
        
            
                
            
        

    
Consensual Cheating Ch. 1

After years of bedroom fantasies, a work colleague sparks my wife’s interest

Is there such a thing as consensual cheating? Well I reckon the story of Lisa and my marriage proves that such a contradictory idea is actually possible.

Our story starts around three years ago. At the time both Lisa and myself (Adam) were thirty-four. We’d been married for thirteen years, and had a happy marriage which had been blessed by two wonderful healthy children.

Lisa is the product of mixed White-Latino heritage, and I’d fallen head over heels the first time I’d met her in our first year at college. We’d not started dating until around two years later, when I finally managed to convert her from good friend into girlfriend. Married two years later, and parents of our son Caleb two years later, we rounded out our happy little family two years after that with a beautiful little girl, Libby.

Despite two kids, a regular gym routine, and close eye on her diet means Lisa’s still a very attractive woman who always draws male attention wherever she goes. Standing five-foot-six with smoldering Latin looks, 34D boobs, and a trim waist, she always reminds me a little of the TV presenter Crystal Marie Denha.

I definitely reckoned I was punching above my weight when I dated and then married Lisa. I’m a pretty normal looking guy, but she’s definitely three or four rungs above in the attractiveness stakes, and over the years I’ve grown used to guys hitting on Lisa at parties and the like.

I know how much Lisa loves me and so it’s never been a big deal. In fact, over the years it’s become quite the opposite, as I’ve found it quite a turn-on with other guys hitting on Lisa, while all the time I know she’ll be going home with me at the end of the party.

Like many couples married for so long, Lisa and I tried to keep things fresh in the bedroom, including fantasy and role play. Over the years of our marriage, I think all the male attention Lisa attracted gave rise to me starting bedroom fantasies of her going with other guys, the fantasy games I’d invent often based on whichever guy had been flirting with her that evening.

And as is often the way with fantasies, this gradually morphed into post-sex talks where we discussed Lisa actually going with another guy. I came to the point where I knew, or thought I knew, that I wanted it to happen for real, and started gently raising it with Lisa as something we might try.

At first, I got a very negative response from her, which I didn’t mind as I wasn’t even sure about it myself. But as the months went by and we talked about it, I sensed that Lisa was becoming more open to the idea. Despite her conservative upbringing, Lisa had three boyfriends before me and had slept with all three of them. So, while she was totally committed to our marriage and to marital faithfulness, she was far from an innocent wallflower. She’d enjoyed other guys, and so as we talked about my fantasies, she naturally enough wondered how it would be to enjoy a bit of variety again.

But this interest was initially held in check by her desire not to do anything that might hurt our love, marriage, and family and her desire to stick to the marriage vows she held as so important. We were parents of two young kids and she didn’t want to do anything that might cast even the slightest shadow over that, as first and foremost she was a loving mum and wife.

But the more we talked about it, the more two things happened, with the two feeding off each other. Firstly, I became surer in my mind that I would be okay with Lisa having occasional casual sex with other guys, because I knew it excited me and I reckoned it would add a spark of excitement to our marriage. And secondly, Lisa’s reluctance bit by bit reduced the more she saw that I was okay with it and that it therefore was unlikely to harm our marriage.

These changes happened gradually until just before Christmas 2016, Lisa asked me for the first time if I was serious about letting her have an occasional fling with another guy. The way she asked the question immediately alerted my antenna that this was something different from all the conversations that had gone before. This was Lisa, after twelve months of gradual build-up and idle bedroom chat, finally letting me know she was maybe interested in doing this for real.

It turns out there was a guy at work who’d joined about three months ago and was always flirting with Lisa. This was nothing new for Lisa and she’d learned to handle guys like that many years ago. But she confessed to me that she was attracted to the guy, and even though he knew she was married he’d invited her to attend a Christmas party he was going to on Friday night.

I remember the conversation that followed as if it was yesterday. It was a Wednesday night, two nights before the party, and Lisa and I stayed up half the night talking about it. Lisa was in a strange mood, but after fourteen years together I know how to read Lisa. Although her words conveyed reluctance, she was actually wanting me to persuade and encourage her to do what she wanted to do, but was to embarrassed to admit to me openly.

I think it was finally at about three in the morning that Lisa and I finally agreed what was to become a watershed moment in our marriage. She was free to see this guy at work who she was interested in, and that, provided I knew she was safe, I was okay that she’d only share details with me when she was comfortable to do this, recognizing she wasn’t at that stage at the moment. As we finally settled down to sleep, Lisa’s last word on it was that she’d think about it and let me know.

Two nights later, I’d maybe been expecting Lisa to double check with me that I still was okay with the freedom I’d given her on Wednesday night. But far from it, when I came home on Friday night there was no smell of dinner cooking from the kitchen. The kids had already been fed and were happily watching something on Netflix that they said mummy had put on for them.

I had a lump in my throat as I headed up the stairs, our Wednesday conversation and all of the signs downstairs only leading me to one conclusion.

Sure enough, as I opened our bedroom door my eyes fell upon the sight of my beautiful wife of thirteen years putting the finishing touches to her make-up as she prepared to go on a date with another guy for the first time in fifteen years. As I looked at Lisa’s face, I could see the excitement, and as I took in the way she was dressed I could see she was out to impress the guy from work.

Until this evening, I’d been excited and aroused when I thought of Lisa going with another guy. But that was nothing compared to what I felt as I realized this thing was going to happen for real. Lisa was actually, in reality going to go on a date with another guy. Our exclusive and monogamous relationship potentially about to disappear out the window after fifteen years.

Any normal guy would have been angry and mad about this, but I was assailed by a crushing mix of excitement, worry, and maybe strangest of all, nostalgia. I’d met Lisa right at the start of my freshman year, but we’d not started dating until the start of my third year. I’d spent my first two years of college mooning over this beautiful and sexy girl who I thought was totally out of my league and who I’d never get a chance with.

Watching Lisa dressed up to the nines for this mysterious suitor from work brought these college memories flooding back. For a couple of minutes, I just stood there quietly taking in Lisa’s sexy outfit and she didn’t even notice I was there. She’d donned a tight yellow mini dress, which showed plenty of cleavage and leg, with matching yellow heels that must have been five inches tall.

I didn’t recognize this slutty mini dress or her hooker heels at all, and when I finally spoke Lisa smiled teasingly at me and told me she’d bought them especially for tonight, as her date had asked her to dress sexily.

Crazy as it may seem, I knew nothing about this guy, except that he and Lisa worked together. I’d asked her on the Wednesday night if she trusted him and would be safe, and she’d reassured me that she was sure on both counts as they worked in the same place and several of her friends knew and liked him.

Both on the Wednesday and now as I saw Lisa sitting ready for her date, I pressed her for just the most basic of details. But Lisa just smiled like the Sphinx and refused to even tell me his name, let alone any other details about what he was like.

I got the distinct impression she was enjoying teasing me, her not giving me any details all part of the game and excitement for her. I pressed her several times for even the merest morsel of information.

Being careful not to smudge her bright red lipstick, she gave me a goodbye kiss, tweaked my nose and told me ‘don’t wait up, I might be back late’, her expression making clear this was another stick through the bars in my cage.

She threw on a coat so the children wouldn’t see her dress, kissed them both and told them to be good for daddy, and then jumped into the cab waiting outside. When I came downstairs the kids asked me where mummy was going, smelling so nice, and I told them that she meeting a friend from work, which was technically true.

As the kids were still entranced by the TV, I was able to sit quietly in the kitchen, alone with my thoughts, wondering about the wisdom of the game Lisa and I were playing. As I stared into the large whiskey, I’d poured myself, my phone beeped with an incoming text from Lisa.

‘I love you honey. Remember, if anything happens tonight, it’s just sex, nothing to do with our love for each other. Are you still okay with me doing this? L xx’

I stared at that damn message for what seemed like ages. Part of me actually cursed Lisa. This thing seemed easier before she’d given me an out, but now she’d given me a choice, asking me if I was okay or, did I want her to cancel.

My mind was going around and around, I was incredibly aroused and excited, but I was also aware of the enormity of the change we were about to take. My mind kept going back to those first two years at college, when I’d had to endure watching Lisa dating other guys. This was both similar and different. Similar because she’d be physically with another guy, different because I knew she loved me and she was telling me that this was just a physical thing. And only if I gave her the final okay.

With shaking fingers, I composed and sent the fateful text replying to Lisa’s message.

‘I love you too baby. I want to tell you how excited and nervous I am. As I know I’m the only one with your heart, go ahead baby and have fun with your mystery guy. I love you, A xx’

I pressed send. The die was cast. I waited staring at the screen, willing it to light up with another message. I felt in hell as I waited and waited. It seemed to take forever before Lisa’s short reply finally arrived.

‘Thanks for letting me do this darling. Remember it’s only you I love. L xx’

And that was the last communication I received from Lisa. However, as much as I willed my phone to light up again, it stayed blank. A permanent taunt and reminder that Lisa’s focus was now not on me, but on someone else for the rest of the evening.

I must have stared at the unresponsive screen for fifteen or twenty minutes, wondering what Lisa was doing and wishing I could at least have the comfort and excitement of watching what was happening, although part of me wondered if this would make things better or worse.

As I stared at the unresponsive phone, I suddenly remembered the software I’d put on Lisa’s phone so we could always track its location in case she lost it, and to increase her safety in her sales job selling insurance.

With my heart pounding and my throat dry I pulled out my own phone and opened the location app, and after some zooming, I could see Lisa’s phone was in a downtown club located in an old converted mansion. But somehow knowing where she was, when I was ten miles away, sat at home with the kids, only made things worse.

I knew I’d be breaking the spirit of our agreement, but I really didn’t care because my need was too great. So, I dialed up our next-door neighbor’s daughter Sharon, our favored babysitter, apologized for the short notice and asked if she was available to look after the kids for the next couple of hours as I urgently needed to head out.

When Sharon said she was free and would pop around in five minutes I felt like pumping the air in elation, but instead I just ordered an Uber and impatiently waited wondering whether Sharon or the Uber would arrive first.

In the end they arrived at virtually the same time and I felt on cloud nine as I jumped into the car and headed off in pursuit of Lisa, shaking with fear and excitement at what sights I might see when I finally caught up with her at the club. I felt like a Mission Impossible agent as I held my phone in hand tracking her to see she wasn’t moving as we sped across town.

Although traffic was light, the journey seemed to take an eternity until we finally pulled up outside the old converted mansion that now served as a hip nightclub. It looked just like the photos I’d seen when I’d googled it, but I was despondent when I saw the length of the queue to get in. As I impatiently joined the queue, I realized I wasn’t dressed anywhere near in the same way as the other party goers. I was in my ‘dad’ clothes, ready for the evening I’d expected at home with Lisa and the kids, and I hoped and prayed that the doorman would let me in.

Twenty minutes and a hundred dollars later I’d been admitted into the fifty-dollar nightclub and was impatiently trying to get my bearings to try and locate Lisa in what was a high-end meat market, filled with women wearing too little clothing and men doing their best strutting peacock impressions.

The place was huge, according to the website I’d looked at during the drive it was capable of accommodating fifteen hundred people, and trying to find Lisa amongst such a heaving mass of human flesh would have been impossible without the phone locator app.

Wearing my dad clothes and walking around like a water-diviner with a mobile phone in my hand I felt hugely out of place, but I didn’t care because my heart was pumping nineteen to the dozen as I realized I was only moments from finding Lisa and seeing what she was doing. The locator app showed me she was on the largest dance floor, which was located in what seemed to be the mansion’s converted ballroom. Looking through the door, there was no way to spot Lisa or even get to her if I found her amongst that seething mass.

I thanked the rich old family that had no doubt built this old pile and the club owners who’d seen fit to leave in place the old balcony that ran around the edge of the ballroom. ‘Thank you, thank you, thank you’ I said to myself as I headed up the staircase and turning left at the top and onto the balcony.

I started walking slowly around the balcony, thinking I’d never spot Lisa even with help of the locator app and her yellow dress as there must have been a few hundred people on the dance floor. But luckily for me Lisa was dancing just below my location on the balcony, and even in the subdued lighting I was able to get a good view of my sexy Latina wife and her dance partner.

For the first time I saw the guy who had been flirting with Lisa for the last three months at work. The guy who she was sufficiently enamored of that her lack of interest in my sharing fantasies had suddenly reversed into an interest that had led to tonight.

To say I was surprised at Lisa’s choice of man would be the understatement of the year. When I thought back to the three other guys Lisa had dated and slept with before me, and they were all pretty much cut from the same cloth. Handsome, preppy types that she could happily take home to her conservative Cuban mother and WASP father. But the guy she was dancing with was the polar opposite of these guys and me. He looked just over six-foot tall, was wider than the doorman I’d bribed to get in, and his muscular torso and neck were covered in what looked like gang tattoos. He was wearing a vest top so all his tattoos and muscles were clearly on display, he looked Hispanic, and about ten years younger than Lisa as far as I could judge.

He looked like a real dangerous, bad ass kind of a guy – quite possibly a gangbanger from one of the local Latino gangs that ran sections of the city, and I was totally stunned that my respectable thirty-five-year-old wife should be interested in a guy like this.

I was struggling for breath as I stood rooted to the spot staring at Lisa and this heavily tattooed young gangbanger as they danced, taking every little detail of the sight before me, Lisa’s arms locked around the gangbanger’s neck in a very intimate and affectionate way. In my years of watching guys hitting on Lisa and dancing with her at parties, I don’t think I’d ever seen her dance quite like this with another guy, and I immediately knew in my gut that Lisa was going to end up giving herself to this guy tonight. That’s why I’d received no more texts, she’d sought my final permission, and having received it, she’d made her mind up. Looking at the two of them dancing together, I knew there was no going back.

My chest was pounding and my body flooded with adrenaline. I was unable to tear my eyes from the dancing couple, who just seemed locked in this embrace, with eyes only for each other. Blissfully unaware of the other dancers around them, the guy’s arms around Lisa’s waist mirroring her naked arms wrapped possessively around his tattooed neck. Even with her five-inch heels on, Lisa was still a couple of inches shorter than this Hispanic gangbanger and had to tilt her face slightly upwards to look into her partner’s handsome face.

They danced like this for two or three dances, barely changing their posture whatever the speed or beat of the song. Gazing at each other, seemingly perpetually on the point of kissing, almost teasing each other as they waited for the first kiss, each wanting the other to be the first one to make the move.

They danced like this for two or three dances. Dancing close together, Lisa’s head tilted back to look upward at her taller dance partner. The young gangbangers hands, a tattooed band around Lisa’s trim waist, matched by her slender arms encircling his muscular neck. But finally, they both could resist no more, as they both leaned in at the same moment and they locked their mouths together in a seemingly endless passionate kiss. The deep significance and reality dawned on me, this was the first guy Lisa has kissed other than me in fifteen years, since she’d broken up with her college boyfriend and eventually started dating me.

And as I looked at the way Lisa’s mouth was pressed forcefully against this guys mouth, their tongues fighting, I realized the heat in that kiss was them play acting what they wanted to do to each-others bodies later that evening.

With this thought in my head, watching them took on a greater significance, as I drank in every little detail and nuance. They way that Lisa’s hands stroked up and down the shaved hairs at the back of this young gangbangers neck. The way that the Hispanic guy would sometimes lower his kisses from Lisa’s mouth and passionately make love to her neck. Driving her crazy with arousal as his soft or forceful kisses pressed onto the sensitive skin at the side of her neck or just above her collarbone. The way that sometimes the guy would pull back and just stare hungrily into Lisa’s eyes, as his hands wormed their way under the yellow fabric of her dress top to stoke and caress Lisa’s bare skin, the look on his face like a hungry lion waiting to devour its prey.

Other times he’d ignore the throbbing masses around them and let his hands, lift the hem of Lisa’s mini dress, and rest on my wife’s pantie-clad ass, which I knew for a fact were adorned by matching pale yellow sheer panties. Or when the mood took him, he’d cup and caress Lisa’s big boobs.

I’d been watching them for maybe half an hour, their desire for each other and passion clearly building minute-by-minute. Part of me thought how stupid I’d been to give Lisa carte blanche freedom to meet this guy. Their excitement and need for one another now so strong there was little way we could slam this thing into reverse, even if I’d stormed downstairs and thrown a bucket of cold water over the two of them. But another part of me was excited and aroused beyond anything I’d thought humanly possible. Seeing the raw animal attraction between Lisa and this badass young guy. Realizing she was living out some kind of deeply held secret fantasy that was a million miles from everyday mom and wife and office life. I was happy and excited for her, and astonishingly aroused for myself to see how it would all play out.

I didn’t have long to wait to see how things would develop. After about thirty minutes dancing and feeling each other up, the young gangbanger broke the spell and led Lisa by the hand through the crowd to the edge of the dance floor.

This broke the spell for me also, because until that moment I’d been watching them like a teenage boy looking at his first porno mag or video, with a surprising and painfully stubborn erection, unable to tear my eyes away. Lost in the eroticism of the moment, the rest of the world and all ideas of consequences left behind in a different universe.

Even the act of this guy pulling and Lisa, normally so independent and strong, happy to allow herself to be pulled made an impression on me, making my cock give an extra involuntary throb.

