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Satisfied: Cuckolded By His Wife
‘Don’t wait up. It’ll be at least midnight before I’m finished here.’
I was expecting the message, but the disappointment still settled over me like lead. Along with it, dread. 
It bloomed in my stomach, cold tendrils of fear stretching to wrap around my heart.
Today was our wedding anniversary.
My wife Heather was something of a workaholic. It wasn’t a new development in our marriage; she had always been driven. I’d made the mistake of thinking it would ease once we’d ‘made it’. We had comfortable lives now, money wasn’t something we had to worry about anymore. No kids, but there was still time for Heather to change her mind. She was thirty-two, and I was thirty-six.
And five years ago today had been the happiest day of my life. Of our lives, or so I’d thought.
Had she forgotten?
That would have been the most obvious conclusion, but I wasn’t convinced. Heather was so organized, so thorough. It wasn’t like her to forget important appointments, meetings, dates. I was the scatterbrain, always reliant on her to remind me what was going on with her schedule, and occasionally mine.
That left the possibility that it just… wasn’t important to her. I sighed and dropped my phone on the kitchen counter, more carelessly than I meant to.
It clattered down, the motion making the screen light up. I picked it up again, wondering if she’d sent another reply.
Nope.
I’d known better than to book a reservation at a favorite restaurant. I’d known to expect her to be late. But there was late, then there was after midnight.
I picked up the bottle of Chianti I’d opened while I was making boeuf bourguignon, and tipped what was left of it into one of the wine glasses on the dining table. I blew out the candles—they’d already burned down nearly halfway—and the acrid tang of smoke filled my nostrils.
I tipped back the wine, and it hit my empty stomach hard. I hadn’t eaten since breakfast, and a couple of hours ago, the meal I’d been preparing had my mouth watering. But the idea of trying to eat anything now made me feel nauseous.
No… The idea of my wife spending our anniversary with another man was what was making me nauseous, in truth.
It had been over three weeks since we’d last had sex. Twenty-three days, to be exact. My face got hot thinking about it; I hadn’t managed to give my wife an orgasm. 
Not for lack of trying. The hottest thing in the world to me was watching Heather cum. I could happily go without, as long as I could see that. Taste it. But her mind had been elsewhere, and she’d stopped things halfway through to check her phone. It had been awkward—humiliating—as she’d jerked me off with one hand and replied to work emails with the other.
I hadn’t said anything at the time. Too embarrassed. And I hadn’t said anything after, either, because what do you even say? I was ashamed, and she didn’t bring it up. No, I had just tried not to think about it. I’d have to talk about it if it happened again, I told myself. The next time we do it, it won’t go that way. 
Only, there hadn’t been a ‘next time’. Not yet.
I figured with it being our anniversary, tonight would be the night. Instead, I was spending it alone.
There was no reason to wait up for Heather, she’d made that clear. I left the table set, partially because I couldn’t summon the will to tidy up and partially because I wanted her to see that I’d been expecting her. Perhaps that would jog her memory. Passive aggressive? Maybe.
I could always come tidy up if my bad mood outlasted her absence from our home.
As I trudged upstairs, I passed a picture of us on our honeymoon and paused to look at it, lifting the oval frame off the end table. I ran my fingertip over her pretty face, feeling a stab of longing for the radiant smile in the photograph. Her eyes were as clear-blue as the ocean surrounding our honeymoon cabana. 
She was whip-smart and downright gorgeous, in a serious sort of way. Some women were cute and soft. Heather had her moments, but mostly that wasn’t her. She was sexy, and a little dangerous. Guys like me—ordinary, boring guys—didn’t usually end up with women like Heather. Guys like her boss, Everett Washington, did.
Fear sliced through my reminiscence, conjuring an image of my wife with her skirt pushed up and her tailored blouse torn open, as her boss pinned her against his desk and fucked her, as she quivered and moaned around his thick, black cock.
The image filled my mind unbidden, and incredibly vivid. I felt a rush of vertigo. 
My heart was pounding as I replaced the picture frame on the end table and made my way to our bedroom. Just drank too much, too fast, on an empty stomach, I told myself. But it didn’t ring true. My cock was throbbing and heavy between my legs.
Ever since we’d moved out here, away from the city for our clean break, I’d forced myself to stop thinking those kind of thoughts. Thoughts of my wife with other men. Of her being pleasured, fucked and filled up. More thoroughly satisfied than I’d ever managed to make her feel.
I had to stop my mind going down that road again. I didn’t know why it turned me on so much, why I could hardly control the fantasies. I knew what sparked them, though. The same thing that made us start fresh halfway across the state, in a new home in the sleepy suburbs.
I lay in bed willing myself to go to sleep, blaming the booze for my racing mind. I was so hard, so jealous, so conflicted. I made bargains with myself that I had no idea whether or not were true. Shit like if she just told me, I’d be okay with it. I’d let her see him. If she let me watch. If it wasn’t going on behind my back. If she didn’t leave me for him. God, it was humiliating. Pathetic. 
I ground my teeth and checked my phone again, one last time, before jerking off alone to the thought of Heather cuckolding me, hating myself for it, too weak-willed to resist it.
***
It had gone noon before Heather came home. To say I’d been worried was an understatement.
I’d woken at eight, gone for my morning run, taken a shower, eaten breakfast, all while pushing down the nagging sense of worry. I was tired of careening between thoughts that made me painfully hard, thrilled, strangely proud, if you could believe that one… To the crushing sense of fear that something had happened to her.
Or that she simply wasn’t coming home.
I couldn’t concentrate on anything. I’d tried to call her three times, but she didn’t like me blowing up her phone. Each one had rung off. At ten I’d gotten a text saying, ‘Be home soon xx’ as though everything was perfectly normal. As if she did this all the time.
I was just so glad to hear from her, that she was safe, and that she was coming back to me, I didn’t even really feel angry. I was emotionally exhausted.
She walked through the door at 12:13. I was watching TV, or at least, doing a good impersonation of someone watching TV. My mind wasn’t engaged. Her heels on the tile sent my heart racing.
I felt like an over-eager puppy, bounding to greet her in the hallway. But I couldn’t sit still any longer.
My heart plummeted down to my feet when she hugged me tight. She feels guilty, oh god, she fucked him. My thoughts whirled incessantly, all the while fire kindling low in my belly, blood rushing south. I breathed in deep, but she just smelled like Heather. Sweet, amber perfume.
“I was worried,” I blurted. Heather kissed my cheek and continued past me into the kitchen. I followed, watched her place her work laptop on the counter top and go to the refrigerator for a bottle of water. I chewed my lip, my eyes roaming her petite body. As if there’d be some kind of trace evidence of her infidelity.
I hadn’t been able to spot it last time. Why would this be any different?
My wife caught my stare, recognized my expression.
“Don’t,” she said, that one word loaded with such exasperation. I clenched my jaw and took a deep breath. “I told you how important this project is. If we land this contract…”
“I know,” I said. I leaned back against the counter, crossed my arms. “So… All night at the office?”
“Uh-huh,” Heather pressed the water bottle against her temple, rolled it across her forehead. I recognized the signs of a stress headache. She did look like she’d been working all night. I’d have expected her to seem less testy if she’d been having the kind of wild, satisfying sex I’d been picturing.
“Just… Just you and Everett?”
Annoyance sparked in her electric-blue eyes. Her full lips pressed together in a disapproving line. Guilt churned in my stomach; I hated being the recipient of that look.
“No, Francesca and Daniel were working most of the night too. Are we really going to do this again, Joseph?”
I hated when she called me that, and she knew it. I sighed, shook my head.
“Sorry. I just thought you’d be home,”
Heather looked puzzled, then understanding blossomed. Her eyes fluttered closed.
“Honey…” she sighed, “I’m sorry. I’ve been so busy with work, I just-”
“It’s okay,” I forced a laugh, closed the distance between us and rested my hands on her slender waist. My heart was five times lighter for hearing she’d simply forgotten. It still stung, but it was better than her consciously choosing to work through the occasion. 
The thought entered my head briefly that even if she had remembered the date, she’d still have chosen to work. But I pushed it away. Heather put her drink aside and leaned into my embrace, her forehead against my chest. I ran my hands up and down her back, feeling how tense she was.
“How about you soak in the bath, relax, and I’ll work some of these knots out of your muscles?” I suggested. After the scenarios that had been running through my head all night, I just wanted her under my hands. To know that she was mine, that no matter where she’d been, it was me she came back to. Always.
“You’re a good man,” she hummed, stroking her fingers through my hair. I watched her go, comforted now that she was back where she belonged.
“I’ll be right up,” I called after her.
I took the platter that should have been last night’s dessert from the refrigerator; chilled wine, strawberries. I snagged a couple of glasses and followed her up.
The scent of jasmine wafted out from the bathroom, and I could hear the burble of water as the bath filled up. Heather was sitting on the edge of the tub, her caramel-colored hair loose and tumbling around her shoulders in soft waves as she combed it out with her fingers.
I set the tray down by our bed, smiling to myself when I heard her give a yelp, then a stream of expletives. The water was evidently still a little too hot.
My smile faltered when I saw her cell plugged in, resting on her nightstand while it charged. Check it, part of me said. My fingers itched to pick it up. I knew it would be an invasion of her privacy. And I believed what she’d told me. But how did that old adage go? Trust, but verify.
I cast a furtive glance over my shoulder and picked it up, confounded when it asked me for the pin to get in. My own pin was our anniversary, but I knew better than to try that on Heather’s. Knowing her, it was something utterly unguessable. Probably just random digits.
She could walk in at any second and catch me trying to snoop, too. I was about to put the damn thing down, feeling a wave of shame for having tried to invade her privacy, when a text bubble popped up on the lock screen.
‘Everett: What you’re missing out on ;)’ it read. My brow furrowed, my heart picking up.
A split-second later, something else came through. Not a text this time; a photo message. My stomach twisted. There was no mistaking it was Everett Washington, almost naked from the waist up. His button-up shirt was undone, halfway off, his muscular torso on display.
***
I tried to make sense of it, dimly aware of my pulse throbbing in my ears. Missing out on? Had he made a pass at her last night and been rebuffed?
I jumped when the phone went off again. It sounded louder now that the water had been shut off in the next room.
This image hit me like a gut punch. Everett, with his shirt totally removed now, and his slacks down far enough to reveal the enormous bulge barely contained by his designer boxer-briefs. I dropped the phone like it had suddenly turned scorching hot in my hand.
I felt dizzy. Panicky. But proud, too. Of course a man like that would want my wife. It was just seeing it set out in such a brazen way had taken me by surprise.
“Joey?” Heather called. I tore my eyes from the cell and tried to look natural as I went into the bathroom. “Was that my phone I heard just now?”
“I didn’t hear anything,” I replied casually, placing a half-full glass of wine on the edge of the tub and kneeling down by her head. To my relief, she didn’t notice the tent in my pants when I walked in.
She sighed with contentment as she sipped the drink and I worked my hands over her tight shoulders and neck.
“That’s so nice,” she purred. Pride swelled in my chest.
I almost forgot the torment that I’d been through over the last 12 hours, wondering where she was, what she was doing, even the messages she’d received fell to the back of my mind. It could have just been Heather and I alone in the world.
Once she was ready to get out—and I’d massaged her until my hands ached—I held out a towel for her. She stepped into it, and I wrapped my arms around her and dried her off. I could see the attention and the hot water had eased the stress from her body, and her all-nighter was showing.
“I’m so beat. I could just take a nap right now,” she hummed.
“Sure. I can wake you in a couple hours, you get some rest,” I said, pulling back the comforter on our bed. Heather slid between the sheets, giving a satisfied sigh that went straight to my groin. It was hard not to hear the way she made those noises as something erotic. My wife was very sexual, something about the way she carried herself, the confidence she projected. It was totally hypnotic.
I slipped into the bed behind her to spoon with her as she dozed, but my heart had started to beat harder in my chest, banging against my ribs. My ulterior motive was seeing her reaction to her boss’ messages. Would she come clean to me about what he’d sent? Would it turn her on, or make her want him more than she already did?
I knew she did. Why wouldn’t she? He was confident, successful, and powerful. His physique was insane, too. Built and muscular, thick everywhere. And from that second photo, I could definitely say everywhere. I swallowed, nuzzled closer to Heather and pressed my nose into her sweet-smelling hair.
I tensed when she reached for her cell, trying to keep my breathing even, to not give away that I knew what was waiting in her inbox.
***
Heather held her cell out of my line of sight while she checked it. I tried to read her body language, but there was nothing to read into. I ran my hand down her flank, her skin soft and supple under my palm.
“I might need to go back into the office later,” she sighed. My heart stopped, my hand stilled on her thigh.
“Yeah?” my voice sounded choked, but she didn’t seem to notice.
“Yeah, something’s come up,”
Was that mischief lacing her words? I tried to swallow but my mouth had gone bone dry.
“Okay,”
Heather turned onto her side, her head propped up on her hand. Her blood-red, manicured nails stood out against her porcelain skin. Her eyebrows were raised.
“Okay? You don’t mind?”
Why did this feel like a test? And why was I the one being interrogated? I tried to moisten my lips, to unglue my tongue from the roof of my mouth.
“I’d rather you stayed here,” I said awkwardly, shrugging. 
“But you don’t mind if I go? Really?”
I stared at her, replaying the conversation in my head. It felt like we were reading from different scripts, the tone she was asking me in didn’t make sense. I just stayed quiet, unsure of what to say.
Heather rolled her eyes.
“I saw you,”
“Huh?” I tried to look innocent, but warmth was creeping across my skin. I’d never been a very good liar, especially not when it came to Heather.
“Don’t play dumb, Joey. I saw you looking through my cell,”
“I wasn’t,” I said instantly, earnest. “I wasn’t snooping. I don’t know your- the number, to unlock it. I don’t know what it is,” I babbled. Heather’s reaction was confusing me. She wasn’t overtly pissed, but she definitely wasn’t pleased. More than anything, she seemed curious. The look in her eyes reminded me of a cat watching birds on the lawn.
“Seven, two, eighty,” she said. My date of birth. I felt shitty and averted my eyes, hoping I looked contrite.
“Do you want to read the message history?”
I shook my head, feeling about six inches tall.
“Go on. I insist,” she pushed the cell into my hand. I wanted to give it back, feign disinterest. But I was compelled to see for myself.
I scrolled up and read the conversation between Heather and Everett as far back as last week. My wife was always professional, courteous but distant in reply to any of her boss’ more forward suggestions.
‘Sexy heels today. Drinks after?’ 
‘My husband loves them too. I can’t, got to drive’
She was more encouraging from time to time;
‘Just heard back from Tanner. They loved your presentation. What would I do without you?’
‘Of course they did. And you’d find some other woman to try and impress’
‘Try? ;) ’
‘Oh shush x’
But she never crossed a boundary, and blew him off over and over. And he was as persistent as she was unwavering. A lot of the conversation, out of context, didn’t make sense to me. But the tone wasn’t worrying. I could tell nothing had happened.
The pictures he’d sent earlier really were out of left field, an attempt at pushing comfortable, casual flirtation to the next level.
I was rock hard, having gotten a glimpse at how doggedly this man had been pursuing my wife. She hadn’t given in. If it hadn’t been for last time, would she have?
“Why didn’t you say anything about… About how he’s trying to seduce you?”
I was afraid my wife was going to brush against me and realize I had an erection and no way of explaining it.
“After James?” she sneered. At the mention of our ex-neighbor’s name, jealousy speared through me. A powerful jolt of lust followed, and my cock was like steel. “I knew you’d get like this. I didn’t want to feel guilty just for going to work. Didn’t want it eating away at you,”
I tried to understand what she was saying, but it was hard when I was so aroused.
“Did you think about taking him up on his offer?”
“No,” she lied.
“When you said something had come up and you had to go into the office maybe?”
“I was trying to get a rise out of you. Make you ‘fess up,” she said. 
Well, she’d certainly gotten a rise out of me, but not in the way that she was expecting.
“I see,” I had no idea what else to say. My instinctive urge was to push her towards an affair. I felt it was inevitable, maybe giving my permission would make it less destructive. That was a rational reason, but I don’t honestly think it was what drove me. No; I was motivated by lust, like a craving, but I didn’t know what for, exactly.
I cleared my throat.
“Would you sleep with another man, if I was okay with it?”
“You’re not okay with it,” she said sharply, “so let’s not go there,”
I was stunned by her unexpected response, like she’d already thought it all through. I’d thought she’d say something like ‘but I don’t want to sleep with another man, silly’. So much for that.
Feeling slightly emasculated, and like I didn’t have much to lose, I guided her hand down to the throbbing hardness between my legs.
“You might be surprised,” I croaked.
***
Heather’s eyes flew open wide. She reached into my boxers, her fingers closing around my shaft as if testing how erect I was. She pumped it a few times, then squeezed it again. I bit my lip, the feel of her touch sending me to heaven.
“You’re so fucking hard,” she commented, confusion clear, “but why?”
There was an unspoken what’s wrong with you? at the end of that question, and I couldn’t answer. I’d been wrestling with that myself. I didn’t understand it.
“It turns me on,” I shrugged. Her brow furrowed prettily, her expression sharp with interest. Was that excitement in her eyes?
“What does? Another man wanting to fuck me?”
I hesitated, then nodded. I’d meant to keep my mouth shut, aware that I was walking on ice here. It was so easy to regret things said in the heat of the moment.
“No kidding,” she laughed, tugging my boxers further down. My cock strained up, flush against my abdomen, pre-cum dripping from the slit. My wife cupped my balls in one hand and continued to stroke my shaft with the other. Her pace was tortuously slow, but any faster probably would have had me blowing my load in a few jerks. 
It had been three weeks after all. Even though I’d jerked off just last night, it wasn’t the same kind of satisfaction that came from having my wife’s attention.
I was even more turned on by the newly kindled interest in her eyes, the way her tongue caught between her teeth as if she’d just discovered a new game.
“You think about that a lot?”
I bucked my hips up into her touch, her hands working on me expertly, knowing exactly how to tease me without letting me get too close to the edge. When I didn’t answer, she slowed to a stop. I quickly learned the only way the touches would resume would be to answer her.
“Lately, yeah,” I admitted. When she just looked at me expectantly, I knew I was going to have to divulge a little more than that, “I think about how good you’d feel,”
“Aren’t you jealous?” She sounded like she wasn’t sure if she believed me or not. I wet my lips and nodded.
“Yeah, but it’s… it’s part of what turns me on so much. I can’t explain it, but since…” I hesitated, lead settling in my belly. My cock still jutted up obscenely, every light brush of Heather’s fingertips sending tingles of pleasure through me.
“Since James,”
That name again, in her husky voice. I gritted my teeth and nodded. When she’d told me she’d slept with our neighbor, at first I’d laughed. I thought it was a terrible joke. But no. The only joke had been me, shaking the prick’s hand when he’d left that night. No wonder he’d looked so fucking smug. I’d needed her to tell me every detail, and she’d resisted.
It was on her terms that I had even learned about the tryst, which robbed me of some of my entitlement to know. It hadn’t turned me on then, not at first. I’d just felt terrified that I was going to lose her. Ashamed that I’d not been man enough for her. 
I still remembered exactly how she’d looked, sitting at the kitchen table and clutching a steaming mug of tea with both hands, wearing my faded U of B sweater. It was so big on her. I’d wanted to know everything.
“Did he make you come?” 
“…Yes.”
“On his cock?”
“Joey don’t do this to yourself-”
“Just tell me.”
“Why? It won’t change-”
“I need to know.”
“Yes, on his cock.”
“How many times?”
“Three.”
“Was he bigger than me?”
“Yes.”
The arousal came later, when I pored over the scraps of information she’d given me. 
I was as hard now as I had been that first time I’d jerked off to thoughts of my wife with another man.
“Joey?”
I snapped back to the moment, realizing Heather must have asked me a question. She was gripping my cock, running her thumb over the head. I throbbed in her hand.
“What did you say?” I asked. She stroked me a little faster, and I fisted the sheets to try and hold back what was coming.
“I said you seem to have gotten yourself pretty worked up overnight. Did you think I was fucking Everett?”
I almost whimpered under her expert touch, at the words coming out of her mouth. I nodded.
“And that turned you on? The thought of a much bigger man making me come?”
I was confused; I thought she’d said it hadn’t happened? How did she know he was bigger? I was too turned on to tell what was real. The slow handjob she was giving me was making my body sing with pleasure, and my jealousy was only driving my arousal to new heights.
“Is that what you want? You want me—your wife—to spread my legs and let Everett mount me, drive his thick cock into my soaking pussy and fuck me until I can hardly walk?”
The way her voice had lowered, her eyes glinting, I knew I wasn’t the only one getting hot from her words. She was turned on too. I needed to confirm it, needed to taste her.
Heather was still nude from her bath. I crawled down the bed, settled myself between her thighs and inhaled. Her skin smelled like jasmine, and beneath that I caught the scent of her hot sex. I moaned, my cock twitching between my stomach and the bed. I rocked my hips, the friction of the sheets against my dick nowhere near as good as Heather’s hands on me, but I needed something. I was crazy with lust.
I traced my tongue over her folds, taking my time. Heather’s fingers twisted in my hair, pushing me closer impatiently. I delved between her soft lips, and my tongue sank into her wetness. She was so turned on. She ground herself against my mouth, holding my head in place with her thighs as she rode my face. I licked and sucked, almost forgetting I needed air. Her cunt was sweet and dripping. I wondered if she was picturing Everett was the one doing this to her.
I groaned as she bucked against me, her thighs starting to tremble. She pulled my hair hard enough to hurt, her hips jerking up in a frenzy as she came. Her pussy pulsed under my tongue. I surfaced, guided my cock—insanely sensitized now—to her lips, slid into her soaking cunt.
Heather was all loose-limbed and breathless from the intensity of her climax, and she stroked my back tenderly as I thrust into her. I knew I couldn’t last much longer. I panted against her neck, sparks of pleasure bursting through me with every stroke. She was so hot and slick. I wondered how her pussy would feel right after another man—with a bigger cock—had fucked her, whether she’d be loosened up and stretched out. How it would feel to sink my cock into her while she was filled up with cum.
“Oh, fuck,” I grunted, my orgasm slamming through me.
“That’s it honey, that’s so fucking good, fill my pussy up,” Heather moaned. I kept thrusting as I emptied myself into her, my cock spurting. I held on tight as Heather went over the edge again, the aftershocks of her orgasm almost painful on my sensitive cock.
I lay there catching my breath for a moment,then gingerly rolled onto my side. Now my mind was clear and my lust had burned out, I felt guilty.
“Wow,” she sighed, tracing her fingers over my bicep. I smiled weakly, embarrassed. We were quiet for a little while, Heather burrowing against my side while I ran my fingers through her hair and hoped she wasn’t feeling as conflicted as I was. 
***
“You know there’s nothing going on between Everett and I, right?” she asked, gnawing her lower lip. It was so cute. So unlike the version of Heather anyone else got to see. She was always composed and distant, didn’t wear her heart on her sleeve at all.
I nodded, but added;
“But you have chemistry,”
“We flirt. Everyone flirts,” she shrugged. She sat up in bed, reaching for her phone again. A little ripple of jealousy ran through me that she was texting him again already.
“What are you saying to him?” I asked, keeping my voice light.
“That he’s going to get his ass reported to HR if he keeps thinking with his dick,” Heather replied, quirking a brow at me, “why?”
I didn’t even have the excuse that I was too turned on to be thinking straight anymore. It was now or never, though.
“Maybe you should send him a picture back,” I ventured. 
I thought she’d laugh it off. I thought I might. But we both just looked at each other for a long few seconds, seriously considering the implication of what I had just suggested.
“And then what, Joey? Where do we go from there? You can’t seriously want me to let him fuck me?”
That was my Heather. Right through the niceties and straight down to it, no bullshit. I swallowed uneasily and tugged at a loose thread on the bedsheets.
“No, I mean… Not right away. You’d want to build up to that,” I said. Not at my most eloquent, admittedly. Still though, Heather didn’t laugh.
She handed me her cell phone with the camera app engaged. The look on her face was like she was issuing me a challenge. It was in my hands; she wanted to see if I’d really go through with this. Even though I’d only just gotten off, my cock was hardening again.
Heather crossed one arm across her breasts and reclined against the pillows. I snapped a photo of her, that just-fucked flush on her face and a dare sparking in her eyes.
I opened the chat with Everett and selected the photo. My thumb hovered over the ‘send’ icon, and I wondered what the hell I was doing. Was I really going to go through with this?
I sent it, and handed my wife’s phone back to her. If she was surprised, she didn’t show it.
As soon as her eyes flicked down to the screen I felt a wave of emotion, pure and exhilarating. It was fear, but like I’d never experienced before. This had just gone beyond the two of us, beyond teasing, beyond fantasy.
We’d just taken our first step toward involving someone else in our sex life.
Only that wasn’t true, I reminded myself. Heather was the one who awoke this in me, when she’d cheated. When I’d learned she hadn’t stopped seeing other men in a sexual way just because we’d gotten married. My wife had needs, and she’d had to go elsewhere to have them met… If I was any kind of husband, I’d do whatever it took to keep her satisfied.
***
Heather’s phone had gone off all weekend; after the first half dozen trills she’d switched it onto silent.
The gravity of what I’d done had settled heavily, and I didn’t ask to see what turn her conversation with her boss had taken. She didn’t offer to let me, either. I’d set this into motion, and that was the extent of my role.
In a lot of ways, the wondering was worse than knowing for sure. All the scenarios my mind could conjure played through my head.
For her part, Heather had seemed verging on indifferent. She never gave much away; one of the reasons it was so erotic to see her walls come down when we were intimate. I wondered if that added an extra depth to the allure of seeing her with another man; I wanted to see her lose herself.
Everett was dominant, like she was. Of the two of them, who’d call the shots? A pleasant thrill of lust traveled down my spine. I wasn’t that kind of guy, I knew Heather liked things rough from time to time, wanted me to take what I wanted from her and use her to get myself off. It just… wasn’t me. I could play the part, but it was just pretend. I think she knew that. I think that’s what called to her about that douchebag, James.
It was just a good fuck, she’d said so herself, weary of my insistence on rehashing the tryst for the fifth time. By then, it had gone from something that had invaded my solo sessions unbidden, to something I called upon deliberately, because I knew it turned me on like nothing else.
My heart never ceased to flutter as I tried to come to terms with my peculiar desires. I wondered if I was the only guy to have these kind of thoughts after his wife strayed, but I didn’t find much help online. I was wary about putting that kind of shit in a search engine, too. When the first result had been some forum thread about how the only sane response to your wife sleeping with another man was to lawyer up, hit the gym, and delete Facebook, I decided this was just going to be something I worked through without the Internet’s help.
I was distracted at work, and damn glad I could keep my crotch hidden under my desk for most of the day. Heather hadn’t said anything further about Everett. We’d had sex since and it had been more intense than usual, even though neither of us mentioned the afternoon I’d made my confession. I thought maybe it was to do with whatever Everett had sent her in response to the picture, and the idea that she was imagining my cock was his instead drove me wild.
It was just after lunch when she sent me a message at work.
‘He wants me to blow him x’
I was hard in an instant, my stomach rolling, sweat popping up across my shoulders. I knew that she wasn’t asking permission. I’d signed all my rights away when I sent that photo.
‘Do you want to? Xx’ I sent back.
‘Yes’
My heart thumped in my chest, drowning out the buzz of the office around me. Was my wife on her knees in front of him already, his thick cock inching past her lips? She didn’t like giving head, at least not to me. It seemed to bore her, unless she was in one of those moods where she wanted me to be rough with her. I bet a guy like Everett wouldn’t think twice about pushing his cock down her throat, only spurred on by the sound of her struggling to take it.
Fuck, I needed to get somewhere private. My cock was dripping pre-cum, straining so hard against my slacks I was legitimately concerned the zipper might split. I tried to look composed as I got up from my desk and headed for the bathroom, praying nobody stopped me to ask me to fix their fucking computer.
‘When?’ I replied. What I meant was now? Was it happening right now? I had a vision of them in a supply closet, the ultimate cliché, their colleagues sitting oblivious and only a few feet away. It would be so easy to let things go too far.
My stomach clenched, my cock twitching, as I thought of her fucking him. Isn’t that what I’d wanted? I thought so right then, my pants pooled around my ankles and my cock in my fist. I came in minutes, so urgent for relief that I’d not even thought to check if all the other cubicles were empty.
I zipped myself up, suddenly aware of the reality of what I was doing. Again, a surge of guilt rolled through me, though I couldn’t find any regret. I washed my hands in the sink and glanced at my reflection. My face was a little red, but nobody I worked with was likely to notice.
Back at my desk, I got a reply. Immediately my spent cock started to grow stiff again; it was a video. I didn’t dare click play at my desk, but I knew it was hopeless thinking I’d get anything else done for the rest of the day. 
I fired off a quick email and set my out of office, hardly stopping to mumble an excuse for why I was leaving. I was good buddies with the floor supervisor, so I could get away with clocking off early. I intended to wait until I was home before I watched the clip she’d sent me, but I barely even started the car.
The lighting wasn’t good, but I could make out her tousled hair, then the rest of the scene settled into focus. Everett was holding the camera, pointing it down at where Heather was kneeling before him. He chuckled, and Heather licked her cherry lips slowly. She was dripping with seduction, her tight blouse unbuttoned to reveal the top halves of her perfect breasts and the edge of a bra that was co-ordinated with her lipstick.
The camera wobbled as Everett unzipped his suit pants and untucked his cock. He was big and thick in his own fist, I knew it would take both of Heather’s small hands to clasp his impressive girth. My heart was racing. I couldn’t believe this was real, this had just happened. …That it could still be happening right this minute.
I’d only just come, but my cock was pulsing against my thigh. I was so turned on, but at the same time way too sensitive to jerk off again. I watched with a potent mix of jealousy, dread and amazement as Heather licked the tip of her boss’ cock. It was broad, and so dark in contrast to her lily-white skin. I thought he’d grab her hair and push her down his shaft until her nose was flush against his body, but he just tilted back and let her explore with her mouth.
Her tongue swirled around his tip, then to the underside. I heard his breath catch, and he said something too low to discern. Heather’s mouth opened wider, and she inched her lips around his cock. It was so thick she had to stretch wide to accommodate his girth.
My lungs felt like they wouldn’t fully inflate, seeing my wife like this. Seeing her touching another man. It was one thing to imagine it, and something else to know exactly how it looked. It was worse for knowing everything I was looking at had already happened. I could pause the video and try to catch my breath but I’d never be able to undo what had been done.
The video went as far as Heather managing to get the entirety of his length down her throat, her cheeks hollowing as she sucked, Everett’s hips thrusting to meet her every time she took him deep. He couldn’t hold the camera steady any longer, and I didn’t blame him. My wife was sucking his cock with wanton abandon, moaning and gurgling around his shaft, encouraging him to plunge deeper and faster into her throat.
It cut off, and I was left in the silence of my car with nothing but the pounding of my own heart and the aching in my cock.
‘Did you swallow for him?’ I asked her with shaking hands. I had to get home or else I was at serious risk of being discovered jerking myself off in my office’s parking lot.
In answer, my wife sent me a picture of her smiling lips, glazed with cum.
***
Back home, my wife’s car was already in the driveway. Her commute was shorter than mine, but she still had to have set off not long after I did in order to beat me home.
I was relieved. I needed to see her, needed to feel her. I wanted to know what had happened before and after the video she’d sent me, how she’d felt. And I desperately wanted her to reassure me that she still loved me and wasn’t going to leave me.
I heard the shower upstairs and hurried up to meet her. When I stepped through the door, I caught sight of Heather under the steaming spray of the water and felt such a rush of love. Her wedding band sparkled, and it occurred to me that not even an hour ago, it had been in contact with another man’s skin while she sucked his cock.
“Joey?”
“Right here,” I replied, stripping out of my clothes and joining my wife in the shower. I was almost disappointed to find her there of all places, washing away the evidence of her encounter with Everett. She pushed her hair back and blinked water out of her eyes, reaching for me.
I stepped close, pressing my body to hers and feeling soothed by her embrace. I kissed her neck, cupping her breasts in my palms, tweaking her nipples. Heather gave a pleasured moan and leaned back into my touch. I kneaded her left breast, sliding my other hand down her body to press between her legs. She was so wet, so ready to be fucked.
“What happened?” I asked, my breath hot against her ear. She shivered pleasantly and rolled her hips, encouraging my fingers to explore her slick folds.
“You saw for yourself,” she said, playful. I rubbed against her, let her feel my hardness.
“I want you to tell me,” I sank a third finger into her needy heat, rolling my thumb over the nub of her clit. She shut off the water and reached for a towel, then tugged me after her into our bedroom.
“Everett loved the photo you sent. We’ve been flirting pretty heavily since then. When he saw me in my heels and stockings—I might have rolled my skirt up a little before going into his office this morning—he said he couldn’t wait any longer. Insisted,”
My blood caught fire as I thought of her giving in, of how desperate for her she must have made him. 
“Did he return the favor?”
“No, not yet,” she laughed, “that’s your job,”
I wasn’t going to argue. I got to work devouring her pussy, in awe of how turned on she was. I don’t think she’d ever been so wet. I licked her clit furiously, then sank my tongue as deep into her cunt as I could. Heather clutched my shoulders and threw her head back against the pillows, her hair fanning out around her like a halo.
“Tell me how it felt,” I broke away from her to plead.
“He was huge, I didn’t think I’d be able to fit him in my mouth. He could have lasted for so much longer but my jaw was starting to ache and someone could have come in looking for office supplies at any moment!”
I moaned in encouragement.
“It would have been so easy to turn it into a quickie. He could have pinned me up against the wall and fucked me,” she gasped, and I glanced up to see her tweaking her nipples, her eyes closed as she relived the memory. “He was so strong, he could have just held me up,”
“His huge dick sliding into me is going to feel incredible,” she breathed. She was fantasizing about having sex with her boss while I ate her pussy… And it was making me painfully hard. Jealousy augmented the feeling of arousal. 
It seemed that she’d made her mind up, it was going to be when they fucked, not if. I turned onto my side, fisting my cock eagerly as I lavished attention on my wife’s pussy with my tongue. She let out a gasp, then her hips convulsed off of the bed, her cunt twitching against my tongue. I went over the edge, jerking myself off for the second time in a matter of hours.
Heather scraped her nails across my scalp, tugging my hair to guide me up. She kissed me deeply, tasting herself on my lips.
“This really does excite you, doesn’t it?” she giggled. I nodded, pressing kisses against her mouth, her jaw. As she nestled against my side, my heart swelled with love and adoration for my wife.
“Yeah. I actually jerked off at work,”
Heather looked scandalized, and giggled.
“The video got you that hot?”
“That was before I watched the video,” I admitted. Heather’s jaw dropped, and she got a wicked glimmer of excitement in her eyes.
“That just won’t do. I think my favorite part of this is teasing you, how can I do that if you jerk off every time it gets too much? Where’s the fun in that?” she pouted.
I couldn’t be sure if she was playing or really was disappointed I’d taken matters into my own hands, so to speak.
“I can do my best not to, next time,” I offered meekly, feeling a tinge of humiliation that I’d so easily offer such a thing. But Heather seemed to have another idea in mind.
“I was thinking…” she began, stroking her fingers down my chest. I knew what it meant when she started a sentence like that. I was probably not going to like the part that came next.
“Go on,”
“I want to own your cock,”
“You, uh, already do?” I said, uncertain. I didn’t understand what she meant, but her words had sent fire through me.
“No, silly,” she sighed, “I mean I want to lock it up. I’ve done some reading,”
Typical that Heather would be more adept at figuring this out than I had been. I had a vague idea of what she meant, and it excited me.
“You want to put me in chastity?” I asked. Excited though I was, it seemed soon, and somewhat drastic. But she was right that I couldn’t just jerk off whenever I got the urge, especially not with how often that urge was hitting me as of late.
“Is that something you’d like?” she asked, cupping my chin and looking down into my eyes. She seemed to really enjoy the idea. I shrugged awkwardly, but the heat crawling across my face gave me away. 
She laughed.
“I’m going to be out of town this weekend, you remember that don’t you?”
I hadn’t remembered. Disappointment flooded through me. I hated to be apart from her, even after all this time I hadn’t gotten used to her having to travel for work. She saw from the look on my face that it had obviously slipped my mind, and she chuckled softly.
“The conference in Orlando,” she prompted. My disappointment immediately ignited into nervous excitement.
“You’re going to be in a hotel with Everett overnight?” I croaked. Heather smiled dreamily, and my stomach roiled. It was one thing to have seen my wife with her hands on another man, sucking his cock with the kind of enthusiasm I’d never seen before… But it was still only for me that she’d climaxed.
I was terrified that once she got a taste of the kinds of pleasure an alpha male like Everett could bring her, she’d have no use for me. The fear was such a rush. I reminded myself that she’d turned to another man before—James—and she had still come back to me. 
I’d never have known, either, but she confessed. Because she put our marriage first - okay, not in the heat of the moment, not when he’d made his move. But didn’t she deserve to have her desires met? And when it was a fantasy we both shared… I knew I was desperately trying to rationalize it all, to make sense of why it was such a thrill to push the boundaries of my marriage like this.
“Joey, honey, are you hearing me?”
I’d zoned out again. I apologized sheepishly.
“It’s okay,” Heather said, relaxing a little. I’d worried her. I took her hand and lifted it to my lips, kissing her soft knuckles.
“I said I’m going to use your card and get something sexy to wear for Everett, and at the same time I think I’ll pick out a little something to keep you under lock and key,”
My cock stiffened, and my wife ran her fingers up and down my sensitive flesh with an amused curl to her lips.
“You’re going to lock me in chastity for the whole time you’re away?” I asked. It was a whine more than anything, but I was powerless to stop it.
Heather tapped her index finger against her lip, as if she was considering her options.
“Do you really think you could take hearing me fuck another man without playing with yourself?”
My cheeks flushed with color, and I begrudgingly shook my head.
“That’s what I thought. And I want you all worked up for when I get back home,” she said gleefully. I felt strange, almost claustrophobic. I wondered why it had taken me so long to open up to Heather about this side of myself. I’d been afraid of pushing her away, of course. Afraid that she’d think I was trying to punish her for her infidelity, to make her feel guilty.
I don’t know that she had felt guilty; maybe she’d been trying to tell me something herself, and my reaction at the time had been to panic that our marriage was going to fall apart. Hell, we’d sold up our house and moved across state. I’d changed jobs, and she’d switched to a different office at her company. All that, to get away from a situation I was now willingly recreating?
Only it was different this time. The hardness of my cock and the anticipation swirling in my stomach attested to that…
***
It was time for Heather to pack and catch her flight to Orlando before I knew it. 
In the days preceding her departure I’d gone back and forth over what was happening, edging on putting a stop to it. It had already gone too far for that, though.
And I didn’t want to.
Every time I thought of what was going to happen this weekend I felt a rush of excitement. I couldn’t keep my hands off of Heather. I think it sealed the deal on the whole chastity arrangement.
I hovered in our bedroom as she packed her case. I caught a glimpse of a brand new lingerie set; black satin and lace with ruby-red trim. It sent a tingle of electricity through me, knowing that she’d picked it out for another man.
“Got time to give me a preview?” I asked, reaching to run my fingertips over the sheer material. Heather smiled and I already knew her answer was ‘no’.
“I’ve got something for you,” she changed the subject, reaching into a paper bag stood on the nightstand. My cock twitched in anticipation. 
I’d always been the more submissive of the two of us, not just in the bedroom either. The idea of giving complete control over to Heather really excited me.
She produced a chastity device that looked a bit like a medieval contraption, all cold glinting steel. Probably not the one I’d have chosen - it certainly looked heavy duty enough. She patted the bed for me to sit.
“Pants down,” she said. It sent a rush of blood south. I did as I was told.
“Had you thought about this before… before this week?” I asked, tentative. Heather merely gave me an enigmatic smile that made my heart skip a beat.
She took my cock between her thumb and forefinger and lifted it out of the way while she fitted the ring that was to sit around my balls. I was nervous, but my wife wasn’t. She put it on confidently, and then secured the cage around my shaft. It was cold and heavy, tugging my package down. How the hell was I going to forget I had this on? Then, I supposed that was the point.
“How does it feel?” Heather asked me, checking the fit closely. I thought it was more about making sure I couldn’t escape than that it was comfortable. Comfortable was way too strong a word for it.
“Secure,” I said.
She giggled.
“I have the key right here,”
She showed me a thin silver chain that she wore around her neck, looped onto it was a key.
“There’s a spare hidden in the house, in case there’s an emergency,” her eyes glinted with humor, “I don’t want to get back and find you’ve ransacked the place looking for it, okay?”
“Of course,” I agreed, thinking it would be so easy. I had no idea how desperately I’d want out of this thing come tomorrow night…
It was embarrassing to think someone might look and see the outline through my pants, or hear the soft clink of the padlock sliding against the metal cage, but it was worth it if it made Heather happy. I wondered if I should have put up more resistance, or tried harder to be like Everett or James.
But what Heather needed in the bedroom and what she needed from a husband didn’t overlap. And I wasn’t like them.
“I want you to text me. Tell me how wearing this feels,” Heather’s freshly manicured nails drummed on the metal cage.
“Sure,” I said, wondering what would happen if I kept trying to get hard while inside this thing. It was impossible not to be hyper-aware of my arousal levels with it on. 
I thought I was starting to get used to it as I drove her to the airport. She slipped me plenty of tongue when she kissed me goodbye, and I knew she was excited. It got me hot, too, and I re-evaluated how used to it I was getting after all. Not being able to get fully hard was indescribably frustrating.
I watched her disappear into the departures lounge, her long hair flowing in the breeze. I always looked forward to my wife coming home after a trip, but the wait for her to get back from this one was something else…
***
I dutifully sent Heather messages throughout the day, as she’d requested. I told her that the cage didn’t stop me from being turned on, it just meant I couldn’t do anything about it.
I tried to keep busy, getting to odd jobs around the house I’d been putting off. I worked up a sweat clearing the gutters and then went to take a shower. I may have lathered up the cage with soap suds out of curiosity, just to see if I could slip out of it (I couldn’t). It felt strange, tight, but I couldn’t deny I liked it. Every time my attention was drawn to it, I remembered that my wife owned me.
I thought of the key sitting right that moment between her breasts, and it made my cock twitch uselessly in its cage. Another thing about wearing it was that it cemented my status as her submissive. She owned me, and I liked that.
As the day wore on and afternoon gave way to evening, my thoughts circled around what she was doing. My wife was being seduced right at this very moment.
I wanted to know everything, but I made myself resist the urge to keep asking for information. I didn’t want to crowd her. I hoped she still had me in her thoughts, but I expected Everett was taking up all of her attention.
I didn’t bother to cook - I rarely did if it was just me that would be sitting down to eat. A peanut butter and jelly sandwich and a handful of chips was all I needed. Doubtless Heather would be tucking in to something more substantial.
I pictured them at dinner, being mistaken for a couple. Jealousy and arousal were impossible to distinguish from one another. His strong, black hand inching up her thigh beneath the table. The key to my chastity device falling forward to brush against his skin as she leaned in close to his ear to whisper how she couldn’t wait to get upstairs to their room…
Fuck, this chastity thing was torture. One minute I couldn’t believe I’d agreed to it and wondered what the hell I was thinking, the next, I loved the way it made me feel.
Heather had been quiet a while, sending me a couple of kisses every now and then to let me know she was getting my messages. I sat bolt upright when my phone lit up, and eagerly called up our conversation. My heart jumped to my throat.
Heather had given Everett her phone again, and again he’d used the camera to document my wife’s infidelity. The first photo was of her framed in a doorway, still in her sexy heels but not much else. She wore the new lingerie set, stockings, and the key to my cage.
Her eyes were burning with desire. I felt like my lungs wouldn’t inflate all the way.
This was really going to happen.
My wife was going to cheat on me. She was going to have another man’s cock inside her, one much bigger than mine.
The second photo came through. Heather on the approach, towards the bed where her soon-to-be lover reclined, awaiting her.
I was electrified. The surge of emotions running through me was indescribable. My pulse was racing. I waited in such a heightened state for exactly eleven minutes - I was painfully aware of every second that ticked past.
Then my phone rang.
I picked it up on the second ring, my throat feeling raw and my tongue too heavy. I said nothing, just listened. I didn’t quite catch the end of a sentence in a deep, unfamiliar voice, and then heard Heather laugh.
“Joe?”
Humiliation burned through me. It wasn’t Heather on the phone, it was him.
“Uh, yeah?” I sounded pathetic to my own ears. I could feel the blood rushing to my face, and inexplicably, to my poor, caged cock.
“Heather thought you’d like to listen in,”
I heard her in the background, too faint to make out, then closer.
“Gimme,” a giggle, and then an instant later, “you’re so bad,”
I heard the slap of a palm hitting flesh and it made me jump. Heather’s ooh in response sent a jolt of lust down my spine. He’d spanked her. Another slap as he did it again, harder this time.
My head felt light. She sounded so kittenish and playful. I’d signed up for this, I had no right to feel betrayed. The sensation of trying to get hard and not being allowed to added another layer of frustration to this torture. It didn’t matter how arousing I found this situation, I wasn’t able to get off. Not until Heather let me. 
Until then, all I could do was listen.
“Your husband can hear you,” Everett said, before drawing a yelp out of her. At a guess, he’d pinched one of her nipples a little too hard. Not that Heather seemed to be holding it against him.
“Oh fuck me,” Heather blurted, half a minute later.
“Bigger than his?”
“So much bigger,” my wife moaned, her voice whispery and low with want. I was humiliated to hear them comparing my size, but average didn’t measure up to what Everett was packing.
“Your pussy is so wet for me. You’re so ready for this, aren’t you? Such a slut,”
My stomach clenched at hearing him call her that, but Heather just moaned, and it sounded like his fingers were in her mouth. My heart was pounding against my ribcage like it wanted to escape.
I thought about hanging up just for the briefest of seconds. It was almost too much to bear. I stopped being aware of any thoughts at all after he penetrated her for the first time.
I had never heard my wife make noises like it. She sounded relieved and needy at the same time, speaking through clenched teeth as she begged for him not to stop.
The sound of flesh slapping flesh told me he didn’t ease her into things. Every thrust must have rammed deep into her willing, pliant body. I wished I could see. I wanted to be there, in the room with them, even if it was just to kneel in the corner and watch, and wait to be beckoned over and permitted to lick my wife’s cunt clean after her lover had finished.
My balls were taut, the ring around them jostled by my cock’s insistence on trying to get hard. It was futile, and I had never been so sexually frustrated in my entire life.
“I… I’m cumming!” Heather gasped, as if surprised. Her moans grew louder, and I hoped it was to tease me, but I had the feeling she’d forgotten I was on the other end of the line. I don’t think she was aware of anything but Everett’s cock pounding into her pussy. “Yes! Oh yes! Don’t stop!”
He didn’t - I heard the slap of his body against hers continuing, drawing another orgasm from her before much longer. She made desperate, breathless moans all while he spurred her on.
Heather had just been joking about me tearing the place up to find the spare key for my cage, but I was so aroused in that moment, I seriously considered where she might have hidden it. But I couldn’t focus on looking for it while I was absorbed in listening to what was going on in my wife’s hotel room right now.
I lost count of the number of times she climaxed around when she started begging Everett to fill her pussy with cum. His seed painting the inside of her, claiming her, pushed my jealousy to the limit. That was my wife, after all.
The call ended abruptly after that, and I felt strangely empty. Drained.
I needed to jerk off desperately, but that would be on my wife’s terms, and only when she returned. I walked stiffly up to our bedroom, undressed, and got into bed.
‘Back in my own room. Going to be sore tomorrow. Goodnight honey x’
A text from Heather lit up my cell’s screen. I didn’t know how to reply. I was hurt that she’d gotten so lost in how good another man had made her feel, but I knew it would pass, and I knew I had no right to be - it was what I’d pushed her to, after all. But fuck, I wished she was coming home. 24 hours was a long time to be apart after something like this.
I knew it would be a while before I managed to sleep…
***
If she’d noticed I’d been reserved immediately after she’d consummated her relationship with her boss, Heather didn’t show it.
It was a lot to get used to. I knew I’d wanted it. I didn’t regret it. I just felt… guilty, I guess. And in shock that it had actually happened, and I’d enjoyed it so much.
The time between her fucking him and her getting back to me seemed to stretch forever. When her cab pulled up at last and she came walking through the front door, I was so relieved to have her home.
I’d made sure there was nothing she needed to worry about or take care of for the remainder of the weekend, so she could relax and unwind. My ulterior motive, of course, was that she’d be pleased enough to unlock me.
Heather looked different somehow as she walked into our bedroom, and I wondered if it was down to the great sex. Finally getting what she needed, what I hadn’t been able to give her. My stomach was in knots with jealousy, even as arousal coursed through my veins. I was desperate to be unlocked, but I wouldn't say I disliked being caged. 
It was an extremely erotic frustration, and it made my heart quicken every time my gaze caught on the silver key she wore.
“Miss me?” She asked. I nodded, wanting to hold her close and breathe in the familiar scent of her perfume, but I felt compelled to wait for her instructions. 
I carried her suitcase upstairs ready to unpack. Just the thought of her lingerie in there had my cock trying to stiffen. 
I wondered if they'd had sex again after the time I listened in on. It sent a sick heat straight to my groin. 
“Get undressed and kneel on the bed. I want to see just how much you've missed me,” Heather ordered. It seemed her dominant streak hadn't dwindled. After being ordered around by her boss, she was in the mood to be the one in charge… and that was fine by me. 
I did as I was told, folding my clothes as I took them off, my stomach fluttering with anticipation. Heather gave my cage an experimental tug and I followed the motion, trying to prevent the uncomfortable tug from giving my cock ideas that would only lead to more frustration.
“You didn't try and slip out of it?”
“No,” I replied earnestly, “but I wanted to,”
“When?”
She knew when. She just wanted to hear me say it. God this woman knew how to tease me. 
“When he called and I listened to you have sex,” she kept looking at me, and I felt my face heating. She wanted me to go into more detail, which was fair enough. I'd not expected to suddenly get shy, but there it was. My wife had been fucked, thoroughly and properly, and I'd loved listening to every second. Saying it out loud shouldn't have been a struggle, but I couldn’t find the words I needed. 
Heather took mercy on me, scooping up the key from around her neck and carefully lifting it off. My skin prickled, every inch of me sensitized to her touch as she slid the key into my lock and removed my chastity device. My cock was triumphantly hard, and I hadn't even been touched yet. Pre-cum beaded at my tip and quickly enough had formed to drip down onto the sheets. 
“Mmm,” she pressed down on the crown of my cock playfully and giggled when it sprang back up. “I think I’m going to have to lock you up all the time from now on. Look how easy it is to get you squirming,"
I bit back a moan as Heather lightly grazed her nails down my shaft, cupping my aching balls. They felt heavy, like I needed to cum. God I hoped she’d let me. 
“If that's what you want,” I agreed. 
“Oh but I'll let you out to play from time to time, like this. Now I think it's time to go back inside, don't you?”
My face must have fallen. She laughed and stroked my chin, her nose crinkling adorably. 
“Already?”
“What were you expecting? A blow job?” She scoffed. “I'm never going to suck you off again. From now on, I only go down on real men, honey. And you're not a real man. You're my little cuck,” I swallowed and looked down, embarrassed. My cock didn't seem to care though, if anything it was harder than ever. 
Heather gripped my shaft and I had to fight the urge to buck my hips and chase whatever friction I could. I was so frustrated at the thought of being forced back into my cage so soon. 
“Now tell me what you liked hearing,”
“I- I liked it when he first started to fuck you. The first time he pushed into you, the way you sounded turned me on so much. I can't describe it,” I shook my head, the memory making me thicker, harder in her gentle hand. My cock was so pink, so small in comparison to Everett’s long, black member. I knew that telling her these things was the only shot I had at an orgasm, even if it was hard to confess. “He filled you up. Satisfied you. I was happy that you felt good, but it was eating me alive knowing another man was giving that to you,”
Heather stroked me slowly, a rosy tinge coloring her cheeks. She bit her lip, her eyes a shade darker than usual, smoking with lust. Her other hand teased her nipples through her thin silk shirt. That was about when I realized she wasn't wearing a bra. 
“Did he fuck you again?” I asked. It gave me a sense of excruciating déjà-vu, throwing me back in time to when this urge was awoken in me. When she cheated before. 
Heather's eyes sparkled. I almost moaned at the naughty look she was giving me. 
“You know it. I wasn't going to, not without you being involved somehow, but our seats got upgraded,”
Jealousy bore holes through me. 
“You did it on the plane?”
Heather bit her lip seductively. 
“It's so private, they have these suites where you can recline and none of the other passengers can see you,”
I couldn't believe what I was hearing. That my wife would be so bold was one thing, but that she’d flaunt her tryst in such a risky way was another.
“What happened?”
Heather held her hand up to my mouth. 
“Wet it,” she commanded. I summoned as much saliva as I could and licked her palm. Once it was sufficiently slicked, she took hold of my cock and began to stroke me with a tortuously slow pace. 
“Everett told me to go to the bathroom and take off my panties and hike my skirt up. When I got back and gave them to him, his hand wandered higher and higher up my thigh until he reached my pussy,”
“Were you wet?”
“So wet,” she nodded, “I thought he was going to make me cum right there on his fingers—and he could have!—but he wouldn't let me. I already said we wouldn't fuck again, he just wanted to show me who was boss,”
Her touch was stealing my breath away, pleasure arcing from my balls to the tip of my cock. I felt like I was right on the edge of an orgasm. All I could do was try to hold back my moans and hold on until Heather had told me the rest. 
“He made me soo desperate to cum, baby,” she cooed, “I couldn't help it, I had to let him fuck me again,”
“Oh fuck,” I gasped, and Heather’s hand stopped moving immediately. She was completely attuned to every sign I was about to lose control, and she wasn't ready to let me come yet. 
“Everyone knew what we were going into the bathroom for,” she giggled, “I was just so horny that I didn't care,"
“You fucked in the bathroom?”
“Yeah, it wasn't easy. Those things are tiny but we made it work. I came as soon as he got his dick into me, the angle with my legs around his waist had him hitting my cervix so good," she was jerking my cock faster, and I could barely think straight, "knowing everyone had seen us go in there together, it was so fucking hot! I came so hard, he had to put his hand over my mouth to shut me up,”
“Did he finish inside you?” I croaked. 
“Why don't you find out?”
Heather lay back, lifted her skirt and spread her legs, beckoning me to mount her. I did, hurrying, afraid I'd blow my load before I could get inside of her. 
Her pussy was like hot velvet around my aching cock. I’d had sex with Heather for eight years, I knew exactly how she felt, all heat and tightness. Only today was different. She was stretched and, as I sank deeper, I felt something else. She was turned on, but the warm, sticky substance now coating my cock wasn't from Heather. It was another man's cum. 
The realization sent a flare of pure lust through me, and I came harder than I'd ever done before in my life. My hips thrashed back and forth as I rode the waves of my climax, adding my load alongside Everett's in my wife's well-fucked pussy. 
Heather stroked my cheek tenderly after I pulled out. I lay trying to catch my breath, still in another reality as the endorphins from my orgasm flooded my system. I didn't protest as she slipped my chastity device back onto my sensitive cock. 
“I hope you enjoyed that honey because that's the last time you're getting to fuck me,”
I was spaced and sated one minute and too stunned to speak the next. I stared at her in confusion. Had I just misheard?
“Clean up the mess you made,” she said, with a snap of her fingers. She pointed between her legs, to her trickling pussy. The combined creampie leaked from her juicy cunt. 
My ears were ringing with the last sentence she’d said, but I didn't hesitate. I never hesitated when it came to eating her beautiful pussy. I’d worship it all day long if she'd let me. But what Heather craved was someone to use it and dump their cum in it, and my job was to clean it up.
Heather grabbed my hair and pulled me close, giving me no opportunity for hesitation. I licked up every drop, feeling dirty and humiliated while relishing in how taboo it was. I’d never tasted cum before; it was salty-sweet and thick like syrup. My wife’s pussy glistened and she writhed and grabbed the sheets. I didn’t stop until her hips lifted from the bed and she cried out softly.
I wiped my mouth with the back of my hand and looked down at the gleaming cage between my legs. Was she serious about never letting me inside of her again?
Only time would tell…




