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Chapter 1

“Oh, my Lord,” Cindy squealed.  “Brad! Come here! You have got to see this. I can’t believe what I’m looking at.”

I sat my bottle of cold beer aside and left the patio. My wife stood in the kitchen, cell phone in hand.

“What?” I asked.

“Look!”

She extended her arm, waving her phone at me. I took it and gazed at the screen. I saw a man’s penis, erect, big. The head looked like a fireman’s helmet.

“Why do you have a picture of a man’s cock on your phone?” I asked.

“Look who it’s from.”

I tapped the dots for more information.

“Stephen? Steve? Are you saying this is your boss?”

“Yes! Read the caption below. He thinks he sent it to Chloe, his former secretary. She quit a few weeks ago. She’s the woman that lives on our street.”

I read the text that went with his picture: Missing you so much. See you tonight?

“Oops,” I joked. “Now you know why she quit. They were having an affair. Still are, I think, judging by this message.”

“There is so much wrong with that text.”

I studied the photograph again.

“Dude has got a big dick,” I mumbled. “Lucky bastard.”

“What do I do?”

I gave her a confused look.

“I have to say something,” she said. “He’ll discover his mistake. How should I respond? I can’t get mad at my boss for accidentally sending me a dick-pic, and I’d like to avoid shaming him, but from now on work will be awkward. I need to laugh it off like ha-ha, I saw your pee-pee, no big deal, but not only have I seen his cock, I’m also aware of his cheating. I feel like that makes me a liability. I worry he’ll find some reason to fire me.”

“Firing you only makes you angry and more likely to reveal his secrets. I think he’ll probably give you a raise to buy your silence. Let him know he can trust you. Tell him he has a nice big cock and thank him for showing it to you and then let him know you’ll tell no one.”

She took the phone from my hand and looked intently at the photograph.

“You’re staring,” I said.

“Sorry. I just never imagined, you know? I’ve been employed by the man for years and had no idea. Work tomorrow will be so weird. You’re right, though. He’s big. Really big.” She stopped to ponder. “You know, Chloe would go to his office several times a day and stay there for fifteen or twenty minutes. I thought she was writing his emails but I bet she was blowing him.”

“They probably fucked.”

“Right under our noses. Sneaky bitches.”

My wife gazed at the picture again.

“Cin, Honey, are you imagining that cock fucking Chloe?”

My wife turned bashful, laughing at herself.

“Yes,” she chuckled. “Super inappropriate, right? Sorry. At least I’m not imagining it fucking me. Then you’d have a reason to get jealous. I’m just wondering how she did it. She’s a tiny thing. I mean, I get why he did it. She’s a total babe. She’s young and gorgeous with big titties and a firm ass. Every man at work wanted to fuck her. She could have taken her pick.”

“I think she did.”

Cindy laughed again.

“I guess so. Cost her a job, though.”

“Maybe. Maybe he’s paying her under the table. Maybe she’s his paramour.”

“Paramour? Who talks like that?”

“I do. I believe it’s the best word. If I remember correctly, she’s married and so is he.”

“I have her cell number. Maybe I should check and make sure she’s doing all right. See how the hunt for a new job goes. I wonder if Steve made her quit.”

“Maybe her husband found out.”

“That would suck. We were friends at the office. I’ve bumped into her a few times at the grocery store. I think I’ll invite her to lunch. Would you like to come?”

“Sure. I’ll verify if she’s as hot as you say she is.”

“You’ll keep your hands to yourself, and you better not flirt with her, but I guess there’s no harm in looking.”

“Yes, you just demonstrated that.”

She looked at the photo again.

“Stop looking at his dick, Cin.”

My wife laughed again.

“It’s a beautiful cock,” she said, pointing at her phone.

“I thought women hated looking at dicks.”

She shook her head.

“Who told you that? Some are ugly but some are lovely. What women hate are men who send a picture of their dicks without asking if it’s okay first.”

I grunted.

“Isn’t that what Steve just did to you?”

“Stop twisting things. Steve sent that to Chloe, not me. At least, that’s what he intended. Now help me think of what to say to him. I need to say something.”

“How about this: Dear Steve, I can’t stop staring at your cock even though my husband is standing right here. It’s the nicest cock I’ve ever seen. I bet little Chloe loved it.”

She laughed.

“You’re an ass.”

“Seriously, though. How about something like: Hi Steve. I think you meant to send that photo to someone else. Not that I mind. See you at work tomorrow.”

She pondered.

“That’s actually really good. He can tell I’m not upset or disgusted, I leave who he was sending it to out of the conversation, and I jump over any fallout by mentioning work tomorrow like it’s no big deal. Like guys send me dick pics all the time. That’s a great response.”

“You should add a note at the end.”

“Saying what?”

“Complimenting his dick. Nice cock, or something like that. Wouldn’t you want to know what the recipient’s reaction was, even if they were never supposed to see the picture in the first place? I would. Imagine you sent a picture of your awesome tits to someone and they said nothing. Even embarrassed, you’d like to know what they thought.”

“Fair point. It won’t bother you that I’m complimenting his junk?”

I shook my head.

“It was my idea, Baby. It’s just good politics.”

She began tapping keys. She hit send.

“Read it to me,” I said.

“Hi Steve,” she began. “Nice cock, and it’s not even my birthday. I’m pretty sure you intended that for someone else, so I’m just letting you know you missed the target. Have a good night and I’ll see you at work tomorrow. I need to ask you a few questions about the Dunmore file.”

“Perfect.”

“Thank you.”

She stared at her phone again.

“Okay, now you’re just trying to piss me off.”

She laughed.

“I’m imagining Chloe getting fucked again. I bet she had trouble walking afterwards. She’d wear these cute little dresses to work. Now I know why.”

“Hopefully you can pick her brain over lunch. I bet she’ll love having someone she can talk to about it. She’ll be relieved someone knows.”


Chapter 2

God, I was so very right. We met Chloe at a downtown restaurant and Cindy was perfectly accurate about how sexy the girl was. Sorry, young lady. I know it’s politically incorrect to call her a girl, but I couldn’t bring myself to think of her as a woman. Actually, Cindy’s description fell short. Chloe was far sexier than Cindy suggested. She had the bloom of youth about her, but it went way beyond that. Her body was insane. Tits, ass, legs, face, hair: everything about this young woman screamed sex. Cindy introduced me and we all small-talked for a while, catching up, learning Chloe already had another job with better pay. They talked about favorite shows and other women at work. Then Cindy hinted about the affair. Chloe was sharp and picked up on the meaning right away. She asked how Cindy found out and then laughed when she heard the answer, calling Steve clumsy but cute. Then, she burst wide open, talking fast, explaining everything. She was young enough to say too much but old enough to hold some things back.

“He’d get so excited his hands would shake,” Chloe added. “I’d open the front of my shirt to flash him my tits, and he’d start dropping things all over his desk. So charming.”

“Understandable,” Cindy agreed. “You’re gorgeous. Any man would trip over himself for a chance with you.”

“That’s very sweet, thank you.”

I could tell she wanted to say more but having me there stopped her. She knew Cindy but I was a question mark. How much could she say in front of me? I casually opened my phone like I was reading a text message and then sat the device on the table facedown. I moved my glass of tea in front of it.

“You ladies carry on,” I said. “Nature calls.”

What they didn’t know was I’d started a voice activated recorder. I wondered what they’d say if a man, me, wasn’t around. I excused myself and warned that I’d be a while as the men’s restroom was upstairs. Cindy waved me off, eager to continue her conversation. I wandered away, chuckling inside.

I gave them all the time in the world, returning much later. I explained I’d stopped to watch some of the game on the widescreen over the upstairs bar. We continued lunch, eating and laughing and getting to know Chloe better. We finished, I paid the bill including tip, and we parted company.

“Did you get an earful?” I asked, once Chloe was gone.

“I did. The affair was her idea and get this; her husband, Kurt, is fully aware of what she’s doing.”

“No way.”

“It’s true. He finds it exciting to have a promiscuous wife. She fucks around and then tells him every detail. She says their sex when she gets home is out of this world. Sometimes, he even watches her with a lover. Can you believe it?”

“No. Don’t get any ideas.”

She chuckled, but I heard something extra in her little laugh, a strain in her voice that told me she’d already gotten an idea or two.

We got home and she dressed for the gym. I put the end of the game on and kissed her before she rushed out the door. I watched her car leave our neighborhood and then grabbed my phone, rewinding to the point I left the table. I hit play and the recording began.

“All right,” I heard Cindy say. “He’s gone. Tell me every little detail.”

“You’re sure?” Chloe said in her sweet young voice.

“I am. Every woman at work wants Steve, including me, and you’re the one that got him. Tell me what it was like. You know I saw the picture of his big cock. What was it like fucking that thing?”

“Absolute Heaven,” Chloe said. “I like them big. I don’t know about you but there’s no comparison. I’m not looking for a husband, if you know what I mean. I have an awesome husband. I’m looking for hot sex. The hotter the better and nothing surpasses a big swinging dick for raw nasty sex.”

“I dated a big man in college,” Cindy said. “I do sometimes miss getting bent over a desk and stuffed.”

Both women chuckled.

“Steve is insatiable,” Chloe continued. “He says I drive him crazy and I believe it. He gets hard all the time. That’s why he tried to send the photograph. He wanted me to know.”

“Aren’t you worried your husband will find out? What if it destroys your marriage?”

“My husband knows already. This is a thing we do. Kurt loves when I’m slutty. You know Byron at the end of our street?”

“The old man with white hair? Drives a Mustang?”

“Yes. Him. I’m fucking him too. He’s amazing.”

I heard my wife gasp loudly.

“Not just Steve?”

“No,” Chloe admitted. “Byron, Steve, and some man Kurt and I met on a nude beach while on vacation. I never got his name.”

“Jesus Christ. I want your life.”

“Have it. Would Brad allow you to take on lovers?”

Cindy scoffed.

“No way. He hated that I even saw Steve’s picture. My husband would never share me no matter how much I wanted it.”

“That’s kind of selfish, isn’t it?”

“We took vows, Sugar. We foresaked all others. I’m stuck with him and he’s stuck with me.”

“That makes me sad for you. That’s not a partnership. Who made up those rules? Kurt and I make our own rules. Life’s too short. I know I’m young and inexperienced, but life has taught me that already. You have to go after the things you want. Maybe if you let Brad have a lover, he’ll let you have one. I know it sounds crazy, but nothing spices up your life and your marriage like hot new sex.”

