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         As soon as my wife comes home with a twinkle in her eye and something thick glistening in her hair, stains on her clothes and a bittersweet taste on her lips, we both know that the next few days are going to be intense. As usual, I find her in the hall, freshly showered and barefoot, perhaps shaved, a glass of single malt in her hands, dressed in an open blouse and linen trousers even though she owns everything from minimal aerobics outfits to tight-fitting biker’s leathers. Sometimes she’s supposedly coming home from work, other times she was “having coffee” with friends. 


Either way, her usual confidence and self-respect are gone. She directs her gaze to the floor, smiles and bites her bottom lip when I kiss her on the cheek. That’s the sign. The sign that she’s seen him. It stirs something inside of me, turns me on; I grab her around the waist and smell her. Mhm. The aftershave on her neck, the bite marks on the soft arcs of her golden-brown breasts, her lipstick too recently applied, her silver juices turned crusty in her panties - assuming she hasn’t left them in his car again, that is. She holds her breath, trembling from the excitement. Now it’s my turn. Her pupils are large and dark as I kiss her on the mouth – hmph. She let him come in her mouth again.


They never fuck, or at least she never tastes of anything other than lemongrass and cinnamon when I rip her clothes off, bend her over, right there in the hallway, and eat her out. There’s never any smell of rubber, no taste of cum down there. She says he only uses his hands and his mouth, and I believe her.


What else am I supposed to believe when she tells me about how he kisses her, what his dick is like, how powerfully he shoots his load? How else am I supposed to react to the fact that his hands make her climax while mine don’t? We love each other, we really do - but we could do without this spanner in the works. We both agree secrets are dangerous, but they also have power over us. “Well,” I murmur in her ear through her caramel-striped hair. “Has my little girl had forbidden orgasms again?”


She nods, getting hot from a mixture of shame and horniness, full of expectation. Her mouth whispers a “Sorry” against my lips but it’s half-hearted and provocatively ironic. The tip of her tongue is salty, warm, pink; her fingers are well-manicured, naked and cold against the back of my neck. I grab her by the wrists, already rock-hard, like always. That tiny little pussy of hers is driving me crazy but she needs to take her punishment - like always. I rush her into the living room and she undoes her stylish ripped jeans and gets down on all fours with a well-rehearsed sway of her hips. Her hipster briefs are missing. He usually gets to keep them. She gathers her hair over one shoulder and holds her breath. The pink and brown skin around her vagina and anus is slick from her golden, spicy juices. I circle her, taking in her Oriental beauty, the lust for life that radiates from her, the desire she is unable to contain.


She is a whore.

She is a whore, but she is my whore.


So she begs for forgiveness with tears in her beautiful, slightly opal-shaped eyes, spiting on my dick and jerking it while apologising for sucking him to climax again. As usual, she describes it like drinking straight from the tap. And as usual, she swallowed as much as she could - and, as usual, he had showered her face, her hands, her neck and her clothes in his jizz. I’m getting even hotter for her now, loving her even more. Her lips are full-blooded, swelling up like an overripe peach as I stroke them with my fingers, as she runs them over the head and down the shaft of my erection. She sucks and describes what she’s doing, strokes and complains. Her mascara is waterproof, her lipstick kiss-proof, but still she loses her dignity, slowly but surely, just the way she likes it...just the way I want her. My horniness grows with the her humiliation. I gather up her wavy, shoulder-length hair into a ponytail and tie a knot behind her head, mouth-fucking her so much she begins to gasp for air. She begs for mercy. As usual. Then I slow things down, pull her up, lick her on the back of her neck, above her tattoo of a salamander. She shudders and moves over to the wall, placing her hands on its cool surface. I can see her nipples poking through the fabric of her shirt.


“Do you love him?” I hiss. She shakes her head.

“Are you thinking of meeting him again?” She shakes her head.

“Are you ready?” I finish. She shakes her head.


“Good!” I say, pushing her legs apart a little bit like we always do. She kicks off her jeans completely, like clockwork, and sways her hips a bit more. She knows what’s coming and goes silent once I’ve made my mind up and thrust myself mercilessly into her anus without any sort of foreplay. Of course, she doesn’t need foreplay; she’s more than oiled up from her juice and his spit. Her butt is red hot and velvety to the touch. But I don’t continue – that’s how she likes it. Halfway in I stop, feeling the horniness quivering inside of her, in her stomach muscles that shake against one of my hands, in her sphincter that clenches around me, in the lips she rests in my other palm. She salivates and smiles.


“Sorry, baby,” she whispers, pushing herself further along my rock-hard cock.


