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From Cheater to Hotwife

Getting Over My Wife's Infidelity




"Did you fuck him in our bed?"

Some might find it strange to ask that question while on top of your wife having sex. Lainey certainly thought so. "What?" she asked incredulously.

"I won’t be mad, I promise. I just need to know."

"Right now? You’re inside me, for god’s sake."

"I’m sorry. I can’t stop thinking about it." I started fucking her again, very slowly, to see if she would humor me. Lainey looked at me like I was nuts. Maybe I was. It was going to take some convincing. "I can’t get past it. I need to know."

"Why?" she replied. “Haven’t we talked about this enough with the therapist?”

I kept slowly making love to Lainey, hoping she wouldn’t buck me off and tell me to go to hell for asking. “She told us to be honest and communicate with one another. I’m being honest. I can’t stop thinking about you being with Kevin. I’m not angry anymore. I promise. I just need to know exactly what I’m getting over so I can get on with it. I need the story. Please?”

We had been going to therapy for the last few months since I found out Lainey cheated on me with our next-door neighbor.  Kevin and Lainey both worked from home and had become friendly over the past few years. The day after it happened, Kevin texted her while she was in the bathroom getting ready for bed. I was sitting right next to her phone when it beeped. I read the whole text exchange of Lainey telling him what a mistake it was for them to have sex and that no matter how mind-blowing it was, they couldn’t do it again.  The last text, the one that opened pandora’s box, was a dick pic.  In a blind rage, I marched next door and started banging on Kevin’s door like a madman.  When Kevin answered, I punched him in the face and took him to the ground.  I wound up getting arrested after a neighbor called the police. Fortunately, Kevin opted not to press charges and the prosecutor didn’t want to add to their backlog. I ended up spending the night in jail, but that was it.  It could have been much worse.

“Did you fuck him in our bed, Lainey?” I asked again.

Lainey relented. “No. It was at his house.”

I let out a sigh. “Why were you over there? Did you talk about it first?”

“No. He invited me for lunch.”

I kept fucking her slowly while I interrogated her.  I could tell she was humoring me for the sake of our tattered marriage. “Then what happened?”

“We started flirting over lunch. He told me how pretty he had always thought I was and that you were a lucky man.”

“Then what? Did you flirt back?”

Lainey turned her head, ashamed. “Yes.”

“What did you do?”

“I told him I thought he was handsome and that I liked watching him mow his lawn.”

I sighed again and fucked her with a little more fervor. What hadn’t told Lainey was that I had started fantasizing about her and Kevin while I masturbated. I couldn’t understand why and I sure as hell wasn’t going to ask the therapist. But for some inexplicable reason, it helped me to start forgiving my wife.

“What did he say then?”

“He said he watched me sunbathe in the back yard. He said I had an amazing body.”

“At least he got one thing right. Then what?” It was true that Lainey had an amazing body, but I was mostly hoping that the compliment would keep the skids greased.

“I helped him with the dishes. We bumped into each other a few times moving around the kitchen. There was a lot of tension.” Lainey paused. I could feel her breathing deepen as she recalled the memory. “Then…he kissed me.”

I exhaled deeply as I buried my cock as deeply as I could inside of her. “And you kissed him back?”

“Yes.”

“Then what?”

“He started touching me, moving his hands all over my body.”

“Did you touch him, too?”

“Yes.” Lainey’s breathing deepened further still. “He started unbuttoning my blouse…I took my bra off for him.”

“Oh, fuck,” I uttered, imagining Kevin’s paws all over my wife’s tits.

Lainey could tell I was getting off on hearing the details of her indiscretion. “Do you want me to keep going?” she asked.

“Yes.” I nodded. “Please. It’s helping.”

“He started sucking and playing with my tits… I felt his cock pressing against me… I reached down and felt it with my hand.”

I started teasing Lainey with the tip of my dick, the way I knew she liked it. Her body responded. “Did you suck his cock?”

