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Wendy lay beneath her quilt with her fingers toying between the fleshy lips of her yearning vagina. Her juices of desire flowing from her inner nectaries, her sex crack wetting, the pink bulb of her clitoris swelling, she let out a sigh of pleasure as she closed her eyes and drifted through a haze of sexual bliss. This was heaven, she thought, the sound of her husband washing the dishes emanating from the kitchen. A few days in bed after a minor operation, waited on hand and foot... But something was very wrong.

During her teens she'd not only masturbated daily, but with vigour and passion. During her tender years, she'd discovered the hole between the soft lips of her hairless pussy. A pencil, an inquisitive finger, a hairbrush handle, a candle... Wendy had experimented, inserting objects into the tight sheath of her vagina to increase her pleasure as she'd massaged her solid clitoris to orgasm.

One morning as she'd lain in her bed, she'd taken her experimentation further. A candle embedded deep with her tight rectal duct, another protruding between the smooth lips of her hairless vulva, she'd kicked the quilt back and had masturbated fervently. The sensation of the thrusting shafts had rocked her, taken her to frightening heights of sexual arousal. She'd rudely pistoned her tight ducts with the waxen shafts, repeatedly driven the phalluses deep into her and reached several massive orgasms. Lost in her sexual delirium, she'd not noticed the bedroom door open, her mother standing at the foot of her bed witnessing the crude sexual act.

The inevitable lecture had followed. Masturbation was evil, dangerous, harmful. From that fateful day, Wendy had never touched herself again. Her candles confiscated, her pussy had lain barren, neglected. When she'd met Tom, her one and only boyfriend, she'd not been able to enjoy her naked body, mutual masturbation, oral sex. But Tom had been patient. Even now, in marriage, he never pushed her. Accepting that his wife was strait-laced, prudish, he knew nothing of her early days of crude self-satisfaction. Massaging the swollen nub of her clitoris, Wendy wondered what had changed her as ripples of sex transmitted deep into her contracting womb. Masturbation, self-induced pleasure... Why was she doing this?

"Anything you need?" Tom asked, walking into the room with a tea towel thrown over his shoulder. "Another cup of tea or..."

"No thanks," Wendy replied, her fingertip encircling the erect nub of her clitoris. She flashed her husband a salacious grin. "I have all I need right here," she breathed huskily.

"Oh, er... Right." Tom noticed movements beneath the quilt, the rhythmical motion of Wendy's hand between her parted thighs. "I'll finish in the kitchen and then do some shopping," he said. His dark eyes frowning, he couldn't believe that his wife was touching herself. "Now, you know what the doctor said. You're to rest for few days. I don't want to get back to find you..."

Fucking myself with a candle? "For fuck's sake, Tom," she snapped irritably. "I'm not going to do anything stupid, OK?"

"Er... No, no of course not." The lines across his forehead deepening, he felt uneasy about his wife's uncharacteristic attitude. "I'll leave you to it, then," murmured.

Eyeing her husband as he hovered in the doorway, Wendy focused on his shorts. Spending most of his time in the garden during the summer months, he always wore shorts, white socks and trainers. He'd done well in the garden, she reflected. Considering that he didn't get a great deal of time off from his job as an accountant, he'd transformed the garden from a wild field into paradise. He was a good husband, she mused. The garden, the house... He'd made a lovely home for them. But he was boring.

"Are you sure there's nothing you want?" he asked her.

"I'm fine, Tom," she sighed. "Just leave me to rest."

"OK. Just shout if you need anything."

"I will."

Walking onto the landing, Tom went downstairs to the lounge and sat on the sofa. Wendy had changed, he reflected, recalling the undulating quilt, the obvious movements of her hand. For fuck's sake, Tom. In all the years he'd known her, she'd never sworn. And she'd certainly never... What was she doing beneath the quilt? She couldn't have been masturbating. Wendy just wasn't like that. Far from it, in fact. Sexually, she was strait-laced, a prude, a... Sighing as the phone rang, Tom reached to the small table by the sofa and grabbed the receiver.

"Tom, it's Joyce," his mother-in-law said. "How's Wendy?"

"She's fine," he replied. He looked up at the ceiling as a soft moaning sound emanated from the bedroom. "She's resting at the moment."

"That's good. I'll be over later this afternoon. Is there anything you want?"

"There are one or two things, but I'm about to go shopping so don't worry."

"Will she be all right left alone in the house?" the woman asked concernedly. "I mean, she's only just come out of hospital and..."

"Joyce, I'm only going to be an hour or so."

"I'm sorry, Tom. It's just that, when I rang last night, she seemed... Oh, I don't know. She seemed different."

"Different?"

"She was snappy and... I suppose it's the after effect of the operation."

"She does seem different," Tom thought aloud. "Anyway, she won't be alone in the house. My brother will be calling in this morning. In fact, he's due any time now."

"All right, Tom. I'll see you this afternoon. Give my love to Wendy."

"I will."

Again hearing soft moans coming from upstairs, Tom frowned and bit his lip. They were moans of female pleasure, not pain. But Wendy had always shunned the idea of masturbation. The missionary position was about the limit of her adventures in bed, and no more than once a week. No foreplay, no oral sex. No mucky stuff as she called it. Her mother's words? Deciding to go shopping later in the day, perhaps when Joyce was over, Tom climbed the stairs and was about to tell Wendy that her mother had phoned when he again heard a muffled cry of satisfaction.