In the days that follow she is submissive and obedient, super horny and ready to go any time of day or night. I wake up to her sucking me hard and serenely straddling me in bed while she recounts her dark sins in a whisper. I miss the Daily Show because suddenly I find her standing there, freshly shaved, dripping wet, naked in front of the TV, telling me I can have her if I want.


We forget about dinner because, as usual, she wants me to take her from behind and leans over the kitchen counter. One time, I run to the local shop and buy panty liners because she is running out. I get to work late because she jerks me off to a climax right by the front door while she tells me I can take a lover to make up for hers...as usual. And she certainly isn’t concentrating on her job because she keeps sending me e-mails complaining that she’s such a whore, and that her young lover is so fantastically addictive.


It’s a game - a game without rules, a glue that binds us to one another, a secret that links my life to hers. It’s been like that for a year now. Without being able to say for sure how it happened, our menage à deux has become a menage à trois.


If I had had any idea of how much taking her at her word and sleeping with another woman was going to upset the balance of our relationship, I would have just turned my back and gone home. But our whole world was turned upside down after weeks of little squabbles between my wife and her lover. Maybe the summer had been a bit too warm; maybe the heat got to us; maybe we had built up the arousal around her infidelity too much. The fact that she didn’t get to suck him off, meaning I didn’t get to punish her, really upset the rhythm of our relationship. Our roles were no longer clearly defined. Maybe I had forgotten who it was who actually destroyed our marriage.


It made me an easy target. And she’d been downing single malts all evening long. She was called Elin and she was my wife’s best friend. Blonde, of course, elegant and effortlessly beautiful, the way a wife’s best friend should be. I fell for the deep cleft between her soft breasts and the scent of summer sin that wafted into my nostrils as she snuck up to me at the pub and ordered a drink. She smiled and batted her eyelashes at me over mysterious, green eyes, so different to my Korean wife. It was hardly a coincidence that she’d chosen a black bra with small Playboy bunnies in a green that matched her eyes, and even less so that they were visible underneath her creamy-white, knitted tunic.


There was no need to try quite so hard - she’d already complimented me on my shirt and my aftershave. I licked the mojito off her fingers and told her I’d always liked her. Her smile grew even wider and she started to kiss me, softly, teasingly, in a way that showed me she hadn’t forgotten that I’m taken, the forbidden fruit, taboo. She herself was recently single and her ex had the kids for the weekend - she was bored. She teased the back of my neck with her wet fingertips, whispering about how my wife said I’m well-behaved, and that she’d very much like me to take her up against the wall at her place if I was interested. I didn’t have time to analyse who wanted what in her scenario and followed her outside into the warm summer air. I didn’t know they shared those sorts of intimate secrets. Quite the opposite, I thought it was my wife and I who secretly shared Elin when we needed a little added spice to fantasise about any time my wife’s lover couldn’t or didn’t want to see her - which had happened a few times of late. But I thought, ‘It was just fantasy. And it was more my fantasy than my wife’s or Elin’s for that matter’.


So I fucked Elin up against the wall on her veranda, oh yes I did. She wrapped her thighs around me and bit me on the shoulder. I took her from behind as she half lay over the kitchen counter on her stomach. She humped me on the sofa and told me she’d never had a vaginal orgasm before. Afterwards, she squeezed out the contents of the strawberry-flavoured condom over my chest and licked up its silvery treats. It was a long time since I’d had such amazing sex, so sweaty, so easy, so free of rules, footnotes, consequences - not tied to someone else’s calendar. Elin and I began our summer adventure and met every week until we were discovered during an oppressive summer thunderstorm one afternoon in August.


I was mowing the lawn when Elin sent me seven sex-hungry texts in the space of a few minutes. Annoyed at my phone pinging so shrilly, my wife picked it up from the garden table. “New messages, Honeybun. Shall I read them out?” It was enough to stoke my wife’s curiosity, to say the least, and her voice was loud and harsh as she held the phone up to my face and asked,


“Who is this? Who the fuck is this from?” I obviously took too long to come up with an answer.


“Is it someone you’re fucking? Is it?” My wife was red in the face. I knew better than to lie. She knew me too well. Besides, our three year-old was playing in the sand pit and our neighbours were hanging out just the other side of the fence with those big ears of theirs. So I just nodded and hoped it would start raining.


“I want to meet her!” she snapped. Our son looked up. The neighbours craned their necks. I turned away.


“I’m not sure that’s a good idea,” I murmured, fully aware that being unfaithful had been dumb, and that doing it with her best gal pal was a death sentence.


“A good idea? I want to meet her!” she repeated, staring me down. “I want to see who you’ve been spending your seed on. And she’s going to pay back every single drop!”


I nodded dumbly.


