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Preface

Not much to say. This is one of my favorite stories. It isn’t perfect by any stretch. Even though it is short, there are some pacing issues. But the structure and the concept are clever, if I do say so myself. I’ve rewritten much of it recently and hope that even folks who read an earlier version will find it worthwhile to revisit this one with me.

A note of warning: This is a cuckold story. It is labeled as such, so this should not come as a surprise to readers. The wife isn’t always very nice to her husband and he doesn’t always stand up for himself as he probably should. The genre trades on this sort of bitch/wimp interaction, so I am not breaking new ground here, and I think in many ways this story is a less extreme version of the concept. Anyway, reader, you are forewarned.

A special thanks to Kenny Wright for designing the cover and giving me some suggestions for tightening the story.



Prologue: Reunion

It was our tenth anniversary, and as I sat across from Jessie at Jean-Paul's I couldn't help but notice that she was more beautiful than ever.  At thirty-four, a mother with two children, she was nonetheless a stunner, lighting up the room.

When we first met, she was working for an environmental non-profit. She was a twenty-two year-old, freshly minted Mount Holyoke grad. Her strawberry-blond hair was a tangled mess that hung limply down to her lower back. She had acne. Her pale, blue eyes were hidden behind Coke bottle glasses. She had an okay body, big boobs at least, but soft otherwise. She wasn't really big into exercise. Needless to say, she only shaved her legs on special occasions. But she was a cute girl, smart, and definitely in my league.

I'd like to think I've improved over the years. I was a bit of a nerd; still am I guess. But I've figured out how to dress. I run twenty miles a week. I’ve generally grown up. 

But Jessie... Jessie has blossomed. She sports a stylish wave, she got LASIK, and now that people can see her eyes, they are mesmerizing. She got into working out like crazy after Braden was born seven years ago, and redoubled her commitment to fitness after she had Maggie three years later, losing not just the baby weight in the process but sculpting her body into a tight, sexy package that always seems to turn heads. When people see us together, they literally assume I'm a multimillionaire and that she's my trophy wife. She's now definitely out of my league, but we've been together twelve years, married ten. We have a lovely home in the suburbs, two gorgeous kids.

Jessie stopped working after we had Maggie. It was just too much, and her non-profit was looking to cut staff anyway due to funding issues. I do okay as an accountant, but not well enough to swing a really nice anniversary trip (back before we had kids we always talked about doing our tenth in Hawaii), so we'd decided on dinner at Jean-Paul's at the Ritz, the snazziest restaurant in town. Not Hawaii, but not bad either.

The only reservation we could get on a Friday was for 6:00pm. But that was fine. It got us out of the house early and left the sitter the chore of putting the kids down.  The dinner was delicious and we had a five-course meal, including cocktails and a bottle of wine. Still, even though we were dragging it out, we were finished by 8:00pm. 

We decided it was too early to go home for the romantic part of the evening – not least of which was because the kids might still be up. So, instead, we crossed the lobby for a couple of drinks at the hotel bar. We could hear a fun little jazz trio playing, and it seemed lively.  As we walked in, I got a huge kick out of the men's reactions. Jessie was wearing a slinky, green satin cocktail dress that accented every curve. We sat at the bar and ordered a couple of drinks.

I love spending time with Jessie. She comes off all sweetness to strangers, but she has a delightfully sarcastic streak to her, especially after a few drinks.  We were people-watching, making fun of the overstuffed businessmen in the room, generally having a good time until it was an appropriate time to go home.

She spotted him first. "Oh my," she exclaimed.

I turned to look. And when I did he recognized me.

"Bill? Billy Morgan?" he said, extending his hand.

"Jesus, Chad?" I replied. "Haven't seen you in, what, ten years?"

He turned to Jessie. "And this is your sister, I hope," he said with a mischievous smile.

"My wife actually," I replied proudly. "Jessie meet Chad. Chad Jessie."

He stuck out his hand. "I was Billy's –"

"Freshman-year roommate," she finished his sentence. "Yes, I know."

He raised an eyebrow. "Billy must have told you about me. I assure you, everything he said was a lie," he said with a grin.

"I hope not," she smirked back.

***

We were having a few drinks with our friends Diane and Craig. I don't even know how the subject came up, but we started talking about freshman-year roommates, trying to one-up each other.

Craig's roomie was a Phish fanatic. He'd disappear for a week at a time when they toured within five hundred miles. He also cultivated a sixties vibe by bathing, at most, once a month, and by making their room a haven for all the campus potheads. Craig was pre-med, a straight arrow. Hilarity ensued. Well, not for Craig, but for everyone else.

Jessie's roommate was a Catholic fanatic. She dropped out of college sophomore year to enter a convent. Literally became a nun. Curious situation, but a little boring.

Diane's roomie was a Long Island JAP with an eating disorder and a slut streak a mile wide.  They actually got along great until the girl's Guido boyfriend showed up and basically tried to move into their dorm room, which would have been bad enough even if he hadn’t been continually trying to talk Diane into a threesome.

But I had the best stories. I had Chad. Like all other roommate pairs, we set up ground rules. A sock on the door meant, "privacy please." For most of my friends, this was a purely hypothetical concept. Not for Chad. First night, I went to the dorm-wide ice cream mixer, and by the time I got back, he had a girl in the room, and the sock on the door.

That wasn't a fluke. At first, it was sort of amusing, even titillating. But then it got annoying. There was one streak where nine out of eleven nights, I was locked out while Chad “entertained.” We finally made a rule that he could only use the sock three times a week, and never more than two days in a row.

"What's his secret?" Diane asked.

"He's a handsome fuck and hung like a horse," I replied drunkenly.

Jessie snorted, "Oh please, that doesn't matter."

"It does to the girls Chad hooked up with. Jesus, they were lining up. One time we were at a diner near campus, sitting in a booth, just talking, when the girl behind me overheard me say his name. She turns around and goes, 'You're Chad from Dawson Hall?' He goes, 'yup.' She gets all red faced. 'Is it true what they say?' He goes, 'Only one way to find out.' And they left together just like that."

Diane laughed. "Well, how big was he?"

"I dunno. But everyone used to joke that he only took up swimming because it gave him an excuse to wear a Speedo." 

They all laughed. 

"Anyway, there was always drama. Girls fighting over Chad... I mean, literally fighting, 2:00am one Saturday two girls got into a screaming and slapping cat fight outside our door. Then there was a girl who was like a secret admirer or something. Every few days she'd pin a pair of panties to our message board."

Craig laughed. "Alright, you win. To Chad!" And we drank a round to my ex-roommate. I didn't even have to bring out the big guns.



Chapter One: The Request

Chad and I got to be friends when we lived together, but sophomore year he joined a frat and we just didn't move in the same circles anymore. But even back in college, we were always friendly, would always buy a couple of beers and catch up if we ran into each other out. So, it wasn't weird for him to join us and buy a round.

I hadn't seen him in ten years, but if anything the fucker was even more handsome. Chestnut hair, hazel eyes, torso a perfect V. Worse, he was now a doctor, and not some regular doc, but rather an emergency room specialist who volunteered twice a year for Doctors without Borders. He’s like a genetically-engineered leg-spreading machine. He lived in New York, but he was in town for a conference, leaving the following morning.

One round turned into two, then three. We told him about our lives, he gave us more details about his. He had great stories. Some heartbreaking, others hysterical. That was the thing about Chad. As a guy, you wanted to hate him, but you just couldn't. He was smart, genuine, and funny.

Jessie was hanging on every word, so much so that it almost made me jealous. But I put that out of my mind. We were just having a few drinks with an old friend, what could happen?

After a while, Jessie just blurted out, "How in the world are you not married?"

He gave her a thoughtful look, "I don't know. I'm always busy, and I guess I've just never found the right woman."

I laughed. "Or maybe you've just found too many of them."

He chuckled. "Well, that is the other possibility."

We were close to finishing our drinks, and I was ready to take Jessie home for what I hoped was the highpoint of the evening. I started to ask for the check, when Jessie cut me off, "Let's get one more round and then we'll go. It's still early."

I shrugged. It wasn't even 10:00pm yet, and we didn't live far. If we were going to stay, I needed to pee, so I excused myself and went off to the bathroom. 

I wasn't gone long. On my return, Jessie and Chad were sitting side by side, talking quietly.  When I approached, they went silent. 

"Everything okay?" I asked.

Jessie took a swig of her wine. She put her hand on my arm. "Baby, this is going to sound crazy, but I want to fuck Chad."

I gasped. They were staring at me blankly. I laughed. They didn't join in. "Are you kidding?"

She shook her head, "No, I mean it. I want to do this."

"Well, you can't," I snapped, my voice harsher than I’d expected. This was a joke after all. Wasn’t it?

My peremptory tone seemed to set her off. She regarded me coldly. "We're celebrating our tenth wedding anniversary, not ten years of bondage."

"Yeah, and marriages have vows."

"Which is why I'm not going behind your back."

"This is crazy. You want to destroy our family for an evening of meaningless sex?"

"No," she replied, "I’d like you to allow me an evening of meaningless sex and let it be meaningless."

Chad stood up and excused himself to go to the bathroom. "I think I'll let you two hammer this out."

I was stuck on the concept of “meaningless sex.” What did that mean? Was I missing something? My wife wanted to screw my old college roommate. It was just that. He was hot and she… she wanted to fuck him. And I thought about those dozens of times a day when I saw a pretty woman and thought, I’d do her. Of course, I would, but would she do me? And if she would, would I just go for it? Or ask Jessie permission?

I turned back to Jessie. Her expression had softened. "Please, I really want to do this."

"Why?"

And why was I asking? What difference did it make? It was a crazy idea, but she was discussing it so matter-of-factly that I began to wonder if I were the crazy one.

"Because he's beautiful, and funny, and I'm guessing he's very good at it."

"I don't satisfy you?" I asked defensively.

"Oh baby, of course you do. This is just about trying something new. Like sky diving or something."

"This is not like sky diving," I replied.

"Right, there is no risk of death and dismemberment here. Think of it like a massage, except instead of hands on my back, it'll be his penis in my vagina," she said with a giddy smile.

