

Watching My Wife Cheat

“Nicole’s lucky to have such an understanding husband.”

Paige smiled at me as she said this, pushing her long red hair back out of her eyes as she did so. I smiled back at the compliment, though I didn’t know what she meant, it’s not that unusual for wives to go on a girls’ night out after all. Not sure how to respond to the odd statement, I just shrugged my shoulders.

“Not every guy would be so open or selfless. You’re a good guy.”

Paige put her hand on my shoulder in what seemed like commiseration. I tried to keep my confusion out of my expression, wondering what sort of controlling assholes she must have dated to get that negative an impression of men.

“It’s good for her to go out with her friends from time to time and let her hair down.”

I intended my response to be non-committal but it produced a chuckle from Paige. Maybe I was funnier than I realized.

“Oh, she certainly does that. I didn’t know Nicole had such a wild side until recently. I guess it’s been building up because of… you know.”

Now I was completely lost. I had no idea what Paige was referring to, or for that matter that Nicole had a “wild side”. What did that even mean? I began to wonder just what went on at these regular outings with Nicole’s friends. Before I could find a way to probe Paige on the subject Nicole came striding down the stairs.

“Dinner’s in the oven, no need to wait up.”

She pecked me on the cheek before sweeping past me and opening the door, clearly eager to go out and have fun with her friends. I raised my hand in a wave, watching my blonde-haired wife of ten years walk out the door for her weekly girls’ night out. We’d been through this exact routine for months and I’d never thought anything about it. Now though my brain whirled in confusion.

Paige was a relatively new addition to Nicole’s circle of friends. An attractive and slightly younger woman she had an outgoing personality and it had been her who had turned the occasional outings into a regular event.

I didn’t mind, I’m not much for socializing and figured it was good for Nicole to get out and spend time with her friends. As a bonus, I got a bit of alone time for myself and that is probably good for everyone. After ten years of marriage and with no kids to distract us our marriage wasn’t passionate anymore, but it was comfortable and functional.

Admittedly I’d let myself get out of shape, unlike Nicole who kept up a regular schedule at the gym, and sex had become an every other week sort of thing but I would describe us as happily married nevertheless. But what had Nicole been saying to her friends? And how wild was she getting when she went out? In what way did they think I was being understanding?

The questions stuck with me as I ate dinner, morphing from confusion to doubt to worry. I’ve seen how a group of drunk women can behave at a bar or club. They get loud, they sometimes get flirty, but they usually stay in a group which limits the bad behavior.

I had trouble imagining my workaholic wife flirting with strangers in a bar. She wasn’t an ice queen but she went to so much effort to maintain her professional image that I couldn’t picture her any other way.

Nicole didn’t talk much about what she did with her friends when they went out. I could tell she’d had a few drinks when she came home so I assumed they went clubbing and she had let slip that sometimes they went to watch strippers. That made me a little uncomfortable at first since I’m not in great shape and felt like she would be comparing me negatively to those guys. But I got over it figuring that it’s really no different than me noticing an attractive woman in the street. Look but don’t touch had always been my guiding rule and fair’s fair that had to apply to my wife too.

Perhaps that’s what Paige was talking about? Maybe Nicole just enjoyed their trips to the male strip clubs. By the time I’d finished dinner, I knew I was blowing this whole thing out of proportion and settled down to watch some television.

I didn’t think about it again until Nicole got home, late, like she’d said it would be. I was already in bed and sleeping when the door opened and closed. Opening my eyes I looked over at my alarm clock. It took a moment for the numbers to come into focus. Two am, even later than usual for her nights out, the girls had been having fun.

Nicole didn’t turn the lights on, probably trying not to wake me, and I didn’t say anything so most likely she didn’t realize I was awake. Instead, I just lay there watching as she first removed her earrings and then slipped out of her clothes. She had dressed to be seen in an outfit both tight and short. I always figured that was about impressing her friends more than anything else. Nicole looked great, why not show it off a bit.