Peering through the crack in the bedroom door, he gazed at the reflection of his young wife in the dressing table mirror. Wendy had pushed the quilt down, exposing her firm breasts, the violin curves of her naked body. Her long auburn hair fanning out across the pillow, a smile furling her full lips, she appeared to be masturbating. Tom couldn't quite see what she was up to as she writhed on the bed. Her legs were parted and she was letting out stifled moans of sexual satisfaction, but he couldn't be sure that she was masturbating.

This was incredible, Tom thought, shaking his head as he tried to accept that his strait-laced wife was indulging in crude self-satisfaction. This wasn't an after effect of the operation, that was for sure. After all, she'd only had keyhole surgery to remove a small cyst from beneath her arm. She'd had a general anaesthetic, but the operation was considered to be minor. And there were no drugs that would turn a prude into a... Into a what? he wondered. What had Wendy become? Realizing that she must have thought that he'd gone shopping and she was alone in the house, he hovered outside the door.

Never having seen her masturbate, he couldn't take his eyes off her squirming body. Her breasts were firm, well rounded and topped with delicious nipples. She'd never allowed him to suck them, he mused dolefully. She'd never allowed him to suck her clitoris either. If he was right and she was blatantly masturbating, then this shocking revelation cast her in a new light. But he was sure that she wasn't touching herself, rubbing between her parted thighs. Wendy just didn't do that sort of thing.

Tom had often eyed mini-skirted girls in the street and had wished that his wife was a little more adventurous in bed. Many times, he'd imagined her taking his purple knob into her pretty mouth and sucking out his spunk. Now, to witness what appeared to be her wanton self-abuse... But this was Wendy, the librarian-type, the prude, the... He must have been mistaken. Unable to see her clearly in the mirror, he couldn't be sure that she was... He didn't know what to think.

Had she always masturbated? he wondered, imagining her cunny-juiced fingers sliding in and out of the tight shaft of her squelching vagina. Was this her well-kept dark secret? After two years of marriage, Tom thought that he'd have had some inkling as to her wanton sessions of masturbation. There again, he worked five days a week. Wendy had all day every day to lie naked in her bed and appease her solid clitoris, finger her wet vaginal sheath and take herself to orgasm. Did she own a vibrator? Tom doubted that she knew what a vibrator was.

The doorbell ringing, Tom slipped down the stairs and banged about in the kitchen. Hopefully, Wendy would realize that he'd not yet left the house and she'd hurriedly cover her naked body. Images of her fingers thrusting into her tight vagina looming in his mind, he imagined leading his younger brother up to the bedroom to find her masturbating. Cringing as he walked through the hall, he wondered whether he was overreacting as he opened the door and forced a smile.

"Hi, Doug," he said, "Come in."

"Thanks. It's bloody awful weather for June. Raining, windy, cold..." Propping his umbrella up against the wall, he brushed his long black hair away from his face and smiled. "How's Wendy?" he asked.

"She's in bed," Tom replied, closing the front door. "She's doing all right, though. She had a good breakfast and she's now resting."

"That's great. I was saying to Hayley that even a minor operation comes as quite a shock to the body. It's the general anaesthetic. It can cause problems if..."

"What sort of problems?" Tom asked as they walked into the kitchen.

"People have died from the anaesthetic," Doug announced dramatically.

"I know but... There are no other effects, are there?"

"I don't know," Doug sighed, making himself at home by filling the kettle. "You hear of these things, but who knows? Anyway, I'm pleased to hear that Wendy's OK. When are you back to work?"

"Next Monday. I took the week off to look after her."

"Right, let's go and see the patient."

"Er... Hang on, I'll just make sure that she's not... not sleeping," Tom said, leaving the room.

"Is that Doug?" Wendy called from the bedroom.

"Yes, it is," Tom replied.

"I'm coming up," Doug said, leaving Tom at the foot of the stairs. "I hope you're decent."

Returning to the kitchen, Tom poured two cups of coffee and pondered the possible side effects of the anaesthetic. Although he didn't know much about it, he was certain that an anaesthetic couldn't heighten the libido. It was one thing feeling drowsy or becoming irritable, but to indulge in wanton sessions of masturbation? No, this had nothing to do with the anaesthetic. So, what had changed Wendy? Reverting to his other theory, he could only think that she'd been masturbating throughout their marriage.

Taking his brother's coffee upstairs, he hovered on the landing as he heard Wendy giggling. It wasn't her usual laugh. It was more of a wicked chuckle, a husky snigger. Listening outside the bedroom door, he got the impression that his wife was chatting up his brother. Asking him to hang around until Tom had gone shopping, she was coming on strong. This just wasn't like her at all, Tom thought anxiously. Or was it? Perhaps he didn't know his wife. Did he know his brother? Had they been having an affair and...

"Well?" Wendy breathed. "Are you going to stay and keep me company?"

"I can't stay for long," Doug said. "Besides, you'll be all right alone."

"I'd rather you kept me company," Wendy persisted. She licked her succulent lips provocatively. "Tom will be an hour or more, so we could enjoy a little..."