Cheated: The Reluctant Cuckold
It was my own fault for eavesdropping.
I knew that.
I didn’t blame Julia.
But that didn’t make it feel any less emasculating to hear what I’d heard.
She and four of her girlfriends were in our living room, supposedly planning the seating arrangement for Carla’s upcoming wedding. From the amount of laughter that had drifted up to me in my office—located in the attic, at the very top of the house—they had gotten sidetracked with giddy chatter.
I was a writer by trade. Some of my most authentic dialog came from listening to the conversations of those around me… Oh, who am I kidding? I was curious. I wanted to know what was so funny. So I crept downstairs just far enough to be able to hear and identify who was speaking, but not so that they’d hear the floorboards creaking or know I was there.
The wine had been flowing generously, and they were loud enough to be clear even from down the hallway.
“I’m going to miss the sex,” Carla, wistful. One of Julia’s oldest friends, and her sorority sister. She’d been the kind of girl mothers called ‘a bad influence’ and forbade their daughters from spending time with. For a good-girl like my Julia, that had only made her all the more alluring. I thought my wife got a vicarious kick out of regaling me with Carla’s libertine antics.
“You’ll still have sex,” it sounded like Rachel, one of Julia’s colleagues from the office. She was much more like Julia; shy, thoughtful. A good wife. 
“Yeah, with the same guy, over and over…” Helen, exaggeratedly bored.
“Jules you and Dan have been married for ever, tell her she’s being crazy,” Rachel said, “the best sex I’ve ever had was after I got married,”
I sat awaiting my wife’s response, my ego expectant.
“Well…” she sounded hesitant, and I heard the sound of glass clinking. I pictured Carla tipping the remainder of their third bottle of rosé into my wife’s wine glass to encourage her. 
I wondered what she was going to say, my pulse actually starting to quicken. We had a good sex life, we made love at least once a week, and when we were on vacation that easily became three times. 
“I can’t remember the last time I had an orgasm that wasn’t from my rabbit,” my wife said.
I barely heard the resounding gasps and laughter. I was stunned. Speechless.
“Are you fucking kidding right now,” Carla deadpanned. For once, I couldn’t have put it better myself. 
I tried to wet my lips but my mouth was arid. I was humiliated beyond belief that she’d choose to reveal this to her closest girlfriends.
“Is he gay?”
“No!” I was pleased to hear Julia defend me at last, but it was short lived. “We do it, it’s just… Not like mountains move or anything. It’s fine. It’s just… fine. He’s happy, I’m happy,”
I most certainly wasn’t happy. How could I be, after hearing a bombshell like that?
“Does he have a tiny dick?” Carla, blunt as ever. I heard one of the other ladies almost choke on her wine. My face was glowing, even as my cock stirred. Being dicussed—even negatively—by four beautiful women had sent blood rushing south. It was a confusing kind of arousal, coupled with the shame and humiliation weighing heavy in the pit of my stomach.
“It’s average I guess. I don’t know,” Julia sounded uncomfortable, but playfully so. “Maybe on the smaller side,”
“Maybe?” Carla repeated, “you don’t know?”
I guessed Julia shook her head. “I haven’t seen that many in real life!”
It was true; Julia had been young and inexperienced when we’d started to date. She’d had a few steady boyfriends in highschool and college, but she’d kept them at arm’s length. Didn’t want people to think she was a slut. It had been three dates before I’d worked up the nerve to kiss her goodnight, and three months before I’d gotten under her shirt. 
She was more than worth the wait.
Unfortunately, it seemed I hadn’t been…
“Has he ever sent you a dick pic?”
“No! I’m almost thirty, Helen, not in highschool,” Julia, scornful.
“Give me your cell. Right now,” Carla instructed.
“Fine, you won’t find anything,” Julia replied. Carla just laughed.
My heart nearly jumped out of my throat when my own cell vibrated in my pocket. I listened keenly, wondering if they’d heard it and would realize I was eavesdropping.
“What are you doing?” Julia’s voice was shrill, but she wasn’t speaking to me. Carla’s laughter was even louder.
I opened the text message that had just been sent from my wife’s phone.
‘Honey, can you send me a pic of your hard dick RIGHT NOW!!’
I cringed—Julia would never write a text like that—but the thought of doing as she asked crossed my mind. I was, inexplicably, erect.
I moved stealthily back into my office, unzipped my slacks, and snapped the requested photo. My heart was pulsing hard as my thumb hovered over send. I wanted to know if they’d dismiss my wife’s lack of fulfillment as being down to my inadequate cock. I wanted to hear more, and she’d never bring it up to me. Not if she’d kept quiet through five years of marriage. There was also something about this whole experience that had me transfixed and aroused, even through my humiliation.
I sneaked back to my position at the top of the staircase, listening. I heard the familiar jingle that signified Julia had received a text message.
The wind left me as the women all began to cackle. I felt worse for Julia, having to sit there through it, but then I recognized her laughter in the chorus too. Throughout it all, my cock stayed rock-hard, straining even as these women laughed at my apparently pathetic endowment.
“Oh sweetie,” Rachel sighed, “is he at least good with his mouth?”
“Obviously not if it’s been so long she can’t remember the last time he made her come!” Carla, blunt as ever. 
She had a point though.
“It’s not that, Dan is very giving, he’d do anything for me! You know, there are other things than just sex to a relationship,” Julia said.
“If he’d do anything, the decent thing he could do would be letting you have a boyfriend, girl,” Helen said.
“I’ve seen how Ray looks at you, honestly sweetie, you should ask Dan. Some men are okay with that,”
“Oh now that’s a real man,” Helen agreed.
Ray? Ray? The lunkhead from the warehouse below her office? We’d gone to her company’s summer picnic a few weeks back, and I’d noticed the women sending fawning looks in his direction. I almost laughed. He wasn’t Julia’s type; dull, content to swill down beer and talk endlessly about hockey and his glory days playing semi-pro. He was a much larger man than I was, 6’4” or thereabouts, strong from all the manual labor.
“Oh don’t be silly,” Julia said, dismissive. “Can we please focus on Carla’s upcoming marriage instead of picking apart mine, for goodness’ sakes?”
I didn’t know whether I was relieved or not. I’d been fascinated by what they’d been talking about, wanted to hear more, and yet simultaneously wished I’d never started listening in. 
I retreated back to my office and decided to do something about the insistent hard-on that had sprung up and didn’t seem to want to go away.
I jerked off with the humiliation still washing over me, visions of my wife being manhandled by a real man intruding, no matter how I tried to push them away. It turned me on as much as it wracked me with shame.
***



