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Your Next Hotwife

Vivienne inadvertently discovers husband Lee’s laptop still logged on after he leaves for a work trip. The scantily clad women on the webpage pique her curiosity. Thinking she might be able to give him a sexy treat if she knows what sort of porn he watches, she takes a closer look.

Then her world collapses.

It isn’t a porn site - it’s a contact forum. Lee’s been moonlighting as a bull for couples who live the hotwife/cuckold lifestyle. Not only are there sexy women offering him their bodies, he’s also getting requests from husbands to satisfy their wives’ carnal desires.

About to call Lee and tell him not to bother coming home ever again, Viv realises this confrontation needs to be done face to face. The inevitable denials and elaborate lies would hurt her even more. So she comes up with a good old honeytrap plan.

She registers as ‘Brandy’ and sends a request saying, ‘Let me be your next hotwife’.  When he turns up at the hotel, there’ll be no way for him to try and sweet-talk his way out of his duplicity.

But there’s something Vivienne hasn’t considered: the forum has many bulls looking for sexy hotwives to service…
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Chapter 1

Vivienne was clearing away the plates in the kitchen when she heard Lee run down the stairs and drop his overnight bag in the hall.

He pushed open the door and looked at her with a harried expression. “Sorry, I’m running late.”

“I know.”

“Text you later.” He flashed her a smile and left.

The front door banged and, moments later, his car pulled off the drive. She shook her head, smiling. He was like a thirty-three-year-old teenager. For a guy who spent at least one night a week travelling for work, her husband was the world’s worst planner. For every trip, he was either rushing to catch the train or had forgotten to take something. It was embarrassing how many times he’d had to go out and buy himself a toothbrush, underwear or a shirt because he’d not packed them.

She carried her coffee through to the living room, where she saw his discarded sweater and some important-looking papers on the couch. She skim-read the typed report on which he’d scribbled figures in the margins. Hopefully, this wasn’t another thing he should have taken with him. A pair of his trainers were on the floor by the chair. Sighing, she grabbed all of his detritus and took it upstairs. His sweater she folded into a bedroom drawer and the trainers went into the wardrobe. Then she took his papers through into the smallest bedroom that he used as an office. As she went to drop the report on the desk, she heard the fan of his laptop. He’d left it turned on, which was something he rarely did.

When she touched the laptop lid to close it, the screen came to life. The displayed web page showed several images of ladies in stockings and suspender belts, and she blinked in surprise. She had no problem with her husband surfing porn if that’s what he wanted to do, but she couldn’t understand why he’d felt the need to do so with so little time before his train. Why not take his laptop with him to the hotel? Or simply watch the porn on his phone?

Vivienne wondered if this meant he thought their sex life was no longer exciting enough. While this hurt—she still loved what they did together in bed—part of her wanted to know what sort of things he felt he needed to see. Curiosity piqued, she unplugged the laptop and carried it back downstairs before her coffee grew cold.

Something about the idea of Lee watching porn appealed to her, though she was disappointed he hadn’t suggested they watch it together. Perhaps discovering his kinks might give her some ideas on how to scratch his itch. As she picked up her coffee, she mused that if he'd developed a liking for stockings and suspenders, that was an easy fix. She’d be more than happy to wear them more often, flashing her stocking-tops whenever she wanted his attention.

As she placed her finger on the touchpad and hovered over different headings, a sinking feeling seeped into her stomach.

This wasn’t porn.

It was a hook-up site for arranging meet-ups for sex. She put her cup back down on the table and studied the screen more closely.

The tagline at the top of the homepage spelled it out in garish pink letters: ‘Where Hotwives come to find the Bulls to make them come!’

Vivienne was familiar with the terms—not only was she a voracious reader of erotic romance novels, she also worked for a small independent publisher—but she couldn’t understand why Lee would have this site open.

Surely he wasn’t planning to book a guy as a surprise for her…

A hot spike of anger stabbed her—Lee was advertising his services.

Vivienne quickly found the link to his message folder and clicked it open. There was a long list of names, mostly women’s. She clicked on a random one from someone calling herself Shaz. There were several exchanges between Shaz and LB.

LB? Their surname was Kirk, so what did the B stand for? Bull? Vivienne clicked to open the first message.

Hey LB – Love your profile pic. I attach a link to my private Insta gallery. Have a look thru and let me know if you’d be interested in a playdate. Shaz xx

The link took Vivienne to a homepage showing a pornographic montage of a thirty-something woman with bleached blonde hair and numerous tattoos. She was either naked or only partly dressed in every photo and engaged in some sort of sex act in at least half of them. Even though the men’s faces had been blanked out with grey circles, body shapes and shades of skin made it clear that none of the images featured the same man. A quick count showed Shaz having sex of some description with nine different men. In three of the photos she had her mouth stretched around a guy’s cock, and five others showed the men buried balls-deep inside her. The final picture, from which Shaz could only be recognised by the tattoo of a rose just above the bikini line, showed her being doubly penetrated.

Vivienne returned to the message box to see LB’s reply.

Hi Shaz - Great snaps.

Would love a playdate. Where are you based?

Vivienne’s heart thumped in her chest as she chewed the inside of her lower lip. The date in his message was the sixth of February last year, which meant that for at least sixteen months, her husband had been seeing other women for sex. She found the oldest message from someone calling herself Wanton Wench, dated three years ago.

Three fucking years of lies.

Vivienne spent the next twenty minutes with her stomach in knots as she read through all the correspondence. Most were messages from women, but a few were from husbands asking LB if he’d be interested in having sex with their wives.

LB’s messages hurt more than the women’s. It was hard to see him telling them how sexy they looked in the pictures, and how much he looked forward to getting his hands on their bodies. It was even harder to accept that her husband was LB.

Deep down, she knew he was.

Exploring the website, she soon found his profile page. There were several photos of him and, even though none of them showed his face, Vivienne recognised him immediately. Definitive confirmation came from the second picture, showing the mole on his inner left forearm. She started to count the number of women he’d had dates with. Several names appeared more than once. Julie J seemed to email every six months. Shaz had also contacted him again a few months after the first batch of messages. Some of the senders had just initials or random words as their username, so the only way to pin down exactly how many women he’d met up with would involve a lot of reading and cross-referencing. She wasn’t that dedicated to uncovering the precise details of his duplicity. A quick count of different senders showed twenty-nine.

She slumped back, closed her eyes and blew the air out of her lungs. A numbness had crept through her body.

Her husband of seven years was a bull to a long list of women, and yet she’d been completely blind to it. How could she have been so stupid? Taking into account the ones he’d seen more than once, he’d probably fucked a different woman at least once a month for almost half of their married life.

For all she knew, this might be just one of several sites he used to get dates. Maybe he’d been fucking other women for a lot longer. Maybe he’d been doing it for the entire time they’d known each other.

The battery icon on the laptop screen began to flash. Vivienne dashed upstairs for the charger-lead. Once she’d plugged it in, she carried her cold coffee into the kitchen and poured it down the sink. Then she went to the fridge and took out the vodka Lee kept there. She poured herself a large measure and carried it back to the couch.

She’d never be able to believe anything he said ever again. Was Lee really travelling on company business tonight, or was he seeing one of his women? She tried to remember where he’d said he was going. Was it Peterborough? Northampton? Maybe he hadn’t actually mentioned his destination. She’d stopped asking a while back. Now she saw they were the perfect cover for all his extramarital escapades.

Even though a part of her didn’t want to know, she made herself go through his more recent messages. The latest had arrived three days ago. The username was C&C, and it had obviously been written by the husband because the opening line was, I have a sexy wife who wants you to fuck her while I watch. Numerous photos were attached but Vivienne didn’t bother to open them.

Lee’s reply had been sent earlier that evening: a simple message confirming he’d be up for a playdate and asking what part of the country they were based in. As if that mattered. He could go anywhere and tell his stupid wife it was a work trip.

Vivienne took another gulp of her drink and was surprised that it was now empty. Sipping at a generous refill, she sat in silence and wondered what she was going to do about Lee’s secret life.

She’d been so naïve for so long, and the revelation hurt. It wasn’t the sort of hurt she’d expected to feel on discovering her partner had been unfaithful. She didn’t mourn the loss of trust they’d once shared, or the fact that he’d been sharing the sort of intimacy with other women that should have been reserved for only her. Strangely, she didn’t even feel the sharp pang of jealousy. What hurt her the most was that he’d maintained this deception for so long without her even suspecting. She’d always considered their sex-life to be wonderful, but evidently Lee didn’t agree. Why else would he need to see other women?

Returning to the home page, she clicked on account information and went down to settings. It gave an option to reset the password but didn’t actually show what the old password was.

She paused, wondering why she wanted to know it. What was she thinking? Surely the obvious thing for her to do would be to phone him now while he was making his way to wherever—for a client or a hotwife—and tell him to not bother coming home. So why would she need the password? Did she intend to keep schtum and follow his conquests by stealthily reading the messages he exchanged with other women and their husbands?

Letting out a long sigh, she went back to the messages with the intention of reading them in chronological order. By the time she’d got to the third one, she realised it’d take hours, and she’d likely forget all the details anyway. So she restarted from the first, emailing herself a screenshot of every single message. The laptop was password protected; as soon as it locked, she wouldn’t get access to this information again. She’d only seen it tonight because she’d accidentally touched the screen so soon after Lee had sent his last message.

It took over an hour to transfer everything. Once completed, she made sure to delete all the evidence from his sent files history. She put his laptop and charger back where she’d found them, then opened her own Thinkpad, created a folder, then moved all of the messages there. Then she password-protected the folder.

Though the idea of another vodka appealed, her head was already a little fuzzy. She settled down on the couch with a glass of orange juice and read every single message. There was often quite a bit of discussion before each meeting and occasionally a brief follow-up after the date had taken place.

Vivienne was surprised to see how often the women’s husbands made the initial contact. Some were quite specific about what they wanted from the playdate, though others said they’d be happy just to let events unfold spontaneously. A lot of intimate details were discussed and, for some strange reason, Vivienne felt guilty for reading them. Some husbands insisted on condoms being used while others asked if it would be acceptable to forgo them.

She read the back-and-forths about what was requested and required in each case. The messages confirmed that over the course of the last three years, he’d participated in vaginal, oral and anal sex with dozens of women. Apparently he’d provided several facials and creampies, too.

Reading on, she saw he’d also been involved in things they’d never done together as a couple.

On at least three occasions, LB and the husband had both fucked the hotwife at the same time. On another date, Lee and another bull had shared a woman while her husband watched.

Maybe a third vodka wouldn’t be a terrible idea.

The ping from her phone announced the arrival of a text. It was Lee saying he’d arrived in Leicester. Vivienne had no idea if he really was in Leicester. Nor did she know if he was there as part of his job or because he was seeing another woman. But she did know that tonight hadn’t been arranged through the website she’d spent the last two hours browsing.

Instead of confronting him immediately, she sent a short reply wishing him goodnight, relieved that he’d sent a text rather than calling her. Before she was ready to shout and throw things, she needed to process what she’d learned and let her thoughts percolate.

Or fester.

───Ξ───
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Chapter 2

Vivienne had a restless night and overslept the following morning. By the time she’d showered and dressed, there was no time for breakfast, so she decided she would call for a coffee and pastry on her walk from the station to the office. She sat on the train and mulled over last night’s discovery. Mostly, she was disappointed: partly with herself for not realising this had been going on for so long, but mainly with her husband for feeling the need to see other women to get his kicks.

She felt very little jealousy, perhaps because she’d read enough books about hotwives to know that these women were all in love with their husbands. The bull was simply someone they used. Then again, ‘LB’ had been used more than once by several of the women. So there was the possibility that some kind of bond had developed between them which went beyond the physical.

She got off the train and followed the other commuters through the station and out onto the street. She called at the patisserie as planned but decided to take in coffee and pastries for the rest of the staff. There were only five of them in the office, and she was shocked when the cost came to almost thirty pounds. She obviously hadn’t thought that through.

Everyone was grateful, and their smiles went some way to cheering Vivienne up. She was proofing a sci-fi novella for a client who wrote under the pseudonym Clement Zoob. His characters’ names alone were enough to upgrade her mild hangover to a full-scale migraine. Why did sci-fi authors think up such weird and wonderful names if they couldn’t be bothered to spell them the same way throughout the manuscript?

Her colleague Martha suggested lunch in the café overlooking the ornamental gardens, so the two of them left a little earlier than usual to make sure they got an outside table.

“You okay, Viv?” Martha asked as they were browsing the menus.

She forced a smile. “Yeah, I’m just a bit dizzy from correcting all Clem’s typos. One of his Skylan princesses was called Ezbrelia, Ezbelia and Ezberlia within three pages.” She shook her head in disgust. “Just call her Ezb and be done with it, Clem!”

Martha giggled. “What do you fancy, then?”

In truth, Vivienne had no appetite. As the morning had progressed, she’d found herself getting more and more angry about what Lee had been doing. She ordered a chicken and brie panini and only half-listened to Martha’s description of the manuscript she was working on, then they strolled back to their office.

Lee sent a text in the late afternoon to let her know he was on the train and that he’d be home around six-thirty. Although her intention was to avoid a confrontation until she’d decided what to do about the discovery, Vivienne wasn’t sure how she’d react when she actually saw him. Her husband was cheating on her. Maybe what he was doing couldn’t be classed as having an affair as such, but he was definitely still cheating. He was putting his dick in other women. No matter how you looked at it, that was breaking his marriage vows.

Once home, Vivienne changed into shorts and a sleeveless top, made herself a cup of tea and went outside to sit on the patio. As she glanced around at the flowers she’d lovingly planted and watered for the last couple of months, her mind kept filling with images of the women who’d requested LB’s services, and the messages they’d sent him:

Have a look at the photos and let me know if you want some of that action…

I’m always horny, and you’re just what I need…

Hubby wants to watch me ride your wonderful cock…

The messages from the men were much the same:

I have a dirty mind and an even dirtier wife.

Vivienne shook her head. She’d assumed these types of characters only actually existed in the world of fiction. Tea finished, she closed her eyes and enjoyed the early evening sun on her face as she waited for her cheating bastard of a husband to come home.

“Hey.”

She opened her eyes and turned towards the sound of Lee’s voice, surprised she hadn’t heard his car pull into the drive. He was dressed in a smart pair of charcoal trousers and a pale grey, round-necked woollen jumper that emphasised his broad shoulders and flat stomach. His blue eyes twinkled from beneath dark eyebrows, and his cheeks dimpled when he smiled at her. An ache developed in her gut.

“Catching the last of the day’s sunshine?” He bent and kissed her cheek.

“Yeah, something like that.” She forced a smile. “How was Northampton?”

“I wouldn’t know. I’ve been in Leicester.”

“Oh yeah, sorry. When you get around so much it’s hard to keep track.” She nodded over at the side of the house. “I didn’t hear your car.”

“Next door are having something delivered and there’s a big truck blocking our gate. The driver offered to move it, but I said it wasn’t a problem. I’ll bring the car in later.” He frowned at her. “Are you okay? You look kind of…” He narrowed his eyes and shrugged, genuine concern showing in his handsome face.

“I’ve had a migraine all afternoon. I’m copyediting a sci-fi book that’s unearthly rather than out of this world.”

