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Chapter 1


I'm one of those guys who has fantasies of watching my wife with other men. Jen is no prude but didn't think it would be good for our marriage to sleep around, even with my permission. But she's always humored me by fantasizing about other guys in bed, but never did anything for real.


One guy we liked fantasizing about was Ralph, who was married to Lynn. Whenever we'd get together Ralph would flirt with my wife, and she loved the attention. Ralph was handsome and athletic, and I knew my wife was attracted to him. In bed we'd fantasize about Ralph fucking Jen, and it always lead to hot sex, but unfortunately nothing ever happened for real.


About a year ago Ralph and Lynn starting having marital problems, and it ended with Lynn separating from Ralph. Lynn went off to find herself, and Ralph was left at home with their 3 young kids. Jen tried to help Ralph out with the kids (even though we have 2 kids ourselves), and that caused her to spend more time with Ralph. This fueled out fantasy life even more. I loved it that Jen was spending time with Ralph, and I hoped that something would happen. I encouraged her to dress sexy around Ralph, and after a lot of pleading and begging on my part she finally agreed. She couldn't go too far without being obvious, but she began wearing tighter jeans and tops. Sometimes she'd even wear short skirts and stockings, and heels. My dick was constantly hard thinking of Ralph getting flashes of Jen's stocking tops as they rode in the car together to drop the kids off at school. Jen played along with my fantasies, and she'd call me when she was about to see Ralph and tell me what she was wearing. At night she'd tell me if she caught Ralph looking at her legs or down her blouse, and we'd have great sex.


Jen often noticed Ralph looking at her, which was no surprise. Jen is a very pretty blonde. Her breasts are small, but they're perfectly formed, and even after 2 kids her stomach is flat and sexy. Her best feature is her legs, which are long and extremely shapely. Even before Ralph and his wife broke up I'd always catch Ralph looking at Jen, so it didn't surprise me at all that Jen often found him checking her out, especially since they were spending so much time together. Even more, Ralph told Jen that he hadn't had any sex since Lynn had left him, so he was probably as horny as a teenager. Jen told me that Ralph's attentions got her hot, and more than once she had to get herself off after getting home. This all turn me on so much. I felt Jen was getting close to having sex with another guy. I tried to encourage it even more by telling Jen that she ought to fuck Ralph to take him out of his misery, to give him a mercy fuck. She insisted that she'd never do anything for real, but she admitted it turned her knowing that Ralph found her attractive.


One night a few months later I came home late and found Jen in our bedroom, crying. She told me that Ralph had made a pass at her. She told me that he had kissed her and fondled her breasts. She admitted that it felt good and it was hard to make him stop. My dick was rock hard as she told me this story. Jen saw the tent in my pants and started to cry again. "I know you want me to have sex with other guys, but don't you see the risks? If I go to bed with Ralph our marriage will change. I might even fall in love with him! We already spend so much time together. If we started having sex, it would hurt our marriage."


I put my arms around her. "It's clear the two of you are attracted to each other. Why not go to bed with him, it won't hurt anyone. You know I want you to do this, and you want him, I know you do. You won't fall in love with him. You just have a crush on him, that's all."


As I said this I undressed her, and then started making love to her. As I fucked her I whispered into her ear, "Pretend like it's Ralph fucking you." Jen's crying soon turned to passionate moans, and we both hard great orgasms.


The next day was the weekend, and we didn't talk any more about it. Jen wasn't going to see Ralph again until Monday, when they were going to carpool to the kid's school to help out in the classroom. That morning before I left for work, I handed Jen a bag that I had gotten from the drugstore that weekend. Jen looked into the bag and saw what I had gotten. It was a box of condoms. I had gotten a vasectomy after the birth of our second child, so Jen wasn't on any birth control. "Just in case," I said. Jen just shook her head.


To my disappointment, nothing happened that day. She told me Ralph had apologized, and kept his hands to himself. She insisted that she would have turned Ralph down again, even if he had made another pass at her. But that evening I looked inside Jen's purse and found that she had put a few condoms in one of the side pockets. My dick twitched when I saw them. It was clear she was at least thinking about having sex with Ralph.


To celebrate Ralph's birthday we took him out to dinner. At my urging Jen wore a short black dress that showed a lot of her wonderful legs. We had a lot of wine and Ralph and I both flirted outrageously with Jen, and she loved all the attention. When Ralph went to the bathroom I whispered to Jen that she should slide closer to Ralph, and tease him. Jen was partially drunk. She giggled and said she could never do that, it would be too mean to tease him that way, but the alcohol was having its effect so when Ralph returned Jen did gradually slide closer to him in the booth. We continued to have a great time, with Jen playfully flirting with both of us, but eventually Jen was sitting so close to Ralph that I was sure her leg must have been rubbing up against his. I was sure the waitress must have started wondering whether Jen was with me or Ralph.


As it got later a band came out and people started to dance. Jen slid over to me and said she wanted to dance. I said I was too tired and suggested she dance with Ralph. Jen gave me a playful scowl — she knew what I was up to. But before she could say anything Ralph said "I'd love to," and pulled Jen to her feet. Soon, they had disappeared into the crowd, and they were gone for a long time. Eventually they returned, Jen hurriedly leading the way. She looked flustered. She told me she wanted to go, and before long we had said our goodbyes to Ralph and were headed home. Before we had gone very far Jen made me pull into a dark parking lot, and she practically attacked me! She pushed me back into my car seat, took my dick out, and then straddled me. Before long I was inside her and we were fucking. I couldn't believe it, we hadn't screwed in a car since we first started dating over 10 years ago. We eventually made it home, and we fucked over and over again. As we did Jen told me what had happened on the dance floor.


