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THE CUCKOLD AND THE BANKER

 


 


Philip Bearsden had heard that
make-up sex was the best kind. He’d never tried it until tonight
–not properly – but as he lay next to his stunning wife, gasping
for breath, he knew that the saying was true. He turned to look at
her and his gaze was drawn to her perfectly-sculpted breasts that
were rising and falling as she slowly climbed down from her biggest
orgasm to date. Perspiration sheened her toned and tanned figure,
pooling in the little hollows of her hard stomach.

 


“Fucking hell, Phil,” she
wheezed, pressing a manicured hand to her throat. “If you’d done
that to me when I’d wanted you to, we wouldn’t have needed
to fight.”

 


“I know,” he sighed. It was at
moments like this that he wondered if it was all worth it – all the
late hours at the bank, the endless calculations that ensured he
earned his next-level bonus by a comfortable margin. He’d no idea
how many times he’d crept into the dark and silent house, shoes
dangling from his fingers, just so he could add another nought to
their savings.

 


“I thought you wanted a
millionaire’s lifestyle, babe. You know that.”

 


She rolled towards him, cradling
her bottle-blonde hair on her arm.

 


“And you know that I didn’t want
to rattle around this stupid great house all day – not by
myself.”

 


“I know…” he sighed. Today had
been the last straw for her. He’d not only missed their wedding
anniversary – he’d missed it for the fourth year running. When he’d
arrived home at 9pm, he’d found her lingerie scattered throughout
the ground floor, several adult magazines open at the contacts
section and a DVD playing to the empty living room. A series of
handsome, tanned Adonis’s were listing the reasons why a woman
should go out with them and how much of a good time they’d give
them if they’d only call the number on the screen.

 


When Philip had climbed the
stairs to ask his wife what was going on, she’d shrieked wordlessly
at him as she hurled the contents of her wardrobe across the
room.

 


That was when he’d remembered
the date.

 


The display downstairs was
because she was sick of waiting for him and had been deciding what
flimsies to wear when her new toy boy arrived to whisk her away
from this shit.

 


“You’ve got a toy boy?” he
croaked.

 


“Of course I haven’t, you
idiot!” She hurled a stiletto past his ear. “But if someone doesn’t
give me what I need, I’m going right out of that door and I’m going
to bed the first guy I see!”

 


“But you got everything
you need, babe!” he’d wailed.

 


“Oh, you mean these?” she
lifted her enhanced breasts and squeezed them. Phil paled.

 


“And these?” As she made
claws at him, her diamante-studded fingernails glittered.

 


“And this? And
this?” Expensive dresses fluttered past him, flooding the
floor around his feet with tens of thousands worth of designer
silk.

 


He managed to find his way
around the king-size bed, dodging the blouses, underwear, and then
the bracelets that whizzed past him. His big hands wrapped around
her arms, pinning them to her sides. He watched with a heavy heart
as she burst into tears and spat out her anger into his face. He
pulled her against him and she sobbed out her anger against his
shoulder. He tried not to imagine the mess that her smeared mascara
would leave on his shirt, concentrating instead on trying to soothe
away her tears. When she finally stopped crying, he planted a
gentle kiss on her lips – and was startled by her response. She
threw herself against him, wrapping her long legs around his waist
and smothering him with deep, passionate kisses. They were
undressed in moments and her long fingers were curling around his
cock, desperately milking it. His large hand slipped between her
legs, forcing a long groan from her throat. Her other hand pressed
down upon his, urging him to finger her; to slip inside her and
fuck her until she screamed his name.

 


Which she did.

 


And then they fucked, as
frantically as long-lost lovers. He slammed into her from behind,
then she spun around so he could pin her down in the missionary
position. Then she pushed him backwards, mounting his cock and
riding it, bucking her hips frantically until her orgasm exploded
and she toppled sideways, her limbs as limp as a ragdoll’s. But he
hadn’t finished with her – she found herself pressed down into the
bed as he laid along her back and squeezed his cock into her tight
anus, stretching her open, then pushing deep. Her wail mounted, as
did his pace until he felt the familiar tightening of his muscles
that told him his orgasm was close. Hearing his long groan, she
managed to push him off and begged him to spray her with his come.
She pushed her large breasts together and growled at him to cover
her; to soak her with his juices; to treat her like the desperate
whore that she was. Even though most of his spunk missed her
breasts to land on her face and neck, she cried out her delight at
his each one of his spurts. He was so eager from fucking that his
first shots had actually landed on her pillow.

