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CHAPTER ONE

Yet again, she was at the window, watching.

Mark kept his eyes on the game and tried to ignore it, though it was hard not to be distracted when he knew what was coming.

“Yep. It’s a different woman, again,” she said, abruptly. “I can’t believe it.”

He said nothing and just focused on the field goal attempt. Three points behind, less than four minutes remaining, windy conditions, 54 yards. And this kicker was on thin ice already.

“What on earth?” she shouted out, making him start in his armchair. He turned towards the window and craned his neck to see what was such a big deal, and then the cheer from the crowd filled the room. The kick was good, and he’d missed it.

“Damn it, what is it, Helen?”

“There’s a man coming out of the car, too.”

That was odd. Maybe this was innocent though.

“Friends of his?” he wondered out loud, getting up and joining her as she peered through the gap between the drapes.

“‘Friends’, Mark? Look at her. She’s just like the others.”

He leaned past her and peered at the latest woman to visit their new neighbor across the street, as she strode up the driveway in the glow of the porch lights. Helen was right. Just like the others before her—by Helen’s fastidious count, five—this woman was both dressed up and dressed provocatively. Her short dress showed more than a generous amount of both cleavage and leg, on top of the cut-outs around her waist that highlighted her svelte figure.

It wasn’t hard to see what had been going on between Ed and each of those previous visitors. But with a man now following her from the car to the front door as she greeted Ed with a hug that seemed more sensual than just friendly, it was hard to tell what exactly was going on now.

“Do you think he’s a pimp or something?” Helen hissed.

Mark stifled a laugh. “Does that look like a pimp to you?”

“I don’t know what a pimp looks like. Do you?”

He sighed. She could be exhausting when she got worked up like this. Others might have been less accepting of it—and certain friends and family certainly had been, in the past—but he was a patient man. They had very different natures, and it worked.

She was the talker, the organizer, the one who endlessly flitted around the community. She immersed herself in her volunteer work, the neighborhood watch, the church fundraisers. She knew everyone—and everyone’s business.

Meanwhile Mark was a man of few words, a gentle temperament, and a proclivity for parking himself in front of the TV in between his lengthy shifts as a construction supervisor. What you saw was what you got with him, and he took pride in that.

He knew it took a certain type of man to share a life with Helen, but he also knew it worked both ways—and the two girlfriends he’d had before meeting Helen had been similarly ‘vibrant’. Opposites attract, he figured. He knew some of her traits weren’t for everyone, yet what others might have seen as flaws he considered quirks, and appreciated with a kind of weary affection. And she was much the same with him, adoring him all the more for his quiet, imperturbable nature.

Besides, when she was alone with Mark and away from the hustle and bustle, she was a generous, kind, loyal partner. Beneath her somewhat crafted public persona and the hard shell of her defensive, guarded nature, there was a softness to Helen that others would never see.

There were one or two things that he wasn’t so fond of, though. For one thing, she tended to snoop, to judge—as exemplified by her ongoing obsession with Ed across the road, muttering to herself as she monitored the comings and goings from his house at night.

And for another, her old-fashioned sensibilities and her unyielding sense of morality had combined to make sex just about her lowest priority. And on the rare occasions when they did have sex nowadays, it was without exception predictable and routine. He got the sense it was a chore for her, and over time it had become the same for him, too.

Which was a shame. She had a great figure—she had always been thin, perhaps wiry, but carrying and raising their three kids had given her a surprisingly ample chest, a far cry from the small breasts of her twenties. She was pretty, too, even though she seemed to almost always be frowning. And though two of the kids were now at college and the eldest had recently moved into her first place of her own, she was young for an empty nester—they’d had their first when Helen was just twenty-one.

If her wardrobe hadn’t been so conservative, she’d definitely turn a few heads. But with her body usually hidden beneath long dresses, her long black hair either tied back or held up in a frumpy bun, and her features so often fixed in a stern expression, she wouldn’t have stood out to the average guy on the street as much as she otherwise might have.

“Do you think there’s also something going on with Ed and that man?” she asked. “Could he be… you know?”

Mark quietly watched as the man joined the others on the porch. He didn’t immediately get that impression. Something else was going on here.

And then, as the two men shook hands and Ed then wrapped an arm around the woman rather intimately, he saw it.

“She’s wearing a wedding ring,” he whispered, pointing through the window.

“No… oh, you’re right! I knew that other one was wearing a ring a few weeks ago.” Helen leaned closer as she peered at Ed and his guests. “Oh, my… he has one, too! What does that mean?!”

Mark watched on, perplexed, as Ed showed the man through the front door, and then his wife. Just as the door was closing, they saw Ed reach out and give the woman’s butt a squeeze. And then they were out of sight.

“Did you see that?!” Helen gasped.

He nodded. “I’m as confused as you are.”