"Now you're just being silly."

“Yes, exactly! This is just a silly, meaningless, lark. One dumb night that we’ll laugh about when we’re old and doddery.”

I regarded her skeptically. 

"Okay, consider it my anniversary present,” she suggested as an alternative frame.

"And what’s my special anniversary present then?"

And now suddenly we were negotiating about it. Truth is, I was still reeling from her request. A bolt out of the blue. It was that more than anything that had me flustered. Maybe if I’d just said no again, just held my ground it would have been different, but now I was giving her mixed signals and she seemed eager to read that as evidence I had come around.

"Name it," she replied with a saucy grin. "You get a 'get out of jail free card' of course, but I know there are some other things you'd like to try."

"You mean..." I'd always fantasized about trying anal, and had even mentioned it once or twice, though always after a few drinks, and always in situations where I could laugh it off as a joke. And the truth is, when push came to shove, I wasn’t really sure I’d be up for either pushing or shoving my dick into her ass. It was more of a fantasy than a desire.

But before I could really complete my thought, she nodded. "If you promise to go slow, but yeah, look, I know I'm asking a lot, but I promise I'll make it up to you any way I can."

That left me speechless. This wasn’t my Jessie. My Jessie wasn’t so direct, so adventurous, so open-minded.

Chad came back from the men's room, and before I could react she gave him a thumbs up. I groaned. He walked over and clapped me on the shoulder.

"Don't worry, buddy, I'll make sure it is a pleasurable and memorable experience."

That’s exactly what I am worried about. But I couldn’t quite seem to get the words out.

Jessie turned toward me and gave me a big kiss. "Thank you baby. Do you want to wait for me, or should I cab home?" she asked excitedly. "You're staying at the hotel, right?" she asked Chad.

"I am, but believe it or not, I have a roommate."

"Maybe you can put a sock on the door," I snapped.

He laughed. "No, but I can go see about getting another room."

"No, you don't need to do that," Jessie said. "We don't live that far. Just come back to our place."

"What about the kids?" I asked, incredulous.

"They're asleep, and anyway, I'm pretty sure we were planning to lock the door tonight." She turned back to Chad. "So, what do you say?"

He looked at her, then at me. For a moment I hoped some remnant of the bro’ code might prevail. Fucking a man's wife in his own bed was as bad as it gets. But instead he just grinned. "Let's do it."

We were pretty buzzed, and I probably shouldn't have driven, but it was a short trip. Jessie and Chad jumped into the back seat together. I was up-front, their chauffeur. They sat close, holding hands, talking softly, giggling, kissing occasionally.

When we got home, I unlocked the front door, and they stumbled in together, arm-in-arm. Kelly, the babysitter, appeared, startling them, and they quickly separated, looking guilty.

"Hi Kelly," Jessie said with a slight slur. "How were the kids?"

"Fine, fine," she replied awkwardly, staring from Chad to me and back to Jessie.

"Oh, this is Bill's college roommate. Chad meet Kelly."

He shook her hand and flashed her a million dollar smile. She looked at him wide-eyed, her panties probably getting wet as she did. Is it bad to think of my teenage babysitter’s panties?

Chad didn’t seem to think so. He purred, "A girl as pretty as you must have better things to do on a Friday night than babysit."

She looked a little flustered but was obviously pleased with the compliment.

"Jesus Chad, she's sixteen," Jessie muttered softly, amused. She turned to me, "Bill, can you drive Kelly home?"

"Well, I'm pretty tired, maybe Chad could do it," I said sweetly.

"That's okay with me," Kelly said, a little too quickly.

Jessie laughed. "Not on your life. Your mother would kill me if I got you Junoed up."

"Mrs. Morgan!" she hissed, blushing red, though I don't know whether she was genuinely offended, or just embarrassed that Jessie could read her so easily.

I hustled Kelly out the door, and turned back to look at them giggling. "This isn't funny," I snapped.

"Not even a little funny?" Jessie asked as they continued laughing.

It was an awkward car ride, though mercifully short. She'd seen them walk in together, seen them separate guiltily, seen them making drunken sexual innuendos. She wasn't a stupid girl. She had to know something was up.

I dropped her off without a word and drove back home. 


Chapter Two: Seeing is Believing

I noticed they'd raided the fridge for the bottle of champagne I'd left chilling. I went upstairs and checked on the kids. They were mercifully fast asleep. I headed toward the master bedroom, and then I saw it.

A sock on the door. Cute. I threw the sock down the hall. I turned the knob. It was locked. From inside I could hear them talking over the sounds of soft Jazz coming from the radio. I knocked softly. No answer. I knocked louder. Still no answer. I knew they could hear me, but were just ignoring me. I didn't want to knock any louder. The last thing I wanted was to wake the kids.

I didn't even know what I was doing. It wasn't like Jessie had hinted that she wanted me to join in. I guessed I'd expected one last chance to talk her out of it, but apparently that ship had sailed. And yet, I couldn't bring myself to just walk away. I had to see what was going on. Had to see if it was going to be like I'd remembered.

***

My refusal to turn over the dorm room to Chad on demand did nothing to dampen either his appetites or his appeal to the opposite sex. I'd usually still cut him some slack, but one night, I was coming home late and drunk from a party. As usual, I'd had no luck with the ladies, and frankly I was just hoping to climb into bed and maybe rub one out before falling asleep.

As I walked to our room, Chad appeared from the other end of the hallway, arm-in-arm with a very busty blonde, in a very short skirt. Very busty. Torpedoes, cleavage, a hint of nipples even through her bra and top. And those legs, long and tanned... the kind of girl who’d give me a small headshake, warning me off if I even looked her direction. Out of my league.

We met at the door.

"Hey roomie, any chance I can get a little privacy?" he asked.

I shook my head, "Dude, not tonight, I am beat, I just wanna climb into bed."

He paused for a minute, thinking. Then he said, "Well, I don't mind if you stick around, what about you Angela?"

"No way," she hissed, eyeing me venomously.

"Then your place?" he suggested.

She shook her head, "Can't. My cunt of a roommate has called the RA on me twice already."

"Well, then it’s here or nowhere," he said with a smirk. He was obviously enjoying this.

She glared at me. Then she looked back at Chad, and finally back at me. "Fine, fuck it, but you better not look," she snipped. I wasn’t worthy of even gazing upon her. Bitch.

Chad unlocked the door and pushed her inside. He gave me a wink, "Watch all you want."

Our beds were on opposite sides of the room, with our desks between us. The lights were out, but it was a small room, and they weren't particularly modest. This wasn't making love quietly under the covers. It was an aggressive, loud, drunken fuck.

I was, I guess… it is embarrassing to admit… stroking it to their sounds. She was a moaner, and as usual with girls he hooked up with, he was pushing her buttons just right. I kept peering over, trying to be smooth, not really succeeding.

As the minutes passed, my eyes adjusted to the dark. There was some ambient light – the numbers on the clock radio, light from hallway coming in under the door, the moonlight through the windows. 

I looked over again, and she was riding him, her pale skin seeming to absorb all the light in the room. Her big tits were bouncing wildly. She was close and getting louder. He was slapping her ass. I was jacking like a fiend. And then she looked over at me, and despite the dark, our eyes met. Her eyes rolled back in her head as she growled orgasmically. I came too, so hard I saw stars, leaving me covered in my own jism.

I wish I could say it was a one-time thing, but it wasn't. Chad still used the sock on the doorknob on occasion, when there was a girl he actually liked or a girl with some actual self-esteem, I guess. But watching Chad fuck sluts was a pretty regular part of my freshman year social life. I'd seen him do wild things to girls, bring out amazing reactions. 

***

Despite the pain of the situation, I knew I had to see what he was going to do with my wife.

They'd locked the door, but it was a lovely evening, and I was pretty sure they wouldn't bother to close the door to the deck off the bedroom. I went into the guest room, and opened the window. I clambered out onto a wedge of roof. After two steps I realized how bad an idea it was. I was twenty feet above the ground, drunk, and the roof was steeper than I'd thought. It was a miracle I didn't break my neck. 

I managed to edge my way along until I was able to grab a hold of the deck railing. I kicked off my shoes, and they landed down below in the bushes. Then I flung myself onto the deck, landing barefoot and quietly enough that they didn't hear me.

Sure enough the French doors were open, letting in a nice breeze that also caused the curtains to billow. I stood on the deck and peered into my own bedroom.

They'd removed their shoes, but were otherwise fully clothed. Yet the scene was far from innocent. They were seated on the bed, two half-empty glasses of champagne on the bedside table, kissing passionately. They'd been at it for a while, their clothes disheveled, both of them breathing heavily. 

Chad bent down to kiss her neck, and she threw back her head in passion. Her eyes were glassy, her lipstick smudged. She was grasping at him, rubbing his shoulders, his back. He was caressing her tenderly, his hands on her face, tracing her ear lobes, fondling the nape of her neck.

He was an active participant, but clearly holding back, responding to her, but not pushing the pace. He was turning her into the aggressor. Her hand groped at his crotch, and he didn't stop her, but his caresses remained focused on her arms, her neck, her shoulders, and her face.

She grabbed at his shirt, undoing some buttons, ripping others, and then burying her face in his chest, fondling his powerful pectorals, kissing and sucking his nipples. She was now kneeling up on the bed, leaning over him. He rubbed her calves, the back of her knees, but his hands stayed far from her thighs, her breasts.

She stood up suddenly and lifted her dress over her head, throwing it to the floor. She was a vision in black lace: demi-cup bra that barely contained her full breasts, her erect nipples stretching the fabric; matching thong panties that did little to hide her closely trimmed strawberry blond muff; and black, thigh-high stockings. She'd dressed up for me apparently.

With a feral grunt, she launched herself at him, straddling him, her hips pumping, grinding her pelvis into his crotch. He rubbed her back, kissed her again. She moaned in frustration, tore off her bra, and tried to press her tits into his mouth. With a smile, he avoided her nipples, instead lightly kissing the valley between her boobs.

