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1


MY FIRST TIME HOTWIFE: MIA


My wife Mia got a job at the mall to help buy presents for the kids and her parents - or so she said. I suspected that she really wanted an excuse to get away from the family for a few hours every night, and I really saw nothing wrong with that, given the fact that she’d been working so hard recently to take care of everyone at home since our second child was born. But now that Michael and Sarah were 10 and 6, respectively, Mia was aching to get back out into the adult world and away from the home. She needed to be called something besides “mommy” all the time.

I knew that it wasn’t about me. It was about her: her own sense of independence and purpose. So when she announced that she was thinking about applying to work second shift at the mall doing inventory a few nights a week, I was completely supportive.

When Mia started spending time with some of her coworkers after her shift, too, I thought: so much the better. She’d been complaining that she felt isolated since the kids were born. And now she had friends to blow off steam with. Soon she was mentioning the names of her colleagues as if I knew them, too.

Karen, Lydia, Maureen, and Emily.

Oh yeah. There was one guy, too.

Jack.

Mia started mentioning Jack quite a bit, repeating jokes that he’d told her and the girls, little anecdotes that he had collected about crazy customers.

One night, she came home two hours later than usual. I know because I’m an extremely light sleeper, and even though Mia often got off work in the middle of the night, I’d always wake up when she came into bed.

This time, however, she slipped into the bathroom first and took a shower. I could still smell cigarette smoke, however, when she came through the door. She must have gone to a bar.

The next morning, she confessed as much.

“Who was there?” I asked, “at the bar I mean.”

“Oh, you know...it was me and the girls. Maureen and Lydia were there.”

“Sounds like fun,” I said, as the sound of the kids beginning to stir filled the house.

“Oh it was,” she said, “a little too much fun.”

“Was Jack there?” I asked, trying to seem casual.

“Yeah, he stopped by,” she said, a grin breaking out across her face.

“Why are you smiling like that?” I asked, “is something funny?”

“Jack is very funny,” she said, “you know I’m always talking about the jokes he tells. He does great impressions, too. Like of Kevin, the regional manager…”

“Seems like you like him a lot,” I said.

“Oh yeah,” Mia blurted, her face alive in a way that seemed incongruent with her obvious hangover, “I do like him a lot.”

“What does this guy look like? Do I need to be jealous?”

She turned to me, giving me a playful look.

“Sounds like you might want to be jealous,” she said, “hmm?”

Mia knew that I had a bit of a cuckold fetish. It wasn’t anything that we’d ever acted on, or even thought about acting on, but it was something that we’d played around with before. She’d been more experienced than me when we’d gotten together, and that led to some feelings of insecurity on my part. So I’d interrogated her about her exes. At first, this had annoyed her, but eventually, it had turned into a kind of game between the two of us. She saw how much it turned me on, and she would come out with little details about old hook-ups during sex.

What I came to enjoy the most, more than anything else, was hearing about the guys who she’d been with who had big dicks. I myself and not especially small. About average, I’d say. But I couldn’t resist the light that came into Mia’s face when she talked about one of the really big guys she’d been with in college. She loved revisiting those experiences with me, and it had become a fairly regular part of our foreplay and lovemaking for her to talk about getting railed by Brad in the frat house, or taking Mike’s huge prick in her dorm room.

It was all playful and in good fun. Mia wasn’t interested in revisiting her wild days. Not now that she was a Mom, with a stable marriage and family.

But there was a little glimmer in her eye when she relived some of her past college hookups that made me wonder if those slutty days were really behind her. The way she talked about getting filled with a nice, thick cock made it seem like it was an experience that she wanted to repeat. Again and again…

“Is there a reason for me to be jealous of Jack?” I asked.

“Maybe,” she said, smirking at me.

I felt myself getting hard. She knew exactly how to appeal to the cuck in me.

Just then, a crash came from downstairs, followed by the sound of a child’s scream.

“I guess we can discuss this later,” I sighed, “I’ll go down and take care of that.”

“Thanks, babe,” she said, tossing and turning in the covers, “I’m just going to sleep for another couple of minutes.”

“Sounds good.”
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Mia worked again that afternoon, and I took care of the kids at bedtime. When she slipped into bed beside me, it was at the normal time. They hadn’t gone for drinks again. Part of me was a little disappointed. It was like I wanted her to flirt with Jack some more.

“Hey babe,” I whispered as I spooned her, “how was work tonight?”

“It was fine,” she said, rubbing her bottom against me seductively.

“You’re in a mood,” I said, reaching down and holding her hips as I began to get hard, “what brought this on?”

“Oh, nothing,” she said, giggling a little as she took one of my hands and moved it to her breast, “just...thoughts.”

“Thoughts? Those can’t possibly be very clean thoughts, now can they?”

“I suppose not.”

“Well, what kind of thoughts brought this on?”

“Don’t be jealous, babe…”

“You know I’m not the jealous type,” I said, getting even harder.

“Ok,” she said, her breathing getting a bit more ragged as she rubbed her ass against me, “Lydia told me something every interesting about Jack.”

“What?”

“They used to date,” she said, “and apparently he’s a very passionate lover.”

“Mmm,” I said, “and you started imagining…”

“Yes,” she said, “but not because he’s passionate. You’re passionate, too, babe.”

“What else did she tell you?”

I was rock-hard now, anticipating the confession that had caused my wife to become so aroused.

“She told me,” she said, her voice getting a bit higher pitched, “that he’s got a big dick.”

“And you thought…”

“I imagined it, honey. I admit it. I imagined him fucking me. Just opening me up. I haven’t felt that full since college. Sometimes I think it would be so much fun, you know?”

She reached down and pulled down her pajamas and panties, reaching behind her for my dick. I released it from my pants and slipped inside her. She was soaking wet.

“God, it would feel so good, babe. Jack’s big cock sliding inside me. Filling me up all the way.”

I began to thrust inside her, grabbing her hip with one hand as I whispered into her ear.

“Tell me, babe. Tell me all about how you want to take his big cock.”

She moaned.

“I imagined meeting up with him in the storeroom...out of the view of the security cameras. There’s this place by the back loading docks. I want to tell him to meet me there. I want to drop to my knees and take out his big dick. I want to worship it, babe. I want to show him that I appreciate big cocks and that I know exactly how to please them. I would get it nice and wet with my mouth. I’m out of practice now, after being with you for so long, but back in college, I could definitely deep throat a nice big cock. The bigger the cock, the more motivated I was to please the guy...From what Lydia said, Jack is extremely hung. Like at least nine inches.”

“Fuck,” I moaned, “I love it when you talk like this. Have you ever even seen a cock that big?”

“No,” moaned Mia, “back in college, I used to actually measure my boyfriends. Brad had the biggest, and he was almost eight inches. I can’t even imagine how big Jack must be, if Lydia is telling the truth.”

She was playing with her own clit as I fucked her now. I was nearing the point of no return myself.

“I want to try to deepthroat him,” she grunted, thrusting her hips back against me, “and then I want him to bend me over and slide it inside me. Stretch me out so good…”

“God, I’d love to see that,” I moaned, trying my best to hold off from coming so that the dirty talk would continue.

“I bet you would,” she panted, “you’d love to see your little wife stretched by his big thick cock. Oooh, I want to show you so bad. Do you want to see me fuck him, babe? Do you want to see your wife taking Jack’s big dick?”

“God yes.”

“Tell me,” she moaned, “tell me you want me to fuck him.”

“I want you to fuck him,” I panted, slamming into her from behind, “I want to watch you together…”

In that moment, I unloaded inside her. At the same time, she bucked back against me, her hand on her clit, pleasuring herself to a powerful orgasm as I emptied myself inside her.

“Oh babe,” she sighed, “that was incredible. Thanks for indulging my filthy little fantasy.”

“What? I thought you were indulging my fantasy,” I said, kissing her neck, “I thought I was the one with the dirty mind, and you were just going along with it.”

“That might be how it started,” she said, flipping onto her side so that she could look me in the eyes, “but don’t forget that I’m the one who had all those one-night-stands in college. I’ve been into big dick for a very long time.”

“Then why’d you settle for this average one?” I asked, hugging her close.

“Because dick size doesn’t pay the bills. Besides, I love your cooking.

“Very well put,” I said, “I love that you’re so open with me.”

“What have I got to lose? I love that you’re not threatened by me getting what I want…”

“We’re like the perfect couple…”

We fell into a long kiss.
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Did I feel threatened by my wife’s desires? I guess some men would have been. But not me. I found it electrifying to see Mia’s old self reawakening. That slutty college girl who couldn’t get enough big dick was coming back. And I was going to do everything in my power to encourage it. I don’t think Mia realized, at least at first, how committed I was to making her big-dick memories a reality once more.

That changed a few nights later, after she’d come back from the bar after work once more.

“Hey babe,” she said, sitting on the side of the bed in the dark, “are you still awake?”

“Mm-hmm,” I said, rolling over to face her.

Mia was wearing a low-cut top that showed off her large breasts. It reminded me of the kind of thing she’d worn as a college girl. Had she been out trying to relive those old wild days?

“Good,” she said, “I’m going to turn on the light for a sec.”

She reached over and turned on the lamp. I was momentarily blinded.

“Sorry, babe,” she said, “but I just couldn’t wait to tell you about my night.”

“Did something happen?”

We both knew what I was referring to.

“No,” she said, “but I went out for drinks with everyone again. And I got more details from Lydia.”

“Fuck,” I said, “sounds like I need to hear those.”

“I want you to,” she said, “but first I need to get undressed.”

I grinned. I loved watching Mia take off her clothes. She pulled her blouse over her head, exposing her large, ripe tits. They had bounced back admirably from breastfeeding our two children, even if they had a bit of sag in them that they hadn’t years ago. She pulled her tight-fitting jeans down over her childbearing hips.

My wife was, as some people called it, “slim-thick.” To me, it was the perfect type of body for taking a large cock. Obviously, she’d discovered this long ago…

She stretched out next to me on the bed, to my surprise, reaching for my cock and pulling it out of my pajama pants. Smiling at me, she began to tell her story.

“So Lydia told me that Jack is really dominant and demanding in bed,” she said, teasing the underside of my shaft with her soft palms, “you know how much I love that. When a guy has a big dick, and really knows how to take control, it’s even better. Apparently, Lydia told me that Jack really put her in her place a couple of times.”

“What do you mean?”

“I mean,” she said, reaching down and guiding my hand to her wet pussy, “he held her down and made her take his big dick like a good girl.”

“God,” I said, “that’s so hot. But if he was such a good fuck, why isn’t Lydia taking his dick all the time?”

“I had the same question,” said Mia, “and the answer is that she is taking it. Taking it like the good little slut she is. God it’s so hot. Guys like Jack just getting all the tight young pussy they deserve. I love it…”

She was right. There was something very primal, very appealing about the idea of an alpha male controlling the women around him with the power of his cock.

“I want to be next in line,” she said, stroking me faster, “I’m not kidding. It’s not just a fantasy anymore. I need that dick…”

“Fuck, babe,” I moaned, the precum leaking down my shaft and lubing it as my wife stroked it, “are you serious? You know how bad I want this.”

“I want it, too. Maybe more than you do…”

I continued to play with her clit, doing my best to match the rhythm of her hand on my cock as I did so.

“I want to see it happen.”

“I know,” she groaned, “I want you to, too, honey. I want you to see your wife take every inch of that monster cock.”

“Do you think he’ll agree to it?”

“I’m not sure,” she said, “but I have an idea. Maybe he won’t even have to know that you’re watching.”

“How?”

“Remember that loading dock I told you about? Where there are no cameras?”

“Yeah.”

“There’s a big empty parking lot out back there. Let’s get a babysitter the next time I work. You drive and meet me at the back door next to the loading dock. I’ll let you in and show you where to hide. Then I’ll tell Jack to meet me there. He’ll know exactly what I’m after. I’ve made it clear enough already. But he’ll think that I’m cheating on you. He’ll have no idea that you’re just as into it as I am. I find that idea so hot for some reason...I’ll get to be a little cheating slut. For both him and you.”

God, it was brilliant. My wife would cheat on me while I watched, while Jack would have the pleasure of fucking a woman who he assumed to be happily married.