“Confused? I’m shocked. What kind of husband would stand for something like that? And what would possess Ed… I mean, the disrespect…”

She kept going, but Mark wasn’t listening anymore.

He was just as stunned by what they had just witnessed, the prospect of what was now taking place behind that door. He had never known of anything like it.

But as Helen continued to rant, visibly outraged, he felt a different reaction entirely.

He was intrigued.


CHAPTER TWO

Helen often stayed up later than him. His work demanded early starts, but she was one of those few who lived like both an early bird and a night owl, running on less sleep than he would like her to. But she didn’t seem to need it, and her busy schedule took precedence for her over all else.

That night, like several other nights in recent weeks, he knew the extra hour or two she spent downstairs was nothing to do with catching up on paperwork or correspondence. He often went to bed and left her absorbed in her laptop screen or a sprawl of folders across the coffee table, but those were nowhere in sight.

When she eventually entered the darkened room and climbed into bed next to him, he knew what she’d been doing. He tested her, anyway.

“Late night for you,” he said.

“Mark!” She bolted up into a sitting position and clutched her chest. “You scared the life out of me. Have you been awake this whole time?”

“Couldn’t sleep,” he shrugged. “What about you?”

She paused. “I was clearing my inbox.”

He chuckled. “You were watching the neighbor’s house again. You’re obsessed, Helen.”

“For God’s sake,” she muttered, folding her arms and making a few frustrated noises, wanting to respond further but having little to say that wouldn’t incriminate her further. Eventually she turned to him and simply insisted, “I am not obsessed.”

“That guy lives in your head, twenty-four seven.”

“He absolutely does not—”

“Are you jealous of those women?”

She stopped. “I—what?!”

“I think you’re jealous of those women. You seem especially jealous of tonight’s one.”

“Mark, have you lost your mind—”

“I know you, Helen. You get like this when someone has something you want. You wish you could go over there, don’t you?”

She flicked her side light on and turned to him, eyes blazing. “What kind of game are you playing?!”

He gave her a relaxed smile. “It isn’t a game.”

“Well, it isn’t true.”

“You sure? ‘Cause I’m a little jealous of that guy.”

She continued to glare at him, so indignant now that she was having trouble forming sentences. “Mark, if this is… if this is some kind of test, you had better stop it. Right now. And if it isn’t, you had better explain to me what on Earth you are talking about.”

“I think that guy likes sleeping with married women. And I think tonight, he slept with one in front of her husband.”

“That is a crazy assumption.”

He shook his head. “I’ve done a lot of googling since I came upstairs. It was… eye-opening.”

She watched him warily. “You’re acting very strangely.”

“I think Ed is meeting women who have permission from their husbands to sleep with someone else. Not just permission—they’ve asked them to do it.”

“Why would any man ever want that?!”

“Dunno. But I can see the appeal.”

“The ‘appeal’?! You are jealous of that man? A man whose wife might be…?”

“I think I am, yeah.”

She scrutinized him with those beady dark eyes of hers.

“Spit it out. What are you trying to tell me?”

He looked up at her from his pillow and gave a hesitant smile.

“I got turned on, thinking of you going over there and sleeping with him.”

—

Mark hadn’t really thought it all through before telling her how he felt about what they had witnessed.

He was letting his dick do the talking—he had stumbled upon a kink that he didn’t know anything about, until he had seen it happening right in front of their window, and it had immediately excited him. Thinking rationally, he wouldn’t have expected her to react particularly well.

But he hadn’t been thinking rationally. And he was glad for it.

Because within five minutes of that big revelation, to his surprise and delight, she was now bouncing on his cock with more abandon than ever before.

“Yes… yes,” she whispered, eyes closed, head tilted back. “Tell me again.”

“I want you to fuck Ed,” he said, palming her juicy breasts as they heaved with her motion, his own words making his cock pulse inside her.

“God, that feels good,” she sighed, riding him harder.

It was almost painful, the way she ground her clit against him, but he didn’t care—this was a side to Helen he could have only dreamed of until now.

Over those last few weeks, he could tell there was something covetous about the way she spied on the women visiting Ed, those snide comments she would make about them. But she was a proud, moralistic woman, and she wasn’t particularly self-aware. Denial had been her usual response whenever he had challenged her in the past—as sure as firmly shutting him down had been her response to so many of his amorous advances, given she was so rarely in the mood.

So the woman aggressively riding him now was not the Helen he knew. Sure, she tended to go on top first when they did have sex—that was particularly in keeping with her personality, and their dynamic—but it was often a little functional, a quiet throttling of her husband’s cock until she got the orgasm she needed, before rolling on her back and letting him have his turn. A moment later, she’d give him a quick kiss and roll over to go to sleep.

Right now, though, there was a new fire to Helen. Her eyes blazed with passion, her hips churned desperately, her nails dug into his torso.

“Would you do it?” he wheezed, holding onto her thighs and admiring the sight of her from below.