The dance floor was very crowded so Jen was pushed up close to Ralph. Ralph used that opportunity to fondle her. He caressed her breasts, her back and behind. At first she tried to pull away, but the crowd made it hard, and Ralph just kept pulling her back to him. Ralph's advances were turning her on, and she had had a lot to drink, so finally she just gave up, and let him do what he wanted. Ralph reached under her dress, moved passed her stocking tops, and cupped her pussy. Jen said it was like an electric bolt through her body when he touched her. She was wearing panties, but they were flimsy, so it was a simple matter for Ralph to slide a finger into her pussy. Soon he was finger fucking her on the dance floor. No one could tell because everyone was pressed so tightly together. With his other hand Ralph reached down and grabbed Jen's hand, and brought it to his crotch. He pressed her hand against his hard-on, and made her rub him through his pants. Jen couldn't believe how big Ralph was. In the past Lynn had told her that Ralph was big, but she didn't believe anyone could be that big. Well, now she believed it, Ralph was huge!


Jen's skirt must have been around her waist, and soon she felt other hands on her bottom. The naughtiness of being so exposed and fondled on the dance floor sent her over the edge, and she came on Ralph's fingers. But after her orgasm subsided she quickly came back to her senses. She pulled her skirt down and hurried back to our table.


I couldn't believe it, it had finally happened, another man had made my wife cum. The next morning, reality and regret set in, and Jen started crying and begging me to forgive her. As I held and comforted her, and started making love to her again, all I could think of was how I could take things to the next step.


Later that day, Ralph called. He called to apologize to me, because things had gotten so out of control the night before. Before he got too far, I interrupted him. "Ralph, I was wondering if you could do me a big favor. Jen and I have tickets for a show tonight, but something came up at work and I can't go. She really wants to go, so I was wondering if you could take her."


Ralph hesitated before replying. I'm sure he was processing what I had just said, especially given what had happened the night before. "Are you sure you want me to take her?" he hesitantly asked.


"Ralph, there is no one I'd rather have take Jen. And I can tell you, there's no one Jen would rather go with."


Jen looked at me with disbelieving eyes as she heard me say this. When I hung up the phone tears started flowing from Jen's eyes again, and she was shaking her head no. I took her hands in mine. "Do this for me. Just this one time. If you really love me, then do this for me, and I'll never ask again."


That evening I watched Jen get ready for her date with Ralph. I watched her do her make up and hair, spray on perfume, roll the stockings up her legs and slip on her heels. I watched her step into her strapless black dress and put on lip stick. As I watched her I couldn't believe how lucky I was to be married to such a beautiful, sexy woman. Jen turns heads wherever she goes. She is a true beauty, any man would want her. Despite the incredible sexual anticipation of my fantasy finally coming true, I started wondering if I was making a terrible mistake. Why was I giving my wife to another man? Why would I ever allow another man to touch her incredible body?


But it had gone too far to stop. I was so excited, it was hard to keep from shaking. At 8:00 Ralph arrived to pick up Jen. I shook his hand, and we made some small talk. Then we both got silent as Jen walked down the stairs. She was incredibly beautiful and desirable.


She said hi to Ralph, and then she handed him her wrap. "Could you help me with this?" Ralph gently placed the wrap around Jen's bare shoulders. As he did, Jen looked into my eyes. "Are you sure you want me to do this?" she silently asked me. My only response was to hand Jen her purse. "You wouldn't want to forget this." We both knew what was inside. The condoms.


A couple of hours later Jen called. The show had just ended, and they were going to go to a late dinner. "Has he done anything yet?"


She hesitated, and then said, "He's been touching me. Everywhere. Mostly caressing my legs, while we're sitting next to each other. In the car, and then at the show."


"And you're letting him?"


Jen got angry. "Of course I'm letting him, that's the whole point of this, isn't it?"


"Honey, you have to understand," I quickly pleaded. "I need to ask these questions"


Jen softened immediately. "I know, and I'll answer all your questions, I promise." A long silence, and then "How far do you want me to let this go?"


I knew this was my last chance to stop it, to stop another man from fucking my wife. But I couldn't, not this close to finally having my fantasy fulfilled. I answered her question by first asking my own. "Does it turn you on? I mean, with his hands on you?"


"Yes."


"Has he kissed you yet?"


"No."


"Do you want him to kiss you?"


Jen didn't answer. After a few moments I asked again. "You need to tell me. Do you want him to kiss you?"


"I don't know. Michael, I'm confused. You need to tell me how far this should go."


"Stop when you run out of condoms. But feel free to give him as many blowjobs as you want." I tried to make it sound like a joke, but I immediately knew it was an idiotic thing to say. There were certainly better ways to tell your wife that you wanted her to give herself to another man. I knew Jen was hurt and mad, and it was confirmed when she abruptly said "ok, fine" and hung up. I could have called her back and apologized, and it still wasn't too late to stop it. But even though I didn't intend to get her mad at me, a part of me was happy she was. I had finally gotten her to go out on a date with another man, and I didn't want to have it all ruined by her thinking about "us." I wanted her to be thinking about "him."