That question carried a lot of weight.  Lainey almost never gave me blowjobs. My birthday was the only time I could guilt her into it anymore. She didn’t answer at first. “Did you suck his cock, Lainey? Did you get on your knees for him?”

Lainey nodded reluctantly. “Yes.”

“Say it.”

“Yes. I got on my knees and sucked his cock.”

I buried my cock deep inside of her again, eliciting a long moan from Lainey.

“You sucked his cock right there in his kitchen?”

“Yes,” Lainey whimpered, taking my thrusts much more eagerly.

“Is that where he fucked you? In the kitchen?”

“Yes. At first. He stood me up and bent me over the counter. He pulled my pants down and took me from behind.”

I grunted, keeping my pace. “I saw the picture of his dick. Did you like having his big cock inside of you?”

“Baby, please. Don’t.”

I teased her with my tip again.

“I’m not mad, Lainey. I need to know. Did you like his big cock?’

“Yes.”

I teased her more, denying her my shaft. “Say it.”

“I liked it. He has a big cock, baby.”

I thrust myself back inside of her.

“Oh, fuck…Yes.” Lainey moaned.

“Did you come for him? Did you come on his dick?” I was fucking her steadily now. 

“Yes! Oh fuck! Yes!”

“Say it!”

“Yes! He made me come!”

I slowed my pace again, wanting to make sure I heard the end of the story. “Did he come for you?”

Lainey sighed in frustration when I held back. I could tell she wanted to come. “Not until later. He took me to the bedroom. He carried my on his shoulder.”

“I bet you fucking loved that.”

Lainey nodded. “It was hot.”

“Then what?”

“He put me on the bed and pulled my clothes off.”

“Did you spread your legs for him?”

“Yes…He said he wanted to taste me.”

“Did he lick your pussy?”

“Yes.”

I could feel Lainey writhing under me, remembering Kevin going down on her. My interrogation had gradually morphed into a collaboration.

“Did he do a good job? Did he make you come again?”

“Yes…Fuck…He made me come.”

“Then what?”

“Then he got on top of me and fucked me again.”

“Just like this?” I asked, fucking her again with long forceful strokes.

“Yes,” Lainey whimpered.  “Fuck me...”

“What happened next?”

“You want to know what happened next?” Lainey goaded.

“Yes!” I grunted.

Lainey turned us both over in the bed and mounted my cock. “I fucked the shit out of him is what happened next!” Lainey started pounding my cock, her ass slapping against me as she bounced up and down. “Is that what you want to hear?”

“Oh, fuck!” I growled. “Yes!”

“His cock felt so good,” she jeered back at me, tired of my questions. “Does that get you off?”

“Yes!” I cried.

“I fucked him just like this. I used his cock until I came again. I fucked him so good.”

I could barely keep myself from coming, my wife taunting me with how good she fucked Kevin. I knew I wouldn’t last much longer.

“Where did he come?” I groaned. “Where did he come, Lainey?”

I could tell Lainey was about to come, too. “I’ll fucking show you!”

Lainey started grinding on me, like she was riding a mechanical bull. She knew this was a shortcut to making us both come.

“Show me, Lainey! Show me!” I begged, grabbing her hips and bucking against her moves.

“Oh fuck! Yes!” she cried. “I’m gonna come! I’m coming!”

Lainey was so possessed that I was afraid she was going to forget to replay how Kevin came. “Show me!” I cried. “I’m gonna come! Show me!”

Lainey kept grinding as fast as she could until I wailed and filled her with my load. She fell to my chest, out of breath. We both laid there in silence, stunned by what had just happened, uncertain whether this was a break-down or a break-through.

“Are you okay?” I asked finally.

Lainey nodded. “You?”

“Yeah.” I paused. I couldn’t help but ask one more question. I needed clarity. “So, he came inside you?”

Lainey nodded. “Yes. Are you angry?”

Lainey never let me come inside her. Ever. I had long ago been permanently relegated to her ass or her stomach. Occasionally, I could sneak a bit onto her tits without hearing too much grief about it.