“If that’s what he’s doing with those women,” she gasped, “I wish I could be one of them.”

And as he processed that blunt confirmation, her grip tightened, she stooped lower over him, and her body tensed up.

“Oh, God,” she cried out. “I’m coming. I’m coming.”

He watched in fascination as his wife surrendered to a hugely powerful orgasm, still grinding hard against him. Her moans and whimpers had never been so intense. She had never let go like this.

When she was done she kissed him with renewed vigor. The rocking of her hips had stopped entirely, and he gradually ramped up his own thrusts into her from below, lost in the feel of her hot and unusually wet pussy around him.

“How do you want me?” she asked. “I can move.”

He never answered her. He had been suppressing an orgasm the whole time she was coming, and now that he was fucking her from below, staring at her as she straddled him in her own post-orgasmic haze, he was already losing the battle.

“Fuck,” he grunted, then gripped her ass and shoved his member all the way up inside her just as it begun to blast out the first wave of come.

“Mmm,” she sighed, lying flat against him and running her hands through his short hair while he continued to fill her up.

He had never come like this before. He was pretty sure she never had, either.

Finally the orgasm subsided, and he kissed her and then fell back with a contented sigh as she rolled off him.

That had been a whole new level compared to their usual lovemaking. But they had had their fun. There was surely an awkward conversation to be had now, a climbdown for both of them in order to save face. She would surely be mortified by what she had just said and done, and he feared her judgment after the thoughts he had admitted to.

What he didn’t expect was what she said next.


CHAPTER THREE

“Let’s do it,” Helen said, pulling her hair back and restoring her earlier ponytail. “I find him very good-looking. And if he’s sleeping with all those other married women, I would think he’d be more than open to it.”

It was typical Helen—she’d never been one to beat around the bush or sugarcoat things, and she was all about making things happen. Still, it was quite a reaction to discovering this new shared interest.

“You don’t want to… talk about it some more?” Mark asked, feeling an uncharacteristic and acute pang of insecurity now. “I want to know what you’re thinking. You aren’t wondering why I want to see you do that?”

“Oh, I know why you do,” she said, matter-of-factly. “You’re a man. You want to see me acting like a porn star, like those other women clearly are, instead of my usual self.”

“Well… yeah,” he said, surprised.

“Which is perfect. Because I’m frustrated, Mark. Not with you,” she clarified. “But I feel I have to live a certain way, and present myself a certain way, that I’m just exhausted by. You were right—I always wish I could live a little, and suddenly here I am having to watch all those other women living life to the fullest. And Ed is a very attractive man.”

He nodded, though that comment stung. All they knew about Ed was that he was a reasonably successful sales rep, he was a bit of a party boy, and he was in excellent shape. One time he was sure he’d seen her watching Ed clearing up his yard at the start of fall, his thick, muscular arms and well-honed physique on show in a slim workout shirt, though at the time she had claimed she was merely checking that he didn’t start using a leaf blower outside the permitted hours.

Still, he was secure enough in himself to accept it. He knew what he was and what he wasn’t—and he couldn’t deny what Ed was. What he didn’t know was this hidden side to Helen, apparently itching for some excitement for all this time, and now yearning for a wild hook-up with the playboy across the street. In spite of, well, everything about her, not least the pride she took in her standing among the community.

“Are you sure about this?” he asked. “What about the other neighbors?”

“What about them?”

“What will they think if they catch wind of this? You’ve been keeping your eye on his house, so what if someone else is?”

“Cynthia next door is ancient—she barely knows what day it is, let alone what’s going on over there. And the Andersons on the other side are too busy fighting between themselves to notice anything going on around them.”

There was the Helen he knew.

“If you’re sure. You’re an active part of this community… I don’t want you to risk throwing that away.”

“Don’t worry about that. No one knows how to avoid becoming the subject of gossip better than a gossip.”

—

They knew they couldn’t just dive in; Helen couldn’t simply walk up to Ed’s door and throw herself at him. They hadn’t interacted with him a great deal as it was, and Helen was well aware that she hardly presented herself as an object of desire in her day to day life. So some groundwork needed to be laid.

The next time the neighbor was outside working on his yard, mowing the lawn probably for the last time as winter drew closer, Helen took the opportunity to finish clearing up the final blanket of leaves that had come down from the trees out front. It was a relatively warm day—at least for someone moving around as much as she would need to—so she donned a slim-fitting top that she wore for jogging, but with a new addition that she had picked out with Mark’s help: a little pair of gym shorts that ended just over the tops of her thighs.

It wasn’t a particularly risqué outfit, but it showed off some of her body for the first time. And as Mark watched on from an upstairs window, he could see their plan was working. He had suggested exactly how she could play this, and he was shocked to see how well she adopted each pose—maybe all her involvement with the community theater was paying off.

