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Watching My Wife Cheat

By Mark Adams

“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 the 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 leading 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 book-ended 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.


I Asked My Wife To Cuckold Me

By Mark Adams

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 focusing 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.”


My Stripper Wife

By Mark Adams

I knew I was in trouble the moment I walked into the kitchen. My wife, Krista, must have been waiting for me to get home. She stood near the kitchen table, a letter in her hand, and her rigid posture told me she was ready for an argument.

“They’ve sent us to a collection agency.” The brittleness in her voice that set off alarms in my head.

“I’ll take care of it,” I said, reaching out to take the letter, but she pulled it away from me.

“That’s what you said last time Dave, and the time before. We can’t go on like this. I’m getting a job.” The last came out in a rush as though she wanted to say all the words before I could argue with her.

“Krista, we’ve talked about this before,” I lowered my voice trying to approach this as gently as possible. “You don’t have a degree, the most you can get is some part-time work and that won’t pay off our debts.” She stiffened at that but didn’t back down.

“I’ve found something that pays good money. It’s waitressing at the 4 Play Club. I know,” she hurried on before my protests started “It’s not the sort of place you want your wife associated with but it’s just waitressing and Dave… we really need the money!”

I stared at her frustration and anger warring with resignation. My debts were even worse than she knew, and she was right I was in real trouble. But, Krista working at a strip club, the idea made me burn. I nodded my agreement, I couldn’t speak, or get the words out.

Krista smiled and leaned in to kiss me on the cheek. “It will be okay boo. It’s just waitressing. The uniform’s a little skimpy but the club has a no-touch policy and they’ll all be looking at the strippers anyway.”

“Skimpy? Just how skimpy?” That put my guard up again. Krista moved closer to me, using her failure proof technique for getting her way.

“Oh, you know, a little short, a little tight. You want me to show you?” Her hand pressed against my crotch. “I’ll suspend the no-touch rule just for you.” She giggled. How could I say no to that offer?

The uniform was every bit as short and tight as Krista had suggested, if not more so. Her ample breasts jutted out courtesy of a tight-fitting top and the tiniest of skirts barely covered her long legs. I knew if she bent over she’d be flashing her panties. It was irresistible, and I fucked her on the bed in her uniform.

That wasn’t the last time her waitress uniform ended up in our sex life either. Krista made me promise that I wouldn’t go to the club because it would make her self-conscious and I reluctantly agreed but I couldn’t completely control the irrational pangs of jealousy that shot up when I thought about the men in the club ogling her.

I took to not so subtly asking her about it and whether anyone was paying her extra attention. Krista ignored it at first, but then she got fed up.

“Only the ones whose cocks I didn’t suck.” She snapped at me after the tenth time I had asked her that question and I knew I had gone too far.

“I’m sorry babe, I trust you,” I said, trying to pacify her. “It’s the guys i that club I don’t trust.”

“Oh, they’re harmless.” Krista waved off my worries. “Horndogs, but harmless. Besides,” she gave me her best seductive look. “There’s only one customer I’ve got my eyes on.” She leaned forward to give me a birds-eye view of her cleavage in that tight top. “What’ya say, Mister, wanna give me a big tip?”

I was rock hard in seconds, bending her over the kitchen table and pulling her panties aside to thrust into her

After that, it became a thing. Any time I seemed jealous, Krista would tease her best customer until I couldn’t resist fucking her and like that, no more argument.

And things would have continued happily like that indefinitely with us paying off my debts and fucking like bunnies if I hadn’t run into Bob.

I didn’t like Bob. I’ve never liked Bob, but unfortunately, I work with him so I have learned to tolerate him. Bob for his part, seems to like me and he’s always coming up to my desk to tell me about some fascinating thing or other. This time though it was a little different.

“Hey, Dave. I saw your wife the other day.” He said as he walked up, a cup of coffee in hand.

“Oh yeah?” I responded, not paying much attention to the man.

