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‘I ran into my ex today,’ Ellie says, her cheeks pinkening as another passionate sigh escapes her lips. Despite the seriousness of her words, a playful gleam lights up her eyes. ‘Baby, I did something bad.’

Those words never fail to drive me crazy with lust. I get up on my knees, towering over her naked body as she lays on our bed. My stiff cock throbs at the sound of her voice, anticipating the game we love to play. Her cheeks flush with excitement. Her nipples harden and turn a soft shade of brown. She lifts her knees, forming a triangle with her legs. Soft music continues to play in the background, our sensual playlist slowly winding through the melodies we selected many months before. I put my hands on my hips, my bare skin prickling with heat and excitement. It’s so difficult to resist her right now. I force myself to concentrate on her, to play the game. My favorite game.

My wife looks stunning right now. She always does. The gentle light of the bedside lamp casts a golden glow over her perfect, creamy skin. She gently trails one hand down her smooth stomach, looking up at me the whole time. I fight to keep the shit-eating grin from my face. Our naughty little game only works if we both believe it.

‘What do you mean?’ I say, frowning. ‘What do you mean, something bad?’

‘I’m sorry, honey,’ she says, pouting and doing her best to look embarrassed, despite the erotic gleam in her beautiful eyes. ‘It just… happened.’

Her hand slips lower and lower over her stomach. She parts her legs and I glimpse her freshly shaven mound and puffy pink lips for a moment. Then her fingers gently cover this treasure trove. I snap my eyes back up to her face.

‘I ran into my ex at the bar,’ she says, talking gently, with an air of shame in her voice. ‘We had a drink together and caught up.’

‘That’s not bad,’ I say, fighting the urge to mount her right now. The look in her eyes and the sight of her hand gently cupping that smooth, bare, hungry sex almost makes me lose control. ‘Nothing wrong with having a drink with a friend, babe.’

She shakes her head gently and says, ‘No, but after… after the drink… honey, I let him fuck me.’

‘You did what?’ A grin touches the corners of my mouth.

Ellie parts her legs now, allowing me full access to her swollen lips.

‘I let him fuck me,’ she says, holding up her wet fingers, allowing me to see how they glisten with her juices. ‘See that? I cheated on you. I’m so sorry.’

I climb on top of her now. The head of my hard manhood brushes her wet lips, sending little shivers of pleasure through me. I love this part. I love this game.

‘You fucked your ex-boyfriend?’ I say. ‘The guy from college?’

She nods.

‘The one you said always had the biggest dick you ever saw?’

She nods again.

‘I’m sorry,’ she says. ‘I just couldn’t help myself, honey. Can you ever forgive me?’

I move forward and push inside her. I groan with pleasure as her ret-hot and honey-sweet womanhood envelops my shaft, gripping me tight as I glide all the way inside, filling up. Ellie, however, bites her bottom lip to suppress a groan. Now I’m top and we’re face-to-face. She doesn’t touch me. She stays still, looking up at me with those big, beautiful eyes. Her express is filled with sorrow, but her eyes gleam with mischief and erotic passion.

‘Did he fuck you as good as I do?’ I ask, slowly rolling my hips, causing my cock to gently move inside her.

‘No,’ she says. Her eyes flash with triumph. ‘He fucked me better.’

‘Was his cock as big as you remember?’ It’s hard to keep my voice level and my mind on the game. Her pussy feels so fucking good on my cock. Her words are driving me crazy. It’s taking all my energy to keep from fucking her as hard and fast as I can right now.

‘It was even bigger than that,’ she says, biting her bottom lip again to fight back another moan. ‘It was at least nine inches long and thicker than a can of deodorant.’

‘Shit,’ I feel the pressure already mounting in the pit of my stomach. My balls begin to tighten in anticipation.

‘It was like being fucked by a can of deodorant, honey,’ she says. ‘It was so fucking good. I came so many times.’

‘More than I make you come?’ I say, my hips beginning to move on their own now, rocking a little faster now.

‘So much more,’ she says. She wraps her arms around my waist, gently guiding me back and forth. ‘It was the best fuck of my life, and you weren’t there.’

I moan now, unable to control myself any longer. I start to fuck my wife with hard, deep strokes. Her words reach my mind like nothing else in this world. She knows how to drive me crazy.

Ellie’s eyes flash again, knowing the affect she has on me. A cruel smile touches her lips.

‘Are you inside me now?’ she says, pretending not to feel my cock pushing against her tightly gripping inner walls with every pump and thrust. ‘Honestly, honey, I can’t feel you.’

I moan again and fuck her harder. My balls slap her ass with every stroke. The wet smack of our connecting bodies echoes around the bedroom.

‘He stretched me out so much, honey,’ Ellie says, breathing hard now. Her cheeks flush again. Little gasps and moans escape her lips. Those sounds drive me fucking wild. ‘He ruined my pussy for you…’

I get to my knees and grab her hips, driving my cock deep inside her, over and over, pounding her as hard and fast as I dare. She moans louder and cups her beautiful breasts, pushing them together as though creating a target for me.

‘Can you feel him?’ she says, now talking louder with every passing moan, abandoning the pretence of our naughty game. ‘Can you feel his hot come inside me? I let him fuck me bareback, honey. I let my big-dicked ex fuck my married pussy and come inside me!’

I grit my teeth, desperately trying to fight back the overwhelming urge to fill her with my own release. Her words are as erotic as they are hurtful. I love the way she teases and taunts me like this. The sweetest pleasure is the one that leaves a mark afterward. Even though it’s just a game, even though we both know this affair never happened, the way she describes it hits a spot in my mind that nothing else can reach.

‘Your slutty wife fucked another man and she loved it!’ Ellie’s voice is now a high, shrill cry of passion. The bed rocks and squeaks beneath us. The bedside lamp shudders. The entire room vibrates with the energy and passion of our lovemaking. Ellie moans faster and faster. I can feel her sex gripping my cock tighter and tighter, squeezing me, milking me, desperate for my seed.

‘You fucking cheating slut,’ I say, spitting out the words through clenched teeth. ‘You like his big cock?’

‘Oh, fuck yes!’

I can’t hold on any longer. I grip her hips so hard my fingers dig into her soft flesh and slam my cock inside her as hard as I can. The end always arrives far too quickly for my liking.

‘Fuck, Ellie!’ I say, my body burning white-hot for a split second as I lose myself to the climax.

‘Come in me!’ my wife says, reaching down and teasing her aching clit with two furious fingers. ‘Fill my pussy like he did!’

I crash over the edge like a wave slamming down on the breakers. My cock throbs harder than ever inside her tightening tunnel and my balls pulse, sending a wave of passion rocketing up my shaft. I erupt, spilling inside her, moaning deep in my throat as I unload. The feeling of my boiling come sends Ellie over the edge, too. She reaches her own climax, stimulating her hard clit, eyes closed in concentration, utterly lost in bliss.

Finally, it is over. I lay down on top of my wife and kiss her hard. We’re both panting with the intensity of our orgasms. Her chest rises and falls rapidly, her firm breasts and hard nipples so tantalizing right now.

‘That was amazing,’ she says, breathless. ‘I love you, Connor.’

‘I love you too, sweetheart.’

Her pussy clenches my cock again. I groan. She giggles, enjoying my reaction.

‘I love how much you enjoy my little confession,’ she says. Her eyes gleam in the soft light, her face flushed from our lovemaking. ‘I always get so turned on making you come.’

I grin, looking at my beautiful wife’s gorgeous face. She is so perfect. How the hell did I get so lucky to find a woman like her?

Ellie glances at her watch. She gasps and smiles.

‘Look,’ she says, ‘it’s after midnight. It’s officially our anniversary!’

‘Happy anniversary,’ I say, kissing my wife deeply as the last of my come pumps inside her happy and well-fucked pussy.

 

****

 

Morning sunlight floods the bathroom through the single window, illuminating my face as I carefully drag the razor across my chin. From the bedroom, I can hear my wife humming contentedly as she opens the closet, trying to pick an outfit for our anniversary date.

I love the sound of her humming. She always hums after we’ve made love. I don’t know if she’s aware that she does it, or if her humming is a subconscious response to a night of passion and fun, but the sound brings a smile to my face. I swirl the razor blade under the faucet, recalling last night once again. Nothing on earth is as sexy as my wife playing her little game of confession. Nothing makes me climax as hard as the idea that another man has already conquered her.

