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Alan’s first marriage had ended in divorce as a result of his wife’s adultery. A couple of years later, he met Laura. Everything about her was perfect. She was beautiful, intelligent and funny. She was also recently divorced, and he couldn’t believe his luck when they hit it off. After a couple of blissful years together, they married.

And then one night while visiting some of Laura’s oldest friends, a throw-away comment threatened to unhinge his new marital bliss. The subtle hint to his wife’s hot past was something Alan couldn’t ignore. It played havoc on his overactive imagination, and he tried to follow the breadcrumbs. Eventually, he came out and asked his new wife what her friend had been alluding to, and Laura admitted that she and her first husband used to be swingers.

Alan was stunned but not devastated. 

Laura explained that the only reason she hadn’t told him was because she knew how hurt he’d been by his first wife’s infidelity. He pointed out that the two situations were completely different. His first wife had cheated. Laura hadn’t. Her first husband had not been deceived or lied to. He’d been complicit.

Alan soon realised that Laura’s hot past didn’t just intrigue him; it aroused him. He had countless questions and the more Laura revealed, the more he wanted to know. It was probably inevitable that they would get to the point where some of the answers he craved could only be found by them both revisiting her hot past...
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Chapter 1
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Alan carried the overnight bags to their car, then returned to the wide porch where his wife, Laura, was saying goodbye to their hosts.

“Lovely to see you both,” Laura said, giving Tony and Jen warm embraces. “You’ll have to come to us next time.”

Alan waited for his wife to step back before he shook Tony’s hand. “It was great to see you again,” he said. 

As Jen stepped forward, she seemed a little apprehensive. She slipped her arms around his waist and pulled him in for a friendly hug, then whispered, “I hope I didn’t put the cat among the pigeons.”

He pulled back, smiled and shook his head. “No, you didn’t.” 

It was a lie. Behind the façade of his calm face, a feral cat was ripping wings off terrified pigeons, leaving them flapping around on the ground amidst grey, blood-stained feathers.

Laura took his hand as they walked to their car. “Want me to drive?” she asked. “I stopped drinking and went to bed around midnight, but you stayed up for at least another hour.” She dug her elbow into his ribs. “And from the volume of your snores, which woke me up, I’d guess you managed to drink quite a bit of Tony’s brandy.”

“I’m sorry for waking you up, and if you don’t mind driving, it’s probably a good idea.”

She smiled and headed to the driver’s door. Once they were both in the car, Laura took her glasses from her handbag and put them on, adjusted the seat position and interior mirror, then started the engine. They gave their hosts a final wave, then Laura turned a wide circle on the gravel drive and pulled out through the open wrought-iron gates.

“It’s a lovely house, isn’t it?” she said, glancing at the other huge, detached houses on the quiet, tree-lined cul-de-sac.

“Yeah, it is.” Alan hadn’t been to Jen and Tony’s house before. “I’m guessing Tony earns a lot more than I do.”

She laughed and nodded. “Well, he’s a dentist and you’re a transport manager, but more importantly, he’s never been divorced.”

“That explains it.” Alan still bore the scars from his divorce six years ago, emotionally and financially. He got angry whenever he thought about it. Trish got to keep all the assets from their 20-year marriage: the house, its contents and the car. Alan was also required to pay child support until their youngest son left school.

Laura reached over and squeezed his hand. “Money’s not everything.”

He nodded. She was right, and he still considered himself fortunate to have been given another chance at happiness with his second marriage. But after last night’s conversation with Tony and Jen, he wondered if Laura was getting as much from her second marriage as she’d gotten from her first.

“How long have you known Tony and Jen?” he asked.

“I was at university with Jen.” 

“She did a chemistry degree?”

“Biology, but we shared quite a few classes.” She looked at him when they got held up by a red light. “She worked for a big pharma company before she had kids.”

“Oh, okay.” Alan was silent for a moment. “Where did she meet Tony?”

“I’m pretty sure he was friends with her brother. They’re both from the same town.” She glanced at him again. “Why all the questions?”

He shrugged, not wanting to go any deeper just yet. “It’s only the second time I’ve met them, so I guess I’m just learning about all your old friends.” He watched her expression, but she gave nothing away.

“Jen was really sweet to me when I found out I couldn’t have kids,” Laura said. “She said she felt guilty for having twins.”

Alan was silent. Although he loved his sons, he regretted how the first had been conceived. He and Trish were both nineteen and had been in a relationship for only a few months when she fell pregnant. He’d cursed his own stupidity but had been convinced they could make things work. They lived in a tiny house. Paul had arrived five months later, and they’d been poor but happy. Their second son, Jack, had been born five years later. At the time, Alan had been a van driver. He’d saved up and eventually paid for and passed all the required tests to get his heavy goods license. The money was better, but it meant him spending several nights per week away from home, and he was sure the strain of having two small children to look after on her own was what started his first wife’s disenchantment with married life.

“What are you thinking?” Laura asked, dragging him from his reverie.

“I’m thinking I don’t actually like brandy that much.”

She laughed. “Serves you right. We can stop for a coffee on the way home if you like.”

“Yeah, that’d be good.” Although he'd driven thousands of miles over the years, none of those trips had ever been done with a hangover.

Forty minutes later, Laura pulled off the motorway into the services. By then, Alan was desperate for a pee. While she headed into the cafeteria to get their drinks, he went to the loo. He found her sitting at a table by a window overlooking a small lake.

“Better now?” she asked, smiling.

He nodded, then picked up his cup and took a sip. He grimaced; the coffee was tepid and bitter. “Maybe we should have waited until we got home.”

“Now you tell me. She pointed at the two drinks and a cellophane-wrapped pack of three ginger biscuits. “These cost me over ten pounds.”

He imitated her placating tone from earlier. “Money’s not everything.”

She smiled and opened the biscuits, taking one and pushing the other two to his side of the table.

“How did Tony and Jen get on with your ex?” Alan had tried to make it sound like a casual question, but his wife’s eyes widened slightly, then narrowed. 

“With Martin?” She looked suspicious. “What d’you mean?” 

“I mean if you knew Jen at uni, then you knew her before you met the guy you married.” He tried to give an innocent shrug. “It can often happen that not everyone approves of the people their friends choose to marry.”

“Is this something you learned at the university of life?”

That was a phrase she often used when pointing out Alan didn’t attend higher education. He ignored it, picked up a biscuit and dipped it into his not-warm-enough coffee.

“They got on fine,” Laura finally said. “Martin and Tony both like cricket, and they went to watch a few Test matches together over the years.”

“Right.” Alan gave a smile. He’d met Laura’s first husband a few times and couldn’t really find any reason to dislike him. Martin had been friendly and respectful. Not at all the way he himself had behaved when he met Trish's new husband — the one she'd cheated with before leaving Alan.

“What’s brought on this sudden interest in how our friends got on with my first husband?” Laura asked, her voice softening.

Alan smiled and shook his head. Although there were hundreds of questions coursing through his brain, he knew that a motorway services cafeteria was not the place to ask them. “I’m just curious.” He tried for an assuring smile. “While it’s nice you described them as our friends, we both know they’re actually your friends. If we split up tomorrow, I doubt I’d see either of them again, whereas you and your third husband would continue to socialise with them.”

Laura laughed out loud, then shook her head. “One, we’re not going to split up tomorrow. And two, I most certainly will not have a third husband.” She reached over and squeezed his hand. “I never gave a thought to how meeting up with friends who knew my first husband might make you feel like an outsider. I’m really sorry for leaving the three of you up talking last night, but I was just so tired.”

Alan immediately regretted bringing up the subject now. He gave her hand a return squeeze, then shook his head. “I’m the one who should be sorry. It’s not your fault I’m insecure.” 

While his own marriage had broken down after his wife’s infidelity, Laura always described the breakdown of her first marriage as a case of differing life perspectives as they’d grown older. She was a high school teacher and already Head of the Science Department. Martin had worked in IT. When he hit forty, he’d become fixated with a desire to travel. His grand plan was to give up their jobs, rent out their house and go see the world.

Laura didn’t possess the same restless spirit. She had an ageing mother she couldn’t abandon, and she’d finally attained a position at work that she’d coveted for years. Financially, they were in a good position; they’d paid off their mortgage, and both were earning good money. Since there were no children involved, their separation had been relatively straightforward and completely amicable. They’d sold the house and split the proceeds. Laura bought a smaller house and furnished it with the items she’d wanted to keep from the marital home. Martin sold all the remaining items and put that money towards his travel fund. They were still in contact, and he sent her emails every few months. Alan knew that since their divorce three years earlier, his wife’s first husband had visited China, Japan, Laos, Cambodia, Vietnam, Thailand and Malaysia. For the past few months he’d been in Australia, and he was planning on going to New Zealand next.

“Are you going to drink that?” Laura asked.

He blinked at his wife, then looked down at his half-full cup. “No, it was too cold when it was fresh. God knows what it’s like now.”

She gave him a puzzled look, then stood up and headed towards the exit.

He caught up with her before she reached the door, and they walked back to their car together. “Want me to drive the rest of the way?” he offered.

She shook her head, putting her glasses back on. “If anything happened and you lost your license, you’d be buggered.”

He saw her point and headed back to the passenger side. Although he was no longer a driver, as transport manager he often needed to fill in if any of his drivers were ill, or if there was a problem with any of the lorries and he had to take a new tractor unit to collect a trailer.

Alan listened to music on his earbuds as they drove the final eighty-odd miles. When they got home, they took their overnight bags upstairs.

“What do you want to do with the rest of the day?” Laura asked. She glanced at her watch, then pointed at her fitted blouse and smart trousers. “If you want to go out for lunch, I’ll stay like this.”

He frowned. “I’m not hungry. Did you see the size of the breakfast Jen cooked me?”

“Okay, I’ll change.”

He watched in silence as she unbuttoned her blouse to reveal a white lace bra and her flat stomach. When she took off her trousers and walked across the bedroom to hang them in her wardrobe, he ogled her bum and legs. She often referred to herself as not curvy enough, but Alan had loved her body since their first meeting. At 43 she was two years younger than him, but she had aged much better. His hair was already greying at the temples.

“What is it?” she asked.

He realised he’d been staring at her body, and from her expectant expression, she may have asked something he didn’t hear. “Sorry, what?”

“Something’s going on with you. You’ve been acting weird all morning, but if you won’t talk to me I can’t help you.”

He smiled and shook his head. “Sorry, it’s nothing.” It was a lie, and he didn’t like lying to her. “I shouldn’t have drunk so much of Tony’s brandy.”

Her expression told him she didn’t believe him. She walked to her dresser and took out a pair of black leggings, which she put on. Then she pulled on the green sweatshirt which he liked because it matched the colour of her eyes. As she finger-combed her long, naturally curly brown hair, she asked, “Do you want another coffee?”

“Yes please. I’ll get changed and be down in a minute.”

After his wife had left, Alan dropped onto the bed and rested his head in his hands. He was determined not to make a big deal out of what he’d learned last night. He was happier with Laura than he’d ever been with Trish, and he knew that whatever she got up to before they’d met was none of his business.

With a heavy sigh, he untied his laces and kicked off his shoes. Then he stripped to his boxers, pulled on a t-shirt and joggers, and headed downstairs.
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Chapter 2
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Laura was standing at the sink washing out the milk steamer when her husband walked into the kitchen and hugged her from behind. He’d been unusually quiet all day, and she now regretted having left him alone with Jen and Tony when they were all a little drunk.

She spun in his arms and ran her wet hands up his back, making him pull away and squirm. “Sorry,” she said, grinning.

“Hmm.” He tugged his t-shirt from side to side, drying his back with the cotton. “You don’t look sorry.”

“You’d better drink your latte while it’s hot, because you moaned like a little bitch that the one I bought you earlier was cold.”

He picked up one of the two steaming mugs from the counter and took a sip. “This one is perfect.”

Laura grabbed her own mug, and they went through to their living room and sat down. She could feel his eyes on her, and she knew he was building up to something. They sipped their coffee in silence for several minutes.

“How old are Jen and Tony’s kids?” he eventually asked.

“The twins are in high school. They must be about fourteen by now, and Bianca, their youngest, will be going to high school next year, so she’ll be ten or eleven now.”

He nodded.

His expression remained pensive, and she knew that wasn’t the question he’d wanted to ask. She couldn’t stand it any longer. “Alan, just ask me.”

He looked up like a rabbit caught in headlights. “What?”

She gave a weak smile. “It’s obvious there’s something on your mind, and given where we spent last night, I’m pretty sure I know what that something is.”

Alan frowned, then shrugged. “I’m sorry. I know it’s not really any of my business, but—”

“You’re my husband, so of course it’s your business.”

“Being your husband now doesn’t mean I have the right to—”

“Yes it does.”

He gave a resigned sigh. “So why did I have to hear about it from people I hardly know?”

“Because I...” Laura chewed her lip, then let out a sigh of her own. “I always intended telling you, but I was waiting for the right time.”

“We’ve been together for almost two years and married for ten months. Surely during that time there were opportunities for you to mention that—”

“I worried how you’d react, okay?” She hadn’t meant to raise her voice. “I worried that you might not understand,” she said more quietly.

Alan looked lost for words.

“I know your first wife cheated on you,” she explained. “Even though it was years before we met, I can see how much it still hurts you. That’s one of the reasons why I haven’t told you about what sort of things I used to get up to during my first marriage.”

“But you can tell me now.”

She looked down at the floor for a moment, then back into his eyes. “You’re right, and I’m sorry you had to wait until somebody else mentioned it.”

He stared at her. When she didn’t speak, he nodded. “So tell me now.”

“When I was married to my Martin, we participated in what’s commonly referred to as swinging.”

“Swinging.”

She nodded. “We’d meet up with other couples and swap partners for sex.”

“Did you sleep with Tony?”

That wasn’t a question she’d been expecting. “Sorry?”

“I thought it was a pretty straightforward question. Since it was Jen who told me about—”

“Just because they knew about it doesn’t mean they were actively involved.”

Alan seemed to consider this, then shrugged and nodded. “Yeah, I can see that. But I’d still like you to answer my question.”

Laura chewed her lip, then decided it’d be better not to lie. “Yes, I slept with Tony.”

“How many times?”

“God, I don’t...” She shook her head, then made what was only a guess. “Probably four or five.”

“And did Martin sleep with Jen the same number of times?”

She shrugged. “I honestly don’t know.”

“Are you saying you went to see them on your own sometimes?”

“What? No.” She stared into his face, which looked curious rather than disappointed. “More often than not, there were several couples there. So me being with Tony doesn’t automatically mean that Martin was with Jen.”

Alan leaned forward in his chair. “How many couples?”

“It varied.” She was trying to be vague, but he didn’t look like he was going to accept that sort of answer.

“Can you give me some sort of range?”

Laura sighed. “Usually four or five, but sometimes as many as nine or ten.”

“Ten couples?”

She nodded.

He seemed to think about this for a while, and she dreaded to think what sorts of images must have been going through his mind at that moment.

Laura decided to change the subject. “I have some marking to do later, and I’ll also have to go shopping to get something for our dinner.”

Alan snapped out of his contemplation and nodded. “I can go shopping while you mark the homework, if you like.”

“You wouldn’t mind?”

“No.” He smiled and stood up. “What do you want for dinner?”

“Something light. Maybe just a few of those Chinese nibbles they sell.”

“Okay. Need anything else while I’m there?”

“No, I don’t think so.” She got up and stepped close, slipping her arms around his waist. “Are you okay?”

“Yeah, I’m fine. It’s just...” He looked at the ceiling and let out a long breath, then looked down into her eyes. “It’s quite a lot to take in.”

“I’m sorry.”

He shook his head. “You’ve nothing to be sorry about. I just wish I’d heard it from you first.”

“I know, and you’re right. I should have told you, probably before we got married. I was scared you’d see me in the same light as you see Trish, and I couldn’t stand the thought—”

“Trish slept with numerous men while we were married.”

“Really?” This was a surprise. Laura knew Alan’s first wife had cheated on him with the man she later married.

“When I told her I was naming Ray in my divorce application, she gave me several other men’s names to add to his.”

“Wow. I’m sorry, I didn’t know that.”

“It’s not your fault.”

“No, but it only makes me feel worse because of what I—”

“They’re not the same. She slept with guys behind my back while I was working. She got babysitters to look after our kids so she could meet up with men for sex. You didn’t sneak around and lie. It was a joint decision...” He frowned for a moment. “At least I’m assuming it was a joint decision.”

She smiled and nodded. “I wasn’t coerced into anything, if that’s what you’re asking.”

He nodded, then ran his hand down her back. “I’ll probably have more questions when the shock of what you’ve just told me has worn off.”

Laura went up on tiptoe and kissed him gently. “I promise to tell you whatever you want to know.”

He hesitated for a moment, then pulled away and headed back upstairs. Laura dropped into her chair and fretted. The last thing she needed was for her past to come back and spoil the relationship she had with Alan.

He returned a couple of minutes later wearing jeans and trainers instead of his joggers and bare feet. He pulled on a jacket, opened the cupboard under the stairs and grabbed a couple of shopping bags. “Right, just Chinese nibbles?”

“Maybe get some fresh bread, too. And more fizzy water.”

“Okay. Text me if you think of anything else we need.” With a final smile, he went out of the front door. A few moments later, she heard the car start and pull off their drive.

She closed her eyes and counted to ten, then headed up to the small bedroom she used as an office. There were Year 11 mock exam papers to go through, and two lots of homework from Years 8 and 9.

* * * *
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Laura was only halfway through the mock exam papers when she heard the car pull onto the drive, then the front door slam. A minute later, Alan came up the stairs and pushed open the door. 

“I bought you this,” he said, holding a chilled bottle of Coke.

“Thanks.” She flashed him a smile. “Is there any rum to go with it?”

“I’ll add rum if you want, but I think you should wait until after you’ve finished the marking.”

She nodded. “You’re right. If I have a drink, I’ll probably add some inappropriate comments to the awful answers some of them have given.”

“You mean things like, ‘Don’t be a fuckwit’?”

“Yeah.” She picked up the paper she was currently marking. “This girl is really bright, and I know she could answer this question if I’d asked it in class. But she’s either misinterpreted what I’m after or just panicked under exam conditions, because what she’s written is a load of bollocks.”

Alan laughed and nodded. “You should write that on her paper.”

Laura leaned back in her chair and stretched, straightening her legs under the desk and her arms above her head. When she glanced at her husband, he was staring at her with a curious expression. “What?”

He shook his head.

“Tell me what you’re—”

He frowned and sighed. “I’ve spent all day thinking about you being intimate with other men.”

“It was before we met.”

“I know.”

“I’m sorry.”

“Why are you sorry?” he asked. “Didn’t you enjoy it?”

She hesitated for a second, then shrugged. “Yes, I enjoyed it at the time. But I’m sorry that it upsets you.”

“I didn’t say it upsets me. Like you said, it was before we met.”

She wanted desperately to believe that, but the look in his eyes made it difficult.

“Do you think it may have contributed to you and Martin getting divorced?”

“What? No, of course not.” She sighed. “Everything I told you about my first marriage ending is true. We wanted different things, and we respected each other enough to accept those views.”

“So the swinging didn’t lead to jealousies or animosity?”

“No. If there had been any doubts or ill-feeling, we’d never have started it.” She thought back to the first time, then amended her statement. “Or maybe I should say, we’d never have continued.”

“Okay. I just wanted to make sure it wasn’t the reason you two split up.”

“It wasn’t, but why would it matter now?”

“Because I don't want to drag it up if you still have emotional scars,” he said.

“Don’t worry, I don’t.”

“Good.” He grinned as he backed up towards the door. “Because I have lots of questions I want to ask.”

After he’d left, she found it hard to concentrate on marking the mock papers. She leaned back in the chair, opened the bottle he’d brought her, and took a long drink. Although she’d been honest about not wanting to be seen in the same light as his cheating first wife, that wasn’t the whole story. Another reason for not telling him was that she didn’t want him to know just how much she’d enjoyed those swinging parties.
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Chapter 3
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Alan put the groceries in the fridge, walked through to the living room and dropped into his armchair. He felt out of sorts, and he wasn’t sure if it was a physical response to staying up late drinking spirits, or an emotional one from the revelations about his wife. After turning on the TV, he channel-surfed before settling on the live Premier League game. He watched it for several minutes but soon lost interest. Neither team was performing particularly well. 

When he closed his eyes, images of Laura and Martin filled his thoughts. They were getting ready to go to one of their swinging parties, chattering excitedly about who each of them might end up in bed with. Martin complimented her on the sexy underwear she’d chosen, assuring her that any man in their circle would be more than happy to peel it off her later. 

Last night’s lack of sleep must have eventually caught up with him, because when Laura shook his leg he woke to see the football match had finished and the pundits were discussing what tactics the managers should have implemented to prevent the game finishing goalless.

“Is the hangover setting in?” she asked, a half-smile on her face.

“I’m just tired.” He blinked and sat up straighter in his chair. “Did you finish your marking?”

“Yep, all done.” She raised her eyebrows. “Are you hungry yet?”

“I could eat now.” He went to get up, but she shook her head. “It’ll take the oven a few minutes to warm up, and then it’ll be just a case of sticking things on baking trays.” She glanced at the TV. “Why don’t you find something more interesting than this to watch, and we can have a lazy evening and then an early night.”

