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Chapter 1
I thought I was on to a good thing. My neighbour Melanie was a stunner and a complete slut in bed. A petite brunette with small but perky tits and bright blue come-to-bed eyes, I wanted her the first minute I saw her. The problem was that she was married, and to this huge builder type guy who looked like he’d kill anyone who ever went near her. But I had to get to know her, and over the next few weeks, I made it my mission to bump into her and introduce myself, and slowly get to know her.
We became acquaintances, then got chatting online and became friends and finally, I managed to get an invite to her house while her husband was out. I learned she’d kept me from her husband, and I confessed to her that I was married too - that led to a conversation about how we were attracted to each other and in no time at all, we were fucking.
I would sneak out from my wife every few days, while her other half was working and we’d have regular no-strings-attached sex whenever we could. It was perfect until it all went wrong.
Melanie and I were at it in her house. We usually went up to the bedroom or went for a drive and fucked in the car, but this day I couldn’t wait and ripped her knickers off and screwed her right there on the hallway floor. Big mistake.
Another neighbour, Ray, knocked on the door, and before we could stop and cover ourselves, he poked his head through the door which I’d accidentally left unlocked.
Melanie screamed as we dashed to try and cover ourselves, but it was too late. Ray stepped into the hallway and closed the door behind him. I only knew him in passing but he was a good friend of Melanie and her husband, Steven, and my heart thudded as he folded his arms and faced us, waiting for us to finish dressing before speaking.
“Well, what do we have here?” he asked, with the very slightest of smirks ruining his otherwise disapproving expression.
“What does it look like?” Mel said, smoothing the front of her dress, “Don’t play games, Ray. Please don’t say anything to Steven, it was just a one-off thing.”
“Yeah, right,” he turned and stared at me, “I’ve seen you coming and going into Mel’s house for a couple of months. This is why, huh?”
Ray lived right over the street, a big guy with dark skin and thinning hair. I don’t know what he did for a living, but he was single and had a sports car so I figured out he wasn’t short of cash. The reason he lived on his own though was simply that he was ugly. He was a balding man in his fifties, with a weak chin, tiny piggy eyes and a huge nose that looked like it’d been broken more than once. Right now I felt like breaking it again but as old as Ray was he towered over me and I had a feeling he wouldn’t be a pushover in a fight, so I resisted the impulse to smash his teeth in.
“Yeah. What’s up?” I cocked an eyebrow. “Jealous?”
“Hell, yeah, I’m jealous,” he said, cool as a cucumber, “Who wouldn’t be? Mel’s a fine piece of ass.”
“Don’t be a jerk,” Mel muttered, shaking her head.
”What’s it worth?” Ray mused, “If I told Steven or your wife, what she called again?”
“Heather,” I said, through gritted teeth.
“That’s the one,” he grinned, “Can’t say I’ve seen her much, but I reckon they’d both be pretty pissed off if they found out about this.”
“Fuck off,” I told him, “You wouldn’t do that.”
“Wouldn’t I?” Ray said and turned to leave.
“Wait,” Mel called after him, making him stop in the doorway, “Stop fooling around, Ray. What do you want?”
“To keep my mouth shut?” Ray laughed, pushing the door closed behind him. “Tell you what, girl. Why don’t you shut old Ray’s mouth by opening yours?”
“What?” I said, aghast. Mel didn’t say anything. She just stared at him appraisingly.
“A blow job. And you promise to not say anything to Steven or Heather?”
“Scouts honour,” Ray said immediately, unbuckling his belt.
“Mel, you can’t do this!” I exclaimed, “What are you doing?”
Ray’s cock flopped out of his jeans, longish and thick. Mel took it in one hand. “What choice do we have?” she said. I tried to interrupt her, but she waved me away with the other hand. “It’s just a blow job,” she shrugged and took his cock in her mouth, but I could tell from the look on her face that she was far from comfortable.
I couldn’t stand here and watch. I felt like I should stay, to make sure the devious bastard didn’t try anything further with Mel, but I was all too aware of the anger building inside me. I yanked the door open and strode away, but Ray’s voice followed me out.
“That’s it, buddy,” he taunted, almost making me turn around, but I didn’t rise to it, “Go home and look after your wife, like a good boy.”
- - -
I called Mel that evening, when the sense of anger and humiliation had faded, to check if she was okay and she said she was. Ray had demanded he cum in her mouth, then he’d warned her not to let him see her cheating again or he would have no choice but to tell her husband. He’d cleaned himself up and left.
“Do you really think he’ll keep his mouth shut?” I asked her, looking around to make sure that my wife or kids weren’t about.
“He gave his word,” she said, “Besides if he does ever come around threatening again, I suppose a hand job or blow job will keep him quiet.”
“You can’t let him blackmail you!”
“I’ve got no choice, have I?” she hissed down the phone at me, “If you’d locked the door behind you, or even took me upstairs, this wouldn’t have happened. It’s your fault for doing it right there, on the stairs! What came over you?”
She was blaming me. I swallowed deeply before speaking further. “So, what about us?”
“You heard what he said,” Mel sounded sad, but spoke matter-of-factly. “We’re going to have to cool it for the foreseeable future, aren’t we?”
“Oh,” was all I could say, though I knew she was speaking the truth.
“Do you want to risk everything? Your family? Mine?” Mel said honestly, “Just for a fuck? I don’t. We might be able to start up again sometime after it’s all cooled down.”
And that was it for me and Mel. We agreed to stay friends and keep in touch, especially with any news on Ray, but when the phone went down with a click, I knew that was the end. I just hoped she would be okay. But it wouldn’t be the end for me and Ray. I was determined about that.
- - -
A couple of days passed without incident, but then one evening I came home from work to see Heather talking to Ray just down the street from where we lived. I parked the car on the drive and went to see what was going on, but he’d gone. It turned out Heather had just been to the shop, but I asked her who she’d been chatting to.
“Just a guy who lives across the road. Ray, he’s called, I think you know him?”
“Oh, him,” I said, trying to act cool, “Yes, I know him. Strange guy.”
“Strange?” Heather said as we entered the house, “He seems nice to me. He lives on his own and is just trying to be friendly, I think.”
“What was he saying?” I asked, as casually as I could manage.
“Just passing the time of day,” Heather said, smiling at me, “You’re not jealous are you?”
When my wife smiled, she was beautiful, and I suddenly felt terribly guilty about cheating on her. Heather had long, curly red hair, twinkling green eyes, and such a pretty smile. She wasn’t as slim as she’d been when we first met, but she wasn’t overweight either. She had curves, a lovely turn of hip and a pair of large D-cup breasts that caught many a man’s eye whenever we went out.
“No, I’m not jealous,” I smiled back, “Just curious.”
“Right,” she said with a teasing smirk, “If you say so.”
I stayed cool for the rest of the night, but I was furious with Ray. What the hell was he playing at?
- - -
So, the next day, I stormed round to Ray’s house on a bit of a mission. He opened the door, took one look at me and laughed.
“I guess you want to talk?”
“You’d better fucking believe it,” I said, pushing past him into the house. He stepped out of my way and closed the door behind me.
“Sit down,” he indicated towards the kitchen, “I’ll get you a drink.”
“What the fuck are you playing at?” I asked him, “I saw you talking to Heather.”
“I just said hello,” he said, tossing me a beer, “She’s a hot woman, your wife. You’re a lucky man.”
“I know I am,” I didn’t need to be told that, “Listen, Ray, we did a deal - Mel sucked your cock. I don’t need any silly games.”
“No,” he corrected me, “I did a deal with Mel not to tell her husband, but not with you.”
“Me and Mel are finished,” I pointed out, “It’s over. I just want to get back on with my life without any interference from you.”
