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		Emily pulls her husband into a deep, passionate kiss, her hands making light work of the buttons on his shirt. Heat rises in her gut, bubbling and boiling over with desperate, yearning need. She moans into Daniel’s mouth, showing him how much she needs this.

		And Emily needs this badly.

		Blood roars through Daniel’s ears. He can feel it flowing south, rushing to the place that matters most right now. His manhood begins to thicken and swell and flood in response to Emily’s passionate kissing. Her tongue probes his mouth with hunger, her body pressing into his as the shirt falls to the floor, allowing Emily to touch and caress her husband’s warm, smooth skin.

		‘Take me to bed.’

		Her words are little more than a breathless, sultry whisper but Daniel hears them perfectly. He guides Emily back a few short steps to the bed and eases her down. Emily’s dress parts like a stage curtain to expose her smooth legs and the brief flash of red underwear. Her brown hair spreads out on the bed below. She looks up at Daniel with fuck-me eyes, biting her bottom lip as though challenging him to ravish her like a husband should.

		Daniel climbs onto the bed, his hands pushing up Emily’s dress to reveal more and more of her legs until her red panties are fully displayed. Her chest rises and falls quicker now. Daniel unzips his pants and kicks them down his legs. Emily rises onto her forearms, watching with rapt attention. Heat swells in her cleft, reaching a boiling point. If he doesn’t take her soon...

		Emily’s eyes shine with triumph and arousal and need. She places one hand on the front of her panties and feels the incredible heat of her sex. It hasn’t been long since the last time they were intimate, but it has been years since Emily was truly satisfied. But that’s all going to change tonight. This is the night. This is the one. She can feel it.

		‘Fuck me, Daniel.’ Her voice is thick with passion and heavy with lust. ‘Just like this. Take me.’

		Daniel pulls off his boxers and climbs on the bed. His rock-solid cock bobs with each movement, the deep pink head already pointing at Emily as though guiding the way forward. He kneels between Emily’s legs and pulls her panties to one side. She lets out a gasp of desire, telling him that this is what she wants. She wants to be mounted and claimed and fucked. Her freshly-shaved mound looks perfect and delicious, all the way to her swollen pink pussy lips that now flower open before Daniel, glistening with anticipation, hungry to receive him.

		‘Yes, baby, yes...’ She looks at her husband, nodding with encouragement, waiting to feel the sweetest sensation in the world.

		He doesn’t make her wait for long. Daniel climbs between his wife’s legs and pushes his throbbing manhood to her slick entrance. Their eyes meet. A shared sensation. A loving look. A silent exchange of words.

		Then he plunges forward. Emily lets out a soft gasping groan of utter delight. Daniel’s warmth floods her most intimate regions and fills her in the most satisfying way possible. She feels all those wonderful sensations once more; her entrance stretching to receive him, her body opening up before his advance, her legs parting to take him as deep as possible. No matter how many times they make love, that sensation always takes her breath away.

		It is a perfect moment. But it only lasts for a few brief seconds. Daniel begins to rock his hips. Once. Twice. Three times. His manhood pumps in and out of Emily’s yearning sex, building in speed and desperation. Those first few thrusts send shock waves of delight through Emily’s body, forcing gasps of pleasure from her soft lips.

		And then it is all over.

		Daniel gasps in surprise. His body shudders. Emily knows all too well what this means. Before she can even register what is happening, the warmth inside her womanhood is replaced by a different sensation – the rushing, crashing, flooding of Daniel’s semen.

		‘No!’ Her face twists with despair and frustration. ‘Not yet!’

		But her words are useless. Daniel has already crossed the threshold. His eyes fill with shame. His mouth curls downwards. It’s already over, just as it began.

		Daniel eases back onto his shins, watching his eruption flow from Emily’s barely-used entrance onto the sheets. His manhood begins to wilt, its work done. Emily looks up at her shame-faced husband with tears pricking her eyes.

		‘Already? Again?’

		Emily covers her furious, pain-struck eyes with a hand. She pulls her underwear back into place and climbs off the bed and storms into the bathroom. Daniel stares at the darkening pool of his passion as it spreads and soaks into the sheets. Heat floods his neck. How many times has this happened? How often has he failed to be a man for his wife? He listens to the sound of running water from the bathroom as Emily cleans herself. Then he hears another sound, the most heart-breaking noise a husband could ever hear his wife make. A stifled sob.

		‘Em? Are you okay?’

		She doesn’t respond. Daniel sits on the edge of the bed with his feet on the floor and stares at the carpet. His mind swirls with shame and embarrassment. Out of all the times he’s let Emily down, this is surely the worst. Bitter disappointment weighs down his gut like a bowling ball. What the hell is wrong with him? Why is he so unable to please her in the way that she needs?

		After a few long minutes, the sound of running water ends and the door opens. Daniel looks at his wife emerging from the bathroom. Her eyes are wet and her mascara is smudged.

		‘Em, babe? Are you-’

		But he doesn’t finish the sentence. No, she is not okay. They both know it. There’s no point asking. Emily sits next to him on the edge of the bed and they both stare at the floor for a long moment. Nobody says anything. The only sound is the distant trickle of water droplets running down the drain. Then Emily finally speaks and says the sentence that changes their lives.

		‘I don’t know if I can keep doing this.’

		Daniel’s jaw drops open. He places a hand on Emily’s shoulder. She doesn’t pull away, but she also doesn’t acknowledge it.

		‘I’m serious, Daniel. I can’t live like this.’

		Tears prick his eyes. Emily turns her face toward him and he sees the pain and torment etched into her expression. The anguish. The suffering. He understands that these are thoughts she has long repressed and never spoken aloud. Not until this moment. Not until he disappointed her again.

		‘We can try again.’ His voice is low but has a distinct pleading tone. ‘Please, let’s try again.’

		She rolls her eyes and says, ‘We both know it isn’t going to happen again tonight.’ She gestures toward his wilted manhood as if proving the point. ‘That’s not gonna get hard again for at least a few hours and even then, so what? Maybe you’ll last a whole minute next time.’

		A tear rolls down Emily’s soft cheek. Her words are like knives driving into Daniel’s heart. He knows that she isn’t saying these things to be cruel. This is her being honest. Brutally honest. He has long known about his shortcomings, but she’s always forced a smile and brushed them off, resorting to her battery-operated assistant nestled inside the underwear drawer. He senses an opportunity.

		‘Lie back, babe. Let me get the toy.’

		But Emily shakes her head with determination. ‘I shouldn’t have to rely on a fucking vibrator to cum, Daniel. I want you. Do you understand that? I want to cum with you inside me. I need you to last long enough to satisfy me, but you don’t. You don’t.’

		Another tear rolls down her cheek. Daniel cups her face and wipes the wet trail away with a thumb. The bowling ball in his gut seems to grow in size and weight. Emily’s chest heaves and she bites back another sob.

		‘What am I supposed to do, Daniel? I want sex. I need sex. But you aren’t meeting my needs. What am I supposed to do?’

		He tries to think of an acceptable response, but there isn’t one. They both know that she’s speaking the truth. Daniel hasn’t been able to perform at an acceptable level for years now, and it’s only gotten worse with time.

		‘I can try some things.’ Daniel looks at his wife’s defeated expression and that sense of shame grows, threatening to consume him entirely. ‘There are things I can do...’

		‘Like what?’ Emily’s eyes blaze with concealed frustration. ‘You’ve tried everything. Kegels, exercises, vitamins. Everything except going to the doctor. Nothing works.’ She puts her head in her hands and leans down, elbows on her legs. ‘All I want is sex. Good, hard, passionate sex, why is that so difficult?’

		Daniel is silent for a moment. He rubs Emily’s back and listens to her pained, gasping sobs for a moment. Then she sits upright again, wiping at her eyes.

		‘I’m sorry. I don’t mean to be such a bitch, it’s just frustrating.’

