

I Asked My Wife To Cuckold Me

It started as a simple fantasy, just something to spice up my masturbation. What’s the harm in that, everyone does it, right? I’ve drifted between all sorts of bizarre and perverted ideas over the years. But this one, it sunk its claws into my brain and soon it was the only thing I was jerking off to.  If that wasn’t bad enough I started thinking about it when I was having sex with my wife. Once that happened there was no escape.

If you saw my wife you’d think I was nuts to even think about anyone else touching her. Sam... Samantha is a slim, twenty-three-year-old with long blonde hair, a gorgeous smile, and a chirpy personality. We’d only been married a couple of years and if our sex life was vanilla there was no shortage of it. Not only did she rarely say no to me, she frequently initiated our trysts, something I was grateful of after hearing all my friend’s complaining about their partners

I asked Sam about it once and she told me she wasn’t going to be one of those wives who let their husband’s stray because they weren’t getting what they needed.

“And besides,” she added with a wink, “fucking feels good.” She leaned in close and her hand cupped my crotch. “Do you want to feel good?”

I felt really good after that.

Despite getting a fix several times a week I’ll admit I still looked at porn occasionally. I have ever since I was a teenager, and the internet just makes it so easy to find something to look at when you’re in the mood. I don’t really go searching for anything in particular, I just go to a few sites I have memorized and browse around. I’ve never told Sam about my habit, but she’s not shy about sex so I’m sure she knows I’ve seen porn. I don’t know how she’d feel about me still jerking off to it, what with her desire to keep me satisfied and at home, so I’ve never raised the topic.

The thing is though, sometimes it’s just nice to be selfish. When you’re beating your meat you don’t have to consider anyone else, just what you want and how you want to get off. There’s a simplicity to it that’s very appealing. I don’t do it as much as I used to, but sometimes the urge still strikes me.

So one evening, about eighteen months into our marriage, Sam was out at some yoga class or other and I was left all on my own with nothing to do. The internet is great for people with nothing to do, and as everyone knows, the internet is for porn…

I opened up my laptop and went straight to one of my favorite sites. There’s never a shortage of new video clips to watch, though it’s pure chance what you get. That night I saw something that warped my brain. I didn’t realize it was happening at the time of course but the seed of desire was planted.

The video wasn’t really that different from many other ones I’ve seen over the years. An attractive blonde woman was on her hands and knees taking it from a huge cocked stud. It’s your standard porn scene really, but it caught my attention because the woman looked a little like Sam. The build and hair were similar and in the clip you couldn’t see her face clearly. Sometimes I like to fantasize it’s me fucking Sam the way the guy in the video is going at it so this was perfect.  I leaned back in my chair, feeling my cock harden and press against the bottom of the laptop as I watched the video progress. Sam’s a willing partner, she’s more than up for a bit for doggy style. This was rougher than I’d normally do with her, but that’s what made it hot.

I pushed the laptop down my lap a bit and slipped my hand into my pants ready to give my cock some personal attention. Just as my hand made contact with my dick the cameraman pulled back in the video to reveal another person in the room.  This second guy was sitting in a chair near the bed and just like me, he had his cock in his hands watching the action.

Voyeurism has never really been my thing but it was still a hot scene so I started stroking my cock focussing on the girl and the way the guy was pounding her from behind. I wasn’t really paying that much attention to the dialogue because, you know, porn dialogue, but as I stroked the words began to sink in.

“Oh god… it’s so big!” The woman cried out. “That’s it, fuck me harder.”

Sam isn’t very vocal during sex, I wondered if I could get her to say something like that, it would be pretty hot. The guy didn’t have much to say in response, just grunts, but his cock was doing all the speaking, hammering into the woman. Then as the clip approached its climax the woman turned towards the second man so her face was directly towards the camera for the first time. She didn’t look that much like Sam now I could see her better, but it didn’t matter.

“Do you like that?” She said, addressing the second man even though her eyes were on the camera. “Do you like watching his huge dick in your wife’s cunt?”