"Wendy, what are you suggesting?" Doug cut in, unable to believe what he was hearing.

"Suggesting?" she giggled. "I'm suggesting that you stay and keep me company. What did you think I meant?"

"I... I don't know."

"I was about to say that we could enjoy a little chat."

"Oh, I see. Well, I'm glad that you're feeling all right. I'll go down and have a coffee with Tom before I..."

"Don't go yet, Doug," Wendy snapped. "I'm sorry. It's just that... I've always liked you."

"And I like you, Wendy. But..."

"But what?"

"Nothing. Hayley will be coming over this evening."

"Coming over what?" Wendy chortled.

"Coming... coming over to see you."

"I'd like you to come more often, Doug."

"Yes, well... What with work and everything... It's fortunate that Tom's been able to get the week off to look after you. So, when will you be up and about?"

"Tomorrow, maybe. Doug, I need to talk to you." Her dark eyes wide, she fluttered her eyelids. "Will you stay?" she asked him seductively.

"Well, I... I have to get to work."

"I can't talk with Tom hanging around. It's important, Doug."

"All right," he finally conceded. "I'll go and have a coffee with Tom and then come back up."

Taking Doug's coffee back to the kitchen, Tom gazed out of the window. Wendy had changed, he mused, rubbing his forehead. But why? What had happened to make her like this? Why did she want Doug to stay? What did she want to talk about? Hoping that she'd soon return to her old self, Tom grabbed his coat and car keys from the hall table. He needed some fresh air, needed to get out of the house and think. There was nothing he could do about his wife's uncharacteristic behaviour, he decided as Doug descended the stairs. Apart from allowing her to rest for a few days, there was nothing he could do.

"I have some shopping to do," he breathed, smiling at his brother.

"I'll have my coffee with Wendy and then I'd better get to work," Doug said.

"Doug, do you think that Wendy has..."

"Has what?"

"Nothing."

"She seems different," Doug said, his dark eyes frowning.

"I've noticed," Tom sighed. "She's... she's not her usual... Oh, I don't know."

"She wants me to stay for a while. Is that OK with you?"

"Yes, yes of course it is. I'll see you this evening."

Taking his coffee from the kitchen as Tom left the house, Doug climbed the stairs and went into the bedroom. Smiling at Wendy, he wondered what she'd wanted to talk about. Although, he had a pretty good idea what it was as she flashed him a salacious grin and again licked her full lips. Pulling the quilt down just enough to display the half moons of her firm breasts, she invited him to sit on the edge of the bed. He felt nervous, wondering why his sister-in-law was... Perhaps she only wanted to talk, he thought. Perhaps she needed some company and simply wanted someone to chat to.

"Has Tom left?" she breathed, her dark eyes darting between Doug and the bedroom door.

"Yes, he has. OK, so what did you want to talk about?" he asked her, sitting on the bed and sipping his coffee.

"I want to talk about you, Doug."

"Me?" he breathed, frowning at her. "What about me?"

"Are you happy with Hayley?"

"Well, yes. I'm very happy. What's all this about, Wendy? What are you getting at?"

"I was wondering whether you'd like to bring a little excitement into your life." Her dark eyes sparkling, she again pushed her tongue out and licked her succulent lips as she imagined sucking on his purple knob. "You might bring a little excitement into my life, too."

"Excitement?" he echoed, certain now that she wanted sex.

"Come on, Doug. You know what I'm talking about."

"I'm sorry, Wendy, but I have no idea what you're talking about," he lied. "What do you mean by excitement?"

"I'm offering you this," she murmured, pushing the quilt back and exposing her firm breasts, her suckable nipples.

"Bloody hell," he gasped, placing his cup on the bedside table. "Wendy, I..."

"You what? Don't you fancy me?"

"It's not that I don't fancy you, for Christ's sake. You're my brother's wife."

"So? You're my husband's brother. What the hell? Do you like my tits, Doug? Do you like my nipples? Would you like to suck my nipples?"

"What's happened to you, Wendy? You've never been like this."

"I'm being honest for a change," she sighed, her fingertips circling her nipples. "I'm being honest, Doug. That's what's happened."

"Honest? What you're suggesting is hardly honest. It's adultery."

"Adultery is only a word. It means nothing to me."

"It might not mean anything to you, but..."

"Tell me about your sex life. Does Hayley suck your cock?"

"Wendy... For God's sake..."

"It's a simple enough question, Doug. Do you come in her mouth? Does she like drinking your spunk?"

"Look, I think I'd better be going."

"Going? Why?"

"Because... because I don't want this."

"You don't want the feel of my wet tongue licking your beautiful knob?"

"For God's sake, Wendy! What the hell's happed to you?"

Massaging his cock through his trousers, she managed to tug his zip down and slip her hand inside. Clutching his stiffening shaft, rolling his foreskin back and forth over his swelling knob, she was sure that he'd not be able to resist her intimate attention. What man could resist an attractive twenty-year-old girl who wanted to suck the spunk from his throbbing knob? Breathing heavily, Doug grabbed her hand and tried to halt the adulterous act, but she wasn't going to release her prize. Kneading the fleshy shaft of his growing penis, she again licked her lips and flashed him a salacious grin.

"Like it?" she asked him huskily. "Do you like me wanking your cock?"

"No," Doug breathed. "I don't want this, Wendy."

