
		
			[image: image-NXASZTMP.jpg]
		

		

	
		COULD I DATE YOUR WIFE?

		By

		Laran Mithras

		

	
		

		Model Photo by DepositPhotos.com

		Could I Date Your Wife? is a work of fiction. Names, locations and incidents either are a product of the author's imagination or are used fictitiously.

		All characters portrayed in sexual situations are over the age of 30 in this story.

		Copyright © 2026 - All Rights Reserved

		

		

		Table of Contents

		

		
			Title Page
		

		

		
			Copyright Page
		

		

		
			Could I Date Your Wife?
		

		

		
			CHAPTER 1
		

		

		
			CHAPTER 2
		

		

		
			CHAPTER 3
		

		

		
			CHAPTER 4
		

		

		
			CHAPTER 5
		

		

		
			CHAPTER 6
		

		

		
			CHAPTER 7
		

		

		
			CHAPTER 8
		

		

		
			CHAPTER 9
		

		

		
			CHAPTER 10
		

		

		
			EPILOGUE
		

		

	
		

		"To be curious about that which is not one's concern while still in ignorance of oneself is ridiculous."

		- Plato

		

	
		CHAPTER 1

		

		Three weeks ago...

		I barked a laugh. "Wait, what?"

		The echoes of my laughter bounced around the lofty interior and shattered the serenity of the cathedral. People filing out were looking.

		The bearded old man, Glenn, tilted his head and closed his eyes. "Forgive me. I meant no disrespect. Perhaps I erred."

		My wife squeezed my arm in warning against my outburst. "Chase..." She pulled on my arm; I had no choice but to follow her outside or tip over. Even frail, she had surprising leverage.

		"Courtney—"

		"We don't need to make a scene."

		"He asked if he could date you!"

		A few parishioners looked.

		Under the shadow of the soaring steeple, I looked back inside.

		Glenn was considering us with remorse on his face.

		The old man is crazy. He's always been nice before. I scratched at my chin.

		My wife said, "He asked nicely."

		I studied her. "Did you have some conversation with him? Did you plan this?"

		"What? No. I'm as surprised as you."

		I walked her to our Chevy Trailblazer. "We don't go to mass so men can hit on you."

		Her dry look stung. "You don't even pray."

		"I did enough at Saint Jude's." Our high school where we met, thirteen years prior.

		She buckled up. "All he did was ask." She smiled out the window.

		"You're happy about it?"

		A sharp look. "I'm... flattered."

		I grunted, relinquishing the point I couldn't argue. "I suppose you would be."

		"What's that supposed to mean?" That edge.

		"Just what it means, Courtney. I'm not saying you aren't beautiful."

		She made a derogatory sound of dismissal.

		I wisely clamped my lips shut. She was short, frail, and pale.

		And married.

		Should be simple, right?

		Why would he even ask?

		What possible—

		Why?

		

	
		CHAPTER 2

		

		Two weeks ago...

		I peeked around the doorframe.

		Courtney was frowning at herself in the mirrors on the sliding closet doors. Turning a little, looking down her fragile frame.

		I knew she was being critical.

		She wasn't as tall as normal women her age. She wasn't as voluptuous as she thought a woman should be and what small ones she had were already beginning to shrink at thirty.

		Where I was beset by a distressing curiosity over Glenn's request, Courtney suffered an appalling anxiety.

		But now her melancholy was impeding my study of this anomaly in our routine brought on by a gray-bearded old man.

		Her off-center parted mass of brunette curls that refused to be tamed – more of a frizz – framed a very smooth complexion and angular face. Her nose was a little small, but I would never tell her that. Neither would I mention her eyes were a little squinted.

		Why should I be critical?

		Neither would I disparage her lips as a little too thick. Nor that her eyebrows just a little too natural.

		Nope. I had class.

		Not like Glenn.

		She spun and balled her fists at her sides.

		I said, "Sorry."

		Her shoulders slumped and then she hugged herself. "I never blossomed."

		"You look fine."

		Her eyes locked to mine, unblinking, and sending waves of cool disapproval.

		I held out my hands. "What?"

		"Do you think he asked because I'm looking old?"

		There was no stopping the tilt of my head back and the laughter that rolled and roared so easily from my throat.

		Her stare turned into a scowl.

		I let the hilarity wind down, feeling good about it, and then cleared my throat. "He asked because you look so good."

		"I know you criticize my nose."

		"I do not—"

		"You stare at it all the time."

		Am I that obvious? "It's so cute."

		"Chase."

		I widened my eyes at her and said dramatically, "Courtney..."

		She sniffed and folded her arms.

		I said, "You said you were flattered; what happened?"

		"Why did he choose me?"

		"Have you seen the other female parishioners?"

		"So he settled for me because I was least ugly?"

		"You're not ugly." I rolled my eyes.

		"But why me?"

		I threw up my hands. "I don't know. Maybe you should ask him yourself?"

		"Do I remind him of someone? His dead wife? His daughter?"

		"Ew."

		"His long lost love from the Crusades?"

		"He's not that old."

		"Do I look cheap and easy or something?"

		I frowned, giving her my skeptical science face – that squint and slight frown of pursed lips. "No, he was very polite. I keep playing it in my head. At first I was irritated, but now..."

		"But now?"

		"I don't think he meant it the way we took it."

		"But how?"

		I shrugged. "Maybe you really should ask him. Just to satisfy your curiosity."

		Her eyebrows lifted. "You mean, yours."

		I scratched my chest. "I admit my curiosity is growing."

		"I should ask him?"

		I nodded.

		"But what would I say?"

		I slapped my palm to my face. "I don't know, maybe why he asked to date you?"

		

	
		CHAPTER 3

		

		Two days ago...

		I peeked out the peephole, watching Glenn escort my wife to his truck.

		Why does this seem so hard?

		What are they going to talk about at this audition?

		Glenn was taking her with him to an audition for a play hosted by his friend. They were going to sit in the auditorium and rate hopefuls on paper for the director.

		What kind of a date is this? Is this the friendly companion thing Glenn described?

		Watching her get into his truck produced in me a tugging sensation – as if my bond to her was stretching.

		Would Glenn shutting the door to the truck break it?

		Comfort, familiarity, and complacency were being tested. Something unfelt was now being felt. As if an unknown muscle was being stressed in a new workout, I was discovering a sensation of risk in relation to something I didn't even know existed.

		I knew I was married to Courtney. I remembered the Catholic wedding. But I didn't know there was...

		Was there really something to all that marriage-myth? Was there really a bond like I was now acutely feeling?

		As the truck moved away, I was... tugged.

		And suddenly lost.

		What's happening?

		What are they saying to each other?

		About them?

		About me?

		What's happening with them?

		Glenn took on an invasive aura that made my muscles tense.

		Before the bed of the truck was out of view, I wanted to chase it down like a rankled dog. Bristling imaginary fur, I was reminded that many of my contemporaries enjoyed the cuck lifestyle.

		He's taking her to an audition; how am I cucked? Am I cucked? Is this what all cucks feel?

		Wasn't my thing: I liked big tit porn.

		But...

		These feelings.

		I had seen on the world's biggest porn site husbands enjoying watching their wives being ravished in front of them. I rarely watched any of that unless the woman had huge tits.

