after what had just happened.
I walked back into the venue, pushing through the crowd on the dancefloor. I could see Nicola and Christina dancing, but there was no sign of Claire or Steph. They also weren’t at the bar, or anywhere else that I could see, so I walked through the fire exit and looked over a little patio at the venue’s rear. There were several people out there smoking and drinking, but no still Claire or Steph. But then I saw someone standing at the far end of the patio, nearby to what looked like a small entranceway into a side building. As I walked down some steps and approached the person, I saw that it was Steph. The moment she saw me, her eyes widened visibly, then she quickly composed herself again and walked towards me, putting her hands out in front of her.
“Paul, she’s just doing a pee down that alleyway. She’s really drunk and needed to go urgently.” She laughed. “You need to take her home before she makes a fool of herself.”
Her laugh was forced. Something wasn’t right here. I looked over Steph’s shoulder but couldn’t see anything. “I’ll go and fetch her before she falls over then.”
I tried to walk past her, and when Steph grabbed me by the arm and tried to stop me, I knew something was definitely up. I shook her off and strode towards the alleyway but she caught up with me and pulled me to a stop again.
“Paul, please don’t.”
“What’s going on?” I hissed at her. “Is she having sex with someone?”
Steph’s eyes were full of tears. “I’m sorry, Paul. She’s drunk and Aaron can be pretty insistent. She asked me to keep you busy for a minute but I didn’t think-”
“You didn’t think?” I spat into the night air.
What the hell was I going to do? Walk down the alleyway and beat the shit out of this guy at a school reunion? Drag Claire out of here in front of everyone, and tell them all what she was really like? Hell, she probably did fuck the teacher too, like Mark said. I had no idea who my wife was right now and no idea how it was best to react. Every nerve in my body, every fibre of my being, wanted to push Steph off and sort the pair of cheating bastards out but something stopped me.
“I need to see it.” I bit back my anger and repeated it softly. “I need to see it.”
Steph’s eyes were wide with anxiety. Tears were streaking her cheeks black with mascara. She didn’t let go of my hand, but after a moment instead led me slowly and quietly down the alleyway. She looked around the dark corner and then beckoned me to do the same.
Claire was there. She was bent over. facing away from me. Her dress was up around her waist, her panties discarded on the floor nearby and Aaron was behind her, his trousers around his ankles as he fucked her.
I blinked several times, almost disbelieving what I was seeing. Was it really her? Or just another blonde in a cobalt dress that looked like her? My Claire was innocent. She’d been with one man, an older man before me and that was all. This couldn’t be her, but the naked breasts that had been pulled out of her dress and were swinging in rhythm with Aaron’s pounding looked just like hers. When the woman came, her moan sounded just like Claire’s. Then Aaron said, “Fuck yeah, Claire. You’re as tight as you always were.”
I stepped back. I could have watched until the end. It was entrancing. Painful. Hurtful. Confusing. But entrancing. I had no idea what to do or say. Did I just wait for them to finish? The urge to rush in there and kick the crap out of the guy had gone. I felt numb. And for some bizarre reason, incredibly horny.
Steph led me away, managing to avoid everyone by walking around the throng of people on the back patio. She lit me another cigarette and then lit herself one. We both sat on a small wall at the side of the venue, away from everyone.
“She said it was just this once. Once more, for old times’ sake.” Steph said. “She made me promise never to tell anyone.”
“But we’re married,” I said, pointing out the obvious. “Why would she do this?”
“Aaron’s really-” Steph hesitated, then shrugged. “Well, he’s really good in bed. He’s got a big… you know, and he’s just well…” she paused again, not knowing quite what else to say.
Aaron was broad and probably really ripped beneath the smart shirt and tie he was wearing. Was Claire really that shallow? To be sucked into cheating on her husband, just because someone was good looking - to be tempted from her husband that easily?
“How do you know he’s good in bed? Have you fucked him as well?” I shook my head, not really wanting to know the answer.
“Yes. We had a thing too, after Claire, but it didn’t work out. He was cheating on me the whole time. I bet he’s fucked half the girls in the room behind us. Maybe more than half.”
I felt like being sick. Why the hell did I feel so bad and yet so horny at the same time? I was confused. My mind couldn’t get rid of the image of Claire being fucked in the alleyway, plus I was imagining her in the gym, being spit-roasted by Tom and Aaron. The teacher walking in on them. What the hell was wrong with me?
“I never knew.” I sighed. “She never told me. I feel so stupid.”
Steph put her hand on my knee. It felt warm. The sky was fully dark now and the air out here was chilly.
“You’re not stupid,” she said softly. “You’re hurt. At least you didn’t do the macho idiot thing and get into a fight with him.”
“What the hell do I do now?” I asked. She hadn’t moved her hand. I looked at her for answers. Her eyes were still brilliant blue, lit by the moonlight, even though they were surrounded by tear-streaked black mascara.
“Calm down. Talk to her when you’ve sobered up, the pair of you. Sort out your differences. No knee-jerk reactions.”
“No knee-jerk reactions?” I chuckled miserably. “You mean like this?” Then I put my hand on hers, leaned in and kissed her.
Steph kissed me back. Just for the briefest of moments, she pushed her lips back against mine, but just as quickly she withdrew, exhaling sharply and pulling her hand away.
“Exactly like that. Don’t be crazy, Paul.” She gazed into my eyes. “Claire loves you. She never stopped talking about you all night. About how amazing you are. But then she got drunk and Aaron came over and I couldn’t get a word in edgeways after that.”
“It’s not your fault,” I conceded. No one could stop Claire when she wanted to do anything. She could be so headstrong. That was one of the things I loved about her. Her determination and downright stubbornness. Steph wouldn’t have been able to talk her out of it, no matter how hard she tried. It was my fault, for letting her out of my sight and letting her get drunk.
“I feel so bad for you,” Steph said. “But I really want you to work this out. I’m sure it’ll just be a one-time thing. Once Claire comes out, and finds us, pretend nothing’s happened. Try to move on from it.”
“How can I just pretend nothing’s happened?” I said angrily, but then quickly calmed myself down before anyone heard. “I guess he’s just a better man than me.”
“I’m sorry,” Steph apologised again. “Don’t listen to me. I’m no expert on relationships. Every man I’ve ever had has cheated on me. And no, he’s not better than you. You’re attractive, Paul. If you were single, I’d… No, I’m sorry, I shouldn’t say that.”
“Thank you,” I smiled ruefully. What a mess. I sat there, my head sinking into my hands until I felt Steph’s hand on my shoulder. When I looked up, her face was close to mine.
“If I let you fuck me, you’d be even, wouldn’t you?” she said quietly. “You wouldn’t need to finish it with her. I don’t want you to. She loves you and-”
What the fuck? Was she even being serious? This was surreal and crazy. I stood up and walked off before the night could get any weirder. I turned the corner into the rear patio and saw Claire standing there, looking around.
“There you are!” she called over to me. “Where the hell were you? I’ve been looking for you for ages.”
Yeah, sure you have, I felt like saying, but I didn’t. I looked her up and down as I walked over. Her dress was slightly rumpled and her hair wasn’t quite as perfect as it had been, but I wouldn’t have known that she’d just been fucked against a wall in an alleyway if I hadn’t just seen it with my own eyes.
“I was just talking to Steph,” I said truthfully. I looked over my shoulder but there was no sign of anyone. “I’ve been bad and had a couple of cigarettes.” I didn’t know what else to say. It suddenly felt like Claire was a stranger.
Her forehead wrinkled as it always did when she sensed something was up. “Are you okay?”
“I feel a bit ill, actually.” I did feel sick, and not just because of the cigarettes or several beers that I’d downed. My heart was still racing and I felt sweaty and anxious. How many people here knew what had gone on? Had Aaron gone into the venue and told his buddies? How could I face anyone?
Then Steph appeared from the fire exit door. I wasn’t sure how she’d gotten in and out, but she’d done it and managed to sort out her makeup at the same time. “There’s a taxi here, if you want to take it?” she offered. “I ordered it for me, but with you feeling ill, you can go first, if you like?”
“Thanks,” I said, giving her a kiss on the cheek. I felt her arm around me and she whispered something into my ear but I didn’t hear properly and was in too much of a rush to ask her to repeat it. I wanted to get the hell out of here, so I grabbed Claire’s hand, pulled her through the venue and pushed her into the taxi before she could even protest.
She glared at me the whole way home, but didn’t say a word until we got through the front door at home. “What the hell was that all about?” she shouted. “You made me look like a right idiot, dragging me out like that!”
“Not as much of an idiot as you made me look.” I said calmly as I took off my shoes and undid my shirt. I had no idea how I was so calm, but I was. Which was the opposite of Claire. If looks could kill, I’d have been dead ages ago.
“What is that supposed to mean?” she stormed.
I stared at her in disbelief. Did she really think I didn’t know? Did she really think she’d gotten away with fucking her ex-boyfriend so blatantly while out with me? Was she going to just carry on as though nothing had happened?
“I think you know what I mean.”
“Seriously,” she practically screamed at me, “I have no fucking idea what you’re talking about. I was having a lovely night - we both were - then you go off like that just because you’re feeling sick.”
I’ve always loved angry Claire. The way she folds her arms. The way she stamps her feet. The mean look in her eyes when she glares at me. The way she chews her lip as she tries to control her temper. She was doing all of those things right now. Her arms were shoving her tits up, making her cleavage heave as she took big, deep, angry breaths. I noticed for the first time in the light of the living room that her lipstick was smeared. Some locks of hair had escaped the hairclips and trailed down her pretty face. I wondered if she’d remembered to put her panties back on. If he’d cum inside her.
“Well?” she demanded, pouting at me.
For some reason, the way she glared, her pout, her defiant attitude, it all came together and I found myself simply wanting her. Another man had fucked her tonight. Pushed her against a wall and took her. It should have appalled me but for some reason, all of my anger slid away, flowing from my heart and stomach into my groin and becoming something else. All I could think of doing right then, all I wanted at that moment, was to take my wife back. To reclaim her.
I walked over to her, and kissed her. Hard. She was a bit taken aback, her eyes widening, but then she kissed me back. Her arms wrapped around me, tugging at my shirt, lifting it up and over my head. I pushed her away but only to pull the front of her dress down, her smooth white tits falling free, and her hand went to my belt buckle, pulling it undone, followed by my zipper.
The dress came off and she had indeed put her panties back on, but I pulled them down, almost tearing them in the process while she yanked down my trousers and shorts, and grabbed my rock-hard cock. Within moments, we were fucking urgently on the sofa. Her pussy felt wet and tight but right at the moment, I didn’t care that it was because she’d already been fucked earlier this evening.
We managed to drag ourselves upstairs to the bedroom, carrying on the passionate fuck as soon as we fell onto the bed. As I came deep in her smoothly shaven pussy, she held me tightly and whispered into my ear. “I love you, Paul. I love you so much.”
How could I believe her? I desperately wanted to, but how could I? She’d lied to me for all these years, and fucked her ex-boyfriend behind my back, while I was standing just yards away. Who else had she fucked while we’d been married? What other secrets did she have?
She curled up in the crook of my arm, her head laying on my chest and her blonde hair now all loose, fanned out across me. She was asleep within moments, but I had too much on my mind to do the same. As angry and disgusted with her as I was, and as disillusioned and confused as I felt, I knew that I didn’t want to lose her. I still felt like I didn’t know who she was, not who she really was, but of course, she was still my Claire, my wife, and the person who up until a couple of hours before, I’d believed was my soul mate.
For some reason, as tiredness slowly started to take hold and I began to drift off to sleep, the last thing I remember being on my mind were images of her being fucked hard from behind in that alleyway, and the imagined ones of her as a young schoolgirl, sucking off and fucking her three male friends. I didn’t want to think of it, but I did.
And I dreamt of it. All night.




Chapter 2
The following morning, Claire was already up when I woke. I went downstairs and found her at the kitchen table with a piece of paper in her hand.
“Good morning,” I said, stretching before making myself a drink. “Do you want a coffee?”
“Yes, okay,” she said, absentmindedly. She was staring at the note.
“What’s that?” I asked, as I sat next to her with two coffees in hand.
“Just a note that I found in your pocket.” She passed it to me. “Care to explain?”
The note was her mobile number and a short message:
Call me tomorrow if you want to talk xxx Steph.
“Shit,” I said. Steph must have put it into my pocket when I kissed her cheek and she hugged me. That was probably what she whispered in my ear, to call her. “I felt ill and she was checking I was okay. We got talking and made friends and I guess-”
“Women don’t give men their mobile numbers because they’ve made friends.” Claire pouted again. “What’s going on?”
I hadn’t had time yet to form a plan of how I was going to deal with everything. I was still processing the facts at the moment, still trying to digest what happened last night. Besides knowing that I didn’t want our marriage to end just like that, I had no idea of what I wanted to happen.
“Nothing’s going on,” I said, still surprisingly calm despite my mind whirling and trying to work out what to say and how to approach things. If I told her outright what I’d heard and Steph had confirmed, then what I’d seen down that alleyway, how would she react?
“Then explain it,” Claire demanded. “If it’s innocent, explain to me. Or shall I call her myself and ask her?”
I couldn’t believe the balls of her, to be honest. She’d fucked her ex-boyfriend and yet had the nerve to call me out over her friend giving me her number. Maybe it’d be best to let Steph explain? Then I had a thought. Was Claire being this way out of guilt? That would make sense, but the way she’d been so confident last night about me having no idea didn’t make sense. Even now, the way she was reacting, she was fully in control. There was no show of nerves or anxiety. She was as cool as a cucumber with what she’d done. Perhaps this wasn’t the first time? If not, how many times had she done this?
Even if I told her what I knew, and she confessed to it - seeing as she couldn’t deny it after Steph’s testimony and what I’d witnessed with my own eyes - would she admit to anything else? Of course not. She’d deny everything. Like she’d told Steph, she’d pretend it was a one-off thing. Just a drunken fling. A mistake. A moment of drunken passion that she wishes she could take back.
How would I know if she was telling me the truth? She’d lied to me for all these years. And I never, ever suspected a thing.
“I got upset.” I said. That much was true. “You abandoned me to go dance with your friends, and I got lonely. For some reason, the beer got to me and I got kind of upset. I went outside and Steph was there. She offered me a cigarette and asked me what was up.”
“And she gave you her mobile number?” Claire scoffed, disbelievingly.
”Not just like that, Claire. We talked and she could tell I was upset. I’d told her that I’d heard some guy at the bar talking about you. He said some stuff that I knew wasn’t true and-”
Claire’s face changed instantly. “What stuff?” She interrupted me.
“He said that Aaron had slept with you at school. But you told me that he hadn’t. You said that you lost your virginity to that older guy.”
“Marvin,” Claire nodded. “What else did they say?” She was still cool, but I could sense just the beginnings of an undercurrent of anxiety in her voice now.
“Nothing,” I lied. “Just that. I got upset because I knew they were making it up. I remember you saying those guys caused some trouble for you, so I guess they made stories up or whatever. I wanted to punch their lights out but didn’t want to ruin the party for you, so I went outside.”
The look of relief on Claire’s face was evident briefly, but she smoothly covered it up. “Then you met Steph and asked her or something?”
“Exactly,” I went along with Claire’s presumption. “She told me it was all bullshit and said that if I heard any other rumours and felt uncomfortable asking you, I could always give her a call and she would put the facts right for me.”
Claire was silent for a moment. Did she believe me? She stared at the note in her hand. “I should give her a call and say thank you. I’ll be back in a moment.”
She went back upstairs and I heard the bedroom door close. Carefully I walked up and pressed my ear to the door. They were already talking.
“Thanks for covering for me last night,” I heard Claire say. “You know, what you said to Paul.” There was a minute’s pause. Steph must have asked Claire exactly what I’d said because Claire then went on to repeat everything I’d just told her downstairs. “So yes, I just wanted to say thanks. You’re a true friend. Listen, if he does call you, you’ll stick to that story, right? Cool. Okay, I’ll call you soon and we’ll do lunch?”
I walked downstairs quickly before she caught me and carried on sipping my coffee like nothing had happened. “Okay now?” I said, “You should keep in touch with her. And your other friends.”
“Oh, I’m going to,” Claire sat back down, sipping her coffee too. “It was nice to catch up with so many old friends. I got all their numbers and intend to meet up with a few of them again soon.”
“No ex-boyfriends though?” I half-joked. “Especially ones that you were rampant at school with?”
If Claire was bothered by that comment, she didn’t bat an eyelid. “Of course not,” she said smoothly through the steam of her hot drink. She even laughed at my sarcastic comment. I felt momentary anger running through me and suddenly decided what I had to do. I needed to find out the truth for myself. Claire had kept the note, but I’d memorised the number. First thing was to speak to Steph again.
I kissed Claire and left for work, but the whole day, I couldn’t concentrate. At lunch, I took the afternoon off, feigning illness and called Steph’s number as soon as I was out.
“Can we talk?” I asked her. “I need some advice.”
“Who’s this?” she said. I hadn’t introduced myself. My mind was still in a whirl. “Is it Paul?”
“Yes. It’s me. I know Claire called you this morning. I just need to ask you something.”
“I can’t talk on the phone right now, but I can come and meet you somewhere, if you want?”
“That’d be great. I’m free right now, if you are.”
Steph agreed, and we arranged to meet at a local coffee shop for a chat. The place was out of the way, somewhere we’d be sure that there would be no prying ears listening in on our conversation.
“You look rough,” was the first thing she said when she saw me.
“Thanks a lot,” I managed to smile. I was a little hungover and I guess I’d rushed this morning when getting ready. Looking great hadn’t been at the top of my list of priorities.
We found a table in the corner of the shop and sat down with our coffees. Steph looked lovely. Dressed smart, in a feminine trouser suit, straight from where she worked at some estate agency, . She’d undone a few buttons on the shirt, enough to show a modest bit of cleavage. I tried not to think about the pass I’d made at her last night, or her desperation offer of sex to stop me from leaving Claire.
“So what the hell happened this morning?” Steph asked me. “Her phone call was kind of confusing.”
“I told her that I’d overheard Tom talking.” I repeated to Steph exactly the story that I’d told Claire and everything that had happened this morning. She nodded as she listened. At the end, I told her how I was feeling. “I don’t want to leave her, I don’t think. I just want to know the truth. Then I guess I can make a decision as to our future.”
“Well,” she said after taking a moment to think, “It’s good that you’re not overreacting. I would be, in your situation. You’ve done well to keep your head, considering everything.” She paused again. “What did you want to ask me?”
“The truth,” I said honestly. “Everything that you know.”
“And what will you do, if I tell you?”
“Nothing. Yet, at least. I’ve got a plan.” I smiled at Steph but her pretty face didn’t smile back. She was obviously worried about being dragged into all this. “All I want you to do is have lunch with her. Like she suggested. Just find out what you can about how she really feels about me. You said last night that she was saying all these things about being so in love with me, but how can she be, when she did what she did?” Steph shrugged, so I carried on. “Find out for me if there’s anything else going on. And most of all, keep to the story.”
Steph took a deep breath. “I don’t want to be part of the reason you split up. Claire’s my friend.”
“I’m not asking you to split us up. I’m asking you to help me find out the truth, so I can get on with rebuilding my marriage somehow.”
She looked uncertain, but eventually gave in. “Okay. So what else did you want to know?”
“You can start by telling what happened in the past. How much of what Tom said is actually true? That you know of, anyway.”
Steph chewed her lip for a second. “Don’t hate her, Paul. She was young and people make mistakes when they’re young.” I nodded for her to carry on, so she did. “It’s all true. She bragged to me that she’d lost her virginity with Aaron, then admitted to sleeping with Tom and Nick, and eventually the threesomes and foursomes that they had. I couldn’t believe it, but I saw it once when we went to a party. Claire went into a bedroom with Aaron and Nick and I had a sneaky look through the gap in the door. She was in between them both having sex.”
“Like a spit roast?” I had to ask.
Steph pulled a face. “I don’t like that word, but yes, I guess it’s called that by some people. I’m not into all that stuff, never have been and I told Claire that I thought she was being a bit slutty.”
“I bet she didn’t like that.”
“Not at all, but we didn’t fall out over it. I tried to be a good friend and protect her from those scummy boys but it all went horribly wrong when Mr Broadhurst caught them that time. Luckily he was a great guy. Otherwise Claire’s name would have been mud.”
I remembered something. “Mark said to me last night that there were rumours she’d screwed him. The gym teacher.”
Steph shook her head. “Rumours happen. Mr Broadhurst was just looking out for her and the reputation of the school. Claire was grateful to him, but I’m sure if she’d done anything with him, she’d have told me. She liked bragging about her conquests.”
“There were others?”
Steph’s face fell. She’d slipped up. “She calmed down after the incident at the gym, but when she left school, she had quite a few boyfriends. She really let her hair down, but that’s okay. It doesn’t mean anything bad. I had a few boys too. You know how it is? It’s good to get stuff out of your system when you’re young.”
“She told me she lost her virginity at college to her boyfriend’s older friend.”
“Well, there was one guy she was dating, I don’t remember his name but he dumped her pretty fast when he learned about the school thing. Claire ended up in bed with his dad, a really slimy guy. He pretended to be there as a shoulder to cry on for Claire, but really he just took advantage of her. Like I said, don’t hate her, Paul. She probably hid all of this from you because she liked you and wanted to make a good impression.”
I could understand that but I still felt betrayed. And stupid. Taken for a fool all these years. “I need to know if what happened last night with Aaron has happened before. Has she cheated on me already in our marriage or was last night the first time?”
Steph spread her hands. “I have no idea, to tell you the truth. We fell out before you met. Last night was literally the first time I’ve seen her since then.”
“That’s a shame. Why did you fall out?”
“I was dating Aaron,” Steph said slowly. “Claire found out and didn’t like it, so we had a big argument. The next day, I went to Aaron’s house because he wasn’t returning my messages or calls and I caught Claire in bed with him once again. So that was it.”
“Ouch,” I said, wishing I hadn’t asked. “I’m sorry.”
“I fell out with the pair of them. The last I heard they were seeing each other for a while after that but I hadn’t heard anything from either of them until last night. I knew from the grapevine that they split up again, then that Claire met someone and got married. I heard that Aaron got a better job and moved down south. Then as far as I know, they haven’t seen each other for years but then...”
“Then last night happened,” I agreed. “Thanks for everything, Steph. You’ve been really good to me. You don’t owe me any of this, but here you are.”
She smiled. Her blue eyes twinkled. “I like you. You seem like one of the good guys. I wish I could meet someone like you.”
“You’re single?” I asked, surprised. She was too good-looking to be unattached.
“I keep looking for Mr Right and only finding Mr Right-Now or Mr Plain-Wrong,” she sighed again. “I know I’m being as bold as brass right now, but if you and Claire don’t work it out…”
There was an awkward silence for a moment. I wasn’t sure what to say, but then Steph burst out laughing.
“I’m just messing around with you, Paul. I’m sorry. I’m a terrible tease. Just trying to lighten the mood.” She grinned at me mischievously. Was she joking? Or was she being semi-serious?
We left it there. Steph promised to try to find out what she could from Claire, and I said I’d see if I could get her to admit to anything herself. I really didn’t want to leave my wife. I was a firm believer in marriage and trying to work out your problems instead of just giving up right away, but this was a pretty serious betrayal of trust and would take some fixing.
Steph gave me a kiss on the cheek as I left and reminded me that I could call her at any time to talk things through, if I needed someone to talk to. I decided to head home early. Who knows what I might catch Claire doing.
I didn’t shout out, ‘Hi, I’m home,” like I normally do when I walked through the door. There hadn’t been any strange cars on the drive, nor were there any banging headboard sounds or soft moaning coming from the upstairs as I quietly hung up my coat and kicked off my shoes.
What I did catch her doing, was nothing more exciting than watching TV and texting on her phone.
“You’re early,” she commented. “Are you okay?”
“I felt a bit off to be honest,” I told her as I sat down next to her. “So I cried off sick. Who are you messaging?”
If she had anything to hide, she showed no sign of it. “Oh, just Mark. He just sent me a message saying it was nice to see me again last night and he asked me to apologise to you for what he said as he left. He said he can’t remember what he was, but he knows he was really drunk and thinks he might have been rude.”
“Ha,” I laughed. “Yes, he was drunk all right. Apparently, he saw or heard someone having sex around the back of the venue. When he tried to tell someone that worked there, they kicked him out for being drunk. Poor guy. He was just trying to do them a favour.”
Claire blinked. The first time she’d ever given so much as a hint that something had gotten to her. Quick as a flash though, she sent Mark another message, then turned to me. “It wasn’t you and Steph fucking, was it? You were acting pretty suspiciously when I found you, and you did have her number in your pocket.”
“Seriously?”
“I’m joking,” Claire laughed. “I know you wouldn’t do that. I did have my doubts this morning, but I’ll sort it out with Steph tomorrow. We’re going out for lunch. I just came off the phone with her.”
“That’s cool. You should definitely go. Catch up properly.”
Just then my phone bleeped. I got it out of my pocket to see a message from Steph’s number. It read, ‘Just talked to Claire. Meeting tomorrow. She told me she used a condom last night so at least you don’t need to worry about catching anything. Talk tomorrow and will let you know what I find out xx Steph.’
“Who’s that?” Claire said, putting her own phone down just as I texted Steph back to say okay.
“Just work checking that I’ve got home alright. I told them I’ll be in on Monday, all being well.” It was Friday today and I didn’t work weekends, so I had a couple of days to work on things here. To be honest, last night I hadn’t even considered that Aaron might have given something to Claire, some disease that I could have caught during sex when we got home. I wondered if it had been her idea or his to use the condom. Not that it mattered. Except for some reason, all these little details did matter to me. I felt myself wanting to know everything. Anger began to bubble up inside, so I told her I was going to go for a shower.
Once under the hot water, breathing in the steam, I calmed down and thoughts of her being fucked filled my mind again. Visions from recollection and some from imagination. I stroked my hard cock, confused by the conflicting emotions that were still running through me until finally I came. Then all I felt was remorse and regret, so I called down to Claire that I was going to have a nap, just to make myself feel better, which was true. I stayed out of her way most of the evening, and had an early night so I was asleep by the time she joined me in bed.
The next morning, I did something that I’d never done before. While Claire was in the shower, I noticed her mobile on the bedside cabinet. In all of our years together, I’d never felt the need to look at it, to go through her messages or look at her Facebook. She’d never given me reason to not trust her. Until now.
She’d only been in the bathroom for a couple of minutes, so I knew I had time. I picked up the phone, expecting there to be a PIN or some sort of security lock, but to my surprise, the phone wasn’t protected at all. Then again, I’d never had reason to distrust her and I’d never looked at her phone, so she’d probably just never worried about it.
I went through her text messages first but there was nothing of note in there. The latest messages were from me and her mother. The only other messaging app on there was Facebook Messenger, and again that revealed nothing. Strangely though, there weren’t any messages from Mark. She’d said that he’d messaged her, but nothing. Which meant that she’d deleted them. Nothing from Steph either. This was strange. Why would she delete their messages, but not the others, if she didn’t have something to hide?