After throwing her clothes in the laundry basket Nicole went into our bathroom and shut the door. To my surprise, I heard the water run as she turned on the shower. I’d expected her to come straight to bed. Who bothers to shower this late at night I wondered sleepily. Better to just do it in the morning.

Laying there in the dark, I listened to the water and pictured my wife washing. The mental image of her nakedness excited me and I felt my cock growing hard. It had been a while since we’d last had sex and since we were both awake and she was about to join me in bed it seemed like the perfect opportunity.

Waiting with growing impatience I imagined Nicole in the shower, her hands roaming her body as she soaped herself, but I couldn’t stop wondering why she needed to wash now.

Finally, the door opened and Nicole padded out, a towel wrapped around her.  I watched silently as she worked on her hair for a few minutes before finally casting the towel aside and slipping into bed. That was unusual, normally she likes to wear a t-shirt or a nightshirt when she comes to bed. I wasn’t going to object though, it meant easy access.

As soon as she got under the covers, I inched towards her, reaching out to wrap my arm around her. She froze at my touch, clearly surprised that I was awake. My hand moved to cup her breast and for a moment she did nothing, then took my hand in hers and moved it away.

I lay there surprised and confused. We don’t have sex a lot perhaps, but Nicole rarely rejects me when I make a move like this.

“I’m tired.”

The words were spoken quietly but the dismissal brooked no argument. She rolled over, putting her back to me and giving me no opportunity to reply. As I lay there, cock still hard and rejected by my wife, Paige’s words came back to me again. Nicole didn’t seem very wild right now.

*     *     *     *     *

Nicole was no more receptive to my advances in the morning than she had been the night before, mumbling about a headache and pushing me away. Her naked body right there in the bed next to me made an unbearable temptation so I got up and stomped around the house, taking out my anger on the dishes.

We didn’t have sex that weekend at all in fact and I found myself coming back to Paige’s words again and again. I couldn’t see Nicole as behaving in a wild fashion and I kept puzzling over why she thought I was “understanding.”

I would probably have forgotten about it at some point if I hadn’t run into Paige later in the week. Mostly I eat at my desk at work, but once a week I like to get out of the office and have something that isn’t a sandwich. It was Paige who spotted me, I was lost in my own world of thought when she sat down in the chair opposite me.

“Hi Jeff, fancy meeting you here.”

I’d never spent much time talking to Paige. She’s an attractive woman, several years younger than me and, as far as I know, single. I’ve always found it’s best for marriage not to spend too much time with women who meet that description. Still, I couldn’t exactly ignore a friend of my wife’s or send her away. Instead, I smiled a greeting.

“You work around here, don’t you? Is this one of your regular haunts?” She asked.

“Sometimes it’s nice to get out of the office.”

The conversation proceeded in that sort of neutral way where no one really talks about anything for several minutes. If I had let it go on much longer then most likely Paige would have politely excused herself and that would have been the end of it.

“What did you mean when you said Nicole was wild.”

I blinked in surprise realizing I’d asked the question out loud. Paige paused, her eyes narrowing as she studied me.

“Well, you know, your guys’ arrangement. I would never have guessed she was like that until that one time with the strippers.”

Now it was my turn to narrow my eyes. What arrangement did Paige think Nicole and I had? What time with the strippers.  I paused, choosing my words carefully. I had to sound calm or Paige would shut down and not tell me anything more.

“Tell me about the strippers.”

“You want to… hear about it?”

Paige tilted her head, fingers toying with her long red hair. She clearly found the request strange, but I didn’t know why and I needed to. So I just nodded. She looked at me for a moment, the tip of her tongue pressed against her upper lip, then she shrugged.

“Sure, whatever, if that’s your thing.”

I didn’t answer that, I didn’t know what it meant. My heart thumped in my chest and I felt sweat forming on my palms. Suddenly I didn’t want to know what Nicole got up to on these nights out, but I needed to know.