“No.” I paused again, gathering my thoughts. “Thank you for telling me, Lainey. I know it was…” I struggled looking for the right word. “Visceral.”

“You’re welcome,” she replied. Her tone was almost solemn.

And then she kissed me sweetly before getting up to take a shower. I think we both felt a good deal better, having my questions answered, the whole truth revealed. And after we each had some time to sit with the fact that we both seemed to enjoy reliving Lainey’s infidelity, we felt even better. A week or so later, we were making love again. It was nice, but nowhere near as hot as when Lainey had confessed the details of her infidelity.  We both knew it. And then Lainey said something that blew my mind.

“Do you want me to tell you again?” she whispered.

I was the one incredulous this time. “What?”

“Do you want me to tell you again how I fucked Kevin?”

I was caught off guard. I looked back at her stunned, my cock inside of her. “Yes,” I whispered back.

“Yeah? You want me to tell you how I sucked his big cock?”

“Oh fuck,” I moaned.

“You want me to tell you how I spread me legs for him?”

“Yes!”

I could tell she was getting off on taunting me. “Do you want me to tell you how good he fucked me? How hard I came?”

“Yes!”

“There’s one more thing,” she said provocatively. “One more thing I haven’t told you.”

“Did you fuck him again?” I didn’t know what I would do or how I would feel about that piece of information if it were true, but I couldn’t help but ask.

“No. Not exactly.”

I halted to a standstill, my cock on pause inside my wife. “What do mean?”

“This is the last thing. I swear to God.”

“What?”

“That night…after you were arrested.”

“Yeah?”

“Kevin was really pissed. I was trying to calm him down and talk him into not pressing charges against you and suing us.”

“Yeah?” I looked at her suspiciously.

“I didn’t fuck him. I promise.”

“What then?”

Lainey looked me square in the eye. “I sucked his cock.”

A wave of pleasure washed over me, and I felt my cock twitch. I started moving inside of her again, gently easing my way in and out of her pussy, savoring the agony of imagining Lainey taking Kevin’s big cock in her mouth again.

“Is that why he didn’t press charges? Because you sucked his dick?”

Lainey nodded.

“Were you on your knees again?”

“Yes.”

“Oh, fuck,” I sighed. “That’s so fucking hot.”

“Yeah?” Lainey teased. “You like thinking about me sucking that big cock?”

“Yeah,” panted.

“Me, too,” she whispered back. She pressed her mouth to my ear. “I liked it. I wanted to suck his cock again. You gave me the perfect excuse.”

“Oh, fuck,” I groaned. “You liked sucking that big cock while I sat in jail?”

“Yes, baby.”

Her confession was having the desired effect. We were both getting riled up. 

“Show me. Show me what you did.”

Lainey slid out from under me to her knees on the floor beside the bed. I followed and stood in front of her. She looked up at me with her pretty brown eyes.

“Show me what you did for Kevin,” I whispered.

Lainey took my cock in her mouth and gave me the best blowjob she’d ever given me.  What made it even more amazing was that she started fingering herself and getting off while she did it.  I had never seen my wife enjoy giving head before.

“Yes,” I grunted. “You sucked his cock just like that?”

“Mmhmm,” she hummed. She pulled her mouth off long enough to add, “…except when I sucked Kevin’s cock, I couldn’t fit all of it in my mouth.” Lainey plunged back on to my cock. I couldn’t speak at this point, only groan and tilt my head back imagining Lainey stuff her mouth with Kevin’s dick.  Lainey started whimpering. I knew she was going to make herself come soon. I looked down to watch her get off with my cock in her mouth.  As far as I was concerned, this was the absolute peak of our sexual history together.  Lainey came hard, never taking her mouth off my dick. I wasn’t going to be far behind.

“Show me,” I panted. “Show me how you made him come.”

Lainey started stroking my shaft as fast as she could and flicking her tongue along the tip. As I started to come, she put me back in her mouth and bobbed up and down on my cock, stroking the base with her hand in time. I hadn’t come in my wife’s mouth since we first started dating years ago. It was amazing.  I couldn’t take my eyes off her as she swallowed every drop.