Ray sat there for a moment thinking and drinking his beer, before speaking purposefully. “Listen, buddy. You come storming into my house, making demands, when it’s you who’s been fucking around behind his wife’s back. Not only that, but you’re messing with another man’s wife too. Who do you think you are?”
“Why can’t you mind your own business?” I countered, but he shook his head.
“I’ll tell you how it is,” he leaned over the table at me, “I’m going to tell your wife everything. Because I don’t like you, and she deserves better.”
“She won’t believe you.”
“You’ve got nothing to worry about then,” Ray necked the rest of the beer and stood up, “Now get out of my house.”
“Why are you doing this?” I said, standing up. I hadn’t touched the beer he’d given me.
“Because I can,” he shrugged, “I’ll offer you a deal. Take it or leave it. Either you somehow get your wife to suck my cock like Mel did, or I tell her.”
“What?” I exploded, incredulously, “How am I supposed to do that?”
“That’s your problem. Now fuck off out of my house before I call the police.”
Again, the desire to just kick the shit out of this guy was becoming almost too much to resist, so I walked out.
”One week,” he shouted to my back as I left. “You’ve got one week to talk your wife into sucking my cock.”
- - -
The next couple of days were horrible. All I could do was think of my predicament. I called Mel and we chatted about whether he would really do it or not. Would he really tell Heather about Mel? I could deny all knowledge to Heather, but she could read me like a book and I was sure she would know I was lying. Was he lying? Should I call his bluff? Mel’s problem with that was that she would be drawn into it - even if I managed to convince Heather that it was a lie, she would no doubt want to speak to Mel and that would then raise issues with Steven. It was all just a hell of a mess.
There was no way on Earth I could get Heather to suck Ray’s cock. It was impossible. My wife is a straight-up, honest and clean living woman. She’d only been with one boyfriend before me. She wasn’t some easy slut like Mel who would suck a guy’s dick at the drop of a hat.
The more I thought about it, the more obvious it became that there was only one way out. I’d been bad, evil, despicable. I made a huge mistake and I had to sort this out myself. It was time to take control of the situation, and wrestle the initiative away from Ray.
So I decided to confess.
- - -
“Heather?” I said that night, when she came home from work, “We need to talk.”
“Okay baby,” she said, dumping her bag on the kitchen table, “Can it wait? I’m tired and really need a shower.”
I decided it would go better if she was relaxed, so I waited for her to wash and come downstairs. She was sitting on the sofa next to me, in just her bathrobe, and I took her hand in mine.
“I need to confess something,” I said quietly, “You’re going to hate me.”
She could tell straight away that something was up.
“I’ve had an affair,” I said simply, and Heather burst into tears.
I told her everything while she just sat there, eyes trained on the floor, even when I told her how Ray tried to blackmail me, demanding that she suck his cock to keep quiet.
Heather didn’t say anything for quite some time.
“Heather?” I prompted, “Are you alright?”
“You’ve just confessed to cheating on me, and you ask if I’m all right?” she screamed at me, breaking the quiet of the room.
“Stupid thing to say,” I said, holding my hands up, “I’m sorry.”
“Would you have stopped seeing Mel anyway?” Heather asked. “If it wasn’t for Ray, you’d probably still be fucking her, wouldn’t you? Why? Am I no good in bed anymore? Don’t I satisfy you?”
“I don’t know what I was thinking,” I sighed, “I’ve been such an idiot. Thinking with my cock. I’m so sorry. You’re wonderful in bed, I promise you, you’re more than enough, I was just being stupid.”
“I get so many men checking me out,” my wife glared at me, “Nice men too. I’ve had so many opportunities in the past to play around, but I never would. Because I love you. Because I have morals!”
“I know I’ve fucked up,” I muttered, “I just don’t know what to do, so I’m trying to do the right thing now. I want to try and make all this up to you. I want to fix it. I promise I’ll never cheat again.”
“And you think that’s okay?” she stormed at me, “Your apologies and your promises aren’t worth anything.”
I didn’t know what to say. I hadn’t expected this to be easy, but I was finding it so difficult and upsetting. I’d been such a fool.
“I’m going to see this Mel,” Heather hissed, “She’s going to get it with both barrels from me.”
“I know,” I said reluctantly, “But please don’t ruin her marriage too. Don’t tell her husband?”
“Why shouldn’t I? Why should my marriage get screwed up, and hers gets away with it? Her husband deserves to know!”
“You’re a better person than that,” I tried to soothe her, “This is my fault, not hers. Punish me, do whatever you have to do, but don’t punish Steven. He’s innocent in all this, just like you are.”
Heather didn’t say anything. She just stared at me, blinking as though she was trying to work something out. Then she got up and threw her coat over her bathrobe.
“Where are you going? “ I asked, confused, as she put her shoes on to her bare feet.
“I know why you were panicking now,” she said, “When you saw Ray talking to me the other day. You were scared he was going to tell me.”
“That’s right,” I said, still wondering what she was doing. Was she leaving me?
“Well, I’m going to go and see him. Sort this out.”
“Heather, no! How can that help anything?”
He was trying to blackmail us,” Heather said as she walked out the door, “I need to see him and don’t even think about following me, or we are finished.”
I followed her to the door. “He’s not a nice man, Heather. I can’t let you go to see him.”
“Why?” she screamed, making me wince as I didn’t want our neighbours to hear our argument, “Are you scared about what else he might tell me? Are there still things you haven’t told me?”
“No,” I insisted, “I’ve told you everything.”
“Then you haven’t got anything to worry about. I have a score to settle. Don’t follow me,” and with that, she walked away.
I thought about trying to stop her, but she was right, so I walked back into the house and slumped onto the sofa with a huge glass of whisky to calm my nerves.
Had I done the right thing?
- - -
I expected Heather to come back within ten minutes or so, but a half-hour rolled on with no sign of my wife. I was starting to worry after a further half-hour went by, and was going to go out and see where she was when she finally walked through the door.
“Where the hell have you been?” I asked, concerned, “I was starting to worry.”
Heather didn’t say anything. She just stood there staring at me. She looked sad.
“Do you want a coffee or something?” I asked. “Want to talk?”
“I sucked his cock,” she said simply. “Do we have any wine?”
My heart sank. I wanted to shout at her, but I wasn’t in any position to have a go at her for anything. I went to the kitchen and came back with two large glasses of red wine. Heather was sitting on the sofa, coat discarded, just in her dressing gown with her head in her hands.
“I suppose we’re even now,” I said sadly, as I sat next to her and gave her the wine. Heather took a huge drink from it.
“We’re nowhere near even,” she said grimly, “You’ve been fucking Mel for months. I only gave Ray a blow job.”
“But you didn’t need to do that now. I don’t understand.”
Heather looked at me through angry, teary eyes, “I let him undress me. He took my dressing gown off and played with my breasts and pussy. He wanted to fuck me, but I wouldn’t let him, so I sucked his cock and let him cum in my mouth.”
Ouch. That hurt. But I deserved it.
“I thought it would make me feel better, but it didn’t,” she continued, after another large gulp of her wine. “It still isn’t enough.”
“So what would make you feel better?” I said, dreading the answer.
“Killing you? Strangling Mel with my bare hands?” she said, “But I can’t do those, can I?”
“I deserve it. I really am sorry, you know. I’ll do whatever I can to make it up to you.”
Heather sat up straight and downed the rest of her wine. “I don’t know if I can ever forgive you for this if I’m honest. I’m just going to see how I feel tomorrow, but right now I feel like going out and fucking the first guy who offers to buy me a drink.”
“I can understand that, and I wouldn’t blame you if you did, but I don’t think it would help.”
“Maybe it would make me feel better. I’m going to get myself something to eat and spend the night upstairs away from you, then have an early night. I need to think.” Heather tossed the wine glass into my lap as she stood up. “And don’t think you’re sleeping in our bedroom any time soon. I’ll throw you some blankets downstairs.”