“Have you taken anything? Want me to get you some paracetamol?”

She shook her head. “I was thinking a bath and a bottle of wine might help.”

He laughed. “Yeah, I suppose that’d be much better. I’ll go and change.”

Vivienne watched him disappear through the back door. She let out a long sigh, then looked around her garden. They’d spent a lot of money and energy getting this the way they wanted it, and now…

And now, what?

From somewhere deep in the abyss of her subconscious, a stark revelation floated up to the surface. She could lose it all. Husband, house, and home. Her life as she knew it may already have started the long, painful journey towards the divorce courts.

She wiped away a tear, took a deep, steadying breath and carried her cup into the kitchen. After choosing a bottle of red wine from the rack and a glass from the cupboard, she headed upstairs. Lee emerged barefoot from the bedroom in shorts and a t-shirt just as she reached the landing. She remembered the photos of his body on the website and walked into the bathroom without meeting his eye. While the bath was running, she went into the bedroom to undress. Through the window she saw Lee sitting on the patio chair she’d used earlier, looking as chilled as the bottle of water in his hand. She glared at him for a few seconds before going to turn the taps off. The air was thick with steam and bubbles completely covered the surface of the water.

It took a couple of minutes to get used to the temperature before she was able to lie back. Within seconds, her lip trembled. Tears filled her eyes and overflowed down her cheeks. She sobbed quietly for a couple of minutes before taking a deep breath, clenching her jaw and reaching for her wine. She took a long swig and lay back again.

She couldn’t go on as if everything were normal. Lee had already noticed a change in her demeanour, and she couldn’t feign a migraine every day. Obviously, she’d have to confront him. She had all the evidence she needed but, for some ridiculous reason, she felt guilty about the way she’d discovered his secret. It wasn’t even as if she’d been snooping, but the longer she left it, the harder it was going to be to tell him that. What she needed was a plan.

She emptied her glass with another long gulp. The idea of a tearful fight repulsed her. Considering how long they’d been together, they hardly ever argued. Their last row was while they were wallpapering the hall, stairs and landing. They’d gotten so angry with each other that they’d hired a decorator to finish it and went away for the weekend instead. She smiled at the memory of them making love in a secluded wood and Lee saying it was more fun than watching her hang wallpaper. Her tears returned. She refilled her glass and lay back in the water.

She knew that if Lee tried to deny what he was doing, she’d hate him forever. Knowing he was looking her in the eye and taking her for an absolute fool would be even more hurtful than the fact he was shoving his cock into other women. Watching him squirm and trying to wheedle out of it would be unbearable. What she needed was a way to let him know she knew the truth without—

She sat up so quickly, water splashed over the side of the bath and soaked the mat. She’d thought of the perfect plan: a way to confront him that would leave him no wiggle room at all.

She was going to sign-up to the contact website and request a playdate. Then, when he knocked politely on her hotel room door expecting to perform as LB, she’d show him he’d been rumbled.

* * * *

At work the following day, Vivienne approached Martha. She’d remembered that her husband was a keen photographer who did weddings and such.

“Hey,” she said, bending over to keep their conversation private in the small office space. “Does Karl still do his photography?”

Martha nodded. “Why, are you and Lee going to renew your vows or something?”

“No, nothing like that.” Vivienne forced a smile. “I was thinking more along the lines of a few glamour photos to give him as an anniversary surprise.”

Martha’s eyes widened. “You want Karl to photograph you naked?”

“No, of course not.” Vivienne glanced around the office to make sure nobody had overheard, then frowned. “If I were to do that, I certainly wouldn’t ask my friend’s husband. I was thinking more along the lines of a sexy dress, nice shoes and makeup. The raunchiest would involve one or two shots in lingerie.”

Martha blew out her cheeks. “Oh, I’m sure Karl would be very happy to do those.”

“I’ll pay, obviously.”

“I’m pretty sure if it means Karl gets to see you in just your bra and panties, he’ll do it for nothing.”

Vivienne laughed. “Well I’ll pay him anyway. And thank you.”

“When were you thinking?”

Though she wanted to set her plan in motion as soon as possible, she’d need to go shopping first. Lee mustn’t be able to recognise her from the pictures. It was easy enough to blur out her face, but the best way to disguise her body was to wear things Lee had never seen her wear before.

Vivienne realised Martha was still waiting for an answer. “Sorry. Maybe one evening next week?”

“Fine. Come around after work. I’ll make us some supper while you’re having the photos taken.”

“Great, thanks.”

Martha smiled. “I can’t wait to tell Karl.”

Vivienne laughed, relieved that Karl and Lee barely knew each other.

* * * *

When Vivienne got home from work, Lee was bustling around in the kitchen in a tight pair of faded jeans and white t-shirt.

“Hey,” he said, stepping close and kissing her cheek. “Have you remembered I’d promised to spot for Ben at the gym?”

She hadn’t. “No, sorry. When are you leaving, and how long will you be out?”

“Ben should be picking me up in the next few minutes, but I’ll be back by six-thirty.” He nodded towards the fridge. “I’ve cut up the chicken and left it marinating. There’s also a bag of veg for the stir-fry. If you want rice, I can make—”

“No, I’ll be fine.”

Lee never touched carbs. She smiled and headed upstairs to change, putting on a pair of leggings and an over-sized sweatshirt. As she came back downstairs, she heard Ben’s voice in the hallway.

“Hiya Viv.” Ben smiled and held out his arm for a fist bump.

Vivienne returned his with a genuine smile and pressed her tiny knuckles against his boulder of a fist. “Hiya. How are you?”

“I’m good, thanks.” Ben was as tall as Lee, and possibly even broader. He wasn’t married and seemed to spend most of his spare time at the gym. “Just dragging your boy out to make sure I don’t strain anything.”

“Oh, we couldn’t have that.”

He grinned and pulled up the sleeve of his stretchy t-shirt, flexing his impressive arm muscles. “It’ll be just a short, high-intensity session to build these babies up.” He released his sleeve and nodded at Lee. “You can have him back in an hour.”

She smiled, wondering if Lee’s secret life was something he discussed with his friends. In his position, she’d have told nobody. The fewer people who knew, the less chance of it ever getting out. But maybe that was just wishful thinking because she hated the idea of being the last to know.

After they’d left, Vivienne picked up her laptop, opened incognito mode, and visited the contact website. After a brief skim through their terms and conditions, she read up on how to register and build her own profile. It all seemed pretty straightforward. She logged off, then went to make herself a cup of tea while she thought about what to call herself on the website. As she opened the fridge to get the milk, her eyes fell on the bottle of white wine. Maybe she could call herself Chardonnay.

Tea made, she went out onto the patio to drink it. Although the sun was out, the evening wasn’t as warm as yesterday and she was glad for her cosy leggings and sweatshirt. She looked around the flowerbeds for inspiration. Daisy? Iris? Poppy? Petunia? Something about Chardonnay had appealed but it was far too pretentious. Ginny? Sherr—Brandy!

That was it. A smile pulled at her lips as she thought about her new persona. The name felt suitably sexy yet tacky, which was exactly what she needed.

‘Hi, I’m Brandy, as in, be randy.’

Next she needed to decide where she was based. Though Lee had proved he would travel anywhere in the country for a bit of fresh meat, that wouldn’t be so easy for her. She had to be able to meet him without him realising she wasn’t home, so pretending to live in Cornwall wasn’t really an option. Her faux location had to be a maximum of an hour away by car. She opened the maps app on her phone and browsed the surrounding areas, trying to pick somewhere Lee had not yet been from all the messages she’d read.

Restricting the journey to motorways, she noted that west was Liverpool, north was Preston, east was Leeds and south was Birmingham. She decided against Liverpool because she and Lee had spent a lovely weekend there only last year. Birmingham was probably a little too far. She chewed her lip, waiting for inspiration to grab her. As an avid reader, she’d always thought American cities sounded so much more exciting somehow. Like Brandy, which also had an American feel. ‘Hi, I’m Brandy from Phoenix’ sounded so much sexier than ‘Hello, I’m Nora from Huddersfield.’

Deciding to stop worrying about it, she chose Stafford, partly because it was within driving distance, but mainly because she’d never been there in her life. Once she had a few sexy photos to put in her profile, she’d be sending her adulterous bastard of a husband an inviting message:

I’m Brandy, and I’d love to be your next hotwife.

───Ξ───
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Chapter 3

Vivienne was still out in the garden when she heard a car door slam and horn beep as Ben drove away. Lee walked around the side of the house.

“Wait there,” he said as she started to get up. “I’ll shout you when dinner’s cooked.”

She lowered herself back into her chair and smiled her thanks. Her discovery seemed to have sapped her energy. All she wanted to do was sit around and feel sorry for herself.

Several minutes later, Lee stepped out of the back door. “Want to eat outside?”

Vivienne nodded and turned her chair to face the patio table.

Lee placed two bowls on the table and pulled forks from his back pocket. “Do you want a drink with it?”

She pushed her chair back. “I’ll get—”

“No, stay there. I’ll get it when I grab mine.”

She sighed and smiled. “There’s some white wine in the fridge. Could I have a glass of that, please?”

He flashed her his easy smile and went back into the house, returning with her wine and a bottle of water for himself. She thanked him, then picked up her fork and tried the food. It was really good.

“What marinade did you use?” she asked.

“A lime and coconut one I picked up from the little deli in town.”

“Oh.” It was really nice, but she didn’t tell him that.

They ate in silence for a while, then she picked up her wine and looked at him. “So, how was the gym session?”

“Good, though I didn’t do a workout. I was just spotting for Ben.”

“And has he built up his biceps?”

He chuckled. “It was actually his triceps he was concentrating on tonight, but yeah, he worked up quite a sweat and got the burn.”

She laughed and shook her head. “How many muscles does he need?”

“I think he trains so hard it’s like an addiction for him now.” He shrugged, then looked into her face. “So, how are you feeling after today?”

“Sorry?” Her mind raced, wondering how he could know about her arranging the photographing session.

“You said a sci-fi book gave you a migraine yesterday.”

“Oh yeah.” She smiled, relieved. “No, today was better.”

“So no headache?” His eyes twinkled and the corners of his mouth twitched in his cheeky half-smile.

She knew he wanted sex, and for the first time since she’d met him, that thought put a knot in her stomach. Before his cheating had come to light, she’d have rated their sex life as significantly above average. They had sex often, sometimes five times a week, which wasn’t bad considering he was away at least one night. That’s why it had been so hard for her to accept he needed to get his kicks with other women—though it did explain why he needed all the protein drinks and energy bars he consumed.

She picked up her wine again and held his gaze, wondering if she’d be able to stand him touching her.

He broke eye contact and looked around the garden, and she wondered what her expression had been like. She hadn’t intentionally glared, but the way he’d turned away made her remind herself that she had to try and act as if everything was normal. Though normal meant resuming what they usually did in the bedroom.

“The flowers are looking good,” he said, “though the hydrangea hasn’t got as many flowers as it had last year.”

Vivienne wasn’t really listening. She was thinking about what would be expected of her when they got in bed. They’d usually have sex the night he returned from a work trip, because after a night in bed alone, she liked to feel his body next to hers. Last night was the first time in years they hadn’t made love on his return. She’d exaggerated the severity of her migraine but had just confirmed that wasn’t an issue tonight.

“I guess March was pretty wet, and maybe that doesn’t suit hydrangeas,” he mused. “What do you reckon?”

She gave a shrug. “I don’t know. Maybe we should add horse muck like they recommend for roses.”

He smiled. “Well, the cat from next door is trying his hardest, bless him. He shits under it at least twice a day.”

Vivienne laughed and, when she caught his eye, he was smiling at her. It almost felt like things were normal.

Once dinner was finished, Lee took the bowls in, replenished her wine glass and got himself a small bottle of beer. They chatted at the patio table for quite a while, then decided to go inside when the gnats started to congregate under the lilac tree. Lee flicked on the TV, but neither of them seemed to be actually watching the programme.

As the evening wore on, Vivienne started to experience mild anxiety attacks at the thought of being intimate with her husband. She knew it was ridiculous but wasn’t sure how to overcome it, or even if she should try to. She was totally within her rights to say she wasn’t horny, and he’d accept it. But would he accept it tomorrow night, or the night after? She could always pretend her period had started early, but what was the point? Even if she uploaded the photos as soon as Karl sent them to her, it’d take a while for a playdate with LB to be arranged. No way could she inconspicuously hold him off for that long.

Or maybe the best cure for her anxiety was sex. Nothing soothed the nerves like a good fuck and an intense orgasm.

She picked up the remote and turned off the TV. Lee blinked and looked startled; maybe he’d been watching the programme after all.

“I’m going to bed,” she announced.

“Okay.” He frowned and tilted his head to one side, questioningly.

“And I don’t have a migraine.”

He grinned and stood up immediately. Vivienne walked upstairs, leaving him to lock the back door. She visited the bathroom and stripped naked, even removing her panties. She slipped between the sheets and waited for her husband, still having mixed feelings about letting the cheating bastard touch her.

He walked into the bedroom and smiled. He stripped slowly, dropping his t-shirt and socks in the laundry basket, piling the change from his pockets on his dresser, hanging his jeans in the wardrobe and putting his phone on charge. Finally, he removed his shorts, revealing the cock that was so popular with all the hotwives on the website.

Vivienne had always loved his cock. She’d showered it with kisses and adoration almost as often as it’d showered her with its creamy seed. To her surprise, she was already wet between the legs.

Lee pulled back the quilt and slid in beside her, his body warm and firm. He leaned close and tried to kiss her, but she instinctively pushed his head away.

She ignored his hurt expression. “I don’t need to be kissed,” she said, reaching down and wrapping her fingers around his cock. “I just need to be fucked.”

“Is that right?” He pushed her onto her back and used a knee to push her legs open. “Well, I guess I can do that for you.”

You do it for enough other women!

“So what are you waiting for?”

The briefest of smiles crinkled the skin around his eyes. He probably thought this was some kind of roleplay. After positioning the fat dome of his cock between her outer lips, he pushed in.

She let out a groan as his thick rod cleaved her open, stretched her out and filled her completely. It felt just as good as it always had. Knowing it’d been pushed into other women didn’t diminish the delight of having it inside her. Vivienne clenched around it and rocked her hips, grinding her clit against his pubic bone.

She pushed his head away again when he tried to kiss her. “Just give me your cock,” she hissed. She closed her eyes and concentrated on the physical sensation. “Keep pushing that thing in and out of me, and don’t you dare come.”

Her focus was on the fat tube sliding against her slick walls. She was going to come, and there was nothing anyone could do about it. Even if he pulled out now, it would be too late. The coil was already wound up and tightened; she only needed a few more powerful jabs and then the knockout blow. She dug her nails into his buttocks, pulled him deep and pushed her body up against his.

Sparks skittered across the inside of her eyelids as she screamed, pushing her head back into the pillow and bucking her hips against him. She writhed as if possessed, then pushed him roughly off her and rolled onto her stomach. Sliding her knees forward, she raised her backside in the air and glanced over her shoulder.

Lee was a little breathless. He frowned at her, probably wondering why she’d pushed him out when he knew she loved it when they came at the same time. “Is everything alright?”