The man didn’t answer instead just frantically jerking his, much smaller, cock, but the wife continued her teasing.

“It’s so big honey. So hard. He’s going to make me cum. Does that turn you on?”

Again the man didn’t answer, but the way cum shot from his dick was all the response anyone could need. The woman didn’t say anything more, just smiled and moaned as her lover continued to thrust into her.

I paused the video then skipped back to the beginning, but like most porn clips online it started mid-stream without any setup. I watched the whole thing again including the wife’s words and my brain was on fire now. Even though I’d seen the pornstar’s face I was still picturing Sam in her place. But now, I wasn’t the one fucking her. I was the one in the chair while Sam took that stud’s big cock.

As hot as this was I didn’t want to cum yet. Instead, I started to search for more clips from this video. It wasn’t too hard, I had the participants’ names and the clip description. Soon I was able to find most of the story such as it was. And to my surprise that only turned me on more.

The wife was cheating on her husband, that much was obvious from the original clip, but when he found out about the affair instead of kicking her out he just asked to watch and she happily obliged. The scenes I collected all featured that big cocked stud either fucking or being sucked by the eager blonde and every time the other man was there doing nothing but stroking. Every time she teased him about it and every time he came.

I didn’t understand why this was turning me on so much but it was. I was holding back from cumming just so I could watch more of it. Then I heard Sam’s car in the driveway and hurriedly shut down the browser, retreating to the bathroom so I could calm my body down a little before she saw me.

That night I put my wife’s “never say no” attitude to the test, practically pouncing on her as she entered the house wearing those clingy yoga pants that I love so much.

“Someone’s eager.” Was all she said after returning my kiss and she made no objections as my hands groped her ass, pulling her against me.

I pulled her through to the bedroom and pushed her down on the bed, not even giving her time to remove her clothes. She was an eager participant but I didn’t last long, within twenty minutes we were both laying on the bed gasping for breath.

“So, what brought that on?” Sam asked, a playful twinkle in her eyes. “Not that I mind.”

Suddenly I found myself unable to answer. Like I said I’ve never talked to Sam either about my masturbation or porn habits and right then didn’t seem like a good time.

“Oh, I don’t know… I was just watching something and..”

“Were you ogling Victoria’s Secret models again?” Sam’s voice was light, she was just teasing me I could tell.

“Maybe.” I shrugged.

Sam leaned over me and kissed me again, this time slower and more sensuously.

“Looking is allowed.” She said. “Just don’t get any ideas.”

The problem was, now I had a lot of ideas and all of those ideas featured Sam spreading her legs for other men instead of me. Sam goes to yoga classes two nights a week. That seems excessive to me, but she’s determined to stay in shape and why should I complain when I have a partner that flexible? Soon those yoga nights became my regular “jerk off to cuckold porn” nights.

I knew what it was called even if I hadn’t watched it before, everyone’s heard of it, right? Now, though, I went searching for it, and there was plenty to find. I was looking for something very specific though. The women in the clips needed to be young and skinny with long blonde hair. They needed to look like they might be Sam. Because I wasn’t just watching cuckold porn, I was watching Sam cuckold me.

Problem is, porn gets repetitive pretty quickly, so I had to supplement the images with my imagination. Who were the guys fucking Sam? Why was she fucking them? Why was I letting her? I built up a whole library of fantasies around these videos. Fantasies so detailed that after a while I really didn’t need the videos at all. Any time I jerked off, and I was doing it more and more often, I could just close my eyes and picture Sam taking cock from random strangers, from people at work, from her ex-boyfriends. In my masturbation fantasies, Sam was a total cock slut.

We’d married fairly young so it wasn’t like there was a giant list of Sam’s former partners, but I knew I wasn’t the first guy she’d been with either. I’d even met one of her ex-boyfriends, Calvin, he was a total douche but inevitably my fantasies became fixated on the thought of Sam with him. Sam sucking Calvin. Sam fucking Calvin. Calvin’s cock inside my wife.