Fifteen minutes later, Alan and Laura were sitting on the couch eating spring rolls and prawn toast while watching a documentary about the Hebrides. It was a place they’d both said they’d like to visit. Though Alan found the dramatic landscapes of the Outer islands of the archipelago far more interesting than the bland football game from earlier, his mind continued to return to his wife’s sexy past. He couldn’t seem to get the thought of her being part of a swinging crowd out of his head. When the programme finished, Laura took the plates out and asked if he wanted a drink. He asked for a decaf coffee, which made her smile. She returned with a cup of coffee for him and a glass of white wine for herself.

Laura chose another programme to watch, but Alan barely took any notice of it. Coffee finished, he checked his phone to make sure none of his drivers had messaged him. Most would be leaving the transport yard in the early hours of the following morning to get to their destinations before eight. Relieved that nobody was sick, he put his phone down and said he was heading up to bed. Laura smiled and assured him she’d join him as soon as she’d finished her wine.

It was almost twenty minutes later when Laura came up, but Alan was still awake. He’d left Laura’s bedside light on and turned his own off. He watched her from behind as she slowly slipped off her leggings, top and bra. She slid into bed beside him wearing just her panties.

“Still awake, I see,” she said, smiling. “I thought you might be.”

“Sorry for being so predictable.”

Laura reached out and stroked his arm. “I like predictable.” She leaned in and kissed him gently on the lips. 

“How predictable am I?”

“Very.” She kissed him again, a little harder this time. “I think you’re going to want sex.”

Blood surged to his cock, and he was rigid in a matter of seconds. “You’re very astute.”

“I know.” She ran her hand down his stomach and over the crotch of his boxers. Her eyes widened when she felt his cock. “Get rid of your underwear.”

Alan pushed them down to his knees, then used his feet to get them all the way off. Once naked, he lay on his back. “Okay, use me.”

Laura laughed out loud, then wriggled her own panties off. “You’re just going to lie there and let me do all the work?”

“It depends if you run out of energy before you satisfy my needs.”

“Your needs?” she teased, climbing on top and straddling him. She bent down to look into his eyes. “What about my needs?”

He raised his hips, pushing the shaft of his hard-on as it lay against his body between her folds. “I was hoping you’d manage those on your own.”

She smiled. “Hmm, I think I might.” Laura sat upright, raised up on her knees and gripped his cock. After swiping the tip through her already slick outer lips, she placed it at the entrance and slowly lowered herself down.

Alan groaned at the heat and snugness of her pussy. He studied her face as she rode him, eyes closed, mouth slightly open, her curly hair falling over her shoulders and reaching her boobs. He loved the way she looked and knew that moments like this should be cherished, but his curiosity was gnawing at the back of his mind. 

He brought his hands up to rest on the smooth flesh of her hips. “I have more questions,” he whispered.

Laura opened her eyes and frowned. “Ask them later.” She clenched around his cock, then rotated her hips in the most delicious way.

He groaned again. “Oh, that feels so good.”

She smiled at him. “Then just enjoy it.”

He managed to hold his tongue and enjoy the sensation of her riding his cock for a couple of minutes, but then his inquisitive mind got the better of him. “How many swinging parties did you attend altogether?”

Laura let out a frustrated sigh and stopped moving. “Do you want to make love, or do you want to play 20 Questions?”

“Can’t we do both?” He pushed up into her, making her sigh.

“No.” She ran her hands over his broad chest. “Making love involves you lying there quietly while I make us both come.”

“While that’s one of my favourite pastimes, my brain keeps throwing up questions that make it hard to concentrate on how good it feels.”

“I can’t talk about things like that while making love to my husband.”

“You can’t?” He couldn’t keep the disappointment from his voice.

“No.” She took a breath, then jerked her hips forward on his cock, sending it deep inside. “If you insist on talking about those things now, we won’t be making love—”

“I’m sorry.” 

“Let me finish.” She smiled. “I was going to say, it won’t be making love, it’ll be fucking.”

“Fucking?” His heart kicked up a beat, and he wondered if she’d felt the increased pulse in his cock.

“Yeah. If you want to play 20 Questions with your dick inside me, then what we’ll be doing is just fucking.”

He didn’t want to disappoint her. Even in his highly aroused state, he knew he was on a knife-edge. “Normally, making love with you is all that I need.”

She was already smirking.

“But this time,” he said, trying to sound like he’d given the matter some serious thought, “I think fucking might be more appropriate.”

“You do?”

He nodded. “My curious mind just won’t stop thinking up questions.”

Laura sighed, then started to thrust her hips forward and back in short, deliberate thrusts. They were less sensual than what she’d been doing, but this motion would definitely get Alan off. He was pretty sure it’d get her off, too. “Okay, ask away.”

“I already did. How many parties did you—?”

“The rules of 20 Questions stipulate I can only give ‘yes’ or ‘no’ answers.” She continued to jerk her hips, her expression now resolute rather than seductive.

“Okay. Did you attend more than ten swinging parties?”

“Yes.”

He was really hard, and Laura gave a little gasp with each forward thrust of her hips. It felt like his cock was poking deeper than usual. “Was it more than twenty parties?”

“Yes.”

Fuck, that’s more than I thought. “More than fifty?” he asked, almost as a joke.

Laura held his gaze for a second as she maintained the rhythm of her thrusts. “Yes.”

His balls felt like they were about to burst. “More than a hundred?” He saw Laura close her eyes. Her cheeks were flushed pink, and so was her neck. She was right on the cusp of her orgasm, but he needed the answer.

“I said, was it—?”

“Yes!” She’d screamed the word, and as she’d said it he felt the clench of her orgasm. Her breathing was ragged. “Yes, it was more than a hundred.” She was now bouncing on his cock, slamming her body down so hard that he could feel his tip hitting her cervix each time she bottomed out. She dragged her nails painfully down his chest. “Does that satisfy your curious mind?”

Alan arched off the bed, easily lifting her petite frame, and exploded inside her. Laura cried out and resumed jerking her hips forward and back, milking the cum from his aching balls. Her second orgasm arrived moments later, squeezing even more juice from him. He rolled her off and onto her side, then gripped her by the hips and banged into her with force. She writhed and moaned, scratching his arms and pulling his hair as they rode out the final waves of their pleasure.

When they eventually stilled, Alan found the silence a little awkward. To say her answer had surprised him would be the understatement of the year. He’d imagined maybe a dozen or so parties. Perhaps his naiveté was to blame, but he’d imagined most of their parties started out as social get-togethers with friends. And he’d thought that occasionally, after a few too many drinks, some went further than simply chatting to each other.

“Are you sorry you asked?” Laura asked, her expression more serious than he’d seen it in a long time.

“No, I’m not sorry that I asked.”

She reached out and ran her fingertip down his cheek. “I always intended telling you about it.”

He nodded but wasn’t sure he believed her. “Like you said, it was before we met. It’s not my place to criticise what went before.”

“You’re sure?”

He nodded. “Everything that happened in your life before we met contributed to you being the woman I fell in love with.”

“Thank you.” She gave him a beautiful smile. “It’s all water under the bridge.”

A sarcastic retort occurred. He kept it to himself but couldn’t hide his smile.

“What?” she asked.

He hesitated for a moment, then decided to tell her anyway. “It wasn’t water that flowed under your bridge though, was it?”

She squealed and pinched his nipple. “Dirty bugger.”

They laughed, and the tension was broken. She scooted around on the bed until they were lying side-by-side, facing each other. 

She nestled her head in the crook of his shoulder and kissed his chest. “Do you remember how we met?”

“Of course I do.” 

They’d both called at the same minimart on their way home from work to buy something for dinner. In Alan’s basket he had two chicken breasts, a jar of curry sauce and a pack of naan breads. As he’d walked past an attractive brunette with curly hair, she asked him where he’d found his curry sauce. Alan led her to the aisle and pointed to the shelf. It soon became evident he’d taken the last jar. He held out the jar, saying he’d make himself something else instead. She’d refused and he’d insisted. As a compromise, she suggested they share it and offered to cook him dinner. He immediately agreed, but paid for the sauce, chicken and naan breads before handing them over. 

“The day after, I referred to you as the Korma Man to one of the other teachers in the staff room.”

“I should have chosen a madras or jalfrezi, then your colleague would think I was hotter and spicier.”

Laura laughed and kissed his chest again. “You’re hot and spicy enough.” After a moment, she said, “I would have let you stay the night if you’d asked.”

“I was patient because I wanted you to know I was interested in more than your hot body.”

“I know, and I’m glad the way things worked out.” She looked up into his face, and once again he marvelled at her eyes. They were a mid-green with dark green rings around the edge of the irises. “Would you have shown such patience if you’d known then what you know now?” she asked.

He smiled and nodded. “Yes. Like I said, I fell in love with who you are now. Whatever happened before we met will never change that.”
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Laura was desperate to believe what Alan had just said. She stretched higher on the bed and kissed him on the mouth. “Are you sure?”

“One hundred percent.” He took a breath, then raised his eyebrows. “Can I ask another question?”

“Oh God! How long is this going—?”

“I’m sorry, but the whole swinging thing came out of the blue so I’m kind of...”

“Curious?”

He laughed. “Yeah. Can I ask a question that’s not just a yes or no answer?”

She sighed, resigned to the fact he wasn’t going to let this drop. In fairness, she thought it was only natural that he’d want more details. “Okay, ask away.”

“How did it start?”

She chewed her lip, trying to sort out a logical way of describing the night when temptation first raised its head, and the following week when the line was crossed. “It started when Martin and I had been married for about four years. We’d become friends with a couple called Melissa and Ethan, and we’d go out regularly as a foursome. We also went on weekend trips a couple of times early in the early days, but that was before...” She sighed, realising she was rambling.

“Anyway,” she said, “one evening we’d been to a party at one of the neighbours’ houses. We all lived on a new estate where most of the houses were owned by young couples. On the walk back home, we passed our house first, and it was agreed Mel and Ethan would come in and have a drink before heading off home. Our house seemed so quiet and peaceful after all the noise and chatter of the party, and the four of us just sunk down onto the two couches. I don’t think there was any forward planning—there certainly wasn’t any on our part—but Mel ended up sitting on one couch with Martin, and I was on the other one with Ethan. We sat and chilled for a while. Ethan and I were talking about something one of the neighbours had told him at the party, but then he glanced across the room and stopped talking. When I followed his gaze, I saw Martin and Melissa were kissing.”

“Kissing?”

She nodded. “I just stared, too stunned to say anything. When I looked back at Ethan, he shrugged, then leaned in and kissed me.”

“What did you do?”

“I pulled back and frowned, then looked across at the other two. They were still kissing, and I saw Martin was stroking Melissa’s boobs through her top.” Laura gave a weak smile. “Like nearly every other woman I know, Melissa has bigger boobs than I do.”

“He was groping her tits?”

“Not groping. I think ‘tracing their outline with his fingertips’ would be a better description. But I could see Mel was enjoying it. She was pulling his head in and kissing him harder. They were both breathing heavily.”

“Did it bother you?” he asked.

“Probably not as much as it should have done. I wasn’t all ‘hey, get your hands off my man,’ or ‘oi, stop playing with her tits,’ if that’s what you mean. I was...” Laura shrugged. “I was taken aback, but I was also kind of—”

“Curious?”

She laughed. “I was going to say intrigued, but yes, I was curious.”

“So you didn’t say anything?”

She shook her head. “No. I think I just looked back at Ethan with wide eyes. And when he kissed me again, I kissed him back.”

“A proper kiss?”

“Yeah.” She grinned. “Tongues and everything.”

“Did he fondle your tits?”

She laughed. “No, but he ran his hand up my leg.”

“Under your skirt?”

“I was wearing jeans. He just stroked my thigh...” She could still remember the touch of his hand, warm and exciting through the soft denim. “Nothing more than that.”

“How long did the making out go on for?”

“Just a few minutes. Definitely no more than five. Then we all sort of pulled back and shared awkward smiles. Mel and Ethan left to walk the couple of hundred yards home, and Martin and I tore each other’s clothes off.”

“Really?”

She nodded. “We had sex there and then in the living room. Then we went to bed and talked about what had happened, then had sex again.”

“You were both that turned on by it?”

“Yeah.”

“And no jealousy or accusations after you’d burned off your passion?”

“No, none.” 

“So, how long before you took the leap from making out to making love?”

“Melissa called the next day and invited us round to their house for supper the following weekend, and we accepted.” She smiled. “I think deep down, Martin and I knew that there’d probably be a repeat of what had happened. And maybe more.”

“How did it make you feel?” 

“Jittery with nerves but tingly with excitement.” She absentmindedly stroked his chest, remembering the discussions she and Martin had during the week. “I think some people see their partner’s sex organ as something that belongs to them. Some men regard their wife’s vagina as the centre of their universe, and far more important than her mind. Martin never thought that, and neither have I.”

“You don’t see your minge as the centre of the universe?” he asked, smiling.

“No. It’s just an orifice in my body. The centre of my universe is my mind. If you want to impress me, impress my mind.”

He seemed to think about what she’d said, then gave a puzzled shake of the head. “To be honest, that seems just the opposite to what I was expecting. Did all the swingers need to impress your mind?”

“No. That’s the point. I didn’t need them to impress me because they never meant anything to me. It was just sex, nothing more.”

“They never reached the centre of the universe?”

Laura laughed. “No, they didn’t. My vagina might just be an orifice in my body, but it’s sensitive, and it can give me a lot of physical pleasure.”

“It gives men a lot of physical pleasure, too.”

“Exactly, and that’s how we approached it. We were just letting other people give and receive pleasure through our bodies, but nobody else was interfering with our relationship. I didn’t need to feel a connection with the men, and Martin didn’t need one with the women.” She gave a quiet sigh. “At the time, that was quite a new thing for me. Before I met Martin, I’d only had steady boyfriends. I’d never had a one-night stand in my life.”

“So you went to Melissa and Ethan’s expecting more than supper?”

“Yes.” She smiled at the memory. “Martin actually suggested I put on some sexy underwear, just in case.”

“And did you?”

“Yep.”

“And did Ethan get to see it?”

She nodded. “Mel had made us a light supper and after we’d finished eating, we stayed talking and drinking in the dining room for a while. It was a warm, August evening and I’d worn a light summer dress. Ethan placed his hand on my bare knee under the table. I got goosebumps as he slowly stroked my knee. When he moved his hand a little higher, I didn’t stop him. He moved his hand higher still, and I opened my legs to give him access. By the time he stroked the gusset of my panties, I was so wet he must have been able to feel my juices on my thighs.”

Alan frowned. “I’m getting another hard-on.”

Laura rolled onto her back and pulled him on top of her. He slid his cock in, and she clenched around him.

“Carry on with your story,” he whispered, moving slowly in and out of her.

Laura placed her hands on the back of his head, her mouth to his ear. “I can’t remember what we were all talking about, but I was struggling to keep my voice steady. In the end, I said something like, ‘if we don’t go through to the living room, Ethan’s going to make me come here at the dining table.’”

“Wow.” Alan pushed in a little deeper. “And what did the others say to that?”

“Mel suggested we stay exactly where we were, so she and Martin could watch me come.”

“And did you?” Alan’s voice had become a hoarse whisper.

“Yes.” She closed her eyes and remembered Ethan pulling her gusset aside, dipping his fingers into her drenched hole for a moment, then running his wet fingers around her clit. “I sat at the table and looked into my husband’s eyes as another man brought me to climax.”

“Did you moan?”

She laughed and nibbled his earlobe. “I moaned, grunted and swore.”

“What happened next?”

“Mel dragged Martin to his feet and led him up to their bedroom.”

“What about you?”

“When I’d stopped shaking, I allowed Ethan to take me up to the spare bedroom.” 

“And what happened in there?”

“What do you think happened?” She suspected he wanted a blow-by-blow description, but she was getting close to her orgasm. “We had sex,” she whispered.

“Did you use condoms?”

The question surprised her. “No.” They’d known each other a long time, and she’d had no reason to suspect he was anything but healthy. And since it was in the days before she knew she couldn’t conceive, she was on the pill.

“Did he come inside you?”

He came inside her three times, but she didn’t see the need to tell Alan that. “Yes.”

“Did you come again when you got into bed?”

“Yes, now stop talking and let me enjoy this one.”

Alan increased the force of his slow thrusts, and she could feel the pressure building as she inched closer to her release. Her body moved to its own rhythm, undulating beneath him.

“Oh yeah,” she whispered. “Just keep doing that.” She kissed his earlobe again. “Keep sliding that... Oh, fuck.” The orgasm surged through her, sending every nerve ending between her clit and her toes into spasm.

She dragged her nails down Alan’s back, making him gasp. “Come now,” she hissed. “Fuck me hard and come.”

Alan raised himself up on his arms and did exactly what she’d asked for. He jackhammered his hips then exhaled, shooting his load deep inside her. It rekindled her own fading flames, and she jerked and ground her clit against him. Another orgasm swept through her, and she cried out, pulling his body down and holding on tight as she writhed and shuddered. 

When she finally stopped trembling, she kissed his cheek. 

He rolled off and lay beside her. She turned her back and pushed into him, and they lay spooned together, his arm around her waist.

Laura knew he’d be going over her answers in his head. “Are you still okay with everything?” she asked.

He kissed the back of her head. “Of course I am, I’m just...”

Uh-oh. “You’re just what?”

“I didn’t realise there’d been so many parties.” His voice wasn’t accusatory.

“They happened every few weeks, sometimes more often. It depended on who was around at the time.”

He was quiet for a moment, no doubt doing calculations in his head. “How long were you involved in them?”

“We were fairly regular for about three years, then they dropped off for a while.” That was the time she and Martin had tried for a family. The time she’d discovered she was barren. “Then we went back to it later for another year or two.”

“And it didn’t cause your divorce?”

“No.”

After another long silence, he kissed her again. “I guess I’m just surprised that you’ve slept with over a hundred men.”

She gasped, then spun in his arms and looked up into his face. “I haven’t slept with anything like that number.”

“You said there were over a hundred parties.”

“Parties, yes. But the same people used to go to the parties. The number of different men is far less than that.”

“How many, roughly.”

“I don’t know.”

“Guess.”

She sighed. “Are you slut-shaming me?”

“No!” He laughed and squeezed her bum. “I’m just curious.”

She held his gaze for a moment, then decided he was telling the truth. “I suppose there were maybe twenty couples who were what I’d consider regulars, and then sometimes they’d bring other friends with them to the occasional party.” She thought about it, then remembered something else. “We also attended swinging clubs a few times, so we didn’t know anybody there.”

“You and Martin attended swinging clubs?”

She nodded. “We went to one in Hamburg and one in Paris while on weekends away, and we went to a couple in London with other people.”

“So how many men do you think you might have had sex with, in total?”

“I really don’t know.”

“But it’s less than a hundred.”

“Yes. It's probably less than half that figure.”

“Okay.” He leaned in and kissed her forehead. “Sorry for being so inquisitive.”

“It’s fine, but you need to let me sleep. I’ve got to take a class of twelve-year-olds in the chemistry lab tomorrow.”

She slipped out of bed and visited the bathroom to clean up. When she returned to the bedroom, she pulled on a clean pair of panties, got back into bed and turned her bedside light off. Although she’d answered all Alan’s questions truthfully, she suspected he’d have more to ask in the following days.
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Alan lay awake as his wife slept peacefully beside him. Though his body remained perfectly still, his mind ran wild. What he’d learned about Laura over the past twenty-four hours seemed so surreal he half-expected to wake up and find it had all been a dream. But deep down, he knew that wasn’t going to happen. And somewhere deeper still, in the trenches of a perverted subconscious he hadn’t known existed, he was glad it wasn’t a dream.

During the six years since his divorce from Trish, Alan had found it impossible to forgive her infidelity. She’d slept with other men while he was out working to keep them and their children housed, clothed and fed. He’d never found the idea of her having sex with other men anything but disgusting and hurtful, so he couldn’t understand why the recent revelations about his new wife should produce a different response. What’s more, it had happened before Alan and Laura had even met, so it really was none of his business. But despite all of this, he craved more details.

Sleep finally came, but it was sporadic. He woke several times during the night, eventually getting up for a shower just after six. Once dressed, he made his own packed lunch while he drank his coffee. Then he made Laura a cup of tea and carried it up to their bedroom. He put the cup on her bedside cabinet and turned on her lamp. 

She smiled at him, sat up and propped her pillow against the headboard. “Thank you,” she said, picking up the cup and blowing across the surface of her Earl Grey. “Did you sleep okay?”

“Not really.” He smiled, then gave a shrug. “I know they say curiosity killed the cat, but for me it’s causing insomnia.”

She laughed. “I expect you have a thousand questions.”

“I do, but...” He remembered her accusation about him slut-shaming her. “I don’t want my curiosity to cause you grief.”

“It won’t. I should have told you about it before. I think the reason I didn’t was because I knew how you felt about what happened in your own marriage.”

“The two situations are very different,” he said. “Trish cheated, you didn’t.”

Her eyes widened. “Is that how you really see it?”

“Of course. You didn’t sneak around behind your husband’s back, getting your kicks while he spent eighteen hours a day out of the house.”

“And you’re not angry?”

“No.”

“Or disappointed?”

He laughed and shook his head. “Definitely not.” He glanced at his watch “Right, I need to get to work.”

“Okay.”

When she leaned forward and raised her face, he bent and kissed her. “See you tonight.”

He headed downstairs, grabbed his keys and lunch, and walked out to his car. The drive to the haulage depot took him less than twenty-five minutes, and he was soon settled in his office with another cup of coffee. He went through the paperwork, reminding himself of where each lorry was delivering to, where they were picking up the return loads, and when to expect them back.