“So… what got into you last night?” I asked, pouring myself a cup of coffee. The scent of it percolating had triggered my caffeine craving in a bad way. I knew it would only worsen the anxiety that had awoken in me since overhearing my wife’s conversation last night, but I was only human.
“Hm?” my wife barely glanced up from her phone, and I irrationally thought of Ray. Could he even work a cell phone with those huge slabs he called hands? I knew I was being paranoid, and jealous. Julia had given me no reason not to trust her. …Apart from the lying.
She had gotten up early for a Saturday. Usually she liked to sleep in, and I’d bring her coffee at eleven after I’d finished my morning’s editing. But when I woke at seven, her side of the bed was already empty and cool. She must have been tired; it was gone midnight before her girlfriends left. I didn’t hear her come to bed, though the sheets were rumpled from where she’d slept, and I could smell her perfume on the pillow.
“The picture you asked for,” I reminded her. She almost dropped her phone, a pretty blush coloring her cheeks.
“Oh, that,”
She hadn’t messaged anything in response, not that I expected her to. I was curious as to how she’d try to play it off now she’d been confronted. What possible excuse she’d invent for her requesting of a ‘dick pic’. We both knew it was out of character. She tossed her glossy black hair over her shoulder, eyes averted. She had long, thick lashes framing sharp green eyes, and in five years of marriage I’d come to be able to read most of her feelings in them.
Or so I’d thought.
I tipped back my coffee, savoring the slight burn as it went down.
“It was just…” she waved her hand dismissively, not bothering to finish her sentence. I didn’t let her off though, I kept looking at her, waiting.
Eventually she cracked.
“Carla took my cell, she was prank texting. I’m sorry honey, I didn’t want to bring it up and embarrass you,”
I poured another cup and set it down on the breakfast counter, choosing the seat opposite her.
“I heard you talking,”
Those were the four words that, in time, I’d come to wish I’d never said. That was where it really started, when I dragged this… issue out into the light of day. With no inkling of just how irrevocably it would transform the landscape of my marriage.
“What?” Julia asked, her eyes perfectly round with surprise and dawning understanding. “Oh god.”
“I wish you’d told me,” I said quietly, looking down into the murky black of my coffee.
“There’s nothing to tell, Dan,” she started. I wasn’t interested in brushing this under the rug. It had been less than twelve hours since I’d found out, so it was still raw, but the thought of having her fake another orgasm with me was enough to make me feel hollow inside.
“I’ve never given my wife an orgasm, that’s not nothing,”
She closed her eyes.
“Please don’t make this about your ego Dan,” Julia sighed.
“Oh it’s about more than that, Jules, it’s our marriage we’re talking about. Why did you marry me if you’re not attracted to me?”
I wanted her to say that she was attracted to me. When she didn’t, I was devastated.
“Because I love you,” she said, without a huge amount of enthusiasm. I wondered desperately if it was a question she’d asked herself before now. She was just twenty when we first got together, and I’d been twenty-seven. The same age she was now.
“Is it…” I didn’t know how to ask without sounding like I was trying to blame her, god knows I didn’t want her to close off and refuse to talk about this after we were finally getting things out into the open, “I mean, do you just… have a low libido, perhaps?”
She shrugged, and I was momentarily infuriated. How could she be so aloof about this? I suppose she’d had a lot longer to come to terms with it than I’d had.
“Is there something I can try? How do you…” I was suddenly too embarrassed to say it, fumbling over my words, “when you masturbate, you don’t have any problems?”
“No, Dan, there’s nothing wrong with me,” she snapped, clearly growing impatient with this conversation and wishing I’d leave it alone. I should have left it alone. I couldn’t possibly leave it alone.
“Well what gets you off?”
She looked at me, really looked at me, and I wondered what hurtful statement she’d hurl to get me to back off. In the end she seemed to resignedly settle for the truth, seeing as I seemed to be hellbent on getting it out of her now.
“I think about other men,”
“Who?”
She rolled her eyes.
“Ray?” I asked, flat.
“Sometimes,” she said, without a hint of shame, “it varies. If a man flirts with me and he’s hot, I’ll imagine it’s him fucking me later on. Has that made you feel any better?”
I swallowed, staring at the remnants of the coffee in my mug and wondering if I’d ever feel like drinking the stuff ever again. It had turned to acid in my gut.
“Not really,” I admitted.
“Great. Now what?”
Her eyes were piercing, and I swallowed my pride.
“If it really gets you going for other men to hit on you, maybe we could go out to a bar,” I said, feeble, already wishing I’d taken more time to think this through. “I’d sit away somewhere, you could flirt and…”
Julia watched me, a slight crease between her perfect brows as she considered what I’d tried to offer. Please say no, I thought.
“Then what?”
I tried to wet my lips, my tongue felt heavy.
“We’d come home and… You could use your vibrator and tell me what you were thinking about,” I shrugged. I thought I saw disappointment in her gaze, and I couldn’t take any more of that. “Or whatever you want. I’d do anything for you, Julia, you know that,”
She nibbled her lower lip thoughtfully, then looked up at me through her dark lashes.
“Let’s do it,”
I nodded, mustering a smile. It was progress, wasn’t it? So why did I feel so much dread?
“When?” I asked.
“Tonight! Why not?”
Why not, indeed.
***