I flicked through her camera gallery. Again, nothing. I didn’t know whether to be disappointed or relieved, but just then I heard her open the door and quickly dropped the phone before she walked in, just in time. She glanced at the phone, then at me and frowned but didn’t say anything. I carried on with what I was doing before she went in the shower, reorganising my aftershave collection on top of the dressing table.
“You okay?” she asked after a moment. She was covered only in a white, fluffy towel wrapped around her and her wet blonde hair was hanging down, freshly brushed through by the looks. Not every man might appreciate her curvaceous body, but I did, and I sat down, waiting for her to drop the towel to get dressed, smiling as I did so. She knew what I was doing and arched an eyebrow at me. “Can I get dressed, please?”
“I’m not stopping you,” I grinned cheekily.
“You’re obviously feeling better then,” she said, dropping the towel but turning away from me. “You barely spoke to me yesterday.”
I stared at her curvy backside as she finished getting dry, willing her in my mind to turn around. “I’m sorry. I wasn’t feeling myself, that’s all.”
She turned and looked at me. I couldn’t make eye contact. Her breasts were still slightly damp, the moisture and the cool air making her light pink nipples hard. My eyes went down over her belly to between her thighs. Then the vision of the other night popped into my head unbidden and I had to wrench my eyes up to meet hers.
“Good,” she said. “Are you going to stay out of trouble today while I have dinner with Steph? What are you going to do?” Claire put her panties and bra on, a plain black functional set, then finished getting dressed in jeans and a red t-shirt.
“Nothing special. I thought I’d get my hair cut, then maybe call into the pub to see if the boys are in,” I replied. ‘The boys’ were some of the lads that I worked with. We met up every Saturday or Sunday afternoon to watch the football or just talk ‘man’ stuff. I had other plans, of course, but I wasn’t going to tell Claire that.
For one reason or another, I did feel slightly better about everything that morning, and we chatted and had breakfast like any other normal Saturday morning until she went to meet Steph. I did as I’d said I was going to do, getting my haircut at the barber’s where I went regularly every month, but I didn’t go anywhere near the pub afterwards. Instead I called my best friend and asked him if he fancied coming over to ours for an hour. I needed a chat with someone about something.
Lee Higgins and I went right back to primary school. We met at six years old and had been best friends ever since. He was my best man at our wedding and I’d been his. We’d been through everything together, ups and downs shared, and while we didn’t see each other more than once a week on a Saturday these days, I knew that he’d be the best person to go to for some advice.
‘Higgsy’ came straight around, like I knew he would. He had the okay to walk in without knocking, the only person beside family who had Claire’s approval to do so. I had two bottled beers waiting, football on the TV, legs kicked back on the sofa, so he picked up the beer and dropped down right next to me.
“What’s up?” he said, after taking a long pull of the cold beer. “Everything okay?”
“Not really, Higgsy.” I had to work out how to tell him and decided to just be brutally honest. “I caught Claire fucking her ex-boyfriend the other night.”
He looked at me, then rubbed a hand through his mop of prematurely greying blonde hair. “Shit, man. Are you breaking up?”
“Not yet. I don’t know. I didn’t exactly catch her. I just saw her. She doesn’t know that I know.”
“Ex-boyfriend?” Higgsy’s face screwed up in thought. “She only slept with that one guy before you, didn’t she? I thought he was some old guy.”
“So I thought, but it turns out that everything she’s ever told us was a lie.” Higgsy knew Claire really well, obviously. She’d told him the same as me, that she’d only ever slept with one guy before me and hadn’t had any proper boyfriends to speak of. “We went to her school reunion last week and to cut a long story short, I ended up at the bar while she went dancing with one of her old friends.”
“Okay, carry on,” he encouraged me when I paused. Did I tell him everything? I guess I had to. This was Higgsy. He was cool about everything and always had the answers to things when I didn’t.
“I heard some guys that had been in Claire’s year talking about her. One guy was reminiscing and told the friend he was with about Claire and his buddy, Aaron. He described how this guy used to finger her in front of him and his buddies, and then fucked her in front of them.”
“I’m calling bullshit on that,” Lee scoffed. “This is the same Claire they were talking about?”
“Yeah, they had old school photos on the walls. Same Claire.” I took a big gulp of my beer. “It gets worse. He then said how he’d also fucked her, and they’d gone on to have threesomes and a foursome once. He told his buddy she was the school slut for a while but that it all ended when one of their dirty little sessions, in the school gym no less, got busted by one of the teachers.”
“And how did it get from there to you catching her with this guy?” Lee scratched his head, clearly not believing a word.
“Obviously, I was upset, so when I got the chance, I asked her school friend, Steph if it was true. She didn’t want to admit to it, but I managed to coax her into telling me that it was. All of it.”
“Claire. Your Claire. Our Claire. The Claire we know? This is unbelievable.” Lee was looking down into his lap, shaking his head. “The past is the past, dude. She was probably ashamed of what she did. She shouldn’t have lied, but it’s not the end of the world. It was before you. However, I guess you better carry on with the rest of it.”
“I could live with her lying about her past,” I agreed. “But what happened after, I don’t know. It wasn’t the guy talking that I caught her with. It was the ex-boyfriend, Aaron. Steph was acting weird, and I had this gut feeling something was up. When some other guy told me that there was a couple fucking out behind the back of the venue, I just knew.”
“No way.”
“Steph tried to stop me, but I walked down this little alleyway, and there she was.”
“With this Aaron guy?”
“Yeah.” For the first time, I felt a lump in my throat and quickly swallowed it down. It wouldn’t have been the first time that Higgsy saw me cry. I lost my dad several years before and had broken down while out with him one night afterwards. I’d seen him in tears too, when his first girlfriend left him years ago. I wasn’t going to cry over this though. I took a deep breath.
“What was she doing?” Higgsy asked then he sat up straight suddenly. “Sorry, That came out wrong. I guess I can assume-”
“No, it’s fine,” I interrupted, not wanting him to feel awkward. “He was fucking her. They didn’t see me because they were facing the other way. He had her dress pulled up and her tits out and was doing her from behind against a wall.”
It all came out in a rush. How I’d watched them for a minute, then walked away. I even told him about my clumsy pass at Steph and then how she’d weirdly offered me sex to get even with Claire. Higgsy didn’t say anything. He just listened, until I eventually caught up to me seeing Steph yesterday and even checking Claire’s phone this morning. Then I went silent, waiting for his reaction, feeling embarrassed, slightly humiliated and basically lost.
“Wow,” he said after a few minutes. “I’m glad you feel like you can tell me this stuff, Paul. But I have to admit to wishing that you hadn’t. I really don’t know quite what to say. You must be in pieces.”
My head was all over the place with conflicting emotions, but I wasn’t going to tell him about the fact that for some perverse reason I found it quite arousing that she’d been a slut in the past, or how seeing her fucking someone else had turned me on slightly. The fact was that anger and shock had easily overridden those emotions and won out, but I shouldn’t have felt them in the first place, so I kept them to myself for now.
“I don’t want to lose her. She’s my wife, Higgsy. I’ve thought about it a lot, but I really don’t know what to do just yet.”
“You have to confront her, Paul. It’s not easy but that's what you have to do. Sort it out.”
“But what else has she lied about?” I had to explain my dilemma. “If she’s kept her past from me all these years, what else has she been hiding? Who else has she been fucking? If I confront her, yeah, she’ll admit to it, she has to. But how do I find out if there’s been anyone else before that? We’ve been married for ten years. I know Claire. She’s not just suddenly going to confess to everything. She’ll admit to what she can’t deny, but if there’s other stuff going on, I want to know about it before I confront her. I need to know exactly what I’m dealing with here, before I bring it all out into the open.”
“Hold on here,” Higgsy stopped me. “Don’t you think that maybe it’s better off that you don’t know? Ignorance is bliss, so they say. Speak to her. Deal with the lies. Tell her what you know and how you saw her. Ask her what the fuck is going on. But don’t go digging deeper. You said you don’t want to lose her, so why go doing things, looking for more reasons to split up? You could open up a real can of worms.”
I heard what he was saying. If there were others, did I really want to know about them? Would I be better dealing with what I did know, listening to her reasons and then trying to move on and fix what problems we had, without potentially creating more? Higgsy had a valid point, but I knew myself just as well as he did because he spoke before I did.
“You just need to know, don’t you?” he said, with a tone of resignation in his voice.
“Yeah. I can’t live pretending shit didn’t happen, or with distrust and doubts in my mind. Will you help me?”
Higgsy pulled a face, but nodded. “She’s my friend too, don’t forget, but yeah. I’ll help. Not sure how I can though. I’m not going to try it on with her, if that’s what you’re thinking.”
That wasn’t what I had in mind, although it would have potentially been fun. “No,” I laughed. “I haven’t decided yet, but I’ll let you know when I do. I just wanted someone to pour all of this out to, for now. Thanks, Higgsy.”
“That’s what friends are for, mate. I’m sorry you’re in this situation, but we’ll sort it out somehow, I promise.” He punched me in the shoulder. “Now go and get another beer, there’s a good lad.”
We had a couple more drinks before he left, citing that he didn’t want to be there when Claire got back. He was feeling the effects of the alcohol and didn’t trust his face not to give the game away that we knew. He timed it just right, because Claire arrived five minutes later, a little earlier than she’d estimated. She tossed her phone onto the arm of the chair and flopped down into it.
“In future, remind me not to have Champagne cocktails in the daytime,” she giggled. “I’m not good with drinking during the day. It goes straight to my head.”
“Had a good time then?” I smiled, while looking around to make sure that I’d cleared away Higgsy’s beer bottles. I didn’t want her asking what we’d been talking about all afternoon if she knew he’d been around. I felt slightly tipsy and didn’t want to risk accidentally dropping any clues. “Steph okay?”
“Oh yeah. She confirmed that it wasn’t you and her having sex the other night. So you’re off the hook, mister.”
“Told you,” I forced a bit of a fake laugh. It was hard to believe what a good actress she was.
“We had a really good chat. She thinks of the world of you, by the way. I think she’s jealous of me.” Claire stretched and yawned. “I really am quite drunk. I think I need to go to bed and have a nap. Is that okay?”
“You don’t have to ask,” I told her and she went upstairs, wobbling slightly on her feet as she did so. I was quite relieved as it gave me a while to sober up a little and compose myself before I found a way to speak to Steph later. Then I heard a ping. At first I wasn’t sure what it was but then I heard it again. I looked around and saw the screen on her phone light up.
I checked the staircase to make sure that Claire wasn’t on her way down after hearing, then sat down and picked it up. It was a Facebook message from Steph. I pressed ‘open.’
‘It was really good to see you again today. We need to meet up again next week. I enjoyed myself. I really hope you and Paul can work out your problems. He really does love you.’
What problems exactly? What had they talked about? At least I knew that I would be getting some sort of update from Steph when we next spoke. As I came out of the message, I saw another one, underneath it. A conversation with Aaron.
I barely dared to click it. My finger hovered over it for a second. Was Higgsy right? Was I better off not knowing? Of course, I clicked it. The conversation was several messages long.
‘Hi Claire. Hope you don’t mind me messaging you through here,’ read the first one, from him.
‘I’d rather you didn’t. I don’t want Paul seeing them. He’s already suspicious, I think.’ So, she did have an inkling that something was up.
‘I want to see you again.’ Aaron put simply, in his next message.
‘Me too. But we have to be careful.’ My heart sank.
‘Does Paul work during the day?’ As horrified as I was, I couldn’t stop reading. The messages went back and forward over the space of an hour. She must have been with Steph while this was going on. By the end of it, Claire had given Aaron our address. He was coming over Monday morning. The phone dropped from my fingers, numb with shock at how quickly this had all happened.
I sat there staring at the phone, before pulling myself together. I picked it up and cleared it back to the home screen, remembering to mark Steph’s last message as unread before I put it back where Claire had left it. Then I wrote a note and stuck it to the fridge, letting Claire know that I’d gone to the shop for some bits and went out for a walk to clear my head.
As I paced around the streets, my immediate thought was that it was over between us. She was planning to see him again, presumably for more sex, and this time at our house. Probably in our marital bed. So, if it was a drunken one-off thing as Steph had suggested, then how did she explain this? Yes, she was drunk again, but it was hardly a spur-of-the-moment thing. This was planned, set up for Monday. Like I didn’t matter at all. This was full-on, flagrant cheating.
I stopped at the end of the street, deciding to go back, pack a suitcase for her and tell her to get out, but something was stopping me. How many other men was she seeing, or had she done this with in the past? I had to know. Once we’d split up, I’d have no way of finding out. I needed to know exactly how much of a lying, scheming, cheating bitch I’d been married to all these years. I knew it was self-destructive, but I needed to know.
Then, as I thought of her, imagining her in our bed, with another man on top, fucking her, I started to get turned on again. My cock was rock hard in my shorts, and I had no idea why.
Was the burning fire inside me pure anger, or frustration, or arousal? Or a fucked-up mixture of them all? I had no idea, but I walked back to the house, deciding to try and put on some sort of poker face and ride this out until I had at least heard what Steph had to say.
We went out for dinner as usual for a Saturday night, and I managed to be as ‘normal’ as I possibly could. I managed to keep a poker face and stick to my plan. Once we were eating and having a glass of wine, I did somehow push everything to the back of my mind for a while, and actually enjoyed myself. We didn’t stay out all night, as the drinking we’d both done at dinnertime took their toll and we found ourselves tired and happy to go home fairly early for a weekend night.
By the time, we got in, my anger had completely gone and I was only interested in one thing - getting Claire into bed - and while she wasn’t quite as enthusiastic as I was, a few kisses down her neck and across her shoulders soon had her responding. In the bedroom, I couldn’t wait for her to get undressed. I pulled down her top and bra cups, spilling her breasts free and pushed her on to her back.
“Easy, tiger,” she giggled, wriggling away from me. I managed to grab her and pull her back towards me, but she rolled onto her front to try and escape, so I lifted her skirt up and pulled her knickers down with one hand, while pinning her down with the other. Then I grabbed her hips and pulled her towards me. She stiffened for a moment, then relaxed, allowing her feet to find the floor and then pushed back towards me as I took down my trousers and shorts. “Go on then,” she said quietly and I didn’t hesitate, putting the end of my cock in between her small pussy lips, and pushing it in hard.
As I started to fuck her, I realised that we were in almost the exact same position that Aaron had fucked her in a couple of nights before. The thought turned me on. I tried to remember how hard he’d fucked her and the exact rhythm and tried to match it. I moved my hands up to her shoulders, pounding her fast and hard and she started moaning, just like she had the other night.
“God, Claire,” I said, panting for breath. “You’re so tight. You’re always so tight.”
It was too close to what Aaron had said, just two nights before. She stiffened again and looked at me over her shoulder with the strangest look on her face.
“Are you okay?” I asked her. I knew what it was, but I was trying to cover up my mistake. Her expression softened again, but she rolled onto her back, opening her legs for me and drawing me on top of her.
“Yes. Fuck me. Don’t talk. Just fuck me,” she purred. So I did and minutes later, my mind began to fill with the realisation that she might be doing this in a couple of days, right here, on this bed, but with him, and for some reason, that thought made me cum.
Claire drew the quilt over me, wrapped an arm around me, hooking her leg over mine, and I fell into a deep and dreamless sleep.




Chapter 3
Again, in the morning, things felt relatively normal. During the morning though, Claire took her phone into the bathroom with her and was careful not to leave it lying around, which was unusual, but of course I knew why. I always go to see my mother on Sundays, sometimes with Claire and sometimes without and today was a ‘just me’ day. I left Claire sitting in the back garden enjoying the warm sun while I headed out but as soon as I got in the car, I called Steph to see when we could chat.
“I’m free now, if you want to stop by?” she offered and I said yes. She gave me her address and it turned out that her house wasn’t too far out of the way, so just a few minutes later, I pulled up outside and she was there to meet me at the door with a coffee and a warm smile.
“How are you?” I said as I looked around the nicely presented hallway and living room.
“I’m good, thanks. But how are you?” She was wearing a plain white t-shirt which fitted well, showing her shape off to perfection. Steph was slimmer than Claire and her breasts were nowhere near as big, maybe a B cup, or C at the most, but what curves she did have were all in the right places. Without her makeup she wasn’t quite as striking as I’d first thought, but her fresh face was pretty enough. Back in the day, I wouldn’t have said no, and for a moment, I half-regretted not taking her up on the offer of revenge sex the other night.
“I’m doing okay, I think,” I replied honestly. “A bit mixed up but trying to figure things out.”
“I’m guessing that you want to know what she told me yesterday?” Steph sat opposite me, crossing one leg over the other. She was wearing tight blue jeans, which were drawn taut by the movement, drawing my eye to her shapely legs.
“If you don’t mind? You did promise.” I took a deep breath. “Did she mention that she’s seeing him tomorrow?”
“Aaron?” Steph blinked in surprise. “No. But let me tell you what she did say. Are you sure you want to know? This might be a bit…not nice to hear.”
I’d prepared myself for ‘not nice to hear.’ I was fully expecting it. “I want to know everything,” I said as positively as I could. “No matter what it is.”
Steph fidgeted again, her discomfort obviously not just coming from the skin tight denim. “We talked about normal stuff at first, like girls do. She was telling me all about you, and how great you are and how much she loves you. Showing off, basically. Then of course, the subject shifted to the other night.”
“She said that about me?”
“Yes. She adores you, Paul. No matter what I’m about to tell you, you have to believe that.”
“Well, go ahead and spit it out. I have to go over to my mum’s soon.” I wasn’t in a rush to go to my mother’s really. I just wanted to hear it. Like pulling off a plaster strip in one quick movement. It was better to get it over and done with quickly, if it was going to hurt.
“Claire likes big dicks, Paul. She likes big men. She likes it rough. Dirty. She always did. She said that the other night with Aaron only happened because she’s been feeling this way for a while. She said he offered her a quickie outside, for old times’ sake, and because she was drunk, all the frustration in her all came out and she found herself saying yes.”
I was stunned. She likes big dicks? Rough sex? Since when?
“H-hold on,” I managed to stammer. “So, she thinks my dick is small?”
“She says you’re maybe a little smaller than average,” Steph was trying not to grin. I could see the corners of her mouth twitch upwards for a second and I had a fleeting impulse to shout at her, or wipe the smile off her face with a slap, but I’d never hit a woman, no matter what.
“Claire was really nice about you, Paul. She said that she fell so deeply in love with you, that she was too ashamed to ever tell you about ‘her mistakes,’ as she calls them. She made me promise to never tell you because she doesn’t want to lose you.”
“But she wants him,” I said glumly. What Steph was saying did nothing to make me feel better. I suddenly felt terribly inadequate. I’d prepared myself for hearing bad news, but not this.
“She doesn’t want a relationship with him,” Steph explained. I could tell she was trying to be tactful, but also honest as I’d requested. “Claire said that she didn’t care that you weren’t dirty in bed at first. She loved you and loved being with you and enjoyed sex with you. She says she still does, but for the past few years she’s yearned for something more. She said she didn’t know what it was, but something was missing from your sex life and when Aaron offered her some fun, a chance to do something bad, to rebel, she took it.”
“Does she regret it?” I knew the answer before I asked. She wouldn’t be seeing him again tomorrow, if she did.
“No. I know that’s not what you want to hear, but she said she enjoyed it. We talked about it and I said that she was risking her relationship with you if she went down this path again, and she said that she knew, but that it was worth it. She said she just needs some good sex. She’d realised what she’s been missing out on all these years. She didn’t actually tell me she was planning to see him again, but she told me that she wouldn’t rule it out if the opportunity arose again. I think that she believes that this will improve your relationship by making her happier and more fulfilled. She doesn’t want to ruin it.”
“So my cock isn’t big enough. And I’m not rough enough or good enough in bed. That’s basically what you’re saying?” I couldn’t believe what was coming out of my mouth. I was almost shouting in anger. “But she loves me and doesn’t want to lose me, so she thinks it’s fine to go out and fuck other guys to save our relationship. Really? Seriously?”
Steph’s eyes were wide, and she was visibly pulling back from me. I realised that I was standing. She didn’t say anything. She looked frightened and I apologised, sitting back down in a shaking heap on the settee.
“You asked me to find out and then tell you the truth. I’m sorry.” Steph spread her hands. “This isn’t my fault. I’m just doing what you asked. And it’s not all bad. She does love you and-”
“I’ve heard enough, Steph.” With that, I got up and stormed out, sitting in the car for ten minutes until my hands stopped shaking and my heart slowed down. Then, I put on my poker face once more and went to somehow have dinner with my mother.
My mum did manage to take my mind off things for a while, reminiscing about my dad and then talking about the various scandals that were happening on the council estate where she lived. It was nice to forget about my troubles for a while, but as soon as I got back in the car to go home, my phone bleeped as though it knew I’d just stepped back into the real world again.
It was Steph. I realised that I’d had no signal while in my mother’s, so the message had been sent earlier but I’d only just received it now.
‘Paul, I hope you don’t do anything crazy. Just let Claire get him out of her system tomorrow and see what happens after that. This is just something she needs to do, I think. She loves you and will see sense eventually. I wish you hadn’t walked out like that. Let me know you’re okay.’
I sent a short message to say that I’d only just got her message and apologised for leaving so abruptly. I said that I wasn’t going to do anything rash but I was upset. I wasn’t going to lie.
Her reply followed almost immediately. ‘Good. You know where I am if you need anyone to talk to. Either of you.’
I’d made up my mind what I was going to do. From what Steph had said, there hadn’t been anyone before Aaron. That was the first time she’d cheated on me. There might not be any other skeletons in Claire’s closet like I feared. I just needed to deal with Aaron and Claire, and then hopefully the way forward would be a bit clearer. And I could only think of one way to do it.
Claire made light conversation when I got back, asking questions about how my mother was and I filled the evening by mostly repeating the conversations I’d had with her. With that, and then some catching up on our favourite TV series after Sunday supper, the night passed without incident. We didn’t have sex, but she did cuddle and kiss me in bed before we went to sleep. I managed to be affectionate and loving back. I didn’t find it hard, it came naturally because despite everything, I loved this woman of mine more than anything else in the world.
The following morning was the big day. Not just any Monday, no today was the Monday that I was going to confront my cheating wife. I called in sick to my boss while Claire was in the shower, then continued getting ready as though I was going to work like normal. I left after giving her a kiss, just like I always did, but only drove as far as the local McDonalds, where I ordered a coffee and sat down to wait until the time they’d agreed to meet. 9.00am, she’d said in the messages. To give Paul enough time to get to work safely, she’d said, and to give them both plenty of time to enjoy each other before Aaron had to leave, at lunch. And he’d agreed.
I would have had some breakfast, but my stomach, which had been full of the worst sort of butterflies when I first woke up, had now tightened into a curled up, clenched ball. For a little while, I wondered whether or not I could really do this. But I knew I had to even though Steph’s words echoed in my mind. Let her get him out of her system. Don’t do anything stupid.
How long did I give them? I waited until 9.30am, downing three coffees in that time, which probably just made my nerves worse but I couldn’t sit there doing nothing. 9.30am. They’d have been in there for half an hour by now. Was that enough time for them to have gone upstairs? To get naked. To start fucking in our bed. Our marital bed.
I drove home slowly, being careful to park a few houses down, then I took the path around the rear, and came in through the back door. As quietly as I could, being careful to peek through the windows first to make sure they weren’t downstairs, I walked in and closed and relocked the door gently behind me, then walked through to the bottom of the stairs.
I could hear them. Or Claire, at least. She was moaning quietly. Repetitively. They were fucking. Anger boiled through me. As well as lust again. That pesky, stupid emotion didn’t belong here. Why was I turned on? My stupid head.
As I crept upstairs, I imagined what I was going to see. Them both naked. Sweaty. Fucking like animals in bed. Our bed.
Bastard.
Slut.
As I reached the bedroom door, I could still hear Claire.
Could I do this?
Yes, I had to.
I pushed the door open and walked in. I expected them to be naked, probably in the missionary position, but there was only Claire there. And she was fully dressed, sitting on a chair by the window.
“Hello,” I sputtered, after a second, utterly confused.
“I fucking knew it,” said Claire, glaring at me. “You didn’t even go to work.”
What was going on?
“Where is he?” I asked. Was he hiding in a wardrobe? He couldn’t have moved that quickly.
“Aaron? You tried to catch me out?” Claire hissed at me. “You sneaky fucker.”
“Me? Sneaky?” I laughed out loud. “I’m not the one cheating.”
Claire’s eyes widened slightly. “You looked at my phone, didn’t you? I noticed the other day that it had been moved and you looked guilty. How long have you been spying on me?”
“Maybe I shouldn’t need to spy on you? If you weren’t fucking around, I wouldn’t have to!” I half-shouted. “What’s going on and where’s Aaron?”
“Oh, he’s not here. I set it all up. It was all fake. I got him to send me those fake messages as a test, then I left the phone downstairs deliberately while I went upstairs.” She smiled smugly. “Just to see if you were spying on me. When I came downstairs, the phone had moved again, so I felt pretty sure you’d seen them. Then I waited for you to say something and when you didn’t, I kind of had a feeling that you’d do this. So I waited for you. And you didn’t let me down, you distrustful shit.”
It was beginning to make sense now. Sort of. “So… let me get this right. You’re not cheating on me with Aaron?” I asked. “There’s nothing going on? You got him to send you those messages but really he was never coming over here today?”
I could still hear the moaning sounds and realised they were coming from porn playing on Claire’s phone.  Meant to fool me into barging in like I had. She tapped the screen to stop it.
“Of course there’s nothing going on. He was never going to come over here,” she said sharply. “I got in touch with him and asked him to send me those messages, just to see if you would fall for it.”
“Claire, have you ever cheated on me? Ever? Before we got married even.” I sat down on the bed, realising how much I was shaking from all the unspent anger. Claire had realised that I’d seen the messages between her and Aaron and had tried to come up with a good plan, except for one major problem.
“No,” she said calmly, appearing to settle down a little. “I flirted a bit with Aaron and his friends the other night, but I didn’t do anything. I’ve always been faithful to you.”
She didn’t know that I’d actually seen her doing it the other night. She didn’t know about Steph telling me everything. This was well-planned. Oh, she was good. I had to give her that. But not good enough.
I took a deep breath. This might not have quite gone to plan the way I’d envisioned it, but I was going to do this. I had to.
“Claire, I saw you the other night. I know the truth about you and Aaron.” Her composure slipped a little. Her face tightened as I continued. “About you and Aaron, and Tom… and Nick… and the teacher catching you.”
Her mouth dropped open but she didn’t say anything for a moment. She stared at me, not blinking for a while, then shook her head. “What do you mean, you saw me?”
“I was outside the venue when Mark told me that someone was having sex around the back. He was drunk. He didn’t even know it was you.” I didn’t want to drop Steph in it, nor did I really want to unnecessarily get Mark in trouble either, as much as I didn’t care for him. “Out of curiosity I walked through to have a look who it was.”
Claire’s eyes weren’t staring at me any more. She was staring down at her feet. “What did you see, exactly?”
“You,” I said bluntly. “Tits out, bent over, with Aaron. Do I need to spell it out? Are you telling me that you were that drunk that you can’t remember?”
“Who told you about the thing with Tom and Nick and him?” she said so quietly that I could hardly hear her.