Helen dropped a handful of leaves into the bin and stretched, her large chest bulging out toward Ed. He stole a glance.

She bent over with her butt pointing toward him. He did a double take and stared a little before she turned around again.

She caught his eye and gave a friendly wave, her chest jiggling lightly. He smiled and waved back, his sudden interest in his usually dowdy neighbor painted across his face.

And finally, when she was done and turned to wheel the bin away, he watched her the whole way, assessing her slim physique from behind.

Mark was hard as a rock as he watched from the window. It had worked.

He wanted her to go through with it. She wanted Ed—and it looked like, now that he had taken a good look at her, Ed would want her if he was given the chance.

Everything was in place for her to make her move.


CHAPTER FOUR

They had decided that she would go over there alone. It might have looked a little aggressive for both of them to approach Ed about this, and Mark wanted to give her space to make this happen as naturally as she could.

So once again he watched from the living room window as a married woman approached their playboy neighbor’s house—only this time, it was his own.

He was anxious, naturally, and all sorts of doubts were running through his mind—not least the worry that maybe they had somehow misunderstood the situation, that there was something perfectly innocent behind the conveyor belt of scantily clad women coming in and out of his house, and the episode with the married couple.

But there couldn’t be, surely. Not after the way Ed had held that woman in front of her husband, the way he had squeezed her ass as she walked inside.

And if married women were Ed’s thing, he had no doubt that he would take the opportunity if Helen came over and gave herself to him, especially after he’d seen what had been hiding under all that conservative clothing until now. And Mark had seen the way he looked at her—a man who did the things Ed apparently did, and who gawped at Helen the way he had, would be more than happy to make this new fantasy of theirs a reality.

The door opened, and Ed appeared with a friendly but slightly uncertain smile. After all, Helen hadn’t come over since that first weekend just after he had moved in, when she popped by to introduce herself. There was a brief conversation now, with the polite, slightly standoffish body language of two neighbors who barely knew each other. But the ploy quickly worked.

Helen had gone over there pretending that she needed to talk with him about some proposed public works involving their street. But it was barely above zero that evening, and as she was only dressed in a thin trench coat she would ask if she could step inside out of the cold for this conversation.

He waved her inside and she gratefully entered. As Ed held the door for her, he cast a wary look in the direction of their house, prompting Mark to duck out of sight.

When he cautiously peered out again, the door was closed. He would see nothing more.

Now all he could do was wait, and hope against all logic that the new neighbor was seducing his wife.

—

He knew the wait was going to be difficult, that it would drag on and start to mess with his head. Mark was known for his stoicism, for being the strong, silent type, and at first that protected him from too much of the mental impact. He simply sat in front of the TV with a beer as he always did, hopping between a hockey game and a quiz show, trying to pretend that this was just a normal night.

He was alone at home, and Helen was out for one of her countless evening activities: a meeting of the neighborhood watch, a rehearsal for a play, a gathering of the book club. On the surface, this could have been any other night.

But when she was right across the street and the house was staring him in the face through the windows, it was particularly difficult to keep up that charade.

The windows.

He tried to focus on the TV show, on enjoying the sight of the skinny college kid who had aced the history and arts-based questions now struggling to name the winner of Super Bowl XL. But the temptation was too much.

It couldn’t hurt.

He got up, hid behind one of the drapes, and cautiously peered around the edge.

Of the windows facing the street on either floor of Ed’s house, there was only one where the lights had been turned on. It was a few yards along from the front door, and as far as he could tell it looked out from the first floor hall—inside there was a mirror on the wall, and some kind of console just underneath it.

He sighed. That wasn’t much help. Really, there was never any chance that Helen would have let herself be within view of the street while she was in her single male neighbor’s house, and that still would have been the case if she really was there for a perfectly innocent reason. Even if they weren’t too worried about the neighbors in the two other houses that looked into Ed’s place, she still wouldn’t have been able to shake her fear of someone else seeing her inside and judging her—there was always an evening dog-walker or a jogger who might be prone to snooping as they passed, just like she was.

Mark was about to return to his armchair when he saw a shadow moving across the wall behind that one illuminated window. He stayed put and watched—and saw Ed approach.

He was carrying a bottle and two glasses. And as he passed by the mirror, he paused to inspect himself, briefly putting down the bottle to fix his hair, and then he carried on and disappeared from view.

No other lights came on. Ed and Helen must have been at the back of the house—he would see nothing else now.

It felt like it was going to be a long evening. He wished he could just hit fast forward to the good part.

In a way, he would.


CHAPTER FIVE

“Mark,” Helen said gently, and gave his shoulder a little shake.

He woke with a start and looked up at her. She was standing over him in her trench coat, smiling with an uncharacteristically uncertain look in her eyes. The room and the street outside were still dark, though the TV was still on, now playing one of the late night talk shows.

It must have been past eleven. He was normally asleep by now, given how early he woke up most days.