Jen finally got home well passed midnight. I heard Jen say goodbye to Ralph. I couldn't hear much, but I think I heard them kiss, a few last mumbled words, and then the door closed. "Michael?" Jen softly asked. "I'm here," as I turned on the lights and walked into the room. Jen looked as I had always pictured her in my fantasies. Her face looked flush, and her hair was jumbled. Her satin black dress was winkled. She still had on her stockings, but they were laddered. She held her heels in her hand. In sum, she looked freshly fucked.


I quickly walked over to her and took her in my arms. I pulled her close to me. I could smell Ralph's cologne on her. I looked intently into her eyes, questioningly. She knew that I wanted confirmation. She slyly smiled, a twinkle in her eyes. "We ran out of condoms," she said, giggling.


Chapter 2


I can't tell you how exciting it was for me to make love to my wife after she had just been with another man. I could smell Ralph in her hair, on her breasts, and even on her lips when I kissed her. It was so incredibly exciting.


Fucking Jen felt different. Her pussy normally fits my dick like a glove. This time she was looser, and this clear evidence of Ralph's larger size excited me to no end. Even though Jen was looser than normal, I had to concentrate to prevent cumming too fast. As I fucked her I rubbed my hands over her legs, and it thrilled me to feel the runs in her stockings. Most of the runs were around her knees, and my cock got even harder as I imagined my wife on her knees with Ralph's cock in her mouth.


The next morning, regret set in again. This time it hit both Jen and me. I woke up first and watched her sleep. I gently pulled the covers from her body. She was so incredibly beautiful. I asked myself again how I could allow another man to touch her. Was I crazy? What Pandora's boxes was I opening? I was sure Jen had always been faithful, but I knew she had had a number of relationships before we met. In fact, I loved hearing about her past lovers. From all that pillow talk, I knew Jen was attracted to tall, athletic, rugged looking guys. She had fallen in love with me even though I didn't fit that picture, but Ralph was cut exactly out of that mold. I also knew that big cocks turned her on. She had always seemed satisfied by me, but from our pillow talk I knew that most of her boyfriends were bigger, and Ralph was huge. Was I crazy to encourage her to get involved with Ralph?


But then I noticed the dried white spots on Jen's neck and her breasts. Ralph's cum? The thought of Ralph cumming on my wife's face and tits made my dick spring to life. Despite all my reservations, I was glad Ralph had fucked her, and I hoped he would do it again.


After Jen woke up she started to cry. I assured her that I loved her, that the night before wouldn't change our marriage. We made love. I was dying to get more details of the previous night, but I knew the memory was too close. Over the next few days Jen told me everything.


"How was he?" We were in bed caressing each other. After Jen didn't respond, I said, "I know you're afraid of hurting my feelings, but you won't, I promise. Please tell me, I want —"


"He was good," Jen interrupted. "He was really good."


"Did he fuck you good?"


Jen reached down and stroked my hard dick. "Oh yeah," she moaned. "He's so strong, and aggressive. He took control of me. I loved it. It felt so good. Lynn told me that Ralph was good in bed, and she was right."


"Did he make you cum?"


"Yeah. A few times, I think. Or maybe just one long orgasm. I don't know. All I know is it felt really good."


"Is he big? Is he bigger than me?" I already knew the answer, but I wanted to hear her say it.


"Yeah, he's huge. Bigger."


"How much bigger?"


Jen reached over and turned on the light. Holding my dick in one hand, she motioned with her other. "About this much longer." Jen held her other hand about 4 inches past the tip of my cock. "And about this thick." The hand holding my cock opened until it was about as wide around as her wrist. "I had to use both my hands to hold him. But with you" — Jen closed her hand again around my cock — "I only need one."


She started to stroke me again. "Does it turn you on that another man fucked your wife? That he's bigger than you?"


"Yes," I groaned.


"We ran out of condoms but he wanted to cum again, so I went down on him. He wanted to cum on my face and breasts, so I let him. Does that turn you on too?"


"Oh god, yes!"


"Ralph loves stockings, just like you. As he fucked me he kept rubbing my legs. He played with my stocking tops, rubbing his fingers along the lace, and then my bare thighs, and then back again. It was so erotic! But I always knew my stockings turned him on. I always caught him looking. Sometimes I'd let my skirt ride up, so he could see my stocking tops. Sometimes when I wore a garter belt I'd bend over so he could see the garter straps. Does that turn you on, knowing that I think about how I can get Ralph excited?"


"Oh yes!"


"Do you want me to tell you more?"


"Yes, please!"


"When I got home last night. When we made love. I could barely feel you inside me."


"Oh god!" I groaned, and came on Jen's hand.


A few weeks later I came home from work. Jen looked really good. She wore a black turtleneck that hugged her breasts, a short skirt and black tights. Seeing so much of her shapely legs made my cock stir. Jen was quiet as we had dinner. I could tell something was bothering her. After putting the kids to bed, we sat on the sofa. I rubbed Jen's pretty feet, and she told me what had happened that day.


"Ralph made a pass at me today. We were on our way to the kid's school, to help out in the classroom. He reached over and put his hand on my leg. I pushed it off, but he just put it back again. It was like a game, we actually started laughing. But then he pulled into the parking lot at the mall, in the back, and he started to kiss me. His hands were all over me. I had to practically hit him to get him to stop."


"Did you want him to stop?"


Jen got angry. "I just told you, I had to fight to get him to stop!"


"I know what you said. And what I'm asking is, did you really want him to stop? Didn't it feel good when he kissed you, to feel his hands on you?"