“I overheard Tom telling his friend about you. They were standing right next to me at the bar. I heard the whole story.” I sighed ruefully. “I didn’t believe them, until later when I saw you with Aaron.”
“I’m… so… sorry,” Claire said simply, then burst into tears, slumping forward and putting her head into her hands.
I sat there in silence, wanting desperately to go over to her, to wrap my arms around her and tell her everything was okay, but I couldn’t. She’d lied to me. And tried to trick her way out of the situation today. Why did she deserve my comfort?
“Do you want to tell me the truth?” I asked her gently. “I’m offering you a chance to explain yourself.”
She sobbed for a little while longer, then lifted her face to look at me. Her eyes were red and her cheeks were streaked with mascara. “I don’t even know where to start,” she whimpered.
“Was the plan for Aaron to come over today, or not?” I asked.
“Yes,” she replied miserably. “I cancelled him when I realised you’d possibly seen the messages. Then I tried to make it out like…” she tailed off, bursting into tears all over again.
“Like it was all staged, a trap,” I finished it off for her. “You tried to make me feel like I was just being paranoid.” It was hard to contain my anger, but seeing the woman I love so upset stopped me from being anything other than sympathetic. “Tell me the truth. I know you fucked him the other night. Who else have you done this with while we’ve been married? Aaron can’t be the first one.”
Claire broke off the sobs abruptly. Anger blossomed in her eyes and her voice. “No one!” she snapped. “I was drunk and horny and he wouldn’t leave me alone and well, it just happened and I’m sorry. But I swear, that’s the first time.”
“Really?” She was corroborating what Steph had already said, but who knew if she was telling the truth about other guys? Would she admit to doing more, even to her friend?
“Really. I’ll swear on whatever you want. I’ll be honest, if you want?” Claire swallowed before carrying on. “I’ve been tempted. I’ve had lots of opportunities. If I wanted to sleep around, I could have, but I always resisted in the past. But this one time-”
“You resisted?” I interrupted her, emphasizing the word. “That makes it sound like you did want to, not like you didn’t. Aren’t you happy with our sex life?”
I wanted her to tell me what she’d told Steph. In a way, of course I didn’t, but I needed to hear the truth.
I, well, I…” she rubbed at her damp cheeks, mouth opening and closing, but she didn’t say anything further.
I guess that confirmed it. My stomach tightened. “Just be honest. I think you love me, Claire. I love you too. If we have problems, we need to sort them out. Fucking your old boyfriend isn’t going to fix anything, is it?”
“The other night when we had sex, me and you,” she managed to find her voice again, “You shoved me on the bed. You pulled my dress down, almost tore my panties off and then you were really rough with me.”
“Yes?”
“That’s how I like it,” she said. “That’s how I’ve always liked it. In fact, I like it rougher. I like it really hard.”
“Like how Aaron fucked you?” I let anger get the better of me. I felt my fists clench involuntarily? “Did he fuck you really hard, Claire? Did he treat you like a slut? Is that really what you want? To be used like some cheap whore?”
She just looked at me, shocked at the sudden anger in my voice, then shrugged weakly. “Yes, if I’m honest. Yes. You don’t do it hard or rough enough. I like sex with you. Please don’t think I don’t, but I just want it hard sometimes. I want proper rough dirty sex. I want fucking. I don’t want to make love all the time. When I was young, I was really uninhibited for a while. When I first discovered sex, with Aaron, I just wanted it all the time. I let him, Tom and Nick do whatever they want, and do you know what? I don’t regret a moment. I did for a while. I was ashamed of how I’d been so promiscuous. When I met you, I wanted to erase it all. I wanted to pretend that I was innocent again. I was so in love with you, I just wanted you to love me for the innocent young thing that you thought I was.”
“I’d have loved you no matter what,” I stopped her. “You could have told me that you’d slept with the entire football team and I’d have still loved you.”
“I don’t believe that,” she said. “I was used goods. I had a reputation. Men don’t like girls like that. Like now. Now that I’ve slept with someone else, I bet you hate me, don’t you? Now you know about this side of me, I bet you don’t want me anymore.”
“I don’t know,” I said honestly. “I don’t hate you, I know that. And I don’t not want you because you’ve got this sexual side to you, or because you slept with Aaron. What hurts me is the fact that you lied to me. Over and over again. All these years. So many lies.”
Claire didn’t have an answer for that. “I can tell how angry you are,” she said. I noticed that her hands were shaking. “Do you want us to split up? Are you leaving me?”
“I love you,” I said. “I don’t want to lose you. But this... “ I didn’t know what else to say.
“I won’t do it again,” Claire looked the very image of sorrow. “I promise.”
“And then what?” I said, “We go on like we were? With me distrusting you and you unsatisfied in bed? Wanting more? Wanting someone with a bigger cock than me and wishing for dirtier sex that I can give you?”
She looked aghast. “Who says I want a bigger cock? You’re reading things into it now that I haven’t even said.”
“So you don’t like bigger ones? You don’t think I’m small?” Again, my anger bested me and I stood up, pulling my jeans and shorts down. I had an erection for some bizarre reason. I was about five inches long on a good day. I knew that I wasn’t big, and I knew I was a little on the thin side compared to some, but I’d seen smaller and thinner. However, I’d never realised that my wife thought I was small until Steph mentioned it.
“Look at it, I’m hardly well endowed, am I? Is that what you want? Big fat cocks? Because if it is, I can’t give it to you, can I?”
I only realised I was shouting when I noticed how frightened Claire looked. I also felt ridiculous because I was standing there holding my cock while ranting at her. Now that I’d finished going off at her, I felt stupid.
“Why are you hard?” she asked me. Probably because she didn’t know what else to say.
I ignored the question because it was too difficult to answer. “Is he bigger than me? Aaron, I mean. Be honest.”
“Yes, I suppose so. Well, yes, he is. He has a biggish one. Not as big as Tom, if I remember rightly but yes.”
I pulled my shorts and jeans up. “And you like that?”
“It’s not just about his size, Paul. Or yours. Size doesn’t matter all that much, although I suppose it helps. It’s much more about how he does it, compared to you.” She exhaled slowly. “Look. I was just tempted. I wanted to see if he was as good as I remember. A moment of weakness. I was drunk.”
“You were going to fuck him here? In our house? Our bed?”
Claire got up and sat next to me. “But I didn’t.” She licked her lips for some reason, then slid her hand into the front of my shorts. My hard on had wilted slightly but the moment her fingers touched it, it stiffened again. She held me, then let go to pull down my shorts and jeans, then took me in her hand again, slowly stroking me.
What the hell did she think she was doing? Did she think she could get around me so easily?
“Do you swear that you’ve only been unfaithful the one time? The other night, that’s it?” I said, trying to fix her attention on my face, and pull mine away from what she was doing.
“If you promise not to leave me, I swear that I’ll tell you the truth about everything. I’ll be one hundred percent honest from now on.” She didn’t stop caressing me, I felt myself getting harder in her hand. “Aaron was the first and the last. Whatever you want to know, I’ll tell you.”
“How can I ever trust you again? I can’t be enough for you. I know that now. How can I ever be enough? I’m not like him. I’m not some super popular ladykiller with a big cock who can be rough and all that in bed. I’m me. I don’t want to have to try and change, Claire.”
She was pumping my cock fast now. God, it felt good.
“Like you said, we’ll talk about it. You were rough with me the other night and I liked it. Do it again. Do it now.” Claire got up and dropped her own jeans, then got on the bed. “Come and fuck me.”
She was laid there in just a t-shirt and panties, her legs open, waiting for me to rip them off and take her. I really wanted to do it, but it felt like I was giving in. Like I was letting her win. Letting her manipulate me. Somehow, I managed to resist. I stepped away from the bed.
“We need to talk about this. I can’t just-”
“So you’re not going to?” Claire looked shocked. “You don’t want me?”
“I do, but-”
“But what?” she cut me off. I thought she was sad but she was actually angry with me. “Fine. Off you go downstairs then. I’ll call Aaron and tell him it’s back on. I want sex, Paul, and if you’re not going to give it to me, then I’ll find someone who will and I know if I asked him again, he’d come right round her like a shot and fuck me good. Like a real man.”
The words stung. She was taunting me, trying to get a reaction but I wouldn’t give her the one she wanted. “Fine,” I said. “Call him. I’m going to go out and get drunk.”
“What?”
“You heard me. You’ve already fucked him once, a second time doesn’t make a difference, does it? It’s not like it’s someone new.” She wouldn’t do it, even though she picked her phone up threateningly. “Go on. Fill your boots. Get your fix. We’ll talk later.”
Claire started tapping the screen. Was she going to do it? For some reason, my cock twitched at the thought. I’d felt a weird feeling when I first walked into the bedroom and had seen that she was alone and dressed. I hadn’t known what it was then, but now I realized what it was. I’d actually been disappointed.
And as I walked downstairs, with Claire shouting after me that she was going to do it, that she was going to get fucked properly unless I came back right this moment, I realized something else. I wanted her to do it.
So I left. I got in the car, and drove away. Let her do whatever she wanted. I couldn’t do this right now. The revelations. Her feelings. My feelings. It was all too much.
The first person I called was Steph. She’d always said I could call her any time, but this time she didn’t answer. I sent her a text saying that I’d confronted Claire but that she’d tried to trick her way out of it and now we’d had a huge row. I ended the message by asking her to call me as soon as she could. I was in no fit state to go to the pub or my mother’s, so failing Steph, my next plan was to call Higgsy.
“Hey man,” he answered the call in his usual laid back manner. “What’s up?”
“It’s all true,” I sighed. “She fucked those guys in school. She was going to see this Aaron guy today but I busted their little hook up.”
“You did what?” He said, sounding shocked. “Fuck. Where are you? You didn’t do anything stupid, did you?”
“I took the day off work to see if I could catch her at it, and stopped it before it even started,” I reassured him. “I’m fine. She confessed to everything. We had a row and now I’m just driving around to think.”
“Get your ass round to mine. I’m working from home today. Lisa ‘s not in, so it’s fine. We can talk. It’ll give you some time to get your head straight.”
I was there in a few minutes, and Higgsy made me a coffee rather than a beer, because I was driving. I went over everything with him, from looking at her phone and seeing the messages, to the failed attempt to catch her at it today and then everything that had been said between us afterwards.
“Do you think she’s phoned him?” I wondered out loud. “He could be there now, fucking her.”
Higgsy puffed out his cheeks and let out a deep breath. “If she is, it’s your own fault, dude. You should have stayed and worked it out instead of storming out, but hey, what’s done is done. You just have to work out where you go from here. Starting with deciding what you want.”
The only thing I hadn’t shared with him was how it had all turned me on. That was something I couldn’t quite explain myself, and I had to figure it out in my head first. It felt slightly humiliating telling Higgsy how Claire had explained that she wanted rough sex and more in her sex life than what I currently gave her, but I managed to say it. In a way, it kind of excused what she’d done and because I loved her, it felt like I owed it to her to explain and give her a reason, rather than just painting her out to be a straight-out cheater. I didn’t want Higgsy to hate her.
“If I’m honest, Higgsy, I still want her. I love her. This hasn’t changed that. I don’t like her right now, but I still love her.”
“Well, at least you know the truth, which is what you wanted,” he replied. “I was going to call you tonight because I did manage to find someone who knew Aaron and that group.”
“Who?”
“One of their friends called Brian. Nice guy that I used to work with. I remembered that he went to our school and put him at the same age as them, so I made an excuse to call him and asked him.”
“And?”
“He remembers Claire. He didn’t get to fuck her himself, but he said that Aaron and several of his mates all fucked her at one time or another. He wasn’t sure how many, but he thought it was three or four. So yeah, I guess it’s all true. I was going to ring you tonight. Oh, and one other thing you should know”
What now? I hardly dared ask. “What?”
“Remember that Claire said she lost her virginity with some older guy? Her boyfriend’s best mate or something. What was his name again? I remember him having a strange name.”
“Marvin,” I said. “Claire said he was called Marvin.”
Higgsy went quiet, biting his lip and cursing under his breath. “Paul, Mr Broadhurst’s first name was Marvin. So maybe that other rumour has some truth to it. I can’t say for sure, but anyway, I thought you should know.”
Nothing surprised me. Maybe she had fucked the teacher too. It would explain why he kept it all quiet, if Claire was convincing him to do so by letting him fuck her. Another thing she’d kept from me, if it was true.
“Thanks. I appreciate it. If it’s true, I’ll deal with it somehow.”
My phone rang, making me jump slightly. I picked it up and saw Steph’s number. Higgsy knew everything, so I didn’t need privacy. I just answered it.
“Paul, what have you done?” said a worried sounding Steph.
“I’m okay,” I reassured her, “I’m at my friend’s house, sorting my head out.”
“I’ve already called Claire,” Steph told me. “I called her first, pretending that I was just passing by and asking if she wanted a coffee, but she told me that she was busy. Then I heard a male voice in the background and thinking it was you, I asked what she was up to, and if you weren’t at work. I thought you’d gone back to sort things out.”
A male voice? He was there. I felt my hands shaking. “It wasn’t me,” I said in a very unsteady voice.
“I know. She told me that Aaron had called around. She asked me to keep it a secret. Then I heard him ask Claire who was on the phone and when she told him that it was me, I heard him laugh and shout out to call back later because I’d interrupted them fucking.”
I’d expected it, but it still felt like a punch in the stomach when I heard it. “Okay. Thanks for letting me know, Steph. I guess I should give them a while before going home then.” I was laughing, but in a self-loathing sort of way.
“Yes, I guess so. Let her get him out of her system. I know she loves you, Paul,” Steph sounded genuinely sympathetic. “I think she’s having some sort of early mid-life crisis or something.”
“What did you say to her?” I was curious to know.
“I told her to have a good time but to make sure that she didn’t end up screwing up her marriage. Then I said I’d call her tomorrow. She just said okay. As she hung up I heard him tell her to hurry up and get back to sucking his dick.”
Why did Steph have to tell me that? It felt like she was rubbing it in. I let it go without saying anything. “I think it might be a bit late for our marriage not to be fucked up, if I’m honest, but thanks anyway. Okay, I’m going to go.”
“Take care, Paul,” Steph said. “Call me and let me know what happens later when you go home?”
I told her I would, then hung up and told Higgsy what Steph had said. He scratched his head and shrugged. “Why don’t you stay here tonight? You can get drunk. Forget all about it for a while. Call in sick to work tomorrow, then go home once you’ve sobered up a bit.”
“Thanks for the offer, but I won’t be able to relax until I’ve sorted this out.” I was in a state of shock. It was sinking in now, what she’d done. I couldn’t actually believe that she had really called him after I’d gone. That she’d told him to come around like she’d threatened to. No doubt they were fucking right now. “I need to go home, but not yet, if you fancy making another coffee?”
I stayed there for an hour or so. Higgsy made me a sandwich and we chatted about other things. He was obviously trying to take my mind off everything that was going on, like a true friend would, but the whole time I couldn’t stop thinking about what was probably happening back home right now. I couldn’t get the imagined vision of Aaron and Claire, in our bed at home, while I was here chatting about normal things with my best friend. Like nothing was out of the ordinary.
Then out of the blue, Claire called me. I hesitated before answering, looking to Higgsy for advice.
“Just answer it. Be yourself. Pretend I’m not here,” he smiled encouragingly.
“Hi,” I said. “I’m sorry for storming off.” Why the hell was I apologising? She should be the one begging me for forgiveness.
“Are you okay?” she asked. I was so glad to hear Claire’s voice, if I was honest with myself. “I’ve been worried,” she said. “Where are you? Please come home, so we can talk.”
“I’m fine. I’m at Higgsy’s.”
Claire went quiet for a moment. “What have you told him?” she asked.
“Everything,” I confessed. “I needed someone to talk to. Why do you want me to come home? To talk about what? Are you leaving me for him?” I knew I was jumping to conclusions and wished I could have taken the words back the moment I said them.
“Slow down,” Claire said. “No, I’m not leaving you for him. We need to talk. Without you walking out everytime I tell you something you don’t want to hear. Tell Higgsy thank you from me for looking after you, but please just come home.”
So I did. Higgsy gave me a pat on the back and told me to go home and sort my shit out, wishing me good luck as I left. I felt like I needed a lot more than just good luck.
I was shaking with a mixture of nerves, anger, anxiety and arousal as I drove home. Not a good combination. By the time, I’d got out of the car and reached the front door, my legs felt weak and wobbly.
What the fuck was wrong with me? This was just Claire. My wife for the past ten years. I could do this.
On the way home, I’d wondered how to approach this. I knew that she’d had Aaron round while I’d been at Higgsy’s. I knew that she’d at least sucked his cock, and most likely fucked him, judging from what Steph had said. Would she admit to any of it? If not, how did I tell her that I knew, without giving away that Steph was my source of information?
I had no idea what I was going to walk into as I opened the door and went through into the living room. Claire was in her dressing gown for some reason, sitting on the sofa, watching TV. When she heard me come in, she immediately jumped up, rushed over and wrapped her arms around me, sobbing into my chest. I put my arms around her and held her while she cried.
“What’s wrong?” I asked. Even though everything right now felt wrong, I wanted to know specifically why she was crying.
She took a while to answer, during which I just held her tightly. “I don’t want to lose you,” she said finally. “I’m sorry I lied. I’m sorry I’ve... done... stuff.”
“Why are you in your dressing gown?” I asked. I wanted to know what ‘stuff’ she’d done, but assumed that Aaron had only left a while ago and she hadn’t bothered or perhaps had time to get dressed before I got home. Maybe if I asked about the dressing gown, she would admit to what she’d done while I was out.
She looked up at me. Her eyes were red with my crying. “After you’d gone, I called him. In anger. It was stupid. Please forgive me.”
“Forgive what?” I pushed her to tell me exactly what she’d done. “Nothing to forgive if you just called him.”
“I told him to come over,” she said hesitantly.
“And did he?”
Claire nodded. I was still holding her in my arms. “Yes, he came over and…”
“And?” I prompted her when she went quiet.”
“We had sex. I’m so sorry. Please forgive me. I just called him over to talk but…”
I felt guilty for pushing her when I could tell that she felt so awkward, but I needed to hear it all from her own mouth. “What exactly happened? I need to know, Claire. You owe me the truth.”
She pushed her way out of my embrace, then took my hand and led me to the sofa, where we both sat down. “He came over and I told him that you knew about everything. I had to do that, in case you decided to come back and have a go at him. I got upset. I was crying and he cuddled me and the next thing I knew, we were kissing.”
So that was how it happened. He took advantage of her. Again. She could have said no, but she obviously didn’t, so it wasn’t all his fault, whatever happened next. I let her carry on.
“He started taking my clothes off, and I just got carried away, I suppose. We did it and now I feel horrible.”
“You did what? Like I said, I need to know exactly what you did.” I didn’t know why, but I wanted to picture it, even though I knew it’d hurt.
She grimaced and then looked at me in concern. “Are you sure?” When I nodded, she sighed and told me. “We got naked and went upstairs. I went down on him then we made love.”
“You made love?” I questioned and she instantly corrected herself.
“We had sex. Not like when you and I do it. It was - you know? Rough. Real sex.”
“Real?” I laughed even though she was indirectly insulting me. “So when we do it, it’s not real? And you did it in our bed, I presume? Our marital bed.”
“I’m sorry,” Claire apologised. “I didn’t mean it like that. I meant like sex with no strings, or like when you first get together with someone, or have a one-night stand.”
“Did you cum?” I asked. It was surreal that I was even having this conversation. “I take it that he did?”
“We both did,” she said. Claire was visibly shaking. “He came inside me but we used a condom so…”
That was something, I suppose. “So you enjoyed it?”
Claire’s green eyes searched my face. “Yes. He’s good in bed. I miss that sort of sex. I love what we have but I just needed something… something more. I’m sorry. I understand if you want us to split up, but I don’t want to.”
“What’s the alternative?” I exploded, making her back away up the sofa. “I’m sorry for shouting, but what do we do if we don’t split up? You expect us to go back to normal, but with me wondering when you’re next going to go and fuck someone behind my back because you ‘need something more’ and can’t help yourself?”
“W-w-we could stay together,” Claire stammered, “I’ll be honest about things. If I want to have sex with someone, I could find someone discreet, like Aaron or whoever, and it doesn’t have to be behind your back. I would get what I need and we’d be happier for it, and…”
“You want to have your cake and eat it, basically.” I couldn’t believe what I was hearing.
“Yes, if you want to put it that way. We don’t have to split up. We could try it and see if it works, and if you can’t handle it, then we can split up.” Claire slipped the robe off her shoulders. She was naked underneath. Part of me wanted to reach out and touch her breasts, but Aaron had only just left. The image of him kissing them, of him sucking them popped into my head and I drew my hands away. “What’s wrong?” Claire said. “Don’t you want me any more?”
“It just feels weird,” I said honestly. “Knowing that he’s just been here, touching you.”
Claire reached over and rubbed the front of my trousers, then her eyes went wide. “You’re hard though?” she pointed out. I knew I was, and it bothered me. “You were this morning too. Does it turn you on, knowing that I’ve been a slut?”
I nodded, albeit reluctantly. She was being honest. So should I. “I don’t know why.”
She undid my zip and pulled my cock out. “I asked you to come home so we could talk. I want to fix things. I don’t want to split up, Paul.”
Then she went down, and took me in her mouth. I didn’t stop her. It felt so good, the warmth of her mouth around me, the sensation of her tongue licking up and down my cock.
I suddenly got the urge to reclaim her. Claire was mine. She was my wife. Her pussy was mine. I wanted her so strongly right then, more so than I can ever remember wanting her for years, so I pushed her back, pulling the robe open and she opened her legs to let me take her.
Her pussy was still wet, so my hard cock slid in with no resistance as I bent my head forward to kiss her hard on the lips. She returned the kiss, locking her lips to mine then sliding her tongue forward into my mouth. Her hands went behind me, her sharp nails digging into my backside through my jeans, which I hastily discarded along with the rest of my clothes.
“You want rough?” I growled at her. “I’ll give you rough.” I rammed my cock into her as hard as I could, pinning her down by her throat. Her eyes opened wide but she didn’t say anything, so I pounded her as fast as I could muster, before lifting her legs up and folding them back for deeper penetration. I hammered her the best I could and by the time I finished, cumming deep into her pussy, I was bathed in sweat and out of breath.
“That’s how I like it,” said Claire dreamily as I slumped next to her on the sofa, exhausted now both physically and emotionally. “If you were an inch longer and a few inches taller and broader, you’d be perfect, but I do love you.”
“I love you too,” I managed to mumble while trying to get my breath back.
Claire wriggled her way under my arm, and snuggled into me. “Don’t leave me,” she whispered.
How could I leave the woman I loved? Especially considering everything she’d said. I loved her too much to just leave. I had to find a way to make this work. Even if it meant doing as she suggested, and letting her have Aaron as a lover.
The rest of the afternoon was spent fairly quietly. Both Claire and I felt a little awkward and there was a small amount of tension between us, for the most part because both of us were probably thinking about our next move and where we went from here. It wasn’t until later over our evening meal that we talked about it.
“So, what do we do next?” I asked her  after we’d finished eating.
“Wash the pots and watch some telly?” Claire smiled. “Sorry, I’m just joking. I think you need to think about what I said earlier, before we made love. Then let me know your thoughts and we’ll see. I know it’s hard to forgive what I’ve done, and probably even harder to take in what I said, so I’ll give you as long as you need to decide what you want. Until then, I suppose we need to get on with our lives as normal as we can?”
Normal? I didn’t know what normal was anymore. “I know what I want. I want what we had before. We were happy, weren’t we?”
Claire looked at the table, her eyes downcast. “I was. But I want more. I’m sorry. I’m just trying to be honest.”
Anger bubbled inside me, but I swallowed it down, along with no small amount of hurt. “I appreciate you’re being honest, but don’t you care about my feelings at all?”
“Would you rather I lie to you?” she said. “Would you rather live a lie? Me pretending to be happy and satisfied, when really I’m unhappy? Would you rather I cheat on you, like I did? Can you live like that, Paul?”
“Of course not,” I replied simply.
“We either try this, or we split up then.” The way she said it wasn’t like an ultimatum. She said it with a tone of sadness and regret. But in reality, I suppose it was an ultimatum. I knew it was.
“I’ll think about it. But don’t get your hopes up,” I said honestly. “I don’t think I can do what you want. But I promise I’ll sleep on it.”
“Talk to Higgsy,” Claire suggested. “Take some advice. Don’t think I want to split up. I don’t. I want us to try what I suggested. I love you. I just can’t live an unhappy life.” Just then her phone rang. “Hi Steph,” she answered. “Yes, I can talk…”
I didn’t want to hear what she had to say to her friend. I took that as an excuse  to get up and walk away, choosing to do the dishes, and then got a beer out of the fridge, drinking to empty my head for a while. We watched TV in silence before going to bed, after Claire had changed the sheets that she’d fucked Aaron in and then we slept without any further sex, and with more distance between us than was usual.




Chapter 4
I let Claire have a sleep-in the following morning, not bothering to wake her before I went back to work. I couldn’t take any further time off, and had a lot to catch up on but found myself struggling to concentrate well enough to do much. I told my boss that I still wasn’t feeling myself, and he told me to take it easy and not push myself too hard.
The whole morning I just kept wondering what Claire was doing. Had she invited Aaron around again? Were they fucking in our bed? On the sofa? Maybe she’d gone to his house? I couldn’t stand it, so during my lunch break I called Steph.
“Why are you asking me?” was the answer that Claire’s friend gave me when I asked her what I thought my wife might be doing. “Call her and find out.”
“I daren’t,” I said, quite honestly. “Or maybe I just don’t want to know?”
“She hasn’t confided in me, if that’s what you’re wondering,” Steph said. “I spoke to her last night. She told me about everything that’d happened and that you talked about it last night. She doesn’t want to lose you but she does need some fun. Let her do it. Let her get it out of her system and then see where you are after that.”
It all sounded so sensible but just seemed so outrageous. I knew that if the boot was on the other foot - if I was the one saying that I just wanted some fun with other women - it would be seen completely differently.
“I know what you’re saying, but could you do it, if you were me?” I said, “Put yourself in my shoes.”
“That’s the only advice I can give you, Paul. If you want to come over tonight to talk, you’re welcome, okay?”
I hung up, not feeling any better for the talk. Then I decided to be brave, and called home. I didn’t really know what to say, but I called anyway, taking Steph’s advice to just ask her.
“Hi. It’s me,” I said when she answered.
“Hi. Are you okay?” Claire sounded fairly normal. Not out of breath or anything.
“Yes. I’m just feeling a bit anxious.” I was telling the truth. “I keep wondering if you’re up to stuff. It’s making it hard to concentrate at work.”
“You’re wondering if Aaron has been over?” Claire asked. “No, he hasn’t. But I’ve been texting him and he wants to see me again. I was going to talk to you about it later. I just want a little fun. I promise I won’t fall for him. My heart belongs to you. It’d make me really happy if you let me see him, but if you can’t handle it, then I guess we have to think about our future.”
Was that some sort of ultimatum again? I wasn’t sure.
“When?” I asked. “When does he want to see you?”
“Tonight, or tomorrow. I said that I’d have to let him know.”
