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The Wife & Her Man


What are you doing in here?” Rebecca hears her husband, Don, ask after creeping up behind her in their spare room. And damn near making her jump out of her skin in the process.

“What? Nothing,” she says guiltily. Trying hard to look as innocent as possible and thus make it appear that she wasn’t just staring out of the window at their hot neighbour at all.

Maybe she should be a little more cautious about what she’s doing.

“You must have been doing something,” Don says, scoffing as she shakes her head while giving him a wide-eyed and innocent look. It’s the best she can do under the circumstances.

That, and try really hard to keep her gaze away from the window right now.

“I’m not an idiot, you know,” Don says, mouth curling upwards at the edges as he looks over her shoulder and straight through the window, into the neighbouring garden where their neighbour, Byron, just happens to be mowing the lawn in nothing but a pair of shorts. “And I really wouldn’t have said he was your type.”

“Who says he is?” Rebecca snaps a little too defensively. She’s about to add that she was just considering what to do with the décor in here. It is looking like it could do with refreshing, but before she can say another word, Don has her backed up against the wall, one hand fisting in the hair at the nape of her neck, the other palming her left breast where his fingertips tease over her erect nipple.

Rebecca gasps.

“I say he is,” Don growls. “And you can claim not to like him until you’re blue in the face. I’m still never going to believe you. So, why not just admit it, huh, Rebecca? Why not just say that given the chance you’d climb up him like he was a beanpole?”

“He’s hardly a beanpole,” Rebecca scoffs, right before she stops herself from adding he’s too well built to be called that.

“No? But he’s long and lean and certainly packing, right?”

Rebecca blushes, suddenly unable to look her husband of eight years in the eye. Because yes, she’d noticed that, but she can hardly admit it to the man she married.

“I wouldn’t know anything about that,” she says, eyes bulging as Don abruptly turns her back around towards the window so that she can do nothing but look at Byron right now.

“So, watching him sweat like that, it doesn’t turn you on, huh?” Don chuckles, as though that’s the funniest thing he’s ever said.

“Not even a little bit,” she insists, trying to look back over her shoulder at her husband when suddenly she hears a zip being pulled. “Don,” she whispers, swallowing hard as she realises what must be happening behind her. “What exactly are you doing?”

“Oh, nothing,” he says, dragging his hard cock from his trousers and pressing it into the small of her back with a moan. “Just like you. Not a damn thing. Because honestly, baby, it doesn’t turn me on at all to think you were just imagining wrapping yourself around him. Not even a little bit.”

“You know that sarcasm is the lowest form of wit, don’t you?” she asks before she realises that she’s rather missed the point. “Wait. That turns you on? Really?” she says, unable to stop herself from moaning softly when Don suddenly starts to drag the hem of her skirt up towards her waist.

“How could it?” he asks, chuckling. “I mean, that would be crazy, right?” he adds, kissing the back of her neck as he presses the hard line of his erection a little more firmly against her.

Rebecca nods. It would be totally crazy, just like this is crazy. Allowing her husband to position her in front of the net curtain that barely covers their upstairs window. Sure, her face is screened, but her body from her neck to her waist is definitely on show, as is Don’s hand when he suddenly palms her breast and squeezes.

“Don’t. He’ll see,” Rebecca hisses, squirming as Don answers by lifting her skirt to her waist and carefully pulling her knickers down over her hips before letting them fall to the floor.

“And?” Don asks, chuckling some more as Rebecca opens her mouth to complain, only to close it again when he slides the hard line of his cock between her plump, fleshy cheeks.

Once he does that, she’s already well on the way to allowing him to do whatever he wants.

“And I’m not an exhibitionist,” she whispers, moaning softly as Don runs his fingers over her inner thigh as he lifts one of her legs to free her from her underwear.

He shrugs before spreading her legs wide with a well-aimed shove with his foot.

“How do you know?” Don asks, dragging her t-shirt off her shoulder with one hand while deftly undoing her bra with the other.

