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		Chapter One

		

	
		I'd never been the type of man who thought it was acceptable to spy on his wife. Not once had I ever checked her social media accounts or picked up her phone and scanned her messages. I trusted her totally and unconditionally.

		

		We'd been married for nine years and Melanie had never given me the slightest reason to believe that she would ever even look at another man, let alone do anything behind my back with one.

		

		We had no secrets from each other, or so I thought.

		

		It was a sunny Saturday, and I'd decided to wash and vacuum both of our cars. Mine was the easiest to finish, but Melanie's had taken a lot longer. She was the type of woman who'd never leave the house with even the smallest of hairs out of place, but her attention to how she looked didn't stretch as far as her car's appearance. It was caked with dried mud and road tar on the outside, and the inside was littered with chewing gum wrappers and parking receipts.

		

		As I bent down to squeeze the vacuum nozzle into the particularly hard to reach area under the passenger seat, I heard a beep. It had come from the glove compartment, directly to the left of my head, and without thinking twice, and without any inkling that what I was about to find would almost make me puke, I opened the compartment and peered inside.

		

		Amongst all the pieces of paper and make-up was a phone, a phone I'd never seen before — a phone which piqued my interest as I retrieved it and flipped open the leather cover. The screen was lit up and the beginning of a text message was displayed in a little white sliver of screen.

		

		My heart sunk and my stomach rolled as I read the two lines of words below the name of a sender I'd never heard Melanie mention before.

		

		From: Alex

		

		Come on Mel, my little slut, answer my messages. I'm rock hard for you. Let me know what you're doing…..

		

		The rest of the text could only be read by bringing the phone fully to life, and with a trembling hand I swiped the screen and clicked on the message.

		

		I sank to my knees on the driveway as I continued reading.

		

		Let me know what you're doing next Saturday night. Think of an excuse for Mike. I want you! Xxx

		

		An excuse for me? Rock hard? Slut? The words danced in front of my eyes and nausea churned in my stomach. My wife? Melanie? It must be a misunderstanding. Melanie wouldn't have a secret phone on which a strange man messaged her, calling her a slut. But I was holding it in my shaking hand, and as I gazed at the screen, a sickening realisation rolled over me — the phone was real, the message was real, and the bile rising in my throat was real.

		

		It seemed that I didn't know my beautiful wife as well as I thought I did.

		

		I checked the phones for further messages, either from Melanie or to her, but they'd all been deleted. I took a note of Craig's number and slipped the phone back where I'd found it. I had to play it cool if I wanted to find out what the hell was going on.

		

		

		Chapter Two

		

	
		I'd kept an eye on Melanie for the whole week. On a few occasions she'd slipped out of the house and I'd watched her as she got in her car and reached for the glove compartment. It was sickening to know that my wife may be talking to another man, but I wanted to be totally sure of my assumptions before I accused her of anything.

		

		On Friday night we sat together on the sofa, Melanie's head on my chest and her feet curled up next to her. I had a beer in front of me and Melanie was on her third or fourth glass of wine. Married bliss. Or was it?

		

		I'd come up with a plan. A plan that was either going to ruin our marriage or prove that I'd been able to trust my wife all along.

		

		"I was wondering if you'd mind me going away tomorrow?" I said, playing with a strand of my wife's long dark hair. "To play golf," I continued. "I'd have to stay away tomorrow night though. It's a long drive and the guys want to make the most of the time away."

		

		Melanie tilted her head and looked up at me. "You don't have to ask, Mike," she said with a smile. "Since when have I been one of those wives who won't let their husband spend a night away? Of course I don't mind. I think it would be good for you. You need a break."

		

		I sipped my beer. "Thanks, sweetie. I'm looking forward to it, and I should be back in the early afternoon on Sunday."

		

		"In time for Sunday lunch," she said. "I'll do us roast beef. You'll need it after traipsing around the golf course rescuing all your balls from the water."

		

		I squeezed her nose playfully. "Cheeky," I said. "I have been known to get a ball in a hole occasionally!"