For some bizarre reason again, my cock went hard. Why did the thought of her fucking someone else make my body respond like this?
“Just do it,” I found myself saying. “Tonight, if you want. Just go and we’ll see how we feel afterwards.”
“Really?” Claire sounded surprised. “Are you trying to trap me again or something? Is this a trick?”
“No,” I felt almost sick saying it, but I had to do this. “Do whatever you want, but not in our house, if that’s possible.”
“Whatever I want?”
“Yes. Don’t push it. This is a big thing for me, Claire.”
“I know. Thank you.” Then she paused before speaking again. “It’s just, well, he’s asked to fuck me bareback.”
She was pushing me. She knew she was. I couldn’t get my head around it though, so I just gave in. “Fine. As long as he doesn’t have any diseases and you don’t get pregnant.”
“I wouldn’t risk anything like that,” she reassured me. “Thank you. I’ll go over as early as I can, so won’t be there when you get in. I’ll come home as soon as possible and we can talk about it, okay?”
I said okay and hung up. What the fuck had I just done? Was I making a huge mistake? Only time would tell.
The afternoon passed slowly, as I knew it would, and the only thing I heard from her was a text at 4.00pm to say that she’d set off and would see me sometime later at home.
By 4.30pm, I imagined that she’d be wherever it was that she was meeting him, and by 5.00pm I guessed they’d probably be fucking by now.
By the time I left at 5.30pm, my mind was whirling around with thoughts of what they were doing, where they were doing it and if she was having fun. My emotions were a tense torrent of jealousy, nervousness, arousal and eagerness for her to come home so we could talk. I was missing her, if truth be told and when I got in, the house seemed very cold and empty.
I made myself something to eat and chilled out in front of the television, before deciding that I had to talk to someone to take my mind off things.
“Hi, Higgsy,” I said when my friend picked up the phone. He asked if I was okay and I told him the situation, everything down to the last detail.
“So she’s out with him now?” he asked, sounding incredulous. “Wow, man. This is a lot to take in, even for me. How are you feeling?”
“Nervous. Jealous. Weird.” Those three words pretty much summed it up.
“You’re a braver man than me, letting her try this sort of thing. Aaron is one lucky fucker though, I’ll tell you that.”
“Pardon?” I wasn’t sure how to take that comment.
Higgsy paused. “You know. Getting to fuck Claire. She’s a good-looking girl. And he gets all the fun with none of the relationship hassles. You’re a lucky guy too, of course.”
“Well, yeah, I guess I see what you mean about him. Yes, we’re lucky. She is a good fuck.” I chuckled, trying to lighten my own mood, if anything.
“Listen, if she gets bored of him, I’m game to give her some fun too,” Higgsy laughed back, “We could even have a threesome. I’ve always quite fancied her.” Then he went quiet and I didn’t know how to process what he’d just said, so I didn’t speak either. “Hey, listen. I didn’t mean that to sound like…”
“No, it’s cool,” I said, sensing his awkwardness. “I suppose it’s better to have a good-looking girlfriend that other men desire, rather than an ugly one that no one else would want to touch.” If Claire wanted to act like a slut, then I supposed I needed to hear Higgsy or people talk about her like she was.
“Do you want me to come over?” he offered.
“No, I’ll be fine. I just wanted to maybe tell you what was going on. Get it off my chest to someone. It’s going to make or break our relationship and it’s a lot to deal with, so thanks for listening.”
“No worries,” Higgsy said. I said goodbye with a promise to fill him in tomorrow and then had a lay down on the sofa, trying my best to relax. I did feel a bit better and I managed to fall asleep until a little after nine o’clock, when the sound of her keys in the front door woke me up.
“Paul? I’m home,” she called out as she closed the door behind her.
“I’m in here,” I said, somewhat groggily from the sofa. For a moment, I was confused, like you are when you first wake up, but then everything snapped sharply back into focus once I remembered where she'd been tonight and what she’d been doing.
“Are you okay?” she said as she walked in and kicked off her heeled shoes. She looked stunning, in a short denim skirt and pink button-up top, the top three buttons of which were undone, showing a generous amount of cleavage.
“I’m fine,” I said, stretching. I had no idea what to say to her. “So… did you…?”
Claire paused, blinking a few times, probably wondering what to say to me too. Eventually she sat down next to me, and put a hand on my knee. “Yes, I did, if you’re asking what I think you’re asking?”
“You had sex with Aaron?” I asked. Claire nodded, never breaking eye contact with me. “Okay. Where did you go? To his house?” She nodded again. God, this was awkward. “So, what now?”
“I don’t know,” Claire shrugged and stroked my knee. “I feel a bit weird, talking to you about it. I guess you feel the same.”
“Very,” I was glad she shared that feeling with me. I shrugged. “I don’t quite know what to say or do.”
“I’ll make a coffee and we can chat. It’s not late. We can watch some TV and relax?” She stood up and went into the kitchen, giving me a few minutes to think while she made a drink. Unlike previously, I didn’t feel angry or anxious. I didn’t feel betrayed or hurt. I just felt numb. Numb and slightly horny. When she returned with two hot, steaming coffees and sat next to me, I still didn’t quite know what to say but felt I had to say something.
“Did you have a good time?” I wanted the words back as soon as I’d said them. It sounded too casual and weird.
Claire nodded. “What do you want to know? I’ll tell you everything, if you like?” She took a sip of her coffee, keeping her eyes on me over the rim of the mug.
“Whatever you want to tell me,” I mumbled. This didn’t feel right but I was just going with the flow.
“Well, I went to his,” she began, “We chatted, did normal stuff, then started kissing and one thing led to another. We relaxed for a bit after that, then went up to the bedroom the second time and did it again, but in bed this time, which was better.”
“You did it twice?” I almost spat out my coffee.
“Three actually, but he only came the first two times. I’ve been there for the best part of five hours, Paul. What did you think I was doing?”
I felt stupid and naive, and took a deep swig of my coffee to hide it.
“Three times? Wow. Aren’t you sore?” The minute I said that, I felt even more stupid. What was up with me?
“I wouldn’t say sore, but I know I’ve been fucked,” Claire said bluntly, fidgeting slightly where she was sitting. She smiled at me. “Not too sore to have sex with my husband, if you want to go upstairs? I’m still quite horny.”
Well, this was a new feeling for me. I actually felt excited but also slightly apprehensive.
”I’m not sure I’ll be able to live up to his standards,” I said honestly.
“Oh, shush,” Claire giggled, taking me by the hand and leading me upstairs, leaving our two half-drunk coffees behind.
As soon as we got into the bedroom, she turned and folded into my arms, kissing me deeply.
“I want you,” she breathed into my ear.
I popped off one of the buttons from her top in my haste to undress her, and once she was down to her underwear, I stripped off too, pausing to watch as she climbed on the bed and pulled her panties down. Her shaved pussy looked pink and wet.
“Did he cum inside you?” I asked suddenly.
“Yes, the first time,” Claire replied, reaching down and touching herself. “The second time, he came in my mouth.”
As I pulled my shorts off, I realised how erect I was. My cock was as hard as it ever had been. Any anxiety I might have about not performing as well as Aaron disappeared. All I wanted to do was take my wife back. To reclaim her. I got between her legs.
“Slow down,” she giggled, putting a hand against my chest. “I don’t want you to cum in two pumps or something.” She pushed me over onto my back, then ran a hand down my chest, curling it around my cock and slowly stroking it.
“Don’t tease me,” I begged, trying to sit up but she shoved me back down and held my cock tighter, stroking it faster.
“I haven’t finished telling you what we did,” she reminded me. “So we fucked first on the sofa in his front room. He did me hard from behind, then I got on top and rode him until he came in me.”
“Stop tormenting me,” I said, sitting up but then I laid back down as she moved her head down and took me in her mouth. Fuck, it felt so good.
“Then when we went upstairs,” she said around my cock, then pulled away to tell me more. “We both got completely naked and made love properly. He was on top for most of it. I didn’t cum the first time, but in bed I must have cum about four or five times. It was amazing. I had to stop because I was so sensitive down there, so I sucked him to finish him off. And he didn’t take long,” she giggled that beautiful giggle of hers again, “He says I give the best blowjobs ever. I swallowed too.”
Then she went down on me again, her hand cupping my balls while her tongue licked the end of my shaft, then her mouth enveloped me and sucked me deep into her mouth. I could feel myself getting close to cumming. Aaron wasn’t wrong when he’d said she gave the best blowjobs ever. She’d always been good at it.
“You’re going to make me cum, if you’re not careful,” I warned her.
“Already? Bless. I better let you fuck me then?” As I got on top of her and put my cock against her pussy lips, she winced slightly. “I am a little bit tender, so be gentle?”
“Okay,” I said and pushed slowly inside her. Her pussy felt wet and tight and I realised that the wetness would probably still contain some of his cum. It felt strange, but good, for some reason.
“The third time, we did it in the shower,” she said softly, then moaned as I began to fuck her slowly but steadily. “He could have done it all night, but I told him I had to go home to you before it got too late. He had me against the wall in the bathroom and made me cum again. It felt so good, Paulie. His cock is so big and hard.”
What she was telling me should have angered me. It should have made me kick her out of bed and throw her out of the house, but instead it was driving me crazy with sexual excitement. I lifted myself up onto my arms and began to fuck her hard and fast. “Stop tormenting me,” I growled again.
Claire’s nails dug into my back and she wrapped her legs around my back, thrusting her pussy onto me in time with my thrusts. “Come on then,” she groaned, “Give me another load. Cum in me, Paulie.”
That was it. I lost it. I hammered her cunt for all I was worth before feeling the most intense explosion from my cock and once it had finished pumping cum deep in my wife’s pussy, I collapsed on top of her, totally out of breath and bathed in sweat. “I love you,” I managed to say somehow.
“I love you too,” Claire whispered into my ear, snuggling against me. “That was amazing. I think we can make this work.”
Maybe we could? I knew that my mind was clouded right now by lust and other emotions. I’d have to wait to see how I felt in the morning, once the dust had settled and I could evaluate everything objectively. I didn’t feel negative right now, even though my arousal had gone after I’d cum. I just felt strangely content and with my wife wrapped up safely in my arms, full of my sperm, as she should be, I drifted off into a deep sleep.
The following day, I felt a lot better about things, even if it was still all very strange and surreal. Claire seemed really happy, getting up before me and making breakfast before dispatching me off to work with a long, lingering kiss. She had no plans to see Aaron again before the weekend but she promised to keep me informed of anything changing. She said that she wanted me to trust her, and while I was a little way off doing that just yet, I did believe everything she said and the sentiments she expressed.
I was still processing everything that had happened yesterday, and the enormity of what we were doing hit me while at work that morning. My wife had told me she was feeling a sense of dissatisfaction and wanted to fuck her ex-boyfriend with my permission. And I had let her. This wasn’t normal. It had huge repercussions for our future relationship, whether it worked out or not. And who knows where else it would all lead?
I did my best to not think about it, and concentrated on work for the first time in a few days. I managed to put it out of my mind for a while, but as hometime approached, I began to feel a strange sort of nervousness at the thought of going home. I told myself that I was still going home to the same house, to the same Claire, even if she had let another man fuck and cum inside her yesterday.
Just as I was driving home, my phone rang and I saw that it was Higgsy. I knew he’d be concerned as to how I’d got on, so I pulled over and answered.
“Hey, Paul. How are you? What happened last night?”
“I’m fine. It’s a bit weird, but it is what it is.” I didn’t really know how to talk to him about it. It felt slightly humiliating, in a way, but I knew Higgsy wouldn’t judge.
“So did she fuck him?”
I told Higgsy everything they’d done. That she’d fucked him and he’d come in her pussy and her mouth. He asked for all the details and I told him what I knew. Then I told him that we’d had incredible sex afterwards, and we’d both been pretty turned on, in an odd sort of way.
“Wow, man. This is incredible. It sounds like you’ve got your head around it.”
“Maybe? I wouldn’t say I’m totally cool with it, but I’m trying, you know?”
“I know what you mean,” Higgsy paused for a second. “Does Claire know that you’ve told me?” When I said yes, he continued. “And she’s fine with me knowing? I’d love to talk to her about it. It’s a bit of a turn on for me, if I’m honest and I have to say I’m jealous.”
“Yes, she’s fine with me having someone to talk to about it. I don’t know if she’d be comfortable talking to you about it though. I’ll have to ask.” Higgsy could be strange sometimes. “Jealous of who? Aaron, or me?”
“Both of you,” he said with a chuckle, “I’d love to fuck Claire, you know that, plus having this whole open relationship thing, it’s cool, you know? Very modern.”
I wasn’t sure if he was mocking me or not, but I didn’t think Higgsy would do that to me. I promised him that I’d ask Claire if he could come over and see what happened after that.
I was home now, so I hung up and as I walked in the house, I realised that Claire wasn’t alone. I could hear her talking in the kitchen, and my heart began to pound when I wondered who it was.
It was only Steph. “Hello, Paul,” she said as I walked in.
“Hi,” I said, feeling relieved that I wasn’t about to have an awkward face-to-face with Aaron.
“Steph was just passing and called in,” Claire explained.
Well, this felt strange. Steph knew what had happened but Claire didn’t know that Steph had told me everything, so I had no idea what to say without potentially messing up.
Luckily, Steph broke the awkward silence.
“I’ll address the elephant in the room, shall I?” she said, deliberately catching my eye as though to tell me to listen. “Claire’s told me that you know about her past and that she’s slept with Aaron again.”
I glanced at Claire, who smiled at me in a very nervous sort of way.
“I just want to say to you that I’m sorry for not telling you, and I have to say that I really admire you for sticking by her. What you’re doing - what you’re allowing her to do - takes a lot of strength, love and bravery.”
So Steph was sticking to our story. She was making out that she and I hadn’t talked about this. Our cover wasn’t blown. I knew that Claire had promised to be honest with me, but it didn’t hurt to have Steph keeping an eye on things too.
“You have Higgsy to talk to,” Claire said. “So I thought it might be a good idea for me to get someone else’s opinion on things too. You don’t mind, do you?”
“Of course not,” I said.
“Who’s Higgsy?” Steph asked, so I told her about my best friend and that I’d told him everything too.
“Is he single?”
“No,” I laughed, “He’s got a partner called Lisa.”
Claire laughed too. “Steph needs a man,” she told me and I felt my cheeks redden for some reason. “I’m not suggesting you!” Claire chuckled.
“Why not?” Steph teased. “You’re getting your oats. Why shouldn’t Paul and me?”
“I do hope you’re joking?” Claire said as though we’d suggested the worst thing in the world.
“Of course she is,” I said hurriedly before this all turned even more weird than it already was.
Steph looked at me with an unreadable expression. “Yes. I’m only joking. I do need a man though, if you’ve got any hot friends, Paul.”
“He doesn’t, but maybe Aaron does?” Claire suggested, leading Steph away into the living room. She turned around halfway through the door and mouthed, ‘I love you’ to me before closing the door for a more private chat with her friend.
I didn’t know how I felt about Claire involving Steph. Even though Steph knew already, Claire now telling everything directly to Steph with my knowledge felt slightly embarrassing and deep down, I didn’t like it, but I’d told Higgsy everything, which must have felt the same to Claire, so I supposed it was only fair. Still, walking in on Claire and Steph like that had been slightly humbling, so I also felt only fair to invite Higgsy over and let Claire know it felt. I called him and told him to drop in sometime tonight, if he wanted to and of course, he said yeah and that he’d see us in a little while.
Steph left half an hour or so later, giving me a kiss on the cheek and repeating what she’d said earlier about being in admiration of me for being so strong. It was all for Claire’s sake of course, so I gave her a subtle wink and mouthed silently to her that I’d call her tomorrow.
Higgsy turned up not long after that. The minute he walked through the door, calling out hello, Claire turned to me with a certain look on her face, a sarcastic smile and an arched eyebrow and I grinned. She knew that I was just doing the exact same thing to her that she’d just done to me with Steph. We knew each other way too well.
“Hi, Claire,” Higgsy said as he walked in and leaned on the kitchen counter with his usual swagger. He’d brought a four pack of beers and a bottle of wine for Claire, and he cracked the first one open with his hand on the edge of the work surface.
“Hello, Lee,” Claire always called him by his first name. “How are you? Lisa okay?”
Claire and Lisa didn’t really get on very well; the reason we rarely went out as a group.
“I’m fine, thanks.” Higgsy took a swig of his beer and tossed one to me, which I barely caught. “I brought you a bottle of wine. Thought you might need a drink.”
“Why’s that?” Claire shook her head at me in mock annoyance.
“He was at my house when you called, remember?” Higgsy went through the cupboard until he found the wine glasses, then he filled one up and passed it to her. “He’s confided in me. It’s what friends are for.” Then he walked off into the front room and sat down.
“Yes, and I told him to say thanks for looking after him,” Claire said as we followed him through.
“I know,” Higgsy kicked off his shoes. “So how’s it going? He’s told me about your arrangement. I won’t lie. It’s all been a bit of a shock. I thought you were all innocent and shy about sex. I would never have put you down as a nympho.”
“A nympho?” Claire spat out some wine. “I’m not a sex maniac!”
“No?” How Higgsy kept a straight face, I had no idea. “You just need more sex than you’re currently getting at home, so you’re going out and shagging another guy on the side. Definitely a nympho, in my book.”
“If I was a nympho, I’d be doing it with everyone and anyone,” Claire rebuked him. “I’ve got one lover. It’s someone I know well, who I had a relationship with before, and it’s okay with my husband. If you want to judge me, and have a go at me, just do it. We’re all consenting adults. No one is doing anything wrong.”
“If you say so,” Higgsy said, then his poker face finally broke and he burst out laughing. “I’m sorry. I couldn’t help but tease you a little bit. I’m not judging at all. I’m jealous really. It’s all really cool, I think.”
“Really?” asked Claire, visibly relaxing. “I thought you’d hate me.”
“Not at all, like I said, I’m jealous. I told Paul that if you get bored of Aaron, I’d like to be considered as your next fuck buddy. Lisa can be so boring at times.”
“Lee, no!” Claire said, turning red in the face again. “I won’t get bored of Aaron, anyway.”
“Is he that good?” Higgsy said, leaning forward in interest.
“Yes,” Claire gave a little fake shiver, then giggled in her charming shy way before apologising to me. I shrugged and Higgsy continued.
“Well, even if you don’t get bored, maybe you’ll consider other guys too,” Higgsy winked at us both.
“I think me and Aaron are enough for her right now,” I said, rolling my eyes. Claire didn’t say anything right away, so it was my turn to lean forward in my seat now. “Right, Claire?”
“Well, I have thought about things,” she said, turning towards me. “I’m going to see Aaron of course, but I’d be lying if I didn’t say that the last couple of days have made me consider other new things. I mean, I’d like to experiment a little bit. Just a little bit. I was going to talk to you about it in private.”
“What do you mean by ‘experiment’? With Higgsy?” I couldn’t believe what I was hearing.
“No. Not with Higgsy. Sorry, Lee,” Claire said to my friend, who simply shrugged it off. “I mean with other guys. Aaron’s good, but it’d be nice to live a little. Just for a while. Only with your consent though, of course.”
“See?” Higgsy laughed out loud. “Nympho!”
Claire threw a cushion at him, which hit him right in the face and made me laugh, which was good as this new curveball had knocked me sideways yet again.
“So, if not Higgsy, then who?” I asked, after I’d stopped laughing.
“Maybe Tom?” Claire shrugged. “He’s got a big dick, if I remember right and I know he’d be up for it. Aaron has other friends too, and there’s this guy I know from work. I promise, I’ll tell you everything and if you’re not comfortable with a certain person, then I won’t go there.”
“This is epic!” Higgsy slammed down his empty bottle and went to get another from the kitchen.
“I wish you’d told me this in private,” I said quietly while he was out.
“You should have told me he was coming over,” Claire responded wryly.
“I’m sorry. I just felt a bit shocked facing up to Steph like that, so I thought I’d give you some of your own medicine.”
“I know exactly what you were doing, Paul.” Claire smiled. “I love you.”
“So, I want to know everything,” Higgsy said when he returned with fresh drinks for us all. “I want to get to know the old/new Claire. Nympho Claire. The one who’s been keeping herself secret from me for the past ten years.”
So she told him. I sat there and listened mostly. She told him about how it went from fooling around with Aaron to doing it with his friends there, then them sharing her and how she’d meet them all for casual sex after school. Then she got to the bit where her teacher caught them, and Higgsy stopped her.
“Oh yeah, Marvin Broadhurst. I remember him. The gym teacher. I heard some things about you and him. I thought they were rumours, but now...”
Claire glanced at me.
“Marvin?” I asked aloud. “Isn’t that the name of the man who you slept with? The older guy?”
“You heard those rumours?” Claire said to Higgsy, ignoring me for the moment. “I thought we’d managed to keep all of that quiet after the initial gossip got out.”
“Yes, apparently you kept him from making a bigger deal than what it already was by sucking his dick after school. Then you started going to his house for sex.” Higgsy raised his eyebrows at me. He’d obviously found all of this out from his friend.
“I was young.” Claire explained. “I’m sorry, Paul. I suppose I should have told you by now.”
“So what else don’t I know?” I asked. “Before you show me up even more.”
“Well, I was sleeping with Mr Broadhurst until I left school. Then after that, I did have a few more boyfriends. I went wild for a bit. I even slept with one boyfriend’s dad. I liked sex. Get over it. I calmed down though, and then I met you.”
“So did Broadhurst have a big cock too?” Higgsy asked, before I could answer.
“Not the biggest,” Claire said. “Smaller than average, maybe the size of Paul’s, but he was really fit and strong with being a gym teacher.”
Ouch. Higgsy looked at me and started laughing. “Paul. I’m sorry, mate, but that’s funny.”
Claire looked at me in alarm. “Oh, I’m sorry, baby. I didn’t mean it to come out like that.”
“It makes sense now,” said Higgsy. “No wonder she needs some more cock, if Paul’s only got a small one.”
“It’s nothing to do with size,” Claire insisted. “Look, Lee, if you’re going to be nasty, you can just go. This is between me and Paul, and he’s being really good about everything so while I appreciate you’ve been good enough to help him through this, I don’t think it’s fair to say shit like that to him.”
“I’m only joking,” Higgsy raised his hands. “It’s just ironic. I’ve got a decent sized cock but can’t get a girlfriend that appreciates it or ever wants it. Meanwhile, Paul’s got a smaller one and his wife wants more. You couldn’t write it.”
“Yeah, well, just be more tactful, please.” Claire had polished off her second glass of wine and told Higgsy to go and bring the bottle in. While he was gone, she came and sat next to me. “Are you okay?”
“I’m fine. I’m just a bit overwhelmed by how fast this is all going,” I told her honestly. “I’m not sure that I’m fine with Higgsy knowing absolutely everything but I guess it’s too late now.”
“He’s your best friend. We’ve known him since we met. Who else can we trust to share this with?” Claire said. She was right. “Plus, he’s fun. He’ll keep us grounded, I think.”
“He keeps it real and says it as it is, I suppose,” I agreed.
“Does he really have a big cock?” Claire asked.
“How am I supposed to know?”
“Guys show each other, don’t they? You pee next to each other in the toilets and everything like that.”
“We don’t look at other guys’ dicks in the toilet,” I burst out laughing, just as Higgsy came back.
“What’s so funny?” he asked with a smile, shoving another beer into my hand.
“I asked him if he’d ever seen your cock in the toilet, and he said he’s never looked,” Claire answered. “I thought all guys shared how big their cocks are. I know Aaron and Tom and all those guys did stuff like that.”
“Not everyone’s the same.” Higgsy didn’t sit down. “I don’t mind showing you though, if you’re wondering what it’s like?”
“Go on then,” Claire said before I could object, and Higgsy unzipped his jeans, pulling them down together with his boxers. A decent sized cock flopped out.
“Fucking hell, Higgsy,” I said, looking away. “I don’t need to see your dick, for fuck’s sake.”
“Oh, you shave too,” Claire noted. “They look better shaved. You should shave yours, Paul.” Claire moved around to the other end of the sofa for a closer look. Higgsy responded by taking a step closer to her. “Not as big as some I’ve seen, but quite big. I bet it looks nice when it’s hard.”
Higgsy was only semi erect, and probably as big as I was fully erect. He shrugged. “Yeah, it gets to about seven and a half inches or so. Get it hard if you like?”
“How would you like me to do that?” Claire asked innocently.
“Suck it? Wank it?” Higgsy said, looking at me for guidance. I just stared at him in utter disbelief at what was happening in front of me.
“No way. Cheeky fucker,” Claire punched him in the thigh, making him take a step back. Then she laughed. “How about I show you my tits or something?”
“Sounds good,” Higgsy said and Claire sat back next to me on the sofa.
“Are you okay with this?” she asked me.
“I don’t think I’ll ever be ‘okay with this’ to be honest,” I said, and took a very long drink from the fresh beer bottle. “But if you want to, go ahead.”
Claire was wearing a black t-shirt, which she pulled over her head, revealing one of her favourite bras of mine. A white lacy one, not transparent enough to see her nipples through but that didn’t matter because a second later, she reached around her back and unclipped it, letting it drop into her lap. Then she sat back, cupping her large breasts in her hands so Higgsy could get a good look.
“There you go. Now get it hard.” Claire ordered him.
Higgsy took his cock in his hand and began to stroke himself. He was already visibly stiffening and once Claire started fondling her tits in front of him, he quickly got to a very impressive erection, his thick cock standing out at a right angle to his body.
“What now?” he said, still slowly stroking his cock.
“Thank you for showing me,” Claire purred then laughed. “Now you can put it away.”
“I thought you might want to try it out?” he said, letting go of it and swinging it gently from side to side.
“No, I only wanted a look,” Claire smiled sweetly, pulling her t-shirt back on over her tits. “When you go home, I’m going to fuck Paul’s smaller one in bed all night, and want to save myself for him.”
“You little prick tease!” Higgsy chuckled, but he tugged his shorts and jeans back up and sat down. “I can’t believe I fell for that.”
“You deserved it, to be fair,” I joined in the laughter.
We finished our drinks, and after a few more questions from Higgsy and answers from Claire, he left and the moment he did, Claire locked the door and rushed over to me, kissing me passionately on the lips.
“I’m so horny,” she whispered “Take me to bed, please.”
I led her upstairs. “Why so horny?” I said as I pushed open the bedroom door.
“Talking like that in front of Higgsy. It was all so naughty.” She kissed me again, until I pulled her t-shirt up over her tits again.
“Not from seeing his cock then?” I asked.
“Maybe a bit. I got horny when I showed him my tits too. I can’t believe I did that. I mean, it’s Higgsy. He’s our best friend.”
“I thought you were going to suck him or something,” I said, stripping off and getting in bed as she did the same.
“Or something?” Claire looked at me.
“I don’t know. Fuck him. With things how they are right now, I wouldn’t put anything past you.” Her body felt warm against me as she moved against me.
“I wouldn’t fuck Higgsy. He’s not my type.” Claire said quietly, wrapping her hand around my hard cock. “You’re hard again though. Out of interest though, would you have let me fuck him, if I’d wanted to?”
“I don’t think I’d have stopped you,” I admitted. “It felt a bit weird, but I’d have just let whatever happened happen.”
