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Chapter 1


During our wedding reception, my new bride and I had a bit too much to drink. After the reception, Jen and I piled into our rented limo and headed off to the Inn where we were staying. Our friend Ralph also got into the limo, since he was staying at the same Inn.


Jen has a wholesome, pretty face. She's a natural blond with lush, shoulder length hair. She's petite with long shapely legs, a flat stomach, a tight shapely ass, and small but perfectly shaped tits with perky nipples.


While Jen and I were going out, we often fantasized about her fucking other guys. In fact, almost every time we fucked we talked about her with other guys. She wasn't that into it at first, but she soon learned that it was my passion, so she indulged me. Eventually she started getting into it, and things moved from just fantasizing in bed, to real-life playing. We often played games in public where she'd "accidentally" flash her stocking tops to some guys, or lean over a counter and let a guy look down her blouse. But despite all my cajoling, Jen never went beyond just teasing other guys.


Our fantasy life was always more intense when we included guys we actually knew, instead of nameless strangers. And Ralph was always one of our favorites.


Jen met Ralph at work. They became good friends, and every now and then the three of us would go out. Ralph's tall and lean, and has a dark complexion and dark hair. He's handsome, and never seemed to have any problem attracting girls. Whenever we went out he always had a beauty on his arm, and he freely shared with us that he didn't often go home alone.


Jen told me that Ralph often flirted with her at work, and she admitted that it was fun for her to flirt back. Although nothing every happened, she admitted that she was attracted to him. Thus, Ralph was often the focus of our hot wife fantasies, and my jealousy of Jen and Ralph working so closely together while harboring this mutual attraction just made the fantasies more exciting. Also, truth to tell, I didn't really like Ralph. I mean, he was okay, but I thought he was a bit arrogant, and the only reason I hung out with him was because of Jen. Strangely, while my dislike of Ralph increased my jealousy of his relationship with Jen, it also increased the excitement I felt when I imagined the two of them fucking.


On the way to the Inn we drank more, and smoked some pot. Jen always got so horny when she got high. We got frisky in the limo, and then Jen mischievously whispered into my ear, "I know what you want for a wedding gift." She then flopped onto the seat next to Ralph. With a sly smile on her face, and looking directly into my eyes, she wrapped her arms around Ralph's neck. She continued to look into my eyes. She seemed to be daring me to stop her. I was frozen, mesmerized by what Jen was doing. She had never before taken our game so far, certainly not with someone we knew. When I took no action to stop her, Jen brought her lips up to Ralph's and kissed him. The kiss was tentative at first, but soon it became passionate. Ralph's hands started wandering and soon he was groping Jen over her wedding gown.


When we got to the Inn all three of us went to our bridal suite. I started making out with Jen while Ralph made some drinks. I was so excited, I wanted to see more of Jen with Ralph. But in the walk from the limo to our room Jen had sobered a bit, and she giggled, "Okay, Ralph, you can go now."


But that's not what I wanted. I whispered to Jen, "It turned me on so much to see you and Ralph making out. I loved it! You looked so sexy making out with Ralph." I played with her through her gown as I said this. I glanced at Ralph. He was watching as I fondled Jen's body. "I want to see more. I want to see Ralph fucking you. You want to fuck him, don't you?" Jen didn't say anything, but I could feel her body responding to my touch. I moved my hands under her gown. I worked my fingers around her panties and stuck a finger into her pussy. She was incredibly wet. Jen moaned and gyrated her hips as I finger-fucked her. Ralph was still watching us. I'm sure he could hear what I was saying. I turned Jen around so she was facing Ralph. She couldn't help but look at him. My hand was still under her gown, still finger fucking her. Her gown was bunched around my hand, so Jen's ivory white bridal stockings were on display for Ralph's eyes.


I said into Jen's ear, loud enough for Ralph to hear: "You're so wet. You're so ready for Ralph's cock. You want his cock, don't you? You've always wanted to fuck him." Jen didn't say anything, she just ground her pussy harder against my hand.


Ralph had heard enough. His hard cock was tented in his pants. He walked over to us, and he took Jen into his arms. He began kissing my new wife. She initially tried to push away, but he was insistent and continued to kiss her, pushing his tongue into her mouth. Ralph's hands moved down her body, and I felt one of his hands move under her dress and brush against her panties. I removed my fingers from Jen's pussy, and Ralph quickly entered her with his. Jen had stopped struggling, and seemed to welcome Ralph's fingers in her pussy. I moved away from them and sat in the sofa, to watch the show.


Jen was still wearing her wedding dress. With his other hand, Ralph reached behind her and unzipped the gown, pulling it down off her shoulders. She was wearing an ivory bustier. Ralph pulled one of her tits free and started sucking on her nipple. Jen's moans became even louder. Her nipples had always been so sensitive, almost a direct line to her clit.


Ralph laid Jen on the bed, and then moved up between her legs, pushing her gown up until it was bunched around her waist. Jen was wearing ivory white, thigh high stockings. Garters from her bustier held the lace tops of the stockings. Jen opened her legs, and Ralph started to eat her out. She was still wearing her panties, but they were little more than a string, so he had no trouble pushing it aside as he ravished her clit with his tongue. Jen moaned and squirmed on the bed. She grabbed his head and pushed her pussy into his face.


I started thinking that perhaps I should stop this, when Ralph got up and moved towards Jen's head. He unzipped his pants and took out his hard cock. His cock was huge! Ralph moved his cock towards Jen's lips and she immediately took him into her mouth. I watched as my new bride wrapped her hands around his big cock and pumped him while sucking its head. Jen's hands looked tiny as she stroked his huge cock. I was mesmerized by the sight of Jen going down on another man. I pulled my dick out and started playing with myself.