		

		Melanie looked so happy cuddled into me, and I was finding it increasingly hard to imagine that she was betraying me. I would know soon enough though. If Melanie had continued the text conversation I'd found on her hidden phone then me going away on Saturday night was the perfect timing for her. She wouldn't need an excuse for me after all. She could spend Saturday night however she wanted.

		

		Ice ran the length of my veins when less than two minutes later she stood up and stretched. "I just need to pop to my car for a minute. I've left my favourite hair clip in it. I can't see the TV through my fringe!"

		

		My voice faltered. "Okay," I said.

		

		Melanie pointed at her almost empty wine glass. "Fill me up would you, honey? I won't be long."

		

		My wife left the room and I waited until I heard the front door close behind her before making my way to the window and parting the curtains.

		

		Melanie was climbing into the passenger seat of her car, and just as I expected was reaching for the glove compartment.

		

		The car's ceiling light began to dim but her face was still visible in the glow of the phone she held in her hand. I watched her with growing dread until she finished what she was doing and put the phone back in its hiding place.

		

		As she walked back up the pathway to the front door, I closed the curtains, poured her wine and by the time she came back into the lounge, I was sitting in exactly the same position I had been when she'd left.

		

		"Find it?" I said, my smile strained.

		

		"No," she said. "It doesn't matter though. It'll do me good to go without. They hurt after a while you know. I sometimes wish I could chop my hair as short as yours and be done with it."

		

		She took her seat next to me and picked up her wine glass. "But then you'd have nothing to pull when you fuck me, would you?" Her hand found my thigh and her fingers traced a line towards my crotch. "Fancy taking me upstairs and pulling it for me now?" she said, with a wink.

		

		Whatever had been said in her brief text conversation in the car had obviously stoked her engine, and the thought that another man had got her so aroused was having a strangely arousing effect on me too. I wanted to say something. I wanted to confront her, but my cock was betraying me as my wife's fingers closed around the shape of my shaft and she squeezed gently.

		

		"Come on," she said, standing up and offering me her hand. "Take me upstairs and make me come."

		

		I wondered if she was thinking about Alex as I took her hand and stood up, and tried to imagine what he looked like and how many times he'd fucked Melanie. The thought that he may be better in bed than me or have a bigger cock than me made my mouth dry but my cock throb even harder.

		

		"Go on," I said, slapping Melanie's arse as she climbed the stairs in front of me. "Get up there. I'm gonna fuck you so fucking hard."

		

		"Promises, promises," said Melanie, wriggling her arse as she glanced over her shoulder at me. "Come on then big boy. Do your worst."

		

		As soon as we entered the bedroom I pushed her onto the bed and she giggled as I grabbed the waistband of her leggings and roughly pulled them off her, throwing them across the room. Melanie removed her panties shirt and bra as I struggled out of my jeans and underwear and pulled my t-shirt over my head. She gazed up at me, her legs spread and her pussy lips glistening with juice.

		

		Had Alex fucked her on my bed? The thought of another man taking my wife in my own bed made my balls tighten with lust and I lowered myself eagerly between her thighs, my mouth finding her cunt and my tongue sliding deep inside her. I groaned as I imagined Alex's cum in my wife's pussy, and wriggled my tongue greedily, searching for the tell-tale taste of another man's seed.

		

		Melanie writhed on the bed, her hands finding my hair and her nails digging into my scalp. "Yeah, lick my pussy," she moaned, pushing her wetness hard onto my face. "Fucking eat my cunt."

		

		My chin slid and slipped over her wet mound and the heat of her excitement spurred me on. I shocked myself when I realised I was hoping that she had been fucked by another man, and reached between my legs for my cock. I was harder than I'd been in years and my balls ached to be emptied.

		

		"Lick me, make me fucking come," begged my wife, her spine arching and her hands on her tits as she neared climax.

		

		I gave her slit one final long lick from bottom to top and scrambled up the bed, my cock desperate to be enveloped by her wet heat. Melanie groaned as my cock brushed her entrance and she looked me in the eyes as I penetrated her, ramming my full length into her.