When she was done, she stood up and kissed me. She smiled with a look of satisfaction. “You good?” she asked, almost rhetorically.

I nodded. She kissed me again, putting her arms around me this time.

“Lainey?” I whispered.

“Yes?”

“I want you to do it again.”

“So soon? Can you even get hard right now?”

“No. Not that.” I paused just long enough to get the courage to say it out loud. “I want you to cheat on me again.”

Lainey froze.

“You can say no, but you can’t tell me you don’t want to. I’ve seen how hot you get thinking about fucking Kevin.” I paused again. “Not just you. Me, too.”

Her look started to soften in the face of the truth. 

“I think it brought us closer together. We’ve never had sex this good before. I’ve never felt closer to you. And don’t argue, you know that it’s true. I want you to cheat again, Lainey.”

I paused. The room was silent.

“And I want to watch you do it.”

Lainey stood there with her mouth open.

“Wait. You want me to fuck Kevin again?”

“No. Fuck that guy. He’s lucky I don’t burn his house down. No. Someone else. Whoever you want. All I ask is that I be there. Everything else is up to you. Whatever you want. Carte blanche.”

After what seemed like an eternity Lainey started nodding faintly. “Okay,” she whispered.  She put her hand on my chest and kissed me on the cheek. Then she turned and walked into the bathroom to take a shower.

A few weeks passed. Lainey and I hadn’t spoken about it again.  I was going to give it a few more days before trying to delicately bring it back up, but over dinner she announced, “I found someone.”

I tried to temper my surprise and excitement. “Really?”

Lainey offered me an out. “That is, if you still want to.”

“I still do. Do you?”

Lainey nodded.

“Who is it?” I asked.

“I want it to be a surprise.  You said everything was up to me, right?” she grinned.

“I did say that. Just tell me, do I know him?”

“I’m not telling you,” she teased, shaking her head and smiling. “You’re just going to have to wait.”

“Okay. Fair enough.”

“I will say this. I’m going to meet him for dinner first. If I still feel like I want to do this – and that’s not a guarantee, by the way – then I’ll invite him in.”

“To our house?”

“You want me to fuck him in our bed, don’t you?”

The reality was starting to sink in a bit. I paused. “Yes.”

“Okay, then.”

“I want fuck you in our bed right now,” I said, my cock getting hard thinking about her with her mystery man.

“Save it for tomorrow, babe,” she declined.

“Tomorrow?”

“Yup.”

I was practically useless at work the next day.  It was all I could do to keep from hiding in the bathroom stall and masturbating. I spent half the day trying to cover my hard-on. When I finally got home, Lainey was getting dressed. I walked into the bedroom to see her putting on her favorite black cocktail dress (I called it “the cocktease” dress) over a black lace bra and skimpy black satin panties.

“Jesus. I hope this guy knows how lucky he is,” I gushed.

“Thank you, baby,” Lainey smiled. “I’m gonna ask you one more time. Are you sure about this? You want to watch me have sex…with another man…in our bed?”

“I couldn’t stop thinking about it all day.”

“Okay then. Now scoot. I need to finish getting ready.”

After Lainey left for her date, I was like a kid waiting for Christmas. I tried to keep myself busy with a movie. That didn’t work. I tried meditating. That really didn’t work.  In the end, I wound up playing solitaire on my phone and nursing a glass of scotch. It felt a bit pitiful, to be honest. At least I harnessed the last little bit of pride I had to keep myself from stalking the driveway from the window.

Finally, at long last, I heard a car in the driveway. And then another. A minute later, I heard laughing just before the door opened. In walked Lainey followed by a man I hadn’t seen in over ten years. At least in person. James was a former classmate. Lainey and I went to high school with him. James had been the best linebacker in the state.  He went on to play college ball and probably would have gone pro if he hadn’t had a career ending injury. After college, he leveraged his local celebrity to open a car dealership. We saw his commercials on television all the time.