I almost came right then and there.

“Do you like the idea, babe?”

Mia looked concerned for a moment.

“I love it,” I panted, “I’m so close to coming, just thinking about it.”

“It’s ok to cum, babe,” she moaned, closing her eyes, “just imagine me, your wife, bent over a stack of boxes, taking Jack’s big fat cock like a good little whore. I can’t wait for you to see it. I can’t wait for you to watch me cheat on you…”

In that moment, I erupted, shooting cum into her waiting hand. She smiled, her eyes still closed. She was imagining being dominated by Jack, no doubt.

“Don’t stop, babe,” she said, biting her lip, “I’m close, too.”

I continued to rub her clit in gentle, circular motions, exactly the way she liked it. I knew that she had an entirely different type of orgasm from a big dick than she did from clitoral stimulation, and I couldn’t wait to see her experience that type of pleasure, the kind that she hadn’t had in years.
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Before I knew it, our plan had been put into action. It was Friday evening, and I’d gotten a babysitter for the kids. I told her (the babysitter, a cute college girl by the name of Samantha) that I’d be going to a friend’s house to play poker. The kids were almost on their way to bed by the time that I left the house. I gave them kisses on the head and hugged them goodnight.

Heart pounding, I drove to the department store, parking in the darkened lot behind the building where Mia had directed me to. I felt a little like a criminal. This had to be trespassing, didn’t it? What was I going to tell someone if they asked me why I was parking here at this time of night?

If security caught me here, they’d probably think that Mia and I were running some kind of scam. That we were going to pass stolen goods across the loading dock or something. They would have been correct that we were doing something slightly illicit, but they never would have guessed exactly how depraved.

For my part, I was beginning to wonder if this was such a good idea after all, for my marriage or otherwise. Weren’t we taking this a little far? It had been dirty talk, in the bedroom. Just stuff that got us horny. A way to spice up the marriage. But crossing over into real life – were we going too far? What about Jack? What if he didn’t appreciate becoming a player in our fantasy? What if he had actual feelings for Mia?

What if Mia ended up having actual feelings for him? What if she already did?

I pulled out my phone and saw that I’d gotten a text from Mia.

I talked to him, she wrote, it’s happening. I can’t believe it!

You told him what you wanted? I replied.

Not exactly, she wrote, but I made it pretty damn obvious. I’m sure he’s not going to need much convincing. Just be there in the place I told you about. I put a piece of red tape on the shelf that you have to climb. The back door is propped open already.

Thanks, babe. I love you! I responded.

I love you, too.

Damn it. This felt a little silly. I was going to sneak in through the back and climb up onto a large shelf, where a pallet of boxes would shield me from view, while I watched my wife fool around with Jack below me. If I were caught, I’d look like a big-time perv indeed.

I approached the building slowly, then walked along the outer wall towards the dim light that illuminated the door. I was convinced that I was probably being watched by a loss prevention team on infrared cameras. Mia probably had no idea who could actually see what in a place like this. She was temporary seasonal help, after all, not someone who would have been initiated into the secrets of the store.

The door was open. I slipped into the warehouse, letting it click shut behind me. Looking straight ahead, I immediately saw the shelf that Mia had told me about. There was a pallet jack (a sort of forklift thing used to haul pallets of boxes) parked underneath the shelf, and piece of red tape was affixed to the first shelf, which was about six feet off the ground. If I stood on the seat of the pallet jack, I could hoist myself up.

I walked over and pulled myself up into the shelf, then made a little hiding place for myself between a few boxes.

Looking down on the floor of the cramped space, I found a handwritten note.

Hey babe. I love you... XX Mia.

I smiled. I was in the right place. This felt fun. Like our little secret...

I looked at my watch. It was still ten minutes until Mia and Jack’s rendezvous, which was good, because I didn’t want to run the risk of Jack finding me here before Mia. After all, I had no idea how he’d react to an intruder in his workplace, but at the very least he’d probably call security. It would be difficult to explain to him that I was here to see him put his gigantic cock into action on my wife.

I lay back on a cardboard box and closed my eyes. Mia’s note had reassured me a little. I was at least confident now that I was in the right place, and that I hadn’t been detected while getting there, even if the whole plan still seemed amazingly harebrained.

Suddenly, from somewhere below me, I heard someone clear his throat.

I started just a bit in my hiding place, but not enough to make too much of a noise – at least I hoped.

Slowly, gingerly, I shifted my body weight so that I could see out between two boxes and towards the designated meeting place for Jack and Mia’s sordid tryst.

That was when I saw Jack for the first time. I noticed right away how tall he was. He was also skinny, but muscular. A little wiry, probably. I could see why Mia might like him. I was more on the stocky side, even if I was in decent shape. It was probably a fun change of pace for her.

Jack was wearing blue jeans, cowboy boots and a flannel shirt. While I wasn’t much of a judge of male sex appeal, he was what I guessed you might call “ruggedly handsome.”

Jack leaned against a pallet of boxes and looked at his phone for a few minutes, seemingly bored. Then, suddenly, I heard footsteps approaching.

My heart began to beat quickly. I knew who it was immediately.

It was Mia.

She looked great, too. Subtly sexy without being slutty. She had on a low-cut red top that revealed a perfect amount of cleavage, red lipstick, and tight jeans that hugged her shapely hips.

She sauntered up to Jack, smiling at him. He lowered his phone and gave her a grin.

“So, you’ve been talking to Lydia, huh?”

“I have,” said Mia, smiling broadly, “she’s told me a lot of stories about you.”

“I bet she has,” said Jack, leering at my wife.

He was obviously undressing her with his eyes. And she loved it.

“Correct me if I’m wrong,” he said, making eyes at Mia, “but aren’t you happily married?”

“I am indeed,” she said, grinning back at him, “but I don’t see why that should stop me from doing a little...exploring.”

“Is that right? And what if your husband finds out?”

“What he doesn’t know isn’t going to hurt him. And besides, he’s not going to find out if you don’t tell him.”

“I’m not going to if you don’t,” said Jack, “now what exactly did Lydia tell you about me?”

“You know exactly what. But besides your size, she told me that you like to take charge.”

“That’s right,” he said, “how do you feel about that?”

“I love it,” said Mia, “it’s exactly what I want.”

“Well then,” said Jack, moving in closer to her, “you sound like just my kind of slut. It’s going to be fun to see how much dick you can take.”

“I can take anything that you can dish out, big guy,” she said, moving closer to him.”

“Then I guess you’d better get on your knees on the floor,” he commanded, pulling his jeans down and exposing a sizable bulge in his boxer briefs.

“Yes, Sir,” Mia said.

A jolt of adrenaline shot through my body as I watched my wife move to obey his command, falling to her knees on the concrete floor without even a hint of protest.

Nothing could have made her happier than to be told exactly how to pleasure him, and it was obvious.

“Pull them down, slut. I’ve got a treat for you inside.”

Mia looked up at him, biting her lip as she reached up under the waistband and gripped his underwear with both hands, pulling them down with all her strength.

“You have such muscular thighs,” she remarked.

“I never skip leg day,” he said, smiling, “I’m glad someone notices the time I put in.”

“I’m definitely not the only one who notices,” Mia said, her eyes lighting up as his cock sprang free in front of her, “oh my...that’s very…Lydia wasn’t...”

“Yes, she wasn’t lying,” said Jack casually.

“If anything, she underestimated, I’d say!” said Mia, reaching out and touching the shaft, which began to visibly harden and lengthen in her hand, “this is the biggest one I’ve ever seen!”

“That’s high praise coming from a slut like you,” he teased, “I bet you’ve seen your share of big dicks.”

She blushed.

“Maybe one or two. But none that even come close to this one.”

“Hmm…,” he said, running his fingers through my wife’s hair as she knelt on the floor in front of him, “I’m not sure I believe you. You were a little too eager to get on your knees.”

“I went to Catholic school,” teased Mia, “I can’t help it. It comes naturally.”

“Mmm…,” he said, “you don’t happen to still have the uniform, do you? You’re so small, I bet you’d still fit in it.”

“I’m sure I could still put it on,” she said, stroking his cock casually, “but it might not cover everything it’s supposed to. I’m a lot curvier and bustier now.”

“I’ve noticed that,” said Jack, looking down into my wife’s cleavage, “I want to see those knockers.”

“Mm, I bet you do. Why don’t you reach down and pull them out while I stroke this magnificent cock.”

He bent down and pulled out my wife’s magnificent tits over her bra, teasing her small, pert nipples as she leaned forward to kiss the head of his cock.

“Yes, Sir. May I suck it, too?”

“If you’re a good girl,” he said, gently pushing his shaft towards her lips, “but why don’t you go ahead and kiss it first?”

She showered it with kisses, as if trying to convince him of her enthusiasm for the task at hand. At the same time, she was, of course, putting on a little show for me.

“Oh my, Mia,” he sighed, thrusting into her mouth as he toyed with her nipples, “you really aren’t as innocent as you seem, are you?”

She smiled up at him.

“May I please suck your cock now, Sir?”

“I insist on it.”

She began to slurp at the head of his cock, licking the tip with her tongue as her hand began to glide on the shaft. He was so thick her fingers didn’t meet as she tried to wrap them around his girth. I wondered how it would ever fit inside her.

“No hands yet, Mia. Put them behind your back.”

Jack was such a natural dominant. It was amazing to watch.

She obeyed, crossing her arms behind her back as she bobbed up and down on his obscenely large cock. It felt so deliciously naughty to be watching my wife in this position, on her knees in front of her endowed coworker. No one who knew Mia from church or our kids’ school would ever think that she’d be capable of doing something so dirty.

Jack grabbed her head in both hands and began to thrust into her mouth with short yet decisive strokes.

He was still getting her warmed up. I could tell.

“Such a good slut,” he groaned, “on your knees like a good little cheating wife. You love this, don’t you, Mia?”

She could only moan her agreement.

“I love it when you moan on my big dick like that,” he encouraged her.

She was more than happy to oblige. For a moment, I thought she tried to cast a sidelong glance up at my hiding place in the shelf.

“Oh, Mia,” he said, his breathing quickening in pace, “you're doing such a good job sucking my cock. I want you to stroke me with one hand now. Keep the head on your tongue and look up at me.”

She did as she was told.

“That’s it. Keep eye contact with me you cheating slut. Tell me what you’re doing.”

She pulled his dick out of her mouth for a moment, looking up at him.

“I’m keeping eye contact with you while I suck your cock, Sir,” she said, her voice filled with erotic urgency.

“Tell me what you are,” he commanded.

Mia seemed unsure as I was as to what he was expecting to hear, but she took her best guess.

“I’m a cheating slut,” she mumbled.

“I didn’t hear you,” he said, reaching down and giving her a slap on the ass.

“I’m a cheating slut, Sir,” she said more clearly, a sense of longing in her voice.

“Very good,” he said, pushing her gently back onto his cock, “don’t forget it!”

“Mmm-mmm,” she murmured, once again doing her best to stroke him exactly as he’d requested, all while maintaining eye contact.

“Faster now, Mia. Be a good girl. I know that you don’t suck your husband’s cock like this, do you?”

Mia began to stroke his cock faster, doing her best to gaze up into Jack’s eyes as she did so.

“Mmm-mm,” she groaned, negating his statement.

“I know, bitch. You need a cock like this in your life, don’t you? That’s all you want.”

“Mm-hmm,” Mia’s moan was even more urgent now.

“Put it back in your mouth. Hands behind your back.”

I had my own cock out now, totally forgetting about the fact that I was laying in an awkward position between boxes on a shelf in a warehouse where I’d trespassed. The sight of seeing Mia taking her time, slobbering on a huge cock was too much for me to resist. I had to touch myself.

I love you, babe, I thought to myself, God, I love you.

In the meantime, Mia had reacted to Jack’s command, crossing her hands behind her back as he grabbed her hair and began to thrust into her mouth, unabashedly fucking her face.

I never would have been able to take control of her like that, even though I knew how much Mia craved it. Seeing it happen now, to my wife, was totally overwhelming. Nothing could have prepared me for the feeling of how hot it was seeing her become Jack’s plaything.