“Because… because…”

As her breasts spring free, her bra hitching upwards as her tits swing down, Rebecca feels a little tingle of excitement between her legs as Byron seems to almost look their way before turning as he reaches the edge of his grass and disappointingly walking away in the other direction.

“Because if you don’t try it, there’s no way you can say, right?”

She supposes he has a point. Not that she’s going to admit it. And anyway, there’s more to a situation like this than that.

“What if Byron is offended by what he sees?”

“You’re kidding, right?” Don asks with a loud guffaw. “The guy has it bad for you. You have seen the way he looks at you? It would be entirely mutual, Rebecca. You know, if you did fancy it.”

“No, it wouldn’t… Wait, really?”

She’s so engrossed in the idea of that she barely notices how Don takes hold of both of her hands and places them carefully on the windowsill. Although once he grabs her hips and pulls her back a little, angling her just so before returning to kissing her shoulder, she isn’t so naïve as to not know exactly what he’s up to.

“Here?” she says a little breathlessly. “Like this. While he’s… there?”

“Why not? We are married, Rebecca. I’m allowed to fuck you in our own home, aren’t I?”

“Yes,” she says, licking her lips as he slides fingers down between their bodies and seeks her wet heat. “But he’s just turned around again. And he’s walking this way.” And she’s suddenly realised just how big and open this space is with just the tiny little strip of voile at the top of the window. “He’s getting closer, Don. And now he’s… he’s really looking this way.”

Straight at them. Directly at them. Rebecca’s clothes a tad dishevelled. Not enough that he can see anything exactly, but her shoulder is bare. And Don is so much broader than she is, so it’ll be obvious that he’s standing behind her. And then there’s how his lips curl upwards in recognition.

“He’s seen us, Don. He’s actually seen us.”

And he slows his pace too. Staring their way. Looking straight up at the window just as Don parts her pussy lips with his fingers and eases the first few inches of his cock into her heat.

“Don,” she murmurs, moaning as he starts to fill her.

“He can’t see anything, Rebecca, and if he figures out what we’re doing, he can always look away. Nobody is forcing him to keep looking.”

He does, though. Keep looking. His eyes fixed on her as a sudden thrust from behind sees the entire length of Don’s cock sink inside her as her body rocks against the force of his entry.

And it feels so damn good that she can’t help but let her eyes drop almost closed as she lets out a satisfied moan.

“He’s watching,” Rebecca says, groaning as Don starts to pump. His big, hard cock sliding in and out of her, and sure, Byron keeps on walking. Cutting his grass. He even turns around when he gets to the edge and starts going the other way. But he still keeps turning around to have another look. Eyes squinting as though he’s dying to see more.

“Of course, he’s watching,” Don hisses, hands on her hips, mouth on the back of her neck. He sinks his teeth into her flesh, making her moan as he pumps in and out of her. “He wants a taste of you for himself, Rebecca. You realise that, don’t you?”

She’d say no. She’d say she doesn’t know what her husband is talking about, but hasn’t Byron made it obvious? The same way that she does. Staring at him out of the window. Blushing crimson whenever they meet outside. And how is that part of this going to work now? The next time they meet over the fence or out in the street?

Rebecca moans. Pleasure and embarrassment making her cheeks heat. She’s hot and wet and excited and horrified. All in equal measures. All at the same time, but as Byron makes it back to this end of the lawn. This time stopping and turning off his mower. It’s almost in a daze that she places a hand flat on the windowpane. As though she’s reaching for him. As though she’s yearning for him, and as Don ups his pace while Byron abruptly makes a dash for his house, she’s disappointed, but somehow relieved too when Don decides that’s the moment he needs to push his hands up underneath her top and palm both of her breasts. Skin touching skin as he squeezes.

“Fuck,” he says as he fingers the fleshy mounds. “So fucking hot, do you know that? You are so fucking hot.”

Does he mean because of how wet she is? Or how she starts to move with him now. Moaning and sighing as he rocks his hips. Penetrating her while she’s still thinking of Byron. Why did he go inside? That’s her biggest worry


