“Yeah at 4 Play.” He emphasized the words so I couldn’t miss them. “She was looking good. You’re a lucky man Dave.”

“That I am.” I forced myself not to look up at him my heart thumping. I wanted him to go away, wanted this conversation to end. But Bob seemed to be in no hurry at all.

“Yeah, the two of you are something else. I don’t think I would be confident enough of my wife to let her strip. I mean I’m sure you’ve got nothing to worry about with Krista, but I wouldn’t trust the men in that place if you know what I mean.”

Bob droned on for a while, but I didn’t hear a word of it over the blood rushing in my ears. Eventually, he went away but all I saw was Krista in that skimpy uniform, on stage, and gyrating for the audience. The rest of the day crawled by. I alternated thinking about Krista and wondering how many people Bob was happily telling me that my wife was a stripper. That embarrassment would linger for sure it might even damage my career prospects at the company. But that was all secondary to the thought of men staring at my half-naked or naked wife.

And then there was the matter that she had lied to me. Krista had told me she was just a waitress, ow I find out she was stripping. It did explain why the tips she brought home were so good. I might have been more suspicious if I wasn’t so relieved to have a way to pay all the bills I owed. But now I knew, was I willing or able to give up that money in order to stop her stripping. The answer ought o have been yes, but, I didn’t know how we could keep up with the debt without it.

In the end, I chickened out. I went home that night and didn’t say a word to her about what I knew. If I told her we’d have to have the conversation and then I’d have to make a decision. Instead, I just pretended I knew nothing. That night though, as I thrust into my eager and very willing wife’s cunt I pictured her on the stage, swinging around a pole, naked while the audience cheered.

*     *     *

I kept expecting someone else to make a comment about my wife, but except for occasional knowing looks from Bob, nothing was said or even implied. But it weighed on my mind. Krista was stripping. My wife was displaying her naked body to strangers. I’d never been in the 4 Play Club myself and of course, I couldn’t go there now without Krista knowing that I was going back on my word. But my body ached to know what she was doing.

Was she just topless or did she expose everything including her sweet pussy to the leering crowd in the club? And did she do anything else? I had heard of lap dances of course, did she do those two. The only way to find out without going to the club myself was to ask someone who did go, and the only person I knew was Bob.

Bob must be at least ten years older than me and while I’m guessing he was a football player back in school, the muscle was long gone and replaced by fat. Last I heard he and his wife had gone through an expensive and messy divorce. I wasn’t surprised in the least that he hung around strip clubs. But I put my personal distaste aside and sat down next to him in the cafeteria one day.

“Hey, Dave.” He greeted me through a mouthful of fries. I smiled back, trying not to stare in disgust.

“So, you go to the club much?” I asked. I know, not at all subtle

“4 Play? Oh yeah,” A big grin spread across his fat face. “I’m there every weekend now I don’t have the ball and chain holding me down if you know what I mean.”

I just nodded, biting back the sarcastic comments that flashed through my head.

“Don’t think I’ve ever seen you there though.” He continued, apparently oblivious to my feelings about him. “Guess I don’t blame you what with Krista… sorry, Destiny performing there. It must be weird to see her with other guys huh?”

Destiny, my wife had a stripper name now, and what did Bob me by with other guys?

“You could always get a dance with one of the other girls though, right? I mean she can’t really object to that right Dave? Not when she’s letting those guys hands wander anywhere they want.” I wanted to punch him now, but I said nothing. “Still the tips must be great right? I mean she’s always popular. Everyone wants to touch those titties.”

Bob’s voice was lower now so he didn’t attract attention. I wondered for a moment if he had forgotten who he was talking to, but one look at his face made it clear he knew exactly what he was doing.

“Think I might go feel those titties tonight.” He looked me directly in the eyes, a challenge. “Or maybe I should take her to one of the private rooms. What do you think Dave, She’ll earn you some good money back there.”