"You might not want it, but I do," she returned, her dark eyes glaring at him.

"You're my brother's wife, and I'm not going to jeopardise..."

"Jeopardise your marriage?"

"My marriage, and yours."

"It's too late, Doug. I have your beautiful cock in my hand. I'm wanking your hard cock. That's adultery, isn't it?"

"Wendy, please..."

"And now I want to suck your knob and drink your spunk."

"Wendy, stop it."

"No, I won't. Do you want me to call Hayley and tell her about us?"

"About us?" He paused, wondering at the strange expression on her pretty face. He instinctively knew what she had in mind as she grinned at him. "There's... there's nothing to tell," he stammered. "Nothing has happened between us so..."

"Hayley doesn't know that, does she? If I said that we've been having an affair..."

"What?" he gasped. "Why the hell do that? For fuck's sake, Wendy..."

"You'll give me what I want, Doug," she persisted, wanking his solid penis. "You'll give me what I want. Unless you want trouble, that is."

"Trouble? In all the years I've known you..."

"Just relax and enjoy it," she breathed, finally hauling his solid cock out of his trousers.

"Wendy... Christ..."

"Mmm, you're big," she murmured, eyeing the veined shaft of his huge penis. "Big and very hard. How often do you come? How many times a week do you shoot out your spunk?"

"That's enough," he stated firmly, pushing her hand away. "If you think that your threats... Hayley would never believe your lies."

"You have a small mole at the base of your cock," she observed, again grabbing his veined shaft. "Proof enough that I've at least seen your cock, don't you think?"

Leaning forward and engulfing his bulbous glans within her wet mouth, she swept her tongue over its silky-smooth surface. Feeling no guilt as she savoured the salty taste of her brother-in-law's knob, she again wondered why she'd change. Where were her uncharacteristic thoughts coming from? Moaning softly through her nose, she bobbed her head up and down, enjoying her first-ever taste of cock as she looked forward to a mouthful of creamy sperm. Her full lips rolling back and forth along his twitching shaft, his knob repeatedly meeting the back of her throat, she felt her womb contract. Whatever had happened to her, whatever had brought about the incredible change, she was only too pleased to be sucking on a solid penis.

She'd obviously keep this secret from her husband, she thought, wanking Doug's veined shaft and gobbling on his rounded sex-plum. Realizing that she'd have to pretend to be her old self and come across as normal, she hoped that Tom hadn't realized that she'd been lying in bed massaging her clitoris. She'd try not to snap at him or... Why had she sworn? She took Doug's swollen knob to the back of her throat and sank her teeth gently into his fleshy shaft. Where were her obscene thoughts coming from?

This was going to work out fine, she decided. She knew that Doug wouldn't say anything to Tom, and he'd hardly tell Hayley about his illicit mouth-fucking. No one would ever know that Doug was her secret lover, her plaything. She certainly had changed, she mused, fully retracting Doug's fleshy foreskin and tonguing his knob-slit. She'd never had sexual thoughts about her brother-in-law, or anyone else, for that matter. And now she was sucking on his purple knob, wanking the solid shaft of his beautiful cock and waiting impatiently for his spunk to fill her cheeks.

Her pink tongue hanging out, she moved Doug's cock from side to side, licking and salivating his purple knob as he let out gasps of forbidden pleasure. He'd soon shoot his spunk over her tongue, splatter her pretty face with his male cream, she knew as he began to tremble. Hauling his full balls out of his trousers as he leaned back and rested his weight on his hands, she kneaded his sperm-eggs, massaging his hairy sac and continuing her fervent knob-tonguing. Moving down his veined shaft, she ran her tongue over the sac of his scrotum, licking his balls fervently, nibbling his fleshy sac. Taking a testicle into her mouth she sucked, again sweeping her tongue over his scrotal sac as he gasped.

Wanking his shaft she moved up to his swollen knob and again engulfed his crown within her mouth. Her head bobbing up and down, his glans repeatedly meeting the back of her throat, she could hardly wait for his juices to pump into her mouth. This was her first mouth-fucking, she reflected, the sounds of oral sex resounding around the room. This was her first taste of cock, the first time she'd been close enough to a man to breathe in his male scent.

Sucking and mouthing, tonguing his knob and wanking his solid shaft, she wondered what semen tasted like as his body became rigid in the beginnings of his climax. Did all men taste the same? She imagining Tom fucking her mouth. No, not Tom she mused, slurping on her brother-in-law's helmet. Sex with Tom was straight, uninteresting, ungratifying. But hadn't that been her doing? Why had she denied her husband the pleasure of her wet mouth?

"God," Doug breathed, his balls heaving, his cock-shaft twitching, his sex-globe swelling. Engulfing his bulbous glans within her wet mouth again, she sucked hard and breathed heavily through her nose as his spunk gushed from his sex-slit and bathed her darting tongue. Her mouth filling with his orgasmic cream, she swallowed her liquid prize, delighting in the crude and adulterous act as she slurped and gobbled on his cock-head. Again and again, jets of spunk squirted into her thirsty mouth, splattering the back of her throat as she drank from his orgasming fountainhead.