		

		"Yeah, fuck me!" she said, grabbing my buttocks in her hands, digging her nails deep into my flesh and pulling me as far into her as she could get me.

		

		Melanie had always been a great fuck and very vocal in the bedroom, but she was wilder than I'd seen her before and her cunt was wetter than normal. My wife was very turned on and I was certain that it wasn't just my mediocre sexual prowess that was doing it to her. She was thinking about Alex. She must have been. She was thinking about another man fucking her — fuck, maybe she even wished it was Alex who was buried balls deep in her, and not me.

		

		Wet squelches filled the room as I hammered my cock in and out of her, and within seconds Melanie's pussy was tightening on me and her chest was taking on the red appearance that only happened when she came. She'd never come so quickly before, and as she dug her nails deeper into my arse cheeks my own climax arrived and I groaned loud as my cock swelled and my balls emptied.

		

		The heated mix of my cum and Melanie's juices coated my balls as warm liquid ran from my wife in sticky rivulets, and she gasped and moaned as her orgasm began to ebb.

		

		"My god," she said, moving her hands up my back and drawing me down onto her, her hard nipples digging into my chest. "That didn't take us long did it?"

		

		I wanted to say, 'Of course it didn't. We were both thinking about you being fucked by another man for god's sake!' but I didn't. Instead, I kissed her lips gently and spoke quietly. "Well, I won't be here tomorrow night will I? So that just counted as two nights' worth of sex."

		

		Melanie smiled and her pussy tightened again. "We'll make up for tomorrow night on Sunday, sweetheart."

		

		Yeah, and you'll have another man's cock in you tomorrow too. But what you don't know is that I'll be watching.

		

		

		Chapter Three

		

	
		Melanie was still in bed as I sneaked into her car and retrieved her phone. One new message alert was on the screen and I read it quickly, my heart quickening.

		

		Let me know as soon as you want me there. I'm waiting. Xxx

		

		I put the phone back and locked Melanie's car. So, she'd arranged for Alex to come to my home. My wife really was cheating on me, and the realisation was once more a mix of anxiety and arousal which I didn't quite understand. Even the sex the night before had been better when I'd imagined that another man was using my wife's pussy.

		

		What the fuck was wrong with me? I should have been so fucking angry that my wife was already packing her bags and looking for somewhere else to live, but instead I was planning on where I was going to hide and how long I was going to watch before confronting them.

		

		I knew that Melanie had arranged to visit her mother at midday, so I'd planned to leave for my fictitious golfing trip at around eleven and sneak back into the house while she was out, having hidden my car somewhere else. Sly? Yes. Necessary? Not really — I could have just shown Melanie the phone I'd found and had it out with her there and then, but my cock had never been harder as I imagined watching Melanie taking another man's dick, and I knew that I needed to at least see what he looked like. It would be more proof for me to use against my wife at least. Well, that's what I told myself anyway.

		

		I made myself breakfast and waited for my wife to come downstairs.

		

		"Looking forward to your golf?" she said, as she took a seat opposite me at the kitchen table and grabbed a slice of toast from the pile I'd made.

		

		"Yeah, it should be good. The weather's meant to stay nice and I'm feeling lucky."

		

		"Make sure you enjoy yourself," she said, spreading butter on her toast. "And don't lose too many balls."

		

		I smiled. "Have you got plans for tonight?"

		

		"If you call drinking a bottle of wine to myself and ordering takeout plans, then yes, I've got plans for tonight."

		

		I watched my wife's mouth as she bit into her toast, her tongue collecting the rogue crumbs that littered her bottom lip. That very tongue might be sliding along another man's cock tonight.

		

		I shifted in my seat to relieved the swelling between my legs. "Those are plans alright," I said. "But I reckon the one bottle of wine part is a little optimistic."

		

		Meanie laughed, and crumbs tumbled from her mouth. "One, one and a half, two. Who's counting?"

		

		Everything seemed so normal. How could we be having a normal conversation when my wife knew she was going to be cheating on me that very night?

		

		"Well, if you've got a headache tomorrow I'll still be wanting that roast beef you promised me. Just bear that in mind when you're taking out the second cork!"

