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Chapter One

Noah looked at the screen, his eyes locked on the moment when a hapless husband named Tim had his hand on another man’s cock that was twice the size of the one Tim sported. The tip of the other man’s cock was inches away from the swollen, dripping pussy lips of Tim’s wife and would soon be inside her, thanks to Tim’s help.

The people on the screen weren’t porn stars and were not, in fact, anything more than black letters on the white digital pages of a Google Doc. They were characters in Noah’s latest story.

Noah knew he’d probably never get rich off of writing hotwife erotica. Hell, he’d probably never make enough to be able to quit his day job as a warehouse manager. Still, he’d made more money off writing short stories of incredibly filthy and improbable sexual shenanigans than he had writing anything before. Earning a few hundred dollars a month for coming up with different ways to get women fucked by men other than their husbands wasn’t something he’d ever thought possible, but here he was, tapping away at his keyboard in his home office.

A tapping at the doorway made him stop tapping at his keyboard.

“Can I come in?” his wife, Everly, asked.

“Of course,” he said, turning his chair to look at her.

She was dressed in her standard post-bath attire, or at least what had become normal since both kids had done what kids are supposed to do: grow up and move out. Wearing nothing but a pair of black cotton panties, her large breasts were frequently on full display, sporting what Noah described as “crinkly” areolas surrounding her always hard and lickable nipples. Noah stared at those round and tantalizing orbs for a moment before letting his eyes linger down to her stomach, an area Everly called her “pooch” that had always been a cause for concern for her but which he’d never had an issue with. Lately, she’d taken to working out, focusing on her abs, and what had been a non-issue to him in the first place was only getting better and better.

Noah’s eyes continued their downward trajectory, landing upon strands of dark pubic hair, so different in color from her dyed, flame-red hair, poking out from either side of her panties. Noah smiled when he thought about their conversations over whether or not she should shave down there, and he realized he’d never written a shaved woman into one of his books.

He knew what he liked, after all.

Everly held a stack of papers in her hand, the story Noah had finished before beginning work on the one currently on his screen. The papers were visibly wet.

Everly saw him looking at the papers and smiled. “I finished reading it in the tub. I might have dropped it in the bathwater.”

“Because you fell asleep since it was so boring?” Noah asked.

Everly blushed. “Not exactly. I… got carried away toward the end, and it slipped out of my hand when I…”

“When you what, honey?” he asked, wanting her to say it.

“When I came,” she said. “You know what usually happens when you send me off to read one of your stories. And you like it.”

“That I do,” he said as she bent down to kiss him. “It means I’m doing a good job, which might lead to more sales.”

“Is that the only reason you like it?” she asked with a smirk.

When she said this, she reached down to touch Noah’s cock, which was somewhere in size between the two male characters on his computer screen and quite stiff.

“Mmmm,” she whispered, looking at the document on the screen. “Are you excited because of what I told you I just did or what you’ve been writing?”

He didn’t answer, simply closing his eyes and moaning.

“Or could it be… both?” she asked, grabbing hold of his rod through his sweatpants.

Everly dropped to her knees next to Noah’s chair and tugged at the waistband of his sweatpants.

“What are you doing?” he asked her.

“Be quiet and keep writing,” she said as she freed his cock and began stroking it.

He did his best, but it was challenging to concentrate given what she was doing.

“That’s it,” she said, reading the story on the screen while picking up the pace with her stroking. “Make that worthless hubby stick a better man’s cock into his wife’s juicy little cunt.”

“God,” Noah muttered. He was already close to having a very messy keyboard.

“What a slut the wife is,” Everly said. “Fucking who knows how many guys because her husband just isn’t adequate. But you like women like that, don’t you?”

He had no other choice but to answer in the affirmative. It was obvious it was what she wanted to hear, and with what she was doing, he’d have said anything she wanted him to say.

“What would you think if I were a woman like that?” Everly asked, pausing her stroking and moving one finger in a circular motion on the sensitive underside of his cockhead. “If I fucked another man with a really big cock would you want to see it?”

“Maybe,” Noah whispered helplessly, twitching in his seat.

“Would you want me to wrap my fingers around your little cock while he fucked me from behind?” she asked, wrapping her fingers around his cock, which he had never thought to be particularly little.

“You’d never do that,” he said, but the way she was acting, he actually wasn’t so sure.

“This is less about what I might do and more about your potential reaction to it,” she said, stroking him again.

Noah’s hands fell away from his keyboard as he focused on enjoying his wife’s attention.

“Imagine what it would be like,” Everly said as his pleasure built. “You, looking into my eyes as a giant cock fills me up like you never could. Me, struggling to give your inferior cock even a minimum amount of attention as our bed shakes while the other guy fucks me. You, telling him he needs to pull out since he’s not wearing a condom and the both of us laughing at your feeble request.”

“I think the wrong person is writing erotica,” Noah said, his words a struggle to get out as he felt the inevitable happening.

“I’m just recapping any number of your stories,” Everly said. “Just repeating the things that have come out of your filthy mind, through your naughty fingers, and into your books.”