		‘I know, Em. I know. I’m sorry, I really am. All I want is to make you happy, but...’

		He lets the sentence hang in the air. They both know how it ends. But I’m incapable. But my penis betrays me. But I can’t solve my premature ejaculation problem.

		‘If you can’t, then who can?’

		Emily meets Daniel’s surprised gaze, her face steady. Daniel blinks, his mind processing what she’s just said. She didn’t say, “what can we do?” or “how do we fix this?” She said “who can?” Meaning a person.

		Meaning someone else.

		‘What are you saying?’ Fresh tears burn his eyes. ‘Are you... Em, are you leaving me?’

		She gives a vehement shake of her head. ‘No. No, I’m not leaving. I love you too fucking much, Daniel. I wouldn’t have stayed this long if I didn’t, believe me. But we need to find a solution to this right now because I can’t spend another night being this unhappy and unsatisfied.’

		Daniel’s brain moves through all the available options at lightning speed, raising and dismissing each in turn. They’ve tried so many different methods for prolonging his stamina and none of them have been successful. There doesn’t seem to be anything he can do.

		‘You make me so happy in every other way,’ Emily says, taking his hands in hers. ‘You do, you really do. I can’t imagine my life without you. But – goddammit! – I have needs, real needs, and they aren’t being met. You can’t fuck me like I need. You get inside me and it feels great but then it’s all over in a few seconds. I can’t handle it anymore.’

		To Daniel’s shock and amazement, he feels a strange, familiar stirring in his manhood. Despite already climaxing and returning to slumber, he feels the beginnings of arousal as Emily speaks and bares her soul.

		‘All I want is to cum while you fuck me. It’s so humiliating, Danny. Sometimes you barely last long enough for me to even feel it. I need to be fucked. Really fucked. I want to cum and scream your name while I get pounded but you can’t give me what I need.’

		Daniel’s manhood throbs in response to her harsh words, but it’s too exhausted to really respond. He glances down at his lap, wondering why his body seems to enjoy her biting remarks. If he hadn’t just cum, Daniel is certain he would be rock-hard right now.

		‘What if...’ For a brief second, Emily glances away, as though ashamed of what she’s about to say. ‘What if we find somebody else who can do it?’

		Daniel opens his mouth to respond but nothing comes out. His mind whirs like a car that can’t get into the right gear. His ears absorbed her words but it takes a moment for his mind to fully interpret her meaning.

		Finally, he says, ‘What do you mean, “somebody else”? You mean, like...’

		She nods, her eyes fixed on his. ‘I mean what if we find someone who can fulfill my needs in the bedroom? Think about it, would that really be so bad?’

		He does think about it. He sits in silence for a long, long moment. His mind is filled with various mental images. Daniel tries to imagine another man putting his hands on Emily’s body; cupping her breasts; caressing her ass; plunging inside her with a passionate thrust. The thought makes his head spin. But the alternative – losing Emily entirely – feels so much worse. He thinks about the options that now lie before him like a crossroads pointing in two different directions. Option one: he agrees. Emily takes a different man to bed and has the sex that she sorely craves. Daniel is humiliated and emasculated, but doesn’t that happen every time he ejaculates prematurely? Option two: he refuses. Emily struggles on for a few more months, growing increasingly despondent and frustrated. Finally, she leaves him and ends their marriage and ends up with another man anyway.

		Daniel takes a long, slow, deep breath. This is the most difficult thing he has ever said in his life.

		‘Okay. Maybe we should give it a try.’

		Emily’s eyes brighten with a glimmer of hope. That look almost cuts Daniel’s heart in half. Why can’t he make her feel like that?

		‘Really?’ She almost bounces on the bed. ‘You really mean that?’

		‘Yes. But I have one request.’ He hesitates for a moment. ‘I want to be there. I need to know that you’re safe.’

		Emily nods in agreement. She throws her arms around Daniel’s neck.

		‘Thank you, thank you so much. I love you.’

		‘I love you too.’

		

		****

		

		Finding another man to please your wife is a process with several steps that takes many days. Firstly, both partners have to agree on how to approach the situation. Emily begins the next morning by downloading various dating apps and demonstrating them to Daniel. Together, the husband and wife learn the strengths and weaknesses of each app and assemble a basic profile. There is some discussion at first as to whether they should use a joint picture for the profile or one of Emily on her own. This leads to a brief exchange about how much information they want to provide to any potential third parties about the nature of their relationship and the true reason Emily is searching for a man.

		Eventually, they agree to declare that Emily is single and select an appropriate image of her looking elegant and sensual in a long dress at a friend’s birthday party. They fill out all the forms and tick all the check boxes and then begin sifting through the pages and pages of men looking for the right kind of man.

		After a few days, Emily and Daniel begin to pare down the number of dating apps in use. Some are more usable than others, while some only seem to present users with a sea of robots attempting to cajole people into visiting other sites with their credit card in hand. Once these apps have been deleted and removed, the couple search through the various messages that Emily’s profile has received and concentrate on finding the ideal partner to take their marriage to the next level. They scroll through a few basic greetings and block anyone sending pictures of their penises – ‘I don’t want to see it yet,’ Emily says. ‘I know we’re doing this to find me a fuck buddy, but I’d to have some surprise, you know?’ – and narrow down the list of potential mates to a mere handful.

		With this handful selected, Emily begins to reply to their messages. A few prove to be bad at maintaining an engaging conversation, so she drops them and moves on. Two or three men hold her interest for more than a few days, replying to her messages and remaining friendly the whole time. That whittles the list of prospective partners down to three, two of which live too far away for any practical purposes. This leaves one profile, a single, attractive, friendly man named Liam who lives just outside of town and enjoys chatting with Emily. Eventually, Emily and Daniel decide to take the plunge. After several weeks and many, many discussions, she sends a message and asks if Liam would be interested in meeting for coffee.

		Liam replies and says he would love to meet. They set a time and place.

		

		****

		

		Emily’s fingers tremble as she arranges and rearranges the napkin on her table, making sure it’s straight and in line with the edge. She checks her phone again for any messages from Liam. Nothing. The last message she received is from Daniel. It reads, “Good luck”. Emily locks the phone and puts it in her bag. This is the most nervous she’s ever felt, but she can’t understand why. She’s been on dates before. She’s met strangers before. Maybe the reason she’s this nervous is because this is the first time she’s met a stranger for a date since getting married. Maybe it’s because it feels immoral to meet another man for a date while her husband waits at home.

		She steels herself and tries to remember what this is all about. She’s doing this for herself. She’s doing this for her marriage. Besides, this isn’t even a date. This is two internet friends meeting for coffee. That’s all it is.

		The door to the coffee house opens and a man steps inside. Emily raises her hand, recognizing him immediately from the numerous photos on his profile. Liam’s face brightens at the sight of Emily and he walks over to her table. Emily stands and they exchange a brief handshake, their warm fingers lightly brushing one another.

		‘Great to meet you, Emily,’ he says. ‘What can I get for you?’

		‘Just a black coffee.’

		Liam nods. He heads to the counter and places the order. A minute later, the internet friends sit opposite one another over two steaming cups of coffee. Emily’s smile widens. Liam, mercifully, appears to be the same man in his profile. Handsome, charming, dark hair and dark eyes. An easy smile. A good build. He looks nice in a shirt and jeans. Maybe around the same age as Emily, or a year younger.

		‘It’s nice to finally meet like this.’ Liam smiles his easy smile again. ‘After all our talking, I kind of feel like we already know each other.’

		‘Same here.’ Emily returns his charming smile. ‘It’s nice to meet someone that clicks with me so easily. I gotta ask, there’s one question and it’s killing me.’

		‘Shoot. I’m an open book.’

		‘You’re a good-looking young guy with a job and all that stuff. How come you’re on a dating app?’

		Liam laughs, his dark eyes gleaming with interest. He says, ‘Well, to tell you the truth, I haven’t been on the app all that long. I got out of a pretty serious relationship about five, six months ago and decided that it was finally time to get back in the game. You’re the first woman to respond to me.’