My mouth was dry. I didn’t know exactly what went on in the private rooms, but the implication was clear. Dave would be pawing and groping my wife. Krista would be grinding on him and getting him hard. And more, would it be more than that?

He could do it anyway of course. If she was there dancing he could just go into the club and pay for her time. But he was looking for more than that. He wanted my agreement, my acquiescence.  It was a power play, and I caved.

“Sure,” I said, my voice sounding raspy to my ears. A satisfied smirk spread across his face.

“You know I’ve heard stories about some of the strippers Dave, about the sort of things they’re willing to do. Is Destiny one of those strippers do you think?”

I stared at him, overcome by a weird mixture of anger and arousal. His suggestion was clear and, as a husband, I should stop him now, but I didn’t, I let him talk.

“You know, I’d love to cum on Destiny’s big titties, Dave. Should I ask her to let me do that? Do they look good with cum on them?” I nodded, unable to speak, my cock throbbed in my pants. “Oh yeah, I bet Krista looks real good with cum all over her. Think that’s what I’ll do. You two can have a night on the town courtesy of me.” He said with a wink, standing up and taking his lunch tray away.

I sat there for ages, waiting for my erection to subside. Was he serious or just messing with me, and why hadn’t I said anything? Krista wouldn’t actually let him do that anyway, would she?

My Krista. The one who had said she was just waitressing and that there was a no-touch rule. The one who was flashing her breasts and her pussy to anyone with cash. I should call her and get to the bottom of this. Tonight after I got home I should put my foot down. We’d find another way to pay the remaining debt. But if that’s what I really wanted, why had I basically encouraged Bob to try it on with my wife. Did I really want something else?

The idea shocked and horrified me but the physical reaction of my body was hard to ignore. Part of me, a nasty depraved part of me, wanted to see Krista like that. But with Bob of all people? Not Bob!

I could end this so easily, or I could stay quiet. And I’d already made my decision.

*     *     *

“Sorry sweetie, I’m working tonight.” Krista wiggled out of my grasp after a quick kiss and a grope. It flashed into my head immediately. Krista writhing on the stage naked. Krista riding Bob’s lap. “You okay?” I must have had an odd expression on my face because Krista sounded concerned.

“Sure.” I nodded, “I was just hoping for some time with you is all. You work a lot these days.”

“Well it’s getting those debts paid down isn’t it?” She challenged then, perhaps deciding she’d been too harsh, she leaned in and gave me a slow sensuous kiss. “How about I keep my uniform on tonight and give my special customer a treat?”

That offer had taken on a whole new meaning after my conversation with Bob, but I still couldn’t resist it. I kissed her back and my hand squeezed her ass.

“Later stud.” She pulled away with a laugh. “This woman’s got a job to do first.”

“I’ll make it worth your time.” The words tumbled out my mouth before I’d thought them through. Krista looked at me quizzically for a moment.

“It’s always worth my time with you.” She cooed, deciding I was just flirting badly. “But come on honey, the sooner we get these debts paid off, the sooner I can stay home with you in the evenings. We both want that, right?”

I nodded again, and that’s when it slipped out “You’re right. Maybe there are some extra opportunities to earn?”

For a split second Krista’s expression changed, but I couldn’t read it. Was she angry or confused? “We’ll talk later.” Was all she said.

I wanted to go to the club and see what happened, but I was too scared. Instead, I just turned on the tv and tried to pretend it wasn’t happening. That almost worked, until I got a text from Bob.

Your wife’s titties look real good tonight

At first, I thought he was just fucking with me again. But he followed the text with a photo of my wife wearing the skimpiest underwear, one hand on the stripper pole. I stared at the image. My wife was a stripper. God, she looked so hot in that getup.

$100 to feel those titties. What do you say, Dave

The never of him, to ask me that. Of course, I didn’t want him to touch my wife. Not for any amount of money. Of course, she was doing this anyway apparently and the money would be useful. What was I even thinking? Bob’s hands groping and squeezing Krista’s perfect breasts.