“Would you have watched?” Claire said breathily, as she slid her body over mine and put my cock inside her. She was so wet and hot. As wet as I’d ever felt her.
The thought of Claire sucking a cock in front of me, especially one as big as Higgsy’s, or her letting him feel her tits and then her spreading her legs on the sofa and letting him fuck her in front of me, made my cock throb inside her.
“Yes, I’d probably have sat and watched,” I groaned into her ear as she ground her pussy against me, my cock buried fully deep inside her.
“Do you want to see me with another cock inside my pussy?”
“Yes,” I said, almost against my will.
“Next time, I fuck Aaron, I’ll take a video or some photos, at least.”
I found her lips and kissed her hungrily, but she pushed me away, sitting upright and riding my cock, bucking her hips rapidly.
“Fuck, yes.” I moaned at the sensation of her pussy sliding up and down my ready-to-burst cock.
“I’m going to fuck lots of cocks, Paul. Maybe two at a time like the old days. I’ve missed those threesomes.” Claire was obviously as horny as I was. Her hand was between her legs rubbing her clit as she fucked me. “Then I’m going to find someone who’ll let you watch as I get fucked.”
That was it. I came hard, pushing my hips upwards and thrusting deep into her. Claire came too, arching her back and groaning loudly before collapsing back down onto me.
Wow. That was all I could think. Wow. Was this really happening?
Claire rolled to the side, her lips finally coming back to mine and we kissed like teenage lovers, full of love, full of lust, excitement and that sense of wonder at trying new things.




Chapter 5
The next day, she was back to ‘normal’ Claire. I didn’t bring up the dirty things she’d said the night before, and neither did she, so I assumed she’d just said them in the heat of the moment and hadn’t really meant it. What she’d said had made me think though. I couldn’t deny that I’d also got horny during that talk with Higgsy and seeing her expose her breasts to him had turned me on. I wasn’t sure what it all meant right now, but I knew I had to take my time and process it all before anything happened again. Which I knew would happen, even if Claire hadn’t mentioned it yet.
I managed to get through the work day, helped by Claire texting me a couple of times about completely normal things. She went out for a food shop, did routine stuff and it actually felt  just like any other day until I finished work and took a call from Higgsy on the way home.
“So did I overstep the line last night?” he asked after our initial hellos were out of the way.
“Not at all. It’s fine,” I reassured him.
“I just don’t want any weird feelings between us,” he said.
“Yeah, I agree,” I said, thinking that I should have been the one to make this call. “Honestly though, it’s fine. It is a bit weird, I guess. You and Claire have known each other all these years with nothing like that happening, then suddenly she’s seen your dick and you’ve seen her tits.”
“She has great tits too,” he said. “Wow. I really wanted to feel them. Do you think she liked my cock?”
For the umpteenth time since all of this started, I had to do a quick reality check, as it felt incredibly surreal to be even having this conversation.
“I think she was impressed,” I admitted, “Although we were too busy fucking after you left to discuss your penis.”
Higgsy laughed. “Well, that’s good then. Look, I have to go, but we’ll do it again soon?”
Do what exactly? I wondered what Higgsy thought we’d be doing ‘next time’ but I wasn’t about to burst his bubble right at that moment. I told him we’d get together the coming weekend and headed off home, glad that one ‘elephant in the room’ had been addressed. Now, I just had to see how Claire was about last night’s events.
She was just back from the gym when I got home. Like I’ve mentioned, she’s a curvy girl, some might even call her slightly chubby, certainly around the hips and bottom, but it wasn’t from being lazy. She was just one of those girls who had a constant battle with her weight, with natural curves, and so went to the gym twice a week.
“Hey baby,” she said as I walked in, giving me a kiss on the cheek. Her hair was sweaty and as she took her jacket off, I could see her t-shirt was stuck to her back. “I’m just going to shower, okay?”
When she came back down a little while later, she was in lounge pants and a clean white t-shirt. She didn’t have a bra on, so I could see the shape of her breasts and nipples through the tight fabric.
“Higgsy was right,” I found myself saying as I stared at them.
“Right about what?” she said, looking puzzled and it was only then I realised I’d spoken loud enough for her to hear.
I laughed. “Your boobs. I spoke to him on the phone earlier and he said you’d got really great tits.”
Claire looked down at them and smiled to herself slightly. “I can’t believe what happened last night. It was fun but I’m glad it didn’t go any further than it did.”
“Me too,” I half-lied. I couldn’t deny being curious as to what it would have looked like if she’d sucked his cock or what might have happened had she let him touch her. But by the same measure, I was glad he hadn’t for fear of what it might end up doing to our friendship.
“I didn’t expect him to be as big,” Claire added. “Lisa is a lucky girl.”
I felt a small amount of insecurity about my own size but tried to ignore it. “He asked me if you liked his cock.”
“And what did you reply?” she asked, with a half-smile on her lips.
“I said that you were impressed. He said he wishes that you’d sucked him, or at least let him feel you up.”
“I thought about it,” Claire said quietly. “But like I said last night, I wouldn’t. Not with Higgsy. He’s like my brother or something.”
I felt a twinge of disappointment. What the fuck was wrong with me?
“And you don’t need to,” I added. “You’ve got Aaron.”
She looked at me with surprise on her face, then studied me for a moment. “You’re really okay with this now, aren’t you?”
“I guess I have to be?” I said, semi-jokingly. “But really, I’m getting used to the idea.”
“Good, because I meant what I said last night,” Claire said seriously, “I don’t just want Aaron. I want to let my hair down for the next year or so, like the old times. Find a few nice guys to have some casual sex with and maybe do a threesome or something else crazy. Don’t worry, I won’t leave you, and when I’ve got it all out of my system, we’ll be even stronger as a couple for it.”
“Promise?” I found myself asking.
“I promise. I love you. And it starts tomorrow.”
“I love you too,” I said truthfully. “What’s tomorrow? Are you seeing Aaron?”
“Yes and no. Yes, in that I’m seeing Aaron tomorrow. No, in that I also got chatting to one of my friends at the gym earlier and flirted with him quite heavily, so he’s my next target. I’m sure I’ll be able to get him in bed soon.”
It felt so difficult, knowing how to react to this new Claire, but I tried not to act shocked. I swallowed down a knot of nerves and tried to keep composed. “Oh, right. Tell me about him?”
“Well,” she started, sitting opposite me on the sofa. “He’s tall, over six foot, broad, and fit with being a personal trainer. He offered to help me with a couple of pieces of equipment, so I took the opportunity to get talking to him. He mentioned earlier that he was recently single and the flirting went from there. Nothing more than that, but I took his number and said I’d text him.”
“What’s his name? How old is he?”
“Luke. 28, I think.” Claire chewed her lip. “Are you mad with me?”
“No, I’m just-” I wasn’t mad but didn’t want her to know how overwhelming this was. “It’s just all going so fast. I’m getting used to it though, like I said.”
“Good. I promise to tell you everything - and get some photos and videos. If you still want me to?”
Did I? I wasn’t sure. Could I handle seeing my wife with another man? Perhaps it would make it easier. Give me some sort of control or something. I didn’t know. There was only one way to find out, so I nodded and Claire smiled again.
The rest of our evening was just like any other. We had dinner, chatted about the usual banal things, then snuggled together on the sofa to watch a movie. When our minds weren’t on sex, everything was just the same as it had been before all of this had started. How could that be?
We even had normal sex that night, but I’d be lying if I said that my mind didn’t occasionally drift off, imagining her with Aaron, but somehow it felt normal. Somehow, it didn’t feel alien, like it should do.
The next morning, this unusual normality continued. We got up, showered, but while we were having breakfast, the question of what she was going to do with Aaron shortly gnawed away at me until I had to say something.
“I was hoping that you’d tell me what you’re doing today,” I said eventually. “Rather than me asking.”
Claire looked at me with a surprised expression. “Oh. I told you yesterday. I’m meeting Aaron.”
“No, I mean in detail.” I felt myself blush when I said that but carried on. “Like, when and where you’re meeting him. What you’re going to do.”
“I’d have thought it’s obvious, what we’re going to do,” Claire chuckled into her bowl of cereal.
“You know what I mean.”
“I know. I’m sorry.” Claire put her breakfast down and put her hand on mine. “Listen, I’ll give you all the details later, just like I did before. And show you pictures, if he’ll let me take one or two.”
“It’s just, well, I felt really anxious last time,” I told her. “I couldn’t concentrate at work and-”
“I understand,” Claire said, patting my hand. “Look, it’s not all pre-planned. We’re just going to see what happens, so I can’t tell you exactly what we’re going to do. We’ve just arranged to meet up at Aaron’s place, at ten this morning, for a fuck and then spend a few hours together and just go with the flow.”
I promise to tell you everything. I just can’t tell you much right now.”
“I guess that’s better than not knowing anything,” I said, not really feeling any better.
Claire came over and sat on my knee, giving me a deep, long, lingering kiss, then smiled and went back upstairs to finish getting ready.
Work was better this time, busy enough to distract me from what else was going on. A couple of ‘progress’ texts from my wife helped too. The first telling me that she was at his house safely, and the second just ten minutes or so later, saying that he was ‘very eager’ and they were going to bed already, so not to expect any further texts until afterward.
‘Afterward’ turned out to be over an hour later. The next text beeped through, saying that everything was fine, and did I have any questions, before she had to ‘go incommunicado’ again.
Again? I had a million, of course, but started with the obvious.
“Have you had sex?’
She replied to say that of course she had. And that was silly for asking. Next?
“Was it good?”
“He’s amazing in bed. Next?”
“How many times?”
“He’s cum twice.” She went on to explain that she’d not been counting how many orgasms she’d had, but she’d cum a few times and then that she’d tell me everything later.
“Are you doing it again now?”
“Soon. We’re just waiting for Tom. He’ll be here soon.”
”What?” Claire had said that she was just going to go with the flow.
“Aaron suggested we do a threesome again. Like the old days.”
“He just suggested it today?”
“Yes. Look, I told you I was going to do this. Maybe not today, but I did tell you.”
She’d said it. Yes, but... Oh, wow. I wasn’t ready for this.
“So it just came about this morning? Or was it already planned?”
“Just now. A spur of the moment thing. I told you that we were just going to go with the flow. Tom’s name came up, so he called him and of course he jumped at the chance for some fun.”
“And you want to do it? He’s not pressuring you into it or anything?”
“Yes. I thought ‘why not?’ You only live once. I have photos for you. More later. I have to go. Love you. X.”
I just sat there, staring at the messages on my screen, before belatedly replying.
“I love you too.”
No reply, of course. For the rest of the afternoon, I sat there doing my best to do some work, constantly looking at my phone for a text update, but nothing came through for what felt like an age, but was actually just over a couple of hours.
“All done. On my way home,” read the message.
“Did Tom show up?”
“Oh, yes. Tell you later. Had fun. X.”
“Will you tell me everything?” I had to ask. The feeling in my stomach was indescribable.
“Everything. I promise. Later. X.”
Wow. She’d done it. A threesome with two guys. Even if it was two men that she’d done it with before, I couldn’t believe it. My cute, blonde, respectable wife had just been fucked by two men, neither of them her husband. I couldn’t help but imagine it. A naked Claire on all fours, one guy in front getting his dick sucked while the other pounded away at her from behind.
I still had that image burning away in my mind as I left work, making it hard to focus but somehow I managed to drive home safely, without crashing.
“Hi baby. How was work?” she said, like nothing was out of the ordinary when I walked through the front door.
“I couldn’t do anything,” I said honestly, as I took my coat and shoes off and joined in the front room. “All I could think of was you.”
“Don’t worry about me,” she smiled. “I can take care of myself.”
“I wasn’t worried,” I explained, sitting next to her and feeling strangely awkward as I did so. “I was turned on and excited, wondering what you were up to.”
She smiled again and the way she beamed at me reminded me of why I fell in love with her all those years ago. She was so cute when she smiled, especially when her cheeks went red like they were right now. “I had a good time. A bit too good of a time, which is why I couldn’t text you more than I did.” She blushed even more. “They kept me busy.”
They. That word made me pause. I couldn’t believe she’d done it. Been with two guys. “So, when do you want to tell me about it?”
“Whenever you like,” she paused. “I have some photos and a video too.”
I took a deep breath. There was no time like the present. “I’m kind of nervous to hear about it, so just put me out of my misery and tell me now?”
“Are you sure?” She reached into her handbag on the coffee table in front of us, and fished out her phone. “Do you want to see the photos now too?”
“Tell me first, then show me the pictures after.” I had to put my hands in my lap because they were trembling with anticipation.
“Well I got his house okay and we just went straight upstairs to bed. He said he’d been really looking forward to me coming over and he couldn’t wait to fuck me. That turned me on a bit, him being so forward, so I let him just take me upstairs and he practically ripped my clothes off as soon as we got in the bedroom, and then we did it on the bed.”
“Slow down,” I told her. “What do you mean by ‘we did it?’ Didn’t you go down on each other first or something?”
Claire looked at me. “You really do want to know all the details, don’t you?”
“I need to know everything, if I’m going to get my head around this.”
“Okay. Well, yes. He got me totally naked, then before he got undressed, he sucked my boobs and then went down and licked my pussy for a bit. Then just as I was getting close to cumming, he stopped and got undressed finally. He laid on the bed and I sucked his cock but he was already rock hard and ready to go, so I didn’t do it for long. Then we did it.”
“What position did you do it in?” My own cock was rock hard too and throbbing in my boxer shorts, but I resisted doing anything with it. I wanted to hear the full story first.
“I got on top,” Claire said, her eyes downcast like she was a bit embarrassed, “But then he rolled me over and we did it that way.”
“Just missionary position?”
“The first time, yes. He does it really hard and fast at the best of times and today he seemed really horny so he just went for it.”
“Did you cum?”
Claire licked her lips. “Yes.”
“How many times?”
Claire sighed. “Look, he just knows exactly how I like it. He does it all rough and…” she visibly shivered with excitement, “He sort of hits the right spots and can make me cum quite easily so…”
“How many times?” I repeated.
“Three or four. Maybe more?” She shrugged. “I don’t keep count. I had my arms and legs wrapped around him and just kept cumming. He did it for quite a while until he came, so I lost count.”
“Where did he cum?” I felt like I was interrogating her but I had to know.
“In here,” she pointed down to her pussy. She was wearing her PJs, shorts on the bottom half and a baggy t-shirt style top. “Then on my boobs the second time.”
“So what happened the second time?”
“Okay, well after we’d finished the first time, we just chilled out on the bed, sort of recovering.”
“Did you cuddle?”
“Yes,” Claire frowned. “We kissed a lot too. Is that bad? I feel like that’s bad.”
It did sting a bit, to imagine my wife in the arms of another guy, kissing and cuddling, but I didn’t tell her. “I assumed you would. Is that when you talked about doing a threesome with Tom?”
“No, we did chat a bit, but Tom got brought up when we were cuddling after the second time. He actually asked a bit about you and wanted to make sure he wasn’t in danger of screwing our marriage up. He wanted to make sure that I understood this was purely no-strings.”
“And what did you say?” I asked quietly.
“I told him to shut up,” Claire laughed much to my surprise, lightening the mood. “To stop getting heavy about things and fuck me again.”
“And I guess he did?” I had to chuckle at her, despite my nervousness.
“Yes, from behind the second time. Don’t get me wrong, I love having sex with you, but with him, it’s just- I can’t explain- He’s like an animal and it just feels…”
“You don’t have to explain. He’s got a big cock and he’s a good fuck. I get it.”
“It’s not just the size of his dick,” Claire took my hand in hers. “I don’t want to hurt your feelings, so this is hard for me, but he’s just got that something in bed. He’s rough. A bad boy. It’s almost like he has me craving for his cum.”
I’d never heard Claire say anything like that before. “Okay, I get it. I’m fine.” I wasn’t. Not really, but at least she was being honest with me.
She took a moment to appraise me before she continued. “So he did me from behind, then said he wanted to cum on my boobs, so I sat up and he made me push them together like this-”, she squeezed her tits together through the thin pyjama top, “-and he made me suck him until he came, then he pulled out and came all over me. Most of it on my boobs but some went on my chin, which was a bit gross.”
It seemed funny to me that everything that she’d done, and the most ‘gross’ thing was a bit a cum on her chin. I didn’t say that though. I wanted to know more. “So then you cuddled and talked about a threesome with Tom?”
“I was still really horny,” Claire said quietly, letting go of her boobs. “I’m sorry. It was me that wanted more, so I suggested it.”
“I thought you said he brought Tom up?”
“He did. I was laid there and wanted more. He’d cum twice already and his dick was all floppy and he said he was fucked out, so I asked him if he knew anyone that wanted to come over and have some fun, seeing as I’d worn him out. I was actually just trying to tease him and goad him but when he suggested we call Tom, I thought why not?”
“I can’t believe you’ve actually done this.” I said, vocalising my earlier thoughts for the first time.
“Are you angry?” she said, her tone changing suddenly.
“No,” I reassured her quickly, “It’s just a lot to take in, you know?”
“I can imagine. I’m sorry. Do you want to know the rest?” I nodded and she continued. “Well, Aaron said he’d call him if I was serious. He says he thinks about the old times, when him and the others used to all fuck me, and that he’d told Tom he was fucking me again, and he knew he’d be up for it. So I told him to call him, and he did.”
“And Tom came straight around?”
“Yeah. Aaron says he was so excited on the phone, that he thought Tom might cream his pants before he even got here, which would have been funny.”
“But he didn’t, of course.”
“Of course. When he rang the doorbell, Aaron dared me to go downstairs and answer the door to him naked, which is why I had to end our text conversation quickly. I’m sorry about that.”
“I did wonder why you were so abrupt. So did you do the dare?”
“I had a look out of the window first to make sure it was him. I didn’t want to answer the door in the nude to some delivery man or something, then when I saw Tom, I went down and Aaron followed me. His face was a picture.”
“I bet it was. You were totally naked?”
“Completely. His eyes were as big as dinner plates and he just stood there so I had to tell him to come in and close the door before I froze my ass off. Once he was inside, he couldn’t get me upstairs quick enough. I can’t even remember if he said hello to me or not. The next thing I knew I was on the bed, with Tom’s cock in my mouth, his fingers in my pussy and Aaron sat next to me watching and wanking himself off.”
“That sounds hot,” I said. “I can’t believe it though. It’s hard to picture you, my Claire, doing these things.”
“You don’t have to picture it,” Claire said, picking her phone up again. “Look at my photos.”
For a moment, I daren’t, unsure of what I was going to see and how it’d make me feel but after a minute, I opened up her gallery, scrolled through the pictures that were obviously taken earlier and started at the first one.
“That’s Aaron’s cock,” Claire stated the obvious. He was big. I’d say at least two inches longer than mine, and thicker. He was also circumcised, I noticed. The second picture was also of his cock, but this time Claire’s hand was wrapped around it. On the third one, her mouth was around it.
“I asked him to take a few photos for me to keep as souvenirs,” she explained. “I hope you like them.”
I could only nod and swipe to the next one. It had been hard to look at my wife with someone else’s cock in her mouth but the next one was of her pussy with his dick buried halfway inside it. Her pussy looked really wet and his cock and short, trimmed pubes were slick with her juices.
“He’d just cum in me, so I told him to keep it inside me and take a photo,” she explained. “We didn’t take any more until Tom came around though.”
I swiped to the next photo and it was of Claire, on her back on the bed, totally naked. Tom was kneeling by her head, his cock in her mouth and his hand was on the inside of her thigh, which was spread, her pussy fully on show.
“He’s even bigger than Aaron,” she pointed at the screen, “But he’s not as good in bed. Not bad though.”
I looked at his dick in disbelief. It was incredibly thick and on the next photo, of him laid on the bed, holding it straight up, while Claire hovered over it, about to sit on it, it looked really long too.
“Fuck me,” I said, under my breath. “Did you take all of - that?”
Claire nodded and swiped the next photo. “Yes, look.” She was sitting on top of him, his cock buried completely inside her. “It felt incredible. He totally filled me up.”
I swiped to the next picture, which was of Claire on all fours again. Tom was behind her, fucking her, and Aaron’s cock was in her mouth, although that was all of Aaron that was in shot as he’d obviously been the one taking the photo.
“I rode Tom for a bit, which got Aaron really horny and he said he wanted sucking, so Tom moved me onto my hands and knees and they spit-roasted me for a bit.”
I couldn’t believe I’d just heard my wife say the words: “They spit-roasted me for a bit.” Who the hell has ever heard their wife say that? But here I was, listening to her describe it all to me, while showing me photographs.
There was one further photograph, of Aaron fucking Claire in the missionary position. I was disappointed that there weren’t more, but I didn’t say that.
“They took turns,” Claire said, matter-of-factly, “Tom did me from behind while I sucked Aaron, then they swapped. Tom doesn’t do it as hard and rough as Aaron, so it could have been better, but just the fact that I had two cocks at the same time was enough to really turn me on. I came loads. I’m sorry.”
“Then Aaron finished on top of you again?” I asked, pointing to the last picture.
“Tom came in my mouth, then Aaron said he wanted to cum in me again, so he got on top and fucked me really good until we both came. Honestly, it was incredible. I can’t wait to do it again. If you’ll let me?”
“Did you swallow?” I don’t know why I had to know everything, but I just did. I felt almost embarrassed for asking but the words just flowed out of me.
“Of course I did,” Claire said impatiently. “Will you let me do it again? I understand, if not, but I’d really like to. Pretty please?”
I still ignored the question. I needed to know everything first. The desire to fully ‘own’ what was happening to me was burning inside, along with pent-up frustration and the need for release, but first I needed to know. “Is that everything? Nothing else to tell me?”
“Yes, that’s everything,” she raised an eyebrow. “It went on for almost two hours. They fucked me better than I’ve been fucked for years. I don’t know what else you want me to say? Am I okay to do this again, or not? Please don’t torture me.”
I undid my jeans and pulled my cock out. “Suck my cock like you’ve never sucked it before. Make me cum and swallow it, like you did Tom’s, and then I’ll think about it.”
“You teasing, blackmailing, bastard,” she giggled, then laid herself out on the couch, with her head in my lap. “If I make you cum really hard, are you going to let me fuck them again?”
I nodded and pushed her head down, so she wrapped her mouth around me and began to lovingly suck and lick up and down my erection.
“Next time, I want to stay overnight,” she said around my cock. “I want them to fuck me all over the house, every way imaginable and I want Tom’s cum in my pussy next time too.”
“Okay,” I mumbled, closing my eyes as she kept sucking me. “Whatever you want.”
“I might even let them bring another friend or two along. I’d love to be gangfucked by a whole room full of guys. I’d love one night of just being a complete slut. Just an experience to remember when I’m old and grey and saggy.”
“Fine,” I said, pushing her head back down, agreeing to everything she said, even though I was only half-listening because right then I was in heaven, getting the most incredible blow job, while fully embracing the fact that my innocent-seeming wife was, in fact, a complete slut.
“I’m not joking,” she said, “I’m going to do it-” then she was silenced as I shoved her head right down, and blew my load into her throat. I came for what seemed like forever, my cock pulsing out wave after wave of cum into her mouth, and like she’d promised, she waited patiently and then swallowed, even opening her mouth to show me.
“See?” she smiled. “All gone.”
“Wow,” I gasped, when I got my breath back. “That was incredible.”
Claire smiled and got up. “I’m horny again now, but you’re all spent. Mind you, my pussy is quite sore again, so I couldn’t do anything anyway, I don’t think.”
“From what you’ve told me, and from seeing the size of those two dicks, I’m surprised you can even walk,” I laughed and Claire laughed too. Things really were great between us, even if this was the most surreal situation to be laughing about.
The rest of our evening was quieter. We’d said everything that needed to be said, and now that I wasn’t as horny after cumming myself, I found myself wondering if she’d meant what she said about being gangbanged, or if it was just talk to tease me.
We made love in bed that night, although I had to be fairly gentle with her as her pussy was still tender, and after, we kissed and cuddled almost like it was the first time all over again. Things couldn’t have been better.
The next day was a completely normal day, almost like nothing was out of the ordinary. The chatter over breakfast was about work and our holiday which was only a couple of weeks away, just like a perfectly average couple. Except that we weren’t. In fact, nothing got mentioned until the weekend. I didn’t bring up the subject of the threesome, or Aaron or even this gym guy that Claire had set out as a target, because the opportunity to talk about it never came up but just when I wondered if this ‘new Claire’ had been a few moments of madness, she sat next to me while eating dinner on Saturday evening and said she wanted to talk to me.
I knew it was about Aaron straightaway. There was something in the tone of her voice and in her body language that gave it away.
“We don’t have any plans for tomorrow, do we?” she said, putting a hand on my thigh.
“No. Why?” I said around a mouthful of pasta, although of course, I knew why.
“Aaron’s been in touch.”
“Okay,” I said, trying to act cool even though my heart started beating really quickly in my chest. “And he wants to see you tomorrow?”
“Yes. Well…” Claire hesitated. “He does, but also-”
“Tom as well?” I guessed.
“Yes,” Claire still looked awkward. “And- well, it’s complicated, plus-”
I cut her off again. “Are you saying there’s someone else too? The gangbang thing?”
She looked at me appraisingly and her hand squeezed my thigh. “We talked about it, remember? You said it was fine. I only want to do it one time. It’s not like this is going to be a regular thing.”
I had said okay to it, but that was mainly because I was so damn horny at the time, and my cock was in her mouth. I’d have agreed to almost anything under those particular circumstances.
“So how many of his friends are we talking?”
“Only one more. He’s called Leo. The guy you hear Tom talking to back at the bar, if you recall?”
I remembered him. “So it’s not like a huge gangbang sort of thing?”
“No, just three guys, Aaron, Tom and Leo. Are you okay with it? Please let me do it. I’ll make it worth your while. My blowjobs are the best, aren’t they?”
She did give incredible blowjobs. I had to give her that. “And it’s tomorrow at Aaron’s?”
“Well, that’s where it gets complicated,” she screwed up her face like there was something she didn’t want to ask but had to. “Would you mind terribly if they came over here to do it? They all have various problems with doing it at any of their places.”
“Various problems?” I repeated slowly. “As in girlfriends and wives.”
Claire shrugged. “Is it okay or not? You could find somewhere to go for a couple of hours, couldn’t you?”
I whistled under my breath, unable to believe how big her balls were. Not only was my wife asking me if I’d mind her getting fucked by three guys, but she wanted me to go out so she could do it in our own house. This was unbelievable in itself, but what was just as unbelievable was the fact that I found myself saying okay to it.
“We’ve come this far, so okay. If it’s just the once, I guess I have to let you do it.”
“You don’t have to,” Claire said, squeezing my leg again, “But I’d really appreciate it and I know the guys will as well.”
Was that some sort of joke? It wasn’t very funny, if so, but I smiled at her although my happiness wasn’t as sincere as hers was. Claire was practically bouncing up and down in the chair with excitement.
“I’ll see if Higgsy’s doing anything,” I said, picking my phone up and texting him but he replied almost immediately to say that he was over at his parents’ house, so that was a no go.”
“You could go to the pub for a bit?” Claire suggested. “It’s only for a few hours.”