		‘Really?’

		‘Oh yeah, every other reply I had was from a bot trying to get me to sign up to some porn site or other.’

		Emily laughs. She takes a sip of her coffee, beginning to relax in Liam’s company. All those nerves and worries melt away in the back of her mind. Just two internet friends sharing a drink.

		‘And the reason I’m using an app is because I work from home,’ Liam says. ‘I do a lot of freelance data work, so my choices are limited to the old lady in the apartment above me or the two stoners next door.’

		Emily laughs again. She places her cup down on the table and Liam’s eyes glance at her fingers. A tiny knot of confusion appears in his brow. She holds up her hand, realizing that he’s spotted the ring on her finger.

		‘Uh, so what’s your story?’ He sounds cautious now. Unsure.

		For a moment, Emily hesitates, trying to decide on the best response. Then she decides to go all-in and be as honest as possible.

		‘The truth is that I’m married, but-’ She holds up a hand to stem the flood of potential questions. ‘But my husband knows I’m here. He actually helped me select you from all my matches.’

		Liam blinks in surprise but remains quiet.

		‘You see, um, how do I put this? We have an understanding. Daniel – that’s my husband – well, he uh, agreed that I could find a date.’ Heat rises in Emily’s cheeks. Despite the number of times she’s imagined meeting a potential new lover, she never once stopped to consider what she might say to explain the situation to him. She glances around and sees an older man at the next table, within earshot, and gestures for Liam to lean closer. He does so, turning his head and offering his ear. She whispers to him.

		‘I’ll be honest, I’m not looking for a relationship. I’m looking for someone to do what my husband can’t.’

		Liam leans back in his seat. His face is a mixture of expressions. Hope. Curiosity. Restrained interest. Excitement. He raises an eyebrow, asking the unspoken question.

		‘Yes.’ She nods. ‘I want a lover.’

		Liam glances toward the occupied table and leans closer to Emily, resting on his elbows. He says, ‘Is your husband... I mean, is he injured?’

		‘No, no, nothing like that.’ Emily leans forward, allowing Liam’s attractive face to fill her vision. She keeps her voice low. ‘He can’t perform like I need.’

		‘And what is it you need?’

		‘Someone who can last and last and last.’

		He gives a slow nod, chewing over her words with deliberate caution. Then he glances around the room, searching for something.

		‘What’s wrong?’ Emily looks around.

		‘Just trying to spot the hidden cameras. This is a prank, right?’

		‘No. I promise.’ She places her hand on top of his, letting him look into her eyes. ‘I want to be honest with you right off the bat, because if this isn’t something you’re into, we can both walk away.’

		Her fingers trace a small circle on the back of Liam’s hand, sending warm tingle through his body. He thinks for a few seconds before responding and talks slowly.

		‘Just so I understand this right, you don’t want a boyfriend. You’re just looking for sex.’

		‘Yes.’

		‘And your husband is okay with this.’

		‘Correct.’

		‘And there’s no strings? You aren’t trying to do anything crazy?’

		‘Just sex, I promise. I don’t want to catch feelings; I just want to get fucked.’

		The man at the next table catches the end of Emily’s sentence and wrinkles his nose. He gives the pair a withering look and walks out of the coffee house. Emily snorts with laughter and drinks her coffee. It tastes more delicious than usual. Maybe that’s the impact of having good company. Liam is quiet for a long moment.

		‘Something wrong?’ Emily frowns at him. ‘I know this is probably not the most normal first date you’ve ever had...’

		Liam grins. ‘I’ll say. I’m just waiting for the moment when I wake up and all this turns out to be a dream.’

		‘Why would it be a dream?’

		‘Because I’m meeting you – a stunning, beautiful woman – for the first time and you’re asking for no-strings sex. This is usually where I would wake up.’

		She laughs again. ‘It’s real, Liam. All of it. Me, the offer, everything.’

		‘Okay, I gotta be honest. I like what I’m hearing. There’s no way I could say no to this, is there?’ He lifts his cup and takes a sip. ‘How would it work? I assume you and your husband have talked about this?’

		‘Yes.’ She hesitates again before plowing ahead. Honesty has worked out well for her so far, why wouldn’t it continue? ‘We’ve talked about it a lot – like, so much – and we both agree that we would be most comfortable at home. So you would come to us.’

		‘Us? As in...’

		Emily nods. ‘My husband wants to be there. Not involved, not like that.’ She waves a hand to dismiss whatever thoughts are running through Liam’s head. ‘It would just be you and me. But he’ll be in the room.’

		‘Okay...’

		‘To make sure I’m safe.’

		‘Sure, I get that.’

		‘And that’s all. I know it sounds weird. Honestly, I think it’s totally crazy now that I’ve said it out loud. Does it sound like something you’d be interested in?’

		Liam looks across the table at Emily. He sees a beautiful young wife with pretty eyes and sensual lips. She has a stunning figure – toned, but with curves in all the right places – and supple breasts and amazing legs. What kind of red-blooded man would say no to the chance of bedding her?

		But there’s another thought that intrigues Liam. He’s never fucked another man’s wife before. And he’s never fucked another man’s wife in front of the husband. Something about that proposition is infinitely appealing; almost as appealing as making love to Emily herself.

		‘I am interested. Very interested.’

		They exchange a knowing smile and sit in silence for a minute or two, drinking their coffees and enjoying the moment.

		‘Do you have any other questions?’ Emily runs her finger around the rim of her empty cup. Her heart is beating faster now. All the nervousness is gone, replaced by steadily-rising desire.

		‘Your husband. I’m just wondering what he’ll be doing while we’re... together.’

		Emily shrugs. ‘I never asked. To be honest, that’s not my main focus here.’

		Liam smiles. ‘Sure, sure. All I have is one request. Just one.’

		

		****

		

		Daniel almost leaps off the couch when Emily returns home late in the afternoon. His phone has been silent for almost three long hours and the lack of updates has been eating him alive. He rushes over to the front door and watches Emily kick off her shoes. There’s a sparkle in her eyes that both excites and worries him. Letting Emily meet this Liam guy is one thing, but taking the next step is a whole other ball game.

		‘So?’ He says, empty hands in front as though waiting to be filled. ‘How did it go? What’s he like?’

		‘He’s great, Danny. He’s funny and charming and friendly. I think you’d really like him, too.’

		She gives Daniel a big, warm hug, her body pressing into him. He kisses Emily’s neck and waits for her to continue talking. She does not, so he prompts her.

		‘Does that mean...?’

		‘Yes. I mean he’s the one.’

		Daniel hugs Emily even tighter. His heart races. This is almost too much to handle. Almost. Emily pulls back from their embrace and pulls Daniel back to the couch. She sits next to him, still holding his hand, chewing her lip as though struggling to find the right words.

		‘You want him to...’ Daniel says, prompting her again.

		‘Yes.’ She gives a slow nod. ‘He understands our arrangement, such as it is. And he’s completely on board with you being in the room.’

		Daniel swallows.

		‘But...’ Emily’s eyes flick away again, down to her handbag resting on the floor. ‘But he has one condition.’

		‘What condition?’ Daniel frowns, a little annoyed that a total stranger is making demands already.

		‘If you want to be in the room with us, Liam wants you to wear this.’

		Emily reaches into her bag removes a small ivory-colored box. She hands it to Daniel. He opens it with trepidation and stares at the contents. Inside the box is a small metal device that he’s seen before in various places on the internet, but never laid eyes on in real life. It’s a male chastity device. A cock cage. It has several metal hoops designed to imprison and restrict his shaft, along with two larger circles that are supposed to sit at the base of his shaft and around his testicles. Daniel stares at the cage, shocked that someone would insist that he wear it and equally stunned that Emily would tolerate the idea.

		‘You... you want...’ His mouth flaps, only a few identifiable sounds escaping.