“I wouldn’t even know who to fuck.”

Chloe laughed.

“Byron, silly. I’ll totally hook you up with him. There are several frustrated wives in the neighborhood he takes care of. For most of them the husbands have no idea. I’m lucky. You can have Steve too. Say the word and I’ll make that happen. He’s made comments about how attractive you are. He’s wanted you long before I started working there.”

“Seriously?”

“Heck yes. He described a few of your dresses and how hot you looked in them. The man notices everything. I wasn’t going to tell you this, not in front of Brad, but I doubt sending you that dick pic was an accident. Steve wants you badly. I think he saw what his cock did to me and started wondering if it would have the same effect on you. He went fishing.”

“He wanted me to see how it?”

“Yes.”

“Why?”

“To tempt you.”

“That’s crazy.”

“Is it? Honestly, are you not tempted?”

I heard Cindy laugh softly.

“Goddamn it,” she said. “Yeah, I guess I am. I would sure welcome some hot passionate sex again. I’d warn you mediocrity was coming your way, but it seems like you and Kurt have found a way to avoid it. You guys skipped right over the part where marriage turns boring.”

“We sure did. Marriage should be an adventure. Trust is a verb. If you guys never place yourselves in situations where you need trust, you’re kind of just hiding from life, aren’t you?”

I heard ice clink in a glass and pictured Cindy stirring her drink with a straw. My wife was thinking and thinking hard about everything Chloe had said. I was surprised to hear she was tempted to cheat, but I couldn’t really blame her. Don’t get me wrong, the caveman inside of me wanted to lash out, immediately.  But she was right, like in all things, she had a point. We had grown complacent and familiar. We hardly had sex anymore. I considered if I would let her have some fun if she threw a hot babe my way and I surprised myself by not rejecting the idea instantly.

“Let me fuck Andrea from the gym,” I muttered, “and I’ll let you pick a guy to bang. That’s fair.”

My dick twitched. The possibility I could have Andrea excited me. I laughed at my own arousal. I guess Chloe was right. Marriage could be an adventure.

“How would I even bring this subject up?” my wife asked. “Hey, Honey. There’s this man at work I want to bang.”

“Think about it,” Chloe said. “There are probably a hundred times a week where you could squeeze a comment in and gauge his reaction. Maybe start with a new lover for him and then say to be fair there would need to be something for you too. Make him think it’s all his idea. Women have been doing that to men for thousands of years.”

Both women had a good laugh.

“The very thought has me feeling nervous,” Cindy said.

“Exciting, right?”

“Yes! God! You’ve got me thinking about the men I’d do. There’s this one guy at my gym. I watch him every time I go. What a body. He flirts and I flirt back but then I come home and shut all that down. Can you imagine if I could actually follow up? Like, if all that flirting could lead to something? I’d lose my mind.”

There was a long silence. I pictured my wife contemplating all the many possibilities the men in her life offered. I was wrong. As I was about to learn, Cindy had shifted her focus to one man from her past.

“Does it make you cum?” my wife asked, lowering her voice for such an intimate question.

“Does what make me cum?” Chloe asked.

“Steve’s big cock. I used to cum so hard on my college boyfriend’s dick. He was big around. Long too, but with really awesome girth. We don’t talk enough about girth. Does Steve’s cock make you cum?”

“I orgasm so hard, Cin. My body loses control. Byron too. Actually, a lot more with Byron. That man is God’s gift to women. I love being fucked. I love men. I love having a man push something inside me. I know you know what I’m saying. There’s nothing like it and masturbation will never compare. I lay there feeling a man moving inside me and I freak the fuck out. I love it so much.”

“I do know what you mean. I think I’ll jump Brad when I get home after lunch. He’ll love it.”

“Okay, but what if you do this instead? Change clothes and go to the gym. Find that guy. Flirt harder than you’ve ever flirted with him before. Maybe wear something more revealing than usual. Catch his eye and toy with him and get yourself all wet and then come home to Brad. The sex will be infinitely better.”

“How did you get so wise so young?”

“Byron, mostly. He’s worldly and super smart and shares life lessons with me all the time. I ask questions, which he encourages, and then listen closely. Then, he fucks my brains out.”

Cindy laughed.

“Maybe I should meet him.”

“You should. He’s your neighbor too. I’ll introduce you to him, no strings attached. I’m happy to share. Just say hello, shake his hand, chat for a bit and remember he’s got a lion in his pants.”

“Maybe you can convince him to send me a dick pic accidentally too.”

“I’ll just tell him to pull it out in front of you. He sunbathes naked all the time. You can come over and help me garden and we can spy through the fence. That’s how I first saw him.”

“Seriously?”

“Yup. I watched him constantly. Washing his car, raising his flag. My husband sent me over for an egg and that was the straw that broke the camel’s back. I gave Byron a blowjob before I left with the egg.”

“You’re an amazing young woman.”

“Thanks, Cindy, but so are you.”

“Here comes Brad. Let’s talk about something else.”

They changed the conversation to talk about a television show they both liked and then I heard my voice on the recorder.


Chapter 3

Wow.

I listened to the whole thing again and then realized my wife was right then at the gym flirting with her crush, just like Chloe had suggested. I rubbed my chin. That conversation had a lot to unpack.

I grabbed the mailbox keys and headed out the front door. I walked to the end of the cul-de-sac and opened our mailbox. Cindy usually does this chore, but I wanted to get a look at Byron, the old guy with the classic Mustang. Chloe says they fuck, and Chloe is a hot babe. I want to meet the guy that’s banging her. I sauntered, checking my phone like I was reading something, and saw the man working in his front flowerbed. He was shirtless and fit but kind of hairy. I gave him the traditional chin-jerk that men use to say hello, and then pretended to ignore him, returning my attention to my phone.

I got closer. He wore long pants and gardening gloves, and I thought there was nothing special about his face or body, but I learned a long time ago women use far different criteria for choosing a partner than men. Men look for characteristics like nice tits or great ass. We might go deeper, like good skin, long hair, pretty eyes and face. That’s how we make our initial choice. Women are different. They look for qualities. Is he smart? Is he funny? Is he kind? Can he express his feelings and listen while I express mine? Too many times I’ve seen hot women with, to me, unattractive men. We’ve all seen it.

Byron stood back to survey the work he’d done. Chloe had raved about his big hard cock and the skill he has using it, and I felt a little strange knowing inside information like that about the guy. I crossed the street to look at what he’d done with flowers and bark and colored rocks and complimented him on his work.

“Brad,” I said, extending my hand.

He pulled his dirty glove off and we shook.

“Byron.”

There was something likeable about him. He was unassuming, humble like he’d lost a few battles on his journey through life, and those wounds still bled a little. His eyes were blue and intelligent, his head of hair pure white. It took me a moment to realize my whole reason for this trip to the mailbox was to get a feel about the guy. Chloe had inadvertently given me the name of my nearest potential enemy. After seeing him up close and spending time talking to him, I was rocked by the realization that my wife would definitely fuck this man. Most women I knew would fuck this man.

I commented on the Mustang in the driveway and our conversation veered off that way and before I knew it, I found myself actually liking him. No way could I invite him over to watch the game though. I can’t have him around Cindy. From this moment on my mission would be to keep them far apart. I’d watch her closely to see if she acted on Chloe’s suggestions, just like she had regarding the man at the gym. I’d need to keep a close eye on Cindy regarding everything she did.

Byron invited me in for a beer, but I said I needed to get home. He offered a raincheck and then he invited me to come down Sunday and watch the game.

“Several husbands hang out,” he added. “It’s become kind of a neighborhood thing. A few wives come too.”

I bet they do, I thought.

“I’ll check with my wife and let you know.”

“Put my number in your phone,” he said. “Send me a text and I’ll reply and then we’ll have each other’s numbers. The Seahawks look good this year.”

We swapped numbers and I headed home. My hands were shaking. Why? I felt deeply buried gears turning inside my head, but I had no idea what they worked on.


Chapter 4

Cindy’s workout ran long. Not that I was watching the clock or anything. Okay, yes, I was. Nervously. My wife had zipped out of the house to go flirt with some hot stud and now she still wasn’t home. My imagination provided images of Cindy bending and twisting and presenting herself to this anonymous stud. I don’t know which gym outfit she packed before leaving, but I bet it was revealing. Thanks to sexy little Chloe, my head was filled with images of what might be happening.

As I paced our home, I remembered Chloe at the restaurant. She wore a simple little dress, above the knees, flower print, and V-neck to show off her amazing tits. I caught Cindy gawking numerous times. Hopefully my wife never caught me. The girl was young, but she was trouble. I would enjoy having her around more though. Chloe and her husband Kurt lived next door to Byron. If Cindy started visiting Chloe at home, they’d be so close to the man anything could happen. I took a deep breath and held it. I released it slowly, trying to relax. Chloe had me tied in knots. I was filled with angst and worry for no reason. Nothing had actually happened. I had simply convinced myself, already, that something would.

I went upstairs to take a hot shower. I needed to calm down. I entered the master bathroom and was surprised to see that Cindy had left in such a hurry, she’d forgotten her phone on the bathroom counter. Forgotten it with the screen unlocked. I did not hesitate to pick that sucker up and begin browsing.

Her texts were boring. Mostly back and forth with friends from work or mom and sisters. I stumbled on the text exchange with Steve that had started all this chaos. Cindy had saved the photo of his big hard cock. That got me wondering what other photos she had saved and I opened her gallery. We’ve had our phones for years, since before we got married. What other pictures did she have?

I scrolled rapidly through recent entries: plates of food, hikes we’d taken, beautiful sunsets. At last, I arrived at the times before me. My wife was a party girl. I saw pictures of drunk friends and drunk Cindy. I saw her celebrating almost everything. I saw her posed in miniskirts and small tops.

I saw her kissing a muscular black man.

More pictures followed of her with him. I quickly realized this was the college boyfriend she’d mentioned. They went to sporting events and concerts and restaurants together. She looked happy. She dressed risqué in the days before me. I found a picture with his big hand on her tit. She was laughing hard. I found another with his hand up her short skirt. Her face was serious in that one. I flipped to the next photo, and I saw a thick black cock stretching her mouth. I gasped. I stared. I know she had a life before she met me, but nothing prepares you to see it. We all do a wonderful job of erasing such thoughts when we meet someone, as if their life started then. In a sense, I guess it does.