My instincts told me they were heading out of the club, because their thirty minutes of making out must have left them desperate to head somewhere quieter to take things to the next level. I knew I was taking a risk, but I bounded down the stairs so I’d not lose them and then hung back just behind where the exit from the dance floor would bring them out. I breathed a sigh of relief when I spotted Lisa’s yellow dress and her bubble butt swaying from side to side above the short hem of her mini dress. As they headed for the exit, I kept around twenty yards behind them until they’d left the building, then I skipped ahead as fast as I could so I could cautiously poke my head out of the exit door and see what was happening.

I smiled as I saw the line of cabs and Ubers outside, thankful that this was a high-end place which drivers knew was good for tips and business. I saw the guy slap Lisa’s ass as she jumped in the first cab in the line, glad that my location app would mean I should be able to follow them without some bad action movie drama, ‘follow that cab.’

I was soon sitting in the backseat of a cab calmly giving directions to the driver, a Columbian guy who had a rye smile on his face as we tracked Lisa’s cab around half a mile back from where they were. We drove for around twenty minutes and were soon heading into one of the seedier parts of the city, a place I knew had a bad reputation for gangs and violence.

The little flashing circle icon stopped moving and I knew Lisa and her date had got out, the only conclusion that made sense was that they’d headed back to his place to move things to the next level. I felt my pulse and heart start to race even more as the distance between my cab and the stationary flashing circle closed, and I instructed the driver to drop me off around a hundred yards short of where Lisa’s phone was. I paid him off, took his cell number and paid him thirty bucks to wait for the next ten minutes until I rang him to either go somewhere else or tell him to keep the thirty.

All of the houses were similar, down at heel single level small wood-built homes which had seen better times. As I walked as fast as I could, I felt like a fish out of water and very vulnerable. But despite the risks I was taking, there was probably nothing on earth that would have stopped me ploughing on to see what was happening between Lisa and her heavily tattooed date.

As my app showed the distance closing and closing, I finally realized which house they were in and slowed to make sure they weren’t outside and to check for any neighbors or other people who might stop my plans to sneak up and discover what I could see. I was relieved to see no one in the street outside, the yards strewn with garbage, clapped out old cars, and overgrown grass not making the kind of environment people wanted to hang around in.

Looking around to take a final precautionary check, I swung open the rusty gate as quietly as I could and nervously walked down the path that led to the house where Lisa’s phone was, careful not to tread on any of the broken glass. The curtains were shut in the two main windows facing me and the window in the door between them was covered with plywood behind the broken glass pain, so I was in no danger of being seen as I approached.

I don’t know why, but I decided to go right and as I approached the front right corner, I carefully looked around the edge to see if there was any window which represented a danger for me. The only window on the right side of the house also had its window closed, but my racing heart went up two more gears as I heard voices coming from around the back.

I was back to feeling like someone from Mission Impossible as I carefully trod down the side of the house towards the sounds. I couldn’t hear the words at first, but I soon identified Lisa’s voice. As I got to the back corner, I again nervously checked for risks and dangers, discovering a slightly ajar sliding door with a carelessly shut curtain that allowed me to peek inside the back-right bedroom.

I closed my eyes, not sure whether I should be happy or worried. The way the door was ajar and the curtain pulled meant I’d be able to see into the room where Lisa and her Hispanic date were, but at the same time carried the risk they’d see me. I knew that the first look in would be the most dangerous moment, as I had no idea where they were or where their line of sight went, whether it would be pointed straight at where my head would appear.

I took a deep breath. It was now or never. I was either about to see Lisa and this guy, with all the excitement and pain that implied, or I was about to have the most embarrassing moment of my life, quite possibly allied to the mother of all arguments with my thirty-five-year-old wife.

With one final deep breath, I slowly moved my head to look through the chink in the curtains, immediately experiencing a huge mix of different emotions. Relief that I’d not been spotted, excitement at the sight in front of me, together with an overwhelming sense of jealousy.

This young headbanger was so eager for my wife’s charms that he’d already pulled her into the bedroom and Lisa seemed as hungry for this guy as he was for her. She stood there smiling as he pulled the shoulder and sleeve material of Lisa’s mini dress down off her shoulders, carrying on down until it was lying in a pool by her feet and my wife’s large naked breasts were exposed to his hungry eyes.

“I love your big tits, Lisa. They’re just like I imagined all those weeks at work. I’m going to love banging you from behind, watching them swinging while you beg for more of my big cock.”

There was no subtlety or love in what this young gangbanger wanted to do with Lisa. It was pure, unadulterated lust and sex. Both reassuring but at the same time somehow frightening to me. What Lisa and I had was all about love, but with sex as a glue we sometimes used to express that love. What this was going to be was my beautiful wife keen to get fucked by a guy who seemed to represent some long held bad-boy danger fantasy figure for her. A Latino bad-boy, the kind of guy her parents had always warned her about growing up in the Latino districts of LA.

I shivered as I watched Lisa step out of her little yellow dress, pooled around her feet, noticing her nipples were harder than I ever remember seeing them before, realizing just how incredibly turned on she was as we entered this new chapter of our marriage.

Lisa was now only wearing her five-inch yellow heels and the very damp yellow panties which had matched the dress she’d recently allowed the guy to remove, exposing the shapely curves of her thirty-five-year-old body to the much younger Latino man. The young gangbanger remained fully clothed, but that didn’t last very long as he pulled off his tight white vest and flung it to join other dirty clothes on the floor. Somehow the dirty and rundown nature of the district and the house itself just served to make the whole experience more intense and depraved. So far from the world Lisa and I usually lived in.

I felt as if two big hands were reaching right into my gut, twisting my stomach left and right, as if wringing out a damp cloth, caused by my insane jealousy as I saw the way my wife of thirteen years eyed the younger man’s muscular and heavily tattooed body. I thought of my own body, slightly overweight and soft, and I compared it unfavorably to the body Lisa was lustfully admiring. Where my body was soft, his was hard. Where mine was unfit, his was layered with rippling and well-defined muscles, from his six-pack through his taut pecs to broad and bulging shoulders and upper and lower arms. Where my skin was pale and unblemished, the gangbanger’s was brown and covered with tattoos denoting a tough life in the barrios.

This guy was the kind of guy, the kind of bad-boy, that mothers have been warning their daughters about since the year dot, and that girls and wives have been failing for since we crawled out of the Oceans. The very opposite of what a loving boyfriend or husband gives, and therefore all the more exciting and alluring because of it.

But as I saw the way they lusted after each other, I realized that just as much as it made me insanely jealous and left me feeling insecure, so it made me ridiculously aroused. My cock was harder than in many a year, as I surreptitiously stoked myself as I watched things develop.

This guy may have been ten years younger than Lisa and me, but he certainly new how to play and seduce women, dropping and kicking off his pants, but leaving his boxers in place, showing a sizeable salami shape running down the righthand side of the material.

“You take them off, Lisa. I want you to see what you’re going to be getting in a minute, and how much bigger it is than what hubby usually gives you.”

It was strange to hear my name, but my mind only dwelt on this for a moment as instead I focused on Lisa’s shaking hands as she pulled the young Hispanic guy’s well filled boxer shorts down over his muscular thighs.

“Shit, that’s big,” was followed by the sound of a zipper being pulled down. “Oh my God, it feels just like a huge salami,” Lisa’s initial shocked expression now replaced by a tone of utter incredulity.

Even in the low light I could make out Lisa’s left hand moving up and down. “Fuck, it’s so thick. I don’t even think I could get anything like that inside me, even after a couple of kids. It feels like some freakish baby’s arm with an apple on top. Just how big is it, anyway.”

The guy chuckled. “It’s about nine inches long, and about as thick as one of the new coke cans. And, in case your wondering, plenty of other girls at work can take all of it and once they’ve tried it, they can’t get enough of it. So, I don’t see why you’d be any different.”

Lisa was still staring at this young gangbanger’s massive cock, as her hand slowly stroked up and down, her small hand unable to fully encircle his fat girth. “You’re huge, Carlos. Now I know why the girls in the office call you Horse.” Not exactly the words a guy wants to hear his wife say to another man. Especially not a man ten years your junior, half a foot taller than you, and a guy with a muscular body that your wife’s just been lusting after.

Finally, I had the name that Lisa had refused to tell me. Carlos. I felt a momentary sense of victory, but it was short lived as my eyes and mind were drawn back to the defilement of my wife which I knew was just minutes away. From my position peeking through the curtain, I had to move a little to the left to see what all the fuss was about. But when I saw it, my earlier jealousy came back with a vengeance. Lisa hadn’t been exaggerating one little bit. Even though he wasn’t fully hard yet, I could see that this young guy called Carlos had a cock that was thicker and longer than mine when I’m fully hard.

“Get on the bed, baby,” Carlos commanded my shaking wife. As Lisa obeyed the muscular young gangbanger, I had to take several deep breaths to calm myself, just as a mental picture of our kids came into my mind, making me feel terribly guilty at the risks we might be taking which might affect their happiness, if things backfired. Slowly this guilt and worry ebbed away as I thought just how devoted Lisa was to our family and our marriage. This whole evening, and the game we’d started to explore, was all about lust and excitement. Important to us as two adult humans with normal and healthy sex drives, but never something we’d allow to harm or damage our love or family. This was about sex not love.

Carlos joined Lisa on the bed, laying next to her and pulling her to him so that he could play with and explore her body some more. Their lips were soon locked together in a passionate and lust-filled kiss, Lisa responding with enthusiasm as Carlos’ tattooed hands played with her big boobs and explored and probed her pussy, sawing one, then two, and then three fingers in and out to get her ready for his monster cock.

When he judged she was ready, he broke their kiss and looked into Lisa’s flushed and excited face. “Are you ready to do this baby? Are you ready to take my big cock inside your sweet little married pussy and blow away those vows you made?”

Just for a moment I thought Lisa might back off, the words Carlos had used reminding her of me and her family, but I’d not reckoned with just how aroused she was, intent on making the most of the freedom I’d given her.

“Yes, Carlos baby. I’ve been thinking of this moment for the last few months. I want to feel your big Mexican cock deep inside me. I want to feel you stretch me and reach new places.” Lisa’s lust-filled words shocking me, so different from how she was with me. Knowing she’d been thinking of this for so long making me feel terribly jealous but also making my cock throb with arousal at the thought of the secret fantasies that had been swirling around my lovely wife’s head.

“Good girl,” the muscular young gangbanger told Lisa, as if he was the older of the two. “As you’ve never had anything this large before from your hubby or previous guys, I want you to lower yourself down onto me this first time. That way you can control the depth and speed. And then, when you’re used to me and I’ve stretched you out a bit, we can fuck in other positions. Okay?”

My nervous looking wife replied with a simple okay, and then moved to squat over Carlos’s hips as he held his massive cock rigid with one hand, now fully hard and for all the world looking just like some fleshy aerosol tin, it was so long and thick, about the same size as our insect repellant spray at home.

Carlos offered the other hand to hold Lisa’s left hand, taking some of her weight as my flushed wife positioned the entrance to her body directly above the huge glans of Carlos’s cock. Lisa reached between her legs with her other hand and spread her pussy lips as far as she could, and then dropped her sexy gym body a fraction lower. I saw her lovelips make contact with the glans of his thick cock, and saw his cockhead slip into Lisa’s vulva as her entrance stretched taut around his fat shaft.

“Shit, that’s big,” Lisa whispered, biting her lip as she took just the very first part of the biggest cock she’d ever known.

“We’ve only just started, Lisa baby. Plenty more where that came from honey,” the smug young gangbanger smirked.

With Lisa’s lovelips now stretched taut around Carlos’s fat cock, he was free to use his left hand to hold Lisa’s right hand, now taking most of her weight through his broad and well-muscled torso. Lisa seemed to appreciate the gesture and smiled down softly at him. “Okay, lower me down a little, Carlos.”

The young gangbanger grinned up at my wife, knowing full well he had her ensnared within his web, knowing he soon would have his huge cock deep inside her and be getting her hooked on this new part of her life.

Carlos did as Lisa asked, relaxing his tattooed biceps just enough so that Lisa’s very wet pussy slipped down an inch or two, causing her to cry out with another ‘Oh fuck’ as her face screwed up and she bit her lip again.

“Why couldn’t you have a smaller cock, Carlos?” my wife asked between gasps as she fought for breath.

“Coz then I couldn’t pound you and fuck you to heaven and back like I know you want. Now quit moaning and take it all like a good girl,” the young gangbanger grinned up at my sweating wife as she slipped further down and took another couple of inches of his fat cock.

Lisa gave up talking at this point, just looking at Carlos with an intense look of concentration as she allowed him to lower her bit by bit until only a couple of inches of his thick cock were still showing. In my minds’ eye I could picture an X-ray cross-section of Lisa’s sweet pussy, her walls being pushed wider as she dropped down onto each extra inch, the walls pushed wide as Carlos’ cock was maybe twice as thick as my cock. As Lisa was filled up with more and more of this thick Hispanic cock, her hyperventilated breathing got more and more pronounced and rapid.

I was so pumped with adrenaline that I seemed to notice every tiny detail. The way that Lisa’s pussy lips were stretched like some obscene pinky fleshy elastic band around a cock much thicker than she’d ever known in her life, stretched so tight they seemed to form an airtight seal around Carlos, oversized horse cock. The way Lisa seemed in a trance like state, staring at this heavily tattooed young guy, as if she couldn’t believe the feelings he was creating in her body, as she went with another guy for the first time in fifteen years. The way her chest and neck were flushed a light red, her nipples standing out harder and more pronounced than I can ever remember, a sure sign of her excitement and enjoyment of the way the young gangbanger was roughly mauling her large breasts.

Carlos seemed quiet, obviously a man of actions rather than words, so the room was dominated by the panting and gasping of my beautiful wife as her body and mind struggled to adjust to the depth and thickness of this new cock. Carlos was just looking into Lisa’s face, as if waiting for something, smiling like a cat that got the cream. Something changed in his expression as like me he sensed Lisa’s breathing slow to a more normal level, signaling her body was slowly adjusting to his size.

He seemed to take this as some type of signal, as he moved his hands from holding Lisa’s hands to support her weight to a higher position where they could stroke and caress Lisa’s neck and shoulders. Even without his hands supporting her weight, Lisa didn’t go any lower. She seemed to have bottomed out, her pussy unable to take those last thick two inches of the young gangbangers cock. They just sat there directly below Lisa’s taut pussy lips, a constant reminder of Carlos’ size, the only part of his huge cock which wasn’t glistening with Lisa’s juices.

Carlos placed his hands under Lisa’s shapely ass and used his tattooed muscular frame to lift her up and down a few times, but those last two inches stubbornly refused to go in. Lisa didn’t seem to mind, her eyes closed and face screwed up in pleasure as Carlos stretched and pleasured her pussy in ways she’d never experienced before.

“Do it yourself, Lisa baby,” he told her in a flat and unemotional voice, removing his hands from under Lisa’s ass and returning them to stroke her neck and shoulders. Lisa gave him a weak smile and used her gym-toned leg muscles to lift herself slowly up and down, as Carlos’ cock appeared and disappeared, glistening with my wife’s womanly juices.

Shit, this was erotic. Watching my wife of thirteen years in some dilapidated house in a crummy district of the city, fucking herself up and down on some young gangbangers horse cock. It was so wrong in so many ways, and for some inexplicable reason I found it as hot as hell. I didn’t for a moment worry that I was losing Lisa to this guy, instead I just enjoyed the sight of my wife living out some depraved sexual fantasy.

Lisa slowly fucked herself up and down maybe a half dozen times, each time her moans getting louder and more excited as she enjoyed a new sexual experience for the first time in many years. She was really getting into it now, no longer needing any encouragement from her young gangbanger date, but still the last couple of inches of his huge horse cock refused to go in.

“That’s it, Lisa baby. Do it like you mean it. Fuck yourself with my big cock. Show me what a little married slut you are. Milk my meat with your tight little married pussy,” Carlos encouraged her, almost with a sneer on his face as he taunted and encouraged Lisa.

Lisa’s eyes remained shut and her face screwed up as she showed no signs of even hearing his words, although his crude words must have added to her pleasure from this debauched fantasy she was playing out. She just carried on slowly fucking herself up and down, moaning and sighing while she used Carlos’ huge cock like some lifelike dildo.

Carlos’s hands still teased and caressed Lisa’s neck and shoulders, and I wondered why he wasn’t playing with her beautiful 34D boobs, hanging there pendulous and so inviting. My question was soon answered as his tattooed hands moved from her neck to her shoulders and as she lowered herself, he used all of his considerable strength to push down powerfully on her shoulders.

I could see the effort in his bulging muscles as he pushed down forcefully and Lisa yelped like a wounded animal as the last two inches of his horse cock finally disappeared inside my wife’s body. Lisa’s body instantly changed from relaxed and happy to bolt upright and full of tension, as she fought for breath, gulping down huge gasps of air as her body adjusted to now having the full nine inches of Carlos’ manhood inside her.

Lisa seemed to be scrambling to lift herself up and off, but Carlos just left his hands, on Lisa’s shoulders and held her there, smiling at her. “It’s okay, honey. Give it a few seconds, you’ll be fine. Just give it a while, baby ….”

Carlos just stared at Lisa, as slowly her breathing slowed and returned to a more normal level, until finally she opened her eyes and looked into the eyes of the young Hispanic guy who now totally occupied her body. Happy that somehow, he’d crammed those last fat two inches into Lisa, finally opening her up to take him all.

Lisa’s sparkling brown eyes that she got from her Cuban mother were locked on Carlos, as they shared some kind of invisible connection.