		‘Not me. We. Liam and I. We want you to wear this.’

		Daniel looks into his wife’s eyes. She holds his gaze with a firm expression. This isn’t a joke. She isn’t messing with him. This is real.

		‘Why?’ It’s the only question he can form right now. The cage seems both light and heavy at the same time.

		‘Liam said he’d feel uncomfortable if you watched us and jerked off.’ Emily lifts the cage out of the box and holds it in the air, allowing Daniel to see it more clearly. The smooth metal catches the light with no hint of imperfections. The device is completely solid. ‘And I agree with him. I don’t want Liam to feel awkward, this is already a weird situation. Plus, look on the bright side! This mean you can’t cum until I let you. How long have I wanted that?’

		Her smile suggests that this final remark is intended as a joke, but Daniel doesn’t see the funny side. All he can see is the metal cock cage held between Emily’s fingers and thumb. It looks small. Too small. There’s no way he’d fit inside that... right?

		‘Babe, I know this is asking a lot.’ Emily tucks the cage out of sight and looks into her husband’s stunned face. ‘But we’ve already done this much together. This is the only request Liam made. He could have said no or turned me down or said that you can’t watch, but he didn’t. He wants to give me what I need – what we both need. And all he wants is this one thing from you. Do you think you can do it? Please? For me?’

		‘But, Em, this is kind of going too far, don’t you think?’ The only thought running through Daniel’s mind now is the size of the cage and how much it’s going to hurt to wear it.

		But Emily shakes her head. Her expression remains firm. Daniel knows that look and what it means. Emily has made up her mind and there’s nothing he can say to change it. She wants to fuck Liam and if this is the price of that, she will pay it.

		‘What’s the big deal? You’re only going to wear it while he’s here, right? What were you going to do while I’m with him?’

		‘Uh...’ Daniel struggles to think of a reply. In truth, he hadn’t thought about it. He hadn’t assumed that things would go this far. Deep down, he had hoped that Emily would stop before things got to this point.

		‘Exactly. You’re not gonna be sitting to the side and jerking off, are you? So this is better.’ She gives a definitive nod, as though the matter is settled and there can be no further debate. ‘It’s only for a little while, Danny. Please? And it won’t hurt, I promise. I asked the guy in the store when I bought it. These things are more comfortable than they look.’

		She lifts up the small metal cock cage again, cradling it in her palm. To Daniel’s eyes, it is the ultimate symbol of his failure as a man. Not only will someone else enter their bedroom and fulfill the duty that he cannot, his own manhood will be confined and restrained the entire time. It is the most humiliating thought he’s ever had.

		And yet, his body responds positively. Even now, with his mind racing, stomach churning, eyes staring, Daniel can feel the small rush of blood heading south in a familiar pattern. Why is this happening? He can’t understand it. First, it happened when Emily bad-mouthed his abilities. Now it’s happening again at the prospect of complete and total emasculation.

		He stares at the cage for a long, long moment. Once again, Daniel senses that he is standing a crossroads, but this time the two roads seem to head in the same direction. Emily is determined to go through with this, no matter what. Either Daniel will agree to wear the cage and she will fuck this Liam guy, or he can refuse and... she’ll still fuck Liam, but in a different way. Maybe he won’t be allowed in the room. That might be even worse.

		‘So what’s it gonna be, Danny?’ Emily jiggles the cage in her hand to get his attention, seeing his glassy eyes snap back into focus. ‘I need you to choose, baby.’

		Daniel exhales. Whatever decision he makes, this is going to be the worst thing that ever happens to him – so why is his cock swelling at the idea?

		‘Okay, Em. Okay. If this is what you want...’ He looks into her eyes, searching for any sign of reluctance or hesitation, but there is none to be found. ‘I’ll do it.’

		Emily beams with delighted relief. She throws her arms around Daniel’s neck and plants a series of kisses on his cheek. She says, ‘Thank you, thank you, thank you, Danny. I love you so much. So fucking much. Thank you!’

		‘I love you too.’

		He returns her hug. For a moment, all is right in the world again. They’re a loving couple sharing a tender embrace. But then Emily speaks again and turns Daniel’s world upside down.

		‘We better make sure it fits. I want to invite Liam over tomorrow night.’

		

		****

		

		Things seem to be moving at hyper speed for Daniel. Just a few weeks ago, he was your average loving husband in your average loving marriage. The only fault was his ongoing premature ejaculation problem. Now he’s a man living with the very real and very distinct possibility that his wife is going to sleep with another man in a few short hours. That knowledge eats away at his gut for the entire day.

		Emily, meanwhile is content. Motivated. Thoughtful. Excited. For the first time in literal years, Emily is facing the prospect of having a satisfying sexual experience. The fact that the man involved is not her husband nags at her. It feels wrong to be going this far, but at the same time, they’ve discussed it. They’ve agreed to everything. They’re on the same page – or so she hopes.

		She spends most of the day in a daze, cleaning and re-cleaning and checking and rechecking the entire house from top to bottom. She shaves her legs and removes the thin layer of stubble from her mound, ensuring that she is perfectly presentable and ready for anything. The thought of having sex that lasts more than ten seconds sends waves of arousal to Emily’s core, but she resists the urge to pleasure herself. No, an experience like this should be enjoyed in a perfectly fresh state.

		Once Emily is satisfied both with the state of the house and the state of her naked body, she busies herself with the task of choosing an appropriate outfit for tonight’s festivities. There are so many sexy garments from which to choose. Lace or leather? Frills or bows? High cut or low cut? And what about the color schemes? Emily has amassed quite the collection of sinfully erotic clothing over the years, all for the purpose of trying to aid her husband’s unfortunate problem. None of them helped, but tonight she could finally enjoy wearing one of these for longer than five minutes – eight if she needed to get Daniel in the mood first.

		Daniel, for his part, watches Emily from a distance, feeling like an outsider in this seductive dance. Is he supposed to join her in the bedroom and help select the right clothing for tonight? The thought of another man touching Emily makes Daniel’s heart ache with jealousy, he can’t bear the idea of helping her look as sexy as possible for the purpose.

		He’s a man being pulled in two directions at once. On one side is his belief in the sanctity of marriage and the bonds forged between a loving husband and wife. It seems so wrong and illogical that the solution to their issue would be the inclusion of another man to pick up the slack where he cannot. On the other side is Daniel’s utter love and loyalty to Emily. If pleasing her means taking a step back and admitting that he cannot perform in the way that a husband should, he’s prepared to do that, no matter how much it hurts his male ego.

		But there’s another part that Daniel can’t understand. Every time he recalls the way that Emily spoke to him in the bedroom after their most recent failed encounter, his manhood begins to throb in response. Her words were so direct and so humiliating, yet he enjoyed it. Is that a normal response? In all the years that his substandard performance has caused friction, he’s never once felt excitement about it. Yet the way Emily spoke to him seemed to stoke a fire he didn’t know existed. Couple this with the idea of caging his manhood tonight while Liam visits and Daniel has no idea how his body will respond to anything.

		Finally, everything is ready. Emily selects a simple and effective set of lingerie: a deep blue bra with lace edges and a generous plunge, along with a matching thong. One of her favorites. She slips into a loose and comfortable black dress that reaches her thighs. It conceals her sensual clothing beneath and also adds an air of sexy mystique. She strikes a pose in the doorway to the bedroom.

		‘How do I look?’

		Daniel’s throat is too tight to respond. He nods, looking her up and down with unblinking eyes. She has never looked so stunning in his eyes. He tries to think of something to say, to find the words that might convince Emily to call this whole crazy thing off before Liam arrives. But he knows that there is nothing that will dissuade her from going through with this. Emily has made up her mind and nothing will change her. He can’t even promise to be a better man and give her what she needs; that’s the reason they’re doing this.