Soon, Ralph pulled out of Jen's mouth and moved between her legs. Jen kicked off her satin heels and spread her legs even wider to allow Ralph easier access. Ralph pushed her gown farther up around her waist as he moved up between her legs. Good sense prevailed and Jen said, "Wait," as she reached over to the nightstand for a condom. Jen was not on the pill; we were using condoms. She almost frantically opened the package and tried to put the condom on Ralph. But the condom, which we had bought to fit my dick, couldn't fit over Ralph's larger cock. After trying for a few minutes, Jen threw the condom on the floor in frustration and said, "Just don't cum in me, okay?"


Jen laid back down and moved her hand between them. She reached for Ralph's cock and guided it into her pussy. Jen said again, "Remember, pull out, don't cum in me." Ralph said okay, and then I saw him thrust into her. Jen squealed, and I knew he had penetrated her. He started pumping, but she said "Wait, wait, not so fast, I have to get used to you." In response, he moved slower in and out of her.


I imagined Jen's tight pussy stretching as Ralph pushed more and more of his monster cock into her. It took a few minutes, but eventually he had penetrated her completely, and their fucking began in earnest. Jen's stockinged feet were on Ralph's shoulders as he savagely fucked her. I watched as Jen arched her back as she had her first orgasm of the evening. I came as I watched her toes curl as she came all over Ralph's big cock.


Ralph had amazing staying power. He fucked my new wife for another 15 minutes. His grunts and groans became even more urgent and it was clear he was about to cum. Jen urged Ralph not to cum inside her, so he pulled out and shot a huge load all over her wedding dress.





After a few minutes to recover her senses, Jen pulled away from Ralph and walked over to me, still in her wedding dress. She got on her knees and looked at me, her beautiful blue eyes looking intently into my eyes. She stroked me for a few minutes, and then lowered her face and started going down on me. It felt good. I started getting hard again. But that's not what I wanted. I was incredibly turned on by my wife being fucked by another guy. I wanted more!


I pulled her head up. She looked at me again and she instantly knew what I wanted. It wasn't that hard for her to figure out, given all the times we had talked about it, fantasized about it. All the times I had urged her to go farther. She asked, "Are you sure?" I nodded yes. She hesitated, and then slowly stood up. She walked back to Ralph, who was hard again.


Jen stood in front of Ralph, who moved to kiss her. But she stopped him, and said that she wanted to get out of her gown. She turned around so her back was to Ralph. She looked into my eyes as Ralph finished unzipping her gown. Her gown fell around her, and Ralph helped her step out of it. She now stood in just her bustier, garters, and stockings. She paused, still looking into my eyes. Maybe she was having second thoughts, thinking that this had gone far enough. Silently, she asked me again, "Are you sure?" For all my lust, I was feeling insecure and jealous. But this was my fantasy finally coming true. I was too in lust to stop it. So, instead of telling her to stop, I nodded my head, answering her silent question with my silent answer. "Yes, I want you to fuck him again."


All of Jen's resolve disappeared. She knew I wasn't going to stop this. She knew I didn't want it to stop. Slowly, she moved backwards into Ralph's arms. He nuzzled her neck as he reached around and cupped her breasts. Jen melted into him, becoming more and more lost in passion as he fondled her body. He freed her breasts from the bustier, and rolled her nipples between his fingers. Then he moved one of his hands down over her tummy. He pushed two fingers into her pussy, and rubbed her clit with his thumb. Jen moaned and squirmed to his touch, and humped his hand. I had never seen her so turned on or animated.


Jen pulled away from Ralph. She turned around to face him, and then got on her knees. I watched Ralph's face as my bride put her lips around his cock. Jen wrapped her hands around his cock, and started to pump him. While doing that, she took his cock deeper in her mouth, in and out, in sync with her hands stroking his cock. Ralph gripped Jen's head and clutched her blond hair, and started pumping into her, fucking her face. With each stroke, Jen took more of his cock into her mouth. Her cheeks bulged when he pushed in, and became shallow when he pulled out. Her wedding and engagement rings became covered with saliva and pre-cum as she kept her hands locked around his cock as he fucked her face.


I thought Ralph was going to cum in her mouth. But, finally, Jen took Ralph's cock out of her mouth and looked up into his face. "I need you inside me right now!"


Ralph pulled Jen towards the bed. Jen paused to pick up her wedding dress, and used it like a towel to wipe the saliva and pre-cum from her hands. She got on the bed and straddled Ralph. She lowered herself on him, using one of her hands to guide his cock into her. Although she was wet and stretched, she still had to go slow to get all of him inside her. She grunted a moan of satisfaction as she finally became completed impaled on his monster cock. For the next ten minutes I watched my new bride grunt and groan as she passionately rode Ralph's big cock.


Then Ralph abruptly threw her onto the bed and mounted her. He fucked her frantically. Jen's stockinged legs were wrapped around him, and she was moaning, "Oh god oh god oh god." Ralph's muscular body tensed. I knew he was coming, and Jen sensed it too. She wrapped her arms around him, pulling him deeper inside her. Her toes began to curl. They both were cumming. As Jen climaxed, she held Ralph tightly against her. Seconds later, he began to orgasm, shooting his cum deep inside her pussy.


They embraced for long moments, and then Ralph rolled off of Jen. I moved onto my new bride, and entered her. The feeling was incredible. Her pussy was so wet and loose, I could barely feel myself in her. But I was so turned on, I came after just a few strokes.


Chapter 2


I woke up early in the morning. Ralph was on the other side of the bed, and Jen was between us.


I was facing Jen's back. Jen was awake, and I could see her face in the mirror on the opposite wall. She was looking at Ralph, who was still asleep. He had fallen asleep on top of the sheets, completely nude.


Jen was looking at Ralph's cock. She seemed mesmerized. Even soft, it was huge. It was like a pylon, long and thick.


Jen saw me looking at her in the mirror. She turned over to face me. We didn't speak for a long time, we just looked into each other's faces. Last night had turned our fantasies into reality, and now we had to deal with the consequences. Jen started by saying, "I'm sorry, it got out of control last night."


"I know," I said. The silence was awkward. Finally I said, "I think the most important thing to do is for us to be completely honest with each other."


"I think you're right."