All in all it was a fairly uneventful day, and several times he found his mind compiling a list of questions he wanted to ask Laura. At the end of the day he closed down his workstation and left his office. Theresa, the company secretary had already gone home, but there were a couple of the drivers sitting around on the easy chairs chatting. Another one was in the yard washing the windscreen of his truck.

“Everything okay, guys?” Alan asked.

The men nodded, then one of them said, “When’s the service due on my motor?”

“I’m not sure. Why?”

“There was a bit of juddering earlier, as if there was some kind of fuel blockage.” He shrugged. “Drove back okay, so it’s not a big deal.”

Alan nodded. “I’ll check the date in the morning but let me know if it happens again and we’ll get it looked at. Easier to sort out here than if you’re stranded on a motorway.”

“Cheers, boss.”

Alan waved as he headed out. As he reached his car, his phone vibrated in his pocket. It was a text from Laura saying she and a few of the other teachers were going out for an impromptu drink, adding that she’d probably eat at the pub, so he should go ahead and eat without her. It took him all of three seconds to decide he’d get a takeaway. He phoned in his order so that it’d be ready to pick up on his way home, then drove out of the yard.

It was after eight by the time Laura arrived home. She smiled when she walked into the living room. “It smells like you decided to buy your dinner rather than cook it.”

“I may have called at the Raj.”

“That’s my Korma Man.”

He laughed and held up his beer bottle. “I also called at the corner shop for a box of these and a bottle of wine.”

She frowned. “I’ve drank so much lime and soda my bladder feels ready to burst. A cup of tea would be nice, though.”

Alan boiled the kettle and got himself another beer while Laura was upstairs. By the time he’d made her tea, she was back wearing silk pyjama bottoms and one of his t-shirts.

“How was the drink?” he asked.

“It was nice. Five of us decided to decompress and celebrate now the mocks are over.” She sipped her tea. “How’s your day been?”

“Fine. No breakdowns, no drama.”

She looked into his eyes. “And how about in that curious mind of yours?”

He smiled. “While I haven’t had a breakdown, I admit there’s still a bit of drama going on in there.”

She nodded. “It didn’t mean anything, you know.”

“It must have meant something, otherwise you wouldn’t have attended over a hundred parties.”

She took her lower lip between her teeth for a second, a habit of hers he’d always found sexy, then nodded. “What I meant was, it was just sex. There were no actual relationships, no little cliques of people I hoped would be at the parties.”

This wasn’t something he’d actually considered. He forced a smile and shook his head. “I don’t want to talk about it if it’s going to cause us grief.”

“I think there’s more danger of it causing problems if you don’t get to ask your questions.” She put her cup down and sat forward in her chair. “Things like this can fester, and I’d hate for something that’s in the past to ruin our future.”

“It won’t ruin our...” He sighed and shook his head. “I’m sorry, I know I need to let it go. It happened before we met, and it doesn’t change what we have.”

“Only one of those things is true. Yes, it happened before we met, but it’s already changed what we have.”

His heart sank. “Has it?”

“Yes, but not in a negative way.” She smiled. “The sex we had last night was far more intense than usual.”

“Ah, but were we making love or fucking?” 

She got up off the couch, walked across the room and plonked herself onto the arm of his chair, resting her bare feet on his lap. “Last night was fucking.”

“I’m still not sure I understand the difference.”

“When we make love, we’re in the moment. When we fuck, we’re elsewhere.”

Alan frowned. “I’m pretty sure I was in the moment last night.”

“Your body was, but your mind wasn’t.” She ran her finger down his cheek. “You were thinking about me having sex with other men.”

He opened his mouth, then nodded. “I’m sorry.”

“Don’t be. For a while, I was thinking about having sex with other men, too.”

“You were?” To his shame, his cock thickened at her admission.

“Yep.” She dug her toes into his thighs. “Was that naughty of me?”

He shook his head, but he wondered if any of the men from her past featured in her thoughts more often than others. Was there a list of favourites? Did she miss seeing them? “Do you often think about that?”

“No, but with all your questions...” She shrugged. “I think we both got something from it.”

“Did we?”

“Yeah. You got off from thinking about my past.” She grinned. “And I got off from knowing you were thinking about my past.”

“Can I ask another question about it?”

“Of course.”

“I know it started when you went to Melissa and Ethan’s and spent the night there. What happened between you and Martin afterwards?”

“Honest answer?”

He nodded.

“We fucked like rabbits.”

“Really?”

She nodded. “As soon as we got home, Martin dragged my panties down my legs and fucked me standing up against the wall in the hallway. Then we went to bed, talked about what had happened the night before, and fucked again.”

“No regrets for either of you?”

She shook her head.

“How long before you repeated it?”

“We invited Mel and Ethan to our house the following weekend.”

“And you swapped again?”

She licked her lips. “This time we all shared the same bed.”

“Wow.” A shiver of excitement ran down his back. “What went on?”

She hesitated for a moment, her eyes searching his. He wondered if she was trying to decide how much to divulge. Eventually, she sighed. “I guess the biggest difference between that night and the week before was that I got to see other people have sex. I’d never witnessed it as a spectator before, and I found being a voyeur quite a turn-on.”

“You watched Martin with Melissa?”

“I didn’t sit on the bed and stare, but yes, I watched them.”

“Did you feel jealous at the sight of your husband with another woman?”

She smiled and shook her head. “No.”

“What about Martin? Did he say anything afterwards about it?”

“Only that it had turned him on watching me with Ethan.”

Alan thought about what it must have been like to share a bed with your wife as she had sex with someone else. “Can you remember what went on?”

“We started off with me and Martin lying side by side on the bed. Melissa sucked his dick while Ethan went down on me. After a while, she rode Martin’s cock and Ethan put me on all fours and fucked me from behind. That way me and Martin could see each other’s expressions.” Laura slid off the chair arm onto his lap. She leaned in and kissed his neck. “Then we changed positions again. With the men lying side by side, me and Mel rode their cocks. After a while we swapped places and rode our own husbands, but we swapped back before the end.”

“So Martin got to come inside Melissa again?”

She nodded. “And Ethan came inside me.” She chewed her lip again, then shrugged. “We all cuddled for a while, then Melissa and I sucked Ethan until he got another hard-on. Then, as we sucked Martin, Ethan used his hard-on to fuck us from behind, alternating between me and Mel. Once Martin was hard again, there was a free-for-all. Melissa and I lay on the bed, and the men used us anyway they wanted.” She narrowed her eyes. “Melissa and I also touched each other, which was a first for me.”

Alan felt his heartrate increase. “How did you touch each other?”

She smiled. “We kissed, which was weird but nice. We fondled each other’s boobs, though hers were twice as big as mine, and we fingered each other.”

“What about mouths?”

“No.” She watched his face for a moment, then added, “Not that time.”

His mind filled with more questions, but somehow he managed to keep them to himself. In the end he settled for a simple one. “Did you all spend the whole night in bed together?”

“Yes, and the fun went on until it was light.” She let out a sigh, then shrugged. “Over breakfast, Mel admitted that she and Ethan had done something like it before with another couple.”

“They had?”

She nodded. “Then she asked if we’d like to meet them.”

“That sounds like a loaded question.”

“It was.”

“And what did you say?”

“Martin accepted immediately.”

“Wow.” Alan thought something like that should have been discussed. “Did that bother you?”

She frowned, then shrugged. “At the time we were still on a high from a night of unbridled passion and, in Martin’s defence, he did apologise later. He also offered to back out if I felt uncomfortable about it.”

“Why would you be?”

“I’ve told you I’d never done one-night stands. The only person I’d had sex with who wasn’t a steady boyfriend or my husband was someone I considered a close friend.”

“Ethan.”

She nodded. “But I’d never even met the other couple, and Martin worried that I wouldn’t be able to relax and enjoy it.”

“What did you say?”

“I told him it wouldn’t be a problem. By then I’d accepted it’d be just sex, and I guess...” She smiled. “I guess by then I’d come up with the theory about my vagina not being the centre of my universe.”

“It’s just an orifice in your body.”

“A sensitive orifice,” she corrected, smiling. “One that gives me a lot of pleasure when people touch it.”

Alan was tingling with anticipation. He would never have guessed Laura’s history but, now that she’d opened up about it, he couldn’t resist peeling back the layers. He wanted to know everything. “So, what were the new couple like?”

“They were nice. Older than us. At the time, Martin and I were in our late twenties. Mel and Ethan were the same age. Their friends Glyn and Amanda were about ten years older.”

“So what happened when you met them?”

Laura leaned in close and nuzzled his ear. “Shall we continue this conversation in bed?”

“If we do that, I’ll never get to the end of my questions.”

“Yes you will, but we’ll stay here.” She stood up and removed her pyjama bottoms. “Get your dick out, because all these trips down memory lane are making me horny.”

Alan pushed his trousers and boxers down, and Laura quickly straddled his lap and got him inside her. It was awkward because of the chair arms, but she managed to squeeze her knees either side of his bum.

“There,” she whispered, clenching down on his cock. “Isn’t that better?”

“I’ll probably come too soon.”

She smiled and shook her head. “You’ll come quickly, but it won’t be too soon.” She slowly rocked her hips forward and back. “Now, what was the question?”

“Tell me about the night you met Glyn and whatshername.”

“Amanda.” Laura placed her forehead against his and stared into his eyes. “We went round to Mel and Ethan’s house. After a few drinks, we headed upstairs.”

Alan was trying to work out the logistics. Three couples, where couple A had swapped with couple B and couple C, but couples B and C had never met. Would couple A have to have sex with each other so the other two couples could swap partners?

“Mel and I took Glyn into one bedroom, and Ethan and Martin took Amanda into the other.”

Alan’s mind raced as he imagined the two threesomes. Amanda getting the attentions of Martin and Ethan, and Glyn getting to share a bed with two women. He wondered about condoms but kept that question to himself. “What happened in your room?”

She smiled. “Mel and I shared him.”

“Be more specific.”

She held his gaze and rocked her hips faster. “We took turns sucking his dick, then took turns sitting on it. Then we both sat on him at the same time, one of us on his cock, the other on his face.”

Images of the scene were playing inside Alan’s head. “Did you all come like that?”

“Melissa and I did, but Glyn didn’t.”

“How did he come?”

“Melissa lay on her back. Glyn fucked me from behind while I licked Melissa’s pussy.”

Alan nearly shot his load. “Wow.”

“I thought you’d like that.”

“I do. It’s a really sexy image.”

She thrust faster. “Probably not as sexy as the image of what happened next.”

His stomach tightened. “Why, what happened next?”

“Mel and Ethan swapped places.”

Alan didn’t immediately understand what she meant, because Ethan was in the other... He blinked. “You mean—”

“I mean that Martin got to have sex with two women...”

“And you got to have sex with two men.”

She nodded.

Alan was immediately on the brink of orgasm, his thoughts tumbling over each other. “Did they take turns or use you at the same time?”

“A bit of both.” Her breathing was fast and shallow. She moved faster on his cock. “Will you come with me?”

Alan nodded and closed his eyes, picturing his wife in bed with two men. He erupted at the first clench of her orgasm, then dug his fingers into her hips and dragged her forward and back on his cock to drain all his pent-up desire.

When he opened his eyes, she was staring at him.

He frowned. “Sorry, was I too rough?”

“No.”

He felt uncomfortable under her gaze. “So what is it?”

“I’ve had an idea.” She stood up, took her panties from inside her discarded pyjama bottoms and pulled them on. “Don’t make any plans for Saturday night.”

As Alan sat speechless in his chair, Laura turned and walked upstairs. A few moments later, he heard the shower running.

What’s going to happen on Saturday night?
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By the time Laura had finished in the shower, she had most of her plan for the following Saturday night clear in her head. If Alan wanted to know what swinging was like, she was more than happy to do a bit of roleplaying.

Walking into the bedroom wrapped in one towel and rubbing her hair with another, she was surprised to see Alan already in bed. She checked the clock and saw it was only 9:15. “Don’t tell me you’re still horny.”

He laughed, shaking his head while holding up a paperback. “I thought I’d read a chapter of this then catch up on my sleep.”

“Okay. I have some stuff to do for tomorrow, but it shouldn’t take long.” Laura pulled on a pair of sleep shorts, a vest top and her dressing gown, then headed downstairs. Since Alan was in bed, she didn’t need to use her office. With no TV or distractions, she could work in the living room. She got herself a bottle of sparkling water from the fridge and carried her rucksack to the couch. After taking out the pile of books she needed to mark, she took a long drink from her bottle then settled down.

The work took her longer than she’d expected, and by the time she returned the books to her rucksack it was almost eleven. Alan had left her bedside light on at its lowest setting, and he was fast asleep facing the far wall. She removed her dressing gown and slid in beside him, slipping her arm around his waist and spooning him to get some of his body heat. As she lay in the dark, she thought about her plan for Saturday night. There were a few items she’d need to buy, so she decided to head to the shops after school the following day.

Alan woke her with a cup of tea the following morning, which she thanked him for. After he’d left for work, she dressed and drove to school. She was greeted in the staff room by Sarah, one of the teachers she’d gone out with on the previous night.

“Good fun last night,” Sarah said. “We should do that more often.”

“We should,” agreed Laura. “And maybe next time we can organise taxis so we can all have a drink.” With that, she headed off to take her first lesson.

Her day proceeded like every other Tuesday. Rather than staying behind and sorting stuff out for the following day’s classes, Laura left school immediately after her final lesson. She drove into town, parked down a side street and headed to the lingerie shop, where she bought an ivory-coloured silk camisole and a pair of neutral, fine-denier hold-up stockings. Next she went to the pharmacy in the high street and chose a dark red lip gloss, matching nail varnish, kohl eye-liner and a tray containing several shades of sparkly eyeshadow. After picking up a pack of ribbed condoms, she headed for the checkout counter.

Laura got home before Alan and, once she’d put her purchases away in the bedroom, she started to prepare dinner. Her husband arrived just before six, and they ate at the kitchen table and discussed their respective days. She could tell he wanted to ask about what she had planned for Saturday but was too embarrassed, and she enjoyed his discomfort. After they’d eaten, she explained she had a little work to do and headed up to her office. She returned to the living room fifty minutes later and they watched TV until Alan headed up to read in bed. By the time Laura joined him, he’d fallen asleep with his paperback on his chest. She placed it on the bedside cabinet and slid in beside him.

* * * *
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They got through the rest of the week without making love, which was unusual for them. Laura felt sure it was because Alan was trying his hardest not to bring up the subject of Saturday night. 

On Saturday morning, they walked to their favourite café in town. It had become a regular thing for them to go out for breakfast and wander around the shops for a while before going home. They sat by the window overlooking the cobbled square in the middle of town. After they’d placed their order, they watched families walking past outside, mothers pushing buggies and fathers carrying bulging shopping bags.

“Can I ask a question?” Alan asked.

Laura frowned and glanced around the crowded café. “Here?”

He nodded. “It’s just a general question, and there’ll be no need for you to go into specific details.”

She shrugged. “Okay.”

“How did Jen and Tony get involved?”

This question surprised her, though in retrospect it shouldn’t have. It had been Jen who’d mentioned swinging in the first place.

“We introduced them to it,” she admitted. “I can’t remember exactly when it happened, though it was definitely before Jen had the twins. We were around their place, they lived in a nice flat in Cheltenham at the time, and Martin admitted he’d told Tony about our adventures.” She smiled at the memory. “We all thought we were really decadent hedonists at the time, and after a few drinks, they admitted they were intrigued.”

“Intrigued enough to take part?” he asked.

Laura nodded. “That night, Tony and I used one bedroom, Martin and Jen used the other. The following morning, Martin asked if they’d like to attend the party we were throwing a couple of weeks later. They said yes.”

“And they stayed active after that?”

“They were active for a year or so, then they started a family. A couple of years later, they joined in again.” She knew what question he really wanted to ask. “I have no idea if they’re still attending the parties. We haven’t talked about that sort of thing since Martin and I split up.”

“Really?”

She nodded. “That’s why I was a little surprised Jen brought it up with you.”

“She didn’t really bring it up, just mentioned something about my open mindedness regarding your past. I guess my curious mind did the rest.”

“Hmm.”

Their food arrived and, once the waitress had left, he smiled. “I have another question.”

“Of course you do.”

He laughed. “How do the clubs you attended work?” 

“I only know about the ones we went to, but they’re like regular clubs with private rooms at the back. People meet and mingle in the front, have a drink and maybe a bit of dancing. Once you find someone you’re interested in, you can go to use the private rooms as soon as they’re free.”

Alan seemed to think about this for a while, though he could have been just chewing his bacon. Eventually, he took a sip of coffee then continued. “Are they actually legal?”

“Yes, I think so. The one we visited in Paris didn’t have a liquor license, so we had to take our own booze.”

“And you went there alone?”

“Just me and Martin. We were on a weekend trip, and someone had recommended we try it.”

“Someone from your group of friends back in England?”

She nodded.

“And what happened?”

“I thought you weren’t going to ask specific details.”

“I’m not.” He smiled. “I’m just curious as to how you decided who you swapped with. Was it a couple, or a guy from one group and a woman from another?”

Laura nodded. “It was another couple. They were French. Martin was attracted to the wife, and I fancied the husband. We shared their wine, and then they shared our whisky.” She leaned closer. “Then we shared each other in a private room.”

“Same room or separate ones?”

“The same one.” Laura knew this wasn’t the time or place to tell him what she’d done with the other woman.

Alan was quiet for a moment. “Did you ever see them again?”

“No.”

“And the clubs in London?” Breakfast finished, he placed his knife and fork on his plate. “You said you’d visited them with other people.”

“Yes, we did. The first time with a couple from Brighton who we’d met several times before, and the second time with three other couples.”

“And you slept with people from outside your group on both occasions?”

“That’s the whole point of going to a place like that.” She grinned. “Fresh sausages.”

He laughed, drained his coffee and raised his eyebrows. “Ready to go?”

Laura stood up and waited by the door while Alan paid the bill. Then they walked out and joined the shoppers. Laura bought a tuna pasta bake for dinner from the deli, and Alan bought a new screen protector for his phone. By the time they got home, she was ready for another cup of tea. Alan said he wanted to do something to his car, and Laura decided to give the bathroom a quick clean and change the sheets on the bed.

As Saturday evening approached, she could sense Alan becoming more fidgety. She sent him up to shower first, explaining that she wanted to have a leisurely soak in the bath. Once he was dressed, she suggested he walked down to the local pub for a couple of drinks while she got ready. He seemed happy with this because he knew there’d be a live football game being screened. Apparently the game would finish around seven-thirty, which would give her plenty of time.

After Alan had left, Laura headed up to the bathroom. For tonight’s date, she’d decided to shave her pussy – something she hadn’t done in years – and she smiled as she imagined Alan’s reaction to her new look. Once bathed, she washed her hair in the shower and then allowed it to dry naturally, which always made it even curlier than usual. She painted her fingernails and toenails with the new nail varnish, then spent thirty minutes applying her makeup. Studying her face in the mirror when finished, she worried the blusher she’d used to highlight her cheekbones was a little too dark. She loved the way the eyeliner made her eyes look so much bigger, though, and decided Alan probably wouldn’t notice the blusher anyway.

Laura removed her dressing gown and regarded her naked body in the full-length mirror in the bedroom. She stood on tiptoe and slowly turned around. She was happy with her figure and knew that Alan loved it. That gave her a warm feeling inside. Without bothering to put on bra or panties, she slipped on her new camisole, then rolled on the hold-up stockings. They were soft and made her feel sexy. From her wardrobe she took out a dark green dress she rarely wore. It was a wraparound design and made from silk, with the hemline a couple of inches above her knees. She stepped into a pair of stiletto-heeled sling-backs, then went to stand in front of the mirror again. There was a tingle of excitement in her stomach, and a warm glow of anticipation lower down. It reminded her of getting ready for parties all those years ago, and she was surprised to realise how much she’d missed feeling this way.

Taking a small clutch bag from her dresser, she slipped in the packet of condoms and her lip gloss. Then she went downstairs, added her phone to her clutch and grabbed her keys. She checked the time. Since Alan would be back in about fifteen minutes, she’d need to drive around for at least half an hour. She left the house and walked out to her car.
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Alan left the pub immediately after the game finished. It had been an exciting match with five goals, a missed penalty, and a red card. A great advert for the excitement of the Premier League, and the polar opposite to last Sunday’s bore-draw. As he got closer to their house, he noticed Laura’s car wasn’t on the drive. He went inside and called her name but got no answer. He reasoned that Laura being out was preferable to the alternative, which was that her car had been stolen. Maybe she’d gone to get booze or something.

He walked into the living room and noticed a hint of perfume in the air. His anxiety stepped up a notch as he tried to think what was going to happen that night. It had played on his mind for the entire week, but he’d resisted the urge to ask her. One possibility he couldn’t get out of his head was that she might have invited some of her old friends round to help answer all his questions. He didn’t expect it to be Jen and Tony because they’d seen them last weekend, and they lived two-hundred miles away. But what about Melissa and Ethan? Alan had never met those two, and he had no idea where they lived or when they’d last seen Laura.

Alan had no idea what he’d do if Laura turned up with a couple she’d already shared a bed with. Even if it was for just a chat – and he felt sure that would be the case – would he be able to relax in front of two strangers and discuss sensitive issues? Would the fact they’d both had sex with Laura bother him?

He got himself a beer from the fridge and had just settled into the armchair when the doorbell rang. He frowned as he headed to the front door. If Laura had her car keys, which she obviously did, then she had her house key as well. He opened the door and felt his jaw drop.

