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Chapter 1

I'm sure every good husband has only the best to say about his wife; I'm no exception. Though you have only my word to believe, I promise you the person I'm about to describe is of no exaggeration. My wife, Sophia, was beautiful in every possible way one could fathom. What I found most amazing about her beauty, was her ability to go unnoticed; when she wanted it to. I certainly don't mean that for any instance she was not the same beautiful woman she always is; however if almost by magic, she would just blend in. Anyone passing her on the street would almost certainly give her no extra attention. But the moment she wanted to be the centre of attention, the switch would be turned on and she would light up any room she walked into; though that is very rare. Now, that certainly is an accomplishment that would be difficult to achieve without effort and so it almost goes without saying, my wife worked hard at it. It was a skill she had been training from the first day that boys started noticing her. It came from her vast sense of modesty and reserve. Though she did not often have the urge to flaunt, I can certainly say with confidence, that she was not prudish. Sophia was petite, with a full-size bust and tush. It was amazing that she manage to keep her figure even past college, but I guess that came from all that time in the gym.
Benjamin, or as I would call him "Old Man," is exactly as the name implies, an old man. One who could describe himself with a lot more flatter than I. It wasn't that I had a hatred for the man, just a proverbial bad taste. Which you will later learn came with good reason. The worse part about it all would be that I needed the old man. The way a person who wants to sell his soul needs the devil. And like those few, who have an unquenchable thirst that leads them to either success or madness, I did something previously unimaginable; I surrendered to my greedy lust. Now, I don't mean to paint the old man as some kind of living Beelzebub; that would be harsh and I have to be honest, far worse than his actual character. Except for his arrogance, the man was actually decent, having no worse fault than the next guy. Perhaps the real demon that I was trying to describe was inside me; the one we all have but are not supposed to pay any attention to. Well, mine had taken complete control and was behind the wheel. But I'm getting off track, back to Benjamin. He is around 60, aged well and actually in decent shape for his milage. But I've always heard black men aged like a whiskey. Contrasting with his dark skin was greying hair and I believe any woman around his age would consider him a great catch. But how could a woman many years younger be attracted to this man? With my help, the answer is my wife.
How it all began:
It was our anniversary, and I had the usual plans; dinner and drinks. It would have been like any other weekend that we went out. Except, this time we were going to a new place, a higher-end joint and we had the attire to match. I, a nice dark grey tailored suit; with the right amount of colour splashed in at the rights spots. I was putting on the finishing touches when Sophia comes gliding into the room. Until then, I hadn't seen her dress except on the rack; it was black, form-fitting, and a work of art. A dress that wrapped around her body like it was created just for her. Stopping right above the knee, with the sides open allowing her legs to tease any onlookers while she walked but would swiftly close back when she had stopped. The tops of her white smooth breasts clearly show, allowing the most perfect cleavage. To finish it off, as if that wasn't enough, only a few well-placed threads covered her back. With the open back, tapering closed right above her large round tush. I had never seen my wife dress like this before, and if it wasn't for the expensive reservations then I would have made love to her right there in the room.
However, we were off on our date. Upon entering the restaurant, which was more of a club, we were sat down in a corner booth. From there we could see all the dancing in the centre of the room as well as the patrons sitting at the bar.
"Thank you, so much," Sophia spoke to me; breaking the silence which slightly startled me. I look up from my plate and see her staring at me with those beautiful eyes; she was grinning ear to ear.
"For what?" I said, smiling back.
"Taking me out to this place and dressing up. For just being so loving and caring. I know dancing isn't your thing and it would have been easier to just take me to our usual spot. I understand we have hit a rough spot and I can't help but feel it is my fault"
I didn't care much for dancing but I cared a lot for her and she loves to dance. I knew the rough spot she was referring to; things has slowed down in the bedroom. But that was expected, no two people could be sexually at each other all the time. Especially after being married for a while. Still, we couldn't help notice it, even it was perfectly normal. Except, I had been acting strange and Sophia believed it was from our lack of lovemaking. I have to admit, however, that I accidentally put the thought into her mind. See, I have recently developed a fantasy; one that might be considered slightly eccentric. From discovering the topic; then avidly reading Hott Wife stories, I began to have a strong desire to see my wife fuck other men. I can't fully explain how a man can have such a drive but I had it. I think it came from a strong enjoyment of porn. I really enjoyed seeing women get passionately fucked, especially beautiful innocent-looking women. And there is no woman I find more beautiful than my Sophia, except she doesn't just look innocent, she is innocent. It sounds something akin to being psychotic, after saying it out loud but I wanted to see her lose her innocence. I don't mean raped or even in the slightest forced; I wanted her to willingly surrender it. I wanted to sit back and watch her, just for the night, get fucked. It would be like my own private porn. I could see all the details and hear all the sounds. It was from this constantly consuming mad desire that I finally got up the nerve to talk to Sophia about my fantasy. I don't know what I was hoping to achieve or what reaction I expected from her. Truth was, I didn't care. It made no sense, but there was no talking sense back into me. I waited until we were laying in bed one night and I asked her if she had any fantasies. I got the usual romantic fantasy, candles and whatnot. It was then that I asked her if she ever wanted to sleep with anyone else. She immediately got upset and started to batter me with questions. She asked, "Are you wanting to sleep with someone else or see other people?" I panicked, I might not have planned her reaction but I certainly didn't imagine this would have been it. I tried to reconcile and explain I had a fantasy of my own but the damage had already been done. She didn't want to hear anything else; she believed I wanted to sleep with other women because of our own slowed sex life. She eventually cheered back up but I knew it was still on her mind. From the fear of opening up an old wound, I left the topic alone. But tonight, I wanted to address the issue and let her know that I didn't have any desire to be with other women. So it was now that I took the plunge and replied to her previous comment about the "rough spot."
"Babe, I know you believe that I want to sleep with other women and that our lovemaking is not at the level I want. But I promise you that isn't the case. That night, I simply wanted to ask your fantasy and tell you one of my own; which doesn't involve other women."
"I know, and I'm sorry" she replied. "I just keep hearing about men having these high sex drives and I was afraid you wanted to be with another woman. I know I overreacted and should have let you finish before I jumped to conclusions."
We reached out and held hands for a second to say "I love you." Before we could pick up the conversation, the waiter came over to our table with a new round of drinks.
"I didn't order these," I told the waiter.
"It is from the gentleman over there," he replied; pointing at an older black gentleman sitting at the bar. I and my wife raised our glasses to him simultaneously smiling, in a show of thanks.
"Why do you think he bought us these," my wife asked me.
Replying with, "I probably say he thinks you're attractive, you are the best looking woman in the place."
"Don't be silly; we are clearly together. And I am not the best looking woman here." my wife stated with a curious tone of voice.
"Yes, you are. And apparently, I'm not the only one who thinks so. Think about it; what other reason would he?" I stated.
"If that was the case then why did he buy you one too? Don't tell me he thinks we are both attractive," she jokingly asked.
"Of course not, but he isn't going to just buy you one with me here. I'm sure he is bold but probably not that bold." I returned.
My wife stared at her drink in thought and I couldn't help but wonder why this gesture had her in such awe. Then it dawned on me; my wife never had a guy buy her a drink. She wasn't much of a drinker before we married and didn't, if any, go to bars. I had not just been the only guy to have sex with her but really flirt with her. It was at that moment, I did something without really thinking. I looked over at the man and waved him over. Now I know what you are thinking, I did this in the hopes of fulfilling my fantasy but I really didn't. I guess, I thought he was too old for my wife to find attractive. I had simply wanted to see her reaction to a little bit of flirting, kind of a test run. My wife saw what I had done and began to panic.
"What you doing!?" she firmly asked.
"I figured we could thank him for the drinks," I replied, a matter of factly. " It would be rude if we didn't." Before anything else could be said, the older gentleman had arrived at our table. "We wanted to thank you for the drinks. Please, have a seat" I told him.
"Your welcome," he spoke. It was actually my way of saying thank you.
"For what?" My wife asked with genuine curiosity. I was actually shocked she said anything at all but I would soon learn that my wife was full of surprises.
"For bringing that beautiful face here in this joint." He told her. This made my wife blush and look away. I could tell she didn't know how to take the compliment.
"You're welcome," I quickly replied on her behalf. It was at that time I introduced us, with him doing the same. It was at that time I learned his name, Benjamin; it would be one that I didn't forget. The conversation continued along with the drinks. None of us was getting drunk but we were certainly feeling it. My wife began to open up more with her eventually becoming actively engaged in the conversation. It was after a while that I noticed the conversation had become mainly between her and him. I was now on the sidelines and though they were a sting of jealousy, it was a pain I enjoyed. I simply set back and watched the show. Sophia wasn't heavenly flirting but she was enjoying herself. She kept laughing a lot and smiling. After the old man made one of his jokes, he manage to place his hand on her's; it was only for a second before she pulled away but the fact they touched, sent my mind rampant. It was inevitable that my wife had to use the lady's room. She excused herself thus leaving me and the old man to talk.
"You have a very beautiful wife." He told me. "Mind if I take her out on the floor for a dance?"
"I don't mind but my wife is very shy. If you can get her on the dance floor with you then you have earned it."
"She doesn't like to dance?" He asked.
"Oh no, she loves to dance and is great at it. But again, my wife is very shy until she gets comfortable with you and that normally takes a while. However, I have to admit, you have gotten her to open up a lot in the conversation, she normally doesn't say more than a few words to strangers. So you might have a chance"
"We hit it off nicely; a perfect match." He said, more as a spoken thought to himself. Then with clear direction toward me, he informed, "Just don't intervene and I will do more than dance with her."
"What does that mean?" I asked; shocked by his bold comment; not expecting it. "What are your intentions with my wife?" I should have told him to get the hell away and I attempted to portray some authority in my words but if I had to be honest then I was intrigued. My demons had stopped me from making what would have been considered a rational reaction.