		Neither did I visit that place very often as the content was enough to turn my stomach.

		Hadn't it been purchased by a rabbi?

		At the time, I had hopes he would clean it up.

		But the content became an avalanche of filth so vile that my stomach hurt after visiting.

		More lurid. Even more disgusting.

		Almost as if instead of celebrating what made sexuality fun, the site was promoting the destruction of what made sexuality appealing.

		The online content made Playboy seem like a veritable bastion of clean, religious art in nudity.

		I had a brief vision of the father of St. Francis Cathedral say, "Sit, and open your Playboys to page twenty-two."

		Yeah, not gonna happen.

		I slumped onto the couch and let my mind dissect this from every conceivable angle.

		Cuckoldry. Was I experiencing it? Or was I imagining it? No, I was not a cuckold, by strict definition.

		Breathing is strained. Heartbeat is elevated. Hands are shaking.

		Hmm. Curious.

		Sense of doom.

		Weird.

		Glenn was just occupying some of her time. That's all.

		No reason to panic.

		I put it out of my mind, as easy as that.

		For two seconds.

		Okay...

		Is the old man a threat? No.

		Is Courtney unhappy? No.

		Am I unhappy? No.

		Are we bored? No.

		Are we experimental? No.

		We didn't fit any of my ideas of this kind of relationship. And neither was I truly a cuckold.

		But what if I was? What if they were going somewhere to... be together?

		I put on my science face and rested my chin on my thumb while curling my index finger beneath my lower lip. This was what serious scientists used.

		Would I feel different if I knew they were really going to do something sexual?

		Would I feel worse? Or weirdly better?

		What was he talking about with my wife?

		Me? Him? Her?

		All of it?

		Would she come home disheveled and hurt or happy and beaming?

		

	
		CHAPTER 4

		

		Neither.

		I was watching through the mesh curtains as they approached. The weave was loose; I could see through it enough to make out her expression.

		Neutral.

		Weather. Dogs. Cars. Plastic storage bins. April ninth.

		They could've been talking about anything by that blank expression.

		Glenn gestured toward the door, next to me.

		She nodded.

		He took her by the shoulders and bent forward to the side - putting a little kiss on her cheek. Peck-fast. A priest could not have delivered a kiss or embrace more chaste.

		Now my curiosity was titanic.

		What had happened?

		"What happened?" after I closed the door behind her.

		Courtney tilted her head at me. "What do you mean? We went to the audition—"

		"You look..." How did she look?

		"Like what?" Confusion crossed her face.

		"I don't know. Like nothing."

		Her eyebrows drew down. "Thanks."

		"I mean that I thought you might be buzzing or something."

		Her head shake was accompanied by a light squinting of the eyes. "It was just a bunch of guys and gals reading lines. It wasn't like skydiving."

		Tension leaked away from me as if I had been stabbed in the ankle and water was bubbling out. Within seconds, I felt exhausted. "Oh..."

		"So, I went out with him like you suggested. It was... interesting, but nothing else. Are you satisfied?"

		"Was he flirty?"

		"No. He was nice."

		"No smiles?"

		She squinted again. "Sure, but not the leering kind."

		"Oh."

		"Are you okay, Chase?"

		"You're telling me everything?"

		"That happened, yes. Why do you have a suspicious look on your face? You asked me to talk to him, then suggested I go out with him—"

		"So that you could be comforted—"

		"Don't pull that with me. You think I can't see how his offer bugged you? I think you were more bothered than me."

		"I wasn't studying myself in the mirror every half hour for two weeks."

		She flushed red, caught.

		I changed the subject to divert her attention from homing in on my suspicion. "Anyway, I just wanted to be sure everything went okay."

		"He asked if he could take me out again."

		My heart skipped and thumped. Excited, I said, "He did?" And then I was stunned by that sense of excitement. Wow, what's causing this? Why am I excited? I put on my science face and gave a sagely chin dip. "Go with him."

		She crossed her arms, leaned back softly, and frowned at me. "Seriously?"

		I nodded.

		"Why?"

		I dropped onto the couch as if exhausted from a long day of carrying heavy burdens. "Because I'm curious."

		"Of what?" Interest sparkled in her eyes.

		"How far will he go? What will I feel?"

		"What are you feeling, other than curious?"

		"Excited. Strangely elated. Maybe even eager to help you date him."

		She sat next to me with a care that suggested caution. "Date him?"

		"Just like you did, but... more, too."

		"This is... odd."

		"What?"

		Courtney's eyes flashed around the living room, touching on the coffee table, the TV, our framed picture - without registering any of it. "I'd like to date him, I guess, but I never expected you to support it."

		"You want him to be flirty?"

		"No, I mean just that going out with him was different. Fun."

		"So if I want you to have more fun?"

		Her little laugh was buoyant. "Um... okay. Like what?"

		My breathing was erratic and getting worse.

		I saw her willingness to go out with him as an opportunity: rare; conjunctive; an unanticipated stroke of luck.

		Seize it. Seize it!

		No hesitation. Strike and acquire. Push the envelope before the door closes.

		"Do you like him?"

		"Sure..."

		"If he was flirty..." I watched her face.

		No duplicity. "I suppose I'd be flattered."

		"Like you were when he asked at the cathedral."

		She nodded.

		"Does the fact that he's older and has gray hair bother you?"

		Her smile was sheepish. "No... Actually I rather like older men."

		"I'm not older."

		Her eyes held her love. "You'll get there."

		I hummed acknowledgment.

		She asked, "So why all this?"

		"I felt like I was on a rollercoaster while you were gone. Sort of worried, but more curious."

		"Worried? Why?"

		I shrugged dramatically. "Who knows what's happening? What if he hurt you?"

		"Him?" Her dismissive laugh was final.

		"I'm just telling you what I felt."

		She tilted her head over, peering at me with a flush in her skin. "You liked him taking me out?"

		"Yeah. I want you to do it again."

		"Yep, I can go along with that."

		But I didn't end it there.

		

	
		CHAPTER 5

		

		Today...

		Courtney's frown was irritated. "What if all this makes him mad?"

		I had pestered her for two days on getting intimate with Glenn. "Just ask."

		"Maybe you should ask him; it's your idea."

		"You liked the idea, too."

		She looked down, kicking a foot at an imaginary object on the carpet.

		I said, "It's just coffee and talk tonight, right?"

		"Yes."

		"So ask him while you talk."

		His truck slowed at the curb. Stopped, idling. Then shut off.

		We were both looking towards the door.

		She said, "Okay..."

		He knocked a moment later.

		I opened the door with Courtney by my side.

		His grizzled gray beard under gentle eyes suggested guidance and security. "Chase. Courtney."

		I beckoned him in.

		Courtney hugged him as I had suggested. Something a little longer than the usual friendly embrace.

		Just after that unspoken measure of propriety, his eyes widened and searched me out.

		I flashed encouragement with a nod.

		He hugged her while she held on for a little longer than appropriate. A woman seeking comfort. Expressing agreement in an embrace.

		One of Glenn's eyebrows drew down.

		But then the hug was over and they were leaving the house.

		My pulse accelerated as they walked to his truck. His hand on the small of her back was good. I opened my mouth to get in more air and saw spots before recovering.