Jen started crying. "Why are you doing this? Why are you pushing me at him? I'm your wife. How can you want me to have sex with other guys?"


"Jen, I — I don't know. It just gets me so hot." To emphasize the point, I took her hands and placed them on my crotch, to let her feel how hard I was.


Jen angrily pulled her hands away. "Listen, this is what you have to do. You have to talk to Ralph and tell him to stop it. That night was a one time thing. You're my husband. You have to tell Ralph to stop."


"Okay, okay, I will."


"Now, Michael, do it now. Go talk to Ralph now. I don't want him to hit on me again."


"Okay, I will, I'm going. But you have to tell me something. Did it turn you on? To feel his hands on your breasts. Did he reach under your skirt? Did he rub your clit? Are you getting hot just thinking about it? Did you masturbate after you got home?" Without waiting for her to answer I reached under her skirt and felt her pussy through her tights. She was wet. With a guilty look on her face, she angrily pushed my hand away and ran up the stairs. Crying, she said "Just go now, talk to Ralph!"


I went over to Ralph's place and got right to the point. "Jen told me what happened today."


Ralph's face got red and he immediately started to apologize. But I stopped him before he could go too far.


"Next time don't go so fast."


"What?"


"You almost had her. Go slower next time. Lightly kiss her neck, and softly blow in her ear. That really turns her on. And play with her tits. Especially her nipples, they're really sensitive."


"What are you saying?"


"What I'm saying is, you almost had her. Just take your time next time."


Ralph looked disbelieving at me. "There's going to be a next time?"


"Next week I have to go away on a business trip. Between now and then I won't have sex with her. You already got her hot today, so by Monday she'll be dying for it. You'll have all next week to work on her." A pause. "But you have to do me a favor, okay? You have to use condoms. She's not on the pill."


Chapter 3


I purposely avoided calling Jen during my business trip. Jen tried calling me a few times, but I either didn't answer, or I told her I was busy and quickly got off the line. I wanted to give Ralph plenty of space.


I got home late Friday night, and the kids were already in bed. I found Jen in the family room. She was dressed simply. Jeans and an untucked button down shirt. Her hair was pulled back. She didn't have any makeup on. She looked like she had just taken a shower, which she often does at the end of the day. She looked great. With her hair pulled back, and without makeup, she looked younger than her 32 years.


She looked nervous, and I could tell she wanted to talk. As soon as I sat down she took my hands in hers. "I need to tell you something," she began. "I think you'll like what I'm about to say."


She took a deep breath, and looked like she was building up her courage. I didn't say anything, I let her go at her own pace. Finally she said, "I slept with Ralph again."


"I mean, we didn't sleep together," she quickly corrected. "But we had sex again."


She looked at me expectantly. She was afraid. "Are you mad?"


I took her in my arms, and kissed her. "I love you so much. You've made me so happy." We started making out. I unbuttoned her shirt and cupped her breast. She wasn't wearing a bra. I rubbed her stiffening nipple the way I knew she liked it. "Tell me what happened."


Jen told me it happened on Wednesday, two days after I left on my trip. Ralph had been hitting on her constantly, both Monday and Tuesday. She was able to resist, but finally on Wednesday she gave in. He came over Wednesday evening, just as she was getting into bed. She told him to go away, but he was persistent, and told her he just wanted a nightcap. She gave in because she didn't want him to wake up the kids. Jen only wears a thin camisole to bed. So even thought she was wearing a robe, she didn't have much on to resist Ralph when he started making his move. "I tried to push him away, but —"


"But it felt good," I finished. I hugged her. "Don't worry honey, I wanted it to happen. I wanted you to sleep with him again."


"I know you did. I think that's why I finally gave in. I mean, it felt good, I admit that. But I wouldn't have done it if I hadn't known that that's what you wanted me to do."


I was so hot. I opened her blouse and started sucking on her nipples. "I need to tell you something else. It was in the heat of the moment. We didn't have any condoms. So we made love without any protection. Don't worry. He pulled out, and it's my safe time of the month anyway. But I just wanted to tell you. I want to be completely open with you. I don't want this to hurt our marriage."


"Don't worry, it won't. It'll make our marriage even better," I assured her. But inside I was pissed. How could Ralph not have condoms ready, after I explicitly told him that Jen wasn't on birth control?


Later that night, after Jen had fallen asleep, I got up and went downstairs. I couldn't wait until the morning, I needed to talk to Ralph. As soon as he picked up the phone, I laid into him. "Ralph, what happened to the condoms?"


He must have been expecting my call, because he didn't miss a beat. "Mike, I'm sorry, but I just ran out."


"How did you run out? I mean, you guys only did it once on Wednesday night!"


"Mike, I don't know what Jen told you. But we had sex all week long. I mean, those tips you gave me worked. We had sex Monday, and it didn't stop until earlier this evening."


I was in shock. Jen told me they had only had sex once, on Wednesday. Had she lied to me? It couldn't be. Then I remembered that Jen had taken a shower just before I had gotten home. Had she been with Ralph? I mumbled a quick goodbye, and got off the phone. Was Ralph up to something? Was he bullshitting me? How could I figure out if he was telling the truth? Then it came to me. Ralph is into stockings, just like me. Jen knows that. So if they really did have sex all week long — then Jen would have worn stockings to turn Ralph on — but if Ralph ran out of condoms and had to pull out — and some of his cum got on to her stockings -- then Jen would have had to get rid of the evidence. I walked outside and looked in the trash can. There was only 1 plastic trash bag inside. I opened it and rummaged around. Then I felt it. Something silky. I pulled it out and went into the garage, to see what it was. There were 5 pairs of stockings. One for each day. I looked at them closely. Most of them had runs in them. Many had damp spots. Ralph's cum?