"No, I really mean it. If we're going to get through this, we have to be completely honest. We can't worry about hurting each others feelings. If I ask you something, you have to answer me honestly, and I have to do the same for you. Otherwise, we'll just end up hurting each other. Okay?"


"Okay."


"Do you promise?"


"Yes, I promise. I really agree that we have to be honest to either other, completely."


I paused, took a deep breath, and then started. "Last night was incredible. I've never been so turned on in my life. Seeing you with Ralph was -- I just can't describe it. It was a dream come true. All my fantasies came true last night."


Jen seemed surprised that I was saying this. I guess she thought I would be regretting last night. "But didn't you get jealous? I could never see you with another woman."


"And I don't want to be with another woman. You're the sexiest woman alive. You make my fantasies come true. And I was jealous. I was really jealous. At times I couldn't stand it. But I think that's part of the turn-on. It's being on the edge. I don't understand completely why this excited me so much, all I know is it does."


"I guess I don't understand it either," she said, looking down.


"But you liked last night, didn't you? You don't regret it?"


She looked back into my eyes. "Yes, I liked it. I guess I don't regret it. I don't know, I just don't want this to break us apart."


I kissed her softly. "It won't. I love you. But I don't think we can go back."


"What do you mean?" she asked, startled.


"I want it to happen again. I want it to happen all the time."


"You can't mean that," she replied incredulously. "Last night was enough. I don't want to do that again."


"You don't want to?"


"No, I don't -- I don't," she said, unconvincingly. I knew she was lying.


"You said you'd tell me the truth."


"I am!"


I took her hand and put it on my dick. I was rock hard. "See how hard I am? Just talking about you fucking another guy turns me on."


"Just by talking about it?" Jen said, again incredulously. She began stroking my cock. I placed by finger on her clit and started to gently rub it.


"That, and it also turned me on to see you staring at Ralph's cock a few minutes ago."


Her cheeks turned red. She was caught red handed. But her hips started to gyrate, in sync with the movements of my finger on her clit. "Tell me why you like big cocks so much," I said, so lost in lust. I looked over Jen's shoulder and saw Ralph looking at us. I didn't know how long he had been awake. Jen, also crazed with lust, must have felt he was awake as well, as she reached behind her and stroked his cock.


With a lustful look on her face, she said, "It feels so good to be stretched. To feel it rubbing against my insides. Having a big cock inside me when I cum is, like, a complete orgasm. It's better than being eaten out. It's fulfilling. To feel the cum explode inside me. It feels so good to feel cum shoot into me. It's like an explosion against my g-spot. Oh god, you have no idea how good it feels!"


Jen softly nudged my hand away from her clit, and then reached between her legs. She raised one leg and took hold of Ralph's cock, guiding him into her. They started to rock back and forth, slowly at first, and then with abandon. I played with myself as I watched them fuck. They didn't last long, and Ralph shot his hot cum into Jen's pussy. I kissed my wife as she climaxed. As soon as he pulled out, I pushed into her. I was so worked up, I came after just a few strokes.


Chapter 3


We were at the Marriott next to the airport, a few weeks after getting back from our honeymoon. Jen had gone on the pill as soon as we got back, and this was the soonest we felt it would be safe for her to sleep with other guys without the risk of pregnancy.


Since being with Ralph on our wedding night, we had both decided that this was the life we wanted to lead, at least for now. Jen had found that she enjoyed the sexual excitement of being with other guys. For me, seeing my wife being seduced and then thoroughly fucked by other guys was my ultimate fantasy. We were both in a constant state of sexual excitement, and were anticipating a wonderful evening playing our game.


Jen was sitting at the bar. She looked incredible. In the crowd, I watched her twirl her blond hair, and play with the buttons on her dress. She smoothed her stockings, letting her dress slightly ride up so her stocking tops flashed every now and then, and dangled her heels from her toe. Jen was flirting with Dan, who looked to be a lawyer (I learned his name later). As they spoke, they touched each other. At first they touched the other's hand or arm, then sides and back, and then legs. Jen's touching was more subtle than Dan's, but her slight caresses seemed to encourage him, and he became bolder and bolder. His hands caressed her knees, then moved up her silky thighs until disappearing for a moment under her dress. Jen grabbed his hands as he explored under her dress, seeming to protest, but then let go and Dan continued his caresses.


Dan whispered something in Jen's ear, and Jen said something back, nodding as she did so. Dan got up, and offered his hand to Jen. As Jen slid off her stool, her dress seemingly inadvertently rode up high, showing everyone in the bar the lacy tops of her stockings and garter straps.


With a hand on her back, Dan guided Jen out of the bar and into the hotel lobby. I knew they were going to an empty ballroom. This hotel had many, which is why we had picked it. It was hard for me not to follow, but according to our plan I waited in the bar, knowing that Jen would give me all the details later.


After about 30 minutes Jen returned to the bar. She was by herself. Her hair was a bit disheveled, as was her makeup. She seemed somewhat shaky on her heels as she walked. Even from across the room I could see runs in her stockings around her knees. I wondered if her stockings had laddered from kneeling on the floor to give Dan head.


Jen stayed in the bar only long enough find me in the crowd, and glanced my way. She then left, and I followed her.





We were in our hotel room, and Jen was telling me the story of her quickie with Dan. She was lying in our bed, her dress around her waist, playing with herself. She still had her stockings and heels on. I was completely dressed, but I had pulled my cock out and was playing with myself as she told me the story.


"Dan was all over me in the bar. He was touching me everywhere. It was so wicked with you watching, it made me more turned on. He reached up my skirt, and he got even more excited when he felt my stocking tops and realized I was wearing garters. He said he wanted me, and he took me to the ballroom on the mezzanine. I can't tell you how exciting it was to know that you were watching as we left the bar. That you knew that I was going with this stranger and he was going to fuck me. As soon as Dan closed the door he attacked me! He practically ripped off my dress and bra. He started sucking my nipples, and he put his fingers into me. It felt so good! He made me get on my knees and suck him. Then he pulled me up and pushed me over a table. He pulled my dress up and ripped off my panties. He fucked me from behind. Then he said he wanted to cum in my mouth. So he pushed me back on my knees, and I sucked him until he came."