He pushed even further into her mouth, activating her gag reflex. As soon as he felt her react, he pulled out and looked down at her, concerned.

“Have you ever deepthroated a cock before, Mia?”

She looked up at him with reddened eyes and smiling.

“Sure, of course. But not one this size. And not for a long time.”

“That’s ok,” he said, “I’m going to teach you how to do it the right way.”

“Yes, Sir. Please teach me,” she said, looking up at him in devotion.

“Of course. If you do a good job with this, you’re going to earn the privilege of taking my cock in your pussy.”

“But Sir!”

“But what?”

“It’s just that I was hoping…”

“What were you hoping, Mia?”

“I was really hoping you were going to fuck me now. Tonight.”

He smiled.

“I think you’ll find that the wait will be worth it. The quality of the job you do now - that is to say, the blowjob you give me - will determine how long you have to wait for this dick in your pussy.”

She blushed.

“That’s so...filthy, Sir,” she whispered.

He nodded.

“I know. That’s exactly what I love about it. Now open up. Take a deep breath through your nose.”

She did as he told her. Once again, his cock was in her mouth, filling it entirely. He pressed towards the back of her throat.

“Relax, Mia. Relax your throat for me and breathe.”

I could tell that she was doing her best to comply. It was incredible to see how hard she worked to take him in.

“I’m going to try again now.”

“Mm-hmm.”

He pressed the cockhead to the back of her throat once more and pushed forward. Once again, she gagged.

He pulled out to let her catch her breath.

“Good girl. It’s ok. Just relax. You’ll learn how to throat this big dick in no time, I’m sure of it.”

She nodded, then opened her mouth obediently.

“Very good girl,” said Jack, pressing his cock into my wife’s mouth once more.

“Ready?”

“Hmm-mmm.”

“Here I go. Relax for me, slut. Just relax and take this big dick.”

I visualized Mia’s throat opening to accommodate Jack’s enormous prick. To my surprise, in the same moment, he slipped past the point of her gag reflex and into her throat. The bugle was visible.

“Ooh, Mia,” growled Jack, “that’s wonderful. You’re a very good slut.”

Tears came to Mia’s eyes as she struggled to take his thick meat. I was filled with a strange feeling of accomplishment by proxy. As if my wife had achieved something on my behalf as well.

Jack began to fuck her throat now, letting the full length of his glistening prick disappear with each long, slow stroke. I couldn’t believe the scene I was witnessing: the mother of my children was taking big dick like a pornstar.

“So good, yes...” Jack gasped, pushing Mia down on his dick in a steady rhythm.

The obscene sounds of slurping filled the warehouse, echoing off the walls as Jack fucked Mia’s throat. Mia seemed totally devoted to the task at hand. Completely submissive and eager to please. I’d never seen her like this before, and I knew that she’d never be capable of entering this state with me. This was all for Jack.

All for his big cock. All that my wife wanted now was to please him, and to follow every order that he gave her.

I could tell she was doing a good job of it, too, because Jack was groaning in pleasure, clearly close to climax.

“Fuck, Mia,” he panted, “if your pussy is half as good as this I’m going to be a very happy man.”

Mia’s mascara was running down her face as tears streamed down her cheeks. I knew that these were not tears of pain, they were tears of joyous exertion. She wanted nothing more than to make him shoot the biggest load of his life. To prove herself the perfect cheating slut. And he seemed close.

“You look so pretty with your makeup smeared like that. With those big tits out,” he groaned, “I’m so close. I need you to do something though.”

He pulled out as Mia looked up at him, gasping for air and with a look of slight confusion on her face.

“Anything, Sir,” she panted in desperation.

“Look me in the eye and tell me to cum in your throat.”

“That’s so dirty, Sir,” teased Mia, a false innocence in her tone.

“That’s why I like it.”

“Ok,” she said, turning her head just slightly in the direction of my hiding place, letting me know that what she was about to say was as much for my benefit as it was for his, “please cum in my throat, Sir.”

This last line was said in a voice loud and clear enough for anyone in the general vicinity to hear and understand.

“Such a good cheating wife,” said Jack, pushing his long rod back into her open, eager mouth, “just what I needed to hear. Get ready…”

“Mmm-hmm,” she pleaded, trying to egg him on as much as possible as she opened her mouth as far as possible, taking him down her throat.

“Here...I...Arrgh...CUM!” he moaned, holding his cock in her throat as he pumped shot after shot of thick gooey semen directly into her.

I was shocked at the amount of cum that Jack seemed to produce. His orgasm lasted an entire minute. His cock was so large that her entire throat contracted in sympathy with each contortion of his organ.

One thing was for sure: Mia was going to be sore the next day.

“Ugh...fuck...yes,” Jack panted, stroking the side of her head as his climax slowly subsided, slowly pulling his shrinking dick out of her throat and smiling down at her.

“That was excellent work, Mia.”

“Thank you, Sir.”

“Don’t forget to finish cleaning up,” he said, gesturing to a dollop of semen that hung to the end of his mushroom tip.

“Of course,” Mia smiled, licking her lips and opening her mouth, savoring the final drop of his cum as if it were a tasty treat.

“Wow,” she said, looking up at him, “you taste so much better than my husband. Not that I ever eat his cum.”

“I follow a very special diet,” he said, “I get sucked off enough that I’ve learned what affects the flavor.”

“Oh, so I’m just another one of your bitches, am I?”

Mia gave him a mischievous smile.

“Maybe. But I don’t fuck and tell,” said Jack, reaching down and playing with her nipples, “but one thing’s for sure. There aren’t any other bitches that have tits like this.”

“Oh yeah?” said Mia, her voice breaking just a bit as he became more aroused, “you like those big titties?”

“Fuck yeah,” said Jack, who pulled my wife to her feet and then bent down, taking one of her nipples into his mouth, flicking it with his tongue as his other hand found her ass.

It seemed like Mia might get fucked tonight after all. Even though Jack had blown a huge load in her throat, it seemed like his libido hadn’t yet abandoned him.

“God those titties are tasty,” said Jack, moving from one to the other, “and this ass...good I’ve been staring at it for weeks.”

“I don’t believe you,” said Mia, “I’ve got the tits, but Lydia’s got a better ass than me.”

“No way,” he replied, “yeah she’s fine, but I bet you can throw it back a lot better than she can.”

“Is that right? What makes you say that?”

“I have a lot of experience with these things. I just know. Trust me.”

“I guess we’re going to have to find out, aren’t we?”

He gave her a slap on the ass, straightening up.

“Turn around for me,” he ordered, “and bend down as far as you can go.”

He whistled in approval as Mia spun around for him and grabbed her ankles, the trace of a thong sticking out of her jeans.

“You take great care of yourself,” Jack said, moving in close behind her and touching her hips, which seemed to send an electric charge through her body, “how come you can't get what you need from your husband? He too small?”

He gently pulled her ponytail, to my surprise, pointing her face in the direction of my hiding place.

Did he know?

No. It was impossible. Unless she’d told him?

“He’s too small” she stammered, suddenly self-conscious about the fact that she was speaking about the man who was watching her, “and he’s too big of a wimp to really take what he wants.”

Jack chuckled in a deep voice.

“That’s too bad. If he’s not going to take his wife the way she needs to be taken, I guess it’s up to guys like me. True alphas.”

“God yes,” moaned Mia, rubbing her ass against his erection, which was now back to its full length, “take what you fucking need.”

“We need a little support for what I’ve got planned,” Jack said, “how about that shelf over there?”

He pointed directly at my hiding place.

“That’s perfect,” said Mia.

She walked slowly towards me, then grabbed the shelf, bracing herself against it while Jack moved around behind her. He reached down and unbuttoned her jeans, pulling them down over her ass and giving it a hard slap that caused Mia to cry out.

“Fuck. Yes. I love being spanked!”

“I bet you do you little slut. Your husband can’t take care of you like this.”

Another crack rang out in the warehouse. Then Mia let out a long, slow moan.

I couldn’t see it, but I knew: he was sinking into her.

“Oh. My. God,” she gasped, laughing a little, “it's so fucking *big*.”

“Didn’t you know what you were getting into when you were sucking me off just now?”

“Yes, but...”

“Just wait and see how it feels in your ass.”

“Oh my God. I can’t even imagine…”

“We’re going to do it, bitch,” laughed Jack, “I’m going to own all of your pretty little holes. None of them are going to belong to your husband any more.”

“They never did,” moaned Mia, as the rack of shelves began to jiggle in time with Jack’s thrusts, which were getting more and more rhythmic and insistent.

My view of the couple was obstructed now, because they were basically right below me, but I could hear the sounds of their fucking all the more clearly now: every breath, every spank, every thrust of Jack’s long, thick cock as it entered my wife.

“That’s it. Throw that ass back on that big dick. I love how you move.”

“Yes, Sir,” she moaned.

I knew my wife. I knew she was on the edge of climax. And he seemed to know, too.

“Fuck yeah, you little cheating slut. Come for me. Come on this big cock.”

She responded to his dominant command. I knew that his dominant, alpha posture was what made this man so fucking hot for my wife.

That and his big cock, of course.

“Yes… Oh god please, Jack.”

“Oh fuck. Oh yes…a little faster. I can’t believe how deep you’re going. Oh fuck. I dreamed of this so many times. You taking me from behind like this. Rough. Anywhere you want. Just take my pussy, Jack. It’s your property now. Just take it.”

He was grunting obscenities and panting as he took my wife hard.

“Little bitch. Cheating slut. You love this...”

This encounter was not affectionate now: It was completely primal.

“Yes, yes, yes,” moaned Jack, “fuck I love this pussy. You were always my favorite. Fuck that bitch Lydia.”

“Yeah,” panted Mia, “fuck her. Her pussy isn’t as good as mine. The one that you own now, Jack.”

He started slapping her ass in time with his thrusts, causing her to squirm and cry out. Mia was still so close to coming but not quite there. It was like she was trying to hold it back for him, but from the tone of her voice it was clear that holding back was so hard. Almost as hard as the throbbing thick rod that was pummeling her pussy.

“Tell me that you love this cock, slut. Just admit how bad you wanted this. Tell me it’s better than your husband’s.”

Mia completely let go now, yelling in wanton lust. She obviously didn’t care where she was; if the other people in the warehouse could hear her. If her coworkers or supervisors knew that she was taking a big dick on company time.

“I love your cock, Jack,” she exclaimed as he continued to fuck her within an inch of her life, “I fucking admit it. I wanted your cock from the moment I met you. I’ve been imagining you taking me like this since the very first shift we had together. You’re so much bigger than my husband and I love it.”

“Oh shit yes,” he groaned, “keep talking dirty like that you little fucking whore. I’m so close…”

I was extremely aroused myself, stroking my own dick in time to the thrusts that were vibrating through the shelving unit up towards me. I loved the fact that Mia was that object of this man’s lust. I loved the fact that she had cared enough about my fetish to allow me to be here in person while she enjoyed his dick.

“I need your cock. Please, don’t hold back. I need to be fucked so fucking bad. Just give it to me. Yes, spank me please! Pull my hair. Just treat me like a little cheating married slut. I’m your married slut, Jack. Your dirty little secret. I want you to use all of my holes and then send me back to my husband like nothing happened. Send me back to him filled with your cum, Jack!”

“God damn…,” he groaned, “that’s it, Mia. This pussy is so fucking good.”

“Oh Jack,” she groaned, no longer able to hold back, “I can’t wait any longer. I’m going to cum on that big dick!!”

He pulled out suddenly. I knew because the pounding stopped and Mia cried out in frustration.

“Ok, ok, I’ll try. I’ll do my best to be a good girl and only cum when you tell me to, Jack.”

He slapped her ass.

“Why should I believe you, slut? How bad do you really want it?”

“Fuck… please? Please Jack? I need to come on your big dick so bad. I need it…”

“If you want it so bad, keep begging for it, slut,” he said.

Mia must have been in heaven and hell at the same time. Her pussy must have felt like it was about to explode. I know my balls did.

I dribbled precum over my closed fist as I stroked my shaft slowly. I’d never been more turned on in my life. Not even close.