There was no doubt in my mind that Jen had lied to me. But I rationalized that she was just trying to spare my feelings. She didn't want me to think that she had completely fallen head over heads over Ralph's cock. That didn't mean I wasn't hurt. But more than anything, I was turned on. My wife was well on her way to becoming a hot wife, and I was dizzy with lust. I unzipped my fly and pulled out my hard cock. I wrapped one of Jen's stockings around my cock, and started to stroke myself. I came almost immediately as I imagined Ralph fucking Jen bareback, adding my cum to Ralph's on Jen's worn thigh high.





Jen was awake in bed. Michael wasn't there, he was probably downstairs, but she was okay with that. She needed to think.


She couldn't believe the past week. Ralph had hit on her just as she had described to Michael. But it had happened Monday night, not Wednesday. Ralph was all over her. His hands were inside her robe, roaming over her body that was covered only by her sheer camisole and flimsy panties. He was hitting all her hot spots. Kissing her neck and breasts, and rubbing her nipples, taking his time, lingering over her erogenous zones. He was so good, he knew exactly where to touch her. She was hotter than she had been in a long time. But she still pushed him away. "Ralph, you have to understand. The other night was a one time thing. It's not going to happen again. You have to accept that, or I won't be able to be your friend anymore."


Ralph sat up, but he didn't pull too far away. He kept his hand on her leg, caressing her just above the knee. She was about to push his hand away from her, but his words stopped her. "Mike likes to watch you, doesn't he?"


"What?" Jen said, taken off-guard.


"He likes to watch you flirt with other guys. Come on, don't deny it. I've seen you at parties. He stands off to the side, but he's always watching you, and you're always flirting with other guys. But every now and then you guys look at each other and make eye contact, and you both have sly smiles on your faces. Admit it, he likes to watch you with other guys."


"Okay, fine," Jen said flustered. "So we like to play harmless games. But they're harmless, okay? They never go too far. Flirting doesn't hurt anyone, and that's all it is. We always end up in bed with each other."


Ralph smirked. "If that's true, what about the other night? I seem to remember that it was my bed you ended up in. And don't tell me that it was just the heat of passion. Mike practically handed you to me."


Jen didn't respond. She didn't have anything to say, because what Ralph was saying was true. Ralph's hand was still on her leg, and started moving higher up her bare thigh. She almost jumped when his fingers grazed her pussy. "This is what Mike wants," Ralph said, edging his fingers around Jen's panties. He had moved closer, and was breathing huskily into her ear, hitting another one of her hot spots, turning her on even more. "I've heard about guys like Mike. He wants his wife to have sex with other guys. Why not give him what he wants? If you really love him, you'd give him what he wants."


Ralph had somehow unzipped his pants and taken his cock out. He moved over Jen and pressed his hardness against her pussy. "And I know you liked this, didn't you? You want more of this, don't you?"


As Ralph pressed against her, and began pulling her panties to the side so he could enter her, Ralph's words echoed in her mind. "Mike wants this. He wants you to have sex with other guys. If you really love Mike you'd give him what he wants." With those words echoing in her mind, Jen allowed her last bits of resistance to fade away, and she gave into the pleasure that Ralph was giving her.


That happened on Monday. The problem with giving in once, it's a lot easier to give in again, and then again. The last time was just a few hours before Michael got home. Jen had barely had time to throw out the stockings that were soiled with Ralph's cum. Jen had tried repeatedly to call Michael during the week. But it wouldn't have changed anything, she thought, based on Michael's reaction to her confession. Ralph was right. Her husband did want her to have sex with other guys.


A part of her had hoped that Michael would have gotten pissed when she confessed that she had slept with Ralph again. It wasn't that she didn't crave sex, or enjoy being pounded by a big cock. Before getting married, she had gotten her share of sex. She didn't consider herself a slut, but she wasn't a prude either. But she really wanted a conventional marriage and a conventional sex life with just her husband. Maybe she should have told Michael that she had had sex with Ralph all week long. Maybe that would have gotten him upset. But she was afraid about giving him that much information. Based on his reaction earlier that evening, it wouldn't have mattered anyway, she thought. It probably would have turned him on even more.


As Jen looked up at the ceiling, she wondered where this new phase of their lives would take them. As that thought passed through her mind, Michael walked back into their bedroom. "Are you awake?" Michael softly asked, reaching over and cupping Jen's breast.


"Yes. Did you want to tell me something?"


"Yeah. I think I have a solution to our problem."


"What?"


"I think you should go back on the pill. That way we won't have to worry about having condoms around."


Michael's words answered Jen's question. She now knew what her life was going to be like, at least for the foreseeable future. Her heart sank at the realization. But as the last week flashed through her mind, she had to admit it, the thought of being with Ralph again made her lightheaded, if only for a few moments.


Chapter 4


I slowly stroked myself. Jen had just left with Ralph. As I played with myself I thought of what he was going to do to her this weekend.


Jen and Ralph were going out on dates about once a week now. They still saw each other a lot during the day, carpooling to after school activities and things like that. They had my blessing to have sex whenever they wanted, and they often did, at least a few times a week. They were totally in lust with each other. Jen always told me the details, and it never failed to get me hot. I was in sexual nirvana.