And he realized then that she had been gone for over two hours.

“What…?” he croaked, pushing himself into a more upright position, and moving his legs off the footrest so that she could sit in front of him.

“I did it, Mark.”

Somehow he felt numb and exhilarated at the same time, like his mind was trying to protect him from the reality that his wife had just committed adultery yet his body was instantly amped by it.

“You really… with Ed?”

She took his hand and nodded. “I hope this is still what you wanted.”

He quietly nodded. “Tell me.”

“We were right about him.” She took off her jacket, carefully folded it, and placed it on the arm of the nearby couch. “He’s part of a group, a kind of swingers’ group. Except it’s just for married couples and single men, apparently known as ‘bulls’.”

He nodded. From his recent browsing, he now knew the term.

“They have… meet-ups,” she said, even now unable to disguise her discomfort with that prospect. “But he’s quite an active member, and it turns out he likes to host some of the women at home. And, as we saw, sometimes he lets the husbands attend, just to watch.”

No wonder Ed had kept himself to himself since he had moved in. Ironically, like Helen, he was heavily engaged in a community of his own. Mark already found himself wishing that she was a part of that one.

One thing at a time. Still, maybe one day…

“So what happened tonight?”

She straightened out her dress. It was so refreshing to see her wearing a dress like that, and it wasn’t even a new one. Black and sleeveless, she had bought it for a party a few years previously, but—even with the intention of wearing it with tights, which she hadn’t done tonight—she had belatedly feared it was too short and chose one of her older dresses instead. So it had remained at the back of the closet ever since.

It wasn’t strikingly short, but it was certainly a departure from her usual style, ending three or four inches above the knee so that anyone could form a good idea of what the rest of her thighs might look like. On the whole, the dress wasn’t all that interesting, but it fit her well—which meant that even though it had a modest collar and presented no cleavage at all, it closely outlined the shape of her ample chest, unlike her usual outfits.

Simply looking at her in that dress now was a turn-on. Coupled with the context of where she had just been and what she had apparently done, it had Mark on a totally new level of arousal. He was simultaneously so excited and so anxious that he almost felt a little nauseous.

“Like we planned, I told him that I needed to speak to him about a matter affecting the street, and when I asked if I could come in he was fine with it. After that, I took off my coat and cut to the chase. I told him what I had witnessed over the last few weeks, and said I wanted to know what was going on.”

He let out a small laugh. Only Helen could be so bold and prying. It had made that dress doubly important—suggesting to Ed that her interest in his private matters wasn’t the overbearing, judgmental meddling that it might have otherwise come across as.

“He was wary, but I think he could sense where I was coming from. He said he’d tell me, but first he asked whether I would like to share a bottle of wine that he’d started. I agreed, and eventually we sat down to talk.

“That’s when he told me all about this lifestyle. I had questions about how it all worked and the people he was involved with. Apparently he’s been with fourteen married women over the last couple of years, and he’s been with some of them several times. He’s actually friendly with a couple of the husbands.

“After that, he asked why exactly I was so interested.”

“And you said?”

“I told him straight away that it wasn’t just me who was interested. I told him my husband was interested, too.”

He rubbed his face. He knew Ed would have to find out, but it still made him queasy.

“Don’t worry. He was very understanding—look at how much exposure he’s already had to other husbands wanting this. He only really cared why I was interested. I think he was surprised.”

“No shit, he was surprised,” he smiled. “He’s probably picked up enough about you to know it’s out of character.”

She laughed. “I was direct with him. I told him about our conversation, that you had called me out for snooping because deep down I was jealous of those other women. That I wished I could do something so exciting for once… and, also, that I found him very attractive.”

Again, only Helen could lay all those cards on the table at once.

“It must have been a lot for him to take in.”

“It was. I think he was used to couples who are more straightforward about this whole… thing. It was obvious he was having a hard time imagining you and I wanting to try it. He was actually very mindful of that—he wanted to be sure we knew what we were doing, before going any further.”

“So when he was sure…”

She smiled and held out her hand. “Let’s go upstairs. I don’t want to have the rest of this… conversation… in my nice living room.”


CHAPTER SIX

There were facets to this new-found fantasy that Mark hadn’t really considered. All he had known was that he wanted Helen to cut loose and sleep with someone else—he hadn’t thought about what else might accompany that.

And he was enjoying discovering some of those aspects first-hand… so to speak.

Because within a few minutes of them coming up to the bedroom, they were sitting side by side on the bed, his pants were down, and Helen was gently jerking his cock as she told him the details. With each throb or heavy breath she would then slow or soften her grip, controlling his release, making sure he heard everything before he was allowed his own gratification.

She and Ed had kissed.

Ed had felt her up through her dress.

After taking his time and working her up so that her natural inhibitions began to relent, Ed had eventually felt her up under her dress, and discovered just how aroused she was.

They had gone up to his bedroom.