		Deep, deep down, there’s another reason why Daniel can’t find the right words to talk Emily out of tonight. If he is being completely honest with himself, Daniel wants this to happen, too. Not as much as Emily does – she’s beyond fired up for it – but he’s curious enough to go with the flow and see what happens. At best, Emily will get what she needs. At worst, they’ll have a wild story to tell their friends several years from now.

		And then the moment arrives. A car parks in their drive and a man gets out and walks along the path and presses the doorbell. Weeks of discussion and searching have finally come to this.

		Liam is here.

		

		****

		

		‘Wow, you look incredible.’

		Liam’s eyes roam the length of Emily’s body. She beams with delight and twirls on the spot for him. His smile widens. Daniel hangs at the back of the living room, feeling like an intruder in his own home. Emily steps forward and kisses Liam on the cheek. She inhales a hint of his cologne – muted, masculine, with a light touch of fruit – and steps back, unable to hide her smile.

		‘Can I get you a drink? We have scotch.’

		‘Sure.’

		Emily heads to the kitchen and busies herself making drinks. Liam glances around the living room, seeing various framed photos of Emily and Daniel throughout the years, before speaking to the husband himself. Liam says, ‘You must be Daniel, right?’

		‘Yeah.’ Daniel’s mouth is too dry to say anything else.’

		‘Great to meet you.’

		Liam holds out his hand. For a brief, awkward moment, Daniel stares at it, not knowing what to do. This man, this stranger, this handsome devil, has walked into his home for the sole purpose of having sex with Emily and here he is offering a token of mutual respect and friendship. But that brief moment passes and Daniel decides that it would be better to befriend Liam than oppose him. Again, he tells himself that it is all about Emily. This is all about her wants and her needs. The last thing he wants to interfere. After all these weeks of waiting, she might never forgive him.

		The two men shake hands. Despite the potential awkwardness of the moment, Liam doesn’t feel uncomfortable. He’s just meeting someone new, that’s all. There’s no reason to make this unpleasant in any way.

		‘So, what do you do, Daniel? I’m in data.’

		‘Uh, well, I’m a manager.’

		Emily returns with two glasses and a wide smile. She hands a tumbler of scotch to Liam and raises a glass of red wine. She says, ‘Cheers.’

		‘Cheers.’

		They take a seat next to one another on the couch. Liam sits facing forward, but Emily sits side-saddle, facing Liam and resting on her knees, leaning her elbow on the back of the couch. She seems so comfortable and easy-going that Daniel again feels like an outsider. He sits in a chair opposite the couch like a voyeur witnessing a couple’s first date.

		For a while, not much happens. Liam and Emily make casual, easy conversation. It’s like they’re already good friends getting reacquainted with one another. Liam makes the odd attempt to involve Daniel in the conversation, but Emily does not. In her mind, this is between the two of them. There’s no need to drag her husband into a private discussion.

		Finally, Emily drains the last of her glass and feels the soothing, familiar warmth of liquid courage flowing through her veins. She places her glass on a small table and says to Liam, ‘Do you like my dress?’

		‘I love it. Honestly, it’s gorgeous.’

		She stands up and twirls again, slower this time. She pauses with her back to Liam, ensuring that he gets a good view of all those curves and the way the fabric highlights her hips and ass. Daniel sees the expression of Liam’s face. The excitement. The hunger. The longing. But also a hint of restraint, as though Liam is not fully convinced that this is going to go according to plan. He needs a little nudge.

		Emily senses it too. She turns back to her would-be paramour and says, ‘Do you want to see what’s underneath this dress?’

		Her eyes sparkle like stars. Her fingers clutch the fabric, causing little creases to appear as the bottom of the dress lifts up one inch, then two.

		‘I’d love to.’ Liam gives a confident smile over the rim of his scotch glass. He takes another sip. Emily removes the glass from his hand, turns, and gives the scotch to Daniel, who sits in the chair with a dumbfounded look on his face. Then Emily climbs on the couch and straddles Liam. Daniel almost leaps out of the chair.

		‘There’s a zip on the back,’ Emily says by way of explanation. ‘Can you reach it?’

		Liam’s hands slide up Emily’s body with deliberate slowness, beginning at her hips and rising, following the slender shape of her body, until he finds the small zipper at the base of her neck. Daniel’s jaw almost falls to the floor. He knows that Emily had no such difficulty getting into the dress. She didn’t even ask for his help.

		Now Daniel watches another man ease the zipper down, exposing his wife’s pale skin. The dress parts in a wide V-shape, revealing her neck, her back, the strap of her bra...

		Emily’s gleaming eyes remain fixed on Liam’s face the entire time. Neither of them dare to look away. All they see is the hunger and desire and burning lust for one another. Emily feels Liam stiffening beneath her, his pants firming in one specific place. That feeling – the knowledge that someone other than her husband is lusting for her – sends a wild thrill through Emily’s cleft.

		Their lips are barely an inch apart now. Emily cups his face with her hands, her expression filled with longing. Liam’s confident smile melts, his lips parting in readiness, their heads moving closer. They are both on the edge.

		Then Liam’s hands touch Emily’s bare skin for the first time. He caresses her soft back and touches her body in places that only Daniel has touched before now. Emily’s senses explode with desire. She pushes her mouth to Liam’s and kisses him with undisguised longing. There is no more pretense. No more politeness. No more holding back. Emily’s tongue brushes against his, exploring him with hunger and passion, her hands pawing at his face, body grinding into his lap. Liam touches her warm skin. He kisses her back, unable to hide his desire. His manhood stiffens under her weight. She moans into his mouth.

		Liam pushes Emily’s dress down, down, down, exposing her back, her bra, her torso. Their passionate kiss builds with ferocity, becoming less reserved with each passing second. Soon, Daniel is watching his wife kiss another man with the same desperation she once held exclusively for him. He grips the arms of the chair, fighting the urge to rush over there and separate them.

		Their desperate kiss reaches a crescendo and Emily pulls away, panting for breath, her eyes glazed over with desire. She shrugs the dress away and it crumples between them, still wrapped around her lower half. Liam keeps his gaze on Emily’s face for a few seconds, hardly daring to believe that this is really happening.

		‘Look at me. I want you to see.’

		Now he allows his eyes to drift south and admire the exquisite curve of her breasts, neatly restrained by the deep blue lingerie. The lace edges add a sophisticated air to the sensual design. He drinks her in for a long, long moment before responding.

		‘You’re gorgeous.’

		Emily’s heart almost melts with those two words. She’s heard them before. Spoken many times by her husband. But the problem is that she’s never felt gorgeous. Daniel never lasted long enough to make her believe that she was truly gorgeous. His inability to perform ate away at her self-confidence and self-worth until she stopped believing the praise he heaped on her. But those words are so real and believable and honest coming from Liam’s mouth. They make her want to hear more. Emily stands and allows the black dress to slip down her body and fall to the floor in a heap. Liam’s eyes widen. He gazes on her body, lingering in all the right places. He sees her slender figure – the result of living well and working hard – and admires her stomach and legs. His breathless smile widens as he sees her panties. The V-shaped dip at the front leaves little to the imagination, clearly revealing Emily’s smoothly shaved mound and barely hides her most intimate secrets. She gives another coy turn on the spot to let him see the back and Liam inhales a sharp breath. This woman’s ass is a work of fucking art. This isn’t just good genetics; this is hours upon hours of hard work at the gym, maybe even thousands of squats every single month. The blue thong nestles between those two toned, tight cheeks as if teasing him by hiding Emily’s deepest treasures. It takes a lot of restraint not to slip his fingers under that tiny slip of fabric and tug it aside and spread her ass and lean forward and...

		Daniel watches everything with unblinking eyes. He catches a glance from Emily and she winks. Her beautiful smile makes his heart ache. Why can’t he be the one to make her feel this way? Why does he have to be so goddamn useless? His grip tightens on the arms of the chair, knuckles turning white.