I was still having sex with Sam regularly and I was working hard to hide my masturbation habit, even though the frequency was creeping up. Sam hadn’t said anything, but I sensed a creeping uncertainty from her. She was initiating sex more often, being a little more daring. It was as though she felt she was losing my attention and was working hard to recapture it.

She was right too because the cuckold fantasies were taking over my brain. I denied it for the longest time but one night I had to acknowledge what was happening. Sam and I were in bed and she was on top of me riding me cowgirl style. She doesn’t do that so often because she’s a little uncomfortable being so exposed. God knows why, she’s gorgeous to look at.

I closed my eyes for a moment, enjoying the sensation of her pussy moving up and down my cock. I didn’t intend to keep them closed long, but sometimes removing the visual part of the stimulation lets me enjoy the physical part more. Suddenly though I was picturing Sam riding someone else, it was like I was watching her from the side as her ass rode and fell on someone else. That was all it took.

With a grunt of surprise I came. I couldn’t stop myself, the sensations from that image were just so strong. By the time I realized what was happening it was too late. I gave in to it, shuddering my release. Sam rode me through the orgasm and then slid off me. She said nothing, but I could sense her frustration. I reached out a hand to stroke her arm, but she pulled away from me. She was mad and didn’t feel the need to hide it.

Normally I’m very careful to make sure I’m not the only one who cums when we have sex. I like to see myself as a considerate lover. I often go down on her before we get going. I practice control so that I don’t cum early and I let her know when I’m nearly there.

This time though I’d shot off like I was an eighteen-year-old virgin. It was embarrassing and I knew Sam wasn’t remotely satisfied. I couldn’t explain my reaction to her, but I had to do something to make it okay again. I pushed the sheets out the way and maneuvered myself between her legs.

“Chris… what are you doing?” Sam’s protests seemed half-hearted to my ears. I wasn’t looking forward to this but her body was craving it.

My hands resting on her thighs, I leaned down and kissed her pubic mound. She keeps it completely shaved, another thing I looked for in my videos, letting my tongue taste her soft skin.

“But…” Any complaints Sam had died off with a moan as I ran my tongue along the length of her pussy lips.

My cock had been in here only moments earlier. My cum was still in there.  Her cunt was swollen and wet, but I didn’t hesitate, using my tongue to find and lick her clit, giving her body what it needed.

I’ve tasted my cum before, most guys have whatever they say, and I don’t like it. But this wasn’t about me, it was about my wife. So I sucked it up, almost literally, and went to town on her pussy, stretching out my tongue and giving long slow licks. I could feel Sam’s body reacting to me, moving beneath me. She reached down with a hand, putting it on my head to encourage me and I did what she needed.

As I licked and tasted our mixed juices my mind flashed to another place. It wasn’t my cum I was tasting, it was her lovers. I was cleaning her out after they had finished. My tongue worked faster as my brain spun its fantasy and to my astonishment, I could feel my cock getting hard again.

I crawled back up  Sam’s body and tried to kiss her, but she turned her head to the side.

“Ewww… Chris!”

But her complaints died away, replaced by moans as she felt my hard cock pushing back inside her.

*     *     *     *     *

For a while, that was enough. I still watched cuckold porn, I still jerked off, but I would just fantasize about Sam and her exes while I was fucking her, and I would go like crazy. Sam seemed to relax, enjoying what she must have seen as my renewed enthusiasm for her.

But the thing about ideas like this is that once the seed has germinated they grow, they want to be fed. After a while the same set of fantasies becomes stale and you need something new to generate the buzz of excitement. In this case, the next step was obvious if Sam would go along with it. I’m sure I’d never have asked her if I hadn’t been drunk but we’d just got home from meeting some old friends at the pub and we both had several drinks in us.

Sam and I have roleplayed before, mostly very predictable scenarios like “the policeman and his suspect” and each time it felt silly and forced to me. This time though it wasn’t planned or discussed and it felt much more natural.

After locking the front door I came up behind her and wrapped my arms around her body. She pressed back against me obviously as horny as I was and I kissed the back of her neck, my hands moving up to cup her breasts through her clothes as I whispered in her ear.