Again, she jumped to her feet. This time she slid her panties over her hips, and let them drop to the floor. She stood before him now, swaying sensuously, two fingers sliding between her labia, exposing her puffy clit before plunging deep inside her. Her snatch glistened wetly, her fingers squishing in and out of her pussy.

"Do you like what you see?" she moaned, inviting him to take her.

Chapter Two: Possession

He just sat there, hands on his thighs, a big grin on his face, saying nothing.

I didn’t understand at first. It had been a long time after all. All I could think about was how sexy my wife was. I could never have resisted. Even now, I was tempted to rush in, seize her, throw her on the bed, bury my face in her crotch and eat that sweet, wet pussy until she gasped and thrashed and came again and again.  

And then I realized it. He wasn't just going to fuck my wife. He was going to possess her.

***

Chad had a lot of theories about women. And given his amazing success with them I was inclined to listen. I mean, the guy was handsome, funny, and hung. That would have ensured some success no matter what. But that didn't explain the hold he had over some of these girls. I mean, they knew he was an epic womanizer, that they were just a notch on his belt, and yet they came back for more, again and again and again.

His main theory was that during sex, women didn't get satisfaction from orgasms, but got orgasms from satisfaction, or something like that. The point was, women, especially hot women are so used to guys drooling all over them that what really turns them on is when they have to work for it.

He also had a bunch of practical rules. 

Chad rule #1: "If you want to impress a girl in bed, don't eat her out." He wasn't against giving oral, per se, but he argued it often led to bad sex. It is submissive, and most girls want to be dominated. It's too easy as well. Any guy can get a girl off with his tongue, so girls don't respect it. And finally, it is too intense for a lot of girls and makes multiple orgasms impossible. "If you want to get a girl off fast so you blow your load guilt free, go ahead. But that's all you're gonna get out of it."

Chad rule #2: "Don't touch anything in the triangle between her tits and her pussy until she’s pumping her hips involuntarily." Most guys are in a rush to play with titty and get their fingers wet, but according to Chad the secret to really getting girls worked up is restraint so that they feel they've earned it. When you finally give them the cock, they need to feel like they worked for it.

Chad rule #3: "No matter how good the fuck, no matter how mind blowing, always act a little disappointed so that their pride forces them to try even harder next time." 

I know it sounds crazy, and it isn't like Chad always practiced what he preached. But for a year, I saw an endless parade of some of the hottest ass on campus falling all over themselves to impress the guy. 

***

Chad was obviously implementing his strategy with my wife, and so far it was working like a charm.

Finally Chad got to his feet and approached my wife. He placed his hands on her shoulders. She responded to his gentle prompting by eagerly dropping to her knees. It was as if she’d been waiting for permission. She reached for him, loosening his belt and drawing down his zipper, yanking his pants down until they pooled around his ankles. He was wearing boxer briefs, and she eagerly rubbed his bulge through the fabric, looking up at him excitedly, almost, I thought ungenerously, like a dog expecting a treat.

She peeled the briefs off, freeing his thick, semi-rigid dong, which she immediately inhaled deep into her mouth. Staring up at him, she enthusiastically gobbled him down, bobbing wetly on his prick, her hand squishing up and down his shaft.

My wife is a feminist, both self-described and in practice. But in that instant, she’d turned into a submissive slut, pleased, gratefully even that he was allowing her the honor of worshipping his cock.

He smiled at her happily, his hands playfully mussing her hair as he stiffened in her mouth. When he was fully erect, she sat back on her heels and stroked him slowly, obviously admiring his hard, thick shaft and bulbous mushroom head. Then she leaned forward and slowly started licking his cock up and down, the tip of her tongue darting this way and that.

I think if he’d let her, she’d have been willing to service him forever, or least until he came in her mouth or on her face, neither of which she’d ever allowed with me. Instead, he reached out his hand and encouraged her to her feet.

She stood up and kissed him passionately, her hand stroking him firmly. Rising up on her tippy toes, she leaned into him, grinding against him, pressing his cock between her legs. She moaned sensuously as his hardness made contact with her wet slit. For a moment, I thought he might take her like that, standing up, but instead he withdrew and sat back down on the bed, an amused look on his face.

He patted the bed beside him. Jessie groaned and the launched herself back at him, climbing into his lap, obviously intending to impale herself on his dick. I’d never seen her like this, this cock-hungry, this sexual. 

He easily deflected her, grabbing her around the waist and pulling her onto the bed by his side. She pressed up against him, again reaching for his crotch.

"I want it inside me," she hissed.

"I know," he said with a grin. "But I haven't even tasted these yet."

He pushed her onto her back, and leaned down to gently suckle her erect nipples.  She has amazing nips, raspberry sized and incredibly sensitive. As he sucked one, he rolled the other between his thumb and forefinger, eliciting from her a round of heartbreakingly sensuous moans.

She reached down between her legs and roughly fingered herself.

"I'm so ready for you," she groaned as she pumped her hips up and down.

Chad grabbed her wrists and held them above her head with one hand as he continued to kiss, suck, and caress her body with the other. She groaned in frustration. She was literally writhing on the bed, moaning though quick, shallow breaths, her nipples fully erect and dark red, her skin waxy, legs splayed.

"Please! I'll do anything," she begged.

He chuckled and apparently took pity on her, rolling on top of her, her hands still pinned over her head. She was thrusting her hips against him, trying to capture his cock, but he stayed just out of reach. He kissed her tenderly.

"Shhh, baby, just relax," he breathed.

She groaned in frustration, but did as he suggested. They kissed again. He pressed his body against hers. He released her hands, and she wrapped her arms around his neck. His own hands cupped her face tenderly as they kissed passionately. I couldn't see him enter her, but her sudden satisfied sigh left no doubt what had happened.

His ass rose and fell slowly as he penetrated her deeper with every thrust. She wrapped her legs around his waist, her moans getting louder and louder, a sultry soundtrack to their coupling.

"Give me all of it," she gasped.

He smiled and rose up on his muscular arms. She veritably shivered in anticipation. His ass rose, and then with a powerful thrust he buried his fat tool fully inside my wife.

She didn't make a sound at first. Her mouth gaped open and her eyelids fluttered. Then her body began to convulse in a series of jerky spasms.

"Oh God! Oh God! Oh God!" she cried out, before again falling silent, her body now still except for her hips which continued to make slow circles. Her face now a mask of contented satisfaction.

Chad gave her a moment to recover and then began to fuck her with long, deep, slow strokes that quickly seemed to rekindle her excitement. 

Chapter Three: Sui Generis

I should have stopped it. Of course, I should. And I could have. Don’t think I don’t know that. I do. It would not have been pleasant, but had I stormed into the room, and demanded they stop, even going to the point of literally interposing myself between them, I could have stopped it. But I didn’t.

Part of it was that I knew it would create a wound between me and Jessie that would never heal. It would have been too mortifying for words. At least if I let it happen, I might be hurt, but she would be apologetic. There was more of a future in that than in both of us being angry and resentful. 

And that’s the thing. I knew she’d be grateful. I knew it because he always left women not just satisfied, but almost giddy. I knew it because I’d been told outright that he was “one-of-a-kind.” In a way, in a very weird way, it was something I wanted Jessie to experience. Because I loved her, I was willing to give her a gift I knew she’d always cherish. And yet, as before, it was also heartbreaking.

***

Janice was one of Chad's conquests. She was a raven-haired beauty, tall and slim, with piercing blue eyes. A senior. She could have been a model. 

She'd rated the sock on the doorknob, so I hadn't watched them making love. But from the way she started hanging around our room, it was obvious she was smitten. She reminded me a little of a cat who'd been given a bowl of milk and now returned to the same house over and over hoping for more.

Chad was always perfectly nice to her, but he made it clear he wasn't looking for a relationship. Still they fooled around a few of more times, and that seemed good enough for her. She was under no illusion that he had any real feelings for her, or that she'd ever be more than a hook up to him, but even still she'd come around a couple of times a week and just hang out waiting for him if he was out. A few times she was there when he came home with another girl, and when that happened she'd just leave gracefully. The whole thing was baffling. She was just a gorgeous girl.

Anyway, we got to be friends. Turns out we had a lot in common, at least intellectually, and it was fun talking with her. But finally, after a few weeks I just had to know what kept her coming back.

"So, are you like in love with Chad?"

She laughed, a delightful sound. "Why do you ask?"

I shrugged. "I dunno. Just seems weird. I mean, you know there are a million guys on campus who'd love to be with you." I didn't need to mention I was one of those guys. She obviously knew.

She nodded thoughtfully. "No, not in love. Infatuated maybe. Definitely in lust." She paused. "He's, well, pretty amazing in the sack. I know that seems shallow, but I have a real good time with him."

"Well, but..."

She cut me off, "I know what you're going to say. But, well, he's not my first. I've been, you know, around the block a few times."

I snorted.

"No really."

I regarded her skeptically. "You seem so, I dunno, together or maybe even unattainable. Hard to imagine that."

She smiled. "I'll take that as a compliment. But what some guys see as unattainable, others see as a challenge. Especially, you know, older guys. I don't really want to get into all of that. I made a lot of mistakes. Started too young for one. But anyway, what I'm trying to say is that this isn't one of those cases of a girl falling for the guy who popped her cherry."

"So what is it? Is it just that he's big?"

She laughed. "You guys are funny. You always think it’s a size thing."

"Well, I mean, he is, right? That's what everyone says."

"Says, huh?" She said with a smirk. I blushed a deep red. "I've had bigger. But yeah, look, he's a stud all around. And yes, he does have a beautiful cock.  Big, but not too big. That's not the main thing."

"So?"

"It's hard to explain." She hesitated. "It's like he can read my mind or something. It's not that he does anything that other guys don't. There is no double secret technique or anything. It's just that, well, he gives me exactly what I need when I need it."

"But couldn't you just tell a guy what you want?"

"Yeah, but sometimes you don't even quite know what you want, ya know? He's very intuitive, I guess. And it's not just one size fits all either. I mean a friend of mine, Rachel, hooked up with him, and she kept going on about how good he was, but the way she described it, all spanking and choking and shit, it just didn't seem appealing. But I dunno, from how she was raving I decided to give it a shot. But with me he was totally different. He was tender, slow. I didn't even know I could come just from having my nipples touched." 