		A sensation of warmth rushed through me, igniting an imagined tingling in my limbs.

		I discovered I was smiling.

		She got into his truck and he shut the door.

		The simple act was possessive.

		He was acquiring something. Taking it home. Taking her home. His now.

		To my delight and wonderment, I began to harden. Pressure and stretching was a welcome portent as Glenn's truck drove away.

		To the point that pain began to spike as my growing erection crammed at a bad angle in my jeans. Annoyed, I went to the bedroom and removed them. Grabbing a pair of sweats, I paused and adjusted myself in my boxers.

		A sweeping sensation of euphoria washed through me but left as I stopped.

		Like breathing a gust of clean, fresh air in a stale room, I wanted more.

		I removed my boxers, handling myself – stretching it out and relieving the awkward ache from being bent. I stroked it, letting it fill and stiffen.

		Are they talking?

		Is she asking?

		I gave my hardening erection a few strokes to relieve the hurt the jeans had caused. Like stretching a cramped muscle.

		Abruptly dizzy, I sat on the bed. Both hands bracing me on the mattress at my sides, I took in deeper breaths.

		My erection bobbed in the air.

		Unsure I could stand, I pitched over and settled my head on the pillow.

		That's better.

		Has she asked yet?

		Say yes, Glenn!

		I felt a little wetness on my dick. Annoyed, I gripped it and rubbed a small amount of leakage from the tip around. More leakage came out. Growing irritated at it, I stroked the ooze onto the shaft to help it dry: I didn't want to have to get up and get a hand towel to dry it off.

		But this felt very good. The smearing alleviated stress. Making a loose fist, I stroked. My hand moved faster, up and down.

		Tension was replaced with an energetic suspense. I looked down at my dick as my hand moved. It was gloriously full.

		I saw in my mind Glenn's hand on the small of Courtney's back.

		I groaned as a throbbing necessity extended from my erection to the rest of my body.

		Come on, Glenn. Say yes.

		I skimmed my hand faster, panting. There was no slacking off now. Masturbating like this was very much like running. At top speed, one didn't just come to an immediate stop: the legs would protest with much pain. Instead, one had to let off the exertion and gradually slow in increments.

		But I was feeling the acceleration, not the urge to stop. Much like a sneeze, this had to be carried forward until the pressure let off. I clutched my erection and gave maximum exertion.

		Was this normal?

		What motivated this odd bout of masturbating?

		Did all husbands do this?

		I doubted it; many of the jealous types seemed ready to throw down if you smiled at their wives.

		Insecurity?

		Protection?

		Was there an upper limit on possessive protection or a lower limit on total trust?

		Where am I in this in relation to the norm?

		Too jealous and possessive to the point of belittling the wife's character?

		Or too trusting and secure to the point of proudly displaying the wife's intimacy for others?

		What did Joseph feel when the virgin Holy Mother turned up pregnant?

		I sat up.

		He wanted to divorce her, quietly.

		I was certain I wasn't at that end of the spectrum.

		Cuckolding: when jealousy becomes a virtue and trust becomes a vice.

		But I wasn't a cuckold.

		Say yes, Glenn!

		But I wanted to be one.

		

	
		CHAPTER 6

		

		Glenn scowled at me. "Why would I want to defile your marriage bed?"

		I scratched at my neck. "Who said anything about defiling?"

		Courtney held onto one knee, her leg crossed over the other. She looked down, listening, embarrassed.

		His mouth twisted to one side. "I didn't mean this when I asked at church—"

		I interrupted him. "I know, I know. But just like you asked, now I'm asking. I answered yes when you asked. Now I'm offering you a little more."

		He hummed, studying my face. "I suppose it wouldn't be defiling if you were offering her to me. You don't understand what you're giving away, Chase."

		Courtney blushed. "I'm not all sure about actually... doing it."

		He dipped his chin slowly, studying her now. A moment later, at me, "And what if I agree and she doesn't want to?"

		I intuited an answer tailored for him. "Then nothing happens."

		He squared his shoulders and gave me a look of approval. His eyes searched mine and the moment began to stretch.

		I felt as if the opportunity was slipping by. Just as I was about to beg, he spoke.

		Glenn frowned. "I suppose if I refuse this is something that will eat you and you'll try to find someone else." He looked at Courtney. "Someone who might not appreciate her."

		My wife looked distressed.

		I hadn't thought of that, but his words felt obvious. I kept up my science face and admitted, "That might be the case, yes."

		An expression I interpreted as bitterness blemished his face: angry, hurt eyes; a flush to his skin; and a tightness to his lips. I began to understand this emotive appearance was directed more within than at us. He said, "When do you want this to happen?"

		I wanted to present a unified front. "We were hoping today."

		He stood, jerking his body to face the front door.

		I stalled him. "Please, Glenn."

		Courtney strayed from our agreement almost entirely. "I probably won't even want to..."

		He took a breath, looking down. His shoulder twitched and he turned towards us. "I suppose letting you see us naked together might be enough?"

		Seizing the flash of opportunity, I supported his postulation. "That's a good idea; I might even decide I don't want it."

		Courtney added, "Nothing will probably happen."

		Don't say that! I ground my teeth together.

		Glenn growled something unintelligible under his breath and removed his sports coat. Unbuttoning his shirt, he said to me, "Is this fantasy? Or curiosity on your part?"

		"Curiosity."

		He shook his head in disapproval. He said, "In all likelihood, this won't be what your mind is making of it. But I'll do this. Better me than someone who doesn't hold her dear."

		Before me, a man undressed in the presence of my wife.

		What did this make me feel?

		I sat in the overstuffed chair in the thinking man position, watching.

		Possessive. Pointedly magnanimous. Even... charitable.

		Interesting.

		Powerful. And those invigorating endorphins intoxicated me.

		Courtney began to undress, unable to meet either his or my eyes. She began before Glenn was done – perhaps nervous about watching him. Her gaze flicked my way a few times without meeting my eyes.

		I registered Glenn was finished and peripherally took in his presentation to my wife. His body was showing the erosion of age, but not in a bad way. I let myself take in a direct glance.

		Glenn was mostly fit but didn't have the workout body of someone vainly trying to stay eighteen. His member was... not large, but more substantial than I expected even though it was limp. Ears got larger with age? The nose? Did the dick? It looked much thicker than I had seen on younger men.

		My wife tried not to look. She drew in on herself and peeked around the side of her curls while asking, "So... how do we do this?"

		Glenn manipulated his manhood, moving and stretching it. "I can sit and you can climb on. If you don't want to actually... you don't have to put it in, you can just rub up against it for a bit." He looked at me directly. "Would that satisfy? A bit of grinding?"

		I nodded.

		Courtney said, "That sounds safe."

		Reluctance shelved, Glenn sat on the couch as if preparing to pick up tools and fix something on a workbench. He took hold of his cock and massaged it into growth. He offered a reassuring wink to my wife.

		Hugging herself and uncertain, she took a faltering step towards him. She habitually flung her curls out of the way frequently – but not now. Her hair hung forward, limiting her view. As if her hair was a shield, she let it block her vision.

		Or was she hiding behind it?

		Glenn said to her gently, "We don't have to do anything. Just sit up here and hug me." He held his erection upwards and beckoned her.

