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One hour before my wife takes my best friend’s swollen, throbbing manhood in her mouth, the three of us sit around our dining room table, passing a joint back and forth. Meghan lets her hand rest on his arm, a comforting gesture. Nothing sexual in that exchange. I sit opposite Peter, taking a deep, long pull on my herbal cigarette, nodding and listening in silence as he tells his story. This guy is my best friend, but he truly sucks at weaving together a compelling narrative. The long and short of it goes like this – his girl left him earlier today. Packed up her bags and dropped the key in his hand and reversed out of the driveway forever. You get a million stories like this in every town in every country in the world. But my buddy’s version is going to end in a wholly unexpected way. Not that any of us know that right now.

In fact, at this precise moment in time – gazing at my best friend’s heartbroken face through a cloud of sweet, aromatic smoke – sharing Meghan’s body is the last thing on my mind. Not that the thought hasn’t already crossed my mind a half-dozen times already today, but I’m not currently thinking about it in this moment. My buddy needs solemn comfort right now, so that’s what I’m doing my best to provide. Neither of us were anticipating a visitor this evening. I’m sitting here in slacks and a t-shirt, wishing I’d put on some jeans at least. Meghan’s wearing a loose gym shirt and tight booty shorts. She wasn’t expecting company tonight, but she’s not going to be embarrassed enough to change. She pats Peter’s arm again, letting him talk at his own steady pace.

‘She – she just… left,’ Peter says for about the fourth or fifth time in thirty seconds. ‘Walked right on out the door.’

‘I can’t believe it,’ Meghan says, shaking her pretty brown hair, lips pulled into an exaggerated expression of sorrow. ‘You were so good together.’

I inhale a long, deep pull, fighting not to laugh or smirk. It’s not that the situation is funny, it’s that Peter’s taste in girls has always been pretty fucking terrible. Meghan and I aren’t saying it out loud, but we’re having a silent, psychic conversation across the table right now – the kind of conversation that takes place between married couples who know each other really, really well and can communicate almost entirely in little facial tics. We both know that Peter and his goddamn girlfriend will be back together next week and all over each other every chance they get. Then they’ll break up again in a month or two with another dramatic gesture – maybe next time she’ll actually pack her bags, instead of carrying them as props – and the whole cycle will start again. Peter’s a good, sweet, kind guy. One of the best men I’ve ever known. But he’s never managed to have a single successful relationship. Guys like him always seem to end up with borderline psychopaths who kick up a new shitstorm every single morning just to have something to talk about the rest of the day. Honestly, the best thing that could happen to him right now is losing his girl’s number and changing the locks.

But you try and tell him that.

‘You’re better than her, man,’ I say, leaning forward and passing the joint to Peter. ‘You don’t need her. You know what I say? I say don’t worry about it. She’ll come crawling back to you.’

Meghan catches me eye with a sideways look. The kind of sideways look I know so very well.

And how long until she dumps him again? that look says.

I bite my lip to conceal a smile.

Peter shakes his head, eyes big and forlorn. He looks like if that donkey from Winnie the Pooh got kicked in the nuts by a football player. He takes a long drag on the joint and exhales slowly, still shaking his big, dumb head.

‘I don’t know,’ he says. ‘I think this time she means it. Goddamn, Larry, I’m never gonna find a girl like her again. She was the one.’

I send Meghan a psychic message through the air – So was the last one – and she picks up on it. I nod my head in a solemn, political manner, trying to fight the urge to tell my best friend that he could meet like his current lady in any dive bar in the country. All he needs to do is slap a few twenties on the bar and they’ll come crawling out of the woodwork, attracted to the scent of desperation and tequila shots.

‘You’re too good for her,’ Meghan says, echoing my thoughts.

Peter finishes his turn with the joint and passes it across to my wife. Meghan puts the paper between her soft, full lips and takes a deep drag of her own. Part of me is a little annoyed to be sharing our stash with Peter over something as stupid as his vapid, shallow girlfriend’s latest dramatics – we usually only open the baggie when we’re planning to have a little relaxed, naughty, triple X-rated fun. The cigarettes make us feel deliciously at ease and strips away all our self-conscious inhibitions, until we’re free to do everything we want without judgement. Some of the best sexual experiences we’ve ever had have been under the influence.

‘You know what?’ I say, slapping my palm on the table as though the idea has only just occurred to me. ‘I think you should find a different girl. One that’s better for you. Not a primadonna who treats you like crap and makes you feel like shit. Wadda ya say?’

Peter blinks, looking like a wounded kitten, and shakes his head.

‘I don’t know, man,’ he says. ‘I think maybe I need to swear off girls for a while.’

Meghan catches my look. She rolls her eyes. Peter doesn’t see, but I do. I fight the urge to roll my own eyes. How many times have we heard this stupid, self-pitying bullshit from him now? A guy like him is a hell of a catch. Good looking. Caring. Great job. Always trying to please everyone else. Yet he always ends up trapped in these stupidly toxic relationships.

‘That’s a good idea,’ Meghan says. She passes me the joint and pats Peter’s arm again. ‘Spend some time on yourself. No distractions.’

He gives my wife a watery smile and places his hand on top of hers.

‘Thanks, Meghan,’ he says. ‘Why can’t I find a girl like you? Damn, you guys are so lucky. I’ve never seen you argue or have a fight. You’re always so perfect together. What’s your secret?’

Meghan glances toward me, the ghost of a smile tugging at the corner of her mouth. I meet her eyes and receive her latest psychic message.

If he only knew!

 

****

Our secret is something we’ve worked hard to keep hidden from our close friends and family. Our secret has kept us happy, in love, and satisfied with each other for the length of our marriage. Our secret would probably blow Peter’s fragile little mind if I were to tell him right now.