Sure.

I didn’t even realize I’d typed and sent it until afterward. I felt my heart start to pound. There was no taking it back.

LOL

Bob didn’t text again. I sat there for a couple of hours, waiting to hear something else from him but, nothing. At one point I even thought about texting him again but I couldn’t be that desperate, could I?

Krista was home late that night, and despite what she’d said earlier, we didn’t talk. She just went straight to the shower and then to bed. Was that because she’d had Bob’s hands all over her? I lay next to Krista in bed that night picturing the scene in my mind, again and again, my cock rock hard.

It was still hard in the morning and I rolled over to press myself against Kirsta but she pulled away, murmuring something incomprehensible in her sleep. I wanted to wake her up, but it seemed like I was still on shaky ground, so I didn’t. Instead, I went downstairs and made myself some breakfast. Things seemed almost normal after that.

Until I looked at my phone again. There were several texts from Bob. I almost deleted them, but curiosity won out and I pulled them up. Even in text form, I could hear Bob’s voice and the way he was gloating about his time with my wife.

Mmm Mmm Mmm those titties felt just as good as they looked. Hope you don’t mind the deposit I made. “Destiny” didn’t seem too upset. I offered to clean her chest up but she said no. LOL

Oh my God, the gloating bastard had cum on my wife’s breasts. Which meant he’d had his cock out. She’d let him jerk his cock and cum on her. The images flashed through my brain without warning and my cock stiffened again. It was the final text that put me over the edge though.

How much for a private event? Got some friends having a stag night soon.

I knew what went on at stag nights. I knew that the strippers didn’t just strip. I knew what he and his friends would do to Krista if she did something like that. I don’t know when I started, don’t even remember unzipping, but my hand was on my hard cock, stroking it. I pictured Bob jerking his cock on Krista’s chest. Bob and his friends groping and squeezing my wife’s body. Krista bending over, spreading her legs I came with a grunt and a wave of shame.

Cool, calm reality settled in quickly after that, and I raced to clean up myself and the kitchen then deleted the texts. Krista must never know about those and this had to end. I had to confront her.

It felt like hours before Krista finally got up and came downstairs. The reality was probably much less.

“You’re not just a waitress are you?” It came out more like an accusation than I’d intended and Krista froze in the kitchen doorway, her warm smile fading rapidly. I stared at her, feeling the anger bloom inside me as she struggled to find the right response. There was no denial though and that was all the confirmation I really needed. My fist came down hard on the kitchen table and Krista flinched. I winced, shocked at the strength of my anger.

“We needed the money.” Her voice was calm, but there was steel behind it. “We needed it to pay off your debts.” The accusation hung in the air between us. Out in the open for maybe the first time ever. My wife was stripping because of my stupid actions. Men were ogling her, Bob was pawing her so that we could pay off my debts. The anger flared again.

“So you’re a stripper now… a whore.” I spat out, “What do you do for the men at the club?”

“I’m doing what I need to so we don’t lose the house. I’m paying off your debts the fastest way I can.” Kirsta didn’t back down, her anger rising to meet mine. “You want to know what I have to do because of you? You want to see?”

Before I could speak she began to slowly gyrate and dance. Even with the loose t-shirt on every move she made brought my eyes to her smooth long legs, her rounded hips, or her breasts. My mouth was dry as I stared, she was so good at this. No wonder Bob had wanted to touch her. She danced closer, slow, sensuous, and irresistible. The expression on her face was seductive, but her eyes still burned with anger.

Pausing only a couple of feet away from me, she slipped out of the t-shirt so that she was naked. My mind whirled, did she really get completely naked with her customers? That wasn’t allowed, was it? Leaning forward, drawing my eyes to her breasts, she whispered in a throaty voice.