Laura smiled at him. Her hair was all fluffed up around her face, and her makeup was striking. He’d never seen her wear so much. Her eyes looked amazing. Her lips were dark and glistened in the light from the hall. And as for her dress...

“Hi, I hope you’re Alan.”

Momentarily lost for words, he nodded.

She tipped her head to one side and gave him a smile. “I’m Laura, and my husband’s just taken your wife back to our house.” She stepped closer to the door and lowered her voice. “Your wife told me you’d be expecting me.”

He stepped back into the hall and held the door as she followed him in. She stood there and glanced around like she didn’t know which way to go. He couldn’t take his eyes off her. He didn’t recognise her dress, and he was positive he’d never seen the shoes before. Alan had a thing for shoes. The ones she had on were really sexy.

“You look a little shy,” Laura said, looking up into his eyes. “Your wife admitted you two are quite new to the scene, so I want to assure you we’re going to have a good time.”

“Okay.” It was the first thing he’d said since she arrived, and his voice sounded hoarse.

Laura smiled and placed her hand on his chest. She could probably feel his heart pounding. He looked down and saw her fingernails were painted the same shade of dark red as her lips.

“This is where you invite me into the living room and offer me a drink,” she said, smiling.

He nodded, then held out his hand as if to show her the way. She walked slowly into their living room, and his eyes ran down her body. Laura stood in the middle of the room and looked around as if it were the first time she’d ever been there. 

“What would you like to drink?” he asked, trying to sound more controlled, and also trying not to stare at the makeup around her eyes. Something was different about them, but he couldn’t work out what it was.

“Do you have Prosecco?” she asked.

He opened his mouth, then shrugged. “I don’t know. Do we?”

Laura laughed and nodded. “I’m sure your wife would have bought some before she went out to meet my husband.”

“Yeah, she probably did.” He went into the kitchen, finally starting to relax as he realised what was happening. Laura was trying to give him a swinging experience. He opened the bottle and poured her a glass, then walked back into the living room to find Laura sitting on the couch. She had her legs crossed, and he could just see a bit of lacy stocking-top where her dress had ridden up. He passed her the glass and she patted the cushion, inviting him to sit beside her. He did so. 

Laura took a sip of her bubbly, leaving a smear of lip gloss on the edge of the flute in the process. Alan tried not to stare at it.

“So,” she said, looking at him over the rim of her glass. “How do you feel about your wife being with my husband?”

He made a point of running his eyes down her body, taking in her legs and shoes. “I think what I’m getting in return more than makes up for it.”

Laura smiled. “Thank you. I’ll try my best not to disappoint you.”

“I’m sure you won’t, but now I’m worried that I might not live up to what you’re used to.”

This time Laura made a point of giving him a look over. “I don’t think there’s any danger of that.”

Alan smiled, then decided to ask a few questions. “You’ve never been disappointed during one of these dates before?”

“No.”

“What about your husband? Has he ever come back and said things hadn’t worked out as well as he’d hoped?”

“No.” Laura narrowed her eyes. “If you’re worried that your wife might not get what she needs, I can assure you she’ll come home well-fucked and completely satisfied.”

He wasn’t sure if this was part of her act or her way of telling him how good her first husband had been in bed. “And what about you?”

She smiled. “I’m sure your wife will come home to find you completely satisfied, too.”

“So we won’t need each other in the morning?”

“I suspect you’ll need each other desperately” she said. “You’ll fuck each other’s brains out, just to reassure yourselves that tonight had been about sex and nothing more.”

Alan’s chest had become tight, making it hard to breathe. “So tomorrow morning won’t be about sex?”

“No. Tomorrow morning you’ll remind each other why you’re a couple. It’ll be about closeness.”

“And what about you?”

Laura smiled. “I’ll do the same with my husband. I’ll show him that I love him, and I’ll assure him that whatever happened between you and me was just physical pleasure, nothing more.” She took another sip of her drink, then smiled. “So, how do you feel about the fact my husband is going to have sex with your wife?”

He hesitated, wondering if this was a trick question. Was she trying to gauge how he’d actually feel about her fucking other men now? He decided to play along. “If she’s having a good time, then I’m happy for her.”

Laura smiled and nodded. “I think that’s the best way to look at it. We all want our loved ones to have a good time. Being possessive about it only puts a limit on how much fun people can have.” She drained her glass, then put it down on a side table.

“Do you want another drink?” he asked.

“I’d love another drink, but I’ll wait until later.” She leaned into him, her face familiar yet unfamiliar because of her makeup. “This is where you suggest we go up to the bedroom.”

“Maybe we should go upstairs.”

She smiled. “I thought you’d never ask.” She stood up and waited, her small handbag in one hand. Alan got to his feet and was surprised to discover his legs were shaking. 

She took his hand and led him back to the hall. “I saw the stairs when I came in, but you’ll have to direct me to the bedroom.”

“It’s the second door on the left.” Laura walked up the stairs first. Alan followed a couple of steps lower, his eyes fixed on her bum, legs and shoes.

She opened the bedroom door and stepped inside. Alan saw the room was tidier than when he’d left for the pub. His discarded clothes had been put away, and the bed was neatly made. Laura stopped in the middle of the bedroom, turned to face him and raised her eyebrows. 

Alan stepped in front of her, feeling weirdly unsure of how to react. “I like your makeup.”

She smiled. “Thank you.”

“Whatever you’ve done to your eyes makes them stand out, somehow. You look like a cat.”

She laughed.

“And as for your lipstick...”

“It’s actually lip gloss.”

“Ah, right.”

“You don’t think it’s too dark?”

He shook his head. “No, I think it’s really nice.”

She pursed her lips for a moment. “My husband says I have a ‘fuck-me mouth’. What do you think?”

“A fuck-me mouth?” Alan knew exactly what the phrase meant, and he agreed. When she puckered her dark lips in that way, it was a fuck-me mouth. “I can see what he means, though I’d probably have described it as a ‘come hither’ expression.”

Laura laughed. “That’s probably a more appropriate term to use, though not on a night like this.”

“Really?” His heart was pounding again. “So should I be inappropriate?”

She nodded, stepping closer so their bodies were touching. When she looked up into his face, she puckered her lips and left them slightly open. “How would you describe it tonight?”

“You have a fuck-me mouth.”

“I know.” The pink tip of her tongue appeared briefly between her lips. “That’s because tonight, I want someone to fuck me.”

“You do?”

“Mm hmm.” She placed her hands on his hips and pushed her mound against his hard-on. “And from the bulge in your jeans, I’m pretty sure I’m going to get my wish.”

His mind was spinning. “Do you think your husband’s fucking my wife yet?”

“I guess it depends on her lipstick. If it’s a cherry red shade, he might try fucking her mouth first.”

Alan was momentarily lost for words but eventually found his voice. “I didn’t see what lipstick she was wearing.”

Laura nodded. “He’ll probably fuck her mouth first, anyway.”

Desperate not to be intimidated, he tried to up the ante. “She’ll probably enjoy that, but she also likes having her mouth fucked after he’s been inside her.”

Her eyes widened slightly. “Really?”

He nodded. “Between you and me, my wife likes the taste of pussy.”

“I don’t blame her.” She ran her hand down his body and gripped his erection through his jeans. “Though I probably prefer the taste of cock.”

Now it was Alan’s turn to smile. “Be my guest.”

Laura held his gaze as she lowered herself to her knees in front of him. She kept her eyes on his as she unbuckled his belt, popped all the buttons on his jeans and fished out his aching cock. He knew he’s been seeping precum for the last fifteen minutes. She never broke eye-contact as her tongue slowly circled the crown before she parted her dark, shiny lips and took most of his length into her mouth.

Alan let out a long sigh. Laura pulled her head back slightly, then pushed forward again. He gasped when the tip of his cock entered the tightness of her throat. Christ on a bike. She’d never done that to him before, and he watched her with a sense of awe.

“Do you always suck men like this on your dates?” he asked, unsure if he actually wanted to know the answer.

She kept her eyes fixed on his and bobbed her head slowly for another ten seconds before pulling back. A thin strand of something, maybe precum or saliva, stretched from the tip of his cock to her lower lip. She smiled and shook her head, which broke the strand. “Sorry, but I only discuss what goes on during a date with my husband. Likewise, he won’t tell anyone else about what he does to your wife.” Laura pushed her head forward and swallowed his full length once more.

Alan let out murmurs of pleasure as he watched her slide her head forwards and back on his length. It was a struggle to keep his eyes open, and he knew that if he let her carry on doing this, it’d be a struggle to keep his cum in his balls. “While I love what you’re doing with your mouth, I think we’ll both be disappointed if I finish there.”

Laura released his cock, gripped his hips and pulled herself upright. She leaned in and kissed his mouth, pushing her tongue between his lips. “I’m not sure that I’d be disappointed if you came there, and I’d bet money on the fact that you wouldn’t be.” She smiled. “But I suspect you mean we’d both be disappointed if I didn’t get your dick inside me.”

“Yeah, that’s what I mean.” 

“I think you’re right.” She glanced around the room. “Take all your clothes off and lie on the bed.”

Alan quickly complied, then watched his wife walk over and stand next to the bed. There was something different about her tonight. It wasn’t just her makeup or the way she was dressed, it was her entire demeanour. She was exuding a sexual confidence he’d never seen before. That was not to say that Laura wasn’t usually confident in her sexiness or what she did to him in bed, but tonight it was far more conspicuous.

She stared down into his eyes and brought her hands up to the belt of her wraparound dress. A smile tugged at the corners of her dark lips as she untied the bow. Alan couldn’t resist lowering his eyes when she pulled the dress open. Underneath it she was wearing a cream-coloured silky camisole that came down to the tops of her lacy stockings. She slipped off her shoes and stepped closer to the bed. When she placed a knee on the edge of the mattress her camisole rode up her hips, which gave Alan a clear view of her pussy.

Fucking Hell!

He stared, dumbstruck, at her smooth mons. He’d never seen a shaved pussy before, let alone touched one. Was this how Laura used to present herself to all the other men she’d slept with?

When he looked up into her face, she was smiling at him.
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Laura had expected some sort of reaction after shaving her pussy, but her husband’s astonished expression was better than she could have wished for.

“Like what you see?” she asked, straddling his legs and holding her camisole up to give him a clear view. He nodded, his eyes never leaving her sex. Laura ran her hand over her smooth mons. “It feels so sensitive,” she whispered.

Finally, Alan looked up into her eyes. “Can I kiss it?”

“What, now?”

He nodded eagerly.

“I thought you wanted to get your dick inside me.”

“I do, but I can wait for a while.” He ran his eyes down to her sex again, then looked back into her eyes. “I really want to know how it feels to kiss it.”

Laura took her lower lip between her teeth, as if to pretend she was considering his request. If he wanted to kiss her pussy, she wasn’t going to complain. She slowly crawled up the bed, then raised herself up on her knees and manoeuvred her body directly over his head. Remembering what he’d said earlier, she smiled down into his eyes. “Be my guest.” With that, she lowered herself onto his face.

She sighed as he opened his mouth wide and covered her entire sex. He sucked her outer lips into his mouth and moved his jaw as if he were French kissing it, his tongue probing briefly between her folds. Then he pulled her hips down and pushed his tongue deep into her channel, making her cry out. He fucked her roughly with his tongue, and she ground her clit against his nose. Laura had intended to wait until they were fucking before she came, but there was no way she was going to stop now. Grabbing hold of the top of the headboard, she pumped her hips and rode his face.

Alan’s fingers dug into her buttocks. He raised his head and tongue-fucked her with force. Just as Laura felt the building wave of her orgasm, he moved his mouth up and sucked her clit between his lips. At the same time, he shoved two fingers deep into her pussy and curled them forward. Laura screamed as she came and, to her horror and dismay, she felt herself squirt onto his face. He gasped in surprise, then sucked and fingered her harder still. Laura’s legs trembled and shook as her orgasm wracked her entire body. She’d never felt anything so intense. Her entire lower body was suddenly too sensitive, and she raised herself off his face and pushed his fingers out. 

Staring down at his drenched face, she didn’t know what to say or do. Tonight was meant to be her taking control, but all that had changed after one of the most powerful orgasms of her life. Alan blinked and wiped his face with the back of his hand.

She laughed and shook her head. “I’m so sorry.”

“Don’t be. That was something I’ll never forget.”

“Me neither.” She took a deep breath, then decided to break from the script. She climbed off the bed and walked to their bathroom, returning moments later with a warm, damp flannel. After wiping Alan’s face and neck, she took the flannel back and returned to the bedroom.

It was time to get back into her role. “I suppose that after all my excitement, you’d like some fun of your own.”

Alan smiled at her. “I’ve had lots of fun already, but don’t let me stop you from giving me more.”

She laughed, then gripped her camisole and pulled it up and off over her head. Alan raked his gaze down her body. She was naked except for her hold-up stockings, and the hunger in his eyes made her shiver. Bending down, she picked up her clutch bag and took out a condom. Then she climbed back onto the bed, straddled his legs and gripped his cock. Unsurprisingly, he was still fully erect. 

Looking into his eyes, she held up the condom. “I’m afraid you’re going to have to wear this before you can go inside me.”

“Do you always make men wear those?”

She smiled and knew he was referring to what she’d told him about her nights with Ethan and Glyn. “Yes. Once I started sleeping with men I barely know, condoms became a strict rule.”

“What about your husband?”

“Same rule. He’ll use one when he’s with your wife,” she said, keeping her eyes on his. “But he won’t use one when he fucks me tomorrow, and I don’t expect you and your wife will use one then, either.”

He watched silently as she ripped the foil and rolled the ribbed latex down the length of his cock. Once it was on, she raised herself up on her knees and crawled forward. She swiped the tip through her slick crease, coating the pale pink rubber with her juices. Then she positioned it at her opening and watched his face as she slowly impaled herself. 

She loved Alan’s cock. It was bigger than Martin’s; longer and noticeably thicker. A throaty groan escaped her lips as it slid all the way in. She clenched around him and rocked her hips.

“How does that feel?” she whispered.

“Like home.”

She slapped his stomach. “Stay in character.”

“Sorry,” he said, smiling. He pushed up into her. “It feels good.”

Laura leaned forwards, resting her hands on his chest. “It feels better than good to me.” She began to thrust her hips. “It feels like exactly what I need.”

“And what’s that?”

“A nice big cock to get me off.”

“You like big cocks?”

She studied his face, wondering if this was him staying in character or trying to find out more details. Deciding to play along, she shook her hair back from her face and licked her lips. “I like all cocks. A small cock can get me off if the guy knows what to do with it.”

“Are you going to get off on mine?”

She moved faster on him, enjoying the feeling of his cock stretching her wide. “Would you mind if I came again?”

He smiled and shook his head.

“Do you think your wife will come more than once with my husband?”

“I expect so.” He grinned. “She’s a bit of a slut.”

Laura laughed. “Good for her.” Pushing downwards, she pumped her hips faster. She was already working up to another orgasm, and she wanted him to come with her. His expression suggested he knew how close she was, so she started bouncing on his cock, trying to get him off.

He reached up and stroked her face. “Don’t worry about me,” he whispered. “Just enjoy it.”

She was a little disappointed that he wasn’t ready to come yet but when he slid his hands over her boobs and played with her nipples, she stopped worrying. Closing her eyes, Laura concentrated on the sensation of sliding up and down on his cock, the tiny ribs of the condom enhancing her pleasure. Every movement of her hips inched her ever closer to...

Laura opened her eyes and let out a loud grunt as the orgasm surged through her body. Alan pinched her nipples a little harder, and she bounced up and down on his cock, dropping her head forward so a curtain of her curly hair hung either side of her face. By the time the spasms had finally subsided, she was panting. Her heart raced and strands of her hair stuck to her face. She shook it back and looked down at Alan.

“Did you come?” she asked.

He shook his head. “I think the condom is doing wonders for my staying power.”

She sucked in deep breaths. “I’m out of energy. You’re going to have to get on top.”

He rolled her onto her side and then got on top in a single, fluid motion without letting his cock slip out. “I thought you’d never ask.”

Laura stared up into his face as he held himself above her on straight arms. She bent her knees and slid them up the sheet. “Fuck me.”

Alan pushed in deep, making her groan. “Like this?”

She shook her head. “Harder.”

He slammed into her with force. “Like that?”

“Yeah, just like that.” She slipped her arms around his waist. “Fuck me like that until you’re about to come, then pull out, peel the condom off and spray it over me.”

His eyes burned with desire. He pounded her so hard the bed shook under his onslaught. Laura was simultaneously shocked and thrilled by his aggression. She came a third time, her breathless wails drowned out by the sound of their bodies slapping together. Suddenly, Alan pulled out and knelt up between her spread legs. He yanked off the condom and aimed his cock. A torrent of wet heat hosed over her writhing body.

Laura cried out and stared as spurt after spurt erupted onto her chest and stomach. She smeared it all over her body, then reached up and grabbed Alan’s cock. He gasped as she stroked and pumped it with her slippery hands. More cum oozed out and dribbled down onto her fingers. Then she let go of his cock and resumed smearing the semen all over her body. While he watched, she rubbed it into her flat tummy and down onto her smooth, hairless mons. His eyes widened when she moved her hand lower still and pushed her cum-slicked fingers into her pussy. 

He looked up into her eyes with a shocked expression, and she smiled at him. The charade was over and they were Laura and Alan again, the married couple. 

“I love you,” she whispered.

“I love you, too.” He dropped onto the bed beside her, then looked into her eyes. “Is that how your swinging dates usually went?”

“I don’t think any were as intense as what we just shared.” She gave a little shake of her head. “When I said they were just sex, I meant it. What we just did felt like more than sex.”

“Is this another ‘making love’ versus ‘fucking’ distinction?”

Laura laughed and reached up to stroke his face. “I think that was a hybrid of the two. We fucked, but there was a strong mental connection as well. We were pretending to be other people but deep down I knew it was you, and you knew it was me.”

He smiled and nodded. Maybe that made sense to him, too.

“I’m going for a shower,” she whispered.

“Okay, but who will you be when you come back?”

She got out of bed and smiled down at him. “I’ll be me. Your wife.”

He frowned. “Isn’t my wife currently getting fucked by your husband?”

“If she is, she can stay there because I’m not leaving.” Flashing him a warm smile, she walked to the bathroom with his cum cooling on her body and a warm glow in her heart.
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Chapter 9
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It was still dark outside when Alan woke up. Laura was curled up in his arms but now facing away from him. He could still smell the perfume she’d worn, despite her taking a shower. Maybe it was on her discarded dress lying at the side of the bed.

He smiled, remembering how she'd turned up at their front door, pretending to be a swinging wife who'd come to have sex. But other aspects of their evening unnerved him.

Did she have sex like that with every man she ever shared a bed with? 

It was a troubling and somewhat humbling thought. What had taken place the previous evening was undoubtedly the most fulfilling sex Alan had ever experienced. From the first sight of her bold makeup to the grand finale of spraying her writhing body with cum, he’d been enthralled. Her dress, the stockings and shoes, the shaved pussy, everything about last night had been more than he could have dreamed of. And then there was the squirt...

Even in his wildest dreams, he could never have imagined half of what had actually happened. Up until last night, hairless pussies and squirting women were things he’d only seen in porn clips. Had Laura kept herself shaved when she was a swinger? Had other men made her squirt on a regular basis? 

Does she miss the excitement of swinging?

While the revelation of Laura’s adventurous past had undoubtedly intensified the passion they’d shared over the past week, it was only after seeing her performance last night that Alan realised how superior her previous sex-life must have been. If she’d had sex like that on a regular basis, surely she couldn’t be satisfied with the monogamous life they were now sharing.

He ran his hand down her side and stroked her leg. She moaned in her sleep, pushing her body back against his and wiggling suggestively. His cock thickened immediately. Laura pushed back again, and this time when she wiggled her bum she must have noticed the difference.

“Mmm.” She turned in his arms, reached her hand down and gripped his cock. “You seem to be awake.”

“You were snoring.”

She scoffed. “No I wasn’t.” 

“I was thinking about you ringing the doorbell and offering me sex. Was that how it worked when you were swinging?”

“Not really.” Her voice was thick with sleep. 

It was probably still the middle of the night. He felt bad about bombarding her with questions but craved details. “Why not?”

“I’ve never driven to somebody’s house on my own. We always attended parties as a couple.” She was quiet for a moment. “Actually, one time we all met up at a pub. After we’d paired off, we went back to different houses. Martin went with a woman back to her house, and I brought a man back to ours. But that wasn’t the norm.”

He considered the couples pairing off and then going back with a new partner. It must have been exhilarating. “Can I ask another—”

“Is this your curious mind again?”

“Yeah, I guess.” He took a breath. “Earlier, when you were sitting—”

“When I squirted?”

“Yeah, that. I’ve never experienced anything like it before.”

“I have, but only once.”

“I take it you enjoyed it.”

“God, yeah. It’s like a full-body orgasm. You shake you from your toes to your tits.”

He laughed, too shy to ask who the first person to make her squirt had been.

“It happened at the swinging club I told you about,” she said, as if reading his mind.

“The one in Paris?”

“Yes. When we got into the private room, we swapped partners and had sex. Don’t ask me what it was like, because I honestly don’t remember.”

“You don’t?”

“Not with him. I remember our first couple of swaps but after a while they all become...” She shrugged. “I can barely remember what some of the men looked like, let alone what the sex was like.”

“But you remember parts of your night in Paris, right?”

“Yes. After we’d had sex, we all lay on the bed getting our breaths back. The French lady started to stroke and kiss my body, and I was more than happy to let her.”