I looked closely.

He’d taken it with her phone. She had both hands wrapped around his large erection. This was the cock she missed. This was the cock she said gave her such powerful orgasms. I stared at the picture and then dared flip to the next. He’d taken this one too. Cindy lay on her back, legs spread wide, smiling at the camera. She was nude. His black cock was halfway buried in her pussy. One of his black hands held her ankle, opening her wide.

What an incredible sight. My emotions churned. There was no point in jealousy. This event happened years before she ever met me.  That gave it distance and allowed me to see it objectively, and objectively, Cindy was fucking hot. Her now body looked just as good as her then body. Better, even, because she’d added the gym to her routine. She wore her pubic hair in a landing strip back then, and her tits were a little bigger due to a higher percentage of body fat, but she looked hot as hell. She may have been smiling but I saw in her eyes how good that thick cock felt. I know her. I know her well. I read her face in that photo and understood she wanted to scream right then, scream and cum. She held it back while he took the picture, but I knew as soon as he set the camera down, she went off. I zoomed at various places all over her body and his. Yes, I zoomed on his penetrating dick. The photo was graphic and raw and required that I ingest it utterly. I flipped to the next photo and groaned out loud.

That big black cock was balls deep up her ass.

I’ve never even been in her ass.

I’ve never fucked her in the ass yet here was this guy all the way in. Her sphincter stretched around him in a tight pink ring, and I groaned again realizing he probably shot his load in there and probably more than once. My definition and understanding of my wife was expanding by leaps. Jesus.

I flipped again and saw a picture of a cute beagle puppy.

I sat the phone down but quickly picked it up again. If she had these, she probably had others. I ignored anything that wasn’t skin tone and flipped the pages rapidly, sailing through months of her old life at a time. Her phone was synced with her Cloud, so I had years of photos to check. I flipped again.

Boom. Flesh tone. I halted and gazed at a photo of a younger grinning Cindy giving the camera a thumbs-up while a Chippendale dancer had his cock in her mouth. There were more. My wife clearly loved sex and loved being photographed while doing it. I went way back before her black boyfriend and saw her fucking and sucking several different men. Not only was my wife wild when she was younger, but she had a cadre of wild girlfriends too. They were bold and fearless. I retraced my steps to each sex picture on her phone and took a photograph of it with my phone. It occurred to me that most husbands would never do such a thing, and I wondered why I did. Did I have plans to view them later? I must.

I put her phone back the way I’d found it and dimmed the screen, aware it would lock automatically. I got in the shower.


Chapter 5

Cindy came home as I was washing my hair. She called out hello and I answered, asking how her workout went.

“Good,” she yelled over the spray of water. “I finally signed up with a personal trainer. Nothing big. Just eight sessions. I need to put a program together that includes a proper diet.”

“But you already look amazing,” I said.

I felt her hands lift my cock and balls, surprising me. I rinsed the shampoo off my face and opened my eyes. She’d stripped and joined me. I scanned her body, remembering the pictures I’d seen.

“Why are you already a little hard?” she asked, teasing. “Did you jerk off while I was gone?”

A million answers raced through my head.

“I was picturing you working out,” I lied.

The truth was, those photos of her engaged in various sex acts had gotten to me. She might be my wife but she’s also an attractive woman with a great body. No way can I look at pictures like that and not get turned on. Seeing any woman that way would turn me on. Seeing my wife in those compromising positions made everything extra exciting, not less. That sex was grounded in reality, not fantasy. That’s why amateur porn is hotter than professional porn. It’s real. It actually happened in the real world. Lust requires a certain amount of objectification. As I grew to love the woman who would become my wife, my lust for her diminished. We started making love instead of fucking. Those pictures forced me to see her used for sex, to see her objectified again. The men were so hard for her. I saw her as they saw her and lust returned. 

I was growing hard in her hand. Fast.

“What’s this all about?” she chuckled. “Miss me?”

I grabbed her by the hair and pulled her under the spray of water with me. I kissed her fiercely but then I forced her head lower, guiding her mouth to my cock. I was lucky she didn’t punch me in the balls. Instead, she moaned and opened her mouth, as eager to suck me as I was to be sucked. I held her head and pushed my cock in and she knelt, allowing me to take charge and fuck her mouth. I hadn’t treated her this rough in years, but she clearly welcomed it. I pinned her wrists against the tile wall above her head and pushed her shoulders flat. I stepped closer, pinning her head as well and rose on my toes, pumping my hips and literally fucking her mouth like a pussy. I watched the water run down her tits and off her nipples and grew even harder. The men in those pictures were no threat but the guy at the gym was, and so was Byron. So was her boss, Steve. The risk of losing her added to my runaway desire and I yanked her arms higher and spun her to face the wall.

“Brad!” she yelped. “Wait! What?”

Whatever else she planned on saying died in the throat as I pushed my cock deep into her soaked pussy. Was she wet from the shower, or had she come home already soaked? Her slippery tunnel enveloped me in hot slick pussy. I groaned and she did too. I placed her palms on the tile and grabbed her hips, fucking her from behind. She turned to watch me over her shoulder, and I kissed her lips and fucked her harder.

“Do it!” she spat. “Fuck me!”

I did. I stopped thinking and simply existed, living in my body in the moment. My hips thrust and I pounded my pretty wife. I bit her neck and she grabbed her tits, pulling and twisting and triggering an intense orgasm. I fucked her even harder, remembering those photos and her interest in Byron and her comments about her ex-boyfriend and everything came rushing at me from every direction and I threw my head back and roared as my cock exploded deep in her. I poured myself out, body and soul. I pumped out gobs of boiling jizz and she smashed her ass back at me, rubbing between her legs, eager for all of it. I grabbed handfuls of her hair and pulled, forcing my cock as deep as I could get it, hearing her words ringing in my ears about how hard she came on that thick black cock. I lost my mind a little bit, I think. I distantly heard Cindy orgasm too.

When it ended, neither of us moved for a long time. My dick softened and slipped out and as if that was the signal we waited for, she turned and slipped her arms around my neck.

“Let’s do that again,” she murmured, kissing me.

I was seized with the sudden desire to confess everything I’d done and thought, but I brought that shit under control. I might someday tell her what I’d seen on her phone but now was not the time. We’d just had the best sex in years, and I wasn’t about to mess that up. We kissed tenderly for a while and then took turns washing each other. She knew I couldn’t get hard so soon, but she knelt and took my penis into her mouth anyway, submissively showing me I was the man and she was my woman. She suckled on my soft cock while gazing up into my eyes until I lifted her to her feet and turned off the shower. We dried each other and kissed as we made our way to bed. I laid her down and kissed her lips and face before working my way down her luscious body to kiss her inner thighs. Only after I had her squirming did I plant my hot kisses closer and close to her pussy. She was writhing and gasping when I finally covered her mound and split her slit with my probing tongue. She tasted delicious. I knew instantly she’d come home from the gym fully aroused. Her wet slipperiness went deep. I added fingers to my tongue and gently toyed with her, teasing her folds, opening her. Eventually I allowed her to orgasm again and it shook the room.

“What just happened?” she asked after long minutes of silence.

“Good question. First, we fucked, then we made love, then I showed you how much I truly love you. I’m thrilled you felt it too.”

“Why were you already almost hard when I got home?”

“I was just in a mood.”

“Was it because of Chloe?”

“What? What do you mean?”

She turned sheepish.

“I wouldn’t blame you,” Cindy said. “That girl is absolutely gorgeous. I’m not angry. Did she turn you on at lunch?”

“Chloe was the farthest thing from my mind,” I said. I decided to mix in a little truth. “You were already aroused when you got in the shower. I could tell. I don’t know what kind of workout you had but something turned you on. Was it because you made plans with that personal trainer?”

She didn’t answer.

“You think it was me and I think it was you,” she eventually said.

“I will admit I thought about you at the gym,” I confessed. “I pictured you and the stares I’m sure you got. It turned me on a little to know other men want you, but you belong to me.”

I felt good about my answer. I included enough truth to make it convincing. No way would I admit I got hot looking at sex pictures of her. Going through her phone was a big violation of trust. Admitting that would destroy the intimacy we felt right now. She cuddled up to me.

“I did get stares today,” she said. “I left the house too quickly and forgot an overshirt like I usually wear. Every time my nipples got hard guys would look.”

“I knew you came home aroused. I heard it in your voice.”

“If it’s going to lead to sex like what we just had, I’ll come home aroused every day.”

“Don’t expect me to talk you out of it. This could be fun. Get yourself turned on however you see fit and then come home and let me take care of you.”

I knew what she was doing. Chloe had encouraged her to push the envelope with me to learn what my limits were, and she was doing that. I had a vague premonition Cindy would soon begin to ask probing questions, trying to discover how she could leverage me. She started sooner than I expected.

“What turns you on at the gym?” she casually asked. “I like when I draw the male gaze. I love being the center of attention. Is there some gym hottie you have a crush on?”

There it was. If I gave her a name, she would be free to give me one.

“Andrea,” I said. “She’s a personal trainer. I like it when I catch her looking at me. She’s sexy.”

“What’s she like?”

I sensed I needed to tread carefully.

“Good body. Long dark hair, which you know I love.”

“Indeed, I do.”

“She’s nice to everybody. Good attitude.”

My wife rolled her eyes.

“You’re protecting my feelings,” she said. “No man lusts after a woman because she’s got a good attitude. Be honest. What turns you on about her?”

She was setting me up.

“All right,” I said. “I’ll tell you. She’s got a gorgeous face and a body that screams sex. You can tell she loves to fuck. Her tits are unbelievable. Not too big for her petite frame but firm and full and her nipples are hard more often than they are not. Her ass is perfect. She makes eye contact and you feel your nuts tighten. She’s confident and fearless. I’ve seen her go out with several different men and she doesn’t care what other people think. She dresses to capture your attention and then revels in it.”

“Wow.”

“You said you wanted the truth.”

“I did. I do.”

“What about you?” I asked. “Who would you fuck first?”

She pretended to think about the question for the first time.

“Bradley Cooper.”

I scoffed.

“No fair. I’m talking real life.”

She chuckled, taking this topic far better than I thought she would.

“Steve. My boss.”

I acted surprised.

“The man who just sent you a dick pic?”

“Yes.”

“I guess I know why.”

She laughed.