“I didn’t find out about your and Nicole’s arrangement until a few months ago. I guess the others have known for a while, but nobody said anything to me.”

Nicole leaned back in her chair, fingers still fiddling with her hair as she prepared to tell me her story.

“I’d gone with them to the strip club a couple of times, but it was just the usual girls’ night out, you know? Drinking, watching, giggling. Fun. And that’s all that happened that night too except Nicole disappeared partway through the night. I figured she must be in the restrooms or something.

“None of the others seemed worried about it, but after a while, I went looking for her. God did I get a shock when I found her on her knees with one of the strippers, you know… sucking him.”

My heart hammered so loud I could barely hear the words Paige spoke. Did she really just tell me she’d seen my wife sucking off some stripper at a club and say it as casually as she might talk about the weather?.

“I was kinda in shock, so I just stood there watching. You’re a lucky guy, she knows what she’s doing, it didn’t take long. Afterward, she saw me, and that’s when I found out about your arrangement.”

I had no words, rage and jealousy exploded inside me punching the breath from my lungs. Paige’s eyes were locked on mine watching me closely so I forced myself to stay calm and not let my anger show. My wife was sucking off other guys and her friends thought I was okay with it. Everything I understood about my marriage had vanished.

“Do you mind if I ask you something?” said, leaning in her voice lowering to a confidential level.

I still couldn’t speak, my body shaking as I forced myself not to lash out and hit the table, so I nodded my assent.

“Does it… excite you.” She asked a look of intense fascination on her face. “I mean is that why you let her? Is that why you asked me.”

She paused, as though struggling to find the right words or the right way to ask her question, before finally just blurting it out.

“Do you have an erection right now?”

I just stared at her. The question had been whispered, no one else would have heard in this crowded cafe, not with the background noise. But it had been asked out loud, put out into the universe, and something like that can’t be taken back. So it hung there between us.

My brain seethed with anger as I thought about what my wife was doing. Why didn’t I deny it then? Why didn’t I tell Paige about Nicole’s lies? But, in truth, I couldn’t. I hadn’t realized until she had asked, but I was rock hard.

Paige had her eyes on me this whole time, waiting for my answer. Her eyes went wide as the realization hit her.

“Oh my god. You do, don’t you?”

*     *      *     *      *

My conversation with Paige haunted me for the rest of the week. I said nothing to Nicole because I didn’t know what to say. Assuming Paige was telling the truth, and why would she lie about something like this, Nicole was cheating on me almost casually, like our marriage didn’t matter to her at all.

That thought lit a burning fury in my stomach that was hard to hold in and I found myself snapping at her over the most minor of things. But I couldn’t face her down about it because every time I thought about Nicole sucking that strippers cock, my own cock stiffened. What was wrong with me?

So when the weekend arrived and  Nicole started getting herself ready to go out, I sat in the living room pretending to watch tv and said nothing. When she came downstairs I noted her short skirt and tight clothes with a new eye but I still didn’t speak up.

“Don’t wait up.”

She kissed me on the cheek as she said it and I half-acknowledged her, not sure what to say or do. Did she plan on sucking someone again, on fucking someone?

“Where’s Paige?”

“Oh, it’s my turn to be the designated driver.”

Nicole smiled and I wondered if that was some sort of code. Did her having a car change her weekly plans at all? Paige had said all her friends knew what Nicole got up to. I didn’t ask though, I just nodded.

“Have fun.”

It twisted my guts to say that, knowing now what Nicole’s idea of fun was, but if I didn’t she would know that something was wrong and I wasn’t ready to face this, instead I watched her walk out the door.

I sat there watching tv for the next hour. I couldn’t tell you what I watched, I don’t remember any of it. My brain was on fire with thoughts and images of what Nicole might be getting up to. My wife, my love of ten years out there cheating on me. Perhaps she was dancing with another man right at that moment, pressing her body against his. Was she kissing him? Would she kneel in the back hallway of some club like a slut and suck him off too?