All too aware that this was new for her, and surely sensing that she wasn’t a woman with an abundant sexual history, he had been slow and delicate with her—and had started things off by going down on her.

That was huge in itself. Oral sex just wasn’t something Mark and Helen did together, which was largely down to her. She had a queasiness about it, regardless of who was doing what to whom, and he had accepted that without question. In fact, it hadn’t happened at all between them since about a year into dating, when she became pregnant with their first and their shotgun wedding quickly followed.

When she told him now that she had just come from it, she had to stop pumping his cock altogether, because he almost did instantly.

His wife. Helen—a woman who was so often nosy, disapproving and judgmental when it came to her neighbors. Brought to orgasm by the tongue of her neighbor. It was so perfectly hypocritical.

She continued. When she had finished coming, Ed had asked if she wanted him to fuck her. Mark liked that detail—she loathed coarse language and, though she had become used to it from Mark from time to time, it always aggravated her when someone else used it. But when Ed had, it had merely fueled her twisted arousal.

She had said please fuck me.

Mark couldn’t handle much more of this. He hadn’t even heard about her having sex with Ed yet, but he was desperate for release.

She told him how she had parted her legs and let him slide his cock inside her. Of course, as they had discussed, Ed was wearing a condom; Helen’s break with reality could only go so far. He was quite well-endowed, she said—a couple of inches bigger than average—but there was so much more that excited her about him.

His swagger. His roguish nature. His gym-honed body. The simple fact that he lived right across the street from them.

She had felt a little intimidated by his experience and his obvious skill in bed, but he had lavished attention on her body and quickly put her at ease. Blunt as ever, she told him how good Ed felt simply thrusting into her in missionary position.

So good that she came again.

It pained him that another man had so easily pleasured his wife—particularly that he could achieve it almost on demand, given she had just approached him out of the blue. But this unlocking of her sexuality was riveting. To know that after all these years of infrequent, vanilla sex and his struggle against her hopelessly low sex drive, Helen could suddenly do something so wild and be brought to orgasm twice, it was earth-shattering.

Everything had changed now.

She told him that shortly afterwards, Ed had come. Another man, taking pleasure from his wife—something that he could so rarely take himself.

Mark was trembling with lust now. He had to have her. And knowing how she usually was, he feared that she was done for the night—that this agonizingly drawn-out handjob was all he would get from her.

But she slid her dress up, pushed herself back onto the bed, and led him by the hand until he clambered on top of her.

“Take me back, Mark,” she breathed. “Do what Ed just did to me.”

—

So many thoughts spun through his head as he gently pumped inside her, feeling her sharp eyes as they watched him, all the while running his hands along her body.

It didn’t feel like his anymore. In a wickedly pleasing way.

His strait-laced, prudish wife, who had expressed almost no interest in sex for years, had just walked right over to the neighbor’s house and slept with him.

She had come twice.

All while her husband had been waiting for her at home.

There was no going back now. She’d slept with a guy who was living right in front of them—none of them could ever disregard this.

Maybe she would sleep with him again. It certainly seemed possible.

His cock was so sensitive to her. Usually when they had sex she took a while to get wet, and even then it was seemingly the bare minimum. He hadn’t really registered that sex between them was often a little uncomfortable, at least at the start—until now, when her hot, sopping wet slit brought him a more pleasurable feeling than any he could remember. As it slid back and forth inside her unfaithful pussy, the sensation quickly overwhelmed him.

“Oh, fuck,” he whispered, and then he slowed as he emptied his load inside her, within a minute of entering her.

She watched him as he filled her. He thought he could detect her usual judgmental side in her gaze, but there was something else drowning it out.

She was intrigued, encouraged. She was a control freak at heart, and he could tell what was going through her mind as his orgasm petered out: their sex life had just entered a world where the control was all hers.

Again—there was no going back now.


CHAPTER SEVEN

She slept with Ed again the next night. Why wait, she had said—she would be busy for the next few evenings, and he was right there across the road.

That fact was driving Mark crazy. His wife could jump into bed with that guy at almost any moment. Ed had been with other wives multiple times, so barring the unlikely event that Helen expressed an interest in him beyond simply sex—which was never going to happen for a whole raft of reasons—Mark saw no reason why he would turn down that opportunity.

And when she came back to him, she slept with him, just minutes after she had done so with Ed. This time she rode him as she recounted the events of the night. To his relief she came, moaning louder than ever before as she rocked violently against his cock, leaving Mark with the wondrous sight of her pretty face scrunched in orgasmic bliss and her juicy tits bouncing in his face.

And that in turn triggered his own orgasm. The look she gave him now as he came was chilling, and yet somehow erotic in its own way. He could sense her reveling in this growing power over him, her mounting arrogance at being able to make him come so quickly.