Of course, that’s completely true. I know I am not the first man to lay claim to my wife. I’m not even in the first ten or so. Back when we first got together, Ellie made sure to tell me upfront that she had some pretty wild experiences in college. She wasn’t telling me that fact to hurt me or shock me, but to be completely honest and open. I appreciated that she trusted me with that knowledge. Another guy might have been appalled or called her a whore and dumped her, but knowing that she was so much more experienced than I was only turned me on more. We made it part of our sex life. Sometimes she would turn me on by telling a really filthy story about her past and I had to figure out if it was true or not. She always found new was to surprise me. Every time we made love was even better than the last.

Sometimes she seems ashamed of the way she used to be, dismissing her wild college days with a shrug and referring to them as My stupid slut days. I adore her stories. I love knowing that other men have enjoyed her the same way I have. I especially love touching her skin and wondering how many other guys have already felt that spot for themselves. Sometimes when we’re making out, I imagine all the men her mouth has pleasured. Maybe that’s a weird thing for a husband to think about when kissing his wife, but the images – and the need to be competitive, to prove myself better than all the others who came before me – always gets my heart pounding.

Ellie often worries that her previous boyfriend somehow damaged or ruined her body for me. Sometimes she apologizes for not being as tight as she was before Mr. Deodorant Can entered her life- and her body – but I always tell her how much I love knowing that somebody his size fucked her before I did.

She stops humming from the other room now. I hear the closet door swing shut. I look into the mirror at my freshly-shaved face and fight the urge to smile. Today is our anniversary. It is a day that – if all goes well – neither one of us will ever forget.

‘Was your ex really that big?’ I say, turning my head to check the underside of my chin.

‘Who?’ Ellie says, my voice interrupting her thoughts.

‘Your ex-boyfriend,’ I say. ‘You know, the guy from college. Is he really as big as a can of deodorant?’

‘You mean Aiden?’ She pauses for a second, then giggles and says nothing. That’s all the answer I need.

I look over at my deodorant on the shelf, trying to imagine possessing a penis as big and thick as that. I try to imagine how it would feel to make love to my wife with a cock that size. How would she moan? Would it be too much for her? Would she be able to take the whole thing? God, what would her soft, delicate pussy even look like after being fucked by such a monster? When I’m finished, my wife’s womanhood is soaking wet and pink and puffy, her lips swollen by arousal and her entrance yearning open, still hungry for more. I try to imagine a cock as big as that can of deodorant filling her pussy. I try to imagine that cock pulling out, a trail of pearl-white come dribbling out of her hole. But I can’t imagine what her pussy would look like. I’ve never seen a cock that big in real life.

But she has…

That thought makes me smile. My cock twitches in my shorts, eager for more fun. I rub a towel over my freshly shaved face and step out of the bathroom. Ellie walks past me wearing just a pair of black panties and slaps my ass, giggling to herself. She closes the bathroom door and locks it behind her.

I close the bedroom door and snatch my phone up from the floor. I pause for a second, making sure Ellie is occupied and won’t bust back in here suddenly. Through the closed doors, I hear the faucet running. She’s busy. I have time.

There’s a new message on my phone. A wicked grin spreads across my face as I unlock the phone and open it. The sender is ‘Jim Work’, but that’s just to stop Ellie asking questions in case she sees the incoming messages. In reality, the sender is someone she knows very, very well. Intimately well, in fact. The sender is a man with a legendary cock as big and thick as a can of deodorant… Ellie’s ex-boyfriend and old college lover, Aiden.

Still on for today? reads the message. Don’t wanna drive all that way for nothing lol.

I read it twice, my heart racing. This is really happening. All my weeks of planning and careful coordination are about to finally pay off! I glance at the door again, making sure that Ellie isn’t standing right there watching me, and shoot off a quick reply.

Yeah, we’re heading there soon. Meet you around eight in the bar.

I send the message and delete the entire thread, just to make sure Ellie doesn’t accidentally discover what I’ve been working on in secret for the past few weeks. I can’t believe the day is finally here! Not just our anniversary, but the culmination of a project I’ve been pulling together in secret for weeks now. It started with me reaching out to Aiden via social media and getting in touch. I mentioned that I was Ellie’s husband – did he remember her? Yes, he remembered her. We went to college together, he said, phrasing their past – and the many, many sexual adventures that Ellie had told me about –as diplomatically as possible.

It took a few days to gain his trust and make him understand what I was trying to achieve. But the more we talked, the more he loosened up to the idea. At first, he feared I was some kind of crazy, jealous husband – or a total psycho looking to threaten all my wife’s past boyfriends. Once I explained that I’m a normal guy who wants to give his wife an experience he can’t, Aiden started to come around. In fact, I think the idea really appealed to him. I laid it all out in black and white. I sent him a message that simply read:

If Ellie is up for it, would you want to fuck her again?

Once Aiden confessed that he would love the chance to fuck my wife one more time – and he was sure this wasn’t some kind of weird trap – we started to set a plan in motion. I was planning to take Ellie to a cute motel along the coast for our anniversary. What if Aiden just so happened to bump into us there?

One thing leads to another and brings us to this point. I’m going to take my wife to a motel as a gift for our anniversary and we’re going to run into her ex-boyfriend, the former lover with the huge cock that drives us both crazy to think about.

The faucet turns off and I hear Ellie hanging up the towel. I grab my clothes and quickly dress, trying to keep the grin off my face.

I have no idea what will happen tonight. There’s every chance that Ellie won’t want to fuck her former boyfriend. Maybe she’ll even be offended that I’ve tried to set it up. But I’m so tired of fantasizing. I want to give her the chance. That’s all. If she wants to take it, she will. If not, then at least I tried. But I know that somewhere inside my wife is the wild, slutty college girl she used to be. I know that she’s only pretending to be a sophisticated, mature housewife. If only I could get her to open up again… That’s the purpose of this ‘unexpected’ reunion with her former lover. From the way she described him in the stories she used to tell me, I know she would love to have the opportunity for one more fuck with a stud like him.

Ellie walks back into the bedroom. I lean against the bed and watch her getting dressed for the trip, a smile on my face. The next time she gets undressed, there may be more than one man in attendance…

 

****

 

We spend our anniversary lost in romance. We take a long, slow drive out to the coast, listening to the classic playlist we made together years ago, singing along to every word and laughing at the stunned faces of the other motorists. We open the windows and breath the cool, salty air, screaming classic rock lyrics at the horizon as we follow the winding coast road down toward our destination.

The hotel we’ve chosen for tonight is a beautiful old stone building perched on the edge of a cliff, where almost every room on offer overlooks the blue sea. Overhead, thick clouds choke the sky, but that doesn’t dim our moods. Ellie is bubbly as ever, a perfect, bright ball of energy. She sings and cracks jokes and at one point even delivers the rap portions of Walk This Way without missing a damn beat. She’s super excited about our little getaway already – and she doesn’t even know the best part!

For me, the drive is a blast. Every minute spent with the woman I love is another minute in heaven. Every mile we cross is another mile closer to our goal – and my wicked surprise. Even thinking about what might happen tonight – the myriad of possibilities and outcomes that could happen at any given moment – drives me freaking crazy. It becomes harder and harder to concentrate on the road with Ellie singing and shaking her hips like that. Once the hotel finally comes into view, my cock pulses inside my pants like a heartbeat.

We’re here. This is it.

The rest of the drive is a blur for me. Ellie giggles and chatters all the way along the road and into the little gravel parking lot and through the reception. I nod and smile and laugh at all the right points, but all I can think about is one thing:

A cock as big and thick as a can of deodorant pushing deep inside my wife’s tight pussy.

The inside of the hotel is every bit as beautiful as the exterior. The place has a feel that’s both homey and exotic at the same time. It feels plush and comfortable, but not overly luxurious. Huge bay windows are open on every wall, letting in the sea breeze and filling the wide, open spaces with light. We can hear the sound of the waves below crashing against the rocks.

‘God, this is so perfect!’ Ellie says. Her eyes sparkle with happiness and she keeps looking all around in wonder, like a kid entering a toy store for the first time. She squeezes my arm, delighted by our surroundings.

I pull her close and kiss her head, inhaling that wonderfully feminine scent she has. For a brief moment, I feel a pang of regret in my gut – what if she’s offended that I would try and set this ‘chance’ meeting up? What if she really doesn’t want to have anything to do with my naughty fantasy?

But then I recall the look in her eyes last night. The way her expression changed as she started detailing her false confession. The way her body tensed and released as we came together. Just thinking about it makes my cock tense up all over again.

We book into our room, drop our bags off, and spend the rest of the day walking along the little chalk path running the length of the cliff, admiring the view and stopping every few feet to take photos together. Ellie’s perfect smile beams through the camera lens with every single click and snap. We pose together. She runs ahead and dances on the path. The overcast sky and cool sea breeze can’t diminish our spirits. Nothing else matters today. Nothing else except us and our love for each other.