It was at that point the old man spoke with sternness. "Listen, I have gotten bolder with my age and I never was one for modesty. When you get closer to the end of your life you aren't afforded patience. I don't want to waste my time, if you want me gone then I'm gone. But if you want this to happen as much as I do and I have a sense you do, then just stay out of my way. And if you want to help then just follow my lead."
I just set there for a second with my mouth slightly open and a dumb look on my face. Before I could say a word my wife returned. Benjamin stood up and excused himself to the restroom next. I must have still had that look because I then asked, "Honey, what is wrong? You look like you have seen a ghost."
I didn't know what to say or what to do; I was faced with one hell of a dilemma. On one hand, I have the proper thing to do, by either telling the old man to leave when he got back or avoiding a possible confrontation by leaving the restaurant. On the other hand, I just do as he said, sit back and enjoy the show. Deep down I knew that was what I wanted. I kept asking him if he could really pull it off: could he get my wife to bed and make her lose all inhibition.
"Of course not; what am I thinking?" I said to myself. My proper conservative wife, that has only slept with me, hook up with this old man; talk about ridiculous. But I was fighting a losing battle with myself. The images kept coming back into my thoughts; playing over and over. Earlier I had rationalized that him being an older man would have made it almost impossible for any relations to develop between them. However, now I didn't worry about the probability, just how sweet it would be to see it happen. What more depraved to see innocence lost to someone like that. Even though the old man was clearly in shape, there was still a vast age difference. The battle came to an end within my mind, with no clear winner. I just kept telling myself, "We will see what happens. You can always stop it later." What seemed like forever I realized had been only a few minutes. My wife was carrying on about something that I hadn't been paying attention to. I interrupted her with a question.
"Babe, what do you think about Benjamin?" I asked.
"He is very charming and funny. I was first afraid he was going to be a creep when you had him come over but I am pleasantly surprised. You don't think he is ruining our night, do you?" she spoke with a smile on her face; she was clearly enjoying the evening and alcohol.
"He isn't ruining mine as long as he isn't ruining yours," I told her.
"Oh no. Not at all." Her short reply made me curious. She was obviously liking his company but for how long? He may have enough charm to keep this up but the real question needed to be answered; was it enough to take it to the next level? About this time, Benjamin came back to answer that question. Except, it wouldn't be a clear yes or no; it would be a long-drawn-out event.
While taking a seat the old man began to talk to Sophia again, "You look like a hell of a dancer and the way your husband talked, it seems that is correct."
"I don't know how good I am but I do enjoy it. You two know it is rude to talk about someone when they aren't there, don't you?" She responded playfully; garnishing her remark with a little laugh.
"Then let's dance, I'm wanting to see your moves. Because I can't believe life would permit someone who looks as beautiful as you an ability to dance also; you only get one great gift." The old man smoothly complimented my wife again. He has been throwing them in since he first set down and I believe they were having an effect on my wife. With this last remark, I noticed a little challenge; so as to trick her into believing she was merely proving him wrong instead of accepting a romantic gesture.
"I don't know," my wife bashfully responded, cutely looking away. "Knowing my luck I would fall flat on my face. Plus, my husband and I haven't even got the chance to dance tonight." Looking directly at me for reinforcement she then said, "Isn't that right? We are supposed to first dance together and it is late; we got to get home."
"Nonsense," said the old man. "You have plenty of time. After all, the night is still young." Then looking at me, he firmly asked, "Isn't that right?"
It was at that moment both my wife and the old man was looking directly at me; clear that the decision was left for me to decide. A thousand things were running thru my mind but not a moment was made to stop and really think before I blurted out, "Go ahead Sophia, it would be fun to watch." It was clear that my top head wasn't making the decisions. Little did I notice at the time the double meaning my words could be taken.
"Fantastic," the old man remarked. "I will be waiting on the dance floor." With that, he was off.
My wife quickly spouted under her breath, " What was all that about?"
"What do you mean," I replied; knowing exactly what she meant.
"He wants to dance with me! Don't you think that is inappropriate? And I'm starting to believe he is flirting." She naively stated.
I couldn't help but laugh a little when I said. "Of course, he was flirting. But the man is much older and I think you have a chance to make his day. I don't think it is inappropriate so long as we agree, and I don't have any problem with it. Go have fun."
My wife gave me a strange look, then without saying another word, stood up and headed to the dance floor. "That was easier than expected," I thought to myself. Not considering the repercussions of the night.
With each new song, you could see my wife begin to loosen up. I don't know how long exactly went by but eventually, my wife was completely comfortable dancing with this person, who was, for the most part, a stranger.
I, myself, was always getting comfortable but alone in my chair; just sitting back watching the show. I felt like a writer who for the first time was seeing his play come to life. I had envisioned this happening over and over in fantasies. Though, I would have never thought it would have been with an older black man. I also had to admit to myself a disturbing reality. Before it was only about sex; watching my wife get fucked. But seeing them enjoying each other's company added an entirely new level of taboo. A hundred different emotions were running through my mind. It was so intense that I was actually beginning to slightly pursue rate. I could see my wife and this old man talking while they dance; she was laughing and smiling the whole time. Every now and then he would touch her nonchalantly. Grab her hand so as to spin her around, kind of thing. They looked such an odd couple, which only added to my excitement. I knew other people had noticed them dancing, wondering about the relationship. I knew this because I overheard another young couple briefly mention them.
The woman had asked her boyfriend what he thought about them.
He then told her he thought it might be her "sugar daddy."
The woman then replied, "I think they may be just friends."
I couldn't resist thinking to myself, "Not if I could help it." Yes, it was after seeing them dance, that I had decided to assist Benjamin to seal the deal.
Finally, after some more dancing, my wife and the old man came back to our table. The laughter and conversation came with them. It actually took a minute before my wife even acknowledge my presence.
"Honey, did you see us dance?" she asked me.
"Of course, you two were great out there," I replied. "Why did you quit?"
It was at that moment when Benjamin cut in by saying, "We just needed a break, she is wearing this old man out. Don't worry, we are getting back out there." It was then that a huge smirk appeared on his face. He knew I was not a threat to him. They may not have done the deed yet, but me and him both knew I gave her away for the night.
"Honey, I think it is time for us to dance, don't you think?" Sophia asked me, trying to share her attention between the both of us. My wife was enjoying his company but she was still a faithful wife. I loved her, and she loved me. That should have been enough; but not for me. I had made my decision to help him and that was what I did.
"I'm tired, and he is such a better dancer than me. Why don't you drink some, relax and then get back out there." I told her. She may have had a puzzled look on her face the first time she went out on the dance floor but it was nothing compared to the one now.
With that statement, my wife took a sip of her drink. Before anything new could be said, the old man was assisting my wife to her feet for another go. They began again with their dancing; one song than two. The normal enjoyment found their faces like before. But with the third song came something different, it was a slow one and I realized they hadn't had one of them yet. It was the big moment, my wife look over at me and I simply returned a smile. They came closer to each other, placing their hands on the normal spots and did what two people do on a slow song.
You could see the difference in height resulting from my wife being a foot shorter than him. But what you could really notice was their contrasting skin colour.
After an obviously romantic slow dance, they approach the table; again my wife excused herself to the lady's room. It left me and the old man time to talk once more.
"I want you to leave." He bluntly told me.
"What?" I asked confused. "No way I'm going to leave her."
"You don't have to actually leave, just make her think you are. Tell her you have gotten sick, and go park the car somewhere else. Stay hidden." He told me.
"She will want to go with me," I pointed out.
"Maybe, but I don't think so. Really convince her you to want her to stay with me and have fun. I think she will stay, I have gotten really far with her but she won't go any more as long as she thinks you are watching." He told me, sounding very confident in himself.
We exchanged numbers, so as to text each other. Shortly after my wife had returned. It was then I told her I was feeling sick and wanted to go home. My wife without protest went to say goodbye to the old man but she hadn't finished before I interrupted her.
"Sophia, just because I'm sick doesn't mean you have to go home. Stay here and have fun with Benjamin." I informed her.
"Honey?" That was all she could say at first. She had an expression of pure confusion. Glancing back between me and the old man, my wife finally asked him to excuse us, so as to speak in private.
"What are you trying to tell me to do?" she angrily questioned. "You know I can't stay here with him, I'm married to you. "
"Of course, you can, who made those rules? I'm your husband and if I say you can then there is no problem with it. What you afraid of having fun?"
"You don't even know he wants me to stay with him, you haven't even asked. You are treating me like a child, putting me off on someone else like I need to be baby set." Replied Sophia. "And how do we know he isn't some crazy murderer?"
She actually brought up a good point on that one but I think we both knew he wasn't and so I reassured her. "Babe, you have spent hours with him, does he seem like a crazy killer?
"No, he actually is a gentleman" she replied; knowing it was only to get a response.
"We are all adults and no one is babysitting anybody. I have faith he would love to spend more time with you." I said. Before my wife had even the slightest chance to reply, I had begun moving toward where Benjamin was standing.
"Get back here," I heard her reply from behind.
"Hey, Benjamin! I said loudly to get his attention. "Mind if you babysit my wife." I couldn't help but laugh a little when I said it. I noticed the mean look my wife gave me when she heard me. Even when she was upset she was extremely cute.
"Of course not, it would be my pleasure. Not every day I get to spend time alone with a beautiful woman such as Sophia," he stated. It was at that moment he looked over at her and ask, "Is this what you want, Sophia?"
My wife looked back and forth between us. You could notice she was thinking. Finally, she said, "Yeah, I would like that."
I don't know if she thought I was bluffing and was just trying to call it but before anything else could be said, I told them goodbye and kissed my wife on the cheek.
"Call me if you need me," I told Sophia as I walked away. As I turned to look at Sophia I noticed she had that same priceless look of confusion she seemed to express repeatable tonight.