“You dirty slut.”

She laughed and slapped his arm. “She spent a long time just kissing my boobs and stroking my arms and stomach. By the time she’d worked her way down to my pussy, I was shaking with anticipation. She kissed and licked me but wouldn’t let me come, edging me for what felt like an eternity. Both men were fully hard and ready to go again, but she wasn’t interested in them. And neither was I.”

Laura rolled onto her back and pulled him on top of her, guiding him inside with her hand. After letting out a groan, she continued with her story. “I was lying in the middle of the bed, and she was crouched between my legs. She told the men to kneel either side of me and jerk off onto my chest while she gave me the release I was desperate for. Whatever you did to me earlier, she must have done something similar. I came so hard that I squirted like I did tonight.”

“And did the men come over your body?”

“I think they got a little carried away, because they came over my body and my face.”

He let out a long exhale. “I’m not going to last long.”

She kissed his ear. “Good.”

“Oh fuck...”

She wrapped her arms around his back and moved with him. Despite trying to hold back, he came. He was relieved when he felt the clench of her orgasm. They moaned and kissed until both were sated, then lay in each other’s arms until they fell back to sleep.

* * * *
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When Alan next woke, he was surprised to see it was almost nine. He got up and made them both coffee, which they drank in bed. Later, while Laura marked homework and did some laundry, Alan busied himself with a few jobs in the garden. The trouble with doing trivial tasks in the garden was that his mind was free to wander, and all he could seem to think about was that Laura would feel like she was missing out on the fun she used to have. The more he thought about it, the more he worried that his wife might be unfulfilled.

Just as he finished weeding the border at the bottom of their garden, Laura called him in for a coffee. Usually she’d bring it out and they’d both have their brew out on the patio, but the day was dull and fairly cold.

“How’s it going out there?” she asked, taking the chair opposite his at the kitchen table.

“Okay. I’ve done the borders and tubs. It looks a bit tidier now.”

“So have you finished?”

He shrugged. “There’s more to do, but nothing that has to be done today. Why?”

“I wondered if you’d rather go out for lunch. It’d save me shopping and cooking.” She gave him a shy smile. “I think it’d be a pleasant way to finish off what’s been a stellar weekend.”

A warmth spread through him. “Yeah, I’d like that.”

Once they’d finished their coffee, Alan went back outside and put away all his gardening tools, then headed upstairs for a shower. Twenty minutes later, he walked into the lounge dressed in jeans and a clean shirt. Laura was sitting on the couch wearing a knitted dress and heeled, lace-up ankle boots. She’d also applied the same lip gloss she’d worn the night before, and looked really sexy.

She stood up and smiled. “Where do you want to go?”

He shrugged. Normally, they’d drive into the country and choose a pub with a nice beer garden, but the weather was too cold for sitting outside. “I’m happy to go wherever you want.”

She took the glasses from her bag. “I’ll drive so you can have a couple of beers.”

“Great, thanks.”

They took Laura’s car, and she drove west out of town, heading towards the Welsh border. Alan kept glancing down at her bare legs and the sexy boots. She usually only wore ankle boots with jeans, trousers or leggings. Seeing her wear them with a dress and bare legs made him wonder about the clothes she used to wear before they met.

“Are you ogling my legs?” she asked, glancing sideways and smirking at him.

“Guilty.”

“What are you thinking?”

“I’m thinking you look like a teacher from a porn film. Hot body, sexy glasses...” He leaned towards her and lowered his voice to a whisper. “And a fuck-me mouth.”

She turned to hold his gaze for a couple of seconds, then looked back at the road. “You’ve changed,” she said.

“No I haven’t.”

She nodded, flashed him a smile and reached out to rest her hand on his thigh. “You have, but it’s a nice change.”

“How have I changed?”

“You’re more open about your dirty thoughts.”

He frowned and thought about it. “Haven’t I always been open about my dirty thoughts?”

She raised one shoulder as if she neither agreed nor disagreed. “I’ve seen glimpses of what you like, but—”

“Glimpses? What about the time I came home horny and fucked you on the kitchen table?”

She smiled and nodded. “Yes, I saw your dirty side that day.”

“And the time I tied you to the bed and went down on you for an hour?”

She laughed out loud. “Hmm, I’d forgotten about that.” She stopped at a junction and turned to him. “I love your dirty side, and I’m enjoying seeing more of it lately.”

Was she telling him she missed the swinging? “How dirty can I be?”

Her expression became serious. “As dirty as you want.”

They were on a quiet country road and there were no other cars behind them. “When we get home, I want you to stay exactly like that. I’ll sit you on the couch, roll up your dress and fuck you. When I’m close, I’ll stand up and come all over your glasses.”

Laura’s eyes and mouth went wide. “Jeez, Alan!”

He immediately regretted his words. “Sorry, I—”

“Don’t apologise.” She took a breath and shook her head. “Don’t hide things you fantasise about.”

“No?”

“No.” She smiled. “I really like your idea.”

“Which part?”

“All of it.” She leaned close and kissed him. “Maybe we could make it even dirtier. Instead of you fucking me, I could jill off while you fuck my mouth. I’d time it so I come when you splooge on my face.”

Alan’s cock thickened inside his jeans, and he let out a quiet sigh. Laura smiled, put the car in gear and turned left. 

He studied her face as she drove. “I had no idea you were so dirty,” he said.

“I’m a high school teacher, so I need to maintain an air of respectability.”

“Hmm.”

She glanced at him, then shrugged. “But I’m only a teacher during the day. During my own time, I have needs like everyone else.”

Alan placed his hand on her bare leg and gave it a gentle squeeze. “You’re perfect.” 

Yet again, the notion resurfaced that their monogamous life might not be fulfilling her needs. But the thought was no longer a worry. He realised that he found the idea of her wanting other men quite a turn-on.

Laura pulled into the car park of a pub Alan had never visited before. She reversed into one of the few remaining spaces and turned off the engine. She took off her glasses then paused with them still in her hand. “Do you want me to keep these on while we eat lunch?”

“Why?”

“So you can think about coming on them when we get home.”

He laughed and shook his head. “I was just being—”

“Oh, it’s happening.” She put the glasses on the dashboard ready for when she drove back. “Don’t think you’re backing out now, because I’m already tingling at the thought of rubbing myself off while sucking you.” 

Laura got out of the car, but Alan had to adjust his hard-on before he could comfortably stand. She smirked at him, and once she’d locked the car she slipped her hand into his and led him into the pub.

“Have you been here before?” he asked.

“Yeah, a few times.”

When she didn’t elaborate, Alan assumed it was one of the places she’d probably visited with Martin. The pub was an old coaching house from the eighteenth century with exposed beams on the ceiling and red and black quarry tiles on the floor. He bought a pint of Guinness for himself and a soda and lime for Laura, then they found a table and perused the menu. There were several options he’d have been happy to eat and finally chose the roast lamb with mint sauce.

While they were waiting for their food, he slid his hand across the table and held hers. “When I was in the garden, I kept remembering my shock when I opened the front door last night and saw you.”

She laughed. “Your expression was a picture.”

“I was... You looked...” He shrugged. “I’ve never seen you wear makeup like that.”

“I know it was too much, but I—”

“It wasn’t too much. It looked... You looked fantastic.”

She smiled. “Thank you.”

“And I loved the way you’d dressed.”

“I was hoping you liked the way I undressed.”

He laughed and nodded, remembering her untying her dress and opening it up to reveal the camisole and stockings. “I liked that, too.”

Laura took a sip of her drink. “I wanted to give you something special.”

“Being married to you is special.”

She smiled and squeezed his hand. “Thank you.”

“Can I ask you something?”

She laughed. “I’m going to have that written on your gravestone. Here lies Alan, beloved husband and father who liked to ask questions.”

He laughed, then turned serious. “Did you enjoy getting dressed up like that?”

She hesitated for a moment, then nodded. “Yes.”

“Did you feel the same way as you did when you were getting ready for the parties you used to attend?”

She blinked, looking surprised. “Yes. How did you know?”

“It was just a guess. I tried to...” He frowned, unsure how to phrase what had been running through his mind ever since he’d opened the door. “I tried to imagine what it must have been like for you, getting ready to go out back then, knowing what you were going to do.”

“Please don’t—”

“I’m not criticising or trying to upset you, I’m just...” He let out a sigh. “It’s just the idea of you being sexually intimate with other men—”

“Alan, that was years—”

“It turns me on.”

Laura stared at him with wide eyes. She couldn’t have looked any more surprised if he’d slapped her. “What do you mean, it turns you on?”

He shrugged, suddenly embarrassed by his own admission. “I’ve spent all morning thinking about last night. How you looked, the way you acted, what you did.”

“That was all for you.”

“I know, and I get that. But...” He chewed his lip, glanced around to make sure he couldn’t be overheard, then leaned over the table to whisper. “But the thought of you dressing like that and acting that way with somebody else is kind of...” He gave a shrug, too embarrassed to say the idea of watching her with another man made his cock throb.

“Have you always felt this way?”

“No.”

“Did you feel that way when you found out what Trish had been up to?”

He frowned and shook his head. “Definitely not.”

“So what’s changed?” She hadn’t said it in a confrontational way, she just seemed interested.

“I don’t...” He shrugged. “I guess having my eyes opened to your earlier life has changed my perspective.”

“Your perspective of me?”

“Not you as a person.” He knew he wasn’t explaining himself very well and worried he was digging himself into a hole. “Maybe it’d be better to say my perspective of your sensuality.”

She licked her lips and held his gaze. “So what are you saying?”

“I’m not sure.”

She narrowed her eyes. “Tell me.”

“This morning while I was weeding the borders, I kept remembering how good you’d looked last night. Not just the clothes and the makeup, but your whole demeanour was different, somehow.”

The tip of her tongue appeared briefly between her dark lips, but she didn’t interrupt.

Alan sighed, deciding the best thing to do would be just to admit everything. “While I’ve always loved what we do in bed, the last week has been more intense. And last night took it up to another level. A level I’d never seen before, but I suspect that you have.”

“Babe, whatever hap—”

“That’s not a criticism, and it’s not a whine. I loved what you did to me last night. In the garden this morning, I kept remembering looking up at you while you were riding me. But then suddenly another image filled my mind, and it wasn’t me you were riding. It was somebody else.”

Laura blinked, a furrow on her brow and her dark lips pressed together.

He held her gaze for a moment, then told her his truth. “I didn’t know who it was, and I didn’t care. All I knew was that you looked so sexy, and I wanted you to enjoy it. I wanted you to get off while riding his cock.”

Laura let out a long, silent breath. “Wow.”

“I’m sorry.”

She smiled and shook her head. “Don’t be. I’m...” She smiled. “I’m just relieved my past hasn’t ruined things between us.”

Alan wanted to say more but decided to hold his tongue.
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Chapter 10
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When the food arrived, Laura ate in silence. She was still mulling over what Alan had said. Her immediate response to his revelation was to admit she was relieved that her past wasn’t going to ruin their future, though was only half of what she thought. She wanted to ask so many more questions. Had she misinterpreted what he meant?

When he told her he'd imagined her riding someone else, she recalled her own feelings earlier, as she'd sat in front of her mirror applying the thick eyeliner for their 'date'. She remembered all the times she’d prepared herself for a swinging party, putting on sexy underwear and not knowing which man would peel it off her a few hours later. She’d forgotten how exciting that was. The anticipation had been as good as the sex. 

Well, almost.

“Are you okay?” he asked.

She looked up and saw his concerned expression. “Yeah, I’m fine. And relieved. Like I said, I’d been really worried that my past was going to...” She shrugged. “You know.”

Alan chewed his lip, then nodded and took a sip of his drink. He looked like he wanted to say more but instead returned his attention to his roast lamb.

Laura imagined going back to her swinging days. Would she be able to accept Alan having sex with other women? She’d never been jealous watching Martin with other women, but the truth was, she’d never loved Martin the way she loved Alan. But Alan was fragile, and he didn’t consider what happened in bed as ‘just sex’. He saw it as something deeper, something sacred. She loved that and didn’t want to lose it. 

But he’d admitted he’d fantasised about watching her with another man. He’d said he wanted to see her enjoying another man, to see her getting off while riding a stranger’s cock.

“It’s weird that we both worried about the same thing,” he said.

Laura looked at him. Hadn’t he just said her past wasn’t a problem? He’d actually hinted that he found it a turn-on. “What do you mean by that?”

Alan seemed surprised by the question. “I mean us both worrying about your past. You worried in case I started seeing you the way I see Trish, and I worried that you’ll see having sex with just me as a bit boring.”

A coldness gripped her stomach. That had never occurred to her. “Why would I think that?”

“Duh?” He looked from side to side, then leaned close to whisper. “Last night, you blew my mind. It was better than anything I’ve ever had.” He frowned. “Better than anything I’ve ever dreamed of having.”

She smiled and started to reach for his hand again.

“But I’m guessing you’ve had dozens of nights like that, and many others that topped it.”

Laura stilled her hand and shook her head. “That’s not—”

“I know you’ve had nights where you shared a bed with two men, and other nights where you shared a bed with two men and a woman. You’ve probably been at parties that turned into orgies, where there were several men and women touching you, licking you and fucking you.”

She was speechless, partly because there had been some evenings like that.

Alan gave a resigned smile. “That sort of thing must make our one-on-one sessions three times a week pale into insignificance.”

“Alan, that’s not true.” She finally reached across and grabbed his hand again. “What we do together means more than anything I’ve done with other people. What happened then was just physical fun, nothing more than that.”

He smiled. “Is this conversation going to be a ‘centre of the universe’ versus ‘a sensitive orifice’ one, or a ‘making love’ versus ‘fucking’ one.”

“Please don’t make fun of me.”

His smile disappeared. “I’m not making fun of you. I’m just pointing out that while your past doesn’t affect the way I feel about you...” He squeezed her hand, raised it to his mouth and kissed the back of it. “I can’t help worrying that when you compare what you had then to what you have now—”

“No, never. What I have now... What we have now is so much more.” She shook his hand in both of hers. “It never occurred to me that you’d view my past as some kind of a yardstick.”

“You’re sure?”

“I’m one hundred percent positive.” She gave what she hoped he’d see as a genuine smile. “Last night was great for all kinds of reasons, but the most important of those is that it was you.”

“Really?”

“Really.” She raised her eyebrows. “You’re the only man who’s ever made me squirt.”

Alan laughed. “You’re the only woman who’s ever deep-throated me.”

She hesitated for a second, then decided to tell him anyway. “To be honest, I wasn’t sure I’d be able to manage it.” She lowered her voice. “You’re bigger than most.”

He blinked, evidently surprised. “Huh?”

“Don’t make me say it again, and don’t make out like you didn’t know.”

He shook his head. “Funnily enough, it doesn’t come up in conversations with the drivers I work with.”

She didn’t want to ask if the other women he’d slept with hadn’t mentioned it, and she certainly didn’t intend mentioning Trish. “Well take it from me, I like what you’re packing.”

She let go of his hand and they finished his lunch in silence. Every time they looked at each other they smiled.

“Do you want another drink?” he asked. His glass was empty but hers was still half full.

“No, I want you to take me home.”

He held her gaze for a moment, then nodded. “You go start the car, I’ll pay the bill.”

They drove home in silence. Laura liked the fact Alan kept glancing at her bare legs when she changed gear. She pulled onto their drive and when she got out of the car she didn’t remove her glasses. Alan opened the front door and walked into their house. 

Laura led the way into the kitchen, then pulled a kitchen chair into the middle of the floor. She reached up her dress and peeled her panties down her legs and threaded them over her ankle boots. Then she sat on the chair and bunched her dress up around her waist. “Come and put your dick in my mouth,” she instructed.

Alan glanced out of the two windows, then unzipped his jeans and released his cock. He was getting harder by the second. Laura leaned forward and kissed the tip. She looked up into his eyes, then slowly parted her lips and took him into her mouth.

“I really like that lip gloss,” he whispered.

She bobbed her head a few times, then pulled back and released him. “I really like your cock.” She took him back into her mouth, ran her hand up her thigh and cupped her pussy.

Laura worked Alan’s cock with her mouth and worked her own pussy with her fingers. She could smell her juices and taste his. It was a heady mix. She pulled back and looked up into his eyes. “What are you thinking about?”

“I’m hoping none of the neighbours are out in their garden and looking into our kitchen.”

“It’d give then a thrill. Want to know what I’m thinking about?” Before he could answer, she pushed two fingers into her pussy and let out a moan.

“Yeah.”

“I’m thinking about sucking a cock like this,” she said, slowly pumping his shaft with one hand and fingering herself with the other. “But it’s not your cock I’m thinking about sucking, and it’s not my fingers going in and out of my pussy.”

“Whose cock is it?” he asked, his voice hoarse.

“I don’t know, and I don’t care. I just know it’s somebody else’s.”

“And what’s going in and out of your pussy?”

“A different somebody else’s cock.” She stared deep into his eyes. “I’m thinking about being spit-roasted by two men I don’t really care about.”

“And where am I?”

“You’re standing on the other side of the room watching me.”

“Oh.”

“And there’s a woman on her knees sucking your cock.”

“There is?”

She nodded. “She’s eager to make you come. Do you think you’ll be able to come for her?”

“Oh yeah. Will you be able to come for the two men spit-roasting you?”

Laura took his cock into her mouth and pushed forward until he was in her throat. She bobbed her head and pumped her fingers. After several minutes, when she heard Alan’s breathing become more ragged, she moved her fingers up and circled her clit until she was on the brink. She released his cock and stared into his eyes. “I’ll be able to come just from knowing you’re watching me.”

Alan opened his mouth, and she pumped his cock in her fist. Her eyes never left his as she rubbed her clit faster and faster. “Both men are going to come inside me, one in each end.”

“And I’ll come for the woman.”

“Show me.” 

When Alan’s cum splattered against her glasses, Laura pushed three fingers as far into her pussy as she could. The orgasm tore through her. She kept pumping both hands. Alan deposited more cum on her face as her pussy spasmed and clenched.

He pulled her roughly off the chair, turned her around and bent her over the kitchen table. Stepping close, he speared his cock into her still-tingling pussy. She cried out and pushed herself back to meet his thrusts. He stayed hard and slammed into her. A second orgasm surged through her, which left her clinging on to the edges of the table and whispering his name. He suddenly pulled out and she felt the warm splash of cum on her bum cheeks. He’d managed to come again. 

When he stepped back, she stood up and turned around. She couldn’t see him clearly because her glasses were covered in jizz. She took them off and pulled him close, kissing him passionately. He kissed her back, not seeming to care about the cum on her cheeks and chin smearing against his face. 

Laura eventually broke the kiss, then stared into his eyes. Both of them were breathless. He looked as shellshocked as she felt.

“What was that?” she asked.

He shook his head and gave a shrug. “Lust, I suppose.”

She chewed her lower lip and frowned. “What sort of lust?”

“You tell me. I’m new to feeling this way.”

She was almost afraid to ask. “And what way is that?”

“The way where I want to see my wife fuck another man.”

Her heart skipped a beat. “And do you want to fuck another woman?”

He frowned like the idea hadn’t occurred to him, then shrugged. “I suppose it’d be okay.”

She laughed. “Don’t tell her that. Make her think you really want to.”

“Okay.”

“But afterwards, when we get home and it’s just us, I’ll need you to show me that you enjoy fucking me a whole lot more than you enjoyed fucking her.”

* * * *
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Laura spent the afternoon in a daze. Alan’s revelation that he fantasised about swinging had shocked her, and she was afraid to admit how much it thrilled her, too. She hadn’t realised how much she actually missed the anticipation and excitement of the pre-date ritual. The sex she had with Alan had always been enough for her, but the thought of returning to the dirty thrill of sampling someone new gave her an undeniable buzz.

They had a light tea, then she explained she had a bit of marking to do. When she was settled in her upstairs office and could hear football on the TV downstairs, she phoned Jen.

“Hey, you,” her friend said as soon as she picked up. “How’s things?”

“They’re good,” Laura said, smiling. “How about you guys?”

After a couple of minutes of exchanging pleasantries and Jen filling her in on her children’s latest antics, there was an awkward silence.

Then Jen said, “Hey, I hope I didn’t cause a problem for you the other weekend.”

Laura laughed. “No, you didn’t.”

“I don’t know what I was thinking, but as soon as I’d said it I saw Alan’s expression change.”

“It’s all fine, but I’m curious as to what you said.”

“I think Tony had asked about his sons, and Alan admitted he’d struggled during the picking up and dropping off when they were younger because he couldn’t stand the man his ex-wife lived with. He’d shrugged and called his reaction childish jealousy, and I said something like he’d obviously outgrown that because he’d married you.”

Laura was surprised Alan had picked up on her past from such a throwaway comment. “Well, no harm done.”

“I’m glad, but I’m sorry anyway. It was clumsy of me, and I blame the amount I’d drunk.”

Laura decided to test the waters. “If anything, you did me a favour.”

“Oh?”

“Hmm. He’s been horny ever since, and we’ve been acting like a couple of teenagers.”

“Lucky you.” 

“I’m almost tempted—”

Another voice sounded. Jen said, “Ask your dad, babe.” Then she came back on the line. “Sorry Laura, what were you saying?”

“Nothing really, it’s just that since Alan is showing such an interest in what we used to get up to, I’m almost tempted to show him.”

“You’d consider attending another party?” Jen sounded shocked.

“I don’t know. It’s been a while for me and Alan’s never done it, He’s kind of a private person, so maybe us just talking about it as a fantasy will be enough for him.”

