
        
            [image: cover]
        

    
Not Exactly the Girl Next Door Part Five

 


An Erotic Novel of Cheating and Coupling

 


Elliot Silvestri

 


Smashwords Edition

 


This is a work of fiction. All of the
characters, organizations, and events portrayed in this work are
products of the author’s imagination. Any similarity to real
persons, living or dead, is coincidental and not intended by the
author.

 


Not Exactly the Girl Next Door Part Five

 


An Erotic Novel of Cheating and Coupling

 


Copyright ©
2022
Green Bush Publishing

 


Second Edition

 


All rights reserved. No part of this work may
be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any electronic or
mechanical means, including photocopying, recording, or by any
information storage or retrieval system, without the written
permission of the publisher.

 


 


A Green Bush Publishing Book

 


 


Smashwords Edition, License Notes

 


This ebook is licensed for your personal
enjoyment only. This ebook may not be re-sold or given away to
other people. If you would like to share this book with another
person, please purchase an additional copy for each recipient. If
you’re reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not
purchased for your use only, then please return to Smashwords.com
and purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work
of this author.

 


Contains adult material that might not be
suitable for all audiences. This work is a fantasy, but in your own
life be sure to follow safer sex practices. All characters depicted
in this work of fiction are 18 years of age or older.

 


 


Contents

Chapter
22

Chapter
23

Chapter
24

Chapter
25

Chapter
26

 


 



Preview

About the Author


Chapter 22




So swinging had a lot of business
benefits that Gwen and I hadn’t anticipated. We spent the next few
months going to parties and swinging with other couples. We were
very comfortable with Ann and Andy, but Jessica and Mike were nice
as well. Mike just liked to watch me with the two women while he
jerked off. 

As an obligation we played once with
Barbara and Jeremy. They were nice but there was no real
heat. 

We couldn’t coordinate our schedules
with Ainsley and Charlie, but we did have a group scene with them
at the next large Silk Sheets party. Them and another couple I
never got the names of. 

I kept expecting to run into people I
knew or Gwen knew, but we didn’t.

It was great. Being the youngest
members of the club definitely had its benefits. 

It took a little bit of time, but
eventually I got a promotion and a raise at my job. Ralph, the
important boss, came to compliment me on my work in the boring
field of economic analysis and gave me a wink and a nod. Friends of
friends of friends also found a connection to Gwen’s job and she
wound up with better hours and other little bonuses she hadn’t
earned. 

Discrete.

While we didn’t see fucking ourselves
silly for the rest of our lives, Gwen and I were determined to have
as much fun as we could in the foreseeable future. 

Gwen and I were happy. Maybe we had
gone a little wild with fucking so many different couples in Silk
Sheets, but Barbara and Jeremy assured us this was completely
normal for a new couple. While new couples came and went, those
that stuck around for more than a couple of months generally had a
slut phase. 

Ours lasted a year, at least. We had
some very nice encounters with other couples and some that were
just bland. While I wanted to hook up again with Ainsely and
Charlie, we found ourselves often paired with Ann and Andy. Still,
Gwen and I did it all together. She came to grips with her now
well-developed bisexuality. I loved watching her with other women.
And with other men. And with other women and men at the same
time.

Gwen didn’t care if she got to see me
fuck other women or not. She said it was fun when she got to watch
or participate, but she didn’t have any special affinity to see me
with other women. 

Other men wasn’t going to
happen. Not because I was uptight or homophobic or anything like
that. It was just that in swingers’ circles, male bisexuality was
either actively discouraged or outright banned. It wasn’t formally
mentioned by anyone at Silk Sheets, but when Gwen commented how she
never saw two men together and that it would be hot to watch one
guy blow another, Ainsley took her aside and gave her the
unwritten, and barely spoken, rules.

“Every guy here might be bi, but
you’ll never see it. It’s men with women or women with women. I
know a couple of guys who would gladly suck dick, but it’s never
going to be at a party. Private only. And keep it private if Shane
is into that.”

And that was that.

I was fine with that because I had no
desire to suck dick or have mine sucked by a man.

The other thing we wondered about was
why my lack of a vasectomy was a big deal at the start, but was
hardly mentioned after that. A few of the other men at the parties
wore the same blue wristband that I was required to, but with just
a few exceptions, I had never been asked to use a condom with a
woman.

Once again it was Ainsley giving us
the secret scoop. 

“Yeah, a few years ago, just after we
joined, there was an unintended pregnancy with a couple that’s no
longer part of the group. Husband had a vasectomy, wife had been on
some sort of birth control and was older but nothing is perfect,
right? 

“Anyway, turns out she was pregnant by
a guy she had sex with once. It was a theme party they don’t do any
longer.”

“What sort of theme?” I had to know.
Gwen rolled her eyes at me.

“Glory hole theme,” Ainsley told
us.