“Shit Carlos, it feels like your splitting me in two. It feels like your cock is tickling the bottom of my heart and lungs. I never knew it could be like this. To have a man so deep in me.”

Carlos chuckled, teasing with understatement that surprised me. “What, Lisa, you tellin’ me hubby doesn’t do this for you too? You tellin’ me he doesn’t fill you up like this?”

Of course, Lisa had no idea that I was standing outside watching, enjoying her one-woman sex-show as I slowly stroked my own meagre cock. I waited with baited breath to hear how Lisa would reply to Carlos’ gentle teasing.

“Fuck no,” Lisa replied, using language she rarely uses. “Adam’s nowhere near as big as you. He doesn’t go anywhere near as deep as you, Carlos. I should be so lucky.”

I’d expected Lisa’s words to be something like this, but hearing the actual words made me feel very self-conscious and betrayed, but for some strange reason it excited me as well. It was as if I got some kinky perverted pleasure from knowing this young gangbanger was giving Lisa something I never could, and hearing her confirm how great it was, gave me an extra perverse thrill. I knew Lisa would be sleeping in my arms later that night, and if she was going to break her wedding vows, she might as well do it with a guy who could give her something more than me.

I suddenly felt my phone vibrate in my pocket, glad that I’d had the presence of mind to switch my phone to silent mode. In amongst all the excitement and emotions I was feeling, I’d totally forgotten about the cab driver I’d paid to wait for me, and he was ringing for a decision. I could hardly take the call without alerting Lisa and Carlos to my presence, so instead I killed the call and texted him to keep the thirty and head off for his next fare. As I heard his engine head away, I felt a feeling of isolation and loneliness, realizing I was alone in this dangerous area with no means of escape.

But my mind was soon dragged back from these feelings to events in the room as Carlos placed one tattooed hand under Lisa’s ass while leaving one on her shoulder and then started slowly lifting her up and down his huge fleshy pole. All nine inches of his manhood were soon glistening from my wife’s juices as she was now taking all of him, and any signs of discomfort soon left Lisa as she started quietly moaning her pleasure.

As Lisa’s body went up and down, I loved the way her big breasts bobbled and wobbled as Carlos maneuvered her sexy body. I’ve always loved Lisa’s big 34-D tits and it was a thrill to watch them bouncing up and down as Lisa fucked another guy for the first time in many years. Of course, I felt jealous and more than a little inadequate next to Lisa’s well-endowed lover, but the visual and voyeuristic pleasure of watching the woman I loved making love was intense.

The noises Lisa were making were getting louder and the look on her face showed just how much she was enjoying the fucking the young gangbanger was giving her with his oversized cock. As her moans and cries of passion got louder and louder, I recognized all the signs that she was getting close to orgasm, although I felt a little humbled that I don’t remember her making a racket like this with me when we made love.

As her breathing got quicker and quicker, I reckoned she was nearly there, maybe only a few seconds away, as the room echoed with her sobs of pleasure, but as she rode Carlos at the end of one of the upwards strokes, he lifted Lisa’s bodily off his huge cock.

Lisa’s eyes had been screwed shut as she approached her climax but they opened with a startled look, as if trying to understand why she’d been separated from the big cock that was giving her so much pleasure.

Carlos just grinned, enjoying the desperate look on Lisa’s face as she squatted above his huge cock, her pussy now very empty, lacking his fat pleasure stick that had been about to give her a large orgasm.

“On your knees, Lisa baby. I told you I wanted to do you from behind once I’d stretched you out a little. I want to watch those big titties of yours swinging around while I bang you from behind.”

A little bit of me thought Lisa might be upset by his crude language, but there were no signs of this as Lisa eagerly did as she was told and knelt on the bed, looking away from Carlos who had taken up position directly behind my wife. The young gangbanger took some time to adjust Lisa’s position, pulling her hips a little higher until he was happy and then he sank his huge cock back into Lisa’s bubbling pussy with one deep thrust.

“Mmm,” Lisa called out, as if she was trying to keep the noise down, but she was fighting a losing battle, moaning and whimpering as Carlos sawed his huge cock in and out of my wife’s pussy, her lovelips once again lewdly stretched like elastic around the girth of his fat cock. I don’t know whether it was Lisa or me, who’s breathing was more ragged as we enjoyed this young guy’s sexual master class in our very different ways.

Lisa’s tits bounced and jiggled as Carlos built up a fearsome speed from behind and it was only a couple of minutes before Lisa’s pleasure was back at her previous level, her squeals and howls of pleasure telling both Carlos and me she was nearly there again.

“Come on, Lisa baby, cum for me, I want to feel you cumming hard for me baby, show me how much you love my big cock and the way I fuck you …” as the young hoodlum fucked Lisa like she’d never been fucked before, taking her to a place deep within her fantasy world as she finally squealed at the top of her voice as her limbs and back locked up as her body shook and spasmed through an orgasm more intense than I’d ever seen her enjoy before. Carlos didn’t let up for a single moment, his huge cock still slamming in and out of her with the same force as he grinned at my spasming wife, his continued deep strokes, if anything lengthening and intensifying her climax.

Slowly, ever so slowly, Lisa started coming down from the heavens, as her senses returned to her, suddenly looking disoriented and as if she didn’t know where she was. As she finally regained her senses, she looked behind her at her tattooed lover who had slowed somewhat as the smallest of gestures towards Lisa’s delicate condition.

She smiled weakly at the muscular young gangbanger, blowing him a kiss which made me nearly as jealous as some of things I’d seen earlier.

“Didn’t I tell you you’d love it, Lisa. And, baby, the night’s still young. I’m not some tired old man like your hubby, I can go all night. I’ve only just started with you, baby. By the time I send you home to hubby and your family, you’re pussy will be wrecked and you’ll be weak as a kitten coz you’ll have cum so much. And I’ll have to carry you to the taxi coz you ain’t hardly gonna be able to walk …”

Carlos’ crude threats and promises made me shake and I could see a strange glazed look come over Lisa’s face, as if she was picturing in her mind’s eye what Carlos had planned for her for the next few hours.

Carlos leant forward and locked his mouth onto Lisa’s soft red lips as they kissed with a hunger and a need which I found disconcerting. Lisa was normally ready to sleep after cumming, but as they shared a deep lewd kiss, there was no sign that Lisa had had enough. On the contrary, the feelings and passion in the kiss she was sharing with Carlos told me she wanted everything he planned to throw at her pussy, and maybe a bit more besides. Their mouths still locked together, Carlos started slowly building up his speed again as his nine-inch shaft was soon pistoning in and out of Lisa’s pussy in a way which I knew would send her over the top before long, as his inked hands squeezed and toyed with her big swinging tits.

My own breathing was moving towards hyperventilation when I suddenly felt my pocket vibrate again. Looking at the screen I saw it was Sharon. Shit, shit, shit. I could tell that Carlos was only just getting warmed up and probably planned to fuck Lisa for the next couple of hours, and here was our babysitter ringing to see where I was.

As with the cab driver, I killed the call and texted Sharon back and asked her if she could stay with the kids for one more hour, as the thing I was doing was taking longer than I’d expected. I felt a huge wave of disappointment roll over me when she texted back and said she was sorry but her Dad wanted her home and she couldn’t stay much longer.

Feeling like a child whose parent has taken his candy away, I cursed Sharon’s dad and with one final look at the rutting couple, as quietly as I could I eased my way back to the front of the house and ordered an Uber.

As I stood amongst the rubbish and long grass of his front garden, I could still hear the sounds of pleasure that Carlos was winning from my wife, and was pretty damn sure I heard her second orgasm break, judging by her high-pitched yelps of pleasure.

As I saw the Uber’s lights come around the corner, suddenly all was quiet at the back of the house. But I didn’t kid myself that this would last long. I was a hundred percent sure that after allowing her a short respite, Carlos would be back between my wife’s legs fucking her with that obscenely large cock of his.

Even as I slammed the Uber’s door shut, I heard the first quiet moans from Lisa as Carlos started up again. Looking at my watch I realized it was just coming up to eleven o’clock, and as it was Friday night there was little to stop Lisa giving herself to the young gangbanger for the next several hours.

As we turned the corner of the street, I took one last look at Carlos’ rundown house and wondered when I’d next see Lisa again.

Consensual Cheating Ch. 2

“Adam heads home and waits for Lisa…”

As my Uber turned the corner, I cast one final fleeting and longing glance back to the delipidated house where my wife Lisa was getting her brains fucked out by Carlos, the young gangbanger from her office, all tattoos and muscles.

As we sped away from the scene, I cursed that I had to head home to relieve our babysitter Sharon. The thought that my beautiful thirty-five-year-old wife was getting the fucking of a lifetime from Carlos and his big dick was as hot as hell to me. I knew in my soul that this didn’t represent any kind of threat to Lisa and me. She didn’t love the guy, but was enjoying playing out some kind of long-held fantasy.

The conservatively raised half-Cuban girl being bedded and pleasured by the kind of bad boy gangbanger that Lisa’s mother had always warned her against. And the fact that the guy had a huge cock, reeked of testosterone and danger and that she had her husband’s permission made this a no brainer for my wife.

The drive home took around twenty minutes, each minute my mind filled by the sights and sounds I’d left behind. Lisa’s pussy, exclusively mine for the last fifteen years, stretched obscenely around Carlos’s fat nine-inch dick. My previously faithful wife’s nails raking through the multiple gang tattoos on her work colleague’s chest as she responded to his manhood, much deeper in her guts than she was used to.

The sight of Lisa’s nipples, so much more swollen and harder than normal, sitting proudly atop her swinging boobs as she’d rode Carlos or allowed herself to be banged from behind by him. The sight of their mouths lewdly locked together for long minutes, hardly caring for the necessity of breathing as they gave themselves to each other sexually for the first time, forcing me to wonder where this thing was headed after tonight.

As I arrived home, I thanked Sharon and paid her, wondering if she noticed anything strange or off in my appearance and demeanor. As she closed the front door, I headed upstairs to check on Libby and Caleb. Like parents all over the world, I smiled down at their lovely peaceful faces, filled with love and memories but also a new feeling, wondering how the game Lisa and I were playing fitted in with their innocent lives and needs from their parents. I took a deep breath and sighed.

I wasn’t worried, but I’d have to have been pretty stupid to have zero doubts or second thoughts. It was clear to me that this thing between Lisa and Carlos, the young thug who’d turned my wife’s head these last three months, was a thing of lust and sex, not love. But any man would be a fool to ignore how things can start as one thing and morph in ways never anticipated or dreamed of.

I must have stayed there for a good fifteen or twenty minutes, gazing at our two peaceful little angels, which soothed the raw emotions raging through my aroused but racked mind. Giving them each the gentlest of kisses on the forehead, I headed downstairs and wondered what to do next and how long my purgatory of waiting for Lisa was likely to last. It was just before midnight and as the next day being Saturday there was no pressing cause for Lisa to return. My wife’s young thug lover had proudly told Lisa he was only just getting started with her. A fit young guy like him, all muscles and ego and maybe with a little chemical help, could probably go for hours and hours.

This thought, like so many other things tonight, a double-edged sword which excited and troubled me in equal measure, dominated my brain as I realized I was likely to be in for a long wait. It was with a sense of inevitability and resignation that I poured myself a large drink and sat down for the long wait. Settling in to fill my time with a cocktail of different activities to fill what I reckoned would be a two to three-hour wait. Sometimes enjoying myself replaying my mental video of earlier sights and sounds. Sometimes surfing porn sites. Sometimes trying my damnedest to concentrate on the best that Netflix had to offer, with limited success.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Despite the potent mix of arousal and anxiety, several large glasses of whiskey finally took effect and I dozed off, only to be woken up by the sound of a key in the front door lock. A surge of adrenaline woke me up as I desperately tried to pull myself together, ready and in a fit state to face Lisa, and quite possibly Carlos.

I breathed a huge sigh of relief as I saw only Lisa appear around the corner of the front door, no sign of her Latino beau. She had a satisfied, ‘cat who got the cream’ look on her face, but also looked tired and more than a little drunk.

“Hi honey,” she smiled, slightly slurring her words, sounding like she might add a stereotypical hiccup at any moment.

I felt like a fool, but I was temporarily lost for words, as the two of us just stared at each other. Me looking dumbstruck and shell-shocked, and her looking pleased with herself but not wanting to show it. My chest was pumping, my hands shaking and I could feel the sweat on my forehead, wondering how this was going to play out. It seemed like our eyes were locked together for ages before I finally managed to pull myself together enough to speak.

“Your finally back. Did you have a nice time?” I asked, trying my best to keep my voice even without any hint of accusation or sarcasm, not sure whether I achieved it as my nervy state didn’t aid self-control.

Lisa’s bright red lips, lipstick smudged and messed, parted into a self-satisfied smile. “I had a lovely time thanks, my love.”

Lisa looked and sounded as if that was all she was going to say, but she seemed to think again, adding with a teasing grin, “My date was the perfect gentleman.”

‘A perfect gentleman’, my ass. A perfect gentleman wouldn’t have screwed the hell out of my beautiful wife, the mother of my children, on a first date. A perfect gentleman wouldn’t have impaled a woman he knew to be married on as much of his huge cock as she could take. And then when she couldn’t take any more, used his big muscles to push with all his strength until she’d taken the last two fat inches of his cock. Putting them heaven knows where in her ruined little pussy.

A perfect gentleman wouldn’t have banged a wife and mother relentlessly until she gave up more orgasms in one evening than she normally enjoyed in a month with her poor husband. So, yeah, I wasn’t sure ‘a perfect gentleman’ was the right description for Lisa’s date. Mister Carlos. Mister Gangbanger with the tats, the muscles and the buzz of bad boy danger.

My brain felt like an overloaded circuit board as it tried to process all of these thoughts about Carlos ‘the perfect gentleman’ – at the same time as my tired and recently sleeping eyes took in all the details of Lisa’s appearance. The way her make-up, so perfect and carefully applied when she’d kissed me goodbye, was now smudged and ruined by several hours of hungry male attention. The way my wife’s large 34D boobs pressed braless against the thin fabric of her yellow mini dress. Her nipples, still obvious and excited from her hours of love play with another man. Her face flushed and pink like someone who’s been on a long bracing country walk, although in Lisa’s case the cause of her flushed cheeks was altogether less innocent and wholesome.

The way the considerable portion of her chest exposed by her yellow neckline showed plenty of reddened finger marks, and at least three love bites. Love bites which were matched on both sides of Lisa’s elegant neck. The way my wife’s eyes sparkled from the excitement and newness of the last few hours. Her eyes only slightly dulled by tiredness and alcohol, and no doubt energized by thoughts of likely future trysts,

“Honey, are you okay?” her voice just momentarily no longer teasing, showing instead a hint of concern.

I suddenly heard Lisa’s voice as it snapped me out of my brain overload and trance.

“Uhh, yeah, sorry. I was a million miles away.”

Lisa looked at me, and I could tell she was in two minds as to whether to say something, eventually deciding against if I judged her expression correctly.

Instead of whatever she’d planned to say, she opted for platitude and to turn the switch a little higher on the ‘let’s tease hubby a bit’ knob.

“Boy, I’m whacked. My date loves to dance. My feet feel like they’ll take a week to recover. If you don’t mind honey, I’m going upstairs to get some sleep.”

The way my beautiful and teasing wife said ‘dance’ sent another jolt of electricity down my spine. ‘Yeah, right. He loves to dance. And you love to let him ‘dance’ you. To be strictly accurate, my darling wife, you love letting him ‘dance’ the fuck out of you. To dance the fuck out of you till you can’t dance anymore. Until you’re all danced out, my darling.’

Slowly my shell-shocked state was beginning to recede and the normal Adam was returning. As Lisa walked past me heading for the stairs, I reached out and stopped her by the arm.

“Is that it, honey? Is that all you’re going to tell me? He was ‘the perfect gentleman’. He ‘loves to dance.’ Is that all you’re going to tell me? I’ve been to hell and back here, waiting for you. Aren’t you going to tell me anything more? Like what’s his name, where you went, what you did?”

When she wants, Lisa can be a world-class actress, in a ‘hammy’ kind of way.

“Oh, I’m so sorry, honey. I just thought it would be more fun if I kept you guessing. Kept you on your toes, like a good hubby,” her tone and smile that of the biggest tease this side of the state line.

As she watched her loving and frustrated husband’s jaw drop to the floor as she dangled me out to dry, she slipped a playful verbal stiletto clean threw my ribs, kissing me tenderly on the cheek so I wouldn’t see it coming. “Adam, honey, I did warn you that I might not be ready to talk about it or let you watch for some time. Honey, you do remember that was part of our deal, don’t you? I do hope you’re going to be a gentleman and stick to our deal.”

I felt like screaming and shouting, ‘right, just like your perfect gentleman date, the perfect gentleman who’s just banged you to heaven and back, banged you so hard I’m surprised you’re still able to walk.’ But I bit my tongue and released Lisa’s arm and watched her walk towards the stairs, swinging her ass to give me another message. ‘Yes, Adam, you’ve got a wife who is sexy as hell, who despite being thirty-five and a mother of two is rediscovering the fun she had before she met you at college and who’s going to tease you until you go out of your mind.’

As the tight and high hemline of that new yellow mini dress, bought for her date, not me, swished left and right and as her matching five-inch heels click-clacked across the floor I finally lost it. I strode up behind Lisa and pulled the short hem up until it was on her hips and thrust my hand between her legs as I pushed her forward so her hands were resting on the third or fourth step of the stairs.

