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I’m Going To Take Your Wife 

“I beg your pardon?”

The words, spoken with a quiet self confidence, hung in the air. I glanced around, but between the loud music and the chatter none of the other party guests had heard a thing.

“You’re welcome.” Gary winked and grinned at me then turned and strode towards Mary.

I watched him go, his bearing every inch the marine. People stepped out of his way even on the crowded dance floor. My mouth hung open, was he serious?

“How long do you think it will take him?” Stephanie asked in a tone of mild curiosity.

I turned and gaped at her. Gary’s wife was a stunner,  at 42 she had kept herself in top shape., slim with a hint of muscle tone. Her dress hugged every curve on her body, showing it to perfection.  And she eyed me with a hint of a smile curving her lips, not the slightest upset at what her husband’s words.

“I give it half an hour.” She said, glancing over to where Gary talked and my wife leaned in to listen. “Who wouldn’t want to?”

I blinked, what was going on? How had this happened? Five minutes ago I had been attending a boring school reunion. Now someone was threatening to screw my wife!

Stephanie leaned in closer and whispered in my ear. “It’s okay to admit it.”

I looked at her, unable to form coherent responses to what was happening, she laughed.

“You want to see him screw Mary. To hear her gasp and moan as he thrusts into her.” She laughed. To my shame my body reacted to the dismissive tone of her voice. “He’s stronger than you. He’s bigger than you. You want to see her wrap her legs around him as he takes her.”

“No.” I mustered up a denial. This time her laugh mocked, not cruel, dismissive. I might have claimed the moon were made of cheese for all the credibility she gave my words.

“You haven’t taken your eyes off them.” She said, nodding in Mary and Gary’s direction. “They dance well together don’t they? Bodies pressed against each other.” She smirked, her tongue licking her lips. “He told you he will fuck her and you’re just standing here. Not that you could stop him, look at him. But you’re not trying. You’re just…. watching.”

She moved in front of me, hiding her hands as she reached down and cupped my crotch.

“It’s okay to admit it. We both know the truth.” I bit my lips and fought the urge to push against her hand as she ever so gently teased my hardening cock. “She let out a soft peal of laughter. You’d better sit down before someone notices. Over there. You’ll have a good view.”

My cheeks heated up with shame at my weakness and I made for the table. Her graceful movements made a mockery of my stumbling awkwardness.

Mary and Gary danced close and slow now. She laughed at something he said. Stephanie was right, I had a good view of the way his hand ever so slowly stroked the curve of her back, working lower.

“What woman wouldn’t want to feel those strong arms around her?” Stephanie continued her taunting. “If you have any hope of stopping this you’d better do something soon.”

I dragged my eyes away from my wife long enough to size Stephanie up. I knew what Gary got from the deal, but Stephanie had her own game.

She met my curious gaze with deceptive calm. As though she had been through this countless times before.

“It’s okay to admit it.” She smiled. “It’s for the best. Mary is will get the fucking of her life and you… well… judging by that little stiffy in your pants you like it.”

Gary’s hand now cupped Mary’s ass, pulling her tighter against his body. She smiled, cheeks flushed, obviously enjoying herself. My cock twitched in my pants, safely out of sight. But Stephanie knew and her smile got bigger.

“It’s fun to watch you struggle with yourself.” She said, studying me like a bug. “Some men get scared, or angry, all you want to do is touch yourself.”

I tried to swallow, my throat dry. She was right. What was wrong with me? I hadn’t even tried to stop any of this happening. Gary was trying to get my wife in bed and I was excited by it. Ashamed too, and even a little angry and scared but still excited.

I needed to get in control of this situation. I had to get away from Stephanie’s teasing spell and separate Mary and Gary. And I needed to do it soon or like Stephanie had said, Mary would have her legs wrapped around that huge body. My cock throbbed again.

“You’re not even trying to fight it are you?” Stephanie smirked. “Just a natural born cuckold. You stepped out of your league getting her didn’t you? And you can’t hold on.”

“She’s my wife.” I hissed.