“It sounds so much better when it comes out of your mouth,” he said.

“Speaking of my mouth, would you like a close-up view as our imaginary friend with the giant cock feeds it to me?” she asked, really pumping him now. “As he comes so much and so hard I can’t contain it all, and it spills out the sides of my mouth and drips down to our bed sheets?”

That was what did it: her describing another man coming in her mouth. Noah’s cock erupted, spewing hot, sticky seed all over his keyboard. He moaned while Everly laughed, both satisfied with how things turned out.

“You made quite the mess,” Everly said, wiping cum from her hands onto his sweatpants.

“You did it,” Noah said.

She stood up and kissed his forehead.

“I’m going to bed,” she said, walking toward the doorway. “Sorry about your keyboard.”

Noah wasn’t. He wasn’t sorry at all.


Chapter Two

Everly finished off the turkey sub Noah had dropped off for her lunch as she started the last page of the story that Noah had also dropped off. It was the one he’d been working on after her bath last night, the one with inadequate hubby Tim guiding a better man’s cock into his own wife’s pussy.

Noah said Everly had inspired him to finish it, and he stayed up half the night doing so.

It was good, one of his best so far, and entirely too steamy for her to be reading in the breakroom of the Terrific Tykes Child Care Center, where Everly had been a teacher for the last three years. By the time she read the story’s final line, she was soaking wet down below and contemplated going to the restroom to scratch her ever-present itch.

But that was not meant to be.

“Everly,” Leslie, her aide, said over the intercom. “I hate to bother you on lunch, but can you come here? Bradleigh is biting Bradley again.”

Everly rolled her eyes. Bradley and Bradleigh were twins who were constantly at each other’s throats. Their insufferable mother never seemed to care how much they fought and always laughed it off whenever Everly talked to her about it. Her questionable parenting choices weren’t limited to effectively giving the boy and girl identical names.

Meaning to return to the break room within a couple of minutes, Everly left her sandwich wrapper and Noah’s story on the table.

A half-hour later, once the twins were separated and wounds taken care of, Everly remembered to go clean up after herself in the break room. When she got there, she gasped when she saw Maren, the center’s director, flipping through Noah’s story.

Maren looked up from the pages and raised an eyebrow. “Is this yours?” she asked with a tone that Everly couldn’t read. Was she curious? Amused? Upset and ready to pull out disciplinary paperwork? One often couldn’t tell with her.

Everly’s throat suddenly felt parched as she replied, “Yes.”

“You wrote this?” Maren asked, the slightest hint of a grin forming on her full lips.

“Uh, no,” Everly said. “My husband did.”

“Well, well, well,” Maren said. “I was intrigued when I thought these were your words. Now that I know your husband wrote them… It seems you, my dear, are a very lucky woman.”

“What do you mean?” Everly asked.

“Any man who can write cuckold erotica with such passion and detail must surely want to experience it himself,” Maren explained. “I don’t mean to pry, but does Noah allow you to indulge yourself with other men?”

Everly’s face flushed red at the inappropriate question. I don’t mean to pry, my ass, she thought.

“Not that it’s any of your business, but we’re not like that,” Everly said.

“Like what?” Maren asked. “Are you saying something would be wrong with you if you were?”

“No, of course not,” Everly said. “But you can’t seriously think Noah would like something like that just because he writes about it. How many crime authors commit murder in their real life?”

Maren rolled her eyes and held Noah’s story in the air. “So you’re saying he doesn’t fantasize about this? That you don’t fantasize about this?”

Everly blushed again but remained silent.

“That’s what I thought,” Maren said. “Let me let you in on a little secret: I’ve been cucking my husband for four years now.”

Everly’s eyes went wide. She’d never suspected Maren’s marriage was anything other than monogamous, and she’d heard plenty about it. Maren incessantly talked about herself and her life and how happy she was with her husband, Phillip, and… was that why she was so happy with him? Since he let her sleep around?

“I don’t talk about it here, of course,” Maren said. “The staff is so family-oriented I’ve always been afraid of offending people. Disgusting them. I never would’ve figured you were into this kind of thing had I not read this.”

She held up Noah’s story again, and Everly flinched.

“I mean, I can’t say I’m into it,” Everly said. “Not really.”

“Your husband certainly is,” Maren said. “And it could be fun for you, too, if you’d let it be.”

Everly’s heart pounded, and the tingling in her pussy she’d felt when reading Noah’s story roared back.

“I have the perfect man in mind for you, too,” Maren said. “My bull is looking for a new playmate after one of his couples ended their arrangement, and I think you might be his cup of tea.” Maren eyed Everly up and down when she said this.

“Your… your bull?” Everly asked.

“Yes, my bull,” Maren said. “You know, the man the wife cucks her hubby with.”

“I know what a bull is,” Everly said. “Just not sure why you’d be okay with that.”

Maren laughed. “Oh, I’m all about sharing. Besides, I only play with Thorne once a week. What he does with his other six days is none of my business.”