“Adam,” my startled wife squealed in genuine shock and surprise. But I didn’t care one jot, as my left hand pushed down on her left shoulder and my right hand stroked her fat swollen pussy, not remotely surprised that her ‘perfect gentleman’ had seemingly kept her panties as a trophy of his night conquering my wife.

‘Adam,” she repeated as I spun her around by her shoulder, this time the tone she used telling me ‘no’ rather than signaling surprise. But I ignored her voice, insane with lust and determined to see the full extent of what the young gangbanger had done to her and to reclaim her for myself as best I could.

Lisa was now sitting on the bottom step facing me, the hem of her dress still wrapped around her waist putting her pussy on display. I dropped my hand from her shoulder and feverishly pushed one leg open, surprised by the way she smiled at me and willingly pushed her other leg wide in the other direction. Almost proud as she helped me to put her battered and damaged pussy on display, proudly displaying the damage done by her ‘perfect gentleman’ as he’d danced the fuck out of her.

There was no hint of shame or embarrassment as she caught me staring at her battered and bloated pussy. Swollen and still gaping open a good half an hour after she’d returned from her four or five-hour fuckfest with her young Latin lover. Her love lips distended and stretched, wide in what seemed a permanent ‘O’ shape, offering a perfect inverted plaster cast of the young gangbangers thick oversized cock.

I gazed between my wife’s legs as she stared at my face, my brain flashing on red alert as I suddenly thought about contraception and safety. I’d seen it at the time but had been too excited and anxious to really understand, but now I could think of nothing else as I saw the way the young gangbanger’s semen bubbled and oozed outwards from the depths of my wife’s body. I wondered just how many loads he’d pumped deep into my wife before he’d claimed her panties, patted her on her ass and sent her on her way back to her hubby.

Seeing his juices bubbling away, the weirdest of salves for Lisa’s destroyed pussy, left me feeling weirdly excited. A man shouldn’t feel like this, watching another guy’s competing DNA winking at him from within the love channel of his wife. But I did feel like this, even as I made a mental note that Lisa had to get a morning-after pill when the shops opened, as a persistent little voice whispered about the dangers of STDs.

“Dancing does strange things to the body, you know,” my unabashed wife told me through a half-playful half evil smile.

Still staring at what had once been my exclusive property (at least if you ignore all her boyfriends before we dated) I was torn by an overwhelming desire to touch and explore her newly changed pussy. But some hidden fear and hesitation held my hand in check every time it made to move forward. Maybe like a guy feels as he makes to reach out and pet a particularly dangerous breed of dog, or a venomous snake or spider or something.

Finally, I overcame my fear and revulsion and touched my fingers to those sore lips and bloated ‘O’ shape. Lisa was so slick and wet, and I felt a real physical shiver run down my spine as I realized I was for the first time in my life touching another guy’s jizz. Touching his semen and seed as it bubbled out from deep within my woman.

I guess most guys are deeply homophobic at core, and I felt a deep revulsion at the thought my fingers were now coated with a mix of the young gangbangers seed and the juices my wife had made to lubricate his passage deep into her body. As her body and its feminine wiles had made her body ready for the man she’d wanted tonight, while she thought her loving husband was at home looking after her kids. But what I felt was a revulsion mixed with an irresistible fascination. And it was this fascination that drove me to thrust first one, then two and finally three fingers deep and repeatedly into Lisa’s gaping pussy.

“You slut, look at your battered pussy, Lisa. What have you done?” I told her, my voice tight with a strangled exasperation, my face still staring at the battered war zone, rather than looking up and at the woman herself.

“Dancing’s hard work. Physically exhausting, honey. You can’t expect it to do nothing. Have no impact.”

Maybe it should have annoyed me, Lisa’s continued pretense that this was all just about dancing. Her continued refusal to admit what she’d done and give me any details. But I found it strangely exciting. All part of the game we’d been playing from earlier that night when I’d come home to see her dressing for a date about which I’d known nothing. Even though she’d assisted me in splaying her legs wide so we could both admire the evidence of her repeated adulterous indiscretions, she still wasn’t giving it up. Still sticking to her story.

With three fingers knuckle deep in Lisa’s slick pussy, I slowly rotated them. First left, then back right. Repeating a couple of times just for good measure.

“You’re a slut, Mrs. Lisa Reilly. You know that? You’re a stretched, well-fucked, full of spunk, adulterous, cheating slut.”

My voice was still strangled with emotion, but Lisa could tell there was no hint of anger or hurt in my voice. Just an excited admission that Lisa had finally done what I’d been gently nagging her to do this last year.

With a smile that mixed love and gentle mockery, she touched the side of my face.

“Maybe, darling. But I’m your slut, baby. Always your slut. Now I need my big strong man to take me and fuck me. To take me to bed and reclaim me. Before the kids wake up and we’re back to being mummy and daddy for the rest of the day.”

Shit, I loved this woman. I may have been the one who’d nagged for the last year, but who was I kidding. I was far outmatched by this sexy, exciting and smart woman. My mind went back to how sexy and provocative she’d been back at college, in the first flush of excitement before work and kids had dulled her palette. Back then she’d always been eager and keen to try new things, and as we’d discovered each other I’d known then that she’d had more lovers and more experience than me.

And now, as she sat, legs splayed wide with another guy’s jizz bubbling from between her legs, I was watching the living breathing resurrection of that woman. As just for a few hours she cast off the shackles of the daily grind. I knew we both loved our kids and our life more than anything, but just for a few hours, it felt wild and wonderful to escape into an alternative, parallel world.

I may not have had the wide shoulders and muscular frame of her young gangbanger date, but I was plenty strong enough to pick Lisa up in my arms and carry her up the stairs to reclaim what was mine. Grateful for the width of the staircase in our old house, as Lisa’s legs and their five-inch heeled extensions only banged the sides a couple of times.

I stood her by the end of the bed and pulled that tight little mini dress all the way up and over her shoulders, Lisa for once silent and submissive as she obediently raised her arms towards the sky to make my job easier. Thinking how her young Latin friend had stripped her in the opposite direction, as her sexy body was exposed for a second time in one night for the pleasure of the city’s male population.

Seeing the marks and branding left on her by Carlos had been exciting enough the first time, but now seeing them again but without the backdrop of clothing seemed to make them even more exciting. It was like they were on display, the young gangbanger’s branding of the woman he’d now claimed as his. Before sending her back temporarily to the man to whom she had belonged, in the past, before his big Latin dick had claimed her and changed all of that.

They say that for us humans, sex takes place mainly in the mind, and that’s exactly how I felt as I stopped staring at Lisa’s newly branded body and threw her onto the bed, taking care to make sure those slutty heels stayed in place. Originally bought and strapped on for another man’s pleasure, I wanted them in place for my pleasure now, whether Lisa wanted it or not.

I dropped my boxers and pants in record time, and leaped onto the bed with an energy I’d not known in many a year, maybe not since Lisa and I had first dated and enjoyed our daily explorations. As I grasped my cock and placed it at the entrance to Lisa’s body, just for a moment I was struck by how much smaller the thing in my hand was than what Lisa had touched and held and played with earlier.

Maybe only half as thick and just more than half the length. But it was a thought I found strangely compelling and exciting. Painful and embarrassing for sure, but there was an inexplicable masochistic pleasure to dwelling on this unflattering comparison.

Mentally shaking my head to shake off this thought, I sank my normal sized cock into the hole it had sunk into so many times before. The hole where we’d loved and laughed and made two wonderful mini-humans, who were sleeping peacefully just down the corridor as mummy and daddy played a new and exciting game. Slept peacefully as daddy gladly remembered why he’d fitted a lock on the door just after they were born.

Lisa’s hole felt different. Wetter, slicker and a whole lot looser. I sank all the way in without trying, suddenly balls deep in Lisa’s welcoming body.

“I love you, Adam, honey,” she lovingly smiled up at me. These were exactly the words my heart and soul needed to hear at that moment in time. My feelings totally screwed up and mixed. Fifty percent love for this woman, fifty percent arousal, and fifty percent fear and anxiety at how easily I’d slid in. As I recalled just how much bigger the last cock Lisa had taken was compared to the one, I was able to give her.

Just for a moment, the sex part of my brain went on pause, as I looked into the eyes of this wonderful woman. A woman whose every thought and hope I felt I knew. I felt I knew and shared every inch of her mind, soul and heart. Our bodily union a mirror and expression of that union of two souls and hearts.

“I love you, Lisa,” I smiled down at her, pushing with every ounce of my energy to get as far into Lisa as I could, my insecurities after seeing her young gangbanger forcing me to try my best.

The way she looked up at me made it all feel better, that look telling me that whatever physical pleasures she’d enjoyed earlier, this was different. This was love, and I was the man she loved and to whom she’d given her heart.

My worry that I’d lost a big or a little piece of Lisa tonight eased and rowed back into the distance, as I leant down and our lips and tongues touched and then rediscovered each other. What started as tentative and exploratory, soon transforming into the hunger of a passionate reconnection. What was wonderful was the way I sensed Lisa needed to reconnect and feel me deep inside her just as much as I needed to feel the same union.

As our lips and tongues reconnected after a first night apart for fifteen years, my hips started their natural motion as I worked myself in and out of Lisa, my wife quietly moaning her pleasure as I felt the frictionless sensation of a stretch and already filled pussy. Partly glad that the lack of friction and tightness delayed my climax, partly both humbled and aroused by the same lack and what it meant. Trying to ignore these thoughts, my hips kept pumping and Lisa kept moaning and gently smiling.

There were no intense climaxes or squeals or sobs of passion as Carlos had dragged from her over and over again. Instead, there were two sets of eyes connected and understanding the same thing. Part of the game, a gentle tease in Lisa’s eyes as she willed me on, her legs now wrapped around my back and pulling me.

“Come on, honey. Do me, fuck me. Reclaim me, honey, take me back,” her voice gentle and loving, but with just an undercurrent of something else, something comparing me and telling me how I was doing versus her earlier young Latin lover.

We made love like this for some time, and I soon sensed that Lisa wasn’t going to cum again. At first, this spurred me on to try harder, then it made me a little sad but then this sadness was joined by a strange bittersweet pleasure as I gave myself over to enjoying her obvious love towards me. It was like she was saying it didn’t matter darling, I’ve had enough climaxes tonight, just cum in me and enjoy yourself. So that’s what I did as I moaned and looked into her eyes one last time before we kissed and I thrust, feeling her wrap me up even tighter as I pumped and pumped and finally came back down from the mountain top.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

I was surprised at how energized and loving Lisa was throughout the whole of the next day. It was Saturday and so it was a family day. Despite how tired she’d looked when she returned home from her five-hour fuckfest with Carlos, she seemed full of beans. She was up before me and spent much of the day doing things with Caleb and Libby.

She had a wonderful glow and energy about her, and she seemed to want to cuddle and snuggle up to me at every opportunity. I wasn’t complaining, and it was maybe what my ego and heart needed at this delicate point after what had happened the night before. It was like Lisa was trying to say ‘thanks’ and ‘I love you’ through actions and gestures rather than words, which I guess was wise given the kids were around.

Towards evening time, I caught Lisa texting a couple of times. My IQ told me that she could have been texting or messaging any number of her close girlfriends. But there was something in her expression and body language that told me that she was secretly communicating with Carlos. It was something in her slightly closed shoulder and body shape, allied to a slightly furtive and flushed face that told me this was no normal message to one of her girlfriends.

Lisa was new to this game and so when the kids were safely watching a movie and Lisa disappeared to the toilet for a minute, I took the opportunity to quickly examine the texts,

C: I loved fucking you last night L… you’ve got a great body and a sweet pussy… You know I’m going to fuck you again on Monday at work. don’t you…? Horse

L: It was wonderful… I thought you were going to split me in two … If I’d have known how amazing it would have been, I’d have let you fuck me months ago, L

C: I guess we got a lot of catching up to do… can you get away from your husband tonight or tomorrow night… I want to fuck that sweet pussy of yours some more L… Horse

L: LOL… I’m not sure. I had some explaining to do, told him I went out with girlfriends and we drank too much. Luckily, he didn’t look at my body too closely. Let me see what I can do, L

C: I’ll make it worth your while… I’ll fuck you real, good… make you beg for mercy… fuck your sweet little pussy until you can hardly walk and then send you back to hubby… Horse

I only just managed to put Lisa’s phone down just in time, and later that evening when I had a chance to look again the incriminating messages had been deleted. Only Day One, and Lisa was learning fast how to play this new ‘cheating’ game.

When Caleb and Libby had gone to bed, I toyed with pushing Lisa to tell me more about her secret night of passion with her young gangbanger, but decided against it as something about keeping it in the dark seemed to make it more exciting and erotic.

I volunteered to put the kids to bed and read them their bedtime story, and as I quietly pulled Caleb’s bedroom door shut and went into our bedroom, I half wondered if I’d see Lisa again donning some sexy outfit to head out for some fictitious meeting or dancing appointment.

In honesty, I was fifty percent happy and fifty percent disappointed when I opened our bedroom door to see Lisa sitting propped up in bed reading her latest book.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Sunday followed a very similar pattern, and I can honestly say it was maybe one of the best and most exciting days I’d enjoyed since we’d married fifteen years ago. We headed to the local zoo and we were a happy family enjoying a great day out. But two or three exciting and enriching things were definitely new and improved.

Lisa had the same energy and glow as she’d had on Saturday, and she was absolutely wonderful with the kids. Maybe spurred on by the new excitement and experiences in her own life, maybe spurred on by a sense of guilt? Who knows? The kids and I both benefited from this new, more energized and loving mum and wife.

Don’t get me wrong, she’d been an amazing mum and wife before. This was just like going from Gold to a Lifetime Achievement and Hall of Fame place.

And for me, there was the frisson of excitement of wondering at any moment if her phone would buzz with a new incoming message and she’d somehow find a way to read it and reply without me seeing it. And as the day went on, this frisson was joined by its big brother as I wondered if and when Lisa would concoct some story as to why she’d be going out that evening.

We got back from the zoo at around five p.m. and I’d volunteered to cook dinner. Lisa was somewhere upstairs and the munchkins were for once playing nice like a ten-year-old brother and eight-year-old sister rarely do, and I’d just about resigned myself to another quiet evening at home when there was a ring at the front door.

Consensual Cheating Ch. 3

“Lisa’s next date with lover boy kicks things up a notch.”

It all happened in a whirlwind. One minute I was cooking the family dinner, kids sat contentedly in front of Uncle Netflix, wife location undetermined somewhere upstairs. Next minute the doorbell goes, the clip-clop of heels on wooden staircase, kiss on cheek and a brief ‘don’t wait up honey’ and door opened and closed.

And then there were three.

I heard the car reverse out, saw its lights swing through the kitchen window and was just in time to see the logo of the cab company as it accelerated off and away from the quiet little bit of Suburbia.

What had just happened?

Of course, I knew damn well what had just happened. Two days of furtive and surreptitious messaging had come to the natural conclusion that I’d dreaded and hoped for in equal measure. My beautiful Lisa, wife and mother, had headed off into the night with the merest of goodbyes and not even the hint of an explanation of where or to whom she was going.

I was just beginning to feel my cock harden and my sense of self-pity ramp up when my phone pinged with an incoming text.

‘Love you, honey. Off dancing with friends. See you later. Might be late so don/’t feel you need to wait up. L xx//’/

Shit. This ‘game’ was going to put me in a wooden box two or three decades before my due date. As I stared at the taunting little crystals on my phone, I took in every character and nuance. Relived that Lisa’s first thought had been to tell me she loved me, excited and fearful by every single syllable of the rest of her message.

As I continued preparing dinner, I knew in my heart what my next actions would be. The only question was at what point in the evening I’d give up the uneven fight between my conscience as a parent and my twisted desire to see with my own eyes again what Lisa and her young gangbanger boyfriend were up to.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

I’d managed to hold off and be a half-way doting parent. It was now eight o’clock and I was heading across town to the location of Lisa’s phone’s GPS sensor, which was winking at me from the same location where Carlos had bedded and fucked her for five hours on Friday night. I’d spent the two hours since Lisa had absconded from the family home cooking, arranging a babysitter and vicariously following Lisa’s progress and activities through that winking GPS sensor. The only, flimsy thread-like link I retained between me and my beloved.

After her cab journey had ended, she’d spent just over an hour at what appeared to be the location of a Latino bar. Then the little winking symbol had started moving again, and for the last half an hour had shone it’s ‘on-off-on’ beacon from the location of Carlos’s home. Winking like some adulterous lighthouse, marking the rocks and dangers of the location and situation.

Luckily for me, Sharon was available and as her dad had flown out earlier for a business trip, she told me she was fine for a few hours. As I sat in the back of the cab trying not to obsess and fidget, I was like a junky gone cold turkey and waiting for his next fix. Tracking each fifty yards of progress on my map as we got closer and closer to the center of the web.

Bad enough that one adult in our family had been snared by the spider at the center of the web, now even worse as the remaining adult was inexorably sucked into the same vortex. But these maudlin reflections were stomped on by my testosterone-fueled size twelves that speculated about what kind of erotic and depraved scenes I’d find when I finally reached the eye of the storm. Marveling that after thirteen years of peaceful and satisfying marriage Lisa and I found ourselves in this position.