"Did you cum?" I asked.


She answered honestly. "No, it happened so fast." Seeing the disappointment in my face, she quickly added, "But it was exciting, and I had fun."


"Was he big, as big as Ralph?"


"God no, not as big as Ralph. I mean, this guy was big, but Ralph is huge." She looked at the ceiling, and said wistfully. "And Ralph is so good. It's not just his big cock, it's his whole body, and he knows what to do with it."


Hearing this, I reached over and rolled Jen's nipples between my fingers. "I bet you wish you were with Ralph tonight. That he bent you over the table and fucked you. Fantasize that it was Ralph fucking you. Make yourself cum." Jen closed her eyes, and rubbed her clit harder and faster. "How does it feel with Ralph fucking you, with his big cock in you?"


Jen moaned. "So good, so good, oh yeah, yeah, so good, Ralph fucks me so good." Her eyes were clenched closed as she neared her orgasm, as she fantasized about Ralph fucking her. "Oh yeah yeah so good Oh god so good Oh god yes yes yes!" Jen's stockinged toes curled as she made herself cum.


I rolled on top of Jen and entered her. Even though Dan wasn't as big as Ralph, Jen's pussy still felt stretched and loose. But I was already so close to the edge from watching Jen getting picked-up at the bar, and hearing what Dan had done with her, that I was soon shooting my cum into her.





Long after Jen feel asleep, I lay awake in the bed, trying to process what had just happened. Our lives were moving so fast. I was incredibly happy that Jen had taken this step towards being a hot wife. My fantasy had come true, and I didn't want to go back to a monogamous lifestyle. But what had just happened? Jen's appetite for sex suddenly seemed unbounded, she was insatiable. But it seemed like she wasn't satisfied with just any big cock, or just any anonymous lover. She wanted Ralph!


As I lay in bed I was trying to process my feelings about this. It was one thing for Jen to fuck around with faceless dicks. It was another for her to lust after someone we knew, someone she worked with, and someone I didn't like much. I knew the risks. Jen could develop romantic feelings for Ralph. Where would that leave our relationship?


The jealousy and insecurity I was experiencing was intense, and left an aching feeling in me. But my cock was also rock hard. All of this was making me so hot! I didn't know why, but the emotional twist to this game was making it even more exciting for me. I knew I was risking my wife to another man, but I couldn't help it. I couldn't stop it. My lust was overwhelming, like a drug, controlling my actions. I stroked my hard-on, and I thought of Ralph fucking my wife.





The next weekend, I said that maybe we should invite Ralph over. Jen's eyes immediately sparkled.


"Are you sure?" she asked tentatively. "Maybe we should keep this game to strangers. Don't you think it's dangerous to play with people we know?" There was an edge to her voice, and I sensed she wanted me to give her the okay to play with Ralph.


"Yeah, maybe, but we've already started playing with Ralph, so I think it's okay. Besides, I'm sure Ralph has been hitting on you at work."


Jen's cheeks flushed. She almost looked guilty. "Yeah, he has been pretty persistent." She paused. "If you really think it's okay..."


"Let's call him now," I said as I reached for the phone.





Ralph fucked Jen for hours, while I watched and played with myself. I lost count of the number of times he made Jen come. Afterwards, Jen was aglow from the fucking Ralph had given her, and couldn't stop telling me how great Ralph was, and thanking me for letting her meet up with him again.


For the next few weeks, we often played the game, but only with strangers. Jen enjoyed the experiences to varying degrees, but compared to Ralph, they were disappointments. She actually started talking about stopping the game. She said how the game was just a phase in our lives, and maybe it was time to move on.


That was the last thing I wanted to hear. I said that maybe we should meet up with Ralph again, since she seemed to enjoy it so much. She hesitated before replying, and then said, "I'm not sure it's a good idea for me to keep seeing Ralph."


"Why? Has something happened at work?"


"No -- it's because we know him, and..."


"But I thought we decided that Ralph would be the one exception to the stranger rule."


"I know, I know, but I just think it's a bad idea," Jen insisted.


"But why?"


Jen's next words made my cock spring to life. "Because I'm afraid I might fall in love with him."


"But..."


"Just listen for a minute," Jen said softly, talking my hands in hers. "The experiences I have with Ralph are so intense. There's so much pleasure. I'm afraid that I can't keep having such intense experiences with Ralph without developing feelings for him. I mean, I think about him all the time. All the time. It's starting to be that I can only climax if I'm thinking about him fucking me. Think about it -- when we're having sex, I can't cum unless I'm thinking that it's Ralph that I'm with. If I keep sleeping with him, I'm afraid my feelings for him might become emotional. I might fall in love with him! And then what would happen to us?"


The smart thing for me to have done at that point was to stop the game right then. Let it rest for a while. Then, in a few months, I could try to start it up again, with strangers. It would still be exciting, but there wouldn't be the risk that she would fall in love with Ralph.


But her words were getting me so hot! It was the risk that made this game so deliriously thrilling. I was addicted to the risk, to the excitement. My lust wouldn't let me stop the game. In fact, I was determined to convince Jen to not only continue the game with Ralph, but to expand it.


"Look, I think you're overreacting," I said. "I mean, sure you might develop a crush on Ralph, and that's normal, but that's a long way from love. You get so much pleasure from being with Ralph, and I get so much pleasure from your pleasure, that I think we shouldn't rush to stop something that we both enjoy so much."


"I don't know -- I'm not sure."


"Just go on a date with Ralph," I persisted. "Talk about it with him."


"A date? You mean by ourselves, without you?" Jen had gone out on dates with other guys since we started playing the game, but never with Ralph.


"Sure, you've done it before with other guys. You know the thought of you dating guys turns me on. Go out with Ralph, let him take you back to his place. If you decide to end it afterwards, at least we'll have this last memory."


