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God I hated the sun. Really, I was more at home with a nice light drizzle outside, and being curled up in front of a nice open fire. Of course, Vanessa loved the hot weather, any excuse to put on a tight crop top and a mini-skirt, to show off her firm flat stomach and big E-cup enhanced boobs.

Of course, she worked hard for the stomach, exercising constantly, but what else did she have. Once a powerful news columnist, she lost her job when the paper went under, and finding a new job in the same branch wasn’t easy these days. Today, she writes fluff pieces for online sites like Ladbible, but on the whole, she doesn’t do much. Not that she needs to, I earn more than enough as an executive in an IT company.

Vanessa, now in her early forties, looked far younger. With long jet-black hair, soft skin, a nice tan, and a firm body, she could pull anyone younger than me. She had originally wanted kids, but now she was glad she hadn’t had any, as we spent our free time travelling and enjoying life. Still, I felt guilty for not being able to give her kids. My sperm and her uterus didn’t go well together.  Such is life.  

Our marriage, now about to enter its twentieth year, had its ups and downs, like any other, but I’m happy to say that we survived all obstacles thrown at us. 

Me? Well, I’m Sam Price, CTO of Wilson Cash Systems, or WCS as it has been known for about thirty years.  I’m a year Vanessa’s senior at forty-four. We met at university, where we began dating. I fell in love with her the moment I saw her, with those wide, dark green eyes, the high cheekbones and the cheeky smile.  If I was to describe her, I would say she looked similar to Olivia Munn, just slimmer.

We lived in London, in a house which cost me a little over three million pounds. We didn’t need a house, really, but I was a fan of the privacy over apartments, and Vanessa had numerous hobbies, so it was good for her to have her own private gym, sauna, painting room, and so forth. 

Damn, I almost stepped in front of a bloody Routemaster. Bloody hybrid, couldn’t hear the damn thing.

That’s the problem with the sun in London; it’s never half-measures. Bloody hot or bloody cold, and today, it was bloody hot and the sun was blinding me. 

As I stepped back onto the pavement, glad not to be in the Evening Standard later as a casualty, I decided not to go to my usual coffee stop, and instead go to a Starbucks. That meant going in a different direction than I normally would. I’m glad that I did, because if I hadn’t, I wouldn’t have seen Vanessa walking at the end of the narrow side street.

I was going to call out to her, when I saw someone else step into view, my best friend Derek.  What the hell was Vanessa doing with Derek? 

Derek was someone I’d known since school. Tall, black, muscular, he was an investment banker who worked over in the City, so what was he doing in this part of London? And why with Vanessa? It wasn’t as if they were close. She always said he was a letch and she didn’t know why I put up with him. She said he was more like a bully than a friend, but that was just Derek’s style. He had a weird sense of humour which meant he would say things like, “I still can’t believe this ugly motherfucker bagged a hottie like you!” Or, “Give me a go. It wouldn’t be the first of Sam’s girls who dumped him after going black.”

Okay, that was true. He had a habit of taking my girlfriends when I was younger. But, admittedly, I stole one of his too.

I was going to chase after them, say hi, find out why she was laughing and joking with him, of all people, but they turned the corner, and I was quite far away. I could’ve called, but I decided to skip it. I’d ask her later.

And yet, I spent the whole afternoon thinking about what I had seen a lunchtime. Was my wife having an affair? No, surely not? We had always been faithful. Well, she was at home alone all day. She had her friends, the group of women she drank wine with, and even holidayed with, but other than that, she always told me she was satisfied. Heck, we had sex on a daily basis, something I knew others our age didn’t. Okay, was it the most satisfying sex for her? Probably not; I don’t last long. But I always go down on her first, bringing her off with my mouth.

Fuck, my wife was unsatisfied, that was why she was hanging with Derek. Just like every other girlfriend I had, he was taking my wife now.  Fuck, I’m so dumb!

No, I can’t let myself fall into this funk. There had to be a reasonable explanation.

I picked up the phone and called my wife. Best to clear this up now.

“Hey babe.” She gasped into the phone, panting as she did. Oh my god, he was fucking her right at that moment.  “What’s up?”

“Erm, what are you up to?” I asked her, knowing I was probably weeks, if not days away from a messy divorce.

“Just got done on the treadmill.” She said. “Now will do some weights. How’s work?”

“Same old, same old.  What did you do for lunch?”

“Erm, just grabbed a sandwich from a deli. Nothing in particular.”

“Oh right. Meet anyone?”

“Me?” She practically squeaked as she panted. “No. Just a quick bite. Will you be home late?”