“Hi, honey. You remember James, don’t you?” Lainey smiled.

I shook off my initial surprise at seeing Lainey’s first round draft pick, stood up and walked to meet him in the foyer. “Of, course. James, how are you? It’s good to see you, man.” I should mention that James was black.  I didn’t care, but I hadn’t expected Lainey to choose a black man for some reason. She had never expressed an interest before. But if anything, it added to the anticipation.

“Hey, man. How have you been?” he smiled and shook my hand.

“Good. Can I get you a drink?” I offered.

“Jack and Coke?” he asked.

I fixed drinks for all of us. I sat in the chair across from the couch. Lainey took her heels off and curled her feet under her, scooching up next to James on the couch. James was a big guy. He was around six-foot-four, a full foot taller than my wife.  She looked tiny cuddled up next to him on the couch.

We spent about thirty minutes politely catching up and lubricating our nerves with alcohol.  Not a word was said about what was planned for the rest of the evening. Lainey got progressively more flirtatious with James. She started by hugging his sizeable bicep with her arms and resting her head on his shoulder while we talked. Eventually, that escalated to her rubbing his thigh with her hand, coming closer and closer to his crotch ever so gradually. And then, Lainey stood up and took James’ hand, ushering him up from the couch. With James’ hand in hers, Lainey looked at me as she started leading him to our bedroom.

I trailed unobtrusively behind them. Lainey had left the lights dim in the bedroom. Just bright enough to see and dark enough to be romantic.  I made my way to the chair we had in the corner of the room and sat down quietly. James and Lainey stood on her side of the bed, the one closest to me, just five feet or so away. I had a front row seat. Lainey wasn’t tall enough to put her arms around James’ neck, so she put one arm around his back, the other on his chest, and tiptoed up for a kiss. James’ looked down and kissed my wife. Their lips were gentle and sweet at first but gradually became more passionate. Lainey outlined James’ lips with her tongue while she ran her hand along his chest. James bent low enough to reach Lainey’s ass and cup it with his hands. Lainey responded by darting her tongue in James’ mouth. James’ kissed her back easing his way to Lainey’s neck. She tilted her head back to give him access, enjoying his breath and tongue on her soft skin.  Lainey was clearly getting hot and bothered. She took a step back and looked James in the eye as she reached back and unzipped her dress, letting it fall to the floor. With one foot, she lifted the dress to her grasp and tossed it to me, the first recognition that I was even in the room. 

James and I both stared at my wife, taking her in. She was a vision, wearing nothing but the black lace bra and black satin panties I had seen earlier. Lainey stepped to James again and began unbuttoning his shirt. She smiled a little when she exposed his chest. It was clear that James had stayed in shape. He had the chest of a body builder. Lainey kissed the center of his chest and rubbed her face across it, breathing him in, before kissing and licking her way up to James’ mouth again. My wife cradled James’ face in her hands and spoke softly, “I’ve always wanted you, James.”

James kissed her again, running his hand up her back to expertly unclasp her bra. Lainey stepped back and let her bra fall into her hands, again tossing it to me.  My wife had amazing breasts and she knew it. They were big, but not big. Firm, but not fake. Her nipples were perky without being too much so. Everything about them was just right.

“Damn, girl,” James smiled.

Lainey looked pleased. “You like?” she grinned confidently as she stepped back into his arms. 

James put his mouth to her breast, circling her nipple with his tongue before taking it in his mouth. Lainey watched him lustily. James’ hand moved back down to Lainey’s ass. Lainey curled her leg around the back of James’ thigh. James’ big paw explored her ass, finding its way between her legs. Lainey cooed with pleasure at James’ touch.

Lainey let herself enjoy James playing with her tits and rubbing her satin-covered pussy a while longer. Then she lowered herself to her knees in front of him.  Looking up at him, she slowly unbuckled his belt. Then unbuttoned his pants. Then eased down his zipper. She took her time and was deliberate in her movements. I couldn’t tell if she was teasing him, teasing me, or savoring her own anticipation. At last, she eased down his pants and boxers. The look on my wife’s face at the sight of James’ cock could only be described as a mix of awe, lust, and intimidation.  His cock was at least ten inches long. Thick. Veiny. It was the kind of cock that guys like me pretended didn’t really exist outside of porn. And now my wife was going to have it. 