Jen still looked unconvinced. "I'm not sure -- I feel like I'm at the edge of a cliff, about to fall over."


I was so excited by this conversation, but I tried not to show it. "Let yourself be on the edge, at least this one last time." I reached into my briefcase and pulled out a small box. "Look, I bought this for you."


I handed it to Jen. It was a box of extra large condoms. Jen hated being on the pill, because it always made her gain weight. She had gone off the pill a few weeks ago, and was back to using condoms. "These were the largest I could find. Hopefully they'll be big enough for Ralph," I said smiling.


Jen took the box from me, and silently studied it. Finally she looked up at me, and said "You really want this, don't you?"


"Yes. And I know you do, too. I know it. We both want this."


A few moments passed. I sensed that Jen was almost convinced. Finally I took her hand. "Come on, let's go call Ralph. Then I'll help you get ready for your date."


Chapter 4


Jen made it home around 2am. Ralph had ravished her. We had wonderful sex as she told me in great detail everything Ralph had done to her.


After that evening, we stopped talking about ending the game, or going after strangers. We had reached an unspoken agreement. Jen played the game, but only with Ralph. Ralph was her boyfriend, and with my blessings he used her body whenever and however he wished. In the process, Jen and I enjoyed the most exciting sex of our lives.


One evening I came home from work and I saw Jen looking into the mirror. She was playing with her hair. Jen was a natural blond, and her milky white complexion (as well as her neatly trimmed bush) proved it. I loved her blond hair. I loved leggy petite blonds, and Jen fit that picture perfectly.


"Hi honey, what're you doing?"


"Oh," Jen said, startled. "I didn't realize you were home."


"I just got here. What're you doing?" I repeated.


"Oh, nothing."


"No really, what are you doing?"


She hesitated. She ran her fingers through her long blond hair again. "I was thinking about something that Ralph said the other day."


My dick stiffened. "What?"


"Well..."


"Come on, you can tell me."


Jen continued to hesitate. Finally she said, "He said -- Ralph wondered what I would look like as a brunette, with short brown hair."


"What?" I said, surprised.


"You know, it's the look nowadays. Short dark hair, kind of page boy. I'd slicked back my hair with gel, and my bangs would kind of swoop over my forehead."


I was alarmed that Jen was talking like she had already decided to do it. "But I love your blond hair. And I like your hair long."


"I know, honey, I was just thinking about it. It was just something Ralph said. He said he likes girls with short dark hair. He said I'm the first blond he has ever dated." My knees became weak when Jen said that. The thought of my wife dating another guy turned me on so much.


"You'd really have to cut off a lot of your hair," I said hesitantly.


"I know, but it would grow back. Do you think I should do it? It would be fun to have a new look, I've never been anything but blond."


My lust was so overwhelming. Thinking of Ralph's increasing control over Jen made me lightheaded. This might not seem like a big deal, but in fact it was huge. Jen knew that I loved blonds, that I had never even considered going out with anyone but a blond. She also knew that I loved long hair. The fact that she was considering cutting and dying her hair because Ralph wanted her to do it was incredibly -- thrilling.


I managed not to choke out my next words. "Well, okay, I want you to do what you want to do. Do you want to do it?"


"Well, I guess so," Jen said almost nonchalantly, although it was obvious she was containing her excitement. "It might be fun, at least for a little while." She made it sound like she wanted to do it anyway, but we both knew that she was doing it because Ralph wanted her to.


Jen didn't waste any time. The next day, she cut and dyed her hair. I didn't get to see it until late that evening, because she rushed off to show Ralph. Ralph loved her short dark hair. By the time I saw her, he had already fucked her silly.


When I finally saw Jen that evening, I saw that she had cut her hair really short, to a few inches above her shoulders. Instead of brown, she had dyed it jet black. When I mentioned that she had gone farther than we had discussed, she said that that morning she had spoken with Ralph and he convinced her that if she really wanted a new look she should go all the way.


As I stared at my wife's new look, she edged close to me and lightly stroked my cock through my pants. "Ralph got so excited by my new look that he threw me on the bed and practically raped me. He made me cum twice. Then he pulled me down on my knees and made me go down on him."


"See my stockings?" I looked down at my wife's legs. Her stockings were scuffed and laddered around her knees. "He was so rough, he made my stockings run." I groaned. The image of Jen on her knees, getting face fucked by Ralph, turned me on so much.


Jen pulled my cock out of my pants and started to stroke me. "Ralph was so incredibly big and hard. And he pushed so deep down my throat, I could hardly breath. Then he started to twitch, and I knew he was about to cum. But he pulled out, and came all over my hair."


Jen stroked me harder and faster. "Then he told me to comb his cum through my hair, like gel, and I did." She brought her head close to mine, so I could smell Ralph's cum in her short black hair. "Do you like smelling that, does that turn you on?" The smell and Jen's story sent me over the edge, and I answered my wife's question by cumming all over her blouse.





(2 weeks later)


Ralph and Jen were sitting across the table from me. We were seated at a dark corner booth in a restaurant. Ralph's arm was around Jen, and he was lightly caressing her neck, and playing with her short dark hair. His hands lightly graze her breasts over her blouse. Jen extended her shapely leg until her stockinged foot rested in my lap, and rubbed my hard crotch.


Ralph said something, and then Jen pulled her foot from my lap. Jen's hands went under the table and I saw her wiggle. Then, looking almost apologetically at me, she brought her hand up and dropped a thin wisp of lacy fabric on the table. It was her panties. I picked them up and held them in my hand. They were soaking wet.


Ralph's hand went under the table. Soon Jen's face flushed and her breath quickened. Her nipples got rock hard under her tight blouse. I saw movement in Ralph's arm. He was fingering my wife under the table.


Jen laid her foot back in my lap, not to rub me, but instead to open herself more fully to Ralph's hands under the table. I lightly caressed my wife's stockinged foot, tracing my fingers along the soft seam running along her toes. Soon Jen's body tensed, and her hands clutched the edge of the table. She clenched her eyes tightly closed. I felt her foot arch and her toes curl in my hands. Ralph had given Jen her first orgasm of the night.