Mouthing fervently on his throbbing knob, repeatedly swallowing his gushing orgasmic fluid, she couldn't get enough of his spunk. Wanking his rock-hard shaft, she became lost in her wanton act of adultery as Doug gasped and trembled. The slurping sounds of illicit sex resounding around the marital bedroom, her long auburn hair veiling her flushed face, she bobbed her head up and down, mouth-fucking herself until his flow of sperm began to stem. He was done, she mused, delighting in the taste of his spunk. Sucking the remnants of his cream from his knob, she lapped up the spilt liquid from his twitching shaft, not wasting one drop as she cleansed him.

"Enough," Doug finally gasped, clutching Wendy's head.

"Did you like that?" she asked him, her pretty face beaming as she sat upright and licked her spunk-glossed lips. "Did you like coming in my mouth?"

"Wendy, I... For God's sake, we shouldn't have done that."

"Why ever not?" she giggled as he zipped his trousers. "Not only should we have done it, but we'll do it again."

"No, we won't," he said firmly. "This is wrong, can't you see that? You're my brother's..."

"I know, I know." she sighed. "I'm your brother's wife, you're your brother's brother and...."

"I have to go," Doug said, rising to his feet and brushing his dark hair back with his fingers.

"I hope you'll come again," she breathed huskily. "You taste nice. You know, that's the first cock I've ever sucked."

"What's happened, Wendy?" he asked her, shaking his head as she massaged her breasts and pulled her nipples. "I was going to ask whether you and Tom are OK together, but... In the circumstances, that would be a pretty stupid question."

"Of course we're OK," Wendy laughed. "Just because I fancied sucking the sperm out of your beautiful cock... Would you like to fuck me, Doug? Would you like to slide your purple knob deep into my hot cunt and fuck me senseless?"

"Wendy, I've never heard you talk like this. I don't know what's happened to change you like this, but... I have to get to work. I'll be round this evening with Hayley."

"I won't have to tell her about us now that you've mouth-fucked me. Of course, I'll want more of your beautiful cock."

"No, we can't..."

"If I don't get it, then I will talk to Hayley," she said threateningly. Why was she doing this? "Just bear that in mind the next time I want to drink your spunk."

"Wendy, Hayley and I are all right. Our marriage is pretty good and I don't want to jeopardise..."

"What you want doesn't interest me, Doug," she hissed. "It's what I want that matters. Besides, it's too late now. You've fucked my mouth. You've fucked my mouth and spunked down my throat. You've already jeopardised your marriage, Doug."

"Listen to me, Wendy."

"No, you listen to me. All my life I've given. I've given to Tom, I've cooked and cleaned for him, I've..."

"And now you're taking?"

"Yes, I am. All I want is your cock, Doug. No strings, no love affair, no going out for drinks or meals... Cold sex, Doug. That's all I want from you. Is that too much to ask?"

"Well, no. But..."

"But what? You can't say that you didn't enjoy what we just did."

"No, I can't. The thing is, if Hayley or Tom find out about us... Christ, the explosion would reverberate throughout both our families and..."

"You say, find out about us. Us as in what?"

"Us as in having sex together."

"We're not going to sneak off to clandestine meetings, Doug. We're not going to meet in car parks and have sex. When you come here, with Hayley, we might have the odd opportunity to fuck. When we visit you, we might be able to grab five minutes alone together. A quick blowjob or..."

"But why, Wendy? Why, after two years of marriage to Tom, do you want sex with me? Or is it any man you want? Do you have other men?"

"No, not yet."

"Not yet? You intend to, then?"

"I don't intend to do anything, Doug. I haven't planned anything. All I want is your cock now and then."

"I'd better get going or I'll never get to work. I'll see you this evening. With Hayley."

"I'll look forward to sucking your cock and drinking your sperm," she giggled. "You will save your sperm for me, won't you? Don't go fucking Hayley and..."

"Goodbye, Wendy."

As he left, Wendy parted her slender thighs wide and resumed her clitoral massaging. Again wondering why she'd changed as the taste of Doug's sperm lingered on her tongue, she felt that she'd returned to her early teens. She was experimenting, learning, discovering... Her thirst for crude sex was fast becoming insatiable, her yearning for orgasm almost overwhelming. She could cope with that, she reflected. But what had triggered her incredible transformation? Why had she virtually blackmailed her brother-in-law into oral sex?

Not only did she feel no guilt, no remorse for her wanton act of infidelity, but she was looking forward to seeing Doug with Hayley. He'd feel guilt, she thought wickedly, the tip of her finger encircling the ripe bud of her erect clitoris. He'd recall mouth-fucking his sister-in-law, shooting his creamy spunk down her throat. Hayley would think nothing of it if her husband went upstairs alone to see Wendy in bed. Trust, fidelity, loyalty, marriage vows... Shattered.

Hayley would have no idea that her husband was upstairs pulling his solid cock out and slipping his swollen knob into Wendy's hot mouth and fucking her there. Tom would know nothing of the illicit act taking place on the marital bed. Massaging her pulsating clitoris, Wendy pictured Doug's beautiful cock, his purple crown slipping between her ful lips, his spunk bathing her pink tongue. This was exciting and dangerous, Wendy mused, her clitoris sending ripples of sex throughout her naked body as she neared her climax. This was a game that she was going to enjoy every time she met Doug.