“I promise to be your dirty little cheating slut,” she blurted, “I promise to take your cock and your cum whenever and wherever you want. In any hole that you want. I promise to be yours and yours alone. Please let me come? Please, Sir?”

Jack grabbed her and thrust into her even harder than before.

“Come for me you little slut. Don’t hold back any more,” he growled.

His command was all she’d been waiting for. It was as if the floodgates had been opened and Mia was washed away in a long, strong and forceful burst of pleasure.

“Thank you…oh THANK YOU,” she moaned, “Fuck yes, Jack. Thank you.”

She yelped in climax for at least a full minute, her moans slowly subsiding until she was a whimpering mess. I could tell that it had been one of the hardest releases of her life. At least the hardest one that I had been anywhere near.

“Thank you, Jack,” she moaned, “that was so fucking good. But I need your cum now, too, Jack. I need you to shoot a nice big load in my tight little pussy.”

“God yes,” he moaned, starting to move inside her again, “your pussy feels so amazing. Keep talking dirty to me you little cheating slut.”

“Only you are allowed to cum inside me, Jack. I’ll never let my husband, or any other man do it again. I want you to claim my pussy with your cum.”

“Oh God, Mia,” he moaned, “fuck, I’m so close. Tell me what you want, you little fucking whore.”

He was fucking her with long, smooth and slow strokes now whose power reverberated throughout the shelving unit.

Mia was more eager than ever to please him. I could tell that all she wanted was to make him shoot the biggest load of his life into her tight married cunt.

“Please fill me, Jack? Please? I need your cum so fucking bad. I think I’m going to come again when you shoot it inside me. Just grab my hips and pound me. Pound me like the dirty little fucking whore I am. I need your cum. I need you to claim my tight little married pussy,” she groaned.

“Oh GOD YES!!” he roared, slamming himself to the hilt as he exploded inside her.

“Oh yes. Jack. Give it to me. Shoot that fucking cum inside me. I want it so bad. Yes, I’m coming again!”

Mia’s moans filled my ears as she climaxed for the second time in less than five minutes. She was in total ecstasy as he pumped his seed into her fertile womb.

At the same time, I ejaculated, biting my lip to keep from crying out as I shot a load all over my hand.

“Oh Mia,” groaned Jack, the tension slowly leaving the room, “that was...incredible…”

“Mmmm,” moaned Mia, “that was a lot of cum, Jack. Do you feel better now, Sir? Did it feel good to drain those big heavy balls into my tight married pussy?”

“You bet it did. But we’d better get back to work now.”

“Right.”

For a moment, the two of them shuffled around somewhere below me, putting their clothes back in order. The scent of Mia’s sex, and Jack’s seed mingled with the scent of my own filled my nostrils.

A few minutes later, they walked casually back in the direction they’d come from, chatting softly. I guess they weren’t overly concerned about appearances.

I waited for a long time, until all I could hear was the hum of the warehouse lights and a ventilation fan somewhere off in the distance.

Then I cleaned myself off as best I could and slowly lowered myself to the ground. I had a crook in my neck, but I was otherwise unscathed from my activities as a voyeur.

My phone buzzed. It was a text from Mia.

God, I hope you saw that! I’m going to be so sore tomorrow.

I saw most of it, I responded, but I heard all of it. And I can’t wait to relive it with you tonight.

Me too, babe. I love you so much for letting me do this.

I love you, too. I hope it won’t be the only time.

The first time can’t be the last time, can it? she replied.

Not if I have anything to do with it.

I made my way out the back exit and back to the car, still parked in the pitch-black parking lot. Then I drove home to pay the babysitter and wait for Mia to get off work.

A new chapter had opened in our lives, and an entire expanse of erotic possibility was waiting for us. I knew that we were going to have a blast exploring it together.

THE END
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MY FIRST TIME HOTWIFE: MELINA


The second I had heard the rumor that Melina Carson was breaking up with her boyfriend, I’d found an excuse to stop by her dorm room.

This was about ten years ago, when we had both been seniors at a small liberal arts college in rural Iowa. I’m not going to say the name of it, but you’ve definitely heard of this place. I was studying Classics, and Melina was a math major. It’s one of life’s supreme ironies that I ended up making so much more money than Melina did. It doesn’t matter now, of course, since we’re married. But back then, we had no idea the ways in which our lives would one day be entangled.

That night had been the beginning of a courtship that moved along with the two of us: from rural Iowa, to Chicago, to the outer Chicago suburbs, where we now lived as husband and wife.

In Melina’s dorm room that first night, we’d talked until the early morning, about God, the Universe, and everything in between. By the time the day had dawned over the cornfields, it was clear to both of us: we were in love.

Now, around a decade later, I ran a successful financial consulting business, and Melina had become a high school math teacher.

Our lives were settled. Even a little boring. Despite the fact that we made an effort to try fun new things together, in order to keep our life as a couple fresh.

This meant going on interesting dates at least once a month, but also doing something that we called “rolling the dice” in the bedroom.

“Rolling the dice” referred to a game that we’d read about in a kind of “sex manual” early in our relationship. Each partner wrote down a numbered list of three things that he or she would like to try in bed. Then the other partner rolled a die to determine what we would try that week.

After a while, we had exhausted a lot of the tamer or more obvious possibilities, things like “doggy-style” or “blowjob.”

“I’m just not that creative,” Melina had complained after it had become clear that we were stuck in a rut, “I mean, I’ve had fun exploring, but I’m not good at coming up with new things.”

“Ok,” I had suggested, “how about we start adding some random activities from the list in the book? Things that neither one of us has come up with on our own.”

Melina had enthusiastically agreed. So each time, we’d add a new activity to the list from the book. We took turns picking out the new activity.

Melina had gone first. She’d chosen “spanking.”

After I rolled the die and it came up on number 3, which corresponded to “missionary,” we decided we’d keep the new additions on the list.

“We might need to get a die with more sides,” laughed Melina.

Luckily, we were both avid board game players, so we had a couple of other dice around. Soon, we had graduated from a 6-sided die to a 20-sided one.

We had a long list now, including one particular activity – an idea from the book – that I had added to the list: “relate a fantasy about another person, not your partner.”

When I’d added this one to the list, Melina had raised her eyebrows.

“What? Should I find a different one? Does it make you uncomfortable?”

“No,” she said, “not at all. I just think it’s interesting…”

“Interesting, huh?” I smirked, “why is that?”

“If I told you now without rolling the number, then the surprise would be spoiled.”

“If you say so.”

From then on, I hoped that Melina would roll a 15 on the die (the number associated with this particular activity). I couldn’t say why exactly. Maybe it had to do with the fact that our partner’s desires are always mysterious to us on some level.

Finally, one evening, it happened.

“15…,” said Melina, laughing nervously as she picked up the sheet, “let’s see…”

I, of course, didn’t have to look at the sheet to know which activity she’d rolled.

“Relate a fantasy about another person, not your partner.”

For a moment, she was quiet.

“Well,” she said, “are you sure that you want to hear this?”

She fixed me with a slightly concerned look. I took a moment to examine my wife.

Melina had short but curly, chestnut colored shoulder-length hair, fair skin, and freckles. Her nose was slightly turned up. She had Irish ancestry on her father’s side, and Jewish ancestry on her mother’s. She was average height (5’4” if I remembered correctly), and stayed in good shape by doing spin classes and lifting weights a couple of times a week. She had beautiful breasts that were neither too large nor too small. They were pale, like the rest of her, with tiny pink nipples that got extremely erect when she was aroused.

Her greatest asset, though, was undoubtedly her ass, which she kept looking great through the squats she did at the gym.

She knew that this was one of her best features, which is maybe one of the reasons that she enjoyed being spanked so much. She knew that I loved the chance to get up close and personal with her perfect peach-shaped derriere.

“I’m positive that I want to hear it,” I said, snapping back to the question at hand, “it turns me on to know what you fantasize about. And remember – this is a safe place. Everything here is just between us.”

This was a phrase that we’d read about in the sex manual where we’d gotten the idea for the game. It had been helpful when we’d tried a couple of somewhat “taboo” activities that Melina hadn’t been sure about doing because they’d made her feel “slutty,” even if she’d enjoyed them. The concrete activities in question had been her wearing a butt plug, and her dressing up like a sexy maid. To many couples, these would have been tame activities. But not to us. At least, not to Melina, who was very paranoid about someone somehow finding out about what we’d been up to, even though she knew this fear was, on some level, completely ridiculous.

“Right,” she said, a lustful look coming into her eye, “it’s just between the two of us.”

“Of course. Just between husband and wife.”

She grinned at me and then pulled her blouse over her head.

“I think it might be fun if we combine this fantasy with a little...hanky panky…”

“I don’t object to that at all,” I said, taking her into my arms and kissing her full lips.

I reached behind her and unsnapped her bra, freeing her breasts. A few moments later she was gasping as my thumb found her left nipple.

“Well,” I said, kissing down her neck, “why don’t you get started? I want to know your fantasy. Every. Single. Detail.”

“Oh God,” she sighed, “it’s kind of dirty. I’m a little ashamed…”

“Mm,” I said, “shame makes it even hotter. Is it about one of my friends?”

I struggled to imagine which one of the guys that I hung out with on a regular basis might be appealing to my wife.

“No,” she said, “sorry to disappoint you. I think I know those guys too well to find them attractive.”

“Oh,” I said, “I’m not disappointed…”

“Good,” she said, gasping slightly as I bent down and took her right nipple in my mouth, “because it’s not someone you know. At least not very well.”

“Tell me more.”

“You remember when you were out of town and I had to take the car into the dealer when it was making that noise?”

Of course I remembered. The CV boot had needed to be replaced. At 50,000 miles! Totally ridiculous. In the end, though we hadn’t paid a dime for parts or repair. The dealership had honored its warranty.

I remembered that Melina had told me that the mechanic involved in the repair had been especially helpful, not only explaining to her clearly what the problem was, but also going so far as to argue with the manager, who didn’t think that the shop should have to replace the defective part for free. He (the manager) had tried to convince Melina that she’d run into something and damaged the boot herself. He strongly implied that she was lying about the way that the boot had failed, and that it had actually been caused by a collision, not a slow leak.

The mechanic, however, had had an impassioned argument with the manager in the manager’s office. Melina hadn’t been able to hear anything they were saying, but she’d been able to see things getting heated between the two of them.

In the end, the mechanic (his name, as I found out later, was Huxton) prevailed, and the manager had to come crawling back to Melina and apologize to her.

Melina told me that the triumphant smile that Huxton had flashed her had been followed by a wink.

“That wink,” she said, as I suckled a breast, “set my mind wandering. The next morning, when I was in the shower, I started to have some kind of...naughty thoughts.”

“Tell me more,” I said, switching to her other nipple, and, at the same time, reached down into her panties and finding them soaked.

“Well,” she continued, “I imagined coming by after work to thank him. And him just seeing me and smirking. Being kind of cocky and arrogant. A little bit of a jerk, really.”

“You like that?”

Melina had always complained about guys being jerks in the past. She’d never shown any signs that that kind of behavior might have been at all attractive to her. I knew that it was silly to read too much into that kind of thing.

Fantasies were fantasies, after all. And nothing more. Right?

“Oh God,” she moaned, “slip a finger into me. Just a little. Like that…”

I began to finger my wife now, who continued her dirty story…

“I imagined him telling me that he knew what I was there for. To thank him properly for what he’d done.”

“Fuck,” I gasped, my cock rock-hard, “and how did you thank him?”

“I just dropped to my knees,” she said, “and took out his cock. He smirked down at me, as if issuing a challenge. You know that I can’t resist a challenge. I had to prove to him that I could rock his world. Drive him totally crazy. So I took out his cock and I started to suck him.”

It had never occurred to me that my wife might fantasize about fellatio, too. It seemed like such a male preoccupation that I couldn’t imagine a woman being so interested in it. But, then again, it did fit the general tenor of her fantasy: she was still in control, she was the one doling out the pleasure to her chosen partner.

“And after a few minutes,” she said, “he tells me to stop, because he’s going to lose control and he still wants to fuck me. By this point, I’m soaking wet and ready for his cock. He tells me to stand up and bend over the hood of the corvette he’s working on. He hikes up my skirt and slaps my ass. Then he pushes my panties to the side and slides his rock-hard prick inside me.”