The reason Meghan and I are so happy together is because we agreed pretty early into our relationship that she could take additional lovers anytime she chose. It wasn’t because I’m lacking in any particular area – I’m actually above-average in the junk department and totally secure with my own prowess – or because she’s a serial adulteress. Our decision came out of a joint desire to explore our sexual boundaries and have as much fun as possible together.

In fact, at the very beginning, we decided to have a totally open relationship. She could take other lovers if she chose, and I was free to do the same. We took full advantage of this situation, but I quickly discovered that there was something I enjoyed more than making love to another woman with Meghan’s knowledge and consent. I preferred watching Meghan with other guys.

I don’t consider myself a cuckold in the true sense. After all, our relationship is built on mutual trust, love, understanding and desire, rather than humiliation and envy. It actually pisses me off when I try to watch cuckold porn and the girl is talking shit to her man because that’s not the kind of relationship we have.

Our relationship is completely different to the standard – whatever that word means – cuckold marriage. Yes, my wife takes any man to bed that she chooses, but we always talk about it first. We agree on every decision as a couple and if either one of us has any doubts or insecurities about a potential playmate or partner or setting, we call it off.

I don’t choose to share my wife because I am a weak man, or unable to keep her satisfied. I choose to share Meghan because it brings us closer together every single time. My heart swells every time she takes another man inside her. My heart aches with jealousy and love every time she looks over at me as her orgasm arrives. My head swirls with a mixture of emotions when she squeezes my hand while her lover drives her further and further into a different realm of passion.

Our sex life is far, far better than any other married couple I know. Even if I take out the sessions where Meghan has sex with someone else first, we’re still making love several times a week, sometimes twice on the same day. We only invite a third party to play with us a couple of times a month, but the effect on our love life is astounding. For the next several days, we’re unable to keep our hands off each other. The moment we get back from work, our clothes are off and we’re lost in our little world of erotic passion and sexual bliss. We do everything we can think to do together, and when we’re done we do it all over again, but slower. Allowing Meghan to play with outsiders only enhances our love, our lust, and our excitement.

For me, the joy of letting Meghan have sex with other men is always in watching how much she loves it. I get to see the myriad of nuanced expressions cross her face. I observe the movements of her body when passion overtakes them both. I hear the moans and groans of her pleasure steadily rising with every passing moment, as I feel uninhibited lust stirring my manhood to full, powerful arousal. And once her lover is finally spent – whether that be in a handful of short minutes, or long, languid hours of passion – she comes back to me and I reclaim her on the spot. That, for me, is the sweetest, most gratifying part of the entire experience. It doesn’t matter if she’s been with someone else for minutes or hours, it doesn’t matter if she’s been with one guy or a married couple. Only I can make her feel like a true sexual goddess.

Naturally, we’ve established a few unspoken rules in our time in this one-sided open relationship. I am always present for her trysts – not to be involved, but for both my own pleasure and her safety. I’m not interested in having my wife come home used and tell me the story afterward, and neither is she. We’re both there as a partnership to enjoy the same thing. In addition, her lovers must always wear a condom. Only I get the privilege of coming inside Meghan without protection. Any man who declines or refuses will not join us ever again. Other than those major rules, we’re pretty flexible with our arrangements. Meghan is allowed to talk to her lover beforehand and discuss what kind of things they want to do together – we have a couple of playmates from out of town who love to experiment and explore new locations, positions, and holes every time – but there are always occasions where passion runs too hot to have a chat before the clothes come off. Any man who tries to pressure my wife into doing something she doesn’t want has to answer to me – and I’m always in the same room. Happily, I’ve never had to get involved.

As exciting as it is for Meghan to have the option of taking new lovers any time she chooses, what really drives her wild is doing it for me. She loves the thrill of being watched, of being so unrestrained and wild and naughty in front of me. She loves to become another woman, a deviant, sexual creature of lust and desire. Meghan always tells me that no man can ever make her feel the way I do, and I believe her. The moans she makes with other guys always sound different to the noises she makes for me. When she has sex with another man, she’s putting on a show for both me and him. But when I reclaim her – or make love to her without anyone else present – she’s all natural. All sincere. All mine.

I love Meghan with all my heart and soul and I truly adore watching her perform with other men. I hope we never stop.

But we could never tell Peter. My best friend knows a hell of a lot about me – about both of us – but we’ve always been careful not to include anyone we know in our games. Neither of us wants to deal with the awkwardness of having a close friend in our social circle, or – even worse – the risk of our love life becoming public knowledge.

As such, we’ve always carefully vetted potential playmates through messaging and meeting face to face in public settings. We only indulge in spur-of-the-moment passions when we’re out of town together and have no chance of accidentally bumping into the third party again. We have always been careful and selective in our choice of partner.

So when Meghan glances at me from across the table and sends me that psychic message through the air – If he only knew! – a tiny, tiny voice in the back of my mind asks the question, What’s the harm if he knows?

 

****

 

Meghan stubs the joint into an ashtray, snuffing it out, leaving only a faint curl of wispy smoke and the wonderful aroma behind. Peter’s eyes are finally dry, but his throat is hoarse from all the emotion of this day. I feel a dull warmth slowly washing my body from the inside, leaving me mellow, calm, and kinda horny. If Peter wasn’t here right now, Meghan and I would be making passionate love right now. Probably on this table, too.

‘You guys want a beer?’ she says, standing up and heading for the kitchen.

‘Sure,’ Peter says.

‘I’ll give you a hand,’ I say, following her. ‘Pete, go sit on the couch or something, buddy. Go chill out.’

I turn away from my friend and head into the kitchen after Meghan, giving a quick glance to her hips in those wonderfully tight booty shorts. Before Peter showed up on our doorstep with red eyes and a lost expression, I had planned to roll a joint or two and make gentle, early evening love to Meghan. Maybe order a pizza afterward, if we both wanted to. Now all my plans have been thrown into the trash.