“Fuck me like this,” she commanded. “Shove it back in and fuck me hard.” She wasn’t sure why, but she felt like she deserved to be punished for giving herself to him.

Lee pushed in, taking it slowly because he knew from experience that in this position, his cock would be banging on the roof.

She didn’t want his consideration. “Harder!” she rasped.

His hands closed around her waist and he pushed deep. Then he pumped his hips.

It hurt. “Yeah, that’s it.” She dropped her face into the pillow so he wouldn’t hear her yelps of discomfort, then reached between her legs and rubbed her clit.

Lee began to pull her back to meet each thrust. His cock was banging so deep she worried she’d taste her dinner again. She used her other hand to pinch and pull at her nipples. Her entire body was on fire. He pushed deep and held still. She rubbed her clit faster and came with him, her walls contracting around him, no doubt wringing more and more of the pearly reward from the cock the hotwives all raved about.

He pulled out and dropped onto the mattress beside her, his breathing ragged.

She lowered herself until lying flat on her tummy but didn’t lift her face from the pillow. Tonight hadn’t been about him, or them as a couple. It had just been about her getting off. She could have used her vibrator instead, and a little part of her wished she had.

But she already felt a lot better in herself. More relaxed. The sex had done exactly what she’d hoped it would, and now she’d be able to get a good night’s sleep.

* * * *

On Friday at work, Vivienne asked Martha if Monday evening would be convenient for the photo shoot. Martha said that would be fine and confided that Karl had spoken of little else since. When Vivienne got home, Lee suggested they eat out. She couldn’t think of a plausible excuse to get out of it, so they wandered into town and ate at a small bistro-type place they’d frequented for years.

She found it hard to talk about the things he brought up—the new rug she wanted for the living room, replacing her car with an electric one or a hybrid, the two of them getting away for a holiday in September—because, at that moment, she couldn’t see any of those things happening. All she could think about was the expression he’d have on his face when she opened the hotel door to greet LB.

“I thought I’d go shopping tomorrow,” she said. “There are a few things I need.”

“Do you need me to come with you?” His expression showed he hated the idea.

“No, I’ll be fine.” There was no way she could let him see the sexy lingerie and fuck-me-shoes she needed for the photo shoot.

He was visibly relieved. “I’ll see what time Ben’s going to the gym.”

“I’m also going round to Martha’s for supper on Monday straight after work.”

“Okay.” He frowned. “Will you be out all night?”

Is he thinking of trying to fit in a date with a hotwife?

It was a struggle to keep her tone friendly. “No, and it won’t be a late night. I should be home before ten.”

He nodded. “Maybe I’ll see if Ben wants to go to the gym on Monday night as well.”

She found it hard to keep up the pretence, and Lee obviously noticed her demeanour. Conversation became sparse, and they left the restaurant fairly early. Vivienne said she didn’t want to call for a drink because she was too tired, and used her fallback plan of feigning her period to explain her tiredness and tell Lee that he shouldn’t expect sex in the next few days.

Considering how much last night’s session had helped her unwind, she now understood the meaning of the old adage, ‘cutting off your nose to spite your face.’

───Ξ───


Ψ

───Ξ───

Chapter 4

On Monday evening, Vivienne followed Martha back to her house. She’d driven to work that morning for this purpose, and the experience had reminded her exactly why she usually took the train. The traffic had been a nightmare and the parking fee exorbitant.

Karl behaved like a child whose parents had just returned from the sweet shop. Vivienne was flattered, and that helped calm her nerves a little. Martha made tea, which they drank in the bijou block-paved area that made up their garden. Martha and Karl’s house was a small two-bedroom terraced cottage, and Vivienne realised she may well end up living somewhere like this if she and Lee separated.

Tea drunk, Karl showed Vivienne the smaller bedroom, which he used as his studio. There were umbrellas, lights and large screens. Two tripods were set up, though only one was fitted with a camera. The only pieces of furniture were a wooden hardback chair and a dark red chaise against one wall.

Martha showed her into the main bedroom for her to use as a changing room, then took her into the bathroom, explaining the mirror in there was fitted with LEDs, which made it perfect to use when putting on makeup. Leaving them to it, Martha went downstairs to start supper.

Vivienne laid out all the clothes she’d purchased on the bed then took her handbag to the bathroom to apply makeup. She was still trying to build up the courage to pose for Karl. She didn’t worry too much about the makeup because all the photos she uploaded would have her face hidden, but it still needed to look good enough to convince Karl the photos really were to give to her husband as an anniversary gift. She applied eyeshadow, eyeliner, a little blusher, a lot of mascara and dark red lip gloss. Staring at her face in the mirror, she pouted her lips and narrowed her eyes. She was surprised how good she looked.

In the main bedroom, she stripped naked, put on a black bra and matching thong, then a clingy blue dress. There was no way she could wear suspenders with this dress because it was so short the stocking tops would be on view. She’d bought two pairs of shoes, choosing the silver strappy sandals with ankle straps. Slowly turning around in front of the full-length mirror, she was a little shocked at how sexy she looked. Taking a deep breath, she opened the door and walked along the short landing to where Karl was waiting.

He was attaching another camera to the second tripod. His eyes widened and mouth dropped open.

Vivienne gave a self-conscious shrug, then held out her hands. “Does this look okay for the first photo?”

He nodded mutely, then blew out his cheeks. “You look…” Smiling, he led her to stand in front of a large white screen. “I’ll just get a few like this first.” He then flicked a switch on a wall socket and three spotlights came on, though none were directed at her. “Okay, stand facing me and smile.”

Karl knelt and started clicking the camera. Then he moved over to the other tripod and took several pictures with that camera. “Great. Now stand facing that wall and turn your head to look at me.”

Vivienne did as she was instructed.

Karl stepped in front of the camera and frowned. “I don’t mean to sound like a pervert, but would you consider putting a little oil on your legs?”

“Oil?”

“Yeah, your…” He nodded at her legs, then sighed, obviously a little uncomfortable. “Your legs are really... But with the lights, oil would make them look even better.”

“I don’t have any with me. Will Martha have some baby oil or something?”

“Yeah.”

A thought occurred. “I also have nylons to wear later, so I’d need to wipe it off for those pictures or the nylon might look gooey."

“No problem. Wait here.” Karl disappeared, returning just a few moments later with a bottle of baby oil and a pack of moisturised wipes. “I can wait outside while you—”

“No, don’t be silly.” Vivienne sat on the chair and poured a little oil into her hand, then massaged it into her shins and calves. She added a little more, moving upwards, and smiling to herself when Karl averted his eyes while she did her inner thighs. She placed the oil and wipes out of shot, then raised her eyebrows.

He nodded his approval, directed her in several more standing poses, then suggested she sit on the chair and cross her legs. He took a lot more like this. Finally, he suggested she lie on the chaise with one leg straight and the other bent. As she lay like that, she realised she was actually enjoying the experience and started to play up to the camera. She smiled, laughed, pouted, dropped her head back and arched her body. Karl clicked like a kid in a videogame arcade.

“Okay,” he said, standing up behind one of the tripods. “Are there any more outfits where you’re not wearing nylons?”

Butterflies took flight in her stomach. “There’s one, but I’d imagined that would be the last.” She offered a shy smile. “I thought I’d need to work up to doing those shots.”

“It’s up to you, Viv. I wouldn’t want you to be uncomfortable because it’ll show in the photos.”

She took a breath, then stood up. “I’ll be fine.” She didn’t return to the bedroom, just unzipped and removed the dress.

Karl stared at her body in the bra, thong and shoes.

“Do I need to oil up my arms and tummy?” she asked.

He didn’t seem to hear her.

“Karl?”

“Sorry, yeah, that’s…” He blew out his cheeks again. “Your husband’s a lucky guy.”

He’s actually a cheating bastard.

“I… I mean, getting a surprise gift.” Karl was shaking his head. “I wasn’t saying... I mean he is a lucky guy because…” He pointed at her body. “But I meant lucky to be getting the photos. You could put them into a slideshow for him.”

For some reason, his flustered behaviour made her feel more relaxed. “Thanks, Karl. Right, where do you want me?”

“Er, maybe a couple standing by the screen?”

Vivienne moved to where he’d pointed and struck several poses, then a few more on the chair and more still on the chaise. Then she returned to the bedroom with the wipes and cleaned her legs before pulling on a pair of tights. They had an opaque black waistband and a black gusset so they could be worn without panties. They made her legs look great, and for these photos she put on the other shoes she’d bought. Fashioned from a series of straps that covered her feet up to the ankles, they had killer heels and were probably the sexiest shoes she’d ever owned. She then put on a black dress that was a little longer than the blue one but just as sexy.

Karl nodded approvingly when she walked in, and he spent the next ten minutes taking dozens of photos.

When he said he’d got enough, Vivienne took a breath. “Can I have one without the dress?”

“Yeah, that’d be…”

She laughed at his expression. “I’m sorry, but these tights were really expensive and I think they’d look good without the dress.”

He nodded, and as Vivienne unfastened the dress and let it slide down her body, his eyes nearly popped out of his head.

“These make my legs look longer,” she said as he stared at her.

He nodded, then bent to look through his camera.

Vivienne did a few standing poses and he clicked away, then she sat on the chair and faced him. After placing her feet hip-width apart, she bit her lip and slowly parted her knees. She hoped the gusset really was opaque. “What about this?”

Karl stared for several seconds before nodding and dropping his eye to the camera. He fired off numerous shots then frowned. “I think we should take a couple of you like that downstairs.”

“What?”

He laughed. “Trust me, Martha won’t mind. But I’d like to get a shot of you leaning against the wall in our kitchen.”

Vivienne was just about to veto that idea when he walked out and headed downstairs. She sighed and followed him. By the time she’d reached the kitchen, Karl had explained things to his wife and was carrying a white plastic chair across the room.

Martha’s eyes widened at the sight of her colleague. “Jeez, you look—”

“Don’t say it.” Vivienne grimaced. “I know, I look like a tart.”

“No you don’t. You look like a model. You look fabulous.” She turned to her husband. “I bet you’ve come in your pants already.”

Karl looked mortified, but Vivienne burst out laughing.

“He’s being very professional.”

“Yeah, I’ll bet he is.” Martha studied Vivienne’s shoes. “If they’re not fuck-me shoes, I don’t know what are.”

Vivienne smiled. “This is the first time I’ve worn them. I can hardly walk.”

“I don’t think you’re meant to do any walking in those. The heels are only there for scratching the backs of men’s legs.”

Karl asked Vivienne to lean against a narrow cupboard with one foot resting on the seat of the chair. He took several pictures like this, then nodded. “All done.”

“Going to be much longer?” Martha asked, motioning towards the prepared vegetables on a cutting board.

“Only one more outfit,” Vivienne said, without specifying it was a basque and stockings.

“Okay, I’ll aim for supper in thirty minutes, which will give time for you to get some clothes on and Karl’s hard-on to subside.”

Vivienne laughed and hugged her friend, then followed the embarrassed Karl back upstairs. She changed into the basque and stockings and re-fitted her fuck-me shoes. She felt much more relaxed when she went into the studio.

Karl took a short breath, then shook his head. “You look incredible. What about going blonde?”

“Sorry?”

He moved one of the large lighting umbrellas to reveal a set of shelves. There were two false heads, each fitted with a wig. One head wore a blonde bob and long, auburn hair draped the other.

“Ooh.” She raised her eyebrows. “I’ve always wanted to be a redhead.”

Karl took the auburn wig and passed it to her.

With the wig neatly fitted, she posed for numerous raunchy photos, sitting with her legs splayed on the hardback chair and lying face down on the chaise with her arse raised. For the final few, she stood up and faced the camera. Then she took a deep breath and stared at Karl. “Would it be too much to ask you to take one of me topless?”

He swallowed, then offered a weak smile. “I actually might come in my pants.”

She laughed. “No you won’t. You’ll contain yourself until after I’ve left, then ravage your sexy wife.”

He nodded, and Vivienne rolled down her basque to expose her breasts. They weren’t particularly big, but they were firm, held their shape well, and were capped with small dark nipples. She’d always been happy with her boobs.

Karl hadn’t moved, so she tilted her head to one side. “Don’t you need the camera?”

“Oh, yeah.”

She laughed and he took more photos, some with her arms by her side, some with her hands under her boobs, others with her hands behind her head. Without direction, she turned the hardback chair around and struck a Christine Keeler pose.

Finally, she stood up. “Thank you so much, Karl.”

“It’s been my pleasure. You’re…” He frowned, obviously embarrassed. “You could earn money as a model.”

She laughed, flattered. “I think I’m about twelve years too old, but thank you, that’s really kind of you to say.” She handed him back the wig, changed back into her work clothes, and packed everything else away.

Vivienne headed down to the kitchen and found Karl already there. He offered her a glass of wine, but she declined as she was driving. Martha had made a delicious supper of duck and cashew nuts in an orange sauce with vegetables.

“So,” Martha said, offering Vivienne the iced water jug. “How did the photoshoot go?”

“I think it went okay.” Vivienne glanced at Karl, then looked back at her friend. “I showed him my tits.”

Martha sighed. “God, he’s going to be pestering me all night.”

Vivienne smiled. “I can leave you my basque, stockings and fuck-me shoes.”

Karl gulped his wine noisily, and both women turned to look at him.

Martha smiled. “Did you like Viv’s basque, stockings and shoes, pet?”

Karl’s eyes widened as he nodded.

Martha turned to look at Vivienne. “If I wear those, it’ll be all over before it starts. He’ll have to make do with the reality of me. That way I may actually get penetrated before his fireworks go off.”

Karl almost choked. “You know I’m here, right?”

“I’m only joking, pet.” Martha scrunched her nose at him, and Vivienne could see how happy they were as a couple. She envied them.

They ate in silence for a moment, then Martha looked up at her husband. “So, how long will it take you to do whatever you do to photos before Viv can have them?”

He looked at Vivienne. “You can take them home tonight, but I’d like to put a few effects on some of them. I’ll email you them tomorrow.”

“That’d be great,” Vivienne said. “Thank you.”

Supper finished, Vivienne hugged Martha and Karl, then drove home with the pen drive containing the untouched photos in her pocket. She left her modelling bag in the boot of her car and went into the house. Lee was watching TV in pyjama bottoms and a t-shirt.

“Hi,” she said. “Did you go to the gym?”

“Yeah, but only for a short while. It was too crowded.” He smiled. “How was supper?”

“It was really nice.” In truth, dressing provocatively and having another man ogle her scantily clad body for hours had turned her on. “I had a great time, and my period’s finished.”

Lee’s mouth opened, but he didn’t speak.

“What’s the matter?” she asked.

“Will I get to kiss you this time?”

“Martha just kissed me goodnight, so I don’t need any more kisses. I just need to be fucked.”

With that, she walked upstairs.

* * * *

Martha was making coffee when Vivienne arrived at the office the following morning, so she went to get one herself. In a hushed tone, Martha confirmed that Karl had done his husbandly duties twice during the night and once more before she’d been allowed to get out of bed that morning.

Vivienne leaned closer. “If you’d let me leave you my basque and shoes, you wouldn’t have been able to walk this morning.”

“Yeah, but I would have needed to wash your basque.”