She stopped talking for a moment, because I had become more rhythmic with my fingers in the meantime, touching her in exactly the way that I knew that she loved to be touched. Melina’s body responded to my efforts, her hips thrusting up to meet my fingers.

I almost thought that that was the end of the fantasy. That she would just break it off there because of how aroused she was, or else that she had simply only thought as far as the point at which she’d broken off.

She surprised me, however, by resuming her tale in a low, husky voice, as I brought her closer and closer to climax.

“He’s rough with me,” she gasped, “but I’m so incredibly wet I can handle it. When I get aroused enough, I’m up for anything. I don’t care any more. He knows this. He takes advantage of it. He fucks me. Really hard. He’s got his hand in my hair and he’s pulling it. He’s telling me to take it. That he knew all along how bad I need it. That he could see it in my eyes on the day I came into the shop. Even before he helped me with my problem. And he tells me that he’s going to fuck me whenever he wants to, from now on, and that there’s nothing anyone – even you, my husband – can do about it. That’s the moment when I –…”

Here, she broke off, “don’t stop, baby. Oh don’t stop. I’m so close.”

I loved making my wife come. She was so beautiful when she orgasmed. It was an amazing sight to behold.

“That’s the moment when you what, Mel?”

“Come!” she screamed, biting down on her lip as she climaxed under my caresses.

She positively exploded on my fingers, her vaginal muscles contracting around them as her moans subsided to a long, low cooing sound.

“That was so good,” she said, giving a long sigh, followed by a little giggle.

Then she turned to me, her face a little flushed, a note of worry returning to it.

“That was ok for you, right? I mean, I didn’t hurt your feelings?”

“Take a look and see for yourself,” I said, nodding my head in the direction of my penis, which was standing at attention in my underwear.

“My, my,” she said, “I guess my story had quite a positive effect. I’m glad to see that we’ve added another exciting element to our sexual repertoire.”
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At first it seemed that that’s all it was: another element in our repertoire. We continued our little game with the dice, but after a while, through some kind of implicit agreement, we both realized that what really turned us on was talking about Melina fucking Huxton the mechanic. And after a while, our fantasy expanded into Melina and the manager at the car repair shop, then Melina and the mailman, and eventually Melina with both Huxton and the manager at the same time. This particular filthy fantasy – a threesome between her and the two men – seemed to turn her on more than any of the other scenarios combined.

In short, we’d discovered a whole new side of Melina. One that neither of us had even suspected that would have appealed to her before.

To my surprise, I also didn’t feel jealous, despite Melina asking me several times if the fantasies bothered me.

Finally, one time when I’d gotten tired of her asking if I was jealous, I blurted something out that would change the course of our marriage forever.

We had just finished fucking so hard that the bed shook while Melina told me about being double-teamed by Huxton and his mechanic friends.

“Not only does it not make me jealous,” I said, “I’d actually love it if you did it in real life. You know how hot I find the fantasy.”

“Really?” she’d said, giving me a quizzical look, “you’d want me to sleep with another man? Even if you didn’t get to sleep with another woman in exchange?”

“Yeah,” I said, almost surprising myself at what I was saying, “yeah, I think I wouldn’t mind at all.”

“You think you wouldn’t mind? Or you really wouldn’t?”

“I really wouldn’t,” I said, “in fact, next time you get the oil changed, why don’t you get Huxton’s number?”

“I couldn’t do that,” she laughed, blushing, “oh my God. I couldn’t do that. Could I?”

“I bet you could,” I said, “I mean, what guy wouldn’t want a hot woman coming up to him and giving him her number?”

“I think it might be time to change the oil…”

With that, we were making out again. My erection returned instantly, with a speed that astonished me. Melina was wet again (or still wet?) and mounted me as she reached down and guided me inside her tight wet tunnel.

“Oh God, babe. I think I might be able to do it. I think I might be able to set something up with him...to get him to fuck me…”

“I know you can. Just wear that sundress that you bought for Karen’s party. He’s not going to be able to take his eyes off of you…”

“Fuck,” she moaned, closing her eyes as she rode me, “I look great in that dress, don’t I?”

“Yeah you do. You know it.”

“He’s going to want to tear it off me.”

“He probably will.”

“I want him to just take me. Just ravish me. Fuck me…”

“I know he’s going to want to. He’s going to fuck you so hard, babe. I bet he’s got a nice big cock…”

“He’s got that big-dick confidence. The way he argued with his manager. Only a really hung guy could do that.”

“Fuck yes. You need his big dick, don’t you?”

“I do…,” she moaned, trembling as she approached her climax.

We’d never really discussed the issue of cock size before. I was about average, and up until now, had assumed that that was all that Melina really needed or wanted. She’d never made jokes about small penises, or talked approvingly about large ones, it seemed, rather, that she was neutral and agnostic on the subject.

Up until now, that is. Now, as she edged ever closer to her second powerful orgasm of the day, she seemed more and more desirous of a large male member.

“That’s it,” I urged her, “imagine his big cock...stretching you...changing you forever.”

She let out a long, low moan as she climaxed. I watched her face as she came. As always, she was beautiful.

When her climax had ebbed a bit, she looked down into my eyes, flushed with the exertion of her orgasm.

“You didn’t come yet, babe?”

“Not yet,” I said, “I’m close.”

“Let me help,” she said, dismounting and then sitting next to me on the bed and taking hold of my shaft, cupping my balls in the other hand.

She slid her hands over my shaft, looking into my eyes as she stroked me.

“Do you want to watch? I could ask Huxton if he’s ok with that. Or maybe you could sneak in and hide somewhere. Maybe we could do it here, and I could tell him that you’re out of town on business. He’d think I was cheating on you. Would that turn you on, babe? If I put on a little show for you with him? Would it turn you on to see your cute innocent wife turn into a dirty little slut for you?”

I didn’t need to answer any of these questions – which were rhetorical anyway – because in the next moment, I erupted in her hands.

Melina smiled.

“That seemed like a lot of fun for you.”

“That seemed like a lot of fun for you,” I retorted, satisfied and happy.

“Maybe it was fun for both of us,” she sighed, flopping down on the bed next to me, “maybe we should try it for real.”
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Gradually, however, we both started having second thoughts. The car wasn’t actually overdue for an oil change, and both of our jobs got busier and busier.

Not only that, but some nagging thoughts started to form in my mind.

What if she can’t stop herself once she starts, I thought to myself, what if she ends up never wanting to sleep with me again?

“You haven’t said much about Huxton lately,” I said, one day after we’d reverted to our old dice game without any mention of Melina cheating on me.

We’d simply had mutually satisfying, but somewhat routine missionary-style sex.

“I know,” said Melina, “I’m just not sure if it’s a good idea. I mean, introducing another person into our sex life is asking for trouble. Right?”

“Right,” I said, “but it was really hot.”

“Yeah, it was,” she sighed, “but not every fantasy has to become a reality.”

“I guess it doesn’t.”

I couldn’t help it. I was disappointed. But I understood that it was for the best. We were adults, after all. We couldn’t just live out absolutely every fantasy that made us hard or wet. Right?

Fantasies were just fantasies, after all. Totally distinct from reality.
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Then came that Thursday in May. The sun was shining, the birds were chirping, and Melina came downstairs wearing that sundress that she’d bought for Karen’s party. The one we always imagined she’d wear to seduce Huxton.

“You look incredible,” I said, rising from the breakfast table to embrace her.

“You think?”

“I know.”

“Well, I woke up this morning feeling pretty sexy, I have to admit.”

She gave me a long kiss.

“You seem downright horny, if I don’t miss my guess,” I said.

“You don’t miss it,” she said, “your guess, that is.”

“Too bad,” I said, “I have to get to work.”

“That’s ok,” she said, “maybe I’ll just go get my oil changed. I have the afternoon off because there’s going to be a pep rally. And I don’t have to be there.”

“Oh really?”

I felt myself getting hard.

“Really.”

“Maybe you should.”

“Maybe I will.”

“Well if you do,” I said, “make sure that you give me time to get home before you bring him here.”

“Oh? What are you going to do?”

“Hide in the closet, of course. I need to watch!”

“Ha ha,” she said, “ok. I promise that if I get Huxton to ‘change my oil,’ I’ll give you plenty of time to get in the closet first.”

“It’s a deal.”

The odd and exciting thing about this exchange was that neither of us had said if we were kidding or being serious. It was entirely possible that Melina had been joking about the whole thing. That it was just another way to kickstart our fantasy. The fantasy that had brought us together and caused so many wonderful encounters over the past few months.

Of course, the other possibility was that she wasn’t kidding around at all. The look in her eye as she left that morning made me think that the second possibility wasn’t necessarily so far-fetched.
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That morning, work was especially busy. I had two major accounts open at the moment, with two very demanding clients. Which is why, when my office phone rang around 12:30 – right before I was going to go to lunch – I almost didn’t pick it up.

But then I saw the number on the caller ID. It was Melina’s cell phone.

“Where have you been, babe? I texted you three times!”

“Sorry,” I said, “I had a busy morning. I didn’t even look at my phone. What’s up? Everything ok?”

“Everything is perfect,” she said, “just get home and hide in the closet. Now.”

“What? Melina, what’s happening? Are you being serious?”

“I think he’s coming back. I’ve got to get off the phone.”

“Who’s coming back? Melina…”

In that moment, the line went dead. I decided it would be useless to try to call her back. Instead, I raced out of my office and down to the parking garage. With any luck, I could be home within half an hour. The worst possible scenario was that this was all just another elaborate fantasy for Melina, and that we’d end up fucking each other’s brains out.

The best possible scenario? What was the best possible scenario? That I’d watch my wife in the throes of ecstasy at the hands of another man?

That certainly seemed to be what I’d been craving – what we’d both been craving – for the last several months.

And now, it might actually be happening. Might be.

My cock was hard as I drove, trying my best to pay attention to the fast-moving Chicago traffic. I cursed every time there was a slow-down, every time someone’s unsignaled lane change caused a near miss.

Finally, I saw it: the exit to our suburb. I would be home within five minutes.

I raced down our street at 35 MPH, which was quite a bit faster than the post 20 MPH limit, even if it wasn’t anything truly excessive. I was happy to see, when I pulled into the garage, that Melina’s Honda Civic was not there or in the driveway.

I’d beaten them.

I raced upstairs into the master bedroom and into the walk-in closet. Admittedly, I felt a little silly hiding like a burglar in my own home, but if Melina wasn’t actually kidding about what she had planned, I didn’t want to miss the chance of a lifetime to watch her cheat on me as if I wasn’t there.

Not three minutes after I’d gotten myself situated in a position where I could see through the slats in the door, I heard the sound of voices downstairs.

Adrenaline pumped through my veins. My mouth went dry and my heart pounded. Was I about to have a panic attack? Maybe, maybe not. My cock was also rock-hard.

Melina was talking to someone, that was for sure. That “someone” also had a low, deep and masculine voice from what I could tell.

It was Huxton. Or, if not him, another stud that she’d picked up somewhere.

I almost couldn’t believe it. It was really happening. My beautiful brunette wife was going to cuck me.

A minute later, there were footsteps on the stairs. I watched the door to the bedroom as it burst open, Melina careening backwards onto the bed, a large, brute of a man tumbling after her, bending down and covering her in kisses as she lay back, her dress bunching up around her hips as it fell off her legs. Her panties, pretty and pink, were visible as she pulled her lover – who still stood next to the bed – in close as they embraced.

“God I want you,” she moaned, as their kiss broke.

“You’ve got a tight little body,” Huxton growled, his big, paw-like hands on my wife’s tits, which he had skillfully popped out of the front of her dress.

“Thanks,” she gasped, as his calloused hands found her nipples, “I want you to do whatever you want with me. You hear? Anything.”

“You want me to fuck your little pussy in the bed you share with your husband?” growled the mechanic, who was hastily removing his blue work shirt to reveal an enormous hairy chest.

“Yes. Please fuck me. Oh God. I’m already so wet for you. I can’t help it. I feel so naughty cheating like this.”