 


“Oh, my GOD!” she wailed. But he
still wasn’t done. His cock plunged back into her pussy and she
squealed with delight, wrapping her tanned legs around his waist to
encourage him ever-deeper inside her. He managed one more orgasm to
her two, but that had proved to be enough for them both. They slid
apart to lie gasping on the dishevelled bed, sweaty and
delighted.

 


“So have you gone off the idea
of a toy boy?” Phil grinned as his heartbeat began to return to
normal.

 


“Definitely - if you can fuck me
like that every night,” she chuckled.

 


“Aw, babe,” he groaned. “I’m not
a teenager.”

 


“Then it’ll have to be a toy
boy.” She sighed. “I have needs, Phil. My pussy’s bored with
plastic and latex. I want a fuck that doesn’t need batteries.”

 


“You have vibrators?”

 


“Of course I do, dum-dum. Got
the best of everything, haven’t I?”

 


“How many?”

 


“Does it matter?”

 


“Not really, I guess.”

 


They laid in silence for a long
time, each alone with their own thoughts. Finally, Phil spoke.

 


“I wouldn’t mind, you know.”

 


“About the dildos?”

 


He sighed. “About the toy boy.”
He snapped his head round to fix her with his gaze. “Just as long
as it wasn’t an affair.”

 


“What’s the difference?”

 


“He just fucks you – but I’m
there as well. No affairs. No sneaking about. Everything above
board.”

 


“You’re serious?”

 


“Beth, I can’t do this every
night. I’d be lucky to be able to manage that once a week.”

 


She rubbed his wide chest.
“Don’t be silly, babe.”

 


“I haven’t been to the gym in
four years – not like you. I couldn’t keep up.”

 


“Too much time at the bank?”

 


“Yeah, sorry.”

 


“Oh, don’t be sorry, you great,
stupid bear.” She slid a hand across his stomach and grasped his
still-hard cock. He groaned as she squeezed it hard.

 


“Fuck me once more and I might
forgive you for missing our anniversary – again.”

 


 


 


* * *

 


 


 


Phil received the first text on
Monday morning, right after his shareholders meeting.

 


‘I found me a toy boy. He has a
great big cock.’

 


He stared at the screen,
dumbfounded. After their fight, he’d taken Beth away to their
timeshare lodge in Scotland for the entire weekend. They’d made
love each night, but it hadn’t been the frantic, animalistic
coupling that had followed their fight. He’d felt guilty and had
put as much effort into his thrusts as he’d been able, but he was
out of shape and couldn’t keep up with her. Instead, she’d ridden
his cock, bringing herself an orgasm and then she’d finished him
off by hand, leaving him feeling a little foolish. Maybe she was
right, he mused. Maybe she needed someone with more stamina –
someone younger and more exciting. He sighed as he tucked the phone
away. Better to watch her with another man than to see her slip
away into an affair – and leave him with nothing at all.

 


 


 


* * *

 


 


 


That evening, Beth refused to
talk about the text she’d sent.

 


“Watch out for the next one,”
was all she would say. They’d kissed and cuddled in bed, but when
he tried to touch her, she’d politely declined, patting his chest
with her palm.

 


“Save it for Friday night, big
boy.”

 


The next day, another text
arrived.

 


”He’s special. Loves to give
oral. He can make a girl cum before she’s got her knickers
off.”

 


Phil sighed, then slipped a hand
into his pocket to adjust his swelling cock. The idea of seeing
Beth with another guy was beginning to excite him.

 


When he got home that night,
Beth was beaming with happiness – like a kid who’d been promised a
trip to Disneyland. Her smile remained even after she dozed off
with her head on his chest.

 


Wednesday’s text made his
eyebrows climb into his hairline.