“Then go over there and stop this.” She challenged. “The beating will hurt, but you’ll still be a man won’t you. And Mary probably won’t fuck him then. Not tonight at least.”

I stared at Gary, his hand now grazing my wife’s thighs where her skirt ended. He was solid. Taller, heavier and stronger than me. He was a marine, I couldn’t do it.

“Oh you’re the most fun yet.” Stephanie giggled. “Just how far are you going to let me push you hmm?”

I looked at her in confusion and she laughed.

“You’re not stupid. I know you’ve been wondering what I get out of this. Why I’m letting my man fuck other women.” Her voice so low I leaned in closer to make sure I heard everything she said.

“It amuses me.” She smirked. “Watching men squirm and wriggle and try to deny the truth. They all give in in the end. But you, you didn’t try.”

I opened my mouth ready to deny it, but nothing.  Stephanie giggled.

“You want it so, so bad, don’t you?” She licked her lips. “Look at you squirming. Controlled by your cock. What would you do to be allowed to see?”

The question came out of nowhere. My brow furrowed. Why would I want to watch Gary and Mary. I already knew it was going to happen. If I was honest, part of me wanted it to happen. But to see it. To see her panting and writhing as he fucked her. To hear her moan. My stomach lurched and my cock swelled. Stephanie just watched me with that detached amusement. Her coolness adding to my humiliation.

“You’re starting to put it together aren’t you. I knew you were a smart.” She purred. “Gary, he likes fresh meat. Your wife is easy pickings. And me, I like to make weak men grovel.” She grinned triumphantly. “Grovel for me cucky.”

I closed my eyes, my body trembling. The temptation to sink from my chair onto my knees felt impossibly strong. Only fear of what everyone else would say stopped me. Stephanie was right about me. I was weak and part of me craved being treated this way.

“Oooh. She likes that.” Stephanie murmured.

My eyes shot open and my gaze turned to Mary. She pressed up against Gary now, no space between their bodies at all. They were practically rubbing against each other on the dancefloor. Was it my imagination or were people starting to notice them?

Gary’s hand had worked its way beneath Mary’s skirt.  I couldn’t tell exactly what he was doing, but Stephanie was right. She liked it. My stomach lurched and I wiped my sweating palms on my trousers.

“It’s okay.” Stephanie whispered, reaching out a hand to caress my cheek for the briefest of moments. “I’ve you’re an obedient cucky I may let you watch. If you’ve very good maybe I’ll let you do something about that little problem you’ve got twitching under the table.” She giggled

I bit my lip, glad that the low lights in the room hid my flaming cheeks from anyone who might be watching.

“But first you have to ask.” She continued. “Ask nicely for what you want.”

“Please.” I whispered. My cock throbbed at my weakness. I couldn’t believe the word came from my mouth.

“Please what?” Stephanie taunted. Her eyes glinting with a malicious pleasure.

“Please let me watch.” I forced each word out through a haze of excitement and shame.

“Uh…uh.” Stephanie shook her head, smirking. “You know what you have to say cucky.” I shuddered, all resistance crumbling.

“Please let me watch your husband fuck my wife.” It was barely audible, but I had said it. My cock throbbed again as I submitted to my weakness. Stephanie licked her lips, savoring my humiliation.

“Take him your keys.” She said.

My hand reached down and removed the keys from my pocket. I looked at them and then back at Stephanie. She nodded, smiling.

“Take them to him. So he can fuck your wife. On your bed.” I shuddered, ashamed of the excitement I felt at her words.

My mouth felt dry as I stood up from the table. Stephanie didn’t move, she just watched, enjoying the control she exerted over me. I turned slowly towards my wife and stared for a moment. Seeing her giggle and whisper in Gary’s ear.

I shuffled towards them, my palms sweating as I contemplated what I was about to do. What I needed to do.

Steeling myself, I moved quicker, ignoring the peculiar glances that I got on the way. Mary saw me coming first. She flushed, looking guilty and yet also strangely defiant.

“We were just messing around.” She said, sounding oddly like a rebellious teenager to my ears. Nervous of my reaction, yet not wanting to admit she was in the wrong. Gary for his part said nothing, didn’t even smile, just waited for my reaction. His confidence unnerved me.