“Naughty in a good way,” he said, stroking her face and neck with his big beefy paw, “naughty like a lot of bored housewives.”

“I’m not a housewife,” she corrected him, “I’m a teacher.”

“Whatever,” he said, reaching down and thrusting a finger inside her suddenly, “whatever else you are, you’re my dirty little slut now, aren’t you?”

“Yes, sir,” moaned my wife, turning her head to the side and looking at the closet for the first time since they’d started.

I had no idea if she’d seen my car in the garage or not. It was entirely possible that she didn’t even know I was home. There was no way for me to give her a secret signal to say that I was watching without alerting Huxton to my presence. And that wasn’t what either one of us wanted, at least not at the moment.

“Let’s get those panties off,” he growled, reaching down with his left hand, the right being occupied with fingering my wife’s tight cunt.

She made a motion to help him remove her undergarments, but it was clear that her lover didn’t need any help. He simply ripped the fabric of the small fragile garment, pulling it off her lower body and throwing it to the side (right in front of the closet, in fact) before reaching down to free his cock from his pants.

Given the fact that I had a side view of the action, I was able to catch a glimpse of his erection as it spilled out of his shorts.

“I want you so bad,” moaned Melina, “please just put it in me.”

Huxton laughed, taking his cock in one hand and slapping it against her clit, a move I’d only seen in porn movies before. It was a move that seemed effective, however, as Melina moaned and pushed her hips up towards him, reaching back and grabbing the sheets for leverage.

“Please. Just fuck me with that thing.”

“I bet your husband is a lot smaller, isn’t he?”

“He is. I know he is. I can’t even see it yet, but I know –”

Melina’s sentence was cut off by a sharp cry as Huxton thrust his prick inside her, about halfway. It was true. He was working with about twice the length that I had, and at least double the girth. Melina was in for the ride of her life.

“Oh my God. I can’t believe how big it is. How good it feels…”

“I’m not all the way in yet.”

“You’re kidding.”

“I’m not,” he said, smiling down at her and then bending over to give her a kiss before thrusting the rest of his length into her.

“Now I’m inside,” he said, grinning down at my wife as he grabbed her tits with each hand.

He started to slide in and out of her now, giving her the whole length each time.

“I can’t believe how big you are. You’re huge.”

“A little more than what you’re used to?” he asked, picking up the pace.

“Definitely. So much bigger than my husband.”

“What’s your husband’s name?”

“David,” she moaned.

It was strange to hear my wife moaning my name (which she seldom used anyway when it was just the two of us) during sex with another man.

“Tell me my dick is bigger than David’s.”

“Your dick is so much bigger than David’s,” she moaned, “there’s no comparison!”

“Good girl.”

He growled as he gave Melina the fuck of her life. I could tell from her moans that she was very close to orgasm already, and he hadn’t been inside her for more than a minute.

“Shit. Don’t stop fucking me. I’m going to come!”

“I’m not going to stop you little cheating slut,” he growled, slamming her so hard that the bed shook, “go ahead and do it. Come on this big fucking cock. You love it. You need it. You know you do.”

“God, Huxton. I need your big dick. I need it so much more than David’s little one. You’re stretching me so good I’m going to… to… oh my GOD.”

That was the moment that I realized the true, profound difference that a large cock could make when it came to female pleasure. That was the moment when Melina came so hard that I thought she might be about to pass out. It seemed that she had stopped breathing for moment as she braced her entire body for the waves of pleasure that passed over it. Then, suddenly, she exhaled, which was followed by a shriek of pleasure as her entire body shook.

“I’m not done with you yet, slut,” laughed Huxton, suddenly pulling out of her and standing back from the bed.

“What?”

Melina was a sex-tossed mess, her hair mused as she propped herself up on her elbows, her eyes unfocused from the immense pleasure of the orgasm.

“On your knees,” he ordered.

Melina didn’t have to be asked twice. I watched in awe as my wife fell to her knees and looked up at Huxton in admiration, taking his cock in her hand and guiding it to her lips.

“I knew you had DSLs,” he laughed, “dick-sucking lips.”

Melina took him into her mouth, casting another quick sidelong glance at the closet as if to say “see how much fun I’m having, babe?”

“Fuck yes,” moaned Huxton, his hand on the back of her head, guiding her, “I love getting head from sluts like you.”

“Does it happen a lot?” said Melina, looking up at him.

“More than you might think,” he grinned, “a lot of women need their cars fixed and don’t have the money to cover the bill. We arrive at alternate arrangements…”

“Mmm, lucky ladies,” said Melina, kissing his shaft, “getting to suck a nice big prick like this.”

Melina was certainly game to suck cock. She never acted like it was a chore when she did it for me. But this was clearly something different for her. It was like it was giving her pleasure, not just him. She wasn’t just sucking his cock to make him feel good, it was like the act itself was gratifying to her.

“God damn it,” he groaned, “you’re so fucking good. But I need to come in that pussy.”

“Yes, sir,” she said, immediately taking the cock out of her mouth and turning around on the floor, sticking her ass up and out to him submissively, “stick that big cock back inside me. I want you to fill me.”

She was facing the closet now, probably on purpose. She wanted to make sure that I got a good look at her face as Huxton penetrated her from behind, grabbing a handful of her hair, just like he’d done in her first fantasy. A moment later, there was a loud crack and Melina cried out.

He was spanking her as he fucked her. I knew she loved that. I knew she wouldn’t last long at this rate, and neither would he.

“Take this fucking dick. Tell me how much bigger I am than him.”

“You’re so much bigger than he is,” she moaned, “I need you to fill me. Fill me like my husband never could.”

“Yes, you naughty slut. I’m close.”

“Me too. Don’t stop spanking me. Oh God. Harder. Harder. YES!”

She exploded again as he pulled her hair back, emptying his balls into her tight cunt with a loud grunt. Then he pulled out and, without taking his hand from her hair, pulled her around towards him and made her clean him off with her mouth, a task which Melina accomplished with obvious relish.

“Thanks,” he said, smiling, “you’re an incredible piece of ass. Maybe I’ll stop by the high school next time. I’d love to fuck a teacher in her classroom.”

“Maybe you should,” she said, smiling up at him.

“I’ve got to get back to the shop now,” he said, a bit apologetically, “besides, it’s probably a bad idea for me to stick around here too long. You know – in case David comes back.”

“Don’t worry about him. He won’t be home for hours.”

“Still.”

“You’re right,” she sighed, looking over towards the closet again and giving me a wink, “you’d better get going. But you’ve got my number. Don’t lose it.”

“I wouldn’t think of it. Later, sweetheart.”

He reached down and gave her a slap on the ass and then a quick kiss on the lips. As soon as I heard the sound of his car in the driveway, I burst out of the closet and gave Melina a long kiss.

“Fuck, Mel. That was incredible. I never thought you’d actually do it.”

“I didn’t know if I could do it or not,” she admitted, reaching down and feeling my erection, “did that turn you on?”

“You have no idea. I want you so bad right now.”

“I want you, too,” she said, “but I’m so sore. I don’t think that I can have sex again. At least not penetrative sex. But maybe you could go down on me?”

“But didn’t he just…”

“Come inside me? Yeah, he did,” she giggled, “that doesn’t bother you, right?”

“I guess not,” I said, not being entirely honest.

“Then get to work, babe.”

She lay back on the floor of the bedroom and spread her legs as I dived between them eagerly, lapping at her swollen clit and lips.

“Did you see how hard he made me come?” she sighed, pushing my head down as I licked up a glob of salty semen mingled with the familiar taste of my wife’s natural lubrication, “it was incredible. Simply incredible! I had no idea that a big cock was capable of doing something like that.”

“Oh babe. Don’t stop. Keep eating me out. Just like that. Clean all of his cum out of me. Oh shit…”

I couldn’t believe that Melina was talking like this. I had never heard her use such a dominant tone with me. But, then again, she hadn’t ever really been in such a dominant position as this one. Even when we’d experimented once with having her tie me to the bed.

Her hips bucked up into my mouth as she pressed my head down even harder.

“Lick...it...all...up…” she groaned, “keep going…”

I choked down another mouthful of semen. Then another. It was incredibly humbling, of course, to be eating another man’s semen, but the fact that Melina was so close to having another orgasm was enough to keep me going. Besides, I was completely erect myself and feeling close to orgasm, even though Melina hadn’t touched me.

“Yes, David. God, yes!”

She reached another climax, forcing one last dribble of sperm into my mouth before her entire body relaxed.

“That was amazing,” she said, “come up here and give me a kiss.”

I moved up to her lips and kissed her.

“I can taste him on your lips,” she said, smiling at me as she reached down and stroked my erection, “it’s kind of sexy.”

“Fuck, that feels good,” I gasped, unable to say anything more articulate as she jerked me off onto her stomach.

“Did you like that, babe? Did you like watching your wife take that big, hard prick?”

“Yes…”

“Did you like it how he stretched me? Oh God. I hope I can still feel you after this…”

That was it. It was all too much for me. I moaned in delight as I spent myself all over Melina’s tight, flat stomach.

She smiled.

“Satisfied?”

“Yes,” I said, “for now…”

“I feel the same way,” she said.

We slowly pick ourselves off the floor. I called into work and told them that I wouldn’t be coming back to the office. After we got cleaned off and into a fresh change of clothes, Melina and I had a lot of talking to do, and we both knew it.

“David,” she said, once I’d come out of the shower, “I think we just took our marriage to a whole new level.”

“I think you’re right,” I said.

“I think I should text Huxton, and see if he can meet me in my classroom this weekend, after hours…”

“I think you should,” I replied, giving my wife a long kiss on her beautiful, full – what had Huxton called them? – DSLs.

And that is the story of how Melina became a hotwife.

THE END


MY FIRST TIME HOTWIFE


JULIE



INTRODUCTION


Julie and I never talked about the fact that our sex life had slowly fizzled over the years since we were first married. It had happened so gradually that it would have been like discussing the fact that inflation was eating away at our savings: it was obvious, potentially dangerous to our entire way of life, but not at all something that needed to be addressed immediately.

Confronting it could always wait until tomorrow.

I think that, had I been able to talk to my friends about it, some of them would have been surprised to hear of our lack of intimacy. After all, Julie had always been considered “hot” by my friends, to the point that they lowered their voices sometimes when I joined the group after Julie had just gone out, for example, when they’d just been paying their homages to my wife’s beautiful body. I’d even overheard one of these conversations once, when my friend Mark remarked that he’d be “hitting it every night” if he were married to Julie.

I might have been “hitting it” every night, too, if I had any desire to do so. If either of us had had the desire. In the first few years of our marriage, we really did have sex frequently. If not every night, then at least three times a week, and sometimes twice on the weekend.

Mark and my other friends were right, though: Julie was one of the hottest women I’d ever met. Even if I didn’t feel much desire for her anymore. She was a slender brunette with burning brown-green eyes. Her hair was long and somewhat frizzy. She considered it “difficult” hair, but I loved the way it never quite conformed to whatever shape she tried to pull it into.

Shape. That was another area where Julie was special. She had an amazing figure. Her waist was slim and her tummy was flat, but her hips were wide, giving her the contours that reached down into the depths of the male brain, signaling one primal message: fertility.

We’d never been particularly careful with birth control. We had a vague notion of wanting to have children at some point, but had never set a particular deadline. We knew that these things eventually got much more difficult, but it always seemed like we had all the time in the world. And maybe we did. Julie had tried hormonal birth control in her college years, and had suffered from so many side effects that she’d stopped it again after a few months. The other options just didn’t seem appealing to her. I hated condoms. I could almost never maintain an erection for very long when wearing one, and they made it difficult for me to reach climax. So, on the increasingly rarer occasions that we would do it, I would simply pull out and come on her body. Once in a great while, I’d lose control and come inside her. Julie didn’t seem to mind. There was never any talk of getting the “morning after pill” or something like that. It was as if we’d tacitly agreed to let fate take its course.
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This is all to say that it was strange when Julie suddenly started to make more and more stray comments about sex during the twelfth year of our marriage. She was 36, I was 38. She’d lost none of her feminine beauty over the years. At the most, she had a couple of crow’s feet around her eyes, but she still turned heads everywhere she went. I registered that, of course, but for some reason I still wasn’t overly interested in sex.