Every time I take a picture, a little voice in my head says, Treasure it. This is the last day she’s your wife. After tonight, she’ll be the lover of two men.

I keep checking my phone every time Ellie looks away, half-hoping to see a message from Aiden calling the whole thing off. But there is nothing on the screen except a picture of me and my gorgeous, smiling wife. The gorgeous, smiling wife who loved to play dirty and fuck hard back in her college days. The gorgeous, smiling wife who fell in love with a guy like me and chose to stop playing around and settle down.

Jesus Christ, what if I’m making a mistake wanting to share her like this?

That thought almost stops me cold. Luckily, Ellie doesn’t see or realize.

The sunlight begins to fade. We turn back, beginning to feel the chill air of the oncoming night. Neither of us is really dressed for the cold. Ellie leans into me tight, slipping her arms around my waist, entwining my warm body with hers.

‘This is kinda like our first date,’ she says. ‘When we went to see a movie, but the screen was sold out…’

‘…So we went for a drive and ended up walking around that lake,’ I say, picking up her story. ‘I really thought I blew it that night, you know.’

‘Why?’

‘Because it seemed so lame,’ I say. ‘What kind of guy talks a girl for a walk on their first date?’

She shoots me a mischievous look and says, ‘The kind of guy who gets a blowjob from a girl on the drive home.’

‘Yeah,’ I say, laughing. ‘I thought I blew it – until you did that.’

She squeezes me tighter and we stop walking. She turns her body into mine and we hug under the deepening clouds and oncoming night sky. I feel her heart beat against my chest. Her breath on my neck. Her fingers on my back. I smell her wonderfully feminine scent again and sigh with blissful happiness. This is what our marriage has always been. Every single day. We’ve never argued. Rarely disagreed. We always make each other laugh and take the time to say, I love you. And the sex… my God, the sex is out of this world. We have literally the perfect marriage.

And you want to go and let someone else shove his deodorant can-sized cock in her? says that little voice in the back of my head.

I push the thought aside and hold my wife tightly. She looks up at me, her eyes twinkling more perfectly than any star in the sky. I lean in and kiss her softly. She responds, her tongue gently flickering against mine. She groans in her throat, the first stirring of primal arousal rearing its head inside her.

She breaks off the kiss and leans back and looks into my eyes, a sleepy, sensual half-smile pulling at her soft, shining lips.

‘Well, Mister Lame-First-Date?’ she says. ‘How do you plan to make up for it?’

I’m gonna invite your big-dicked ex-boyfriend to our anniversary getaway and see if you want to fuck him in front of me.

‘I was hoping we could have a nice dinner together,’ I say.

She grins and says, ‘I honestly thought you were going to suggest a blowjob in the car again.’

‘Shit!’ I say, feigning outrage. ‘Is it too late to change my answer?’

She laughs and pulls away, heading back to the hotel.

 

****

 

The time is now seven thirty. I feel a knot forming in the pit of my stomach. It’s a tight, heavy sensation, like I’m being weighed down from within. Is it nerves? Is it anticipation? Is it dread? Maybe it’s all three.

Ellie looks utterly stunning right now. After getting back to the hotel, we got changed for dinner in the restaurant. She’s sat across the table from me right now, wearing a gorgeous white dress that shows off more of her body than it hides. The dress is shoulderless, with a low V-cut to show off her ample cleavage, and the bottom hem barely reaches halfway down her thigh. She’s added beautiful red heels to the ensemble and her long hair flows freely down past her shoulders. There are guys in the restaurant who can’t help glancing over at her when their wives aren’t looking. Every time I feel their eyes gaze in our direction, I feel both a strange sense of pride that my wife looks so attractive and a weird angst that other guys want her for themselves. But I don’t let these feeling show. Ellie looks utterly radiant. Even more beautiful than on the first day we met.

‘That was so good,’ she says, smiling and dabbing the corners of her deep red lips with a napkin. ‘I loved it.’

‘I can tell,’ I say, nodding toward her empty plate. The surface is so clean they could serve another meal on it. ‘Maybe you should lick the plate, just to be sure?’

She laughs and pokes her tongue out at me.

‘What can I say?’ she says, reaching for her champagne glass. ‘I know what I like in life.’

She raises her glass to me. I lift my own and toast her.

‘I hope I’m one of those things,’ I say.

‘You’re in the top ten,’ she says, her eyes sparkling. ‘Top five, some days.’

I laugh and drain my glass. Champagne always tastes so sour, but it seemed like the right occasion. A toast to the life we’ve enjoyed so far. A toast to the life we might be leading come the morning.

As I sit across the table from wife and watch her slowly finish the last of her champagne, I again wonder why I invited Aiden here tonight. It seemed like such a good idea a few weeks back – Surprise, honey! I invited your ex to our anniversary! Do you want to fuck him again? – but now, in the cold sober light of the candles dotted around the hotel restaurant, it feels so stupid and reckless. There are so many factors that could go wrong. He could be late. He could be lost. She might be offended. She might be angry. She might toss me out of the room. All the possibilities make me sweat with panic.

‘So, Connor, my husband,’ Ellie says, tracing a fingertip around her empty glass and giving me that look over table. ‘What would you like to do with your wife now?’

The knot in my gut tightens, sending a sharp pain through my body. Part of me wants to grab her hand and run the hell upstairs and make her scream so loud the entire hotel knows that she’s my wife. The other part of me wants to run back to the car and drive the long journey home right now and fall asleep in our bed, where we belong.

But I don’t choose either option.

‘I think we should sit at the bar,’ I say. ‘Maybe have a drink or two.’

She raises an eyebrow. I know that expression so well. She did not expect me to say that.

‘Really?’ she says. ‘Kinda thought you’d want to take me up to bed as soon as possible…’

‘Oh, I do, believe me.’ I lean closer and drop my voice to a whisper only she can hear. ‘But all these guys are checking you out and it’s really hot.’

She leans back in her chair wearing a sly smile. Her eyes flick to the sides, watching our surroundings without turning her head. She spies the middle-aged guy at the table to my right checking out her creamy legs in between mouthfuls of mashed potato. I see Ellie’s eyes flash with wicked intent.

‘He’s a little old for me,’ she says. ‘Maybe that guy…’

She nods to my left, at a man dining alone. He’s about my age. Reasonably good looks. From his tired face and crumpled clothes, it looks like he’s stopping overnight in this place before moving on again in the morning. He’s currently studying the menu, but I notice his eyes traveling across the room and admiring the curve of my wife’s breasts in her white dress.

‘That guy?’ I say, unable to keep myself from returning her naughty grin. ‘Yeah?’

She nods and leans a little closer to me, putting her arms on the table. I force myself to focus on her face and not her barely-concealed breasts that threaten to spill free in the middle of the restaurant.

‘What if I asked you to invite him back to our room?’ she says. ‘Would you do it?’

My cock throbs again. It sends a pleasant ripple across my body. I fight to keep my face calm. She wants it! She really wants it!

‘If my wife wanted that,’ I say, ‘then I would do it for her.’

She grins again.

‘Let’s go get that drink,’ she says. ‘I can’t wait much longer…’

If you only knew, honey… I think, standing up and leading her out of the restaurant.

We make our way to the wide, half-empty bar in the other half of the restaurant and grab a couple of stools near enough to the entrance to be seen. The bartender pours us a couple of bourbons like we used to drink in our dating days and we toast each other again.

‘To us,’ I say. ‘To the next few anniversaries.’

‘To us,’ she says. I tip my drink back and drain half the glass in one go. Ellie raises hers to those soft red lips and freezes. She frowns for a second, looking at something just past my shoulder. Then her mouth opens in shock. ‘Holy shit, is that Aiden?’

My heart damn near explodes in my chest. A million alarms and sirens and horns blare in my mind all at once. He’s here! It’s really happening! It’s difficult to keep my face neutral, so I raise my glass and pretend to take a drink. Ellie doesn’t realize – her eyes are still fixed on a point over my shoulder, following a man I can’t see.

‘It can’t be,’ she says, her voice equal parts disbelief and excitement and surprise. ‘What are the odds?’

‘You want to wave him over?’ I say, fighting the urge to turn around and see this man in the flesh for the first time. How long have I fantasized about this moment? About reuniting my wife with her former lover? About watching them together? So damn long – probably since the first time I asked her how big he was and she blushed and held up her hands roughly eight or nine inches apart. ‘No,’ she says, a flicker of doubt crossing her face. ‘I mean, it probably isn’t him. Besides, what are the odds he even remembers me, right?’ But then she throws up her arm and shouts, ‘Hey, Aiden!’