“No, not just because of that picture, although that may have helped me make up my mind. He’s handsome, funny, smart, successful, oh, and he has a big, gorgeous cock.”

I jumped on her and she started laughing hard. I pinned her wrists on the bed and blew raspberries on her stomach. She squealed and kicked.

“I knew it,” I teased. “Women want just one thing!”

“I want his thing!” she howled.

I stopped abruptly. I don’t know why, but the possibility that I could have Andrea if she could have Steve suddenly seemed real.

“Could we?” I asked, rolling off of her. “I mean, seriously, what are we joking about here? It’s fun to fantasize but we both sound a little serious.”

I sat up, looking down on her. What would my reaction have been to all this if I’d never heard that recording? How different would this conversation be? I was steering us because I knew Cindy’s true feelings. How would I feel about the things she was saying if I lacked that insight? Would I be hurt right now? Jealous? Would I be angry, shutting this conversation down before it went too far?

“All right,” I said. “Time to lay your cards on the table. Would you really want to fuck Steve if I said you could?”

She looked me in the eyes.

“What’s in it for you?” she asked. “Would you truly have sex with Andrea?”

“No way. I know how the female mind works. You have to answer first.”

She laughed.

“No man knows how the female mind works. Men just learn how to accommodate us. But I get your point. All right, you asked first so I’ll answer first.”

She was nervous. I could see it. Chloe got the ball rolling and now here we were. But then I noticed Cindy played with the skin between her fingers. She only does this when she’s really, really nervous. I underestimated how badly she wanted something new, something hot and lusty. Something Steve.

“Never mind,” I blurted. “I see how real this is for you. If you swear to God you won’t leave me for him, I’ll allow you to do it. Once. One goddamn time only.”

Her mouth snapped shut.

“Do what?” she asked cautiously.

“Fuck him. Fuck Steve and his big cock. In my opinion, sending you that photo was no accident. He wanted you to see it. He wanted you to know. He clearly wants you and hopes to entice you into wanting him. I can see that he’s succeeded and I won’t stand in your way, but I admit I’m scared and nervous as hell. This better not blow up in my face.”

She was stunned. She had me where she wanted me and was afraid to say anything more out of the fear she would say something that made me change my mind. I decided to lean into the selfless angle I was proposing.

“I know I sound crazy right now,” I added. “I’m not setting a trap. I’ll let you have what I know you want as long as you swear it won’t come back to haunt me.”

“It won’t,” she murmured. “I swear it. I promise you, Baby. It will just be sex. That’s it. I promise I’ll come home to you so hot and horny we’ll have sex again like we just did. I mean it. Our love life will be better than ever.”

She was so hungry for it. I ran out of words to say. She cuddled up next to me, squeezing me hard and nuzzling under my chin, all meant to reassure me about the choice I’d made. It didn’t.


Chapter 6

I avoided thinking about it. At least, that’s what I tried to do. I focused on Andrea and added a few days at the gym just to keep her fresh in my mind. Nothing helped. I’d given Cindy permission to fuck Steve and now every day she went to work I held my breath, fearing that today would be the day.

Five days later the pressure had built to the boiling point. My wife was feeling it too, nudging me for sex every night before sleep. At least she was right about our sex life improving.

Tonight, after Cindy got home from work, we had dinner and chatted for a while and then she said she would walk down the street and pay Chloe a visit. They hadn’t spoken for a while.

My wife was gone for about half an hour when I noticed she’d left her phone at home again. I quickly drew her locking pattern and opened her photo gallery. I staggered backward. I’d assumed she’d tell me when she and Steve happened, but she hadn’t, because I was looking at a brand-new picture of his hard cock. I flipped to the next and saw his penis, wrapped in a thin condom, buried almost fully in her cunt. She’d done it. My wife had fucked Steve tonight and then raced to Chloe to gloat.

I continued flipping one picture after the next and then I noticed something odd. I backed up and started over, paying attention to the glimpses of clothing around the edges. Colors and fabrics changed. I zoomed and went through the photos carefully, slowly realizing that Cindy hadn’t fucked Steve at work today, Cindy had fucked Steve every day since I told her she could. He wore a condom in every photo but still. I had agreed to one time only.

I placed the phone on the dresser and backed away, staring at the damned device. She probably thought she was being kind, keeping the fact of their mating to herself. We never discussed how things should be handled. Why trouble me with it? I told her she could and she did. I was sure she’d have some rationale for why it was okay five days in a row. I wondered if she thought I’d done the same with Andrea. I have gone to the gym more often over the past five days. She most likely assumed we’d go about our business, discreetly protecting each other from our infidelities. Why share? Why talk about something potentially hurtful? Just scratch that itch and move on.

“Mother fucker!” I roared.

I grabbed the phone again. I started at the first picture, this time moving slowly through them. She’d taken some, he’d taken others. I bet there were photos of her on his phone too. I saw his cock in her mouth and buried in her pussy. As with her black boyfriend, there was a certain degree of objectification again. Cindy looked incredibly sexy. If I disassociated myself from the fact I was looking at my wife, I could even get turned on by what I saw.

I backed all the way out and dimmed her phone again, locking the screen once more. I sat on the corner of our bed. I was sure she was down at Chloe’s, spilling her guts regarding every juicy detail.

Or was she?

I needed to stop making assumptions. We were in uncharted waters. Cindy had no idea how to behave under these new rules and neither did I. I was still playing by conventional rules. Well, enough of that.

I left our home out the side door and strolled towards the mailboxes. It was a windy night, with clouds overhead threatening rain. If I ran into Cindy on her way home, fine, but if not, I would see what I could see. The dinner hour was long gone with most people preparing for bed. I approached Chloe’s home and saw her husband at the kitchen window. I glanced around to make sure I was alone and cut across their yard, scanning the other windows for Cindy and Chloe, hoping they weren’t upstairs hidden in some bedroom or something. I paused behind a long hedge to check again and then noticed movement from the house to my left. I turned and realized I faced Byron’s home. Shrubs and trees lined the gap between the houses, so I ambled for the window where I’d seen someone, moving from cover to cover. My eyes grew wider as the scene before me took shape.

Old Man Byron leaned his butt against his kitchen counter, grinning and laughing. His T-shirt was pushed up under his arms, his pants and underwear were down around his knees. Chloe and Cindy squatted on the floor in front of him, marveling at his magnificent cock. That tube of thick meat gently arched from his crotch like a veiny rainbow, weighed down by a large head. The women smiled and giggled like young girls. Cindy lifted the head on a fingertip studying the man’s genitalia, while Chloe leaned closer to kiss his large ball sack. I couldn’t hear them, but their expressions told me everything. Chloe had bragged about her well-hung lover, and Cindy had insisted she see for herself. Byron, of course, was happy to oblige. Lucky bastard. Two sexy women knocking on your door at night, asking to see your cock. What a life.

He peeled his shirt off and tossed it on the counter. He gently placed one hand on Chloe’s head and the other on Cindy’s, and then he tenderly brought both women closer, guiding their pretty faces to his meat. I wondered what my wife would do. I’d given her permission for Steve. Byron’s name had never come up and besides, if my theory was correct, Cindy had already fucked one man today.

That didn’t matter to her. How could she resist? Chloe extended her tongue and swabbed Byron’s big nuts, and my wife simply opened her mouth like the obedient girl she is and eased the fat head right in. Her eyes closed as slowly as her lips. I saw her other hand rise when she set a nearly empty glass of wine on the counter. That helped to explain her mood. Chloe moved her mouth around, slowly gobbling more and more of his scrotum, stuffing her mouth with ball sack. My wife took a deep breath and relaxed her throat, sliding more of his growing cock deep. He had grown steadily harder and now curved like a tusk towards the ceiling. Cindy struggled to take him.

I checked around to make sure I remained unseen, but my spot between houses was well hidden. The display of raw sex was getting to me. I own a cock too, though not of the same dimensions, and I swear I could feel everything he felt. He closed his eyes and let the women pleasure him and I imagined two mouths working me over. Jesus. I envied the fucker. My wife is lovely and Chloe is a goddamn bombshell. They seemed enchanted by his big, beautiful cock, languidly sliding him in, out, and all around.

Finally, Chloe could take no more. She stood and I saw she wore a simple night shirt, soft and fluffy. Cindy must have caught her just before bedtime. She turned her back on Byron and flipped the back of her shirt over her ass. She pushed her panties down and aimed her pussy right at the old man. He rubbed her cunt with a practiced hand and spoke a few words, and my wife opened her eyes and nodded and then stood and turned her back to Byron too.

I muttered, “Holy shit.”

My wife was offering Byron her pussy. They both were. Chloe pulled my wife’s face closer and kissed her intensely, tongues writhing. Cindy has mentioned beautiful women from time to time, but I never suspected she had bisexual interests. She definitely had some for Chloe. The women held each other and kissed over and over. Byron rested his hand on the small of my wife’s back and began to push his thick cock in. Cindy rose on her toes and pulled her lips away from Chloe, moaning loud enough I heard her through the glass. Byron pushed again, sheathing more of his fat and veiny cock inside my wife. Chloe grabbed Cindy’s face again and kissed her fiercely. Byron began to fuck that tight pussy while Chloe made out with Cindy.

“Takes the breath away, doesn’t it?” a voice behind me said.


Chapter 7

I almost jumped out of my skin. I turned, lost my balance and almost fell into a shrub. Kurt, Chloe’s knowing husband, had joined me in the bushes.

“I like to give her a little headstart and then come spy,” he said casually. “There’s nothing hotter. Is your wife cheating on you or did you grant permission for this? Byron is hard to resist. Don’t be too hard on yourself if your woman has gone astray. Byron services several women in our neighborhood.”

I fumbled for a response. He helped me stand and gestured at the threesome inside.

“Your wife is sexy,” he said. “Look how beautiful her face becomes when Byron pushes all the way in. It looks like agony, but we know it isn’t.”

Shut up, I thought.

I turned my attention to Cindy to see what he meant. He was right. Already pretty, when Byron buried himself and Cindy’s face contorted in ecstasy, her beauty escalated. Chloe pulled off Cindy’s top and bra and fastened her vacuuming mouth to a nipple. Cindy looked like she was about to die. Chloe stripped off her night shirt, setting those fantastic big tits free, and I thought I might pass out. With practiced hands Chloe soon had all of them nude. She guided my wife forward while Byron fucked her from behind and then climbed up on the dining table. She spread her legs and offered Cindy her pussy. My wife buried her face and ate that young cunt like Chloe was made of sugar. Chloe held my wife’s head in place with both hands, and I saw her exchange a knowing look with Byron. I suddenly understood all this had been planned.