But it wasn't all paradise. I felt pangs of jealousy, now that I wasn't the only man in her life. I started noticing that, while Jen always dressed great whenever she knew she was going to see Ralph, she didn't seem to care as much about her appearance when she knew she'd only be with me. With Ralph, she'd always wear dresses and skirts, stockings and heels. She'd spend a lot of time on her hair and makeup, even if they'd only be seeing each other for an hour in the morning, to carpool to the kids' school. But on days she knew she wasn't going to see Ralph, she'd just wear jeans and casual tops, often no makeup, and just tie her hair back. It made me jealous that Jen cared more about how she looked when she was going to be with Ralph, than when she knew she'd be with just me.


There were other things I noticed. Some were little things. Like when we were speaking on the phone, if Ralph called she'd put me on hold and switch over to him. But if she was speaking to Ralph and I called, I'd often get her voice mail.


Other things were more significant. One morning I got out of the shower. I had to walk across our bedroom to get a towel. Jen was on our bed, putting on her stockings. She was going to see Ralph that morning. She looked at me, but her gaze quickly went down to my crotch. She saw me get hard as I watched her put on her stockings. I'm not big in that department, and even when I'm hard I'm probably smaller than Ralph when he's soft. Jen kept looking at my hard-on, and finally our eyes met. We both knew what she was doing. She was comparing me to her lover. She wasn't being mean. I mean, I'm the one who pushed her to have an affair with Ralph. But it really brought home to me that I was letting a guy with a bigger cock have my wife. She had said it the other day. She can barely even feel me when I'm inside her. I wondered if I'd ever be able to sexually satisfy her again.


What was worst was our sex life wasn't that great. I mean, Jen was having great sex with Ralph, and I was in a constant state of sexual arousal, and masturbated all the time. But masturbation took its toll, and the end result was I was having a hard time keeping a hard-on when Jen and I tried to have intercourse. Do you see the contrast? When she's with Ralph she's got this incredibly exciting, hard, huge cock. With me, she's got a small limp cock. This definitely had an effect on Jen. I had a hard time getting her excited. When I touched her, her nipples no longer got hard the way they used to. I always know when Jen doesn't have an orgasm. She's not good at faking it. Well, she hardly ever had an orgasm with me anymore. She said it was okay and made the normal excuses, like she was just tired. But I know she always came with Ralph. After their dates she'd come home flushed and often still panting. Her pussy would be soaking wet and her entire body smelt like sex. Often before she could tell me about what they had done, she'd need an hour or so to let her body calm down. The reality was Ralph was the man in her life who turned her on, who she desired, not me.


I was full of conflicting emotions. All of this made me intensely jealous. But it turned me on, too. So instead of pulling Jen back to me, I pushed even harder to see how far she would go. I encouraged her to see Ralph even more, have sex with him more.





While Mike was stroking himself, Jen fidgeted in her seat next to Ralph in his car. She was nervous about the next few days. She couldn't believe she had agreed to go away for the weekend with Ralph. True, they were having sex. But go away for the weekend? But Michael had been so persistent. He had even packed her suitcase. "He's your boyfriend," Michael had said. "What's so strange about a guy taking his girlfriend away for the weekend?"


My boyfriend? Jen's head had spun trying to process her husband's words. She had agreed to have sex with Ralph, not be his girlfriend. Ralph had taken to the weekend getaway idea immediately. Of course he would, Jen thought. It was clear Ralph couldn't get enough of her body. She wasn't complaining, but — her boyfriend?


In her fidgeting Jen absentmindedly rubbed her legs together. The swishing sound of one stockinged leg rubbing against the other caught Ralph's attention. He looked over at Jen in the seat next to him. At her slim shapely legs. Her skirt had risen up, exposing her stocking tops. He reached over and placed his hand on her thigh, caressing her. She didn't stop him. He couldn't believe how lucky he was. Jen was so incredibly sexy. He had always wanted her. His ex-wife Lynn was no slouch in the looks department, but compared to Jen she was a dog. He couldn't believe Mike had given his sexy wife to him.


A thrilling bolt of lightning passed through Jen when Ralph put his hand on her thigh. She was so attracted to him. He was gorgeous! And she had to admit it to herself, size did matter. Holding a big cock in her hand, putting it in her mouth, getting fucked by a big cock — it was so much more exciting and pleasurable than a smaller cock, like Michael's. She hated herself for thinking it, but she couldn't help it. She had buried those longings for years, since she and Michael had married. But being with Ralph had rekindled those longings. Did Michael understand what he had done by pushing her towards Ralph?


She remembered looking in her suitcase earlier in the day as she was getting ready. Michael had packed it for her. Inside she found only her sexiest outfits. Her shortest skirts, most revealing blouses, highest stiletto heels. There wasn't a single bra or panty. Clearly he wanted her to be bare under her clothes for the entire weekend with Ralph. Other than stockings. There were lots of thigh highs and garter belts. Jen remembered shaking her head when she saw what Michael had packed. But she wasn't surprised. Michael wanted her to dress to turn Ralph on, to make sure they fucked a lot this weekend. And then go home and tell him all the details, while she stroked him.


How could she not compare the two of them? Since her fling with Ralph had begun she'd often have sex with both of them on the same day. Ralph got her more excited and gave her more pleasure than Michael. Ralph had the better body, the bigger cock and, to be honest, the better technique. Just his hand on her thigh started getting her wet.