“How’s my favorite customer tonight? You want Destiny to give you a special dance sugar?” I nodded. I couldn’t help myself. For a moment Krista’s feelings broke through her stripper mask. “Yes, that’s what they all want.” She almost spat the words out, but she kept going. Dancing closer to me, turning slowly around and pressing her ass against my crotch.

“Do you know how many hard cocks I’ve felt like this in the last few months.” She mocked, as she rubbed against me. I groaned my anger drained, replaced by a mixture of humiliation and arousal as she expertly teased me. “Just relax sugar, let Destiny take care of you.” She swung around, straddling my thighs, her breasts pressed to my chest, her eyes boring into mine.

“You want to know what I do David? This is what I do, night after night.” Her body moved against mine sending wave after wave of pleasure through me. I couldn’t speak, I could barely think. “The more I let them paw me and grope me, the more money they give me. You’d give me money wouldn’t you?” Her crotch thrust against mine and I groaned.

“I’m a stripper David and it turns out I’m good at it. But I’m not a whore. Is that what you think I am, or is that what you want me to be?”

It was too much, I shuddered and gasped as cum flooded my pants. Krista knew immediately, perhaps it had happened to her before, she giggled, pulling back slightly leaving me thrusting in frustration as I came. When I was done, she stood up and casually put her t-shirt back on.

“I really was just a waitress at first.” She said, her voice calm and almost cold. “But stripping pays so much better and the bills just kept mounting. I knew you’d be pissed, but you know what I’m was… I am… pissed at you. For getting us into this trouble, for hiding it from me. So I’m cleaning up your mess and the only thing I want to hear from you is thank you.”

Shame flooded me at her words and at my actions, unable to deny the truth in her words. “Thank you,” I whispered.

She turned then and I saw tears in her eyes. Walking back to me, she knelt down and hugged me, kissing my cheek. “It will be okay.” She said. “Just let me take care of it and, don’t judge.” I nodded. “Besides”, and now a teasing note entered her voice. “I think you enjoy some of my new skills.” My cheeks flushed, but I summoned up a grin.

The confrontation with Krista haunted me for several days. The casual power she had displayed over me was disturbing and it seemed the balance of power in our marriage had shifted in some way. And yet our relationship seemed stronger than before. More loving, less tense, and now no more lies. Surely this was a good thing, but I couldn’t shake the thought of how she was doing these same moves with other men. Nor could I forget how I had felt as my cum pumped from my hard cock into my pants.

And then there was Bob. I didn’t want to destroy the delicate balance Krista and I had right now, but I had to know if Bob was telling the truth. Had she danced for him, had he really cum on her breasts? Because every day at work I saw his smirking face and it was eating me up.

“Ask me and I’ll tell you. Do you really want to know?” Krista said when I raised the topic of her stripping again. We were laying in bed, watching tv at the time. “Would you like to hear about the way the mean leer at me, hit on me, touch me?”

I licked my lips, paused, then nodded. That stopped her in her tracks. No doubt she expected me to back down from the confrontation. She didn’t know that along with the burning jealousy there was a growing excitement.

“It’s just a job.” She changed tacks, moving from confrontation to justification. “I feed their fantasies. The more I play into it, the better the tips are. Sometimes,” She paused, biting her lip, her eyes searching my face trying to judge my reaction. “Sometimes I let them get away with more than they should.”

My heart started to thump, but I tried not to react, carefully controlling my breathing so that I wasn’t giving anything away. Her eyes were locked on my face.

“Some of the girls… they go further.” She continued. “Management doesn’t allow, you know, sex, they don’t want the cops coming in. But they look the other way if the girls give hand jobs or let the guys rub themselves.”

I didn’t look away from the tv, though I couldn’t tell you what the show was.  To my ears, my breathing sounded like a rasp. All I could think of were Bob’s texts. Krista rested her hand on my thigh and I flinched slightly.