—

The next free evening in her schedule was five days later, and she spent it with Ed. She didn’t even take issue with the fact that he had entertained another woman in the interim—in fact, Mark could sense her competitive edge coming out, as though she was driven to win over Ed and take him all for herself in any way that she could.

When she returned home that night, she drew Mark into a kiss, deeper and more passionate than any he could remember.

And it wasn’t just borne out of desire.

Beneath the taste of chewing gum, he could detect the clammy musk of another man.

She had gone down on him. And not only that, but she confirmed after the kiss that she had taken it all the way—Mark reeled at the fact that the guy had come in his wife’s mouth.

She rode him again, her demeanor in the bedroom becoming more domineering now. Her movements and her grip on his body were more forceful, her words as she described her encounters laced with condescension. She silently appraised his reaction to these small escalations, and saw the way he stared back at her in awe, felt the growing hunger with which he grasped at her body.

Wordlessly he told her how he felt about it all. He wanted more. Anything she could throw at him.

After each reunion, the couple ended with a tender kiss and held each other for some time. In essence it was all a game, an act—at least, when she wasn’t actually fucking the man across the street—and they both sought that brief moment of reassurance from the other, so that they would know that this was all okay.

She could keep sleeping with the other man and rubbing it in her husband’s face, with his blessing; and he could keep on allowing her to do it without losing her respect, or losing her.

With each night that Helen was with Ed, another boundary had been crossed, and Mark had witnessed another step in his wife’s belated awakening.

So it seemed inevitable where all of this would soon lead.

He hadn’t been able to get that couple out of his head. The woman who had fallen into Ed’s familiar arms and let him squeeze her ass, and her husband who had joined her to witness it all.

And Helen hadn’t, either.


CHAPTER EIGHT

“Good to see you again,” Ed said, shaking Mark’s hand.

He nodded. “How’s it going?”

He had tried to mentally prepare for this moment, but you could only feel so ready for this—and the words came out a little too loudly. He sheepishly waved the neighbor inside and closed the door after a quick glance up and down the street.

The irony wasn’t lost on him that he was now the one worrying about his reputation, about people talking about him, while his wife was simply focused on greeting her extramarital lover as he entered their home for the first time.

As Mark turned back to them, he was faced with the image of his neighbor deeply kissing his wife. It didn’t matter that he had heard the details of them doing so much more than this—it was a heartbreaking, intoxicating sight, and he was already consumed by lust.

As was she. Her body fell into Ed’s, a far cry from her usual standoffish demeanor around the neighborhood. His hands roamed around her waist, her hips, and took hold of her backside, all while their tongues clashed. And when the kiss stopped, Helen glanced at Mark with a look that almost could have made him come on the spot.

It was wicked, obscene. It communicated everything that he suspected he had seen in her eyes each time she had come back to their marital bed after Ed’s.

She was in control here. She had a lover now, one who she could see whenever she wanted, and one who brought out a sensuality in her that she had never felt before. There was nothing her husband could do about it now—she knew that he liked it, and she was going to exploit that as much as she could.

“Where’s the bedroom?” Ed asked, and then she took his hand and led him towards the stairs.

This was moving quicker than Mark had expected, but he was going to get what he wanted sooner than he had hoped.

His wife’s lover was about to take her in their bed.

—

Mark watched in a trance as Helen was flung onto the bed with a wicked smile on her face.

“Mmm,” she sighed, slipping her hand out of sight beneath her dress and rubbing between her legs. The sound of her finger sliding over her wet entrance reached him in the doorway.

Ed roughly pulled her into position and leaned down between her gaping legs, his hands authoritatively gripping her hips. Sharing an intimate smirk with her, he peeled back her dress, dipped down into her lap, and began to work her pussy with his fingers and his tongue.

“Oh, Ed… yes,” Helen breathed, one hand caressing the nape of his neck and his shoulders, the other gripping the bedspread.

Within moments of entering their house, Ed was pleasuring her. Mark moved over to the chair in the corner of the room and watched, trying to process this. She had told him all about what had happened across the road, but this was the first time he had seen it with his own eyes, so it was as though he had to come to terms with it all over again—to try and reconcile the woman in front of him with the woman he shared his life with.

No one else in Helen’s life would have believed it. In her strange little bubble, it would have been a real scandal if word got out.

But he knew her better than anyone else, and in recent days he had gradually pieced things together and got his head around it. Her assertive, high-powered, reputation-obsessed nature had found an outlet—a way to really take the control she craved, while rebelling against the gossipy world she inhabited. If their secret did ever get out, she would of course be mortified, and he suspected that thought thrilled her—all while being safe in the knowledge that she would never let that happen.

“Yes… yes,” she cried out, gripping Ed’s hair tightly and squirming around his face as she bucked up off the bed.

Mark watched her come intensely, each wave like a stab in the heart. But his cock seemed to be caught in one long, permanent throb—it stood stiffer than ever, yearning to take her back.