She blushed. "Okay, that was TMI there. But even though he's nailing half the girls on campus, when I'm with him it's this amazing connection. Like I'm the only girl in the world, and his only interest is in pleasing me. He’s really one-of-a-kind."

***

As Chad and Jessie made love I couldn't help but notice how different it was from what she was used to with me.

For one thing they'd left the lights on. We never did when we were alone. When Jessie and I first met, she had, I guess, some self-esteem issues with her body. She was soft, chubby even, and she always insisted on a lights-out, under-the-covers type of intimacy. And even on those rare occasions when we had morning sex, she was always a "shut your eyes and concentrate" type of lover.

But with Chad it was as if for the first time she was recognizing the visual element. She was looking up at him, her hands following her eyes, caressing his face, exploring his muscular arms, his well-defined chest. Over and over her gaze drifted down between them to watch as his thick cock churned into her pussy. Chad reached for a pillow and wedged it under her head so that she could see between her legs more easily.

They were also talking, laughing. Sweet little nothings. He complimented her, telling her how beautiful she was, how much he loved her breasts, how good her pussy felt. She reciprocated, praising his physique, his cock. He teased her lightly, accusing her of being a kept women. She called him a failed gigolo. It was intimate, surprisingly comfortable.

After a while, he pulled out and positioned her on her side. He spooned her close, entering her again from behind. And he pumped his cock into her, his hands explored her body, pinching her nipples, his other hand sliding between her legs and rubbing her clit.

Her breaths quickened, and she moaned softly.

"Come for me. You're so beautiful when you come," he breathed in her ear.

She gasped suddenly, her ass grinding against him. "Oh God yes," she hissed as she climaxed again.

Before she could recover, he rolled her onto her stomach and began fucking her vigorously from above, pulling his cock almost all the way out before thrusting powerfully back into her. Harder and now faster, his big tool battered my wife's vagina. 

With each stroke, she grunted loudly in discomfort. I knew she didn’t like this. She didn’t like it this hard, and she hated even the idea of being taken from behind. “Disrespectful and dehumanizing,” she’d said. 

He was close, and then with a sudden, especially brutal thrust, he remained buried fully inside her as his body shivered in climax. I felt bad for Jessie. He’d lost his touch. At the end there, it seemed like he was just in it for himself. 

He rolled off her and snuggled up close. Still on her stomach, she turned her head to face him. They kissed.

"That was wonderful," she cooed with tears of joy in her eye. “You enjoyed it?” she asked hopefully.

And I realized he was again one step ahead of me, that it had turned her on to be able to handle him like that.

He nodded. “You’re amazing.”

“You too,” she gushed.

"Was it worth it?"

"I dunno yet."

"What did you have to offer Billy to make him okay with this?"

"Guess."

He looked at her thoughtfully. "Billy's a great guy, but not real imaginative. Gotta be either a threesome or anal."

She giggled. "You got it," she replied slapping her butt.

"Well, I can't blame him. You have a lovely ass." He caressed her butt cheeks. He paused. "Have you ever done it?"

"No. I'm a little scared actually."

"How about Billy?"

"Giving or getting?" she said with a laugh, though she immediately regretted it. "I shouldn’t have said that. Anyway, I'm pretty sure the answer is no."

Chad whistled softly. "Well, it isn't an amateur move. Would you like me to give you a few tips?" he said, sliding a finger between her cheeks and gently teasing her anus.

"I have a feeling you'd like to give me more than a tip."

He chuckled at the double entendre.

"Well, it would be easier if I just demonstrated," he replied.

"That's very generous of you to offer to make that kind of sacrifice, but…"

He licked his finger and gently tickled her anus.

“…I don’t know about this,” she sighed.

But she didn’t push him away, didn’t shrink from his touch. If anything, I thought I saw her lift off the bed, almost imperceptibly, and push back against his finger. 

“You’ll like it. And it will make Billy very happy.”

He punctuated, “happy” but pressing his digit inside her. Just the tip, but enough to make her gasp.

“Please go slow.” 

I gasped. Oh God, she was going to let him do it, let him fuck her up the ass. He smiled as he interpreted her words the same way.

"Do you have any lube?"

"There is some body lotion in my bedside table."

He reached over and pulled out the tube, squeezing a generous amount onto his fingertips and began fingering Jessie's bottom. He took it real slow at first, lots of lube, lots of encouragement. A few minutes stretching her ass, followed by an equivalent amount of time teasing her clit or rubbing her shoulders.

After a while he replaced his index finger with his thumb, then with two fingers gently preparing her butt. She was groaning softly, her ass slowly rising and falling in time with his thrusts. I could see his cock stiffening in anticipation of deflowering my wife's ass.

I felt a raindrop, but I ignored it as Chad straddled my wife. She turned and anxiously looked at him over her shoulder. He caressed her cheek even as he coated his dick with the lotion. She lay down flat and buried her face in the pillow.

He pressed his lubed up shaft between her butt cheeks and pumped it back and forth until he was fully erect. Then quickly, confidently he pressed the tip of his cock into her ass and entered her. She let out a loud grunt and shuddered. He leaned forward and nibbled her ear as he penetrated her a little deeper. She hissed through clenched teeth.

"Does it hurt?"

"Yes," she grunted.

"Do you want me to stop?"

"No," she replied quickly.

He grinned. "Just remember, breathe and relax. Breathe and relax."

I felt another drop of rain, and another. I decided I needed to retreat now if I had any chance of making it back to the window. And anyway, I'd seen enough. Too much.

I managed to retrace my steps without breaking my neck. Back in the hallway, I paced back and forth between our bedroom and the kids’. Whatever was going to happen between Jessie and me, I was determined not to let the kids in on it. My biggest nightmare was that one of them would wake up to pee, and in the process happen close enough to the bedroom to hear their mother being buttfucked. Even if they didn't realize or understand what was happening, it would be a bad scene.

I ended up setting up watch in the guest bedroom, adjacent to ours, and kitty corner from Braden's. Thankfully, none of the doors opened during the night, although my proximity meant that I'd sometimes hear snippets coming from the bedroom, sultry moans, happy giggles, and the repeated sounds of our bed creaking rhythmically beneath them.



Chapter Four: Making Amends

I was awake most of the night. It was hard enough when they were going at it, wondering what he was doing to her, she to him. Was he fucking her doggy-style, pulling her hair, spanking her ass? Was she going to let him titty-fuck her? Would she let him come on her face, her breasts, in her mouth? All the things I had fantasized about but never tried, I imagined him doing.

In a weird way, though, the silences were even harder to handle. I kept expecting the door to open, and him to walk out and get the fuck out of my life. But as the minutes passed after the last encounter and the door remained resolutely shut, I was forced to imagine what was going on inside.

Please Chad, just once more, I’ve never been fucked like that before. Or was it non-verbal, her simply sliding down his long, muscular body to suck his fat cock straight from her pussy or her ass into her mouth to get him hard again? Or was he the one in control, ordering her around, commanding her to remain on the bed so he could have her again? Or worse, was it just understood, the two of them face-to-face, cuddling, giggling, kissing, enjoying each other too much to stop or even think about ending the night?

I thought I’d never fall asleep, but I must have drifted off at some point because I was awakened by Maggie getting up shortly after sunrise as usual. After she went to the bathroom, I snuggled up with her in the guest bedroom until Braden woke up as well.

I took the kids downstairs and made them breakfast. We played some games, and then I put them in front of SpongeBob, which is one of the few shows a seven-year-old boy and a four-year-old girl could agree on.

Around 9:00am Jessie came downstairs, dressed in her fluffy bathrobe and looking undeniably radiant. She came over and gave me a hug.

"I owe you big time," she whispered in my ear.

"When did he leave?" I replied curtly. I hadn't heard him depart, but I knew he had any early flight.

"Well..." she began sheepishly. "He didn't. He's still here, I convinced him to change his flight."

"Jesus Jessie," I hissed under my breath. "What about the kids?"

"I just called my Mom. She can take them tonight. She'll be ready for them around 3:00pm."

"What about until then?"

"I'd like you to take them out. I'll make it up to you," she replied confidently.

"Oh did Chad teach you some new tricks?" I sneered.

She smirked. "Maybe. And maybe he'll teach me some more today."

Before I could respond she turned toward the family room. "Good news kids, you get to go to Gammy's tonight." The kids cheered. Their grandmother always spoiled them. "And even better, Daddy just agreed to you to the park and Chuck-E-Cheese." More cheers.

I gave Jessie a murderous look. She shrugged and silently mouthed, "I'm sorry."

I wasn't about to cause a scene in front of the kids. And anyway, I was just as happy to be out of the house. Though there was something particularly galling about sitting in a Chuck-E-Cheese listening to a giant rat sing insipid songs knowing that back at home my wife was probably getting her brains fucked out by my college roommate.

I got through the day and dropped off the kids at Gammy's, and then drove home to confront that situation.

As I walked in, Jessie met me in the foyer. She was in a see-though negligee and dolled up as if for a night on the town.

"What's this?" I hissed.

"I'm so, so sorry. I was horrible to you this morning. Can you ever forgive me?" she said as she dropped down to her knees before me backing me against the door.

"No, don't." I didn't want her to touch me.

She grabbed my pants firmly and yanked them down, taking my boxers off at the same time. Without a word, she took my cock completely into her mouth. As she sucked me off enthusiastically, I looked up to see Chad, standing in the living room, a glass of scotch raised to me in a silent toast.

***

Madison was a cunt. No two ways about it. A cunt. Snooty and superior, she dripped with contempt for almost everyone she came across. Tall and blond, with big boobs and blue eyes, her parents were filthy rich. She drove a Beemer. A fucking nineteen-year-old girl with a BMW convertible. Sorority girl, of course. Business major, though she'd never actually have a job. Straight out of the Mean Girl mold.