Realizing that she'd thought nothing of seducing her brother-in-law, she wondered why she'd not at least felt embarrassed. To threaten him and pull his cock out, to take his purple glans into her wet mouth and drink his spunk. It was as if the act was perfectly normal, she mused. It was as if there was nothing new or out of the ordinary about it, as if she'd been mouth-fucking Doug for years. Was an element of guilt seeping into her mind? She thought about Tom. He'd taken the week off work to look after her. The perfect husband, he was doing the shopping, the cooking, the housework. Tom was far from perfect. He was an incredible bore.

Her clitoris erupting in a massive orgasm, she arched her back and screamed out as her naked body shook violently. Realizing how much she'd missed masturbating, she reached beneath her thigh and thrust two fingers into her contracting pussy to add to her pleasure. She should never have given up masturbating, she thought, recalling her earlier days of wanton self-loving. Was this seemingly inexplicable transformation nothing more than reverting to her old ways? Suppression, oppression, conforming to her mother's moral beliefs... Perhaps, at last, Wendy had broken free of her mother's chains. But why now, after all these years? Why hadn't her true sexuality shone through with Tom? She'd known that he'd have loved to indulge in oral sex. Tom had hinted a thousand times that he wanted more than the missionary position. Why had she broken free of her chains and turned to Doug for sexual gratification?
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Chapter Two
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Tom walked into the bedroom and smiled at his wife. "Everything all right?" he asked her.

"I'm fine," Wendy replied. She couldn't be better now she'd swallowed his brother's spunk. "Shopping all done?"

"Yes, it is. How long did Doug stay?"

"Only ten minutes or so. He had to get to work."

"Wendy, I wasn't going to say anything but... When I came up earlier, you had the quilt pushed back and you were..." He hesitated, wondering whether he dare to mention the dreaded word to his wife. "It looked as though you were masturbating," he finally blurted out.

"Masturbating?" she gasped, staring hard at him.

"It looked as though you were rubbing or..."

"I was rubbing my hips, Tom."

"Rubbing your hips? I thought I heard you moaning as if you were..."

"God, you have a filthy mind. Lying here for hours on end, I felt uncomfortable. I was massaging my legs and, yes, I was moaning. My legs ache, my back aches, my hips... I'm not used to lounging around in bed like this."

"OK, I'm sorry," he sighed. "It's just that I saw your reflection in the dressing table mirror and I thought that you were..."

"Masturbating? For God's sake, Tom. How could you think such a thing?"

"I'm sorry, Wendy."

"That's a dreadful thing to say. I'm recovering from an operation. I don't feel too good, Tom. The last thing I'd do is masturbate. Besides, you know my thoughts on such vile acts."

"Yes, I do. That's why I thought it so strange. I couldn't quite see you in the mirror," he laughed, trying to make light of it. "But it really did appear that you were..."

"No matter what it might have looked like, I was not masturbating," she stated firmly.

"Doug said that you wanted to talk to him. What was that about?"

His cock. "Talk to him? Oh, yes. I said that it would be nice to have someone to talk to while you were out shopping."

"So, there was nothing special you wanted to say to him?"

"Special?" Blackmail, oral sex, spunk drinking. "No, not really. We chatted about the awful weather, the garden... What is this, twenty questions?"

"No, no."

"You come in here and accuse me of masturbating, and you then imply that Doug and I..."

"I wasn't implying anything. It just seems to me that you've changed, Wendy. You swore at me earlier, which is most unlike you."

"I'm sorry, Tom. I'm feeling rather irritable, that's all. It must be the pain killers. The doctor did say that they might not agree with me. Why don't you make us a nice cup of tea?" And leave her in peace.

"Yes, I will. Your mother should be here soon."

"Good. It'll be nice to see her."

"I'll bring your tea up."

"No, it's all right. I'll come downstairs."

"Wendy, you're supposed to be resting."

"I can rest in the lounge, can't I?"

"Well, I suppose so."

Making his way downstairs, Tom pondered the reflection of Wendy in the dressing table mirror. Believing that he'd been totally wrong, he shook his head and sighed. To have accused Wendy of masturbating was ludicrous, he reflected dolefully. He'd behaved stupidly, he mused. Wendy had only wanted to chat to Doug, she'd been massaging her aching hips and legs... She must have thought him crazy, his accusations insane. Feeling easier, he filled the kettle and placed two cups on the work top. Wishful thinking? He chuckled inwardly, imagining Wendy driving two fingers into the tight duct of her vagina and frigging her clitty to orgasm.

Pouring the tea, Tom smiled as he heard Wendy coming down the stairs. She'd probably feel better relaxing in the lounge, he thought. As long as she rested, he supposed that it didn't matter where she was. Placing the cups on a tray, he walked through the hall and stopped in the lounge doorway. Wendy was wearing her red miniskirt, the skirt he'd bought her when they'd first met. She'd refuse point blank to wear what she'd called tart's clothes, so why was she wearing it now? Noticing her firm breasts through her flimsy white blouse, he realized that she wasn't wearing a bra. Her nipples clearly defined by the tight material, he decided not to say anything as he placed the tray on the coffee table.

"I forgot to pay the phone bill when I went into town," he said, sitting on the sofa as Wendy hovered by the mantlepiece.

"Sod the phone bill," Wendy returned. "Make the bastards wait for it."