I stared for a moment, unsure what to say. How to respond to the situation. Finally, wordlessly I held out my keys to Gary. He took them without comment and turned. His arm casually draped around my wife’s waist, a hand cupping her ass, he guided her towards the door.

I watched them go. Suddenly conscious of the surrounding silence. If people hadn’t noted the odd behavior before, they had now. My cheeks flamed crimson with shame and embarrassment. No one said anything, but their judgment beat on me.

“If you don’t hurry up, you’ll miss the show.” Stephanie whispered in my ear before sauntering past me. She seemed to soak up the attention, confident in her looks and enjoying knowing that people lusted after her. I stared myself.

Then, like an obedient dog, I followed after her. She was right of course. I didn’t want to miss the show.

* * * * *

The ride home was perhaps the most awkward time I have ever spent in a car. Gary just assumed I would drive of course. Stephanie sat up front with me, leaving the back seat for Mary and Gary.

My passive behavior either emboldened or infuriated Mary, I couldn’t tell which. Either way she threw herself at Gary, pressing herself against his body as they kissed. Stephanie smirked at me.

“Eyes on the road cucky, plenty of time for watching at your house.”

When I didn’t respond, she reached out and adjusted the mirror away from me, though clearly leaving herself an excellent view of the activities.

I ground my teeth in frustration, desperate to known what was going on back there. The giggles and soft moaning played havoc with my imagination. I pictured his hands all over my wife’s body, squeezing and groping her. Her eager reaction to his claiming of her body.

My cock hardened uncomfortably in my pants. I shifted in the seat trying to get more comfortable, but it didn’t help. Stephanie glanced at me quizzically and my cheeks flushed with shame again. Could her opinion of me really get any lower? I reached down to relieve the strain on my dick, but her hand slapped mine away.

“Sit and suffer cucky.” She grinned. “Don’t you get it yet? Nobody cares what you want tonight. If you want to see Gary fuck your wife you’ll do exactly what you’re told.”

Blood surged and my cock twitched at her words, making me wince. But I did as told. I wanted to see Mary fucked so badly at this point it was almost unbearable.

A sudden gasp came from the back and Stephanie returned her attention to the rear mirror. Watching Gary do what to my wife? From the low groan that followed, something she liked a lot. I pressed down on the gas.

“That’s it cucky. We don’t want to keep my stud and your slut waiting do we?” Stephanie murmured, not taking her eyes off the mirror.

* * * * *

I stood in my own living room, feeling like a guest. Mary and Gary were making out right in front of me. Mary’s hair and clothes were a mess as Gary’s hands roamed freely over her body. Neither of them paid any attention to me, focussed on their own desires.

I fidgeted, knowing what would happen. What I, at least in part, wanted to happen. But what to do, now that it was about to? Stephanie knew.

“You’re not being a good host.” She chided, teasingly. “Why don’t you show Gary the house, offer him something nice.”

Perhaps my brain had sunk to a point where it could only think about one thing. I immediately got her reference and… as I had all night, I went along with her suggestions. Why did I find it so hard to say no to her?

“The bedroom is this way.” I mumbled, gesturing to where only Mary and I had previously spent time. My heart hammered in my chest. Was I going to say it? “Please… enjoy my wife.”

Mary, whose expression had become petulant as I had approached, stared at me in surprise. Gary sneered down at me.

“Say please.” Was all he said..

“P.please.”  I said, ashamed at how I was letting him control and bully me.

“P..p…please do what?” He mocked me.

I closed my eyes, steeling myself for a moment. Mary’s eyes locked on me intently. There was a strange expression creeping over her face. As though she hadn’t fully understood what was going on before. Stephanie, as always, observed and smirked.

“Please fuck my wife.” I gasped, my heart beating fast, my palms sweaty. Gary laughed in triumph.

“You… want him to fuck me.” Mary spoke. She sounded incredulous, but it wasn’t a question. She knew. My cheeks flamed crimson with heat. “You’re not just letting it happen. You’re asking for someone to screw your wife. Why?”