- - -
So I slept on the sofa that night, and the next day Heather completely ignored me. I called Mel and told her what happened, and to possibly expect a phone call and then I went to visit Ray.
“Hey buddy,” he said with a smirk as he invited me in.
“Don’t buddy me,” I warned him, spreading my fingers an inch, “You’re this far from me kicking the shit out of you.”
“Why?” he asked innocently.
“You know why. I came to say that I hope we’re even now.”
“Come in, man, have a beer,” Ray said, all smiles and friendliness.
“I don’t want your beer.”
“Heather gives great head,” Ray said, “Much better than Mel actually. I can’t understand why you’d cheat on her.”
“Because I’m a fucking idiot, not that it’s any of your business,” I retorted, “Anyway, I’ve said my bit. Just leave us alone now, okay?”
“Sure,” Ray grinned, “But I don’t think Heather feels the same.”
I ignored that comment. One day I would get my own back on that evil old bastard, but for now, I needed to rebuild my marriage.
- - -
The next day was much like the last one, me being given the silent treatment, but Heather didn’t make any moves to kick me out, so I was hopeful that she might forgive me in time. But everything changed when I got home that day.
Things had been playing on my mind at work, so I made an excuse to leave early. I parked the car on the drive and walked in. The door was open as usual but Heather wasn’t around. It wasn’t that out of the ordinary, I just assumed she was upstairs putting clothes away or cleaning up, so I didn’t shout out that I was home. I just made myself a sandwich and turned on the television. Then I heard something. A thump from upstairs. And a groan.
I switched the television back off straight away and listened.
Another groan. Or a moan. And a thumping sound. Rhythmical. I knew what that sound was, and my heart rose into my throat. No way. No fucking way.
I crept upstairs, trying not to make a sound and saw that our bedroom door was shut to, but not quite closed. The sounds were definitely Heather having sex, but with who? Whoever it was, they were going to get their fucking neck broken, screwing my wife in my house. I stepped up to the door ready to burst in and beat the shit out of them but when I saw through the gap I stopped dead in my tracks.
There was Heather. There was Ray. No great shock there. I’d half expected it. But I didn’t expect another man. Certainly not a black man.
They were all naked. Heather was on all fours on the bed, her large D-cup tits swinging underneath her as Ray fucked her hard from behind. The black guy was kneeling in front of her, wanking his long, black cock right in front of her face.
Again, I reached out, ready to swing the door open and confront them but again I stopped. The first thing that entered my mind was that Heather was doing this reluctantly, either blackmail or just doing it in spite to get her own back at me. But she wasn’t.
“Oh yeah, Ray,” she purred, “Fuck me harder, you cunt.” Then she reached out and took the black cock in front of her in her hand. “Let me suck that big black dick.” That is what made me freeze. She was actually enjoying this.
I watched in horror as Ray began to really screw her hard, making her moan and gasp around the chocolate-coloured cock in her mouth. She was sucking it with enthusiasm, licking up and down the shaft, and even sucking his balls as the old man behind her pumped her pussy for all he was worth.
Even more horrifying was the realisation that I was hard. My cock had sprung to a full erection while I watched my wife get fucked. What kind of sick fuck did that make me?
I had no option, I couldn’t handle this. I wouldn’t subject myself to the humiliation of letting these two men have the satisfaction of knowing I’d seen them fuck my wife. I sneaked back downstairs, got in the car and went for a long drive. To think.
- - -
I came home at the normal time, to find Heather cooking dinner. She greeted me with a kiss, which felt rather strange, knowing that just a few hours ago, those lips had been wrapped around a black dick, and probably Ray’s as well.
“I want to talk to you,” I said, and sat at the table. While driving around, I’d realised that our relationship was over. We were too damaged. I’d never be able to forget what I’d seen earlier, let alone cope with the odd sensations of arousal it had instigated in me. And if I couldn’t forgive her for cheating, how could I expect her to forgive me?
“I want to talk to you too,” said Heather, pouring me a glass of wine. “I’ve done a lot of thinking.”
I wanted to say, ’You’ve done a lot of fucking too,’ but I resisted. Instead, I just said, “Fair enough. Do you want to go first, or me?” I was going to tell her it was over, and go through the plans I’d made for how we should separate, and I expected her to say the exact same thing.
But she didn’t.
“I love you,” she blurted, then broke down into tears. For some reason, I found myself putting an arm around her, and she kissed me again. The kiss turned passionate against my expectations, and before I really knew what was happening, we were pulling each other’s clothes off and I was pushing her onto the kitchen table.
“Fuck me,” she said urgently, and I pulled her panties down off her legs, even tearing them in the process. My cock was rock hard, and even though I knew what she’d been doing in our bed this afternoon, I didn’t hesitate to shove it straight into her pussy. Normally, Heather kept her reddish pubes trimmed into a tidy strip of hair, but I noticed she'd completely shaved apart from a small tuft around her clit. Had she done that deliberately for Ray and his friend? For some reason, that turned me on even more and I began to fuck her rough and hard as I’d seen Ray do earlier.
We screwed like animals. I even grabbed her tits and pinched her nipples as I fucked her hard. Part of me was angry at her and wanted to hurt her, but she only responded to it by groaning in pleasure. After a few urgent, passionate minutes, I came explosively inside her, adding my cum to whatever she’d already had before. Her pussy felt wet and slippery when I first penetrated her, so I had no doubt that at least one of the men cum inside her earlier.
When we were dressed and had both got our breath back, we sat in the front room to talk. I had no idea what to say now. How did this change things? I was so confused. Was that a ‘goodbye’ fuck?
“I meant what I said,” Heather said, “I do love you, so please listen to me before speaking.” When I nodded that I would, she spoke at length.
“I was so angry at you. You betrayed me. I wanted to lash out at you. Walk out. Never come back. Instead, I did something stupid. I went to Ray’s house and talked to him. He was very surprised to see me, he thought at first that I was going to have a go at him but I didn’t. I just said to him, ‘My husband says you want your cock sucking?’
He replied, ‘Yeah,’ and gave me this weird smile, but when I told him to get his dick out, he stopped me and said, ‘You don’t really need to do this,’ but I told him I wanted to. I needed to. I had to get back at you. And you know the rest. We very nearly fucked. He took my dressing gown off, put me on his sofa and fingered me while I sucked his cock. When I came, he tried to fuck me, but I stopped him.”
“Why? You probably wanted to?” I asked, but Heather shushed me.
“Let me finish, there’s more,” she said when I shut up, “He came in my mouth. I got up and came home to you, but as I left, I told him to leave us alone, just as you did the following day.”
She saw me about to speak and put a finger on my lips. “Yes, I know all about that and I love you for it.”
Heather took a deep breath before speaking further. “What I have to tell you is that I enjoyed it,” she looked at me with an anxious expression, “I got home to you, feeling regretful, but I couldn’t deny that for some reason, giving Ray that blow job turned me on. I felt dirty for doing it, but that night, when you were sleeping downstairs, I masturbated, imagining what would have happened if I’d given in and let Ray fuck me.
“I’ve only slept with one man before you, and that was so long ago that I’ve forgotten what it was even like. I couldn’t help but fantasize about what other men might feel like, how other men might be different to you in bed. I know it’s bad, I know it’s slutty, but I couldn’t help it.
“It was a mixture of being angry at you, hurt, confused and not knowing how I should act. I didn’t want to lose you but I didn’t want to be with you either. I needed something to fill the huge hole that you’d created inside me. So, the next day, I lay in bed after you’d gone to work and again I ended up playing with myself. By the time I’d finished, I’d somehow made my mind up that if I fucked him, I would feel better. It would get these thoughts out of my system. You and I would be even, and we could see how things felt after that.”