But like all the other girls on campus she'd set her sights on Chad. He didn't like her, but, of course, that didn't mean he wouldn't fuck her. She flirted madly. He pretended not to notice. She became even more obvious, draping herself all over him at a party we were at together, almost shoving her braless cleavage into his face.

"Be careful you could put an eye out with one of those," I joked.

She shot me a dirty look. "Mind your own business, fagboy," she hissed.

A cold look flashed in Chad's eyes. I thought he was about to tell her off, but instead, he composed his features and said to her, "you wanna dance?"

I watched them go off toward the music, surprised that I had so badly misread Chad. It was getting late anyway, and I was pretty buzzed, so I decided to go back to the dorm. No way he was getting the room from me tonight. Not for her at least.

I lied down and started to jerk it, more out of frustration than any horniness, and then I heard the key in the lock. I quickly unhanded myself.

From under the covers, I called out, "Dude, I'm beat. So if you're with a friend, you're going to need to find another place."

"I'm here to say I'm sorry," replied a girl's voice as the light turned on.

I looked up to see Madison approaching me, her blouse completely undone, her big, beautiful tits jiggling with each step.

I swung my feet out of the bed and sat on the edge. "I'm not in the mood for games."

"I'm not playing games," she replied dropping to her knees between my legs.

I stared in shock as she slid my boxers off and took my dick into her mouth. If I hadn't been so stunned, I'd have blown my load right away. Instead, between my surprise and the booze, I made her work for it. She may have been a snooty bitch, but she could really suck cock. She bobbed up and down enthusiastically, and then rubbed the head of my cock against her nipples. She swallowed me whole again and I just exploded without warning. I expected her to pull away angry, but instead she just swallowed my load without comment.

My head was spinning. I couldn't believe what had just happened. Couldn't explain it either. She sucked me dry, and then turned her head toward the door. I followed her gaze to see Chad standing in the doorway grinning.

"Good enough?" she asked him.

He nodded and took her hand, leading her over to his bed. He proceeded to fuck her hard, doggy style with lots of hair pulling and ass spanking. And when he was done, he brusquely dismissed her.

Amazingly he'd tapped into some sort of submissive streak or something, because she kept coming back for more, and each time the price of admission was that she had to suck me off first.

I finally asked him, "Why?"

He looked at me surprised. Then answered in a tone that suggested it was all self-evident. "Because we're buds, and I'm not gonna let some slut bring you down."

***

I was close. Jessie was slurping me eagerly, massaging my balls at the same time. I warned her. She looked up and nodded, and swallowed me deep yet again. I came hard, and Jessie swallowed every drop. We'd been together for over ten years and that was the first time she'd let me come in her mouth.

She stood up and leaned in close. "That's just a taste baby, I still owe you."

"That's not the way it works," I snapped. "You can't just fuck around and then think you can suck your way back into my good graces."

She looked at me shocked. "I thought you were on-board with this. We had a deal."

"A deal? Jesus Jessie, you blindsided me by saying you wanted to fuck him, and then you said I had no right to stop you. It was like negotiating at gun point."

"I'm still willing to honor my end."

I snorted. "I think your end has been honored enough already."

She gave me a queer look. "How'd you... Oh never mind. So that's it? You're upset I decided to practice with Chad?"

I sighed. "No, fuck, that's not it. Okay, that’s partly it. How could you?

She looked at me sheepishly. She opened her mouth to answer, but I cut her off. 

“Never mind that…. The problem is that at each step it's been you forcing decisions on me. You decided to fuck Chad. You decided to invite him to our home. You locked yourselves in the bedroom. You had him change his flight. And yes, you decided to give away to him what was already a wholly inadequate compensation for humiliating me and cheating on me."

"Oh, come on. We've been married for ten years, and I have never, not ever cheated on you. I don't even flirt with other guys. And now, just this once, I ask to let loose, have one little fling, and you're going to make a federal case out of it? And it's not like you're blameless here. You're the one who talked the guy up like he was a God, coeds fighting over him in the middle of the night, his wonder schlong."

"That was once, like, five years ago. Jesus, how was I supposed to know that was going to make such an impression?"

An uneasy silence followed.

"So, what are we doing now?" I asked.



Chapter Five: The Menage

"Well, I don't know about you, but I'm going to take a nap. Then I'm going to make a nice dinner for you and Chad. We’ll drink a bottle of wine or two, and then, dear husband, I’d like you and Chad to take turns ravaging me.”

“Turns?”

“Or both at once. I know you have experience with that.”

I blushed a deep red. Oh God, he’d told her. 

She continued. “Please baby, do this for me? It’ll be fun. I promise.”

But she didn’t really need to convince me further. It had been one of the hottest moments of my life. 

***

I was a virgin when I met Chad. When Madison blew me, it was the first time I'd had my dick in a girl's mouth. By spring semester that was still the sum total of my sexual experience, aside from jerking off while I watched Chad get laid. 

It was Friday afternoon on President's day weekend. I had an Econ midterm coming up and I was studying with Stacy. Stacy was actually my best friend Richie's girlfriend. But he was planning on being prelaw, while she was an Econ major like me. Anyway, I got to know her through him, but she ended up being my study partner. 

The campus was pretty quiet. Many of the kids had either gone home for the long weekend or were skiing or whatever. Richie was with his family out West, but I was sticking around, and so was she, and so was Chad.  The three of us were hanging around our dorm room, Stacy and I prepping notes, and Chad working on some chemistry project.

I'd never been much attracted to Stacy. Part of it was that Richie was a friend, but also that at that point in time I guess I had a pretty unsophisticated palate as far as women were concerned. I was attracted to the Madison-types, busty blondes with lots of makeup, generally the more showy the better. Stacy was quite the opposite, a cute little pixie, real girl next door, smart, funny, brown hair and eyes, sort of a Natalie Portman type.

Chad though, poon hound that he was, always had a thing for her. He insisted she had the nicest ass in the freshman class. There was always a little sexual tension between them, and it mostly manifested itself in flirty teasing. But she was committed to Richie. They were one of the few actual couples I knew. They went on dates and everything.

Anyway, we'd been working most of the afternoon, and were all getting a little restless. Chad and Stacy were exchanging one-liners. I don't even quite remember how we got there, but the two of them started arguing about who was smarter. Chad had the higher SATs, she had the better GPA. He gloated that he was pre-med. 

She smirked, "Pre-med my ass. Sleeping around isn't going to turn you into a gynecologist."

"Oh, now it comes out!" he laughed. "You're just jealous. You want me. All you had to do was ask."

"Naw, that's okay. I'm actually enjoying my herpes-free existence."

He laughed again. "I'm between flare ups. I swear. But that's okay. I know your hurtful accusations are just a way to deflect your burning desires."

She turned to me. "Is he always this delusional?"

"Um, yeah, pretty much."

He put on a fake pout. "Oh sure, take her side. Well, whatever. A man of my towering intellect can easily take you both on."

"The only thing towering about your intellect is how high you pile the bullshit," she quipped.

"Okay. That's it. I didn't want to have to do this, but you've left me no choice. You are both officially challenged to a game of drinking Jeopardy!"

Stacy chuckled. "What's that?"

"Billy got one of those electronic Jeopardy! games for Christmas. And I," he reached down under his bed, "conveniently have a bottle of Southern Comfort. We play the game. If you buzz in and get it wrong, you drink. If you buzz in and get it right, the other two drink. Fun right?"

"Okay, I'm in," Stacy replied.

"I guess I am too."

We got the game out and Chad poured three shots. It was a neat toy. It came with three buzzers and connected to the TV. It was almost like being on the real show.  Anyway, we started playing. I buzzed in on the first question and got it right. Stacy and Chad downed their shots and refilled. Chad buzzed in next and got it wrong. Another shot for him. It went on like that for a while.

After maybe ten minutes, we'd gone through a dozen questions. I think I was ahead on points, but we'd each answered three questions right. The problem was that we'd also each had six or seven shots.

"Guys, if we keep doing this, we're going to end up in the hospital," Stacy noted, a silly buzzed smile on her face.

"She's right," I added. My head was already spinning.

"Wimps!" Chad taunted. "Fine. Let's switch to strip Jeopardy!"

Stacy laughed. "In your dreams."

Chad clucked loudly. "Chicken!"

"You think you can taunt me into playing strip Jeopardy?"

"Nope. Because, I know, you're a chicken."

She turned to me. "What do you think about this?"

"I'd play," I replied immediately.

She laughed. "That’s what I get for asking a guy, I guess."

Chad turned it up a notch. "Come on chicken, I'll even give you a head start," he said whipping off his t-shirt and tossing it on the floor.

Stacy giggled. But I noticed her checking out his toned physique.

"Want more? Here you go," he said taking off his socks, and lobbing them in her general direction.

"Why stop there?" she laughed. "Take it all off. You know you want to."

He shook his head. "Nope. You have to play. Unless you're chicken."

She paused, obviously thinking about it. And then she looked up and smiled. "You know what? Fine. Let's do it."

I couldn't quite believe it. Frankly, I wasn't real keen on getting naked if I lost. But we were all halfway to hammered. And I didn't want to be the one to chicken out.

Next question, Stacy buzzed in just ahead of Chad. It was an easy question. She got it right. I took off my socks. Chad took off his jeans. He was now just in his boxers.

"You ready to give up?" she asked him smugly.

"Just play."

Next question, Stacy buzzed in first again, but this time she got it wrong. Off came her socks. Chad got the next one right. I took off my shirt. So did Stacy exposing her bra. The questions were getting harder, maybe it was just that we were reaching the higher point questions, or maybe the booze was kicking in, or maybe our heads were getting clouded by lust.

Chad got the next one, though, and now I was down to my boxers as well, and Stacy suddenly down to her bra and panties. And I had to admit, she did have a killer little body.

Then things got really crazy. She buzzed in on the next one and missed. I was getting excited. She hesitated. It would be either her bra or panties.

"You're not gonna wimp out, are you?" teased Chad.

"Fuck no," she hissed. "I'm still going to win this thing."

She reached behind her and unsnapped her bra, tossing it at Chad.