“Ah,” Jen said, “but will it be enough for you?”

Laura chewed her lip, then told her friend about what she’d done the previous night. How she’d dressed up and turned up at their house pretending to be somebody else’s wife. Then she admitted how much she’d enjoyed going through the motions of getting ready.

“I think you should come to a party,” Jen said.

Laura jolted upright in her chair. “Are you guys still involved?”

“Not to the extent we were when you and Martin were part of it, but a group of us still meet up three or four times a year.”

Laura felt a little jealous. “I didn’t know that.”

“I didn’t mention it because I wasn’t sure how you’d feel.” Jen sighed. “It was you two that introduced us to it, and then when you broke up I didn’t think you’d need to hear that life was still the same for us. But as I said, it’s much more sedate now.”

“How so?”

“Well for a start, there are only a handful of us. There are four other couples, so that’s a maximum of ten people – though there’s hardly ever a date we can all make, so it’s usually only three or four couples.”

Heat bloomed between Laura’s legs. “That sounds nice.”

“It is. And because we’re all only seeing that small group, we’ve relaxed the rules on safe sex.”

“You don’t use condoms?”

“No. Apart from those four parties a year, all participants only have sex with their spouse. But if you wanted to bring Alan along to one of them, I’m sure nobody would mind.”

Laura’s mind raced. She’d love to go, but would Alan? Could she risk making something he’d admitted was a fantasy into a reality? “Who else is involved?”

“Well, there’s Becky and Sam.”

Laura smiled. She liked both of them. Becky was a tiny cockney with a huge personality, and Sam was the quiet, studious type. He lectured in astrophysics or something like that.

“Megan and Owen.”

“Ooh.” Laura liked the Welsh couple a lot. They’d been relatively new to the group when she and Martin split. Megan was mixed race and gorgeous, with coffee-coloured skin and piercing green eyes. Alan would definitely fancy her, and Laura had always liked Owen.

“Denise and Ray.”

Uh-oh.

“Heather and Gary, and us.”

Laura bit her lip, then sighed. “I couldn’t contemplate attending a party with Denise and Ray.”

“Oh?” Jen was quiet for a moment. “Can I ask why?”

“Not long after Martin and I separated, Ray phoned me and asked me if I wanted to go out for a drink.” She paused, getting angry again at the memory. “He suggested we meet at a hotel, and he’d book us a room.”

“Wow, that’s awful.”

“I know.”

“Do you think Denise knew about it?”

Laura scoffed. “What, she thought I must be missing regular sex so suggested her husband fuck me as a favour?”

Jen let out a long breath. “That makes me so angry. I’m not sure if it’s because it was predatory, or because it goes against the openness and trust that swinging is all about.”

“Yeah, I know.” Laura frowned, a little dejected that what a moment ago had appeared to be a sexy possibility had now crashed and burned.

“Wait,” Jen said. “Do you think Denise might have made the same offer to Martin?”

“I never thought about that, and Martin never mentioned it.” Laura tried to think back. “I’m not sure of the dates, but I do know that Martin left for China soon after he moved out. My solicitor had to fax him the contract to sign when we sold the house.”

“Oh.” Jen was quiet for a while. “But you like all the others, right?”

“Yes, but—”

“Like I said, it’s rare that we’re all around on the same date. And I happen to know that Denise and Ray are spending all of this month with Ray’s brother and his family in Chicago.”

Laura held her breath.

“Would you be up for a party in the next few weeks if I can arrange one?”

“Maybe.” Butterflies took flight in her stomach. “But I’ll need to ask Alan to make sure. Liking the idea as a fantasy is one thing. Going through with it is something else.”

“I know. I hope you can bring him round to the idea. He’s quite the hunk.”

Laura laughed. “Yes, he is.”

“And he’s got a lovely smile.”

“Stay away from my man!”

Jen laughed. “I only want to borrow him for a while.”

“Hmm, that’s okay then.”

They said their goodbyes and ended the call. After her conversation with Jen, it was a struggle for Laura to concentrate on the marking she needed to do.
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Chapter 11
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Alan woke Laura with a cup of tea earlier than usual, explaining he’d received a text at five that morning from one of his drivers who’d broken down. 

Laura sat up and rubbed her eyes. “What time is it?”

“Almost six. Should I have left you sleeping and let you make your own tea?”

She laughed and shook her head. “My tea is never as good as yours. So, what’s happening?”

“Kev’s broke down on his way to Cardiff. A mechanic’s on his way to see if he can fix it. I’ll take a tractor unit down to take his trailer to the customer in case it can’t be fixed roadside.”

“You’re going to Cardiff?”

“Maybe. I’ll check before I leave to see if the mechanic has been able to get him back on the road. The most likely scenario is I’ll head off, then get a phone call telling me to turn back because it’s sorted.”

“How far away is it?”

“About a hundred and seventy miles.”

“Okay, well good luck.”

He bent, kissed her forehead. 

It took him five minutes to move her car out of the drive, get his own car out and then put hers back ready for when she left for work. His journey to the haulage yard was much easier than usual at such an early hour, and when he got to the office he phoned the driver. The mechanic still hadn’t turned up, so Alan left a note for Theresa, filled the tractor unit with fuel and set off for south Wales.

As he settled into the inner lane of the motorway heading south, he remembered why he’d enjoyed driving for a living. He had the radio turned up and the air vents open so a cool breeze blew in his face. There was even a pack of chewing gum in the cab’s console. Soon he was chewing spearmint gum and letting his mind wander back over his weekend. A warmth spread through him as he remembered first Saturday night, then Sunday morning and finally the fuck-fest in the kitchen on Sunday afternoon. 

An hour into his journey, Alan’s phone rang. He accepted the call through the lorry stereo system so it came through hands-free. “Hey Kev, what’s happening?”

“The mechanic’s got it running, so I can carry on to Cardiff.”

“Great. You do the drop off, then head straight back to the yard. I’m already past Birmingham, so I’ll carry on to Bristol to pick up the load you were supposed to bring back. That way, if you breakdown again on the way back, it’ll be just a case of putting your tractor unit onto the back of a low-loader.”

“Okay boss. Cheers.”

“Keep me informed.” Alan ended the call and smiled. He now had time to stop at the services and get himself a cooked breakfast.

* * * *
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It was mid-afternoon by the time Alan had dropped off the load he’d brought back from Bristol and returned to the haulage yard. Kev’s wagon was already there. When he walked into the office, the driver was chatting to Theresa.

“Alright, boss?” Kev said, smiling.

“Yeah. You get back okay?”

“No problem.”

Alan dropped into his chair, feeling bloated from his Full English, the sandwich he’d bought for his lunch, and numerous cups of coffee. “Where are you going tomorrow, Kev?”

“London.” Theresa and Kevin both answered together.

Alan knew he should have known that as well. “Yeah, course you are. Take the tractor unit I just used, and I’ll get your wagon in for a full service.”

“Okay.” Kev stood up. “The mechanic thinks there’s something intermittently failing in either the fuel pump or the carb.”

“I’ll get them to sort it.” Alan checked his watch. “If you want to head off home, I’ll fill your wagon and get it coupled once the load is ready for being picked up.”

“Cheers boss.” Kev grinned at Theresa. “I’ll probably get home and catch my wife with the postman.”

Theresa laughed, but Alan didn’t see the funny side. When he’d been a driver, Trish had probably fucked the milkman, the postman and the window cleaner.

Alan didn’t leave the haulage yard until late. He’d had to take the tractor unit to pick up the fully loaded trailer from the business park, then return it to the haulage yard ready for Kev’s early start next day. It was almost seven by the time he arrived home.

Laura met him in the kitchen when he came in through the back door. “Hiya,” she said, smiling. “Did you have to go all the way to Cardiff?”

“No, but by the time I found out I didn’t need to, I was halfway there. So I did the pick-up from Bristol instead.”

“And how was your day on the road?” She leaned in and gave him a kiss on the cheek. “I’m guessing you guzzled fizzy drinks and scoffed chocolate all day long.”

“No, but I had a cooked breakfast, a rubbery sandwich for lunch, and too many cups of coffee.”

Laura laughed and opened the oven. “I made a casserole and jacket potatoes. I ate over an hour ago, so if your potato is too dry by now, I can make you some rice.”

He smiled and shook his head. “A withered jacket spud will be fine.”

“Okay. If you want to have a shower, I’ll plate your dinner up in ten minutes.”

“Cool.”

“Do you want to take a beer up with you?” she asked.

Alan gave a grateful nod. 

Laura took a beer from the fridge, opened it and held it out. “Quick shower, clean clothes, and I’ll put your dinner on a tray so you can eat in the living room.”

Alan headed upstairs, calling in the bathroom to turn on the shower before going into the bedroom. He took a sip of his cold beer, stripped naked and carried the bottle through to the bathroom. Five minutes later he walked back into the bedroom, clean and refreshed. He pulled on a pair of pyjama bottoms and a t-shirt, then took his almost-empty beer bottle down to the living room. Laura brought in his dinner on a tray, along with a fresh bottle of beer.

“Wow,” he said. “I could get used to service like this.”

“Hmm, I bet you could.” 

When Alan sat in his armchair, she passed him his tray and placed the bottle on the coffee table in front of him. She dropped back onto the couch, and he saw that she’d paused whatever she’d been watching before he’d arrived home.

“What’s this?” he asked, nodding at the TV while he smeared the lump of melting butter into his jacket potato.

“Nothing important. Is there something you want to watch?”

“No, I just...” He shrugged. “The fact you paused it means you probably want to see the rest, so put it on.”

Laura nodded, picked up the remote and resumed playback. It was a reality show following traffic cops in Nottingham. Some of the clips reminded Alan just how crazy some drivers can be. He let the programme wash over him as he enjoyed his dinner. He kept stealing glances at Laura’s legs. Sometimes she changed into leggings or her jammies when she got home, but other times she left on what she’d worn at school. Tonight she was wearing a pale blue top and a knee-length grey skirt, her legs and feet bare. 

He finished his dinner at the same time as the credits rolled on the TV show. Laura muted the TV, then got up and took his tray from him. She glanced at his beer, saw it was still full, and went into the kitchen, returning with a glass of wine.

“So,” she said, settling back onto the couch, “how did you enjoy your day on the road?”

He smiled. “It was a nice change, but the fact I won’t have to set my alarm for three o’clock tomorrow morning makes me appreciate my job in the office.”

Laura took a sip of her wine and studied him over her glass. Alan could tell there was something on her mind, but he decided to let her bring it up in her own time. He wondered if, like him, she’d been remembering their weekend.

“How was your day?” he asked.

“You know. Same old, same old.” She smiled, then took another sip of her wine.

When she said nothing more, Alan decided to give her a nudge in the right direction. “Being on the road is a bit like being in the garden.” 

She frowned, obviously puzzled.

“It allows lots of time for my mind to wander,” he explained.

“Ah.” She smiled and nodded. “And where exactly did it wander to?”

“Dirty places.”

“Really?”

He smiled and nodded.

Laura put her glass on the coffee table, dropped onto her knees and crawled across until she was by his feet. “And what sort of dirty places did you end up at?”

“Places like the kitchen table.”

She laughed, took the beer bottle from his hand and placed it next to her wine glass. Then she knelt up and moved in close, looking directly into his eyes. “And did your mind stick to what happened between us, or did it roam any further?”

It took him a moment to understand what she was getting at. “It might have ventured into the realms of my imagination.”

She leaned closer still, resting her forehead against his and holding his gaze. “And were you getting to grips with another woman, or was I getting to grips with another man?”

Alan might have been tired from his early start and long day, but his cock was already thickening inside his pyjama bottoms. “Both.”

“Hmm.” Her lips brushed his. “And is that something you want to keep as a fantasy, or would you like to actually try it?”

Despite her teasing demeanour, her eyes suggested she wanted an answer. Maybe she’d given it as much thought as he had. “I think I’d like to try it,” he whispered.

Laura blinked. “For real?” She sounded surprised.

Alan held his breath for a moment, then decided to be honest. “Ever since I learned about your past, I’ve been thinking about it a lot. I’ve even dreamt about it a couple of times.”

“Really?”

He laughed and nodded. “They were nonsensical scenes, but you were in them with a whole host of people I didn’t know. Anyway, after a while I realised I wasn’t just curious. I was envious.”

“Like a jealous lover?”

“No. I was envious because it’s obvious your life experiences surpass mine.”

“I’m not sure about—”

“I got my girlfriend pregnant when I was a teenager. There’d only been a couple of girls before that, and they were as inexperienced as I was. And like a fool, I remained faithful to Trish for the entirety of our marriage. So during my twenties and thirties, I only had one sexual partner. How many did you have during your twenties and thirties?”

Laura sighed. “Quite a few.”

He nodded. “That’s why I’m envious.”

“Do you wish you’d had more partners?”

He shrugged, then nodded.

She narrowed her eyes. “Could you really stand to see me with another man?”

“Now that you’ve explained the difference between a sensitive orifice and—”

She slapped his arm.

He smiled. “If I knew it was just sex, I’m sure it wouldn’t be a problem.”

Laura took a breath. “I spoke to Jen.”

Alan sat up a little straighter. “Oh?”

“She apologised for letting things slip.”

“Ah.”

“I told her she’d done me a favour because you’d fucked me every which way since you found out about it.”

“I don’t think she needed to know—”

“She told me I was lucky, because she considers you quite the hunk. Then she invited us to their next party.”

Alan’s breath caught in his throat. “What?”

Laura’s expression remained serious. “Jen and Tony are still involved in the lifestyle, though now they only swing with a limited group a few times a year.”

“And she suggested what, exactly?”

“She asked if we’d like to attend their next party.”

Alan’s mind raced. “When did she phone?”

“I phoned her last night, and she phoned me back earlier this evening with the offer.”

“And what was the offer?”

“There’s a party next Saturday night. They’ve hired an Airbnb. There will be three couples there, and she’d like us to join them.”

“Three couples including Jen and Tony?”

Laura nodded. “The other two couples are also people I know from before.”

“Couples from your old parties?”

She nodded.

“Men you’ve already slept with?”

“Yes.”

Alan chewed his lip, trying to decide if that made it easier or not. Then he swallowed to clear the lump in his throat. “Do you want to go?”

She was silent for a moment. “The idea of it turns me on.”

“Which part?”

“All of it. The anticipation of getting all dressed up, the excitement of watching you with another woman, and the thrill of giving myself to another man.”

“So you want to go.” He didn’t phrase it as a question. 

“I didn’t say that. I said the idea of it turns me on.” She smiled. “If you’d asked if I’d like to go, I would have said yes. But I’d only want to go if I was sure it wouldn’t harm our relationship. Nothing’s worth that.”

Alan held his breath and watched her face.

She sighed. “While imagining me having sex with another man might arouse you, actually seeing me do it could be hurtful.”

He nodded. She had a point. If he was honest with himself, Alan wasn’t sure how he’d react. Would the fact that all the men at the party had already fucked Laura minimise any jealousy he might feel? Probably. From a selfish point of view, he hadn’t slept with any of the women who’d be there so he’d be getting something new...

“What are you thinking?” she asked.

“I’m horny.”

She laughed. “That’s a good sign.”

“And I’m wondering if you wore nylons at school.”

She frowned, then shrugged. “Yes. Neutral-coloured tights but I took them off when I got home.”

“I like your legs.”

“Thank you.” She leaned in and kissed him.

He grinned. “And I really like your sensitive orifice.”

“Do you think you’ll be able to share it with other people?”

He stroked his finger down her cheek. “Can I have it back when they’ve finished with it?”

“You can have it anytime you want it.”

He kissed her gently on the lips. “Can I have it now?”

“Yes.”

He glanced behind her. “Turn around and lean over the coffee table.”

Laura did as he asked. Alan got up and moved their drinks, putting them on the hearth. Then he dropped to his knees behind her and ran his hand over her bum. She wiggled it from side to side, smiling at him over her shoulder.

Alan lifted her skirt, bunched it around her waist, and slipped his fingers into the waistband of her thong. As he rolled it down her thighs, she lifted each knee in turn so he could take it off. Her swollen labia glistened with her arousal. 

His cock sprung out when he pushed down his pyjama bottoms. It was as hard as he’d ever seen it. He dragged the tip through her slick crease, then sank it into her molten heat.

“Oh fuck,” she whispered.

He held his breath and slowly pumped his hips, watching his cock slide in and out. Her walls clung to him, caressing his cock in their warm, velvety grip. Laura rested her head on the coffee table, her thick dark hair spreading like a halo around it. He held her by the hips and fucked her slowly. Neither of them spoke, but Alan was imagining it was another man’s glistening cock sliding in and out of his wife’s drenched hole.

Then another thought occurred. He was going to fuck Jen. In less than a week, he would be sliding his own cock into his wife’s close friend. Maybe he’d fuck one of the other women, too.

Laura’s increasingly urgent moans brought him back to the present. He dug his fingers into the soft flesh of her hips and fucked her hard and fast. Laura grunted and pushed back to meet each thrust, then she tightened around him. Alan cried out, holding still at the moment he flooded her. Then he resumed his thrusts and sent more spurts into her depths.

He eventually pulled out and dropped back onto his haunches. 

Laura replaced her thong, picked up her glass and dropped back on the couch. She smiled at him, then took a sip of her drink. “So, I take it I should accept Jen's invitation?”
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Chapter 12
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Laura had spent all week in a state of nervous anticipation. Having bought a new dress and shoes for the party, she’d also decided how to do her hair and makeup. As it would be Alan’s first time, she’d suggested they book a hotel for the night. Not only would it give them somewhere to get ready for the party, it would also afford them privacy afterwards. Alan agreed it was a good idea, especially as the Airbnb was on the Cumbrian coast, over a hundred miles northwest from their house. 

On Saturday morning they walked into town, calling for breakfast in the usual café and ambling around the shops before heading home. They weren’t allowed to book into their hotel until 3pm, so they left home just after noon for the drive north. It was still too early to check in when they arrived, so they left their car on the hotel car park and went to explore the town of Barrow-in-Furness.

Laura stopped outside an off licence. “We should take some booze tonight.”

Alan nodded and pushed open the door. She followed him in, browsing the wine bottles. “I’ll drive if you want to have a few drinks to help you relax,” she offered.

He shook his head. “Too many drinks wouldn’t be good for my performance.”

“I’m not suggesting you get so rat-arsed that you can’t get it up.” She frowned, looking around the shop to make sure she hadn’t been overheard, then lowered her voice. “I just thought you’d enjoy it more if you weren’t anxious.”

Alan gave a smile. “I won’t be anxious. Choose something you like, and I’ll get non-alcoholic beer for me.”

Laura chose a couple of expensive bottles of wine, and they made their way back to the hotel. As neither of them would want a big meal later, they ordered a plate of sandwiches to eat in their room after Laura had taken a bath. Once they’d finished eating, Alan went for a shower while Laura dried her hair and started to put on her makeup. She was still working on her face when he came out of the bathroom. 

She glanced at him in the mirror. “Are you okay?”

He nodded, dropping onto the bed with just a towel wrapped around his waist. “Can I watch you get ready?”

“Of course.” She resumed putting on her makeup. Her intention was to replicate what she’d used for her roleplaying date with Alan. When she started to apply her eyeliner, he murmured his approval. She used the same dark lip gloss as before, pouting at herself in the mirror before glancing at his reflection.

“What do you think?” she asked.

“I see you’re emphasising your fuck-me mouth again.”

“I certainly am.” With that, she stood up and dropped her robe. Alan raked his eyes down her body, and she wondered if he noticed she’d given her pussy a fresh shave. 

She shook her head back. “I dried my hair straighter than usual. Does it look okay?”

“It looks great.”

“Thank you.” She pulled on a black lace thong. “I’m not going to bother with a bra because the strap would show at the back.”

When she took her dress from the wardrobe, he raised his eyebrows. “Should I recognise that?”

“No, it’s new.” She stepped into the dress. It was burgundy, with a fitted skirt that hugged her bum and legs, a low back that exposed her shoulder blades, and two-inch straps that went over her shoulders. “Would you zip me up, please?”

Alan got up off the bed as she turned her back on him. After pulling up the zip, he ran his hand over her bum and hip. “It looks really good on you.”

She smoothed it down over her hips and bum. “It’s actually a little too tight.”

“Not for me.”

Laura took her shoes out of the wardrobe. She saw his eyes widen and laughed. “These are new, too.”

He stared at the sandal she’d picked up, which had a series of thick black leather strips over the instep, a twin ankle strap and a four-inch stiletto heel. “They make your lip gloss look conservative.”

She slid her foot in, fastened the buckles on the ankle strap, and held her leg straight out. The red nail varnish on her toes added to the sexiness of the shoes. Then she put the other shoe on and stood up and checked the full-length mirror. The dress came to below the knee but hugged her legs, making it a little difficult to walk. “What do you think?”

“Sexy as fuck.”

She smiled, then sat on the edge of the bed and crossed her legs. “And now it’s my turn to watch you get ready.”

Alan laughed. “I don’t think anyone could find that sexy.”

“Don’t be so sure.” She ran her eyes down his toned body. “I’m looking forward to seeing how the other women respond to what you have to offer.” She reached forward, pulled away the towel and stared at his cock. It looked thicker than usual. “Have you got a semi?”

“I’ve just watched you put on a tight dress and fuck-me shoes. Of course I’ve got a semi.”

“Good.” She watched as her husband slipped on jockey shorts and a pair of dark blue trousers. He sat on the bed to put on socks and shoes, then stood up and took two shirts from the wardrobe. “Which one?”