But there was more to come before he could do that.

When the orgasm had passed and she had composed herself, Helen pushed up and kneeled, pulling Ed towards her until he got up and joined her there. They kissed intensely, undressing each other completely.

And then she lowered herself onto her elbows and began servicing him.

Mark was rapt. He hadn’t experienced a blowjob from Helen in over twenty years. And so, far more than anything he had witnessed so far, he was struggling to come to terms with this.

It wasn’t as though he was now seeing some long-hidden talent for sucking a dick. She was somewhat tentative, her lack of experience telling. But she knew how to beat off a cock, and the intensity of her personality alone seemed to quickly translate to a vigorous throating of Ed’s shaft that made him gasp and shiver with pleasure.

Mark was desperate to jerk his own cock, but he didn’t know how these things worked—would it have been acceptable?

He decided to wait. Better that he come with Helen when she was done with Ed. He didn’t know how long that would be, though, and the wait was already killing him.

So he watched as his wife’s head bobbed against Ed’s shaft. Her lover wrapped one hand through her hair and gently guided her motions, which intensified in response—and the look she cast up at him was the filthiest thing Mark had ever seen. So it was no wonder that, within a minute, Ed was about to blow.

“I’m gonna come,” he said, squirming to control himself while gingerly pulling her upwards.

She knew what that meant. She got up with a sultry smile, all too willing to let Ed come from fucking her instead.

But apparently, she knew more than that. Because not only did she turn around and get down on her hands and knees, but she gripped Ed’s bare cock and pressed it to her folds.

Mark couldn’t believe it. It wasn’t as though pregnancy was a concern—that had recently become impossible for Helen—but he thought STDs would surely have been too big a concern for her to even consider doing this.

She caught his eye and gave him a mischievous smile, clearly enjoying his shock. Knowing Helen, he figured this was planned in advance, and she must have made Ed prove to her that he was clean. Later, she would confirm exactly that—but in this moment, he couldn’t be fully certain.

Ed sank his unprotected cock into his wife and made her moan and writhe gratefully. He pulled back and slammed hard into her, and the lust-crazed whine that escaped her lips was almost as shocking to Mark as seeing her get fucked raw; he didn’t know she was physically capable of a sound like that.

Her lover pounded her harder than Mark could have dreamed of attempting. That whine kept on going, and intensified further still. Helen’s body was quaking as his hands greedily squeezed it all over, her breasts bouncing so that they emitted a sound each time they slapped back down against her torso.

And then she came again.

“Yes, Ed, fuck me,” she cried out in between her moans, gripping his hands in place over her breasts now, pinned down by his powerful thrusts.

And as if that wasn’t already enough for Mark to handle, she turned and looked him dead in the eye, making him watch her as she continued to come around Ed’s cock.

When she was done he ramped up his efforts. The whole bed was shaking noisily, the headboard banging against the wall. He couldn’t even see much of Helen’s body now, as she was being pressed down into the quilt in a submissive daze.

“Fuck,” Ed wheezed, and relentlessly pounded her pussy even as he gasped with his release.

When he pulled out a little while later, Mark saw the ungodly amount of creamy white come slowly ooze out over his wife’s lips.

__

“And?” Helen asked as she rode him shortly afterwards, when they were alone once again. “Did you like what you saw?”

He stared back into her steely gaze and nodded.

“Say it.”

“Yes. I liked it.”

“Good. Because it’s going to be happening a lot more.” She was drawing out her movements, withholding his release once again, but this time he got the sense that she was building up to something before he pursued her own.

“A lot more?”

She had slept with Ed four times in less than two weeks now. So Mark didn’t know what a ‘lot’ more meant—and he was both excited and afraid to hear the answer.

“I told Ed he would need to take a break from his other women if he wanted to keep sleeping with me. He agreed. Because in return, I told him he could have me whenever and wherever he wanted. Would you like that?”

Mark nodded.

“Say it.”

“I want him to.”

“Good.”

She sped up now, grinding hard against him, letting out a low moan. But she wasn’t quite done.

“You can also sleep with me a lot more, too, as long as you agree to this. After each time I’ve been with him, you can have me. But if you ever want it to stop…”

She looked down at him with that hard, devilish look, her lip curling on one side in a little smirk.

“If you ask me to stop what I’m doing with Ed, then this stops,” she said.

He instantly blew his load, gasping and grunting as his cock spasmed and fought to compete against the load Ed had just left inside his wife.

“I’ll take that as a yes,” she smiled when he was done.

And then she pinned him down and rode him until she came against his still-hard dick mere moments later, holding his face to her bouncing breasts as though to comfort him.

They kissed tenderly then, and he felt the warm love of his wife return, at last a break in the act. He needed that reassurance as much as he had needed to reclaim her.

After the kiss, she took hold of his jaw and stared into his eyes.

“I meant every word.”

Thank you for reading
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