		Her movement became more fluid and feminine. She climbed onto his lap, facing him, and scooted forward. A nervous sound escaped her throat.

		He reached an arm around to hold her.

		Moving and arranging herself right up to him, Courtney sat on his lap and hugged him.

		This is easy. I felt delighted that she had the courage to at least pretend that intimacy was going to take place.

		Glenn said in an attaboy tone, "That's a girl."

		She was still on him.

		His hands soothed her back, slid down, pulled on her hips.

		Moving with his guidance, my wife shifted forward, tilting her hips. Her thigh tensed and relaxed.

		If she hadn't been so uncertain, I could imagine that she was truly engaged in sex with him at this angle. Sitting on him like this blocked me from seeing anything.

		She whispered, "It's okay if I move?"

		He made a jovial sound in his throat. "I imagine so, young lady."

		She must have been pushed right against his shaft. Her graceful back arched so slightly, her thighs flexing and her hips nudging forward in little rocking motions.

		So if they were doing it, could I handle this? I stroked my chin in thought. I gauged my feelings as Courtney shifted around on his lap – rubbing herself on Glenn. A sour pit of uncertainty fouled my stomach.

		I don't think this...

		Tension strained my arms and shoulders. I jerked my hand away from my chin and discovered it was shaking.

		My wife's thighs continued to tense and relax as she shifted against him. Her delicate butt cheeks flexed. Her familiarity on Glenn's jarring variation felt like... an intrusion.

		Maybe it's good we tested an embrace. I don't think I want this.

		His hands pulled on her butt.

		Would I even want to think about him putting it in her now? No!

		She was mine. He wasn't entitled. This wasn't how it is supposed to be. This was too new, too odd, and too different.

		I said, "You know... I don't think we should do this."

		Glenn had been ignoring me until now. His eyes locked to mine. "You want us to stop?"

		"Yeah, let's stop before it goes any further." Relief flooded me, but also desperation to end it right now.

		Glenn frowned, looked at my wife.

		She was looking at me with sad irritation. "Chase, you wanted..."

		I said, "I changed my mind. This was just a test anyway."

		Glenn grunted. "Off you go, young lady."

		A frown twisted her lips at me. "This is what you wanted."

		The older man reached under her butt cheeks and lifted. Sternly. "Off you go." He lifted her.

		I saw.

		His dick was soaked.

		Wait...

		When had she moved to mount it? I saw nothing! What?

		She hadn't been rubbing against him, she had been moving on him with his erection up inside her pussy.

		Doing it.

		

	
		CHAPTER 7

		

		"When had you started doing it? I didn't see him shifting around—"

		Glenn was gone and Courtney was mad.

		She answered, "Right away."

		"I didn't see either of you getting into position."

		"What? Was it supposed to be some major production? With lights, music, and dramatic pauses? I felt like it was right away or never. I climbed on." She stressed the point, "On, Chase."

		"I thought you were rubbing—"

		"No. I got on."

		"He was in you the whole time?"

		She nodded.

		I felt cold.

		So cold I began to shiver.

		And I felt... staggered and speechless. I sat back down in the chair and hunched over for warmth.

		And to stop the shaking.

		Her voice was softer. "What's wrong?"

		Courtney. Always caring.

		"Chase?"

		My voice quivered. "I feel so cold."

		"You wanted this."

		"No, I mean really cold. Ch-chilled."

		"Maybe you have a flu coming on or something. Go get under the covers."

		What I wanted was to curl up next to a roaring fire. But, she made sense. "Yeah..." More blankets.

		She said, "I'll get the blanket from the closet."

		"Exactly what I was thinking." For a moment, we were a team. The marriage union that shined at times in a mutual dance of cooperation and singular focus.

		Then I remembered Glenn's intrusion.

		And his warning.

		But this sensation was just cold. Perhaps Courtney was right: I was coming down with the flu.

		I started to get into bed.

		She was unfolding the blanket. "Get your clothes off."

		"What? Why? I'm cold."

		"Because your body will try to warm your clothes. Which are cold."

		"Yeah, I've always heard that, but it doesn't make sense. I'd have to warm the blankets anyway so I might as well warm my clothes."

		She rolled her eyes. "Whatever. Get under the covers."

		I undressed anyway, just to test it out. "Cold!"

		"I'll get in; we can share body heat."

		I hugged the covers around me until I couldn't take it anymore and then covered my head, too. I felt her get in after I had taken several warmer breaths.

		And bring in cold air.

		I cursed.

		She murmured, "Calm down, Chase."

		The sharp edge of the cold had dulled and my shivers were slowing.

		She slid up to the side of me and I felt her warmth.

		Gradually, I absorbed her heat, generated enough of my own, and stopped feeling so chilled. That was when my mind let go of the focused sensation and wandered a bit.

		Not far.

		Just a few inches to my left.

		My wife.

		Courtney rested next to me in her bra and panties.

		Not many minutes ago, she had been on Glenn.

		Indeed, I could smell a little of him on her. A minute hint of his cologne.

		But here she was, next to me. Like normal.

		Was she different?

		I looked around in the darkness under the covers. Suggestions of her small form. One breast in a little mound shaped by her bra.

		I smelled her, too. Her body wash and delicate floral scent coming from the shampoo she used. And the oddly engaging aroma of hair that reminded me of clean, hot-ironed wool.

		I took deeper breaths – not wanting to smell him on her, but desperate with relief.

		Everything was okay. I felt it.

		But different.

		My wife hadn't just demonstrated she could embrace him naked, she had deliberately impaled herself on him from the start to defeat her own doubts. Took his erection right up inside.

		For me.

		For me?

		Hadn't she been reluctant?

		My dick stirred and thickened.

		I recalled her moving, just minutes ago, on his lap. Mounted.

		Fucking.

		Without my knowledge.

		I jerked, almost laughing. She had been doubtful and fearful, but conquered it and just got on and rode him.

		I took in very warm breaths, the chills all gone.

		She had mounted him.

		He had been in her.

		In my mind, I could see her in the darkness, under the covers. Lying there in her panties. The ultra-thin material barely covering her hole.

		I was throbbing. Hard.

		Was she still mine?

		His dick up inside my wife was an extreme violation of possession. Did he not have a most intimate claim on her now?

		Courtney turned towards me, putting her arm over me and moving her leg up to rest on my knees. She said, "You feel warmer."

		"Yeah." I let out a breath. She was thinking of me, not him.

		She snuggled closer, her knee moving up. It brushed the underside of my erection.

		She froze.

		I froze. What would she do?

		Her hand came down and tentatively touched it. Twice. Then her fingers traced over it, followed by a grip both gentle and certain.

		No hesitancy. Grab and stroke.

		She moved her hand up and down with intimate determination. Her breath was hot on my neck.

		Tension swelled and built within me. Waves of satisfying pleasure radiated from the movements of her hand on my shaft.

		She didn't toy with me. She didn't test. She didn't seek her own delight. Neither did she ask or guess.

		She masturbated me.

		I gasped, "Get your panties off." I pulled the covers off of my head, panting.

		She froze. For two seconds. Then she moved with alacrity, removing them in such a feminine way.