That Everly had even allowed the conversation to get this far was crazy. That she was giving any consideration to what Maren was saying was even crazier. That her pussy felt like it was gushing with arousal, well, that was utter insanity.

“Would you like to see my bull?” Maren asked, smiling as she pulled her phone from her pants pocket.

Everly tried to mouth the word “yes” but could only nod.

Maren held up her phone. On the screen was a ruggedly handsome man with a scruffy beard and blue eyes, wearing a tailored suit. So different from Noah, with his soft dad bod and graying, receding hair, Thorne may as well have stepped out of Everly’s fantasies.

“He’s cute, right?” Maren said. “And wait ‘til you see his cock.”

Maren started swiping through pictures, presumably looking for a picture of said cock, but Everly stopped her.

“That won’t be necessary,” Everly said.

“So, you’re in?” Maren asked. “I can tell Thorne I’ve found him a potential new playmate?”

“No, uh, I mean…” Everly stammered.

“Tell you what,” Maren said. “Why don’t you talk it over with Noah? Tell him you know about a guy who will rock your world--both your worlds--and that a trusted friend vouches for him.”

Everly was suddenly aware that she’d been sweating. She felt light-headed, dizzy. She’d never seriously considered sleeping with someone other than her husband, but she couldn’t deny it was something she’d frequently fantasized about. After reading so many of Noah’s stories, it was hard not to. And as for Noah… it was more than just sexy stories to him, wasn’t it? It’s not like last night was the first night she’d ever gotten him off while talking about the fantasy…

“I guess it wouldn’t hurt to float the possibility,” Everly said.

“That’s my girl,” Maren said. “But make sure you do it while fucking him. He’ll be much more agreeable then.”


Chapter Three

Noah had to work late that evening. When he walked into the living room, he could smell something delicious permeating the air.

He walked into the kitchen and saw Everly in a black silk nightgown, tending to a pot of pasta sauce on the stove.

“I see why you didn’t want me to bring food home,” he said, going to her and hugging her from behind. He took a deep breath and said, “Mmmm… you smell nice.”

Everly giggled. “Go take a shower. Dinner will be ready in a few minutes.”

“I gotta take a shower to eat?” Noah asked.

“No,” Everly replied. “We’re doing more than eating tonight.”

Heart pounding and cock twitching, Noah kissed the back of Everly’s neck before heading off to take his shower.

---

The spaghetti was delicious, but it was not the most memorable part of the evening.

Everly had been teasing Noah throughout the meal, alluding to what was to come and touching his cock with her foot under the table. By the time Noah took his last bite, he had a raging hard-on. They left the kitchen, heading to the bedroom and losing what little bit of clothing they had on along the way.

The leftover pasta and sauce never made it to the fridge, but they both had things other than saving leftovers on their minds.

“What’s gotten into you?” Noah asked as Everly shoved him back onto the bed.

“Let’s talk about what’s going to get into me,” Everly said, crawling between his legs.

“And what’s that?” Noah asked.

“This,” Everly said, grabbing his cock.

Noah moaned as Everly held his cock, so it pointed straight up to the ceiling. She buried her face between his legs, lifting his balls with her nose as her tongue brushed against his perineum. Everly moved her tongue down at first, inching closer and closer to his asshole and making him twitch. Giggling at his reaction, she moved upward, lapping at his balls and gently nibbling on the tender flesh there while starting to stroke his shaft.

“I read your new story today,” Everly said between licks and nibbles.

“Oh, yeah?” Noah asked, gasping.

“Oh, yeah,” Everly said, moving her tongue from his balls to the base of his shaft while her fingers massaged his tip. “Got me all hot and bothered at work. I hope you’re happy.”

“I am very happy,” Noah said.

“Good,” she said. “I like making you happy.”

He tried to say something in response, but it was too difficult for words to come out with all the moaning he was doing.

“It got me thinking,” she said, continuing to stroke and lick. “How much of you do you put into your writing?”

“What… what do you mean?” Noah replied, feeling like he was out of breath.

“Hypothetically speaking,” Everly went on, “would you want me to fuck another man? For real, I mean?”

Noah swallowed hard. It was a question she’d never asked and one he never thought he’d have to answer. They’d danced around the topic for a long time, ever since he told her about his desire to write erotica. Ever since he told her what kind of erotica he wanted to write.

And, of course, he’d fantasized about it, imagining seeing her take another man’s cock in her hand. Her mouth. Her pussy. They’d even fantasized about it together, many times before last night. But fantasy is one thing. Did he really want it to happen?

And why was she asking?

“I can make it happen,” Everly said. “If it’s what you want.”

She already has someone in mind, Noah thought. A sharp, stabbing pain suddenly hit his gut, accompanied by waves of increasing arousal. He didn’t know what had caused this sudden change in her, the obvious leap from fantasy to impending reality, and he didn’t entirely like it.

But he couldn’t entirely resist it, either.

“How?” he whispered, barely loud enough for her to hear.