Byron got to work assuming ownership of my wife’s cunt. His hands circled Cindy’s waist and kept her bent over. He drove his thick spear in and out and I soon saw Cindy go rigid, orgasming with her mouth pinned to Chloe’s pussy. I noticed Kurt had pulled out his cock and begun to masturbate.

“Feel free,” he told me. “There’s no shame in it.”

I did not feel free. I felt tectonic plates shifting inside me, massive movement of foundational beliefs. I wasn’t hard like Kurt, but there was no denying my state of arousal. How could one watch such raw sex and not be stimulated? Cindy simply looked too hot. Byron sawed in and out, launching his big cock all the way in each time, and my wife melted into the table. She lifted her ass a little to meet him on each thrust. Chloe roughly played with her big tits using one hand while the other hand made sure Cindy kept eating.

I’m no prude, but this was so far outside my experience I had no idea what to do. Dark thoughts filled my head like the rain clouds overhead. Jostling those were thoughts of crazy wild sex. I wanted to enter that room and pin Cindy to the table. I wanted Byron to fuck her hard, make her cum again, and then flood her with seed. I had no idea what to do with thoughts like that. They were utterly alien to me.

“It’s difficult to understand, at first,” Kurt offered, apparently reading my mind. “But once your panic wears off, your dick will be hard for days. Chloe has kept me informed about Cindy. My wife told me everything. I know your wife Cindy loves you with all her heart, but she yearns for more, which is human. I hope you know that’s no real threat to you.”

My gaze dropped to his hand rubbing his dick. He was so casual and comfortable out here in the bushes. I wondered how many times he’d watched Chloe take cock. I heard Cindy cry out and whipped my attention back inside the house. Her expression was pure bliss. Byron was forcing her to orgasm again and my wife was unable to handle the overwhelming pleasures. Chloe had warned her and now she understood.

Byron pulled almost all the way out and pushed her butt cheek away to give himself a better look at his cock moving inside her. He grinned, pleased. Chloe said something and Byron nodded and slowly sheathed himself again. I watched his big balls creep ever closer, each inch of shaft gradually vanishing. I wasn’t erect, but an unnamed internal pressure threatened to split me wide open. I realized I was smiling too, but like a crazy person.

“I love the intensity,” Kurt said. “Watch. Chloe wants her turn with the man. She’s tired of watching and waiting.”

The sexy young vixen swung her leg over Cindy’s head and slid off the table. She joined my wife, assuming the same position: bent at the waist, pussy offered. Byron thrust a few times inside Cindy and then pulled out, quickly sidestepping and surrounding his meat with Chloe’s tight young cunt. Kurt stroked faster.

“This is insane,” I murmured. “What the fuck is happening right now?”

Kurt chuckled.

“You got your world turned upside-down, didn’t you?”

“I’m standing in the bushes with a stranger watching my wife get fucked. Upside-down doesn’t begin to describe my life.”

Kurt laughed. I did not mention I knew Cindy had already fucked another man just hours earlier. I never gave her permission for Byron but after granting her Steve, what would be the point of digging my heels in?

Byron was pumping Chloe when my wife turned and dropped to her knees and burrowed her face into their merged crotches. Chloe gasped and clawed at the table, and I knew my wife was eating the younger woman’s clit while Byron fucked her. Chloe let loose a shriek as she climaxed and Kurt grunted and shot his load against the side of Byron’s house, yanking it out, eyes glued to his lovely young wife cumming hard. He staggered, dizzy, and wiped his fingers on his pants. He turned to head back home.

“Enjoy,” he croaked. “Byron can go a long time. Hopefully you won’t be stuck in these bushes forever.”

Ha fucking ha.

I watched him leave, staring until he turned a corner and vanished. I was alone again. The moment settled on me like warm fog. The evening air was cool against my skin, but I barely felt it. I became keenly aware of this moment in time. In an almost out-of-body way, I was aware of every sound, every sensation.

I am aware of my life and the path that led me to this place. Time is passing much slower than usual and I sweep my gaze around both yards. I turn my attention to Byron, Chloe, and my beautiful wife. My breath fogs the glass of the window, my hand pressed flat against the siding of this house as if I could push my way through it. The light from inside is warm and golden, spilling out onto the dark lawn. It sets a perfect stage.

I saw Cindy. Her head is thrown back, the line of her throat a pale curve in the soft light. She’s once again bent over his dining table, tits mashed, legs spread. Chloe is under, licking and sucking, driving my bride insane. Byron is older than all of us by a lot, maybe sixty-five or even seventy, but his body is fit and toned. His skin is wrinkled and freckled. His svelte figure makes the girth of his hard cock even more impressive. It doesn’t match the rest of him. He possesses a heavy tool that he’s currently using to split my wife open.

He fucks with a slow, deliberate rhythm, a confidence that comes from experience. Each thrust is deep and strong, making Cindy’s body shudder. Her hands slide forward to grip the edge of the table and her knuckles turn white. I can’t hear her soft moans through the glass, but I can see her mouth is open, her face a mask of pure, unrestrained pleasure. It makes sense that he would feel vastly different from me. It makes sense that he would give her sensations I do not. It hurts to admit, but it’s true. I see how true it is in her tortured expression.

Byron leans down, his scruffy chest covering her back, and I see him whisper something in her ear. Whatever it is he said, it makes her lift her ass to his thrusting cock. Her mouth opens wider. She grinds her hips on him every time he buries himself.

Chloe got to her feet and moved behind the man. She crouched and then spread his butt cheeks, using her tongue to tease his asshole and balls from behind. She’s encouraging him to cum. She’s trying to make him cum inside my wife. She’s helping him claim her, just like he’s claimed Chloe so many times. I’m outside watching my life, and my wife, get fucked away from me by a man with a bigger cock, and all the primal rights that go with it. Her rotating hips tell me whose sperm she craves most, and, at this moment, it isn’t mine. Chloe laps at his balls from behind, coaxing his ejaculation into her friend.

Now, at last, my own dick is hard, a painful ache in my pants. I hate myself a little bit for it, for the way my body has betrayed me, for the sick thrill that coils in my gut as I watch another man make my wife his. I should be smashing through that window, throwing punches, screaming and kicking, but I can’t. I don’t. I can’t move. I can only stand here in the dark and watch.

Byron changes his rhythm. No longer the steady, powerful pumping that has been rocking the table for what feels like an eternity. Byron’s movements become shorter, more erratic, his hips jerk with a primal urgency. He’s deep inside her, his body tense. The hunter has exhausted his prey and is ready to deliver the final, killing blow, ready to add yet another wife on this street to his list.

Cindy feels it too. Her legs begin to tremble. If I was in the room listening, I know I’d hear her begging for his sperm. Her body turns rigid as she mentally prepares to accept his load. Her back arches off the polished wood of the dining table. She tosses her head, hungry for it. Her mouth is open wide in utter surrender, her eyes squeezed shut as if to block out everything but the sensation of that thick, stiff meat plundering her body.

Finally, it happens. Byron slams forward one last time, burying himself to his balls. He shouts a loud, guttural groan that I can almost feel through the glass. His ass clenches, his thighs tremble. He holds himself deep in her, locked in place. I know he’s pulsing inside, spurting over and over, flooding, filling her with his seed. It’s a final, irreversible act. A claim. A conquest.

I watch a shudder run through her, a deep, full-body tremor that has nothing to do with her own pleasure and everything to do with his. She’s receiving him. All of him. His years, his experience, his virility, his very essence. It’s a biological fact happening right before my eyes, the most intimate violation imaginable, and the most profound acceptance. Chloe teased the man mercilessly, forcing him to shoot every drop.

He stays there for a long moment, swaying on his feet, his cock buried deep, ensuring not a single drop escapes. Then, slowly, he pulls back. I see his massive, glistening shaft emerge, slick with both of them. A thick, milky drop of his cum clings to the tip before it breaks away and smears against her inner thigh. He’s marked her. Inside and out. Chloe hurries around in front, stuffing his softening dick into her mouth like he oozes some fountain-of-youth elixir.

My wife lies limp and breathless on the table, her body gleaming with sweat, her legs still spread. A pearly drop of semen clings to her inner labia. She looks thoroughly used, completely claimed. I’m still standing out here in the dark, erect and throbbing, proof of my own sick, twisted arousal. How will I tell my wife watching made me hard? I squeeze my erection through my pants. My guts churn, the aftermath of another man seeding my wife.


Chapter 8

I went home, grabbed my phone and the car keys, and drove to my favorite pub. Cindy would come home to an empty house and know something was up. I wasn’t ready to face her. I had a lot of emotional sorting to do. I sat at the bar, ordered a beer, and stared at the game without actually watching it. Twenty-two minutes later my phone buzzed.

Where are you, she texted. Are you okay?

So. They got back to Chloe’s place and Kurt told them everything. Cindy now knew I’d seen her with Byron. I’d fled, which couldn’t be good, and she was probing for answers, wondering where things stood.

I wished I could tell her.

I sipped my beer and flashes of tonight would detonate in my brain at random. I saw his big cock in her. I saw her eating pussy. My penis spontaneously expanded and contracted like it had no idea what to do either.

Are you okay? she’d asked.

How do I answer that? I’m tormented but I’m also partly to blame for that. By standing outside and watching, I was a part of what happened. I know that now. My presence, my inaction, my perverted secret arousal were components of the scene. I was the audience to her performance, the witness to my own humiliation. I stood there, a ghost in my own skin, and greedily drank in every depraved detail. I have to face that fact. I hate it, but it’s true. I couldn’t look away. I waited passively for the next act to occur. I hate to be so revealed to myself, but there it is. There I am.

Are you okay?

How the fuck should I know?

I took a sip. My penis moved.

God, she looked so sexy, so sexual.

My heart was a slow drum against my ribs, a rhythm of angst. I know there is something else buried too. Something I’m refusing to name. I got hard. How do I explain that? I had to get away, away from home and away from her. Her lovely face would break me right now. I sensed her text had an ocean of worry behind it and she needed some sign from me. I felt no desire to hurt her. She’d wronged me, maybe, but we’d sailed into the unknown almost a week ago. How could I be angry with her about this but fine with that?

Give me a moment, I wrote and sent.