“How many guys before me?”

It’s an odd question to ask right before having sex with your wife and I felt her whole body tense up as I asked it, but I licked her neck and continued to squeeze her breasts, pushing my crotch against her so she could feel my excitement.

“It’s okay, I know I wasn’t your first.”

“J-just three.” The words came out of her mouth quietly and reluctantly, but I could tell she was enjoying my touch, her nipples were hard even through her bra.

“Who was the best at it,” I asked. She knew immediately what I meant, but bit her lip refusing to answer. I continued to kiss her neck, my hands caressing her body and she pushed her ass back against me, teasing my cock. I didn’t say any more, just waiting for my answer.

“C-Calvin.” She admitted finally. I grinned in triumph.

“How did he like to do it?”

“Chris!” Her wail of protest would have been more convincing if she wasn’t panting and writhing in my arms.

“Tell me.”

“Doggy style.” She said, her cheeks flushing slightly.

I took her hand in mine and half lead, half dragged her through to the bedroom. She didn’t resist, eager to progress from talking to fucking. We both shed our clothes quickly and efficiently. Once naked I looked at her expectantly. She rolled her eyes but climbed up onto the bed and onto her hands and knees, arching her back so that her gorgeous ass summoned me to it.

I was up on the bed and behind her in seconds. She let her head fall forward as I rested one hand on her hip and used the other to place my cock head at the entrance to her pussy.

“Was he gentle or rough?” I asked her. She didn’t answer for a moment, and I thought she would refuse, but that’s not my wife’s way.

“Rough.” Was all she said.

I thrust into her before the word had finished coming from her mouth, she groaned as the whole length of my cock hard cock sank into her. Moving my other hand to her hips to steady myself I pulled back and thrust in again.

“Like that?”

“Yes.” She was barely speaking but the moans betrayed her, I could tell her body loved being treated this way.

Normally I’m a gentle lover but that night I pounded her cunt, slamming my cock into her again and again, making her gasp and moan. If she was hesitant at first her body soon took over as she thrust back against me.

“Tell me how much you like it,” I said. “Tell Calvin to fuck you harder.”

Her body went still at that and I wondered if I’d gone too far finally, but I was too worked up to stop. I raised my hand and brought it down with a sharp crack on her ass cheek as I withdrew my cock until only the tip was inside and then thrust deep into Sam again.

“Oh god yes.” She cried out. “Fuck me, Calvin.”

And I lost it, spanking her ass again, hammering my cock into her hot cunt faster and faster and faster until I felt it beginning and buried myself deep spurting my cum inside my wife.

Sam didn’t say anything afterward, we lay next to each other our bodies tired and sated. She must have questions I thought, but in my relaxed but still drunk state I quickly drifted off to sleep.

She wasn’t next to me when I woke up in the morning. I stifled a surge of panic, blinking blearily at the alarm clock. It was 10 am. I’d slept in and Sam has always been an early bird. No doubt she was up and moving.

I lay there for a moment remembering last night and my already half-hard cock stiffened up further. I wondered if there was any chance of a morning repeat. Throwing the sheets aside I climbed out of bed and padded out to the kitchen, not bothering to get dressed.

Sure enough, Sam was moving around the kitchen, putting away the dishes while wearing only a loose-fitting t-shirt that barely went down past her ass. She turned her head when she heard me enter and rolled her eyes at the sight of me naked with a hard-on.

I moved towards her planning to hug her to me, but she stepped deftly to the side and continued to put the dishes away. I frowned, it wasn’t like Sam to reject any sort of physical advances.

“So… last night.” I tried.

“You were drunk.” She said without looking at me. Something about the way she spoke made it feel like she was ending a conversation rather than continuing it.

“So were you,” I said, trying to make a joke of it.

“Yes.”

“And… we had a good time. A very good time.”

“Okay.”

That was not the positive response I was hoping for, but I had to push forward anyway.

“I didn’t realize you were such an animal for Calvin,” I said, hoping to revisit last night’s roleplay.