		

		Melanie wiped her mouth. "I promised you beef, beef is what you're getting." She stood up and put her plate in the dishwasher. "Anyway, I've got to get ready. Why the hell did you let me sleep in so late? I've got to be at my mums soon."

		

		***

		

		Melanie gave me one last kiss and I reversed out of the driveway, waving at her as I pointed the nose of the car in the correct direction and pulled away.

		

		Instead of the hour long drive which Melanie thought I had ahead of me, I only had a short trip of ten minutes to my workplace where I was going to leave my car and get a taxi back as soon as it was past midday and I knew my wife would be at her mothers.

		

		I squeezed my car into the far corner of the carpark and phoned for a taxi. It arrived in less than five minutes and soon enough I was standing at the top of my road, making sure that Melanie's car was absent from the driveway.

		

		I felt like I was the one in the wrong as I sneaked into my own home and made my way upstairs and hid in the guest bedroom. I would be safe there, no one entered the guest bedroom unless we were having a party or it was Christmas time. I was pretty sure that Melanie was arranging neither, so I settled down on the desk seat and began my wait. I had my phone to pass the time and soon enough I heard Melanie's car arriving in the driveway.

		

		It was six thirty. Melanie's mum had squeezed all the time she could out of her daughter, and if I knew my wife well enough, she'd head upstairs and take a bath or shower if she really was awaiting the company of a man.

		

		The guest bedroom had its own ensuite, so I hid away in there, just in case my wife did come in to the room.

		

		I heard the sound of things being put away in kitchen cupboards, and soon enough the sound of my wife's footsteps on the stairs. Music blasted into life as she reached our bedroom and I settled down until I heard the sound of water in the pipes above my head. Melanie was in the shower, and Melanie never hurried in the shower.

		

		With the loud music still playing it was easy for me to sneak downstairs without being heard. I made my way to the kitchen and looked around. The two new bottles of wine on the counter told me that my wife definitely was expecting company, and the two glasses next to the corkscrew just confirmed it.

		

		My stomach flipped and I sneaked back upstairs quietly. It was getting too real. My wife really was cheating on me, and I was sneaking around my own home like a burglar — and feeling guilty about it. I had nothing to feel guilty about I reminded myself. Any man in my position would do the same, and if Melanie had anything to say about it when I confronted her, she could say it as she carried her bags down the garden path.

		

		I peered into mine and Melanie's bedroom as I passed and if I'd had any doubts left at all they vanished as I stared at the brand new pantie and bra set that was laid out on the bed next to Melanie's favourite black dress.

		

		Almost see through, and smaller than anything she owned, the underwear felt heavy in my hands as I picked it up and studied it. My wife the cheating whore. My cock throbbed relentlessly and I placed the underwear back in the position I'd found it. What the fuck was wrong with me? I had the most powerful urge to jerk myself off after seeing the underwear my wife had chosen to wear for another man… how could that possibly be a turn on? But it was, and I dragged my cock from my trousers as soon as I got back in the guest bedroom and brought myself off with six quick strokes, my legs buckling and my cum splattering the floor of the ensuite.

		

		I groaned quietly and waited for my orgasm to fade, before cleaning up my mess and taking a seat on the toilet. I wouldn't have long to wait, and I wondered if it was normal for a man to be as excited as I was about the prospect of catching his wife with a strange man.

		

		***

		

		Melanie had finished her shower long ago and was downstairs again, no doubt awaiting the arrival of Alex. My watch said it was almost eight o'clock and as I studied my reflection in the bathroom mirror wondering what the fuck a man of forty-three was doing hiding in his own fucking house, the sound of a car pulling up outside reminded me of exactly what I was doing.

		

		I sneaked to the bedroom door and opened it a crack, placing my ear close to the opening. I was still clinging on to the tiny hope that Melanie wasn't cheating and that there was a perfectly reasonable explanation for the phone, the messages, the two wine glasses, and the sexy lingerie. What the explanation could be, I had no idea, but the hope was still there — until I heard my wife open the front door and greet the person whose car had just parked on my driveway.