"Now, that is worth a toast!" he exclaimed, pouring another three shots. 

And it was. She didn't have big tits, but they were just perfect, lovely b cups with gorgeous, prominent, raspberry nipples.

I still remember the last clue. "In the 1950s, performed the first systematic research on female sexuality." I buzzed. Then hesitated a second. Was it Kinsey? No, I remembered, "Masters and Johnson."

Stacy and Chad both groaned when the game revealed the answer confirming my victory.

Chad stood up. "Well, no point delaying the inevitable." 

He quickly stripped off his boxers, exposing his thick cock. I looked away, but noticed Stacy giving him a sustained examination. 

Now it was Stacy's turn, and as we both watched her expectantly, she took a deep breath and then pulled down her panties, leaving her perfectly naked. She wasn't shaved, but she was closely trimmed, and I couldn't help but stare. It was the first time I'd seen a real, live girl completely naked in person, up close and personal. She looked from Chad to me and back again, an almost dazed expression on her face as if she couldn't believe she'd gone through with it.

"Didn't I tell you she had the nicest ass on campus," Chad said with only a slight exaggeration.

I nodded. He approached Stacy, his big dick dangling before him. He put his hands on her shoulder, stared into her eyes. She seemed to almost swoon.

"Don't you think you should give Billy here a reward for winning?"

"Like what?" she replied dry mouthed.

The sexual tension was suddenly almost unbearable. He maneuvered her over to my desk.

"Show him your ass," he suggested as he bent her over my desk.

I was sitting on my bed, my eyes level with her bottom, staring up between her legs at her exposed snatch and tiny puckered asshole. Chad slid his hand between her cheeks, trailing a finger over her anus before plunging it deep into her wet pussy. She gasped as his finger squished in and out of her tight cunt.

My cock was rock hard, tenting up my boxers. My heart was pounding. I'd seen Chad bang girls before. But never so close, and never a girl I knew as well as Stacy.

He looked me in the eyes. "Come fuck her."

I was up like a shot, my boxers around my ankles. I stepped in close. Then I hesitated. Could I do this to Richie? Is this even what Stacy wanted?

"Are you sure you want this?" I asked.

Stacy looked back at me, face flush, eyes glassy. Then she looked up at Chad standing naked beside her. "Yes. I want it."

It was my first time. I didn't even quite know how to get it in. Luckily, Stacy saved me, reaching back and guiding my cock into her pussy. I'd like to say I was a total stud, that I fucked her like a pro. But it was quite the opposite. I knew it would feel good, but it never occurred to me how good. She was hot, tight, and soaked. When I entered her she mewled sexily. I came instantly. One pump chump.

"Oh no," I cried out, slumping back onto my bed. 

She looked back at me and gave me a disappointed, but not unkind look. Then Chad took her hand and led her over to his bed. They started making out, his hands all over her body. She dipped her head into his lap and started slurping on his cock. I was just sitting there, feeling like shit.

"Come join us," Chad called out after a few moments.

"No," I whined.

He maneuvered her onto her hands and knees on his bed, her mouth still bobbing on his shaft.

"Get over here! We're just getting started," he replied, reaching over and spreading her butt cheeks for me, giving me a nice flash of her snatch.

I drifted over, my dick slowly chubbing back up. 

"Go ahead, rub her pussy with your dick."

I kneeled behind her and pressed the head of my penis against her wetness. She moaned pleasurably. I rubbed it up and down. Her pretty ass little gyrated slowly. I was suddenly hard. I rammed it home. She gasped and then swallowed Chad's cock extra deep.

"Fuck yeah," he grunted. "Give it to her."

It was an ugly, sloppy fuck, and even though I'd already come recently, quick. But it was my first real fuck. I came hard, satisfied. I sat back on bed, my back against the wall.

Chad quickly flipped her onto her back. Her head ended up in my lap. He wedged her legs over his shoulders, and then as he kneeled under her butt he slowly feed his big tool into her tight, little pussy. She moaned excitedly.

He fucked her hard, driving his big prick into her over and over. It could not have been sexier. Her pussy lips clung to his thick shaft. Her breasts jiggled wildly, her nipples hard as pencil erasers. She was moaning in passion, her head swaying back and forth in my lap.

Without any prompting she turned her head and swallowed my prick deep into her mouth, restoring my erection instantly. He pumped her faster. I reached down and roughly mauled her breasts. She came hard, suddenly, her whole body shuddering. It was amazing. We went on like that for several more minutes, Stacy coming at least twice more before I felt a tingle in my balls and came in her mouth, my third orgasm in less than twenty minutes. Chad finished soon after, pulling out and firing several thick ropes of jism across her belly and chest.

We were teenagers. Drunk and horny teenagers. We spent the weekend fucking, watching TV, and ordering in food. We mostly took turns with Stacy. She went back and forth between us, seemingly insatiable. By the end of it, I think I'd become a passable fuck.

Monday morning arrived. She'd fallen asleep in my bed, both of us naked, and I woke up to her wrapping her leg over me and feeding my morning wood into her pussy as we lay side by side. We kissed and fucked slowly, tender and romantic and extremely enjoyable.

After we finished, I brushed her hair from her face. I felt a real connection. 

"What are we going to tell Richie?" I asked.

She looked at me quizzically. "Richie? Nothing. We're not going to tell him anything." She disentangled herself from me.

"But..."

"No buts," she hissed. "This weekend was great. I loved it. But it never fucking happened. Understand?"

I nodded, but I didn't really understand at all.

She rose and dressed quickly, and without another word, she was gone.

I never did tell Richie. And she probably didn't either. We still studied together on occasion, but now always in public. They got married after school, and now live in Michigan with their three kids. I still see them on occasion, though, and every time I do, Stacy finds a way to work either Jeopardy! or Southern Comfort into the conversation and she gives me a quick smile that never fails to give my cock a jolt.

***

After Jessie disappeared upstairs I turned to see Chad sitting in the living room. He'd watched the whole thing, the blowjob and the fight. 

"I wish we'd never run into you," I snapped. "How could you do this to me? I thought we were friends."

"You mean like Richie was your friend?"

"Fuck you man. We were kids. Stupid."

"No, we were guys and she was hot to trot and we had a little fun."

"That not the same thing, and you know it."

He laughed. "Of course it's the same thing. And you know what? I just did you a favor, just like we did Richie a favor."

"How'd you figure?"

"Stacy was a good girl. Probably had a high school boyfriend or two, but then she meets this perfect guy at school. And they're dating and getting serious. And in the meantime, all of her friends are just having fun, hooking up and shit. And in the back of her mind, she's wondering what she's missing. And we just gave her a taste, scratched her itch a little. Gave her a few memories, and an exciting little secret she could always remember when things with Richie seemed routine. I guarantee we made their relationship stronger that weekend."

I regarded him skeptically. "Sounds like a lot of happy rationalization to me."

"They're still married, right?"

I nodded. "Whatever. That still has nothing to do with this, now. Jessie and I have been together twelve years. We have kids. We didn't need you getting involved."

"You don't know what you need. What, you think I set out to pick up your wife? She's the one who was throwing out all the vibes, licking her lips, flipping her hair, crossing her legs, touching my forearm. I just figured it was better I give her a little taste rather than some other dude."

"Jesus. She was just responding to you. You had the charm turned up to eleven."

"Dude, open your eyes. Jessie was primed for an affair. You realize that right? When you married her, she was a nice girl, sort of dumpy. Now she's a total MILF. She resents you for that, for locking her up before she blossomed. She sees the way guys look at her now, wonders what's out there, especially since she was never the kind of girl guys fawned over before. And plus, she's now got kids, getting a bit older, looking for reassurance."

I snorted. "See, you're just making shit up. That doesn't even make sense. On one hand you're saying she knows she's hot and wants to see what's out there and on the other hand you're saying she's insecure and looking for a self-esteem boost. Those are contradictory."

He laughed. "Jesus, dude, after all these years, you still don't understand women at all. Women are contradictory. That's their nature."

I sighed. I wasn't interested in getting into a long philosophical discussion with him about women. 



Chapter Six: Bygones

"Just leave," I said finally. As hot as I knew a threesome would be, I also knew I’d be happier if he left before it went down.

"Relax man, go with the flow. If you kick me out now, Jessie will always resent you. Let's have a little fun tonight, and then I'll be gone tomorrow and she'll always be grateful that you were so generous."

"I don't know what I can live with that."

He smiled. "I think you can. I know you can."

***

Stacy was the first woman I had sex with, and for another eighteen months the only one. Junior year, I did a study abroad in Spain, and thankfully being an exotic American seemed to give me a certain cachet with at least some Spanish girls. I wasn't a super stud by any means, but I did have a couple of hook ups.

There was another student from school on the same program, Jodi. Back home we'd never even exchanged a word, but in Barcelona we got to be friends. She was a real sexy girl, tall and slim, with thick, dirty blond hair that flowed in waves over her shoulders. Long legs, an absolutely perfect ass, and big brown eyes. 

We were sort of confidants. She heard about my relationships such as they were, me about hers.  We were definitely in the "friends zone," and when we went in with a couple of other friends on plans to rent an apartment off-campus senior year it was nothing more than convenience.

And then one night in Barcelona she dropped by my place. She'd just had a big fight with her latest Spanish boyfriend. I was consoling her, rubbing her shoulders when suddenly she turned around and kissed me.

I stared at her in shock.

She looked back at me, looking equally surprised.

We kissed again and then stumbled into bed. It was electric. We stripped off each other’s clothes and the she mounted me. She rode me slowly, her big titties swaying gently as she rose up and down on my shaft. 

We were inseparable after that, our last month in Barcelona, and when we got home we moved into an apartment with our friends Alex and Katie as a couple. We shared a bedroom, using the other as an office. When late fall rolled around, and Jodi started applying to grad schools, I started submitting job applications in the same cities so that we could stay together. And that's when the problem arose.

She had gotten accepted to Berkeley, and I managed to get a job interview out in San Francisco. The company was paying for my trip, and they even offered me flexible travel dates so I could visit the area. I decided to spend the weekend before my Monday interview. I was hoping Jodi would come with me, but we couldn't swing the extra plane ticket.