Sam put the pan down with a crash at that. Was she feeling guilty? It’s not like she actually cheated on me, it was just a game after all. I doubled down. Taking the opportunity while she was cornered I wrapped my arms around her in a hug.

“Calvin will be happy to fuck you again whenever you want,” I whispered into her ear before nipping her earlobe.

For the first time ever Sam pulled out of my grasp, whirling round to face me. I stared at her in surprise but I couldn’t read the expression on her face. Anger yes, maybe some confusion, but something else as well. Emotions flashed across her face in quick succession.

“Calvin wouldn’t let another man fuck me.” She said, biting the words off.

I rocked back, the accusation felt almost physical. My wife knows me well, perhaps too well. Even if I’d never admitted to my recent obsession she’d clearly figured out part of it.

“It was just a bit of fun,” I said, but I sounded whiny and defensive to my own ears.

“Just a bit of fun that’s got you hard for the second time in less than ten hours Chris.” Her eyes captured mine. “You’ve been different lately. I can feel it when we make love. Is this what you’ve been thinking about.”

Suddenly my mouth was dry. She was right of course, it was exactly what I had been thinking about, but could I admit that to my wife face to face? She cocked her head, clearly waiting for me to answer.

“Yes.” Her eyes widened as I answered. If she had suspected, she hadn’t been certain, but now she knew, now it was out in the open.

“Do you think about just anyone fucking me, or only Calvin?” She asked her face a frozen mask. I didn’t answer, how could I?

“You know he’s told me he’d loved to tap me again.” I could see the hurt behind her eyes and it bubbled out in anger. I didn’t have an answer for her though.

“If I called, he’d probably come over right now.” She challenged me. “Is that what you want to see? Do you want to see him fuck your wife right here in your kitchen? You want to see just how good he can fuck me?”

That was too much. I lunged for her, my lips pressing to hers, my tongue pushing into her mouth as I sought to claim her. She resisted for just a second, whether from anger or surprise I couldn’t tell, but then her mouth opened to me and her hands pulled me closer. When we pulled apart, panting she stared me in the face.

“Calvin was always so jealous.” She said. “He didn’t even like other guys looking at me. Never mind touching me… or fucking me.”

Her words hammered at my skull. I flushed with shame at the implication of her words, that I was not a real man. But my cock pulsed and twitched.

“If he thought I’d even looked at another guy, he’d fuck me so hard I could barely think straight.” She continued. “He wanted to own my body.”

I picked her up, lifting her onto the kitchen table and she spread her legs for me, leaning back.

“I let him take me however he wanted whenever he wanted. And he did. He fucked me with that big cock of his. I never said no I just let him bend me over, spread my legs, and take me.”

I thrust into her with no foreplay but Sam was already wet and ready for me. She groaned as I sank deep inside her.

“Is that what you want to see? Do you want to see Calvin fuck me?”

I didn’t answer, I just pounded into her.

“Do I need to call a real man Should I ask him to show you how it’s really done?”

I gasped and shuddered, the sensations and emotions too intense and I came quickly. Sam stared at me for a moment, was that… disappointment in her eyes, anger, contempt?

“Calvin would have lasted longer.” She said and it was like a slap to the face. I should have been angry but instead, I was ashamed and humiliated. I looked down at her, my body going limp just like my cock inside her.

“Well?” She said, cocking an eyebrow. “If you’re going to make a habit of this, you know what to do.”

I slid out of her, cheeks red, and sank down to my knees. Sam spread her legs wider giving my tongue full access to her sticky, cum filled pussy.

*     *     *     *     *

I made her cum, of course, several times. Afterward, though we didn’t speak. She just got up and pulled the t-shirt down to cover herself then walked out of the kitchen. I knelt there for several minutes, trying to process what had just happened. This was getting out of hand, my fantasizes were taking control of my life.

I didn’t move until I heard the front door slam shut. Sam had gone out without telling me.  I wasn’t sure what that meant. Was she confused, angry, was she going to see Calvin?