We drove together to the bar she’d chosen on the outskirts of town. I wasn’t sure what Julia’s criteria were for picking it, other than we were extremely unlikely to run into any friends or acquaintances there. She looked gorgeous, with her hair perfectly styled and her nude-look make-up impeccable. She was wearing a pair of fuck-me heels that I’d only seen her in twice before, and a tight green dress that matched her eyes. It was cut low, and her breasts almost spilled out of it. As soon as she’d come down after getting ready, the blood had rushed to my cock.
I was still hard, despite my mounting apprehension. This was playing with fire, but I felt like my eyes had been opened to an inevitability further down the line. My wife wasn’t satisfied, and if that didn’t change, she would either come to resent me tremendously, or she’d leave. Probably both, in that order.
Julia was the best thing in my life. My muse. I wasn’t lying when I said I’d do anything for her, at least, not knowingly. I didn’t know where my limits were exactly. But surely she wouldn’t do anything that would go too far.
Julia went in first, saying it’d be better if we didn’t go in at the same time. I waited in the car for five minutes, barely moving a muscle. I felt like I was going to wake up at any moment; this was all so surreal.
The interior of the building was dimly lit, with booths along parallel walls and a bar spanning most of the back wall. Down a couple of steps there were pool tables, where rough-looking men mostly clad in denim were lounging against the walls, polishing pool cues and swigging from beer bottles.
I spotted Julia easily, she was the most beautiful woman there and the only one alone. She’d taken a seat at the bar and was stirring a mint julep. I walked over and ordered a beer I had no intention of drinking. I was quite sure if I tried to, I’d throw up. 
My neck was stiff as I forced myself not to turn and look at her. I had to pretend not to know her, and she’d instructed me not to sit too close. She didn’t want to be put off. Her exact words.
Once I’d been served, I skulked over to an empty booth where I could watch as Julia began to attract them.
It was a matter of minutes before the first approach, which shouldn’t have been surprising to me, considering how beautiful she was. Not to mention the signal she was projecting with the outfit she was wearing. But I’d hoped I’d have more time to adjust to seeing my wife in this new environment before I had to accept another element of the scene.
The first man was evidently not her type, as she politely declined his offer to buy her a drink by pointing to the one she already had. I wondered what she was looking for, evaluating the stranger as he moved on. He looked fine to me, nothing really remarkable, but he was stylishly dressed.
A few moments later, another approached. I waited for him to receive the same dismissal, gripping the ice-cold bottle in my fist. He was bigger, hadn’t bothered shaving in a few days, and looked like he’d called into the bar on his way home from work. He wore blue coveralls, the sleeves rolled up over bulging, tattooed forearms.
Only she didn’t get rid of this one.
I watched, my hand going numb from the cold and how tightly I was holding onto my beer, as Julia flirted. He peeled a few bills from a wad in his pocket, and the bartender served them a couple of boilermakers, then handed the guy a pair of pool cues.
I gingerly tried to take a sip of my beer, but my stomach hurt too much. I realized I’d been nursing the bottle for nearly half an hour already, and I’d have to go and buy another to keep up appearances. It might also remind Julia that I was nearby; she seemed to have forgotten I was even there, never once looking over in my direction.
I went up to the bar as they were headed down to the tables, and I glimpsed a name embroidered into the overalls of the man with his arm slung over my wife’s shoulders as if he owned her. Shane.
I got another beer I wouldn’t drink, and took a table where I could keep an eye on proceedings. As far as I knew, Julia had never played pool. 
Maybe that was just one more thing I didn’t know about her, I mused bitterly.
It turned out she didn’t know how to play, or at least, pretended not to. Shane was more than happy to give her hands-on instruction, standing with his huge frame behind her slender one, leaning over to help her position the cue before taking each shot. Once she’d gotten the hang of it, he got a great view of her chest whenever she bent over the table.
It became quickly obvious that she was doing it on purpose, especially when she pushed her ass back against his crotch after he leaned in to help her with a particularly tricky shot. He turned his head and leaned in to whisper something in her ear, something that made her bite her lip and smile a slow, sexy smile.
I took out my cell phone and stared at her contact information, my thumb hovering over the call button. We’d discussed what to do if either of us needed to put a stop to things. We were to keep constant contact via message. Only, in the moment, Julia hadn’t had chance to send me anything. And I had nothing to say to her.
I tried to compose a text in my head, but anything I thought of seemed to be the same as dooming my marriage to a slow demise.
It had been a long time and a big lie for her to commit to. I didn’t think she’d be able to go back to it any more than I could pretend I believed it. 
I told myself to stop being pathetic and just try to get through this. I pushed my glasses up and rubbed the bridge of my nose, then steeled myself. When I mustered the courage to look up again, Julia was looking my way. She’d lit up under this stranger’s attention, and she looked happy.
I’d say that made it easier to sit and watch, but it didn’t. Every time his huge hands rested on her hips, on her bare shoulders, I felt smaller and more worthless. It wasn’t that he was touching her, it was how she responded. 
I’d never seen her look so… hungry.
They finished their game of pool and found a booth out of view of the other patrons of the bar. I moved tables to be able to see what was happening. Shane went up to the bar to buy more drinks, and Julia took her phone out of her purse.
I looked down at our text conversation expectantly.
‘How exciting is this! xxxxx’
I sighed, midway through sending back ‘I’m glad you’re enjoying yourself’ when her second message arrived; ‘Could feel him against my ass when he was behind me, seems HUGE! I want to find out xxxx’
That wasn’t part of the plan. I shifted uncomfortably in my chair, trying to adjust my slacks over my erection. Why was I so turned on? My palms were sweating, I wanted to take my wife and go home. But at the same time I couldn’t look away. 
Shane returned to the table with more drinks, and once he’d set them down he looked right at me. I pushed my glasses up and pretended to be engrossed by something on my cell phone. When I risked another glance up, Julia was murmuring something into his ear. He looked surprised, then amused. My face burned as I realized he must have just been informed why they were being watched.
Better than him coming over and demanding to know why I was staring, I supposed. Next time, I’d have to be more discreet. 
Next time? I couldn’t believe I’d already resigned myself to doing this again. It seemed likely that Julia would want to; she was thoroughly enjoying herself.
I watched as Shane’s hand settled on her knee, then began to slide up her thigh. The satin of her dress lifted, exposing her skin almost up to her hip. My cock twitched, and I shifted again, desperate for some relief.
I’d get none, as this stranger urged my wife to spread her legs beneath the table. Julia did, and she held aside her panties, giving me a glimpse of her glistening wet pussy from across the room. Right before the man she was with plunged his fingers into her heat. She squirmed and he grinned cockily, working his fingers in a way that turned her to putty. 
Her orgasm shocked me. Her lower lip pressed between her teeth, her limbs quivering as she rolled her hips against his hand. 
I couldn’t believe it. Anyone could have looked over and seen, and my wife was so horny she didn’t care. My heart was pounding, my cock throbbing. I wished I could have been nearer, could have seen her up close.
My high was interrupted by the sight of her hands tracing the front of the stranger’s jeans, kneading the considerable bulge there. It occurred to me that she was going to reciprocate now, and the idea of her getting Shane off right in front of me made me ache.
‘Don’t’ I sent, my fingers flying over the keypad on my phone screen before I could think. I didn’t know why, I just knew this was too much. I’d need more time to get used to this. But Julia didn’t look at her phone, whether she was ignoring it or just didn’t notice, I couldn’t be sure. I stared at her last message. I want to find out, she’d said.
And she intended to.
Oh god.
She worked the zipper on his jeans down, and then Shane took over. His huge cock sprang forth, and Julia’s eyes were like saucers. Compared to him, I really was small. 
I wanted to stop this, but how could I? Trying to imagine walking over to their booth and informing her we were leaving made me feel awful. She’d probably refuse, and her date would laugh.
Her dainty hand explored the impressive cock on display, and I gripped the edge of the table so hard my knuckles were white. She licked her lips, and I could see she wanted to put it in her mouth. No. I couldn’t sit through that.
Julia didn’t make me, but I suspected it was more to do with the setting than any regard for my feelings on the matter. One glance in my direction and she’d see what this was doing to me. She was too caught up, jerking Shane with one hand while she massaged his balls with the other. He was sat with his arms out over the back of the seats and his knees wide, taking up around half of the booth with his bulk. 
Julia’s strokes got faster, and his cock seemed to swell even more. I wanted to look away, and then it was over. He came in her hands, thick member twitching. Julia looked awestruck.
I walked stiffly out of the bar, towards our car. My cock was pointing straight out, and I didn’t care. I kept replaying what I’d seen. I’d started the engine by the time the passenger door opened and Julia climbed in. She was flushed, happy.
I had no idea what word described the emotion that was boiling inside of me.
“Wasn’t that great?” she giggled, leaning over to kiss my cheek. I said nothing, driving us home.
“Didn’t you get my text?” I asked at last, as I brought the car into the driveway. Julia had spent the entire journey relaxed, satiated.
“Oh,” she had the good grace to sound guilty at least. “I suppose I got a bit carried away. But you seem to have liked what you saw…”
She reached between my legs and ran her palm over my hard-on. Visions of that same hand jerking off a stranger in a bar flashed before my eyes, and my cock throbbed.
Once we were inside the house, Julia took the lead. She grabbed me by the hand and pulled me upstairs, to our bedroom.
“Get undressed,” she told me.
I did as I was told, and lay back on our bed. My dick looked so small in her hand after seeing her struggle to wrap her hand around someone else’s. She pumped it a few times, then leaned over to get something from her bedside table.
I was surprised by the size of the vibrator. No wonder I was proving inadequate if that was what she liked. I swallowed, embarrassed. Julia pulled her dress up and her panties were nowhere in sight. She must have left them back at he bar. 
“Next time, we should leave the bar, maybe go to a hotel room or something,” she said, her eyes closed as she fantasized
“A hotel?”
“Yes, we could have gotten caught tonight. And there’s only so much you can do in public,”
I couldn’t breathe. Her hand on my cock felt so good.
“You’d be able to watch, too, instead of having to sit so far away,”
“Watch what?” I dared to ask.
“Oh I wanted him to fuck me tonight, you know that,” she sighed, her vibrator sinking deeper into her cunt as she fantasized.
For the first time in five years of marriage, I saw my wife climax in our bed as she used her dildo. She jerked me off at the same time, still turned on from her encounter with the stranger at the bar. I’d never been so hard in my life; the humiliation was part of it. I didn’t understand it, not yet. With a shout that I stifled with the back of my hand, my cock spasmed and I came without warning. It felt amazing. 
It was without a doubt the most intense sex we’d ever had, even if it hadn’t technically been sex. Julia was glowing with the pleasure of her climaxes. I was riddled with uncertainty, but without a doubt, I’d never been so turned on in my life…
***