I didn't give her many options in the matter but I knew it was just the push she needed.
 




Chapter 2

There I was sitting in my tinted, dark grey BMW; contemplating a myriad of things. The car may have been parked but my mind was going a hundred miles per hour. My thought was racing; memories flew by left and right. I was trying to make sense of it all; analyzing everything that lead me there. There, being me voluntarily leaving my faithful wife with an older gentleman; one, who we both just met that night. I didn't fear for her safety, but her innocence was something entirely different. Most men wouldn't have been in the same situation and anyone witnessing the events unfold would have been screaming at me to do more than just sit here. However, if we must be honest with anyone then it must be with ourselves. I wanted every bit of this to happen. I may not have planned tonight, but I had fantasized about a thousand scenarios just like it. I don't know how to explain it, maybe it was multiple things. I always enjoyed porn, and it would be appealing to see the woman, which I considered as the most attractive I've ever met, in my own personal show. Being able to watch without distraction thus allows me to notice every detail. But there was more than just that involved with my mindset; something emotional and intimate was motivating me also.
Before I could delve deeper into my cuckold conundrum, I was distracted by a text from the Old Man. "It's going as planned but send her some reassurance, maybe encourage her." Followed with, "By the way don't come in unless I say."
I decided to do as instructed; I've come this far and didn't see any reason to stop, or at least not with my twisted mind. I got my cell out and began to text my beautiful wife, hoping to assist her new suitor and perhaps have some fun myself.
"Enjoying yourself?" I asked.
She quickly replied, "I don't know what your intentions are but I can guess and I don't know if I like what I'm assuming. Which is that you are trying to dump me off on someone else because you are getting tired of me" It was followed with, "And if you have to know and if I'm going to be truthful, then yes, I'm having fun."
I knew my wife very well, but before that night I would have never guessed she was capable of having fun with a stranger; she was always reserved. However, something about the old man allowed her to relax. It could have been his age or perhaps his charm that came with it; whatever it was, it worked.
I had to be equally honest with my wife, and though it should have been in person, I decided to continue.
"I'm not trying to push you away. Though the path I'm taking us on is a dangerous one for couples, I don't want anything to hurt our relationship. Babe, I love seeing you have fun and I knew that as long as I was there then you wouldn't allow yourself to really relax."
She replied, "Honey, do you believe I don't enjoy myself with your company? I love being around you, and tonight is supposed to be our night."
"That's not what I meant. I enjoy seeing you having fun with OTHER people." I had sent the text, trying to imply without directly stating, even I thought it was obvious.
"But you've never seen me really around other people. I only have one or two friends" She naively asked.
I couldn't help but laugh when I saw what she texted. Apparently, I needed to be more direct, but I was still embarrassed to be blunt.
"Babe, I love you. I'm not trying to push you away. I just want you to relax and have fun, just let whatever happen. If that means you merely talk for a while and dance; that's fine. But if more happens, just enjoy it. (; " I ended with a wink, hoping it would convey a little more of my meaning.
"Ok," was all she texted back. The short reply blew my mind. How could that be all she texted; what did it mean? Did she finally start to understand what I was telling her? I was left only to wonder about that extremely simplistic message. Those two letters had seized my mind and once again sent it racing.
I was left in silence for about thirty minutes until Sophia finally texted me again.
"Benjamin said I should send this to you; hope you don't get mad." Along with it came a selfie-style picture of her and the Old Man pressed against each other. Nothing in itself was erotic, other than the fact he had his arm around her with his hand placed extremely close to her breast. But it was enough to put a smile on my face.
"I'm glad you are enjoying yourself. I'm not mad, like I said, I love seeing you having fun." I quickly replied. I began to wonder if she was finally getting my blatant hints. I wouldn't have to wait for a reply much longer, a couple of minutes later I got another text from her.
"Honey, Benjamin wants to take me to another club; he said it isn't far from here. Is that okay?"
I had simultaneously received a text from the Old Man; it was directions. Apparently, he had decided for me, or already knew my answer. Along with location, he informed me to keep low and find a place that would ensure I, along with my car, wasn't spotted by her.
After following the directions for a while, I had found myself at the club. It was in an area that I had passed through before but never stopped. I parked my car far enough distance away that I believed would be sufficient in hiding it. I quickly walked to the entrance and went inside. There I found loud music and people scattered all around. It appeared to be a popular place, but its large size prevented it from feeling overly crowded. I noticed tables had been meticulously placed in locations that allowed more privacy; which permitted couples the ability to perform light foreplay. I knew this from noticing silhouettes of various couples presently engaged in it; just the details was the only thing covered by the shadows. It would be safe to assume the details of who and what, were the only things the designers had intended to actually hide. This place, and its patrons, apparently could care less about any sexual activity going on around them so long as it wasn't blatant and intercourse. Sitting at a corner booth permitted me a perfect view and allowed me to stay hidden. I didn't fully understand why he wanted to move from one location to another. I was left to only guess. After thinking about it a while, I believed the atmosphere permitted him a more hands-on experience when they were sitting. I also assumed that moving locations it would allow Sophia to believe I was truly out of the picture; unknowing the old man sent me directions.
I ordered myself a drink then began sipping on it. I wanted to take the edge off but still be able to bask within the anticipation and excitement of the night; it was a high that I had begun to enjoy. I first noticed them walking in through the entrance with the corner of my eye. Looking up and seeing them sent a shiver down my spine. There she was holding onto his arm like they were on a date. I was shocked but not angry, it was impossible for me to be mad at her for this gesture. It's what I had wanted from the beginning, but to see it exist outside of my fantasies was an amazing feeling of surprise. Of course, there was a sting of jealousy but it only added to my infatuation. Never, however, had the dating aspect come into my mind; just the sex.
They walked over to an empty booth which was perfect for me to observe them. The Old Man knowing I was here must have been able to conclude which hidden figure was me then intentionally picked the booth. Which I imagine had not been difficult, since I was the only single person sitting away from the bar area. After sitting down she immediately got her phone out and began texting. Though the music was more than loud enough to cover any sounds coming from my phone, I nonetheless got it out and turned it to vibrate.
A second later I received her text. "Honey, we arrived at the place and I'm safe. Just in case you were wondering (:"
I decided to be suggestive and replied, "Babe, I think he has a lot of intentions but hurting you isn't one of them."
"I know, he told me." She responded.
"What exactly did he tell you?" I asked very intrigued.
"He told me that he wanted to, you know." She answered.
I couldn't believe he had become so blatant about his goal. More surprising was the fact she remained in his company instead of messaging me to pick her up. I wanted to know what exactly he said and so I asked, "How exactly did he say it?"
She answered with, "I made the comment of how much a gentleman he had been. Then he responded by saying that only his etiquette was becoming of a gentleman but his intentions were far from it. So I asked about his intentions. He told me he wanted to fuck me."
"What do you think about that?" I asked.
"I don't know, I guess you told me so. After a while, I knew but I was in denial about it." She responded.
"Are you going to let him?" My heart was beating frantically. This was the big question that I had been wanting to ask. I waited for her response while trying to look at her from across the room but the distance and low lighting made it difficult. It had appeared she stopped to think about what I asked and I believed for a moment had glanced at him.
It was then my phone signalled the arrival of a text and for a brief moment, everything stopped. Looking at the screen I read, "I don't know, maybe. I don't want to destroy our marriage."
I quickly messaged, "Babe, I'm giving you permission. Don't let me or him pressure you but don't be afraid to do what you want."
She replied, "Neither of you is pressuring me. He has been really nice about it, allowing me to text you while he waits. But I will think about it; for now, I'm going to dance. Love you!"
With that, I saw them stand up and go to the floor. They began to dance and once again I saw the enjoyment on my wife's face. I watched them dance one song after another, which included him eventually getting to place his hands on her perfect butt. When he first did it, I noticed her shock and the signs of quick thought; however, she decided to allow him. After some time it became so familiar that it no longer even registered any reaction from her. I also noticed them carrying on conversations while they danced, which made her laugh. They could only dance for so long before getting tired and so decided to sit back down at the table.
The dancing had stopped but whatever conversation they were having, followed them. At that moment I decided to send her a text, "Babe how is everything going?"
I watched her take out the phone, read and then put it back in her purse. She had actually ignored my message. I felt the biggest sting of jealousy to have come over me that night, but again, my twisted mind only enjoyed the sensation.
It appeared that with each spoken sentence and sound of laughter from them, had become a magnet pulling them closer. My eyes must have either adjusted to the low lighting or my attention became so focused that I was able to distinguish their actions. Regardless, I was able to see them touch lips and passionately kiss. It only lasted a moment before she broke away, but this would be temporary. Before she could have second thoughts he leaned forward and began to kiss her again. This time he had his hand on the back of her neck, which I imagined supplied firm support; it is an act that Sophia absolutely loves. This time they were like teenagers making out. In the end, right before they broke apart for the second time, I saw him reach up with the other hand and for a moment caress her voluptuous breasts.
They would repeat this periodically while at the club; anytime the mood came over this new couple. I watched him turn to fondle her breasts into a common act between them and at one point was able to kiss her cleavage, which must have been performed as a dare or joke because it forced a laugh from both of them.
The night was full of surprises, discoveries, and emotions - my wife was blossoming into someone different and I was loving it; even if it was just temporary. However, the night was getting late and I received a text from her stating he was going to drop her off at our house. They left almost the same way they arrived, except this time hand in hand. More than that, there was a lot more intimacy between them.
I was beginning to wonder how I would be able to get home before them. So I texted The Old Man, "I'm behind you, so take your time." I also texted directions for the long route, telling him to pretend to know the area we lived in."
He replied, "Trust me, we will take our time. That's the route she gave me anyway." Which made me realize that my wife must not have been in any hurry to get home.