Take all the time you need, came her quick reply. I love you.

I needed to say it back.

I love you too.

Some knot loosened inside me as I typed and sent those four words. I remembered that I do love her. Nothing she’d done changed that. Mostly I feared she’d enjoy fucking Byron so much I’d lose her to him.

But Kurt hadn’t lost Chloe, so why would I lose Cindy?

Part of me despised me. I hated myself for my inaction, like every lesson my father and guy friends drilled into my head about what it means to be a man and how that man is supposed to control his woman, reared up and slapped me about. I despised the part of me that noticed the way his thick cock had spread her pussy into a wide circle, sealing her around him. I loathed the piece of my soul that found the rhythm of their bodies hypnotic. I hated that my wife, the woman soon to be the mother of my children, the woman I had pledged my life to, had been taken by another man right in front of me and a dark, traitorous, deviant corner of my mind had found that sight exciting. What kind of man am I? What kind of monster watches the woman he loves get fucked and feels a stirring in his dick? Have I lit the fuse that leads to the end of everything?

I took a deep breath and a gulp of beer.

Fuck my dad and fuck my friends. They’re wrong. I needed to talk to her and learn where she stands and what she’s feeling, but my instincts told me we were fine. Good, and better than good.

I sent a text: Are you home?

She answered right away, like she was sitting anxiously by her phone, praying for any communication from me.

Yes. Alone. Come home to me.

I felt my insides settle. Not completely, just better. I felt the tenderness in her message, the compassion and empathy. I finished my beer and paid, leaving a nice tip. I drove home. My wife and I had a lot to discuss.


Chapter 9

She met me at the door wearing lingerie. Lingerie. Clearly, she knows how the male mind works. My eyeballs ached in their sockets just looking at her. She handed me a frosty mug of my favorite beer.

“Kurt told us everything,” she said.

I shook my head.

“No,” I corrected. “Kurt told you all he knew. He doesn’t know what’s going on inside my head.”

“I’d love to hear it.”

I looked her over. The teddy she wore was sheer over her breasts, with triangular openings to accentuate her areola and nipples. I loved that she’d adorned herself after her seduction. She stood before me unashamed, guilt-free.

“I went through your phone,” I said.

Her face froze. Panic. Her mind raced, raced over everything she had saved in there, calculating everything I may have seen.

“No,” I said, starting over. “Wait. Back it up. I secretly recorded what you and Chloe talked about that day over lunch. I heard everything. I heard how you missed your ex and his big cock and then I went through your phone. I found the pictures of you with him, and I saw his big black cock in you.”

Her jaw had been dropping slowly since I said I recorded her.

“When you went to hang out with Chloe, I went through your phone again. I know all of that was wrong. I saw the pictures of you fucking Steve.”

“You said I could.”

“I said once. One goddamn time. But that doesn’t matter. I won’t argue semantics. I get how telling you to fuck him once can easily be stretched into five times. Once that seal is broken, why not do it again?”

“That was my thinking.”

“I figured. I saw you with Byron. I’m sure Kurt told you.”

“He did.”

“I should say I watched you with Byron, because there’s a big difference between seeing and watching. I watched you and did nothing because, and here’s the part that was so hard for me to get my head around, I watched you because I liked it. I liked watching you get fucked. My dick got hard watching you get fucked. There’s a mess of other conflicting emotions bouncing around inside my head and my heart, but hard dick does not lie. I liked it. I admit it. You turned me on.”

Her face was glowing.

“I’m dying for you to fuck me,” she mumbled.

“Me, not Steve?”

She rolled her eyes.

“Baby, Steve was a terrible fuck,” she said. “I tried everything. I gave him so many chances. He’s a nice man and he’s got a nice big cock, but he has no idea what he’s doing. Teaching him how to properly use that dick will take some time.”

“I guess that’s why you switched to Byron.”

“I know I should have talked to you about it first,” she admitted. “Everything happened so fast. Chloe got me a little tipsy and then took me to meet him. She pulled his pants down to show me she had told the truth. She pulled me to the floor with her and then suddenly we were doing it. I couldn’t stop. I figured since Steve had been okay, I could trade that in for Byron instead. Was I wrong?”

“No, as it turns out. I was hurt that you went so far, but my dick loved that you did the wrong thing.”

“I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have handled it like that.”

I ran my eyes over her again.

“Lingerie?”

“I told you I’m dying for you to fuck me.”

“Even after all that with Byron?”

“Especially after all that with Byron. That man is electrifying. I was ready to jump his ass after just fifteen minutes of talking to him.”

“I’m sorry I recorded you. That was sneaky and wrong.”

“You’re forgiven.  It led us to a good place.”

My gaze lingered over her body.

“You’re dying for me to fuck you or you’re dying to be fucked?”

Her eyes narrowed.

“What are you thinking?” she asked.

That was an answer. I opened the coat closet nearby and pulled out my jacket. I slung it around her shoulders. I took her hand and opened our front door and pulled her outside with me.

“Brad! What are you doing?”

I held her hand as I tugged her down our dark street. It was late now. Most homes were dark. Most, but not all.

“Did you get Byron’s number?”

She nervously chewed her lip, worried I’d lost my mind.

“We both need to stop hiding things,” I said. “Did you get his number?”

“Yes,” she admitted.

“Call. Text. I don’t care which. Let him know we’re coming.”

“Why are we going to Byron’s?”

I stopped and pulled her close.

“You say you need to be fucked. Byron and I are going to fuck you.”

All the air left her lungs in a rush.

“I’m not dressed for this,” she whined. “I am wearing lingerie on our street.”

I laughed out loud.

“Oh yes you are. You’re perfectly dressed for this.”


Chapter 10

The walk through the neighborhood to Byron’s place was thick with a silence that wasn't uncomfortable, but it was heavy. It was the weight of a fantasy shedding its skin and becoming a reality. Cindy’s hand in mine turned clammy after twenty feet.

“Are we really doing this?” she whined.

“Yes.”

“I can’t believe I’m wearing lingerie outside. The cool air keeps swirling up my legs and around my pussy. I feel it all the way up to my breasts. It’s turning me on. I’m wearing a teddy and walking down our street.”

“Be glad I’m letting you keep the coat on.”

She laughed.

“I like this new you,” she said.

“I like this new you, too,” I confessed.

Her fingers laced through mine. Every so often, she’d glance at me, a small, nervous smile playing on her lips, her eyes dark with a mixture of apprehension and raw, undisguised lust. I squeezed her hand, my own heart hammering against my ribs. This was fully my idea and I’d surprised her. Hell, I’d surprised myself.

When I was a kid at the beach, I’d drop my towel and run straight into the water. Most people entered slowly, giving themselves time to adjust to the chill. Not me. Take the plunge. Get the shock over with. Funny how I’m still using the same technique as an adult.

Byron was awake when Cindy called and was delighted by the idea. He said he’d love to meet the husband of such a gorgeous woman. He also mentioned how ready he was for Cindy again. We hurried down the sidewalk and up the path to his door.

“Are you sure you’re sure about this?” Cindy nervously asked.

“Nope. Let’s see what happens. Knock.”

“You knock. You’re the man.”

“But you’re the cock-loving slut. You knock.”

She looked shocked by my words, but she knocked. Byron opened the door immediately. He wore a dark blue robe, loosely tied.

“Hi Byron,” I said. “I’m Brad. You’ve already met my wife, Cindy.”

“Hello again, Cinnamon,” he smiled. “Welcome back to my home.”

I placed a hand on my wife’s arm to stop her before she crossed the threshold.

“Whatever he wants,” I told her. “I’m making a gift of you. You must do whatever he wants.”

Her jaw dropped but her eyes glittered with wicked joy. Hearing my words, Byron wasted no time asserting himself, slipping the sash open on his robe and revealing his naked body beneath. He opened Cindy’s coat and lifted it off her shoulders, blindly thrusting it into my hands. He slipped between us, pressing his nude form against hers. He wasn’t merely taking control of her. He took control of us. He shrugged off his robe and handed that to me as well, indifferent to any late-night neighbors who might still be up and looking out their windows. I felt a rush of adrenaline thinking others might witness me handing my wife over to him. Byron brushed his fingertips along the curve of her breast and Cindy shivered, and not from the chill night air. She was fully aware neighbors might see us too. Byron lifted her chin and kissed her deeply while I stood by, awkward. My wife let her hand drift over and her fingers lightly curl around his bulky hanging shaft. Their kiss lingered and Byron teased her stiff nipple with a thumb. Anyone watching got the message loud and clear: Byron fucks other men’s wives. I heard a car start far away and cleared my throat. He ushered us inside and closed the door. My heart raced. What consequences would there be, if any, for that public display?

“Get undressed,” he told me, never taking his eyes off her. “Love the lingerie. Perfect choice for your hair and eyes.”

I dropped my coat and his robe on the floor and began removing clothing, running my eyes over my competition while he ran his eyes over her. He was built like an old oak: weathered, but strong, wrinkled, but radiating energy out into the room. He exuded a quiet confidence that bordered on intimidating. He was also extraordinarily well-endowed. I’d witnessed that fact only hours ago but that was outside, through a window, and from a little distance. Now he hung just a foot or two away and I swear his hefty cock emitted a hum like standing next to a power transformer. I stared at his thick dick, fully aware that the beast would soon invade my wife’s body and she would love it. That fact, more than anything, had fueled this fantasy for both of us.

“Glad you could make it,” he said, his voice a low rumble.

He wasted no time with pleasantries. He gestured for us to come farther inside, leading us, I presumed towards his bedroom. His house was masculine and clean, smelling of leather and something woodsy. The living room was dominated by a huge, sectional sofa that looked like it could swallow a whole family. He offered us shots of whiskey, which we accepted, but the alcohol did little to dull the electric hum of anticipation in the air. We raised a toast and gulped the warm brew down. He continued down the hallway and we followed. My wife hurried to catch him, slipping her hand into his. I wished I had another whiskey. That intimate gesture stung. I watched her ass sway. He swung the double doors wide when he reached them and I saw a huge master bedroom, tastefully appointed. The back wall was all sliding glass doors, closed now against the chill night.

“Don’t you worry about Peeping Toms?” I nervously asked.

“Not at all,” he replied. “Let them watch. I’d invite them to pull up a chair if I could. Audiences add a certain spice.”