A week went by. I couldn’t stop thinking about that evening, and how quickly the things my wife and I had agreed upon had been forgotten by her. It was confusing to feel so powerless, and yet still excited by it. I was finding myself getting turned on just from reliving it.
I wanted Julia to suggest another date night like it, even though I was dreading it. I couldn’t explain it.
I got very little writing done, try as I might, because this… thing we’d started, it kept invading my mind. I was afraid she’d suggest I waited at home this time, because she didn’t want me to put a damper on things. If she did demand that, would I be able to?
The idea of sitting in my study, staring at my blank word processing document, made me feel conflicted and hopeless. What if she didn’t come back?
I built it up tremendously in my head. It would be a relief just to get on with the evening once she suggested it again. I wanted to see her enjoying herself, too. I was hard, and had to jerk off for the second time that day while I replayed how perfect she’d looked as she orgasmed. 
“Dan are you here?” my wife called up to me from downstairs. I hadn’t heard her come in, too busy jacking off like I’d only just discovered it.
“Yeah,” I called, not able to bring myself to shout ‘just coming!’
I cleaned myself up, washed my hands, and went down to greet her.
“Hi,” I said.
“Why are you out of breath?” Julia laughed, then shook her head, “don’t tell me. Anyway, I got dinner,”
“Oh? Thanks,” I recognized the bag she’d set on the table as being from a sushi place close to her office. Julia loved Japanese food, but I wasn’t a huge fan. I took out a couple of plates and set the table while she told me about how her day had gone.
“What about you, on target for getting your draft done before November?”
“Hm? Oh, yeah,” I said. I wasn’t, but I didn’t want to worry her. She beamed at me and my stomach clenched. She was so beautiful. I didn’t want to lose her.
“Are you alright hon?” she was looking at me intently now, chopstick poised in the air. Julia was adept with them—at anything she tried her hand at really—whereas I never quite managed to get the hang.
“I’m fine,” I said, forcing a smile. We talked a little more about her projects, and she asked me about the book I was working on a bit more. I kept my answers vague and steered the conversation back to her. I felt like I was waiting for her to bring up what we did, and when we were going to do it again. I wouldn’t be able to relax until she did. I couldn’t understand why I wasn’t just happy to be having dinner with my wife, just the two of us.
I cleared the table and loaded the dishwasher while she went for a shower. When I turned to trudge up to my office once more, she startled me by still being stood in the door.
“What’s up?” I asked. She had an unfamiliar look on her face.
“Want to join me?”
“In the shower?”
“Yes, silly,” she smiled, winked. My stomach somersaulted.
Of course I did. It had been a while since we took a shower together, since we had our own bathrooms there wasn’t really a need, not like when we lived in our last place. An extortionate single-bedroom apartment in the heart of the city. We’d barely be able to scrape together enough money to eat after we’d paid the rent on it, I’d been submitting manuscripts and getting rejection after rejection and Julia was struggling through her post-grad while working dead end jobs. At the time I’d thought it was bad and I couldn’t wait to make it and get us out of there, but now I sort of missed those times.
“Hey, hello?” Julia waved her hand in front of my face, and I realized I’d just spaced out while she had gotten undressed and started the shower. The room was steaming up, and so were my glasses. She slid them off and folded them, placing them down on the bathroom counter.
“Sorry,”
“That’s okay. Come on, let’s get you in here,” she said, helping me to unbutton my shirt. I stripped and stepped under the hot spray of water. For a few moments she worked the muscles of my shoulders and then lower, down my back to massage my lumbar region. It felt good after hunching over in my office all day, and I sighed.
“Feels good?”
“Very,” 
“Where’s all this tension come from?”
I thought about being honest but I didn’t want to ruin the moment. I just shrugged.
“I’ve been thinking…” Here it comes, I thought, “why don’t we go out again tonight, like last Saturday?”
She sounded so excited. I didn’t know what to say. It didn’t feel like a question, like I had a say in it, not really.
“There’s a club I have in mind. I want to go dancing,” she lifted her brows suggestively. “I’ve got a gorgeous new lingerie set I want to show off, too. You like the sound of that? Seeing another man all hot for me?”
Julia grasped my erection playfully. I stifled a moan, trying to come to terms with the reality that yes, I did like the sound of that. I nodded, and she smiled.
“So I know I got carried away last time and we had rules,” she said, still stroking me. It’d been less than two hours since I jerked off but I was almost ready to cum again. She knew exactly how to touch me. It just emphasized that I couldn’t do the same for her. Wasn’t man enough for her.
“It’s okay,” I croaked, “I want you to enjoy yourself,”
Julia took her hands off me right as I was about to ejaculate, her expression sultry.
“Not until after,” she said with a smile. I gulped and nodded. “I was thinking I’d do the same as last time, only maybe in the men’s room,”
“What?” I tried not to sound scandalized. This wasn’t like Julia, she had always been so straight-laced. Such a good girl.
“Yeah, because then you could be in the cubicle right next door. You could peek over the stall if you were brave enough. Or just listen to him moaning as I sucked him off,”
My face got hot, but my cock beaded with pre-cum.
“That’s- Going down on a guy isn’t the same as last time, Jules,” I said, choked. She gave me a pouty look, and I felt strange. I couldn’t believe we were actually having this conversation.
“Let’s just see what happens,” she said breezily, dropping her towel into the hamper and strolling naked into our bedroom. I’d tried as hard as I was going to, to make my discomfort known. Whether she had any intention of considering my feelings remained to be seen…
***
I found myself in a corner again, at least this time the atmosphere was lively and the venue much darker. I was less conspicuous for being there. The music was trendy and the beer was expensive. I managed to at least drink this time, as I had more of an idea what to expect.
Julia looked flawless and slutty, wearing hold-ups and a tiny miniskirt that left very little to the imagination, and offered glimpses of her panties whenever she lifted her arms over her head while she danced.
I’d scanned the club for possible candidates, wondering if I’d feel less conflicted if I had a hand in helping her select her partner for the evening. The men here were mainly in their mid-twenties, in polo-shirts and with that sharp undercut hairstyle that was currently in fashion. I felt adrift as I watched Julia move from dance partner to dance partner, as graceful as a synchronized swimmer.
Nobody seemed to keep her eye, until just before midnight when a man started to dance with her. He was bold, putting his large hands on her waist and letting them slide up and down her torso. Julia’s eyes were bright as she took him in. He was dark-skinned, his hair shaved close to his skull, dressed in black jeans and a pastel sweater. He wasn’t as rough around the edges as Shane had been, but he was once again nothing like me.
I was beginning to see a pattern, to recognize her ‘type’. The men she was interested in were big, hulking, masculine. I watched with interest as they danced, and the stranger got more and more forward with his touches. It wasn’t easy to keep them in my line of sight with all the gyrating bodies on the dance floor. My stomach lurched as I watched her eyes flutter closed, as I saw her tremble against him. His hand had disappeared beneath her skirt, and he was exploring her pussy with his fingers while people obliviously danced around them.
Julia’s hair was tousled from running her hands through it, her face flushed… from dancing, or from what the stranger was doing to her? It was too hot in here. I swallowed down the remainder of my beer and thought about joining the melee at the bar to order another. But when I put my bottle back on the table, I couldn’t see my wife in the crowd.
My heart dropped as I circled the room slowly, trying not to appear as alarmed as I felt. Just lost sight of them, that’s all… Only, I couldn’t find her.
My mind went back to the conversation we’d had when we were in the shower together earlier. I could hear my heartbeat pounding in my ears alongside the bass thud of the music as I made my way towards the men’s room.
It was obscenely bright inside compared to the dingy club, and I had to narrow my eyes while they adjusted. There was a long queue outside the women’s bathroom, but the men’s room was empty. 
Where had she gone?!
I fished my phone out of my pocket as I made my way through the crowded club once more, deciding to call her. I couldn’t hear anything inside so I made my way to the parking lot.
It had been raining, but recently stopped. The asphalt shone under the streetlights and there was a sheen of water on all the vehicles. I could hear her phone ringing now, and as I strained my ears, I could hear the ringtone too. She had to be nearby.
I followed the sound, not bothering to dial again once it rang off. I knew where she was… The alley behind the club. I was numb as I walked over, as the sound of heavy breathing and muffled moans reached my ears. When I rounded the corner, there she was, crouching with her back to the alley wall. In front of her, with his arms braced against the brick, the man she’d been dancing with. 
From what I could gather, they’d only just gotten started. Julia was unzipping his jeans, reaching in to bring out his cock. I was frozen, agonized, as she wet her lips and licked the tip. He seemed just as big as Shane had been. 
A few hours ago, I’d hated the thought of watching her do this, and now there was nothing I wanted to see more. She’d never looked at me the way she was looking at this stranger.
“Go on baby,” the guy encouraged, “open your mouth for me,”
She looked up at him as she wrapped her lips around his huge member, her cheeks hollowing as she sucked. She moaned around his tool, the sound reverberating through to his balls and making him groan appreciatively. 
In a strange way, a way I’d never admit, watching this made me proud. She was so hot she could have any man she wanted, and she was my wife. My cock was pressing out the front of my own jeans, but I didn’t dare touch it even through the fabric. I was so aroused, and I needed to last until I got my wife home.
“Oh yeah, suck my cock,” the stranger grunted, jerking his hips back and forth. He was so caught up in the sensation of my wife’s tongue and mouth working on him that he had no idea I was there, watching it all. Julia took the guy’s cock as far as she possibly could, and I heard her try not to gag as it hit the back of her throat.
“Not used to something this big, huh?” he chuckled, combing his fingers through her silky hair. He gathered it to one side, then twisted it around his hand, pulling her hair to guide the rhythm with which she was sucking him off.
Julia moaned, delighted. She seemed to like how direct, how assertive this guy was. Should I have been more like that? It was too late now, and I knew it wasn’t me. I didn’t have it in me to treat her like this. She needed it… but not from me.
The stranger’s hips jerked with increasing intensity, his rod sliding almost all the way out of Julia’s mouth, then plunging back into her eager mouth. I felt a twist of panic when I realized what would happen soon. He was going to cum in her mouth, or on her face. Would she swallow? My chest felt tight. She’d never swallowed before. When she’d used her mouth on me, it had been little, tentative licks. More of a handjob than a blowjob. I looked at her now, enthusiastically slurping and moaning her way around a practical stranger’s dick as he fucked her mouth.
“Unghhh, fuck yeah,” the guy grunted, his head falling back. I saw his balls draw tight, then watched Julia’s throat as she swallowed, and swallowed, and swallowed.
The guy zipped up, patted her cheek, and went back inside through the exit door of the club. 
Julia stood up, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand, and gave me a devious look. I made my way to her and kissed her, hard. She tasted tangy and strange, and I realized it was the remnants of the stranger’s cum in her mouth. My cock couldn’t possibly be harder. 
Julia noticed, making a soft cooing noise as she touched between my legs.
“Let’s go home,” she said with a wink.
I couldn’t wait to get her there. I’d hoped we’d fuck right there, just to relieve this relentless ache. But I’d waited this long, and through worse than a car journey.
I drove fast, barely aware of anything but the tightness of my jeans and the lingering taste in my mouth. Once we were home, Julia led the way to our bedroom again, and this time she lay back on the bed with her legs open wide, beckoning me over.
I unzipped my pants, my cock springing out eagerly. Julia grabbed me by my shirt and the next thing I knew was the tight, wet heat of her pussy engulfing me. I couldn’t hold back, bucking my hips desperately. Julia held me tight, her nails scraping my scalp as she raked her fingers through my short hair.
“Mmmh,” she moaned with pleasure. My hands clenched in the bedsheets and I tried desperately to hold on, but the sound of her groaning like that, right by my ear, after all that I’d seen tonight… it was just too much. I came hard, panting. Julia sighed and patted my ass, getting me to slide off of her as she reached for her vibrator to finish what I couldn’t.
She lay back with it between her legs, and I watched in amazement as it disappeared into her hungry pussy. Her moans grew louder as she sped up, and I licked her clit as she neared her climax. I knew she was thinking of the man from the club, or maybe Shane, or possibly Ray, as her pussy started to clench and she shuddered through her orgasm. 
I didn’t mind.
In fact, I had started to come to terms with the fact that it was more than just not minding.
I got off on it as hard as she did…
***



It became our ‘date night’, every Saturday night.
I remembered overhearing her on the phone to Carla, declining an invitation to something or other. 
‘Oh sorry girl, I can’t. Saturday is date night,’ she’d said, and shot me a devious smirk. Just that glimmer of naughtiness in her eyes had sent blood rushing to my cock. I didn’t think she’d told her friends, even if, as Rachel had so astutely pointed out, ‘some men are okay with that’ it wasn’t the kind of lifestyle you disclosed to your coworkers.
I had a gut feeling that Carla might know, even if Julia hadn’t confirmed it to her. They were close friends, and Julia’s personality had changed over the weeks since we’d begun this exploration. Anyone that close to her would have picked up on it.
She’d explained to me again how, although she didn’t regret our marriage, she felt like she’d missed out on her “wild years”. Certainly compared to Carla, her early twenties had been dull. Stuck with a husband who didn’t know a real orgasm from a fake one… I knew the difference now, that was for sure. I never got tired of watching her come, from the way she’d clutch the sheets—or whatever was to hand—and her brow would furrow just a little, her thighs quivering…
But the feeling that she’d missed out on her chance to be free and experience all the things that Carla had embraced before taking the decision to settle down had mounted the closer she drew to her thirtieth birthday. It might sound crazy, but this was the first time in a long, long time that Julia had spoken to me so frankly. I was glad of it. It made sense to me. We were closer than ever.
The one rule she’d stuck to (so far) was not going all the way. When we’d first begun down this path, I’d never imagine there’d come a time when I’d be anticipating it with excitement rather than abject dread. But there it was.
Each Saturday I’d wonder if tonight was the night. I wondered if it made me sentimental to want the occasion to be more planned than the spontaneity of her usual trysts. I wanted her to take her time, to be thoroughly and properly fucked. It was my favorite fantasy to jerk off to at the moment, though there was always a moment of regret in the clarity that came after climaxing.
I knew that even if she called the whole thing off, if we found some way to go back to before either of us had acknowledged that I was inadequate for the job of satisfying her, I wouldn’t be the same. I craved this now.
Julia’s abstinence was a relief, to a degree. The fantasy couldn’t hurt me, and it certainly got me off. But I couldn’t imagine how it would actually feel, seeing her get fucked for the first time by a man capable of satisfying her in ways I never could.
I watched her come alive, more confident, more herself than she’d ever been. It was painful at first, realizing how she attracted better men than me. For years, her appetite had been suppressed as she’d followed the script of what a good wife was supposed to be, and do, and say, utterly pushing her own needs aside.
What kind of man was I to deny her now? 
But at the same time I was glad this was enough. Part of me was terrified she’d never come back to me once she’d gone all the way with another man.
It was as if she could read my mind.
We were in the living room; I was trying to read a novel while she tapped away on her laptop, on Facebook probably. My head was full of thoughts about our flirtation with cuckolding.
Cuckold, that’s what I had become. She placed her hand on top of mine, lowering my book to rest on my lap.
“What’s up?” I asked.
“You tell me. You haven’t turned a page in, like, ten minutes. You read half a book in ten minutes. And Hawthorne isn’t known for inspiring boners,” she chuckled, glancing down pointedly at the tent in my pants. I almost rolled my eyes at the childish phrasing, but I liked this playful version of Julia very much indeed. She was always like this on a lazy Sunday afternoon now, good and satisfied from the night before.
“You get too caught up in your own head, you know that?” she admonished me. I set my book aside and stretched out.
“So… What’s going on in that big brain?”
She eyed me expectantly, and it was one of those times she wasn’t going to give in until I told her. I could see that.
“I was thinking about when we might take things further,” I said, clearing my throat. “If, should I say,”
“When,” Julia laughed, making my heart sink, “definitely when,”
“Right,” I said, swallowing and looking away. “So… soon then?”
She twirled a strand of black hair around her finger and gnawed her lip, like she did when she was about to tell me something I might not want to hear.
“I was waiting for the right person,” she said coyly. I’d expected her to say moment rather than person. These men, the ones she sucked off or let jerk off on her tits or finger her pussy, they were all the same, weren’t they? Just… glorified sex toys that got the job done.
I didn’t like the idea that there was a right person, or from the way she was still twirling her hair, that Julia had obviously identified who he was, and had been looking for the opportunity to broach this with me.
It wasn’t like she was asking my permission though. No, she never had. Even before she began to cuckold me, Julia never needed my acceptance before she went ahead with something. Oh, she’d run things by me from time to time, but Julia did what she thought was best and there was no changing that.
Her independence was one of the traits that I’d loved, and apparently unintentionally stifled.
“Who, uh, who is he?” I asked uneasily, already knowing what she was going to say and fumbling for a way to say ‘no’ that she’d take any notice of.
“Ray,” she said, unapologetic. I nodded and she squeezed my thigh appreciatively. 
“I just- do you think that’s wise? He’s someone at work…”
“Well we don’t work together. Just for the same company. It’s not like he’s on my team or anything,” Julia said, trotting out the rationalizations she’d already gone through in rehearsal for this.
I felt so pathetic trying to think of ‘better’ reasons to counteract her points than the simple ‘I don’t want you to’ that I was drawing.
“Right,” I said, “but should we be mixing this with your career? It could get out around the office,”
Julia rolled her eyes.
“I don’t think there’s a woman there he hasn’t already fucked, honestly. Rachel says he’s got the biggest cock she’s ever seen,”
I was slightly taken aback that they’d discuss such things, but this was a side of Julia that seemed more and more prominent lately. She was more sexual than ever. I supposed if this guy was bedding women indiscriminately, at least it made Julia less likely to want to make him a fixture in our lives.
He was just something she needed to get out of her system. A curiosity to be indulged.
“Okay,” I said hesitantly. 
Julia was still twirling that strand of hair and it was making me nervous. What else was there?
“It might happen without you there,” she said, blunt. I obviously looked wounded because she sat forward, placing both her hands on my arms and looking at me intently. “It’s just it’s probably going to be at work and spontaneous,”
I was hurt.
“Do you not want me there?”
She threw her hands up and shrugged. Realizing how deeply her throwaway comment had affected me, she sighed. I knew she’d expected resistance otherwise she wouldn’t have been so reluctant to come out with it.
“Did you already…” I asked, lead settling in my belly.
“No!”
“Okay,” I chose to believe her, but the fear had certainly jolted me awake. “Message me or call me. It doesn’t matter when. I’ll come,”
“Fine,” she said.
I didn’t know if I believed that she would. She’d been lax in following every other rule, and I had no leverage.
Julia did what she wanted.
I just tried to keep up.
***



It was late on Thursday when she called. She was due home at five and had messaged at six thirty to say something had come up.
When I responded to ask what, she’d just sent me ‘busy xxxx’ and ignored my followup messages.
I could barely think straight.
Every day she’d been at the office I’d checked my phone obsessively, even calling it from my laptop to make sure it had signal. I was afraid I’d miss the call. Mostly I was afraid there wouldn’t be one at all, that she’d do it anyway and then tell me ‘sorry, couldn’t get through’.
My phone rang at 8:56PM. I’d been wracked with anxiety since she’d read and not replied to the message I sent her at seven, and then not even opened the two after that.
I’d convinced myself that my wife was currently bent over her desk—or something else equally cliché, for a writer, my imagination wasn’t currently my ally—with the hulking stud she’d been fantasizing about pounding her from behind, while somewhere forgotten, her cell phone jingled pitifully with every message I sent.
At 8:56PM.
When I was driving to her office, already most of the way there. I’d set off at 8:30, unable to bear it any longer.
I pulled over, ignorant of the drivers that blared their horns at me in outrage, and fumbled to answer the call.
“Hello? Julia?”
“Dan, what’s wrong?”
She sounded normal, taken aback by the tone of voice I answered the phone in. I wondered if she was calling to tell me it was over, done with, and to fill me in on the sordid details.
“I didn’t hear back from you,” I said, a little breathless.
“We went out for a drink to send Ray off. He’s got a transfer to the warehouse in Pennsylvania so this week is his last week. We managed to slip away unnoticed and come back to the office,” 
“And?”
“And? And now I’m calling you,” she said, excitement creeping into her voice, “it’s going to happen. I’ll try and take things slow, I’ve left the door unlocked. I’m going to meet him down in the warehouse staff lounge,”
My heart beat in double time.
“Okay, I’m almost there,” I said.
“Great,” she didn’t even ask why I’d be halfway there. I don’t think it mattered to her at all, what I’d gone through. Not only the past few hours, but the past few days. 
Ever since she’d made her intentions clear. 
I hung up and put the pedal to the metal, part of me thinking I would get there and put a stop to this before it had gone entirely too far. That I’d get there and my wife would fall into my arms and come home with me, turning her back on the well-endowed warehouse monkey she and her girlfriends were infatuated with…
But I knew with absolute certainty that Julia wanted to go through with this, even over the phone she had sounded alight with excitement and I could tell she was turned on.
I hoped desperately that she’d let me fuck her afterward, too. Imagining the feel of her pussy all stretched out and gushing with his seed made my cock throb with excitement. What had I become… God if only I’d never eavesdropped that day.
If I could go back, I’d probably still do it all the same way again. There was something about it all that was such a rush, and I’d look at people—ordinary people, like the supermarket greeter or the clerk at the bank—and think how scandalized they’d be if they knew.
At last, her office building was up ahead. I turned into the parking lot and drove around to the warehouse entrance, seeing the light on up the steps.
I killed the engine and made my way inside. 
I’d never been there before, only to the upper floor where Julia worked, and that was accessed from the front of the building.
It was sort of spooky at this time of evening, with no-one around and all the lights out. The only place illuminated was towards the back, where light spilled out from behind the blinds of what seemed like an office. 
I was perspiring like crazy, my stomach in knots. I hadn’t even thought of what I’d do when I arrived; just walk in?
‘Hi, I’m Dan, that’s my wife you’re balls-deep inside,’ Get a grip, man.
I couldn’t bring myself to confront them, as much as I wanted to be there in the moment with her. I suspected Julia preferred me at arm’s length, at least this time, too.
I approached the window and looked through. The door was ajar, so I could hear them. Their voices, moans, echoed thanks to the warehouse acoustics.
I took in the scene. So much for my yearning for something sentimental; this was nothing more than a convenient workplace fuck. Scratching an itch. That was probably for the best, right?
I recognized Ray, his broad frame unmistakable. He was even taller than I remembered. Maybe it was just in contrast to my wife that he looked so massive. 
The top of her head came up to his mid-chest, and she had to stand right on her tiptoes to kiss him. 
And she was kissing him. 
In all the shameful fantasies I'd had of my wife being pleasured by other men—specifically, this man—the idea of her kissing them hadn't entered my head. 
It made me feel dizzy. 
I did a mental checklist of our last five ‘date nights’ and couldn't remember her ever kissing one of those men. 
My heart was beating like crazy. 
I edged closer, wondering if I'd get caught. 
It didn't seem likely. They weren't aware of anyone but each other, her fingers twisting in his work shirt to keep him close as they kissed passionately. 
He scooped her up in his arms like she weighed nothing, backing her against the wall by the door. I stepped back into the shadows nervously, afraid of being seen. 
I didn't want them to know I was there, I wanted to see how Julia looked when she thought I wasn't watching.
I didn't know if I was stung that she wanted this so badly she'd do it whether I was there or not, whether I accepted it or not. I knew I was entitled to be, but I was also enormously turned on and excited. 
I'd been hard as soon as she'd told me what was happening, perhaps even before that, in spite of my fear and paranoia. Now, I was right on the edge. 
I didn't dare touch myself, not yet. Julia was on fire just from his hands over her clothing, and I had to last until he was inside of her at least. 
She gasped and I held my breath, straining my ears. I wanted to hear everything. He held her up, and she wrapped her legs around his waist, grinding her pussy against him. 
“Hurry,” she begged, as he unbuttoned her shirt with one hand, fingers remarkably agile considering the size of his hand. He let the silk blouse drop to the floor, then unhooked her black lace bra. Her creamy breasts bared to him, he pinched and rolled one tan nipple between his fingertips while bowing his head to engulf the other in his mouth. 
I'd never seen Julia like this. Her nails raked under his shirt as she impatiently pulled at it, and he chuckled, then obliged her by taking it off. 
Was it because of the build up? Him? Or had I just set her on this path when I suggested our very first ‘date night’? I’d never know. But my wife was more turned on than I'd ever seen her. She'd never torn at my clothes that way, never moaned just from being kissed. 
She was delighted once the expanse of his chest was bared to her, and she then set to work on his belt. I watched her wet her lips, could read her mind in that moment. 
All the rumors about the size of his package… Ray set her down, grinning and locking his hands behind his head as she unzipped his pants and released his cock. 
Fuck.
The rumors hadn't done him justice. 
Julia stared open-mouthed at the massive cock pointing right at her face. It had to be as wide as a soda can. She appreciated the view for a few seconds, until he pushed the head of his dick against her parted lips. 
Julia's tongue traced the thick vein that ran along his shaft, then came back to tease the slit. She moaned, opened wide, and slid his cock deeper into her mouth. Inch by inch, his impressive member disappeared down her throat. 
“I knew you were a slut,” he chuckled. Julia seemed to love it, as she tried to moan. She could barely move her head, and having him fuck her mouth like her other men had just wasn't going to be an option. 
She'd need the extra lubricant from the saliva just to get that enormous cock into her cunt, or so I thought. 
When Ray pulled down her skirt and panties, I saw her thighs were glistening. 
“Look how much your pussy is dripping for me,” he said, forcing her legs apart. Julia gasped as his rough fingers circled her clit. Ordinarily she was too sensitive for that sort of handling, but this man seemed to be able to do anything he wanted and Julia was putty in his hands. 
"Fuck me Ray," she begged, "give it to me,"
He grunted, turning her to face the wall and bend over, presenting him with her ass. 
He lined his cock up against her entrance and I watched her lips stretch around his girth. I’d never heard anything as erotic as the sounds she was making then, moaning, almost screaming, begging for more. 
“Fuck this pussy is tight,” Ray muttered, “your husband's a real pencil-dick huh?”
"You have no idea. Stop talking about my husband and fuck me already, do you know how long I've waited for this?" Julia demanded, rearing back. 
Ray grabbed her hips to hold her still, then drove his cock all the way inside of her. He pulled out, then slammed back home. 
Julia was incoherent, trembling, and I think it was mainly Ray and the wall she was leaning against holding her upright at that point. Her pussy gushed as his pace quickened, pounding her harder. 
“Fuck, that's incredible,” he said, his thrusts growing more frenzied. 
“I'm cumming!” Julia gasped, and he kept fucking her without mercy. 
I couldn't believe what I was watching. 
My wife. The love of my life. Getting fucked up against the wall by a well-hung co-worker. Not only that, but from the looks of it he was just seconds from filling her with his seed. 
“Oh yes, yesss, cum inside me, oh please,” she pleaded. 
With a masculine grunt, Ray did as she asked. Her pussy made wet noises as he gave a few final thrusts, his cum overflowing from her. 
He pulled out and Julia grabbed his arms to steady herself. Her skin was flushed pink on her cheeks and above her breasts, a fine sheen of sweat kissing her brow. God, she was sexy. 
I glanced down at my untouched cock and saw a damp spot where the tip of my cock was pressed against my pants, weeping pre-cum. 
I needed to feel her cunt stretched-out after another man's use. 
Ray pulled his shirt back on and buttoned his pants, giving Julia a kiss on the cheek before he headed out of the door. I pressed myself back into the shadows, hoping I'd remain unseen. 
Once he'd gone, I entered the room. Julia beamed at me, her tousled hair, state of undress, and dropping pussy making her look utterly debauched.
“I'd hoped you'd get to see,” she giggled. 
I couldn't speak. My hands trembled as I unbuckled my belt. The whole room reeked of sex. Julia lay back on the couch and beckoned me to her, stroking my arms, my back. 
I let out a desperate moan as my cock sank into her at last. She felt so different. So well-fucked. 
“I want to do that again honey, I want to fuck lots of guys with big cocks. Maybe next time we'll do it in our bed. You can sit in the chair and watch, would you like that? Would you like seeing me beg for it harder and deeper?”
While she talked, I could barely hold on. I thrust into her and felt how sopping wet she was, how turned on the whole encounter had made her. 
“I'm-” I choked out, exploding inside of her. I came so hard I saw stars, adding my load to the one already inside of her. 
Julia held me close, kissing me, stroking my face tenderly. I knew she was grateful to have a husband who fulfilled her needs at last, even if it wasn't in the traditional way. 
She had to know that I'd come to enjoy this, too. As the reality settled in, I went back over how all this started. 
In the afterglow, now the pain and uncertainty was done with, I'd do it all again. 
But I knew that the next time she didn't come home on time, or didn’t reply to a message, I’d be tormented with visions of what she might be doing and sent into this erotic despair all over again.