I arrived at my car and began to drive away; however, passing by the parking area, I noticed they hadn't left. I should have gone home but something told me to investigate. I turned my lights off and pulled in from a rear entrance. Their silhouettes indicated that they were presently occupied with making out, yet again. Though it was exciting to see them do this, I had seen it plenty for tonight and was about to drive away. When all of a sudden I saw my wife lean forward until she was out of sight. I waited for her to quickly reappear but she didn't, which meant only one thing. My innocent wife was presently engaged in sucking his cock. From a conversation in the past, I knew my cock had been the only one she had ever seen in person. Now, she was getting familiar with a new one, it was an act she has only done with me on special occasions. I quickly glanced at the car and noticed the time was 11:55 PM. Meaning he was getting my anniversary blowjob.
Even though I couldn't see anything, I still don't think I blinked the entire time until she came back up some minutes later. They drove away only after she had finished, or rather after he did. I was left frozen with my thoughts and emotions. Brain signals were firing off trying to find the right response. Should I have felt anger, jealousy, sadness, or my normal twisted excitement? It was after a couple of minutes that a huge grin appeared on my face. I placed my car in drive and started my quick journey home.
Any normal and sane individuals would have been devastated when they witnessed their significant other perform oral sex on someone, but of course, not me. I just kept thinking to myself of how I had witnessed something extraordinary. A spectacular event involving my beautiful and innocent wife, which took me several dates to get a kiss, giving head to a guy she just met that day. As I previously mentioned, it was our anniversary, but instead of the normal oral tradition, I now received a different gift of lust; it might not have been intentionally given to me but I would cherish it regardless.
Reminiscing over all the night's events kept me distracted on the way home. After arriving, I went in and immediately freed myself from my clothes. Over the course of the night, I had sweated a significant amount, which was certainly caused by my excitement and increased heart rate. I had a chance to cool down on the drive home and now needed a shower. After quickly washing off and getting ready for bed I heard the sounds of someone pulling into the driveway. I kept the lights out, hoping it would appear that I was asleep. Glancing out the window I saw The Old Man opening the door for Sophia. Standing beside each other they appeared to be talking. I noticed she was looking around, then they both leaned in and for the last time, tonight passionately kissed goodbye. She must have been checking for any nosy neighbours. Considering that we had only a few and with the hour of the night, gave her enough confidence to perform this act; still, her willingness to take the risk was exciting. What if someone did see? It might get around that my wife was seeing an older black man; it was a taboo that I found intriguing.
I heard my wife open the front door, to which I responded by getting quickly in bed. I felt like a child pretending to sleep. I wouldn't have to continue this charade for much longer. My wife came into our bedroom and undressed. After ripping the covers off of me she got on top and slurped my soft cock into her mouth; trying desperately to get it hard.
"Babe, not that I'm complaining but what got into you?" I asked; even though I knew the answer.
"I always give you this on our anniversary," she responded.
"It is well past twelve, our anniversary is over. I guess you didn't get to give head on it after all." I stated, trying to hint at her time in the parking lot. It caused her to stop for a second but she picked right back up. I love watching her perform oral sex on me, which I normally focus on, except tonight I watched while trying to imagine how it would have looked seeing her in action with her newly acquired black date.
I realized she seemed to have a lot more enthusiasm tonight; taking my cock further down her throat than normal. Was she trying to rectify her previous act or was it just mere excitement from the entire night? I wasn't going to last much longer and told her to stop but she just ignored me. The inevitable happened and I found myself exploding into her mouth. She swallowed the entirety, which was a first, as she normally spits it out.
Not thinking, I made the remark, "That is the first time you swallowed."
It was then I heard her nervous reply, "That isn't the first time, just the first time with you."
I kept still from mere exhaustion. I heard what she said, but I needed a second to take it all in. I must have appeared to be in shock or angry because she stated again, "Honey, did you hear me? I've done something I shouldn't have done."
I rolled over on my side to face her and propped my head upon my elbow to look her in the eyes. "Tell me about it," I said.
"I gave Benjamin a blow job!" She blurted out in a panic. She was looking me over trying to judge my reaction. Thinking that I needed to pick my words carefully, I was trying to decide what exactly to say. Before I could speak a sound she impatiently asked while looking down, "Are you mad at me?"
It was then that I decided to just respond honestly with what first came to mind. "Babe, of course, I'm not mad at you. I gave you permission to have fun and it sounds like you did. I didn't care if you gave him a blow job."
"Well, we also made out," she said; noticing I wasn't angry with her.
"Obviously," I told her with a grin while rolling my eyes; which caused us both to laugh. "Now I want you to tell me everything, and don't skimp on the details."
She began by telling me how nervous she was after I left but that something about Benjamin put her to ease. That they danced and laughed; he is extremely funny apparently and a great dancer. She was very comfortable around him, which permitted her to relax and be herself. I had to ask specific questions regarding the more intimate details. She must have still been uncertain if I would get mad.
At one point she told me, "He is the best kisser." I noticed she closed her eyes while making this confession; probably reliving their embrace. She quickly opened them in shock when she realized what "the best" implied. "I mean, other than you babe!"
I just laughed and said, "I know babe; now continue."
As both times went on and the more she spoke then the more confident she became. Eventually making remarks about how he set her skin on fire with his touch. Then she looked at me with a mischievous grin then made the remark, "He also made me so wet down there." Knowing it would drive me crazy with her dirty talk, which she very rarely uses. I began to get hard again from all her storytelling; it didn't go unnoticed because she began to play with my now throbbing cock.
"How wet?" I asked.
"So wet that I'm still soaked. Here let me show you." She seductively told me while climbing on top of my cock. She wasn't lying, I slid inside with little resistance; normally, it takes a while with her very tight pussy. I also noticed that tonight her normally warm pussy was noticeable hot. He certainly has an effect on her.
I placed my hands on her hips to guide her then we started at a slow pace so that we could continue our conversation. After a while, I made the remark, "I bet your panties are drenched."
"They were, you should have seen them." She said.
"I will in the morning," I responded.
"You can't," she told me.
"Why, because they will be dry by then?" I asked.
"No, because Benjamin has them." She told me nonchalantly. I couldn't help but pull down on her hips when she told me this, driving my cock deeper, which forced a moan from her.
"When did you do that?" I asked; very curious about this newly acquired information.
She began to explain. "Before I gave him a blowjob, while we were in the car. He asked if he could have something to remember me. I asked what would he like to have and he replied with my panties. I was shocked but for some reason, I complied with his request. After sliding them off and handing them to him, he held them up to his nose and smelled. That is when I decided to give him head."
"What do you mean he didn't ask for one?" I frantically questioned, having previously imagined it was done at his order.
"No, he didn't ask for it. I wanted to please him," she stated between moans. I began to pick up pace as I listened to her explain it. She was getting lost in our lovemaking and each word was spoken with a heavy breath "I couldn't help myself. The entire night was getting to me; all the making out, the fondling, the fingering! Then I saw how much he was infatuated with my scent! I wanted to please him! I wanted to give him pleasure!
In the heat of passion, she was letting go and confessing everything. I wanted to take advantage of the moment and continue asking about the night.
"You said fingering. So he got to play with your pussy?" I asked with a grunt.
"Yes!" She blurted out while swaying her hips back and forth; taking control of the speed and rhythm. I could tell she was close to cumming and I was right with her. She continued, "Before we left the club, he played with my pussy when we were making out!"
I didn't notice it while spying on them but then again, I couldn't really see anything under the table. Here I was listening to my wife, who is so shy that I can't get anything more than a kiss while in public, telling me how she got fingered at a club. This old man had power over my wife and it made me wonder if he was endowed with any other special gifts.
"So how big is he?" I asked.
"I don't know," she said with another moan; then continued, "Big."
"Bigger than me?" Which isn't hard to achieve with my bottom average cock.
She had a slight hesitation, not in her relentless riding or moaning but I could sense an implied pause; she was thinking, then finally replied with a simple yes.
"What did you think when, you know, saw it?" Trying to focus on the conversation was difficult at this point.
"I wanted it in me; I wanted to fuck him!"
"You wanted to fuck that big cock didn't you?!" I stated, only seconds from cumming. Luckily, she started to cum right then.
"Oh god yes! I want to fuck him! Don't stop, I'm cumming!"
It was the end of that night's sex. We rolled over in exhaustion, ready to sleep. What a night it had been. A lot had changed and I didn't know if it would be for the best or worse; I just know that I enjoyed it and it was obvious, she did too.
 




Chapter 3

I've always been an early riser and it is very uncommon for Sophia to beat me out of bed. So I wasn't surprised to wake up that next morning well before she did. I didn't know how she would feel after all the excitement from the night before. I was a little weary of how she might respond after having time to sleep and think about all that went on. I didn't know if she would be angry at me for leaving her with the Old Man, blaming me for the entire situation. I decided to get on her good side from the very start and would make breakfast. I thought about bringing it to her so she could have breakfast in bed but I wouldn't get the chance. As I was finishing I heard her walk down the stairs and into the kitchen.
"Hello, honey." I heard her say behind me; she had sounded happy enough. I would quickly get my answer when I felt her arms reach around me in a hug. I turned and looked down into her eyes. She wasn't mad but I could see a look of worry. It appeared that she apparently had the same fears as me.
"I hope you aren't mad at me. I don't know what got into me last night. Maybe I had too much to drink. It won't happen again, I swear." She just kept trying to reassure me. Did she forget about my own pressure or just afraid it would start an argument if she said anything that might look like pointing a finger?
"Babe, if anyone is to blame it is me. I was the one pushing you, not the other way around; but I don't want to blame anyone really. I'm not mad the least bit and I hope you aren't either. I actually hoped you had enjoyed yourself and I thought you did..."
Before I could start my next sentence, she jumped in. "Honey, I did enjoy myself," pausing for a moment before finishing with, "I think..."
"You think?" I asked.