“My boss, Maren,” Everly said, releasing her hand from his cock and crawling up, so her face was directly over his. “She’s in the lifestyle.”

“Really?” Noah asked, gasping again as Everly reached down and lifted his cock to touch her dripping pussy lips.

“Really,” Everly said. “She has a bull she wouldn’t mind sharing.”

Noah’s heart thumped in his chest, the pain in his gut dissipating slowly as his pleasure built. He raised his hips, trying to shove his cock inside his wife.

“Feels like you like this idea,” Everly said, moving the tip of his cock around and around the outside of her cunt without letting him go inside.

“I don’t dislike it,” he said. And it was true. At least, mostly.

“Good,” she said. “Because the more I think about it, the more I think I want the same thing you want. And that’s to have another man’s cock inside me.”

With that, Everly positioned Noah’s cock at her center, and he easily slipped inside.

And came almost immediately.

The euphoric rush that accompanied the release of his cum inside Everly was only minimally lessened by the shocked and disappointed look on her face. Noah raised his hips even higher, getting as far into Everly’s pussy as he could, his cock still pulsing as the last of his spunk filled her up.

“Unbelievable,” Everly whispered, pulling herself off of him as soon as he was finished.

“I’m sorry,” Noah said.

She laughed. “Don’t be. Until this moment, I really wasn’t sure about this. Bringing the fantasy to life, that is. But now that I’ve seen just how much you want it, well… be careful what you wish for.”

And with that, Everly grabbed a vibrating dildo from a drawer in her bedside table. As Noah lay there, the remnants of his cum drying on his cock, Everly fucked herself with the dildo, her eyes closed. The sharp stabbing pain in Noah’s gut returned, seeming to grow as much as his cock was now shrinking.

Moments later, eyes still closed, Everly cried out as her climax overtook her. Noah wondered if Everly was imagining Maren’s bull as she came.


Chapter Four

The next day at work, Everly was lost in a daze. Thoughts of Noah’s reaction to her proposition battled for dominance in her mind with the memory of the orgasm she’d had thanks to her dildo and pretending it was Thorne’s cock.

Together it all made for another soaking wet situation in her panties.

She was eating lunch in the break room when Maren came in and said, “Thorne wants to meet you.”

Everly almost choked on her salad.

“When?” she managed to get out.

“Today!” Maren said, beside herself with glee. “Did you talk it over with Noah yet?”

Everly smiled. “You might say that.”

“Excellent!” Maren said. “I’m so excited for you!”

“Do you have his number so I can text or call him?” Everly asked. “I’ll have to go home and get ready first.”

“Nonsense,” Maren said. “You look great, as usual. You guys can just leave from here.”

“From here?” Everly asked.

Maren nodded. “When he comes by to pick up Bradley and Bradleigh.”

“Um… what?”

“Oh, you didn’t know,” Maren said. “He’s their dad.”

Everly just blinked.

“Don’t worry,” Maren said. “He divorced their bitch of a mother right after they were born. He doesn’t pick them up very often, so you might never have met him.”

“I’ve had them for almost a year now,” Everly said. “He hasn’t picked them up in all that time.”

“He works late and travels a lot,” Maren explained. “So it’s almost always Becky or her sister who picks them up.”

Everly nodded. It wasn’t uncommon for one parent--especially the custodial one--to do most of the pickups, but it was still odd that she hadn’t met the twins’ dad in all this time. She decided to reserve judgment on his parenting dedication until after meeting him. Not that it should matter when it came to bringing him into her bedroom, but she found it somehow did. She’d like to think she wouldn’t fuck someone if they weren’t an overall good person.

“So I can tell him you’re up for meeting him?” Maren asked.

“Sure,” Everly said. “But only meeting for now. Not gonna get into anything too crazy this evening.”

---

Thorne waited in the parking lot until the rest of Everly’s kids were picked up before coming inside to sign out Bradley and Bradleigh. Everly had expected him to be less impressive in real life than in the picture Maren showed her, but she was quickly disabused of that notion when he tapped on the doorframe to alert them of his presence.

Gone was the tailored suit from the picture. Instead, Thorne sported a tight t-shirt with the killer clown from her favorite horror novel on the front and jeans. His arms, which Everly couldn’t see in Maren’s picture, were toned without being overly muscular. He was tall--several inches taller than Noah--and would tower over Everly’s 5’2” body.

Everything about how he looked right now only drove home Everly’s earlier idea that he’d stepped out of her fantasies.

“Daddy!” both kids screamed in unison, running toward him.

Thorne knelt and held his arms wide. One twin slammed into his left arm, the other taking the right. He wrapped each arm around one kid and stood, lifting them both up and holding them to him as they laughed. He kissed each one on their forehead.

And then, still holding them, looked at Everly.

Everly swallowed hard as his forest green eyes met her own, similar in color to his. She tried to smile but immediately felt self-conscious as he did the same, flashing perfect teeth between perfect lips. Feeling that familiar tingling between her legs, she had the crazy hope that he was a serial killer or something that would make him less appealing. Otherwise, it’d be very easy to feel more than just sexual attraction to him, and what might that mean for her marriage?