She paused, taking another deep breath. I couldn’t have said anything if I’d wanted to. My throat was dry and tight. My heart was beating hard in my chest. I knew what was coming. She has discovered the pleasures of being single. She was leaving me.
Heather cleared her throat. “I went to Ray’s that afternoon. He was shocked to see me again but guessed why I was there. We didn’t even say anything, he just took my clothes off, undressed and we fucked on the bed. I thought I would feel dirty and ashamed, but I didn’t. He’s a very skilled lover. His cock is nice and thick and he knows how to use it. He can use his tongue well too. My first orgasm came from him going down on me. We fucked all afternoon. I made him cum twice and I lost track of how many orgasms I had. By the time I left, I was exhausted but felt better than I’d done in a long time. Exhilarated. Energized. And wanting more.
“I don’t even find him attractive. I’ve no idea why, but that in itself was some weird sort of turn on. Again, alone in bed that night, I masturbated, reliving that afternoon in my head, and of course the next day we fucked again. I called him and he came around here. We fucked in our bed, while you were at work, and we finally talked about what was going on. Ray’s actually very understanding. With his help, I realised that I resented you a little. I was angry at you for cheating, but also jealous because I’d always regretted settling down so early and not having more sexual experiences when I was younger. I regretted not sleeping around a bit as all my friends did. I now felt stupid, because despite feeling like this all these years and having opportunities with men who obviously fancied me, I always stayed faithful to you and to our marriage vows.
“So Ray suggested that I do something about it. He said he could bring some friends around for me to enjoy too. Perhaps if I fucked around a little, with a few guys, it might get it all out of my system and then I could work on rebuilding things with you. And so that’s what I’ve been doing.”
I blinked in surprise. I’d caught her with the black guy this morning, but what was she saying? How many men had she been with?
“In the past few days,” she answered my unasked question, “I’ve slept with five men, sometimes with Ray, sometimes alone. I’ve done a threesome, a foursome, and I’ve fucked a black man too. I’ve sucked them, fucked them, had anal sex, let them finish inside me - my mouth, pussy and my ass - and even let them cover me in cum. I’ve been a total slut. You fucked me just now, when just a couple of hours ago, both Ray and a black guy did the exact same thing.
“So there you go. I know I’ve slept with different people, but you’ve been fucking Mel for months. God knows how many times you’ve cheated on me. Now, after doing everything I’ve ever fantasized about, I finally feel like you and I are even. I even planned to confess all this to you. I want you to feel hurt and betrayed like I did. I want you to see me differently as I see you differently.
“But still, most of all, I want us to stay together. If you can’t forgive me or accept what I’ve done, then you don’t deserve me anyway. You don’t have to give me an answer right away. You can think about it, if you need to, tell me tomorrow. But I’m willing to make a go of it if you want to.” And with that, she kissed me on the cheek and left me sitting alone with only my thoughts for company.
So here I sit. Wondering what I should do.
What would you do?




Chapter 2
What a mess my life was. I’d been caught cheating on my wife by a neighbour. Ray, his name was, a guy who I thought was an okay person, but who turned out to be the evilest bastard I’d ever had the misfortune of meeting.
He first blackmailed Mel, the married woman I’d been having an affair with, into giving him a blowjob, and then put me in a situation where I had no option but to come clean to my wife about the affair. Mel and I’d already decided to stop the relationship, and I promised Heather, my wife, that I would do anything to repair our marriage, and swore to never ever cheat on her again.
I really thought I was doing the right thing, but it all went terribly wrong. I learned that for a long time, my wife had harboured regrets about not sleeping around when she was younger. She’d only ever fucked one man beside me and she set about putting that right, getting her revenge at me at the same time. She fucked Ray and several of his friends, all in one crazy week, then confessed everything to me with the intention of hurting my feelings as much as I’d hurt hers.
The most ridiculous thing of all, however, was that she wanted me back. She valued our marriage, and the things she’d done had all been done so that she could forgive me, or perhaps feel even with me. She told me what she’d done, and then gave me time to think about whether I thought we could move on and make a go of things, or if I thought the road ended here for our marriage.
The decision was mine to make. What a mess. It took me a couple of days to decide what to do. During that time, Heather and I acted normally, almost like before except for a complete lack of intimacy between us, but finally, I decided to stay with her.
We’d been together so long, and I just couldn’t throw away all those years together. Despite everything, I still loved her, and to me, love is worth everything. Plus, I was curious to see how it would work out from now. Had she truly forgiven me? Had she really got even with me, by satiating her curiosities? Or had she opened Pandora’s Box? There was only one way to find out.
We decided to talk over dinner to discuss it, and it all went very well. I took her to a nice restaurant, and perhaps because of the wonderful atmosphere and lovely food we were both in just the right mood to talk sensibly and honestly. It got emotional - we poured out our feelings for each other - we might not be ‘in love’ but we did love each other, despite our differences and frustrations. Then she hit me with it.
“Listen,” she said, putting her hand on mine, “There’s something I need to tell you.”
“Something else?” I asked, not particularly worried. What else could she tell me that would shock me more than everything she’d already done?
“I fucked Mel’s husband.”
I choked on my wine. “What? Steven? When?”
“Slow down,” she patted my hand, “Let me explain.”
“I’m all ears, trust me,” I managed to splutter.
“I told you that I had a threesome?” When I nodded, she continued, “Well, I didn’t tell you who all those men were. Most of them I didn’t know, they were strangers. Friends of Ray’s. Well, one of them wasn’t a stranger, he was Ray’s friend - Steven.”
Steven and Ray were friendly. I’d figured that was part of why Ray had been so annoyed at me and Mel, we’d been playing around behind his friend’s back. So another part of his retribution was Mel’s husband fucking my wife, was it?
I suggested that motivation to Heather and she nodded that it was probably how it’d come about. “Ray arranged it and it made me feel a whole lot better too. I felt like I’d got my own back on Mel as well as you.”
“Was he the one who fucked your ass?” That would have been a big thing for me, but Heather shook her head. “That was some guy - I don’t even know his name. Does this change things?”
I’d thought about everything a lot over the past couple of days, including the fact that Heather had tried things like group sex and anal - things she’d never done with me - and still, here I was, hopeful that we could rebuild things. I did have a way in mind for me being able to get over these things and now was the time to voice it.
“No, it doesn’t change what I’ve come here to say,” I took a deep breath, “But things have changed, obviously, and there is only one way I can move on and work past this.”
“You want to try things?” Heather looked at me sadly, “With other women?”
“No!” I stopped her, “I want to try things... With you.”
“I don’t understand?” Heather looked puzzled.
“Anal sex, group sex maybe, I don’t know,” I confessed, “Seeing you with Ray and that black guy. It upset me and it pissed me off, but it also...”
“Turned you on a bit?” Heather finished the sentence off for me, and our eyes met for a moment before I looked down, feeling ashamed.
“I’m sorry,” I mumbled, “If nothing else I need to talk about. These... conflicting feelings... they trouble me and if we at least talk about it, perhaps I can reconcile them.”
“Don’t apologise,” Heather took my hand in hers, “I did enjoy everything I did. I’m the one who should be embarrassed and ashamed. I should be the one apologising. We’ll work this out. I promise.”
“So where do we go from here?” I asked. This was the important thing. “Are you truly happy now?” I asked her, “Have you got all of that out of your system?”
“I don’t know,” Heather confessed, “I just want you, no matter what that takes. I’ll be honest, if you said to me that you wanted to explore these things - try new things, even threesomes - I probably would.”
My mind was reeling. Everything was changing. I felt like I didn’t know Heather anymore. But I did want to run with this. I wanted to see where it was going to go. A whole new world was opening up before me. A weird world, admittedly, but an intriguing one too.