Jen was afraid where this was all leading. It was more than just the sex. Ralph was great in bed. But she was afraid she was developing feelings for him. She already spent so much time with him, more than with Michael. And Michael was pushing her more and more to Ralph. Didn't he know what he was doing? She looked at her left hand. It was bare. Michael had insisted that she leave her wedding and engagement rings at home.


"You're two lovers going off for the weekend. You shouldn't be wearing a wedding ring." She didn't want to take off her rings, but things had gone so far, she didn't know how to protest.


But as Ralph's hand moved up her thigh, these misgivings were pushed away. Not forgotten, but pushed away. Her attention went to Ralph's hand as it moved under her skirt, and a familiar tingling grew between her legs.





Ralph was hovering over Jen, positioning his cock to enter her pussy. She was so horny. His hands had been on her all evening long, and she needed it bad. "Don't forget the condom," Jen urged.


"Come on, just this once. I promise to pull out."


"Ralph, no. You have to. Come on, hurry."


Ralph rolled off of Jen and angrily said, "Damn it, I thought you were going to go on the pill."


Jen rubbed Ralph's back to try to calm him down. "I will, honey, I will. I just need to find another doctor. You know what Michael said. I can't go to our regular doctor for a prescription because he knows that Michael got a vasectomy."


"Yeah right," Ralph said sarcastically.


"What do you mean?"


"Jen, have you ever thought there's another reason Mike's dragging his feet to get you back on the pill? Listen, I've read all those websites on guys who get off on their wives having sex with other guys. Mike doesn't really want you on the pill. And he wouldn't mind if we had sex without any condoms. In fact, that's probably what he wants."


"What are you talking about?"


Ralph powered up his computer. "Here, look."


Chapter 5


Ralph couldn't think of anything but Jen. He had always thought she was hot. Even before their affair began, he took every opportunity to flirt with her, and he was thrilled whenever she flirted back. But never in his wildest dreams did he think he would ever get inside her pants. She and Mike seemed happily married. He still couldn't believe that he was fucking her, and he was doing it with Mike's permission (and encouragement). But it had become more than sex to him. He had fallen in love with Jen and wanted her for himself.


But to do that he would have to get her to dump Mike. He liked Mike, and Ralph wasn't a mean person. But this was love, and as they say, all's fair in love and war. And anyway, Mike had set himself up in the first place, by encouraging his wife to sleep with other guys, and with all the other kinky stuff he was in to. Ralph thought of that as he dialed Mike's cell, to clear his conscience on what he was about to do.


"Mike, listen. I know you're into the hot wife lifestyle. And I've read things on the Internet about that. If you're interested in doing some other stuff, we'll, I'd be okay with that. And after this weekend, I think Jen might be open to it, too."


Mike was interested. "Like what?"


Ralph knew he had him. "Well, let me tell you..."





Jen carefully slid the sheer stockings up her legs. She had to be extra careful because the stockings were old, and already had some runs in them. She smoothed the stockings over her legs, then attached the welts to the garters. She stood up and stepped into her heels. Then she looked at herself in the mirror. She still couldn't believe what they were going to do tonight, and what she was wearing.


Jen was wearing the lingerie that she had worn on her wedding day, under her wedding dress. Ivory white bustier with garter straps, lacy panties and ivory stockings. She even wore the ivory satin heels from her wedding day. Everything still fit. In fact, as she looked in the mirror, she proudly thought that she looked better today than on her wedding day.


She had known Michael had kept her wedding heels and lingerie, but didn't think she'd ever be wearing it again. Especially so she could be fucked by another man, while Michael watched.


So far in her affair with Ralph, Michael hadn't watched any of their sex. She felt uncomfortable with Michael watching, and Michael seemed content to just hear about it later on. But Michael brought up the idea about a week ago, and it was hard to say no since she knew that he was such a voyeur. In truth, she was surprised he hadn't asked a long time ago. When he also asked her to wear her wedding day lingerie — well, that took her by surprise. But she was getting used to her husband's kinky desires.


As she slipped on her cocktail dress, she knew that it wasn't being watched by Michael that was bothering her. It was the weekend a couple of weeks ago, and what Ralph had shown her on his computer. All those hot wife and cuckold websites. She had never read any of those stories before. Is that what Michael really wanted?





Jen was moaning under Ralph. Her dress was on the floor, and Ralph was working on her breasts which were exposed over the top of her bustier. He was caressing them and sucking on her nipples, just the way he knew she liked best. Mike had let him in on Jen's erogenous zones, but being the better lover, Ralph was better at pressing her buttons and getting her incredibly excited.


Jen was squirming and moaning at what Ralph was doing. At first she was concerned about being so responsive to Ralph, because then Michael would see how Ralph could turn her on like no man ever had. But then she realized that that was a silly thought. Her husband would get more turned on if he knew Ralph was a better lover than him, and if she responded to Ralph in ways that she never had with him. So she just allowed herself to enjoy what Ralph was doing to her.


In the corner, Michael was dressed in a robe, watching Ralph pleasure his wife. He noticed that Jen was more turned on than he had ever seen her, and it make his cock so hard. Achingly so. But he kept his hands to his side, and didn't touch himself.