“Hello, Everly,” he said. “I’m Thorne.”

“That’s Mrs. Sparks!” Bradleigh said. “Not ‘Everly!’”

“Right, right,” Thorne said. “My apologies, Mrs. Sparks.”

Hearing him use her married name, overly emphasizing the “Mrs.,” sent shivers down Everly’s spine. She walked toward Thorne and his kids, her legs shaking so badly she thought she might not make it.

“You know, Bradleigh,” she said, hoping the shakiness in her legs didn't extend to her voice, “I think it might be okay if your dad calls me Everly.”

“You sure about that, Mrs. Sparks?” Thorne said, his smile now more of a smirk.

It’s a good thing the kids were there, Everly thought. Otherwise, Noah might have missed out on seeing her first time with another man.

“I’m sure, Mr. Dixon,” Everly said. “Now, where would you like me to meet you for our… meeting?”

“In my car,” Thorne said, putting his kids down and turning to walk back down the hallway. “We’ll drop the kids off at their aunt’s house and then have our… meeting.”

Everly started to protest, not sure she wanted to be alone in a car with what was essentially a stranger. But Maren obviously knew him and vouched for him, so surely he was safe. It did annoy her slightly that he just kept walking without looking back as if he knew she’d follow him without question.

It stopped bothering her as soon as she realized she was doing just that.

---

Bradley and Bradleigh ran inside their aunt’s house as soon as the door was open. Thorne’s former sister-in-law came out onto the front porch and spoke with Thorne for a few minutes. Everly watched from his car as they talked, admiring the man’s ass. She didn’t realize she was massaging her pussy through her jeans until he was walking back toward her.

“How about some music?” he asked, dropping into the driver’s seat.

Without waiting for her to respond, he opened Spotify on his phone, tapped the screen a couple of times, and music began playing from the car’s speakers. It was a song by the local band 6 Days of Drowning, one of Everly’s favorites.

“How did you know?” Everly asked.

“Know what?”

“That I like this band,” she replied. “Not a lot of people have heard of them. I didn’t even realize they were on Spotify.”

He shrugged. “I didn’t know you liked them,” he said. “A lot of their stuff just has this raw, sexual energy that I like.”

The music wasn’t the only thing exuding raw, sexual energy right now.

“Is your husband home?” Thorne asked.

Everly looked at the clock on the dashboard. “He will be soon.”

“Excellent,” he said. “And where is home?”

Everly gave him her address before thinking to ask, “Why?”

“Why do you think?” Thorne asked, pulling away from the curb.

“We just met,” she replied.

“This is true,” he said.

“Shouldn’t we get to know each other a little first?” Everly asked.

“Why?” he asked. “You’re a beautiful woman whose husband wants to watch be fucked by another man. I’m an experienced bull who will give you both an experience you’ll never forget. What more is there to know?”

Everly couldn’t argue with that. Even if she could, though, she realized she didn’t want to.


Chapter Five

Noah had texted Everly when he left work, asking if she wanted him to bring home anything for dinner. When she said no, he assumed she had a surprise waiting for him like the last time.

And, of course, she did, but food of any sort wasn’t on the menu.

Noah stepped into his living room to see his wife sitting on his couch, talking to a strange man. He immediately knew who it was, of course. His heart pounded, and he felt that stabbing pain in his gut even as his cock began stiffening.

“Hi, honey,” Everly said, looking away from the man who only a moment earlier had been making her laugh about something. “This is Thorne.”

Thorne stood up, holding out his hand and approaching Noah. Noah instinctively shook the other man’s hand, noting that the guy had to be at least half a foot taller than he was. The handshake was firm but not painful, and when Thorne smiled, Noah felt instantly at ease with him. He could only imagine what that smile had done to his wife.

“Nice to meet you,” Thorne said, oozing sincerity.

“Um, you, too,” Noah said, not entirely sure he meant it.

There’s something called “cuckold angst” that Noah had read about when he first realized he had fantasies about his wife sleeping with other men. He’d even included it as a plot point in several of his stories. He’d felt it last night when Everly indicated that the hypothetical might become real. One minute exhilarating, the next terrifying, the feelings involved when one allows their partner to sleep with someone else--to fuck someone else--make for an emotional rollercoaster like no other. Vacillating between arousal and jealousy, eroticism and dread, cuckold angst is a potent cocktail of conflicting desires.

Strictly speaking, Noah didn’t want to be a cuckold. At least, not the type of cuckold he often wrote about, where the husband was denied and humiliated, often with a cage on his cock. His fantasy was for Everly to be a hotwife, fucking other men while he watched and sometimes participated without being denied satisfaction himself.

It’s a fantasy that Noah enjoyed thinking about, writing about, and even feeling in a controlled, limited way. But could he handle the full force of fantasy becoming reality?

He tore his gaze away from Thorne and looked at his wife, seeing in her eyes a lust, a hope, a question he’d never seen there before, and he knew he was going to find out.