But, increasingly, Julie was, and it was coming out in unusual ways. One evening, we were out with our friends Mark and Ava, at a small Vietnamese restaurant in the gentrifying urban neighborhood where we lived. The conversation turned to sex, somehow, specifically to racial stereotypes about penis size. It was Ava who started it. She was quite vocal about having had plenty of sexual experience before settling down with Mark, and she often shared a little “TMI” once she had a couple of drinks in her.

We’d had two rounds that night when she looked our waiter up and down lewdly, raising her eyebrows as she did so. Julie noticed this, her eyes wide with embarrassment. She slapped her friend on the arm.

“Stop it,” she said, “he’s going to notice you doing that!”

“Mmm, sorry, I can’t help it,” she giggled, “I love a fine Asian man. There are so many stereotypes about them that are just wrong…”

“Is that right?”

“Yeah. For example,” she continued, glancing at Mark, her husband, who had an amused look on his face, “the biggest guy I ever slept with was Asian, and the smallest guy was Black. How’s that for combatting racial stereotypes!”

“We like to joke that Ava can have a free pass to have sex with any Asian guy she meets who is over eight inches,” said Mark, patting his wife’s hand.

“It’s not a joke!” Ava protested, “I’m dead serious about that!”

“Ok, ok,” said Mark, still smiling, “I promise that if you find out that that waiter is seriously packing, I’ll go and get a hotel room for the night. Or whatever.”

Ava hesitated for a moment, as if her bluff had been called.

“Ok,” she said after a second, “just let me pass him a note…”

“Stop it!” Julie shrieked in shock and delight, “you can’t just ask a guy that!”

“I know what I’m doing,” laughed Ava, “now where is that pen…”

She fished around in her purse for a moment, then came up with empty hands and smiled at Julie, who still seemed to be in a state of shock.

“Only kidding,” she said, “I’m not going to harass that poor guy at work. But I wasn’t joking when I said that an Asian guy really rocked my world once, back in my old single days…”

Mark took his wife by the hand.

“Ava,” he said, “I’m not sure that Ryan and Julie really want to hear any more about your sex life. Just because you’re so frank with me, doesn’t mean that everyone else…”

“No,” said Julie, “it’s ok. I have to admit that I’m a little curious. I never had as much…experience as you did.”

“You mean Ryan was your first?”

“I wasn’t her first,” I broke in, “just the best…”

Julie laughed.

“Of course, babe. You are the best. Still.”

“So what do you want to know about?”

Ava’s question hung in the air for a moment. I was intrigued by the look on my wife’s face. She’d had a couple of drinks, to be sure, but there was something more than that in play here, I sensed. There was a sense of curiosity that she’d never displayed before suddenly coming to the surface.

“The stuff you said about…size,” she said, “you acted like it made a big difference. I always thought that size was just…I don’t know…like a matter of compatibility or something? Like you don’t want a guy who is too big or too small…”

Ava giggled.

“You sound like a woman who’s never been with a really big guy. That’s what I used to think, too.”

“Hey, I think there’s a football game on tomorrow,” I said, theatrically turning to Mark in an attempt to change the subject.

“Oooh,” said Ava, “looks like I made Ryan uncomfortable. I didn’t mean to do that, big guy. This isn’t about you or Mark. This is just two ladies talking.”

“So it really makes that much of a difference?”

Julie’s tone was inquisitive. She was genuinely interested.

“Let me put it this way,” said Ava, “have you ever had an orgasm so intense that you almost fainted? Ever cried uncontrollably after coming?”

“No…”

“That doesn’t necessarily sound that great,” I said, unable to keep from butting in, “I mean, fainting? Isn’t there such a thing as too intense?”

“There’s no such thing,” said Ava decisively, her brown eyes glowing, “for a woman, the harder the better. The best kind of orgasm is when a man fucks me into oblivion. And you know what makes that a lot easier for him to do? A big cock. A nice, huge hog. A thick Italian sausage. A…”

“Ava…,” Mark nudged her. The waiter was approaching our table, a tray of after-dinner drinks in hand.

“Are you saying I should…?”

“No!” He whispered. “Just stop talking like a degenerate for a few seconds.”

We fell silent as the waiter distributed the libations and presented us with our check before taking his leave with a courteous bow.

“Well,” I said, raising my glass once he had gone, “that was quite a…conversation. I propose a toast. To our wonderful wives.”

Mark nodded.

Ava grinned, cutting in, “and to our wonderful husbands, who don’t mind it when we discuss dick size at the dinner table.”

“Ava!” Julie giggled, “that’s so wrong!”

We clinked our glasses together and drank to each other’s health.
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On the drive home, we both seemed to have forgotten the conversation. We chatted about Julie’s job (she was a secretary at the local university) and the car repairs that I needed to arrange in the next few days.

Then, just as we pulled into a parking spot near our apartment, she turned to me and asked a question that I’d never expected to hear coming from her.

“How big are you, honey?”

I didn’t understand what she was talking about at first.

“I guess like 195. Maybe 200. It’s been a while since I’ve weighed myself.”

“No,” she said, blushing a little, “I mean how big are you. Like how long are you. Down there…”

“You know that very well. You’ve seen it what — a thousand times?”

“Well, sure. I know, but I don’t really know.”

“You mean you want to know a measurement?”

“Yeah,” she said, “I guess…”

Now I blushed.

“I don’t know. I’ve never measured. I —“

“I thought all guys measured. I thought that was something guys were famous for.”

“Well, maybe I have in the past,” I stammered, “I don’t know, when I was a teenager or something.”

“Well,” she said, “what’s average size? Would you say you’re average? Or bigger?”

“I guess I’m average,” I said, “at least that.”

“Hmm,” she said, smiling, “that’s good. But it doesn’t answer the question.”

“Look,” I said, “you know that a lot of guys are sensitive about this stuff, right? Like what if I was asking you about your chest measurements?”

“My chest measurements aren’t a secret. I’m 34C. You know that already, I assume.”

She had me there.

“Ok,” I sighed, “last time I measured, I was…like 5 inches. Something like that.”

“Really?”

I couldn’t tell from the sound of her voice if she was disappointed or impressed. She remained remarkable neutral-sounding.

“Yeah,” I said, “I mean, at least I was a couple of years ago…”

“So…eight inches would be…”

Before she finished her sentence, she got out of the car and closed the door behind her, walking with purpose towards out apartment door. I got out and followed her, a bit puzzled at her behavior until we entered the apartment and she went straight into the small bedroom that we had converted into an office, where she retrieved a plastic ruler.

“Five inches is here. Yeah, I guess that seems about right…”

“Julie,” I laughed, “what are you doing? You really shouldn’t have had that last drink. I’m starting to think that Ava is a bad influence on you.”

“And eight inches is…here. Wow.”

She giggled.

“I don’t think…” She giggled a few more times before trying to once more to get the sentence out.

“I don’t think something like that would fit! Not in me, at least…”

“Well,” I sighed, “you heard what Ava said. That’s just because you’ve never had a big one, I guess.”

“Right,” she said, turning to me, a mischievous look in her eyes, “but…what if…”

“What if what?”

“I mean…Ava’s husband gave her a pass to have sex with any guy over 8 inches.”

“That was a joke!”

“No it wasn’t! Not to Ava! You’re remembering the conversation all wrong.”

“Ok, maybe it wasn’t a joke. But are you suggesting…”

“Look,” she said, looking me in the eye with the ruler still in her hand, her fingers pinching it at the 8 inch mark, “we both know that we haven’t been having a lot of sex recently.”

“Yeah,” I said, somewhat relieved that at least one of us was finally admitting to something that we’d both known about for a long time.

“Well,” she said, taking a deep breath, “I was wondering if you might at all be interested in exploring the hotwife lifestyle.”

The room was dead silent for a moment. Where the hell had Julie ever even heard that term? It didn’t make any sense! I’d never told her a thing about my hotwife fantasies.

Yes, it was true. I’d had a lot of fun imagining my wife being taken by other men. But in my fantasies, she wasn’t really my wife. She was just a sexy woman. It was hard to explain. Most of all, to myself.

“Hotwife?” I replied, as if hearing the word for the first time, “what’s that?”

She laughed, then grabbed the iPad that we both shared, unlocking it and then opening up a web browser.

“You forget to turn on private mode sometimes,” she said, “and your web history from your phone gets saved here, too.”

My heart jumped into my throat. Julie scrolled through multiple sites devoted to the “hotwife lifestyle.” There were forums, story sites, porn videos…

“Julie,” I said, “I’m sorry. I can explain. It wasn’t supposed to be real. It’s not really about you and me. Not really. It’s more a fantasy.”

“Oh, I can tell it’s a fantasy. I might even go so far as to label it an obsession. Are you aware just how much time you spend researching this? And you just weren’t ever going to tell me about it?”

“I was, I mean, I would have. It’s just that you’re never interested in sex. You’ve always got a reason why it can wait.”

Julie’s mouth opened in surprise. She seemed shocked. Outraged.

“Excuse me, Ryan, but you were the one who turned me down last weekend. Or have you already forgotten? You wanted to play your little game…”

This was puzzling. I remembered the incident that she must have been talking about. But for the life of me, I couldn’t make it fit the spin that she was giving it.

“What? You asked me if I wanted to cuddle in bed with you. I said no thanks…”

“What do you think ‘cuddle’ means?”

“Sometimes, it just means ‘cuddle,’” I said, truly baffled.

Julie’s arched eyebrow made me feel like an idiot.

“Do you really think a woman is going to come out and say that she wants sex, the same way a man would?”

“I don’t know. It would be easier sometimes if she did…”

“Well I tried,” she sighed, “it’s not my fault that you missed the signal. Or that you’d wasted so much energy on your…hotwife fantasies.”

“Ok,” I said, “you tried to tell me that you need more sex, and I tried to tell you about the hotwife thing. Even though it’s not about you…”

“But about your other wife?”

“Very funny,” I said, “very funny indeed.”

“So who is it about, then, if not me?”

I was caught. I thought for a moment.

“The thing is,” I said, after a while, “it’s about a version of you. An aspect of you that I fantasize about it.”

She cocked her head to one side. I’d gotten Julie’s attention.

“Tell me more about this version of me.”

“She’s wild,” I said, “sensual. More than anything, enthusiastic.”

“And let me guess: her boobs are twice as big as mine, too, and she weighs ten pounds less?”

“Are you kidding me? No, of course not. It’s not like that at all.”

I was too astonished to sound angry. How could Julie think that there was anything wrong with her perfect body? I never wanted to give her that impression at all.

“Sorry,” she said, “it just sounded to me a little bit like you wanted to create some kind of perfect version of me. I don’t know many women who wouldn’t think something like that, when they hear their husband talk about some kind of idealized version of them…”

“She’s not idealized,” I said, “she’s a woman that I’ve seen before. A long time ago. Back when we first got married. She’s the woman who I fell in love with, back then.”

She looked at me for a while, as if trying to read something from my face, then she leaned in to kiss me.

“Maybe that woman isn’t as far away as you think,” she said, breaking the kiss, her breath hot against my lips, “and maybe some fantasizes can come true. If you want them to.”

“I’m not sure if I want it to,” I whispered.

But I was lying. And I knew that she knew it. I wanted it to happen. I wanted to share my wife.
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That was the night that we decided to make it happen, Julie and I. From all my reading on the hotwife forums, I was already well-informed about the issues involved in the hotwife style and the way that we could go about finding a man to share Julie with.

“I want to have the final veto,” she said.

“Of course, babe. That goes without saying.”

We were cuddling on the couch looking through her tinder matches. We’d made an account for her, explaining exactly what we were looking for: an experienced, dominant man at least 35 years of age and 8” or longer.

A few hours after posting, Julie had matched with over 130 men. Many of them were eliminated immediately.

“I should have put a height requirement in there,” she sighed, “I don’t want anyone under 6 feet.”

“I’m 5’10”!” I exclaimed, laughing.

“I know, babe. But the idea is for me to try something different, remember?”