“The guys are so worked up, it doesn’t take much.” She said, her hand stroking my thigh, moving slowly upwards. “They’re so desperate, it’s easy.”  I groaned as her hand wrapped around my hard cock. “They’ll do just about anything when they’re in that state.” She whispered, her lips grazing my ear, her hand moving slowly up and down my shaft. “Some of them beg.”

“Please.” I moaned. Krista giggled.

“Don’t worry sweetie. Destiny will take care of you.” Her hand squeezed and stroked me. “I always take care of my customers. It doesn’t take long with the quiet ones. The pushy ones are different though.”

“The pushy ones, they like to grab, they like to be in control. They want to cum on me.” She wasn’t pretending it was other girls now, I noticed as I listened to her voice through a haze as she jerked me off, completely under her spell. I knew which type of customer Bob was, he wouldn’t lay back passively like this.

“They’re always looking to get just a little bit more. If they had the chance they’d be in me, fucking me.” I shuddered and gasped, spurting cum onto my stomach. Krista giggled again. “That was quick.” She said. “A lot of my customers are like that. The quiet ones, not the pushy ones.”

It was out in the open now, what Krista really did at the club. This was my chance to finally put my foot down and stop it. Instead, I lay there with cum cooling and drying on my chest. My passivity giving Krista permission to do whatever she wanted. She leaned over and kissed my cheek.

“Get some sleep sweetie.” She said, then turned over and turned out the light.

*     *     *

The shift in the dynamic of my marriage was slow but noticeable. Krista’s confidence grew steadily as did the amount of money she seemed to be earning. I knew what that meant, but I didn’t question or challenge it. Krista was the one paying off our debt, Krista was in charge now.

Weirdly our relationship was better than ever. I spent a lot of my time burning with jealousy and frustration but Krista seemed to enjoy using all her new skills on me and a short visit from Destiny had me tamed and drained. She knew it too and exploited it more and more. Her teasing about my obvious interest became more blatant as well, finally, she brought up Bob

“Your friend Bob was at the club last night.” She said one day while we were in the laundry area folding up the clothes. Her tone was casual but I knew this wasn’t an accident.

“Oh yeah?” I said.

“He’s a regular. Big fan of Destiny.” She winked at me and I felt my cock twitch. “We make a lot of money from Bob, he can’t say no to these.” Krista leaned forward flashing her cleavage to me. “And since he pays so well, Destiny treats him really well. It’s okay, you can pull it out.” She giggled, her voice taking on a breathy, sultry tone. My fingers fumbled with the zipper of my jeans as I struggled to pull my hard cock out.

“Mmm… that’s right.” Krista whispered. “Stroke it for me. You know what you want to do. Jerk it, cum all over Destiny’s big tits.”

I let out a strangled groan squeezing and stroking my cock as cum spurted out, some landing on the table and some right on Krista’s chest. Krista smirked at me then walked over to the sink and cleaned herself up.

“You’re all the same.” She said. “I can’t believe it took me this long to figure out how easy it is.”

I stuffed my deflating cock away, feeling strangely chagrined, as though I had failed in some way, even though I was just reacting to my wife’s teasing.

“Bob asked me if I’d like to do a private party for him and his friends.” Krista continued, wiping down her chest. She was facing away from me so I couldn’t see the expression on her face. My stomach clenched with jealousy.

“How much?” I asked.

“Enough to pay the bills for the next couple of months.” She turned round to face me, a look of determination on her face. “So I’ve said yes.”

I opened my mouth, but not knowing what to say closed it again and just nodded. Krista walked over to me and kissed my cheek.

“I’ve got to go pick up the shopping.” She said. “Maybe later I’ll practice my routine for you.” She winked again and I watched her walk off, my limp cock already twitching back to life. Krista was right, men were easy and she had me where she wanted me.

I stood there in a daze, hearing the front door close as Krista left. Things were spinning out of control, but all I could concentrate on was the thought of Krista practicing her stripping routine on me. My phone buzzed as a text came in and I automatically pulled it out to look at it.