“Oh, my god,” she uttered and looked up at James.

Mimicking what my wife said earlier, James’ retorted, “You like?”

Lainey chuckled. “Wow, James.” She held his beast in her hand, examining it with her eyes. Then, turning her head toward me, she slowly licked its entire length. Looking me in the eye, she refrained, “You like?” I felt my cock throbbing in my pants. I couldn’t resist rubbing it with my hand. Lainey opened her mouth wide and wrapped her lips around the head of James’ cock.

“Jesus,” I muttered under my breath in admiration of just how hot it was watching my beautiful wife on her knees with a huge black cock in her mouth.

Lainey turned her head and looked me in the eye, James’ cock pressed against her face. Repeating the question of the day, she asked, “You like?” and then plunged her mouth hungrily back on his dick and started sucking him again. It was even sexier than in all my imaginings.  Lainey sucked and licked his cock, her face starting to glisten more and more the sloppier she became.  James and I watched intently as she serviced him. I rubbed my cock through my pants, a wet spot in the fabric growing larger.

Lainey stood up and sauntered over to me. Standing over me, she looked down and said, “Take them off.”

I reached up and slid my fingers beneath the strap on each side of her panties.  I gently stretched them loose and lowered them allowing Lainey to free first one leg, then the other. 

“You’re so beautiful,” I whispered.

Lainey bent down and kissed me gently on the lips. Then she turned and walked to the bed and sat down, spreading her legs a bit, inviting James. He wasted no time getting on his knees in front of her. He parted her legs with his hands and began kissing the inside of her thigh, edging his way up to her pussy.  Lainey put her hands on the back of his head, massaging his hair with her fingertips. I was looking into Lainey’s eyes when James made contact with her pussy. She closed her eyes and tilted her head back, exhaling slowly until her lungs were emptied. Lainey lifted her head back up and found my gaze again. I slowly freed my cock, never breaking eye contact with my wife. Even though I was nothing in comparison to James, my cock was as big and hard as it had ever been. I stroked myself slowly, staring into Lainey’s eyes. She glanced down at my cock and cooed, “Oooo, yes.”

James took his time pleasuring Lainey with his tongue. I could see the pleasure building in her eyes. “Oh…yes…fuck…,” she whimpered. “I’m gonna come James…fuck…yes…Yes!...Yes! Yes! Yes!” James held her steady as she came and then patiently kissed her thighs as he gave her a moment to recover.  Once she caught her breath, Lainey sat up and showed her gratitude with a kiss. “Fuck me, James.”

Lainey turned onto her back with her head over the edge of the bed. She looked at me upside down as James ambled up onto the bed. “Can you see, baby? You can come closer if you want.”

I didn’t need to be told twice.  I stood up and suddenly realized I was the only person in the room with any clothes on.  Feeling stupid, I quickly disrobed and then kneeled at the bed with Lainey’s face next to mine. James was on his knees with Lainey’s legs spread wide before him. “He’s gonna fuck me, baby,” Lainey panted in anticipation, sounding as though she didn’t quite believe it. 

James’ lined his cock up at her entrance and eased a few inches in. I could see Lainey’s stomach muscles clench as she groaned loudly, “Oh FUCK!”

“You okay, baby?” I worried.

Lainey nodded her head rapidly. “Just go slow. Go slow. Please.”

James eased his cock back out and then slowly in again.

“Oh god,” Lainey exhaled. “It’s so thick.”

“Does it feel okay, baby?” I asked, still concerned it might be too much for her.

“It’s unbelievable,” she sighed.

James gradually filled her with more and more of his cock. Lainey reached down and started rubbing her clit while he fucked her with long, slow strokes. Lainey started whimpering in a high-pitched tone, making noises I’d never heard from her before. “More,” she whinnied.