		‘Do you like me?’ Emily turns back to her lover. He’s no longer a potential partner. All three of them know this for a fact. There is no doubting how far this is going to go tonight.

		‘I love it. My God. Holy shit.’

		Liam’s eyes roam her body once more with unrestrained hunger. His pants tent more than ever before. She climbs back on top of him, resuming her position. He pulls Emily into another fiery kiss, his hands roaming her stunning body, touching and caressing and squeezing and groping all of her at once. It’s like he can’t get enough of this woman.

		Then he finally loses composure and rolls to the side, taking Emily to the couch with a passionate, needy grunt. She moans into his mouth, loving the fire in his touch and the way he’s grabbing her body. She raises one leg and hooks it around Liam’s waist, pulling her into him. His kisses moves away from her lips and find her soft, slender, sensitive neck. Each brush of his mouth sends a white-hot wave of pure lust through Emily’s body.

		‘Oh, fuck, Liam...’

		His hand glides down Emily’s body and reaches that small V-shape of fabric protecting her most intimate areas. Emily’s breathing becomes a gasping, ragged sound that fills the air and seems to echo inside Daniel’s skull. Liam can feel the intense heat of her sex through the thin material covering his prize. But before he takes this to the next level, there’s one small matter to check first. He brings his lips to Emily’s ear.

		‘Is he wearing what I told him to wear?’

		Emily reaches out to Daniel. His heart skips a beat. Is she asking for his hand? Does she want him to move closer? But then his hopes are dashed.

		‘Stand up, baby. Show him your cage.’

		For a moment, Daniel can’t decide what’s worse – the breathless lust in her voice or the way she’s commanding him to humiliate himself before this other man. He decides it doesn’t matter. How much worse can this get? Daniel stands up from the chair and unzips his pants and pushes them down to expose his manhood.

		Most men are proud of their genitals. Indeed, Daniel used to be one of that number, at least, before Emily voiced her frustrations with his underwhelming performance. This is the first time in his life that he’s been embarrassed to expose himself. The cage that once seemed too small to fit is perfectly positioned around his penis, securely clutching his shaft and balls in an immovable grip. Metal rings encircle his cock, offering no escape. The head of his penis is surrounded by an impassive metal dome. His testicles are firmly held in the embrace of an unforgiving metal hoop. The entire thing is neatly secured by single tiny padlock at the side. It looks so easy to break, yet it’s solid enough to utterly emasculate Daniel. He stands in the living room, watching his wife enjoy the passionate caress of another man, and feels the metal cage compress and restrict his aching cock.

		‘Does it look good, Liam?’ Emily’s smile lights up her face again. She can’t tear her eyes away from Daniel’s imprisoned masculinity. Her smile is neither cruel nor mocking, merely delighted by the symbol of his subjugation.

		‘It’s perfect.’ Liam glances across Emily’s rising and falling breasts. He hadn’t expected Daniel to actually go through with it. His request for the cage was more to see if this couple would do as he asked. Now that he sees the cage, he knows their both up for anything. ‘Tell him to undress.’

		‘Take you clothes off, baby. Do it.’

		‘But Em-’

		‘I said take your fucking clothes off.’

		He hesitates, but only for a moment. Emily’s tone invites no reply or challenge. Daniel undresses completely and stands before the couch wearing nothing but the small metal cage that contains his pride and joy. Emily’s eyes gleam with excitement. She moans at Liam’s hand as he allows his fingertips to trail along the length of her molten slit. Liam’s deep, rich chuckle of satisfaction almost makes Emily cum. Almost.

		Emily’s body begins to writhe on the couch, overcome by sheer bliss. Her hips undulate like waves on the ocean, desperate for more than the passing pressure of his fingertips. A gasping moan escapes her mouth.

		‘Where’s the key?’ Liam’s voice is soft and low. ‘Where’s the key to his cage?’

		Emily lifts one arm to show a small bracelet. It looks like your average piece of jewelry, filled with dangling charms. But one of the charms is different to the others – not as shiny, not so weighty. It’s a silver key. Liam chuckles again, the sound making Emily tremble. He kisses her neck and shoulder with intensity now, unable to contain himself any longer. His cock is so hard it goddamn hurts.

		‘I need you,’ he says.

		Three words that almost make Emily’s womanhood erupt. Her reply is a single, breathless word filled with meaning.

		‘Upstairs.’

		The two lovers disentangle at once. Liam stands and helps Emily off the couch. Her cheeks are flushed with erotic intent. He takes her by the hand and Emily pulls him through the room, toward the stairs. The only sound she makes is a naughty, excited giggle. Liam shoots a final look in Daniel’s direction as he leaves the room, the two men sharing a knowing look. While Daniel looks nervous, almost pale, Liam has a sly grin on his face.

		For a moment, Daniel remains standing in the middle of the empty room, his manhood swelling and pressing into the steel bars of that unyielding prison. The sensation is both uncomfortably unfamiliar and deeply arousing; he’s never been physically unable to achieve an erection like this before, but the feeling of being held down like this only makes his cock ache all the more. He listens to the sound of footsteps padding upstairs and across the hallway and into the bedroom. For a crazy moment, he stays where he is, head spinning, heart racing, stomach churning. Can he really go through with this? Can he really sit by and watch another man pleasure his wife?

		He hears another naughty giggle from upstairs, followed by a gasping moan. That sound makes his decision. Daniel almost jogs upstairs to find his wife standing by their marital bed, her arms draped around Liam’s neck, his hand inside her panties, their mouths connected in a fierce, hungry kiss. If the sight wasn’t so goddamn hot, Daniel might wilt on the spot.

		Emily moans in Liam’s mouth again. His lips, his tongue, his exploring fingers – everything feels so fucking good! Her body is white-hot putty in his hands. She’ll do anything he wants. Anything at all. She grabs at the elastic of her panties and shoves them down until gravity takes over and she feels that lace fabric slip to the floor. Daniel’s eyes widen so much they almost pop out of his skull like a cartoon character. He stares at Liam’s hand cupping his wife’s sex, the fingers spreading those puffy pink pussy lips open and gently probing inside. Emily’s slick juices already glisten on his fingers. Once again, the cage seems to tighten around his manhood, squeezing as though mocking him.

		Now Emily can’t take anymore teasing. She’s almost naked, yet her lover is still dressed. Her hands paw at his shirt, popping open each button in turn, before moving down to his zipper and easing it south. She can’t recall the last time she was this desperate to undress a man. Maybe her wedding night? Maybe before that?

		‘Can I see it?’ Emily’s eyes are glassy and her voice is little more than a passionate whisper. She cups the bulge in Liam’s shorts and lets out a soft groan. ‘I need to see it.’

		Liam nods, fighting back a smirk of satisfaction. He removes his shirt and tosses it aside. It lands at Daniel’s feet. Emily sinks to her knees and throws one more starry-eyed look toward her husband. Her expression says everything about how much she needs this. Daniel swallows. His throat is drier than a sand dune in July. But even he can’t tear his eyes away from what is about to unfold. This isn’t about him, he reminds himself. This is about Emily’s needs.

		Emily eases Liam’s short down and releases his throbbing cock. It springs free, already standing to full, thick attention. She smiles a breathless smile at the sight of it. Liam is definitely above average in all the right ways. If she was being honest with herself, she would admit that this cock is longer and thicker than her husband. She would also admit that his balls are juicier and his thatch of tangled hairs is better trimmed. She would even confess to liking the shape of this cock more than the one she married; it has a thick base that gently thins with a slight upwards curve along the shaft, before culminating in a firm purple head that is already pulsing with life and eagerness.

		‘Oh, yeah...’ She smiles again, beyond delighted, and grasps him with her soft hand. ‘You didn’t tell me you were packing this. Shoulda put it on your profile.’

		Liam laughs. Emily stands and guides him closer to the bed. She says, ‘Lie down. I can’t wait anymore. We need to do this. Now. Please.’