We didn’t discuss anything concrete or make any firm plans to do anything, but it was very much on my mind as we went home that night, and we fell into bed and fucked like rabbits. It’d been a good night and while not turning out quite as expected, it’d gone as well as I could have hoped for.
It didn’t take long for Heather to make her first suggestion. The black guy she fucked a few days ago got in touch with her, wondering if she might be available for some fun at all over the next few days. She spoke to me about it in bed that night - telling me that this guy was always into and doing threesomes. That was the reason that Ray brought him round that fateful day when I caught her. I felt slightly intimidated perhaps with him being black and well-hung, but I thought ‘What the hell?’ and left Heather to set it up in her own time.
When I came home from work the following day, Heather gave me the kiss and a much-needed cup of coffee as per usual, then as I sat down, she sat opposite me.
“It’s set up for tonight,” she said casually, but her eyes never left mine, so I knew what she was talking about.
“The black guy?” I managed to say after taking a big, almost painful swig of hot coffee.
“His name is James,” she replied, looking slightly anxious now, “Are you sure about this?”
I considered for a moment before replying. We didn’t have anything planned, but I’d hoped for a couple of days or so to work myself up to it. Could I really do this? There was only one way to find out.
“Not one hundred percent sure, but okay. Let’s do it?” I said, and Heather leaned over and kissed me on the cheek.
“Thank you,” she said softly, and I kissed her back.
“This is what you want too?” I asked her and Heather nodded.
“He’ll be here in an hour,” she giggled, “Your dinner is in the oven. I suggest you eat it while I have a shower!” With that, she giggled again and disappeared upstairs to make herself look presentable.
I was so nervous I could hardly eat. I managed to eat half of the pie she made for me, then headed upstairs for a shower myself. Heather was in her underwear, doing her hair and makeup like she was going for a night out. She looked incredibly attractive, and I found myself swelling with pride at what a beautiful wife I head, as I watched her.
She was brushing her long red hair when she saw me watching her. She didn’t say anything, just smiled at me, and I resisted the impulse to ravish her, and managed to drag myself away and into the shower.
When I came out, Heather was dressed. She hadn’t bothered dressing up to the level of her make-up and hair. Instead, she just wore a t-shirt tight enough to really show off her 36D tits, and a pair of jogging bottoms. I wondered if she’d chosen those particular items as they were easy to take off? I didn’t have much time to think about it as the doorbell rang. Was that him?
“If that’s James, he’s early,” I said, “I haven’t had a chance to get dressed!”
“Don’t worry about it,” Heather said and went to open the door while I dashed into the bedroom in just my towel, to at least put something on.
“James is here!” Heather called upstairs, “We’re going to get a drink, do you want a cold one?”
“Yeah, a beer would be good!” I shouted back, hurriedly throwing on a shirt and some jeans. My heart was pounding as I went downstairs, still barefoot and towelling my hair dry. For some reason, I didn’t want them to be alone down there for too long. I knew what was going to happen but I thought maybe it was because I either wanted to be in control, or perhaps I just didn’t want to miss anything?
“Here you go, darling,“ Heather passed me a bottle of beer as I joined them in the front room. James was sitting on the sofa but stood to shake my hand. He was several inches taller than me, a big guy, but his smile seemed genuine and his handshake was firm but not crushing.
“Nice to meet you,” he said in his deep voice, “Are you sure you’re cool with this?”
I took a deep breath and glanced at Heather before replying, “Yes.”
“Excellent,” he said, smiling and flashing his white teeth at me as Heather sat next to him. She caught my eye, and quickly mouthed ‘I love you,” then she leaned over and they began to kiss.
Was this it? I was startled by the whole speed of it. For some reason, I’d thought there would be some drinks, a talk and then some sort of etiquette about the whole thing, but instead, they just began to make out, right there on the sofa in front of me. Who was this woman in front of me, and what had she done with my wife?
I took a big gulp of the beer and watched as their kiss became more passionate. James’s hands were all over my wife, from the back of her head, down over her shoulder, up her thigh and then on to her breasts, squeezing them through the white t-shirt. I could feel my cock hardening in my jeans and I started to feel uncomfortable just watching, but I had no idea what else to do.
Heather’s hand began to rub the front of his trousers, then after a moment, she broke the kiss away, gazing at me for a second while she unbuckled his belt and unzipped him. Her look was a serious one, was she wondering what I was thinking? Then she pulled out his soft but long black cock and only broke the stare as she ducked down her head to take him in her mouth.
Thankfully James didn’t look over at me. Instead, he closed his eyes and tilted his head back as she began to work his cock with her skilled mouth. James lifted her red curls out of the way of her face, to hold her head and I got a clear look at his rapidly-stiffening dick sliding in and out of my wife’s mouth. Heather’s eyes were closed, and she was sucking his cock enthusiastically as James eased her head up and down.
I could tell he was enjoying it, who wouldn’t? His hips were slowly moving in time with her movements up and down, gently fucking her mouth as she sucked him. My own cock was rock hard now, and I desperately wished it was me getting such an awesome blowjob instead of James.
He took hold of her shirt, and she stopped sucking him for a moment so he could lift it off over her head. Then Heather pulled his trousers right down, and he kicked them off and took his shirt off to reveal a toned torso. Heather ran her hands down his chest as James put his arms around her back and unclasped her bra. Her plentiful tits fell free of it as it fell away, and his large black hands immediately cupped and squeezed them as she resumed sucking his fully-hard, impressive black cock.
I realised I’d finished my beer and really needed another one to calm myself down, but I didn’t want to take my eyes off them for a second. James’s hands were inside the back of her bottoms, feeling her ass then he hooked a finger inside the waistband at each hip and eased them down. Heather stopped then and looked at me for a second as though she’d forgotten I was even there.
“Should we go to the bedroom?” she said breathlessly, and all I could do was nod, so she took a now fully naked James by the hand and led him upstairs. I paused long enough to grab another beer, then followed them up, eager to see how things would progress from here.
They were already on the bed. Heather had been relieved of her jogging pants and was just in her skimpy white knickers as they kissed passionately. I felt overdressed and knowing I should do something about that, I removed my shirt, but kept the jeans on for now.
Heather’s hand moved to James’s cock, wrapping around it and stroking it as his hand, in turn, went inside her knickers, working on her pussy. Before too long, he pulled her panties down, and finally, they were both naked. The sight of it was enough to almost make me cum. His dark skin against her beautiful pale flesh. His black spear of a cock resting on her creamy thigh and his black finger slipping in and out of her wet, pink pussy. I shivered with pure excitement when Heather groaned as his finger rubbed over her swollen clit.
“Fuck me,” she whispered to him, loud enough for me to hear, and James didn’t hesitate. He pinned her arms over her head, then moved between her spread thighs. With his other hand, he positioned himself at the entrance to her cunt, then slid his cock in smoothly. Heather’s legs wrapped around his back, and James began to fuck her as I watched, enthralled.
Heather moaned and groaned as he began to fuck her harder, and I decided I couldn’t stand it any longer. I was slightly hesitant at first because I didn’t know if Heather had set this up as a threesome, or what she’d told James, but he hadn’t asked any questions about me being there, so I took it that she’d told him everything. I took off my jeans and boxers, and moved for a better view, parking myself at the foot of the bed. James looked at me but only grinned. He didn’t even slow down, so I took my cock in my hand and began stroking myself while watching them.
It was incredibly erotic, like watching a real-life porn film, but featuring my own wife. Exciting and surreal at the same time, a heady combination. I don’t know how long they fucked like that, but after a while, James moved and manhandled Heather into a kneeling position, then pushed her over onto all fours. I was so focused on him positioning himself behind her, his hands on her hips as he shoved himself into her, that I never noticed Heather’s hand reaching out and taking my cock, and I jumped slightly at her touch.