---

Later, Noah wouldn’t remember going from the living room to the bedroom, but he’d never forget the first words Thorne spoke once they were all there.

“Undress her,” the other man commanded.

Noah nodded, facing Everly, who still had that mix of lust/hope/question in her pretty green eyes.

“Not like that,” Thorne said. “Facing me.”

Everly shrugged, and it was the same shrug she might use when Noah asked her to pick between two restaurants, and turned around to face Thorne.

Noah reached around from behind Everly and began unbuttoning her blouse. After slipping her top off her shoulders, so that her white cotton bra was the only thing preventing Thorne from seeing her soft, full breasts, Noah moved to the button of her jeans. He undid it and then, hands shaking, unzipped her. He slid her pants down, and she stepped out of them, now standing between the two men wearing only her underwear.

“Your husband has a very sexy wife,” Thorne said, lifting Everly’s chin so she was looking up at him.

Thorne’s words were like a knife to Noah’s stomach. He choked back a sob.

“Take off my clothes,” Thorne told Everly.

Everly began by lifting Thorne’s t-shirt, which had the killer clown character from her favorite book on the front. Noah suppressed the urge to roll his eyes, wondering if Everly’s boss filled Thorne in on things Everly liked as otherwise, his choice of shirt was a bit too much of a coincidence. Not that it would have mattered, once Everly saw what was beneath the shirt. The man had a firm, toned stomach and chest with taut abs that were chiseled but not overly muscular. Everything about this guy was as if the “better man” from one of Noah’s stories suddenly came to life.

And Noah suddenly felt a lot more like the hopeless cuck of so many of his stories than he ever thought he could. This feeling only intensified when Everly pulled down Thorne’s jeans, revealing that he wasn’t wearing underwear. She dropped to her knees to get his jeans all the way down his legs, so her face ended up only inches away from the other (better) man’s massive cock.

Noah had done a fair amount of online research into penis size and what women liked. He frequently came across comments from women saying overly large penises hurt too much or were otherwise uncomfortable for anal sex but also vaginal and oral, too. He didn’t let this deter him from making his “other man” characters well-endowed compared to his cuckolded husbands.

Large cocks were just visually more interesting than small or average-sized ones, and his stories were all about fantasy.

About impossible men and the women who did unlikely things with them.

Despite all his fantasizing and the fact that all his creative energies over the last couple of years had been used to imagine moments just like this one, he wasn’t prepared for what was about to happen.

Everly looked at Thorne’s cock for a moment, taking in what must have been nine thick, veiny inches. It was especially worrisome, at least to Noah, that Thorne didn’t even appear completely stiff yet. Everly turned and raised her head to look at her husband, who managed to tear his own gaze away from the enormous cock awaiting her attention to look into her eyes.

He knew what she wanted. She wanted him to tell her it was okay, wanted him to know that even though she was nearly naked in front of this perfect, naked man with his perfect, gigantic cock, nothing would happen if he didn’t want it to.

And he didn’t want it to, not really. How could he? How could any man want this? He felt nauseous and dizzy and confused.

And hornier than he could ever remember being.

What happened next, Noah would remember and think about for quite some time. However, when it happened, it seemed like it was someone else’s right hand, and not his own, that gently turned his wife’s head back toward Thorne, and someone else’s left hand, and not his own, that tentatively guided Thorne’s hefty shaft toward Everly’s lips.

Touching another man’s penis for the first time in his life didn’t bother him, but when Everly opened her mouth, letting Thorne’s red, bulbous tip slide onto her tongue, Noah had to fight hard not to vomit.

“Thanks for the assist,” Thorne said, patting Noah on the shoulder.

Despite his conflicting emotions and the churning in his stomach, Noah laughed.

Everly grabbed the base of Thorne’s cock with both hands and began sucking in earnest.

“I need to sit down,” Noah said, plopping on the edge of the bed just behind Everly.

“You… oooohhh…. You okay, man?” Thorne asked, closing his eyes and swaying as Everly worked his cock.

“I’ll be fine,” Noah said, wondering if that would ever be true again.

Gagging sounds came from Everly’s mouth as she took more and more of Thorne’s cock into her mouth. With one hand, she continued stroking him and with the other, she massaged his large, hairy balls. After a bit, Thorne gripped the top of her head, weaving his fingers through her red hair, and started moving back and forth into her.

From his vantage point, Noah couldn’t see Thorne’s cock thrusting in and out of his wife’s mouth. Instead, all he could see was the back of Everly’s head as it shook under the assault from the massive rod and Thorne’s hand holding her head steady as he used her like a sex toy. Everly alternated between moaning and gagging.

“Get ready,” Thorne said.

Noah watched as Everly began stroking Thorne even faster. And then he watched as she did something for this relative stranger that she rarely did for him.