A gazed at her speechless. What could I say? How to I explain my shame. The judgment formed in her eyes as she mentally re-evaluated the man she had been married to for 15 years.

“Show her.” Stephanie instructed me, gesturing at my pants. It was immediately obvious what she meant.

With trembling fingers I struggled to unbuckle my belt and unzipped my trousers, pulling them down. My excitement obvious, an obscene bulge in my boxer briefs showed everyone what I felt about what was happening tonight. Gary snorted in contempt.

But it was Mary’s reaction I worried about. I turned my full attention on her, feeling beads of sweat form on my forehead as my blush spread down my body. A mixture of emotions warred on her face for a moment before she burst out laughing, the sound like a knife to my gut. Pain and pleasure mixed as my traitorous cock twitched visibly. I sank to my knees, unable to support myself any longer.

“Well.” Mary said, composing herself. “If you feel that way about it.” She snickered again, relishing the power that I had just relinquished to her. “Let me see what I can do.”

She leant over and kissed Gary passionately, pressing her whole body against him. I moaned as I saw his tongue invading her mouth. A prelude for what was to come I no doubt.

Mary pulled herself away, panting slightly, and studied me again, as though testing my reaction. When I made no effort to protest or stop her, her eyes gleamed with triumph. She turned to look at Stephanie and paused for a moment.

“I guess you can do what you want with him while Gary and I are busy.” She said, a note of false bravado in her voice. Stephanie remained calm and amused.

“Oh I don’t screw around.” She mocked walking over to stand above me. “But I’m sure I’ll find some way to entertain myself.” She nudged the bulge in my briefs with the toe of her shoe, making me moan. “I’m looking forward to watching Gary use your body.”

Mary looked shaken for a moment, maybe realizing that she was in over her head. But she didn’t have time to react to what Stephanie said. Gary’s arm swept around her waist and squeezed her ass, guiding her toward the bedroom with him.

I knelt there and watched them go, my cock aching.

“You want to see it don’t you?” Stephanie said. Her shoe tapped against my dick.

I groaned, looking up at her. My mind a haze of lust and embarrassment.

“Kiss it.” She said, wiggling her foot.

To my shame I didn’t even hesitate. I leant forward and planted my lips on her shoe, the smell of the leather filling my nostrils. Stephanie’s laughter sent shivers through my body.

“Oh the things I could do with you.” She gloated.

A loud groan came from the bedroom, followed by another. I glanced up, Stephanie’s palm cracked against my cheek, rocking me back.

“Did I tell you to stop?” She hissed. I shook my head, suddenly terrified.

“Remember your place cuckold.” She leant forward, giving me a clear view down her top as she spoke. “On your knees with that little prick all swollen while a real man fucks your wife.”

I moaned, staring.

“Enjoy the view. It’s the best you will get tonight.” She sneered

A steady thumping came from the bedroom, accompanied by more moans. My cock throbbed, painfully hard now.

“Go on. Crawl in and see what a real man does to the slut you married.”  Stephanie’s voice dripped with contempt now.

But I didn’t care. I had to see. On my hands and knees, scared I wouldn’t be allowed to if I didn’t obey, I crawled along the hallway until I reached the bedroom door. Stephanie’s laughter echoed in my ears.

The door was open of course, why would they feel the need to close it? I stared at the bed, at stared at my wife’s legs and arms wrapped around Gary’s body. I listened to her moan as her ass thrust forward again and again.

My heart stopped as she looked right at me. Her gaze angry and defensive at first. Then her expression changed, to surprise, laughter. My cheeks reddened with shame. She wasn’t looking at my face any more. She looked at my cock. My throbbing, painfully hard cock.

Her hands squeezed Gary’s ass, urging him to fuck her harder and faster.

“Oh god.” She moaned, her eyes meeting mine again. “Yes. Fuck me.”

It wasn’t even a conscious action at this point. My hands on my cock, squeezing and stroking. I shuddered, gasped and panted, squirting out my shameful orgasm as my wife begged Gary for more.

And as cold rationality returned, I gazed at the pool of white cum on the ground wondering just what I had done.
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