Heather giggled, the sound relaxing me slightly and remembering that she was my wife I stepped closer so she could suck me as James fucked her. She seemed almost expert at this. How much of this sort of thing had she really done during that crazy weekend where she went wild after learning of my indiscretions with Mel?
It felt so good, even more intense than a normal blowjob because I could her feel the motions of James fucking her. As he rammed into her hard, Heather would be pushed forward, sometimes gagging on me, but never complaining. When she groaned and moaned in pleasure, the vibrations on my cock felt incredible. I just hoped James came before me so I could have a go at her cunt too.
It seemed to go so quickly. James rammed her hard until Heather had to stop sucking me.
“Oh, God!” she wailed as she came, but James didn’t let up. One black hand on her shoulder, the other on her hip he banged into her, keeping her orgasming for a couple of minutes, then he gave her two or three more stuttering pumps, and came himself, burying himself one final time inside her, then withdrawing to sit back on the bed.
Heather slumped forward, getting her breath back and I couldn’t help but be curious as to what her pussy looked like with James’s cum running from it. The sight of it, his juices on her thigh and in the crack of her ass made me almost cum myself. I leaned over her face and she opened her mouth willingly. I’d been hoping to fuck her cunt, but I was on the edge. I shoved my cock right into her mouth, making her gag and blew my load straight away.
The all-new slutty Heather never complained. As I pulled out, she swallowed the cum and smiled at me like the cat that got the cream. In a way, she had! It was all pretty surreal. Heather laughed in a sort of contented, satisfied way which set all three of us giggling like naughty school kids. James got dressed soon after, gave Heather a kiss and asked to see her again soon. Then he shook my hand and thanked me for a fun time, and left. It was all so casual, it felt weird, but kind of great at the same time.
“Enjoy that?” Heather said as she got dressed later. She’d kissed me and showered, telling me how her pussy felt all sore from such a good fucking, which only served to make me horny again, and as I admitted it had, I pulled her back onto the bed, undressed her one more time and made amazing, lazy ‘second time’ love to her.
Afterward, we both had a nap, until I woke and just stared at my wife, asleep next to me. Just a few months ago, this would have seemed incomprehensible, being in this type of relationship, but here we were. Having a second stab at our relationship, and entering a whole new world with all kinds of possibilities in front of us. I actually felt happy and blessed.
But things were about to take one final twist…




Chapter 3
It was a little over a month later when the situation finally developed further. Heather had fucked James again twice in that time - once with me present, and once alone with him while I was at work, but with my blessing. Heather really enjoyed telling all about it when I got home that night, and to be honest I enjoyed it just as much, both the anticipation of what was happening back home while I was trying to work, knowing that they were fucking, and then the revelation of all the dirty details that Heather whispered in my ear as we had crazy, animalistic sex that night.
Things seemed good and stable if different but it wasn’t to remain like that for long. I drove home one night after an ordinary day at work and as I passed Steven and Mel’s house I saw the ambulance. I slowed down, naturally curious as to what was going on and then I saw Ray on a stretcher being put into the back by the paramedics.
Even though I couldn’t stand the guy after what he’d done, I didn’t wish him any harm, so I pulled the car over to find out what I could and see if there was anything I could do to help. As I got out, I noticed Mel in the front doorway, talking to a policeman. She saw me too, and when I took a step towards her, she shook her head and put her finger and thumb to her ear and mouth in an ‘I’ll call you,’ gesture.
I mouthed the word ‘Okay’ at her, and went home, but my mind was spinning. What had happened? I told Heather and we both ended up speculating for an hour until the phone finally rang.
“Hey,” it was Mel.
“What’s going on?” I asked, “Are you okay?”
Heather was looking at me, and when I told her it was Mel she narrowed her eyes but didn’t say anything. Obviously, there was still ill will between her and the woman I had cheated with, but with the developments since Heather couldn’t cause too much of an argument. She didn’t take her eyes off me though as we spoke.
“Everything’s a terrible mess,” Mel sobbed down the line to me.
“Slow down,” I said, wanting to help, but not wanting to sound too sympathetic for my wife’s benefit. “Tell me everything.”
“Me and Ray,” Mel started, “We’ve well... you know...”
“What?” I said, genuinely surprised. “You’ve been seeing him?”
“Things have been difficult,” she tried to explain, “I thought Ray would just be happy with the odd blowjob to keep quiet but he wanted more, and to be honest, I missed you and Ray sort of stepped in and filled the void...” She trailed off, “I’m sorry. I don’t quite know how to explain it. It just happened.”
“It’s all right,” I reassured her, still surprised at this new development. “You don’t have to apologize to me, do you?” Things were starting to come together now. I guessed what had happened just as she started to explain.
“Steven found out,” I stated.
“Yes,” Mel confirmed, “Worse, he walked in on us, while we were in bed together.”
“Funny that,” I said, remembering how I’d done the exact same thing. I was guessing that Mel hadn’t been with a black guy as well though.
“It’s far from funny!” she shouted down the line at me. “Steven went mad. He smashed the room up, then Ray. You saw him going in the ambulance!”
“Shit, I’m sorry,” I apologised. “Is Steven in trouble?” I wasn’t that bothered if Ray was okay, to be honest. The guy deserved nothing less. I felt slightly less of a man than Steven. Perhaps I should have done the same thing to him and the black guy when I caught Heather with them.
“It seems Ray is conscious now and is going to be okay. The police have spoken with him and he said he started it,” Mel sounded relieved but still upset, “He’s not pressing charges.”
“Well, that’s good,” I managed to say, “But where does it leave you and Steven?”
Heather was looking at me with a puzzled expression and I took a moment to briefly tell her what had happened. She raised her eyebrows but didn’t comment.
“Did you just tell Heather?” Mel said when I’d finished, “She’s there?”
“Yes, she knows everything,” I replied. My mind was whirling at where this was all going to lead. What an incredibly tangled web we had weaved between us.
“Wow,” Mel gasped, “Well, things are definitely a bit weird now, aren’t they?”
“You could say that,” I half chuckled.
“Steven is so angry at me,” Mel started crying again. “I’ve fucked everything up. I’ve lost you, I’ve lost him, I’ve lost everything and...”
“Has he said that?” I butted in. “Has Steven said he’s leaving you?” That would hardly be fair, seeing as he’d been fucking my wife just a few weeks ago. Should I tell poor Mel? She seemed to be the one who was suffering the most from all this, perhaps besides poor bruised Ray.
“No,” Mel said, “He’s gone out for a drink. I’m worried what he’ll say when he comes home though.”
I stopped to think for a moment, and then relayed the information to Heather for her opinion. She was involved in all of this, after all.
“I think she should know,” Heather said after she’d spent a moment in thought too. “In fact, I think Steven and her should know everything. And I mean everything.”
“What time are you expecting him home?” I asked.
“I don’t know,” Mel said quietly, “It could be anytime I suppose?”
“Me and Heather are coming over. Put the kettle on.”
“Okay,” Mel said after hesitating for a few seconds, “If you’re sure?”
“We’re sure,” I included Heather to let Mel know that me and Heather were together in this.
“See you shortly then,“ Mel sounded nervous, “And thank you.”
“You’re welcome,” I said before I hung up, and then turned to Heather. Are you sure about this?”
“We’re sure,” she said, with a reassuring smile.
- - -
Fifteen minutes later we were knocking on Mel’s door, and she welcomed us in. Two coffees were waiting for us, and she passed them to us, avoiding my eyes for some reason, but glancing nervously at Heather.
Finally, when we were all sitting down, we began to talk. Heather and Mel both spoke at once.
“Look,” said Heather, at exactly the same moment Mel started to apologise to her.