The cab approached from the same direction as on Friday night, so I got myself dropped at the same location, again requesting the same waiting period of ten minutes and handing across the same thirty bucks as before. My adrenaline was on surge mode and I had to force myself to approach slowly and carefully, instead of at warp speed as I wanted to, over-confident after remaining unseen through Friday.

As I walked along trying to look like I belonged, I was relieved to see the road was again deserted and that the yard in front of Carlos’s dilapidated single story home was the same as Friday. Unoccupied and unkempt, my main worry not to tread on the plentiful supply of broken glass and make a racket.

Again, all the windows at the front of the house had curtains drawn and so I was able to approach unseen. As I got closer to the house, I heard the sound of laughter coming from the back yard. The sound of the laughter making clear that there were definitely more than just two people in the backyard.

I thought long and hard about whether I should head back to my waiting cab. From all the hooting and hollering, it sounded like there was quite a group in Carlos’s back yard and if I got spotted snooping and spying there were obvious dangers, even with Lisa there to vouch for me. (Never mind the potential huge embarrassment and humiliation.)

I hesitated for a couple of minutes before deciding to press on, telling myself I’d make a final decision when I got a better look at the backyard, remembering the layout and that it meant they’d most likely have their backs to me.

Thankful for modern technology, I made sure the flash was turned off and reached around the corner and used my phone camera to peek around the corner without having to expose anything more than a few inches of hand and phone. I breathed a sigh of relief as I realized that Carlos and his buddies were all facing away from me, sat on various old pieces of old garden furniture. I dismissed my cab, felt a little silly as I rubbed a liberal quantity of dirt onto my face and then took up a position squatting where I could watch but hardly be seen.

As I settled in, my adrenaline rush from the danger I’d been feeling was replaced by my adrenaline actually going up a level as I took in the scene before me. There were three couples, the girl in each couple sat on their man’s lap, Lisa sat on Carlos’s lap as he, in turn, sat on a rusty two-person swing chair. The guys were similar in age and appearance to Carlos, with one maybe a tiny bit taller and thinner while the other looked about my height but was as broad as a barn.

Needless to say, they were both covered in just as many tattoos as Carlos and looked to be Latino. The two girls sat on their laps were much younger than Lisa and me, maybe just around the twenty mark, both sporting very revealing outfits. One had fake platinum hair and a very ample chest and was sat on the lap of the tall guy, the other had classic Latina dark and pretty features and was much more petite in height and her figure and was sat on the really broad guy.

Everyone was laughing at something I’d not caught, and as the laughter died down it was the fake blonde with the very large chest who caused everyone to start up laughing again.

“Are you for real, Lisa, baby? Are you really telling me your poor old hubby’s at home babysitting while you’re out here partying with Carlos and us?”

From the catcalls and laughter, everyone found this idea hilarious. As the noise slowly subsided, Lisa answered.

“What can I say, Gabby? We have a certain arrangement. He loves me and likes me to have fun. And so right now, he has no idea where I am or what I’m doing.”

“Oh, baby. Has your hubby, got a brother? What I wouldn’t give for a man like that? You get to have your cake and eat it. A loyal loving husband for when you’re tired and Carlos, for when you need some fun and excitement.”

Again, hoots of laughter, as I saw Lisa’s head turn to face Carlos as she lowered her head to engage in a deep and long kiss with the young Latino whose lap she was perched on. As they kissed, I saw Lisa’s legs spread lightly and I felt a lump in my throat as I realized Carlos’s hand was underneath Lisa’s short skirt and his fingers very probably deep inside her body.

As their long kiss and Carlos’s fingering of my wife continued the noise was a constant backdrop of laughter and encouragement.

“Get a room you two…”

“Give it to her properly man… let her see what a Latino guy does to white pussy …”

“Hey, Carlos, man, why don’t you stick your whole fist in her pussy… it’s smaller than your cock anyway …”

On and on the comments went, as the four on-lookers did their best to encourage Carlos and Lisa, encouraging each other onwards to make each comment lewder and more provocative than the last.

Finally, Lisa and Carlos broke their kiss, and it was Gabby of the fake tits and fake blonde hair who started up the chat again.

“Well, honey, I don’t care if you are a mommy or not, you know what comes next if you want to be part of our little crew, don’t you? Carlos told you, right? It’s time for your initiation ceremony.”

The area was well lit and even though I was nearly ten yards away I could just about see Lisa nod her head faintly. This seemed to be what Gabby was waiting for, as she jumped off the lap of her man and strode over to Lisa and hauled her off of Carlos’s lap. Lisa was now standing in front of Gabby, who must have been fifteen years her junior, as the younger woman reached down and pulled Lisa’s arms until they were straight and high above her head. Without waiting or even a second’s delay, Gabby grabbed the bottom of Lisa’s tight white top and pulled it up and over her arms, flinging it nonchalantly to the other couple who’d remained seated.

The earlier laughter was more muted, everyone seemed affected by a buzz of excitement and anticipation.

“You ready for this, Chica? If you want to be Carlos’s girl, then you gotta be okay to do this. His last girl did whatever he asked whenever the mood took him,” Gabby told my wife.

I could hear the nerves in Lisa’s shaky voice as she answered Gabby’s question.

“If this is what Carlos wants, then yeah, I’m ready.”

It was like my gut was in a machine press as I heard this imprecise exchange. I could well guess the kind of thing they were saying Lisa had to do to gain acceptance into their circle, but the details only became clear in the next few minutes.

I don’t know if blonde bosomy Gabby had some special status in the group, but she continued to act as some kind of perverted master, or mistress, of ceremonies. She reached behind Lisa’s back and unclipped her skimpy white bra, letting the garment fall to the floor as she cupped and weighed Lisa’s big boobs.

“Not bad, for an oldie,” her teasing comment causing everyone to laugh at my wife’s expense, Lisa’s face no doubt burning with embarrassment, if I’d been able to see it.

The way the three guys all rose and arranged themselves in a line gave me a horrible feeling they’d done this, many times before, a feeling that only grew as I saw them undo and drop their pants and underwear with a similar level of coordination. Gabby led my wife to the first one in the line, the tall thin guy.

“This is how it goes, Chica. Give Miguel a nice blowjob for two minutes, then I’ll tell you when time’s up and you move down the line to my man, Jorge, then when I tell you the two minutes is up you move along to Carlos. And then when one of them cums, or they get bored, we think of something else fun to do. You got it, Chica?”

Again, another barely visible nod of the head from my nervous wife as Gabby gently edged her forward a step and pushed her onto her knees in front of tall thin Miguel. I remember thinking to myself that at least someone had arranged three small cushions on the hard-concrete paving – a strange thought for a husband to have as he prepared to watch his thirty-five-year-old wife blow three young Latino gangbangers.

The other strange, but practical, thought that I had was that at least these two new guys weren’t as spectacularly endowed as Carlos. Tall thin Miguel had a cock that seemed to match his body, being long and thin, while Jorge’s cock seemed as broad as his ridiculously wide torso.

With this new arrangement, I could now see Lisa’s face, although thankfully both she and the guys were all side-on to me, so if I kept still in my dark little corner, I’d remain unseen. A part of me worried that Lisa might be under some kind of duress, but as I saw the eager way, she set about giving Miguel head, I knew she was a willing participant in this kinky initiation ceremony. As I watched her head bobbing up and down on Miguel’s long thin cock, I recalled how she’d nodded when Gabby had asked her if Carlos had told her what was to happen tonight.

Knowing this made my scrunched-up gut tighten itself with two further knots. Was this really my beautiful wife of fifteen years. Willingly kneeling on her knees before three young Latino gangbangers to orally worship their cocks, with unstated other parts of her initiation ceremony still to come.

As Gabby gently eased Lisa’s head back and off, I swore I saw a look of disappointment under the bright neon lights of the backyard, only replaced when Gabby eased her back into position on her knees in front of Gabby’s man, Jorge. As Lisa struggled to get his fat cock into her mouth, there was no room for doubt that she was enjoying it. Gabby’s guy must have been a little fatter than Carlos, although maybe only two-thirds the length, because Lisa’s lips were truly stretched wide in a way that looked painful.

But this didn’t stop her playing with Jorge’s big swinging balls, which seemed in proportion to the fatness rather than the length of his cock. As if to return the favor, Jorge’s brown hands reached out to cup and squeeze Lisa’s boobs, bouncing enticingly as her head moved up and down his fat shaft. Obviously, a breast man, Jorge seemed to take great pleasure in rolling and pulling at Lisa’s nipples. From the moans and whimpers Lisa was making, she was definitely enjoying the attention he was paying to her boobs, although sometimes I could see a grimace or two. Either from how the fatness of his shaft stretched her mouth, or when he tugged and pulled too hard on her nipples.

The two minutes were up in hardly any time, and Lisa looked genuinely disappointed as Gabby again led her through the off and up and down and on routine, this time Lisa’s soft lips and warm mouth engulfing Carlos’ mighty horse cock, surely the best fit for her. Combining both girth and length in the perfect proportions for any woman. Lisa was definitely a happy woman as her head bobbed up and down on her young lover’s horse cock, fat but not too fat and with a length that she knew would later probe and stretch her depths and take her to new heights of pleasure.

This round-robin game continued for three rounds until Carlos broke the chain. When his two minutes of Lisa kneeling and worshipping was up, as Gabby helped Lisa off her knees Carlos stopped Gabby leading my wife to the start of the line once again. Instead, he picked Lisa up in his arms and grinning at his two buddies told them what was next.

“Come on guys. Time to give my poor little Chica what she can’t get at home. Time to show her what she’d have been enjoying these last fifteen years if she’d not listened to her mama and gone with a real man, not gone and settled for some ‘nice boy’ Gringo.”

There was more hollering and laughter as Carlos carried Lisa into the small wood-sided house, his oversized dick swinging menacingly in front of him in time with his strides. As Miguel and Jorge followed him inside, I saw no signs of resistance or regret from Lisa. As far as I could make out, she knew this was on the cards for tonight from the messages she’d secretly exchanged with Carlos, and she’d been only too happy to skip out on our quiet Sunday evening to engage in this three-guy initiation ceremony.

Everything had happened so quickly that I’d really not had time to take stock. I knew my gut was crunched up and my body was flying as high as a kite on adrenalin – adrenalin of the exciting sort and also the gut-wrenching gnawing at your own bones sort. And I knew that my cock was hard enough to cut diamonds. But this was the first time I really thought about what had just happened, and what was surely about to happen inside Carlos’s rundown little home. My beautiful wife of thirteen years, mother to Caleb and Libby, was about to get her brains banged out.

I’d thought it extreme and exciting enough when she’d allowed Carlos to fuck her to his heart’s content for four or five hours on Friday night. So, what the hell did I feel about this new ‘development’? Comparing Friday to this Sunday night mini-gangbang felt like comparing Bleriot’s first plane to an F16 Jet. And the truth is I was both excited and terrified at how fast things were developing. In the space of Friday to Sunday, my beautiful wife had gone from novice mountaineer to taking on Everest without helpers or oxygen, or at least that’s how it seemed in my tortured mind.

I could feel my limbs start to cramp up as I squatted, as still as I could, in the bushes that had grown at the side of this untended and unloved backyard. I kept willing Gabby and the other girl (who I later found out was called Rosa) to join their menfolk and head inside, so I could stretch and then try and see what was happening inside.

But however, as much as I willed and prayed it, they didn’t make a move. Looking at their body language I sensed they were settled for some time as they started discussing things they’d maybe not wanted to discuss in front of the guys.

All the time I was torn between listening to two alternative sets of sounds. The moans and cries coming from inside as one of the three guys set about Lisa’s initiation proper, Lisa’s unique cry she makes on penetration giving way to a steady pattern of sobs and squeals. Driving me crazy with frustration as I tried to work out and imagine which of the three guys was giving it to Lisa, and what the other two were doing as their buddy fucked my wife.

And the other, more immediate sets of sounds as Gabby and Rosa talked about Lisa, about Carlos, and about Lisa and Carlos. To my overstimulated and doped up brain, it was like listening to the sexiest and most dirty triple X-rated dialogue at the same time as listening to the horny sounds of rutting animals in finest Dolby surround sound.

Gabby and Rosa were snuggled next to each other on the two-person swing chair that Carlos and Lisa had vacated, talking like best of friends in the lowest of conspiratorial tones about the newcomer in their group. A subject at the core of human conversation since time immemorial.

“Who’d have thought it? Carlos with a thing for older women,” the more petite Rosa giggled. “She’s got to be thirty-two or thirty-three if she’s a day.”

“I know, I always thought Carlos preferred them young. Young and dirty,” Gabby smiled as she added the punch line that made them both, laugh.

“Well, she’s certainly dirty enough. Maybe that’s what Carlos likes about her. Maybe that’s why he dumped Angelita. Lisa’s dirtier and more-slutty,” Rosa added, almost sounding a little disapproving and maybe just a little bit sorry for this Angelita girl who’d been dumped by Carlos.

“Maybe, or maybe Carlos just likes the excitement of playing with a married woman. Of taking her and turning her bad. Of taking her from her husband. There’s got to be a buzz in that, right. Taking another guy’s old lady, making her do all kinds of slutty things and then sending her home to her old man with a belly and a pussy full of his stuff.”

Hearing these two young Latina girls talking in this way was sending me haywire. Pulled and pushed in so many different directions, I felt like my head was going to explode. Hearing that Lisa’s young gangbanger was serious enough about Lisa to have dumped his old girlfriend worried me, suggestive of something that wasn’t just a temporary fling but more serious and permanent in his mind. Hearing this revelation made me wonder if I’d got it totally wrong thinking about this as just a bit of sex and a bit of fun – no threat to Lisa’s and my marriage.

And hearing the way Gabby and Rosa talked about Carlos’s possible intentions of turning Lisa dirty and taking her from me just built higher and higher on this earlier revelation. As their words echoed around my brain, I felt a dizziness and light-headedness and had to rest against the fence as I tried to pull myself together. Ever since this had started, I’d just been thinking of this as a bit of fun, but after five minutes of listening to these two twenty-something groupies I was forced to think again. To re-evaluate what we were doing.

As I sucked in air and steadied my breathing, the open window carried the rising sounds of moans and whimpering of Lisa’s sexual pleasure. Temporarily I forced these worrying thoughts out of my head and prayed even harder that these two young Latinas would move or leave so that I could spy through the curtains at what the three young thugs were doing to my wife.

“Sounds like she’s enjoying them as much as they’re enjoying her, the greedy slut,” Gabby cackled. “Who’d have thought it. Such a dirty little mama, squealing like a stuck pig while Carlos and the boys fuck her up real good. Poor stupid husband stuck at home while she’s squealing and moaning, looking after her kids while the slutty mama lets Carlos and the boys do whatever they want to her.”

Gabby and Rosa cackled some more like a couple of old hags, and I got the distinct idea they were enjoying the thought of what they’re menfolk were doing to the married mother of two inside that rundown little house.

“I hope they don’t wear out her pussy, like when Carlos got Angelita to let the guys pull a train on her that first time. Poor Angelita, she could hardly walk for a week after they’d finished with her,” Rosa commented, her tone of voice indicating genuine concern.

Her friend Gabby seemed far less sympathetic. “Don’t you worry. Remember Carlos’s new chica’s pussy has given birth to two bouncing babies. I’m sure she can handle a few hours of cock without breaking a sweat. Listen to that bitch go,” as they both paused to listen, “she’s happier than a pig in shit with Carlos and the boys.”

An almost sad look passed between them before the quieter of the two, Rosa, spoke. “Looks like you and me ain’t gonna get any action tonight. It was like this with Angelita. When Carlos offers one of his bitches, we lose Jorge and Miguel for the rest of the night. Why don’t you and me head back to the club? At least we can get a bit of fun there.”

I didn’t much like hearing my wife called a bitch, and it seemed clear that these two would never accept Lisa into their happy little family. But a little voice in my head cried ‘yeees’ as I saw them get up and start to move towards the house. I held my breath that they’d not change their minds, and felt mightily relieved when I saw the Uber pull up and whisk them away.

Even before they were gone, I was concentrating on calming myself so that I could approach the house as quietly as possible. I really didn’t want to be discovered by these three young gangbangers as they had their way with my wife. If they spotted me things could turn nasty very fast.

I got myself as calm as I’d ever be and crept slowly across the back yard, keeping a careful lookout to avoid treading on any of the broken glass or other things that would make a noise. The noise was coming from the same bedroom I’d spied into just two nights ago on Friday, and I prayed that Carlos was sufficiently lazy and undomesticated that he was the kind of guy who couldn’t be bothered to open curtains during the day.

My hunch proved right as I breathed a sigh of relief as I saw the gap, I’d spied through on Friday was still there. Moving as slowly as I could, I raised my head to the correct position and tried to calm the blood pounding in my head. It was thudding in such a way I felt sure Carlos and his buddies would hear the ‘thud, thud, thud’ of the blood rushing through my brain.

As my eyes finally reached the right location, I felt like my heart stopped dead at the sight I saw in that squalid little bedroom. There on the bed was my beautiful thirty-five-year-old wife with three young Latino gangbangers all working on her at the same time. She was laying with her head hanging down over the edge at the bottom of the bed, head between tall thin Miguel’s thighs as he sawed his cock in and out of her mouth with a look of satisfaction on his face.

He was really fucking her face, and between him and Lisa they’d managed to angle her head in such a way that on the inward strokes I could actually see his long thin cock making a lump in my wife’s throat as they’d found a way for Lisa to deep throat him. Even from my hidden vantage point, I could tell that Lisa was having to really concentrate on her breathing to avoid choking, but other than that she seemed to be enjoying the face fucking Miguel was giving her.