Meghan opens a fresh case of beer and hands me a couple of cans.

‘Is he going to be here for much longer?’ she says in a quiet voice, her lips barely moving. ‘I love the guy and all, but I can’t keep mustering this fake sympathy.’

‘You and me both.’ I wrap my arms around her, feeling her exquisite warmth against me. My manhood stirs with anticipation. Smoking a joint always gets my body in the mood quicker than usual. ‘We’ll hang out for a bit and then make our excuses so he can leave.’

‘I kinda wanted to have some fun tonight,’ she says, squeezing my ass with a giggle. ‘I had all these naughty thoughts at work today and they made feel all hot and bothered…’

I kiss her neck and give her soft skin a playful bite.

‘Hold that thought,’ I say, almost growling with need. ‘I promise, we will have fun tonight.’

‘We better,’ she says, a hint of teasing excitement in her voice. ‘You know how I get after a smoke…’

Her hands slide around my waist to the front and she cups a generous handful of my awakening manhood. I grin and kiss her wonderfully soft, full mouth. These lips that have brought me – and many others – hours of pleasure and passion. Getting a blowjob from Meghan is like ascending to a higher plane of existence. The feel of her lips on mine sends rockets of anticipatory delight shooting through me.

She pushes me back with a playful grin before I can set too excited and nods behind.

‘Go on,’ she says. ‘Go see to your friend.’ Her eyes flick down to my crotch and that playful grin widens. ‘Before it gets too obvious.’

I adjust the front of my pants and head back out of the kitchen, my mind filled with erotic images and fantasies and memories. Things that we’ve done. Things we should do. Things I’d love to repeat. I head into the living room and hand Peter a beer. He’s sitting on the couch, a morose expression on his face, looking like a lost lamb. I love the guy, and I truly hate seeing him like this.

‘Thanks,’ Peter says. He cracks the can open and takes a sip. His eyes fill with water again.

I sit down on the chair opposite, giving him plenty of space. No point crowding a man when he’s being emotional. I open my beer and take a long, deep pull. Refreshing. Shame it’s not cold, but it’ll do for now.

Meghan walks into the room with a beer, her cute shorts almost exactly at my eye level, her tight ass close to my face. It takes all my strength not to grab her and bury my face in her ass right here and now. I know she wouldn’t complain… but our guest might. And the last thing I want to do right now is set Peter off. Poor guy’s already been through enough.

I grab Meghan’s hand and pull her closer to me. She sits in my lap, throwing her legs over the arm rest. I have a beer in one hand, and the other resting on the curve of her beautiful ass.

‘What are you gonna do about living arrangements?’ Meghan says, opening her own can of beer. ‘Isn’t the lease in her mom’s name or something?’

‘No,’ Peter says, his voice a hoarse whisper. ‘It’s in my grandmother’s. Guess I could finally turn the spare room into a gym though, right?’

Meghan nods sombrely, but I can read her thoughts, even through the back of her head. She’s thinking, You’ll be moving her back into that place next week, and we’ll start all over again. Naturally, she doesn’t say it. Meghan doesn’t know Peter as well as I do.

‘Thank you, guys,’ Peter says. ‘I’m sorry to drop by like this and ruin your evening with my shit.’

‘Don’t be an idiot,’ I say. ‘We love seeing you. Honestly, we don’t get to see enough of you by yourself.’

Meghan stiffens a little in my lap, wondering where I’m going with this line of thought. I press ahead.

‘Isn’t it kind of nice just to hang out, the three of us, like we used to?’ I say. ‘No arguments or squabbles. Just three friends.’

Meghan wiggles her ass in my lap, a tiny warning sign, telling me to ease it back. But to our surprise, Peter chuckles.

‘You’re right, you know,’ he says. ‘I guess we are kinda… aggressive together. And not just in the bedroom.’

‘Aggressive,’ Meghan says, nodding in agreement. Peter doesn’t pick up on her hidden meaning. Aggressive is putting it mild.

My hand cups Meghan’s ass, out of Peter’s eye line. I give her cheek a playful, tender squeeze. God, her ass always feels so good in my hand. I love the way it curves, so soft and yet so firm, almost as much as I love watching her ass rock up and down when she has sex with someone else. She feels my hand and wiggles her hips again – a small, subtle movement, but I can feel everything clearly. My growing manhood presses into her cheeks. Warmth flows from her cleft, flooding across my lap. Christ, it feels so damn good. I swear, if Peter doesn’t get out of here soon, I’m gonna pull her shorts down anyway. Maybe watching us together will be good for him.

We drink and talk together for a while, my hand on Meghan’s ass, Peter’s spirits slowly beginning to rise. About halfway through my beer, Meghan leans back into me. From my angle, I have a perfect view down her shirt. My wife’s firm breasts are ripe and ready, eager for my hands.

I love how she teases me like this. I can feel her body loosening up under my touch, growing warmer and softer as she settles into my lap. My hand slowly strokes her cute ass, enjoying its delicious firmness, delighting in how squeezable her cheeks feel. Her ass is fucking amazing.

My mind starts to flood with images of Meghan’s ass bouncing up and down while she rides other guys. My manhood starts to get even harder underneath her. The smoke and booze is beginning to affect the both of us, turning us into horny teenagers all over again. This is one of my favorite stages of the lovemaking dance – pawing, groping, fooling around, both of you knowing the direction this is headed in, but neither wanting to push things too far too fast. Just enjoying the frenzied, burning need for each other.

‘Oh, man,’ Peter says. He’s been talking in a steady monologue for a few minutes now, but my mind has been on other more supple things for a while. I tune back into the room, dragging my gaze away from Meghan’s breasts. ‘The sex was spectacular. She really loved it. You know what it’s like when you get with a girl who’s so fucking good in bed. You can’t keep your hands off each other and just seems to get better and better and better…’

‘We have some experience in that area,’ Meghan says, with a giggle.