The thoughts haunted me. I didn’t want to think about it, but I couldn’t banish them. It hurt so much and yet the imagery that went with my imagination was powerful and arousing. Something was wrong with me.

The ring of our doorbell broke me free of my introspection. It was late at night for anyone to be calling, still, I got to my feet and walked to the door. As I got there the bell rang again. I hesitated for a moment but grasped the handle and pulled the door open. To my surprise there stood Paige, dressed casually and clearly impatient. Her finger hovered over the doorbell ready to press it again.

She didn’t wait to be asked but pushed past me the moment I opened the door. I shut the door behind her, not really sure how to respond to this sudden invasion. Without speaking she walked through to the living room and I followed. She sat, again without my asking and, reaching out for the remote, turned my tv off.

“You didn’t know.” She said.

She was talking about Nicole again, that much I knew. Somehow she had realized that there was no “arrangement” in place. I shook my head.

“And yet you sat there and listened to me.”

Her eyes bored into mine, seeking some understanding of my behavior. I nodded. I had no words or explanations for my behavior.

“What I told you excited you. I could tell. You had an erection.”

I flushed with embarrassment at that accusation, but she wouldn’t believe any denials from me.

“Have you said anything to Nicole?”

“No.”

“She went out again tonight didn’t she.”

“Yes.”

“You know what she’s probably doing right now?”

I nodded, I’d been thinking about little else all night after all.

“And you didn’t stop her? You didn’t stop your wife from cheating on you.”

I said nothing, shoulders slumping under the weight of the accusation. The truth of it shamed me.

“I thought you guys had an open marriage, but that’s not it at all. There’s a name for guys like you. You’re a cuckold.”

Paige’s words battered my mind, she seemed to be enjoying piling the humiliation on thicker and thicker and how could I deny any of it. After all, here I was sitting at home while my wife went out to cheat, again.

“I called in sick just to speak with you. I know Nicole is the designated driver tonight, do you understand what that means?”

I looked up, puzzled. Paige’s expression showed no signs of sympathy. She wasn’t telling me this to make me feel better. She wasn’t judging Nicole’s behavior, rather it was me that she judged.  Even worse, that wasn’t contempt on her face, but amusement.

“Once she’s picked her guy for the night she’ll take him back to the car. She’ll fuck him on the backseat like a horny teenager. Do you think that’s what’s happening right now? Your wife with her skirt around her waist, spreading her legs for some stud.”

My mouth felt dry all of a sudden, Paige’s words painted pictures in my head. I felt light-headed, struggling to control my breathing. Paige watched me, her lips twitching with amusement at my visible reaction.

“Do you want to jerk off now?”

I hadn’t expected a question that direct or personal. My mouth hung open, I didn’t know how to respond.

“Of course you do, this is what cuckolds get off on. I’ve been reading up on people like you Jeff. Pathetic men who can’t satisfy their wives and let others do it for them. Don’t deny it, I can see you’re hard.”

She was right of course, my cock throbbed g in my pants and all I wanted to do was pull it out and jerk off, not that I could do it in front of her. She seemed to know all of my thoughts though, sitting there watching me with that smirk on her face.

“You could stop her just by speaking up, but you haven’t. You’re not going to either are you?”

I shook my head again. Paige’s eyes burned into me as she studied my expression, gauging my reactions, picking what to say next.

“Are you waiting for me to leave so you can stroke your cock to what I’ve told you?”

She was openly mocking me now, not even fake sympathy, just condescension on her voice.

“I’m not going to leave Jeff. I want you to admit what you are. I want you to show me what you are. You have a choice, you can either stand up to your wife or you can surrender to her. Pull your cock out.”