"Well, I know I did. I just hate to admit it. Not just to you but to myself. What kind of wife am I to enjoy cheating on my husband?" Her eyes began to water as she finished talking.
"Babe listens, it isn't cheating. I gave you permission and I have to be honest, I enjoyed watching..." I stopped myself before I told on myself. I had to remember that she didn't know I had been secretly watching them. I quickly recovered and finished my sentence "...thinking about you with him. If I knew it would have hurt you like this then I wouldn't have pressured you so much." At least, I hoped I wouldn't have; I thought to myself before finally just straight out apologizing.
"Wasn't you jealous?" she asked me.
I didn't have to think about my reply. I had analyzed every emotion I experienced that night trying to figure out why I enjoyed those wicked desires. "Well yes, I was jealous but it only added to my excitement. It didn't make me angry or anything."
She looked at me with eyes that expressed her confusion. "How did it excite you? It would have made me very angry if I knew you were with another woman."
"It's hard to explain," I told her; completely meaning it. Most of it was still a mystery to me; I merely knew I liked to watch her with him.
We continued the conversation a bit longer until I was confident that Sophia understood I didn't view her actions as betraying our marriage. At one point I had her making a joke and laughing at the situation. I was positive that she enjoyed the entire experience of that night but something made me believe it was a one-time thing; just a wild streak that escaped from her otherwise normal and mundane personality.
As expected, we fell into our familiar routine. Nothing else was said about that night or any possible future recurrence. At first, it didn't bother me. I started to believe that I had possibly got it out of my system. However, after a few months had passed, I began to reacquire the sensation of watching her with someone else. It started just as an occasional thought; primarily when I was horny. I would make love to my wife then begin imagining her fucking some stranger. It would be particularly difficult to avoid when she would give me head. I now, almost always, associate blowjobs with that night. I would just reflect on how amazing it would have been to see my beautiful wife giving head to a stranger, instead of just her silhouette like before.
Eventually, I began to wonder if I should contact the Old Man. Perhaps I could take Sophia out to a club and convince her it was an accident that we ran into him. Even if I did, would Sophia repeat her performance? No matter how much I wanted her to stray, the real obstacle was always rather she would give in again. I would ignore the idea a while longer before I finally gave in to my lust and decided to form some kind of plan; which I would learn was easier said than done. I needed to know Sophia's thoughts on the matter and so I would test the waters. When we was making love I would just slip in a comment and judge her reaction. At least that was the plan. The following week was so hectic at work that I didn't have either the time or the endurance to initiate sex. When I got home I would go straight to bed. To make matters worse, I would have to go on a business trip for the entire weekend. It seemed like it would be a while before I could find out Sophia's feelings on the matter; at least that is what I thought.
In the first years of our marriage, our budget was tight, forcing my wife and I to share a laptop computer leftover from my college years. We have now since bought our own personal computers for home. I had just recently been promoted at work and was now delegated to go on training seminars and the like. I yet, however, had the opportunity to purchase a new laptop or request one from my IT department. It left me with only one opinion, take my old personal laptop.
Upon arriving I was informed that no particular electronics was necessary for the event and so I left my computer in the hotel room. After a long and boring first day of learning useless information, I decided it would be best to just go back to my room and relax. I was very lucky that I got an entire room to myself and didn't have to share with any of my colleagues. I changed out of my suit and flopped onto the bed. Scanning through the television channels and seeing there was nothing of interest to watch, I decided to get on my laptop. After starting it up, I was confronted by both my old background picture and the realization that I had nothing to really do on the internet either. I was about to close the computer when a message indicator appeared in the corner of the screen with the familiar sound. Curiosity immediately overtook me and I double-clicked on the icon, which opened up my wife's email account. In the past, she used the computer more frequent than myself and must have had it on automatic login. It was two years ago and she must have forgotten all about it. Having complete faith in my wife and doubting that any of it was worth reading, I moved my cursor to the X. All of a sudden, I froze. There before me was the name, Benjamin. I asked myself, could it be Old Man Benjamin? I was almost positive that we didn't know any other people by that name. I decided to find out instead of just wondering.
I quickly clicked on the conversation window to open it. Other than the name Benjamin, I could see no other information, such as a picture, that might indicate the exact identity of the person. I would have to read the conversation. I scrolled to the very beginning and noticed the first date was shortly after that night. The time was right, I thought to myself.
I began to read what was before me.
"Benjamin: Hey, how have you been?"
I was slightly comforted that he at least initiated the conversation. This would be short-lived as I continued to read the next line.
"Benjamin: By the way thanks for sending me the invite. I was getting worried you wouldn't add me. Of course, it didn't help that you didn't give me your email."
It didn't make sense to me at first. Why would she add him but refuse to give her own email? Clearly, she was interested in talking to him; maybe she was unsure at first. I would quickly figure it out as I continued to read the conversation.
"Sophia: I'm well, and how are you? I would have probably given you my email address but I got distracted with.. you know...and then I just forgot."
"Benjamin: It's alright. I remember now, you had your mouth full."
So that is why she didn't give him her address; she must have been distracted with giving him head. I already started to get hard after having read only that little bit of the conversation and thinking about that night. I freed my straining cock from my boxers and carried on reading.
"Sophia: Yeah, I guess I did."
"Benjamin: So why did you add me?"
"Sophia: What you mean?"
"Benjamin: Like I told you before, I don't like to beat around the bush. Did you add me because you want to continue this relationship with sex, or do you and your husband want to just play some fantasy that doesn't get any further than talking?"
I'd imagined that Sophia was taken back by his bluntness and I will assume that I was correct from the several minutes it had took her to respond.
"Sophia: My husband doesn't know I added you or that I even have your email. I guess I should be honest too but I really have no idea why I added you or what I expected to come from it."
"Benjamin: So your old man has no idea? I figured he was the one to put you up to this. After I thought about it, maybe I was too direct; after all, you have a lot to think about. I will tell you what, we can just talk and whenever you decide then you just tell me. Does that sound fine?"
"Sophia: Thanks, Benjamin. I don't mean to put you on, I just needed someone to talk to about all this and I'm afraid to talk to my husband because he might get the impression that I want to see other men."
"Benjamin: Well do you? Because I have the feeling he would be okay with it."
"Sophia: It's not like I want to go and be with a bunch of of men. I love my husband and he makes me very happy. But after that night, I believe he wants me to see someone else and sometimes I can't help think it might be fun to have a boyfriend."
"Benjamin: Like me? :)"
"Sophia: Yeah, like you. :)"
The conversation carried on over the span of a few months and had have long spouts of little to no activity with occasional flirting. Benjamin was persistent in trying to get her to engage in activities with him, like webcamming or sending nudes. However, she never gave in to his requests. There was, however, one instance when he almost succeeded in getting her on cam; though it was under pretense of just seeing her and not doing anything intimate. Nonetheless, I had been rooting for the Old Man to succeed. I was hoping that he would convince her but he failed. I don't believe it was from his lack of charm or from Sophia's lack of desire for him; I think it was from Sophia's commitment to our marriage. Unlike that one night, she wasn't receiving any reassurance from me.
Not being personally satisfied with the entire message exchange, I decided to intervene and help the Old Man along. I immediately picked up the phone and called Sophia.
"Hey Babe," I said after she had answered. "How are you doing tonight?"
"I'm fine, just getting ready for bed.. and yourself?" She responded.
"I'm fine. I was bored but I eventually found something to do. Anyhow, I've been meaning to speak with you the entire week about something but never got the chance." I told her.
"What about?" She enthusiastically asked. I don't think at one time in our marriage had she ever not been interested in our conversations. It made me wonder why I was so determined to push Sophia into the arms of this man. I know it wasn't from getting rid of her, that was the only outcome I didn't want.
"I wanted to talk about the Old Man," I spoke with both confidence and assertiveness. I wanted to get to the point and prevent Sophia from doubting my intent. My bravery, I believed, came from my overwhelming arousal.
Her tone immediately changed to that of a child that had been caught doing something wrong. She eventually asked, "What old man?" Trying to play dumb. But from her tone of voice, I knew what she was up to.
"Benjamin," I told her.
"Oh, him. Umm, what about him?" Her nervousness continued with our conversation.
"I've been thinking about how we had fun that night and it made me also think we should get up with him again. Do you know of any way we could contact him?" I bluntly told her.
"Do you think that is such umm... a good idea?" She asked.
"Why would it not be?" I shot back.
"Well umm... I believe he would want us to... I mean me and him to umm... you know." she was so jittery she couldn't even complete a sentence without pausing or slightly stuttering. I wickedly enjoyed hearing her in this nervous state.
"Yeah maybe," I remarked as if it wasn't a big deal. " We will worry about that when the time comes. Let's just try and get a hold of him. He didn't give you his number or anything, did he?"
"Umm, no. I mean yeah! Yeah, he gave me his email address." I would have loved to see her face as she was telling me all this.
"That is great," I replied. "Send him an email or something. You know, chat with him a little. Don't even be afraid to get dirty either. He is your boyfriend after all."
"He isn't my boyfriend!" she shouted back frustrated. "What has got into you?"
"He could be your boyfriend if you wanted, but I think you are too afraid. I believe that you think you couldn't handle him." I smugly explained while presenting her a challenge.
"Excuse me?" She feverishly asked. My wife had always been shy and soft-spoken, but as expected in a long relationship we became very familiar with each other and there was little reserve between us. There were times when I could get her very fired up and this appeared to be one of those times. "I've handled him in the past, just in case you forgot." She said sternly.
"Then prove me wrong, handle him again," I told her, while again challenging her.
"I know what you are doing and it won't work." She informed me. I noticed her tone begin to soften again.
"The only thing I'm trying to do is something I believe we both want to happen. I'm sure you have noticed that I'm being blunt but you chose to ignore that I'm also being honest, which is something you aren't returning. As long as you want to talk to him then I want you to talk to him."