Maybe her pleasure had to do with what Miguel’s friend Jorge was doing to the other end of her body. His muscular and broad torso, covered in even more tattoos than his friends, was upright between Lisa’s splayed thighs with his fat coke can cock glistening as it hammered in and out of Lisa’s pussy. His inked hands were grasping my wife’s hips firmly to keep her from being moved around too much from the forcefulness of his thrusts.

Sandwiched between the two of them, as one enjoyed her mouth and the other enjoyed her pussy, it was no wonder that all Lisa could do was emit muffled whimpers and moans. Miguel’s long cock was too deep into her throat and mouth to allow anything more than this muted admission of how she was enjoying herself.

They continued like this with Lisa’s sexy body jiggling around only a little, as the way the two young gangbangers were spit roasting her didn’t allow her body to move more than a little in any direction. It was probably her big 34D boobs which moved most, as they jumped upwards towards her head every time Jorge slammed his coke can cock deep into Lisa’s waiting pussy, only to wobble back in the other direction when Miguel thrust his cock deep into Lisa’s throat.

After about ten minutes I noticed that Miguel’s hip movements were beginning to speed up and as Lisa lay there with her head hanging backwards and down over the end of the bed he started to stroke and caress Lisa’s sleek and vulnerable neck. I swear he was smiling to himself every time he and I both noticed the bulge appear in her throat when his penetration was at it’s fullest.

Finally, he made one last deep thrust, roared out loud, and clamped Lisa’s head absolutely still between his hands as the bulge in her throat reappeared and he poured his Hispanic seed directly into Lisa’s tummy. His cock was so deep in her throat that she had no choice but to swallow as he totally bypassed her mouth. I saw his brown Mexican ass spasm several times as he held himself there and the bulge in her throat didn’t move, his cock no doubt jerking once each time his ass spasmed as he emptied his balls into Lisa’s tummy.

As the intensity of Miguel’s orgasm slowly subsided, he slackened his grip on both sides of Lisa’s head and, to his credit, was careful and slow as he withdrew his seven or eight inches of slackening cock from my wife’s throat and mouth. As the last inches of his limp and sticky cock finally emerged from Lisa’s mouth, tall thin Miguel grinned at Lisa in a way that was almost affectionate. There had been no hint of affection or feeling as he face-fucked Lisa, but now that he’d shot his load maybe he was feeling softer and more loving. Seeing that tender grin looked strange enough to me, and with her head still hanging upside down it must have looked even stranger to my beautiful wife.

I thought that Miguel cumming might signal that things might become a little easier and slower-paced for Lisa, but if anything, Miguel withdrawing from the fray marked things becoming even more intense for my wife as Carlos now stepped forward to direct things and take his place. He tapped broad chested Jorge on the shoulder, and I guess they’d tag teamed girls often enough that this was all Jorge needed to know what came next. He withdrew his fat cock from Lisa’s pussy and headed down to the foot of the bed where Miguel had been standing, and started sliding his fat cock into Lisa’s waiting mouth.

Although she said nothing, from her body language I could tell that she was willing, and I could see she was trying her best but the obscene girth of Jorge’s cock was presenting problems for her. His cock was so fat that Lisa’s lips were stretched absolutely taut like an elastic band around the edge of his cock. If he’d been even half an inch fatter, I don’t think Lisa would have been able to get Jorge’s cock into her mouth at all.

But, as it was, she just about managed to take him into her mouth, but her face now showed a grimace and her eyes were starting to water from the discomfort of her lips being stretched so painfully wide. It must have felt like being at the dentist when you stretch as wide as you can. Only unlike at the dentist, there was no opportunity for Lisa to take a break or a breath whenever she needed, and she was soon gagging and struggling to breathe.

“Hey, man, a bit slower, you don’t want to choke her. Where would the fun be in that? And if she chokes to death her hubby’s going to sue your ass ‘til all you got is the clothes you’re standing in,” Carlos chuckled at his buddy, with the message clear, even though he was smiling.

Jorge slowed down and with Lisa also working hard to concentrate on breathing regularly the two of them settled into a rhythm which meant Lisa was able to breathe without gagging too much while Jorge was able to enjoy the warm and moist depths of my wife’s mouth and the first part of her throat.

Carlos looked on and as soon as he was happy that his buddy wasn’t going to choke Lisa, he knelt between her splayed legs and pulled them wider before shuffling forward and thrusting all of himself deep into Lisa’s pussy in one single and purposeful movement.

“Mmm,” was the mewling sound that struggled to escape from Lisa’s throat past the thick meat of Jorge that acted as an impromptu soundproofed. But this muffled sound plus the slight smile on her stretched taut lips combined with her hip movement to tell me that Lisa was happy and fulfilled to once again have her young lover’s cock deep in her body. From what I’d seen, it was the perfect combination to satisfy my beautiful wife. Nearly as thick as Jorge’s coke can cock and maybe an inch longer than Miguel’s long thin cock.

As Carlos immediately settled into a smooth rhythm with long deep strokes, which Lisa met with perfectly timed thrusts back at her tattooed lover, it was easy to forget this was only the second night that they’d spent together. They had the look of a couple who’d known each other’s bodies for many years, a thought that both intimidated me but strangely excited me at the same time. In the same way that the thought of how well matched they physically were intimidated and frightened me, the beautiful older woman in her sexual prime and the virile and masculine young man close to his sexual peak.

Carlos fucked his oversized love muscle in and out of Lisa with a purpose and skill that soon brought Lisa to her first orgasm of the night, as far as I could tell. Even with her mouth and part of her throat full of Jorge’s thick cock, it was possible for me to tell from her sounds and body movements that Lisa was cumming, as her moans grew more eager and her hips and tummy shook from the spasms wracking her body. Even if the spasms were restrained by the way her body was anchored by two Latin cocks, one at her head and another at her hips.

Carlos slowed somewhat as Lisa’s body shook from the ecstasy of her climax, and Jorge followed his lead, with Carlos clearly the alpha male of the trio. As Lisa’s body returned to a more normal set of sounds and movements, Carlos wasted little time in speeding up his thrusts into my wife’s pussy all over again, with the inevitable result that Lisa’s body was again shaking through a second climax about five minutes after the first.

I thought the whole routine might continue like this until Lisa finally begged for mercy or one of the two guys dumped his stuff in her willing body, but Carlos (who was obviously a well-practiced master in this type of scene) had other ideas and wanted to change things up.

He nodded at Jorge who obediently and silently followed the alpha’s lead and carefully withdrew his coke can cock from Lisa’s mouth. If Miguel had been careful, Jorge’s girth meant he had to be doubly so, to avoid knocking out teeth or tearing the edge of Lisa’s lips, her mouth was that tightly stretched around his manhood. With his cock safely out, we could all see the palpable look of relief on Lisa’s face as she took several deep breaths and waggled her jaw left and right just to check all was still working.

Satisfied that all was still in working order, Lisa gingerly raised her head up from it’s upside down position over the end of the bed and slowly continued the movement until she was sat up on her haunches and looking directly at Carlos who was still balls deep in her but who had now stopped moving. Carlos leant down and whispered something in Lisa’s ear that I had absolutely no chance of hearing.

A shocked look appeared on my wife’s face, while Carlos’s face suggested he was waiting for an answer from Lisa, whose expression had know turned from shocked to nervous as her head slowly started to nod. This caused Carlos to smile as he nodded at Miguel who’d been quietly sitting in a chair wanking his cock back to full hardness.

With his cock still fully inside my wife’s body, Carlos held Lisa firmly by the hips and rolled both of them over, straightening his legs at the same time so that Lisa was now lying on top of him their stomachs touching with Lisa’s shapely ass facing upwards. Lisa’s head was now next to Carlos’s head at the top of the bed, and Jorge padded around the side of the bed until he was standing next to Lisa his fat cock waggling in the air as if some sexual antenna requiring attention.

Carlos pulled Lisa’s body down tight so her big breasts were squashed on his inked chest and then put one hand behind her head and pulled her into a kiss which she eagerly joined. They explored each other’s mouths for some time before Carlos pushed Lisa up and firmly turned her head to the right so Jorge’s fat and very hard cock nearly slapped Lisa between the eyes as her head was turned.

The message was clear, Carlos wanted his new woman to blow his friend again, and Lisa smiled and then opened wide to engulf the young gangbanger’s coke can cock once again within her warm mouth. In this new position, she had to do more of the work as her head bobbed up and down on Jorge’s thick cock, making obscene ‘gnn, gnn’ noises every time she lowered her head to take a few thick inches to the back of her throat.

As Lisa ministered to Jorge’s cock, Carlos just held still, his huge cock balls deep but static within my wife’s body. My earlier suspicions about why Carlos had positioned Lisa in this new position were heightened when I saw Miguel start to smear some kind of lubricant all the way up and down the length of his long thin cock. Having satisfied himself that he’d applied enough, he climbed onto the bed and placing one hand on the small of Lisa’s back for balance he grasped his dick in the other hand and started rubbing it up and down the crack of Lisa’s ass, several times using his cockhead to tease Lisa’s tiny puckered anus.

All four of us knew what was coming next, and my mind went back to the shocked and then nervous look Lisa had given Carlos when he’d first whispered in her ear. At this point, I couldn’t really see Lisa’s expression or reaction. Her face was largely obscured by Miguel’s ass as her head continued to bob up and down on his meat, and her body just seemed almost totally still, either in shock or in submission to what these three young Latinos were about to do to her.

Lisa and I had tried anal sex two or three times throughout the thirteen years of our marriage, but neither of us had particularly got off on it so we’d not repeated it much. But this was totally different. Lisa was about to submit to the lewdest possible of penetrations of her body. She already had her lover’s huge cock nine inches deep within her body, and her lips were stretched tight around Jorge’s fat cock as her head bobbed up and down with an eager metronomic energy. And now as Carlos pulled my wife’s ass cheeks apart and held her hips as a still target, his buddy Miguel was about to slip his long thin cock past Lisa’s tight sphincter and eight inches deep into her guts.

I felt a huge wave of guilt at how excited and hard I was as my eyes almost stood out on stalks, at the sight in front of me. How the hell could I be so hungry and excited to see this happen? To see, my wife so debased and submissive, letting these three young Latino gangbangers occupy each available hole in her body. It was so nasty and so wrong, to stand by excitedly watching as these three young guys did this thing to my wife and mother of my children.

But that’s exactly what I did as I looked on almost in slow motion as Carlos pulled Lisa’s cheeks as far apart as they’d go as his friend pushed his cock slowly but firmly at Lisa’s sphincter. Until the pressure from Miguel’s hips was greater than the resistance of the tiny little muscle and physics took effect, with his cockhead slipping past the muscle and into Lisa’s tight ass. I saw it happen, but I also knew it had happened from the way Lisa’s body locked rigid tight and from the way her neck jolted back from the shock, even as she continued to give Jorge head.

Now that Miguel had broken in, his hands joined Carlos’s as four tattooed hands now held Lisa’s hips and shapely ass perfectly still as he slid all eight inches deep into my wife’s gut in one smooth and seemingly effortless stroke.

Jorge tried to keep Lisa’s head in place on his cock, but the shock of this double penetration of her body was too much. Lisa broke away, lifting her head from Jorge and turned her head backwards to see what was being done to her body.

“Fuck,” she declared, to no-one in particular. “You’re stretching me so much, guys. Oh fuck, I feel like I’m totally stuffed with cock. I feel like I’m going to explode. Shit, I swear I can feel the two of you rubbing against each other through the wall of my pussy.”

In one contradictory moment, it was both the most depraved and the most erotic thing I’d ever seen. My beautiful wife of thirteen years, mother to our two sweet kids, lying in a bed with two young gangbangers while one of them was deep in her pussy and the other prepared to fuck her ass. The icing on the cake being she was willingly submitting to this and looked like she was about to start enjoying this depraved treatment from these guys.

As if reading my mind, Carlos spoke out. “Ya enjoying it baby? Getting proper stretched out by two big Mexican cocks doing what Whitey can’t do for you, baby.”

“Oh fuck, C. Ask me in a minute. I need to get used to having you two and Miguel inside me at the same time. Right now, I feel like you’re going to split me in two and that my pussy and ass are going to explode. I feel so damned tight down there, just let me adjust a bit first.”

Carlos grinned wickedly and pulled my grimacing wife back down for several more passionate and tonguing kisses, and as they kissed, I sensed from her body language that Lisa was slowly adjusting to the insane quantity of cock that was stretching her distended pussy and ass. Miguel must have noticed the same thing as ever so slowly he started pulling out a few inches from Lisa’s ass, before gently fucking the inches back into Lisa. He did this with a steady and considerate rhythm, but each time he’d pull out a little more and thrust back a little more.

Before too long he was giving Lisa the benefit of his full eight inches reaming in and out of her tight ass, and there was no doubt now from her reactions that Lisa was enjoying it. When she and Carlos weren’t kissing, her mouth would issue a long list of sounds and comments.

“Oh fuck… so deep… don’t stop… so full, so stretched… yes, yes, more,” and a whole bunch more of other words to form the personal soundtrack that told me her earlier discomfort was over and she was enjoying the treatment the two Latinos were giving her.

Miguel must have continued like this for some time, and after a while, Carlos firmly turned Lisa’s head back towards Jorge, who was still very hard and been patiently waiting for some female attention for some time now. Looking at his barn wide chest and gang tattoos, I got the idea Jorge wasn’t used to being patient for anyone, his quiet waiting yet another sign that Carlos was the clear alpha dog in this gang of misfits.

Lisa confirmed his alpha status as she obediently opened her mouth and let Jorge slip his fat cock back into her moist mouth as far as his girth would allow, his greediness meaning he probably pushed it an inch or two beyond what was comfortable for Lisa. But she didn’t protest as her mouth and throat started making the familiar ‘ngg, ngg’ sound as Jorge grasped both sides of Lisa’s head and held her still as he started to fuck her face in earnest.

The debauched tableau was now complete, like some old-time painting from a Roman orgy, as my beautiful thirty-five-year-old wife did her best to respond as three large Hispanic cocks occupied every part of her feminine body that was humanly possible to occupy.

Thinking back later, I think that’s why I found it such a turn-on. The scene before me, into which my wife had willingly given herself, was one which was more about power and possession and submission than it was about pure sex and physical pleasure. Part of the clue was in what Gabby had said way back at the beginning of the evening. She’d described what was about to happen as an initiation ceremony, and this was exactly what it was.

Having blown all three guys in a quasi-militaristic parade as they stood to attention and she knelt there on her knees, this current debasement represented the culmination of the initiation ceremony. My Lisa, beautiful mother and wife to another man, was giving herself over to both Carlos and his cronies. They’d asked the ultimate submissive act from her, as she sexually gratified three of them at once and allowed them to possess her body, and after Carlos had explained this to her she’d looked shocked but had willingly given her mind and body to the act.

Jorge’s inked hands held her head rock steady as he continued to fuck his fat cock in and out of Lisa’s skull. Four more tattooed hands held her hips tight as Miguel gave a matching motion, slipping his thin eight inches in and out of Lisa’s ass with a satisfied smile on his face, enjoying the warmth and tightness of being so deep in my wife’s bowels. Only Carlos didn’t move, resting still with his huge horse cock acting as an anchor in my wife’s pussy, so his buddies could take their pleasure by fucking both ends of her body.

With Jorge having now joined the orchestra, they soon settled into a rhythm that seemed to suit all four of them. Anchored by Carlos and fucked by another two cocks in her other orifices, Lisa was hardly able to move. But the moans and sighs that escaped past Jorge’s fat cock, which was acting like a pacifier in her mouth, told me she was enjoying this triple assault and occupation of her body. And the expressions on the faces of Jorge and Miguel certainly told me that they were more than happy with how the evening was going for them.

It was only Carlos who seemed to have a different, more serious tone to his demeanor. His face looked gruff and purposeful, as if this evening and this moment meant something different than pure animal pleasure for him. As if he was more focused on the symbolism of what this evening and this moment represented in his relationship and conquest of my wife. There was a look of satisfaction on his face, but it was mixed in with a grim seriousness that suggested he was already thinking ahead to what Lisa’s submissive agreement to this initiation might mean for their relationship in the future.

And he wasn’t the only one who was in a more thoughtful and reflective mood. Until now I’d been so caught up in the fast-paced action and developments from the moment the cab had dropped me off until now, that I’d barely had a chance to draw breath or think. After all, you can’t watch an action thriller and contemplate the meaning of life at the same time. But now as things settled into a steady rhythm inside, I had my first chance to draw breath and consider my feelings. I already knew I was excited and hugely aroused by what I was seeing inside, something of which I felt more than a little guilty and ashamed.

But I also felt a sense of chill in my soul, seeing just how far and how fast things had developed between Lisa and Carlos in such a short period of time. Hell, I knew they’d been flirting for two or three months, but this was only their second time together and look what my wife was letting him do to her. She was so into this guy and into their relationship that she was willing to let herself give multiple blow jobs and then letting the guys pull a train on her as they triple penetrated her willing body.

If this had just been a sex show or some high-end porn, then what red-blooded man wouldn’t have been excited and aroused. But this wasn’t some anonymous porn starlet or on-stage sex worker, this was my wife! The woman who’d promised to be faithful to me and forego all others. The woman who was mother to our children and who had been my life partner and best friend for the last fifteen years. And fuck, here she was, so into this guy and the lifestyle he represented that she was giving herself over to a mini-gangbang on their second date.