		I was on her without registering that I had moved. I felt the warmth. I felt the engulfing wetness on my dick as I slid in.

		She was not just wet, but sopping.

		I drove frantically, deep lunges. Feeling everything familiar and yet now so different. Glenn had been in her not even half an hour ago.

		Courtney whimpered under me as I hammered her pussy with lust and...

		Joy?

		She was still mine. Everything was there. Everything familiar. She responded as she always had and the world clicked back into place.

		I slowed, enjoying the wondrous sensations of making love to my wife.

		I saw her, in my mind, flexing, moving her hips on Glenn.

		And I hadn't known.

		I felt robbed. Cheated of knowing.

		She whispered, "You're not mad at me?"

		"No."

		"You have a sad look on your face. Is everything all right?"

		"I didn't know it was happening. I couldn't see anything. Would it have been different if I knew?"

		"I'm sorry."

		I shook my head. "Don't be. You got over your fears, I guess. Did he... feel good? Was it fun? What was it like for you?"

		"I don't know; it ended rather abruptly." Her tone was almost dry and accusing.

		I grunted. "He almost threw you off."

		"That's about how I would expect him to react..."

		"Did you like it? Him being in you?" My dick throbbed inside her.

		She shrugged under me. "I guess."

		"You guess? Did it feel good or not?"

		She nodded, her uncertain eyes searching me for clues.

		"You liked doing him?"

		"It didn't last long enough for me to..."

		"He felt different than me?"

		"A little. He's thicker. Shaped different."

		"It felt good in there?"

		She closed her eyes and whispered, "I guess it did. Yes..."

		I slid in and out, faster, watching her.

		She kept her eyes closed.

		I panted, knowing she was remembering. I pushed my cock deeper, faster.

		Her mouth opened and her face took on an expression of focus.

		I was making love to her and she was thinking of Glenn. Remembering his cock. Going with the flow of her imagination, I said," You looked like you were enjoying it."

		She made a noise, tilting her hips with my thrusts.

		A touch of anguish. "I wish I had known."

		Her eyes remained closed – pressed shut in concentration.

		Feeling daring, I whispered, "Are you thinking of him?"

		Her eyebrows twitched inward. I saw her eyes shift under her eyelids. She didn't answer, but her hips moved more energetically. Her fingers clawed at my back.

		Knowing she was thinking of him, and realizing she was so wet from their brief union, I was driven to greater passion. I wanted to slide those very same depths his erection had tested. His cock had explored inside my wife; I wanted to experience it. And I wanted her to imagine him while I did it.

		If we had engaged in great sex before, now it was caffeinated and supercharged. My whole body vibrated with lust and the glory of sexual fervor. The dramatic drives of my dick were strong, but not brutal.

		Courtney made half groans under me, her body twisting and jerking. She rarely had an orgasm from straight intercourse, but her reactions told me she was coming close.

		I whispered, "Imagine him in you right now."

		She pulled at me, eyes still closed. Her hands began to shake.

		I said, "Would you like him in you again to finish what you two started?"

		She didn't answer with words. Her eyes squeezed and her brows knit together. She tilted her pussy up and whimpered in her throat. Then her hips lurched upwards. She let out a loud gasp of release and began bucking.

		Knowing she was cumming for him swelled my dick so hard I felt like it would burst. Every muscle in my body tensed so that I was immobilized. Then everything exploded. I pumped deep as lights flashed in my eyes and tingles cascaded through my flesh.

		

	
		CHAPTER 8

		

		"He doesn't want to." Courtney looked hurt. "He says when you said you didn't want it, he respected that."

		"But I want it now."

		"So do I, Chase."

		"So tell him."

		She sighed quietly. "I'll ask him again."

		"You're going out again today, right?"

		"Yes."

		"Tell him that I didn't know—"

		"I did."

		"That I need to know it. To see it to understand. But knowing he was in you makes it okay."

		She gave me a look. "Can't you ask him yourself?"

		"He dates you; he doesn't date me."

		"Coward."

		I tried a different tack of reasoning. "He likes you; he has no interest in me. You have a soft spot in his heart."

		Her eyes dropped. Her lower lip pouted. But she gave a feminine twist of her shoulders that suggested a playful thought. "Okay."

		I spent the next few hours ruminating over my predicament. Desperate to know, I rationalized her previous intimacy with him as not counting. How different might it be if I was able to know? Able to see it happening?

		In my scientific mind, I wondered if it had really happened at all. Other than Glenn's wet erection and her admission, what proof did I have? Unless I saw it with my own eyes, was it real?

		He picked her up as before, but he was stiffer towards me – as if his back wouldn't bend. His lower lip stretched inwards with tension – a sure sign of frustration or disapproval.

		I watched them go.

		He did not touch her.

		But he did look back once at the house.

		Courtney did not.

		Glenn? I knew he wouldn't take liberties with her on this date. Too much of a gentleman. Despite this assurance, I couldn't help but fondle myself before they even made it to the sidewalk. Before he looked back.

		Then came what seemed endless hours of waiting, tugging my dick, and hoping my wife could convince him. But it was only a bit over an hour.

		When I heard his truck pull up, I was caught off guard, mid stroke. I ran naked to the curtains, holding onto my straining erection.

		Was he just dropping her off?

		Out in the evening, they stood facing, talking halfway to the door.

		I waited, moving my hand rapidly with hope. Ready to bolt for the bedroom to get dressed if they turned to the door.

		Courtney gestured towards the house.

		Glenn looked towards the door and shook his head, talking.

		They spoke for a moment more, then both turned towards the house.

		I jumped, stumbled, and dashed into the bedroom. Grabbing up my clothes, I got into the bathroom before I heard the front door close.

		Unfortunately, now my dick was so hard that it wouldn't go in my sweat pants.

		Courtney knocked on the bathroom door. "Chase, come out."

		Exasperated, I said, "In a moment, I'm kinda busy."

		"We saw you, Chase. You shouldn't do that at night by the curtains. Anyone can pretty much see through them enough to know what you're doing."

		Fear, dread, and embarrassment washed over me. "Uh..."

		"If you don't come out, we're going to start without you."

		Stunned, I was silent.

		"Chase?"

		"I..."

		"Whatever, we're getting undressed."

		I hauled open the door, trying to hide behind it.

		Glenn was getting undressed. Courtney was pulling off her jeans.

		Mostly relieved of my predicament, I cleared my throat and stepped out.

		Glenn spoke. "I didn't want to do this, Chase, but you and she seem determined. Are you going to change your mind again?"

		Firm. "No."

		"All right then."

		My wife stood naked, looking at me expectantly.

		Not sure what she was waiting for from me, I gave her a frustrated expression.

		Apparently satisfied with my look, she turned to Glenn. She approached and they embraced - my wife's smaller, softer form melding into his masculine age with grace and ease.

		Glenn alternated watching me with a critical eye and stroking my wife's hair as her head rested sideways on his chest.

		Seeing Courtney naked and embracing another man was both exciting and tormenting.

		I sat in the chair by the bed where I flung my clothes at night. I assumed the thinking position and watched. I was excited: my dick was straight, hard, and throbbing. I was also tormented: I wanted her to offer him her intimacy; and I wanted him to appreciate it.