"That's unlike you," he murmured, nonchalantly sipping his tea as he eyed her naked thighs. "You've always been a stickler for paying the bills on time."

"I thought I'd wear this skirt," she said, looking down at the garment.

"You look good. It suits you."

"There's no point in hiding what I've got. In fact, I might take the hem up later. I'll make it really short."

"Yes, why not?" Tom breathed, totally at a loss to understand her.

"That'll be my mother," Wendy said as the doorbell rang.

"OK, I'll go."

Leaving the room, Tom decided to take Wendy's mother to one side and have a chat with her. What the woman would say about Wendy's miniskirt, he dreaded to think. Joyce wasn't exactly keen on short skirts, and she'd have a fit when she saw her daughter dressed like a common tart. Opening the door, he was surprised to see Mick, his neighbour, hovering on the step. Mick was in his early twenties, good-looking, single, carefree, fun-loving... And one for the girls, Tom mused, wondering what he'd think of Wendy's transformation. Inviting the young man in, he showed him into the lounge.

"How's the patient?" Mick asked, smiling at Wendy.

"Hallo, Mick," she trilled, her pretty face beaming. "It's good of you to call. I'm feeling..." she was feeling horny, "I'm feeling fine, thanks."

"Pleased to hear it," he said, sitting on the sofa. "Sorry I've not been to see you before but things have been pretty hectic at work. This is the first day I've had off in weeks."

"Would you like some tea?" Tom asked him.

"Thanks. Two sugars, please."

"I'm supposed to be in bed," Wendy sighed as Tom went to the kitchen. In bed with his cock. "I just couldn't bear to stay there any longer. I'm not one for lounging about."

"Me neither. You look great, Wendy. I've never seen you in a... You usually wear long skirts or dresses."

"Lying in bed for hours on end, I had time to think."

"Oh?"

"I've decided to change a few things. I'm twenty years old, and I think it's high time I introduced a little excitement into my life." Sexual excitement. "Don't get me wrong. I have a lovely home, a good husband... It's just that I married at eighteen and I feel that I've missed out."

"On what?"

Sex. "Life, I suppose. While my friends were out clubbing and having fun," and getting fucked, "I was building a home with Tom. They were meeting people and dancing the night away, and I was stuck here decorating the lounge, cooking, watching television... I'm not complaining. I just feel that I need to bring a little excitement into my mundane life."

"I can understand that," Mick said, eyeing her naked thighs, her ripe nipples pressing through her blouse. "You're a very attractive girl. You should be out enjoying yourself. Mind you, I'm free and single and it's not all good fun. There are times when I think that I should marry and settle down."

"Really?" she laughed. "I thought that you were a confirmed bachelor?"

"I am but... Oh, I don't know. I'm either in the pub or at a party or trying to get some girl into my bed. It's great fun, but there are times when I envy people like you and Tom. So, this excitement thing. What plans do you have?"

"Plans? I haven't exactly made any plans. I just want to get out a bit more, perhaps throw the odd party." And get laid. "Basically, I just want to liven up my boring life."

"Talking of parties," he chuckled, raising his eyebrows. "What are you doing Saturday night?"

"Nothing, as usual." She'd be stuck in with Tom, bored stiff. "We don't do anything on Saturday nights. Or any other night, for that matter."

"Great. In that case, you and Tom will be at my place at eight o'clock."

"You're having a party?"

"You bet. I was going to apologise in advance for the noise but, seeing as you'll be there, I don't have to. Oh, er... I take it that you'll be all right by Saturday?"

"We'll be there," Wendy replied, grinning at Mick. "A party is just what I need to make me feel better. Probably not what the doctor ordered, but who cares?"

"What's this?" Tom asked as he passed Mick a cup of tea.

"We're going to Mick's party on Saturday," Wendy said.

"I'm not sure that you should go to a party," Tom sighed. "The doctor said you must rest."

"All I've done is rest. Besides, it's only Wednesday. By Saturday, I'll be ready for anything."

"Yes, but..."

"You don't have to decide now," Mick cut in, obviously not wanting to cause trouble. "If you're up to it, then come along. If not, don't worry about it."

"We'll be there," Wendy asserted firmly. "Won't we, Tom?"

"Er... Yes, more than likely," he murmured as the phone rang. "I'll take that in the kitchen," he said, leaving the room.

Eyeing the crotch of Mick's jeans as he reclined on the sofa with his legs apart, Wendy felt her stomach somersault. She couldn't understand why she felt so randy as her clitoris stirred within the wetting crack of her vagina. Her uncharacteristic thoughts were going to get her into trouble, she knew. But she couldn't drag her mind away from sex. Thinking of Mick's solid cock, picturing his purple knob throbbing in her mouth, she felt her lubricious juices of desire seeping between the unfurling petals on her inner lips. She'd sucked her brother-in-law's cock to orgasm, she reflected excitedly. So why not suck Mick's spunk out of his solid cock? Perhaps she'd have an opportunity to get him alone on Saturday night, she mused, parting her thighs and displaying the bulging material of her tight panties. Perhaps she'd get him alone upstairs and kneel before him and mouth-fuck herself with his beautiful cock.

"I hope you'll be feeling all right by Saturday," Mick said, gazing between her naked thighs in the hope of glimpsing her tight panties. "It would be great to see you both at the party."