“Eww! That’s too much information.”

Martha laughed. “I hope you get the same response from Lee when you give him the photos.”

It was an effort to maintain her smile. “It was really sweet of Karl. Do you happen to know if there’s any equipment he needs? If he won’t let me pay him, I can buy him a new lens or something.”

“His last camera lens cost him over a grand.”

Shit. “Oh. Well I could buy him a lens cover, or something.”

Martha laughed and stroked Vivienne’s arm. “He saw your tits and jumped my bones three times. That’s all the payment he needs.”

Vivienne didn’t admit that having Karl’s attention for hours had made her horny enough to let Lee abuse her body when she got home. She was a little angry with herself now, but she’d just been using his cock to scratch an itch… right?

She settled down at her desk, fired up her computer and opened the manuscript she was working on. It was a seventy-thousand-word romance set in Nazi-occupied Paris, and it was a lot cleaner than Clem’s manuscripts ever were.

Just after lunch, her mobile rang. It was Lee.

“Hiya, I’ve just been told tonight’s Newcastle train’s been cancelled.”

“Oh? So what will you do?”

“I’m trying to see if I can switch my ticket. I could get a train to Leeds, then from there get another up to Newcastle, but the chances are there’ll be a lot of other people trying to do the same. I’m on hold at the moment on my work phone.”

“Right.”

“But I won’t know until tomorrow if I can get a train back.”

Vivienne couldn’t help wondering if this was some scam he was using to give himself an extra night out. “Wouldn’t it be easier to just drive there?”

“Yeah, but company policy is to hire us a car so there’s no hassle with our own insurance saying we’re not covered on company business. I’ll look into that next.”

“Okay. Let me know what’s happening.”

“Will do. Bye, love.”

A lump in her throat prevented her from replying. How could he be so callous as to say ‘bye love’ when he might be going to see another hotwife?

She took a breath, put down her phone and started re-reading the paragraph she’d been working on. Lee called back twenty minutes later to confirm he’d switched tickets and would change trains at Leeds.

“But that means I’ll have to leave before you’re home,” he said.

“Okay. Try and remember to take everything you need this time.”

He laughed. “If I can’t get a train home tomorrow…”

Here it comes.

“…I’ll hire a car in Newcastle and drop it at their local branch.”

“Oh. That’s a good idea.”

“Yeah. Right, I’ll text you when I get there.” He ended the call without a ‘bye love’, and she decided to make herself a cup of tea before starting the next chapter of the manuscript.

Vivienne left the office a little before five and enjoyed the walk in the warm early evening air to the station. The fifteen-minute train ride was much more pleasant than driving in rush hour traffic, and the small deli in town was still open when she passed it, so she bought herself two chicken kebabs and a portion of their aromatic rice. She walked along the short main street, then down the tree-lined road to their Victorian semi-detached house, stopping at her car to take her bag from the boot.

Once inside, she put her clothes and shoes away in the bedroom, put the rice and kebabs in the microwave to warm, and poured herself a glass of wine. She carried them out to the patio without bothering to change from her work skirt and top and sat in the early evening sun to eat her dinner alone. After she’d finished, she turned her chair to face the sun and closed her eyes. It seemed hard to believe that this time last week, she’d been completely content. She’d loved her job, her home, her husband and her life. Without warning, emotions overwhelmed her and she had to stifle a sob.

If only she could pretend she hadn’t found out. Just then, a text from Lee arrived to say his train was about to arrive in Newcastle, and that the rail staff had assured him he’d be able to get a train home the following day.

She drained her glass, then took everything back inside and fired up her laptop. After inserting the pen drive Karl had given her, she spent over an hour looking at the photos. There were a lot. 347, to be precise. There were about ten of each pose, so she ultimately had to choose from about thirty-five sets of ten. She looked far better in them than she’d have thought possible. Karl had a good eye, and the images were so sharp and clear.

She remembered him saying he’d send some pictures with added effects and checked her inbox. Sure enough, there were four emails from him, each with three image attachments. Once all had been downloaded, she viewed them and gasped. They were fantastic. He’d altered the lighting on some and added filters on others.

The one of her in the blue dress was much darker than the original she’d seen earlier, and the oil made her legs look amazing. The one he’d taken of her in the kitchen with her foot up on the chair made her body look really good. The tights enhanced the muscle tone in her legs, and the waistband made her waist look tiny. As for the one with her sitting on the hardback chair with her legs open, she looked… fuckable.

Karl had taken a full body picture from behind when she’d been wearing the auburn wig. She stared at it for over a minute. The basque, stockings and shoes looked sexy as hell, and so did her body. If somebody had shown her this photo, she’d never have recognised herself, and neither would Lee. This one would definitely go on her profile page. There were a couple of photos where her face was hidden. In the first, she was on the chaise wearing only her bra, thong and the silver sandals, her head thrown back so far that her upper arm obscured her face. The other showed her in the black dress, nylons and sexy shoes. Karl had applied a nighttime cityscape background. Since her hair obscured her face, this picture would also appear on her profile page. She created a new folder on her laptop and moved those three photos into it.

She added the tights shot from the kitchen, the one with her legs parted on the hardback chair, and a few more from Karl’s touched-up collection, including one that showed her boobs. Using the editing software on her laptop, she added a blur to the photos which showed her face.

She decided to upload them immediately and message LB to see if he replied. If Lee was really in a hotel alone, he might check his messages.

But if he’s in a hotel room with a hotwife and her cuck, he’ll probably be too tired to log on when he gets back to his own room.

Vivienne created Brandy’s profile and uploaded the photos. Then she sent LB a message requesting a playdate, closed her laptop and poured herself another glass of wine. She turned on the TV and streamed a movie, finishing the rest of the wine and not checking her laptop until it was time for bed.

When she did, she opened her profile and saw she had two messages, one of which was a reply from LB:

LB: I love your photos and would LOVE a playdate. Where are you based, and when are you available?

She was simultaneously thrilled and disappointed. Thrilled that he’d fallen for the honeytrap, yet disappointed that he’d taken the bait so easily. Maybe she’d been subconsciously hoping for a reply saying, ‘thanks for the offer, but I love my wife and don’t actually need to fuck hotwives’.

Hitting reply, she tried to marshal her Brandy persona.

Brandy: Great. I’m based in Stafford, and could make myself available for a stud like you any night next week (the sooner the better, lol).

As an afterthought, she clicked on the second message, assuming it’d be a generic ‘welcome’ from the website organisers. It wasn’t.

Marvin: Hey Brandy – I was knocked out by your profile gallery. Maybe we could arrange a meet so I can check you out up close. View my profile here.

Vivienne scoffed at his audacity but clicked on the link to his profile anyway. She blinked, and an immediate heat seeped through her groin.

The guy was black and incredibly handsome.

───Ξ───
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Chapter 5

Vivienne stared at Marvin’s profile page. He was probably in his mid-thirties and looked like a young Denzel Washington. In one of the photos he was dressed in a tux, smiling confidently at the camera. The other photos showed him in less formal wear. In a couple, his simple pair of white jockey shorts showed a fabulously ripped body with broad shoulders, narrow waist, muscular arms, and a clearly defined six-pack. The thin cotton did nothing to disguise the outline of his long, thick cock.

She’d never dated a black man, and although doing so had never been on her bucket list—or her ‘fuck it’ list—she found him undeniably attractive. The thought of letting him ‘check Brandy out up close’ made her tingle all over.

Taking a deep breath, she reminded herself that her name was Vivienne, not Brandy. She was a married woman. She’d never cheated on her husband, or any of the boyfriends she’d had before she met Lee. That’s not who she was. Discovering her husband was moonlighting as a bull did not justify her impersonating a hotwife.

But Lee’s cheated on me dozens of times. Why should he have all the fun?

If she did this, she’d lose the moral high ground. How could she rant and rave at Lee about his infidelity if she gave herself to another man for no other reason than a revenge fuck?

She chewed her lip.

Lee was fucking other women. To her editorial mind, that was the equivalent of him declaring in bold, underlined and highlighted text that she was not enough for him.

Did she lack a certain quality that satisfied him sexually? None of her previous boyfriends had seemed anything but thrilled with her performance, but then she’d always assumed Lee was fulfilled as well. Maybe every man she’d ever known had been dissatisfied, and she might prove to be not enough for Marvin, either.

She glanced at the photos of him again. Before thinking it through, she typed out a reply:

Brandy: When would you want to meet?

There were so many reasons for not going down this path, yet her body thrummed with anticipation. She couldn’t believe she’d actually responded. A new message arrived. Part of her hoped it was LB suggesting a date so that she’d finally be able to stop this charade. But another part of her hoped it was from the handsome black bull. She clicked on the message.

Marvin: Like I said, your pictures knock me out. For a hotwife like you, I can be anywhere, anytime. What part of the country are you at?

Vivienne closed her eyes and clenched her pelvic muscles. Goosebumps raised on her arms and wetness seeped into her panties.

Brandy: Stafford.

Marvin: I’m only sixty miles away. We could meet tomorrow morning and spend the day getting up close.

Her heart thumped in her chest. Apprehension drowned out the excitement she’d felt only a few moments earlier. This was stupidity, and although she might be a lot of things, stupid wasn’t one of them. Yes, she’d been wronged—but every fibre of her body told her that this didn’t allow her to do wrong herself. She was better than that. She leaned over the keyboard.

Brandy: Shall we say 10:00 outside the Town Hall?

After she’d sent it, her slow exhale belied the thoughts racing through her head. She needed to find a hotel and request an early check-in. She also needed to phone work first thing and tell them she wouldn’t be in. She didn’t even know if Stafford had a town hall, so she’d need to find that out, too. Another message arrived.

Marvin: I’ll be there. Will your cuck be with you? I’d like you to dress like a slutty barmaid – short dress and stilettos!

She blinked, then laughed out loud at his attitude.

Brandy: I’ll be alone. I’d like you to dress like a business man – suit, shirt and tie. And polish your shoes!

A few seconds later she got a laughing emoji in response, then Marvin stopped messaging. Vivienne sat with her laptop on her knee until midnight, but LB didn’t message with a possible date for their meet-up. Perhaps he was fast asleep in his own hotel room.

Or he’s bollocks deep in his latest hotwife.

Vivienne logged out of the website, cleared her search history and closed down her laptop. Then she turned off all the lights and went upstairs. After she’d visited the bathroom and stripped down to her panties, she got in bed. Lying in the dark, her mind in turmoil and her body stiff from tension, she sighed.

Was she really going to commit adultery? The fact her husband had done it countless times didn’t justify her doing it once. Pictures from their wedding album flitted across her mind, then a different image filled her head: Marvin’s muscled torso and the bulge in his shorts. Without realising, she’d slipped her hand inside her panties and was slowly stroking a finger on either side of a clit. She was oh so wet. What had gotten into her?

Fuck it.

She pushed two fingers into her sex, rolled onto her stomach and humped her hand like a woman possessed. Her orgasm arrived almost immediately. She screamed, stabbing with her fingers and jerking her hips. The aftershocks surged through her entire body, leaving her trembling until she fell into a deep, sated sleep.

* * * *

Vivienne looked around the hotel room, hardly believing she was there. Even though she’d driven to Stafford and found a town centre hotel, there was still time to back out. It’d be easy to not meet up with Marvin and ignore any further messages from him. But several inches below the cold pit in her stomach, a fire raged.

Whatever the outcome of the confrontation with Lee, she knew that not going through with this would be something she’d always regret. If her husband could have unemotional sex with dozens of other women, she saw no reason why she couldn’t do the same with a man whose photographs made her heart race. After stripping off her jumper and jeans, she got ready for her first and last playdate as a hotwife.

She applied bold makeup, wore her hair down and fitted dangly earrings. Then she put on a white thong but no bra, a short summer dress with spaghetti straps over the shoulders, and the silver sandals she’d bought for the photo shoot. Regarding her appearance in the mirror, she thought ‘slutty barmaid’ described her outfit perfectly. Though prepared to dress this way for Marvin, she didn’t intend letting anyone else see and pulled on a knee-length suede coat to hide her skimpy outfit.

The day was warm, yet she still shivered as she made her way through the streets. The town was more picturesque than she’d imagined, with some beautiful and ornate buildings. Numerous signposts pointed to places such as the library and the Farmer’s Market, but she didn’t see any for the town hall. She decided to ask a local and stopped a lady in her sixties.

“Excuse me,” Vivienne said, pulling her coat tighter. “Could you direct me to the town hall?”

The lady frowned. “Do you mean Shire Hall?”

“Erm, I’m not sure. I’m supposed to meet someone by the town hall.”

The lady gave her a gap-toothed smile. “Well, The Shire Hall is down that road,” she said, pointing.

“Thank you.” Vivienne returned the lady’s smile and headed toward the road she’d pointed to.

As soon as she turned the corner, she saw a huge sandstone building with pillars and a flagpole on the roof. As she walked along the pavement towards it, she spotted a tall, well-dressed black man standing on the wide steps that led up to the entrance. Butterflies took flight in her stomach.

As she got closer, she saw him looking around then focusing his attention on her. Could he have recognised her from the faceless pictures on her profile? His face lit up with a wonderful smile as she started up the steps towards him.

He walked down to meet her. “Brandy,” he said, holding out his huge paw of a hand.

“Hi Marvin.” It wasn’t until they were on the same step that she realised how tall he was. Lee was over six-one, but Marvin was much taller and at least as broad across the shoulders as Ben. She glanced down at his feet. “I see you’ve polished your shoes.”

A deep baritone chuckle rumbled from him. “It was the least I could do. And I’m hoping your barmaid outfit is underneath that fine coat of yours.”

She smiled. “I wasn’t sure the outfit should be exposed to the shoppers.”

“I’m pretty sure none of them would complain.”

None of the hotwife books she’d edited had involved meeting a bull in the middle of town in the morning, so she wasn’t sure what to suggest. Vivienne looked up into his eyes, which were like dark, forbidden truffles. “Do you want to get something to eat or drink?”

“Everything I want to eat and drink is hidden beneath the coat you’re wearing.”

Her insides quivered. “In that case, I suppose we should go to my hotel room now.”

“I’d like that.” He reached out and squeezed her hand. “And I promise that you’re going to like it as well.”

Vivienne felt her cheeks and neck flush with heat and hoped Marvin didn’t notice. She didn’t want to come across as a newbie. Turning around and getting her bearings, she nodded in the direction she’d come from. “It’s this way.”

Marvin held her arm to steady her as she walked down the final couple of steps in her high heels. Once they got to the pavement, he slid his hand to the small of her back and left it there. Just that simple contact sent a trickle of electricity down her spine.

“Why a slutty barmaid?” she asked.

He chuckled again. “I thought it’d be a nice change from the sexy secretary.”

She nodded, remembering several books where the hotwives were asked to wear a crisp white blouse and short black skirt with stockings and stilettos. Then her mind flicked to the photos of the hotwives in Lee’s inbox.

When the hotel came into view, Vivienne’s already racing heart seemed to pump harder. Her pulse raged in her ears. If she were going to stop this, she had to do so before they’d covered the next hundred yards.

Turning to look at Marvin, she wondered what his life was like. Without thinking, she asked, “Are you married?”