As she spoke Paige’s voice grew softer and quieter. She leaned forward, watching me closely, her eyes glittering. It was like being wrapped in a spell, my mind cocooned in lust, I didn’t think about what I was doing, I just did as instructed. My fingers fumbled with my zipper yanking it down and then struggled to pull my hard cock free.

“Stroke it cucky.”

The amusement in Paige’s as she instructed me sent waves of shame through my brain, but I couldn’t help myself now, my hand wrapped itself around the shaft of my hard cock, moving back and forwards.

“This is what you want, isn’t it? This is what you’ve been craving all week. Can you picture Nicole on her back, legs wrapped around another man? His cock is inside her, fucking your wife’s cunt. She’s loving it.”

My cock twitched and throbbed at Paige’s words. I squeezed hard, my hand moving like a blur up and down the shaft of my dick. I pictured everything that Paige said and I only wanted one thing, I wanted to cum.

“It’s early yet, maybe she’ll take a second guy. Would you like that? Bent over the hood of her car like some whore so he can fuck her from behind.”

Paige licked her lips, her words increasingly coarse, her voice rasping. This was turning her on too I realized. Maybe she liked watching or perhaps it was a power fantasy. Either way, she was getting off on it. I moaned, jerking my cock with frantic need.

“Go on. Do it.” She urged. “Cum.”

Her words were all I needed to put me over the edge. With a desperate gasp, I felt a wave shudder through my body and I spurted cum on to my living room carpet. Paige laughed softly, watching my, her lips curling into a triumphant smirk.

“Cuckold.” She said as the second jet of cum spurted from my cock and that word triggered a third spurt.

I stood there in the middle of my home, half-hard cock still sticking out my pants, breathing hard and flushed with shame and my behavior. Paige leaned back watching me, seemingly completely comfortable.

“If only Nicole knew.” She said, almost musing to herself.

“No!”

The word was out of my mouth before I even thought about it. Nicole must never know about this. She would never look at me the same if she found out about my perversion.

“Please. Don’t tell her.”

I was almost begging. Paige lifted an eyebrow in mock surprise.

“Well, perhaps it can be our little secret. We’ll talk again. You may want to zip yourself up.”

She rose to her feet and walked straight past me, carefully avoiding my cum on the carpet. With my excitement gone, I felt nothing but shame and humiliation at my behavior. I didn’t follow her out, just standing there unmoving until I heard the front door open and close.

By the time Nicole came home, late again, I was in bed and the living room was clean.

*     *     *     *     *

I fucked Nicole twice that week, way more than our usual frequency. She seemed surprised but didn’t object or try to stop me. Both times I was thinking of her with other guys. Both times I came fast, and I knew I’d left Nicole unsatisfied. That humiliation only added to my excitement.

I found myself waiting impatiently for Saturday to arrive so that Nicole could go out with her friends. I wanted my wife to cheat on me again. Paige and I hadn’t spoken since the night she’d had me jerk off right in front of her and I was glad of that but disappointed at the same time. Now that this part of me had been exposed I found myself craving more though what exactly I couldn’t articulate.

The whole Saturday morning and afternoon I was a twitching nervous wreck. Nicole commented on it several times, though mostly in exasperation. I had no good excuses for my behavior so I fell back on denying everything, which just irritated her even more.

When the doorbell rang I jumped out of my seat and almost ran to answer it. Paige stood on the steps, a smile curving her lips.

“Well hello again.” She said, “Is Nicole ready?”

“She’s still in the bathroom,” I answered, my mouth dry.

“Mmmm, well she’ll want to be ready for her lovers.”

Paige winked, making it clear to me that her choice of plural wasn’t an accident. I felt my cock pulse and twitch.

“She’s got a room tonight. The girls and I decided to treat her.”

Paige watched me react to her words, the smirk never leaving her face. I was having trouble controlling myself as I tried to process what this all meant. Paige leaned in close to me, her voice little more than a whisper.