		He does as she asks, removing his socks and shrugging off the rest of his clothes and lying naked on their bed. The sight of a naked stranger on the bed makes Daniel inhale a harsh breath. Maybe it would be different if this was a nondescript hotel room or any other bed in the world, but this is his bed – his marital bed! – the space he shares with Emily every single night. His innermost sanctuary has been violated by this stranger. But even though it hurts him to witness this scene, that cage once again seems to tighten around his desperately-swelling member. The sensation is both exciting and infuriating.

		Emily unhooks her bra and drops it to the floor, shedding the last of her clothing. Now all three of them are naked, with the sole exception of Daniel’s trembling yet immovable cage. She sends one final look his way. He sees the lust in her eyes, the excitement on her face, and the desire in her smile. Even if he begged her not to go through with this – hell, even if a meteor landed on the house at this very moment – she wouldn’t be able to stop. This is everything she has needed for so long now.

		She climbs onto the bed and straddles her lover. His manhood pulses, almost trembling in the air, as the heat of her aching sex draws closer, inch by inch. There is nothing between them. No barriers, no clothing, nothing to stop this going any further.

		Daniel stands at the base of the bed and stares at Emily’s bare pussy. He’s seen her glistening womanhood thousands of times over the course of their marriage, but never like this. Never from this angle, as her body prepares to accept a different lover. Is she wetter than usual? It seems so. Her swollen pink pussy lips seem thicker than normal. Her entrance seems wetter than he’s ever seen.

		Now, for the first time, this seems horribly, intensely real. Talking is one thing. Fantasizing is another. But this is actually happening. His naked wife is climbing on top of her naked lover and there’s no going back. Daniel’s eyes gaze on the rapidly narrowing gap between the two people on the bed, that space disappearing as Emily settles into position and gently sinks lower. Daniel suddenly realizes that they never discussed whether or not to use condoms. Emily’s on birth control, sure, but surely only her husband has the right to be inside her without protection? Maybe Daniel never truly believed this moment would come.

		Or maybe he secretly loved the thought of another cock going bareback inside his wife.

		‘Oh, my God...’

		Emily sinks into Liam. Her yearning entrance widens to receive him, stretching and opening to accept that wonderful cock. It feels so different compared to her husband; like he’s stretching her tight hole more than her body is used to taking. That thick, purple head enters her body, forcing another throaty groan of pure exhilaration from her lips. She keeps her gaze on Liam, watching his expression gently twist with shared pleasure. In all the years that she has been sexually active, no moment can compare to this. The build, the waiting, the need, the sensation of doing something like this in front of her husband – they all mix into a perfect cocktail that elevates this moment of first contact to something utterly new and totally captivating.

		He glides fully inside her aching tunnel, his manhood disappearing into that welcoming entrance without any hesitation or reluctance. Emily’s pussy takes him wholly into her as though he belongs there. She exhales another passionate gasp and places her hands on his torso to steady herself, stars exploding across her vision.

		Behind them, Daniel watches through unblinking eyes. He can’t tear his gaze away. As painful as this is, he also needs to witness every captivating second. The sight of Emily’s body slowly rising and falling in Liam’s lap – her stretched lips gripping his cock and gliding up and down his length – will stay with him for the rest of his life. It’s burned into his vision now.

		‘Oh, fuck, Liam... Yes!’

		Emily’s movements begin to quicken, her hips rolling in smooth, fluid strokes. Her body is taking over now, guiding her through the art of pleasure. This is nature at its finest. Pure chemistry. Liam places his hands on Emily’s hips and moves with her, gently pushing up to meet her with every stroke and pushing his length fully inside her. She gasps louder every time their bodies connect. The sound of her passionate breathing and the gentle collision of their soft bodies and the creaking of the mattress fills the air.

		‘Fuck, that’s so good!’ Emily grips Liam tighter with her hands and thighs, her pussy clenching with the sheer pleasure of being filled. ‘I’ve needed this for so long!’

		Daniel’s cheeks darken with shame. He know Emily doesn’t just mean that she’s needed sex. She’s also been desperate to have sex like this, in her favorite position. He also knows that he would have already finished if he was in Liam’s position now.

		She begins to lose herself in rapturous bliss, her hips rolling faster, body grinding against Liam in a frenzy of long, long, long overdue need. Her moans quicken. Her breathing turns shallow. Her nipples flush and firm, dancing before Liam’s eyes. He watches her face and sees the unmistakable signs of approaching orgasm; eyes half-closing, lips parting, cheeks flushing. They’ve never been intimate before, but he’d know that expression anywhere. All women have different bodies and different ways of demonstrating pleasure, but they all share the same facial expressions in the heat of the moment.

		‘Fuck! Yes!’

		Her choking gasps of delight hit Daniel like a straight shot to the temple. He trembles on the spot, his penis pushing into the bars of the cage as though trying to squeeze through every gap at the same time. It hurts and it feels incredible. He watches Emily writhe with unadulterated ecstasy, riding Liam’s cock as though it’s her reason to exist. He sees her juices cling to Liam’s shaft as she rises and falls, unable to control herself any longer. The harder she climaxes, the more her body grinds into Liam’s lap, pushing his cock against that sweet spot deep within her tunnel. Her wordless cries of throaty exhilaration delight both men. Daniel hasn’t heard her make sounds like this in years, not even when she uses her toys to cum.

		Emily’s orgasm lasts for a long, lingering moment, lifting her up beyond the clouds and into space. In that moment, all she sees are stars extending to the horizon and beyond. Her chest rises and falls with swallow, panting gasps. Her body tightens and convulses and contracts, then expands and relaxes and stretches, over and over again. She has never felt this alive.

		‘Fuck...’ She exhales the word in a passionate groan and sinks down into Liam’s lap, taking him fully inside once more. She leans forward and kisses him, now with more control, telling him how wonderful it feels with her lips and tongue. He moans into her mouth, enjoying the way her wonderful, warm, wet pussy is squeezing his cock at this angle. ‘Thank you. Oh, my God, I needed that so bad...’

		Emily gazes at Liam with tears of joy in her eyes. It’s been far too long since she enjoyed this feeling. The racing heart. The tingling skin. The sudden rush of sensitivity. The way her body feels lighter than air. She’s had plenty of orgasms over the last few years, since her husband’s unfortunate problem began, but none of them have felt so intense and personal and pleasurable as this one.

		‘Can you keep going?’ Liam makes an internal prayer that this gorgeous woman doesn’t want to stop. His prayers are answered.

		‘Yes.’ Her face lights up with a beautiful, naughty smile. ‘Now I want you to fuck me. Really fuck me.’

		His eyes shine in happiness. Emily lifts and disconnects their bodies with a soft gasp. She leans back and rests on her calves, asking him silently how he wants to do it.

		‘Get on your hands and knees. Face him.’

		Emily turns and bends over, fully displaying her juicy wet pussy to Liam as she faces her husband. Daniel’s face is one of total shock, but also intense excitement. She’s never seen him look like this before. She likes it. They share a long, lingering look.

		Liam kneels behind Emily’s parted legs and aims his cock back where it needs to go. He pushes forward and plunges back inside her white-hot, sensitive pussy again. Her mouth opens in a wide O of delight. Daniel can see how much she loves it. There’s no faking an expression like that.

		‘Yes, yes, yes...’ She unleashes another passionate groan that ends with a shocked gasp as Liam fills her completely. He grabs her hips and starts to pump, slow at first, making her feel every incredible inch of his cock. She groans with delight. One thrust. Two. Three. Her moans deepen in a symphony of lusty wonder. This is already the most sex she’s had in years – more than all of Daniel’s feeble efforts combined. Every movement sends fresh waves of pure delight through Emily’s body. She looks at Daniel through glassy eyes filled with happiness. She reaches out toward him with her hands.

		Daniel kneels at the foot of the bed and takes her hands and looks into her eyes. She smiles at him.

		‘It’s so fucking good babe, so fucking good, oh my God!’