Her face brightens, a wide smile beaming across the bar, and I know in an instant that he recognizes her immediately. I feel lightheaded. I feel too warm. This bar feels too crowded, too close. For the briefest second, I consider calling it off somehow – feigning a seizure, maybe – but it is far too late to back out now.

‘Oh, my God!’ Ellie says, as the man with the biggest dick she ever fucked walks up behind me. She puts her drink on the bar and stands up and embraces him in a tight hug.

This is my first sight of Aiden in the flesh – wrapped up in my wife’s arms in the middle of a crowded bar. He’s taller than me. Leaner, too. He’s got short dark hair and dark eyes and a five o’clock shadow that somehow suits his face. I can see tattoos poking out from beneath his shirt. He wears loose jeans and a plain dark red shirt and sneakers. Despite being only a couple of year younger than me, he looks so much cooler than I ever could.

‘Oh, wow! What are you doing here?’ he says, squeezing my wife tight, his bare hands touching and caressing her tight white dress. My stomach clenches for a second, like I’m going over the edge of a rollercoaster. This man is touching my wife. And I’m just sitting here, watching it. His hands are around my wife’s waist and I’m totally okay with it. Jesus Christ, my heart is racing right now.

Ellie pulls back her hug, beaming in delight. Her eyes flick toward me and I see the tiniest hint of embarrassment in her face. She blushes and gestures toward me.

‘I’m here with my husband,’ she says. ‘It’s our anniversary.’

Aiden turns toward me and I see a flash of wickedness in his eyes.

‘Married, huh?’ he says. His eyes flick me up and down, assessing me, deciding if I am a competitor or not. His grin broadens a faction and he apparently decides that I am not here to compete with him. Aiden holds out his hand and I shake it.

‘Hi,’ I say, doing my bets to act as if we have never spoken to one another before now. ‘I’m Connor, Ellie’s husband.’

‘Lucky you,’ he says, shooting me a knowing wink. ‘Name’s Aiden. I went to college with Ellie.’

And fucked her every goddamn night for a year, I think, remembering all Ellie’s wild and crazy stories from those days. You were the first man my wife ever swallowed. You fucked her in the backseat of your car. You made her come so hard she passed out for ten minutes. It takes incredible effort to stop myself from grinning uncontrollably.

‘What are you doing here?’ Ellie says, leaning on the bar. My wife doesn’t realize it, but she’s arching her back a little more than usual, thrusting her breasts out toward this man. I notice. And I think he notices, too.

‘Oh, I’m just passing through,’ Aiden says. ‘I was driving home, but I got a long way to go and I’m kinda tired, so… here I am.’

It’s a lame story, but it’s one that we agreed was probably the most convincing. What are the odds that this guy, of all the guys in all the world, would just so happen to be in this particular hotel on this day?

But Ellie seems to buy it. She smiles, her eyes darting between Aiden and I for a few moments before settling on him. I can’t blame her. My wife’s former lover is an irritatingly attractive man. I had thought their previous bond was purely sexual, with him having a huge cock and her desiring to be fucked by it, but now they’re together, I can see what she saw in him. He has enough swagger to appear confident without coming across as cocky. He’s charming with being creepy. He’s an attractive man with a big, thick cock.

For the first time, I feel a pang of jealousy in my gut. Anytime that I’ve thought about Ellie and Aiden prior to this, it’s always been the sexy parts of the fantasy that flashed through my mind. Watching him undress her. Hearing her moan for him. Seeing his massive deodorant can-sized cock stretch her tight pussy open. Not once did I ever think about what might happen before they ended up in bed together. Now that I’m living this moment for myself, I can feel the tiniest twinge of jealousy. They haven’t seen each other in almost ten years, but they’re acting as though not a day passed in college. My wife leans back against the bar, her body language open and inviting. She laughs and touches him on the arm every time he cracks a joke. He’s physically closer to my wife that I am right now and clearly enjoying all the attention she’s giving him. I see the eye contact between them. The way she flicks her hair. The way he stands – chest slightly puffed, arms flexed – in front of her. It’s been five minutes since he first came over to us and my wife hasn’t glanced in my direction since introducing me. All her focus is on the man in front of her. The man she used to fuck.

‘I can’t believe we’ve run into each other again after so long,’ Ellie says, delight in her voice.

‘You know,’ he says, ‘I always wondered what you were up to. Never thought a girl like you would get married.’

She blushes and nudges him on the arm, like a schoolgirl being embarrassed by her crush. She says, ‘Why not? You don’t think a girl can grow up?’

‘No, not at all,’ he says, laughing with her. ‘I always thought you’d keep yourself free. I remember how much you loved to fool around.’

Ellie glances over at me now, as though suddenly remembering my presence. I’m still sitting on my barstool, clutching my glass, watching them with eager eyes. Watching my wife slowly fall under his spell again. She seems the tiniest bit embarrassed by his reminder of her wild days, but she doesn’t tell him to stop.

‘Yeah,’ she says, ‘well, I remember what a bad influence you were.’

Aiden laughs. He turns to me now and says, ‘Did she ever tell you about the time we got caught fucking in the college library?’

‘No,’ I say, surprised. ‘She did not.’

Ellie’s cheek flush with color and she claps her hands over her mouth.

‘Oh, my God,’ she says, ‘I totally forgot about that!’

Aiden grins, obviously delighted by our reactions. He leans a little closer to me and says, ‘We went up to an empty floor about thirty minutes before closing and started fucking in the bookstacks, but Ellie just couldn’t stay quiet. The librarian came busting in with a security guard because they thought someone was being attacked!’

My wife laughs so hard a tear rolls down her crimson cheek. I laugh as well, repositioning my legs to hide my excitement. My mind is filled with erotic images of Ellie, half-naked in a library, while Aiden fucks her, that cocky grin on his face. Maybe she’s on all fours while he pounds her from behind. Maybe she’s on her back in the middle of the aisle, legs spread wide for his huge cock. Maybe she’s riding him in a chair, barely able to take half that monster dick inside her without screaming in pleasure.

‘You know, I pushed that away because it was so embarrassing,’ Ellie says, wiping her cheeks. ‘The security guard saw a lot more of me than most people do.’

Aiden laughs and places a hand on my wife’s bare arm, his thumb rubbing her smooth skin.

‘Some of the best stories I have are about you,’ he says, ‘but I can’t tell anyone because they’re all X-rated.’

‘Like what?’ I say, the words falling out of my mouth before I can stop myself.

‘Like the time Ellie here was supposed to be dating my roommate and snuck into my bed and gave me a blowjob while he was looking for her,’ Aiden says, his eyes glittering with wicked memories. ‘The dude walked into my room and started talking to me about her while she was under the covers, blowing me.’

‘You make it sound so much worse than it was!’ Ellie says, giving Aiden a playful slap on the shoulder. She turns to me now. ‘He stuck his head around the door and asked if Aiden had seen me. He saw the covers moving and left the room. That was all.’

They laugh together for a moment, enjoying this walk down memory lane together. I nod and smile, trying to imagine my wife’s soft lips opening wide enough to take a cock as big and thick as his.

‘God,’ he says. ‘We had some great times together, didn’t we?’

‘Yeah.’ Ellie nods, her hand his waist. ‘We really did.’

‘I still can’t believe you’re married,’ he says. ‘I always told myself that if I ever ran into you again…’

‘Oh yeah?’ she says, tilting her head, exposing her bare neck to him. I can’t believe how open and flirtatious she’s being toward him. Is this all subconscious, or is she acting like a desperate slut? ‘What did you tell yourself?’

Aiden chuckles now, a touch of embarrassment to the sound. He nods toward me and says, ‘I can’t say that in front of your husband.’

Now my wife chuckles. She gives Aiden a playful pat on the arm – but doesn’t remove her hand afterward.

‘Oh, you can tell me,’ she says. ‘I’m sure Connor won’t mind.’

Aiden looks toward me for approval, but there’s a look in his eyes that says he’s already going to tell us and it doesn’t matter what I say here. I nod and gesture with my glass. I’ve long since run out of drink, but I keep cradling the glass. Can’t bring myself to put it down and sit here with empty hands watching my wife flirt with his guy.

‘If you’re sure…’ Aiden says, turning his attention back to Ellie. ‘I always told myself that if we bumped into each other again, I’d fuck you like we used to. For old time’s sake.’

My wife’s face flushes, but not with embarrassment. I see the way her eyes widen. The way her lips part. The way her chest rises. Ellie is not embarrassed by what he says – not like she would be if anyone else in the world had said that to her. She is excited by his offer.