I give her butt a playful squeeze. She wiggles in my lap, grinding her warmth into my stiffening manhood. I bite my tongue to keep from moaning in front of Peter. She feels so damn good right now. Crazy as it sounds, I’m starting to wonder if we could get away with doing something naughty right here in this chair, with him watching.

Peter finishes his beer. Meghan hops out of my lap and takes the empty can from him. As she turns to walk away, she drops the can on the floor and bends over to pick it up. There is nothing innocent about this movement. She looks me in the eyes, a smile on her face, her breasts damn near hanging out of the shirt, while her tight ass is pointed straight at my best friend’s face.

I look into her eyes and receive another one of those psychic messages.

I’m a naughty girl.

I raise an eyebrow, letting her know I understand what she’s telling me. My wicked wife, my slutty paramour, my deviant soulmate, wants to play a game. Meghan walks through the room, back to the kitchen. I watch Peter’s eyes glance at her seductively swaying butt, before he looks away, ashamed at himself for checking out another man’s wife. I smile to myself and drink a little more beer. Game on, Peter.

‘How did you get all the luck?’ Peter says, keeping his voice low. ‘I get the wild, emotional girls, you wind up marrying the hottest woman I’ve ever met.’

I shrug and say, ‘She’s a keeper. Gotta keep her happy. Gotta keep her satisfied. But that’s part of the fun, right?’

Peter meets my gaze and returns my smile as Meghan return with two fresh beers. She gives one to Peter and bends down – giving me a generous view of her ass – and kisses him on the cheek. He blushes and giggles like a naughty child. She walks back across the room and returns to my lap.

‘What are you boys talking about?’ she says, affecting an innocent tone in her voice.

‘I was just telling Peter how I enjoy keeping you satisfied,’ I say, my hand once again finding her tight ass. ‘Peter said how hot you are.’

Peter blushes again, his cheeks turning wine-red.

‘I wasn’t checking you out,’ he says, raising his hands in protest. ‘I just… I made a comment.’

Meghan laughs, enjoying how flustered he’s getting. She settles into me and pulls my arm away from her ass, around her waist. My hand cups her firm breast, but she doesn’t stop me. Peter’s eyes see me casually holding Meghan’s breast. He smiles, still blushing, and opens his beer, using the can to hide his face.

‘It’s okay, Pete,’ she says. ‘I don’t mind other guys looking. Neither does Larry, do you, hun?’

‘Not at all,’ I say, with a shrug. ‘I have no problem with you checking out my wife. Do you like what you see?’

Peter nods, swallowing a mouthful of beer, eyes wide with surprise.

‘Y-yeah,’ he says.

‘You’ve always checked me out,’ Meghan says. ‘Don’t act surprised, of course I noticed.’

I start to gently squeeze and massage her breasts in full view of my best friend. His eyes follow my fingers, watching me gently knead and tease Meghan’s breasts. The color slowly fades from his cheeks. His eyes begin to glaze over with excitement and arousal.

‘Can you keep a secret, Peter?’ she says.

Peter nods, the beer nestled between his legs, forgotten.

‘Are you sure?’ Meghan says.

Peter draws an X over his heart with a finger.

Meghan squeezes my wrist, sending me another psychic message. I read it loud and clear in the quiet of the room.

Shall we?

‘I think Peter needs some help getting over his relationship,’ I say. ‘What do you think, Meg?’

She nods. Takes another sip of her beer. Then she holds out the can. I stop playing with her breast and take it from her.

My wife gets out of my life and onto her hands and knees on the floor. She crawls across the room like that, her eyes locked on Peter’s, ass swaying seductively in my direction. I lean back into my seat, satisfaction all over my face. My buddy is going to get the best night of his life.

He looks at me now, mouth hanging open, looking like a surprised fish. I grin back at him. My buddy looks like he can’t decide if this is a dream or not.

‘What…?’ he says, unable to truly grasp what’s about to happen.

‘Relax, buddy,’ I say, raising my beer to him. ‘My wife is gonna help you get over that bitch you dated. But only if we can trust you to keep a secret.’

He nods, mouth still agape, as Megan crawls into place between his legs and places her hands on his thighs. I can almost see his heart rate speed up as she begins to tease and stroke and caress his legs, driving him crazy with excitement. I’ve seen these moves before. I’ve felt them myself. It’s the hottest, most erotic sensation in the world.

And I have a front-row seat to the sexiest show on earth.

‘I’m glad we can trust you, Peter,’ I say, watching my wife sway left and right between his legs, like a seductress gently drifting in the wind. His eyes follow her body with every movement. He’s already under her spell. ‘Because we like to have fun, don’t we, Meghan?’

‘We love it,’ Meghan says, her hands drifting across Peter’s inner thigh, causing him to gasp in surprise and delight. ‘Do you like to have fun, Peter?’

He nods over and over, as if he’s just been offered a year’s supply of free beer.

‘Remember what I said about keeping Meghan satisfied, buddy?’ I say, watching the shocked expression on his face slowly dissolve, replaced by sheer, greedy arousal. How long has he wanted my wife to touch him like this, I wonder? How long has he fantasized about her body? ‘This is what we like to do. And if we can trust you to keep your mouth shut and never tell anyone…’

‘You can trust me,’ he says, looking at Meghan, but talking to me. ‘You can trust me. I won’t tell anyone.’

I glance at the back of Meghan’s head. She gives a small yet perceptible nod, telling me that she wants to go through with this. That’s my naughty girl.