“She’s going to get fucked… hard. Wouldn’t you love to see it?”

I nodded, cheeks flaming with shame at admitting it even though it was true. My cock was already half-hard at the thought.  Right now I could think of nothing I wanted to see more than my wife and her two lovers.

“Of course you would.”

Paige’s expression was one of condescension and self-satisfaction as though she had known all along what my response would be. She held out her hand, palm up, and in it was a key and a small piece of paper. I didn’t say a word, just took the key and paper from her, slipping both into my pocket.

“Better get there early, you don’t want Nicole knowing you’re there do you?”

The mocking smile taunted me, but I knew I was going to do exactly as she suggested. Paige stepped past me, into my house, her hips brushing against me.

“Oh, but everyone else will. All your wife’s friends will know exactly where you are and what you are doing.”

I gaped at her but didn’t have a chance to respond as I heard Nicole exit the bathroom and head for the stairs. I quickly schooled my face to a more neutral expression, plastering on a smile.

“There you are finally!” Paige said to Nicole. “You look good enough to eat.”

“Don’t wait up,” Nicole said to me, the same words she used every week, words that meant something so different to me now.

“Have fun,” I said in response, watching the pair of them leave.

Paige winked at me behind Nicole’s back as I shut the door. What was wrong with me, why was I doing this? Why didn’t I confront Nicole? Did I really want to watch her with other men? I reached into my pocket and pulled out the key.  The metal felt cool in my hand. What if I just threw it away and threw Nicole out?

I fished the paper out of my pocket and read the address. It wasn’t far away, a residential neighborhood, this wasn’t a hotel room they had booked. One of Nicole’s friends places then perhaps? It would only take me twenty or so minutes to get there. Would that be enough time to get in and find a hiding spot before Nicole and her lovers arrived? Did her friends often pick out partners for her I wondered?

I had so many questions, but none of that mattered now. My hard cock pressed against my pants. I had to get over to the apartment, had to watch my wife fuck her lovers.

I drove there in a daze. Nothing else mattered to me now except the desire I felt to see Nicole with these other men. I had surrendered completely to the impulse and would do anything necessary to fulfill it. When I got there I didn’t hesitate in entering and taking the elevator up to the floor listed on the paper. The apartment was empty when I entered it and I looked around wondering what I should do.

If Nicole saw me there would be a confrontation, that wasn’t what I wanted. I just wanted to see her and to see what she did. I had to hide somewhere, but it had to be in a location where I could watch. Taking a minute to explore the small apartment it became clear to me that the only place to hide where I wouldn’t be immediately discovered was the small walk-in closet in the bedroom.

There was a risk of course that Nicole wouldn’t come into the bedroom and that she would satisfy her lovers somewhere else, but all the rooms were too open and I would be seen. So I walked into the closet and pulled the doors almost closed.

The closet was not large and there was an overwhelming smell of lavender. With the lights out it felt claustrophobic. I positioned myself next to the door, keeping it cracked only slightly open, just enough to peer out, and then I waited.

The longer I waited the more my doubts grew. What was I doing, was this what my marriage, what my life, had come to? Why was I torturing myself like this anyway? Did I really want to see my wife enact her unfaithfulness before my eyes? There was still time to leave and go to a hotel. I had grounds for divorce, I could end this now. I had almost convinced myself to leave when I heard the door to the apartment open and the sounds of female laughter.

Nicole’s voice was instantly recognizable to me after ten years. I didn’t need to hear the words to know it was her laughing. The next voice, indistinct and muffled, was male. It was a gut punch, but my traitorous cock twitched at what it was about to see. I licked my lips and closed my eyes forcing myself to breathe slower and stay quiet. The muscles in my legs were cramping slightly, but I couldn’t move now.

They wasted no time coming into the bedroom. Nicole lead the way, pulling a young man behind her. Even through the stab of jealousy I had to admit she’d chosen well. This man was younger and fit and good looking, the appeal was obvious. A second man followed them into the room and then only moments later Nicole’s girlfriends trooped in. I frowned, were they all going to participate or did the others only watch?