The Mistake: A Cuckold Revenge Story
Today was a special day.


I'd left work early, taking the afternoon off to make preparations. On the way home I’d picked up two dozen designer roses from an upscale and – as it turned out – very expensive flower store. I wanted everything to be perfect. 
The majority of the afternoon was spent cooking dinner, and the best part of an hour on the phone; calling some of my wife’s favorite restaurants, when my attempt at a nice meal proved to be an unmitigated disaster that left the whole house smelling of burnt pasta. 
Eventually I found somewhere that would be able to prepare a meal that I could pick up and serve at home. ‘It’s our twelve year anniversary,’ I’d explained on the phone, hoping that they would take pity. 
By six, the table was set, a bottle of what I was assured by the store clerk was an excellent bottle of red wine was breathing on the counter, and dinner was ready to be served. 
It had to be perfect…


Laura and I had gotten married young. We had both just graduated from college, where we met. The engagement ring I gave her was the best I could afford at the time, but it wasn’t much; not even a real diamond. She always said she loved it nonetheless. 
No longer poor students, I’d finally gotten her a real diamond, and roughly planned out her dream wedding to renew our vows. 
It had been a difficult year for us and we needed a fresh start. I’d been working long hours after taking a partner role at my accountancy firm and Laura’s dad had been ill, so she’d had to travel back home a couple of times a month for most of the year. Sometimes I went, too; but mostly I’d stayed. 
Of course, the most difficult event of the year was my infidelity. 
One drunken night at an office party, I’d slept with my secretary and become a cliché. I didn’t remember much about the night- not even the sex itself, not well. But I knew it happened. When I woke up the next morning (or more accurately the next afternoon), I knew that I’d made a terrible, terrible mistake. 
It took me a couple of days to gather together the courage to tell Laura what had happened. 
Understandably, she was furious, shocked and betrayed. She called me every name she could think of, packed a bag and left for a hotel. She stayed there for over a week, refusing to take or return my calls the entire time. 
I was certain that it meant divorce, until one night I got home from the office and she was sat at the dinner table, without divorce papers. 
We talked about it and once I’d stopped trying to blame it on anything else - stress, her being away so much, alcohol, anything - and admitted that there was no excuse; it was my fault and I had to take responsibility for my mistake, she agreed to give me another chance. 
I promised that I would do whatever it took to save our marriage. 
We’d moved half way across the country. I joined a new accountancy practice, where I joined as a partner, and Laura transferred to a different branch of the PR firm she worked for. We spent months in therapy and had, at long last, finally moved past my mistake. 
That was all nine months ago and I still meant what I’d said; I was prepared to do whatever it took to save my marriage. Renewing our vows was the best idea for an anniversary gift I’d ever had. A chance for a clean slate, a fresh start. 


***


Laura arrived home later than usual and I could immediately tell she’d had a bad day. 
I heard her shoes clattering to the floor as she kicked them off and she sighed heavily, rubbing her eyes as she walked into the room. 
Even a little disheveled from what was clearly a stressful day, Laura was beautiful. She exuded elegance and grace. Her dirty blonde hair was out of place on one side, where she had been running her fingers through it. After fourteen years together she barely looked any older, with hardly a trace of age in her soft, lightly tanned skin. 
She still had the body of a twenty-something year old, too. She worked out regularly and it showed in her tight figure and firm, shapely curves in all the right places. There was no question that I was a very lucky man. 
“Everything okay?” I asked, concerned. 
“Fine,” she answered shortly, waving my question away in a tone which suggested that it definitely wasn’t fine. 
“You sure?” I tried again. 
“Just a bitch of a day,” she relented, sighing again, “I swear it’s like some clients just want to make my life more difficult—like they enjoy making things ten times harder for me to clean up than they would have been if they had just left it alone,” she said closing her eyes and shaking her head. 
When she opened her eyes, she noticed the table setting, the candles and the roses. 
“What’s all this?” she asked, gesturing. 
“Dinner,” I smiled meekly, “happy anniversary, honey.” 
“I completely forgot,” Laura said, not overly apologetically, rolling her eyes, “I’m sorry.” 
“It’s fine,” I assured her, “you’ve been under a lot of pressure. Let’s just have a nice evening.” 
“Is there wine?” she asked. 
“Of course,” I said, going to grab the bottle. 
I poured us both a glass and Laura settled into her chair, barely glancing at the card with the roses, as I busied myself in the kitchen. 
“The wine’s good,” she called, “your choice?” 
“Recommendation,” I replied. 
“And is that burning smell dinner?” she asked. 
“It was,” I laughed, carrying through a serving tray and placing dishes of tapas on the table, “so we have Dimitri's instead." 
“Fantastic,” she said, brightly, “I didn’t know they did take out?” 
Over dinner, I regaled her of my misadventures trying to make a ragout and my desperate telethon to make alternative arrangements. Conversation turned to Laura’s work. She was going to have to go to Chicago for a couple of days next week, to deal with some kind of disaster from one of her firm’s big corporate clients. 
After dinner, we finished our second bottle of wine at the table and, after taking a deep breath, I produced the new engagement ring I’d bought and slid off my chair, onto one knee in front of her, offering the box. 
With an astonished look of puzzlement, Laura took the box and opened it, silently gasping at the ring and snapping it closed quickly. That can’t have been a good sign.

“Laura Foster,” I said, “will you re-marry me?” 
Something in her face changed and she didn’t answer for long enough to make me worry that I’d miss-stepped, hard. 
“Chase,” she said, a sympathetic edge to her voice, “sit down; we should talk.” 
My heart sank, but I kept my face stoic and sat back in my chair, feeling like a complete fool. 
“I’ve been thinking about something for a while now and I came to a decision today, that I wanted to talk to you about” she said, “I just didn’t want to do it right away, since you’d put so much effort in to dinner.” 
‘This is it,’ I thought, ‘she’s leaving me for good.’ 
“Okay,” I said, as steadily as I could, steeling myself. 
“I do love you,” she started, “I want to be clear about that.” 
‘Here comes the ‘but’,’ I thought. 
“But, I won’t re-marry you,” she said, “I can’t move past what happened. I can’t forgive you, I’ve tried for a long time, but it just doesn’t seem fair.” 
“I’ll do whatever it takes,” I blurted, pleading, “I’ll go back to therapy, whatever! What will it take?” 
“I want to fuck someone else,” she said without hesitation. Her tone was calm and matter of fact. It was clear that she had considered her words; she knew exactly what she was saying. 
I couldn’t believe what I had just heard. Surely this was some kind of test? I knew that I had screwed up, but it was a mistake that I’d been sorry for ever since and would always regret. I never intended for it to happen, or to hurt her. 
This was different. It was premeditated. She had thought about it and decided that she wanted to have sex with another man, regardless of how I might feel about it. 
“You want to cheat on me?” I asked in stunned disbelief. 
“No,” she said, plainly, “I am asking for your consent to settle the score,” she clarified, “to make us even, balance things out. So that I can reconcile things and forgive you, for the sake of our marriage.” 
“And if I say ‘no’,” I asked cautiously. 
“Then I will know that you aren’t willing to do whatever it takes, like you keep saying,” she said, “and I will leave and file for divorce. That’s the other option.” 
My head spun as my world crumbled. I’d wanted tonight to be the catalyst for a fresh start, but not like this… My wife was giving me an ultimatum; either I allowed her to sleep with someone else, or I lost her forever.” 
“I’d like your answer tonight,” she said, ignoring my inner turmoil, “but I understand if you need some time to consider the options. I’ll need your answer before I leave for Chicago on Monday, though.” 
“Is there nothing else?” I implored, “anything… any other way I can convince you to stay without…” I trailed off, not wanting to say it aloud. 
“No,” she said finally, giving me a few seconds to finish my sentence, “it’s your choice. Either you agree to this, or our marriage is over.” 
What choice was there? There was nothing for me to think about. I knew what the bottom line was; I didn’t want to lose her, and she had made it clear that there was no room for negotiation—she had made up her mind and I couldn’t change it. 
‘Whatever it takes,’ I reminded myself. 
“Okay,” I finally said, quietly. 
“Okay, what?” she asked. 
“Okay…” I choked, “you can sleep with another man,” 
Laura laughed. Her smile was beautiful, but I couldn’t see what could possibly be funny about the situation.


“I didn’t say I wanted to ‘sleep with’ someone else,” she giggled, “I said I want to fuck someone else!” 
That was a blow. I wasn’t used to hearing her speak like that, and the openness with which she was talking about ‘fucking’ another man knocked me for six. Part of me felt that her choice of language made the whole thing so much worse; she had never to my knowledge described our love making as ‘fucking’. 
‘Maybe it’s a good thing,’ I thought, ‘maybe it really is just something she needs to do to get it out of her system—a means to an end with no meaning’ 
“Then we can have a fresh start,” she said. The irony was bitter. 
I could see the excitement in her eyes and the joy on her face. I could tell myself that her elation was to start anew with our marriage and forget the past, but I really had to doubt it. Almost certainly it was the prospect of another man. 
“So,” I said, reverting to planning, trying to make the whole sordid thing as business-like as I could; to detach myself from the situation as though it were a distasteful project, “how does this work from here?” 
“I’m in Chicago next week on business,” she answered, too quickly for her not to have already considered the specifics, “so, I thought I’d see if I could find anyone there that might be suitable.” 
’What the Hell does ‘suitable’ mean?’ I thought testily. 
“Okay,” I said instead, nodding again. I felt like all I’d said all night was ‘okay’, but what else could I say? 
I felt hollow; like something had purged my soul leaving my fragile and unable to comprehend my thoughts and emotions—unable to articulate even to myself what I was feeling or thinking. 
“There’s something else,” she said. 
My eyes widened at this and my heart pounded. What else could there possibly be?

“I want you to come along to Chicago,” she announced. 
‘Why? So that you can make sure I don’t hang myself thinking about you ‘fucking’ another person?’ I thought. 
“Okay,” I said again, cringing at the sound of the word. 
“I’m so glad you agree this is the best thing for us!” she said, genuinely seeming happy. 
All I could do was nod, not trusting myself to even say ‘okay’. 
Laura told me she was going to be so that she could get an early start in the morning. I murmured an acknowledgment and stayed seated, staring at the corner of the dinner table, unblinking. 
I opened another bottle of wine and drained a glass, then a second, wishing I had something stronger in the house. This was going to happen, I told myself. There was nothing I could do about that, so I needed to get used to the idea and try to get over it. I held tightly to the hope that it was all a test, or that she wouldn’t go through with it, despite her eagerness. 
Hope was all I had. 
It was the early hours of the next morning when I was finally able to sleep. Mentally and physically exhausted, and a bit drunk, I slipped into bed beside Laura and drifted off. 
I dreamed about Laura. In the dream we were in an ornate room in a fancy hotel. I was on top of her, holding her legs apart as I drove my cock into her fast and hard – fucking – like it was a porn scene. Laura was moaning, begging like I’d never heard before as her perfect breasts bounced from the force of my thrusts. 
But when I looked up from her, I saw myself stood outside, hands pressed against the window, watching from outside. Looking back down, my chest was larger and my stomach toned and muscular, my arms thick and vascular. 
‘Oh my God,’ Laura screamed, ‘you’re so much better than my husband!’ 
I woke with a start at that point. My head was hazy and unclear, but my cock was hard and my shorts were damp with precum. 
Panicking I looked around for Laura, hearing the shower and realizing that she was already up and getting ready for work. I quickly jumped out of bed and removed my shorts, stuffing them to be bottom of the laundry hamper; afraid of what Laura might think. 
I went to make coffee to clear my head, urging my erection to disappear before Laura came downstairs. 
Did I like the idea? The thought of my wife being fucked by some young stud, someone who could give her pleasure in a way she couldn’t get from me? My cock certainly suggested that I did, but I chased the thoughts from my mind. 
‘It’s just a natural reaction,’ I told myself, ‘a normal physical response to a sexual dream; it doesn’t mean anything. 
“Morning,” Laura said as she walked into the kitchen. I wheeled around, shocked and she looked at me accusingly, “you’re jumpy,” she said. 
“Sorry,” I said, “I didn’t hear you—I was a million miles away.” 
Laura nodded, understanding. She moved past me and poured herself a cup of coffee and leaned against the counter as she sipped it. 
“Look,” she said, “about last night…”


“Yeah?” I asked hopefully. Maybe she had changed her mind after sleeping on it. Maybe it was enough to know that I’d agree. 
“I know I gave you an ultimatum that either I could fuck someone else, or we were getting divorced,” she said, “but I need you to know that this is going to happen,” she finished. 
Again my heart sank. So far it seemed like all hope was getting me was a bigger fall when I had it stricken from me. 
“I gave you time to think about your answer, but you didn’t take that time,” she continued, “I didn’t push you to make that decision, but you can’t expect me to allow you to go back on it now; whether you like it or not. So I suggest you get comfortable with the idea.” 
The remnants of my hope crashed around me. Laura knew me well enough to know that I was struggling with the thought. If only she knew the full extent of the struggle. I didn’t only have to ‘get comfortable’ with the idea of her screwing someone else—I had to make sense of why there was a distant, but intensifying, desire for it. 
“I understand,” I lied, dejected, “I want a fresh start for us. If that’s what it takes to get there, then… then I’m on board,” I said. 
“I’m so glad you agree,” Laura smiled brightly, “I’m really looking forward to it.” 
Why did she have to stress ‘really’?

“I’ve gotta run,” she said, finishing her coffee, “I’ve got a hundred things to do today before I leave on Monday. I’ll see you later,” she said. 
I went to kiss her goodbye, but she turned her cheek, pulling away. 
“Morning breath!” she explained, wrinkling her nose. 
Ordinarily I’d think nothing of it, but it was hard not to feel rejected in the context of our… her plan. 
She left me stood naked and lost in the kitchen, holding a cup of coffee that went cold before I took my first sip, trying to make sense of my world. 


***


Over the weekend I struggled with my thoughts more and more. 
Laura talked often about how excited she was; how much she couldn’t wait to go through with it and, how much fun it would be to ‘go out and try to get laid, like being a freshman again’. 
I was in a state of stunned silence for most of these conversations. She was talking so differently all of a sudden. She wasn’t being vulgar, necessarily, but more uninhibited and sexually open. I’d never heard her talk like that to me before. 
I’d also never had any idea that she went ‘out to try and get laid’ in college. We met in our junior year and I guess she’d mellowed down by that point and we didn’t sleep together for the first time until we’d been dating for over a month. 
Part of me wondered whether she was sleeping with other guys back then and this was just a chance for her to relive those days. I knew academically it was just paranoia, though; or at least, I thought I did. 
In the early years, we’d talked briefly about our sexual histories, but neither of us really pushed the question. I knew she was more experienced than me, but nothing past that. 
Maybe she was just talking metaphorically and not about her specifically. Something about it still bothered me, though. It was painful to hear how genuine her excitement was, and it didn’t make my mental reconciliation any easier. 
Our sex life had always been good, or at least I thought so—even if we didn’t engage physically as much as we used to. We never did anything unusual or particularly kinky, but I would have listened to anything Laura suggested. A few years back, I’d bought some lingerie and fluffy red handcuffs for a Valentine's Day gift. She had laughed at the handcuffs like it was a joke gift and they were never used. She wore the lingerie once for my birthday, but never again; she said that dressing up made her feel silly and 
I respected that. 
We did use other toys in our love making, though; Laura had a couple of vibrators that she liked me to use on her as foreplay—though she would occasionally use them herself afterwards if she still had energy. 
I never had any evidence or indication that she might have been into anything different. Though, I guess she hadn’t said that she actually was into anything different. Maybe she just missed the ‘first time’ with a new partner? 
The more I thought about the seemingly innocuous little comments she made over the weekend, the more I drove myself to the brink of madness. I spent hours analyzing and over-analyzing everything that she said, whether or not it was overtly related to her sleeping with someone else. 
I had flashes of insecurity and paranoia, brief but intense; in which I convinced myself that she had always wanted to sleep with someone else, or worse, already was or had been—or else I wasn’t capable of satisfying her needs. 
The main feeling was that I was inadequate; that Laura needed something more. At one point on Saturday night, when she was gushing about how couldn’t wait to get to Chicago and go ‘on the hunt’, I almost got up the nerve to explain to her that it was difficult to hear her talk like that. But I couldn’t explain it, so I said nothing. 
It was painful to hear her so eager to sleep be with someone else. I wished that she had just gone out and done it and never told me about it, or at the very most told me afterwards. That would have ‘settled the score’, as she put it. 
Instead, I felt complicit. Like I was encouraging her to be unfaithful to me, urging her to go and have sex with another man, under the guise of it being for the good of our marriage. There were times over those days where it was almost too much to bear. 
Another part of me, however — a secret part of my mind which I tried hard to bury and certainly never revealed to Laura — was actually excited by the idea, looking forward to going through with it and hoping she would tell me all about it in detail. 
I caught myself fantasizing about her meeting some young, ripped and hung stallion of a man who would buy her a drink at a bar and then take her up to his room, where they would ‘fuck’ all night long. 
These thoughts weren’t healthy, I told myself; considering that we might need to return to therapy after this in any case. I pushed the thoughts far from my mind whenever they crept in. 
But even as I attempted to banish such thoughts, the sounds of my wife’s cries of passion and pleasure for another man echoed in my mind. 


***


When Monday arrived, I awoke suddenly. The realization that the day was here, where my wife was going to another city intent on sleeping with another man was as a glass of ice water thrown over me; instantly shaking off the sleep. 
It was early, but Laura had an early flight to catch. I had to go into the office in the morning and couldn’t get out of it, so we had arranged to meet at the hotel later that day. 
‘Let me know when you’re boarding and when you land,’ Laura had said as she was leaving, ‘I’ve already made it clear that this is happening one way or the other, so I don’t want you chickening out now. If you don’t get the flight, I’ll have to assume that you don’t want us to work through this,’ she’d warned, ‘and I’ll still go through with it, only I’ll be having divorce papers drawn up, too.’ 
I assured her that I would be there and she didn’t have to worry. Not that she seemed particularly worried. 
The morning crawled by, until eventually I was on my way to the airport. It was only a short flight, but I was more anxious that I had ever been in my life as the plane took off. I tried to read a magazine, but I couldn’t concentrate. I could only imagine what anyone who saw me, nervous and perspiring, must have thought. 
It was surreal as I shoved and pushed my way through the airport once landed, texting Laura as I went to let her know I had arrived. What was I rushing for? I wondered. Did my subconscious think that if I made it to the hotel in good time, I could somehow prevent my wife from fucking another man? 
One thing was for sure, I was a paranoid mess. 
During the cab ride to the hotel, I tried to keep up small talk with the driver as best I could. Act natural I told myself as we chatted about baseball and the state of the world, trying to act normally, as though he would otherwise deduce that I was in town so my wife could sleep with another man. 
It was the same at the hotel. I’d tried to check in using my own name, forgetting that the arrangements had been made by Laura’s office. 
‘Oh yeah, of course,’ I’d said, ‘it will be in my wife’s name—Laura Foster. See? It’s the same name,’ I explained far too emphatically. 
When I finally got into the room, I slumped against the door and sighed in relief. I needed to get grip before someone had me institutionalized! I dropped my bag and took a shower to refresh myself and try to clear my head. 
As I toweled off, my phone lit up, announcing a new text message. I snatched the phone up quickly and opened the new message from Laura. 
‘Meetings are going to run late. Won’t be at hotel for a couple of hours,’ it read. 
I typed an acknowledgment in response, but before I could send it a second message arrived. 
‘Also—forgot one of my bags! Need you to go out and pick me up some lingerie.’ 
I was astounded. Her wanting to sleep with someone else was one thing, making me agree to it was entirely another. Bringing me along while she did it was pushing things, but now she actually wanted to send me out to buy her lingerie to wear for another man?! 
‘I can’t do that…’ I responded, eventually. 
‘Of course you can,’ she replied almost immediately, ‘just pick something you’d like—something sexy.’ 
‘I meant I won’t!’ I answered, ‘I’m really not comfortable with it. Can’t you go without?’ 
My mouth was still hanging open, awestruck. Surely she would understand that this was too much? It was as though she were pushing me to encourage her. I almost laughed at the absurdity of the exchange, as though we were talking about a hairbrush or something. 
‘No,’ she replied, ‘you said you were on board, so I need you to do your part. It wouldn’t be the same without.’ 
Do your part! I thought with a laugh. I typed and deleted at least three messages before finally replying: ‘Fine. If I can find a store nearby.’ 
‘Internet – there will be one close enough,’ she responded, so quickly that she must have been awaiting my reply. 
‘Something red,’ she followed up. 