He blinked and looked genuinely surprised by the question. “No.” Tipping his head slightly to one side, he gave her a smile. “Would it matter if I was?”

“I don’t know.” Vivienne shrugged, feeling childish. “I’m glad you’re not married.”

“I’m not sure I understand what difference it’d make. I mean, you’re married, so it’s not as if wedding vows are something we’re paying much attention to.”

Vivienne nodded. The hotel was only fifty yards away. She looked down at their feet as they walked. Hers were dainty, the silver sandals showing off the toenails she’d painted red specifically for the photoshoot. His were huge, the tan brogues beautifully polished. They were walking towards the room where Vivienne would destroy her integrity. At the moment she was a victim, the wronged partner. That was a claim she’d no longer be able to make if she went through with this folly.

She slowed as they reached the hotel steps. “Marvin, I…” She frowned as she looked into his gorgeous eyes.

He squeezed her hand and gave a reassuring smile. “It’s okay. I’ll be gentle with you.”

She chewed her lower lip, then remembered all the messages the other women had sent to her husband. “I don’t want you to be gentle.”

His eyebrows went up.

Vivienne might be petite, but she wasn’t some delicate flower who could only cope with tender sex. A bull calling himself LB had fucked her several times a week for years. She stepped close and rested her palm on his broad chest. “I want you to fuck me through the mattress.”

With that, she took his hand and led him into the hotel, ignoring the young man behind the reception desk and walking up the wide stairs. Her room was only one flight up, but it was at the back of the hotel. They walked in silence along the carpeted corridor until Vivienne took her cardkey from her bag and opened the door.

As soon as the door clicked shut behind them, Marvin pulled her close and kissed her passionately. She moaned into his mouth and slid her hands inside his jacket. His body felt as good as it looked on his profile page, and his kisses were making her lightheaded.

When he eventually released her, she quickly removed her coat and enjoyed the expression of hunger as his eyes raked over her body. He moved close and caressed her breast through the thin material of her dress, then slipped his hand down the top and teased her nipple.

Her nipples hardened under his touch. She reached forward to undo his tie, but he spun her around and walked her the two steps until she was against the wall. Before she could react, he dropped to his knees and ran his hands up the outside of her thighs, lifting the hem of her dress in the process so the spheres of her bum were exposed in the white thong. She heard him murmur his approval, then felt his mouth on her right buttock.

He kissed, licked and nibbled at her flesh as his hands massaged her outer thighs and hips. He moved his mouth across to the other buttock and slid his fingers into the waistband of her thong. She closed her eyes as he rolled it down her thighs and past her knees. When it reached her ankles, she lifted one foot, then the other. His hand stroked her foot in the heeled sandal and gently pushed, urging her to stand with her feet further apart.

Vivienne did as directed, now standing with her face to the wall, her legs open and her bare sex exposed to the stranger kneeling on the floor behind her. When his warm, soft tongue licked between her buttocks, her breath caught in her throat. He moved down and lapped at her sex, dragging the tip between her folds and dipping into her channel. She let out a quiet moan and bent at the waist, pushing her bum into his face.

Marvin gripped her hips and pulled back as he pushed deep into her sex. She let out a louder moan, which seemed to spur him on. Suddenly he was feasting on her, fucking her with his tongue and pushing his face so hard against her that she worried his nose would go up her backside.

Vivienne placed her hands on the wall and pushed her bum out even more, offering him easier access to her dripping, cheating sex. It had never occurred to her that bulls would want to do this. She’d assumed they’d just use their cocks to satisfy the hotwife.

Does Lee do this to his hotwives?

Marvin pulled her away from the wall and spun her around. When she looked down, his cheeks and chin glistened with her juices. He stared at her with the same hunger she’d seen minutes earlier, then nudged her back against the wall and moved his head between her legs.

The sensation of his lips closing around her clit made her sob. He sucked it while brushing the flat of his tongue over the exposed nub. Lightning skittered across her eyelids as her orgasm ripped through her body. She pulled his head tight against her and humped his face, thrusting her pelvis. Marvin continued to suck her clit but it suddenly became over-sensitive. She eased his head away and he stood, now towering above her with slick cheeks.

Vivienne pulled his head down and kissed him, sucking his tongue into her mouth and tasting her own juices. It wasn’t enough. She licked all around his lips and chin. Amazed that he was still fully dressed, she tried to push his jacket off and began pawing at the buttons of his shirt.

He gave her a smile, then turned her around again. This time he stayed on his feet and pressed his body against hers, crushing her boobs against the wall. His hands ran over her bare shoulders and down her sides, rubbing the silky material of her dress against her body. The fabric sent shivers from every nerve ending to her core.

Marvin eased her towards him a little, then bent her forward. She placed her palms against the plaster as he slid his hand up her dress and stroked her bum. He slipped his hand between her legs and probed inside her with two fingers. She clenched around them, rocking her hips. He pulled his fingers away, and she heard his zip being pulled down.

She held her breath. They hadn’t got around to discussing safe sex, but she was reluctant to break the spell. He bent his knees and pressed forward, dragging his cockhead through her drenched folds, lubricating it in readiness.

Vivienne knew she should stop him. There was no way he could have fitted a condom because his left hand hadn’t stopped stroking her breast since he’d turned her.

Marvin eased his cock inside and she let out a long, grateful moan. As he pushed in further, stretching her wide, she moaned louder. Marvin’s girth was unlike anything she’d ever experienced. He pushed deeper still, and it felt so good.

Vivienne reached one hand down between her legs and felt his dick sticking out of his fly, his balls still inside the trousers. She ran her fingers up his shaft, amazed there was so much of it not yet inside her. There was no ring of rubber. All she felt was the slick, velvety skin of his cock sliding in and out of her sopping wet hotwife hole. She brought her hand back up to the wall and pushed herself back onto him. He went deeper still. It hurt, but that was appropriate. She was being selfish and deserved to be punished.

Not only had she let another man peel off her panties and lick her to one orgasm, she was now letting him use his big, unprotected cock to fuck her to another.

Marvin slipped the straps off her shoulders and pulled the dress down enough to release her breasts. He cupped them, trapping her taut nipples between his fingers as he fucked her from behind. She watched his big hands grope her tits, steadying them even as her earrings swung like pendulums from his onslaught. Each prod of his cock hurt, but she gritted her teeth and kept her rhythm. She was getting close.

The material of his trousers was rough against her skin. She was right on the edge and desperate to come. In any other situation she’d reach down and play with her clit, but Marvin was fucking her so hard she needed both hands to keep her face from banging against the wall. Instead, she started to clench and relax around his cock. Within seconds, she tumbled into her second orgasm. Her groans became grunts as every muscle in her body seemed to spasm at once.

Marvin kept thrusting, his cock effortlessly pushing through her contractions. As her wails quieted, he stopped and eased out of her. Vivienne took a breath and turned around.

He stood before her, his huge cock sticking out of his trousers. It was slick and still rock hard. She gripped it in both hands and could feel his pulse. Lee had a big cock, but Marvin’s was bigger. She squeezed out a pearl of precum between her thumb and forefinger, looked up into Marvin’s eyes, and sucked her finger clean.

Marvin pushed her back against the wall, lifted her left leg and re-entered her. Vivienne groaned and held onto the lapels of his jacket as he increased the force of his thrusts. He was having to bend his back too much, and in the end gripped her waist in his hands and lifted her up off the floor. Vivienne yelped, put her arms around his neck and wrapped her legs around his waist. Marvin pinned her against the wall, holding her up as if she weighed nothing. Then he pumped his hips, sliding his big cock all the way into her tight little body.

Vivienne clung on, whispering encouragement in his ear. She told him to fuck her hard, and she urged him to come.

And like the gentleman he was, that’s exactly what Marvin did. He pounded her for all he was worth, then stopped thrusting and held his breath. His cock jerked and twitched, and she knew he was flooding her. She groaned into his ear and clenched around him, milking him of the last few drops as he let out a long exhale.

Marvin eventually opened his eyes and smiled. He turned around and carried her, still impaled on his barely wilting cock, across the room before laying her gently on the bed. He didn’t withdraw until she was relaxing on the mattress.

As his cum dribbled out of her, Vivienne knew that later she’d hate herself for her recklessness. For now, though, she intended to take as much physical pleasure from her day as she could.

───Ξ───


Ψ

───Ξ───

Chapter 6

Vivienne lay on the bed and looked up into Marvin’s handsome face. He’d already put his cock back inside his trousers and zipped up. She ran her eyes down his body. “Are you going to keep your suit on all day long?”

He chuckled. “It was you who told me to wear it.”

“And now I’m telling you to take it off.”

Giving her a confident smile, he slackened and unknotted his tie, then slipped his jacket off and dropped it to the floor. She held his gaze as his fingers worked their way down his shirt buttons. When he pulled it open, her eyes were drawn down to his firm abs. He slipped his shirt off, exposing his muscular shoulders and upper arms. His body was wonderful, and she had every intention of making the most of it for the next few hours.

Marvin glanced down at his feet. “Do you want me to keep the shoes on? I polished them especially.”

“Can you remove your trousers with your shoes on?”

“No.”

“There’s your answer.”

He stripped and stood before her in all his naked glory.

She took in his body then looked up into his face. “You’re quite a sight.”

“So are you.”

Vivienne glanced down at herself. Her skimpy barmaid dress was creased and bunched up around her waist, her boobs and crotch in full view and her spike-heeled silver sandals still on her feet. “Well, I still look like a slutty barmaid, but you no longer look like a businessman.”

“Would it help if I put my shoes and tie back on?”

She shook her head. “I don’t need you to look like a businessman any longer.”

“So what do you need?”

She raised her foot and gently pressed the sole of her sandal against his cock. “I need you to do the business.”

He chuckled. “You’re a demanding woman, Brandy.”

“I know.”

He placed his knee on the bed and ran his hand down her leg. “You’re also very beautiful, and incredibly sexy.”

“Do you need me to suck you back to hardness?”

He gave another confident smile. “Maybe after the third time.”

Oh God!

As he crawled onto the bed, she spread her legs. He held himself above her, positioned his cock at her sopping, well-stretched entrance, and pushed in. She let out a groan and wrapped her legs around his calves. He fucked her slowly as she ran her hands over his back, shoulders and arms.

After only a couple of minutes, Vivienne felt the early tingles of another orgasm. She moved beneath him, undulating her body against his as the spring inside her wound ever tighter. Her moans grew more urgent and her fingers clawed at his sides, yet Marvin maintained the same slow rhythm. The only change he made was to slip his huge hand beneath her and press against the small of her back as he slid his cock in and out. In a cacophony of screams and grunts, Vivienne reached her third orgasm of the day. Marvin continued at this pace for a long time, eventually increasing the intensity of his thrusts before finishing inside her.

They lay entwined on the bed in silence. Although she had no idea what Marvin was thinking, her thoughts were on the intimacy they’d just shared. She hadn’t expected the sex to be like that, and she wondered if that was how Lee performed with his hotwives.

Knowing he fucked them was bad enough, but the thought of her husband having gentle, sensual sex with another woman hurt so much more.

Eventually, Marvin rolled her onto her stomach and dragged her crumpled dress down her legs and off. Next he unbuckled her sandals and dropped them onto the carpet, leaving her as naked as he was. When he rolled her over onto her back, she saw that his cock was already starting to thicken again.

She lifted her legs up and placed them over his shoulders. “Did I mention that I wanted you to fuck me through the mattress?”

“Yeah, I think I remember something along those lines.” He slid his finger through her puffy outer lips, smearing his jizz all around her opening. “I also remember you saying something about sucking me after the third time.”

“Hmm. I’m looking forward to doing that.” Pushing her calves down on his shoulders, she raised her groin up invitingly. “So, give me my third time.”

Marvin gripped her hips and slammed into her. Even though she was already stretched and lubricated, the shock of his first lunge made her scream. His second thrust was less painful, and her cries soon became moans of pleasure. Her legs bounced on his shoulders as he pummelled her. He fucked her hard like this for a long time. When she came, he teased her nipples. After she’d stopped shaking, he withdrew, lowered her legs and flipped her over onto all fours to fuck her doggy-style, sending his cock deeper than any she’d had before. His fingers dug into the flesh of her hips, then he pulled out and she felt the warm splatter of his cum on her back. He pushed back in, banged hard for a few more seconds and withdrew a second time. More cum hosed across her back.

Vivienne collapsed onto the bed, her insides still reverberating. He lay down next to her and brushed her hair back from her eyes.

She looked into his smiling face. “You’ve made me dirty.”

“I suspect you were dirty before we even met.”

She laughed. “I meant on the outside.”

“Ah.” He ran his finger through his mess over her back. “How about I wash it all off in the shower?”

“Okay, but I may need to wait here until my legs stop shaking.”

“There’s no rush.”

They lay in a comfortable silence for several minutes, his cum cooling on her skin.

“Does your cuck know you’re here?” he eventually asked.

She blinked, desperately trying to remember what lies she’d told him in the messages they’d exchanged. “What do you mean?”

“I know some women like to tell their husbands beforehand, just to get them all worked up and antsy for when she gets home, whereas others like to spring it on them after the fact.” He smiled. “You know, saying ‘guess what I did tonight’ while they peel off their clothes and show him the evidence.”

“Oh, right.” As Vivienne looked into his big dark eyes, an overwhelming desire to tell him everything almost got the better of her. It would be so easy to unburden herself of all the guilt and angst about why she was here. It would also be good to get his perspective on life as a bull so she could try to see Lee’s side. She bit her lip and shook her head. “He’s travelling for his work. As this date was hastily arranged, he doesn’t know about it yet.”

“It’ll be a nice surprise for him when he gets home.”

She forced a smile. “Yeah, that’s what I thought.” She reached out and stroked his face. “Come on, you can wash me clean then I’ll suck you hard enough to get me dirty again.”

The shower was over the bath so there wasn’t room for them both to stand under the spray. He turned her around so she was facing the wall and lifted down the showerhead, aiming the water jet over her back. With the help of shower gel, he washed her back and bum, then turned her around to face him. She took the showerhead and washed his chest and stomach. Then she aimed the jets lower. As she ran her soapy hands over his cock, it started to swell. She quickly washed away the suds before turning off the water.

They barely dried before returning to the bedroom. She told him to lie on the bed, then crawled between his legs and looked down at his fabulous body. She leaned forward and dragged her wet hair over his cock, making it twitch.

“Do you always fuck hotwives without a condom?” Her question was more about Lee than him.

“Some wives insist I wear them, some husbands insist I don’t.”

She thought about this for a few seconds, remembering the emails she’d read from husbands to LB. “You didn’t give me the chance to insist one way or the other. You just shoved it in bare without asking.”

“I got carried away in the moment.” His brow furrowed slightly. “I’m sorry if—”

She shook her head. “It’s okay. I wanted your cum, I just don’t want anything else that’s—”

“There’s nothing else.” His expression was serious. “I guarantee that. I get tested regularly, and I’ll get tested again after today.” He must have seen the surprise in her expression because he shrugged. “Please don’t take that as an insult. I really don’t expect—”

“I think it’s probably wise.”

He gave a slight nod. “Do you usually insist your bulls wear a rubber?”

She couldn’t remember the last time she’d used a condom. “Sometimes, but I have a regular bull who I let go in bare.”