Meghan’s hands glide over his pants, massaging his stiffening member. I can see it filling out, thickening beneath his pants, growing and hardening. She giggles, enjoying his facial expressions. My best friend looks like he’s on the verge of rapture.

‘You do this?’ he says. ‘You… share?’

‘Oh, yes,’ Meghan says, in that naughty-innocent tone I love so much. ‘I’m a lucky wife. He loves to spoil me. You know what my husband loves more than anything?’

Peter shakes his head, not wanting to interrupt and spoil the moment.

‘He loves watching me with other guys,’ Meghan says. The sound of her voice and the words she’s saying are driving me crazy. My own pants start to feel tight, restrictive, uncomfortable. ‘Would you like to make me a happy wife?’

‘God, yes,’ he says. Now he looks up at me, over the head of my wife, kneeling between his legs. ‘I mean… if you’re okay with it?’

‘Treat her like she’s your own wife,’ I say. ‘And have fun.’

Meghan’s fingers find Peter’s zipper and slowly pull it down. He drains the last of his beer and puts the empty can to one side. He unbuttons his pants and lifts to let Meghan ease them down to his ankles, revealing his dark shorts, a tenting bulge pushing the fabric upward.

‘Ooh,’ Meghan says, tracing a finger around the mound. ‘What do we have here?’

Peter smiles, breathing hard.

‘Is this for me?’ Meghan says. ‘Can I play with it?’

‘Yes,’ he says, almost breathing the word.

My wife opens the flap in the front of his shorts and eases him free. My best friend is almost at full hardness already from all the teasing.

‘How is he, babe?’ I ask, enjoying the show from across the room.

‘He’s got a nice cock,’ she says, wrapping her slender fingers around his shaft. ‘I like it. Nice and smooth. I bet this cock has pleased a lot of girls, right?’

Peter chuckles, leaning back into the seat and getting comfortable as my wife slowly and gently strokes him to full hardness. She’s right, he does have a nice cock. Decent size – a little above average, and a reasonable thickness. Not too veiny, nice and straight. I hope he does a good job pleasing Meghan.

She bends forward and kisses the tip. He groans in a breathy exhale, pushing his hips toward her face, desperate to feel more. She’s barely gotten started and already he can’t restrain himself. A smile splits my face. My wife is the best woman on earth, as Peter is about to find out for himself.

Meghan teases his shaft with her tongue now, flicking across the tip, trailing up and down his sensitive underside, even giving him little side-to-side strokes. My friend’s reaction is an immediate, full-body shudder as a long, breathy sigh escapes his lips. He grips the couch with both hands, looking down at my wife with disbelieving, yet grateful, eyes.

She teases him a little longer, causing his body to spasm with need, making him moan over and over, driving him utterly crazy with just her tongue. Peter is fighting to hold on and not lose control. I can see it in. This is taking everything he’s got. Other guys would have caved by now. They would have grabbed her head and shoved their cocks down her throat, but Peter is apparently worried about going too far in front of me. He’s a good friend like that.

Meghan opens her mouth and takes him inside. His groans immediately deepen into a guttural growl of sheer lust. His fingers tighten on the couch as my wife begins to bob her head up and down, sinking her mouth over his shaft in slow, steady strokes, letting him fuck her throat over and over. His mouth hangs open in utter pleasure as his brain shuts off and he loses himself to the blissful pleasure that only my wife’s warm, wet mouth can provide.

I watch, my stomach bubbling with excitement, cock hard in my pants. I drink the rest of my beer, forcing myself to sit down and be silent. Peter might be the one receiving this blowjob, but the show is for me.

Meghan pauses for a second to pull Peter’s pants and shorts down, leaving him in just his shirt. She tosses his clothes aside and resumes her careful, skilful sucking, my buddy’s delighted groans filling the air between us. His eyes are fixed on her face as she shows him what a loving woman should provide for a man.

Something on the floor catches my attention. Peter’s phone has slipped out of the pocket when Meghan threw them down. The screen flashes repeatedly as someone calls him, but the phone is set to silent and doesn’t ring. I get out of my seat and pick up his phone. The caller ID is a name I know very well. The name of the crazy fucking bitch who sent my best friend into an emotional tailspin – again. I hang up the call. Then I get an idea. A twisted, crazy, fucked-up idea. I unlock his phone and open the camera app. A smile crosses my face again. Peter moans, not even noticing me standing up a few feet to the side. Meghan continues to give him the best blowjob of his life, her hands and mouth moving in ways he has probably never felt before.

I angle the camera just right, getting Peter clearly in the frame and hiding anything that might identify my wife as the one giving him oral pleasure. The focus of the image is my buddy, having the time of his life, while a woman sucks his manhood better than anyone else one earth. It’s the kind of image that would drive an ex-girlfriend – especially an unhinged bitch of an ex-girlfriend – crazy.

Smiling to myself, I take the shot. I write a quick message – We’re through. Don’t come back! – and send it to his ex-girlfriend. Then I block her number and return the phone to his pants pocket. Probably not a cool thing to do, but fuck it. He needs to get this chick out of his hair and he ain’t gonna do it himself. Peter still hasn’t noticed. His attention is entirely fixated on the beautiful woman kneeling between his legs and the soft, warm lips wrapped around his cock. He moans again, loving the way her mouth skilfully grips his shaft while gliding up and down, leaving a trail of silvery spit in her wake. I know how good that feels. Watching her giving this pleasure to another man drives me fucking wild with lust. I want to go over there and join in right now, but I have to control myself. I’ll get my turn soon enough. I always do. For now, I need to sit back, relax, and enjoy the show. I sit back in the chair, adjusting my pants to give my fully awake manhood some room.

Meghan starts to make audible sounds of erotic satisfaction – breathy purrs, throaty groans, sloppy gurgles as she inhales around his member. She takes him all the way to the back of her throat, massaging his balls with one hand, using the other for balance. Peter’s groans of utter pleasure get a little louder as Meghan reaches the end of her oral routine. She eases her head back and looks up at him, her lips slick and wet from that little display.