After Jen's breathing returned to normal, Ralph whispered into her ear. Jen hesitated, and then looked around the restaurant. She scanned the crowd, making sure no one was looking. Then, with a glance into my eyes, Jen slid under the table. Ralph slid down his chair slightly, and I saw his body tense. Jen was giving him a blowjob under the table.


It took about 5 minutes for him to cum. The entire time, Ralph looked right into my eyes, a smirk on his face. He looked amused, arrogant, and triumphant. Before long I watched his back arch, and I knew he was cumming in my wife's mouth.


Jen slid back into her seat. She took her napkin and wiped a little cum from the corner of her mouth. She reached for her water glass, but Ralph stopped her, and whispered into her ear. Hesitantly, Jen slid over to me, and then kissed me. I tasted Ralph's cum as Jen's tongue explored my mouth.


Jen slid back to Ralph, and he put his arm around her. With his other hand he flipped the small package at me. It was a condom. I took it, and then hesitated. This was the game we were playing tonight. Ralph had thought of it. It turned me on so much when Jen had told me about it earlier that week. But now? I looked at Jen. She wasn't encouraging or discouraging me. But she did have a look of — anticipation? Excitement?


Could I really do this, right in front of my wife? It was so humiliating. Especially doing it in front of my wife and her lover. But the humiliation was so thrilling.


After making sure no one was looking, I opened the package and took out the condom. My hands went under the table and I opened my fly. I pulled my cock out, and put the condom on. It wasn't hard to roll it over me, since it was one of Ralph's super large condoms. Then, while my wife and her lover watched, I beat off under the table. It only took a few strokes, and then I came into the condom. Ralph laughed. My wife didn't laugh, but she had a slight smile on her pretty face.


This was our game that evening. Ralph got to fuck my wife all night, while I was only allowed to cum in condoms, from playing with myself.


Ralph got up and pulled Jen from the table. I watched them dance. Ralph held Jen close. Not in an obscene flashy manner, but in an intimate familiar embrace. Ralph lightly caressed Jen's back, from her shoulders to just above the rise of her ass. After the dance, I watched Ralph walk Jen over to the bar, and they sat close together and spoke cheek to cheek. Ralph's hands softly caressed Jen's legs, and I watched as he nudged her short skirt upward, slightly revealing her lacy stocking tops to me, as well as everyone else in the restaurant. But while his touch was sensual and intimate, it was also loving. Ralph was having his way with my wife, both her body, and her heart. Ralph was more than Jen's lover, he was her boyfriend, her significant other. And when Ralph brought his lips to hers, and Jen raised her head and opened her lips, it was as if he was her husband, instead of me.


Watching them, I was intensely jealous and humiliated. And incredibly turned on. Watching Ralph seduce my wife, and even more, watching him romance my wife, was so wickedly thrilling to me. I was already hard again.


Ralph returned, with Jen on his arm. Smirking at me he said, "Mike, do you know what I'm going to do now? I'm going to take your pretty wife out back, stand her up against the wall, and fuck her, and make her cum. I want you to stay here until we get back. Don't worry, we'll tell you all about it later."


Ralph flipped another condom onto the table. "Now here's the thing. That's my last condom. You can take it, and beat off here at the table, thinking of all the things I'm doing to your wife. Or you can give it to me, and I'll use it when I'm fucking Jen. Your choice."


I hesitated just a moment. Up to that point, I'd always insisted that Ralph wear a condom, or pull out before coming. Only once or twice had he cum inside her, and that was only in the heat of passion. Now the game had come to this I could give myself an orgasm only if I let him shoot his cum into my wife's unprotected womb.


I could stop the game, of course. I only had to say the word. But I was past the point of no return, and he knew that. And I could see in Jen's face that she was past the point of no return, too. She didn't care if Ralph wore a condom or not. All she wanted was an orgasm on his huge cock.


I grabbed the condom, and clutched it in my hand. Ralph smirked again, and then lead my wife away. I watched them disappear to the back of the restaurant.


With shaking hands, I ripped open the condom and took it out. I rolled it over my hard cock, and started to stroke, fantasizing about what Ralph was doing to my wife.


I thought of Ralph pulling Jen's dress up. Then he would grab one of her legs and wrap it around his back, opening her up for him. He would take her hand and push it down his pants. Jen would pull his hard cock from his pants, and stroke it, making it grow even harder and bigger. Ralph would unbutton her blouse and roughly fondle her bra covered tits, and then pull down on the bra to expose her hard nipples. He'd suck Jen's nipples, sending waves of pleasure to her clit.


Not able to wait any longer, Jen would guide Ralph's cock to her pussy, rubbing his fat cock head over her lips, saying urgently into his ear, "Fuck me, fuck me, oh please, fuck me." Ralph would thrust deep inside her, and Jen's heel would dig into his back, urging him to fuck her faster, harder, deeper. Ralph would savagely fuck her, and then as she neared orgasm, he would bring his hand down and tease her sensitive asshole to push her over the edge, her heels falling to the ground as her toe curling climax rippled through her lithe body.


As Ralph neared his orgasm, he would bring Jen's other leg up and around his back so her entire body was wrapped around him, her body impaled on his big cock. Then, with one last massive thrust, he would shoot his cum deep inside my wife, and then hold her close to keep his cum from escaping from her unprotected womb.


I came into the condom. But even as the pleasure flowed through me, a tear ran down my cheek.





Jen and I were lying on our bed after returning home from the restaurant. She was naked, except for her stockings. I softly stroked her body. I drew circles on her breasts, then rubbed her nipples between my fingers. She sighed with pleasure. Then my hands went down, and I softly caressed her flat, taut stomach.


"Did he cum inside you?"


Jen smiled mischievously. "What do you think? He had me up against the wall. His cock was so deep inside of me, and it felt so good. It feels so much better when Ralph doesn't use a condom, the sensations are so much better when his skin is bare against me, I can feel the big veins of his cock, rubbing against me, it feels so good."