That last thought came from nowhere but my spent cock twitched slightly even I dismissed it as a wild flight of fancy. She hasn’t spoken to Calvin in ages, I don’t think she even likes him at this point. My knees were hurting which finally forced me to get to my feet. Not sure what else to do I went to the bathroom and took a shower before getting dressed.

Sam stayed out all day.

I tried to keep myself busy, tried not to think about what she might be doing or feeling right now. There were plenty of chores around the house that needed doing so I got to work on them. Above all, I stayed away from the computer and porn. That had done enough damage already.

Finally, Sam returned home, but she didn’t return my greeting when she came in, just walking straight past me and into the kitchen to make some food. I didn’t know what to do and I couldn’t face being rejected by my wife so I just sat there watching a sitcom that didn’t make me laugh.

She stayed in the kitchen, not even coming out to sit in the living room. I heard her moving around, first making and then eating food. Afterward, she still didn’t come out. Finally, not knowing what else to do, I retreated to the bedroom.

Only minutes after that I heard a door open and after a moment realized it was the spare bedroom. For the first time in the almost two years we’d been married, Sam wouldn’t sleep in the bed next to me.

My marriage remained frozen like this for two long days.  Sam did eventually speak to me, but only to exchange essential information. There was no chat, no warmth, and certainly no contact. I was starting to wonder if I’d permanently damaged my marriage and what if anything I could do to repair it. Finally, though the cold war broke.

“I’ll do it.”  Sam was sitting in the living room with me and we were both pretending to watch tv. I couldn’t even tell you what show it was. She didn’t look at me as she spoke.

“Do what?” The words were out of my mouth before I could think and I winced wishing I could recall them. It was obvious what she was talking about, the thing that had been hanging over our marriage for the last couple of days.

“I’ll fuck Calvin.” Now Sam turned to look at me and her eyes sparked with anger. “If that’s what you want to see I’ll spread my legs for his cock.” She bit off the words, words chosen to hurt me. And they did, each of them stabbing at me, but that wasn’t the only reaction. I couldn’t help myself, just the thought had my cock twitching and stirring.

“If you’re sure you’re okay with it.” I shifted in my seat, trying to disguise my reaction, but Sam’s lips quirked into a sly smile, she had spotted it. She knew what I was thinking.

“Oh, I’ll enjoy it.” She said, her words like acid. “I loved fucking him.”

I couldn’t meet her gaze, I was trembling with a mixture of shame and arousal at the thought of what she would do and that I would get to watch.

“There’s just one thing.” Her expression twisted becoming harder, almost cruel. “You have to ask him.”

“What?” Now I did look up at her. She couldn’t be serious.

“I’m not begging for sex like some slut. If you want to see it, you ask him.”

“Okay,” I answered before I had even thought about what I was saying. For a moment she seemed startled and unsure of herself. As though she had expected me to back down when faced with this requirement. But I couldn’t back down, I needed to see her do this.

I moved towards her, opening my arms, wanting to hug her and feel her body against mine for the first time in days, but she pushed me aside.

“Oh no.” She said and the anger was there again. “If this is what you want then this is what you’ll get. I will give my body to Calvin and you’re not touching me until that happens.”

That statement shocked me. In all my fantasies I had never really thought through the impact of the actions, of my request. I was surrendering all power, all authority in my relationship. I had lowered myself in Sam’s eyes. I might never be able to regain my former stature. My wife, who had never rejected my advances, was not only going to give herself to another man but she would withhold herself from me at the same time.

There might still be a chance to back out of this, but if I continued further down the path it would change my marriage irrevocably. I paused, wondering what to say and how to answer her challenge. She glanced down at my crotch.

“I see your mind’s made up.” The mocking bitterness of her words skewered me, but my throbbing cock didn’t care.

*     *     *     *     *

Once she’s made up her mind about something Samantha usually doesn’t waste time. So I shouldn’t have been surprised when I came home from work the next evening and Calvin was standing in my kitchen. They both stopped talking as soon as I entered and turned to look at me. Sam’s expression was unreadable, Calvin’s face twisted into a smug grin that made me want to punch him.