James started fucking Lainey harder, drawing even more cries and whimpers from her. “Oh, my god!” she whined. Lainey started actually crying real tears. “I never…,” she started but didn’t finish her thought before she interrupted herself. “I’m gonna come.  I’m gonna come so hard…..Oh, fuck, James….” Lainey rubbed her clit frantically as James fucked her harder and harder. “OH GOD! OH GOD!” Lainey’s body lurched up like she was doing crunches. She screamed loud enough for the neighbors to hear. “Hoooooooo, GOD!”

Lainey fell back down to the bed and eased James off her, pushing him with her feet. She held up her hand, motioning that she needed him to stop. For a solid minute, she lay there panting and in a daze while James and I waited patiently.

When I couldn’t take the silence anymore, I smiled, “You okay, babe.”

Lainey nodded. “Holy Fuck!” she said slowly and with emphasis. “That was un-be-lieve-able!”

“You like?” James smiled.

Lainey and I both chuckled.

“You ready for more?” James asked.

“Yes, please,” Lainey replied.

“Give me that ass,” James ordered, manhandling Lainey to her stomach and pulling her hips up so her ass was up and waiting for him.

Lainey’s face was directly in front of mine. Lainey smiled at me like a kid getting ready to play with a new toy.  Just as I kissed her, James plunged his cock back inside of her.

Lainey pursed her lips and exhaled, taking his length back inside of her. “He’s so fucking big, baby.”

“Yeah, you like it?”

“It feels so good.”

I stood up to get a better look. I kept stroking my cock, watching James clap his body against my wife’s ass. I looked down at Lainey and praised, “You’re so fucking hot, baby.” Lainey responded by opening her mouth, inviting me. I lowered my stance enough for Lainey to reach her lips around my cock. My wife was being spitroasted for the first time in her life. Even in my fantasies, I hadn’t dared allow myself to dream of that. It was a most welcome surprise, but in the moment, I wanted to be closer to my wife. I kneeled back down and kissed Lainey while James had his way with her.

“I love you so much, baby,” I whispered in her ear.

James was fucking her so hard at this point that Lainey couldn’t really speak, she just kissed me again and whimpered. She was under James’ spell now.  I sat back down in the chair and watched the show. Lainey occasionally opened her eyes for a glance at me stroking my cock. She seemed gratified that I was enjoying myself. I wasn’t in the chair for long before James groaned that he was about to come.

“Can he come in me, baby?” Lainey whined. “Please, can he come in me?”

“Fuck yeah!” I groaned. “Come in her, James! Come in my wife!”

James and Lainey started moaning in unison. “Fuck, I’m gonna come!” James barked. He slowed his pace and thrust his cock forcefully into Lainey several more times, unleashing his load inside of her.  Lainey fell from his dick, flat on the mattress in repose.  James stepped back, sweaty and winded. He was the second man to come inside my wife. I was not one of the two. “Goddamn,” he panted. “Your wife can take a dick.”

I didn’t know what to say, so I said nothing. Somehow, saying “thank you” in the moment just didn’t seem right.  Lainey was still speechless, but I think I heard her snort a bit at the compliment. James started gathering his clothes and getting dressed. I was still sitting there naked. Still hard.  Before walking out the door, he leaned down and kissed Lainey upside down, who was laying on her back again.

“Lainey,” he grinned. “You are beautiful, and you are sexy as hell. Thank you for a wonderful evening.”  He nodded to me on his way out the door.

“Thank you, James,” Laney smiled from ear to ear.

“Holy shit, did you see that?” Lainey gasped rhetorically. She looked at me incredulously. “Did you not come? How did you not come?”

“I don’t know. I think I was just hard for most of the day and my dick got used to it or something. Plus, holy shit, I did see that, and I was so busy being awestruck I must have forgotten to get myself off,” I joked.

“So, you liked it?”

“Fuck yes, I liked it.” I climbed onto the bed with her. I continued jerking off while I told her how hot I thought it was.