Jen reached over and placed her hand around my hard cock. "What do you think?" she repeated. "Do you think Ralph came in me?"


"I don't know," I managed to groan.


She continued to stroke me. "You're so hard. Are you hoping Ralph came inside me? Is that why you kept the condom? Did you keep the condom so you could beat off? Or did you really keep it so Ralph would have to cum inside of me?"


Jen pushed me onto my back, and then straddled me. She guided my cock into her, and started fucking me. "Is that what you wanted, for Ralph to cum inside me? Do you want Ralph to get me pregnant? Do you? Does that turn you on, for another man to make me pregnant? For another man to make your wife pregnant?"


Jen grabbed my hands and placed them over her flat tummy. "Is that what you want to see? For my stomach to get big with another man's baby? How would that make you feel, if I was pregnant with another man's baby, with Ralph's baby? Would that turn you on? Is that what you want?"


It was too much for me to take. "Oh god, yes, that's what I want," I shouted, thrusting into my wife's pussy. As I came I screamed, "I want Ralph to cum inside you, I want him to make you pregnant, oh god that turns me on so much!"





Later, as we spooned in the dark, I asked again, "Did Ralph really cum inside you?"


A few moments of silence passed. "No, I made him pulled out," Jen finally said in a soft voice. "But I wanted to let him cum inside me. Because, the risk of Ralph getting me pregnant — him, not you — I knew that would turn you on so much. And because it turns you on, it turns me on."


I rolled on top of Jen. I was hot again. "Next time," I grunted, as I pushed inside of her pussy, "next time, I want you to let him shoot his cum inside of you!"


Chapter 5


After that evening, my relationship with Jen started to change, at least the way she treated me. One day we were walking in the mall, and she said, "See that guy over there, the tall guy with black hair? Do you think he has want I need?"


I looked questioningly at her. "You know what I mean," she continued. "A big one. A big cock. Yours doesn't do it for me anymore, now that I've had Ralph."


Jen moved close to me and surreptitiously caressed my crotch. I was hard, excited by her words. "Ralph was right," she said. "He told me you'd get excited if I said that."


"What else did Ralph say?" I choked out, my growing excitement making me almost dizzy.


"He said you'd love it if I told you the truth, the whole thing. Would you?" After I nodded my head, Jen leaned into me. She was still lightly stroking the tent in my pants, but no one could see because I was wearing a coat. "You haven't made me cum for a long time. When you're inside me, I can barely feel you. All those times you thought you'd made me cum? I was only pretending. I even have to use KY jelly before we make love, because you don't excite me anymore. You're too small."


I lurched suddenly, and came in my pants. Jen giggled and stepped away from me, and I quickly closed my coat to cover the wet spot in my pants. "You'd better go to the bathroom and clean up," she said, smiling.


"I will, but — were you just saying that, or was it the truth?"


My wife looked at me almost sympathetically. "It's the truth." After a moment's hesitation, she asked, "That turns you on, doesn't it?"


"Yeah," I admitted.


Jen shook her head, and with almost a contemptuous look on her face, she walked away.





Jen was getting dressed for another date with Ralph. She was so incredibly hot. Her beautiful face, her perky tits, her perfect ass, her long shapely legs. I loved watching her get dressed, especially when she was getting ready for a date with Ralph.


"What else does Ralph tell you?" I asked, wanting to continue our conversation from the mall.


Jen was smoothing her stockings, adjusting the seam running down the back of her slim legs. She attached the stockings to her garter belt, and then said, "He said he can't believe you'd let another man touch me."


She pulled the black stretchy mini-skirt up her legs and over her tight ass, and then stepped into her high heels. "He said I'm the hottest girl he's ever had, and if I was his wife he wouldn't let another guy get close to me, much less fuck me."


She put on the lacy demi bra, and then the sheer white blouse. She said dismissively, "He thinks you're a wimp." Jen stepped towards the door, but then turned and asked, with almost a harsh voice, "You think I look hot, too, don't you?"


"Of course I do. You're the most beautiful, the sexiest girl I've ever met."


Jen's eyes rolled. "But you'd rather I go out with Ralph and fuck him tonight, instead of staying home and making love to you, right?"


I nodded my head.


Jen shook her head, and said, "I think you're a wimp too." Then she went downstairs to wait for Ralph.





Jen and I were eating breakfast. "Ralph wants me to have my eyebrows darkened."


"What?" I asked, confused.


"My eyebrows. He thinks they're too light to really look good with my dark hair. He wants me to darken them with permanent makeup. My eyebrows will look perfectly natural, they'll just be a lot darker. But it's like getting a tattoo. It's permanent."


Jen looked intently at me. "It'll mean you'll never see me again with blond hair. I mean, I could let my hair go blond again, but it wouldn't look right with the dark eyebrows. So I wouldn't. If I get this done, I'll always dye my hair black, forever. I'll never be a blonde again. Never."


Jen paused, and then continued. "He also wants me to stop wearing my wedding and engagement rings. He said he doesn't like them, because he doesn't want me to be thinking about you, at least as my husband. He wants me to sell my engagement ring to pay for the permanent makeup. He says I can have my wedding ring re-sized, and wear it around my toe. He says then when I see it, I'll think about you as a cuckold."


"Ralph says I shouldn't give you a choice about any of this. He said I should check to see if you're hard. If you're hard, it means you want me to do it, and if you're not, well — he said they'd be no way you wouldn't be hard."


"So — are you hard?"


After I didn't say anything, Jen reached under the table and placed her hand on my lap. I was rock hard.


Jen got up and took off her robe. She was completely nude. Her lithe body. So tight, so shapely. She looked incredible. She walked over to my side of the table, and straddled me. She pulled my hard cock from my briefs. She rubbed it against her pussy lips, but didn't put it inside her. "So, are you a cuckold?"


I grunted as I pushed up from the chair, trying to get my cock inside her.