Ralph positioned himself between Jen's legs. He rubbed and caressed her legs, running his hands over the lace stocking tops, trailing his fingers along the garter straps. Jen's legs were bent so her stiletto heels were pressing against Ralph's chest. He loved that pinch, the slight pain, and he pressed himself against them to feel it even more. He brought his head down and kissed Jen's slim ankles, running his lips over her silky stockings. He had to admit, knowing that these were the stockings Jen wore on her wedding night turned him on even more. His hands explored Jen's legs until he felt the runs in her stockings. He edged his fingers into the runs, and applied pressure, making the runs larger, forming holes in her stockings. He took pleasure in knowing this would be the last time she'd be wearing these stockings. He wished he could destroy her marriage to Mike as easily.


Jen looked intently into Ralph's eyes. Pleadingly. He knew that look. She needed it. Wordlessly she was begging him to fuck her. He knew she didn't want to beg the way she usually did, since Michael was watching. And he wasn't going to torture her by making her beg for it. He had other plans.


"Mike," he said. "Come over here."


When Mike got to his side, Ralph said, "Do you want me to fuck you wife? Do you want me to stick my big dick into Jen's pussy? Then you do it. You take my cock and put it in your wife's pussy."


Mike hesitated. He had never touched another man's penis before. "Do it, Mike, do it," Ralph urged. Mike looked at Jen. She had a neutral look on her face. Not encouraging or discouraging him. More just curious as to what he was going to do. Finally, his sexual urges took over. Mike reached over and gently put his hand around Ralph's cock. He found himself fascinated by it. So different from his own penis. It was huge and rock hard, like granite. Yet it throbbed in his hand.


"Stroke it, Mike. Stroke me and get me harder and bigger for your wife."


Mesmerized, Mike did what Ralph said. He began to slowly stroke Ralph's cock. To his amazement, it did seem to get bigger. All of a sudden Mike understood why Jen got so excited by big cocks. "Yeah that's right," Ralph groaned. "Man, you're pretty good at this."


Jen was fascinated by what she was seeing. Her husband had his hand around her lover's cock, stroking it. And Mike seemed to be enjoying it.


Ralph saw that Jen was intently watching her husband stroke his cock. "I bet I know what Mike would like to do," he said to her. "Suck me off. That's what you want, don't you Mike? You want to put my cock in your mouth. Go ahead, do it. Do it!"


Wait, this had gone far enough, Jen thought. Shaking her head, she said "Michael — no, no." But before she could protest more, Mike lowered his head and put the head of Ralph's cock in his mouth. He was out of control, lost in lust, mesmerized. He wasn't gay or bi. He was just fascinated by this big cock. He was beginning to understand why girls found big cocks so exciting. They were so powerful and threatening. Yet warm and soft. At that moment he had the urge to suck it, so that's what he did. With his hand still stroking Ralph, he took more and more of the big cock in his mouth, just like the girls in the movies. "Oh yeah, oh yeah, you're good at that, you're a good cock sucker."


Jen was horrified at what her husband was doing. "Michael, stop! Stop!" Hearing his wife's scream, Mike looked up, taking Ralph's cock out of his mouth. But he continued to hold it. He looked like he was dazed, in a trance. Ralph saw that Mike was disoriented, and said, "Mike, why don't you show Jen what you're wearing under that robe."


Still dazed, Mike opened his robe. Jen saw that her husband had a cage around his penis. "It's a cuck cage," Ralph explained. "It keeps Mike from beating off. So the person who holds the key is the person who controls when Mike gets to cum. And who holds the key, Mike? Who do you have to ask to fuck your own wife?"


With her eyes growing wide in horror, Jen heard her husband say, "You do, Ralph, You hold the key."


"That's right." Ralph laughed. "I tell you when you can fuck your wife, and when you can't. Now suck me some more and maybe I'll be nice to you."


Mike was too lost in lust to do anything but take Ralph in his mouth again. Jen was too shocked to argue. Ralph was close to cumming. He pushed Mike's hand away, and rapidly stroked his cock. Jen saw what Ralph was doing, but before she could sound a warning, Ralph came. Mike couldn't pull away fast enough. Streams of Ralph's cum shot into his mouth, and as Mike pulled away the rest splattered all over his face.





A few months later



Jen was in a bar, sitting on a stool with her legs crossed. She knew that she was showing a lot of leg. In this hotel bar, she knew she was inviting guys to hit on her. That was okay. She was hoping to be picked up for a one-night stand.


Jen had left Michael. She couldn't get the images out of her mind, of Michael sucking Ralph's cock, and Ralph's cum all over his face. She believed him when he said that he wasn't gay, and that it was just the heat of the moment. But she just couldn't get those images out of her mind. When she left him, she said, "You're just not the man I thought I had married."


Ralph tried to get her to move in with him, but she no longer wanted anything to do with him. She figured out that Ralph had set the whole thing up, and she blamed him for poisoning her marriage.


But she still needed sex. The time with Ralph re-kindled urges and longings in her. She craved sex with big, strong, handsome guys. Guys with big hard cocks.


Maybe she might someday get back together with Michael. She still loved him. If those images would just go away. Or maybe she just needed time to adjust. To be honest, a little part of her was turned on by it all.


She saw a couple of guys approaching her. One looked pretty dull, but the other one? He was pretty hot. She looked at his hands. Big. She inwardly giggled. Then she risked a quick glance below his belt. Potential there, she thought. She'd find out for sure when she danced with him. She smiled inwardly. She realized that if she ever did go back to Michael, then he'd get what he always wanted — a hot wife.


The End
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