As my eyes and lust feasted on the debauched orgy in front of me, my heart and mind slumped back against the wall and asked one simple question. ‘Where the hell was this going?’ Lisa had barely left the on-ramp in this relationship with Carlos and she was already turning tricks for him with his buddies. I still trusted our love and Lisa’s judgement, but just for the first time, a shadow of fear and doubt started to cloud my heart and mind in the backyard of Carlos’s dilapidated shack of a house.

Consensual Cheating Ch. 4

“The final chapter of Lisa and Adam’s voyage, destination unknown”

I was a confused and bewildered man as I stood there in the unkempt backyard of Lisa’s boyfriend’s dilapidated wood-sided house. My iron-hard cock and adrenaline rush confirmed just how excited I was as I watched Lisa’s willing participation in this mini-gangbang. But another part of my brain and heart wondered where this road we were on was leading. I’d been enjoying the excitement and rush, knowing this was just about sex and love and didn’t represent any kind of a threat to the love and marriage we had. But all of a sudden, I wasn’t quite so sure. Lisa had only been on two ‘dates’ with her young Hispanic gangbanger boyfriend, and already she was putty in his hands, willingly giving herself over body and soul to first blow him and his two friends. And now for the finale of the initiation ceremony into their little gang, she was taking all three of their Mexican dicks deep into her beautiful body at the same time.

Miguel’s long thin cock was reaming in and out of her ass. Jorge was firmly holding both sides of Lisa’s head as he fucked his obscenely thick cock out of Lisa’s skull. And all the time Lisa’s young tattooed boyfriend Carlos lay still with his oversized horse cock balls deep in my wife, acting like some carnal anchor to keep her safely in place for the pleasure of his buddies.

My brain and thoughts spluttered first one direction and then the other, torn between excitement and worry. And all the time Carlos held and kissed Lisa as his buddies worked their big cocks in and out of my compliant wife. Their faces told me they were thoroughly enjoying their part roles in my wife’s initiation ceremony, loving the feel of her tight ass and warm mouth around their Mexican cocks.

The scene seemed to go on and on forever until I saw both Miguel and Jorge start to slowly gather pace and speed up in their fucking of Lisa’s ass and mouth. Until then, Lisa was wriggling around just a little, any more movement made nigh on impossible by the three cocks attacking her body from different angles, her own enjoyment clear from the moans and whimpers somehow managing to escape from her mouth around the edges of Jorge’s thick cock. As the two young Latino’s started speeding up, Lisa’s moans of pleasure and encouragement became louder and more excited and I knew her own orgasm was getting closer just as it was for Miguel and Jorge.

I felt an extra twist of the giant hand squeezing my stomach as I realized that the guys would soon be shooting their jizz deep within my wife and that she herself was about to climax from the treatment the three young guys were giving her. As their speed and Lisa’s moans built up, it was all I could do to stop myself cumming as I stroked the front of my jeans, all the time having to be careful that I didn’t cum and soil myself, which would have been difficult to explain to whichever Uber driver would be taking me home.

Miguel and Jorge were now slamming into Lisa, Carlos strangely content to just lay still with his huge dick deep but static within my beautiful wife, just content to play with her nipples which were squashed flat against his muscular chest as Miguel powered into her ass from behind.

I knew the end couldn’t be far away and only a few seconds later it was Lisa who came first, her body going totally rigid as a weird wounded cry escaped from her lips and her whole body spasmed and shook several times, as four or five waves of pleasure pulsed through her body. As Miguel and Jorge were already so close to their own climaxes, Lisa’s orgasm triggered both of her male companions and they both roared out loud as they came almost at the same instant. Miguel made one final thrust and I could tell from his body movements he was spurting maybe four or five jets of his hot seed deep into my wife’s guts, which was a first for her as I’d never cum inside her ass.

I was thinking how kinky and hot this was, Miguel the first guy to cum in her ass, when Jorge did his best to overtake his friend, as he pulled out of Lisa’s mouth and wanked all of his hot white goo all over my wife’s beautiful face. He was a heavy cummer, and he must have spurted seven or eight times and each spurt seemed to carry a ridiculous amount of spunk. Lisa’s face was soon plastered with his seed. It was all over her cheeks, eyelids, chin, and forehead, with several spurts dumping white goo in her dark hair.

Lisa had to use her fingers to scoop the goo out of her eyes so she was able to open her eyes, and one of the most haunting memories from the whole evening was how she smiled at Jorge as she opened her eyes and looked at the young Latino whose jizz was covering her beautiful face. To my excited but tortured mind, it reminded me of how a dog looks at their beloved owner. Once again, I felt my body shiver with the thought of where this thing might be headed. Only two nights in, was Lisa already in some way ‘owned’ by Carlos and his cronies.

I felt my heart beating even faster as I turned this thought over in my mind, as a second shiver passed through me as Lisa smiled at Jorge and licked her lips and the sperm that was on them in a way that told him she loved the feel of his warm essence on her face. In case he’d missed the message, with two fingers she wiped several scoops of his seed from both cheeks and her chin and with a big show put both fingers into her mouth and sucked them like a nervous child licks a pacifier. When those two fingers came out, Lisa smiled wickedly as she showed how clean they were to the man who had coated her face just moments ago.

By now Miguel had slowly removed his slackening cock from Lisa’s ass and was working around towards the side of the bed where Lisa’s head was smiling at Jorge. He leant in as if he was about to give Lisa a thankyou kiss before heading to clean-up, but he smiled and thought better of it.

“Oh no, maybe not. I don’t want Jorge all over me. Thanks, Lisa, that was sweet. I loved fucking your lovely tight ass,” and then he carried on walking in the direction which I guess was the shower room.

Jorge grinned at Lisa and had no such hesitation, giving Lisa a deep and passionate kiss, stroking her hair as he did so. “Thanks, babe. I loved cumming all over your pretty face. Sweet man.”

Then he turned to Carlos. “Thanks, man. This one’s a keeper. You did good man, trading Angelita in for this one.”

Again, that shiver returned to my body. I felt guilty as hell, but I was excited hearing my beautiful wife talked about in such an offhand and material way. The very opposite of the loving and tender marriage we had and the way we treated each other. It was so dirty and different, that’s why it felt so hot. But hearing those words from Jorge, ‘she’s a keeper’, felt like a hammer blow on my skull, making all of my earlier worries come flooding back.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Miguel and Jorge left soon after, Carlos making it clear he wanted time alone with his ‘Chica’ as he told them. Without bothering with any clothes, he showed them to the door and then returned to the bedroom, his huge horse-cock bobbing up and down in front of him as he walked. As he walked towards the bed, I couldn’t help but feel jealous and more than a little humiliated by the way Lisa looked at him. It was a look which combined lust, desire with a hint of devotion and tenderness. It was the kind of look the shy high school girl gives the star quarterback as he walks towards her in class just one date into their relationship. All excitement and pride, hardly daring to believe the guy is really hers.

“You okay, babe?” he asked as he reached the bed and it sagged under his weight as he lay down and pulled Lisa to him.

“Yeah, I’m okay,” Lisa replied, her face breaking into a happy smile as she continued. “More than okay, actually, being as you’re asking, honey.”

Just for a moment, Carlos’s normally stern and aggressive face broke into a smile. “I’m real glad you feel like that, baby. I hope you understand this is just a little ritual me and the boys go through when I start seeing a new girl. It’s kinda me showing them they’re important to me, they’re my bros, like what’s mine is there’s kinda thing. So, I’m glad you enjoyed it, coz not all the girls I’ve been with enjoyed it.”

Carlos paused and there was a moment of silence between them, his powerful arm wrapped possessively around Lisa’s shoulder pulling her so her head was snug on his chest.

“Ya ever done anything like that before, babe?”

Lisa turned her head to look at her young tattooed lover. “Hell no. Adam and I have never done anything like that before.”

Hearing my name mentioned sent a jolt through my body, heightening all of my feelings, as I suddenly felt like an outsider as my wife talked about me to another man with whom she was enjoying an intimate evening.

“What about before Adam? I never went to college myself, but I know there’s always some pretty wild anything-goes parties on campus. What about then, with your other guys?”

“The answer’s still no,” Lisa grinned up at her man. “You almost sound like you want me to have done something like that before.”

“Nah … just inquisitive, honey … so as this was the first time, how was it? Did you like having three guys in you at the same time? Did you like being the center of attention? Letting me and my boys do you, do whatever we wanted to your sweet sexy body? Feeling my cock and Miguel’s dick nearly touching deep in your body?”

Lisa reached up and kissed Carlos lightly on the lips, tenderly touched the side of his face and grinned. “I won’t lie, I was nervous and frightened when you first told me you wanted to do that to me. Adam and I have only done anal a couple of times and I didn’t really enjoy. And the thought of you, with your size, deep in my pussy while Miguel fucked me in the ass … well … let’s just say I was frightened you’d split me in two. But the way you guys did it, once I’d adjusted and calmed down, it was amazing. I loved it, feeling so full, feeling that I was the total focus of three horny and handsome young guys.”

Carlos was still grinning. “So, when the mood takes me again, you’ll be okay if I ask you to put out for my bros?”

Lisa’s grin mirrored Carlos’s own, and I felt an empty feeling in the pit of my stomach as I knew full well what my wife’s answer would be.

“I’d love it, baby. Maybe not tomorrow, I think I need a few days to recover, but then I’d love a repeat performance.”

Carlos kissed Lisa and rolled her back onto the bed as he positioned his muscular tattooed body on top of hers.

“You need time to recover? Is that so? That ain’t gonna happen, not when there’s a horny young Mexican guy who’s not cum in your sexy little body tonight,” he grinned as he pushed my wife’s leg wide apart and started stroking the plum-sized head of his cock up and down the entrance to Lisa’s body.

Lisa laughed, in between moans of pleasure told Carlos, “Well, you’re different, honey. I don’t need a rest from you. There’s only one of you. Even if you are bigger than your friends Jorge and Miguel. I never want a rest from you, honey. Whatever gave you that idea?”

Her young tattooed lover seemed satisfied with Lisa’s volte-face and he thrust all of his horse-sized cock deep into her welcoming body, as soon as he was fully embedded within her he grabbed her ankles and hoisted her legs up until my wife’s legs were wrapped around his neck as she willingly gave herself to the twenty-something gangbanger.

Carlos started slowly, but he was soon hammering into Lisa with a ferocious speed and power, and despite her earlier tiredness and exertions with the three guys, she was loving the sexing that her younger lover was giving her. Their mouths seemed perpetually locked together in a series of passionate and lustful kisses, Carlos’s inked hands teasing and toying with Lisa’s nipples and tits until her teats were harder and prouder than when we made love, which strangely excited me.

Understandably, neither of them seemed to need or want a long fuck after all the exertions earlier. Lisa’s moans, panting and whimpering told me just how much she’d forgotten her tiredness and was loving every stroke and thrust, loving what Carlos’s horse-dick was doing to her insides.

They fucked on like this, with a passion and intensity that was awe-inspiring, for only a few minutes and I could tell from their body movements that both of them were close. It may only have been their second night together, but they moved with a rhythm and coordination that suggested a natural chemistry and connection between them. As their passion built up and up, higher and higher until Carlos roared and Lisa dug her nails deep into his shoulders as they made one final urgent push at each other and both their bodies locked and spasmed as their bodies were overwhelmed by the electricity and dopamine from two monstrous climaxes. They continued to push and jerk and spurt for what seemed an age, until finally they were both equally spent and they both collapsed back onto the bed, still touching and holding hands as they both gulped down huge lung-full of breath.

I’d only just managed to stop myself coming and like them, I tried to calm down, although it was much more difficult for me as I was the only one of the three of us who’d not enjoyed the release and pleasure of cumming.

I temporarily moved back from my spying crack in the curtains and rested back against the side wall, until I felt I was sufficiently calm and in control of myself.

As I slowly moved back to the crack in the curtains so as not to attract attention, I saw that a new calm and peacefulness had descended on the lovers. My wife was laying with her head nestled on the chest of her tattooed Latino lover, ten years her junior and from a different world than the one she normally inhabited.

For a moment there was no conversation between them, but then it was Carlos who spoke first, asking a question which surprised me.

“Baby, you told me on Friday your hubby thought you were out with the girls,” he stated with a quizzical look on his face. “And then earlier tonight you told Gabby that you and your hubby have ‘an understanding’ but that he has no idea where you are tonight or what you’re doing.”

The young gangbanger left the question hanging there, waiting for my wife to answer his unasked but implied question: To fill him in a little more on just exactly what her husband allowed her to do and what he did or didn’t know.

Lisa propped her head off her lover’s chest and turned to look up at him.

“Carlos, baby, do you really want to know? Do we really have to talk about him, talk about my husband?” Lisa replied, a slightly weary and reluctant tone in her voice.

“Lisa, baby. It’s you I’m interested in. It’s you I want to go out with, not your husband. But I just want to know whether I need to keep a lookout for an angry ax-wielding husband, upset that I’m balling his pretty wife.”

Lisa seemed to relax and grinned at Carlos. “Relax, baby. Adam’s not like that. And to answer your question, it’s just like I told Gabby. I have Adam’s permission to date other guys. He knows there was a guy at work who’d been flirting with me for three months. And he knows that a guy fucked me Friday night. And he knows I’m out tonight. But that’s just about all he knows. He doesn’t know your name or anything, and when I came on Friday night, he could obviously see I’d been well fucked, but I teased him and didn’t tell him any of the details. And tonight, while he was cooking dinner, while the kids were watching TV, I got all dolled up and just gave him a goodbye kiss and just told him ‘don’t wait up’ and walked right out of the house to meet you. He knows I’m out playing, but he’s got no idea where or with who.”

Her explanation complete, Lisa continued with her naughty smile at Carlos, like a kid who was actually proud that they’d put the ball through the window playing ball in the back yard, waiting for his response.

“Shit. You’re quite a piece of work, Mrs. Lisa Riley, do you know that? I almost feel sorry for your poor husband, being treated like that. Like a doormat. But I guess his loss is my gain. I had no idea when I started flirting with you at work that you and your husband had that kind of arrangement. Hell, if I’d have known that I’d have tried harder and been fucking you two months ago.”

If it was humanly possible, Lisa gave Carlos an even more wicked grin. “If I’d have known what you were packing between your legs three months ago, I’d have opened my legs for you two months and twenty-nine days ago.”

Carlos laughed at Lisa’s retort, happy that despite the ten-year age gap he’d maybe finally met his match.

“So how many other guys have you chewed up and spat out before now?” he asked with a flat tone.

“None, honey,” she reassured him. “You’re the first. Adam and I have had this fantasy for a few years, but I wasn’t really keen until you came along and started hitting on me. When I saw your irresistible beautiful brown eyes, dimples and muscles, I suddenly became a whole lot more interested in my husband’s bedtime fantasies and offers to let me sleep with other guys.”

Lisa and Carlos exchanged a look that was suddenly a lot more serious, their playful banter now ended as Lisa had revealed the true extent of how much she fancied her young Latino work admirer.

“So, he’s okay if you carry on seeing me?” the alpha Latino asked, trying to hide the eagerness in his voice.

Lisa reached up and kissed him softly, again stroking the side of his face to reassure him. “I guess, as long as nothing romantic develops between us. I guess if something like that developed and he found out, that would be a deal-breaker for him.”

Carlos grinned wickedly. “Well, that’s okay then. I ain’t planning on putting a ring on your finger anytime soon. I just planning on turning you from a goody-two-shoes little mummy and homemaker into the naughtiest little slut this city’s ever seen. On showing you what you’ve been missing all of these years, and then sending you back to hubby with a belly full of my spunk, a stretched and battered pussy and a smile on your face as you count down the minutes to next time.”

Lisa smiled, with a dreamy look on her face. “Well, that sounds just peachy. What could Adam possibly find to object about in that little situation? After all, he wanted me to have fun and go with other guys. So, really, you and me is like a dream come true for him. Hell, maybe we can even get a tax deduction for charitable works.”

“I’ll show you charitable works, Mrs. Slutty Lisa Riley,” and with that final comment from her young Latino lover, the talking was over and the action recommenced as once again he rolled Lisa onto her back and sank his huge cock deep into my moaning wife.

Just at that moment, I felt my phone vibrate in my left-hand pocket. As I retrieved it, I saw that Sharon was calling me. Thinking on my feet I killed the call and texted back.

Me: Hi Sharon, difficult to talk right now. What is it? Adam

Sharon: Sorry to bother you, Mr. Riley, just wondering when you’re coming home as I need to be back home in around thirty minutes.

Shit. I turned it over in my mind, but didn’t find any smart answers and resigned myself that I only had around ten more minutes to watch Lisa and Carlos together before having to head back home.

Me: Okay, I’ll be home in thirty. Thanks for your help tonight, we really appreciate it.

As I typed the word ‘we’ my mind dwelt on the irony in those two little letters. Lisa had no idea that Sharon was helping us out like this tonight. It was me, not we, who was grateful for Sharon’s babysitting duties tonight. Lisa would have been out getting laid by her young Latino beau whether or not Sharon had been able to babysit or not. It was me who had managed to get my rocks off because of Sharon’s flexible babysitting services.