“I suppose so,” I said, although I wasn’t sold on the idea. Sitting in a pub, getting drunk while wondering what my wife was up to back home didn’t seem like the most enthralling idea.
An hour or so later, Claire walked out into the garden, where I was sitting and trying to relax in the pleasant weather. Her blonde hair looked golden in the sunlight and her curves were amplified by the tight vest top and jeans she was wearing. I took a moment to appreciate how gorgeous she was. She might not be model material with her plump backside and hips and her large breasts, but she did have a certain sexiness about her and right then I felt a huge pang of jealousy that Aaron and Tom had enjoyed her, when she was supposed to be all mine. And now this Leo guy was planning to get a piece too.
“Claire?” I called her over, suddenly realising that I didn’t want this to happen.
“I’ve just been chatting to Steph,” she said, bouncing over to me with a spring still in her step and excitement visible all over her pretty face. “I’ve told her about tomorrow and she’s offered to babysit you for the afternoon. Well, it’s more like hubby-sit, I guess?”
She giggled, sat herself down on my lap and all the resistance faded from me, then I found my resolve again. “Ah, right. Listen, I wanted to talk about tomorrow.”
“Steph’s got some beers in the fridge. She’ll make you something to eat and keep you distracted. She’s very good to talk to, you know?”
“I know, but listen-”
“Stop worrying. Yes, I promise, like before, I’ll take photos and tell you everything afterwards. Then as long as I’m not too sore, you can fuck me all night and do whatever you want. I’m so excited about this, and I love you so much for letting me do it.”
Shit. How could I disappoint her after she’d said that. I took a deep breath. “Okay. I’ll go over to Steph’s. That’s great. Thanks for sorting that for me.”
“It’ll make me feel better too, knowing that you’re with someone and not stewing in the pub all on your own.” With that, she hopped off my knee and bounced off into the house, leaving me alone in the sunshine, wondering how the hell my life had ended up where it was.
The following morning, I was still having second thoughts, but had reconciled myself to the fact that stopping Claire from doing this, was probably only going to cause as many problems as it fixed. I reminded myself of what she’d said - that it was just a one-time thing - that she just needed to get this out of her system. After she’d done it, I’d sit her down and talk to her about calming down and getting back to being a normal couple. Somehow.
That night we went to bed and had really soft, slow, intimate sex. I tried to talk to Claire about her plans for the following day, but she whispered in my ear as we fucked that she didn’t want to talk about that. She wanted me to concentrate on us. Just me and her, and once she got on top of me and started riding my cock, thoughts of everything else slid from mind for a while. After we’d done, she curled herself up in my arms and fell asleep, but my head was spinning about what was going to happen tomorrow, and I had a restless couple of hours until eventually pure tiredness caught up with me and I fell into a fitful sleep.
The next morning was the reverse. Perhaps it was tiredness, or just resignation that today was going to happen and I needed to just get through it, but I was quite calm whereas Claire was now the opposite. She seemed anxious and nervous and while the excitement was still bubbling under the surface, she was clearly the most on-edge out of the two of us.
“What do you think to this?” she said as she walked into the kitchen. I was having breakfast and reading the newspaper and almost choked on my cereal when I turned and saw what she was wearing. She had a completely transparent black lace bra that I’d never seen before, and a tiny pair of equally sheer matching panties.
“Wow.” I said, again struck at how hot my curvy little wife was when she made an effort. Her makeup was perfect, black eyeliner and smokey eyes complementing her red lipstick to complete a really sexy look.
“Do you think they’ll like it?”
“I think they’ll love it, but I’m sure it’ll be on the bedroom floor within minutes,” I said, not really wanting to think about but knowing that I had to play along for Claire’s sake.
She giggled, doing a twirl for me before disappearing back upstairs to finish getting ready and then within no time at all, it was time for me to make myself scarce before the guys all turned up.
“I love you,” Claire said, fully dressed now in a tight black dress that she usually reserved for nights out.
“I love you too,” I replied as she kissed me on the cheek, and then I headed out of the door, got into the car and drove to Steph’s with the most awful churning sensation in my stomach.
“How are you coping?” Steph greeted me at her door with an open and honest smile on her face. Her dark hair was tied up in a bun on the top of her head, and she was fresh-faced with no makeup except a little eyeshadow to accentuate her brilliantly blue eyes. She was wearing a grey tracksuit and when she saw me looking, she explained that she’d been to the gym this morning then asked me again how I was holding up.
“I’m fine.” I replied carefully. “I’m not sure how I feel to be honest, but I remembered what you said about letting Claire get these things out of her system, so we can move on afterwards.”
She nodded sagely, plucking two beers from the fridge and passing one over to me. “She’s being honest with you about it. That’s something. At least she’s not keeping anything from you. That says a lot about your relationship.”
“I hope so,” I said, sitting on the sofa.
Steph sat next to me. “Like I’ve said before, Claire is a lucky woman, having a cute husband like you, especially one that lets her have her cake and eat it at the same time. I’m sure she really appreciates it.”
“She’s promised me one of her world-renowned blowjobs later,” I chuckled.
“I’d be asking for more than a blow job.”
“Oh, I’ll get a fuck too. Don’t worry about that,” I laughed.
Steph laughed too, and I was glad I was here now. She was good company, understood the situation and she knew all the right things to say and do to put me at ease.
We chatted and drank for a while, and I almost managed to forget what Claire was up to back home until my phone beeped at me with a text message.
“That’ll be Claire,” I said, but didn’t pick my phone up from the table right away. I was enjoying the slightly flirty conversation that Steph and I had been having about her latest Tinder date that had been terribly disappointing.
“She can’t be done already?” Steph said, glancing at the clock on the wall. “It’s only an hour. She said she expected to be two or three hours at least.”
“Maybe only Aaron turned up or something?” I mused, finally opening the message.
‘Hope you’re okay. Love you. X’ it read, so I replied, asking if she was okay.
A minute or so later, another message popped up.
‘Yes. Just been fucked by four men. On cloud nine. Thank you for letting me do this.’
‘Four?’ I replied.
‘Leo brought a friend. I hope you don’t mind. We’re having a break until they can get it up again so thought I’d check on you. Love you. Tell Steph I’ll text her later. Gotta go. X.’
Steph was reading the messages over my shoulder and put her hand on my thigh. “Are you okay?” she asked. She knew I’d only been expecting it to be three men.
“Yes. It’s only one more guy, I suppose.”
“I know, but I suppose it’s a lot to take in,” her hand rubbed along my thigh, quite close to my groin.
“Pun intended?” I chuckled in spite of the anxious feeling that was in my gut again.
“Sorry,” she laughed. “Four men is a lot to take in. I didn’t even mean for that to come out that way, but it is pretty funny.”
“Thanks,” I said. “Thanks for this. For making me laugh and getting me through it. You’re a good friend.”
Steph tipped her head to the side. “You’re welcome. How do you feel? Are you feeling jealous? Or horny or what?”
“A bit of both, if I’m honest.” I still felt anxious but at the same time, the thought of Claire being with four men still turned me on, even if I didn’t know exactly what was going on.
“Are you hard then?” Steph’s hand moved over the front of my jeans, feeling for an erection.
“Steph,” I said, moving her hand away. “That’s not what I’m here for.”
“Sorry,” she said, her cheeks going bright red. “I just thought - well, Claire’s getting sex, getting to do whatever she wants, with these guys and the black guy and everything she’d done, but you and me -”
“What black guy?” I said suddenly.
Steph blinked. “Luke. The black guy at the gym. She said she’d told you about him.”
“Oh, right,” I said, exhaling in relief. “Yes, she’s told me she’d like to have sex with him in the future.”
Steph’s eyes went wide and I saw her swallow deeply, and knew something was up.
“Right,” she said, then went to stand up but I grabbed her hand and pulled her back down.
“Steph? What’s up?”
“Nothing.”
“Tell me. What’s going on?”
“She’s already fucked him, Paul. She’s fucked him three times now. She told me that you knew.”
Claire had been going to the gym more than usual, but I’d put it down to just wanting to tone up to impress Aaron and his friends. “No, I didn’t know,” I said through gritted teeth. Arousal and anxiety gave way to anger.
“I’m sure she was going to tell you. Probably after this gangbang today. When the time was right.”
“She lied to me,” I said. I was holding on to her hand a bit too hard and let go.
“Don’t overreact,” Steph said, rubbing her hand. “There will be a perfectly logical explanation. She’ll have her reasons. You know Claire.”
“I thought I did.” I stood up. “I can’t stay here doing nothing. I need to go home and sort this out.”
“No!” Steph said, stepping into my path. “No. You’ll make things worse. Stay here with me until she’s done. If you just go barging in-”
“Let me go, Steph,” I said, putting my hand on her chest and trying to push her aside.
“No, I won’t let you do this,” she said, moving my hand and putting it on her small but firm breast. “Stay with me. Fuck me. Get it all out of your system. I won’t even tell Claire. Then you’ll be even.”
“I’ll be nowhere near even!” I half-yelled at her. “Let me pass.”
Steph unzipped her tracksuit top and pulled it open. She was wearing a sports bra underneath, which she put her hands underneath and started to pull it upwards to show me her tits but I wasn’t in the mood. I pushed past her, and despite her trying to pull me back I walked out of the house and got in the car.
I sat behind the wheel for a moment, watching Steph zip her top up and then go back into the house, no doubt to call Claire and warn her, but as I set off, instead she reappeared with her keys in her hand, getting into her own car and following me.
It didn’t matter though. She couldn’t stop me confronting Claire, which is what I had to do. This had gone too far now.




Chapter 6
I was out of the car and striding purposefully up the driveway of our semi-detached house. The wonderful house that Claire and I had bought together, full of optimism for our future. For a future that she’d betrayed.
“Paul, please. Don’t do this.” Steph caught up to me, and grabbed my hand again, spinning me around to face her. “This is a mistake.”
“You’re just sticking up for your friend, Steph. She’s a liar and I need to sort this out now.”
“They’ll still be in there. You don’t know what might happen.”
That was true and I paused outside the front door. There were four men in there. Who knows how they might react to me charging in and kicking them out. They might refuse and take Claire’s side.
“Things could get nasty. But I’m not a wimp. This is my house and my wife. I have to man up and deal with it.”
“I get that,” Steph said, still holding onto my hand. “But there are ways of dealing with things rationally, and then there’s this way - charging in like a madman and kicking off at everyone.”
“Fine. Let’s go back to your place and fuck then. That’ll solve everything.”
“Really?”
“No,” I said, yanking my hand away from her and walking into the house. The house was quiet apart from Claire’s moans echoing down the staircase. As I started upstairs, the noises continued. They obviously hadn’t heard any of my discussion with Steph outside, and she couldn’t have texted to warn them, or surely they’d have stopped. As I got to the landing I could hear low murmured voices, male, the four guys talking approvingly as they did whatever they were doing to Claire. The door was opened slightly, and daylight shone through the crack. Enough for me to peer through as I got close enough.
Claire was on her back on the bed, her legs up in the air, and one of the guys was between them, his ass bobbing up and down fast as he fucked her. I didn’t recognise him from the back so I wasn't sure who he was but then I saw Aaron on the bed next to Claire, his cock in her mouth and Tom sat next to him, wanking himself off as he watched.
Then I saw the other man from the bar, Leo. He was naked, leaning against the wall, drinking from a bottle of coke. His cock wasn’t as big as the others but was fully hard, sticking straight out in front of him, so he must have been waiting for his turn.
Steph took my hand again. I hadn’t even realised that she’d followed me upstairs and was now watching through the crack in the door alongside me. She squeezed my hand gently. “This is quite horny, actually,” she whispered. “But let’s leave them to it. Talk to Claire later. Come with me.”
“I can’t,” I whispered. It was true. I couldn’t drag myself away from the scene in front of me. I watched as the new guy got up and swapped places with Leo, who immediately shoved his cock in Claire’s willing pussy and began to fuck her for all he was worth. Aaron moved away and let Tom stick his dick in Claire’s mouth, which she began to suck with gusto before breaking off.
“Oh, fuck,” she moaned. “You’re going to make me cum again.” Then her back arched underneath Leo and she groaned out loud as she orgasmed. Claire’s legs tremble when she cums sometimes and this time that’s what happened, which made Aaron comment on what a dirty bitch she was when she came.
“She’s squirted too,” Leo laughed, lifting up and the other three men leaned in for a look.
“Have I made a mess?” Claire asked with a sexy giggle.
“Hell yeah,” Tom said, easing Leo out of the way. “Let me have a go.”
I watched as Tom put it in her and started to pound her, then I finally managed to wrench my eyes away. I’d seen enough. Steph was right. Flying in there right now wasn’t the right thing to do.
“Let’s go,” I said, and Steph squeezed my hand, relief on her face.
Then the bedroom door opened and a naked Aaron almost walked into me.
“What the fuck?” he said.
“I need to talk to Claire,” I said, caught off guard.
He just stood there, blinking at me, wondering what the fuck was going on.
“Were you watching us?” he questioned, not bothering to cover up his semi-erect cock.
“So what if I was?” I said defensively. “She’s my wife. This is my house.”
Aaron pulled the door closed behind him.
“We’re her guests. She asked us around and said you’d be out for a few hours. She said you’re fine with this. So why are you here? She never said you were the pervy type that liked watching.”
There was a smirk on his face and an arrogance about him that triggered something inside me. I’d been angry with Claire for lying to me, but I’d never been angry with him. Not until now.
“You have two minutes to get out, Aaron. Get your stuff and your mates and fuck off out of my house.”
“Or what?” The smirk got wider.
“Or I’ll kill you,” I growled at him. Steph pulled at my hand, trying to avoid a confrontation but I stepped closer to him.
“Oh yeah?” he said, just before my fist connected with his chin.
Aaron went down like a lead balloon. I wasn’t as big as him, but I could handle myself, and the second and third punches that I landed were good enough to bust his nose before the bedroom door flew open and Tom pulled me off him.
“Fucking hell,” said Leo and the other guy cursed too.
“There’s no need for violence,” Tom said to me, pushing me away.
“You’ve broken my nose,” cried Aaron through his hands, slowly getting to his feet.
Claire was just sitting on the foot of the bed, sobbing into her hands.
“Just - get - out,” I said, shaking in anger still, my fists balled and ready to go again.
“We’re going,” Tom said, helping Aaron down the stairs. The other two guys had collected their clothes, and I watched them from the landing as they got dressed and left.
“I told you this would happen,” Steph said softly.
“You’re not helping, Steph. I suggest you go home too. Leave this to me and Claire.”
“How can I? You’re angry and violent. I daren’t leave you with my friend.”
“Oh, come on!” I yelled. “She’s my wife. I’m not going to do anything to her. Get out!”
“I’ll be fine,” Claire said suddenly. She’d wrapped a bathrobe around her and was standing in the bedroom doorway, mascara smeared down her cheeks from crying.
“No, I won’t go,” Steph said, defiantly folding her arms in front of her. “This is my fault. I let slip about you and Luke at the gym. I caused this, so I’m going to sort it out.”
Claire’s eyes went wide. “Shit.” She turned to me. “I was going to tell you tonight.”
“Sure you were,” I replied sarcastically.
“I was!” she said indignantly. “It’s only been a few times. It just happened spontaneously and I wanted to tell you, but I saw how hard you were already taking things, so I decided to sort of spread the story out a bit. Let you get used to the idea by telling you that I was going to sleep with him, then just let it pan itself out.”
“You were going to tell me a bullshit story. Lie to me, basically.”
“Yes. I’m sorry,” Claire apologised. “It just happened and I was going to tell you eventually. I wasn’t going to keep it from you for long. I was waiting until the time was right.”
“That’s what she said,” I said, glaring at Steph.
“I’m sorry, Claire. I thought he knew.”
“What’s done is done,” Claire sighed. “I’ve fucked everything up.”
“So what else have you lied to me about?” I said, not feeling one bit of sympathy for her. She was right. She had fucked everything up and I had no idea where things went from here.
“Nothing. You know everything now.”
“I don’t believe you,” I shook my head. “How can I?”
Claire’s posture changed. She wasn’t crying. She had her head held high and just stared at me.
“I don’t know. You either trust me or you don’t.”
“I don’t.”
“Fair enough. Fuck off then.”
I took a step back. “What?”
“You heard me,” she said in a low voice. “Fuck off. This isn’t going to work. You don’t trust me because I’ve lied, but that’s because I don’t know how to talk to you about things. You don’t satisfy me, you never will. I love you, I really do, but I need this and you can’t handle it, so perhaps it’s best you just fuck off.”
“Fine!” I shouted.
“Fine!” she shouted back, storming back into the bedroom and slamming the door behind her.
“Fucking bitch!” I shouted, stepping forward to follow her into the bedroom but once again, Steph was in the way.
“Stop it,” she said right into my face. “Stop it right now.”
“No,” I said, pushing her to the side but I stopped as a flash of pain staggered me. It took me a moment to realise that Steph had slapped me.
“This is getting out of hand. Come back to mine,” she said firmly. “I won’t make any crazy moves on you. Come stay with me for a while. Just as friends. Let it all cool down.”
I stared at the closed bedroom door for a minute. She was right.
“Fine,” I said eventually, then let her lead me downstairs and into her car.
We didn’t say anything on the way to her house until she saw me rubbing my knuckles.
“Are you okay? Did you hurt your hand?”
“Yeah, but I’m okay.” I’d bruised it and it felt quite tender but the pain had been worth it to see that smug grin wiped off his face.
“You hit him pretty hard,” Steph said. “I didn’t expect you to be so... tough.”
“I can handle myself,” I said. “Any guy would have done the same in my position.”
“I have to admit it was quite satisfying to see Aaron get put on his arse,” Steph chuckled. “I think a lot of people have waited for that to happen for a long time, and you’re the first guy with the balls to do it.”
“I just wish it had been in a different situation,” I said sadly.
“Me too,” Steph patted my arm, and we didn’t say anything else after that.
Steph cooked me dinner but left me alone for the most part. I knew she was there if I wanted to talk to her, but the only person I wanted to talk to right now was Claire. I wanted to call her or at least text her, but I needed her to be the one to make the first move. I wasn’t going to be the one to go running back to the other. I didn’t even know if I wanted to be with her anymore, to be honest, but at the same time I didn’t like the thought of a future without Claire.
“You can sleep here in the guest room,” Steph said later that night. “Has she still not called? Why don’t you phone her?”
“I won’t,” I said simply. “I don’t know if I want to talk to her. Have you heard from her?”
“No,” Steph shrugged. She’d just come out of the shower by the looks of it. Her hair was dripping wet, and she was wearing just an oversized t-shirt, so her long, slim legs were exposed, her flesh prickled with the cool air. “I’ve sent her a couple of texts to see if she’s okay, but she’s not replied.”
“I’m sure she’s fine,” I replied flatly. “She probably went over to Aaron’s to look after him.”
“Or maybe she’s at home, wondering if you’ll forgive her and waiting for you to call. Maybe she’s even a bit frightened of you. You were quite scary when you lost your temper like that.”
“Nah, they’ve probably carried on the gangbang, like last time we argued and she phoned Aaron to come over and fuck her. She’ll have been angry at me, and called them back over.”
“I don’t think Aaron was in any state to have sex,” Steph said. “But maybe she’s gone to Tom’s. I don’t know. Neither will you unless you go home or at least call her.”
“I just can’t.”
“Okay, well you can stay here as long as it takes.” Steph disappeared for a second, then returned with a towel. “Why don’t you go have a shower to relax, then sleep here tonight? You can stay here for a while, until you and Claire sort things out.”
“Thanks, Steph.” A shower was a good idea, so I took the towel and went upstairs to the bathroom. I stripped off and got under the hot stream of water, instantly feeling some of the stress slip from me as the heat loosened my muscles.
I washed my hair and body, borrowing some of Steph’s toiletries and stayed in the shower for a little while, doing my best to relax, until the bathroom door opened and Steph’s head popped through.
“Are you okay?” she asked, keeping her eyes averted from me because the shower screen was sheer glass. “You’ve been in there a while.”
“I’m fine,” I said. “Just doing as you said - trying to relax. I’ll come out now though.” Keeping my hands over my cock to preserve my modesty, I stepped out of the shower and grabbed the towel, wrapping it around my lower waist like a skirt.
“Oh, and how’s your hand?” Steph said as she turned to leave so I could get dried.
“It’s okay now,” I said, showing her. I had a bit of bruising on the third and fourth knuckles but the skin was unbroken.
“Good. Do you need anything?”
“I think I’m good. I should maybe go and get in bed and try to get some sleep.”
“Okay,” Steph bent down to pick up my discarded clothes, and as she did the t-shirt rode up over her ass and I noticed she wasn’t wearing any panties. As she bent right over, I saw her pussy for a moment, covered in just a light amount of fine short dark pubes and my cock seemed to immediately go rock hard.
As she stood up and turned back to hand me the clothes, I had to adjust myself but she noticed and looked at me with an enquiring squint.
“Did you just see my bottom?”
“I didn’t mean to,” I defended myself. “You bent over and well…”
She glanced down at my bulge, now obvious through the towel wrapped around me. “Well you know where the guest room is. I’ll be in my room if you need anything.”
With that she walked away, and I was sure that last line was an invitation to follow her but I didn’t. I went into the guest room and got into bed naked, as I couldn’t be bothered to get dressed again. I’d only been there a few minutes, when I heard the door creak and opened my eyes to see Steph walk in.
“I know I said I wouldn’t try anything on with you, and I won’t if you don’t want me to, but can I ask you one question?”
She was still just wearing the t-shirt and the way the streetlight from the window was washing over her profile, I could see her nipples pointing through the thin fabric.
“One question,” I granted her.
“Can I see your cock?” she said, catching me by surprise. She even grabbed the edge of the bed cover, as though to pull them back. “I’m just really curious. I assumed you’d be small because of Claire liking bigger ones, but just now in the bathroom - well, it didn’t look small.”
“What?”
“I just want a look. Then I’ll leave you alone. I know it’s weird, but I’m just curious. Plus, I think you just saw my pussy, so it’s only fair.”
“I told you I didn’t mean to look,” I pointed out.
“Do you have your boxer shorts on?” she asked, tugging at the covers and uncovering my leg and hip.
“Steph!” I said, shuffling further under the covers but she pulled harder, and I let go eventually, instead covering my cock with my hands. “Very funny. Come on, let me have the quilt back.”
Instead, she tossed them to one side and lay down on the bed next to me. “Come on, let me see. Don’t be shy.”
Fuck this. I moved my hands, letting her see. I still had a bit of an erection, not fully hard, but a bit more than a semi, which was a bit embarrassing, but I’d rather her see like that than see me totally flaccid.
“Happy now?” I said, not bothering to cover myself. “Now come on. Let me get some sleep.”
Her hand went to my cock, wrapping her fingers around it. “Don’t worry,” she said softly. “I’m not trying anything. Just comparing it to my ex’s cock. You’re about the same size as him, totally fine. I don’t know why Claire wouldn’t be happy with this.”
“Thanks”, I said, not knowing what else to say because of the awkwardness.
“Did you see my pussy? Or just my ass?”
“A bit of both, if I’m honest,” I said, wondering when she was going to let go of my cock, but she didn’t, and it was making me get harder and harder.
“Whoops. Sorry about that,” she laughed throatily. “I need to shave down there. I normally keep it smooth.”
“It didn’t look too hairy,” I tried to ease her embarrassment. She was gently stroking my dick with her hand still.
“I guess,” she lifted her t-shirt and looked down at herself. I looked too. Her mound was covered in short hair, but in a neat triangle. “It’s only a week or two since I last shaved, so it’s not like a jungle or anything.”
The sight of her pussy and the proximity of her body to mine made my cock twitch and tense involuntarily in her hand, and she felt it.
“Stop teasing me, Steph,” I said, pushing her hand from my cock. “You said you wouldn’t do this.”
“I’m sorry,” she smiled, sitting up right next to me, then trailed a finger across my chest. “I’ll let you get some sleep.”
With that, she stood up and walked out, leaving me alone with a throbbing hard-on and the need to cum, so I pulled the covers back over me and started to stroke myself, but the reality of where I was hit me - in a friend’s bed away from home because my wife had been cheating on me - and I couldn’t cum.
I wondered where Claire was. Perhaps she was in someone else’s bed too. With someone else. Or maybe someone was in our bed. Fucking her. She said she wanted to do an all-nighter. Fuck them in every room of the house, she’d said. Maybe that’s what she was doing right now. Being fucked every way possible by a whole bunch of guys.
My blood felt red hot in my veins. Anger pumped through me, mixed with jealousy, regret and most of all arousal. Fuck it.
I got up and walked across the landing and into Steph’s room. She looked up from where she was laid in bed and smiled at me, glancing down at my naked cock.
“Are you okay?”
I didn’t reply. I just walked up to her and pulled the covers back. She still had the t-shirt top on, so I took it by the bottom and drew it up and over her head. She lifted her arms for me to make it easier, then took me by the hand and pulled me down onto the bed next to her and kissed me.
Her lips were soft and warm and wet on mine, and as her hand found my cock and started wanking me slowly, my hands found her small but firm tits, cupping them and stroking my fingers across her small hard nipples.
Then her other hand went around the back of my head, drawing me into the kiss which became more passionate, and pulled me down on top of her. Instincts kicked in, and I rolled my body between her legs as she opened them, and she guided my cock to her pussy. After a second of pressure, I felt myself slip between her lips and I moved upwards, never breaking the kiss and I pushed into her deep.
“That feels good,” she murmured. “Don’t think about anything. Just fuck me.”
I took her face between my hands and kissed her as I began to slide in and out of her, my body taking over my mind and I realised I needed this. I needed a release. Claire had enjoyed several different men recently, so why shouldn’t I have some fun? Steph was right.
“This is just sex, right?”
“Just sex. Now shut up and fuck me.” Steph dug her nails into my backside.
“That hurts.”
“Good,” she purred. “Look, stop worrying about Claire and fuck me, Paul.”
I kissed her again - this time to shut her up. She was right. I needed to stop worrying. Her pussy felt tight and hot, and her slim figure beneath me felt totally different to Claire’s more curvy form, even more so when her lithe legs slipped over my hips and wrapped around my back, urging me to fuck her faster and harder, which I did.
After a while, I rolled on to my back. “I don’t want to cum yet,” I gasped. “This is too good.”
“I can make you last,” Steph grinned, and sitting on top of me, she put her pussy against the underside of my hard cock, which was flat to my stomach. Then she slid backwards and forwards, just rubbing against me, but not letting me go inside her, meanwhile touching her clit with one finger. She was good.
I looked at her. She was the opposite of my type; brunette, slim and boyish in figure, but what tits did she have were perfectly shaped and her pussy was tight, just a wet pink slit framed by that faint triangle of fine dark hair. Most men would love to fuck her, and here I was, getting to do just that. Maybe life wasn’t so bad after all.
Then she swivelled around, putting her pussy over my face.
“I want to make you cum in my mouth,” she said, and laid forward to take me in her mouth, while offering me her slit to lick.
Oh, god, this felt good.
“Let’s see how I compare to Claire and her legendary blow jobs,” she said, then resumed what she was doing, taking my entire length in her mouth and swirling her tongue around my shaft.