		I wanted them to enjoy fucking and wished they found it explosively arousing. Yet I also felt the perilous nature of this exchange. What if they liked it too much? I wanted my wife to be lost with him, but then not. I wanted her fuck-drunk with pleasure, but not too much?

		I was confusing myself.

		Her arm moved, then kept moving. She was reaching between them.

		Oh, you nasty woman. Yes, stroke him. Touch his cock.

		I almost laughed, giddy. What was all this?

		She moved a leg out and Glenn moved his arm.

		They played with each other. Took a few faltering half-steps toward the bed.

		I was alarmed when he bent down and kissed my wife. Courtney turned her head up without hesitation and engaged the kiss. Her hand accelerated on him and I could see it now after they had moved.

		Kissing, she had his thick, large-helmeted erection in her hand. It wasn't absurdly long or big, but her hand looked small on it. She tugged at it with easy enthusiasm.

		Feeling a hot, sour burning in the pit of my stomach and an aggravating tension building in my lower abdomen, I gripped my dick and tried to ease away the discomfort.

		Glenn stopped kissing her. "I don't know who is going to regret this more: him or me."

		My wife flung her head to the side. "Don't think about it."

		He grunted.

		She took his hand and pulled, indicating the bed.

		He frowned. "I'll lie down. You get on. Let you control it."

		Her high, feminine voice was in agreement. "Okay."

		Glenn reclined on the bed and watched her.

		My Courtney was completely familiar to me. Every curve and feminine sweep. The graceful arch of her lower back, the small pear shape of her butt, her flattening former grapefruit-sized breasts. She was small compared to Glenn. A little thin in the shoulders. Mass of brunette curls.

		All mine.

		Offered to Glenn for the moment. For pleasure. For science?

		Despite a little trepidation, I was one hundred percent go. Leaning forward. Eager to see this.

		My wife climbed onto the bed, over him.

		I scooted the chair to the corner of the bed and settled. I could see his erection lying on his abdomen. I could see her butt and thighs shifting over him as she positioned herself.

		She reached down and lifted his thickness.

		Nothing had happened yet, other than some kissing and touching. I was feeling jittery, aroused, and tense.

		Her familiarity jarred against Glenn's nudity - to which I was unaccustomed. Was this okay?

		Glenn clasped her small hips and guided her.

		Courtney positioned him and leaned back and down. The head bulged and bent as she missed the mark of entry. He grunted, lifting her with his hands.

		"Hang on," he said. He slid his hands down, cupping underneath her butt and thighs, fingers to the sides of her pussy. Pulling, he opened her up.

		I had never done this with my wife. Seeing her exposed with his cock twitching near her entrance made my dick ooze in anticipation. Her thin slit was held open, showing the pink inside.

		He breathed, "Okay."

		I rubbed the ooze around, then instinctively smeared it all in with rapid hand-strokes. The stress of the erection subsided significantly and was replaced with a wave of soothing contentment. At the same time, the tension of arousal built – a dual force that drove my hand without conscious thought.

		Courtney settled back and down again. "I think...There?"

		"Yep, keep going."

		My wife settled over his cock and the head bulged at her entrance for half a second. The head popped inside easily, then she was sitting. Her pussy stretched wide over him and slid down on his shaft.

		She's on him and...

		And she sat down so that the only visible aspect of their union was his balls bulging beneath her butt cheeks.

		It happened so fast. My mouth was open in wonder. My hand provided a steady smoothing of the emotional jumps and jitters. I masturbated non-stop, unrelenting, and the self-gratification provided a tranquilizing effect on my state of mind. Probably, my jerking provided the only solid anchor for my emotions.

		Courtney shifted side to side, then rocked. Placing her hands on the white hairs of his chest, she rose upwards. Her pussy slid up into view as did his wet shaft as she came up. Seeing her sliding up was even more exciting than watching her get on.

		More wetness ran out of my dick and I got busy smearing it. The extra effort focused my attention inwards for a second.

		I was vibrating with energy.

		I also felt a touch queasy.

		I examined that.

		Courtney whispered, "Is that okay?"

		He nodded.

		Previously repulsed by the notion that my wife should be intimate with this older man, I was now fascinated by the sight of her pussy sliding up and down on his thick shaft.

		Fascinated, but queasy.

		Why? Why queasy?

		She was not having a bad time of this and neither was he.

		In reflecting on the sour sensation, I perceived my weakness: they were focused on each other and thus essentially ignoring me. In that instant, I felt unnaturally out of place. Despite being married to Courtney, I sensed a desire to leave the bedroom and give them privacy.

		Odd.

		But wasn't this what cuckoldry was all about? Or was this some niche of the fetish? Likely a niche. And which was right?

		Which was wrong?

		My eyes strayed to the nightstand where my wife's Bible and rosary rested. The rosary: used. The Bible: unread.

		Our Lady of Grace had certainly dealt with a hint of this with Joseph who was unaware of the divine nature of the conception. How had she dealt with it?

		Despite being solemnly dissuaded from reading the Bible by the Catholic Church, I wondered what the Bible contained as to the Mother of Heaven's thoughts? Surely her words were within. Surely the very Mother of God had wisdom here.

		Maybe I should read it for myself.

		No way would Father Joel of St. Francis Cathedral offer a sermon based on cuckoldry.

		If I was to discover any meaning or advice, it was up to me.

		Courtney was rocking – her hair covering my view of her face. Her curls swayed back and forth.

		Glenn was smiling. His hands clenched her hips, guiding.

		When she came down, he pushed up.

		In mutual motion, they both explored the stimulating appeal of his cock maneuvering in her pussy. They were joined, and sharing. There was nothing dishonest or unjust in what was happening on our bed.

		I had invited him in. My wife was on his cock, willing, and sharing her pussy with him. He was enjoying her.

		There was a laudable virtue in this exact scenario that would be absent if I or she was unwilling. Joy filtered up from my core – and deep satisfaction.

		Courtney was silent, except for quiet gasps.

		Glenn breathed heavily, as if exerting himself on a bicycle. He moved beneath her with just a little tilting of his waist. It was enough to aid in driving his cock up into her pussy.

		People thought this was wrong? Evil?

		I choked and chuckled.

		Both stopped and looked at me.

		I stopped masturbating and shook my head. "Nothing. Just thinking."

		His eyes went to my hand.

		My wife's eyes went to my hand. She bit her lower lip and moved her hips on Glenn as she stared at my dick.

		Her motion spurred my hand and I resumed stroking.

		Glenn said, "You've such a wonderful pussy, young lady."

		She murmured mirth. "You think so?" Her voice was a little earthy and strained, despite its high pitch.

		"Maybe I'm not regretting this..."

		"No?" She lunged back on him, driving her pussy down on his shaft. Lifting and lunging backwards until the bed rocked.

		I had never thought of my wife as small, but she looked so on Glenn. And he was not a large man by any stretch of the imagination.

		Exhilaration mounted in me as my wife drove her pussy down onto his manhood. His thick cock spread her pussy open in a perfect stretched-out circle.

		Both gasped and panted. Their juices mingled and made wet sounds.

		My wife's back arched gracefully as his hands guided her hips. His shaft appeared and disappeared as she rose and fell on it and his balls jiggled with her impacts.