Calvin is tall, with long dark hair. His large frame would tend towards fat if he didn’t exercise religiously, something he likes to bore people by talking about. In short, he’s muscular and good looking and he knows it. I didn’t know what Sam had told him, but since to my knowledge, he’d never been in our house before he must have guessed something was going on.

And his hand was still resting on Sam’s arm. It had been there at least since I had walked in and Sam was making no effort to brush him off. Already Calvin had more physical contact with my wife than I’d had in days. That burned me, but not as much as knowing what was going to happen next.

“Hey there.” Calvin greeted me, his tone and posture exuding total confidence. “Samantha says there’s something you want to talk to me about.”

I glanced at Sam whose expression remained blank. She was really going to make me go through with this, going to humiliate me utterly in front of her ex-boyfriend. She said nothing. I could have backed out, made some pathetic excuse for why I wanted Calvin to come over.

But I didn’t. I wanted this. I had fantasized about it, jerked off over it, and fucked my wife thinking about it. The silence stretched out. I glanced at the table Sam was leaning against. The same table that I’d fucked her on only days before while she’d taunted me about Calvin. It was no accident that they were standing here when I arrived.

Calvin was staring at me now, brow furrowed and obviously puzzled by my behavior. His posture spoke of impatience and irritation. I licked my lips, knowing what I had to say but not knowing how to say it.

“Calvin, we would..” I started but Sam frowned and I realized she wouldn’t let me use her as a shield in any way. “I would… like you to make love Sam.” I corrected, feeling my cheeks heat up as I rushed the words out.

Calvin blinked, staring at me for a second. He hadn’t expected to hear me say anything like that, perhaps anticipating the verbal attack of a jealous husband. His head tilted questioningly as he tried to figure out if I was serious, then a grin spread over my face.

“You want me to fuck Samantha.” He said putting all the emphasis on fuck. “You want me to screw your wife.”

It wasn’t a question, not the way he said it. The infuriating confidence that he always radiated just grew stronger as he stared at me, with a shit-eating grin on his face.

“Y-yes.” I forced the word out.

“And what do you have to say about this Samantha?” Calvin turned to look at her. Sam just shrugged.

“If he wants it why shouldn’t I enjoy that cock of yours.” She said, her words only increasing my shame.

“And you will  watch?” Calvin asked me.

I noticed that he was already talking as though he would fuck Sam. His mind was made up, he was just enjoying humiliating me.

“Yes.” I nodded, not able to look at either of them any further.

“Only if you ask nicely.” The mockery was painfully obvious in Calvin’s voice now. I don’t think he’s ever liked me any more than I like him, but up to now, he’s kept it hidden. Sam barked out a harsh laugh.

“Please would you let me watch.?” I asked, my stomach twisting as I abased myself before him. I don’t know if he realized but my cock was already hard. Sam did though, when I glanced at her she deliberately dropped her gaze down to my crotch and then shook her head as though in disgust.

“Watch what?” Calvin was reveling in this victory of his ex-girlfriend’s husband. I knew what he wanted to hear me say.

“Please would you let me watch as you fuck my wife.” I could barely get all the words out, there was a roaring in my ears and my cheeks felt like they were burning.

“Sure. She always was a good lay.” Calvin shrugged then turned all of his attention to Sam, as though I wasn’t even present. “Where do you want it?” He asked, his hand now stroking her arm.

Sam looked over at me and I saw the anger in her eyes again. She felt betrayed by my fantasies and she would make me pay for it.

“Right here, on the table.” She said, knowing that I would immediately think of our last encounter.

Calvin didn’t need any further invitation. He leaned down, pressing his lips to hers, his body pushing her back against the table. I stared. I couldn’t look away as Sam returned his kiss with force. My wife’s body pressed against her ex-boyfriend’s as his hands roamed over something that had previously belonged only to me.

Anger and jealousy raged inside me, but I’d wanted this hadn’t i? What I’d fantasized about and what I’d begged for. My cock said yes, it was rock hard in my pants as Sam unbuttoned her blouse, and Calvin slid his hands up under her skirt.