I reached up and teased her small pussy lips apart, finding her clit and then set my tongue to work on it. Surprisingly, she came really fast, shaking as it hit her and whimpering for a moment, before going back to sucking my cock. This time she just concentrated on the tip with her mouth, while wanking my shaft with one hand.
“I’m going to cum,” I warned her but she didn’t stop, so I took that as an okay to shoot in her mouth and when I did, she took all my cock, not gagging on my spunk as it flooded her mouth, and swallowing without complaining.
Then she laid next to me, pulled the covers over us, and kissed me one more time. I tasted my cum on her lips.
“Thank you,” she said. “I hope you don’t mind, but I’ve wanted to fuck you since meeting you.”
“I enjoyed it,” I admitted. “You don’t need to thank me.”
“You can fuck me whenever you want,” she sighed sleepily. “If Claire doesn’t appreciate what she’s got, then more fool her.”
I didn’t say anything. I just lay there for a while, listening to her breathing slow down and become deeper, and then I let myself fall asleep too, all thoughts of Claire more distant than they had been before.
I woke in the morning with a start, alone, and looked at my phone to see what time it was. I had work today, but luckily it was only 7.30am, so I had plenty of time to get ready. I had the dilemma of either going in yesterday’s clothes, or facing Claire to get some clean ones, but the smell of cooking made me forget that for a moment, and I put my jeans on and went downstairs to find Steph.
She was in the kitchen, fully dressed, and was putting together a bacon sandwich.
“Made you some breakfast,” she smiled.
“You didn’t have to.”
“It’s no problem. How are you feeling about everything?”
I took the offered sandwich and sat down at the table, where she joined me with her own sandwich. “Depends what you mean by everything?” I took a bite then explained. “Do you mean about Claire and the fight, or about me and you having sex?”
To my surprise, she blushed. That wasn’t like Steph. She was normally quite brazen, but her cheeks definitely reddened. “The sex was great. I don’t regret it. Do you?”
“Not at all,” I said truthfully. “I think I needed it. I just hope you don’t think it means-”
“It doesn’t mean anything,” she said quickly, then blushed again. “I don’t want a relationship, but I did mean what I said about if you ever want to do it again…”
I smiled at her. “It depends on what happens with Claire, but last night was great so I wouldn’t say no to it happening again.”
A grin tugged at the corners of her mouth as she ate. “What are you going to do about Claire?”
“I’m going to go to work, and see how I feel but I’ll probably go back to my house tonight. I have to face her sometimes, and besides, if I do decide to sleep here again, I’ll need some clean clothes and stuff.”
“You can stay whenever you want,” Steph shrugged. “Sex or no sex.”
We finished our breakfast and then I showered and headed into the office. The whole morning I kept checking my phone for contact from Claire but at lunchtime she still hadn’t made an effort, so I decided to be the adult one and called her.
“Paul?” she said, in a very shaky voice. “I thought you’d never call me.”
“I was hoping you’d call me,” I said honestly.
“I wanted to, but I didn’t think you’d want to talk.”
“We need to talk,” I sighed. “We have a lot to sort out.”
“Are you leaving me?” she said, her voice sounding so small that I almost felt sorry for her.
“I don’t know,” I replied simply. “I don’t know what to do. I have no idea where we go from here.”
“Come home tonight,” she said. “Please. Let me explain.”
So I agreed and later that day, I found myself going home as normal, but when I parked on our drive, everything felt different. I sat there for a while, rehearsing what I was going to say to her in my mind, but it wouldn’t come together. Then I saw her looking through the window at me, and I decided to just do and say whatever felt right, and got out of the car to be greeted by her at the door. She rushed to me and wrapped her arms around, sobbing into my shoulder about how sorry she was.
My shirt was soaked through with her tears by the time I got her inside and we sat down to talk.
“I wanted to tell you about Luke,” she said through the tears. “It just happened. I’d fancied him for a while, everyone does, he’s gorgeous, but I never thought he’d look at me twice. Then one night, as I told you, he was helping me with a new machine and I told him that he didn’t need to stay behind with me and he replied that he had nothing better to do. His girlfriend had just finished with him, and he was pouring himself into work to get over her.”
“You don’t have to tell me this,” I said, but she carried on.
“I told him that he was good-looking and wouldn’t have any problems finding someone new, and he said he wasn’t ready for another relationship just yet. He’d rather just have some fun and live a little with no-strings, and I joked that I’d like that too, but unfortunately I was married, and he flirted a bit with me saying that maybe a married woman was just what he needed.”
“This doesn’t make any difference,” I told her.
“But I want you to know everything,” Claire insisted. “I know I’ve hurt you and I didn’t mean to, so I want to explain. Nothing happened with him that day, but at the next gym session he stayed behind again and asked me if I needed any help and I flirted again, not expecting anything to happen, saying I could think of lots of things he could help me with, but not gym stuff and he just started kissing me. Paul, I couldn’t believe it. This strapping, young, handsome man, kissed me! He could have anyone he wanted, and yet he kissed me. I know it was wrong of me, but I just let it happen and I don’t know why.”
“Because you’re a slut,” I said grimly.
“Perhaps I am,” Claire said, her face tightening at my reaction but she kept explaining anyway. “So he took me into the men’s changing room, pushed me into a cubicle, pulled my shorts down and fucked me from behind.”
“And you loved it.”
“Yes, I did. It was spontaneous. Exciting. Everything that you and I haven't been for such a long time. Just like it was with Aaron. Different. Risky. I know it’s wrong. I know I’ve probably lost you. But at least I’m telling you now - with a promise never to do it again - if you can forgive me.”
“Why the fuck would you want me to forgive you?” I asked incredulously. “I’m not exciting, spontaneous, or any of those things? You said yesterday that I don’t satisfy you. So why are you even trying to explain to me, after everything you’ve said?”
“Because no matter what, I love you. I always have and I always will,” she took my hand in hers, or tried to because I shook it off. “I’m sorry, Paul. You do satisfy me. I just said that in anger.”
“What did you do last night?” I said, changing the subject. “Did you call Tom and ask them to come back? Who did you spend the night with?”
Claire looked aghast at me. “I did call Tom, but only to see if Aaron was okay. His nose is broken. Tom told me that none of them want anything to do with me, or my psycho husband ever again and told me to never call them again or they’d go to the police.”
“Really?”
“Yes. And I spent the night here, alone, waiting for you to call but you never did.”
“I was at Steph’s.” I came so close to telling Claire that we fucked but I couldn’t. “She looked after me.”
“What does she think about all of this? Is she beating herself up about it?”
“She kept trying to convince me to call you and make up,” I said. I wouldn’t call Steph seducing me, fucking me and sucking my dick ‘beating herself up’ about things, but again I kept that to myself.
“She’s a good person,” Claire said. “I don’t blame her. I told her that you knew about Luke, which was a bit of a stupid thing to do, I just didn’t want her judging me about it.”
“She is good,” I said, enjoying the hidden meaning as I said it.
“So what are we going to do?” Claire said, trying again to hold my hand. I let her, this time.
“I don’t know. I don’t know if I can trust you. I love you too but I don’t want to be made a fool of anymore.”
“I understand. I won’t go near Aaron or any of those guys again. I promise. I won’t do anything with Luke at the gym either.”
“How do I know you’re telling me the truth?”
“I don’t know,” Claire admitted. “I’m bored of Luke anyway. He’s got a smaller cock than you and he’s just a slam-bang-and-cum kind of guy. He was fun for the first couple of times, but I’m honestly bored of him now. I can see why his girlfriend finished with him.”
If that was an attempt at humour from Claire, it failed. I half-smiled at her and she smiled kind of weakly too. “I just don’t know, Claire,” I said. “I feel kind of stuck.”
“Me too. I want you back. I want us. I just like sex and I’ve kept that bottled up all this time, and I guess it just exploded, and now I’ve fucked everything up.”
“I think we need some time and space,” I said, after a moment. “I’ll pick up some clothes and stuff and stay at Steph’s for a couple of days. We both need to have a think about what we want.”
“Please don’t,” Claire pleaded with me, but I pulled myself away from her, collected some belongings and left without speaking to her further. I couldn’t. She pulled on my heart strings too much and I didn’t just want to cave in yet again.
Steph was pleased to see me again and totally understood the situation.
“Stay as long as you want,” she said. “Claire texted me to say she’s heartbroken and wants you back, but I’ve told her that you need some space and she says she’ll respect that. She’s happy that you’re staying here, because at least she knows I’ll look after you.”
‘Looking after me’ included sucking my cock again that night. This time we made no pretence about it. I even made the first move, asking her if she wanted to fuck again tonight, while we watched TV. She didn’t answer. She just unzipped my jeans and started sucking my cock, then when we finally went upstairs, we got naked and fucked like animals for over an hour.
We fucked in the shower the next morning, before I went to work. Then we fucked again when I got in from work, but as I laid next to her, on the living room floor, I looked across at her and she looked back at me and I realised that I felt nothing. The sex was fantastic, but beyond that, I felt nothing besides admiration at how good she was in bed, and gratitude for fucking me and letting me stay here.
“I know,” she said softly, as though she’d read my mind. “I’m not Claire.”
“What do you mean by that?” I asked. “That’s an odd thing to say.”
“The look on your face. Everytime we fuck, afterwards you go quiet like that. I can tell you’re a million miles away. Thinking about things. About Claire, I guess.”
“I wasn’t thinking about Claire,” I said.
“It’s fine. I’m enjoying having you here, the sex is fun, but I think you should go back to her. Give her one more chance.”
“I haven’t made up my mind yet.”
“And you never will while you’re here, with me to distract you,” Steph said. “Go home and see what she says.”
“Are you kicking me out?” I joked.
“For your own good, yes,” she laughed back. “But before you go, I want this one more time.” Then she went down and started sucking my cock again.
When we’d finished, we laid there talking again for a little while and I realised she was right. I was hiding from things by staying here. Burying my head in the sand and using Steph to keep myself distracted from my feelings. I went in the shower, and then I went home.
I texted Claire, to warn her that I was coming home, if she wanted me to, and she replied that she wanted nothing more and when I got to the front step, she jumped into my arms again, this time sobbing with happiness rather than regret.
“I’ve missed you so much. I’ve made so many mistakes. I promise, if you’ll stay, I’ll be the best wife you could wish for. I’ll change. I’ll be whoever you want me to be.”
The promises kept coming all evening, and I let her talk and listened to everything, but one thing and one thing only was on my mind. A question.
“When you had sex with Aaron, and Luke, and whoever else you’ve fucked that I don’t know about - and I don’t want to - do you feel anything?”
Claire looked puzzled. “What do you mean? You mean emotionally?”
“Yes,” I nodded. “During sex, or afterwards, do you look at them and feel something?”
“I don’t love them, if that’s what you mean. I love you.”
“Not just love. Do you feel anything? Describe how you feel afterwards.”
We were sat at the kitchen table, facing each other, both with a glass of wine, and Claire’s head dipped down as she answered. “After I’ve had sex with them, I feel - this is hard to put into words - but I feel nothing. It’s an odd feeling. Like there’s something missing. The only person I don’t have that with, is you. Does that sound cheesy?”
“No, it doesn’t.” She’d answered perfectly, mirroring the feelings I’d had earlier after being with Steph. “It makes perfect sense. Drink your wine.”
Claire did as she was told as I also emptied my glass. Then I took her by the hand and led her upstairs in silence.
“What are you doing?” she asked quietly as I took her into the bedroom.
“You said that if I let you do that gangbang, you’d suck my cock like never before and then I could fuck you however I wanted.”
“The gangbang that you ruined by busting Aaron’s nose?” Claire reminded me.
“You’d already done it once. I just ruined the second session.”
“That’s true.”
“Good. Now suck my cock, Claire.”
“Okay.”
While we were talking, I’d undressed and she’d done the same. Now I sat on the edge of the bed and she knelt down in front of me, taking my cock and beginning to suck it like I told her to.
“If I give you a second chance, I want you to never see Aaron again, or any of his friends. Or the gym guy. If you want extra sex, you’re to tell me and we’ll work something out. And if I want to fuck someone, I’m allowed too. Do you understand?”
Claire stopped sucking me. “Do you want to fuck other women?”
I shoved her head back down, silencing her with my cock. “Not right now,” I said evasively. “But I reserve the right to, if I want. Okay?”
Claire nodded, then stopped again for a second. “So you’ll let me fuck other guys, if it’s on your terms and I tell you everything and don’t lie?”
“Yes, now suck my cock. Then I’m fucking your ass.”
“What?”
Again, I silenced her by shoving her head down onto my cock. Once I was rock hard, and it took a while, seeing as Steph had already fucked me three times today, I grabbed her by the hair, and bent her over the bed.
“Paul, what the-”
“Shut up,” I growled at her. “You said you like it rough.”
“I do,” she admitted.
Then I put the end of my cock against her asshole, and eased it inside her.
“Oh my,” she moaned, then she went quiet as I began fucking her hard and fast, shooting my load into her ass in just a couple of minutes.
“So do we have a deal?” I asked her, as we cuddled afterwards.
“We have a deal,” Claire sighed. “Although if you fuck me like that every night I don’t think I’ll need anyone else.”
“That sounds like a challenge I’ll enjoy trying,” I sighed back.




Chapter 7
The next day was a weird one. We’d made up as much as we were ever going to. Claire had made me promises and compromises and I’d made allowances too. We’d been through so much; things that would split up most couples, and yet our love for each other had kept us together somehow.
And yet it still felt weird.
For a start, I’d fucked Steph. Not once, but half a dozen times at least and it’d been good. Passionate, dirty sex, but that’s all it had been. Just sex. There were no feelings, on my side at least, I couldn’t say for Steph but I didn’t feel anything coming from her in an emotional sense, so I was sure she felt the same. Claire didn’t know, and I had no intention of telling her. Not right now, when things were just settling down. I needed to make sure that Steph wouldn’t tell her either, so I texted her from work that day, explaining the situation and she put my mind at rest. She didn’t want Claire to know either. She’d only just got her friend back after all these years apart since school, and didn’t want to ruin that friendship, like she had done before.
Then of course there was the fact that I’d busted Aaron’s nose, and spoiled the nice little setup that Claire had with him for casual sex. They were afraid of me apparently, or at the minimum, they just didn’t want the aggravation, and had told Claire so. She still had the option of Luke, the black guy from the gym, but apparently he wasn’t that well endowed or actually very good in bed, so Claire wasn’t bothered about doing anything with him again.
I knew that Claire was now worried that if she did find a new lover, I might ‘lose my shit’ again, and get violent again, but I reassured her that I wouldn’t do that, as long as she played by the rules and told me everything. And by everything, I meant everything. No sneaking around. No keeping anything from me. If we were going to make our marriage work, I wanted total transparency, so matter the cost to my ego or whatever.
Not that she had anyone lined up to have any fun with. For the next few days, life was simply work and then back to something approaching normality at home, apart from us discussing our new found future and how it might all work out.
Higgsy had found out about my fight with Aaron on his return from his trip to his parents and wanted to know all the latest ins-and-outs and of course, if Claire and I were okay. I told him that everything was fine and invited him over for a beer at the weekend, when I’d give him the full low-down on what he’d missed.
Steph didn’t contact me much, which is pretty much what I expected. She was probably feeling a little bit of guilt as she was trying to remain Claire’s friend and confidant. I knew she’d be there for me, if I needed a female shoulder to lean on, but right now, a little distance between us was probably for the best.
By the end of the week, I’d reconciled everything that had happened to myself, and while having sex with Claire in bed that night, I found myself fantasizing about her with Aaron, Tom and Leo and what I’d seen.
“Claire?” I said quietly, after we’d finished making love.
“Yes?” she replied sleepily from where she was curled inside my arms.
“I’m sorry I broke up the gangbang for you the other day.”
“It’s okay,” she murmured. “I understand why you were so mad. You don’t need to keep apologising.”
“No, I mean, I’m sorry I stopped it.”
“What do you mean?”
I pushed myself up to a sitting position. “I suppose I kind of wished it had carried on. So I could have watched more. It was pretty exciting to see. Does that make we weird? Enjoying watching my wife get fucked by a group of guys?”
Claire sat up too. “I don’t think it’s weird. Why wouldn’t a man get turned on by seeing his wife naked and enjoying herself?”
“It just doesn’t feel right. I get jealous, but at the same time, it’s horny. It’s confusing.”
“I can understand that.” Claire grinned. “I’m glad you get a bit jealous, if I’m honest. I’d be more worried if it didn’t instigate those feelings in you, and it makes me a bit horny too, thinking about you watching. Did you see a lot?”
“The guy who I don’t know was doing it to you when I first got there, and you were sucking Aaron’s dick. Then Leo got on top of you and you sucked Tom. Leo made you cum. I saw that.”
“Then Tom got on me, and then it all kicked off when Aaron went out for a drink,” Claire remembered. “I wasn’t sure how long you were there or what you’d seen exactly. Does it make you angry, seeing me being like that?”
“Like what?”
“You know. Me being slutty. With four men.”
“It was a bit of a shock to the system,” I admitted. “I’d imagined it, when we talked, but actually seeing it was something else.”
“And you liked it? Despite your other feelings.”
I nodded. “Yes, I think I did. That’s why I said I sort of wished it had gone on longer.” My cock was getting hard again beneath the bed sheets, thinking about it, and Claire must have noticed, because her hand crept under, taking hold of me.
“Me too,” Claire sighed. “I was having such a good time. I came so many times, it was incredible.”
“Leo said you squirted.”
“I did. It’s just such a turn on, being used like that by a bunch of really dirty guys,” Claire explained. “Lots of women fantasize about it, you know? Having man after man take turns on you, being totally uninhibited and just letting go. It’s just that not many women actually dare do it, even though we’d secretly like to.”
“I’d have never believed you could be like that, if I hadn’t seen it for myself,” I said.
“Well you have to remember that I had threesomes and foursomes when I was quite young. Aaron’s always been into group sex and took advantage of me back then, I guess, to get what he wanted. I enjoyed it though, I won’t say I didn’t, and I just wanted to relive it.”
“What’s the most you ever had?” I had to ask.
“Four lads,” she confessed, “Back then. I screwed most of Aaron’s friends, if I’m honest. And obviously four men again the other day.”
“And to think that I thought you were so innocent, up until a couple of weeks ago,” I mused with a chuckle.
“I’m sorry I kept it all from you. I just never knew how you’d react.”
“Well, we’ll never know I suppose. But at least I know now. No more secrets?”
“No more secrets,” Claire squeezed my cock. “I’ll tell you everything, especially as you seem to quite like it.”
“I do,” I smiled, and sighed as she began to stroke me.
“Do you want to know what we did the other day? Before you got there?”
“Tell me,” I sighed as she began to wank me faster, throwing back the covers, so I could see her naked curves.
“We didn’t mess around,” she told me, “As soon as they got to our house, Aaron took me upstairs after introducing me to the two other guys I didn’t know. Tom asked if they should let them, Leo and his friend, Glenn, be the ones to undress me as they’d never seen me naked before, and they agreed so these two men took off the dress I was wearing, then my bra and panties.”
“Go on,” I encouraged her.
“Aaron gave them all a tour of my body, opening my legs and showing them my pussy. I was already soaking wet with anticipation, and couldn’t wait for them to get their cocks out. Aaron and Tom are huge and I was hoping Leo and Glenn were too, but they were just average, which was okay, I guess. Then Aaron said the lads had to watch me fuck him first, so he got on top of me on the bed, just shoved his cock in me and we started fucking.”
“Wow,” I said, genuinely intrigued as to how these things went down.
“After a bit, he told them to get their cocks in my mouth, and have a feel of my big tits and things like that. It was incredible, having all these dicks thrust in my face and random hands all groping my body while Aaron did me hard and fast. I came really quickly.”
“I bet you did.”
“They all high-fived Aaron, then he moved away and said he wanted to see me take Tom’s dick, and of course Tom couldn’t wait. They made me get on all fours and Tom shagged me doggy-style while I took turns sucking the others. Then Leo got behind me, then the new guy. I lost count of how many times I orgasmed.”
“Did they all cum?”
“I haven’t got to that part yet,” Claire chastised me for going too fast. “Next, Aaron made me get on top of him and told Tom to DP me.”
“DP?”
“Double penetration, Paul. Don’t act stupid. You know what I meant.”
“Oh right. How? I mean…”
“Well, Tom wanted to put it in my pussy, alongside Aaron’s but it was just too much. I can’t take two big cocks like that both in one hole, so he put it in my ass. It hurt at first but once it’s in, it feels great.”
That floored me. “You did anal?”
“Don’t be jealous,” she stopped wanking me for a second. “You fucked my ass too, the other night, remember? You were all rough with me. I loved it.”
“Yeah, but…”
“It didn’t last long. His cock is too big to do it for long and I was glad when he came in me. He was the first one to cum. Then Aaron fucked me missionary and came in my pussy while I sucked Leo, who came in my mouth. Glenn just wanked himself off watching and then made me open my mouth for his cum, because Aaron said he wanted to see him shoot it in.”
“Like a pornstar,” I commented.
“Just like a pornstar, yes. I think that’s how Aaron’s always seen me. Like his personal pornstar or something.”
“You’re my personal pornstar, not his,” I pointed out.
“Yes, I am,” Claire smiled again, then moved down and started sucking my cock.
I pushed her head down, tangling my fingers in her blonde hair while she worked me with her tongue and lips, my mind’s eye full of those images, until I filled her mouth with cum.
“So am I allowed to find someone to fuck?” Claire asked, wiping her lips. “Seeing as you’ve scared Aaron and company off.”
“Yes, of course you are.” I stretched out in bed, with that wonderful content feeling you get after emptying your balls. “Do you have anyone in mind?”
“Not yet,” Claire rued, “But if it’s okay with you, I do want to find someone.”
“Okay. Just keep me in the loop. Remember, no secrets.”
“No secrets,” she kissed me and I could taste my cum, salty on her lips, and then we both fell asleep, wondering where all of this would lead next.
The next day everything felt great between us. We’d actually openly discussed our feelings. I’d opened up to her about the fact that her being a slut like that had somehow turned me on, something I’d struggled to come to terms with, and she’d been honest about how she felt about sex and that she wanted some new lovers too.
As I drove to work, I couldn’t help but marvel at how life throws these curve balls and yet somehow Claire and I had gotten through it. We’d hit it right out of the park, in fact. Our relationship felt solid again. I felt optimistic about starting to trust her again.
As I got out of the car to step into work, my phone rang and seeing that it was Higgsy, I paused outside of the office door and answered.
“Hey,” I said brightly.
“You sound better than you did last time I called,” Higgsy said.
“Much better. Things are good. Just about to head into work. You okay?”
“Yeah. You still up for that beer this weekend? I could do with getting out of the house.”
I remembered that I’d invited him over to fill him in properly on the fallout from the fight with Aaron. I’d talked with him a few times, he’d been concerned, but we hadn’t been able to fully catch up because of everything going on plus the fact that he’d gone over to his parents to see them for a few days.
“Sounds good to me. It’ll be nice to see you.”
“Cool,” Higgsy replied. “Claire okay? Will she be alright with me coming over?”
“Why wouldn’t she be?”
“You know - everything that’s gone on, and then the fact that last time I came over I ended up showing me her dick and she got her boobs out. Will she be embarrassed?”
“So much has happened since then, Higgsy,” I chuckled, “I think that’s the least of it all. She’ll be fine, I promise. See you Saturday night?”
“See you then. I’ll bring the beers,” he said and hung up, so I headed into work and enjoyed a perfectly normal day, full of optimism for the future and looking forward to seeing my buddy and hopefully life getting back to smooth running again.
I told Claire that Lee was going to pop over for a beer and she was fine about it. I did expect her to perhaps be slightly apprehensive but when Saturday night came around, she hadn’t mentioned any worries to me at all.
“Higgsy will be here any time,” I said, looking at the clock. “Are you sure you’re okay with seeing him?”
Claire raised an eyebrow. “Why do you ask that?”
“Higgsy asked me the other day, so I thought I’d double check with you. He thought you might feel a bit awkward talking about everything that’s happened, and also of course, last time he came over, you and him nearly ended up fucking.”
“We didn’t nearly end up fucking!” she laughed. “I teased him a bit with my boobs, that’s all.”
“And made him get his cock out,” I reminded her. “You really led him on. It was funny, when I think back.”
“So it should be him that feels awkward,” Claire shrugged. “Not me.”
“Are you okay with me talking to him, you know - about us?”
“What do you mean - us?” Claire asked.
“Everything that’s happened, the gangbang, the gym guy, that you might want to fuck some other guys in the future. All that stuff.”
“Not ‘might want to’ fuck some guys,” Claire corrected me with a mischievous smile, “I ‘definitely’ want to fuck some other guys. If you feel the need to divulge all our secrets, at least do it right.”
I had to laugh. “Okay. I’ll tell him everything right then, if you’re sure?”
“He’ll be cool with it,” she reassured me, even though I was fine about it, which I read as her thinking that I was the nervous one here.
He knocked on the door just a few minutes later, then swaggered in with his usual style and a large crate of beer under one arm. He passed one to Claire, one to me, then slumped onto the sofa as he always did, making himself comfortable before even saying hello properly.
“Hi, Lee,” Claire cracked open her beer and sat opposite him. “How are you?”
If there was any sarcasm in her welcome, he didn’t pick up on it. “I’m all right. Could be better. How about you?”
“We’re great,” Claire looked over at me as I joined her on the sofa with my beer. “Aren’t we?”
“Yeah,” I agreed. “So, why could you be better?” I asked my friend. It wasn’t like him to ever say anything downbeat. Higgsy was usually always super positive about things.
“Me and Lisa,” he sighed. “Things aren’t so good at the minute.”
“Oh no,” Claire said, with genuine concern in her voice. “What’s up?”
“It’s a bit ironic really,” Higgsy said with a sad smile. “I found out she’s been sleeping with her boss at work.”
“Sorry to hear that,” I said though it felt a bit weird because of what Claire and I had gone through. “Is that why you went to your parents’ house?”
Higgsy nodded. “It’s all over now. It was just a fling, so we’re working on our relationship. Hopefully we can make it work.”
“How did you find out?” I asked. “What happened?”
“Just the good old fashioned ‘seeing a text on her phone’ story,” Higgsy shrugged. “She left her phone out, unlocked, and a message came through for her. It was just a friend of hers, nothing major, but of course I had to look at her older messages and now I wish I hadn’t.”
“You saw texts between her and her boss?” Claire prompted him to carry on.
“Yes. Loads of them. Times, dates, things they wanted to do. Things they’d done.”
“I guess that was a bit painful,” I said, knowing how he probably felt.
“You’d know, wouldn’t you?” Lee replied. “I guess that’s why I wanted to come over. To check you guys were okay but also to get some advice, you know?”
“What did you do?” Claire couldn’t help but ask. She’d already finished her beer and cracked open another one.
“I confronted her with the texts. She didn’t deny anything. She couldn’t really. I had the evidence in my hand. She didn’t even try to defend herself. She said it was a short fling. She’d gone a bit crazy but she’d ended it once she realised what an idiot she was being.” Higgsy knocked his beer back and joined Claire on his second. “I’m not like you, Paul. I couldn’t handle it. I flipped my lid. Went crazy at her, then moved out for a while.”