She lied to me. That was it, she lied to me, and I was sure she was lying to me right then. He was probably with her right at that moment.

I said I’d be home on time, then I called Derek. I wanted to see if he’d come clean. After all, he was always very honest and upfront about the times he’d taken my partners, why should this time be any different.

“Mate! What’s going on? Bit busy right now.” He said, but he too sounded out of breath. Of course, he would, given he was fucking my wife right at that moment.

“Beer this week?” I asked, seeing if he would bite.

“Fuckin’ slammed this week, Sam. Next week would be better.” He said, and behind I heard a woman’s voice, telling him to come back to bed.  It sounded suspiciously like Vanessa.

“Alright mate. I’ll catch you later.”

I ended the call, seething. My wife checking when I’ll be home, panting, and my best friend not telling me he’s in the middle of banging someone?  He always told me he was too busy because he was fucking.  This was the first time he hadn’t bragged, which meant only one thing.

Slamming my laptop closed, I left my office and told my PA, Yvonne, that I was going home early.

“You were going to meet with the R&D guys later.” She told me. Bollocks, but it was an internal meeting.  

“Reschedule it please Yvonne. Thanks.”

“Sure thing boss.” The young woman smiled.  

This being London, I never drove to work. It was faster to take the tube. And yet, as I sat on the damned Piccadilly Line train, listening to the train’s driver tell us that there was a delay due to someone jumping on the track, I couldn’t help but feel like everything was going against me. 

Finally though, I made it home to Kensington, where I ran inside my house, expecting to find the couple in bed together. I ran upstairs, where I heard the shower running in our en-suite bathroom, knowing I would find them in the shower together. I burst into the bathroom, just as my wife was stepping out and reaching for a towel.

Her screaming was followed quickly by a severe whipping of me by said towel.  “What the fuck, Sam?” She screamed. “Are you trying to give me a heart attack?  Fuck!  I thought you’re at work.”

I looked around. There was no visible evidence that Derek was there. In fact, what was lying on the floor by the shower was her workout gear.  Thinking about it, the bed was made when I ran past it.  Errr...

“I wanted to surprise you. I left early.” I smiled, sweetly.

“Jesus Sam. You surprised me alright.” She panted, but then she settled. “Well, seeing as you’re here and I’m naked.” She purred, smiling as she walked over to me seductively. I looked down her smooth, silky body, seeing the sexy slit of her shaved pussy, and my cock rose to the occasion.

“Yes please.”

“Yeah, that’s why you left early, you horny fucker. You got hard awfully fast.” She said, stripping off my shirt and tie and pulling me to the bedroom by my belt.  Then trousers off, socks off, underpants off, my four-and-a-half-inch cock was inside her wet pussy in milliseconds. 

“Don’t you want me to lick you?” I asked her.

“No, I had a couple of orgasms today already, I’m good.” She smiled.

“Oh? Who gave you the orgasms?” 

A curious smile on her face, she said, “Oh, you know? A handsome guy stopped by and banged me.”

“Really?” I asked, pumping my cock in her. Immediately, I was picturing Derek fucking her. 

“Yeah, he really worked me over. Slamming his big hard cock in me.”

“Anyone I know?” I asked.

“Maybe.” She replied, coyly. “I’ll never tell.”

“Oh fuck!” I came.  Yes, I cum quickly, but never that fast.

“Oh my! Someone was turned on!” She giggled.

“Did someone really come over and fuck you?” I asked her, rolling onto my back.

She quickly ran to the bathroom, trying to avoid cum to drip out of her.  “What?” She laughed. “No! Do you honestly believe I’d cheat on you?”

“Who gave you the orgasms then?” My brain hadn’t put two and two together, obviously.

“Erm, my fingers.” She replied, and then she reappeared with a confused smile on her face. “You’re such a dope sometimes.”

Of course, I felt stupid for a moment, until I remembered that I had seen her with Derek, and she’d lied to me. But the more I thought about it, the more I began to question if it wasn’t a figment of my imagination. I’d had my retinas burned by the sun, was almost hit by a bloody double-decker bus, and then saw them in the distance. It might not have been them, just similar people.

By late evening, as we were readying for bed, I was firmly of the belief that I was imagining things, and that Vanessa was almost certainly not having an affair. Our evening had been lovely, we’d had sex one more time, and everything seemed perfect.  In less than a week, we’d celebrate our twentieth wedding anniversary.  I was being an idiot, I was sure of it.

The next day was just a sunny as the day before, and the tube journey in the morning was a welcome relief to the heat outside. My workday was busy, meetings, decisions, and such, and the events of the day before were firmly out of my head. 