“I’m sorry...Oh-” she paused as Heather spoke too, “Sorry, Heather, you go first.”
“You’re sorry?” Heather said. My gorgeous wife had her arms crossed across her chest, pushing her ample bust up and showing some of her freckled 36D cleavage. I shouldn’t be thinking such things at a time like this, but it suddenly hit me how bizarre this was. My wife and my ex-mistress are in the same room. Both so sexy and so hot. What was I thinking? How had I got myself involved in such a mess? My cock stirred in my pants. Oh yes, that was how.
“Yes, I’m sorry,” Mel said. Her bright blue eyes were pink-rimmed from crying and her short, dark hair was messed up. Rather inappropriately I thought it was a hot look and I realised I was a lucky guy to have fucked both these women.
“Fair enough,” Heather said, pushing her curly red hair out of her face to stare at Mel for a moment. The petite brunette couldn’t hold her gaze. I wondered what Heather was thinking. Did she feel even - she’d fucked Mel’s husband too? “What’s done is done, we can’t go back and change anything, can we?”
“No,” sighed Mel, “I never meant to affect your marriage. I am sorry. Now, look what’s happened. Karma’s a bitch, huh?”
“I guess,” Heather said, giving Mel a sad smile. “But look, if we can get through it, so can you and Steven?”
“You think?” said Mel, just as Steven walked in. He stopped short when he entered the room where we were sitting, and his eyes opened just a little bit wider when he saw Heather sitting there.
“What’s going on?” he asked, surprised, then realised his rudeness. “I’m sorry. Hello. How are you?”
“We’re fine, thanks,” I said, as coolly as I could to another guy who had fucked my wife behind my back.
“They’re here to talk,” Mel explained, “You know Heather and Paul, yes?”
“I do,” Steven said, giving Heather a nervous glance again, “Talk about what?”
“We know all about Ray,” I began to explain. “We’re on your side. There’s stuff you should know.”
“You don’t know the half of it, that guy...” Steven started but Heather interrupted.
“We know more than you think,” my wife said, “As you well know, Steven.” Steven blinked and stared at her. Mel looked puzzled. “Don’t you think we should just get everything out in the open?”
Mel hesitated, and Steven too, then they both turned to each other as if to speak, but neither said anything so I decided to explain, at risk to myself. Steven was a big guy but it was better if everything was out in the open.
“I’m going to tell you something now,” I said. “Don’t freak out, okay?”
“Fire away,” Steven said, eyeing me carefully.
“I’m going to make a coffee,” Mel said, but I told her to wait and she sat back down, grimacing at what she knew I was going to reveal.
“This is all so complicated, but I’ll try and make it brief,” I took a deep breath, “I know you’ve fucked Heather...”
“What?” squeaked Mel as Steven buried his head in his hands, but I ignored her and carried on.
“And I’ve fucked Mel too - before Ray,” I paused waiting for a reaction, but Steven just shook his head in disbelief, then sat there with his face in his hands while me and Heather explained the full story. I told him how Mel and I had first got together as fuck buddies, purely no-strings sex, how Ray had caught us and then blackmailed Mel into sucking him. Mel took over, recounting how I’d told her the truth and how she’d ended up fucking Ray out of anger. Then she told a shocked Mel how Ray had introduced her to group sex, and how she’d embraced the whole thing but been shocked when Steven turned up as one of Ray’s friends to fuck her.
“You did it to get back at me,” Mel surmised bitterly, and Heather nodded.
“So, finish the story,” Steven said quietly to his wife, and Mel explained to us all how she’d been blackmailed into sucking Ray off regularly but then somehow found herself enjoying it and how it had led to her having sex with him. “So have you fucked every guy on the street too?”
Heather objected to that. “I haven’t fucked THAT many guys!” she spluttered but when Steven raised an eyebrow at her, she added with a rueful laugh, “Well, okay then, maybe I have.”
Mel couldn’t help but laugh too, but turned to her husband with a serious face, “No, I haven’t. The only person I’ve slept with is Ray. I haven’t slept with Paul since it all started, have I?”
I shook my head. “I’m sorry, Steven,” I offered my hand. “I did wrong by fucking Mel behind your back, but let’s be honest, you’ve got your own back. You’re no angel, are you?” Steven shook his head but didn’t say anything. “I cheated on my wife, she cheated on you, but then you cheated on Mel too. You fucked Heather, knowing she was married to me and did it behind Mel’s back before you knew any of this had gone on.”
“I’m no better than you or Mel,” he said, “I just got so fucking angry. I didn’t see it coming.”
Mel went and got more drinks while we talked it over, and they both asked how we had gotten through all of this, to still be together. I admitted to finding Heather sleeping with other guys a turn on, and she confessed to enjoying the extra sex. It was embarrassing but we were being open and honest and trying to deal with this fucked-up situation the best way we could, so it all came out.
“The real villain here is Ray,” Heather said and we all agreed, “But we’re all guilty in a way too.”
“He’s been dealt with though,” Steven said, “And now that everything's out in the open, he can’t do anything to any of us anymore.” He turned to Mel, “You don’t still want to fuck him, do you?”
“No,” she said, “I just did it because I suppose I needed something more. Something exciting.” Mel was blushing furiously like Heather had been when she had given her confessions of what she’d been up to.
“So you don’t want us to split up?” Steven asked, and Mel shook her head. I felt a bit weird, listening to them talk like that, but I was involved in all of this just as Mel was. Just as they were in our situation too.
“Can we put all of this behind us?” Heather asked.
“We can try,” said Mel with hope in her eyes, looking at her husband, who then took her in his arms and they embraced. Heather and I smiled at each other. Things were going to work out for them, I was sure.
When they stopped kissing, Mel looked at Heather. “Are you going to carry on doing what you’re doing? Or is it all over now?”
“What I’m doing?” Heather smiled, the blush spreading to her cheeks again. “What WE are doing, you mean? Paul is just as into it as I am.”
“Are you?” Steven asked, interestedly and then we had a discussion on how I felt about seeing Heather with another guy. It was my turn to blush, but I tried to be honest and candid about things, although I did ask Steven and Mel to keep quiet on all of this and respect our privacy. Steven replied that we had enough on them to be able to trust them and so for the next half-hour or so we discussed the merits of our 'new lifestyle’ as well as the reasons which had led us all four to straying. Mel’s was simply excitement. She hadn’t slept with many guys before Steven and had enjoyed the excitement of things. With Steven and me both, it was the same, we were guys caught up in the routine-ness of long-term relationship sex. An opportunity had presented itself for some fun, and we’d both taken it. Heather’s motivation was different, anger and revenge, but then she’d come to discover another, more sexual, side of herself and was exploring it, as was I.
“It feels strange,” said Steven to me, “I’m sitting here, talking to you but knowing you’ve fucked my wife. And you’re the same - although I’ve only had Heather once, whereas you and Mel... well, it makes me wonder what things you did?”
“Well we might have done it a lot, but we never did anything as extreme as a gangbang like you did,” Mel said wryly, “So you’ve got one up on us!”
“That’s true,” Heather said, “You’re missing out Mel, you should try it. It’s quite an experience.”
Heather was talking half in jest, but Mel replied sincerely that she wouldn’t mind, giving Steven a wink as she did so.
“I have to say I enjoyed it too,” Steven said, “It was pretty intense.” Heather blushed and he grinned at her and then turned to me. “Your wife is quite something, she’s got a gorgeous body.”
“Hey!” exclaimed Mel, “I am here you know?”
I helped him out. “Thank you, but Mel is pretty awesome too. Your wife is awesome in bed.” I turned to Heather, “As are you, darling, don’t worry.”
“I’m not worried,” Heather said, but she folded her arms and gave me a mock glare.