"Fine! You're right, I do want to talk to him. I was just afraid if I said it out loud or acted on it, then it meant our own relationship was over. Promise me you will always love me and I will email him." Her reply shocked me. Both from what she said and how sincere she said it.
"Of course, I love you, babe."
"I will send him an email but I can't promise anything." She said; starting to regain her enthusiasm.
"That's a fine babe. Just enjoy yourself and remember, you have my permission." I told her.
"Permission for what exactly?" She asked me.
"Anything," I said; not really considering everything it applied. The extent of which didn't go unnoticed and I felt an awkwardness in our brief moment of silence. It was then we eventually said our goodbyes and hung up. She didn't message him that night as I was hoping, she must have went straight to bed.
That next day was a long one. I went to the lengthy seminar, stopped for dinner, then came back to my room where I repeated the same routine from the night before. It had been gnawing away at me all day wondering what new conversations, if any, had taken place. I was ecstatic when I found a new long exchange of messages. Sure enough, the Old Man worked his charm, eventually convincing her to meet him. Though it would only be as, "friends." However, I knew better and they probably did too; certainly he did.
They were to meet at seven o'clock and it was already seven-fifteen. I knew I would have to wait until my wife got home before I could get the details. To keep up appearances, I called anyway and of course, no answer. Then I received a text, "Out in town with Benjamin, I will call when I get back home."
I eventually fell asleep waiting for her to call. Awaking several hours later to the sound of my ringtone. While reaching for my phone I noticed the red glowing numbers of the clock telling me the time was well past 1:00 AM. The quick thought of wondering what took her so long was suddenly replaced with the hope of something promiscuous. The excitement of such a hope caused me to jolt fully awake like a splash of cold water on the face.
"Hello!" I screamed accidentally from my nervousness.
"Sorry if I woke you, I just got home." The familiar sound of my wife's voice came through the receiver. I noticed there was a slight slur in her speech, she obviously had been drinking and was clearly feeling the alcohol.
"That's okay, did you have fun?" I asked. Hoping to quickly entice her into telling me everything.
"I had a lot of fun!" she told me excitedly. I could almost imagine the smile on her face when she said those words.
"What took you so long?" I furthered the question; prying deeper into her night.
"Well, I've got something to tell you." She said. Without another word, I knew what she was about to tell me. Her next statement confirmed it.
"I had sex with Benjamin." Her bluntness came from both the mix of constant encouragement from me and her temporary intoxication. This is exactly what I had been hoping to hear and imagined those words over and over in my head. But facing down the reality I still couldn't help be in a state of shock. I just froze and didn't say a word.
Finally, I heard her speak again. "Honey, you mad?" Questioning my silence.
I shook myself back to reality and replied, "Of course not! Tell me more."
My anxiousness to hear about the entire event caused her to giggle. It reminded me of some teenager about to talk about their first time and even though it wasn't her very first -as I held that award- I knew it was nonetheless first for many other things. She began to tell me about the events that unfolded on her date. I could feel the heat build on my ear as I pressed the phone against it. She told me he had picked her up and they went out for dinner and of course dancing. She told me that she had reassured herself they were only friends and nothing was going to happen; however, they eventually started making out again then heavy petting and finally sex at our house. I tried to get every detail out of her but she was hesitant and drunk. I was getting frustrated with her poor descriptions and lack of details. I noticed the sleepiness in her voice and figured her inebriation was about to manifest into her falling into a deep slumber and so I asked my final question for the night. The question would be which room did they have sex in? I kept imagining her in our own bed; the place where we made love countless times; a symbol of our intimacy. The depravity of it filled me with the familiar cocktail of emotions that I so loved. Even though a small part of me didn't want to hear her say it, I couldn't help but feel somewhat disappointed in learning that they in fact didn't make it to the bedroom. Apparently, they barely made it inside before they had their clothes off.
"We went to kiss goodbye and it got really heated then he grabbed my hand and brought it to his cock." she enthusiastically told me. "He was so hard I could feel him through his pants. After I got the door open he picked me up and carried me to the couch."
I was amazed that he had such strength for an old man, even for one as fit as him, but then again Sophia is petite. My attention snapped back to her story as she continued to talk.
"I felt such like a woman with him carrying me but after he laid me down and took off my clothes I immediately felt vulnerable, like I was standing nude before a crowd of people being judged. Other than you, he was the only man to see me nude and I didn't want to disappoint him. He has such a power over me; I constantly feel like I have to please him." She said, yawning throughout.
She was so out of it with exhaustion and her honesty showed it. Her volume was near a whisper and though she may have been speaking to me, I don't think it registered anymore that she was on the phone and that anyone was listening. Her tone resembled a person under some kind of trance; I envisioned her half-dreaming and half awake. She acted almost like a young girl spilling her heart out in a diary, believing the confessions would be read-only by her own eyes and tucking it away that even the gods couldn't see it; but I continued to listen for my own sick enjoyment.
"I felt so much relief when I saw him smiling down at me; I knew then he enjoyed what he was seeing. So I reached out and unbuttoned his pants and they fell to the ground. His cock is so fantastically huge and there it was fully erect. I felt so silly sitting on my knees just staring at it; I could almost swear that I felt my mouth water. I wanted to taste it, I wanted to put a smile on his face; it was so wrong of a desire but it's the truth. I'm not a slut but I had to be for him, I wanted to be one for him. I reached out and slightly lifted it up with my hand; the weight of it was magnificent. My fingers couldn't touch while wrapped around it. I leaned over and gave it a slight kiss; then I opened my mouth wide and started to suck on it. I have to open my mouth completely and still, it's difficult to fit." While she told me all this I was amazed at her detail and it made me aware that she was more than just telling me a story, she was reliving a moment; even possibly dreaming about it.
"I could only get the head of his cock in my mouth but I made sure not to leave out the rest. I kissed up and down its sides. I even licked his umm... pearls," she said with a schoolgirl giggle. I realized she put more attention in giving him head than she ever did during our actual sex. The familiar sting of jealousy sent shivers all over me. I felt half like an addict getting his fix. She continued, "I never thought I would find a man's pearls attractive but I do now. They are so large and masculine; even smooth. I licked them and let them rest on my tongue. I could taste the slightest bit of sweat but it wasn't disgusting on him for some reason." She said; reminding me that she wouldn't even go down on me without me first taking a shower. Here she was though, telling me she enjoyed his taste. Who was this woman I asked myself; only to remember this was my wife. Rather than be upset, I was turned on by her transformation.
"I just kept pleasuring him. No matter how tired or sore my mouth got, I wasn't going to stop until he told me. As time went on we both began to pour the sweat and I started to smell his manly musk it was like I could actually smell the testosterone coming from him; which only fueled my lust. I began to feel it throb in my mouth and I knew he was about to finish. He had been playing with my hair while I pleasured him and now I felt him tighten his grip and pull me further down his shaft. I could feel my jaw get spread open even further as it got to the thick part below his head. I felt myself gag and gasp for air but instead of fighting to pull back, I fought to go deeper. I grabbed his backside and pulled myself closer to him. We were working together to make me choke on his beautiful cock. I felt it get to the back of my throat and eventually, it started to jerk, spraying cum all in my mouth. It felt like a gallon and it took me two gulps to get it all down." The more she continued with her story, the more it sounded something from a porno. What I would have given to see all this myself.
"I was looking up, staring into his eyes when he placed his hand under my chin and guided me to my feet. I thought it would be over after he finished but I was amazed when he stayed hard; it didn't go down the slightest. He must have noticed my shock because he asked me what was the matter. I told him I couldn't believe he was still hard. He just smiled and said real men stay hard when they are with beautiful women. I smiled and said I must have been with a real man now." It had been a joke on my behalf and hearing it intensified both my jealousy and enjoyment. "He bent me over the couch and I felt it press against my pussy. I was so turned on that my nerves must have been super sensitive because I felt everything; like my lips slowly parting until my pussy embraced the head of his cock. It took a while for me to adjust to his huge size. He was very gentle at first and I was of course drenched in my own juice from excitement; eventually, I took enough of his cock to allow him to fuck me." She didn't hesitate to use language that I never heard her use before we met him. Everything about her seem to change when she was around him.
"Can you believe that he couldn't fit his entire cock in me? I could feel it hitting against my cervix. It hurt at first but I actually started to enjoy the pain; it mixed so well with the pleasure. I took pride knowing it resulted from his size. I hope I can somehow accommodate his full-length next time; maybe I could open up my cervix. I don't know if that is possible but I will find out." She said enthusiastically like it was her next big goal in life. "He kept fucking me for hours and we changed positions." As she talked I thought of how I and she only have sex in two positions but she wasn't shy to try new things with him. She continued, "He wore me out and I'm already sore."
She told me he left without finishing a second time because she got too physically tired to continue. She said she orgasmed so often that it was like one non-stop cum; but she promised to make it up to him later. I was very happy to hear there was going to be a second time. I got off the phone and allowed her well-needed sleep while I furiously masturbated alone in my room. I fell asleep thinking of everything she told me. Thinking of even more depraved things they could do together. It seemed like I couldn't get enough; and after tonight, I believed Sophia wouldn't either.
 




Chapter 4

I arrived home the next evening from my business trip and found my beautiful Sophia sitting on the couch in the living room. I immediately noticed she had a glow about her. An aura of confidence illuminated her. Perhaps it was all in my mind but I couldn't be for sure. No one would have believed that just the night before she had slept with another man. Just the night before my conservative wife performed acts that she wouldn't even do with me. I noticed her elegant white smile and I remembered how in the past I had always picked on her for it; telling her she could be in a Colgate commercial. However, I was very proud of her perfect hygiene; always neat and clean. If cleanliness was next to godliness then my wife was an angel.
"An angel with a secret," I thought while displaying a devilish smile.