“I don’t get it. Isn’t that for
blowjobs?” Gwen asked. I was surprised at my wife’s kink knowledge
but she just ignored my raised eyebrows.

“Like everything with Silk Sheets,
it’s elaborate. Yeah, there were plenty of anonymous cocks through
holes in the wall, but there was also this setup where a woman
would put her legs and bottom half through the large hole. A guy on
the other side from her head would fuck her
anonymously.”

“Kinky.”

“Yeah, that’s the idea. Anyway, he
hadn’t had a vasectomy; she was still fertile and a pregnancy
resulted. As I understand it the arguments got ugly and a bunch of
people left the group.”

“What about the woman who got
pregnant?” asked Gwen, speaking the question I wanted to ask but
didn’t have the courage to voice.

“I heard that she had an abortion and
she’s still with her husband, but they no longer swing, at least
not with Silk Sheets. There was an actual fist fight at one of the
parties. That’s why there’s always bouncers now, and the only
alcohol served is by the bartender.”

“That’s…that’s fucked up,” I
said.

Ainsley shrugged. “It’s a risk we all
take. That’s why I had my tubes tied.”

“You should really get the snip, hon,”
Gwen said to me.

I nodded in agreement but I didn’t
take any action on it. Gwen knew why and said nothing.

So everything was going
great.

And then Lissa contacted
me. 

 



Chapter 23


It had been a year since we had
directly heard from Lissa. We weren’t avoiding her. We just weren’t
trying to hook up with her any more. We sort of kept tabs on her
through Facebook and other social media, but she seemed happy with
her boyfriend Marshall. 

Neither Gwen nor I were bold enough to
suggest that they meet with us for dinner and sex.

I didn’t see the email from Lissa for
at least a day after she sent it. Maybe I was busy, maybe I thought
it was something else, but then there it was.

 


Hi Shane! I know it’s been
a while, but it would be great to hear from you again. Can we set
up a time to meet up discreetly?

Lissa

 


That was it. That was the extent of
the email.

I should have ignored it.
I should have replied with a no. I should have realized
I’d
moved on with my life and I didn’t need my high
school girlfriend any longer. I had kids. I had a wife who let
me—no, a
wife who encouraged me
to—fuck other women. I didn’t need
Lissa.

But I fucking emailed her back
anyway. 

Three days later we were meeting for
lunch.

I told myself it was
nothing.

I told myself it was fine.

I didn’t tell Gwen about my date;
that’s how I knew it was wrong.

It wasn’t some sordid hookup bar or
even some place fancy giving a festive note to an act of
infidelity. It was an Applebees.

“I’ve missed you, Shane.”

“Well, you contacted me. You could
have called or emailed or anything at any time.”

“Yeah,” she said as she stirred her
drink. It was just a Coke. No alcohol in the middle of the day. “I
could have, but I needed to work up the courage to cheat on
Marshall.”

“This isn’t cheating,” I pointed out.
“This is lunch.”

She put her hand on top of mine. I
looked up into her eyes and my cock stiffened. “I want to fuck you,
Shane.”

“Uh…”

“I want to fuck you and I want…” She
didn’t tell me what she wanted because my eyes went wide and I
pulled back my hand.

“Not a good idea.” I looked nervously
around the restaurant. No one was paying any attention to
us.

“Why not? I used to fuck
you all the time. I used to fuck you and
your wife all the time.”

“Do you want to have a foursome with
us?” I generously offered, figuring Gwen would be okay with
that.

Lissa’s face soured. “Marshall doesn’t
want to do that.”

I frowned.
“That’s…unfortunate.”

“We can still have sex,” she pointed
out and pressed her foot against my leg under the table.

“I should really ask Gwen. She might
want to join us.” It was half a dodge. 

“Know what would be really hot?” she
asked me, inserting the straw of her drink into her mouth and
sucking. I knew what she was doing. My cock vaguely throbbed as I
watched me. “It would be really hot if you fucked me and I went
home to Marshall with your cum inside me. We just moved in
together.”

I had to change tactics. I wanted to
fuck her, of course, but I knew that I couldn’t. “Don’t you want to
get married to Marshall, have another baby?”

She shook her head. “No. Not yet. And
maybe not with him.”

I should have run out of the
restaurant then and there.

I didn’t.

 


We met in the middle of the day in her
new apartment she shared with Marshall and her daughter. I felt bad
about being there, but I was thinking with my cock. In two days I
was supposed to go to one of the monthly Silk Sheets with Gwen. It
was supposed to be a T&A party, women were supposed to
emphasize tits and asses, while men were supposed to…I forgot what
when Lissa went down on her knees in front of me and pulled my cock
out of my pants.

This was wrong, so wrong.
We were going to fuck in the bed she
shared with Marshall. The place was lovely, but I could only focus
on the bed.

I hadn’t told Gwen. I could have told
my wife. I was certain she would have








































































cover.jpg
BERRo T $LE s RN