‘Better than your girl?’ she says, in a playful tone.

‘Fuck,’ he says. He takes a few seconds to breathe and think clearly. After a blowjob like that, it’s hard to use words again. ‘Yeah. Uh-huh. Fuck, so much better. I haven’t had one that good in… fuck.’

She giggles, her hand slowly and gently stroking his slick shaft, keeping him hard and eager to do her bidding.

‘Do you want to fuck me, Peter?’ she says, toying with his hardness.

Peter glances over at me for a split second and nods.

‘Have you fantasized about fucking me before now?’ she says.

‘Yeah,’ he says, almost breathless. ‘So many times. But I never said anything…’

She nods, understanding why he would have held his tongue. She stands up in front of him, hands on her hips, letting him admire her body through starry eyes. Her figure looks magnificent as always.

‘What have you fantasized about doing to me?’ she says, giving a coy little tilt of her head, as though embarrassed – yet pleased – by his admission. ‘What naughty fantasies do you have about fucking your best friend’s wife?’

Peter glances at me again, seeking my approval. I gesture with my beer. Be my guest. He clears his throat and says, ‘I always wanted to bend you over so I could watch your ass shake when I fucked you.’

Meghan laughs – a wicked, naughty giggle – and turns to see my reaction. I can’t help but grin. Being fucked from behind is her favorite position.

‘Babe, is it okay if your friend fucks me from behind?’ she says, eyes twinkling with mischief. ‘You don’t mind, do you?’

I grin and grab my wallet. I take out a condom and hold it out to her. She walks toward me and takes the silver foil packet from my hand with a naughty wink. As much as she loves fooling around with other guys, she truly loves doing it for me.

Meghan drops the condom in Peter’s lap. She takes off her shirt, revealing her bare breasts. His eyes almost pop out of their sockets. I watch his throat bob as he swallows.

‘Jesus Christ,’ he says, his voice almost a whisper. He scrambles to pick up the condom and tears the packet open.

Meghan turns around and slips her thumbs under the waistband of her shorts. She smiles at me and bends forward and she pushes her shorts down right in front of my buddy. His eyes are fixed on her sweet, pink prize, but her face is looking at me. Goddamn, I love this woman.

‘What do you think?’ she says, addressing Peter but looking at me. ‘Do you like my pussy?’

‘Yuh-huh,’ Peter says, unrolling the condom down the length of his swollen shaft. He fumbles it a couple of times, like an eager teenager on a first date, before finally getting the latex into position.

My wife kicks her shorts toward me, standing utterly naked in our living room, letting my best friend drink her with his eyes. I see his gaze flick up and down her body several times, as though unsure which part to focus on. Her tight ass? Smooth, toned legs? Soft back? Then she turns around and he immediately sets his sights on the sweetest, tightest, wettest prize we have to offer – Meghan’s neatly trimmed mound. Peter’s mouth hangs open as though he’s punch-drunk, while his eyes sweep up and down her body, admiring her breasts and stomach and cleft. He sits there on the couch, hard cock throbbing within its latex sheathe, utterly dumbfounded.

‘Well?’ Meghan says. ‘Are you gonna keep a lady waiting, or you gonna fuck me?’

Peter suddenly springs into life, scrambling out of his seat as thought it’s burst into flames under his bare ass. He stands up and tosses his shirt aside, standing naked in front of my wife. He grabs Meghan and spins her around. She giggles, loving his uncontrolled enthusiasm and wild lust. He pushes her down to the floor, onto her knees. She looks at me, smiling. She mouths, I love you.

I love you too, I reply.

As Peter positions himself behind my wife, I unzip my pants and push the waistband down in readiness. God, I want her so bad right now… but I have to be patient. That’s the worst part of sharing her.

Meghan groans as Peter’s shaft brushes her wet lips. He corrects his aim with one hand and slowly pushes forward. My wife’s deep, satisfied, passionate groan of lust is beautiful to hear. I watch her facial expressions curve and twist with erotic delight as my best friend eases his length inside her tunnel. He groans, too, enjoying the feeling of her tight, wet entrance gripping his shaft eagerly. I know how good that feels. I know how much he must love it right now.

‘Fuck, Peter,’ she says, her fingers gripping the floor to stay upright. ‘Your dick feels so good.’

Peter groans in response.

‘How does my wife’s pussy feel?’ I ask, grinning from ear to ear. I love watching her with other men. I love the way she controls them, even when they think they’re in charge. I love the expressions on their faces when they feel how deliciously tight her pussy is for themselves. My buddy looks as though he’s just entered Nirvana. Meghan smiles at me – that wicked, naughty smile – and I know that she’s clenching her vagina muscles around his cock, gripping him tighter than a fist. Peter groans again.

‘God fucking… she’s amazing,’ Peter says, gripping her hips and easing all the way inside. ‘This is the best pussy I’ve ever felt…’

Meghan beams with pride and pushes back into him, forcing his length deep inside her. She locks eyes with me, smiling and moaning, her eyes rolling back in pleasure.

‘Better than your bitch ex-girlfriend?’ she says, arching her back to force her butt out even more. ‘Tell me I’m better than her!’

‘So much fucking better,’ Peter says, starting to thrust into her. He’s overcome with lust and arousal right now, so there’s no skill or finesse or tact to his lovemaking. He’s just pounding her from behind like his life depends on in. Meghan doesn’t mind, though. Every hard pump of his body makes her moan a little louder. I can tell from the noises that she’s mostly enjoying it. He might lack the delicacy or the grace of some of her other playmates, but sometimes she really loves getting a plain and simple hard fuck.