“What was your favorite part?” Lainey asked.

“Oh god, it’s hard to say. I loved watching you suck his cock. Holy shit, that was amazing.” I closed my eyes trying to recall the image in my mind. “And when you came so hard lying on your back while he fucked you. Jesus, that was amazing.”

“YOU thought it was amazing?” she joked. “Holy shit, you should have felt what it was like! It was like every cell in my body orgasmed!”

“And then,” I said a little quieter, “when he came inside you.”

Lainey matched my tone. “Yeah. You liked that?”

“Yes.”

“You know, Kevin and James have both come inside me now.”

I kept stroking. “Uh-huh.”

“Do you want to see what it feels like?” she teased. “To come inside your wife?” Lainey paused for dramatic effect. “After another man has already filled her up?”

“Oh fuck,” I groaned.

Mimicking James from earlier I demanded, “Give me that ass.” I scooted behind her and flipped her over, pulling her hips up. I slid my cock inside her with ease.

“How does it feel, baby?” she asked seductively.

“It’s different. It feels good, though. Really good.”

Lainey’s warm, creamy pussy felt way better than my hand.  “I can’t believe we spitroasted you.”

“I know. That was so hot.”

I fucked Lainey steadily and finally felt myself getting close to an orgasm. “Do you want to fuck him again?”

Lainey didn’t bat an eye. “Oh god, yes. That man can have me anytime he wants.” Hearing that got me right up to the verge. Then Lainey finished me off, “Don’t worry. You’ve got dibs on sloppy seconds.”

And that is the story of how, for the very first time, I came inside my wife. 




Thanks for reading!

Check out my Author Page on Amazon.com for my latest releases.

If you liked this story, check out some of my other titles. Links below...





Books By This Author

Cheating Wife Bundle Volume I

The Cheating Wife Bundle Volume I includes twelve previously released titles as well as a new story available only in this bundle!

My Best Friend's Wife - Available only in Cheating Wife Bundle I

The Australians - What happens when a group of handsome Australians rent the house next door for Master's week?

Taken by My Husband's Boss (Parts I,II,& III) - The things I have to do to advance my husband's career!

Tutoring the Neighbor (Parts I, II, & III) - New to town and with nothing to do. Tutoring my next door neighbor turns out to be a great way to pass the time.

The Doctor - Somehow I managed to develop a crush on my doctor and I find it hard to hide my attraction.

The Handyman - I hired an old friend to remodel our home. I left him alone with my wife everyday while I was at work. Good idea, or no?

The Boss's Party - I married a reformed party girl. I knew I shouldn't have left her alone for too long.

My Black Neighbor - I never knew what a princess I was until my husband lost his job and we had to move into a crummy apartment. The noise from downstairs at all hours was a nuisance...until it piqued my curiosity.

Vacation Hotwife: Cucked by My Wife and Her Surfer Boyfriend

My wife and I were disappointed to find that we wouldn't be the only ones staying on the private beach we had booked for a week in Thailand. We had to share with a small pack of surfer dudes. My wife seemed to mind the intrusion less and less as the week went on.

Wedding Night Cuckold: Watching My Wife Get Blacked On Our Wedding Night

Lisa walked to the entryway table, took an envelope out of her purse, and handed to me. It had my name on it. “Don’t open it until I say,” she pointed at me teasingly as she walked to the door to answer the knock. She held open the door for the young black man to roll in the dining cart.

“You can bring it this way,” she instructed and led him to the bedroom. Just before she disappeared behind the door, she looked at me. “You can open it now,” she smiled.

I opened the envelope and started reading.

“Dear Alex,

I am so happy that you chose me to be your wife. I love you more than words can say. I know you love me just as much and I look forward so very much to spending the rest of our lives together. As your wife, I want to do anything and everything that I possibly can to make your life amazing. I want to spend our first night together as husband and wife showing you that there is nothing in this world I wouldn’t do for you. You can come into the bedroom now.

All My Love,
Lisa.”
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