I pressed my eye to the crack in the closet door trying to get a view of as much of the room as possible, but Paige walked directly towards me, positioning herself in front of the door and blocking my view. She stared directly at me, smirking and then turned to face the center of the room where the bed stood.

I couldn’t see anything now except her back and she must have known exactly what she was doing. I fumed impotently, trapped and frustrated. Nicole moaned but I couldn’t see what was happening or what she was doing. It sounded like someone was kissing. There was another moan, this one lower and more sensual.

My cock throbbed as I tried to piece together what was happening from only the sounds. I clenched my jaw in anger. What game was Paige playing, why lure me here only to stop me seeing what was happening. For that matter, why were all Nicole’s friends watching anyway?

The sounds changed. I didn’t recognize it at first but then I realized what must be happening. Someone, Nicole was licking or sucking. Did she have that man’s cock in her mouth right now, right in front of everyone? The bed creaked. Had someone else climbed onto it? The second man, what was he doing? I was blind and helpless and so frustrated.

Then, Paige stepped aside and turned to face me. She placed a finger to her lips urging me to stay silent before pulling the closet door wider apart, then with a wink she pointed to the bed. My eyes followed her finger.

The image of what was happening on the bed seared itself into my mind permanently. There was my wife of ten years on her hands and knees between two men. Her slim body was bookended by two muscular young studs. Her long blonde hair fell down covering her face as her head moved up and down as she enthusiastically sucked on one man’s cock.

From this angle, she couldn’t see me, but I had a clear view of what she and both men were doing. The second man already had his cock inside her and was thrusting into her with eager abandon. From her moans and her movement, there was no doubt that she loved every thrust.

I pulled my gaze away from the bed long enough to look at Paige’s smirking face and then at the equally amused faces of the other four women in the room. They were all dressed and watching as my wife performed like a slut in front of them. I didn’t understand what was going on, but the eroticism of the scene was overwhelming.

Nobody spoke. Paige gestured towards my crotch with her finger and I realized that my excitement was obvious to everyone in the room who wasn’t actively fucking. I also knew exactly what she wanted me to do. She wanted me to humiliate myself just like I had in front of her previously, only this time it would be in front of everyone.

I shouldn’t do it. I should walk away. I should shout out. Nicole moaned in obvious lust. My hand reached for my zipper pulling it down and freeing my cock. The amusement on the faces of these women mixed with contempt as I wrapped my hand around my cock and started to jerk off.

On the bed the man fucking Nicole grunted, thrusting into her so hard that their flesh slapped together.  The room was growing hot from all the bodies present and I felt sweat running down my forehead. My cock squeezed and stroked in time to my wife’s movement. As her head went down, so did my hand as she moved up to suck only the head, so did my hand.

I was lost in a haze of lust as my wife pleasured two strangers, clearly loving it as they used her body. Acting in a way I had never seen in the twelve years I’d known her. I bit my lip, forcing myself to stay quiet. I heard my breathing ragged with excitement but it was lost amongst the other noises of sex coming from the bed. My cock pulsed and throbbed, yearning for release as my hand moved back and forward. Nicole let out a series of yelps, her body trembling and spasming. I recognized the reaction immediately, she was cumming. These men, these strangers had fucked her to orgasm.

Paige looked at me, her lips quirked with a mixture of amusement, contempt, and query as though challenging me to do something about what was happening. But I didn’t, instead, I stood there cock in hand jerking off. Nobody spoke, the sounds of fucking enveloped the room.

Suddenly the man in front of Nicole grabbed her head, pulling her against his crotch. I knew what that meant, in moments his seed would be entering my wife’s mouth. No doubt his colleague’s cum would be in her pussy not long after. Ignoring the cramp in my legs I squeezed and stroked my cock faster. I couldn’t look away as my wife’s sweat-soaked body was sandwiched between two strangers. I felt my own orgasm approaching as they continued to ravage her body giving her so much pleasure.