My reflection would be short. I immediately began thinking of her bent over the very couch she sat on. She screamed in ecstasy; begging her black lover to not stop fucking her. I must have been completely phased out because the next thing I realized was my wife standing in front of me while giving me a loving kiss.
"Welcome home, honey. I've missed you so much." She said still smiling.
I just returned the smile in an effort to act normal. "I've missed you too," I replied.
Since meeting Benjamin we have been in similar situations and yet I still couldn't help but feel awkward around Sophia the day after their dates. Not that I didn't approve of her behaviour, hell I wanted it, but I just didn't know how to act. What was the correct way to bring it up? Do I casually ignore it, and let her initiate the conversation, or just bring it up right out of the gate? I honestly would have preferred the latter. Not because I wanted to get it over with or something. I'm just anxious to hear the story from her in person and not over the phone like I had the night before. I wanted to hear her voice, her tone; I wanted to see her facial expression as she reminisced over the details. It would have been the closest thing to actually seeing it with my own eyes. Instead, I was left with a type of empty feeling and an overwhelming awkwardness. I could only wait and hope she would bring it up.
We hugged and kissed some more. I carried the rest of my luggage inside as she started to work on dinner. I found myself constantly daydreaming about her date, which resulted in my arousal. I had to fight back the urge to just barge into the kitchen and demand her to tell me everything. The whole day seemed surreal until I eventually broke free of my trance and began to regain my normal composure. I busied myself with miscellaneous tasks until dinner was finished.
We set down to a good meal and glass of wine. We proceeded with the usual small talk. She asked me about my trip and I about her weekend. I was completely uninterested in my trip and merely spouted out the formalities.
"Come on babe! Tell me about that wonderful fucking you got yesterday!" I screamed inside my mind. While my outside displayed a calm and silent composure.
I began to wonder if she was intentionally prolonging my agony. She started at the very beginning of the weekend and slowly went over everything except her date and the Old Man.
"I guess that covers my weekend," she said then proceeded to stare down at her plate while playing with her food like a child.
"That isn't everything," I responded. "You are leaving out a big part."
"I know... but I've already told you about that. In fact, a little too much." She replied.
"I want to hear it again. It's fun to hear you talk about it. And what makes you think you've said too much?" I asked her.
"I barely remember everything I told you but what I do remember makes me sound like a total slut." She said disappointed.
"After all this and you still are holding back?" I spouted out.
She looked at me, almost angrily at first, then she accepted the situation and merely asked, "What you want to know honey?"
"When do you want to see him again?" I asked.
"I've got a date with him this weekend." She replied.
I was shocked, not only from the fact she herself called it a date but that it was already confirmed without my pushing. After she told me they were going to the movies. I immediately reflected on how that was an actual date, not just some pre-sex romp. I was very intrigued and almost without saying, excited.
"That's an actual date," I stated.
"Well, he is my boyfriend. You think it's going to be sex all the time?" She said nonchalantly. "But don't worry, there will still be plenty of after sex," she continued with a big playful smile.
"Your boyfriend... I like that." I told her while nodding in agreement.
"I figured you would..." she replied.
We discussed her previous dates and the upcoming weekend. I asked questions and she gave the best answer she could but rarely to my complete satisfaction. Eventually, we were finished with dinner and after cleaning up we went our separate ways. That night we would make slow love. I was pleasantly surprised when all of a sudden while she was on top, she started teasing me by talking about her the Old Man.
"Benjamin is so great at sex," she told me with her eyes closed, clearly thinking of him.
"Better than me?" I asked. I could tell she didn't like the question. She did not want to get put on the spot and probably didn't know how to reply. I imagined she was debating on telling the truth or a lie.
After a brief hesitation, she replied, "You are a great lover."
"That is not what I asked," I replied, sensing some anger from her.
Eventually, she replied with a simple, "Yes."
But I wasn't going to settle for that meagre little answer and persistent with my question.
"Yes, what?" I asked, watching her already closed eyes press harder down.
"Yes, he is better at sex! A lot better..." She furiously answered, trying to satisfy my question.
The last part particularly stung me with jealousy but it was exactly what I wanted. I immediately started to cum, a little early for Sophia because she started to protest but it was too late. I was finished and she was left wanting. At first, I felt guilty; however, I eventually got a wicked thought. I was going to make sure Sophia didn't get any sexual satisfaction until her date. To make it even worse, I was going to do everything I could to keep her on edge. I almost got hard again thinking about her completely horny for her date.
The week dragged by and I kept to my plan. Every day I would find something new to turn Sophia on. I sent her pictures and GIFS of interracial couples fucking. I would give her sensual massages and foreplay, only to turn down her advances. Every now and then I would walk into the room and reach into her pants to play with her pussy. At first, she would resist, telling me it was inappropriate, but later in the week she was extremely horny and wouldn't protest at all. Eventually welcoming the temporary relief, only for me to stop and leave her hornier than before. I noticed she would change her panties during the day, telling me she was really "sweaty" but I knew it was from her arousal soaking them.
When Friday arrived, Sophia was ecstatic to see him. I opened the door and was the first to greet the Old Man. Eventually, however, Sophia came running past me into his arms. They met with an open mouth kiss, which lasted several seconds. Before I knew it they were off on their date. To my disappointment, Sophia would go to his apartment later that night and have sex with him there. She told me later that she didn't feel comfortable having sex in front of me. Of course, she would always tell me about the entire experience, eventually, she got good at describing all the dirty details.
Months went by and Sophia continued seeing the Old Man. I noticed their relationship began to get really serious. She would text him throughout the day and almost every night they would call each other. I could hear her laughter as they talked and would see her face light up whenever they were together. Instead of the occasional Friday or Saturday night get together, the entire weekend started to be reserved for just their dates, with me getting an occasional Sunday with Sophia.
I also noticed other changes occurring, such as Sophia dressing more provocative. One of my oddly favourite physical changes was Sophia's pussy started to really stretch out. It wasn't a disgusting mess or something, on the outside it looked the same. But whenever I would make love to her, which happened a lot more frequently, I would notice her looseness. Her pussy was literally being refitted for the Old Man's monstrous cock.
One night before we went to a sleep, I was laying in the bed reading. Sophia came walking into the room after her nightly phone call with Benjamin. She seemed sad, almost on the verge of tears.
"Babe, what's the matter?" I asked; fearing the worse.
"Honey, we need to talk about something," she replied.
She lay down beside me and stared into my eyes. My mind was racing and I didn't know what to expect. I just held my breath and waited for her to continue.
She spoke softly, "I don't want to lose you but I've learned to be honest. That is what you want, isn't it?"
"Of course, babe," I said calmly. Except, I wasn't calm.
There was a moment of silence as she tried to get the courage to say what was on her mind. Several times her mouth opened as if she was going to speak, only to shut it again. Eventually, she spouted out what had bothered her.
"I love Benjamin!" She shouted, not able to control her tone from her nervousness.
My Sophia was an emotional person and I always knew she would fall in love with him; though I was a little surprised at how quick. As a mean joke, I decided to pretend to be very angry. I just stared into her eyes and didn't say a word. I tried giving her the mean face as possible while holding it for as long as I could until I noticed her eye beginning to water as if she was about to cry. It was then I stopped my big charade and busted out laughing.
"Is that what you was worked up about?" I asked, still laughing slightly.
To say Sophia was confused would be an understatement. I would look at the cute expression on her face and start laughing again. Eventually, this annoyed Sophia and she punched my shoulder.
"I'm serious!" She shouted.
"I know... Babe, you can't get enough of the Old Man... Benjamin, I mean. You talk to him daily and go on dates about every weekend. I expected you would fall in love with him." I told her.
"Aren't you worried?" She asked.
"Are you saying you don't love me anymore?" I asked, almost sarcastically.
"Of course, I'm in love with you. I've never stopped loving you." She said sincerely.
"Then why would I be worried? Who says you can't love two people equally?" I asked.
"I don't know," she replied, before looking off to think about my question.
"Babe, I've never wanted this to end our relationship. I love you and I would never leave you. I had faith that you felt the same way. That is why I wasn't afraid of you seeing him. As you can see, it's not like I'm the jealous type. I will always be here for you, no matter what." I confidently told her.
It was then she leapt into my arms and kissed me. We made out a while until she pushed me back and took off my bottoms, where she slurped up my soft cock into her mouth. It instantly got hard and I noticed she was taking its length completely in her mouth without the slightest problem.
"Wow, you've gotten good at deep-throating," I said while watching her newly acquired skill.
It was then she devilishly looked into my eyes and with a mischievous grin replied, "That's because I'm used to sucking on a lot bigger cock."
I felt a slight bit of embarrassment but it only added to my arousal. Which didn't go unnoticed by Sophia.
"So you like the humiliation do you?" She asked already knowing the answer. Her tone became that of playful authority.
"I do during sex," I replied. I was laying completely back on the bed with my eyes close. The blowjob I was receiving was spectacular.
"Benjamin has really taught you how to give a great blowjob," I told her.
"I get a lot of practice," she said, still in her kinky voice.
"Do you?" I simply asked.
"Oh yes, a lot of practice. He doesn't even have to ask. When we walk through the door of his apartment I just get down on my knees and give him head. I love it so much that sometimes I can't wait and just give him one in the car as soon as he picks me up." She answered then put my cock back in her mouth.
"Tell me more," I commanded, nearing my climax.
She was happy to comply and began to tell me more, "My favourite is when I lay on my back at the end of his bed and drop my head off the edge. He stands over top of me and feeds me his beautiful cock. In that position, I can almost take his entire length. I use to gag but now I can relax and feel him stretch out my throat. He controls the pace and I have no choice but to take his speed. Sometimes, he fucks my throat like it's my pussy. It's so dominating and I always cum from it; even without touching my pussy."
The old Sophia wouldn't even give me head except on very special occasions, and here she was telling me how she loved her throat getting fucked. The mental picture of seeing her get used by the Old Man was enough and I preceded to cum in her mouth like never before.