***




Laura had been right, as usual. There were two stores within walking distance of the hotel. I saved directions for the closest to my phone and headed out, stopping at the hotel bar for two shots of bourbon after emptying out my laptop bag, so as not to be seen with the bag from the store. 
‘Rough day?’ the bartender asked as I knocked them both back. If only he knew… 
The closest store was stylish and unashamed, with a full glass storefront and giant bright ads depicting models wearing an array of styles of lingerie. 
Still unreasonably paranoid, and despite the bright lighting and glass storefront, I looked both ways before entering the store; concerned that someone would recognize me, even though I knew no-one in Chicago. 
Inside, I looked around at the displays and avoided eye contact with the two women who were browsing nearby, and the small, heavily tattooed girl behind the counter. I was acutely aware that I could likely not have been more conspicuous and may as well have been wearing a sign saying ‘I have no idea what I’m doing here’. The internet was much less awkward. 
I browsed through the nearest displays that I could see anything red on, flicking through the items I couldn’t name or, in some cases, work out how one would wear. 
I’d told myself that I would grab the first red thing in Laura’s size and get the Hell out of there, but now that I was here, I was actually flicking through the selection and browsing in earnest. I would imagine Laura’s slim and sultry figure in each of the seductive garments, and discarding anything that didn’t seem sexy enough to do my wife justice. Eventually I had narrowed it down to three items, that I considered for much longer than I should have until I finally settled on an elegant, but with a hint of slutty, red lace and pearl bra and panties set with suspenders. 
A quick glance at my watch and I couldn’t believe that I had been in the store of over half an hour. I swore under my breath and rushed to the counter to pay. The woman behind the counter rung up the items while barely looking up from her iPad. 
“A gift for my wife, for our anniversary,” I explained without being asked when she did briefly glance up at me. 
‘Exactly what someone not buying this for his wife would say if no-one cared…’ I thought. 
The total came to much more cash than I had on me. I had wanted to avoid paying by card and creating a paper trail. Another laughable and paranoid thought that I shook off as I handed over my credit card and stuffed the lingerie quickly into my bag. 
“Enjoy,” the store clerk said to me, smiling in a mandated way. 
Enjoy… I thought, as I hurried out of the store, quick marching in the direction of the hotel, I’ll pass the message on…



***


I strode through the lobby and into the elevator, avoiding eye contact and clutching my bag as though it held a million dollars and ought to be handcuffed to my wrist. 
When I reached the room Laura was already there, wrapped in a robe and carefully painting her toenails. 
“I didn’t expect you to be back?” I stammered as a question, surprised. 
“We decided to table things until tomorrow,” she explained nonchalantly, “I wanted to get ready.” 
I nodded my acknowledgment and sat at the chair at the desk. 
“Here,” she said, holding out the bottle of nail polish to me, “help me get ready.” 
I took the bottle and pulled the chair closer to the bed, propping her left foot up on my knee and taking over. 
My attempts were less than perfect and I spent probably as much time wiping away the misapplied polish as I did painting her nails. It seemed strange that she wouldn’t just do it herself, as this would have been decidedly faster with her practiced hand. 
“Did you buy some lingerie?” she asked as she watched me work. 
I simply nodded, gesturing to my bag on the corner of the bed. Laura giggled as she leant over and grabbed the bag, making me streak polish across her foot. 
“Embarrassed?” she asked, gleefully. 
“Only a little,” I lied, cleaning the stray nail polish up. 
She pulled the lingerie from the bag and held it out in front of her, examining it. I tried to see her face to gauge her reaction, but I the couldn’t from behind the bra without making it obvious. 
“Good choice,” she approved, “I hope my friend likes it.” 
“Your friend?” I asked quickly and without thinking, wondering if she had somehow already met someone. 
“Sorry,” she mocked, “the guy I end up fucking over the next couple of days,” she said with an amused sneer. 
I supposed I’d left myself wide open for that one. She still didn’t seem to be wanting to make this any easier for me; delighting in my discomfort. 
At the same time, though; as much as Laura’s persistent comments and blatant enjoyment at the concept of sleeping with another man tore at my heart and sparked fires of insecurity, I suspected that they were also helping me get used to the idea. 
I loved Laura more than anything and had done since the day we met—something which I don’t even know if I’d ever told her. 
My motivations were changing. Over the past couple of days I was no longer thinking that this was a necessary concession to save our marriage, although Laura had stated that time and again. Instead, I found myself actively wanting it to happen. 
Left unchecked, my mind would wander and hope that she enjoyed it; imagining her being wholly and newly satisfied by another man, because above all else, I wanted her to be happy. 
More than that, however, the thoughts of my wife allowing another man to take her, to take her from me — even if only for a night, or an hour – were rousing strong and confusing waves of unidentified emotion; a hazy cocktail of pain, jealousy, humiliation, lust and desire. 
“So,” I asked tentatively as I finished painting her nails, “what’s the plan?” 
“I’m not sure,” she said, smiling and in a tone which suggested she definitely was, “I thought we would go to dinner and then I’d head out to a bar and see where the night leads.” 
“Okay,” I said, noncommittally; knowing where she intended it to lead. 
“Fuck,” she exclaimed quietly, but somehow aggressively, “this whole thing has me so turned on! Ever since we decided to do it,” she said, biting her lip. 
I was surprised; she certainly hadn’t given that impression. In fact, I don’t think we’d even kissed all weekend. But I had to confess, I was unbelievably aroused myself at hearing her admission. The lust in her eyes and elation on her face had my cock stiffening. 
Whether she noticed this, or just had her own plans, I don’t know. But she teasingly opened her robe to reveal her sumptuous, full breasts and beckoning me over to her with a sly grin. 
I crawled onto the bed towards her, moving to kiss her. She stopped me, putting her hand in my face. 
“Hey!” She said, “you’ll mess up my make up! Besides, that isn’t what I had in mind,” she explained. 
Before I could ask or guess what she meant, she showed me; pushing my head down between her legs.
I pulled her robe open fully and gasped, much to Laura’s amusement, at the sight of her perfect pink pussy, which was normally neatly trimmed, now completely shaven and bare.Over all the years she had never shaven her pussy.
My already hard cock strained further at the sight, and the knowledge that she had obviously decided to make the change for the her new partner, not for me. Laura pulled my head into her naked pussy and I eagerly complied; kissing her inner thigh and licking her now smooth pussy lightly; teasing her clit with the tip of my tongue.
After only seconds, Laura’s patience for my teasing was gone and she gripped my hair, pushing her hips up against me; forcing my mouth against her. I moaned softly with arousal—this was not the Laura I knew and I couldn’t deny that it excited me immensely.I drove my tongue into her delectable pussy, darting my tongue inside her, alternating between lapping at her oh-so-sweet wetness and flicking the tip of my tongue around her clit.
“Mmm, that’s right,” she breathed, wrapping her legs around my head and pressing her sex further against my willing mouth as she bucked her hips. The intensity with which I licked at her delicious cunt was matched by her rocking hips, until all I could do was hold my tongue in place as she fucked herself with it.
This was by no means my first time eating my wife’s pussy. She loved it when I went down on her and it was a common feature in our love making, but never like this before.She was commanding; showing me exactly what she wanted and making sure she got it. There was no question that she was in charge of what was happening as she used my mouth and tongue for her own pleasure without consideration. 
Maybe this was the change we needed, I thought as I pleasured her. Maybe we could talk about her being more dominant in the bedroom—maybe that would give her what she needed to move forward in our marriage; she wouldn’t need to go out and sleep with someone else…
Laura’s moans became longer and louder as I lapped at her now soaking pussy, my tongue aching more than I knew possible. She had tight hold of my hair as she pulled me into her and rubbed her pussy against my face at the same time.Her orgasm was sudden as she ground herself roughly against me, shuddering as I struggled to breath; desperate not to take my mouth from her until her climax subsided and she finally released her grip of my hair and relaxed her legs.
I gasped for air, intoxicated with lust, and tenderly kissed her wonderful pussy as I recovered. Once able to breath normally, I raised up and tried again to kiss her as I unbuckled my belt. But she pushed me away, smiling 
“Hey!” She said again, “I told you, that’s not what I wanted; I’m saving myself for tonight!” She said, giggling, “besides, I love it when you lick me; you’re actually good at it.”
The implication of the comment barely registered in my state of wild arousal, heightened by her confidence and the thought of her having sex with another man.
It was as though she had suddenly unleashed some hidden desire neither of us – or certainly not me – knew she was harboring.In an instant I decided not to suggest that her being in control in the bedroom, and not her fucking someone else, was what she needed to ‘even the score’, as she saw it.
It wasn’t that the thought of her with another man didn’t still tie my stomach in knots; but somehow I knew I craved it as much as, maybe even more than, she seemed to. 


 ***




Over dinner I was acutely aware of three things. 


The first, was that Laura looked even more stunning than usual. She was wearing a sleek new black dress—backless but for a strip covering her bra strap, and with a generous slit down one side which revealed plenty her long, shapely leg. 


Her make-up, which she rarely wore, was meticulous and her hair was perfect, held in place with an elegant clip. Laura had always been beautiful and turned just as many heads now as she did in college. But tonight was something special. 
The second thing I remained aware of, was that she was wearing the new lingerie she’d had me buy under her dress. She’d explained as she dressed that she had decided against the stockings and suspenders so that she could show off her legs. ‘maybe tomorrow night instead she had mused with a wink. 
The final thing that was impossible to ignore, of course, was that after the meal my wife would be looking for another man to sleep with, and that was the reason that she had made sure she looked so incredible. 
Even though the thought had me in a near constant state of arousal, I was having my doubts now that it was coming to it. I watched as Laura eyed waiters and the bartender in the restaurant, as though she were assessing their suitability before we’d even finished our meal. 
I found myself grateful that our server was a young woman; certain that if we’d had one of the male waiters there was a risk that Laura would proposition him. 
“Can I show you some dessert menus?” she asked brightly as she cleared our plates. 
“Just some coffee, thanks,” Laura replied before me and then, once the waitress has rushed off, “I have a taste for something else for dessert,” she said with a wide smile. 
It was strange to say the least. She was joking with me about sleeping with another man as though I were one of her girlfriends. Stranger still, I actually laughed. 
“Listen,” I said, checking that no-one could hear, “I know you’re serious about doing this, but…” 
“Chase,” she interrupted, face hardening, “you’re not going to talk me out of it,” she said. 
“I know!” I said quickly, and a little too loudly, “I’m not asking you to change your mind,” I explained, “I just wanted to tell you to stay safe. I’ll be right on the other end of the phone if you need me.” 
The waitress brought our coffee and placed it on the table silently with a smile. Laura waited for her to leave before speaking. 
“Chase, I haven’t been entirely honest with you,” she said. 
“What do you mean?” I blurted, suspicious and nervous. 
“I’m trying to tell you, if you’ll let me speak,” she chided, “now be quiet.” 
I gritted my teeth and waited for her to speak, trying desperately not to consider what it might be that she hadn’t told me. I’d already considered everything she could possibly have to reveal, surely. 
“I didn’t ask you to come along this week so I could watch you,” she started, “I told you I wanted you to come with me, so that you could watch me.” 
“Okay?” I replied, not following. 
“I mean, I want you to watch me fucking someone else,” she explained. 
“What?” I choked, “why?” 
“I want you to see it,” she said, blowing steam away from her coffee, “I want you to remember if forever. Maybe that way you will think twice before cheating on me – and before you say anything; we’ve been over this — what I’m doing isn’t cheating; it’s for us. 
“And when you do think of it, I don’t want you to have the benefit or ignorance; to imagine what might have happened or downplay it because you don’t even know for sure I went through with it. I want you to know first hand.” 
Okay, so maybe I hadn’t considered everything, I thought. 
“How can you ask that?” I said, stunned. 
“I know it won’t be pleasant for you, but these are my terms,” she said without a trace of humor. 
She left the alternative unsaid; she didn’t need to remind me. It had been the same choice all the way. Either I agreed to, seemingly, whatever she wanted, or she would divorce me. Fairness didn’t enter into it. 
And yet, as much as I couldn’t believe that she would ask me to do such a thing, I couldn’t imagine saying ‘no’. Not just because I didn’t really have that option, but because I the alternative of sitting in the hotel room waiting for her to come back &emdash; not knowing &emdash; was somehow unconscionable. 
“I understand,” I said, with as much decorum and dignity as I could, when a thought occurred to me, “don’t you think it would be… weird though? I mean, you’d have to find someone who would be willing to have someone else in the room” 
“I thought so, too,” she said, “but I thought, if we can’t find someone who’s okay with it tonight, then tomorrow we’ll just have to hide you in the closet in the room or something.” 
I wasn’t sure which would be more humiliating. Watching my wife fuck someone else while I watched and he knew I was there to watch him do it or watching from a closet; hiding away like I was the other man. I nodded my approval at the plan. 
“Come on then,” Laura said brightly, “I saw a nice looking bar on my way here. It’s not far. We can have a quick drink in the hotel bar and then go there.” 
“Sure,” I said, increasingly certain that for the duration of the trip I wouldn’t have a say in anything, even if it seemed like I did. 
***
We headed through the door connecting the bar to the restaurant area and slipped into a booth. Within a minute a server approached to take our order and disappeared to make the drinks. 


I saw Laura’s eyes light up and her face harden in contemplation, looking past me, before the server had left. As he did, I turned in my seat to follow her gaze. 
There were a few people in the bar by themselves, along with two couples, a pair of businessmen and a few women. But it was clear who Laura was looking at. 
Sat on the other side of the room, also in a booth, was a noticeably large and good looking black man who looked to be a good number of years our junior. He was wearing a suit and drinking a beer while looking at his phone, likely unaware he was being sized up. 
When I looked back Laura was smiling slyly, looking at me. 
“I guess we might not need to even leave the hotel,” she purred, looking back over my shoulder. 
It was hard not to look back over, to try and scientifically understand my wife’s attraction I supposed. But I didn’t want to freak him out, or get caught. 
When our drinks arrived, Laura took a healthy drink of hers and stood up, adjusting her dress to ensure she was showing plenty of cleavage. 
“Wish me luck,” she said winking and walking away from the table before I could stop her. 
I quickly switched seats, so that I could see without craning my neck and without drawing attention to myself. I nervously wrung my hands and tried to look casual. Just a normal guy waiting for his wife to get back to the table. 
Only instead of going to the restroom, she was going to hit on another man with a view to having sex with him in, presumably, our hotel room. I wasn’t clear on the details, but that seemed like the most logical thing. 
‘Why the fuck does that matter? I asked myself. 
My heart was beating rapidly and irregularly as I watched Laura introduce herself to the man. He was not subtle as he looked her up and down. I couldn’t hear what they were saying, but he nodded and she sat down next to him. 
I watched them talking, shifting closer to each other after a while and laughing. From their positioning, I suspected his hand was on her leg. My wife’s bare leg. 
Our server returned and asked if he could get me another drink. Flustered, I stammered that I was fine and pretended to have been thinking about something rather than staring across the room at my wife’s intimate conversation with another man. 
When I turned my attention back, Laura was getting up and walking back over to me. She wasn’t smiling, but I couldn’t read her face exactly; she didn’t seem upset. 
She sat down and gestured to the server to come over. 
“Well? How did it go?” I asked, expectantly when she didn’t speak immediately. 
She smiled as though she had trapped me. 
“He said he’d love to satisfy me,” she said grinning widely, “but there’s a condition.” 
“A condition?” I asked, frustrated. She was purposely trickling the details out. 
The server arrived at the table and Laura ordered two more gin and tonics and a beer. She took her time, winking at me to acknowledge that she knew exactly what she was doing. 
Finally the waiter left. 
“What condition?” I asked again. 
“He said he needed to know you wanted it too,” she smirked, “otherwise he wouldn’t feel right about fucking another man’s wife.” 
‘What a stand up guy,’ I thought. 
“Okay. Just tell him I agreed and I’ll be in the room, then?” 
Laura shook her head, “no. He wants you to ask him.” 
“He wants me to ask him?” I repeated. 
“That’s right,” she said as the drinks were brought over, “so come with me—and be polite. Remember why we’re doing this,” she said, pushing my second untouched drink and the beer towards me and stepping out of the booth. 
I abandoned my first drink and stood, following Laura to the man. 
I’d never been in a fight before, let alone a boxing match. But I imagined that the first time walking up to the ring against a bigger and stronger opponent might feel similarly to my current walk. I followed because I knew I had to, but I wasn’t sure I wanted to. 
“Hey again,” Laura said warmly, sitting next to him, almost on his lap. 
I stood for a second, before sitting opposite them. It felt alien to me, to sit across the table from my wife and another man who was to be her lover for the night, as though I were some outsider to their relationship. 
“Nice to meet you,” I said, offering my hand and wondering how polite was too polite in this kind of situation, “I’m Chase,” 
Looking only slightly confused, he took my hand and shook it with a strong grip, “Mark,” he said, simply, then wrapped his arm around Laura’s shoulder. 
She responded by leaning into him. Something about the intimacy of it made me feel sick; they were so… familiar. I supposed that without the pretense, that came easily. Mark was clearly a confident guy and Laura had just outright asked if he wanted to have sex with her while I watched, so everyone knew where the night was leading. 
Up close, he was younger than I had realized, maybe twenty five or so, and looked like he spent a lot of time in the gym. His shirt was straining against the bulk of his chest and biceps. 
“You got something you want to ask me?” Mark said. 
I’d hoped that by coming over at all, and bringing him a beer no less, it would be implicit that I had consented to his sleeping with my wife. Apparently not. I looked to Laura for support. She was staring back at me with anticipation. 
“It’s alright with me for you to… you know,” I said quietly. 
They both just looked at me, as though they were expecting more. 
“No, I don’t know,” Mark said, a shit-eating grin forming on his lips, “please be specific.” 
Again, I looked to Laura. She was clearly amused, but wasn’t going to help. She raised her eyebrows at me in question. 
“It’s alright with me for you to… sleep with my wife,” I said through gritted teeth. 
“I don’t know, baby,” Mark said to Laura, tracing a finger across her collarbone, “that didn’t sound like a question to me. I don’t think he wants you messing with another dude.” 
“Chase!” Laura hissed, “I said to be polite. Ask him,” she said. 
From the movement of her arm, it was clear that she was rubbing Mark’s leg – or something else – under the table. I swallowed hard and took a deep breath. 
“Will you have sex with my wife,” I said, forcing a smile, “please.” 
Mark leaned back and screwed up his face in mock contemplation. 
“Okay,” he said after a few seconds, “seeing as you said ‘please’.” 
Mark and I were not going to be good friends, I could tell. 
Laura clapped excitedly and turned to him. She took his face in her hands and leaned in, kissing him deeply. It only lasted a couple of seconds, but for me it was an hour. I knew that a kiss was nothing compared to what was going to happen. 
But still it raked at my heart. 
She stood and grabbed his hand leading him up and hurriedly walking away. 
“Can you get the check?” she said, as she headed for the exit, “we’ll meet you in the room.” 
She was loud enough that a few people nearby, including our server, heard and cast me confused or shocked looks. I felt my face burn as the group of girls at next table gasped and giggled less subtly than they thought.
***
My chest tightened as I shuffled out of the elevator and down the hallway, as though I were walking along the high board, my heart beating arrhythmically as I neared the room and prepared to step off the board and plummet into the pool below. 
With a deep breath I put the key in the door and opened it. 
I could hear it before I stepped into the room. I paused before taking the two steps necessary to see the bed. The wet slipping noises, heavy breathing and Laura’s soft, stifled moans. I closed my eyes and took a steadying breath. 
Hesitating no further, I steeled myself and strode into the room. Even though I expected it, what I saw knocked the air out of my lungs and tore my heart in two. 
My beautiful wife, whom I loved more than anything in the world, was on her knees at the side of the bed, naked but for the lingerie set I’d bought her earlier, her lips wrapped around the thick black cock of a total stranger. 
I stumbled to the chair and collapsed into it, dizzy and nauseous. My entrance and struggle had gone unnoticed by Laura and Mark. I stared at them, unable to look away from the source of my anguish. 
Laura was jerking his thick, meaty cock as she bobbed her head, sucking the head like a lollipop. Every few seconds she would take a little more into her mouth until she gagged and had to pull back. 
I had to admit, I was impressed by how much of the monster she was managing to take in her mouth. Without being humble, Mark must have been twice the size of my own cock. 
Laura had never been fond of going down on me; not that you’d ever guess that as you watched her engulf this big black cock with passion and enthusiasm. She seemed determined to take it all the way. 
“Come on, baby,” Mark encouraged as she gagged again, “nice and deep.” 
He held her hair and slowly pushed himself into her mouth, deeper and deeper. Laura grabbed his thighs as she struggled to swallow the immense dick, until finally Mark groaned with satisfaction as she took the whole thing into her throat. 
Mark thrust into Laura’s already full throat and I considered stepping in to put an end to it. She wanted to have sex with someone else to punish me, she wasn’t here to be abused. 
Before I could decide to stop things, Mark let go of her hair, but Laura didn’t take his cock from her mouth, instead she gripped his thighs more tightly and rocked her head back and forth for a few seconds longer, until eventually she pulled him from her throat. 
As she did, she gasped for air and moaned gutturally with carnal desire, staring up at Mark as she rapidly stroked his cock, her mascara running, and strands of spittle leading from his cock to her lips. 
I’d never imagined that such a sight could be so painful and so stimulating at once. The pure lust on my wife’s face and in her voice as she sucked a stranger’s cock with pleasure she’d never directed at me bored through my soul, but it also threw gasoline onto the fire of arousal that had been stoking since she told me what the plan was. 
“Holy fuck,” she said, shakily, “I want more.” 
“Mmm, me too baby,” Mark laughed, “get back to work.” 
Laura didn’t hesitate, she took his hard cock back into her mouth and almost aggressively sucked, taking him more deeply more easily now and squeezing her breasts together in prurience. 
My own cock was, to my shame, painfully hard at what I saw. I wanted desperately to join in, but all I could do was watch as my wife and only love, hungrily sucked another man’s cock. 
She took his engorged prick from her mouth and lasciviously licked up and down the shaft as she jerked the tip, all the while staring unblinking into my eyes with a cruel grin before taking him deeply back into her mouth. 
“Hey Chase,” Mark called, “your wife sucks cock real good.” 
Laura moaned her approval at the compliment, muffled by his cock. 
“You want me to fuck your married cunt,” he asked, looking down at her as she swallowed his cock. 
Laura nodded and moaned emphatically, still sucking. 
“What about you, Chase?” he called, stroking Laura’s hair, “you want me to fuck your wife for you?” 
My mouth was dry and my throat swollen. I nodded but didn’t answer. I knew that I did. 
“Ask… him… nicely!” Laura said between sucks, her hand now busy rubbing her clit through the red lace panties. 
“Please, Mark,” I said, humiliated and hoarse, “please fuck my wife.” 
“You can do better than that,” Laura teased, “come on, Chase; I need it,” she said, staring up at Mark as she stroked his thick cock with both hands. 
“I’d be so grateful if you fuck me wife like she needs,” I said, “please.” 
Mark stood, pulling himself away from Laura as he did. She reach out as though trying to capture something she’d lost, craving his huge black cock. 
“Don’t worry, Chase,” he said with a smug tone, “I’ll take care of her for you.” 
Laura gleefully climbed onto the bed and Mark grabbed her hips and spun her around, dragging her to the edge so that she was presenting her ass to him. She looked tiny in comparison to Mark and her face was painted with surprise and thrill in equal measure. 
Mark slid her panties to one side and rubbed my wife’s delicious pussy. 
“She’s nice and wet, buddy,” Mark taunted, lining his cock up and slowly pressing into her from behind. 
My eyes were transfixed on Laura’s face as he slowly entered her. Her eyes widened and rolled back, and her mouth opened and twisted in a silent scream of pleasure as he filled her with his impressive cock. 
“Oh my God,” she whispered inaudibly, but it was clear to see what she was saying. 
It struck me like a baseball bat that I’d never stunned Laura like that and never could. Part of me was happy for her that she could have this experience. 
Once fully buried inside my wife’s pussy, Mark began to fuck her; slow, long strokes at first, building pace with rhythm as Laura cursed and gasped with pleasure, grabbing handfuls of sheets as he penetrated her deeply. 
A knock at the door shocked and dragged me from the trance I’d fallen into watching my Laura get fucked by a stranger. I couldn’t imagine who it could be and I didn’t care, they could come back. 
Mark was driving into Laura fast and hard now, sinking his giant cock into her waiting pussy as she backed against him, urging him to give her more. I could hear her strained and heavy breathing amidst squeals of ecstasy and the sound of slapping flesh. 
The knock came again. 
“Chase!” Laura managed, “get the fucking door!” 
I’d stopped assuming that there’s no way she could be serious anymore. Was it room service? I wondered as I stood and went for the door. ‘Oh hey, great, thanks—just put the tray over there by my wife being screwed by a stranger. 
I opened the door a crack and was met by another young black man at the door. He looked around quickly and nodded expectantly at me. 
“You gonna let me in?” he asked. 
“No?” I replied confused, “I think you’ve got the wrong room.” 
“Yo!” Mark called breathlessly, “that’s Louis—he’s with me.” 
What the fuck?