"We'll be there, I promise you," Wendy replied. "As I said, I need a little excitement in my life." A cock in her life - in her wet cunt.

"We all need a little excitement at times. Well, I suppose I'd better be going."

"Not yet, Mick. You haven't had your tea."

"I have things to do," he said, gulping down his tea. "I might call round again before Saturday."

"That was your mother," Tom sighed, standing in the doorway looking lost. "As it's raining, she wants a lift. I said that I'd pick her up."

"See you Saturday, if not before," Mick said, rising to his feet.

"Right," Tom replied, forcing a smile. "You stay where you are, Wendy. I won't be long."

"Mick, before you leave," Wendy began, wondering how to keep him there. "You go, Tom. I just want to ask Mick about the party."

"OK, I'll see you later."

"The party?" Mick asked as Tom left the house.

"Yes. I... I was just wondering who was going?"

Gazing through the lounge window as Mick reeled off a list of names she'd never heard of, Wendy watched Tom drive off. Was guilt lurking in the dark corners of her mind? What was the force driving her to commit adulterous acts? Mick was good-looking and single. Something had changed dramatically, Wendy knew as she reclined in the armchair, parting her thighs wide and smiling at her good-looking neighbour. Her libido soaring out of control, she became acutely aware of her body as Mick eyed her breasts. Did he want to fuck her?

"There'll be no one you know at the party," he said, breaking her reverie. "But they're a good crowd. I'm sure you'll enjoy it."

"I'm really looking forward to it," she said as he again sat on the sofa. "I can't stand being cooped up here with Tom."

"You two are all right, aren't you?" he asked concernedly.

"Yes... No, we're not. I mean, Tom thinks we're OK, but I've realized I'm too young to be tied down like this. I should have played the field before committing myself to marriage. It's too late now," she sighed. "All I can hope for is a little fun on the side."

"Behind Tom's back?"

"I'm certainly not going to play around in front of him," she laughed. "Don't get me wrong, Mick. I'm not a... I simply want some excitement."

"So, you're going to play around with other men?"

"You make it sound terrible. I don't mean that I want a string of affairs. What I mean is... If there was one man who..."

"Are you saying what I think you're saying?"

"What do you think I'm saying?"

"I reckon that you want sex with me."

"Then, you reckon right," she breathed, unbuttoning her blouse and exposing the ripe teats of her firm breasts. "I need a man, Mick. I need..."

"Some excitement in your life?"

"Yes. Show me how good you are. I want to discover just what you know about pleasuring a girl."

Leaving the sofa, he knelt between Wendy's feet and pushed her thighs wide apart. She looked down at his face, his expression of longing, yearning, as he pulled the tight material of her moist panties aside. Her full sex lips exposed, the crack of her vulva gaping wide open, he pushed his tongue out and licked her creamy valley of desire. Breathing heavily, trembling, she threw her head back and closed her eyes as her sex juices flowed.

Tom had never licked her there, never pushed his wet tongue between the fleshy pads of her outer labia and tasted her juices of love. Wendy thought back to when they'd first met at a party. Tom had taken her back to his place, taken her to his bed. But she'd not wanted oral sex, adventurous sex. They'd made love. Straight sex, loving sex. Wondering why she'd never allowed her husband to lick her, to tongue-fuck her juicy vaginal sheath, she felt her clitoris swell as Mick worked between the hillocks of her outer lips.

Her mind dripping with confusion, she couldn't understand why she was behaving like a common slut. Was her uncharacteristic behaviour retaliation against her mother's lecture about masturbation? Was she rebelling? If that was the case then, why now? Why become a wonton whore all these years later? As Tom had said, she was supposed to be resting. This was relaxing, she mused, the feel of Mick's wet tongue working between the swollen lips of her vulva. But not the sort of rest the doctor had had in mind. Normally, she'd have been reading a magazine in bed, listening to the radio and enjoying a break from the housework. But she was no longer in control of her actions. It was as if something was... Using her?

"You taste nice," Mick breathed, opening her vulval slit with his thumbs and licking the pink cone of flesh surrounding her vaginal hole.

"Talk to me," she gasped. "Talk dirty to me."

"Dirty? You want me to say that I like licking your cunt?"

"Yes, yes."

"You want to feel my cock inside you, don't you?"

"God, yes. Fuck my tight cunt, Mick. Fuck me hard."

"You want my cock fucking your cunt. I'd like to fuck your pretty mouth. I'd like to taste your sweet bottom-hole and..."

His crude words driving her wild, she again wondered why she'd never opened her body and mind to Tom. He'd wanted oral sex, she knew. He'd wanted to try different positions. Tonguing, fingering, tit-fucking, crude lusting... Why was she such a prude with her husband? She felt Mick's tongue drive deep into her vagina. This was heavenly, she thought, trembling uncontrollably as she listened to her lover's slurping tongue, his dirty words. This was... This was adultery.

Adultery? Wendy pondered the word as Mick sucked her ripe clitoris. Even in her wildest dreams she'd not thought that another man would be licking the most private part of her body. She'd taken her marriage vows, and had thought she'd remain ever-faithful to her husband. But she'd given her mouth to her brother-in-law in the name of cold sex. Now she was giving her vagina to her neighbour.
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