Her terms were clear: Honeybun was going to be caught with her pants around her ankles, humiliated, and I was absolutely not going to get to fuck her. I didn’t manage to tell her that Honeybun wasn’t just anyone, and some dark and dirty thought at the back of my head awoke when my wife told me about me the scenario she’d designed. I started to get horny and couldn’t think straight. ‘Fuck up after fuck up,’ I thought.


So, one sweltering Saturday afternoon my wife drove our son to his grandmother’s while I showered Elin with some heavily suggestive text messages: I was home alone. I had a constant erection and my balls were ready to burst. I longed for her fresh pussy. I was fantasising about her warm, tight anus against my lips. My hands tingled at the thought of her tits. I wanted to eat her out till she came in my face. My wife had brought out the handcuffs and was dictating what I should write. My throat became dry and my boxers wet as I typed. Who and what were the handcuffs for?


Of course Elin came over, all suntanned and full of late-summer horniness, trembling from nerves about coming over to our place. We’d only met up at her place before, and I’d been out every time she’d come to visit my wife.


I kissed her in the hallway and led her through to the living room. I offered her a single malt and undressed her until she was sat on the sofa in just a beige bra and hot pants. Her tits were bursting out of her bra. She was quivering from lust and excitement, blushing from the whisky. I was scared stiff but also excited, aroused as I grabbed her. My head was hot. There was a storm in the air. Elin was more beautiful than usual, her forbidden butt sat on the sofa my wife had bought on sale. She shouldn’t sit there contaminating her sweet juices. That would absolutely be the end of their friendship. But I kept my mouth shut, tied a black blindfold over her eyes and pulled her down gently but firmly onto the new, fluffy carpet - another Ikea purchase that both me and the cat had difficulties walking on normally. Elin giggled as I put the manacles on her and handcuffed her to the heavy oak table. She turned and twisted like a sexy panther. I felt the weak scent of her horniness, like orange peel in a warm oven in December. In fact, she was scarily warm herself.


‘We’re done for,’ I thought as I heard gravel crunch under the wheels of the car outside. Elin didn’t hear anything - instead she was looking for me with her mouth, trying to kiss me, to taste me, to suck me. I was having trouble enough as it was, and let her sit in her sexy outfit - not satisfying her need for contact, leaving her raw as had been ordered.


My wife was stood in the doorway, silent, imposing. Thankfully she was wearing sunglasses as she slipped into the room. I really didn’t fancy seeing her stare. She bit her bottom lip, furrowed her brow... was there something familiar about the wavy hair and features of that woman, sat on the fur rug that she’d put down? I lowered my gaze and didn’t know if I should be more worried about being caught like a cheating dog, about my wife realising who it was, or about the hard-on rising up between my thighs.


“Come here, let me taste you. I’m so fucking hot,” whispered Elin, licking her lips. She rubbed her thighs together and pushed out her tits. Her groin was wet and her pants were dark. I blushed and my hard-on swelled up. My wife gasped as she understood, but then she grinned. It was the complex grin of a predator but a grin nonetheless. She unzipped my fly, gave my dick a couple of tugs until some precum slipped out of me, and shoved me towards our unknowing girlfriend. The head of my penis jutted upwards like a frightened hot air balloon, and if all my blood hadn’t already been gathered down there it certainly found its way there when Elin found my stiff, hard dick with her warm, wet mouth and began to lick it, gently at first, just the very tip, then harder and harder. Pretty soon she was letting it slide in and out of that magically forbidden and holy fruit. My wife moved her hands away just before Elin found them, and put a finger up inside me from behind, calmly, cruelly, with nothing to lubricate me besides my own desire. I came. From excitement and fear. From the pleasure of the taboo and from Elin’s tight lips and soft tongue around my dick. From my wife’s naughty fingers in my anus. A shiver ran down my spine as my body made one last attempt to spread its seed before I disappeared from the face of the earth and a hundred million sperm shot out of me. Most ended up in Elin’s mouth. Some she swallowed, some she spat out. She turned away while my wife looked at me sternly. I don’t know who was more surprised or disappointed that I didn’t last longer.


Laughing, Elin spluttered and with her mouth full said, “Oh, Jeeeesus….!”


She was dribbling it down her chin and onto her belly, over her thighs and down onto the carpet. The white stream was like a sexy gouache on her suntanned skin. The steel of the handcuffs scraped against the leg of the table making a horrible sound. I had a knot in my stomach and I bent over waiting for something that never came. My wife didn’t look particularly angry. She looked at Elin and actually bit her bottom lip.


Seriously.