		‘Yeah?’ Daniel swallows. He’s never felt so many wild, conflicting emotions at the same time. Every negative emotion is countered by an equally strong positive response. He’s jealous but aroused. Horrified but excited. Humbled but thrilled. Is it possible to enjoy something and hate every second of it at the same time? When he thinks about this moment later, will he recall it with dread or will it excite him all over again?

		He decides to embrace this experience, at least for Emily’s sake. His penis can’t escape the clutches of the cage to get hard, but all the blood is still rushing south, leaving him unable to think clearly. He says, ‘Do you like the way he’s fucking you?’

		‘Yes!’ She squeezes his hands in time with a breathless moan.

		Liam begins to fuck her faster now, his hands gripping her hips tight, legs tense as he rocks back and forth, building in pace. His movements are firm and sure and passionate. Every stroke causes Emily to moan with more desperation.

		‘He’s gonna make me cum again!’ She looks her husband dead in the eyes. ‘He’s gonna make me cum again!’

		Her hands tighten around his. Daniel feels her squeeze as she loses control, her eyes half-closing and her lips parting to unleash a sensual wail of bliss. He can only imagine how good and tight her pussy feels around Liam’s cock right now. That’s a sensation he hasn’t been able to enjoy for quite some time. Daniel glances back and see Liam, his face stretched with an expression of total delight, his brow creasing in concentration.

		‘Yes! Liam! Holy fuck, yes! I love it, I love it, I love it!’ Her voices reaches a fever pitch now. The bed rattles and squeaks with the fury of his passion. Her hands cling tight, almost as tight as her pussy. ‘I want you to cum in me!’

		Daniel’s jaw drops. This is another thing they never discussed. Like the condom issue, he assumed it would never happen, but now the moment is approaching fast. Before this moment, Daniel is the only man to every cum inside Emily. And now she willingly, gleefully, grants someone else permission to do exactly the same thing. But Daniel’s first thought is not to protest or complain. Instead, his first thought is, yes, cum in my fucking wife.

		‘I’m getting close,’ Liam says, breathing hard now. He’s lasted several long minutes already, more than the average man, infinitely longer than Daniel could ever hope to achieve. His furious fucking quickens now, becoming a frenzied back-and-forth motion, his body slamming into Emily’s ass from behind and forcing a throaty gasp from her lips with each impact.

		‘Yes – Liam – cum – in – me!’

		The husband and wife share another look together. Emily’s face tells the entire story of how badly she needed this and how goddamn good it feels. Daniel’s eyes speak volumes about his love for her. No ordinary husband would be able to go through with this. But Daniel has experienced everything alongside her and he fully understands now. Some men are able to satisfy their wives. Some aren’t. He is the latter and Liam is the former.

		And then the moment finally arrives. Liam groans, a long, masculine sound that sends a shiver through Daniel. He slams into Emily’s yearning pussy with additional purpose now, unable to stop himself, and erupts. Emily’s eyes widen. She gasps. Hot, thick, creamy cum floods her body and sends her over the edge one more time. Her eyes shine like stars. She looks through her devoted husband, not quite seeing him anymore. Her vision is too blurred with happiness.

		Liam holds still for a moment, letting Emily feel his orgasm pumping into her tunnel. Then, as it begins to subside, he starts to fuck her again. Long. Slow. Firm. Driving his cum deeper into her pussy, knowing that Daniel will never be able to do anything about it. Liam feels a smug sense of pride in his chest. Not only has he fucked another man’s wife, but he’s fucked her better than the husband ever could. His ego balloons in size.

		Finally, Liam stops and eases out, leaving Emily gaping and dripping on her knees in his wake. He pats her ass gently, impressed at how good she felt and how well she could fuck for a woman who barely got any sex.

		‘I hope we can make this a regular thing?’ He swings his legs off the bed.

		‘Oh, fuck, yes.’ Emily still sounds breathless and thrilled. ‘God, yes. I needed this so bad.’

		‘Great.’ Liam shoots a look at Daniel. Neither man has to say anything. They both know who the superior specimen is. ‘You’ve got my number. I’ll let you two... reconnect.’

		Liam grabs his fallen clothes and quickly dresses. He throws one final look back at his conquered prize, naked and satisfied on the bed, and leaves the room. He’s already planning their next encounter in his mind. Maybe a hotel. Maybe his place.

		‘Are you okay?’ Emily squeezes Daniel’s hands again, this time in a reassuring manner.

		‘Yeah. I think so.’ Daniel looks at his wife as though seeing her for the first time. She’s like a different woman. She’s glowing. Flushed. Fulfilled. ‘How about you? I mean, was that...’

		She nods. ‘Thank you. Thank you so much, I love you.’

		‘I love you too.’

		Emily releases his hands and fumbles with her bracelet. She removes the little silver key with a smile and motions for him to stand. He does so, the cage at the right height for her to touch. She runs her hand over the bars, feeling the cool metal and the warm skin pressing through the spaces.

		‘I guess we should let him out, huh?’

		She giggles to herself and slides the lock into place. It snaps open and Emily carefully slides the cage away from Daniel’s cock. It feels like lifting a heavy weight. He gasps with relief. Angry red marks are pressed into his shaft, but they quickly fade as he begins to stiffen.

		‘Come on, Danny. I want you to fuck me now.’

		Emily lies back on the bed, resting on her arms, legs spread to show how well she’s been fucked. Her pussy gleams with juices, lips swollen and thick with arousal. A gentle trickle of cum leaks down onto the bed. Daniel can’t tear his eyes away from the sight.

		‘Fuck me, Daniel.’ Her voice is thick with passion and heavy with lust. ‘Just like this. Take me.’

		Daniel climbs on the bed. His rock-solid cock bobs with each movement, the deep pink head already pointing at Emily as though guiding the way forward. He kneels between Emily’s legs. She smiles at him. He smiles at her. Emily’s shaved mound still looks perfect and delicious, all the way to that used and filled pussy that’s overflowing with another man’s load.

		‘Yes, baby, yes...’ She looks at her husband, nodding with encouragement, waiting to feel the sweetest sensation in the world.

		He doesn’t make her wait for long. Daniel climbs between his wife’s legs and pushes his throbbing manhood to her slick entrance. Their eyes meet. A shared sensation. A loving look. A silent exchange of words.

		Then he plunges forward. Emily lets out a soft gasping groan of utter delight. Daniel’s warmth floods her most intimate regions and fills her in the most satisfying way possible. She feels all those wonderful sensations once more, but this time they’re muted. Her entrance doesn’t need to stretch so wide. Her body is already open to him. Her legs don’t need to part so wide.

		Daniel plunges fully inside with a gasp of shock. His wife has never felt like this before. She’s molten-hot. Her tunnel is coated with a slick, warm layer of cum – not just her own juices, but another man's semen. He can feel it clinging to his cock. It’s both intensely wonderful and deeply humiliating.

		It is a perfect moment. But it only lasts for a few brief seconds. Daniel begins to rock his hips. Once. Twice. Three times. His manhood pumps in and out of Emily’s yearning sex, building in speed and desperation. Those first few thrusts send shock waves of delight through Emily’s body, forcing gasps of pleasure from her soft lips.

		And then it is all over.

		Daniel gasps in surprise. His body shudders. Emily knows all too well what this means. Before she can even register what is happening, the warmth inside her womanhood is replaced by a different sensation – the rushing, crashing, flooding of Daniel’s semen. She feels it mixing and flowing with the cum that’s already inside her. Two men. Two cocks. Two loads. She’s never felt anything like this before. But she already knows it won’t be the last time.

		For the first time in years, Emily isn’t frustrated or hurt or furious or disappointed. She smiles up at her husband.

		‘Did you like that, baby?’

		Daniel can only nod. Emily laughs. She pulls him into a tight embrace and feels his heart beating against her breasts. She exhales a long, happy sigh. Finally, she feels like a woman again.
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