“So are you serious?” Steven asked Mel as me and Heather laughed at each other, “About trying a threesome or something?”
Mel looked around at us, her cheeks burning up with embarrassment. “I don’t know. Would you like me to?”
Steven shrugged, “I’d try it if you wanted to. We obviously need to do something different. There must be something missing for both of us to have ended up here, so why not?”
Mel looked at Heather. “Should I?”
Heather shrugged too. “It’s up to you if the idea turns you on and everyone is consenting then why not? But I can’t advise you, Mel, it’s your relationship, your body.” Then she looked at me. “Paul? Do you miss fucking Mel?”
Shit. What did I answer to that question? I went with the truth. “Yes, I suppose I do, but obviously, things are different now with Steven knowing and everything.”
“Fuck this,” said Steven suddenly. “Why don’t we just go upstairs right now?”
“What?” Mel and I said in unison. Heather just sat there laughing to herself.
“Well, come on,” Steven chuckled, “You and Mel loved fucking each other. That’s obvious. I fancy the arse off Heather and enjoyed fucking her, and if I’m honest, I’d love another shot at her. Heather came like a wailing banshee when I screwed her, so I’m guessing she kind of liked it too.” When Heather nodded, he smiled and continued. “So it makes sense, let’s just go and get this out of our system.”
“Now?” I asked. Was this really happening?
Steven didn’t reply, he just offered his hand to Heather, who took it and then led her up the stairs. Mel and I looked at each other for a moment.
“Well?” I asked and in answer, she took my hand and led me up the stairs after our spouses.
Steven and Heather were already in the bedroom and didn’t even give us a second glance. Steven lifted Heather’s top over her head, while she unbuckled his jeans.
“I don’t know if I can do this,” said Mel quietly to me.
“We don’t have to do anything you don’t want to?” I said softly to her, and then she leaned in and kissed me.
“Okay,” she said, and kissed me again, “I just don’t know what to do.”
Steven was down to his boxer shorts and Heather just in her underwear as they got on the bed together and started kissing. Steven’s hand fumbled with my wife’s bra strap, taking a few seconds but finally unclipping it so her big breasts spilled free. His hands went to them, cupping and squeezing as they kissed, and Heather’s hand was at the front of his shorts, rubbing his obvious erection.
“This feels weird,” Mel giggled, “Watching them.” We sat on the end of the bed, holding hands but we didn’t do anything just yet. Steven stopped kissing Heather long enough to pull her panties down then kicked off his shorts to reveal quite an impressive hard cock, probably slightly bigger than mine. Mel was right, this was weird, but it also felt so horny and exciting. I began to kiss Mel’s neck, eliciting a moan from her as we watched Steven’s hand run all over my wife’s body, groping and fingering her before he slid down and buried his face in her tits.
“Oh, God,” gasped Heather, her eyes meeting mine for a second, then she closed them and let her head fall back on the bed as Steven moved further south and began to lick her bald pussy.
I unbuttoned Mel’s top and took it off as she watched her husband go down on my wife. Mel’s hand roamed to the front of my trousers, feeling my hardness as Steven moved upwards. It was Heather’s turn to take him in her mouth now, sucking him eagerly as Steven knelt over her.
I took my shirt and trousers off and Mel stripped too. We kissed, taking each other’s underwear off and joining them on the bed properly just as Steven got between Heather’s legs and shoved his cock inside her.
“Oh yeah, fuck me,” Heather whispered, but loudly enough for me and Mel to hear.
“You filthy fucking slut,” Steven said softly to her as his ass began to move up and down between her thighs.
Mel’s eyes opened wide when she heard him cursing, but I just smiled. Heather loved dirty talk. “Do you want to be a slut too, Mel?” I asked her quietly and she nodded shyly, so I slid down, biting her small, pink nipples gently, making her shudder and then kissing and licking her cunt. She was already sopping wet, and I noticed that she’d trimmed her black pubes into a thin landing strip, probably at Ray’s request.
The problem with licking Mel was that I couldn’t see what was going on next to us on the bed. I moved and offered Mel my cock, which she willing began to suck on, just as eagerly as Heather had with Steven’s. Now I could see everything. What an amazing experience this was. I was being sucked by one of the hottest girls on the block, while her husband fucked my wife in front of me. Heather moved onto all fours, Steven getting behind her and holding her hips while he fucked her hard. It wasn’t the first time I’d seen her get fucked but it was certainly the most exciting yet.
“Your turn,” I said to Mel, and she opened her legs for me. Steven saw that we were going to fuck, and he paused for a second to watch me push my cock into Mel’s slit.
“Damn,” he said under his breath. “I’m married to a slut too.”
“You are,” I replied with a disarming smile at him, “A hot filthy slut just like my Heather.”
“Fuck her really good for me,” he whispered, looking down at my cock buried in his wife. I was kneeling up, holding Mel’s legs apart by the ankles so that he could see everything. I knew it was a turn on for me to actually see the guy’s cock sliding in and out of Heather and I wanted to see if he felt the same. Steven watched, hardly fucking Heather, mesmerised at the sight of his wife’s cunt being taken by another man, then he seemed to remember what he was doing, and turned his attention back to Heather.
“This is fucked up, but I need it,” he said, almost to himself, and then he began to fuck her really hard and fast, so I did the same with Mel. Before long, both of our wives were moaning and the sound was quite intoxicating and thrilling. But then it got even better.
Totally unexpectedly, Mel’s hand reached out to cup Heather’s hanging breast, swinging below her as Steven fucked her doggy style. Heather looked surprised but didn’t say anything and Mel got more adventurous, feeling and then moving sideways slightly to kiss and suck my wife’s nipple as I fucked her.
“Holy shit,” I gasped, feeling myself suddenly get a whole lot more turned on at this surprise development. I looked at Steven and his eyes were as wide as mine felt.
“I’m going to cum in your wife,” he said, and when I didn’t object he gave Heather two or three more hard pumps then groaned out loud as he filled her with his cum.
I kept fucking Mel, enjoying the sight of his cum dribble out of Heather’s cunt as he laid down to relax and watch me screw Mel. Heather lay down too, so I decided to perhaps give them something to see, moving Mel on to all fours as Heather had been. My wife smiled at me, and put a hand between her legs, rubbing her clit as she watched me start to screw the lovely, petite brunette from behind.
Mel’s hand reached forward, again unexpectedly as Heather moved hers so that Mel could touch her. Mel’s finger slipped into her, pulling out a long string of her husband’s cum, then she began to work Heather’s clit in little circles and Heather’s eyes closed again in pleasure, and then she cried out as she came on Mel’s finger.
Well, that was it. I couldn’t contain myself any longer. I fucked Mel as hard as I could for the last few moments, then pushed myself deep into her and emptied my balls inside her pussy.
What an orgasm I had. My back arched as I came hard, then I sagged onto the bed, out of breath, but the show wasn’t quite over yet.
When I opened my eyes and looked over, I saw that Mel and Heather were kissing. Mel was laid on her back, and Heather was laid half-over her, her hands between the other’s legs, her finger working Mel’s clit like hers had been a few minutes before. Steven and I glanced at each other and we shared an astonished smile, before watching Heather work Mel’s cunt into an orgasm. The lithe brunette’s hips pumped forward as she came, and she grunted quietly, burying her face into my wife’s shoulder until the orgasm had subsided.
Afterward, there were a few minutes of silence, and then we all burst into fits of giggles and laughter. What the hell had just happened?
It could have gone one of two ways: either quite awkwardness and regret, but it went the other; we totally embraced it and acted as though what had just occurred was the most natural thing in the world. None of us had expected Mel and Heather to do what they had done at the end, but as for the rest of it, we had already all fucked each other before, so it just felt... right.
The big question now was though, where did we go from here?
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