		

		"Have you missed me?" said a man's voice.

		

		"You know I have," said my wife. "Although it's not really you I miss, it's that big cock of yours that I long for in the small hours."

		

		Alex laughed, and I bit my tongue as he spoke. "Well. It's all yours tonight, you naughty little slut. When will Mike be home?"

		

		"Tomorrow, we're safe tonight."

		

		"So does that mean I can stay all night?"

		

		The front door slammed shut and Melanie laughed. "Alex. You know full well you can't stay the night. Like I said when all this started, it's just sex… I don't want to fucking cuddle you until you fall asleep. That's reserved for my husband."

		

		Alex laughed and their voices got quieter as they entered the kitchen. "Yeah, my wife wouldn't be too happy if I stayed out all night either."

		

		The sound of a cork popping rolled up the stairs and I sneaked out of the bedroom and peered over the banister.

		

		"Well," said Melanie. "You'd better give me what I want soon, and get home to her. She probably loves what's between your legs just as much as me."

		

		"You could say that," said Alex. "She wouldn't be too happy to find out I was sharing it with you."

		

		I leaned over the banister and stretched my neck. I could just make out a pair of brown leather shoes beneath a pair of blue jeans, and my wife's heeled feet approaching them. I considered sneaking down the stairs a little so I could see properly into the kitchen, but decided against it.

		

		"There's plenty to go around," said Melanie, her feet stopping inches from Alex's. "As long as I get my share when I ask for it, that's all that matters to me."

		

		Melanie raised herself onto tiptoes and the unmistakable sound of kissing and soft moans came from the kitchen doorway.

		

		I closed my eyes in despair and reached between my legs, clutching my erection and squeezing it hard. What the fuck? My wife was about to fuck a man with what sounded like a cock I should be very jealous and wary of, and I had a fucking stiffy? What the hell was wrong with me?

		

		Melanie walked away from Alex and he followed until their feet were out of my line of sight. The sound of clinking glasses and giggles made me wince in despair, and I fought the urge to run downstairs and throw fucking Alex out into the street with two black eyes to take home to his wife, along with his big fucking dick. I didn't though, I squeezed my cock harder and resisted the urge to make myself come. I was very close to coming as it was, and all I'd seen was two pairs of feet, what the fuck was I going to do if I saw my wife taking a cock which sounded like something from a porn film?

		

		I didn't know, but I did know that I was going to find out. I wanted to find out. The excitement I felt had fast replaced the jealously and anger, and I shocked myself as I realised that I was willing my wife on silently, wishing she'd bring her stud upstairs and fuck him in our marital bed.

		

		The sound of Alex's deep laugh followed a giggle from Melanie, and I ducked back on the landing as their feet appeared. Their naked feet.

		

		I risked one last look over the banister and my mouth dried at the sight below me. Melanie was leading Alex along the hallway towards the stairs, with her back to me and her hand on the largest cock I'd ever seen. Alex was naked and my wife was wearing her new bra and panties, and I ducked back into the bedroom quickly before they saw me.

		

		My heart beat solidly in my chest as I composed myself and closed the door silently. I'd just witnessed my wife holding a cock which she could barely wrap her hand around, and it hadn't even been hard. My own cock twitched and jerked in my trousers, and I prayed to god that I wouldn't be discovered in my hiding place. I had to see my wife taking that cock. I just had to.

		

		Footsteps climbed the stairs and I waited until I heard them going into mine and my wife's bedroom.

		

		I opened the door and sneaked along the landing, aware that I was throwing caution to the wind, but not wanting to miss a moment of what was about to happen in my own bed.

		

		The bedroom was laid out in such a way that the bed was on the right of the doorway, and as I'd guessed, Melanie hadn't closed the door. She liked the cool breeze that came up the stairs and through the door, and having an affair wasn't about to make her change the habit she'd been in for years.

		

		The gap between the frame and the door was the ideal size for me to peer through, and I was thankful that Melanie had put some music on low as a floorboard creaked beneath my foot.