My text reluctantly sent to Sharon, I slowly raised my eye back to the peeping slash in the curtains to enjoy the last few minutes of the Lisa and Carlos show. Even in those remaining ten minutes Carlos managed to fuck Lisa in a couple of different positions and give her a couple of orgasms, as I watched his huge dick pillaging her depths as he made her big boobs shake and jiggle in a way that made me want to be there in the room with them so that I could enjoy my lovely wife’s body.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

I finally dragged myself away from the Lisa and Carlos sex-show, which wouldn’t have been out of place in the seedier parts of Amsterdam or Bangkok, at around twenty to eleven. I reckoned my Uber would deliver me home at eleven, which was obviously the curfew by which Sharon needed to be back home next door.

There was just about enough parenting DNA left in my consciousness to remember to check-in on the kids, who were sleeping like angels, totally unaware of what their loving mother was doing in a rundown little house on the other side of town. Having fulfilled my parenting duties, I headed downstairs and poured myself a large malt whiskey and sank into my favorite armchair.

Lisa had said ‘don’t wait up’, and now separated from the source of my arousal and excitement, a maudlin thought went through my head. Just how long would I have to wait until I heard the sound of tires on the drive and Lisa’s heels signifying that all was well and my wife had returned to me after her night of debauchery with three Latino guys, followed by her more intimate soiree between just her and Carlos.

One hour? Two hours? Two hours would mean one in the morning. Lisa always rose at six-thirty on work days, and while she normally wanted seven hours sleep, I knew she could easily cope with four and a half hours sleep if events dictated. Meaning if she wanted to maximize her time with her young Latino lover, she might arrive home as late as two a.m. and that I’d have to endure another three hours of interminable and tortured waiting.

My estimate was virtually spot on. Lisa was obviously keen to have as much time as possible with her new and shiny toy. My three hours of waiting were mostly bearable, as I replayed all the sights and sounds from earlier that evening. I’d always known that Lisa was no wallflower and had a healthy physical and mental appetite for sex. But nonetheless, seeing how she’d behaved so wantonly with Carlos, Miguel, and Jorge had shocked me a little. I’d happily given her permission to dive into the pool of adultery, but part of me was still a little taken aback at how she’d not just jumped in but then proceeded to set a World’s best for the fifty-meter freestyle. To be clear, I was a man confused, part of me excited by the sexual appetites my wonderful wife was displaying. But part of me was worried that this might be a tramcar that was running fast and out of control downhill on the tracks.

And this was the part of me who greeted my tired but happy looking wife when she finally came through the front door just after two a.m. in the morning. It was no surprise that she looked tired. By my reckoning, she’d spent nearly six and a half hours at Carlos’s beat up little home; first as the sex toy and plaything of Jorge, Miguel and Carlos and their two cheerleaders Gabby and Rosa and then for the rest of the time just with Carlos.

As I looked into Lisa’s face, I sensed this was different from Friday night when she’d returned. This time she looked too tired and drained to play the kind of mind and word games she’d played as we made love and I reclaimed her. After fifteen years together as a couple if you’re any kind of person you know how to read the little signs without a need for words. Lisa was too tired to make love. I’d shown incredible self-restraint not to come yet, and I knew that Lisa would open her legs if I asked. But seeing the look on her face and reading the million and one little signals she was throwing off, my stiff cock dropped and I knew that more than anything the woman I loved just needed to be held.

I let her walk over to my armchair, enjoying the way her short red skirt and tight white top showed off her body, and then as soon as she was within reach, I offered my hand which she gladly took, squeezing it in a way that told me plenty. I gently pulled her to me until she was sitting on my lap, and I looked deep into her eyes.

“It’s okay, honey. We can talk tomorrow. It’s all fine, we’ll talk then. Let’s just get you to bed and cuddle. We can work this all out tomorrow.”

As I saw the look of grateful, tender love in Lisa’s eyes, I felt like my heart was breaking. Breaking in a good way, happy that I’d judged it right and given the woman I loved exactly what she needed. In that single instant, all of my earlier fears that Carlos might be a threat to our marriage disappeared as if in a puff of smoke. I’d enjoyed the sights and sounds of Lisa and Carlos putting on a sex show to end all sex shows, but what we had was different. What we had was love and two souls joined together in a million ways you can’t begin to describe. I knew other husbands might have been angry or demanding at that point, but that wasn’t, and isn’t, me.

I took Lisa upstairs to bed, helped her undress and get ready for bed and held her in my arms as we drifted off to sleep. I knew we had some serious talking to do tomorrow evening or whenever we could fit it in around the busy needs of Caleb and Libby, but I was happy that we were a couple emotionally and spiritually back together. If we were emotionally and spiritually on one page, then the sex side of things would almost certainly follow.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

It ended up being Tuesday night before Lisa and I managed to get the time and the space to discuss the situation with Carlos, although as far as Lisa knew I had no idea of the name or the details of her beau.

It was Lisa who raised the subject first as she cuddled up next to me on the sofa having just read the kids their bedtime stories, tucked them in, and kissed them goodnight.

Never one to beat about the bush, she opened by going straight to the heart of the matter.

“Are we crazy to be doing this, honey?” she asked, genuinely seeking a discussion and guidance on a question that had obviously been troubling her.

I gave her a reassuring squeeze and, as I’d been thinking of this a fair amount recently, was immediately able to give her the benefits of my husbandly wisdom.

“No, honey. We’re not crazy, so long as we remember what comes first. So long as we don’t confuse the sugar rush of a great dessert with the wholesome nutrition of a salad and a filling main course.”

The truth is, I’d rehearsed this speech. I couldn’t be that precise and eloquent without preparation. But I was just getting started, I had a few other things I wanted to share with Lisa.

“Honey, we’ve been married for thirteen years and together for fifteen. And they say the itch normally comes at seven years, so we already beat the odds two times over. I know that you’re loving the new set-up, and I know that I’m enjoying it too. But understandably we’ve both got some questions and doubts. You’re busy worrying that having a little fun makes you a bad wife and a bad mother. An all-round bad person. And I’m sitting here enjoying it, but sometimes worrying that I might lose you to the shiny new toy that’s your new lover and all the exciting new pleasures he can give you after fifteen years of the ‘same old same old’.”

My heart leapt with joy at the confused and almost incensed look on Lisa’s face as she listened to my fears and responded from the heart. “Don’t be stupid, honey. Yes, this is all exciting and new, but I’d never leave you for that. You and the children are my life. I’d die if you weren’t there for me. This is all just a bit of fun. To spice things up for both of us. It’s nothing compared to what you and I have. It’s like comparing JC Penny to Prada.”

I had to smile at Lisa’s analogy. I might have said a Ford Pinto compared to a Shelby Mustang, but I knew enough about clothing to feel my heart swell with love for this woman at the way she’d described what we had together compared to what she enjoyed on her back or on her knees in that dilapidated little house on the other side of town.

Luxuriating in the moment, just for a second, I thought about telling Lisa that I knew the name of her secret lover and had watched her two nights of passion with him. But my intuition told me this wasn’t the right moment, and so I bit my tongue and just held Lisa a little tighter.

I sensed that we’d done enough talking for now, and so I picked Lisa up in my arms and, happy at her squealing and flushed response, carried her upstairs to bed. Thankfully, she was wearing a skirt rather than a pant-suit, as I simply threw her down on the bed, removed my lower garments with a maximum of speed and pushed the gusset of her panties aside and sank my humble cock all the way into Lisa. I’d waited forty-eight hours for this and it felt better than any word can describe. A feeling that was turbo-charged when I looked down at Lisa and saw that she was equally as fulfilled as I was by our physical coupling.

In your life, if you’re lucky, you have maybe four or five ‘Eureka’ moments. You can call them what you may. ‘Epiphany moments,’ or maybe ‘Saul on the road to Damascus moments.’ Or in the modern vernacular ‘Come to Jesus’ moments. Call it what you may, I had such a moment as I looked into the loving face of the woman who’d shared my life these last fifteen years.

At that moment I knew that what we had would always be the bedrock of her life. Carlos and what he could give her was the icing on the cake. The sugar rush from a chocolaty dessert. But what we’d built through fifteen years together was ‘the real deal.’ And at that moment, in my Epiphany, I knew that I wanted to share with Lisa that I knew all about Carlos. That I watched her on Friday night and I’d watched her again on the Sunday night as she’d nervously allowed three men to violate her body before reaping her reward of a closer bond with her lover.

And that’s exactly what I did. I told Lisa everything, most important of all, telling her in a way that made it clear to her that I not only accepted what she and Carlos had, but was excited by it and was happy for her to explore further.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Lisa and I didn’t sleep much that Tuesday night. And sensing the significance of the moment, we both called in sick the next day, giving us time once the kids were in school to just be close and to continue our sharing about our feelings and thoughts.

It really was a watershed moment for both of us. We had maybe seven hours from when we dropped the kids at school to when we needed to head out to pick them up. But in those seven hours, we reached a special place. We got to a place where we truly re-affirmed that we were soul-mates and partners for life. Set on a path where we’d one day see first Caleb and then Libby off to college. And then years later I’d hopefully be dispensing marriage advice to my son and proudly be walking Libby down the aisle to marry a man who’d give her the same love that I gave her mother. And then years after that, if we were so blessed and spared, we’d be the rock that Caleb and Libby needed as they themselves became parents.

All of these thoughts and expectations went through our heads as we contrasted them with the here and now. Confirming that Lisa and I was something that was set for the ages. And that by way of contrast, Lisa and Carlos was something that we were both happy to enjoy for the here and now.

It really was a watershed moment. As it washed away the separate and different doubts that Lisa and I had both had after she’d returned from her Sunday night with Carlos and his two buddies.

That was Wednesday, when we’d bunked off like a couple of naughty teenagers, and it marked the start not just of a new chapter in our lives, but of a whole new book. Part of what we’d discussed was the sexual inquisitiveness that lay within Lisa, suppressed and damped down by the conservative influence of her strongly Catholic, Cuban mother. As we talked through this, I could almost see the sexual restraints and brakes dissolve around my wife’s mind and thoughts. At first, she’d been reluctant to discuss how she’d enjoyed the experience of being shared and taken by three men. But as she saw that I wasn’t angry or repulsed by this, she’d gradually become more open to discuss this.

And it was this calm and relaxed persona that asked me on Thursday night if I’d be okay if she stayed over with Carlos on Friday night, making sure to let me know she’d be home for when the kids woke up in the morning. She wanted her night of passion with her twenty-something gangbanger lover, but more than that she wanted to reassure herself and me that she was still first and foremost the loving mom of Caleb and Libby.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

That conversation took place just less than a week after the start of Lisa’s relationship with Carlos. Or should I say with Carlos and his buddies. That was just over two years ago, and I’m glad to report that two years on Lisa and I are still together. Feeling like a couple who own a vintage car that went in for a mid-life rebuild and that is still running smoothly today.

Caleb, Libby, and our love for each other are the centerpiece of our lives. And all five of us are happy with that. I say ‘all five of us’ because Lisa’s affair with Carlos has continued from Christmas 2016 right up until today.

Like any relationship, it has grown and developed in all kinds of ways. I’m not ashamed or worried to admit that it’s developed in emotional ways. Whatever their origins, if a couple are physically intimate for that length of time, then the emotional ties will develop and multiply. I have no doubts that both Carlos and Lisa are more than a little ‘in love’ with each other. But it’s no threat to the everyday love and life that is Lisa and me. It’s more the love of what might have been. If Lisa wasn’t married with a family. if Carlos wasn’t a player with no real interest in settling down and raising a family.

But if ‘Lisa and Carlos’ only developed in an emotional sense in a limited way, then ‘Lisa and Carlos’ developed in a physical way as a budding plant blooms if you water it.

Lisa and I had that heart-to-heart talk one day shy of their one-week anniversary. Six days to be precise. Telling their story now, their physical relationship has been running for another hundred weeks plus. In that single week, Lisa moved from a first date to letting Carlos and his two buddies indulge in a mini-gangbang as they triple penetrated her willing body and mind. Imagine that multiplied up a hundred-fold, with an element of exponential development thrown in for good measure. And that’s the story of Lisa and Carlos’ physical relationship through 2017 and 2018 and into the early months of 2019.

Lisa and I played games. Having confessed my secret watching and the method I’d used to track their whereabouts, my smarter than me wife started playing games with me almost immediately. Some nights she happily shared her plans and would leave the tracker app turned on, knowing that I’d be a salivating puppy dog watching at the window as she and Carlos enjoyed physical pleasures beyond what I could offer her.

Other nights the tracker app was mysteriously disabled and my wife was smiling and tight-lipped about her plans. Her smiling return teasing me and driving me to new heights of excitement and torment.

That Sunday night of submissive and Lisa-centered ecstasy was repeated several times, whenever the mood took in Carlos’ mind, or when he picked up on the subtle hints that Lisa dropped that she wouldn’t be averse to ‘a little fun’.

But the ultimate two developments which marked the significance of Carlos and his relationship with Lisa came in a different shape. The first was maybe predictable, although it took me by surprise when it happened. The tattoos that Carlos and his crew sported were basically signs of shared belonging. And so maybe I shouldn’t have been surprised when Lisa returned home one Saturday morning with an inked and entwined ‘C&L’ under her left breast.

When she (or maybe they) realized that I wasn’t upset or angry from this sign of ownership, this initial test was followed in a matter of weeks by various other inking’s. ‘C&L’ under Lisa’s left breast was soon followed by a small and delicate ‘Property of Carlos’ under her right breast. Less than a month later another message to me appeared, just above Lisa’s now permanently shaved pussy a delicately inked ‘Only for Mexicans.’ I thought this would be the end of it, but I was wrong as about two months later Lisa came home sporting a new tattoo on her butt. “Property of M, J and C”, my initial clearly missing despite the fact that Lisa and I now often enjoyed anal sex if her pussy was too sore or too stretched from her regular trysts with Carlos.

Having tested the waters with these three tattoos, Carlos got more adventurous by getting Lisa to agree to a number of body piercings. Just like the tattoos, this was an escalating game that Carlos played with me, with Lisa as the canvas or board in between the two competing males. There was never again discussion or dialogue. It just happened week by week, month by month. The only constraints being what Lisa would agree to and how I reacted to each new escalation in Carlos’ marking and transformation of my wife.

It started with two extra piercings in Lisa’s left ear lobe, adding to the standard piercings all girls have. This was in May 2016, and already I knew enough of Carlos’ mind to know this was just an exploratory test. Grinning at me, enjoying the sense of anticipation and trepidation he had to know I was feeling. One month later, in June 2016 Lisa returned home one Saturday morning with a nose piercing that Caleb and Libby thought was ‘cool’, once they’d adjusted from their surprise.

July saw Lisa return home looking a little nervous as she revealed that she’d let one of Carlos’ buddies pierce her left nipple and place a small gold sleeper through the piercing. When I didn’t object but actually responded with excitement, I knew that it wouldn’t be long before Carlos persuaded Lisa to have her right nipple pierced and sleepered in the same way. We were all enjoying the game by now, and so when Lisa pulled down her panties in September to reveal a pierced pussy, I was ashamed at my own excitement. So ashamed that I immediately went down on Lisa and licked and pleasured her pussy. Loving the feel of her piercing, and not caring about whose juices I might be tasting as I brought her to a satisfying climax with my skillful tongue.

Carlos only had one more stroke to play in this little game, which came just before Christmas 2017 when Lisa returned home one morning sporting a tongue stud. He insisted that she wear it as she journeyed home from his bed to mine. But it was obviously difficult for Lisa and I to discuss it that weekend and in the next days. Having to resort to the comic method of writing on a pad to communicate, as the swelling reduced and Lisa adjusted to the feeling of a metal stud in her mouth.

At work and with the kids she’d remove the stud, but at other times she’d wear it and the meaning and intent were clear. Without it, Lisa was a dedicated mother and employee. With it she was a sexual being, happy to wear a special jewelry so that she could better please the men in her life.

As I write this, it’s hard to believe this was more than a year ago.

Since then Lisa and Carlos, and when the mood takes him, Carlos’ buddies, has become the new normal. And the three of us are happy with the set-up. Two or three nights a week Lisa disappears off to spend the late evening and sometimes the whole night with her Latino lover; ten years her junior and from a different part of town and a different world. And for their precious hours together she enters a magical fantasy world, the world against which her mother warned her, in that single act, a world which was made all the more enticing and exciting.

And then Lisa returns to me and the real world. A world she loves and that we love together. A world filled with laughs, hugs and shared smiles as we watch the two wonderful children we’ve made, grow up in ways that always amaze and excite us.

Sometime I get to watch. Sometimes I’m teasingly excluded. But either way, I’m happy because all three of us know this is a game we play together. A sexual game. Not a game of love.

I could never bear to lose Lisa’s love. That would crush and destroy me. But sharing the sexual side of Lisa, that’s a game and a way of life I’ve learned to enjoy. At heart, I’m a math guy, and the last couple of years have taught me that for Lisa and me one thing, one and one and one equals five or six.

And as a couple and a trio, we know that and we’re happy because it gives us a wonderful and robust platform to raise our little people. Assured and confident that we have it all. All bases covered, fulfilled in every way with a marriage – however unconventional – which will see us through until our kids are grown and parents themselves.

And who knows, with our kinky lifestyle, maybe ‘Uncle Carlos’ will even be an honorary godparent to one of our future grandkids. I’d be fine with that, so long as he doesn’t drag Lisa off to the restroom and fuck her during the reception. That is unless they let me know so I can watch.

THE END, Thanks for reading
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