It was like I wasn’t even present. Calvin didn’t care about me and my wife was enjoying being with another man. Shame boiled within me, but my hand reached down as though on autopilot and unzipped, pulling my throbbing cock free as Calvin pushed my wife down onto the table and unzipped his pants.

His actions weren’t delicate or romantic. Calvin freed his cock then reached out and yanked Sam’s panties down. My wife had dressed for this, wearing a lacy red thong rather than her usual practical panties. I took my cock in my hand. Calvin would fuck her. He wasn’t interested in foreplay, he just wanted to put his cock in my wife.

Sam spread her legs wider, opening herself to him and Calvin didn’t hesitate, moving forward and sliding his cock into my wife’s welcoming cunt. Sam groaned, then turned her head to look at me. Her lips twitched in a mocking smile as she saw me with my cock sticking out my pants and my hand stroking it.

“Oh god, yes.” She said, still looking at me. “Fuck me, Calvin.”

And he did, thrusting into her eagerly. Nothing about his technique showed any subtlety. Calvin fucked like a big and powerful bull. I watched as Sam wrapped her legs around him, her whole body shaking as he fucked her. Her eyes never left mine and each word she spoke burned  like acid, chosen to humiliate and excite me.

“God that’s so good.”

“Faster.”

“Harder.”

“I’ve missed your cock.”

I couldn’t look away, my hand squeezed and stroked my pulsing cock. I could barely hold back from the explosion I knew approached. And Sam watched me the whole time. The anger in her eyes had been replaced by lust. She wasn’t faking it, my wife loved having Calvin’s cock inside her. The thought twisted my insides but only added to my excitement.

I tried to slow my strokes and make myself last, but seeing my wife fucked right in front of me was too much. I let out a feeble groan and strings of cum jetted from my hard cock to land on the tiled floor of my kitchen.

Calvin just kept fucking, he wasn’t paying any attention to me. Sam moaned, watching my final humiliation then turned all of her attention to Calvin, her body opening to him, urging him to fuck her faster and harder.

I stood there, spent and useless, unable to leave as Calvin continued to hump my wife for minute after minute. Finally, after what felt like hours, he gasped and slammed deep into her, holding himself there as he shuddered his orgasm.

I stared at my wife, on her back on the kitchen table underneath him, her breath coming in panting gasps, her face flushed. What had I done?

Calvin rested for a moment before standing up and zipping himself back up. He glanced over at me for the first time since he had started, his grin back in place.

“Any time you need her taken care of you just give me a call.” He said with a wink, then, pulling his phone out of his pocket, he brushed past me walking out of the kitchen and out of my house. Before the door closed I heard him talking to someone, his voice full of laughter.

“You’re not going to believe this…”

Silence enveloped the house. I looked over at my wife, still laying on the table. She made no move to get up, her legs still splayed. My stomach lurched with fear. What had I done and what happened to my marriage now?

Sam sat up slowly, straightening her clothes and pulling her skirt back down. She didn’t bother to put her panties back on I noticed. When she was standing she turned to stare at me my cock still sticking out of my pants and the evidence of my arousal all over the floor

“Is that what you wanted to see?” She asked.  She sounded calmer than before, the anger was gone.

“Yes.” I nodded. “Thank you.”

“You know things have changed.” She said, and I nodded again. Some things you can’t walk back.

“I can feel him dripping down my legs.” She stared directly at me, as though trying to judge my mood. “Should I take a shower or are you going to do what you did the other day?”

I knew what she was referring to. The way I had licked her afterward, while she lay on the table. But then it had just been me who had had her. I was only tasting my cum. If I did it now, it would be Calvin’s. Was I ready for that step?

“We can talk about that.” Sam smiled and it was the first genuine, warm, smile I had seen from her in days. “I’m going to take a shower.”

She walked past me and I watched her go, wondering if I should follow. She glanced back, smiling again.

“You can come wash me if you like.” She offered. “But, just so you know, next time I see a guy I want… I will have you ask him for me.”
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