Ellie looks toward me. Her hands are still on his body. He’s standing so close to her that I feel like the one interrupting a wedding anniversary. Ellie sends me a message with her eyes, a silent, psychic message, communicating through the air in the way the couples do when they know each other really well. She sends me a question with her mind.

Can I?

I weigh up the pros and cons for a moment. She’s clearly into him. Maybe more into him than I ever realized. And he’s totally down for this, too. I want this just as badly as they both do. But would it ruin our marriage? Would it cause irreparable differences between us if I let her have this one moment, this one night, this one opportunity to reconnect with the man she remembers best?

My cock throbs again at the thought of them together and my mind is made up. I meet my wife’s eyes and I nod once, slowly. She smiles at me – Thank you, that smile says – and turns her gaze back to Aiden.

‘Do you wanna grab a drink and hang out in our room?’ she says. ‘It might be easier… you know, to talk.’

‘Sure,’ Aiden says. He orders a drink. I grab a bottle of wine and three glasses and follow my wife and her ex-boyfriend through the bar. I feel people’s eyes on my back, but I don’t turn around. Ahead of me, Aiden slips his arm around my wife’s slender waist and pulls her close to his body. She doesn’t resist. The sight of them walking like lovers, utterly ignorant to me, is both arousing and stomach-churning.

Ellie leads Aiden across the bar and back through the quiet reception. The wide windows look out on black nothingness now. The moon and stars are hidden behind clouds and the sea is a barely-visible gray mass in the distance. We walk up the stairs together – me still following like a faithful puppy – and turn off at the first hallway. It only takes a few moments before we’re standing outside the room I rented to celebrate with my wife. Now we’re about to invite someone else inside. Someone else who may or may not destroy my marriage. It’s a hell of a risk…

But one I so desperately want to take.

Ellie unlocks the door was walks into the room with perfectly casualness. Aiden and I hang back by the door for a brief moment. He casts a glance at me and half-smiles.

‘You’re alright, man,’ he says. Then he walks after my wife into the room.

I follow, closing the door behind me. Ellie sits on the edge of the wide bed, trying to look cool and casual, while I place the wine and glasses on a counter. Aiden shrugs off his bag and dumps it on the floor.

‘So, boys,’ Ellie says, her voice husky with excitement, ‘what do you want to do?’

Aiden makes the first move, not waiting for an invitation. He steps up to my wife and puts one hand on the back of her neck and pulls her lips to his.

My jaw almost hits the floor. The feeling is almost indescribable. I feel heart-wrenching angst and stomach-churning terror and ball-tightening arousal all at the same time. My wife responds to his kiss, putting her arms around his waist and groaning deep in her throat. I can see their lips connecting. I can hear the wet smack of their passion. As I watch, the years seem to fall away in an instant. They aren’t two grown adult meeting up for the first time in years; they’re two hot and horny college students desperately pawing and groping and fucking each other’s brains out every chance they get.

Ellie breaks off the kiss first, gasping for air. I know that gasp so well. She made that gasp for me, just last night, when I made her climax. But here she’s gasping for him – with her need for him.

She looks at me with glazed, lusty eyes. She beckons me closer with a finger. She wants me to be a part of this moment, too. I go to her – to them – and she pulls me in for a kiss. I taste her. I taste him on her. I smell him on her. She groans again, softer this time. I feel him moving next to me, kissing her neck, roaming her body with his hands, feeling her familiar curves and hollows for the first time all over again.

‘Oh, fuck,’ Ellie says, letting me go for a moment. ‘Why the hell haven’t we done this sooner?’

I try to think up some witty response, but I have nothing to say. I am utterly speechless.

Aiden pushes Ellie back on the bed. She falls, giggling, her tight white dress sliding up those smooth thighs even higher than before. Her eyes flick between the two of us as we stand at the edge of the bed, towering over her. I wonder what thoughts are going through her mind right now?

‘There’s plenty of room,’ she says, patting the bed on both sides of her body. ‘Come join me.’

Aiden doesn’t hesitate for a second. He climbs on the bed and lays down next to my wife, kissing her cheek, her neck, her shoulder. She sighs with happiness. I climb on the bed, taking Ellie’s other side, and place my hand on her breast, loving how warm and soft her mound feels through the dress. Her breaths begin to deep with lust and excitement. My cock strains at my pants now, starting to becoming uncomfortable.

My wife is in heaven right now, enjoying the two of us at once. Four hands. Two mouths. One purpose. She sighs and moans and purrs with absolute pleasure, her body responding to our kisses and caresses. Aiden’s hands slip beneath the dress and cup Ellie’s breasts, receiving a gasp of approval from her parted lips. She tilts her head and watches her old lover’s hand grope and squeeze and caress her firm mounds, until the nipples become hard little points that strain at the fabric.

‘Shit,’ Ellie says, her voice barely above a husky whisper. ‘God, you always touch me so good…’

Aiden chuckles and gently pushes the top of her dress down. My wife’s breasts spill free and he wastes no time grabbing and fondling them, clearly enjoying their weight and feel in his hands.

‘Fuck, these have gotten bigger,’ he says. ‘I always loved your tits.’

Ellie moans and turns to me for a moment. She says, ‘I’m so fucking wet, baby. So fucking wet.’

I slide down the bed, heading south, until I arrive at the hem of Ellie’s dress. I gently slip my hands under and push it up, exposing her tiny red panties – underwear she chose especially for me tonight, oblivious of my plans. She’s wet, alright. The front of her panties has a dark strip running the length of her slit. God, this man hasn’t even started to do anything and my wife is soaked!

‘I really want to suck his cock,’ Ellie says, her voice thick with lust now. Even though she’s looking at Aiden, I know she’s talking to me. ‘Can I please suck his cock?’

‘God, yes,’ I say, glancing toward Aiden and seeing the smirk on his face. My cock stiffens on the inside of my pants again. I reach down and adjust myself, making it more comfortable to lay on the bed with my head close to Ellie’s honey pot.

Aiden rises to his knees and starts to unbutton his shirt. After the first couple of buttons, Ellie begins to lose patience. She grabs his belt and fumbles with the buckle, yanking open his pants before his shirt is even halfway undone.

‘Easy, tiger,’ Aiden says with a laugh. ‘Have you missed me?’

‘I’ve missed this,’ she says, stroking the bulge in his exposed shorts with eyes that gleam brighter than I’ve ever seen. ‘I’ve missed this so fucking bad.’

He shrugs toward me now. No hard feelings, bro, that shrug says. I shrug back and slip my fingers under Ellie’s panties and gently tug them aside. Her shaved pussy greets me, the lips already slick with excitement and flowering open in readiness. I move into a better position, climbing between her legs so I can watch the show unfolding before me.

Aiden tosses his shirt to the floor and pushes his pants down. My eyes widen in surprise a little. The dude has a great figure. I thought he was fitter than me, but now I see his body, he looks like a runner. Lean and taught in all the right places. No wonder my wife’s pussy glistens for him.

I place my lips against Ellie’s and hear her gentle sigh. I hold my position for a moment, watching her hands open the flap in his shorts. This is it. The moment of truth. I get to find out for real just how big her ex-boyfriend-

She eases his cock free and I stare at it in shock. He’s almost exactly as she described. His shaft is easily nine inches long – more than the length of a can of deodorant. His heavy, full balls hang low. His thatch of hair is short and trimmed, making his dick appear even larger. Bulging veins run the length of his shaft. His head is a deep purple color.

But the thing that sucks all the air out of my lungs is how goddamn motherfucking thick he is. Calling him a fleshy deodorant can doesn’t do it justice. This guy is thicker than a coke can. Thicker than my fist. Just the sight of it is enough to make me reconsider this proposal.

Ellie sighs with pure excitement and gently takes his shaft in her hand. Her fingers don’t reach all the way around. A shudder runs through her and Aiden leans forward, pushing his purple tip toward her red lips.

I trail my tongue up her slit. Ellie moans and opens her mouth and flicks her tongue over his cock. The sight almost makes my cock explode. The passion. The lust. The excitement. I can feel it rippling through her skin. As my wife gently licks and tastes her lover’s cock, I begin to lap and caress her dripping pussy with my tongue. She tastes sweeter than ever.

Ellie runs her tongue up and down his shaft now, leaving silver streaks on his manhood, marking her territory on his cock. Aiden makes a throaty sound of satisfaction, ignoring me and watching my wife worship his huge dick. He runs a hand through her hair, an oddly affectionate thing to do in this moment. But I don’t say anything about it. A single thought is running through my mind right now:

I’ve gotta get her pussy ready for that monster.