		

		The sight I was greeted with made my cock swell bigger, and I put a hand over my mouth to silence my gasp of shock.

		

		Alex was laying on his back on the bed with his feet on the floor and my wife was standing between his feet holding his cock in one hand and massaging his balls in the other.

		

		Alex's cock made my wife's hand and forearm look tiny, and a rush of jealously churned my stomach. I could never match up to such a big man, and I wondered how many times Melanie had fucked him, and if she'd fucked him hours before I had, disappointed in the size difference between us. I hoped so, and realised that the humiliation I felt was acting as an aphrodisiac, turning me on more than I'd ever been turned on before.

		

		Alex moaned softly as my wife stroked him, and I ran my eyes over his body. Even I, as a fully paid up heterosexual, could see what she found attractive about him. He was toned, handsome… I supposed, and much younger than me. I'd have guessed he was in his early thirties or even late twenties. But it was his cock that I was certain my wife was more interested in, and if it was true what some women said, that size mattered, then Melanie had found the holy grail of dicks.

		

		Melanie made soft sounds in her throat as she continued to stroke Alex's cock, and she paused what she was doing briefly to remove her bra and panties, much to Alex's frustration. "Come on," he said, "suck my dick, you nasty little slut."

		

		"You like it that I'm nasty don't you?" purred my wife, taking him in her hand again and sliding her fingers along the full length of his hard shaft.

		

		Alex groaned. "Yeah," he said. "I do. Now show me how much of a slut you are. Swallow my cock."

		

		Melanie opened her mouth wide, and with a sound of pure contentment that almost made me come, she took the fat purple head between her lips and began sliding her mouth along the length.

		

		Alex grabbed my wife's hair and pulled her further down his shaft, making Melanie gag. "Come on," said Alex. "All of it. You know you fucking love it."

		

		Melanie moved one hand between her thighs and the sounds of juice squelching as she moved her fingers told me Alex was right. She did fucking love it.

		

		She moaned and groaned as she struggled to take more of the big cock down her throat, and she gagged again as Alex thrust his hips upwards, forcing more of himself into her.

		

		Only a couple of metres separated me from my wife and her lover, and the sounds of sucking and Melanie's wet cunt as she fingered herself were as loud as if I was right next to them. Spit ran down my wife's chin and Alex scrunched her hair tighter and pulled her further onto his cock, my wife's lips stretching wide and her hand moving quickly between her legs.

		

		I watched in amazement and lust as Melanie's lips moved further along the heavily veined length of meat until she sighed and gagged, Alex's whole cock buried deep in her face.

		

		"Good girl," groaned Alex, making small upward thrusts with his hips. "Good fucking girl."

		

		Melanie grunted a response and moved her hand faster between her legs. Her legs buckled a little and she made another sound as she pulled her head upwards, spit spilling from her mouth as she slipped Alex from between her lips.

		

		"Fuck me, Alex," she begged. "Please fuck me."

		

		"Beg me," said Alex. "Tell me how much bigger I am than Mike, and fucking beg for my cock."

		

		Melanie took her hand from between her legs and grabbed Alex's cock in both hands, twisting and stroking him as she climbed onto the bed.

		

		"You're so much fucking bigger than Mike," she said. "Mike can't make me come like you do. I imagine you when he's fucking me, and I'd do anything to give him a beautiful cock like yours. Please fuck me, baby. Please. I need it."

		

		"When did your husband last fuck you, Melanie?"

		

		"Last night," moaned my wife making long strokes along Alex's cock with both of her hands. "After I read your message telling me you were going to ruin my cunt tonight, I had to have cock, his was the only one available."

		

		That explained why she'd come in from the car and dragged me upstairs. Alex had turned her on. My balls tightened as I imagined how many other times our spontaneous fucking had been because Alex had messaged her, and not just because she'd wanted sex with me.

		

		"Did he make you come?"

		

		"Yes, but only because I pictured your big cock, Alex. Please let me have it now. Let me sit on it and ride it like I need to. My cunt's fucking aching to be filled properly."

		

		"Go on you married slut. Ride my big dick."