I had a great trip. It was my first time in California, and San Fran is a spectacular town. The interview went well, really well, and it was pretty obvious they were going to give me an offer. 

I took the red-eye and got home on Tuesday morning. Jodi liked to sleep late, and she had mostly afternoon classes, so I was pretty surprised that she wasn't there. Worse, the bed was made. Now, Jodi was a wonderful girl, but she was a slob. I was the only one who ever made the bed, and indeed, I had made the bed Friday morning before going off to the airport.

I heard footsteps out in the kitchen, so I went out there and ran into Alex. He saw me and turned white as a ghost.

"Hey dude, any idea where Jodi is?"

"No, man, she's not in your room?"

There was something about the way he said it that convinced me he knew the answer to that question already.

"What's going on?" I insisted. "Is she alright?"

"I... I really don't know what you mean," he stammered curiously.

A panic hit me. "Jeez, Al, you didn't? I mean, you and Jodi?"

He looked at me uncomprehendingly. Then he gasped, "What? No, God no. Me? Why would I do something like that?"

For some reason, I suddenly realized what had happened. "She's with another guy, isn't she?"

He blanched. "Look man, I don't know anything. This is between you and her, okay?"

I called around, and everyone denied knowing anything. There was nothing to do but wait. I had an afternoon class, and I sat through that mutely, and then stumbled home in a daze.

She returned early that evening. We locked ourselves in our bedroom, and it all came out. She'd met a guy out on Friday, and had been with him since. She was bawling. I ended up comforting her.

"It was just a stupid thing. Meaningless. But I was afraid to come home today. I knew you'd know."

"Jesus, Jodi, how could you?"

"I don't know. It just happened."

"So, what now? Are you still seeing him?"

"No. God no. It was just impulsive, stupid. It'll never happen again."

I took her back. She was my first real girlfriend. We were living together. I didn't know quite what else to do. But I remained suspicious.

One morning shortly after, she got up before me. I was still in bed, half dozing, watching her get ready. I heard her using her body trimmer in the bathroom. Then a long, long shower. I watched as she put on a sexy thong and then her favorite jeans, the ones that looked painted on and best flattered her already lovely ass. A satin, push-up bra and a clingy t-shirt completed the look. She slipped on a pair of open-toed, platform sandals, her toenails and fingernails matched, freshly painted. It was weird. There was nothing outrageous about any of it. She was a sexy girl, and put-together. She often dressed more or less like this. And yet, I couldn't shake the sense that something was up.

She came over, gave me a quick kiss, and departed for the day. I leapt out of bed, pulled on a pair of jeans and sneakers and followed. 

She had a literature class. I skulked around outside the arts building. After, she met up with a couple of girlfriends and had lunch at the campus center. I was about ready to give up my surveillance, thinking I was just imagining things when she checked her watch and suddenly, hurriedly disposed of her tray and said goodbye to her friends. She walked briskly down State Avenue away from our apartment.

She was heading up fraternity row. She walked past Sigma Tau Chi. Past Alpha Upsilon. Then she turned up the walkway to Delta Tau Delta, and somehow I knew.

I let her enter and waited a minute before following her inside. There were a couple of guys inside, but they didn't stop me. I'd been to enough DTD parties that I knew my way around. I didn't even need to listen for Jodi. I just went right to his room. The door was shut. I cracked it open, just a sliver, just enough to look inside.

They were too busy to notice me, locked as they were in a passionate embrace. He kissed her wetly, lips smacking, one hand under her t-shirt mauling her breasts roughly, the other jammed down the front of her jeans. She was moaning, squirming.

Suddenly he spun her around and shoved her face first against the bedroom wall. She placed her palms on the wall, her ass jutting out toward him. Chad wrenched her jeans down to mid-thigh, just enough to expose her butt. He dropped his own pants. He was already rock hard. He slid her thong out of the way, and buried his thick cock inside her to the hilt. 

She cried out in passion, her body shuddering as he hammered her brutally. Her moans competed with the sounds of their bodies slapping together. He grabbed a thick handful of her hair and pressed her face into the wall. It was impersonal, almost violent. The visual image was virtually indistinguishable from rape. But she loved it, undeniably loved it, her sounds a mix of sultry moans and throaty gasps.

He pulled out suddenly. She whined in frustration. He spun her around and forced her to her knees, shoving his prick into her mouth. He wrapped her hair around his fist, yanking it tightly, and then he face fucked her mercilessly. She was gagging, crying. I thought maybe he'd gone too far. I almost burst in when I saw him shudder as he filled her throat with his seed.

He released her hair and she slumped forward against his thighs, gasping for breath. And then, unprompted, she took him back in her mouth, sucking him clean, tonguing his balls, obviously trying to restore his erection so he could continue abusing her sexually.

I cleared my throat and walked into the room.

"That was impressive," I began coldly. I looked at Jodi. "Is that how you like it, you slut? You like being used like a cheap whore?"

Chad stepped between us. "Don't," he said kindly.

"Fuck you, asshole," I hissed.

He put his hands up and backed away. "I didn't know… didn't know she was your girlfriend?" he said questioningly.

"You know each other?" she gasped, horrified.

I nodded. "Oh God," she wailed. "I'm so sorry."

I forced a laugh. "Sorry about what? Cheating on me? Lying to me? Or sorry that I found out?"

"All of them," she muttered miserably. "Please, I can explain."

"At least pull up your pants. Your cunt is hanging out," I snorted.

She did and then she rose shakily. "I knew Chad from before Spain. He... I... We used to hook up. And then when I ran into him last week... I dunno... It was just for old times, ya know?"

"No, I guess, I don't know."

"Jesus, you're making this hard," she groaned.

"Really? I'm making this hard?" I laughed.

"It's just, things are moving so fast. We're living together. Planning on moving out West together. It's almost like we're already married. I guess... I guess I got scared. Look, I know you probably hate me. I hate myself right now. But please, can you give me one more chance?"

I looked at her and then at Chad. He shrugged enigmatically. I looked back at her. 

"No." I left them together.

But Jodi and I still lived together. I moved into the office, but she really worked on me. After a while, we started talking again. She told me her feelings, her fears. She talked about her first real boyfriend, in high school. He was an older guy, borderline abusive, and he'd left her with certain predilections. Chad scratched that itch.

But she wanted me back, and I wanted to be wanted.

I moved back into the bedroom, and we ended up getting back together. We moved out West together, and lived there for a year. Then the tech bubble crashed. I lost my job and decided to go back to school to be a CPA, but my best option was a co-op program back on the East Coast. Jodi and I decided to take a break, and in the interim I met Jessie. But we’d still had a relationship even after she fucked Chad. And if not for the tech bubble, Jodi and I might still be together, despite him.

***

I hated Chad. Hated how easy he'd always had it with women. I hated the way he was able to take all the women I'd ever cared for -- Janice, Jodi, Jessie -- and turn them into his own personal fuck sluts. I hated how much of my sexual experience I owed to him. He'd gifted me my first hummer, and without him that weekend with Stacy would never have happened. Even now, he was playing that role, turning my wife into the kind of woman who would swallow my cum and take it up the ass.

But by the same token, how could I blame him? He had some sort of weird gift, this ability to instantly connect with women and tap into their deepest sexual desires. He hadn't turned Jessie into anything. He was right. She always had it inside her, an inner slut just waiting for the right man to come along. And at least in a weird way, Chad had some of my interests at heart. He wasn't going to take Jessie from me. And he was probably right. If I tried to stop it now, she'd always resent me for it.

None of that made what was coming any easier. I might have just left, and allowed her one more night of freedom. But then again, she had asked me to stay, and if I was honest with myself, I knew the idea of a threesome sort of turned me on. I'd pleasured myself hundreds of times over the years to memories of that weekend with Chad and Stacy. I still did.

But that, of course, was different. Then I was balancing the guilt at cuckolding a friend with the exquisitely naughty pleasure of illicit sex. Now, it was my wife we were talking about. Seeing Chad stretching her pussy would be painful, even if she was sucking me off at the same time. And yet, I'd already seen him with her and couldn't unsee it anyway.



Chapter Seven: A Break with the Past

I was still going through these emotional contortions when Jessie reappeared from upstairs. She'd napped and showered. God, she looked good enough to eat. She was lightly made up, just some lipstick and a little eyeliner, and dressed simply, yet sexily, in a clingy sweater dress that accented all her curves.

Chad must have heard her as well because he popped open a bottle of champagne and greeted us each with a glass as we went into the kitchen.

"To old friends and new memories," he toasted.

Jessie raised her glass, and I awkwardly followed suit. She gave me a surprised glance, but then smiled and leaned over to give me a kiss on the cheek.

"Thank you," she whispered.

Our kitchen and family room are separated by a raised counter with a couple of barstools. Chad and I sat down to watch Jessie cook. That's the way we usually entertain guests, but of course, having another couple over for dinner is a far different dynamic from sitting side-by-side with the man your wife is planning to fuck later that same evening.

But I'll be damned if it wasn't a pleasant night. Jessie was roasting up a leg of lamb, which filled the kitchen with its mouthwatering aroma, and in the meantime periodically serving up an assortment of delicious little appetizers. The champagne gave way to a lovely Sancerre, and Jessie had me open up a Cote du Rhone to breathe for the lamb.

Chad was his usual charming self, and Jessie was just radiant, basking in his attention and letting her own wit loose in those few moments where Chad's stories turned self-serving or boastful. Even I managed to loosen up enough to participate in the repartee. 

But throughout, I had a lump in the pit of my stomach. As much as I tried to just take the evening moment-by-moment, I couldn't help but think of what was coming.... Of Chad taking my wife right in front of me, making me not just complicit, but actually a participant in my own cuckoldry.

As we were finishing dinner, I noticed that the conversation began to flag. Jessie was obviously excited, her face flush, eyes shining, breathing heavy. We cleared the table in silence, and then Jessie took us both by the hand, leading us over to the sofa. 