With a grunt, Thorne stopped moving his cock and pulled Everly’s head toward him. A second later, Everly forcefully pulled away from him, choking and gasping on his cum. Through all of this, she continued stroking, and several more ropes of Thorne’s hot, sticky spunk erupted from his cock, splashing on Everly’s hair, the bed, and even on Noah’s pants leg.

“Your wife is incredible,” Thorne said as Everly, recovered now from the initial shock of his prodigious emission, licked at his still-erect cock.

“I know,” Noah said, choking back a sob.

“I didn’t expect you to come so quickly,” Everly said. “How long until…”

“Take off your underwear and get on the bed,” Thorne said. “I don’t really have much of a recharge time.”

“Oh my,” Everly said, standing up.

Everly unclasped her bra and let it drop to the floor. Thorne had his hand on one of her large breasts as she slipped off her panties, his mouth on the other. She giggled as he shoved her onto the bed behind where Noah was sitting.

“I’ve never met a man who could go again so quickly,” Everly said, scooting on her back to the head of the bed.

“I’m honored to be the first, then,” Thorne said.

Noah turned to watch Thorne crawl onto the bed between Everly’s legs. Marveling at the stiffness of the other man’s cock, which only seconds earlier had unloaded a massive amount of cum into his wife’s mouth, Noah recalled a one-star review of one of his recent books. The reviewer complained about the bull in the book being able to have multiple orgasms back-to-back, saying it was unrealistic.

Noah agreed it was somewhat unrealistic, but when writing fantasies, Noah had never been overly concerned with realism. He had, however, read that it was actually possible, though rare, and it seemed Everly’s new bull was one of the few and far between who could pull it off.

“I do need a few minutes,” Thorne said, which made Noah feel slightly (very slightly) better. “But I have an idea for how we can fill the time.”

Thorne pushed against each of Everly’s knees, spreading her legs even more than they already were. Then, he dove down and started lapping at her sopping wet pussy with his tongue.

“Oh my God!” Everly exclaimed, as the sounds of slurping filled the air.

Everly ground her cunt in Thorne’s face as he licked at her, and she squealed just like she always did when Noah licked her clit. Except she was a bit louder than usual, and the way she gripped the bedsheets, Noah knew a climax couldn’t be too far off.

Everly put her hands on Thorne’s head, stroking his hair and sighing. It was a tender, loving gesture that sent fresh waves of that stabbing gut pain with which Noah was becoming all too familiar. Noah had fantasized about an evening like this for quite some time, but Everly had never, in any of his fantasies, done anything as touching and sweet as she was doing now.

Noah swallowed hard, fighting off the urge to puke.

Thorne kept up what he was doing with his tongue but also shoved a finger, and then a second one, into Everly’s pussy. It only took another few moments, with his fingers moving in and out of her and his tongue on her clit, for Everly to signal her orgasm with the loudest squeal Noah had ever heard from her.

“Oh my God oh my God oh my God,” Everly whispered, legs shaking. “I’ve never…”

She didn’t finish her thought, but that was okay. Noah didn’t want her to, anyway.

“I’m ready again,” Thorne announced, slowly stroking his monster cock.

Everly raised her head to look at what Thorne was holding. “I don’t know if I can,” she said.

Thorne smiled. “Of course you can. Do you guys have any lube? It’s not strictly necessary, but it might make things go easier.”

“Get it for him, honey,” Everly said.

Noah got up and went around to her side of the bed. He pulled open the top drawer of her nightstand and withdrew a bottle of lubricant. They’d bought it when they’d discussed experimenting with anal sex. Those discussions had led to nothing, but the lube hadn’t been wasted, as Everly had a couple of toys that were large enough to be uncomfortable without it.

Thorne’s cock was bigger than those toys.

“Lube me up, friend,” Thorne said.

“Excuse me?” Noah asked.

“I like it when the husband has an active role in the proceedings,” Thorne explained. “Just seemed like you liked that, too. You know, earlier when you…”

When I grabbed your cock and practically fed it to my wife, Noah thought. “Yeah, I know,” he said.

“Please, honey,” Everly pleaded. “Lube up that giant cock so it doesn’t hurt me too much.”

“You don’t think it’s weird?” Noah asked.

Thorne laughed and Everly assured him it wasn’t. And Noah supposed it wasn’t any weirder than having a man with a giant cock on his bed, between his wife’s legs, in the first place.

Noah squeezed a good amount of lubricant out of the bottle and onto his palm.

Starting at the head, Noah worked the lube onto the other man’s rod. He closed his hand around the thing as he moved downward, ensuring the entire length of Thorne’s shaft was coated with the slicky substance. Noah looked up at Everly after a moment and saw her staring with rapt attention at his hand on Thorne’s cock.

“That is so fucking hot,” she said.

Noah smiled, only barely feeling the pain in his gut at the moment.

“That should be good,” Thorne said, and Noah withdrew his hand.

Noah went back around to the other side of the bed to sit down. Thorne moved closer to Everly, holding his now shiny cock in one hand mere inches away from her ready, willing slit.

As Thorne leaned forward, ready to impale his wife, Noah suddenly said, “Wait!”