The man brimmed with confidence but not arrogance. He’d paid some dues in life, suffered some losses and learned some humility. He faced my lovely wife, and I noticed his plump cock had engorged a bit, rising an inch or two. Cindy noticed too.

“Is that because of me?” she asked, coy.

He didn’t reply. The answer was obvious. We all froze for a moment; me, because I was growing more nervous by the minute. Cindy, because she’d affixed her gaze to his rising cock, and Byron, because Cindy had affixed her gaze to his rising cock. We all stood like that for several heartbeats, watching as he lifted higher, expanded, thickened, grew longer. I was out of breath by the time his cock curved towards the open-beam ceiling. What was I even doing in the same room with a dick like that? The sheer size of him was overwhelming. I felt a pang of something: awe, maybe, or something deeper, like a primal recognition of his hierarchical dominance. I might best him in my areas of expertise, but in the bedroom? He ruled supreme.

My wife stepped closer. Stepped is the wrong word. My wife floated closer, drifted closer, like gravity drew them together. She lifted his cock on her fingers and guided him through the gap between her thighs. I saw the bulbous head poke out under her ass. He took her face in his hands and kissed her, not gently, but with possessive certainty. I watched, my cock already hard as a rock, as my wife melted into his arms, her hands curving around behind to cup his butt cheeks and pull him closer. They kissed with real passion for a while. I wanted to join them, but their intensity left me feeling like an outsider with my own wife.

Finally, they broke the kissing, and Cindy turned to look at me, her eyes shining. She held out a hand, and I crossed the space to join them. I kissed her sweetly, almost a peck, and then moved behind her. The gap between her legs was taken and I wouldn’t challenge the man for it. Instead, slid my cock up between her butt cheeks like a hot dog in a bun. I hugged her from behind, pressing my cock into her crease. My wife moaned softly, one penis behind, one below. Her body trembled. Goosebumps rose all over her skin. She was sandwiched between two men who obviously desired her. Was this her first threesome? Not like what she’d done with Chloe. That was simply Byron fucking two women. I wondered if this was the first time she was with two men, the center of attention. She was the prize. I let my hands roam her skin, gliding around to caress the sides of her breasts. She was firmly against Byron so I touched her wherever I could. He began moving his hips back and forth, sliding his hard cock directly over her clit. Cindy gasped.

“You like that, Cinnamon Girl?” he smiled. “You like my hard cock moving between your legs?”

“Yeah,” was all she managed to say.

I decided to stand my ground and remind him this was my woman. I pulled my hips back enough to aim my cock through her gap like he did and then gently pushed, gliding along his length and sending shivers through my wife. I hoped I was long enough my head poked out in front.

“Oh,” she groaned. “Oh, boys. Oh my.”

She clamped her thighs around us, marveling at the sensation of two hard men slowly pumping. She closed her eyes as if to thank whatever whims of circumstance had brought her to this moment in time. She squeezed us, savoring the feel of two throbbing cocks clenched against her flesh. She squeezed harder, forcing the length of my cock against his.

It was my turn to gasp. He wasn’t just big; he was in a different league entirely. His cock was thick and heavy between her legs, a hard formidable weapon of flesh that pulsated. I felt boyish in comparison. It was the kind of cock that belonged in porn, a tool built for deep, relentless fucking. That I was about to see it used on my wife frightened me almost as much as it thrilled me. She held his face and kissed him again.

I felt conflicted. I’d walked her down here with the intention of fucking her with him. That had quickly changed into handing her over to be fucked in front of me. I wanted the act official, out in the open. No more hiding in shrubs. But now that I was here, I found it difficult to simply give my wife away like that.

Byron solved my dilemma for me.

He slipped his arm around her shoulders, separating her from me, and then pulled her closer, taking her away. I stood where I was and felt her slide off my hard dick. He led her to the huge bed and told her to climb up on it. It stung me to see how eagerly she complied with all his wishes. She turned to stare at his hard dick and cast mine a quick glance before fixing her gaze on him again. She looked ravenous and wicked. He moved to the edge of the bed and lifted her hand, placing her fingers on his erection.


Chapter 11

There was no place for me to join them, and at that moment I realized that was correct. My place wasn’t in that bed with her. My place was home, in our bed with her. She clearly would enjoy two men at the same time, but my gut told me to add a degree of separation. Neither of those men should be her husband.

“Too bad I don’t have your ex-boyfriend’s number,” I told her, just as Byron pulled her face towards his erection. “I could have invited him to join you.”

Her eyes flew wide open. The very thought staggered her. In bed with Byron and her black ex was suddenly a real possibility. She gasped and exhaled just as Byron guided his cock into her mouth. She moaned, partially for him but also for the future she imagined, the future she knew was coming. She responded by forcing her mouth as far down his thick cock as she could, pushing herself until she choked. I started masturbating and let her see me do it. I wanted her to know I was serious. I’d track down that big black cock and hand her over to him as well. Byron turned his hips to give me a good view of my wife devouring his dick. I stroked faster.

He let her pleasure his meat only a short time before he wanted more. He held her face in both hands and eased her onto her back. He climbed on the bed with her and pulled her ankle, spinning her into position. He knelt between her legs, which she eagerly spread for him. The sight took my breath away. His cock looked like a weapon, poised, aimed at the ceiling but aligned with her body. I watched as he positioned himself between Cindy’s spread thighs.

He didn’t enter her right away. Instead, he leaned down and began to kiss his way up her body, from her navel to her breasts, his mouth claiming one hard nipple and then the other. Cindy writhed beneath him, her hands tangled in his white hair. She whimpered softly.

I moved closer to the bed, my cock throbbing. I stroked slowly as I watched Byron claim her. He was a master. He knew exactly how to touch her, how to stoke the fire until she was panting and begging for it.

“Please, Byron,” she gasped. “Please.”

He lifted his head, a look of pure masculine triumph on his face. He looked over at me, as if for permission, and I just nodded, my throat too tight to speak.

He positioned the swollen head of his cock at the entrance to her soaking wet pussy. He pushed forward, and I watched in utter fascination as her body yielded to him, stretching to accommodate his incredible girth. Cindy cried out, a sound of pain and pleasure blended together, as he sank inch by dominating inch.

He gave her a moment to accommodate his size, and then he began to move. His strokes were long, slow, and deep, each driving a gasp from Cindy’s lungs. He fucked her with a rhythmic intensity that I could feel from where I stood. Her body was his to command, and she loved every second of it.

I leaned across the bed and kissed her, our tongues tangling as Byron’s pace began to quicken. His hips became a piston, driving that massive cock into her again and again. She was drenched and the sounds were incredible: the wet slap of skin on skin, Cindy’s moans and cries, Byron’s low grunts of exertion.

“Brad,” she panted, turning her head to me. “I want you in my mouth.”

I watched him move inside her for a moment, his body smoothly pumping, his fat dick vanishing and reappearing, wetter.

“No,” I said. “I don’t think so. This is him fucking you and I like it.”

I loved her surprised expression. I jerked off at the spectacle. He laughed, slipping his hand around her throat and pinning her to the bed. He took control, fucking her deep and restricting her breath until the first tingling of an orgasm gnawed at her.  He fucked faster and harder, squeezing his fingers tighter. Cindy’s breaths came in ragged gasps but there was no denying the effect he was having on her. Totally under his control, down to the very air she needed to live, made her nipples rock hard and her pussy gush. She looked frightened for a moment, then panicked, then a massive orgasm destroyed her. She flopped and convulsed.

“Good girl,” he praised. “Now, do it again.”

Cindy groaned from down in her soul. His relentless hips pummeled her submissive body and her breathing quickened. He was driving her towards another orgasm and I stroked faster. I desperately wanted the blowjob she’d offered but it felt wrong and out of place. Right now, was for him fucking her. Later was for a thorough dick sucking.

He moved his legs outside her and forced hers to close. He continued his inexorable thrusting only now her stuffed pussy was squeezed almost shut. His thick cock stretched her cunt outward as her thighs compressed around his shaft, forcing sensitive nerves to convey pleasures she’d never felt before. Her hands gripped his wrist, holding tight as she struggled for air, all while another massive climax built inside her. The sounds she made were animalistic and intense.

Finally, it hit, smashing into her, roaring through her body from toes to head. Her strangled cry filled his bedroom, the lack of oxygen amplifying her climax until her mind exploded and her body thrashed. His hips moved faster, rocketing her into space. I had to release my penis or risk shooting all over the bed. She looked wild and insanely sexy. Byron continued to pound her. Her neck would be bruised for days but she’d wear those bruises proudly, badges of her sexual surrender to another man. Her twisting body suddenly went rigid as an orgasm on top of the one which already gripped her rocketed through her bones. She tried to scream but her breath only wheezed. The oxygen deprivation triggered neurotransmitters causing a mind-altering explosion of euphoria. In a word. my wife left Earth to visit Heaven. Her moans had me diamond-hard.

“Fuck it,” I growled, grabbing my cock again.

The sight of it, the raw, primal power of her enhanced climax, sent me over the edge too. I groaned, jerking fast, my balls tightening, and I started to cum, shooting thick ropes across his bedspread. He laughed at his own power, making both of us, husband and wife, cum at the same time. I saw stars. My head spun. I heard my wife’s muffled screams and emptied my balls for a long time.

When I came back to myself, Byron had kicked her legs apart and was once again between them, holding himself over her on both arms, kissing her sweetly, thrusting smoothly. Her hands were locked behind his neck.

I climbed onto the bed and Byron lifted his head to look at me. I brought my penis closer and he leaned away. I lowered my still mostly stiff dick into my lovely wife’s mouth. She suckled at me while enjoying his effortless penetrations. We formed a perfect, depraved triangle of flesh. Byron fucked her pussy with his monster cock, I used her mouth, and Cindy sailed along beneath us, lost in the pleasure.

I watched as Byron’s thrusts became more forceful. He was hitting a place inside her I could only dream of reaching, and I could tell by the desperate sounds he made, he was getting close.

“I’m going to cum in you,” he rasped, arching his back to reach even deeper.

“Don’t stop,” Cindy told him.

I gazed down at her, so willing to take his seed. I slipped my cock out of her mouth and rested my sensitive balls on her tongue. Byron held a steady pace, slowly lifting his gaze towards the ceiling. I stared at the place where his cock vanished inside her. That had been my pussy alone for years and years. Now it was his and somehow, that excited me. He filled his fists with bedspread and really began to pound her. She bent her legs, pulling her knees up to more fully offer her willing cunt. Everything she did killed me.