		Courtney looked back once again. Her glazed eyes found mine, then dropped to my hand. A little moan escaped her throat and she turned back to Glenn. Redoubling her efforts, she jerked back on him using her arms to aid her pushing.

		This was very erotic to me.

		Glenn gasped, "So good..."

		She panted, "You like it? Huh?"

		Closing his eyes and letting out a long sigh, he whispered, "Yes."

		She rode him at a gallop, pushing with her hands to power her pussy down onto his erection. If they had been hesitant and awkward at first, they now moved together in a coordinated flow of sensual pleasure.

		Simple. Clean. Congenial.

		Glenn emitted a long, low murmur of strain.

		I caught a movement in his ballsack that wasn't caused by her bouncing. A slight contraction and shift upwards in squeezes.

		My wife stopped, then pushed back all the way down onto him until all I could see was his flexing ballsack. She whispered, "Ah. Ah..."

		Glenn wore an exalted look on his face as his thighs jerked with each flex of his balls.

		I yanked my hand away as my dick threatened to explode right there in an overwhelming upsurge of arousal.

		It had happened.

		I was watching another man pump his seed up into my wife's pussy. Planting his flag, so to speak.

		In desperation to take my mind off of the imminent explosion of my dick, I examined myself in this moment.

		Excited beyond anything I had ever experienced.

		Aroused to the point of desperation. I wanted to grab my dick and finish it, but didn't want to embarrass myself.

		Pleased with Courtney. She had demonstrated that she was just as vibrant and sexy as the day I married her.

		Proud of my wife. She had expertly pleased a man and was rewarded with his orgasm.

		In a three-way mutual agreement of inclusion, we had shared something special that wasn't cheapened by deception.

		Zero harmful impact.

		Maximum excitement.

		I had read theories by sagely faces that husbands hated the idea of another man's seed being implanted in their wives because husbands hated competition. Didn't want to raise another man's child.

		The idea was null to me.

		Instead, as I watched Glenn pump his orgasm into my Courtney, I was struck with the perception that my gift of Courtney required the deposit of his return appreciation. The ejaculation of his seed into my wife's pussy was the proper and appropriate gratitude for the gift I was sharing. Nothing less would suffice.

		He had cum in my wife.

		All joy.

		No pain.

		

	
		CHAPTER 9

		

		My wife floated through a few days in a reverie of memory.

		I was absorbed in this preoccupation of hers – as if sharing.

		She asked me, "Are you satisfied? Or is this something that is going to happen again?"

		"I'm happy."

		Before I could continue, she said, "So that's it?"

		We were in bed. I was gazing at the ceiling. "Do you want more?"

		In that airy feminine way, she replied, "I don't know."

		I chuckled. "You're walking around in a daze like it was the experience of a lifetime and you don't know if you want it again?"

		"If I did, would you be mad?"

		I put on my science face. "No."

		"Hmm."

		"Glenn has seemed a little inconsistent. Do you think he will—"

		She twisted abruptly to me. "He has not. He stopped being willing when you said you didn't want anything happening."

		"He hasn't been willing through any of this. More reluctant."

		"He doesn't want to hurt anyone."

		"So if you want it and I say okay, will he?"

		"Probably."

		I gave her an eyebrow expression of anticipation.

		She said, "Another man has been in me, Chase. That doesn't bother you?"

		"Not the way it happened, no."

		She looked away, turning onto her back.

		"Courtney?"

		Gentle. "What?"

		"Are you going to?"

		"Are you going to watch again?"

		"Did it bother you?"

		"Not really. It was a little strange doing it with an audience."

		"Would you like me to be out of the room when he fucks you?"

		Silence stretched.

		"Courtney?"

		"A part of me wants to give him my body in total privacy. Sharing myself with him like that isn't some reality TV show for everyone to watch."

		"I can wait in the living room."

		"No, that isn't what I was saying. Let me finish."

		"Okay."

		"But you're my husband and you should be there to... I don't know... Show your support?"

		I hummed in thought. "Like, be there to represent me sharing you with him?"

		"Yes, like that. Maybe even hold my hand?"

		Annoyance drifted through my thoughts. Was she immature to require it? Or did she mean something deeper? "If it means that much to you..."

		"You're my anchor. I need your reassurance if..."

		"Okay."

		"You don't view me any different?"

		"Because of you fucking Glenn?"

		"Do you have to be so crude?"

		"Sorry. Should I use fifteenth century poetic prose or something?"

		She turned her head away briefly, looking at her rosary.

		I grunted acknowledgment. My wife had always been the stronger Catholic between us.

		She let her emotions settle a moment, then, "So do you view me any different?"

		I gave her my science face again. "Better, maybe."

		"Why?"

		Gifts. AB. ABC. The permutations make a complex weave... "I think that we made something requiring more effort and honesty, and the payoff is thus richer. Making love to each other is easy. But agreeing to share that with another is an even greater gift that comes from three different people, instead of two. Uh... like the whole sum being greater than the individual parts."

		"Wut?"

		I snickered. "It's like this—"

		"No, I got it. I was making fun of you."

		"Oh."

		She suppressed her mirth but couldn't stop the hilarity in her eyes. The sparkle melted gradually away. "I was afraid doing him ruined something."

		"Made it better." A wave of pride and approval rolled through me.

		"You watched him cum in me. What were you feeling right then?"

		Swelling within me was a mountain of favor and fascination.

		All good; no bad.

		I was pulling off her panties and mounting her before I realized consciously what I was doing. I slid my dick home where it belonged, deep into our marriage bond.

		Glenn's thick cock had travelled this very hole – shifted back and forth in the same depths I was now enjoying. He had enjoyed it, too.

		I had been in Courtney hundreds of times, surely.

		But never had she felt better.

		

	
		CHAPTER 10

		

		This is not what I expected.

		Courtney gasped, "What are you doing?"

		I put the Bible back down on her nightstand, making sure to position it perfectly like she required. "Reading it."

		"You're not supposed to. That's what the priesthood is for. Anyway, Glenn will be here soon."

		I made a noise in retort.

		She hugged her arms to herself. "Why are you reading it, anyway?"

		"Short version? I was wondering what the Holy Mother has to say about cuckoldry."

		She looked scandalized. "Chase!"

		"Quit acting horrified. You think it didn't come up when Joseph found out she had conceived?"

		"It was a virgin conception."

		"Of course, but still. He wanted to divorce her."

		She glowered at me dubiously. "What have you found? What did she say?"

		"Nothing yet. Seems to be all about Jesus."

		A confused expression crossed her features. "Well, find out another time, he—"

		The knock on the door finished her sentence.

		I stood, wanting to run to the door in case he changed his mind.

		Courtney motioned rapidly with her hand, gesturing me to get going and answer the door. She felt it, too.

		She wasn't a prude when it came to sex, but I couldn't recall her being this eager and impatient with me. Maybe it was her fascination with older men.

		Glenn dipped his head to me. "Chase."

		"Glenn." I motioned him in.

		Courtney launched into his embrace and squeezed.

		He murmured, "There's my girl. I'll admit I was looking forward to this." He glanced my way.

		I gave him an approving expression.

		"It's been a while since I felt this kind of enthusiasm for a woman."

		I asked, "You were married?"

		"Long ago. Long story – and not worth the time it would take to tell it."