“He’s a lucky guy.”

She smiled. “Because I let him go in bare?”

“Well that, but mainly because he’s your regular.”

His compliment touched her. “Thank you.” She narrowed her eyes. “Or were you just saying that so I’ll suck your cock?”

He chuckled. “No, but don’t let it stop you.”

“I won’t.” She lowered her head and ran her tongue up the length of his shaft. When she got to the tip, she licked around the crown then back down to the root, sucking his big balls into her mouth one at a time. By the time she’d licked up the length again, his cock was fully hard.

With her fingers wrapped around the base, she pointed it to the ceiling and marvelled at its size. She might not be able to take it in. She kissed the tip, licked her lips, and stretched them around him, proud when she managed to get the entire head into her mouth on the first try. While running her tongue over the velvety flesh, she used both hands to pump the base of his shaft.

Vivienne held his gaze as she pleasured him. She was unable to get more than a third of his cock into her mouth. He was too wide for her to get him down into her throat, so she compensated by using her tongue on the tip and her hands on the root.

When Marvin let out a long groan, she released him from her mouth. “You like that?”

“Oh yeah.”

“Want me to keep going?”

“I want you to do whatever you want to do.”

Pressing the tip of her tongue into the slit at the end of his cock, she stared into his eyes and knew exactly what she wanted to do. “In that case…”

She crawled up the bed and straddled his hips. Holding his cock, she carefully impaled herself on it, taking it slow and retreating several times before she was able to get his full length inside her. Closing her eyes, she cast aside all emotions and concentrated on only physical pleasure as she gyrated her hips. Thoughts of Lee’s cheating and her revenge receded until all that mattered was the sheer bliss of riding this stranger’s cock.

Marvin seemed like a nice guy. He was certainly more handsome than any man she’d ever dated, but none of those things were important. All that mattered to her in that moment was how his cock filled her, and how it thrilled her. How it pushed and poked and prodded her up the steady incline toward yet another orgasm.

Resting her hands on his chest, she rocked harder, not daring to open her eyes in fear of breaking the spell. She’d attend to him later. For now, this was all about her. Her needs, her desires and her next climax.

Goosebumps raised all over her body. A cold sweat formed on her head as a hot shiver ran down her back. Her body became a firework as fizzles and pops sent every nerve ending into spasm. Eruptions of heat ran up through her chest and neck while bright lights burst through the darkness of her closed eyes. The effect faded, leaving only her sighs and breathless groans.

When she opened her eyes and stared down at Marvin, she remembered what she’d planned to do. She raised herself off him and scooted backwards until she was kneeling between his legs again, then leaned over him. His cock was slick with her juices but, just for effect, she inserted three fingers into her sopping sex and smeared even more around the tip of his cock. Gripping it in both hands, one above the other, she started to pump and twist her wrists.

Keeping her eyes on his dick, she wanked him with a steady rhythm. After a while she dribbled a glob of saliva onto the tip and massaged it in with her palm before returning to her rhythm.

Looking up into his face, she licked her lips. “Are you going to come again?”

His breathing was shallow. “Oh yeah.”

“Good.” She pumped her hands faster. “Is it going to happen soon?”

He gave a breathless nod.

She licked her lips again. “I’m not going to let you make me dirty this time.”

“Oh?”

“No.” She smiled, pumping her hands ever faster. “And I’m going to make sure it can’t dribble back out.”

He opened his mouth to reply, then his eyelids fluttered.

Vivienne stretched her lips wide and took the tip of his cock into her mouth, pumping her hands up and down. The first gush hit the back of her throat. She gulped and swallowed. Another spurt filled her mouth, and she swallowed that, too. When the third erupted from him, she marvelled at his endurance. This was his fourth orgasm in as many hours. His flow ebbed and she slowed her hands, her tongue running slowly over his crown. Finally, she released his cock and smiled up at him.

He blew out his cheeks and shook his head. “Now I’m even more envious of your regular guy.”

Melancholy suddenly engulfed her, threatening to bring tears. She closed her eyes and lay down on his chest, hearing the loud thump of his racing heart as it slowed down to a more regular pace. She stayed there until her composure returned, then she looked up into his eyes. “Well, I should start getting ready to go back home.”

Marvin gave her a sad smile then got off the bed and started to dress. Vivienne watched him in silence, trying desperately not to spoil what had been so special.

“Is it okay if I don’t bother with my tie?” he asked, smiling.

“I suppose so.”

He sat on the bed to pull his socks on. “And my shoes got a bit scuffed. Do I need to polish them before I go?”

She laughed out loud and shook her head. “No, but you’re letting your standards slip.”

His expression turned serious. “I’ll be happy to polish them again any time in the future.”

She wrapped her arms around him, the material of his suit itchy against her naked skin. “I had a wonderful time.”

He took a deep breath and let it out. “Me too.” He stood up and gave her a sad smile. His eyes said he knew he’d never see her again.

“Thank you, Marvin.”

Reaching out, he took her hand and kissed the back of it. “Thank you, Brandy.”

When he reached the door, she got up and walked across to kiss him one last time. Even though she went up on tiptoe, he still had to bend quite a way for their lips to meet. She closed her eyes and kissed him gently, holding it for several seconds before breaking away and looking deep into his eyes.

“You were my first bull.”

His eyebrows went up, and he shook his head as if not sure how to react. “Wow. I’m honoured.” After giving her a wistful smile, he walked through the door and out of her life.

Vivienne padded naked into the bathroom and started to draw a bath, pouring in the small bottle of complimentary bubbles. While the taps were running, she packed her sexy outfit and high heels into her holdall and took out the jeans, top and trainers she’d arrived in. Once the bath had filled, she lowered herself into the hot, foamy water and closed her eyes.

Marvin had been everything she’d hoped for, and so much more. Her body still throbbed from their four hours together, a sated lethargy relaxing every muscle. She’d given herself to another man for the sole purpose of sexual pleasure and felt good about it. But the thrill of what she’d done went so much deeper than body tissue—and God knows, he went deep. It had massaged her soul. He’d serviced her like the top-notch bull he was, and she liked to think her performance had been appropriate for a hotwife. Vivienne felt good about what they’d done to each other, and she was confident that Marvin would be driving back to wherever he lived with a smile on his face.

She lay for a while longer, reflecting on the last few hours and refusing to allow thoughts of Lee with his hotwives spoil the moment.

Down in reception, she felt no shame as she told the young man who’d seen her lead Marvin up the stairs just a few hours earlier that she wanted to check out.

During the drive home, she streamed a playlist on her phone through the car stereo and sang along. She hadn’t felt this calm since she’d first discovered her husband’s duplicity.

───Ξ───
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Chapter 7

Once home, Vivienne threw her crumpled dress into the laundry basket and put her sexy sandals back in her wardrobe. Realising how hungry she was, she walked up to the deli. Fifteen minutes later, she was sitting in her garden with a brie ciabatta and a glass of chilled white wine. In the fridge for later were chicken kebabs and a portion of the gorgeous aromatic rice. If Lee decided the carbs would ruin his precious physique, then all the more for her.

Her phone beeped to announce a text. When she checked, there were two messages.

One from Martha had arrived earlier, while she’d been with Marvin. It read, Sorry to hear about your migraine, which had been the reason she’d given her boss for taking the day off. Vivienne replied to say she was feeling much better and would return to work tomorrow.

The second message was from Lee. Apparently the rail problem had been fixed, and he’d be able to get back on the usual service. He’d finished the text, Will be home around seven-thirty. xXx.

After she’d put her phone down on the table, Vivienne closed her eyes and turned her face to the sun. Her husband had signed his message with three kisses, and she still had Marvin’s cum inside her. Waves of guilt lapped at the shores of her subconscious, but she was determined not to let herself get swept away. Lee had started this, and although she wasn’t really happy about the term revenge fuck, that’s exactly what Marvin had been. Though enthralled by his photos, she’d seen handsome men before without ever being tempted to stray. Was it the curiosity of having sex with a bull that had driven her into his arms, or was it simply getting her own back on her cheating husband?

Deciding not to dwell any longer, she went inside to refill her wine glass. She scooped up her laptop on the way back out to send a thank-you message to Marvin. Once the contact website had loaded, she saw a new message from LB. With a racing heart, she opened and read it.

Hi Brandy, how about a date one night next week? I could make Tuesday or Wednesday. Let me know your availability, and also what part of the country you’re based in. LB

As Vivienne re-read the message, a coldness settled in her stomach. Her trap had worked exactly as planned, but there was no longer any sense of being thrilled that he’d fallen for it. She picked up her glass and gulped down half its contents. Noting the time the message had been sent, she picked up her phone to see when Lee had texted her.

He’d sent the message with three kisses to his wife two minutes after asking Brandy for a fuck-date!

Vivienne wrote a brief message to Marvin, thanking him for a wonderful time. Part of her wanted to suggest another meeting, but she resisted and logged out of the forum. Then she carried her laptop back into the house, topped up her wine and returned to the patio.

Despite the tranquillity of their garden, her mood darkened as she drank. She’d been determined not to let her guilt spoil her afternoon; ironically, it had been spoiled by Lee’s obvious lack of guilt. He’d set up a date with Brandy immediately before writing to tell his wife he was coming home, kiss, kiss, kiss.

Bastard!

Vivienne was glad she’d met up with Marvin. She was thrilled that he’d fucked her bareback, and that she’d swallowed his final load. All of that information would be used to hurt Lee at some point in the not-too-distant future.

Her next refill emptied the bottle. She took another from the rack and put it into the fridge to chill, then returned to the garden. A combination of wine, sun and being thoroughly worn out took their toll and she dozed in the chair. When she woke, she finished what wine was left in the glass and decided not to wait until Lee got home before having her dinner. In the kitchen, she divided the rice and took two of the five kebabs. As they were heating in the microwave, she opened the now-chilled bottle of wine, then sat at the kitchen table to eat. She opened up her laptop again. It was time to bait the trap.

Hey LB. I’m thrilled that you want to meet up. I’m based in London, but I’ll be in Manchester next week.

Let me know if you’re happy with a playdate there. If not, we can meet in London the following week.

Vivienne sent the message, then glanced at her watch. Lee would now be on the train heading home. He’d probably be checking his phone regularly while waiting for a reply. Hopefully, offering him a date within fifteen miles of home would be too good an opportunity for him to miss. He wouldn’t even need to be away on business; he could simply tell his unsuspecting wife that he was going to the gym.

By the time she’d eaten the first kebab, another message appeared in her inbox.

Manchester would be fine - then I don’t have to wait another week to get my hands on that great body of yours.

How about Tuesday? LB

Loathing burned inside her. Vivienne swallowed the chicken and took a sip of wine. This would soon be over. She typed out a reply.

Tuesday’s fine. I’ll be staying at the Radisson Blu by the airport. I’ll send you the room number once I’ve checked in.

With that, Vivienne logged out and closed her laptop. Although she’d lost her appetite, she still finished her dinner and drained her glass.

Lee would be home in an hour and she really didn’t want to face him. Employing the same excuse she’d given her boss, she wrote a note saying she’d had the day off work suffering from a migraine and had gone to bed early.

She went to brush her teeth and pee, stripped down to her panties and slid between the sheets. Her head felt woozy from the drink and the room began to spin. As soon as she closed her eyes, an image of Marvin’s handsome face appeared. She smiled and cupped her hand over her crotch, pressing the length of her middle finger between her still-puffy folds. She had no doubt that today’s escapades would be a source of inspiration for many masturbation sessions in the future, but now wasn’t the time.

She must have slept because a weight on the bed roused her. She blinked and looked up at her husband’s face.

“Hey, how are you feeling?”

“Shit. I had a mi—”

“A migraine?” He sniffed the air and gave a little smile. “I’m no doctor, but I think the medical term might be hangover.”

“When my migraine finally disappeared, I celebrated with a few glasses of wine.”

He laughed and stroked her face. “I see. Do you want anything? Food, water, orange juice?”

She shook her head. “No, I’ll just sleep it off. There are kebabs and rice in the fridge.”

“Okay, thanks.”

After he’d left, Vivienne closed her eyes. She was annoyed at his feigned concern and suspected he’d been hoping for sex.

* * * *

When Vivienne woke the following morning, there was a cup of tea on her bedside cabinet. She sat, rubbing her aching temples, then picked up the cup and thanked the Lord for the healing qualities of Earl Grey.

The bedroom door opened and Lee walked in, already showered and dressed. “How’re you feeling?”

“I think my migraine’s back.”

“I’m surprised you can notice it with the hangover you must have.”

She nodded and regretted doing so immediately.

“Right, I’m off to work. Fancy going out to dinner later?”

Her stomach tightened. Now the trap had been set, she didn’t really want to pretend everything was hunky dory. “After taking yesterday off, I’ll probably have to work late today to try and catch up. There are deadlines I need to meet.”

“Okay, I just thought…” He gave a shrug and shake of the head.

“Why not go and help Ben enhance his deltoids, or something?”

“I’ll see. I know he works on the door at a nightclub some Fridays.”

“Yeah, what’s the use of having all those muscles if you can’t intimidate drunken teenagers?”

Lee gave another laugh. “Okay, I’ll see you tonight.”

After he’d left, Vivienne finished her tea and lay back to rest for a couple more minutes, then forced herself to get up and shower. The short walk to the station was pleasant enough, but the train was crowded and she had to sit next to a man who elbowed her every time he turned the page of his broadsheet.

She called for a coffee on the walk to the office but didn’t buy everyone a pastry because she’d need all her money to pay for hotels. The one in Stafford had cost over a hundred and forty quid, but at least she could use the joint account for the one at Manchester airport. There’d be no need to hide that bill from her husband.

When Vivienne got to the office, Martha smiled and came over to greet her.

“How’s the migraine?”

“It’s back, but I can’t really complain because this one was wine-induced.”

Martha laughed. “We’ve all been summoned to the headmaster’s office at ten-thirty.”

“Ooh, what’s happened?”

“No idea, but he was smiling so it’s either good news or he had wind.” She leaned closer. “Or he found those photos of you with your tits out on the website Karl uploaded them to.”

“That’s not funny.”

Martha grinned. “Serves you right for having such perky nipples.”

Vivienne glanced round to make sure her friend hadn’t been overheard, then scowled at her. “Will you quit blabbing?”

“Well, he hasn’t left me alone all week and it’s making me act like a teenager again.”

Laughing, Vivienne fired up her computer and tried to remember where she’d got up to with her wartime romance.

The 10:30 meeting was indeed good news. One of their authors had won a prestigious prize for mystery fiction and had invited the publishing staff and their partners to a party in a glitzy Manchester wine bar the following week. As they made their way back to their desks, Vivienne wondered if she’d actually be in the mood to attend. By then, Brandy and LB would have had their confrontation.

She ended up staying later at the office than she’d intended, not getting home until almost eight. Lee was in the living room wearing pyjama bottoms and a t-shirt, his hair still wet.

Vivienne put her bag down and forced a smile. “I assume you went to the gym?”

He nodded. “Just for an hour. How are you feeling?”

“Okay. I don’t know why I...” She shrugged. “It was a sunny afternoon and I was enjoying the wine a little too much.”