		

		Melanie made a growling sound in her throat and clambered on top of Alex, her legs spread wide and her feet flat on the bed as she hovered over his cock.

		

		She positioned Alex's cock below her opening and slowly lowered herself, her eyes closed tight and her teeth over her bottom lip. Alex gasped as Melanie took the tip of his wide head inside her, and I wanted nothing more than to run into the room and position myself behind my wife and watch as her cunt spread wide around the massive cock she was allowing inside her without a condom.

		

		I slid my hand beneath my trousers and found my cock. It had always felt big in my hand before, but watching Alex's enormous dick opening up my wife made me realise just how average I was. No wonder my wife had strayed if there were men around with cocks that big.

		

		Melanie's breathing became laboured as she took more of Alex inside her, and she made little gasps and groans as she was opened up.

		

		Alex pushed upwards off the bed and Melanie squealed as inches of fat dick slid inside her.

		

		"Is that what you want?" said Alex.

		

		Melanie nodded vigorously, her hands on Alex's chest and her nipples rock hard. "Yes! Oh my god yes!"

		

		"Tell me how much you love my cock," demanded Alex. "Tell me how big it feels inside that tight little slut cunt."

		

		Melanie tossed her head and her hair flew through the air in a wide arc. She lowered herself even more and leaned forward, lowering herself onto Alex, her tits squashed on his large chest. "I fucking love it," she gasped. "It's stretching my cunt just how I need it. it's gonna make me come soon, baby."

		

		"Can Mike make you come like me?"

		

		"Only when I think of you, but I never come as hard as I do with you."

		

		Alex rammed himself upwards and Melanie cried out. "Oh my god, I'm gonna come, I'm gonna come!"

		

		Her groans grew louder and louder and she lay her head next to Alex's neck, moaning as her body trembled while she orgasmed. Alex continued pushing himself up off the bed, fucking my wife hard as she came.

		

		"Fuck you're wet you slut," gasped Alex. "Your juice is fucking soaking my balls."

		

		"Yes! You make me so fucking wet!"

		

		Melanie's hips moved from side to side as Alex pummelled her and at the end of every long stroke Alex made, my wife gasped as the air left her lungs. The squelching of her juices was loud enough to cover any sound I was making, so I slid my cock from my zipper and began jerking myself off, wishing I could join in, wishing I could lick Melanie's arsehole as the giant dick made her come.

		

		"Do me from behind," begged Melanie, sliding herself off Alex's cock.

		

		Alex's cock was slick with my wife's juice, and Melanie's inner thighs glistened as she got into position on her hands and knees and raised her arse in the air.

		

		"Fuck me hard!" ordered my wife as Alex got into position behind her, his cock in his fist and his forehead shining with sweat. "Fucking give it to me, make me fucking scream!"

		

		The sound of flesh on flesh echoed around the room as Alex slapped my wife's buttock. Melanie grunted and wriggled her arse. "Stick it in me, you big fucking bastard. Make me hurt!"

		

		Alex lined himself up, and with one long stroke powered his full length into my wife. Melanie screamed and I nearly came as she looked over her shoulder at the big man. "That's what I need," she said. "Give me what my husband can't!"

		

		The knowledge that I didn't satisfy my wife was beautifully humiliating and I wanted her to say more, I wanted her to ridicule me and humiliate me until I came. I was enjoying the shame far more than I'd ever imagined I would, and it took will power to stop my hand moving and delay my orgasm for a little longer.

		

		Alex fucked her hard, his stomach slapping on my wife's buttocks and one hand on the base of her spine, pushing her downwards onto the bed. He grabbed a handful of Melanie's hair with his other hand and pulled her head forcefully upwards, eliciting a squeal of pain from my wife.

		

		Melanie's eyes rolled in her head as Alex fucked her, and her hand snaked under her belly and began moving frantically between her thighs. She gasped and groaned as she was fucked and manhandled, and I began jerking myself off again as I watched intently, my hand moving quickly along my engorged shaft.