		Relieved I wouldn't have to hear someone's sob story, I gestured towards the bedroom. I was already hardening, thinking ahead to them undressing.

		Thinking of offering my wife and witnessing him enjoy her.

		My throat was dry when my wife started undressing.

		Courtney asked, "What was her name?"

		He muttered, "Not worth remembering."

		"Oh, my."

		He turned, taking off his sports coat. "The past doesn't matter. What matters is who I am and who you are. And who we are right now."

		I scratched my chin. There was something to that I couldn't put my finger on.

		Courtney was out of her jeans and sweater before he was done pulling off his slacks. She was watching him as she removed her bra and panties. When she was naked, she faced me. "Remember—"

		I said, "I know." I got out of my sweats.

		She twisted around with alacrity and indicated he should get on the bed.

		He shook his head. "I was sitting and then on my back the last two times. Let's say we have me on top this time."

		She flung her hair to one side. "Oh." Lying back on the bed, she grinned at me fast-like and then turned her attention back to him.

		Glenn was stroking himself, gazing at her.

		I stood by her side and took her hand when she moved it to mine.

		The older man gave a grating hum of recognition and climbed onto our bed.

		Courtney parted her legs. Her intimate invitation made my dick rise. Seeing Glenn's cock thicken for her made my own throb with need.

		I shifted down the bed a little, stretching my arm to keep hold of her hand. Her pussy looked puffy. The lips that were normally closed were swollen and parted open.

		Glen crawled and knelt between her thin thighs. He manipulated his cock until it was hard. Aiming it down at her pussy, he brushed the head down over her clit and to her opening.

		The angle isn't right.

		The tip was at the wrong angle and more of the topside of the helmet was pushing instead of the tip straight in. He pressed anyway and the head bulged.

		Courtney squeezed my hand lightly and tilted her hips upward, helping the alignment so this man's cock could slide easier into her pussy.

		The head of Glenn's erection pushed inside despite the angle and a couple inches of shaft pushed in and stopped.

		She clenched my hand harder as he inserted.

		He shifted around on his hands and knees, then pushed until I could see nothing more. He was planted inside, his hips to hers.

		Courtney squeezed my hand harder with his length buried in her.

		He pulled back and out to the tip, the shaft glistening with evidence, then slid back in. Glenn worked sex with my wife displaying ease and competence. His shaft appeared and vanished. My wife's frame was pushed on the inserts and relaxed on the pullouts. Her hand hinted at the movement as she gripped mine – the fucking translated along her arm and wrist to our grip.

		She gazed up at him with interest and curiosity. She let go of my hand and reached between them to spread her lips.

		I started to move away, but she beckoned me back.

		Gripping my erection, she tugged me closer.

		Feeling her hand sliding on me as Glenn hefted his hips between her thighs – knowing she had this man's shaft traveling back and forth in that phenomenal feminine passage - electrified me.

		Maybe it was her pussy, but it was my admittance. It was my sole right of entry and I was letting him take it.

		My dick throbbed and I panted as he penetrated and probed the deepest parts of her pussy. I oozed precum as I marveled at her euphoric expression.

		Knowing that I was giving him extraordinary permission, I desired that he find her sex charming and compelling. That he enjoyed her so much that he wanted more.

		I no longer needed to study this subject of cuckolding. Whatever motivated others, I was caught up in my own version. Hearing them gasp and pant as they strained together in the most intimate carnal sharing held me on a vibrating edge of ecstatic release.

		Glenn lifted her legs and she let go of me. Positioning her ankles on his shoulders, he plowed slowly down into her pussy. His balls expanded when he was all the way in.

		I moved to the foot of the bed to watch and give them a little privacy .

		My wife looked so small bent up underneath him. She was almost more hair than body. A whimper came from her as he pressed as deep as he could. His ballsack shined as it ballooned against her small ass. His erection pinned her in place and then he was moving. Like a derrick drilling for oil, he moved sure and steady, grunting with effort when he was all the way inside.

		He wasn't fast. He wasn't hard.

		He took the time and fucked my wife.

		I stroked happily, enjoying that she was enjoying him. So much love came up within me as I stared at her in wonder. She was so beautiful lying under him and I was happy and proud that she was my wife.

		We three moved joyfully together, them fucking, and me masturbating, for several minutes. I didn't want them to ever stop.

		But Glenn was deep in my wife, prevailing over her with his erection. Inserting his procurement of her pussy. His balls tightened up and he heaved a little faster.

		Yes! Flood her. Pump it in there and fill her up! Make my wife wail with lust.

		Except neither made any excessive noise. Courtney was quiet with a small acceleration in the rate of her gasping.

		Glenn groaned and grunted, sending pulses of cum deep into my wife's pussy – making the beautiful vision even more enchanting.

		I knew I couldn't contain anything and just rapidly finished off my imminent orgasm.

		As Glenn filled my wife with cum, I let loose a long rope of sperm onto her discarded clothing.

		

	
		EPILOGUE

		

		I held out my arms. "What? Why?"

		Courtney turned away from me.

		"He's going to be here and he'll—"

		"I changed my mind, Chase."

		"But why? Wasn't it good?"

		"That's not the point."

		"Yes it is."

		"To you, maybe."

		I shook my head. I felt as if our carefully built weave was unraveling and falling. "But why?"

		She faced me, scowling. "Why is it so important? It was sex. That's all it was."

		"Exactly. What's so hard about giving him such a special gift?"

		"Because I only want to have sex with you."

		"But you wanted to have sex with him."

		"And I changed my mind."

		As simple as that.

		I blinked.

		I stared.

		I gaped.

		None of it affected her in the least.

		I said, "Maybe you'll change your mind again. Don't tell him or you'll wreck it all."

		"I'm going to tell him. And that's that. And if he doesn't want to take me on these excursions that aren't really dates, then fine. We go back to normal."

		"Are you feeling sinful or something?"

		"No, I changed my mind, Chase. I changed my mind."

		After all that, the beautiful weave of three was torn asunder. I knew her face and manner.

		She would never change her mind back.

		As Glenn walked her a few minutes later to his truck, I knew she was going to tell him in the cab. I knew it was over.

		For me...

		For me, I studied my way into cuckoldry.

		For me. For science.

		Glenn had tried to warn me, but...

		For me, I was always going to grasp at that exciting vision of splendor: another man's erection sliding into my wife's pussy.

		

		Thank you for reading Could I Date Your Wife! I hope you enjoyed this erotic study of sharing.

		For similar themes, check out these other titles by Laran Mithras:

		Finally – their fantasy of sharing finally gets fulfilled. But deeper, further, and unprotected

		Start Soft – a soft swing church function opens his wife up to possibilities, and her legs

		Reluctant Flirting – her work hires a one-time fling of hers, but her husband doesn't think that's a bad thing

		Halloween Sharing – he's jealous of his wife at his friend's Halloween party

		Innocence – he can't handle addiction and knows his wife needs more. A little dating won't hurt

		Letting Her Date – husband finds he's excited over his wife dating other men

		Frannie's Affair and Awakening – he doesn't want his wife, why not let a friend have her?

		My email is laranmithras@charter.net

		I do not send out emails for sales or anything else except to answer fans.
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