And then, just as I was so close, Paige closed the closet door, moving back to stand in front of it and block my view. Perhaps she was doing it because she knew the performance was coming to an end, but more likely she enjoyed the power she exerted over me.

I was left in the dark again, cock still in hand, listening to the grunting and slapping of flesh as these men fucked my wife ruthlessly, interested only in their selfish pleasure. In the dark, nothing distracted me from the images in my mind. The way Nicole was so eagerly sucking on a stranger's cock. The young man taking her from behind, shoving his cock into her, into her cunt that I had thought was reserved only for me.

I couldn’t stop, I was so close, my hands squeezed and stroked as I came, shuddering with exertion and trembling with shame. My cum spurted against the closet door as my wife moaned in pleasure from her two lovers. I sank down to my knees, exhausted and ashamed of myself. Outside in the bedroom silence fell.

There was a creak and then a thump followed by footsteps, heavy enough that I assumed they were they belonged to one or both of the men. A door opened, then closed. I knelt there waiting, wondering what to do next.

“Well, you certainly give you money’s worth don’t you girl.”

It was Paige’s voice and there was an edge of contempt to it I hadn’t expected to hear, weren’t Nicole and her friends?

“I did what you wanted.”

That was Nicole, still breathing hard, her words oddly defensive after such a public performance.

“You loved it, you slut. Two cocks at once, is that a first for you?”

“Yes.”

Was that shame in Nicole’s voice too? She wasn’t denying the accusation, but she didn’t sound proud of it either.

“Maybe we’ll go for three or four next time. I think you’d love to pull a train wouldn’t you?”

There was a ripple of laughter at that suggestion, all of Nicole’s friends seemed to be enjoying this situation. I sat there in the closet trying to figure out the weird dynamic that was playing out in the bedroom.

“You won’t tell him?”

Tell who? Me? What was going on? What game was Paige playing here?

“And spoil our arrangement? Hardly. This works perfectly all around. You get the cock you so obviously crave and we make a little money in the process.”

“I need a shower.”

The bed creaked again as Nicole climbed off it and I heard her footsteps as she walked to the bathroom, shutting the door behind her. Moments later I heard the shower.

When Paige pulled the closet door open, I was still on my knees with my now limp cock hanging out. She looked down at me in contempt and gestured for me to leave. I struggled to my feet, shoving my dick away as I did so and walked as quietly as I could to the door. Paige followed behind me. Neither of us spoke until we had left the apartment.

“You could tell her you know of course,” Paige said, her voice calm as though we were discussing the weather. “But then you’d have to confess how much you enjoyed watching her. Are you ready to do that?”

I shook my head. I couldn’t admit that to Nicole, what would she think of me.

“I didn’t think so. You’re quite the pair. When I found out what Nicole was into, it was just too good an opportunity to waste and I knew you were the cuckold type. This way you both get what you want and it’s only fair I make a little something for my troubles.”

“Those guys… they…”

“They paid to fuck your wife. And she loved it, you heard her moan. I told her four but maybe next week we should go for five or six. What do you think? I’ve been sending out photos and I have so many eager clients.”

I gaped at Paige, but she threw her head back and laughed loudly. When she stopped she looked at me again and that mix of amusement and contempt made me feel so small.

“Don’t act shocked now. Everyone saw you in there jerking it like a loser. You’re going to love having a whore for a wife. She’s going to suck and fuck so much cock and you, you’re probably getting hard again already aren’t you?”

I had no words or responses to her. Everything she said was true. I could confront my wife of course but how could I face the humiliation of her knowing what I had done. And the truth was I didn’t want her to stop. Having watched her once, I wanted to see her do it again and again.

My wife was a whore and my cock was hard.
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