He launched into a series of short, brutal strokes that pushed himself over the edge and he turned loose a silent scream as a powerful orgasm ripped through him. His whole body shook and I felt the contractions of her pussy around his thick shaft as he came. She was squeezing his pulsating dick, milking his spurting cock. She slathered my nuts as she used her tight cunt to coax every drop out of him and into her. Byron wasn’t finished. He fucked her through his climax, his rhythm only faltering as he reached the point where he had nothing more to give. She’d drained him completely. With a loud, guttural roar, he collapsed on top of her, turning his head away to avoid my balls in her mouth. I knew he had flooded her with cum. He held himself there for a long moment, his body tense, before finally fully collapsing onto my wife, his chest heaving, his fat cock a natural plug holding his potent seed inside.

The air was thick with the smell of sex and sweat. Cindy curled her arms and legs around her lover, offering her mouth for me to kiss. I bent and kissed my slutty wife. She wore a blissful smile on her face. I reached over and brushed a damp strand of hair from her forehead. She turned her head and kissed my palm.

“Wow,” she whispered, her voice hoarse.

“Yeah,” Byron rumbled, his face buried in the crook of her neck. “Yeah. Wow. Good God.”

I looked at my wife. She was happy, sated, peaceful. Her skin was flushed and glowing, her face serene. I laid down beside her and the three of us said nothing for a long, long time.

“Marcus,” my lovely wife mumbled. “My ex-boyfriend is named Marcus.”


Chapter 12

The house was a stage, and I was the ghost in the wings. I was here, standing in the deep shadows of the hallway that led to our living room, my heart a frantic, trapped bird against my ribs. I moved with stealth into the coat closet. We’d created space for me and even moved some furniture to give me a better view of anything that might happen. There was no guarantee Marcus would make a move or allow Cindy to. We hoped so, but one never knows.

I’d known Marcus was coming over tonight. Cindy had told me a week ago, her voice carefully casual.

“He’s just in town for the night,” she’d said. “If you say I can, I’ll invite him to our home. You know, just to catch up over a drink.”

She’d looked at me then, her eyes holding a question she wouldn’t speak out loud. I had to be the one to say okay.

“Okay,” I said.

She knew what that meant. She knew the permission implied in that single, simple word.

Now, from my hiding spot in the closet, I watched the play begin.

He was on our couch, all easy confidence and raw physicality. Marcus. The big black ghost from her past, made flesh and blood in our living room. He was telling a story, his voice a low, magnetic rumble, and Cindy was laughing, her head thrown back, the slender line of her throat exposed. She wore a little red dress, the one that clung to her curves and ended a good six inches above her knees. The one I’d purchased for her and hung in our closet, saved for the night Marcus came to visit. That hanging dress drove us both crazy day after day. The implications were intense.

“You haven’t changed a bit, Cinnabon,” he said, and I marveled at the penchant men have for giving my wife a nickname. 

“Liar,” she shot back, eyes sparkling. “But I appreciate the lie.”

His gaze dropped to her exposed legs, crossed demurely on the ottoman. The air in the room thickened, crackling with an energy that was almost visible. I saw Cindy’s breath hitch, a subtle, almost imperceptible reaction. She knew I was watching. It was in the way she angled her body slightly, giving me a better view. It was in the performance, the slight exaggeration in her movements. This was for me, as much as it was for him. He leaned closer, closing the space between them on the couch.

“I’ve missed this body,” he said, his voice barely a whisper. “I’ve missed you. We were wrong for each other in every way except the sex.”

She laughed. He rested a large black hand on her knee. She didn’t move away and his thumb began stroking the smooth skin there. I watched, my body tense, a strange cocktail of jealousy and arousal churning within me.

This was the deal. This was the secret thrill my wife and I shared. I got to watch her be worshipped, and she got to be the star of our own filthiest fantasy.

He didn’t wait. He was a man who took what he wanted. His hand slid up her thigh, disappearing under the hem of her dress. I saw her eyes flutter closed, her lips part slightly. She was giving herself to him, but she was also presenting herself to me. Every shiver, every gasp, was a message meant for my eyes too.

He kissed her, and it was everything I knew it would be. Deep, possessive, hungry. It was a kiss that erased the missing years, that claimed her as his, if only for tonight. His other hand moved to the small of her back, pulling her against him. I saw her hand slide up his chest, her fingers gripping his shirt, holding on.

My cock was growing hard fast, a painful ache straining against my jeans. I palmed it through the denim, my eyes locked on the scene unfolding in the soft glow of the lamps. This was our new obsession, our shared secret.

He stood up, pulling her with him. With a single, fluid motion, he lifted the red dress over her head. She stood before him in a black lace bra and panties, her skin glowing. She looked over, just for a fraction of a second, directly at the dark door which hid me. There was no surprise there, only a dark, knowing excitement. A confirmation. 

You see me? her eyes seemed to ask. You understand what he’s about to do to me, what I’m hoping he does to me?

I gave a slight, almost imperceptible nod to nobody.

She turned her full attention to Marcus. He undid her bra, his knuckles brushing against her skin. He slid her panties down her legs, and she stepped out of them, naked in our living room except for black heels. He took a moment to just look at her, his appreciation blatant, his cock already a thick ridge straining against his slacks. I knew what was under that fabric. I’d seen the pictures. I’d heard my wife describe how this man made her orgasm harder than any other she’d known. Now here he was under our roof. Here she was back in his arms again.

He got to work on his clothes, shedding them quickly, like he worried her married mind might reassert itself and shut everything down. He had no idea how we used him to feed our fantasy.

When his boxers came off, I felt that familiar, gut-twisting mix of inadequacy and awe. His cock was magnificent. Long, thick, and brazenly heavy, a dark tool of pleasure that was built for this exact purpose. It was a stark contrast to my own, a reminder of why this fantasy was so potent for Cindy and me.

He didn’t lead her to the bedroom. He lowered her to the plush rug in front of the fireplace, the one we’d bought on our fifth anniversary. He knelt between her legs, his mouth finding her clit. I watched her back arch off the floor, her hands fly to his head, her fingers slid across his dark, bald scalp. He was moving fast but she was fine with that.

Her moans were real now, no longer just for show. He was good. He knew exactly how to work her body, how to stoke the fire until it became a raging blaze. He ate her until she was writhing, her hips bucking against his face, pleading, nonsensical words tumbling from her lips. She was too primed, too ready. We’d built the tension so high she was already about to orgasm. He feasted and she caved, holding his head to her pussy and rocking her hips against his mouth as she climaxed hard.

Worried, I think, that an orgasm might return her senses, he rose higher, positioning his big black cock at her entrance. He looked down at her, a look of pure conquest on his face.

“Yes,” she hissed. “Do it. I missed that big black monster.”

He pushed inside, slowly, letting her feel every inch. I heard her sharp intake of breath, a sound of pure fullness. He pushed deeper, stuffing her, wanting to feel her tight cunt gripping his inches.

“As sweet as I remember,” he mumbled.

She pulled his face down for a kiss.

He began to move, a deep, powerful rhythm that made her body rock with each thrust. From my vantage point, I saw everything. We had made sure I could. I saw his thick, dark shaft stretching her, disappearing into her body only to reappear, slick with her arousal. I saw the look on her face, a mask of ecstasy I had put there by allowing this to happen.

He built speed and power, fucking her like he owned her. Hard, deep, and without mercy. The room was filled with the sounds of their bodies slapping together, with her cries and his low grunts. She glanced at my door again, her eyes hazy with lust, a triumphant, wicked smile playing on her lips.

“I want you to cum inside me,” she said clearly. “I love it when you cum inside me.”

“Fuck yes,” he answered.

She was showing off for me. She was showing me what she’d meant when she admitted she missed the man. He flipped her over, pulling her onto all fours. The new angle was obscene, perfect. He entered her from behind, his hands gripping her hips, pulling her backward and down onto him. Her breasts soon swayed with the force of his thrusts. She braced herself on her forearms, pushing back against him, meeting him stroke for stroke. She was no longer just a participant; she was an equal player in this debaucherous game.

“Tell me you missed it,” he growled, his voice tight with exertion.

“I missed it,” she cried out, her voice ragged. “God, I missed your cock. I love your big black cock. The only one I’ve ever known.”

The words hit me like a physical blow, but they also sent a jolt of pure electricity straight to my groin. This was it. The ultimate truth, spoken out loud in our shared home. They hit Marcus the same way. He squeezed her hips and hammered his cock over and over. He reached around and started rubbing her clit in time with his thrusts. That was all it took. Her second orgasm ripped through her, a violent, shuddering wave that left her screaming his name into the quiet room. He fucked her through it, prolonging the pleasure until she collapsed, seemingly boneless, onto the rug. A few more hard, punishing thrusts and he followed, burying himself as he orgasmed with a loud groan. He shuddered and shuddered again, convulsing each time he spewed hot sperm. I groaned softly to see her take so much. Finally, he shuddered one last time and went still.

He stayed there for a moment, his body draped over hers, a tangled heap of limbs on our floor. I watched and I waited, then I backed away, slipping behind the hanging jackets, including his.

They spoke in hushed tones, voices sweet as they savored the afterglow.

“I wish we had more time,” my wife muttered.

“My flight leaves soon,” he said.

“Next time.”

Definitely. I want a whole night with you. A whole weekend. Can you get away from your husband that long?”

“I’ll try,” Cindy said. “I want more.”

After a pause I heard soft slurping. I eased towards the door again and watched my wife’s head bob over his lap. She cleaned his cock before helping him dress. Soon, she stood naked beside him.

“I wish I had more time,” he grumbled. “You look better than ever.”

“Go. Don’t be late. Come back to me soon.”

“I will.”

They kissed and meandered out of sight towards the kitchen. Twenty minutes later, I heard the front door open and then close. A few moments after that, the soft pad of her feet on the hardwood floor. She came directly to the door and yanked it open. She was still naked, her body flushed, her hair a mess. Streaks of shiny semen marked both inner thighs. She looked at me, eyes shining with a post-coital glow and a deep, dark love. She didn’t say a word. She just walked into my arms and kissed me, her mouth tasting of him.

“Did you like the show, Baby?” she whispered against my lips.

I wrapped my arms around her, pulling her naked, used body against mine. I was still hard as a rock.

“You were perfect,” I said, and I meant it.

She was, and I am the luckiest man in the world.

End.
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