Meghan bucks her hips, pushing back into him, moaning every time his body collides with hers. She keeps her gaze on me, watching my approval. I can hardly breathe with excitement. All the times we’ve done this, all the times we’ve fooled around with other people, we’ve never done anything so naughty as to fuck a close friend. This feels so much more erotic than normal. I love it.

My cock throbs in my pants. Meghan glances at my underwear, eyes sparkling. I unbutton my shorts and ease myself free. She sighs with greedy lust, eyes fixed on her next prize – my firm, thick, hard cock. Bigger and better than any other she’s ever had. She groans louder now, encouraging Peter to fuck her even harder.

‘You like my pussy, Peter?’ she says, a sparkle in her eyes. ‘Show me how much you love this fucking pussy. Show me all the naughty things you fantasized about all these years. Come on!’

Peter takes the bait, fucking her in deep, hard strokes, slamming into her butt again and again. She moans louder and louder now, loving the way he pounds her from behind, loving his reckless, relentless aggression. She is his dirty slut and he is desperate to come inside her.

‘Keep fucking her,’ I say. ‘She loves it like that.’

Peter grins at me, a manic baring of teeth, as he fucks my wife from behind. He spanks her ass and she moans in pleasure. Meghan’s cries are getting more high-pitched and breathless now and I can tell that she’s nearing climax.

‘She’s gonna come, buddy,’ I say. ‘Don’t stop fucking her!’

Peter growls with passion, grabs her hips, and pounds my wife’s pussy like his life depends on it. The sound of wet skin smacking against wet skin fills the air. The smell of their sex – body fluids and burning latex – fills my nose. Meghan’s cries echo off the walls. I start to slowly stroke my cock as I watch them together.

Meghan’s climax is swift and short. She gives one final cry and her body rocks and shudders. She squeezes her eyes closed for a brief moment as the sensations overwhelm her. Then she looks straight at me and cries out in pleasure. Peter’s groans begin to deepen and his movements get a little jerkier and less controlled. My wife’s pussy must be gripping him even tighter than ever.

‘Come in me,’ she says, gasping, sensing his orgasm beginning to build and swell. ‘Come in my slutty pussy! I know you want to!’

Peter’s growls deepen, growing louder, to the point where he almost roars with aggressive passion. He slams into Meghan’s ass so hard she has to fight to keep herself upright. She gasps with pleasure, her face flushed with passion, eyes shining with delight. That’s my girl. That’s my filthy wife.

‘I’m gonna come,’ Peter says, filling her over and over now, gritting his teeth to stay in control for a few seconds longer. But he’s fighting a losing battle – Meghan’s pussy is far more powerful than any man’s self-control. I know that well.

Meghan locks eyes with me and grins. Then her mouth drops open in a wide O as Peter plunges deep inside her one final time and erupts into the condom. She giggles and groans and rocks her hips from side to side, driving him crazy with pleasurable sensations. He shudders, moaning in a single low syllable of primal passion, and empties his balls into my wife.

‘Fuck,’ he says. ‘Fuck!’

Meghan laughs, loving the way she reduced him to a swearing, naked mess of a man. She rocks her hips in little circles, milking every last drop of his spend. Finally, there is no more. Peter eases back and slumps against the foot of the cock, his wilting cock weighed down by the bulbous, dangling tip of the condom.

‘You look like you needed that,’ Meghan says, glancing at the filled condom. ‘I’m guessing it’s been a while, huh?’

He nods. He says, ‘You have no idea.’

‘Poor boy,’ she says. ‘Now you’ve had your turn, I’m gonna go see to my husband…’

She gets to her feet and walks across to me. I squeeze my cock one final time and lean back. My wife straddles my lap and sits down slowly. The tip of my manhood pierces her dripping, swollen pussy. She moans and sinks down onto it, breath catching in her throat.

There is nothing as wonderful as entering the woman you love – except doing it after someone else has warmed her up for you first. Meghan’s burning-hot tunnel is wonderfully wet and tight and absolutely ready for me. She sinks down into my lap, taking me deeper than Peter managed to reach, and intertwines her fingers with mine. I look into her eyes, seeing only love and trust and happiness there. She starts to roll her hips, riding me gently, slowly, lovingly.

I moan and sigh and let my wife take the lead. Her aching sex grips me better than anything else on earth. She rides me like that for a few long, slow, delicious minutes, before she begins to quicken her pace and starts to bounce in my lap. The head of my cock touches deep recesses of her womanhood, sending fireworks of pleasure through both of us at once. Peter watches the whole time, unable to look away. Meghan squeezes my shaft and glides up and down and slowly works herself up toward another climax. I can feel it all the way through her body.

‘Come with me,’ she says, barely above a whisper. ‘Come together.’

I let go of her hands and grab her ass. I start to pump upwards, pushing myself deep into her, fucking her from beneath. She moans and groans and wails, her body tightening in my hands, getting closer and closer-

‘I love you!’ she says.

Then she comes. Hard. She rocks in my arms, shuddering as a powerful full-body orgasm rips through her. She gasps and grabs my arms, fingers squeezing hard, and loses herself to the pleasure of our love.

The feeling of her tight pussy clenching around my shaft tips me over the edge. I pull her down into my lap, pushing my cock as deep as it can reach, and fill her with my come. She gasps at the feeling of my warm seed flooding her tunnels, still rocking and shuddering from her own climax. I hold her in place as wave after wave of hot, sticky semen jets inside her. There is no finer feeling in the world than this. None!

Our mutual climaxes subside and we slowly relax. She pants and giggles and kisses me on the cheek. She leans into me, letting us both enjoy the warmth of our lovemaking as our juices flow into one.

‘That was so fucking fun,’ she says.

I chuckle.

‘Wow,’ Peter says, from his place on the floor. ‘You guys… you do this a lot?’