Thorne froze. Everly moaned.

“What is it, baby?” she asked Noah, her words coming out as a whine.

Noah looked at them both, unsure exactly why he’d stopped them. Actually, there were two diametrically opposed reasons for him doing what he did--two completely opposite thoughts--and until one of those thoughts won out, he had no idea how the rest of the evening would progress.

One thought was he really did want them to stop. Sure, they’d already made each other come, so lines had been crossed that couldn’t be uncrossed. However, what was about to happen was on a completely different level and it was something Noah legitimately didn’t know he’d be able to live with.

But the other thought was the one that prevailed.

Noah reached into his pocket and pulled out his phone. Getting it closer and aiming it at Thorne’s cock and Everly’s pussy, he opened the camera and pressed the RECORD button.

“Okay,” he barely said.

Everly giggled. “You fucking pervert, you.”

Thorne shrugged and said, “Not the first time that’s happened,” and aimed his cock at Everly’s pussy.

Everly gasped as Noah watched the massive head of Thorne’s cock breach her opening on his phone screen. It seemed to take a fair amount of effort, even with the lube, but Everly didn’t seem to be in any discomfort. Quite the contrary, she moaned and said, “Fuck, yes!”

Thorne went in slowly, filling her up gently, methodically. When he was in as far as he could go, he pulled almost all the way back out and then plunged in again, faster and harder this time. He did this over and over again, bouncing the bed and doing nothing for the sick feeling in Noah’s stomach that was growing stronger by the second.

Everything Noah had read about women finding larger cocks uncomfortable went out the window as he watched his wife being taken by this other man. Everly wrapped her legs around Thorne’s back as if to pull him even further into her, and Thorne’s thrusts became increasingly aggressive. Of course, everyone’s different, so many women may have trouble handling larger penises, but Everly obviously didn’t.

And all Noah could think about was all the times Everly tried to reassure him about his size, saying she was glad he wasn’t any bigger than he was because there was no way she’d enjoy it.

Noah jumped up from the bed and barely made it to the bathroom before vomiting.

As he threw up into the toilet, he could hear the bed--his bed, Everly’s bed, their bed--squeaking under Thorne’s relentless assault. He could hear Thorne grunting as the last mostly liquid matter came out of his mouth, and he could hear Everly moaning, begging for more, more, more, as he dry heaved for another minute or two afterward.

He flushed the toilet, wiped off his mouth, and sat there, on the floor of the bathroom, listening to the increasingly louder sounds of his wife being thoroughly fucked. He tried to cry but couldn’t.

When he noticed his cock was rock hard and straining against his pants, Noah got up and went back to the bedroom. There, watching the love of his life bouncing and thrashing beneath her new lover, he unzipped his pants and took his own cock, so much smaller than the other one in the room, in his hand and began stroking.

Everly cried out as her second orgasm of the evening overtook her, and Noah felt one approaching for him as well.

Spent, Everly went limp as Thorne continued pounding away at her pussy. Her head eventually turned so she could see her husband, standing there jacking off.

“C’mere, you,” Everly said. “Do it on my face.”

Noah nodded, walking around to the other side of the bed so his cock was near Everly’s face.

She giggled and said, “It’s your favorite, right?”

Noah smiled down at her and increased his pace.

“I’m close,” Thorne said.

“He is, too,” Everly said. “Aren’t you, honey?”

“Yes,” Noah whispered.

“Well? What are you guys waiting for?”

Thorne and Noah laughed in unison and then did something else in unison, too.

Thorne grunted loudly as Everly was flooded with another man’s cum for the first time in decades. Noah grunted a little less loudly as he erupted, blasting his wife’s face and hair with his own seed. Everly moaned and giggled and opened her mouth to taste some of her husband’s efforts.

Thorne collapsed onto the bed next to Everly, laying in the spot Noah typically occupied. Noah stood there, holding his now limp cock and looking at Thorne’s arm lying across Everly’s bare chest, as the two of them fell asleep.

He stood there for quite a while.


Epilogue

Everly woke up in a panic.

She was in a daze, even more than usual after waking up. She had no idea how long she’d been out. She could feel Thorne’s arm on her chest and it wasn’t heavy enough to impair breathing but she still felt like it was hard to breathe nonetheless.

What had she done?

But of course, she knew, and she hardly needed the cold puddle of Thorne’s cum that smeared on her ass as she moved to get out of bed to remind her.

Her heart pounding, she wondered where Noah was. The dried cum on her face put her at ease a little, as it should have put to rest any notion that he didn’t fully enjoy what happened. Still, letting herself fall asleep while another man held her in their bed had never been part of Noah’s fantasies.

Guilt threatened to consume her, and she fought off tears as she slipped on a robe and left the bedroom in search of her husband.

She didn’t have to go far. From Noah’s office, next to their bedroom, she heard the unmistakable sound of his keyboard clicking. She peeked through the open door to see him typing faster than he usually did, his eyes glued to his screen.

She couldn’t wait to see what he was writing this time.

---
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