My wife is even more easily turned on than I am, just a bit more of a puzzle to figure out. She took off her sunglasses and looked at me with those opal-shaped eyes. As expected, her pupils were wide, deep and dangerous. She kissed me greedily and moaned, shoved me to the side, undid her jeans and pushed her bare vulva against her friend’s face.


“Go on and lick me, Honeybun,” she whispered. Elin stumbled backwards, startled, and hit the back of her head against the edge of the table. All the muscles in her body tensed and she froze, holding her breath as a pussy brushed against her cheek. Both of them were covered in cum. My wife stroked Elin’s mouth with a finger and savoured my taste. A storm of feelings was raging inside of me. What were we doing? Has this gone too far?


Elin exhaled and smiled weakly. Her lips were shining. She seemed to almost sense my wife in front of her and carefully placed her mouth against her vagina. Time stood still. The polar ice that had existed between them finally cracked and splintered. Both women moaned and Elin’s mouth began to shine more and more. My wife looked at me and smiled, her eyes gleaming,


“Sit down. You won’t see this ever again.”


She bent over and pulled off the blindfold from her friend. Elin blinked against the light and smiled. My wife also smiled, warmly and shyly, before kissing Elin all over her face. She licked her cheeks and her neck clean, stroking her mouth with the tip of her tongue. She felt the curve of her lips with the cushions of her thumbs.


“Are you fucking my fella, huh?” she whispered.

“I’m sorry,” Elin also whispered.

“Hm. Well, you’re not going to get away with that.” My wife smiled and asked me what an appropriate punishment would be.

“For me?” I replied, swallowing dryly.

“Hehe. No, I’ll get to later. What do you think, Elin? Have you been a good little girl?”


Elin’s gaze darted around and she shook her head. My wife stroked her on the cheek.


“Don’t worry, my friend. I’m not mad. But you have to understand that you can’t just steal your friend’s husband and not expect to be punished.” Elin nodded, and closed her eyes as my wife kissed her face again. Their mouths met. I held my breath. I watched as their tongues danced and waltzed. Elin salivated, sexy and sweet. Her cheeks were flushed and she didn’t understand much - were these kisses a form of punishment? ‘If so, I can look forward to my go,’ I thought to myself.


My wife kissed Elin all over her body – light, delicate kisses that left behind the wet mark of sin on her skin. She kissed her from her toes up, pulled her knees apart and kissed her wetly on the inside of her thighs, her belly, her shoulders, her ears, the arc of her breasts. Elin lifted her butt and felt my wife’s gaze as she removed her pants, excited, nervous, buzzing with anticipation. Her pussy was very sure of itself and dripping with sweet juice. My wife looked at it and wiped away something shiny from one of her thighs.


“Have you let him come in your mouth?” my wife whispered, winking at me. Elin nodded hesitantly and my wife chuckled quietly.


“Good. I’ve been fantasising about coming in some beautiful, nubile girl’s mouth too,” she moaned, shoving Elin down onto the carpet firmly. She straddled her and held up her t-shirt,


“No protests. Eat me out till I come, baby,” she said, collecting her hair into two braids.


Elin hesitated but ate her out until her neck got sore and she asked to be let go. She ate my wife out from the front on the armchair and on the carpet, and from behind on the sofa. She tongued her till she came and then continued some more, not needing an invitation, her face and bust blushing, her mouth squelching. My wife held her face in her hands and moved Elin to all the best spots, wanting more. She asked Elin to put two fingers inside her and came again until the juices ran down her thighs and over her friend’s face.


Her eyes were wild. She was hungry for more – a horny, triumphant victor. I’d never seen her like this before, so...sure of herself, so in control. The balance had been upset.


Then, she took Elin from behind with a ridged, light-green vibrator made of soft silicone, using her own spit as lube while she caressed her clit carefully but without mercy. Elin clenched her teeth but didn’t say a word when the toy entered her anus - not that she didn’t want it but it clearly came as a surprise. Soon she began to breathe faster, heavier, until finally she collapsed to the floor and came, panting and soaking wet. My wife kissed her on the back of her neck and brushed the hair away from her face.


“What did you say?” she said softly.

“I’m sorry,” Elin whispered, gasping for breath.

“Hm. Then I forgive you. But from now on you’ll be mine, not his. Understood?”


So now there are two of them sucking him off in his car, two of them letting him fingerbang them, two of them licking and eating each other out till all three of them soak the leather interior to oblivion. Now there are two of them who come, fiery hot and shameful, burning like a bonfire or a single malt, licking my mouth as they whisper his phone number and tell me how he’s not as thick and meaty as I am. Maybe I should give him a ring. They’d certainly enjoy watching. They giggle and wink and run up the stairs. They close the door.


And I am just one man who’s out of sync.
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