Louis pushed against the door, but I held fast, not letting him in. 
“What do you mean...” I started, but I was cut off by Laura. 
“Chase!” she screamed, “let him fucking in!” 
I did as I was told and stepped away. Louis walked in past me, glancing at me with contempt as he did and pulling off his shirt. 
This is getting way out of hand, I thought. I never agreed to this. 
I stormed back into the room to see Mark and Louis shaking hands as Mark pounded my wife and she writhed in pleasure, backing against him with as much force as he was thrusting into her. 
Louis was unbuckling his jeans and kicking off his sneakers. He wasn’t at big as Mark, but well toned and about the same age, I thought. 
“What the fuck is this?” I spat, dumbstruck. 
“Sit down, Chase,” Mark said with a warning tone. I couldn’t believe what was happening. 
“Mark was… fuck,” Laura managed, “supposed to be meeting his friend. So I said he could join in, ohmigod!” she explained, to my disbelief. 
Not for the first time in the last few days I was completely lost for words. I stood there, slack jawed, as Louis shrugged off his clothes, revealing an already hardening cock which was not as big as Mark’s but still considerably bigger than mine. I was unable to move as Mark fucked my wife athletically, watching her shake and shudder as he thrust in and out of her and Louis sidled up to her. 
I could hear the sounds of their sex as well as see it; the visceral noises which were evidence of Laura’s wetness for these two well hung black young men and her moans and occasionally even shrieks testament to her pleasure. 
Heartbroken I considered throwing Mark and Louis out. Telling them to get the fuck off of my wife and out of the room. I imagined punching Mark in his smug face. 
Somehow, I knew that doing so would make things infinitely worse. Laura had made it crystal clear that she wanted and what the consequences were if I didn’t agree. The chances were that if I tried to stop it, I’d get my ass kicked by two hard, naked black men and be thrown out into the hall so they could continue fucking. Then it would have all been for nothing, and Laura would divorce me. 
So, instead I watched mutedly as Mark made my wife convulse and scream in orgasm, and Louis held his cock out to her face, which she seized and fervently sucked; rapidly sliding her luscious lips – the lips I remembered kissing on our wedding day – up and down his thick shaft, moaning earnestly around it. 
“Oh my fucking God,” Laura gasped, temporarily taking Louis’ cock from her mouth and stroking it as she tried to regain her composure, “they’re so good, honey,” she said, “thank you for letting me do this.” 
“Yeah,” Louis sneered, as he pushed his cock back into my wife’s willing mouth “thanks honey.” 
They all laughed, including Laura; stifled by Louis’ thick cock in her throat. 
“Hey man,” Mark said, “since you ain’t sitting down, like I said, come over here and look at this,” he said as he rammed his cock into Laura. 
I can’t explain why, but moving on auto-pilot, I stepped closer and crouched next to the bed, close to Laura’s pussy. Mark pulled himself out of Laura, who whimpered at the loss, and pulled her panties down roughly, sliding them down her slender legs. 
I watched up close as Mark lined his thick cock head up with Laura’s glistening pussy and eased himself into her, driving his enormous dick in and then pulling out of my wife, slowly for emphasis as he pressed in and spread her pussy open. 
“He’s stretching me so much,” Laura purred, “it’s so big!” 
My cock was straining against my pants, harder than I ever remember having been before, at the sight of what was the most erotic scene I’d ever witnessed. My wife was getting fucked in her mouth and pussy by two complete strangers; and she was loving every second of it. 
Mark leaned back and stopped thrusting. Laura responded by bucking her hips against him, sliding her pussy up and down his cock and fucking herself. I was mesmerized as I watched and could hear her muffled moans and loud sucking noises of her enjoying Louis’ cock at the same time. 
“Damn baby,” Mark hissed, “you are fine. How ‘bout you let my man try that sweet pussy? 
“Mmm,” Laura moaned, following by a loud ‘pop’ as she pulled her mouth from Louis’ cock, “gladly,” she said, sultrily. 
Mark slapped her ass playfully and withdrew his cock, slick with her wetness from her now well used pussy. 
I stood and saw Louis lying down on the bed, Laura turned to me, her make-up smudged, mascara running down her face, hair askew. Her eyes were burning with lust and excitement. She grabbed my shirt and kissed me deeply, forcing her tongue into my mouth. 
I could feel the moisture on her face and taste the unfamiliar trace of cock and pre-cum on her lips and tongue, as she danced it with mine until she shoved me away, pushing me down so that I was sat on the corner of the bed. 
Still able to taste Louis and Mark’s cock on my breath, I watched as Laura straddled Louis and impaled herself on his cock, bouncing on it instantly as Louis gripped her hips, forcefully thrusting into my wife’s pussy. 
If what had taken place so far was a warm up, it was clear that the preparation was now over and Laura rode Louis’ cock intently, meeting the ferocity of his thrusts with her own and moaning emphatically. 
I didn’t want to admit how aroused I was by my wife being fucked by these two men, but I couldn’t hold back any longer. I unbuckled my belt and unfastened by pants, releasing my throbbing cock. 
Mark saw first and burst out laughing. 
“Oh shit,” he exclaimed, “no wonder you need a couple of big cocks in your life,” he laughed. 
Laura looked around and saw me slowly jerking my average sized cock, tiny in comparison. 
“I know,” she said, forlornly, “so bring that beautiful cock over here.” 
Her words were like a slap in the face, but nonetheless I jerked my aching cock as Mark stepped up to her face and offered her his thick, veined shaft to her. Laura took it into her mouth and sucked and jerked him eagerly, still bouncing on Louis’ cock. 
After only a couple more minutes, I saw Laura buck and shiver as another orgasm rushed through her. I wondered how much longer they could keep this up for; I wasn’t even involved and my cock was ready to explode. 
Mark pushed himself deeply into Laura’s mouth and throat, causing her to moan and gag, until he moved away from Laura’s mouth, taking her hand off his cock as she tried to keep jerking him, strands of saliva dripping from his huge cock. 
Moving to kneel behind her, Mark lifted Laura’s hips, stopping her from bouncing on Louis’ cock. We all knew what was going to happen next, but still I couldn’t believe it. I’d suggested anal sex to Laura more than a handful of times over the years and she’d always categorically said ‘no’. 
Now a well hung stranger pressed the tip of his dick against her virgin asshole and she breathed ‘yes’, as he pushed slowly into her. Inch by inch he eased himself into my wife’s ass until she cried out and slapped her hand against the headboard. 
“Oh yeah, baby,” Mark moaned, “you’re so fucking tight. I guess you don’t let your husband in here, huh?” 
Laura shook her head vehemently, undulating against them both. 
The sounds that she was making as the two cocks slid in and out of her were indescribable. She was a woman possessed, consumed by sexual adventure and lost in the throes of ecstasy. 
Gradually all three of them increased their pace, until Mark and Louis’ cocks were pistoning in and out of Laura’s ass and pussy. Laura was now shrieking ‘yes’, over and over, so loudly that we might be asked to leave the hotel. 
I stared at Laura, flushed and screaming in pleasure and couldn’t hold back any longer and with a grunt started ejaculating over the bed, feeling disgusted with myself that I was so aroused by the sight of my wife fucking other men. 
From the sounds of it, Laura had just had another orgasm herself and her lovers were approaching theirs too. 
“I’m gonna come,” Louis said first. 
Laura looked over her shoulder at me with glazed eyes and a cruel smile and said “come for me,” she rasped, “I want to feel it.” 
My stomach sank when it occurred to me for the first time that neither of them were wearing a condom as they fucked my wife, and were about to come inside her. 
“Oh yes,” Laura hissed, “ohmigod, I can feel it,” she said shrilly. 
“I’m ready too, baby,” Mark grunted, “here it comes.” 
Laura cursed again and again as Mark roared bestially, pummeling his cock into her asshole until his orgasm eventually subsided. 
The three of them collapsed together, gasping for breath. Laura’s legs were shaking and she began giggling uncontrollably. 
“Wow,” she exclaimed, “that was just what I needed. Thanks guys,” she said, still giggling. 
“Hey, any time,” Mark said, standing. As he pulled out of her used asshole, Laura yelped slightly and hopped off of Louis’ softening cock, allowing him up, too. 
Just as I thought my nightmare and dream was over; that Louis and Mark were leaving and we could discuss what the fuck had just happened, Laura flopped back down onto the bed, raising her hips. 
“Show our friends out, darling,” she said as I flashed her a confused look, “thanks again guys—I’ve got Mark’s number, so let’s do this again.” 
I flashed her another confused and angry look, but she just smiled back at me and raised her eyebrows in question, as though she were saying ‘do you have a problem with that?’. 
I held the door open for Mark and Louis, who snickered and slapped hands as they left. 
“You take care of her, man,” Mark said to me, “she is one damn fine lady.” 
I still wanted to punch him. But instead I closed the door without responding and resting my head against it. 
“Hurry up,” Laura called from the bed, “we’re not finished yet.” 
What the Hell is she talking about? I thought. 
I padded back through to the bed, where Laura was still lay with her hips raised. She looked exhausted but blissful, naked but for the lace and pearl bra I’d bought her, which was askew with her perfect breasts hanging out of it. Her earlier meticulous hair and make up now awry. 
“Come here,” she said, impatiently. 
I knelt on the bed next to her, confused, until she grabbed my collar and yanked me down to her stomach. I could smell the sex on her; the musky scent of her lovers and mingled with the sweetness of her wetness. 
What she wanted was abundantly clear, but unbelievable. I tried to pull away, but she swung her legs around my head, just like earlier. Only this time, I wasn’t so willing. 
“Don’t struggle,” she said, surprisingly softly, “I really need you to do this for me,” she explained, “you’re so good with your tongue and I need you to get me off one last time. Please honey,” she said, squeezing my head with her thighs, urging me toward her used pussy. 
With a sigh, I closed my eyes tightly and relented, tentatively lapped at her pussy. Instantly I could taste the sour, salty cum that Louis had shot into Laura’s pussy. I recoiled, trying to lick her clit without tasting the cum, but it was impossible. 
Laura swore in frustration and unwrapped her legs from my head, grabbing my shoulders and pushing me onto my back, where she swung her leg around and straddled my face. I tried to keep my mouth closed as she ground her pussy against my face. 
I could feel the warm, gooey cum seeping out of her freshly fucked pussy, running down my face. Laura pulled my hair harshly until I cried out. As I did, globules of cum dripped into my open mouth. 
It was clear I wasn’t getting away with anything less than a full job. So swallowing my pride along with Louis’ cum, I drove my tongue into her pussy. 
The taste and concept was repugnant. I felt that I couldn’t possibly have been any more humiliated, licking the cum of another man who had just fucked my wife out of her pussy, against my wishes. 
“That’s it,” she sighed, “see? Isn’t it better when you just get on board?” 
I murmured an agreement, with my tongue buried in her pussy, searching for any remaining trace of cum; though I wasn’t sure if was better. 
Sensing that I had eaten all of Louis’ cum, Laura shifted forward, bringing her stretched-out asshole to my mouth. Fortunately, whatever that meant anymore, most of Mark’s cum had leaked onto my shirt while I was eating Louis’ cum from her pussy. 
All the same, I tongued her asshole as Laura moaned and rubbed her clit, until I felt my spent cock hardening again and alternated my tongue between her ass and pussy as Laura brought herself to orgasm, bucking against my face. 
Once her climax had subsided, she slipped off of me and traced her fingers across my shirt, bringing them to my mouth coated in Mark’s cum that had hadn’t soaked into the fabric of my shirt. 
I closed my eyes, but Laura gripped my chin tightly and forced me to look at her. We locked eyes as she fed the stray cum to me, smiling down at me as I swallowed the last of it. 
“Good boy,” Laura said, not unkindly, “I need a shower and then we can talk,” she said, jumping off the bed, dropping her bra to the floor as she walked to the bathroom, a little unsteadily. 
***
I sat on the edge of the bed staring at a piece of lint on the floor as Laura showered, trying to make sense of the world. 
What had happened? How had we ended up here?

Nothing made sense. 
I’d just watched my wife get fucked by two men, in our hotel room. I’d asked one of them to do it and I didn’t even know the second was going to show up. I’d jerked off while watching and then swallowed their cum out of her pussy and ass. 
All to save my marriage. Had it even worked?

One thing was for certain. Laura had said that she wanted to make sure I remembered it forever. There was no doubt that I’d never forget what had happened tonight. 
The most confusing thing of all, though, was that I had liked it. Sure, it made me feel sick, jealous, lost at sea; but I’d also felt a singular connection to Laura, like I was somehow giving her the satisfaction she needed. 
I didn’t think I ever wanted something like this to happen again. But I wasn’t sure that I didn’t. 
Laura came out of the bathroom after twenty minutes or so dripping and wearing a robe. She smiled at me sleepily but warmly and jumped up onto the bed, patting her legs for me to lie down and rest my head on them. 
As I did, I tried to think of anything to say. Finally all I could think of was, “did you enjoy that?” 
“More than anything in a long time,” Laura laughed, not meaning to be cruel, “I mean… Chase, I haven’t been entirely honest with you,” she said. 
That was starting to be a familiar sentence.

“The reason I wanted to do this isn’t just because you cheated,” she said, “in fact, it’s not really at all because you cheated. I just needed… more, you know?” 
I didn’t know. 

“Our sex life is fine,” she continued, “but that was something else. That was… wow. I don’t think I’ve ever come like that, you know?” 
I would be being belligerent to say I didn’t. I saw and heard how she responded to their cocks. She’d never climaxed so strongly with me before and even just thinking back to it stirred my loins. 
“I think I get it,” I said. 
“I’m glad,” she said stroking my hair, “because I’d really like to do it again more regularly,” she said, “you don’t always have to be there; but I’d like you to be.” 
I thought for a second before answering, “I think I’d like to be there.” 
“That’s so great,” she said yawning, but relieved, “this is going to be so much fun. Obviously I don’t agree to you sleeping with anyone else; but that’s different.” 
Obviously.

“Plus, it will be so good for our relationship,” she said, “like a fresh start.” 
A ‘fresh start’, I thought,  just what I wanted.





Thanks for reading! 
I hope you enjoyed, if you did, please consider leaving a review or picking up another one of my books. :)
Feminization stories:

Sucker: Feminized Husband Reluctantly Goes Bi


Sissy Husband: An Erotic Feminization Cuckold Humiliation Short
Feminized By My Secretary: An Office Femdom Feminization Story
Feminized Boyfriend: Reluctant Bi Interracial Femdom Erotica
Sissy Situation: Forced Feminization Reluctant Bi Erotica
Feminine Husband: Forced Feminization Femdom Erotica
Sissy Husband: An Erotic Feminization Cuckold Humiliation Reluctant Bi Story
Sucker: Feminized Husband Reluctantly Goes Bi
Trained And Humiliated: Forced Feminization Femdom Erotica

Humiliated Husband: Erotic Feminization Femdom




Cuckold/hotwife stories:

Hotwives: First Times With Other Men (HOTWIFE BUNDLE) (Menage, Interracial, Wife Sharing, Group, Exhibitionist, MFM)
Date Night: A Cuckold Humiliation Story (Interracial, Chastity, Messy Clean Up)
Baby Got Black: A College Cuckold Story (Cheating Girlfriend / Cuckold / Humiliation / MMFM )
Bachelor Party: My Wife Strips (Hotwife / MFMM / Cuckold)
Roadtrip: A Hotwife Caught Cheating (While Her Husband Watches) (cuckold, wife sharing, MFM)
Hotwife Hike: An Erotic Wife Sharing Story (MFMMM, menage, group)




Other Femdom stories:
Hostile Work Environments: Office Femdom Erotica Three Story Bundle (Chastity, Humiliation, Pegging, Spanking)
Lock Up: A Story of Erotic Humiliation, Femdom, Chastity and Submission
Game Over: An Erotic Femdom Story
Her Submissive: An Erotic BDSM Femdom Story




If you'd like to, you can get in touch with Lana at LanaEllis@outlook.com


cover.jpeg
Lana Ellis





images/00001.jpg