That sends me into overdrive. I devour my wife’s wet pussy as though it’s my last meal. I delve my tongue inside her and taste her divine juices. I tease her hard clit. I suck her soaking lips. She moans with pleasure, never once paying me any attention. Her mind – like her lips – is entirely devoted to worshipping his cock.

I glance up and watch in fascination as my wife struggles to accept his huge dick in her mouth. He’s just too thick. She can barely get the head between her lips. This doesn’t seem to bother either of them, though. In fact, the knowledge that he doesn’t fit in her mouth only seems to make Ellie’s pussy even wetter. She moans louder now, slobbering and drooling all over his cock, soaking his shaft with spit, stroking him with her hand and coating every thick, pulsing inch.

‘Fuck, you’re so good,’ he says. ‘Never met a girl who loved to blow me like you do.’

Ellie moans in response and jerks him off faster, her lips still wrapped around his head. I keep eating her dripping pussy, feeling her grow wetter with every flick and probe of my tongue. I gently spread her lips with my fingers and pause for a second, studying her tight pussy for the very last time.

My wife seems to understand what I’m doing. She eases her lips back from Aiden’s cock and begs in her sexiest tone, ‘Wasn’t there something you wanted to do if we ever met up again?’

Aiden grins. He climbs off the bed and undresses, kicking his clothes to the side, until he’s naked. As he strips, Ellie tugs on the dress and shoots me a look. I pick up on what she’s telling me and ease the dress down her body, scooping up her wet panties and dumping it all on the floor. Now my wife and her former lover are totally naked and I’m the only one dressed. Once again, I feel like the intruder in their anniversary night. I quickly yank off my shirt and pants, until I’m standing at the side of the bed in just my socks. Aiden climbs up, taking his place between Ellie’s legs for the first time in years. He strokes his bare cock a couple of times and I suddenly realize that we never discussed protection. Fuck it. Too late to stop now. And I haven’t brought any with me.

‘Aiden, honey,’ Ellie says, ‘if you don’t mind, I think Connor really wants to see this part…’

‘Sure,’ Aiden says, shrugging. He leans back on his knees between Ellie’s legs, granting me a view of his girthy fuck tool, coated in my wife’s saliva.

I watch, unable to blink or breathe or look away, as he slowly pushes forward and the tip of his cock parts her lips and begins to penetrate her tight entrance. Ellie’s moan of rapturous delight is unlike anything I’ve ever heard before. She tosses her head back and grabs the bed and writhes in ecstasy as he slowly enters her, inch after inch gently pressing inside, stretching her pussy open once again after so, so many years.

He isn’t just entering her – he’s changing her body to accept him. And she’s loving it.

Ellie’s hand opens and closes on thin air. I step closer and grab it. She squeezes my fingers tight, looking up at me with an expression of pleasure and pain. Teeth bared in a grimace. Temple throbbing with effort. Eyes blazing with concentration.

‘Are you okay?’ I say, a little concerned and scared.

‘I love you,’ she says.

Then she cries out and her body trembles violently. For a brief moment, I wonder if something’s wrong, but then I realize that Aiden has stopped moving. Every gloriously thick inch of his powerful cock is buried deep, deep, deep inside my wife.

And she is spasming with uncontrollable pleasure already.

After a few moments, Ellie speaks. Her voice is a high, reedy gasp of utter passion.

‘Fuck me, Aiden!’ she says.

And he does. He starts to pump her slowly, letting her body get used to his size and girth at first, but he soon quickens his pace. Before long, I can hear the wet smack of his body impacting against hers.

Ellie’s moans are a symphony to my ears. She makes noises I’ve never heard before. Throaty growls and high-pitched gasps and passionate wails. She keeps squeezing my hand, but she never looks at me. She only looks at him.

Aiden grabs her ankles and spreads her legs wider. She moans louder and louder, already on the verge of climaxing.

‘Yes-yes-yes,’ she says, gasping through clenches teeth. ‘Fuck me hard, Aiden. Fuck your little slut like you used to.’

Those words snap something inside him. Aiden immediately leans forward, one thick arm supporting his weight, while the other grabs her throat. I almost freak out for a second, but she gives my hand another squeeze and I relax. This is a side of her that I’ve never seen before. I knew she could be a nasty bitch, but I had no idea she liked it rough.

‘Whose pussy is this?’ he says, pounding her so hard I almost can’t hear him.

‘Yours!’ she says, crying out the word and closing her eyes. Her body shudders and she begins to orgasm. But it’s unlike every orgasm I’ve ever known her to have. This is bigger, louder, harder, wetter, and so much more intense than any she’s ever had with me. She grips my hand tighter and tighter until I think the fingers will fall off. Then it passes. She nods at Aiden.

‘On your knees,’ he says. ‘Show your husband how much of a slut you are.’

He pulls back, disconnecting from her with a loud, wet sound. Ellie releases my hand and rolls on her front, lifting up onto her hands and knees, presenting her sweet ass and gaping pussy to him. I fight the urge to move around the bed and see what he’s done to her womanhood. Instead, I stay where I am, stood to the side of the bed in my socks, not hiding my throbbing excitement.

Aiden takes her from behind now, pushing his cock back where it belongs in one hard thrust. Ellie’s jaw drops open and she moans over and over, getting louder with every hard, deep thrust. He grabs her hair and pulls it hard, forcing her head back so she looks at me. The look on her face is indescribable. I’m not just watching him fuck her. I’m not just watching my fantasy come true. I’m seeing the woman she was all those years ago, the woman in those filthy stories I love to hear, the woman who did all those wild and crazy things with zero regrets. I am watching my wife become the slut I’ve always wanted.

‘Tell him how much you love it,’ Aiden says, fucking my wife harder than I ever have. ‘Tell him what a slut you are.’

‘I’m a slut!’ Ellie says, gasping as her throat tightens, another orgasm already beginning to consume her. ‘I love it so much!’

My wife climaxes again. I lean in and kiss her hard, feeling her pleasure ripple through my lips. She sucks all the air out of my mouth and kisses me ferociously, with more intensity than I’ve ever felt before. Her tongue flicks against mine and I taste his bittersweet masculinity. The sensation of tasting another man on my wife’s tongue is the most overwhelmingly erotic experience of my life.

‘Fuck!’ Aiden says, his breath growing shorter and his thrusts becoming quicker. ‘You’re so fucking tight, Ellie!’

I lean back, watching my wife’s blissful face as Aiden fucks her harder and harder.

‘Can he come in me?’ Ellie says.

‘Yes,’ I say, without even thinking about it.

Ellie moans again, utterly lost in bliss. She collapses forward, her ass in the air, moaning like I’ve never heard before, begging him to fill her up between gasps. Aiden slaps her ass, leaving red handprints, and groans in the back of his throat.

‘I’m gonna come in your wife,’ he says, with a taunting grin.

‘Yes,’ I say again, barely able to comprehend what I’ve just agreed to let him do.

He keeps fucking her for a few moments, his body slamming against her with those dep, wet sounds, making her moan over and over and over. Then he groans long and loud, his shoulders tensing.

‘Oh!’ Ellie says, gasping. Her eyes widen with shock and excitement. She smiles at me.

‘Fuck…’ Aiden says, groaning, still pumping deep inside her. He’s filling my wife with his come, planting his seed deeper insider her than I ever could. Her body shudders, receiving his gift eagerly, willingly, greedily. She moans as he pumps her full. He keeps fucking her, even long after his climax has subsided and every drop of his passion is inside my wife’s pussy.

Finally, Aiden withdraws and leans back on the bed, breathless. He pats my wife’s ass, grinning.

‘You were worth every second of the wait,’ he says.

Ellie giggles.

‘Did you like that?’ she says, looking up at me from her awkward facedown angle on the bed.

‘Did you?’ I say, stunned.

She nods.

‘Your turn,’ she says.

Ellie rolls onto her back and opens her legs for me. I climb onto the bed, taking the same position he held earlier, and lean over her.

Now it’s my turn.

But before I sink into Ellie, I can’t resist taking a look for myself at what Aiden’s massive cock did to her pussy. I crouch between her legs, but this time there is no need to spread her lips with my fingers. Ellie’s lips are already parted, her entrance gaping wide open. I can see into her. My wife’s previously tight tunnel is visibly widened, swollen, and a deep, luscious pink in color. She’s stretched and used and filled. A pearly drop of his spend trickles out of her yawning womanhood and rolls down her ass onto the bed.

It is the most incredible thing I’ve ever witnessed. My already-hard cock throbs again, screaming at me to stop waiting around and find release. I climb back into position above her and press the tip of my shaft against her lips, where Aiden’s cock had been just a few minutes ago.