She sat between us, and then leaned over and kissed me passionately, her tongue thrusting into my mouth excitedly. I looked over to see her hand in Chad's lap, stroking his bulge enthusiastically. She broke our embrace and breathed hotly in my ear.

"Tell me about the time you boys double teamed that girl in college," she asked in a throaty whisper.

I didn’t know where to begin.

"Which one of you fucked her first?" she pressed.

Chad jumped in, "Billy did. He bent her over his desk and took her right there."

"Ooooh, you naughty boy," she cooed at me before turning toward Chad and kissing him wetly as her hand snaked into my pants.

"Tell me more," she gasped. "Did the little slut like it?"

I was still speechless, but now mortified about the possibility that Chad was going to spill the beans about my pathetic performance. But he didn't.

"Uh huh," he moaned. "She loved it. She kept grinding back, taking him deeper."

She groaned excitedly. My dick stiffened as she stroked it up and down. I looked over to see she was doing the same thing to Chad with her other hand.

"Then what happened?"

Chad replied again, "We dragged her onto the bed. On her hands and knees. Billy was still inside her. She started to blow me."

"I bet you liked that," my wife sighed.

"So did she, right Billy?" Chad said, winking at me.

"Yeah," I managed to croak out.

Jessie stroked me faster. "Is that right baby? Did her whore pussy get extra wet for you while she sucked on Chad's big cock?"

I nodded, dry mouthed.

She continued, "Is that what you boys have planned for me? Are you going to put both these big, hard cocks," she squeezed me firmly as she said it, probably doing the same to Chad, "inside me at the same time?"

She was squirming on the cushion, breathing hard, her erect nipples visible through her dress. God she was beautiful and sexy right now. I'd have done anything for her.

"If that's what you want," I groaned.

She closed her eyes contemplating the offer. She was like that for what seemed an eternity, but was really probably just a few seconds.

And then, suddenly she leaned over and kissed me. It took me a moment to realize her other hand was on my shoulder meaning she was no longer fondling Chad.

She turned to him and kindly, but firmly, said, "Chad, I think you should go now."

He replied in his most seductive tone, "Are you sure baby, we could have a lot of fun."

I was about to jump in to reinforce Jessie when he caught my eye. He gave me just a quick little headshake. I remained silent. This had to be Jessie's decision.

"I'm sorry to send you away like this, but I want to spend the evening with my husband."

She rose and lifted her dress over her head. She was completely naked except for her heels. She turned toward me, "Please call Chad a cab," she said, "I'll be waiting for you upstairs."

Chad smiled. "Okay, well it was a lovely weekend. It was a pleasure to meet you, Jessie."

"And I you," she replied before turned and heading up the stairs.

Chad followed her naked body until she disappeared from view.

"You're a lucky man, Billy boy." He stood. "Well, I guess I should go."

I didn't quite understand this turn of events, even if it delighted me.

“You going back to New York tonight then?”

“My flight isn’t until tomorrow, but I’m sure I can find a hotel room.”

"I'll call you a cab."

"Naw, it's a lovely night, and didn't I see a restaurant just up the main road?"

I nodded.

"I'll walk over and have a drink at the bar. I'll call a cab from there. And who knows, maybe I'll get lucky."

It occurred to me he probably would. I walked him to the door. We shook hands.

"I'd like to say it was good seeing you Chad, but I'm not sure it was."

He clapped me on the shoulder. "Take care Billy. Be in touch."

And then he was gone.

That night, Jessie and I made love. It was gentle and tender. I hadn't known what to expect, but somehow this felt just right.

And then we talked. Really talked for the first time in years. Not about the kids and not about the house and not about our upcoming vacation plans, but about us. What made us happy. Our frustrations.

We also talked about sex frankly, for the first time ever, without the jokes and ambiguities and deniability of past conversations. We both wanted a little more adventure, passion, raunch even.

It wasn't like flipping a switch. And some of the stuff we talked about we ultimately decided was better left in the realm of fantasy. But we're a kinkier couple now. Occasional anal, role playing, light bondage. We've gone to strip clubs together, gotten each other lap dances. We schedule more date nights.

Our sex life is better. Heck, our marriage is better now. I wish I'd had the guts to just talk to Jessie earlier, but I didn't. And she didn't either. It took Chad to shake us up. 



Epilogue: Happy Returns

I stood over Braden as he worked on his algebra. Middle school already. Maggie would be going next year. Amazing how time flies.

My phone vibrated in my pocket with an incoming text and an attached picture. They’d been coming in all day. Jessie at the Statue of Liberty. Jessie at the Empire State Building.

--you like?

I gasped. This one I wouldn’t be sharing with the kids.

“What’s the matter dad?” Braden asked.

I turned bright red. “Nothing. Get back to work.”

He shrugged that parents are weird shrug and continued with his equations.

I slipped into the bathroom and took another look. God, Jessie looked hot. A selfie taken in front of a mirror that let me see her front and back. She was wearing new lingerie, an outfit I’d never seen. A red lace, peek-a-boo teddy, with strategically placed knotted drawstrings for easy access.

--That’s quite an outfit.

--he deserves it, doesn’t he? hero doc, just back from fighting Ebola.

I chuckled.

--yeah, I guess he does.

--oh, and Bill… he mentioned he’s bringing a friend along. Another hero doc. And something about showing me the Eiffel Tower? Think he’s planning to fly me to Paris?

I shook my head. He was going to get his threesome with my wife after all.

--have fun.

--I will.

I turned off the phone. I had my kids to take care of, and anyway, I knew she’d be back in my bed the following night. We could discuss – and maybe even relive – all of it then.



About the Author

I am your typical family man with a wife and kids and an overactive imagination. I am a longtime reader and author of erotic fiction. I write in genres that I find exciting and arousing. Most of my stories are in the naughty wife, wife-watching genre, though occasionally I venture into other subject matter.

Reader feedback is what keeps me going. Please feel free to contact me at ben.boswell.author@gmail.com or visit my blog at benboswell.blogspot.com. You can follow me on Twitter @BenBoswellAut.

I have written three other pieces longer-form fictions.

Two Sides of Terri

Bill has just about the perfect life. Good paying job. Lovely home. Perfect children. And most of all, he has his wife Terri--smart, funny, great with the kids. Thing is, she's a good girl trapped in a bad girl's body. Blonde, busty, and devastatingly beautiful, she makes him want to do dirty things--things you don't admit to wanting from the girl-next-door.

Or so he thought.

It starts with a revelation about Chucky, a past boyfriend, and everything he thought he knew about his sweet wife unravels. He becomes obsessed with learning more about this other side of Terri--and everything he learns points back to Chucky, a man she couldn't say no to. Does he dare invite her past back into their present? And if he did, would she now be able to say no?

Available at Amazon: http://www.amazon.com/Two-Sides-Terri-Ben-Boswell-ebook/dp/B00HSCMZTW

Whatever it Takes

Daniel and Kris are as white bread as they come. Together since junior high, they have two kids, a house in the suburbs, and no excitements in their lives. Things change when Kris' little sister Jessi moves in. Jessi is everything Kris isn't, reckless, promiscuous, and mixed up with very bad people. As their two orbits intersect, Daniel and Kris get dragged into Jessi's world of drug dealers, strip clubs, and prostitution. Can they survive the dangers? And even if they do, will their marriage? 

Fueled by their love for each other, and drawing on a strength and resourcefulness they never realized they had, Daniel and Kris are desperate to recover their old lives. To do so, they will do whatever it takes!

Available at Amazon: http://www.amazon.com/Whatever-It-Takes-Ben-Boswell-ebook/dp/B00KABTO42

Honeymoon Hazards

After being together for seven years, John and Claire marry and jet off to beautiful Hawaii for their honeymoon. It is a paradise of hard bodies in tiny bikinis, mixed drinks consumed in the hot sun, and a resort built for private encounters. 

But when John is struck down with a stomach flu, he can do nothing but sit on his balcony and watch others have fun. Discovering his inner voyeur, he finds that spying on a resort full of sexy and adventurous guests is an enjoyable distraction. 

That is, until he spots his new bride flirting with an oh-so-handsome stranger by the pool. Things really heat up when Claire disappears from view, and he can't find the stranger, either. As John’s imagination runs wild, the line between fantasy and lust blurs until he can no longer tell where his worst fears end and his fondest desires begin.

http://www.amazon.com/Honeymoon-Hazards-Ben-Boswell-ebook/dp/B00N84NIRM

The Surrogate Master

Would you trust a stranger you met online to repair your marriage? Would you be comfortable with him knowing your wife’s most intimate secrets? Would you let him come into your home, your bedroom? 

When his wife Rachel returns to work after being a stay-at-home mom for five years, Max knows they will have to make some adjustments. What he hasn’t counted on is Rachel’s new boss. Handsome, aggressive, and domineering, he awakens long dormant desires within Rachel. 

As Max watches, helpless, the transformation in his wife, he has to deal with his own insecurities and fears. As their marriage faces its ultimate challenge, both Rachel and Max have to confront their pasts, their fears, and their fantasies… but they aren’t alone. 

They meet a stranger online, a man who has an uncanny ability to see both Max and Rachel for who they really are. But what is his game? Is he just an unconventional marriage therapist? Or does he represent an even greater danger than they can even imagine?

http://www.amazon.com/Surrogate-Master-Ben-Boswell-ebook/dp/B00P3FDIE2

Cuckolding Shorts

There are a number of short stories that I’ve written over the years that I am particularly fond of. I am in the process of editing and preparing them for publication. The first one is out. 

Volume 1: The Cottage

Rich has always had fond memories of his parents' old lake cottage. When they decide to sell it, he invites some old friends to join him and his wife Becky for a weekend of beer and nostalgia. But Rich's plans are upset by the presence of Robby, who is boorish, aggressive, and makes no secret of his lust for Becky. 

When Robby badgers Rich into a foolish bet, he learns that his wife is willing to go to any lengths to make sure he pays his debts.

Available at Amazon: http://www.amazon.com/Cottage-Cuckolding-Shorts-Book-ebook/dp/B00NY1CQAE

For more information on future projects, visit http://benboswell.blogspot.com/
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