“I like that,” she said, pointing at the grey cheesecloth one. “It shows off your broad shoulders.”

He laughed as he slid his arms in and then fastened the buttons. After tucking it into the waistband of his trousers, he gave a nervous smile. “Ready to go?”

Laura stood up and stepped close. “Yes.” She kissed him on the cheek, then had to wipe off the lip gloss stain she’d made. “Remember, this is just physical fun. We’re going to enjoy ourselves, then we’re going to come back here and enjoy each other.”

He held her gaze. “Okay.”

They held hands as they walked down the wide stairs, through the hotel reception and out to the car. The sun was low, turning the sky orange when they pulled up outside the rented house. Laura recognised Tony and Jen’s car. There were two other cars on the huge gravel drive as well, which meant she and Alan were the last to arrive. They shared a brief look before getting out and walking up the path. 

Jen opened the front door, gave a bright smile and hugged them in turn. “Come on in,” she said.

Laura gripped Alan’s hand and followed her friend into the house.

“Look who’s here,” Jen called, and the others all gathered around, greeting her like the old friend she was.

“Everyone,” Laura said, “this is my husband, Alan.”

They all gave him warm smiles.

“You know Tony, of course,” she said.

Alan smiled and shook hands with the only other man in the room he’d met before. “I’m not touching any brandy tonight.”

Tony laughed. “Me neither.”

“This is Becky,” Laura continued, as the bubbly blonde smiled up at Alan. “And this is her husband, Sam.” She noticed Sam was now a little greyer around the temples, though he was still cute. “And these lovely people are Owen and Megan.”

Laura saw Alan give Owen a friendly smile as they shook hands, and she also noticed his eyes widen as he took in Megan. She’d known he’d fancy the Welsh beauty, and she couldn’t blame him. Tonight, Megan wore a short, fitted red dress that showed off her great legs and lithe body. Her raven-black hair was tied up in a high ponytail.

Even though it was a rented house, Jen was playing hostess. She took the bags of booze off Alan and fixed them both a drink. Laura suspected the living room was either an extension or the result of two rooms being knocked into one, because it was huge. There were two leather couches facing each other, two wing-backed matching chairs, a chaise longue overlooking a window with a sea view, and a large oak ottoman with an inlaid leather top. The kitchen was open plan, with bifold doors leading out onto a block-paved patio area, where everyone had probably been standing before she and Alan arrived.

Tony led them all back outside, where a selection of nibbles was laid out on the patio table. Laura noticed Jen had positioned herself next to Alan. 

“We’ve missed you,” Megan said, a serious expression on her face as she looked into Laura’s eyes.

“Thank you.” Laura gave a shrug. “When Martin and I decided to go our separate ways, I knew I’d miss everyone but—”

“You should have attended the parties on your own.” Megan gave a sexy smile. “You wouldn’t have been left out.”

Laura felt the hum of excitement warming her crotch. “Maybe I should, but I’m here now.”

“Hmm.” Megan ran her eyes down Laura’s body. “I intend making up for lost time.”

“Are you still teaching?” Sam asked.

“Yes, and I’m still at the same school,” Laura said. She didn’t mention being made Head of Department.

For the next fifteen minutes, Laura chatted to the people she hadn’t seen in years and caught up on their news. Sam and Becky had moved to Norfolk when he took a post at the University of East Anglia. Owen, who used to be a part-time volunteer on the lifeboats in Pembrokeshire, was now doing it as his full-time employment, and Megan was still a veterinarian’s assistant.

The sun was almost at the horizon and the evening had turned chilly. Jen suggested they go inside, and people helped her carry the plates of remaining nibbles into the kitchen. The curtains were drawn and someone put music on. Laura felt a nostalgic tingle of excitement because she knew it was approaching the time when the conversations became a little more intimate. She glanced over at her husband and saw Jen was still by his side. Not only that, her friend was now stroking his arm as they talked quietly.

Someone poked Laura in the ribs, and she turned to find Megan smiling at her. Before she could say anything, the Welsh woman kissed her. Laura hesitated for only a moment, then returned the kiss. Megan slipped her arms around her waist and pulled her close, grinding their mounds together. The kiss quickly became passionate, and Laura realised how much she’d missed interacting with other women.

By the time they came up for air, Laura was panting. She glanced over in Alan’s direction. Jen now had her body pressed up against his and was nuzzling his neck.

“Well, as much as I love your outfit,” Megan whispered, slowly tugging down the zip on the back of Laura’s dress, “I’ve really missed what it’s covering.” She slid the straps off Lauren’s shoulders and pushed it down over her hips. Laura stepped out of her pooled material. Megan picked it up, draped it over one of the unused chairs, then ran her eyes down Laura’s body. “You’re as gorgeous as I remember.”

“I think you’re still pretty hot, too.”

Megan walked Laura backwards to one of the couches. She gave a playful push, and Laura fell back onto the seat. Without pausing, Megan dropped to her knees. Laura glanced around the room. Jen and Alan were now sitting on the opposite couch. Owen and Becky were on the chaise at the far end of the room, while Sam and Tony stood just behind Megan, their eyes fixed on the two women.

Megan slid her hands up Laura’s legs and gripped the waistband of her thong. “Lift up.”

Laura did so, and Megan slid the flimsy lace down her legs and off over her feet, leaving her completely naked except for the heeled sandals. Everyone else in the room was still fully dressed.

Megan kissed her again and traced her fingers between Laura’s legs. “I’d better reacquaint myself with this before all the men abuse it.”

“Hmm, I hope they do.”

Megan dipped her head and bit one of Laura’s nipples, making her yelp and giggle.

“Bitch.”

“You’d better believe it.” Megan turned to look at the two men behind her. “You boys are welcome to join in, but my mouth and her minge are out of bounds until I’ve finished.” With that, she lowered her head and ran her tongue through Laura’s outer lips. 

Laura eased down on the couch, moving her bum closer to the edge of the cushion to give Megan easier access. When she looked across the room, Alan and Jen were both watching her, and Jen’s hand was stroking the bulge in his trousers. Laura tried to smile at him, but Megan’s expert tongue was making it hard for her to do anything but sigh and whimper. Tony and Sam both undressed. Tony dropped to his knees behind Megan, and Sam stepped close to her couch. He kept one foot on the floor and rested the other knee on the cushion next to Laura. When she looked over at Alan, Jen was bent over his lap sucking his cock. As her friend slowly bobbed her head, Laura held her husband’s gaze for a moment before looking up at Sam and parted her lips.

Sam slid his cock into her mouth. Megan paused from licking her and let out a moan of her own as Tony entered her from behind. Laura stole a quick glance towards the far end of the room and saw Owen was already fucking Becky on the chaise. All eight people were now having sex of some sort, and she was thrilled to be a part of it again.

Megan resumed licking Laura’s sex, making it hard for her to concentrate on sucking Sam’s cock. Laura gripped Megan’s ponytail and ground her pussy against the Welsh woman’s face. As the orgasm surged through her, she released Sam’s cock, pushed her feet down on the floor and raised herself off the seat. Megan didn’t ease up. She captured Laura’s clit between her lips and ran her tongue over the sensitive bud. Lights skittered across Laura’s closed eyelids and she came a second time, moaning and gasping.

When Laura finally stopped shaking, she opened her eyes and smiled at Megan. Then she took Sam’s cock back into her mouth. She bobbed her head and took him deeper, stroking his balls with one hand and his leg with the other. 

He eased her head back after just a couple of minutes. “If Meg’s finished with your minge, as she so delicately called it, maybe I could go in there?”

Laura nodded and swung her feet up onto the cushions so she was lying full-length on the couch. She glanced over at the opposite couch. Jen had removed her dress and was now straddling Alan. Although Laura couldn’t see her husband’s face, she had a clear view of his cock as Jen bounced up and down on it. Megan was now sitting on a wing-backed chair, her legs draped over Tony’s shoulders as he knelt on the rug and fucked her. 

Sam slowly got into position and dragged his cock through Laura’s folds. “I’m glad you’re back.”

She smiled up at him. “Me too.”

He took a breath. “Do you realise this will be the first time I’ve ever been inside you without a condom?”

“I hadn’t thought of that, but...” She shrugged. “Jen said you guys are now exclusive to just this small group.”

He nodded. “We are.”

She wondered if he had doubts about her sexual health. “Would you prefer to use one with me?”

“Hell, no!” He smiled. “I suppose I’m just making excuses in case I go off too soon.”

“I want to feel you skin on skin. And whenever you come, it won’t be too soon.” She reached up and stroked his face. “I know I’ll come with you.”

Sam held her gaze and pushed in. She let out a sigh as he sank into her, wrapping her arms around his waist and moving with him. This was the first cock except Alan’s she had in over three years.

“Oh, that feels good,” she whispered.

“It feels better than good.” He pulled half-out and pushed back in again.

Laura heard Jen’s voice and glanced across the room. Her friend was still riding Alan, but her legs were shaking violently. She was coming, and Alan was helping her maintain the rhythm by lifting her up and down on his cock. Jen dropped her head back and howled, and Laura felt a stab of jealousy. She’d never felt like that in all the parties she attended with Martin, and she pushed it from her thoughts. She turned her attention back to Sam and clenched down on his cock.

He frowned, bit his lip and continued to fuck her slowly. 

Laura sighed. “Keep doing exactly that,” she whispered. “Don’t speed up and don’t slow down. Just keep...”

The orgasm arrived from nowhere. It swept through her with an intensity that made her cry out. She dug her fingers into his buttocks and pulled him deeper, but he did exactly as she’d asked and kept the same slow rhythm going throughout. She eventually opened her eyes and looked into his face. He smiled down at her and kept pumping his hips as slowly as before.

Laura risked a glance over at Alan, wondering if he’d seen or heard her in the throes of ecstasy. She was shocked to see he and Jen had moved without her noticing. Jen was now on all fours between the couches, her head only a couple of feet from Laura’s, and Alan was fucking her doggy-style. He was staring at Laura while fucking Jen. She felt vulnerable under his gaze until he smiled at her.

She looked up at Sam. “Do you want to finish like that?” she asked, tilting her head towards Alan and Jen.

Sam nodded and withdrew. Laura slid off the couch and knelt on the rug next to Jen but facing the opposite direction. The women were shoulder to shoulder, so they couldn’t see each other’s faces. As soon as Sam was in position, he slid back inside Laura and gripped her hips. This time he pumped his hips harder, forcing her forward and pulling her back with his hands. Laura grunted with each thrust. She didn’t remember Sam ever treating her this way before, but she wasn’t complaining. She dropped her head so her hair hung around her face, gritted her teeth and slammed herself back to meet each thrust.
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Alan was getting much more pleasure from the party than he’d dared to hope for. No matter how many times Laura had reassured him, he’d still worried that his limited experience would be evident to the other women. Fucking Jen had assuaged those fears.

Having a woman he hardly knew suck his cock while he watched four other people having sex was unlike anything he’d ever experienced. His wife being one of the four had enhanced the eroticism. While he knew Laura had experienced sex with other women in the past, actually seeing it happen had taken his breath away. The sight of Laura being pleasured by Megan while she sucked Sam’s cock was an image Alan knew would stay with him forever.

When Jen had removed her dress, Alan tried not to stare. Her body was fuller than Laura’s but not fat. Her waist was thicker, and her tits were much bigger. She’d kept her bra on, which he found sexy. As she straddled his lap and lowered herself onto his cock, he pulled her down and felt his cock stretch her. Jen had groaned and whimpered but was soon bouncing up and down, telling him how good it felt. His self-doubt dissipated by the second.

Then she came and seemed to go limp. He’d tried to finish at the same time but couldn’t get over the line. Over Jen’s shoulder, he saw that the foursome had become two couples. Laura was lying on the couch as Sam fucked her. Tony and Megan were using one of the chairs. 

Jen seemed surprised Alan hadn’t come. She slid off his knee onto the rug, got on all fours and wiggled her bum at him. He didn’t need any more invitation. He knelt on the rug and slid back inside. Jen gasped when he pushed in hard, so he did it again and again. He enjoyed hearing her grunt every time he bottomed out.

On the couch a few feet away, Laura dropped her head back and let out a long moan. Alan had brought his wife to orgasm many times, and in the last ten minutes he’d seen two other people do it. He loved seeing her like that and, when she glanced over at him, he gave her a smile. He wanted her to know how much her pleasure thrilled him.

Laura and Sam got onto the rug next to him and Jen. At first he couldn’t see his wife’s face, but then she raised her head and stared into his eyes. Her jaw was set, and she was throwing herself back to meet her lover’s thrusts. Alan couldn’t draw his eyes from hers, and then Sam let out a long exhale. 

Laura’s expression changed. She gave Alan a knowing look, wordlessly communicating that another man was coming inside her. Letting him know how much she was enjoying it. A spasm like an electric shock jolted through him, and he erupted. He ploughed in and out of Jen, but he never broke eye contact with Laura.

When Alan eventually withdrew, he glanced around the room. Tony was sitting on the chair with Megan in his lap. They’d finished fucking and evidently had been watching Jen and him, which freaked Alan out a little because she was Tony’s wife. At the far end of the room, the other two were lying in a post-coital pose, whispering to each other. Apparently, everyone had finished Round One. Laura and Jen stood up and left the room together, which struck Alan as kind of weird. Would they both go into the bathroom at the same time and discuss what had just taken place? 

Left alone, an uneasiness crept over him. He still had on all his clothes, though his trousers and shorts were around his ankles. Megan was still wearing her short red dress, but most of the others were either naked or wearing just their underwear. Alan pulled up his shorts, then removed his shoes, socks and trousers, placing them in a small pile next to the couch. The pair from the chaise – Owen and Becky – wandered back from the far end of the room. The tiny blonde sat next to Alan, and Owen sat on the other couch next to Sam. Both men were naked and appeared completely relaxed about it.

Laura returned first, and Alan was again struck how great she looked wearing only the sexy shoes. Tony and Megan got out of the chair and stood next to Laura, then Jen came in and started offering people drinks. Alan asked for another non-alcoholic beer, and Becky struck up a conversation with him as if they were sitting at a garden party. He found it a struggle not to let his eyes wander down to her bare breasts. 

Over the next fifteen minutes, all eight people relaxed and chatted. Jen sat on the opposite couch next with Sam and Owen. Alan needed the loo, and when he returned he saw that Owen had joined the group standing around Laura, leaving Sam and Jen together on the couch. They were whispering quietly, and she was stroking Sam’s arm exactly the way she’d stroked his earlier. It appeared that those two had already decided what they wanted in Round Two. 

Alan returned to the same seat. Becky turned sideways on the couch to face him, bending her right leg at the knee and resting it on the cushion between them. She wore only a pair of dark blue panties.

“So,” she said, “how are you enjoying your first swinging party?”

“It’s...” He shrugged and shook his head. “I’m having a lot of fun.”

“You’re allowed to look at my tits, you know.”

He laughed, then ran his eyes down over her breasts. They were a nice size – bigger than Laura’s but smaller than Jen’s – with taut, pale pink nipples. “Thanks. I wasn’t sure what’s acceptable etiquette.”

“We’re all happy to see and be seen,” she said. “There’s no need to be shy or modest here.”

“Right. I guess it takes a bit of getting used to.”

Becky nodded. “You’re doing fine, but I’d prefer to see you without your boxers.”

Alan gave a self-conscious chuckle. “And yet you still have your panties on.”

“That’s because Owen’s cum will be oozing out soon.” She laughed at his shocked expression. “Sorry, was that too much information?”

“No, I...” He shrugged. “I just hadn’t thought about the logistics.”

“What gets pumped up there has to come back out.” She leaned closer. “It can’t swallow like a mouth can.”

“I hadn’t thought of it like that.” 

“Shall I tell you a secret?” There was a teasing expression on her face. 

He nodded.

“The most efficient way of getting rid of Owen’s cum would be to have another cock force it out.”

“Really?” Alan’s cock started to thicken. “And how does that work?”

“Physics. Fluid mechanics and displacement.” She held up her glass of wine. “If this glass was full to the brim and I stuck my finger in, some wine would spill over the side.”

Alan nodded. “I guess it would.”

“Laura’s not the only science teacher here. It’s called Archimedes’ Principle.”

“What is?”

“The effects of immersing something into a body of liquid. Have you ever heard the term ‘eureka’?”

Alan had but thought that was used when solving a puzzle.

“What are you two talking about?” said a Welsh voice.

Alan looked up to see Megan standing in front of him. His heart beat a little faster. Becky was attractive, but Megan was stunning. “Becky’s teaching me science.”

Megan blinked and turned to the blonde. “Why?”

Becky laughed. “What I was actually explaining was that the best way of getting cum out of a pussy was to slide a second cock in and force it out.”

Megan nodded, then frowned. “But that only works until the second cock deposits another load in there.”

“True,” Becky said. “So then I’ll need a third cock.”

Megan turned her pale green eyes on Alan. “She might have a point, but she’s not the only one with that problem.” 

With that, Megan reached around and unzipped her dress. It slid down, leaving her completely naked. Her body was flawless and similar to Laura’s – athletic rather than voluptuous. Her black pubic hair was trimmed short and waxed into a narrow landing strip. Tony’s cum seeped out between her swollen labia.

“What do you think, Alan?” Becky whispered. “Do you think you could squeeze the cum out of both of us?”

“I’m sure he can,” Megan said, dropping to her knees in front of the couch and undoing the buttons of his shirt. 

Alan glanced over towards Laura and was shocked to see she was on her knees between Tony and Owen, sucking their cocks in turn. His wife was about to have two men at once, and he was about to have two women.

When Megan had undone all the buttons, she made him lean forward and took his shirt off. Then she slipped her fingers into the waistband of his shorts and tugged them down his legs, rendering him as naked as she was. His cock was fully hard.

Becky slipped her panties down her legs then knelt next to Megan. Both women stared at his cock for a moment, then Becky reached out and wrapped her fingers around it. The women shared a look, then Becky leaned forward and took him into her mouth. Alan knew it’d taste of Jen, but it didn’t seem to bother Becky. She slurped noisily, then pulled back and pointed it at her friend’s face. Megan held eye contact with Alan as she lowered her head and took him into her mouth. He sighed, then groaned as she pushed her head down until her nose was nestled in his pubes. She had his full length in her mouth and throat.

“Stop showing off,” Becky said, playfully pulling Megan’s ponytail.

Megan released Alan’s cock, turned to look at Becky and pulled her in for a kiss. As the women kissed, Megan groped Becky’s boobs and pinched her nipples.

Megan eventually pulled back and nodded at the seat next to Alan. “Go sit there,” she ordered. Becky did as she was told.

“Alan,” Megan said, “get down here.”

Once Alan was kneeling on the floor next to Megan, she wrapped her hand around his cock and pulled him closer to Becky. He inched forward until he was kneeling next to the couch between the blonde’s spread legs. 

Megan gripped his cock and swiped the tip through Becky’s slick folds, coating it with the cum already inside her. She looked at him and smiled. “Ready for sloppy seconds?”

Before he could answer, she placed her other hand on his bum and pushed forward. As Alan’s cock slid into Becky’s flooded pussy, cum oozed out and ran down his balls. He pulled back and pushed in again. This time an audible squelch accompanied the displaced fluids.

Becky let out a quiet moan and stared at him through half-open eyes. Megan leaned in and sucked the blonde’s nipples while Alan fucked her. From the couch behind him, he heard Jen reach another orgasm. He glanced to his right to see what Laura was doing, but she and the two men were no longer in the same place.

“Right,” Megan said, getting up off the floor and dropping onto the couch next to Becky. “My turn.”

Alan withdrew, scooted to his left and guided his cock into Megan. With the exception of Laura, she was the best-looking woman he’d ever been intimate with.

She rolled her hips. “Oh fuck, that feels good.” 

Becky ran her hand down Megan’s body and placed her fingers either side of her clit as Alan slid his cock slowly in and out.

“Oh yeah, that feels so fucking good.” Megan turned to face Becky and the two women kissed.

As Alan fucked the black-haired beauty, he placed a hand on the blonde’s glistening inner thigh. She opened her legs wide to give him access, and he pushed two fingers into her sex. She groaned and rocked her hips. He couldn’t believe the situation he found himself in – fucking one woman while fingering another. Even though this was undoubtedly the sexiest situation he’d ever been in, he wished he could see what Laura was up to. She was having sex with two men somewhere. They weren’t on the chaise because he could see that, so maybe they’d gone to one of the bedrooms.

The clench of Megan’s orgasm brought him back to his own actions. She was bucking her hips wildly. Becky was still kissing her and rubbing her clit, then Megan screamed and pushed Becky’s hand away. She took deep breaths and stared at Alan, who’d paused his thrusts.

“Her next,” she said, nodding at Becky. “Let’s both make her come.”

Alan withdrew and was about to crawl to his right when Megan shook her head. 

“No. Becky, go and stand at this end of the couch.” As Becky walked around, Megan lay down on the cushions and rested her head on the armrest next to her. “Right, come closer.”

Becky stepped closer and Megan eased herself further up the couch until her head was between Becky’s thighs.

Megan looked at Alan. “Right, get up and fuck her from behind. Try not to knock me out with those huge balls of yours.” 

When Alan stood up, he saw Laura spread out on the ottoman behind the couch. She lay on her back with the men standing at either end. Tony was holding one of her legs up, resting it against his shoulder while he fucked her. Her other leg hung off the end of the ottoman. Owen stood at the opposite end, sliding his cock in and out of her mouth. Alan gaped at the spectacle. Laura’s eyes were closed, and she slowly undulated her body as the men spit-roasted her. It was probably the sexiest thing he’d ever witnessed.