‘Sometimes,’ I say. ‘You’re the friend we’ve ever done this with. You should be honored.’

‘I am,’ he says, laughing softly.

‘Do me a favor, Pete,’ Meghan says, looking back over her shoulder at him. ‘Promise me you won’t get back together with that crazy bitch. You’re a great guy, you deserve someone better.’

He nods for a moment, as though forgetting that he was dumped earlier today. Then he says, ‘Okay, sure.’

‘If you get back together,’ she says, ‘you’ll never get a night like this again.’

I smile to myself. She’s already planning our next encounter. That’s my girl.

‘You mean that?’ Peter says. ‘You’ll let me… I mean, the three of us…’

‘Absolutely,’ I say, wrapping my arms around my wife. ‘Like we said earlier, maybe you need to stay single for a while. Maybe we could fix you up with some friends of ours?’

‘Thanks,’ Peter says, gratitude on his face. ‘I mean that.’

Meghan clenches her sex on me again. I groan at the feeling.

‘I’m gonna go shower,’ she says. ‘You boys finish your beers. Come to bed soon, okay?’

She climbs off me, her juices slick on my shaft, and pads across the room, naked and unashamed, leaving two spent and satisfied men in her wake.

‘Jesus Christ,’ Peter says, ‘she’s a hell of a woman.’

‘You don’t need to tell me, buddy,’ I say. ‘I married her.’
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The Cuckold’s Tale:

Pandora’s Box

 

Do cuckolds regret sharing their wives with bigger, better, more passionate men? Bryce is beginning to wish he’d never suggested this lifestyle to his beautiful wife. While Dani eagerly prepares herself for a passionate night of fun and wild sex, Bryce can only watch and feel himself slowly going crazy with jealousy.

 

As the night rolls on and zero-hour approaches, Bryce reflects on the journey he and his wife have taken together, desperate to try and delay the moment Dani gives herself to another man. Bryce wanted to become a cuckold, and now his fantasy has come true. Be careful what you wish for. Once Pandora’s Box has been opened, it can never be closed again!

 

I stay where I am, rooted to the spot, a voyeur of my own wife’s seduction. I see the way they look at each other; the glee in his eyes, the unrestrained yearning in hers. She pushes her breasts out again as she leans against the counter. Her brown nipples darken and harden with excitement. My manhood – my aching, yearning, emasculated manhood – throbs painfully.

John stands next to my wife with his own glass of wine, facing the counter. They talk in low tones and toast one another. The glasses chime beautifully in the quiet kitchen. Then John slips his hand inside her panties. The effect is instantaneous. Her lips part in a sharp intake of breath. Her eyes roll back in her head. Her body seems to relax, as though she’s experiencing a massage. She parts her legs wider for him. He obliges and delves deeper. His fingers ripple the fabric of the panties. The sight of him so casually exploring my wife’s most intimate regions makes the snake inside my belly twist and bite and hiss in jealousy.

‘Do you wanna grab a beer or something?’ John says to me, calling over his shoulder, still with his fingers on my wife’s pussy.

‘I’m driving,’ I say, my voice flat and emotionless.

‘Help yourself,’ he says. ‘I got some soda in the fridge.’

I open my mouth to reply, but Dani moans in passionate pleasure, cutting me off. She opens her eyes and looks at John and says, ‘Nobody touches me like you do.’

I shove my hands in my pockets and stand there like an idiot, both insanely turned on and utterly humiliated. John removes his hand from her underwear and touches her lips with his wet fingers. She opens her mouth and greedily sucks his digits, one at a time, cleaning her juices, tasting herself, always looking at him for approval as she does.

‘Good girl,’ he says.

My wife purrs, trailing her tongue across his glistening fingers, always with a wicked, eager smile.

‘How do you taste today?’ he says.

‘Delicious.’

John puts his wine glass on the counter and stands in front of her. He kneels between my wife’s legs and hooks his finger beneath her purple panties and tugs them to the side. She giggles, watching him with an expression of purest excitement. He kisses her smoothly shaven mound and she sighs. The he gently trails his tongue along her lips and her sigh deepens into a breathless groan. She rolls her hips forward, presenting as much of her sex as possible to him. He responds by delving his tongue through her parted lips and lapping at her sweet juices. My wife moans with pleasure and takes another sip of her wine. She looks over at me and smiles, face flushed with erotic pleasure, eyes clouded by lust.

And I just stand there. Like a statue. Pants bulging, mind reeling, stomach writhing, heart racing. I just stand there and watch this man orally pleasure my wife.

‘That feels so good,’ Dani says, in a gentle, passionate sigh. ‘God, I love the way you do that.’

John responds by running his hands behind my wife and squeezing her ass. She squeals in delight and places one hand on his head, stroking his hair. She takes another drink of wine, purring deep in her throat as she swallows. I’ve never seen her look so relaxed, so happy, so deeply in lust.

My wife loses herself in the moment. She forgets my presence, focusing entirely on the man kneeling between her legs. She closes her eyes and moans his name, over and over, steadily growing louder and more breathless as he laps and teases her. John is a skilled lover. He pulls back far enough for me to see how wet and excited she is. Silvery trails of her nectar cling to his lips and tongue.
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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.
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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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The Cuckold’s Tale:

Happy Anniversary

 

This is it. No backing out now. My wife is about to meet her old boyfriend – the biggest lover she’s ever had…

 

Wedding anniversaries are a special occasion for all couples, and Connor intends to make this night the most memorable one ever. He’s treating his wife Ellie to a romantic getaway by the coast. A cute hotel. Romantic walks. Dinner dates. And her hung ex-boyfriend.

 

Ellie has no idea what Connor is planning, but she’s more than delighted to go along for the ride – and what a ride she’s about to enjoy…

 

‘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.
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