From that day on, whenever Sophia would get off the phone with him, I would hear her tell him she loved him. Her relationship had really blossomed and let's just say I was following along enjoying the smell of the flowers.
Of course, she spent less time with me and more with him. I would also get jealous; but as mentioned before, it was that jealousy that excited me. However, at no point did I feel like I was losing her. Sometimes I would accompany them on their dates and it was always the biggest thrill watching them together. The entire time she would hold his hand and sit closest to him. They would give each other sweet kisses and whisper into each other's ears. Exactly what me and I did whenever it was just us.
After a little less than a year, I still hadn't got to watch them make love. To be honest, it was only a slight annoyance because I was satisfied with her stories. Eventually, one evening when Sophia and I were messing around, I brought up the subject again and her proposal really got my heart beating.
"When do I get to watch you two go at it? I mean, it's only fair since I was the one who hooked you two up." I playfully said.
"Well, I still get really shy thinking about you watching us but I've also been thinking about something and though I'm not completely sure if it's a good idea, I still want to bring it by you." She said, now more seriously.
"Go on," I replied.
"Well, Benjamin's apartment is really small and I feel bad for him." She informed me.
I knew what was coming and before she could finish, I spouted the answer out.
"Yes, he can move in," I said.
She laughed and replied, "Well, I will talk to him about it."
"You mean you haven't already?" I asked.
"Not really. I mean we have talked about living together but he is always asking me to move in with him." She told me matter-of-factly.
"So The Old Man has been making a permanent move on Sophia," I thought to myself. "Well, I can't blame him," I continued to think, giving him a lot more leeway than he deserved.
"But before I do," she said firmly, "I want you to think about it for a week and if you still consider it a good idea then I will ask Benjamin. Remember, I love you both, equally; but it's hard to share my time equally. What I'm trying to say is that I don't want you to see us together and start thinking I don't love you"
"Babe, you already almost spend more time with him than me, and I haven't yet started thinking you don't love me," I said, almost frustrated from her consistent lack of trust in me.
"I know but this will be different. I can't explain it but it might cause a strain on our marriage. As I said, you think about it and tell me later." She finished.
Of course, a week went by and I agreed to the arrangement. When I told her of my decision, she almost leapt into my arms with excitement. She clearly was excited and had been wanting this for a while.
The Old Man had also agreed and within a day had moved into our spare bedroom. He didn't have much stuff, to begin with, and after throwing away half his old belonging during the move, came out to near nothing. Unbeknownst to me, The Old Man had recently lost his job, which was most likely the reason why Sophia brought up him moving in.
I don't know if she purposefully left out that detail or simply forgot to mention it. I want to believe the latter but I expect the former. I don't know if it would have made a difference but it was too late either way. One thing it did mean was The Old Man was going to be home with Sophia all day while I was at work. I expected the neighbours would start talking if they weren't already. I imagined they would start talking about how an older black man was living with us. Eventually, I imagine they would see Sophia with him and realize they were lovers. Just like all the other depraved details from before, I got turned on by the thought of them knowing our once secret.
The first thing I noticed was The Old Man only ever wore briefs around the house. His huge tool proudly bulged from the tight fabric. This didn't go unnoticed by Sophia either, though I expected she already knew his preferred lack of clothing from the nights she stayed at his place. The second thing I noticed was Sophia's behaviour. She was completely infatuated with him, waiting on him hand and foot. Sitting on his lap every time they were together. Their bodies contrasted perfectly. Not only because of their skin colour but their age difference.
At first, she would sleep in our bed. However, after they would make love for hours it wasn't uncommon some nights for her just to fall asleep in his arms. I noticed more and more of her belongings ended up in his closet until she just started hanging them up in there from the start. Eventually, his room became their room, and our room became my room. After a while, we all began addressing them as such. She would say something like, "I'm going to the bedroom." Where I would watch her walk to The Old Man's. One particular evening I had been looking for an item and after questioning Sophia about its whereabouts she replied, "Honey, remember, I put it in your room."
A normal person would have been heartbroken but not me. The closer they became, the more I was turned on. Anyone looking on would have suspected that I was the roommate and they a couple of the house. Me and Sophia still frequently made love, and even went on dates. The majority of her time, however, was spent with him.
Sophia's home attire changed to match The Old Man's. Skimpier and skimpier it became until she walked around only in her panties; which had long ago become thongs and other sexy garments. I constantly reminded myself that it was The Old Man who brought about this huge change in Sophia. In fact, he did it in a fraction of the time me and I had been married. I started to expect that if she loved anyone more than the other, then it would be The Old Man. Not that it bothered me, she still clearly loved me and I loved her.
I also noticed that one of The Old Man's hobbies is watching porn, which he did often. It wasn't unusual for me to find Sophia sitting right beside him, either with his cock in her hand or mouth. I remembered during the early days of our marriage and how I attempted to get Sophia to watch a softcore video with me; which she reluctantly complied with until the first moments of intercourse and then quickly left the room. As mentioned before, I eventually got her comfortable with seeing pictures and gifs but nothing else. It was obvious, however, that she had no problem watching full-length movies with The Old Man. Many of these are very hardcore and graphic pornos. Her eyes would lock onto the screen and wouldn't stop until it was over. Sometimes even asked for specific ones, and they were always interracial; and like with every couple that watches porn together, it led to sex.
I remembered the first time I watch her get fucked by him; coincidentally it was the first night they made love after he moved in. I could hear her moaning in pleasure. I slowly walked to the bedroom door and noticed it was half-open, which I took as an invitation; didn't matter if it was an intentional one or not. I wanted to be as quiet as possible so as not to distract them. Standing in that doorway I watched Sophia getting fucked for over an hour. The Old Man's cock was gigantic, big as a cock could get. What amazed me more was Sophia's ability to take this monster's full length and girth. Her beautiful pussy, once tight, was now stretched open. With each outward thrust, Sophia's pussy would hug the side of his cock.
He was reaching places I could never touch and she was in absolute ecstasy from it. I could hear her sensual moans and comments.
"She is always quite with me," I thought to myself.
As time passed they began to get more and more kinky in their comments.
"Ya want me to keep stretching out that cunt for you?" The Old Man asked.
"Please," She replied.
"I want to hear you say it!" He demanded.
Without hesitation, she said, "Please stretch out my cunt!"
"What if ya husband can't  get off anymore in it? He won't be big enough." He continued.
This time I noticed a slight hesitation before Sophia responded. Most certainly from thinking about rather it mattered or not if I could get any sensation from her pussy.
"I don't care," she said.
"You don't care about what?" He asked, still wanting her full admission.
"I don't care if he can feel my pussy: it's yours." She said
I reassured myself that it was just sex talk. Even if it was half true or not, I loved the humiliation of it. I stood there watching, listening, and of course, masturbating . At the very end, I heard The Old Man ask her a question that would ensure I cummed all over my hand.
"Tell me what you want! Tell me that thing you really want that we talked about last time we was fucking." He demanded, hinting at some previous sexual topic.
"Oh god no! I can't say it!" She replied, nearing her climax.
"Why? Ya don't want it anymore?" He confidently asked, already knowing the answer.
"Oh, I do want it!" She shouted.
"Then say it! Scream it, let your husband know!" The Old Man was going full speed in and out of her pussy.
"Oh god! Cum in me, knock me up! I want your baby!" She fiercely moaned.
And with that, all three of us cummed in unison. Me on myself, Sophia on his cock, and The Old Man in my wife.
Sophia has always been on the pill and so I knew there wasn't a chance that she would get pregnant, but the fantasy had been one of the hottest to cross my mind. It would become a regular fantasy of mine imagining Sophia walking around knocked up by The Old Man.
Months went by and we all fell comfortably into our new roles. I would get to watch them have sex numerous times over the course of that period. Whenever they would forget to shut the bedroom door or just outright have sex in another part of the house. However, it was almost every day that I would hear them engage in intercourse. They couldn't keep their hands off each other. He was either grabbing her ass or she would rub his crotch. They were every bit in love and so I wasn't too surprised by The Old Man's next move.
I came home from work one normal evening and found Sophia sitting alone on the couch crying. I immediately thought something was wrong but upon closer examination I found her smiling as well. It was tears of joy, not sadness.
"What's going on?" I asked. "Where is Benjamin?"
She wiped the tears from underneath her eyes and smiled heavily at me.
"Please, sit down," she politely requested.
After complying and taking hold of her hand she spoke again.
"Benjamin asked me to marry him."
Surprised, I asked, "What do you mean?"
"He asked me to marry him, and I said yes."
"But you're married to me."
"I know, but now I will be married to both of you. Not legally of course, but we will still have a ceremony."
I just stared at her with my eyes wide open. I wasn't particularly mad or angry just kinda dazed.
"Listen," she said. "I'm sure you're confused and to be honest, I don't fully understand everything this implies either. This entire ordeal has been a new experience for me as well, and if you told me two years ago I would be marrying Dwyane then I would have thought you were crazy. But a lot has quickly changed and now I would consider myself crazy to not accept his proposal."
She went on, "I don't want this to hurt mine and your marriage but I love him, and I want to be with him as his wife."
I just continued to look into her eyes, taking in everything being told to me. I pushed her into The Old Man's arms, I encouraged her every step of the way. I enjoyed the entire ride leading us to where we were now. But did I want this commitment, this permanent vow?
Finally speaking to Sophia I said, "You've been in a very serious relationship with him and I know there isn't any turning back now. This is obviously what you want or you wouldn't have said yes. I love you, and I support your decision."
"There is just one other thing," she said.
"What is it?" I asked, wondering what more there could be.
"I've stopped taking my birth control."
 



cover.jpeg
A BOOK BY HRIDAY MEHTA

A DARK CUCKOLD STORY