“I’m sorry to hear that. Maybe she’s just been feeling like me?” Claire said. “Sometimes, something comes along - an opportunity - and you just do something impulsive. We all make mistakes. I’m sure she loves you.”
“I figured that out. She says she does, and I’ve moved back in now. We’re working on making it work, but I couldn’t be like you guys. I couldn’t have an open relationship. No judgement on you two, but I couldn’t do it. I’m too possessive, I think.”
“That’s fair enough,” I was only halfway down my can of beer. “Work on it. You and Lisa have been together ages. It’d be a shame to throw it all away just because she made one mistake.”
“She was fucking him for six months. A bit more than one mistake, but yeah, I know what you’re saying.”
“Have you had sex with her yet, since, I mean?” Claire asked.
I stared at her, not quite believing that she’d ask such a question, but Higgsy answered it nonetheless.
“Yeah. It felt a bit weird, but she pointed out that I’d been sleeping with her right through the affair, so why should it make any difference now. I think we’ll be okay, once I get my head around it. She’s promised never to be unfaithful again, but I still feel a bit hurt, you know?”
“Of course, I know,” I said softly, finally catching up with them and finishing off my first beer. “If there’s anything I can do to help, you only have to ask.”
“Cheers, matey.” Higgsy finished his second beer and slammed the can down on the table. “I’ll man up and stop being a miserable bastard soon, I promise.”
Claire passed him a third can, then finished her own and started another herself. Wow. Tonight was going to get messy if they both carried on drinking at this rate. “We’ll cheer you up, Higgsy. At least things are fairly simple with you and Lisa. She cheated, you talked about it. Took her back. She’s promised not to do it again and hopefully, life goes back to how it was before. Things could be worse. Look how complicated and fucked up me and Paul are?”
Higgsy did smile at that. “Well yeah, but ‘complicated and fucked up’ works for you, right?”
“Well, it will do, once I find someone to be complicated and fucked up with,” Claire explained. “Seeing as Paul beat the crap out of the last one.”
“He told me about that,” Lee winked at me. “And he’s scared the rest off. What about the gym guy?”
“You told him already?” Claire asked me.
“Only briefly,” I replied, then turned to Lee. “Luke didn’t stick around. Him and Claire only did it a few times, but she wasn’t bothered. He didn’t have a very big cock and wasn’t very good anyway.”
“Especially considering the fact that he’s a black guy,” Claire added. “I’d hoped he’d be well hung.”
Higgsy stared at her over the top of his beer. “Black? You fucked a black guy?”
“Stop being racist,” Claire teased him. “He had a fit body but not much else. Nowhere near as good as Aaron or Tom.”
“Paul told me you slept with their mates too. How many guys was it?”
“Four,” I answered for her. “Equalling her personal best.”
Claire glared at me, and Higgsy noticed. “She’s slept with four men before?” His eyes were wide. “When? Back when you were young, I assume?”
She nodded. “Back in my first crazy period. I’m in my second now. Or I’m trying, at least. I just need my husband to not kill them the first time they upset him.”
“Still can’t believe it,” Higgsy sat back on the sofa and rubbed a hand through his hair. “You just don’t look the sort at all.”
“The sort?” Claire arched an eyebrow. “Are you calling me a slut or something?”
We all laughed, and the conversation flowed nicely after that. The ice had been well and truly broken, if it was there to start off with, and any awkwardness that might have been there was gone. Higgsy asked me to describe exactly what had happened when I punched Aaron, and I told him everything.
“You squirted? I’ve never made a girl squirt,” Higgsy said to Claire when I got to the part where Leo made her cum.
“I’ve only ever squirted before with Aaron,” Claire explained. “I think it was just because I’d cum so many times already leading up to that bit. I’m surprised you’ve never made Lisa or anyone else squirt. Your dick is quite big.”
“You think?” Higgsy managed a smile despite Claire mentioning Lisa. “Paul said you were quite impressed when you saw it last time.”
“I was. He told me you liked my boobs too,” she glanced at me. “He said you might feel awkward with me tonight because of that night where we saw each other naked.”
“We didn’t see each other naked,” Higgsy pointed out. “You just saw my dick and I saw your boobs. We were still dressed and I didn’t see your pussy. Worse luck.”
“You know what I mean,” Claire chuckled. “Why would you want to see my pussy though? Boobs are much more fun. Pussies all look the same, don’t they? Either hairy or not. I’ll never understand why guys get off on seeing a girl’s pussy.”
“No way,” Higgsy said. “They’re all different, and I think it’s horny because it’s their most intimate part. It’s like you’re seeing the most secret bit of their body, and that makes it erotic. If that makes sense?”
“I guess so,” Claire shrugged, “Paul could show you the photos on my phone, if you want to see them?”
“I’d rather see it for myself,” Lee grinned cheekily, “But yeah, sure, why not? If you don’t mind?”
“I don’t mind, although I’d rather Paul show them to you. It’d be a bit weird if you saw them with me around.” Claire was actually looking a little rosy in the cheeks but I wasn’t sure if it was embarrassment or just the effects of the beer.
Higgsy pointed towards me and I realised he was asking me to pass him Claire’s phone which was on the coffee table next to where I was sitting. I picked it up, unlocked the screen and tossed it over to him. He looked at Claire and winked.
“They’re of Claire with Aaron and Tom. They’re pretty explicit,” I warned him. “There’s only nine or ten photos, but they show everything, including their cocks.”
“I think I’ll go to the bathroom and powder my nose or something,” squeaked Claire and she scuttled out of the living room just as Higgsy found the first photo.
“Fucking hell,” he chortled. “Look at the size of that dick.”
“That’s Aaron’s,” I informed him. “Tom’s is even bigger.”
“No way,” he murmured as he swiped through the pictures. “Oh yeah. Wow.”
I sat there in a slightly awkward but horny silence as he went back and forward through the photos, lifting the phone closer to his face for a better look at a couple of them.
“What do you think?” I said, not knowing what else to say.
“Hot as fuck,” Higgsy said quietly, still swiping from picture to picture. “How did you feel, looking at these for the first time?”
“It was a bit weird,” I admitted, “But horny too. I couldn’t believe she fucked two cocks that big.”
“Didn’t it make you jealous?” Higgsy still hadn’t managed to tear his eyes from what he was looking at.
“Of what? Their dicks or the fact that they’re screwing my wife?” I grinned. “Both, if I’m honest.”
Higgsy tipped his head back and laughed out loud at that, just as Claire walked back into the room.
“Have you finished looking at them yet?” she asked cautiously before coming over to sit down, then saw he was still chuckling under his breath. “What’s so funny?”
“Paul made me laugh,” Lee explained. “He’s jealous of how big they are, and no, I haven’t finished looking. Can I send these to my phone so I can wank over them later?”
“Higgsy!” Claire exclaimed, walking over to him and snatching the phone from his hand before he could do it. “I can’t believe I let you look at them to be honest. Yes, they did have big cocks, but that’s nothing to be jealous of. It’s what you do with them that counts.”
“I’ve got to admit, I’m jealous too,” Higgsy replied as Claire sat down next to him, checking her phone to make sure he hadn’t already sent them.
“Why would you be jealous?” Claire asked. “Your dick is pretty big if I remember right.”
“Not as big as theirs. But I’m more jealous that they got you to suck their cocks and fucked you.”
“Oh, shut up,” Claire giggled. “You wouldn’t shag me. I’m too chubby for you. Plus, as tempting as your big cock is, you’re like my brother. It wouldn’t be right.”
“But letting me look at pictures of your tits and pussy and having sex is okay?”
“That’s different.” Claire defended herself. “They’re just photos.”
“I’ve seen your tits in real life,” Higgsy argued. “And yeah, I definitely would shag you. You’re not too chubby at all. You’ve got a lovely body. Big tits, nice tight looking shaven pussy. Seeing those photos has got me hard.”
“Has it?” I saw Claire’s eyes lower to the front of his trousers as she said that. “Prove it.”
Higgsy shrugged and undid his belt, then pulled his jeans and shorts down. His cock was hard, not fully but even then the tip almost reached his belly button, which mine never does.
“Not as big as theirs,” he looked at it. “But big enough for most women, I think.”
Claire considered it for a moment, then picked up her phone and brought up the picture of Aaron’s cock. Then to my surprise, she took hold of Higgsy’s dick in one hand and compared it side by side to the one on her phone.
“Maybe an inch smaller than Aaron,” she surmised, then seemed to squeeze his shaft. “But same thickness, which is just as important.”
Higgsy glanced at me with a daft grin then back at Claire. “It’s not fully hard though.”
Claire let go of his cock. “I’m not sucking it or anything,” she told him. “Do you want me to get my boobs out again, like last time?”
“Like he’s going to say no,” I said from where I was opposite them, which made Higgsy laugh again.
“Get them out then, see if it works,” he said, so Claire took her t-shirt off, and then unclipped her bra, letting her huge boobs fall out of it. Then he took her hand and put it back on his dick and she wrapped her fingers around it, then he started motioning it up and down his shaft.
“Fuck’s sake, Higgsy,” Claire giggled. “I’ll do this, but I’m not doing anything else, okay?”
“A handjob is fine,” he said, glancing over and winking at me again.
I felt my own cock growing hard as I watched my topless wife wank off my best friend. It was strange to see, but then again after everything that had happened lately, I was getting used to strange.
“Come on, get harder,” Claire encouraged his cock, stroking him a bit faster.
I could tell Higgsy was enjoying it, although his dick wasn’t getting fully hard but I was quite sure that he was holding back on purpose.
“You know it’d get harder if you sucked it,” he said mischievously, but Claire replied curtly that it wasn’t happening, so he tried a different tack. “Show me your pussy. That might work. I’ve already seen it in those photos, so it’s not like something I haven’t already seen.”
Claire paused stroking him, obviously thinking about it. She looked at me, and I just shrugged as if to say it was up to her. Then she sighed, stood up and undid her jeans button and zipper.
“I’ll help you,” Higgsy said, sitting up.
“I can take them off on my own, thanks,” Claire said, taking a step back, and pulling them down, so she was just standing in a pair of black panties. “I haven’t shaved for a couple of days though.”
“I don’t care. Get them off, let’s have a look.” Higgsy egged her on, so she slipped them down and let them fall to the floor.
“Happy now?” she said, standing in front of him totally naked, hands on hips.
Higgsy leaned forward for a closer look, so she took another step back.
“Don’t be a spoilsport,” he complained, “How am I supposed to get hard if I can’t see anything?”
Claire sighed again. “Fine,” she said, walking over and sitting next to him. “What do you want to see?”
“Open your legs,” Higgsy suggested, now stroking his own cock with one hand. Claire raised her legs up and parted her thighs for him, so both he and I could see her small pussy lips peeking out of her slit. She hadn’t shaved, so she had a little bit of stubble, but her pubes were fine and light coloured like her hair anyway, so it wasn’t like a huge bush or anything. I also noticed her large pink nipples were standing erect, and realised she was probably getting quite horny herself by now.
“Do you want me to carry on doing that?” Claire asked, pointing to the hand pumping on his cock.
“Be my guest,” Higgsy replied. He moved his hand and Claire leaned in a little closer and replaced it with hers, wanking him slowly but his eyes were locked onto Claire’s pussy. She moved her hand to the tip of his dick, massaging the end, and I could see his cock twitching a bit in response.
“It’s getting harder now,” Claire commented, her other hand going to his balls and massaging them similarly. Then I noticed Higgsy’s hand had moved to her breasts, which because of the way she was leaning over him, were hanging down into his reach. She didn’t say anything as he cupped and squeezed them.
“Wow,” Higgsy mouthed at me as he got both hands on them with Claire objecting. She was focused on what she was doing with his cock.
“I bet you’d love it if I put my boobs around this,” Claire said to him, looking up from his cock finally. “Wouldn’t you?”
“Fuck yeah,” said Higgsy with a huge smile on his face, so Claire dropped down on to the floor, kneeling between his feet and wrapped her tits around his dick.
“Even I don’t get this treatment,” I told him, quite amazed at Claire’s sudden change in mood. She’d had quite a bit to drink, but this was quite something else to see.
My cock was hard and I realised I urgently needed to pee, so after watching Claire begin to bounce her tits up and down with his shaft held between them, I jogged upstairs to the toilet. I was so erect that it was almost impossible to pee, but once I’d managed it, I returned downstairs as quickly as I could to see if Claire had finally got him fully erect.
I didn’t expect her to be sucking him.
“What are you doing?” I asked, standing in the doorway in shock.
“Sorry, Paul. It’s my fault,” Higgsy answered for her. “She decided that I’m about half an inch smaller than Aaron, a full inch smaller than Tom and we were going to leave it but I begged her to make me cum now and she said okay.”
“Do you mind?” Claire said, breaking away from blowing him for a moment. “I took pity on him. I’ve teased him so much. I’ll just make him cum with my mouth. I won’t fuck him or anything. It’s only a blow job.”
“I guess so. It’s up to you,” I said, slightly bewildered by how quickly this had progressed.
“I am horny though,” Claire said with a grin. “Why don’t you make yourself useful and fuck me from behind or something?”
I really wanted to but could I get my dick out in front of another man? I know it was only Higgsy, my best friend, but could I do it? Could I perform like that in front of someone else?
“Get in there,” Higgsy urged me to do it. “Fuck her, or I will.”
“She won’t let you,” I tried to smile the comment off.
“I will,” Claire said, pausing her blow job for a second. “If you don’t fuck me, I’ll let him.”
I didn’t have a choice then. I turned around and undid my jeans. My cock was hard and I couldn’t deny I was really turned on by the situation. As quickly as I could, I moved down, kneeling on the floor behind Claire and quickly shuffled into position before I could lose my erection from any sort of weird feelings. Her pussy was dripping wet and my cock slid inside her without any resistance whatsoever.
“This is amazing,” Higgsy said over Claire’s back to me. “She’s so good at sucking dick.”
I put my hands on her hips and began to fuck her slowly as watched Higgsy put his hand in her blonde hair and draw her head further down onto his cock until she gagged a little. She didn’t stop sucking him though, and then as she began to moan from me screwing her, I realised I was way too turned on already and pulled out suddenly.
“Don’t stop,” Claire groaned.
“I have to,” I confessed, “I’m going to cum if I don’t.”
“Cum then,” she replied. “Just fuck me. I don’t care if you cum.”
I rammed my cock back in her. Hearing her talk sluttily like that was incredible, so I did as she said and just went for it, pounding her as hard as I could from behind while she gave Higgsy head. He had his head thrown back, eyes closed, so he wasn’t watching and that helped, but even so I only lasted a few minutes and then with a cry of ‘fuck!’, I shot my load deep inside her.
“Have you cum?” Higgsy asked me and I nodded, unable to speak while I got my breath back. I moved back, and a trickle of white cum dribbled from her pussy.
“Can I fuck him now?” Claire asked, looking at me over her shoulder.
“I thought you wouldn’t?” I said, glancing at Higgsy who also had his eyebrows raised in surprise.
“I won’t if you don’t want me to,” Claire said, standing up and glancing at me first then Higgsy. “Or if you don’t want to,” she said to him.
“Of course I want to,” Higgsy said, playing with his cock to keep it hard.
“So can I?” Claire said. “I might as well. I’ve done everything else and I’m horny. It’s just sex.”
“I don’t want to ruin our friendship, but if you’re sure…”
I didn’t even get a chance to finish the sentence, Claire got on top of Higgsy, took hold of his cock and lowered herself down onto it. From where I was standing, I could see it go inside her and I felt my now flaccid cock twitching already at the sight.
I sat down and watched as she kissed him passionately and then rode him for several minutes before he took control, putting his hand under her legs and lifting her, then flipping her onto her back on the sofa. Then he got on top of her between her thighs and entered her again, expertly fucking her hard and deep with his decent sized cock.
It took maybe two minutes for Claire to have her first orgasm. I got a fresh beer and by the time I’d finished it, she came again and then finally after probably an hour of watching him fuck her, he finally arched his back and grunted.
He’d cum in my wife. My best friend. Was this really happening?
They lay there for a few moments, still kissing, then finally he got up and as he pulled out I saw another load of white cum spill from her.
“Oh my god,” Claire said to me as though it was the most normal thing in the world.  “Higgsy’s a good fuck. That dick…”
“Her pussy is fucking awesome, dude,” Higgsy said, patting me on the shoulder. “Thanks mate. I needed that. I’m going to go get cleaned up and get off home.”
“You don’t have to,” Claire said. She was still laid on the settee, her hand resting on her pussy, stroking herself, obviously still in a state of arousal. “You could stay over, if it’s okay with Paul.”
“Stay over?” I repeated dumbly.
“He could stay in our bed. We could have another threesome. It’ll be fun.” Claire explained. “Please? I’ll do anything you want.”
“Sounds good to me,” Higgsy said with a look of hope on his face as he looked at me. “I’ll go to the toilet and let you talk about it.”
Once he’d gone, I sat down next to Claire to talk, but she undid my jeans and I didn’t stop her as she took out my now hard cock and curled her tongue around the tip.
“Let’s do this,” she said softly as she teased me with her mouth. “Please? I’ll make it worth your while.”
“Are you sure this is what you want?”
“Positive.”
“Okay.”
So when Higgsy came downstairs, the three of us went back up and he and I got fully undressed as Claire laid down on the bed, playing with her pussy in front of us.
“I can’t believe I’m doing this,” she giggled.
“Imagine how I feel,” Higgsy said, climbing onto the bed next to her. “I’ve fancied you for ages and now finally, I’ve got to fuck you.”
“You haven’t fancied me for ages,” Claire said.
“I have,” he insisted, beginning to wank himself off while watching Claire toying with her clit. “You’ll need to give me a few minutes to get it up again.”
“You can watch me do this,” Claire said, making eye contact with him while she swirled a fingertip around her clit. I couldn’t believe my wife was laid on the bed, totally naked, legs open, masturbating for my friend like this.
I laid on the other side of her and watched too as she got into it, rubbing faster and more urgently, then she tossed her head back, arched her back and came with a low moan. I couldn’t help myself. Before she’d finished her orgasm, I got on top of her, moved her hand out of the way and shoved my cock into her soaking wet pussy.
“Go on then,” Claire groaned into my ear. “Fuck me.”
So I did. I kissed her and she kissed me back as I got into a rhythm, despite the knowledge that the wetness inside her was another man’s sperm. Again, I came within minutes, before she’d cum but by then, as I rolled off, out of breath, Lee was ready to replace me.
“Doggy style,” he told her and she complied, rolling over and getting onto all fours. Higgsy rammed his cock in her hard, making her gasp.
“I love how bigger cocks feel from behind,” she whimpered as he began to do her with hard, deep strokes.
She came twice in the twenty minutes or so that he fucked her and then he began to fuck her in short jerky movements and I knew he was gonna fill her up again just before he did, with a loud, guttural roar, and then the pair of them slumped onto the bed, obviously completely spent.
The only sound was of us all breathing heavily, but then Claire broke out into a giggle and Lee joined in.
“That was so good,” she sighed. “But now I’m tired. Would you mind turning the light out so I can go to sleep?”
Lee rolled over and switched the lamp off, and the three of us got under the bed covers. None of us said anything because I guess we were all a mixture of drunk, satisfied and tired and I dropped off to sleep fairly quickly.
Something woke me up in the early hours and I glanced across at the LED clock on the bedside table to see that it was just past 3.00 am. The room was pitch black but then I heard a moan from behind me and realised what had woke me up. The bed was moving next to me and as my eyes adjusted from the red glare of the clock, I could see that Claire was laid on top of Higgsy, kissing and having sex with him. I just laid there and watched. They didn’t say anything, they just fucked like that, then he carefully rolled her over, so that he was on top and they made love for a while until I heard him whisper that he was going to cum and then I heard Claire moan that she was close too.
I closed my eyes but couldn’t sleep because of the bed bouncing and the sounds of their lovemaking and then I heard first Claire moan as her orgasm hit her and then shortly afterwards, Higgsy groaned and came and then everything went quiet again and I managed to sleep until being woken again.
It was light now and Claire was sucking my cock. I lifted the covers and looked down at her. “Good morning,” I said, not quite sure what else to say because Lee was kneeling behind her, obviously inside her and fucking her again.
“Good morning,” she said sweetly around my dick.
“What a night,” Lee said, not pausing in his fucking motion. “Hope you don’t mind this. I woke up with wood and it seemed a shame to waste it.”
“Shut up and fuck me,” Claire told him, then went back to wanking and sucking my cock with gusto while he resumed giving it to her from behind.
It felt so good what she was doing that it didn’t take me long to cum and I held her head there while I shot my load into her mouth. The entire thing was so erotic that I didn’t care about fucking her again. Just being sucked off by my wife while she took my best friend’s big cock in her cunt was exciting enough. Once she’d sucked every drop from me, she rolled onto her back, and he lifted her legs up, pinning them over her shoulders and I watched him piledriver her for several more minutes until she had a massive orgasm.
I had the best possible view of his thick shaft entering and exiting her pussy and found it quite fascinating to see how it stretched her pussy lips out much more than mine did. By the time he came inside her one last time and collapsed on top of her, the pair of them were covered in sweat and I became aware that the entire room stunk of sex.
We all went back to sleep briefly, and when I next woke, Claire was in the shower and Higgsy was just walking back into the room, fully dressed with a hot cup of coffee in his hand.
“Thanks for last night,” he said, passing me the drink. “It was incredible. I hope you’re cool with it, but Claire’s said she’d like to make it a regular thing if it’s okay with you.”
“We’ll talk about it,” I replied, not wanting to commit to anything but it did solve Claire’s problem of having to find a new lover.
“She’s a great fuck,” he said, sitting on the edge of the bed. “You’re a lucky man.”
“Thanks,” I replied, before realising how weird it is to accept a compliment about how good your wife is in bed.
“Is everything cool between us?” he asked after a moment.
“Yeah. Please, don’t worry. Last night was unexpected, but if she’s going to fuck other guys, I’d rather it be people I know and trust. Like you.”
Higgsy offered me his fist and I bumped it with mine, just as Claire walked in with nothing but a towel wrapped around her.
“Are you two actually high-fiving each other over last night?” she said, scooping a lock of wet hair out of her eyes with one hand.
“No,” I laughed. “Higgsy and I were just talking.”
“I bet you were,” she looked sideways at me, then and dropped the towel. “Oops,” she chuckled.
Higgsy looked her naked body up and down, pausing on her large round tits and then on her pussy. “I see you’ve shaved.”
She had. Her mound was now totally hairless. “I’m very smooth. Want to feel?”
“I would, but I’ll only get horny again and want to fuck you,” he replied.
“That’s kind of the idea,” she purred.
“But I need to get going. I have stuff to do.”
“Fair enough,” Claire sighed with mock sadness. “What does last night mean for you and Lisa?”
“I haven’t decided yet,” Lee said, standing up and walking over to the door. “I will let you know when I know. Until then, we need to do this again. Same time next week?”
“You can fuck me whenever you want, but next weekend sounds good. Is that okay with you?” Claire said, not aware that he’d already told me about their plan to fuck regularly.
“As long as he brings the beer. I think that’s fair,” I said, and Higgsy laughed and told me he’d text me later then left.
“Are you really okay with this?” Claire said, a genuine look of anxiety on her face. “I was drunk last night and let things get out of hand.”
“It’s fine,” I said honestly, “But I wish I’d known it was going to happen so I could have prepared myself a bit. Seeing you with Higgsy was weird.”
“It just happened, didn’t it? I didn’t mean it to, but it was good. Don’t you think?”
“I can’t deny it was fun,” I conceded. “And I suppose if you need to fuck other guys, like I said to Higgsy, I’d rather it be someone I know like him.”
“I love you,” Claire said, leaning in to kiss me.
“I love you too.” We kissed, then the kiss turned into more than a kiss.
A while later, after we’d fucked yet again, we were laid on the bed and her mobile phone rang.
“Who’s that?” she said lazily, reaching over and picking it up. “It’s Mark,” she said, nudging me then answering it.
“Hi Mark.” She pressed a button so that it went onto loudspeaker. Mark was her friend that she’d been chatting to before all of this happened, and one of the reasons she’d gone to the school reunion in the first place.
“Hello Claire,” he said through the phone speaker. “Am I on loudspeaker?”
“Yes,” she said, glancing at me, laid next to her. “I’m just doing some housework.” It was mid-morning by now.
“Are you on your own?” he said. His voice sounded a bit nervous.
Claire hesitated and looked at me questioningly, so I nodded. “Yes, why?”
“It’s a bit of a personal thing,” he replied.
“Well, fire away,” she told him.
“Okay. You know that I’ve fancied you since school?”
“Well, no I didn’t, but okay. Go on.”
“After seeing you at the school reunion, I realised that I still fancy you.”
“Right,” Claire said slowly. “But you know I’m married, right?”
“That didn’t stop you fucking Aaron, did it?” Mark’s voice suddenly got a bit edgy.
“Ah, I see,” Claire said, patiently. “Where is this going, Mark?”
“I know you don’t fancy me,” he said after a moment. “I’m not handsome or successful and I’m a bit chubby…” He went quiet again but just as Claire was about to say something, he came out with it.
“Look, Claire, what I’m trying to say is this. I saw you fuck Aaron that night and after doing a bit of homework, I’ve found out that you’ve also fucked Tom and him.”
“Who’s told you that?” Claire said, surprise in her voice.
“Never mind. I have my sources.” His voice sounded smug. “I know everything about you. And if you don’t play along, I’ll tell your husband everything.”
“Everything?” Claire had to hold back a laugh.
“I’ll tell him everything, yeah,” Mark threatened. “Unless you agree to let me fuck you. Just once. Come to my house tomorrow and let me fuck you and I’ll forget anything ever happened.”
“Mark, that’s blackmail.”
“I know. Do we have a deal or not?”
“My husband might not believe you.”
“Claire, I have photos. I have evidence. My house tomorrow or I’ll email him the pictures and tell him everything.”
“Well, it sounds like you have me over a barrel. Text me your address and a time and I’ll come around tomorrow.”
Mark went silent again for a moment. “Really?”
“Really? What else can I do? I can’t have my husband finding out.”
“I’ll send you the details. You better not be messing me about, Claire. I mean it.”
She reassured him that she wasn’t, and then hung up.
“What an asshole,” she said, staring at the screen.
“You’re not going to actually go over there, are you?” I said, not quite sure of her intentions.
“I sure am,” Claire said with a smile. “If it’s okay with you. I’m going to fuck his brains out and then tell him that if he ever threatens me again, I’ll cut his balls off.”
“Why? He’s a dick. Why does he deserve to get to fuck you with a shitty move like this?”
“Because I admire his guts for doing it,” she laughed. “You have to give him that. It’s a ballsy trick he’s pulling.”
“I guess,” I laugh. “You’re such a slut.”
“Yes,” Claire chuckled. “I suppose I am, but you still love me, right?”
“I do,” I said and it was the truth. I’d married a slut. I hadn’t known she’d been one when I married her, but she was. She’d always been one. This whole thing had just been about me coming to accept that, and now I had.
And to think that it all came about from a simple school reunion.
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My wife and I have been married for ten years and I know everything there is
to know about her.

So when she gets an invite to a school reunion from an old school friend, |
have no reason at all to stop her going.
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