He laughed. “It happens. I bought some of that Greek vegetarian dish you like from the deli.”

“Oh, thanks.” He definitely wants sex.

“I ate earlier. Do you want me to warm it up while you change?”

She nodded. “That’d be great, thanks.”

“Want a glass of wine with it?” he asked, smirking.

“Maybe just a small one.”

She was back downstairs in leggings and a t-shirt a few minutes later. In the kitchen, Lee had poured her wine and was dishing up the souvlaki.

“Thank you.” She picked up the glass in one hand and the bowl in the other, then wandered through to the living room to see what he was watching on TV.

As she ate, her mind wandered back to LB’s message to Brandy about the playdate. “Do you know when you’re away next week?” she asked, keeping her eyes on her bowl, even though she could feel his eyes on her.

“Not yet. It depends on the client, really. Why?”

“I was just curious.” When he didn’t reply, she took another mouthful of food.

They watched TV for the rest of the evening in relative silence, then headed up to bed shortly after eleven. Vivienne knew he wanted sex, and she was comfortable with that. In fact, she intended showing him just how hot his own wife could be. This was all part of her plan for the confrontation they’d be having in just a few days’ time.

Lee was first in bed, and Vivienne could feel his eyes on her as she pulled off her t-shirt and rolled down her leggings. After unclipping her bra, she didn’t bother pulling on the vest top she usually wore. Instead, she peeled off her panties and got into bed completely naked.

Looking over at her husband, she raised her eyebrows expectantly.

He gave a shy smile. “I didn’t know if your headache had disappeared.”

“Only one way to find out.” She scooted down the bed, taking the quilt with her, leaned over his crotch, and took his flaccid cock completely into her mouth.

He let out a groan, arching up off the bed. As she bobbed her head, she felt his cock swell and stiffen. He was fully hard in no time. Unlike Marvin’s cock, she could get her husband’s into her throat. She forced her head down, overcoming her gag reflex.

Lee mumbled something unintelligible, but she paid no attention. This wasn’t about him, it was about proving something to herself. Pushing her head down further, she finally got his full length into her mouth and throat, her nose touching his pubic hair. She cupped his balls and ran a finger between his legs to tease the opening of his anus.

She could easily have taken him all the way, but that wasn’t her plan. She released his cock and looked up at him. Saliva ran down her chin but she didn’t wipe it off. Crawling up the bed, she stared into his wide eyes. Then she straddled him, gripped his cock and impaled herself on it.

Lee let out a long sigh. “Jeez, Viv, what’s got—?”

She pressed her hand down over his mouth. “Shut up and let me ride your cock.”

His eyebrows approached his hairline, but he didn’t try to say anything else. She closed her eyes and rocked her hips, grinding her clit against his pubic bone. His cock felt good, but she wasn’t going to tell him that. The early signals of an orgasm rippled through her. As the sensation surged, she let out a long breath. Bucking her hips faster, she pushed down and cried out when the swelling wave finally broke.

Lee gripped her hips and thrust up into her, but she didn’t want him to come yet. She wasn’t finished. As the spasms of her orgasm receded, she lifted herself and turned 180 into the reverse-cowgirl position before guiding his cock back inside. Then she leaned forward and rocked her hips, each downstroke sending his cock as deep as it would go.

Suspecting he wouldn’t be able to last much longer, she brought her hand into play, running her finger around her clit to bring on another orgasm.

When Lee let out a breathless groan, she gripped his balls tightly with her other hand. “Don’t you dare come yet,” she hissed. With a finger on either side of her slippery clit, she bucked faster and tumbled into a second orgasm. She finally stilled, sucking in a lungful of air. Thankfully, his cock was still hard.

Vivienne dismounted and turned around on the bed. He looked a little shell shocked. “Now you can come,” she said, kneeling on the bed and gripping the top of the headboard in both hands. “Fuck me hard and fill me up.” Then she lowered her head and closed her eyes.

Lee didn’t need telling twice. He clambered around on the bed and slid his cock back into her sopping channel.

Vivienne gritted her teeth, pushing back to meet his thrusts as he pounded her. She had flashbacks of Marvin doing her like this, then withdrawing and coming all over her back. Lee didn’t withdraw when he came. He pulled her onto him and held still, his cock pulsing as he fired spurt after spurt inside.

Vivienne released the headboard and lowered her face into the pillow as he recommenced his thrusts, draining his balls and his energy with a final flurry before his cock eventually softened.

He dropped onto the pillow beside her, breathless. “God, that was intense.” He sniggered. “You should have migraines more often if that’s how you act once they disappear.”

She looked over into his face and realised that this may have been their last time having sex together. She gave a tired shrug and closed her eyes. She knew he was looking at her but didn’t want to risk speaking in case she cried.

He reached down to pull the quilt over their bodies, then turned off the bedside light. His breathing soon became regular, but Vivienne stayed awake for a long time.

* * * *

The weekend followed their usual routine. Vivienne cleaned the bathrooms and tidied the house while Lee shopped for groceries on Saturday morning, then in the afternoon she went swimming while he went to the gym with Ben. They went out for a drink on Saturday evening, and she spent Sunday pottering in the garden while Lee tinkered with something on his car.

At work on Monday, Martha asked Vivienne if she was bringing Lee to the publisher’s party.

“It depends if he’s around. He travels with work, so…” She gave a non-committal shrug, which seemed to satisfy her friend. Back at her desk, she logged into the Radisson Blu website and booked a room for the following evening. Once done, she rang the hotel and asked the receptionist for the room number, which she messaged to LB along with a suggested time of 8:30 to meet.

Less than an hour later, Lee rang to say his client had just requested he visit them on Wednesday, which meant he’d have to leave tomorrow night.

A knot developed in her stomach, but she said that’d be fine. “Where are you off to this week?” she asked, struggling to keep her tone light.

“Luton.”

“Oh, okay. See you later.”

“Bye love.”

Twat.

After work on Tuesday, Vivienne braved the terrible traffic to the hotel and found a parking space as far from the entrance as she possible, knowing Lee would have to take a taxi and probably be dropped off at main doors.

After showering in her room, she applied thick mascara and dark red lip gloss. She was determined to prove she could look as sexy as any of his other hotwives and had chosen a body-hugging dark blue dress with a split up the front that exposed her left leg to the thigh. The ensemble was finished off with the fuck-me shoes she’d bought for the photoshoot. She wore her hair down and brushed it all over one shoulder. Regarding herself in the mirror, she looked a lot more relaxed than she felt. The acid bubbling in her gut made her feel nauseous.

At exactly eight-thirty, she heard a knock. She took a steadying breath, then took up the stance she’d decided on. Placing her feet a step apart, she opened the door while keeping her head and body hidden, with just her left leg in view. All he’d see was oiled leg and sexy shoe, with the king-sized bed as an inviting backdrop.

He stepped into the room. She saw shoulders in a dark jacket and closed the door behind him.

“Viv? What the hell are you doing here?”

She blinked, her mind racing. “Ben?”

───Ξ───
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Chapter 8

As Vivienne stared into the shocked face of her husband’s best friend, her stomach chilled. Doubt and confusion raged as she tried to negotiate her way through the ever-changing terrain of what she thought she knew.

“I was expecting Lee,” she said.

“He’s in Luton.” He gave a confused shake of his head. “I assumed you knew that.”

Had she got all of this wrong? Was Lee’s only involvement simply helping his friend get laid?

An image of her spread hands pressed against the hotel wall in Stafford while Marvin fucked her from behind flashed through her mind. She shook her head to clear it. Then she remembered the photos on LB’s profile page, and the mole on the inside of his left arm. That was undeniably Lee.

LB. Lee. Ben. They probably share the hotwives between them.

“And who’s Lee fucking in Luton?”

Ben shook his head and gave a shrug.

“Don’t lie for him, Ben.”

“It’s a woman he’s seen a couple of other times.”

Vivienne nodded. “So you had to meet Brandy.”

His guilty nod confirmed it, and suddenly she felt like a weight had been lifted from her shoulders. In barely a minute she’d gone from seething to mortified and now the rollercoaster was taking her back up the incline to furious again.

“And do the two of you compare notes on all the hotwives you fuck?”

He frowned and looked down at the carpet.

“Is fucking sexy hotwives what you guys talk about when you’re in the gym? Do you trade secrets about what each woman enjoys and what turns their husband on?”

“I think you should talk to Lee about—”

“Oh, I’ll do more than talk to him. I’ll cut his fucking bollocks off.”

“Viv, I’m sorry.”

“Why are you sorry? You’re not married.” She looked up into his eyes. “Was it you that got him into this?”

“No.” He shook his head as if to reaffirm it.

“Ah, so it was the other way around. He got you into it.”

Ben opened his mouth to speak but hesitated. “I think you should talk to Lee.”

“Maybe he double-booked one night and had to ask you to be a stand-in. Or was he bragging about all the sexy women he was meeting and offered you the chance of some fresh cunt?”

He blinked. “Viv, I really think—”

“Yeah. I know, and I will.”

He lowered his eyes again, but this time she noticed his gaze sweep over her legs and the fuck-me shoes. She remembered that he’d come here expecting to meet a hotwife who wanted nothing but sex. A wicked thought wormed its way into her mind.

“So,” she said, standing with her arms held out at the sides. “What do you think of Brandy?”

Ben looked into her eyes and gave a shake of his head.

“Come on, give me a figure. Where does she come on your slut scale?”

His only response was another nervous shake.

“What, you don’t think I notice you staring at my arse whenever you come round to the house?”

His eyes widened and he sighed. “Viv, I—”

“Brandy, remember? I’m not Viv tonight.”

His mouth opened but no words came out.

“I’m Brandy and I came here to get fucked by a big strong bull.” She placed her feet a step apart and leaned forward to look up into his eyes. “So I’ll ask again, where does Brandy come on your slut scale?”

“You look fantastic, but…” He shook his head yet again.

Vivienne gripped her dress at the hips and inched it up, showing off more of her legs. “Do you want me to show you how I usually dress for my bulls?”

Another frown creased his brow and his eyes pierced hers. He was no doubt wondering if she’d really met other bulls.

She pulled the dress higher still, finally revealing she wasn’t wearing panties. When Ben finally lowered his eyes, she turned a slow full circle so he could admire the backside he’d spent so much time ogling over the last few years.

When she was facing him again, she smiled. “So, does my arse look better bare than it does in jeans?”

“Viv—”

“What usually happens when a hotwife shows you her cunt?”

“I…” He ran his hand through his buzzed haircut. “You’re not a hotwife, you’re my friend’s wife.”

“I’m both, but I won’t be the latter for much longer.”

“Don’t say that.”

“Come on, get your dick out.”

Ben looked shocked. He started to protest, but she stepped forward and placed her hand on the bulge of his crotch.

“Come on, don’t be shy.” She could feel his dick was already swollen inside his trousers. Maybe he’d taken a Viagra before the date, just to make sure he was nice and rigid for Brandy.

“Viv, please don’t—”

“I’m not Viv, I’m Brandy.” She stroked his cock and gave it a squeeze. “And you’re not Ben.” She leaned forward and kissed his chin. “Tonight, you’re LB the bull, with all those five-star ratings.”

His breath came out as a long shudder. “We shouldn’t do this.”

“Why not? I’ve already done it with a big black bull.” She flashed her eyes and made her voice as breathy as she could. “He fucked me four times…” Leaning in, she pressed her cheek against his so she could whisper into his ear. “And he came in my mouth.”

Ben’s cock was now fully hard and his breathing was ragged.

Vivienne stepped back and smiled, her hand still gripping the impressive cock inside his trousers. “I’m going to go into the bathroom and slip off my dress. I want you to take off all your clothes and lie on the bed.”

When Ben opened his mouth, she leaned forward and kissed him passionately, pushing her tongue deep. Then she gave his cock a final squeeze and stepped back.

“Take your clothes off,” she whispered. “I’m going to ride your cock, and don’t bother with a rubber. I want you skin on skin, and I want to feel your cum shooting deep into my slutty hotwife pussy.”

Vivienne stepped into the bathroom, suppressing a giggle. She quickly stripped and pulled on the work clothes she’d packed in anticipation of leaving as soon as she’d had it out with Lee. Once dressed, she put her hotwife dress and shoes into her bag and carried it into the bedroom. Ben was naked on top of the bed, slowly stroking his very impressive erection.

He immediately let go of his dick and stared at her with wide eyes.

She stepped to the foot of the bed and glared down at him. “You’re a selfish bastard, Ben.” She nodded at his cock. “You do all your thinking with that, and so does my cheating husband.”

“We… I—”

“The room’s yours for the night but it doesn’t include breakfast. Check out by ten. Why not see how many times you can jerk off?”

“Viv, I wasn’t going to—”

“Your dick suggests otherwise. You have no morals. Fuck off.” With that, she walked out of the room and closed the door behind her.

* * * *

Her mobile rang in the middle of the night. It was Lee and she declined the call. The clock on her phone said 02:16. She could picture him in his hotel room, panicking after finishing his assignation in Luton only to find a text from Ben. Or maybe Ben had actually called him.

Her phone rang a second time and she declined that call as well. A text arrived immediately after.

Viv - Please pink up the phone and tall to me.

She read it and shook her head. Autocorrect strikes again. Either he’d written it in a hurry or his eyes were out of focus after shagging for too long. She replied:

The discussion we need to have will be done face to face. Maybe you should stay in Luton for a few more days to recuperate from your exertions.

Vivienne was completely clear-headed. After leaving the hotel, she’d driven home, taken a bath and gone to bed. She hadn’t needed a drink, which was surprising considering that for a few brief moments, she thought Lee was innocent and her ‘revenge fuck’ was the only cheating that had occurred in their marriage.

Her phone beeped again.

I’m going to get the first train home.

She sighed and typed a reply.

I will have left for work, and I certainly don’t want you phoning me there. I have deadlines to meet and I don’t intend losing my job because of your inability to keep your dick in your trousers.

Muting her phone, she unplugged the charger and carried it out to the landing. The screen could light up as many times as it liked out there, and it wouldn’t disturb her. She went back to bed and fell asleep almost immediately.

In the morning, she showered and dressed, ate breakfast, and left the house for the short walk to the station. On the train she glanced at her phone. There were seven missed calls and twice as many texts from Lee. She didn’t bother reading any of them.

Everyone in the office was in a good mood, but Vivienne concentrated on the manuscript she was working on and didn’t allow her thoughts to dwell on the state of her marriage or the looming showdown with her husband.

The office closed an hour before the usual time, so Vivienne was able to catch the earlier train. She walked down their tree-lined street and saw Lee’s car parked outside their house. A knot developed in the pit of her stomach.

When she opened the front door, he stepped out of the living room to meet her in the hall. He looked like he hadn’t slept.

“Viv, I’m so sorry.”

“Are you sorry for being a lying bastard, or sorry that I found out?”

“I didn’t mean to hurt you.”

“No, of course you didn’t.” She dropped her bag and it hit the floor with a thump. “You thought you could get away with shagging other men’s wives while your own wife sat at home thinking you were working.”

“I didn’t do—”

“Yes you did.” Her heartbeat was now racing. “What’s more, you were doing it for three… fucking… years!”

“I…” He shook his head.