 


”He’s very versatile. Loves boys
as well as girls.“ Phil quickly cleared the screen and jammed the
phone into his pocket. He scampered into a vacant bathroom cubicle
where he re-read the message, shaking his head in disbelief. Beth
knew he’d enjoyed bisexual encounters in his past. Hell, they both
had. But this guy, this toy boy that he’d been happy for Beth to
play with… He was into guys as well? Phil’s chest felt tight.
Everything had changed. Suddenly, he was no longer an observer,
someone standing on the side-lines. He was a player now. He
frowned. Wasn’t the whole point of this exercise to get Beth some
physical fun? Now Phil might be asked to join in.

 


And anyway, exactly how bisexual
was this guy going to be?

 


But Beth would tell him nothing,
except ”wait for the next text.”

 


 


 


* * *

 


 


 


Phil was like a cat on a hot
roof all through Thursday morning, imagining that every grumble of
his stomach was his set-to-silent phone vibrating with the next
text. But Beth tortured him, waiting until lunchtime before she
finally sent her next message.

 


”I’m really hot thinking about
tomorrow. I’m naked and playing with two doors.“

 


Phil stared. Two doors?
After a minute’s head-scratching, he began to wonder if her
smartphone’s predictive text had interfered with her words. He
spent the next twenty minutes trying to figure out what she’d meant
before he finally decided that she could have meant ‘dildos.’ Heat
flushed his groin and his chest felt tight at the thought. The
image of his wife sprawled upon their bed, her legs wide apart and
her pussy full of latex stirred him to an uncomfortable hardness.
It was several minutes before he felt able to leave the cubicle and
not look like he was hiding a gold bar in his pocket.

 


A second text arrived just after
three. ”I want you both to spit-roast me.”

 


“Oh, my God…” Phil breathed. His
phone trilled again.

 


“I want you both to shoot cum
over my chest so I can rub the whole mess into my sticky
boobs.”

 


“Shit…”

 


“Something wrong Phil?” The
woman’s voice snapped him back to reality, dashing away the vision
like a bucket of cold water.

 


“What? No, nothing. Wrong.
Nothing at all.”

 


 


 


* * *

 


 


 


That evening, when he arrived
home, there was a trail of underwear along the hallway and into the
living room. Curious, he followed the scattered stockings and
knickers, bras, and thongs to where the trail ended – at the remote
control. A post-it note was attached to the remote.

 


”Play me.”

 


He pressed the button and the
large TV sprang into life – to display a life-sized image of his
wife lying on their bed and fingering the lips of her
freshly-shaved pussy. The remote slipped from his hand as her
fingers circled her clit, pushing her lips around to produce quiet,
wet clicking sounds. He stared as her lips became wetter and
stickier until her shining fingers slipped inside to the third
knuckle and Beth finger-fucked herself into a wailing,
surround-sound orgasm.

 


A moment later, a fully-dressed
Beth sauntered past him, ignoring the scene on the television.

 


“Hello, dear,” she said. “Nice
day at work?”

 


 


 


* * *

 


 


 


Friday dawned and Phil dressed
for work, trying not to think about what might be waiting for him
when he got back home.

 


When he drew breath to clarify
her plans, Beth simply showed him the palm of her hand.

 


“You’ll have to wait and see,”
she trilled happily. That left Phil to trawl his own imagination.
Would the guy wait until Phil got home, then ring the doorbell? Or
would Phil get home to find Beth naked in bed with her man of
choice? Would they do it in the living room or the bedroom? Would
they want him to join in straight away, or watch for a while? A
thousand other thoughts filled his mind, distracting him as he left
for work. He had no memory of the drive to the bank and barely
remembered the morning meeting. He only snapped back to reality
when his phone buzzed.

 


”He’s coming round at six. I’m
going to watch him shower and maybe pat him dry.”

 


Six. Phil sighed. That answered
one of his questions, at least. There was no way he’d be able to
get away from the bank until six at least. Add another thirty
minutes to get across town.

 


Six-thirty, then. Plus, they’d
probably be in the bedroom – if Beth told him to use the en-suite
shower. The thought of her alone in the house with a naked stranger
sent a cold shiver down his back, as well as a pang of jealousy.
Would they begin without him? It sounded as if Beth was eager to
get started. He sighed again, drawing concerned glances from his
colleagues.

 


 


 


* * *

 


 


Six o’clock seemed to take
forever to creep round. As it was, Phil was still completing
essential paperwork at six-ten. It was a further ten minutes before
his Mercedes merged
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