“Hey Dave, wanna come to the stag night I’m setting up? Destiny and her titties are gonna be the star attraction!”

*     *     *

I knew I shouldn’t be doing this, it was a terrible idea, but nevertheless I knocked on Bob’s front door. The smirk on his face when he opened the door and saw who it was made my stomach churn.

“Hey Dave, glad you could make it. Just you, probably best you didn’t bring the wife. I hear the stripper I hired, Destiny gets really dirty. I’m sure Krista wouldn’t approve.” He spoke loudly, the grin on his face growing with each word. Unspoken was that while he wouldn’t reveal my secret to the rest of the party, he was going to take full advantage.

The party was exactly what you’d picture a stag night to be. A bunch of drunk men talking too loudly, telling crude jokes, and being obnoxious. It’s really never been my scene, but I didn’t want to make a fuss or attract attention to myself so I played along. All told there must have been about a dozen guys there. Some I recognized from work and the rest I assumed must be friends of Bob.

I’d been there maybe half an hour when the main event arrived. Bob mus have pre-arranged it all because there was no knock at the door instead music started playing and, Destiny came downstairs and into the living room wearing little more than stockings, heels, and panties. Krista made no pretense about why she was there, her hips swaying sexily as she moved and her breasts proudly display for everyone in the room to see.

As she danced slowly around the room, letting everyone see her, I noticed several hands reach out to touch and squeeze her ass and she made no effort to stop them. When Krista reached me she paused for just a second, shock registering on her face. But then it was gone and Destiny was back.

“So, who’s the lucky man?” She asked, her gaze sweeping the room. Bob shoved the groom forward. Stephen was an ordinary-looking man in his early thirties and his face was bright red at the attention he was getting. But he didn’t seem too unhappy when Krista pressed her chest against him and slowly danced around him.

Krista lead Stephen over to a hastily arranged chair and sat him down before straddling his lap and pushing her breasts into his face. Her gaze locked with mine as she did this, almost as though she was challenging me to do something about it. But I just watched as Stephen sucked my wife’s nipples.

Krista moaned softly, grinding her crotch against Stephen and I wondered if this was all an act, or if she enjoyed any of it. Whatever the truth, she was good and Stephen wasn’t the only one with an erection at this point.

“She’s something else isn’t she?” Bob was standing beside me, the smirk on his face again. “Destiny is the dirtiest stripper I’ve ever seen. She’ll do anything for the right price if you know what I mean.” He leered at my wife who had turned around and was rubbing her ass against Stephen’s crotch.

I didn’t know what he meant, not exactly but I had some guesses and they made me nervous. I licked my lips and swallowed. The expression on Bob’s face got colder and harder.

“You’re not going to cause any trouble, are you Dave?” He stood uncomfortably close to me now and I became aware for the first time how much bigger than me he was. I shook my head and his smirk returned. “That’s a good man, the show’s just getting started.”

I looked back at Krista and my mouth fell open in shock. While I had been distracted by Bob, she had sunk down onto her knees between Stephen’s legs. Her long hair covered her face, which was in the soon to be married man’s lap, but the movement of her head, bobbing up and down made it clear what she was doing. Krist had his cock in her mouth. She wasn’t just letting him jerk off on her, she was sucking him.

“He’s a lucky man. Your wife’s mouth is as sweet as her titties.” Bob’s voice was low, but he had a firm grip on my shoulder. “It won’t take long before she’s swallowing Steve’s cum.”  He was being deliberately crude now, pushing my limits.

I stared at Krista, her head bobbing up and down. I could hear the cheers and crude comments from the other party guests, but I knew what it felt like when she did that. I remembered vividly and my cock reacted to it.