She could see his mind playing catch-up. He didn’t know how she’d found out, or indeed how much she knew about his double life.

She walked past him and into the living room, where she dropped her summer jacket onto the couch and turned to glare at him. “Why do you need these women?”

He’d followed her but lingered by the door. “Sorry?”

“It’s not a hard question, Lee. What is it about me that’s not enough?”

“You’re enough. You’re everything I—”

“Bollocks! People only fuck around if they’re not happy with what they’ve got at home.”

“That’s not true.”

“Ah, right.” She gave a humourless laugh. “I meant generally. But that’s not the case with the women you see. They only fuck around because their husband gets off on the idea.”

“Viv, these women…” He held his arms out with his palms up. “They’re nothing. They don’t mean any—”

“Don’t you dare bad-mouth them,” she hissed. “They’re in loving relationships where everything they do has been agreed with their husbands.”

Lee blinked and dropped his arms back to his sides.

“They’re not cheating on their spouses. They’re simply using you to add a bit of spice to their love-life.”

He was nodding. “Exactly, so there’s nothing—”

“They’re not telling lies and fucking behind anyone’s back.”

His nodding stopped.

“The women you see are not the problem. The fact you’re a liar and a cheat is the problem. You slipping them your big bull cock might have helped with their marriage, but it’s… killed ours.” The last two words carried more emotion than she’d expected.

He stepped forward as if to try and comfort her.

“Don’t fucking touch me!” she snarled.

He stepped back and took a deep breath. After a full ten seconds he exhaled and put on the pleading ‘hurt little boy’ expression that she used to find endearing. “Will you please sit down and talk about—”

“We can talk when I get back.”

“What? Where are you going?”

She glared at him until he lowered his eyes.

He sighed. “Sorry, I just thought we could—”

“I have a prior engagement. Right now I need to get ready.” Vivienne picked up her jacket and left the room, going straight up to the bedroom and slamming the door behind her.

She emerged thirty minutes later and walked slowly down the stairs, careful not to trip in the ridiculously high heels of her fuck-me shoes. Lee stepped out of the living room and his mouth dropped open at the sight of her.

She’d pinned her hair up and applied eyeliner, mascara and cherry red lip gloss. Her black dress hugged her curves and stopped just above the knee.

He stared at her with wide eyes. “Why are you dressed like that?”

“I told you, I have a prior engagement.”

“Where are you going?”

“Where do you think I’m going?” She inched up her dress to reveal stocking tops and suspenders. “I’m going to meet my latest bull.”

His face blanched. “No you’re not. You wouldn’t—”

“I wouldn’t what? Wouldn’t do what you’ve been doing for half our married life?”

His breathing was shallow. “Viv, I know you told Ben that you’d—”

“I told him the truth.”

Lee frowned and shook his head. “You’re not the kind of person who’d just meet for sex.”

“That proves we don’t really know each other, because I didn’t think you were, either.”

“Tell me you didn’t—”

“It’s surprising how many bulls have seen my profile page. It took you a week to set up a date, but others couldn’t wait that long.” She stepped closer. “Last week, I didn’t have a migraine. I was just dizzy from being fucked so hard.”

“Viv, please don’t say—”

“And I’m hoping to get fucked just as hard tonight.”

He glanced down at her outfit. “I won’t let you go out dressed like—”

“If you try to stop me, I’ll phone the police. I’ll get you arrested for domestic abuse. Let’s see how tough you act then?”

“I’d never hurt you.”

“You already have.”

“I mean physically.”

She bent to pick up the bag she’d dropped earlier and transferred her phone, keys and purse into her clutch bag. “Do you use condoms with your hotwives?”

“What?”

“Do you practice safe sex?”

“I... It—”

Vivienne sighed. “Ah, I get it. Sometimes the husband likes you to leave him something to clean up.” She laughed at his shocked expression. “Don’t forget what I do for a living. I probably know as much about this kink as you do.”

He looked uncomfortable. “Viv, I—”

“For example, I know that some husbands insist you wear a condom while others like the thrill of another man firing his cum in there. They get off on the fact their wife is getting laid and sprayed.” She looked him directly in the eye. “I took my bull bare.”

Lee glowered at her.

“He shot two loads inside me and another down my throat, and still had enough energy to cover my back with his cum.”

He swallowed noisily, his lips squeezed tight.

“But it was nothing for you to worry about. I mean, he didn’t mean anything to me. It was only sex.”

He frowned and took a breath. “Can we please sit down and talk about—?”

“I’m going out. If you’re still here when I get back, we can talk about things then.” She grinned. “And by then, I’ll have a lot more to talk about.”

“Please don’t do this.”

“You started this, Lee. Whatever happens from now on is all your fault.” She walked to the front door and turned with her hand on the doorknob. “How does it feel from the other side?”

“Huh?”

“I’ve just told you I’m going out to have sex with another man. You don’t want me to, so that makes me a cuckoldress.” She tilted her head to one side. “And that makes you a cuckold.” She opened the door. “I hope his cock’s as big as my last bull. His was huge.”

“Viv, if you—”

“By the way, Ben’s dick’s bigger than yours.”

He recoiled as if she’d slapped him.

“It’s probably him who’s responsible for all those five-star reviews on LB’s profile.” She raised her eyebrows as if she’d only just noticed his reaction. “Didn’t Ben tell you about last night?”

Before he could answer, Vivienne walked out and closed the door behind her. She got in her car, reversed off the drive and headed towards the main road to Manchester.

* * * *

When she walked into the wine bar, Karl was the first person she saw. His eyes raked down her body as he made his way across the room.

“Viv, you look fantastic.”

She smiled, placed a hand on his shoulder and kissed his cheek. “Thank you.”

“I wish I’d brought my camera.”

She laughed and shook her head. “Tonight’s not about making me look sexy.”

“The camera doesn’t make you look sexy, it just captures what’s there for all to see.”

She smiled, touched. “So, I hear you’ve not left your wife alone all week.”

His cheeks flushed and he closed his eyes. “She is such a blabbermouth.”

“I know.”

He nodded towards the bar. “She’s over there.”

She squeezed his arm and walked over to the bar.

Martha greeted her with a hug, then frowned at her outfit. “God, if Karl sees you dressed like that, I’ll be in for another sleepless night.”

“I’ve already spoken to him. I’ve told him I’m wearing suspenders and no panties.”

“Bitch. If I can’t walk tomorrow, it’ll be your fault.”

Vivienne laughed. “So, where’s our prestigious author?”

“He has a private room at the back. What can I get you to drink? Everything’s on his tab.”

“I’m driving, so I’ll just have a mineral water.”

“Oh, babe.” Martha glanced around the bar. “I assume Lee’s not with you.”

“No.” She forced a smile. “Though he might be there when I get home.”

Drinks in hand, they beckoned Karl and headed towards the private room. Their boss greeted them warmly, and the award-winning author made a heart-felt speech about how grateful he was for all their hard work, help and advice.

“The plot may have been my idea,” he said as he looked around at the smiling faces, “but it was you guys who turned my sprawling manuscript into a legible piece of fiction.”

There was a ripple of laughter.

He smiled, then turned serious. “My name’s on the cover, but I know the book’s success is a result of your knowledge and expertise.” He raised his glass. “Thank you all.”

A smattering of applause followed.

“I like him,” Vivienne whispered. “His head’s not up in his own arse.”

Martha laughed. “Yeah, he does seem quite normal.”

“Did you work on his book?”

Martha shook her head. “No, but I’ve read it. It’s good.”

“I’m glad he won a prize.”

“Me too. Right, I’d better have a few more drinks to prepare myself for what your outfit’s done to my husband.”

Vivienne laughed. “He doesn’t need anything to inspire him. He loves you.”

Martha blinked in surprise, then smiled. “Do you want another mineral water?”

“No, get me a mocktail.”

“A what?”

“It’s a cocktail without the liquor. Just fruit juice, syrup, ice and soda with an umbrella.”

Over the next couple of hours, Vivienne mingled with her colleagues and a few people she hadn’t met before, including the author and his wife. By the time the party had finished, it was still only a little after ten. Martha insisted she and Karl walk her back to her car. After she’d bid them goodnight, Vivienne drove back towards home with a tightness in her stomach.

Since she’d told her husband she was going out to meet a bull, she decided it was too early to return. After parking on a side street half a mile from home, Vivienne took out her phone and checked for messages. Lee had sent four, all of them apologising and asking her to come home. The final one had been sent at 9:15. Evidently he’d assumed the dirty deed had been done by then, and had given up trying to dissuade her.

She checked her watch. It was just after eleven, which meant she could have been with her bull for almost five hours. Closing her eyes, she let out a long breath. Vivienne wasn’t sure if she wanted to face her husband. Part of her hoped he’d already moved out.

Turning into their road, she saw the downstairs lights in their house were on and Lee’s car was still outside. After parking on the drive, she went inside and found him sitting on the couch in the living room. He kept his eyes fixed on the floor. Vivienne dropped her bag onto one of the armchairs and stood in front of her brooding husband.

Finally, he let his gaze wander up her body until his eyes met hers. “How was your evening?”

“Does it matter?”

He seemed to think about it for a second, then shook his head. “I thought it’d matter to you.”

“It was good. I got exactly what I wanted.” She saw his expression harden, and that spurred her on. “I got exactly what I wanted three times.”

He sighed and closed his eyes.

“Want me to tell you all about it? I guess the hotwives you’ve been seeing have to describe things for their husbands if they hadn’t witnessed it.”

“I spoke to Ben. He swore on his mother’s life that nothing happened.”

“Do you believe him?”

He nodded, then frowned. “Are you saying I shouldn’t believe my friend?”

“He’s not much of a friend. I pretended I was up for it. I told him to wait on the bed while I took my dress off in the bathroom. When I came out, he was naked on the bed playing with his cock.”

“What did you do?”

“I called him a bastard, then I left.”

He let out a sigh. “And what about the guy you told him about?”

“He wasn’t a bastard, and I spent four wonderful hours getting railed.”

Lee seemed to think about this for several seconds, then took a breath. “And tonight?”

“You tell me.”

“Huh?”

“How was it for you, knowing what I was doing?”

“It was…” He lowered his head into his hands and a sob wracked his body. When he looked up again his eyes were filled with tears. “Please give me another chance.”

“Why?”

“Because what we have is too…” He glanced around the cosy room of their home. “This is everything we’ve worked for.”

“And yet you threw it all away, just for the kick of fucking other men’s wives.”

“That’s not…” He massaged his forehead with the fingers of his right hand. “They didn’t mean anything to me. It was just sex.”

“Is that supposed to make me feel better?”

He blinked, as if surprised by the question.

“Does it make you feel better that the guy whose dick I bounced on didn’t mean anything to me? Are you happy about me sucking him off because it was only sex?”

He stared at her in silence for a moment, then sighed and shook his head. “I know it’s my fault and that I deserved whatever you did. Viv, you’re the only woman I want.”

“I don’t believe you.”

“It’s true, I swear.”

“How could I ever trust you again?”

“I’ve learned my lesson. I promise I’ll never look at another woman.”

Vivienne looked down at him and felt nothing but disappointment. “I don’t know if I can stay with a man I can’t trust.”

“Please, Viv.”

“How many women did you sleep with as LB?”

“I don’t know.” He frowned. “Too many, obviously. There shouldn’t have been any.”

“True.”

There’d been almost thirty names of women in his inbox, but the fact he and Ben were acting as LB could mean that Lee had only seen half that number.

Vivienne held his gaze, then reached behind and unzipped her dress. Confusion showed in his expression. The dress was too clingy to slide off, so she had to pull it down over her hips. He gasped at her lingerie. The panties were made from sheer lace and a series of black ribbons with suspenders. The matching bra was translucent so her nipples were in clear view.

Lee feasted his eyes on her body and then looked up into her face.

“I’m guessing you’ve fucked a lot of women over the last three years.”

He shook his head. “Not that many. I know there shouldn’t have been any, but the number’s actually not—”

“Take a good look at me like this.”

His eyes wandered over her body again.

“What I want you to do,” she said, narrowing her eyes, “is imagine twenty-odd bulls using this body.”

He frowned, shaking his head. “That’s not—”

“It’s what I’ve had to put up with. Seeing you spend all your spare time honing your muscles and knowing it’s just to impress the hotwives you’re servicing. Well, now it’s your turn.” She turned slowly around, letting him see her bum in the sexy underwear. “I want you to think about all those guys pawing me, getting me nice and wet, and then sliding their thick cock into my hot little hotwife hole.”

He scoffed. “There’s no way I’m going to stand for that.”

“Fine. We’ll get the house on the market this week, split the proceeds from the sale and go our separate ways.”

“You don’t mean that.”

“Don’t I? Do you think I’m just going to forgive and forget?”

“But you can’t give me an ultimatum like that.”

“Like what?”

“Either I accept you fucking twenty guys or we split up.”

“That’s the choice I’ve had to face. I either accept that you’ve fucked twenty women behind my back, or I leave you.”

“But…” He ran his hand through his hair. “I don’t think I could stand it.”

“Well that’s up to you. Let me know what you decide, but either way, you’ll be sleeping in the spare room from now on.”

He ran his eyes over her body again. “I don’t want to sleep in the spare room.”

“Well you certainly don’t deserve sloppy seconds.” She glared at him for a moment to let her comment sink in. “Right, I’m going for a bath.”

Vivienne walked upstairs and into her bedroom. She took off her shoes and carefully removed her sexy underwear, then she pulled on her robe and walked across the landing and into the bathroom. As she drew the bath, she pulled the pins from her hair and wiped off her makeup.

After climbing into the steaming water, she lay back and closed her eyes. She was too wound up to cry, but she knew the tears would come eventually. She had no intention of sleeping with any more bulls. Marvin had been her first and her last. The ultimatum she’d given Lee was simply to make him understand what she’d been through these last couple of weeks. There was no coming back from what he’d done to their marriage.

The only remaining question was how much she would make Lee suffer before bringing down the final curtain on their marriage. She lay there for another ten minutes, then decided to put him out of his misery.

She got out of the bath, dried her body and walked back to the bedroom. Not bothering to towel-dry her hair, she just slicked it back behind her ears. Water droplets ran down her naked back, but she paid them no heed. At the mirror, she re-applied the cherry red lip gloss, then went to retrieve the fuck-me shoes from her wardrobe. Once she’d strapped them on, she took a long breath and held it for a few seconds before letting it out. Then she opened the door and walked to the spare room.

Lee was standing by the bed, fitting a sheet to the bare mattress. His eyes roved all over her naked body.

Vivienne stopped on the opposite side of the bed and stared at her husband of almost seven years. “I considered telling you to pretend I was one of your hotwives, just so I could show you how filthy I can be when I’m having unemotional sex.”

Lee seemed to be holding his breath.

“But that’s not going to happen, Lee.” She looked down at the bed, then back into his eyes. “I’ve edited enough books in the hotwife genre to know how important honesty is in their relationships. But you’ve not been honest with me, and I can never forgive you for that.”

“Viv, please.”

“Don’t waste your breath. I’ve thought long and hard about this, and I deserve better. I want to spend my life with someone I can trust. After what you’ve done, I know that can never be you.”

Ignoring his pleading expression, Vivienne turned around, walked out and closed the door behind her.
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