		

		Melanie screamed out in pain as Alex tugged her hair even harder, and her body writhed on the bed as she came again, pushing her arse back onto Alex as he impaled her over and over again on his long dick.

		

		"That's it," said Alex, slapping Melanie's buttock again. "Come on my cock you dirty married slut!"

		

		"Oh fucking god!" screamed Melanie. "Come inside me, Alex. Please give me your fucking married cum!"

		

		Alex fucked her harder, his hand twisting her hair as he slapped her arse over and over again with his other hand, and his face contorting in pleasure as his own climax neared.

		

		"Go on," wailed Melanie. "Fucking fill me with cum!"

		

		Alex grunted and his strokes into my wife slowed as he leaned forward. His face tightened and he gave a loud moan as Melanie whimpered beneath him.

		

		"That's it," said Melanie. "Fill me. I can feel it inside me, hot and beautiful and deep."

		

		Alex slumped forward onto my wife's back and released her hair a she gave a long low groan. "Fuck, I love fucking you, you beautiful dirty slut."

		

		Melanie smiled, her face red with pleasure and her body still shaking. "Not as much as I love you fucking me," she said, sliding forward off Alex's cock and rolling onto her back with her legs spread and a finger in her sticky hole.

		

		I pumped my cock hard as cum dribbled from Melanie's gaping cunt, and my orgasm rushed through me as Melanie scooped up a long sticky ribbon of Alex's seed and took it to her mouth, licking her fingers clean and moaning in contentment.

		

		I stifled my gasps and groans, and caught my load in my hand, my body shaking as I closed my eyes and bit my lip.

		

		"That was fun," said Melanie. "Now it's time for you to go. I've got what I wanted."

		

		I opened my eyes, my body still shuddering, and my cock leaking the remnants of my load. I slid my cock in my trousers and watched as Alex lay on the bed next to my wife, placing a tender hand on her belly and kissing her neck.

		

		"Are you sure you don't want me stay longer?" he said.

		

		Melanie moved his hand from her stomach and sat up, thick white cream still trickling from her stretched out hole. "No Alex. You know how we do things. We fuck, we come, you fuck off until next time. It's perfect."

		

		Alex laughed. "Oh well, I'll get my coat then shall I?"

		

		Melanie leaned into him and kissed him gently on the lips. "That's the idea," she said, standing up.

		

		"You'll be missing my cock later tonight when you're all alone in bed," teased Alex.

		

		Melanie slipped her panties back on and I began backing away from the door, being careful not to make any sound.

		

		"It's not all about your big cock, sweetheart," said my wife. "A big cock is like a novelty for a woman. What my husband provides me with is what my marriage is based on. Love and decency. You might be bigger than Mike in the trouser department, but you'll never be anywhere near the man he is."

		

		I moved further away from the door and sneaked down the stairs. I didn't care what else they had to say to each other, all I cared about was the fact that I'd just had the most sexually satisfying experience of my life, and the fact that my wife loved me. She could have all the sex in the world she wanted with Alex and I would never tell her I knew about it, as long as I always got to watch, and as long as I knew my marriage was safe.

		

		I closed the front door silently behind myself and walked quickly down the street, waiting until I was around the corner before phoning for a taxi.

		

	
		Chapter Four

		

		"Golfing again?" said Melanie.

		

		"If you don't mind," I said, squeezing her hand.

		

		"Of course I don't mind. You know me, I'm a happy golf widow."

		

		"What will you do tomorrow night?" I said, already pretty confident that I could guess what she'd be up to.

		

		"Wine and takeout. My favourite pastime for when I'm alone."

		

		I smiled at my wife and I wondered if her pussy was already wet as she thought about Alex's big dick.

		

		I left her sitting on the sofa and went upstairs to do some final checks on the secret camera and microphone I'd installed in the bedroom. The app on my phone opened quickly and I checked that it connected correctly. My cock stiffened as I imagined sitting in a hotel room using my phone to watch my wife fuck Alex.

		

		I switched my phone off made sure the camera wasn't visible to anyone who didn't know it was there, and went into the bathroom to jerk off.

		

		The End
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