‘I ran into my ex today,’ Ellie says, her eyes bright with excitement. ‘Baby, I did something bad.’

This time, I can’t stop myself from smiling. We’re not playing our game anymore. This is real. One hundred percent.

‘What do you mean?’ I say, forcing myself to hold back for a few moments longer, the heat of her gaping pussy caressing the tip of my cock.

‘I let my ex fuck me,’ she says, reaching up and pulling me into her. My cock enters her used and swollen and well-fucked sex with ease. I gasp in shock and delight at the feeling. Her pussy feels totally different now. Less than twenty-four hours ago, her pussy gripped my cock tight, like a warm, velvet glove. I used to be able to feel her heartbeat tremble through my cock with every hard thrust. But now… now it’s all changed. Her pussy isn’t tight right now. Her walls don’t grip my shaft. I can feel her incredible heat and wetness, but not her. The feeling of being inadequate, of being insufficient, of being less than Aiden was, drives me fucking crazy.

I push forward and plunge my cock as deep as possible, but it makes no difference. My wife has been stretched and forced open by a superior man. She can’t feel my smaller, thicker cock. Not after having that monster fill her up.

‘Are you inside me now?’ she says, and this time she’s not pretending. ‘I can’t feel you… he stretched me, honey. He ruined my pussy for you…’

Now I finally lose control. I start to fuck my wife’s loose, used, and stretched pussy as hard and fast as I can. She makes the right noises, but I know – we both know – that I can never hope to match up to Aiden in size, stamina, prowess, or performance. After tonight, I will always be second best. Hell, maybe I always was second best, but now Ellie doesn’t have to pretend. Now I’ve seen it for myself, I will always know the truth – she might love me, but she loves what he does to her far, far more.

‘Did he fuck you as good as I do?’ I say, slamming my body into her, my cock grazing against her stretched tunnel. The feeling sends shockwaves of pleasure through me. It’s my wife’s pussy – but I’ve never felt it like this before. Not even after playing with our biggest sex toy. The lack of grip or friction or tightness is driving me fucking crazy right now.

‘No,’ Ellie says, a wicked glint in her eyes. ‘He fucked me better.’

‘Oh, fuck!’ I say, unable to control myself. I can feel his hot, sticky come inside her. Aiden’s thick, potent, alpha male seed fills my wife and trickles down my cock and balls like lubricant. The humiliation of being the second man to fuck Ellie tonight – and the lesser man to do so – spurs me on. I lose myself utterly, slamming my body into hers over and over and over again.

‘I can’t feel you,’ Ellie says, almost under her breath, her words only meant for my ears. ‘My pussy is so big now, honey. So much bigger than you.’

I moan, feeling the pressure building inside me already. I’m on the edge of climaxing already, and I haven’t even fucked Ellie for a tenth of the time that Aiden did.

‘Can you feel him?’ she says, smiling up at me, her lips and chin still shiny from pleasuring Aiden’s massive manhood. ‘Can you feel his hot come inside me?’

‘Yes!’ I say, groaning, feeling his warmth clinging to my shaft, helping me fuck her even faster. ‘I can feel him!’

‘Does he feel good inside me?’

‘Yes!’

‘Are you gonna come in me, too?’ She moans now, putting on a show for me, her body rocking back and forth with every stroke, her beautiful breasts shaking in hypnotic rhythm.

I nod, clenching my teeth, fighting with every breath not to come yet – not yet, not yet, not yet – but this is a battle I am losing fast. Every part of this is perfect. The way she’s talking. The way she feels. The fact that Aiden is sitting right behind me, silently watching my pathetic attempts to replicate the pleasure he just gave my wife. All of it is better than I could ever have imagine. Not even my wildest fantasies were this hot.

‘Come in me,’ Ellie says. ‘Give me your come, Connor. All of it. Now.’

At that, I erupt. My balls pulse. My shaft throbs. My seed floods her womb. But I haven’t reached nearly as deep as Aiden did. And my load is far, far less than his. Aiden’s climax was a crescendo of fireworks. Mine is a weak bang by comparison.

Ellie moans with lust, feeling a second man fill her pussy with hot, sticky come. She smiles at me.

‘I love you,’ she says.

‘I love you too, sweetheart.’

I lean down and kiss my sweet, slutty wife deeply, tasting him on her tongue again, feeling his juices on my own lips. It feels perfectly humiliating. I lean back and ease out of my wife, watching how easily my cock glides free of her pussy.

‘Can Aiden fuck me again?’ she says, with no shyness, embarrassment or hesitation.

‘Of course,’ I say, grinning, my chest heaving with exertion.

Ellie pats the wide space on the bed and Aiden lays down, slowly stroking himself back to full, impressive hardness. My wife doesn’t waste a second. She gets up, throws her leg over his waist, and sinks back down on his cock, a deep, earth-rich moan leaving her mouth once more. She has lusted after this moment for so many years. She isn’t going to waste a single second of it.

My wife glances at me one final time.

‘Thank you so much for setting this up,’ she says. ‘Happy anniversary.’

Then she starts to fuck Aiden again while I watch, my wet cock beginning to wilt and drip on the sheets.

 

###
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The Cuckold’s Tale:

A Harsh Lesson

 

I begin my eighteenth birthday like this. Standing in a dark back yard. In the chilly night air. Staring through a window. Watching the love of my life give herself to the biggest black man I have ever seen…

 

The course of true love never runs smooth, but nobody has ever told that to little Danny. Tonight is his eighteenth birthday, and he has only one thing on his mind – winning the heart of his former babysitter, the beautiful, elegant, sensual Ellie. He’s racing across town to deliver his message, but what shocking reality awaits him when he reaches the woman he loves?

 

I turn away from the front door and head down the side of her house. There’s a small path made of loosely-placed paving slabs running around to the rear. The path is pitch black, covered in thick shadows thrown by her neighbor’s house. It looks like the entrance to a cave. I can’t see anything in there.

But Ellie’s face swims before my mind again. Sweet, perfect Ellie. Her fierce, bright eyes. Her sensual lips. Her perfect skin. She beckons me forward. Courage floods my heart. I step into the black void, placing my hand on the wall to steady myself. All i can hear is my own ragged breathing. I take another step and the shadows swallow me whole.

I carefully creep around the side of Ellie’s house, inch by slow, methodical inch. When I finally emerge from the darkness and step into her back yard, the moonlight is almost blinding. Up ahead is a pool of light spilling out of a window, cast from a lamp inside the house. I fix a smile on my face and walk toward it. I’m here, Ellie, my love! Here for you!

I look in through the wide glass doors and freeze.

Standing in the middle of the den, her back to me, wearing nothing but a pair of stockings, is Ellie. My eighteen-year-old cock lunges against the inside of my pants immediately. I have spent countless hours stroking my dick, imagining what her body would look like, and I wasn’t even close. In the flesh, Ellie is beyond perfect. Her dark hair is tied up in a neat ponytail. Her creamy back looks softer than a silk cushion. Her tight, firm ass is more supple than I thought possible. Her beautiful legs are divine, appearing longer than ever in the stockings she wears.

My first thought is, She waited! She really waited! My angel has been waiting for me!

But then I see movement. A shadow falls over the lamp.

Ellie, my babysitter, the love of my life, is not alone.
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The Cuckold’s Tale:

Gone Too Far

 

My wife sits in his lap, daring me across the table with her eyes. She wants me to do something. She wants me to stop this from happening. But I can’t. I want this to happen…

 

It’s poker night at Tommy and Morgan’s house and all the guys are coming over for beer, cards, and mischief. When Morgan’s plans change and she comes back unexpectedly, the guys start to enjoy her company a little too much for Tommy’s comfort, but he can’t say anything to stop them.

 

As the night slowly spirals out of control, Tommy is backed into a corner and forced to question what he truly wants his marriage to become. Will he stand up to his friends? Or will he sit and watch as everything goes too far?

 

Julian raises his eyebrows and looks around the table. He motions toward David, asking without words if he wants to match Mark’s bet or fold the hand.

David leans around my wife and says, ‘Tommy, buddy, I didn’t mean to upset you, man. We’re just kidding around. Your wife’s got fantastic tits. You know it. I know it. Everyone who meets her knows it.’

I swallow hard, tasting bitterness in my throat. Was that an apology? It didn’t sound much like one.

‘Wish my wife had big tits like yours,’ Steve says.

‘For fuck’s sake, guys,’ I say, finally losing patience. ‘If you like them so much, why don’t you get them out?’

The atmosphere changes again, this time seeming to grow even more tense, like a noose tightening around the six of us. For a second or two, nobody moves or says anything. Mark and Steve look at me, their faces confused and surprised in equal measure. Julian and David look at Morgan, wondering what her reaction will be.