At lunchtime, I even headed to the same location as the day before, no sign of my wife or Derek; so no problem.

It was about four in the afternoon when I received the electronic copy of the credit card bills for that month. Mine was standard, nothing to write home about, but Vanessa’s seemed a little high. I ran my eyes down it. She liked to buy herself nice things, I knew that, but I couldn’t understand why she’d shopped at Agent Provocateur three times this month.  I hadn’t seen any new lingerie on her this month.  And then I saw a charge from last week, a huge amount at Claridge’s – Room Preauthorisation. What the fuck?

She was definitely having an affair, and not only that, but she was the one paying for the fucking room! I was just a provider, just a money slave to her whilst she fucked around.  

The last meeting of the day was the one moved from previously, discussing changes in research and development for this year, and yet, I hardly concentrated, thinking about how Derek and Vanessa were probably laughing at me as they fucked, spending my money and fucking, probably laughing about what a loser I was. He’ll probably get her pregnant, given she wasn’t on birth control, and I’d be left to raise a little black baby, and everyone will know my sexy wife cuckolded me.

Fuck. I was leaning back in my chair at the head of the long mahogany conference table and my cock was solid as rock inside my pants, and leaking pre-cum.  If I wasn’t careful, people would see, and now it was become clear that this meeting was close to wrapping up.  I needed to stall.

“What about the technical debt left over from version three-nine?” I asked, knowing that this would end up a huge debate between the three departments responsible for the solution.

Thankfully, by the time they were done, my erection had subsided. Worried that it might come back, I ran to collect my things, and then hailed a taxi, skipping the underground that evening. Sure, the journey in traffic wasn’t great, but it was better than getting a spontaneous erection on a tube packed with people.

I arrived home to find my wife in the back garden sunning herself in a tiny little multi-coloured bikini.  I bikini I’d never seen before.

“Where’d you get that? It’s very strappy.” I noted.

“Agent Provocateur this month. Nice huh? I actually went back there twice because first my sister wanted one, then my mom.” She giggled. Okay, that explained that shop, but the hotel was my bigger concern. 

My mind wasn’t playing tricks on me, she was having an affair, I was sure of it. I was sure of it too when I fucked her moments later, imagining her laughing at me with Derek. 

And, bollocks, shot fast again.
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“I’m going out tonight.” Vanessa told me on Thursday morning.

“Oh yeah, who with?” I asked. I never normally asked, so my question raised an eyebrow from her. 

Since the other day, I had noticed little things which made me certain she was cheating on me. Frequent messages on her phone, or walking into another room to take a call. That she was going out was nothing special, but in my state of suspicion it concerned me. 

The other issue was I was suffering from two further problems; hyperarousal, and quick ejaculation. I didn’t understand it, but for some reason, the thought of those two laughing at me and going at it got me so turned on, that I was unable think about anything else.

“Just the girls.” She told me.

“Cool. Well, enjoy it.” 

During the day, I decided that if she was going out, then I would too. Obviously, Derek was my go-to for the pub, but when I called him, he said he had plans that night. Of course he had, he was probably going to be with my wife. Instead, I found Martin, another friend, and he said he would be happy to meet at a wine bar Notting Hill.

When I arrived home that evening, I found Vanessa dressed in a little red A-line skirt, and a loose-fitting lacy white silk cami-top. As she walked around the house, preparing for her night out, I caught glimpse of her legs, and as the skirt danced in the air, I saw the lacy tops of her black stockings, held up by a suspender-belt. She wouldn’t wear such a thing for a girl’s night out.  No, this was something sexy for Derek.

I was very subdued during my night out with Martin. The moustached man had his own problems, having recently divorced, and honestly, I think he appreciated the quiet night of contemplation.  

Around ten, Tara and Marcela, Vanessa’s friends, two of the girls who should have been out with my wife that night, came into the wine-bar, laughing and joking. When they saw me, they ran over, arms stretched. 

“Hello you! What are you doing here?” Tara asked, a little sloshed already.

“I was going to ask you the same thing. Shouldn’t you be out with Vanessa tonight?” 

Recognition fell on their faces, realising they had forgotten that they were meant to be out with her, or at least, forgotten the agreed story. 

“It’s okay.” I sighed. “I know she’s having an affair with Derek.”

“She’s not!” Marcela cried out. “She’d never!”

“She is. I saw them the other day, and she lied about it. She’s been texting someone constantly. And I know that she’s been paying for hotel rooms.”

The women shared a look of horror, then turned back to me. “Honey, we promise she’s not having an affair.  It’s not like that.”

“Then what is she doing?” I asked them.

“We
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