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I hear water as I come home in the middle of the afternoon. All because she texted me. Alexis. The woman I married fifteen years ago and who is still my everything.

The text message was simple enough, if not a little confusing.

Come home. NOW.

It was the urgency that captivated me.

So, I dropped everything. Raced back. Discovered the plumber’s van parked on the drive and nobody in the kitchen where the sink is clogged.

That’s why I follow the sound of water to the bathroom. The sound of water, and the soft sighs and giggles that slip from my wife’s throat as I gingerly open the door.

“Thought you’d never get here,” she says. Breathlessly. As if she’s been running. Except she doesn’t even have anything on her feet.

Or anything on at all, actually.

Naked.

In the shower.

Our plumber oddly wearing jeans as he backs her up against the wall and presses his lips to her neck.

He growls.

And I get that.

I would too if I were the one she was looking at like she is. With a hunger that knows no bounds. Her manner filled with intent as she raises hands to his shoulders and pushes him down.

There’s little doubt what she wants as she guides his mouth to her clit.

Her eyes sparkling with mischief, she still makes sure to instruct.

“Suck.” She moans, back arching as he laps and then sucks.

“Alexis,” I say, aiming for anger. All she does is shush me. Her eyes daring me to open my mouth again.

“Jeans,” she says, hauling him to his feet and undoing them for him. Then she’s unzipping and pushing her hand inside. Fingers probing. Her moans intensifying. I know the exact moment her fingers hit pay-dirt by the way her eyes snap to mine.

“He’s going to fuck me now. Okay?”

“Yes.” I growl, there being no other answer. She nods. Then her mouth is seeking his as she pulls him close. Her legs spreading wide as he grips his cock in his fist and guides the bulbous head into her opening.

I watch intently as the first inch slips inside her.

“Fuck,” I say, hardly able to believe the way my own cock rears up inside my trousers.

Alexis moans. Loudly. Her hips pushing towards his as he drives into her with a heady grunt. Shoulder muscles rippling. His butt cheeks clenching.

It doesn’t occur to me to ask before I strip off and climb into the shower with them and what happens next is almost choreographed — his cock retracted — I don’t even flinch as he takes control. Spinning her towards me before gripping the nape of her neck.

“We share,” he says in his sultry, Eastern European accent. Folding her at the waist and pushing her face towards my cock. Then he’s urging her to part her lips before spreading her cheeks wide and shoving his thick, hard cock back inside her.

Grunting, he starts to pump. Hard. Like he means it. And all I can do is watch as inch after inch of him disappears and reappears, as if by magic. His shaft glistening with her juices as she licks the protruding veiny line that runs the length of mine.

Moaning as she does. Her hands everywhere. Sliding up my front. Cupping my balls. Her lips closing tightly around me, and as a surge of lust fires through my veins, I’m forced by a need to possess to shove hard towards her.

She gags as I slip past her tonsils. Her throat constricting. Her nails cutting into the flesh on my butt as she seizes back control before starting to work me.

“Fuck, slow down,” I hiss as her head slides up and down. But she just moves faster. Her lips reaching the base on her fourth revolution, and that’s when things really start to heat up.

“Good, yes?” the plumber asks as he twists a hand into her hair and he yanks her off me. Just a little. Just enough that she’s now at my mercy as I start to shuck my hips towards her. Fucking her face. Taking what’s mine. Reminding her that she might have me by the balls, but that I’m still capable of fighting back. Of being a man.

“Good,” I say, my eyes sliding along the curve of her spine to where his body is connecting with hers. His cock sinking inside her as rivulets of water run over her flesh. “But...”

His eyebrow lifts in question. It’s a slightly uncomfortable moment. Although maybe the real discomfort comes from what I’m about to suggest?

“Her hair. Pull tighter. The way you’re fucking her? Use more... aggression.”

It’s what she craves, and she moans. Her throat opening. My cock sliding into it as the plumber takes my recommendation and rolls with it. Twisting his fingers tightly into her hair before upping his pace and driving into her with twice the force.

“Better,” I say as Alexis starts to tremble. Her body tensing against the added vigour of being pummelled from behind. She likes it. She likes it a lot.

And I fucking love it when you can’t tell where his moans start and hers end. She’s mid-orgasm by the time our plumber is drilling into her like a battering ram, and she’s tasting the evidence of my pre-cum on her tongue.

“Going to lose it,” I say. Gritting my teeth and shoving hard into her throat.

“Ungh,” is all he manages in return. That and a sudden cry. His body jerking as her throat opens and the full length of me slides deep.

Irrevocably.

“Fucking hell, that’s good.”

My balls twitch. My cock swells, and as I erupt in her mouth on a moan, we grin.

At each other.

And well we should.

We should be as happy as it fucking gets. Especially as we watch my sticky, white seed slide down her chin before dripping onto her voluptuous breasts.
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“We need to nip next door,” my husband, Gene, says as he hands me a pineapple.

I take it, looking at the prickly fruit and then at him. I’m nothing short of perplexed.

“Am I supposed to understand the relevance?” I ask when he grins.

Because I don’t. For the record.

But then Gene is cryptic at the best of times.

“Troy likes pineapple.” Gene grins all the harder for admitting that. And call it women’s intuition, but I know this isn’t really about the pineapple.

“I’ll get dressed.”

“Yeah...” he stops me. A hand curling around my wrist as he tugs me to him. “I say not. I say you go exactly as you are.”

“I’m wearing a robe.” It’s not even a very substantial one. “Nothing else,” I add when Gene nods.

“It’s perfect. You look perfect.”

So perfect he licks his lips.

It’s sort of inappropriate, given what we’re talking about doing, but when Gene backs me up against the wall and presses his right knee into the space between my thighs, I’d be lying if I said I was entirely clueless.

“We said we’d talk about it,” I say, recalling the moment he first floated the idea of me having sex with another man.

“We’re talking now. I say we do it. Unless you have any objections?”

My breath catches in my throat.

He’s serious.

“Gene.” The way I say his name — half whisper, half moan — has him pressing his knee into my pussy. Purposefully.

“Say if you want to forget the whole thing,” he says, groaning.

Clearly turned on. Although that might also have something to do with how my fingers twist into his shirt collar and I drag his mouth to mine.

“It’s not that I don’t want to,” I say, the tip of my tongue sliding across his lips.

“Good. That’s settled then. If we hurry, we can catch him before he heads to the pub.”

Because that’s how our single, hot neighbour always spends Sunday afternoons.

My feet hardly touch the ground as Gene drags me outside and then next door.

“Bud,” Troy says, grinning at Gene while I do my best to remain out of sight behind him. That plan failing abysmally when Gene pulls me in front of him.

Presenting me like the sacrificial lamb?

Troy licks his lips as he stares.

His eyes sliding over my hands where I’m doing my best to hold the two sides of my robe together whilst simultaneously clutching the pineapple.

The result?

A flaring of fabric across my breasts and oodles of flesh wantonly on display.

“Let go,” he hisses, eyes flashing as they flick to mine.

Figuring he means the pineapple, I hand it to him, only to watch him toss it aside. And honestly, I’m a little put out as he discards the luscious fruit so carelessly. Until it occurs to
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