Sure enough, Stephen was done in only a minute or two, grunting and groaning as he came in my wife’s mouth. She carefully zipped him up and then rose to her feet, posing for everyone one and licking her lips. Again her eyes lingered on mine but this time her gaze dropped to my crotch before coming back up again and she cocked an eyebrow, her lips twitching. Bob’s hand dug into my shoulder, but there was no need, I was frozen in place.

“That one was paid for,” Bob spoke loudly, addressing the whole group. ‘But Destiny can be really nice to people who are nice to her if you know what I mean.”  They did. They swarmed towards her, money appearing in everyone’s hands.

“Easy boys.” She said. “One at a time. Well… maybe 2 or three.” She looked at me again as she said that, perhaps wondering when I would put a stop to things. When I didn’t do anything, she turned back to the eager mob. “Don’t worry, you’ll all get a turn.”

And they did. Krista’s mouth and hands and tongue worked on every man at the party one after the other as I stood and watched, with Bob hovering over me. The men stuffed the money in her g-string and then stuffed their cocks into her mouth. Some couldn’t wait their turn and jerked off, their cum spurting on to her bare breasts.

When they were all done she looked at me again, was that anger in her eyes? She stood, chest heaving, cum clearly visible on her lips and chest. “Anyone want seconds?” She teased, but they all looked drained. Everyone had shot their load. Except for me and for Bob. He took his hand off my shoulder.

“How much for your pussy.” His voice echoed around the room. I turned my head to stare at him. He couldn’t be serious, could he?

Krista looked at Bob, glanced at me for a moment, and then back to Bob. “A hundred.” She said. My mouth fell open again. Bob walked towards her, pulling his wallet out.

I knew I should step in, that I had to do something to end this. But I didn’t know what to do, there was no way to intervene without revealing who Destiny really was to my work colleagues. And part of me wanted to see if she’d do it, wanted to see her do it. I wanted to see my wife spread her legs and whore herself.

As Bob approached, Krista casually stripped off her panties, getting herself ready for her client. She took the money from his hand, placing it on the chair and lead him over to the sofa, bending herself over the arm so her ass was raised up.

“It’s all your’s honey.” She said. She had picked her spot carefully, from here she was looking directly at me. Bob didn’t hesitate, unzipping himself and thrusting into my wife’s cunt.

Krista grunted as he pushed all the way in and Bob smirked at me. “You like that?” He asked, pulling back and thrusting in again.

“Oh yeah honey, fuck me with your big cock.” Krista cooed. Her eyes didn’t leave me as Bob fucked her hard. I stared, burning with jealously and shame. I wanted to stroke my cock, but I couldn’t even do that with her staring at me.

Bob must have been preparing for this for a while because he lasted much longer than any of the others, fucking her roughly treating her like a whore for my benefit. He made her tell him how big he was, how good he was. He made her beg for his cock. She groaned and moaned and took it all.

I couldn’t tell how much of it was real and how much of it was Krista acting and at this point, it didn’t matter. My cock was rock hard in my pants as my wife fucked for money right in front of me. Finally, he came, burying himself deep inside her, with no condom on I realized belatedly.

“Shows over.” He flashed me a grin. “Destiny and I are going upstairs.”

The others complained good-naturedly but rapidly departed. I stood there, shocked, not understanding what was happening. Krista was still bent over the sofa, her pussy full of Bob’s cum.

“Get out,” Bob said, staring me down. “I’m going to spend some time with your wife.”

I looked at Krista, but she just shrugged. “He paid.” She said as though that made it okay. “Besides… we both know you like it.” She gestured towards the bulge in my pants. Bob laughed loudly.

He turned and walked upstairs, clearly not doubting that Krista would follow. Sure enough, she got up off the sofa and started after him. At the foot of the stairs, she paused and looked back at me. “I’ll tell you all about it when I get home.” She said. “You enjoy that don’t you?”

My cock twitched in frustration and my cheeks burned as I nodded and watched my wife go up the stairs.  I knew she had a new favorite customer now.
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