“Hey,” Megan said, reaching up between Becky’s legs to grip Alan’s cock. “We need this.”

He blinked and turned his attention back to the two women. “Sorry.”

“No problem. I don’t mind if you watch them, but you have to fuck Becky while you do it.”

With Becky bent over the couch and Megan’s head resting on the armrest beneath her, Alan carefully slid his cock into the blonde’s pussy. She let out a long moan, and then he felt Megan’s head move below him, her face pressing against his balls. Becky’s moans got noticeably louder as the other woman’s tongue found its target. Alan moved slowly, worried he’d crush Megan’s nose. 

He caught movement to his left. Tony and Owen were changing places, and for the brief few seconds she wasn’t being spit-roasted, Laura looked over at Alan. She gave him a smile when she saw he was fucking Becky, but he doubted she’d have been able to see Megan was also involved. Laura let out a groan as Owen entered her, and then Tony fed her his cock and Laura stopped looking at Alan.

Megan was arched crab-like, her head on the armrest and her feet pressing into the far cushion the only parts touching the leather couch. Becky was slapping Megan’s pussy with the palm of her hand, and Megan grunted with each impact. Alan stopped worrying about Megan’s head and thrust harder. Becky started to shake under the force of his thrusts. She was panting and swearing. Over her shoulder, he could see that Megan’s hand had joined Becky’s between her legs. Both women were fingering Megan’s pussy. Becky screamed as her pussy clenched tight around his cock. Megan moved her head further towards him and took one of his balls into her mouth. He groaned and came, sending spurt after spurt into Becky’s still-spasming cunt. His knees almost buckled, but he kept pumping his hips until he’d emptied his balls.

The three of them stayed like that for over a minute. Alan’s cock was still buried inside Becky, and Megan was now sucking his other ball. When he turned to his left he saw Owen was banging Laura with a lot of force, sending shockwaves through her hips and tits. Then he withdrew and sent a thick rope of cum up over her body. It landed high on her chest. A second rope arced up and splashed onto her belly. Alan was thinking how sexy it looked when Tony pulled his cock from her mouth and shot his own load over her face and neck. Laura writhed on the ottoman as both men used their hands to pump out the last of their desire. By the time they’d finished, Laura’s face and torso were covered with jizz. 

Alan’s cock twitched inside Becky. Megan released his ball from her mouth, and he took a step back. As soon as he’d withdrawn, Megan sank her face to Becky’s sex, making her gasp. The dark-haired beauty was licking his cum from the blonde’s pussy. Alan was as shocked as he was thrilled.

He turned his eyes to the left and saw the two men helping Laura off the ottoman. Her face and body covered in cum. She spoke briefly to Owen and Tony, then walked over to her husband and looked up into his eyes.

“Are you okay?” she whispered.

“How could I not be okay?”

Laura pointed to her own body. “I mean are you okay with this?”

He ran his eyes over the mess, then looked back into her eyes. “I don’t think you’ve ever looked sexier.”

She smiled as if relieved. “Well, it’s cooling and starting to run, so I’m going to clean myself up.” 

After Laura had left, Alan glanced at the other couch. Jen already had her dress on, and Tony was sitting next to his own wife. Owen was down by the chaise, picking up his clothes. 

It appeared the evening was coming to an end, so Alan quickly dressed and drained the beer from his bottle. Laura returned still wearing only her shoes, but her body was now clean. She found her thong and pulled it on, then retrieved her dress from the chair where Megan had hung it. Once she had it on, she walked over to Alan and asked him to fasten the zip. Everyone stood up and gathered around them.

“Well,” Laura said, “I think it’s pretty obvious how nice it was for me to see you all again.”

Everyone laughed.

Laura glanced at Alan. “And I can see this one had the time of his life.”

The women gave Alan a warm smile. He still couldn’t believe he’d fucked all three of them. Everyone hugged Laura, the women hugged Alan and the men shook his hand. They said their farewells, then they were walking across the drive. 

Once in their car, Laura reached over and squeezed his hand. “Are you really okay?”

He smiled and nodded. “Why wouldn’t I be?” He sighed. “Your friends are all really nice. They didn’t make me feel awkward or like an outsider, and they’re obviously very fond of you.”

“You don’t hate me for having three different men in the last two hours.”

“Nope. I watched it happen, and I loved everything I saw.” He smiled. “And I know it’s not the first time it’s happened.”

She frowned. “Do you still love me?”

“More than ever.” He squeezed her hand. “I’ve fucked as many women in the last two hours as I did during my teens. Do you still love me?”

“Yes.” She kissed him gently on the lips. “Take me back to the hotel and I’ll prove it.”



	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]










Chapter 14


[image: ]


Laura was silent during the drive. Her body felt sated, but her mind kept returning to the sight of Jen riding Alan’s cock. She was still struggling to understand her reaction.

Alan slowed the car and pulled into a layby, snapping her out of her thoughts. She looked at the car dashboard to see if a warning light had come on. There was nothing obvious.

“What’s wrong?” she asked.

He opened the car door and smiled at her. “I thought I saw something. Come on.”

Laura got out of the car and walked around to join him. She could smell and hear the sea but it was too dark to see it. They were overlooking the coast but were probably a hundred yards from the shore. It was a beautiful clear night. The moon just a slim crescent and not casting enough light for her to see the water. 

Alan walked to the low drystone wall and pointed to the sky over the sea. “I thought— There!” He turned to smile at her. “Did you see that?”

She shook her head, but then she saw something as well. “Yes.” A small dot of light had moved across the sky. “Is it a shooting star?”

He nodded. “Yeah, but they’re not stars. They’re meteors. There’s another.”

Laura smiled, amazed. They were miles from any streetlights, and she could see far more stars in the sky than she could from their own garden. There was a small path leading towards the sea, and she gripped his hand and led him along it for about fifteen yards.

“Where are we going?” he asked, laughing.

“Nowhere. We’re just getting out of view in case any cars pass.” In truth, they hadn’t seen another car in over five minutes.

“Are we still watching the meteor shower?” he asked, turning her around to face him and pulling her close. 

She couldn’t make out his expression, but he sounded like he was smiling. “Sort of.”

He chuckled. “I saw a different sort of shower earlier.” He kissed her forehead. “A spunk shower.”

“Hmm.”

“Did you ask for that?”

“No. I expected...” She chewed her lip. “In situations like that in the past, both men usually came while fucking me. But don’t forget, we always used condoms.”

Alan took a breath, then was silent.

“What?” she asked.

“I know the men didn’t use condoms on your first ever threesome.”

Now it was her turn to pause. “No, they didn’t,” she finally admitted.

“So what happened with Ethan and Glyn?”

She was amazed he remembered their names. “I’ve already told you.”

“You said they took turns and also both used you at the same time.”

“That’s right.”

“So where did they come?”

Laura wasn’t going to lie. “One in each end.”

“Who came where?”

“I’m not sure.” She closed her eyes and cast her mind back. “I think Glyn was fucking me and Ethan was in my mouth, but it could have been the other way round.” She stroked his arm. “Does it matter?”

“No.” He leaned down and kissed her. “I’m glad they both pulled out tonight. It was the sexiest thing I’ve ever seen.”

“Really?”

“Yeah. You’re the sexiest thing I’ve ever seen.”

She smiled. “What about Megan?”

“She’s a close second. I think she must own a sunbed, because she has an all-over tan.”

“That’s not a tan, that’s the colour she is. Her dad’s from Algeria.”

“But she has bright green eyes.”

“That can happen. Her mum’s from Cardiff.” She reached down and dug her fingers into his bum cheeks. “But I didn’t bring you down here to talk about one of the women you fucked earlier.”

“You didn’t?”

“No.” She leaned in and nuzzled his neck. “Do you think you can get another hard-on?”

“I’m already halfway there.”

Shocked, she ran her hand down and felt the bulge in his jeans. “Okay, I’ll give you a choice. We can go back to the hotel, take a shower together and then make love in a big, comfortable bed...”

He was already inching the hem of her dress up her legs. “Uh-huh. Or?”

“Or...you can bend me over this stone wall and fuck me while looking out for more shooting stars.”

By the time she’d finished talking, Alan had her dress bunched around her waist. “I like both options,” he said. He turned her around and bent her forward until she rested her hands on the top of the drystone wall. “But while the bed option can be done anytime, the meteor shower isn’t going to last for long.”

Alan ran his hand over her bare bum cheeks, then nudged her feet further apart.

“Aren’t you even going to take my underwear off?” she asked.

“No. I’ll pull it to one side.” He nuzzled her ear. “I didn’t realise Becky was a science teacher.”

The change of subject puzzled her. “She used to be. I don’t think she still is.”

“She told me that the best way of getting cum from a pussy is to shove another cock in.”

Now she understood what he was talking about. “And is this important now?”

“Not really, because Tony and Owen will have already forced Sam’s cum out.” Alan bent his knees, tugged her thong aside and entered her. 

She groaned and clenched down on his cock. 

He started off slow and gentle, and when he fucked her harder, she pushed back to meet each thrust. Another meteor moved across the sky. It lasted less than a second. An orgasm was building inside her. Alan suddenly pulled her upright and fucked her standing up, mauling her body roughly with both hands. Each of his thrusts almost lifted her off the ground. Another meteor flashed across the sky, or it might have been her imagination. The cresting wave inside her finally broke, and she screamed into the night as she came. Alan pounded into her then held still. She could feel his cock pulsing inside her, knew he was filling her up. She dropped her head back against his shoulder and sobbed. As soon as he pulled out, she spun in his arms and clung to him.

Alan eventually fastened his trousers, then they stood holding each other in the dark for over ten minutes. The meteor shower was obviously over, so they walked back to their car and completed the journey to the hotel.

* * * *
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Alan headed straight into the bathroom and turned on the shower, then returned to the bedroom and slid his arms around her waist. “This dress is really sexy,” he whispered, easing down the zip. He kissed each exposed shoulder as he pushed the straps off and down her arms. Then he dropped to his knees, tugged the tight dress down over her hips and threaded it off over her feet. “Sit on the bed,” he ordered.

Laura did so, watching his face as he started undoing the buckles of her sandals.

“And as for your shoes...” He shook his head. “These are even sexier.”

“I’m glad you like them.”

“I do.” Once her shoes were off, he pulled her back up to her feet. “But what I like most of all is this...” He ran his hands gently from her head down over her arms, waist, hips and legs. “Everything about this perfect little body is sexier than any dress or any pair of shoes.” He bent to kiss her gently on the lips. “I still can’t believe you’re my wife.”

She stared up into his eyes, lips trembling. “I love being your wife.”

“Good.” He kissed her again, then nodded towards the bathroom. “Go and get in the shower. I’ll be there to wash you as soon as I’ve taken my clothes off.”

Laura smiled and left him in the bedroom. She quickly removed her thong, wiped his mess from between her legs with a tissue, then stepped into the shower. She let the hot water cascade over her head and face, soaking her hair. Alan joined her a minute later, squirted shower gel into his hands and washed her all over. He was gentle but thorough, washing her boobs and stomach, back and bum. He dropped to his knees and washed her legs and feet, then ran his hand over her smooth pussy and between her thighs. Satisfied she was clean, he stood up and smiled.

Laura returned the favour, running her soapy hands over his broad chest and taking her time to wash his cock and balls. Then they stood in silence as the water rinsed off all the lather. Alan eventually turned the shower off and they dried each other and climbed into the crisp, clean sheets of the hotel bed.

She snuggled into his chest. He wrapped his arm around her shoulder and kissed the top of her head. Though exhausted, she wasn’t ready for sleep. Laura had a hundred questions and suspected he’d have even more. 

“So,” she said, looking up into his eyes. “This is the part where we discuss what happened and reassure each other everything’s fine between us.”

“I thought we showed everything was fine between us while we watched the meteor shower.”

She kissed his chest. “Hmm, I suppose we did.” Laura chewed her lip. “Did you enjoy tonight?”

He laughed and nodded. “I thought I’d made it perfectly clear how much I enjoyed tonight.”

“So jealousy wasn’t an issue? It didn’t hurt to see me have sex with other men?”

“Nope. It turned me on.” He stroked her hair. “How did you enjoy attending your first your swinging party in years?” he asked.

“It was lovely to see everyone again.”

“Does that mean you have enjoyed it if they were six strangers?”

Laura thought about it for a moment, then shrugged. “I would, though probably not as much.”

As Alan seemed to consider this, she decided to tell him about the anticipation. “Actually, there were some things I hadn’t realised I missed.”

“Girl-on-girl action?”

She laughed and slapped his arm. “No, I knew I missed that.” She remembered Megan’s gentle kisses and her expert tongue, and Laura hoped to be able to return the favour soon. “But simple things like getting ready before the party.”

“Really?”

“Yes. Do you remember the night I got dressed up and pretended to be someone else’s wife?”

“I’ll never forget it.”

She smiled. “Well, while you were in the pub and I was getting ready, I remembered the excitement I used to feel before parties. Putting on more makeup than usual, choosing sexy lingerie and a nice dress.”

“Putting on stockings and fuck-me shoes.”

“Hmm, that too. It’s ritualistic and acts as low-level foreplay.”

“It does?”

She nodded.

“And you felt that getting ready for tonight?”

“Definitely.”

“And what about the party itself? What about the sex?”

“That was all perfect.”

“What was your favourite part?”

“I’m not sure. My most intense orgasm was the first one, with Megan. She actually made me come twice, one after the other.” Her mind wandered back to earlier. “I enjoyed Sam on the couch, and I really enjoyed Tony and Owen spreading me out on the ottoman and fucking me from both ends.”

“Did you enjoy them coming over you?”

“Yes, though probably not as much as you did.” She smiled. “I think that sort of thing works better for men than women.”

“You’d have preferred they came in your pussy and mouth?” He sounded surprised.

“Maybe. It’s what I was expecting, but I’m not complaining.” She looked up into his eyes. “But the sexiest part of tonight was looking at you when the four of us were on the rug.”

“It was?”

She nodded. “When Sam came inside me. I knew it was happening, and from your expression I could tell you knew it, too.” She smiled. “That was the sexiest bit for me.”

“It made me come.”

“What?” 

“When Jen rode me on the couch, I’d expected to come when she did. But for some reason I couldn’t get over the line. I don’t know if it was nerves or what, but...” He sighed. “As soon as I knew Sam was coming inside you, I got lift-off.”

“Wow.” She thought about the irony of her worrying that part would be the part that upset him the most. “Why?”

Alan raised his eyebrows, as if surprised by the question. “I’m not sure I can explain it.”

“Try.”

“The whole concept of you having sex with other men is...” He sighed, then sat up and leaned against the headboard. She did the same. “When I first found out about your swinging history, my immediate response was to remember what Trish did behind my back.”

“Al—”

“I know it was different.” He smiled, gripping her hand. “You didn’t sneak around behind Martin’s back and cheat, and I briefly wondered what my response would have been if what happened to you and Martin had happened to me and Trish.”

“What do you mean?”

“I mean what if we had friends like Ethan and Melissa? If one night our male friend had kissed Trish and I’d kissed his wife. Could Trish and I have become swingers? I now know she wanted sex with other men, so—”

“Would you have wanted sex with other women?”

“I don’t know, but the point I’m trying to make is, thinking about Trish having sex with other men isn’t something I enjoy.”

Laura was starting to wish she hadn’t asked. “You feel jealous about her but not about me?”

“No, it’s not that. Trish never affected me the way you do.” He smiled. “I can get a hard-on watching you read a book or sip your tea. I’ve never felt that way about anyone else before.

She smiled and felt her cheeks warm.

“So after Jen let it slip about your past, my mind went into overdrive. The thought of you having sex with other men didn’t repulse me like it did with Trish. It turned me on. I tried to imagine your expressions, your body language.” He looked embarrassed. “The sounds you made when you came.”

Laura was speechless.

“And then the night you dressed up and pretended we were swingers, I finally got to appreciate what the other men must have felt. And those feeling were even stronger tonight. Seeing Sam fuck you on the couch gave me such a high. It was like I’d taken a sex drug. Everything about what was happening was intensified, somehow. The way you moved beneath him, the way you looked up into his eyes. When you dropped your head back and came...” He sighed. “Thinking about it’s one thing. Seeing it for myself was so much hotter. I got so much pleasure from witnessing your pleasure. It’s hard to explain.”

“It’s called compersion.”

“Well, whatever it’s called, it was like a warm hand stroking me all over. And on the rug—”

“When Sam came?”

He nodded. “I’d already watched you come, and when I knew he was coming...” He gave a shrug. “That high was even stronger. I tried to visualise it. His cock gushing inside you, your pink walls coated pearly-white contracting and squeezing the cum from him.”

Laura could never have imagined this was what he’d been thinking. Her mind certainly didn’t work that way. “You didn’t resent him coming in there?”

“Not at all. We’d agreed to it all beforehand, and I wanted you to get the most out of the experience. I wanted you to enjoy his orgasm as much as you enjoyed your own. I loved seeing them both.”

“And it didn’t upset you?”

“God, no.” He smiled, but then his smile faltered as he looked into her eyes. “Why? Did seeing me with other women upset you?”

“A little.”

He looked shocked. “Why?”

“I don’t know.” She laughed, trying to make light of the situation. “I was surprised by how I felt.”

“I’m sorry.”

“Don’t be. It’s fine.” She wiped a tear away from her cheek. “I was just being irrational and emotional.”

“Do you wish we hadn’t gone?” he asked, genuine concern showing on his face.

“No.” She shook her head and took a breath. “I’m glad we went, and I was proud of you for fitting in so well with everyone there. I know it can’t have been easy, walking into a roomful of people who’ve slept with your wife and her ex, but you did it with aplomb.”

He grinned wickedly. “You mean I managed to fuck all your friends?”

“Yes.” She reached up and stroked his face.

“Did seeing Martin with other women hurt you in the early days?” he asked.

“No.” She shrugged. “Maybe it’s because I’m older now.”

“If you don’t like the idea of me having sex with others, I guess you could attend parties on your own.”

“What?”

He shrugged. “I mean, I get a kick out of you having sex with other men, but if you don’t like the idea of me with other women, then you could—”

“I couldn’t do that.” She was flabbergasted by his suggestion.

“I know it happens. A lot of guys like the idea of their wife having fun, and they encourage her to—”

“I know all about hotwives and cuckolds.” She raised her head and kissed him. “It’s a very generous offer, but I couldn’t accept it.”

“Okay.”

She debated whether to broach this subject now or wait a few days, then made a decision. “Would you want to try it again?”

“Not if it’s going to upset you.”

“It won’t upset me. I shouldn’t have said anything. My reaction earlier surprised me, that’s all.” She smiled. “Is it something you’d like to try again?”

He narrowed his eyes. “Why?”

“Because we’ve been invited down to Wales for a weekend.”

“To another party?”

“No, to stay with Owen and Megan.”

“Just us four?” he asked.

“Yes.” She could see his mind racing.

“Do you want to go?”

She smiled. “I love having sex with both of them, so of course I want to go.”

“I won’t need to have sex with Owen, will I?”

Laura laughed out loud. “No! But you’ll have sex with Megan, and you’ll get to watch me having sex with her as well.”

Alan pulled her close. “Maybe I could watch you having sex with Owen and Megan at the same time...”

“Would you enjoy that?” Laura’s heart thumped in her chest.

“Oh yeah.”

“Okay. I’ll phone them tomorrow and arrange it.” She raised her eyebrows. “Are you going to abuse me now, or do you want to wait until morning?”

“I’m going to abuse you now, and then do it again in the morning.”

Laura smiled, moved further down the bed and spread her legs. “Lucky me.”

––––––––
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The final book in the A Very Open Arrangement series:

After the trials and tribulations of our couples’ holiday in Mexico, things between Suzy and me became so strained we were barely talking to one another. What was worse, even the idea of her sneaking off to see another man didn’t give the thrill that it used to.

The hardest part about coming back from Mexico was that the woman I really wanted to be with was still on the other side of the Atlantic. This was made even clearer when Cyndi and I shared a few intimate videocalls. I knew I had a big decision to make.

As it turned out, Suzy’s egocentric desire for satisfying her own needs helped me make the decision. We may have had a very open arrangement, but that didn’t mean I couldn’t close my account and go elsewhere...

Endgame: Open and Closed is available from most digital bookstores.
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A new series featuring an older couple. They may have been late to the party, but they’re eager to make up for lost time:

Stuart thinks that now their kids have finally left home, he and his wife Zoe should be doing more with their evenings than watching TV at home. Pointing out they’re barely in their fifties and still young enough to have a little fun, he comes up with the idea of date nights. Zoe approves, so once a week they dress up and head out to spend some quality time together.

They’ll take in a movie, have a romantic supper, or simply go somewhere new for a drink. Soon, Stuart notices his wife drawing appreciative looks from other men. Not only does he find it exciting, but it also inspires him to bring up something he’s known for eighteen years. He steers the conversation to how their marriage has outlasted those of many of their friends. This, as he knew it would, pushes Zoe to confess to having an affair many years earlier. Her guilt and regret are clear. When he admits to knowing about it at the time, Zoe is horrified. She asks why he hadn’t put a stop to it. 

But Stuart has a confession of his own. He’d found the idea of her being with someone else arousing.

As more secrets about their feelings are revealed, Stuart and Zoe find themselves on a path they never expected to be on at this point in their lives...

Date Night Confession is available from most digital bookstores.
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