But I know how she’s going to react. She’ll do the same thing she always does when our little game of tease-and-take is at an end. She’ll say, Fuck off, Tommy, and we’ll all laugh and move on with our lives.

That’s what is going to happen here.

That’s what will happen.

That’s what-

My wife leans forward and says to the man beneath her, ‘Unzip me.’

I flinch. Nobody notices. All eyes turn to Morgan and David. My stomach melts inside me, leaving an empty, hollow space. How can she be doing this? In front of them? Why is she doing this? She’s gotta be kidding, gotta be kidding, gotta be kidding…

David reaches up to the zip at the back of her dress, the very same zipper I touched a few hours ago, and gently eases it down. The fabric parts and loosens around her chest.

Any second now, she’s going to laugh and tell him to stop. Any second now. Any second.

But she doesn’t. David stops pulling the zipper and Morgan grabs the front and pulls her dress open. Her bare breasts spill out; large, rounded, heavy orbs with wide pink areolas and hard, suckable nipples. There is an intake of breath from the table. Grins widen. The atmosphere thickens with adult lust.

‘Honey?’ I say, unable to believe what’s just happened.

‘What?’ she says, with a nonchalant shrug. ‘You told me to do it.’

I point to the other guys, silently asking if she’s forgotten we have company here right now. She raises an eyebrow, daring me to say something, daring me to order her out of the room, daring me to be a man.

But I don’t. I sit there opposite her, my insides squirming with shame and jealousy and wild indignation, and I let all my friends stare at her body.

‘Come on, boys,’ she says, gesturing toward the table. ‘Play on.’
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The Cuckold’s Tale:

Nothing Personal

 

‘Don’t take this the wrong way or nothing, but I’m probably gonna screw your girl tonight.’

 

Ryan is trying to have fun, but it’s not working. He’s at a party with his new girlfriend, Gina, surrounded by people he doesn’t know. It’s not going great, but he’s sticking it out for Gina.

 

But then a stranger comes along and says that he will be sleeping with Gina tonight. Ryan has no idea who this guy is, or why he’s going to seduce another man’s girl. All Ryan wants to do is take care of his date and get out of this house – but where is Gina? She’s been missing for a while now…

 

The bathroom door is at the far end of the hallway. It’s closed tight. A couple of people stand outside, waiting their turn. I push past them and hammer on the door with my fist.

‘Come on!’ I say. ‘You still in there?’

Desperation rises like a balloon inside me. My heart starts to beat faster, becoming erratic. I think I’m going to have a heart attack. What the fuck is going on behind this door? I hammer the wood again. This time the door rattles in the frame.

‘Settle down, bro,’ says a guy behind me. ‘You’re gonna break the door.’

I clench my fists and stare at the door, wondering how hard I need to hit this to break it. I could do that. Kick open the door and carry Gina out like a hero. My leg twitches in anticipation. Ready to start kicking. Ready to smash the door to pieces.

The lock clicks open. I stand back, fists clenched, ready to leap into action. A young woman pulls the door open and stands in front of me, confusion on her face.

‘What’s going on?’ she says, slurring badly.

I push past her and look around. The bathroom is empty.

‘Where’s Gina?’ I say.

‘Who?’

‘The other girl!’

‘There’s no one else,’ she says, wrinkling her nose at me. She walks out of the room and staggers along the hallway. I follow her out and the next person heads into the bathroom and shuts the door.

Panic seizes me. Where is Gina? What’s she doing? There’s no other way upstairs, so we can’t have missed each other. She’s gotta be around here somewhere. Somewhere.

I glance off to my left. The hallway continues in that direction for a few feet, with two closed doors at either side near the end. A knee-high gate has been erected in the middle of the hallway, the kind of barrier you’d use to prevent a small dog or a baby from accessing an unsafe area. Nobody is stood around in that direction. Those must be the bedrooms, the only places off-limits to partygoers.

The bedrooms.

I stride down the hall and step over the gate without moving it. The sounds of the party fall away, replaced the sound of my pounding heart and rushing blood. Terror grips my chest with icy talons. I turn to the door on the left and push it open. Nothing. Just a dark bedroom beyond, the furniture covered in shadows and the drapes pulled across a wide window.

Stepping back, I close the door and turn to face the other room. I grab the handle and turn it quickly and throw the door open.

I see Gina in the dull orange light of a small reading lamp. She’s facing me. On all fours. On a king size bed. Fingers gripping the bed sheets. Shirt on. Jeans off. Eyes rolled back in her head. Mouth open in a wide O. Body rocking back and forth. She sees me without seeing me. A passionate groan escapes her lips.

The shock of seeing her like this takes me a moment to register the rest of the room. After a few long seconds, I realize that she isn’t alone. There’s a man behind her. A man I’ve only met once. A man I recognize immediately due to his massive, bulky frame.




Also available from Andrea Martin

 

The Cuckold’s Tale:

Reunion

 

Who is this guy and why is my wife so excited to see him?

 

Liam and Nicole are heading out to a charming cabin retreat for Nicole’s high school reunion. It promises to be a fun event – reminiscing, drinking, dancing, the works.

 

But Nicole only has eyes for one man tonight. Instead of remaining at her husband’s side, she’s all over a handsome guy named Damon. As Liam tries to win back his wife’s affections, he learns all about Damon and his history with Nicole. Liam needs to move fast, before his wife does something she can never take back…

 

‘I’m married,’ she says. ‘I’m married.’

‘I know,’ he says. ‘I don’t care.’

‘I have a husband,’ she says, in a low, soft groan. Not a denial, or even a statement of fact. More an admission of guilt.

‘If he was good enough, you wouldn’t be here.’

I want to leave. I want to go back to the cabin and scream and punch the walls and get in the car and drive home. But I’m pinned to the wet ground, held in place by some invisible force. I can’t move.

She makes that soft, passionate groan again. I hear the bed creak. Then I see movement.

Damon comes into my view, walking around the bed. He can’t see me in this hidden spot and doesn’t even glance in my direction. He’s taken off his suit jacket. His shirt hangs open, the buttons halfway undone, exposing his smooth chest. I can see a shadow running along his pants from his bulging excitement.

‘If want to do this,’ he says, standing at the bed and turning his back to me, ‘then you’re going to have to make it up to me.’

‘How do I do that?’ Nicole says in a passionate, breathy voice.

‘Like you used to.’

She makes that naughty giggle again. The bed creaks as she crawls across the bed toward him and I finally see her face for the first time. My hand grips my mouth tighter. I want to call out to her, or scream in rage, or something, but I don’t want to stop this. The scene playing out between my wife and this asshole is tearing me in two, but I don’t want to stop it. I can’t bring myself to stop it.

Nicole kneels on the bed. She’s wearing the same dress as before, but now it looks different. Rumpled and creased. Like it’s been pawed at by firm hands. The dress is pulled down a little lower, exposing the swell of her breasts and the edge of her bra.

She is smiling that wicked, playful smile. The smile she saves for me in the moments before we take our clothes off and get naughty. A smile I thought was only for me.

He grabs her throat with one hand and holds her. I watch her body melt to his touch. She makes that soft, passionate sigh again, her body limp and ready.

‘You remember how you used to make it up to me, don’t you?’ he says. He traces a thumb over her lips.

Nicole nods, her eyes fixed on his. He pushes her down on the bed and grabs her. He pulls her around, until she’s on her back, head over the edge. She’s smiling. She loves it.

I’ve never pushed her around. I’ve never pulled her body across the bed and positioned her like that. I wouldn’t even dream of it.

My fists clench in impotent rage as I watch him unzip his fly. My wife giggles with delight as he reaches into his pants and withdraws his semi-erect manhood. Even now, in this half-state, I can tell he’s bigger than me. I get a stab of jealous rage in my heart when I see her eyes light up at the sight of it.

‘Fuck,’ she says in a breathy sigh. ‘I forgot how big you were.’

‘No, you didn’t,’ he says. She plants a gently, tender kiss on his shaft. ‘Is your husband as big as me? Or is he as pathetic as he looks?’

‘He’s nowhere near as big as you.’

The knife plunges into my heart again. I don’t know what worse – the fact that she just said that, or the way she’s looking at his length. She kisses his hardening member again and again, gently, lovingly. She worships his swelling cock with her lips, cooing and sighing and rubbing it on her face until he stands fully erect. This fucking asshole has at least an inch – maybe two – on me. I’m not sure if that hurts more than the fact that my wife is the one making him so hard.

‘Open your mouth,’ he says.
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