But she wouldn't let me inside her. "No, I want to hear you say it. Are you a cuckold?"


"Yes, yes, I'm a cuckold!" I screamed. God, I wanted to fuck her so bad!


But she didn't give me what I wanted. Instead, while stroking me, she leaned over and whispered into my ear, "Your little dick will never get inside me again. You'll never see me as a blonde again. And you'll never fuck me again."


I moaned and came all over Jen's stomach.





Jen left that afternoon with Ralph for a few days, and when she returned she was a true brunette, with short black hair and matching black eyebrows. She had tanned herself too, so her skin was now a golden brown, instead of milky white. I later discovered that Ralph had made her dye her trimmed bush jet black. Even her manicured nails were a dark brown. She was no longer a blonde, not in any way.


As I looked at her, Jen said, "I used to be a blonde. I used to be yours. Now I'm Ralph's. I hope you're happy."


Jen didn't say this with malice, but with regret. A tear ran down her face. She sobbed, "I'm not sure where we are anymore — who we are." She slipped her foot out of her heel, and showed it to me. Her wedding ring was around her toe. Tears fell down her face, and she collapsed into the chair behind her. "Are we still in love? Are we still married? I don't know."


My eyes were focused on the ring around her toe. Jen felt regret, and so did I. I had lost my wife, and her beautiful blond hair. But I had gained my ultimate fantasy, of being married to a hot wife, of being cuckolded by a chiseled stud with a huge hard cock.


Despite Jen's crying, I was incredibly aroused. I fell to my knees and took her foot in my hands, bringing it to my lips. I kissed her foot, and then licked her toes, bringing each one into my mouth, and lingering on the toe that wore the ring.


I pushed Jen's skirt up around her waist. She wasn't wearing any panties. I opened her legs, and she didn't resist. Her pussy was gaping open, and it was wet with cum. Jen said, "Ralph fucked me, in the car, before he dropped me off. I didn't make him use a condom, or pull out. I thought, why should I, I belong to him now. I dress to turn him on, not you. I do my hair the way he likes it, not you. My body is his, not yours. So why shouldn't he cum in me?"


I took my hard cock out, and rubbed it against Jen's pretty foot, against the toe ring that used to be her wedding ring. Jen curled her toes, and wrapped them around my dick. As I masturbated against her soft foot, Jen unbuttoned her blouse. Her tits looked so good in her flimsy bra, but my eyes were focused on her flat stomach. She saw where I was looking, and she lightly caressed her tummy, tracing circles around her belly button. Would Ralph's baby soon be growing inside her stomach? The thought sent me over the edge, but I pulled away from her foot, and shot my cum all over her toe ring.


Jen's tears were gone, and she giggled when she saw what I had done. "That's funny. Ralph liked to cum on my wedding and engagement rings. Now you like to cum on my toe ring." Another giggle. "I'm not wearing those rings anymore, so I guess Ralph has to find somewhere else to cum, but" — opening her legs again — "I guess he's already done that."


God, her teasing and taunting were arousing me again. Jen lifted her foot to my chest, and wiped her foot on my shirt. There was a little cum left on her toe ring, and she raised her foot to my face. I licked the cum from the ring. Jen smirked. "Ralph wouldn't do that. He always made me lick his cum off my rings. But then, he's a man. And you're just a cuckold."





I was watching them fuck. Jen was on top of Ralph, her movements slow. I was in a chair next to the bed, slowly masturbating, watching my wife fuck her lover.


Ralph cupped her tits and rubbed her nipples between his fingers. Jen moaned, her manicured fingers kneading Ralph's sculptured chest. Ralph lowered his hands, and he caressed Jen's flat stomach.


Ralph taunted me. "Do you want me to make Jen pregnant, Mike? I love fucking pregnant chicks. I'd fuck her more than I do now. Is that what you want? Do you?" My hand moved faster over my cock.


"Do you want my baby growing in Jen's stomach? Getting big and fat with my baby? Is that what you want? Do you want my baby sucking on these luscious tits? Is that what you want?"


"Yes," I groaned. "Shoot your cum into her! Get her pregnant!"


Ralph sneered, as Jen continued to ride his cock, and I continued to beat off. "No, I don't think so. That would be too easy for you, because then people would think it was your baby. No, we're going to get a black guy to make Jen pregnant. That way, everyone will know it's not your baby. Everyone will know you're a cuckold. Is that what you want, Mike?"


Oh god, I moaned silently. Oh god. And I answered Ralph by cumming all over my hand.





Ralph and Jen made me write this ad for the local swingers magazine.


Seeking a tall, handsome black man to fuck my hot wife. She's very pretty with short black hair. She's 5'3" and petite, with small shapely breasts, a flat stomach and a firm tight ass. Her tits have perky nipples which she loves to have sucked. She's got long shapely legs, and she always shows them off with short skirts, stockings, garters and stiletto heels. She's a size queen, so don't respond unless you've got a long thick cock. You'll be fucking her bareback and she's not on the pill, so pregnancy is possible but not your problem. Reply to xleglover@hotmail.com (send a picture if you want a response).





(8 months later)


I was on the bed, beating off. Jen was with Ralph. She seemed to be always with Ralph nowadays, getting fucked. He had told the truth, he did love fucking pregnant girls, especially married pregnant girls.


In the month after the ad ran, Jen fucked a bunch of black guys, some from the ad, some from bars. She fucked them all bareback, with no protection. Ralph fucked her a lot too, so we wouldn't know if the baby was Ralph's or one of the black guys', until she gave birth a couple of months from now.


We knew it wasn't my baby, because I hadn't been inside my wife's pussy for close to a year.


During my moments of passion, I hoped the baby was black. I wanted everyone to know I was a cuckold. That's what I fantasized about as I stroked my cock. Our friends and family, seeing the black baby for the first time, and looking at me questioningly, and then knowingly.


It would be hard for me. But still, I loved it. I had a beautiful, incredibly fuckable hot wife, and she got turned on humiliating me. I wouldn't change a thing. I was living my fantasy.


The End
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