“Ok,” I said, “but that means you could also go for a short guy.”

She laughed.

“As if.”

I tried not to take it personally. I knew that I was tall enough, and wasn’t seriously insecure about that particular requirement. The 8” requirement, on the other hand…

“I’m looking for a guy who’s like, the opposite of you, babe. No offense. It’s not that I’m dissatisfied with you, it’s just that, like, if I’m going to try something different, I want to try something really different. Know what I mean?”

I nodded. I did know what she meant, even if it was a hard pill to swallow. If I’d been in the position of picking another woman to sleep with (something I had absolutely no interest in), wouldn’t it make sense for me to choose someone who was different from my wife? That wasn’t so hard to wrap my head around.

“Alright,” I said, “I guess the question is which of these guys is the opposite of me…”

“Yes,” she said, swiping through her phone and whittling the selection down second by second.

“How can you do that so fast?”

“I just know. I have an intuition when I look at them. I can tell if I’m going to be attracted to them or not.”

We’d already specified on Julie’s profile that she was looking only for men who had previous experience with the hotwife lifestyle. In other words, no single inexperienced guys just looking to get laid. We’d both been surprised by the number of “bulls” available in our area. There were plenty of poseurs and fakes, of course (men who obviously had no experience in the lifestyle but who wanted to get laid nonetheless, or were simply out to collect pics). These men were relatively easy to spot.

There were still a surprising number of more-or-less “professional” bulls. Professional not in the sense of being paid to fuck hotwives, but in the sense that they did so on a regular basis and had well-documented records of providing satisfactory experiences to everyone involved. Many of them had posted videos to forums, where you could evaluate their performance.

“Ok,” said Julie, “I’ve got a short list now. All of these guys have profiles and videos. And testimonials.”

“Wow,” I said, “that was fast.”

“What can I say? I know what I like.”

We pulled out my laptop and called up the forum profiles of the men that she had selected. I had to admit that I was somewhat taken aback by the kinds of guys that she had chosen. They all seemed to have a cocky, almost bossy edge to them. Usually, Julie complained about men who thought they were in charge of everything. She hated cocky guys. I decided to keep my mouth shut about this and just see where my wife’s desires took her.

“Ok,” she said, “first there’s this guy. Marcus.”

Marcus was a black man with a shaved head and several tattoos on his biceps and forearms. He boasted a long, thick cock that curved slightly to the left and that several hotwives had praised as deeply satisfying.

We watched a video of him and a thick Latina hotwife filmed by a satisfied husband. He entered the woman from behind, fucking with long, smooth strokes as she moaned encouragement. He was huge in contrast to the small brown-skinned woman, whose face was buried in the pillow.

“You don’t have to be shy, babe,” he said, his voice low yet encouraging, “take that big black dick. Throw that ass back, babe.”

“Mm-hmm,” moaned the woman.

“That’s good,” Marcus said, “that’s it. Get all that cock. You deserve it.”

I looked over at Julie, trying to gauge her reaction to the video.

“He’s hot,” she said, “and I like that she’s having fun. I’m just not sure if he’s…I dunno…”

“What?”

“Well, I’m maybe interested in a guy who’s just a little bit…more dominant.”

“Dominant? He seemed pretty in control to me.”

“Yeah,” she said, “when you’re that much bigger than a woman, it’s hard not to be. But I really want a different kind of experience.”

“Wow,” I said, “I had no idea you were into that stuff. Is it because you read ‘50 Shades of Gray’?”

She laughed.

“I don’t think so. And I’m not saying that I prefer that type of sex. Just that I’d like to experience a few times in my life. It’s not like I don’t like more gentle lovemaking.”

“It’s ok,” I said, “I get it. You only live once and all that.”

But the truth was, her statement really threw me. What exactly did she mean by “dominant,” if the huge-cocked black guy we’d just watch dick down a sexy Latina didn’t count?

I decided I needed to find out.

“So is there another guy who caught your eye? Someone more to your liking?”

She giggled a little, clicking back to the forum profiles.

“There is,” she said, “this one guy. Adam. He seems like he might be perfect.”

She showed me a picture of a man in his early thirties, a fit man with a hairy chest and a full head of straight, thick brown hair. The shirtless photos proved that he was a regular gym-goer, though he wasn’t as muscular as Marcus.

His cock, however, was equally as impressive as Marcus’s had been. It was, in fact, bigger if anything.

My jaw fell in astonishment as we looked at the close-up picture of his equipment.

Julie giggled.

“Wild, right? Like how can a guy be that big?”

“And how do you think it’s going to fit? Aren’t you afraid it’s going to hurt?

She smiled, as if amused.

“I’m sure he’s experienced. He’ll take his time. It’s not like he’s going to just show it in.”

“If you say so. Does this guy have a hotwife audition reel or whatever like Marcus did?”

She laughed, then nodded.

“Have you already watched it?” I asked.

“Yes,” she said, as if admitting something embarrassing, “I’ve watched it three times now.”

“Is that right?”

“Mm-hmm…”

“So if he’s your pick, why did you show me Marcus first?”

“Because I was afraid of what you might think.”

“What I might think? Why?”

“Because his style is a little…intense.”

“Well if he’s too intense for you, there’s not much point in us talking about this, is there?”

She was silent for a moment, almost squirming in her seat.

“It’s not that he’s too intense. It’s that I’m afraid you’re going to…”

“I’m going to what?”

“Think differently of me. If you see what I really like.”

Suddenly, I felt like I didn’t know my wife at all. We’d been married for a long time. Shouldn’t I be the expert on what Julie likes? If not me, than who would be?

“What you really like?”

I repeated her words, the question hanging in the air.

“I didn’t mean it like that. Of course I like sex with you,” she said, suddenly realizing how her statement might have sounded to me, “this opportunity is kind of like…a vacation, you know? A chance to get away and see and do something different. It’s not a permanent change. That’s all I meant.”

“Is this a ‘vacation’ you’ve been interested in taking for a long time?”

I looked Julie in the eyes. The slight lines around them did nothing to diminish her beauty.

“No,” she said after a moment, “but we both know that our love life has been pretty routine for a long time.”

“It would be great if it were routine,” I said, unable to stop myself from contradicting her, even though I knew it wouldn’t be at all productive to point out her distortion of the facts, “‘routine’ means happening on a regular basis.”

“Alright,” she said, “poor choice of words. But you understand what I mean, right?”

“Yes.”

“So I admit that I’ve had fantasies about a little ‘vacation’ from time to time. Who hasn’t? After all, you have your cuckold websites…”

She had a point there.

“And my interest in being submissive isn’t any weirder than your wish to share me with another guy.”

“True,” I said, “I just never…”

“You never thought that I was interested in anything else because you never asked. But now our desires are out in the open, and we can communicate about them. I think that’s a good thing.”

“I think it’s a good thing too,” I said, eager to find compromise, “so are we going to watch this video, or what?”

She grinned, clicking a link that said “Adam dominates hotwife Lisa.”

“This is the one I love,” she said, the nervousness in her voice apparent, “remember, please don’t judge!”

“I promise.”

The video, which was about twenty minutes long (but had clearly been edited), turned out to be an absolute tour-de-force of raw, primal, rough and somehow still tender sex. Adam kissed Lisa passionately before bending her over a countertop and spanking her with a wooden spoon until her ass was bright red and she was begging him to fuck her. He fingered her for a few minutes, teasing her as she gasped in pleasure, imploring him to allow her to come. He cruelly denied her, ordering her to drop to her knees and worship his cock.

The “cock worship” session took a long time. Lisa licked and kissed his shaft, wetting it with her tongue and sucking his balls one at a time. She was clearly an accomplished cocksucker, and Adam gave her lots of praise and encouragement as she worked his tool.

As I watched them, it occurred to me that Lisa’s husband must have been filming, because at certain moments a voice off-camera would comment on the action, giving Lisa little bits of encouragement or praise. I wondered if Julie wanted me to film her as well, and if I’d even enjoy that.

Finally, Adam had had enough fellatio, and led Lisa into the bedroom, where he ordered her to lay on her back and spread her legs. He worked his shaft (which, as I said before, was truly enormous) slowly between her legs, checking in with her as he forced himself deeper, a millimeter at a time. It seemed like Lisa climaxed at least twice during the initial process of penetration.

I looked over at Julie as we watched. Her lips were parted slightly and her breathing was shallow. In the past she’d told me that she didn’t like porn, that she much preferred erotica. Apparently, this was some kind of newfound interest for her, because it was obvious to me that she loved what she was seeing.

Adam began to fuck Lisa now, slowly at first, but then faster and with longer strokes as she became more used to his size. Finally, he was pounding her into the bed, and she was moaning in pleasure as she seemed to have an endless stream of orgasms. She was begging, crying and moaning, urging him to fuck her harder and faster, hopelessly devoted to his big dick. Her husband, holding the camera, encouraged her in a shaky voice. It was clear that he was aroused by the sights and sounds of his wife being penetrated by this alpha stud.

Adam, for his part, kept up his pace like a machine, but was also muttering and moaning dirty words of encouragement or commands as he pummeled the hotwife’s tight pussy.

“Take it like the dirty little slut you are,” he growled, “I know you love this cock. It’s ok to admit that size matters. I want to hear you say it. Tell your husband.”

“I love big cock,” Lisa moaned, “I love Adam’s big dick. I need it.”

Adam pulled out and turned her over, then slipped inside for a long, tender and deep session of doggy. He grabbed her hair and fucked her with long, slow strokes. It was clearly very intense for Lisa, whose face was red and eyes were shut tight as she bit her lip, experiencing one climax after another.

“Go slow…you’re so deep…it’s so big…”

This was a woman having an experience so intense that it seemed on the edge of the enjoyable. Was it pleasure or pain that she felt as she was stretched by him? It seemed to be mostly pleasure, because her body contorted in one climax after another, as Adam patiently slide his cock in and out, slapping her ass from time to time, but not nearly as hard as he’d done with the spoon.

I looked over, and Julie was touching herself, biting her lip as she watched Adam completely dominating this young wife with his big cock.

“I can’t believe you’re doing that,” I said, completely astonished.

“Aren’t you turned on, too?”

I had to admit that I was. I had a raging hard-on.

“Just imagine…,” she said breathlessly, “that will be me, soon.”

“Oh God,” I groaned, my cock leaking precum.

I reached into my pants and began to stroke myself. I couldn’t help it any more than Julie could. What we were watching was an incredibly powerful scene, one that demonstrated the superiority of huge cocks. I had no illusions: while I felt that my skill with my mouth and fingers matched pretty much any other man, there were some areas where it would be impossible for my to compete. I would be reduced to the role of the spectator.

Increasingly, I was ok with that.

Adam pulled out and Lisa immediately spun around and got on her knees, ready to accept his load on her tongue and face.

I lost control as I watched the large-cocked man ejaculate onto the eager woman’s visage. In the corner of my eye, I watched as Julie also climaxed, biting her lip so as to suppress the cry of pleasure that escaped her. Was she feeling guilty at how much the images had aroused her?

I looked over at her, exchanging a somewhat sheepish look with my wife. Her face was flushed, and I had cum all over my hand.

“Well,” she said, “should we sleep on it?”

I paused.

“I think you’ve already made up your mind,” I said, “so why don’t you just contact Adam and see what he says?”

She nodded.

“I’ve got a message ready to send…”

She pulled out her phone and swiped a bit, then sent a message. She really had had something ready to go.

“I wonder what he’ll say…”
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We didn’t have to wonder for very long. Julie received a response to her message almost right away. Adam responded enthusiastically, asking if we’d be available for a video call sometime later that day or the next.

My heart pounded in my chest as Julie showed me the message. Were we really going to do this? Were we really going to talk to a bull…a dom…and ask him to have sex with my wife?

“You look like I just told you that I totaled the car,” said Julie, “are you sure you really want to do this?”

“Yeah,” I said, “I’m sure. It’s just…it’s becoming really real really fast.”

“I thought that’s what you wanted. What we both wanted. If you’d rather stop and just keep this a fantasy, it’s not too late.”

I paused for a long time. Was that what I wanted?

“I mean, I’d be a little disappointed, of course. But I’d get over it. Sex isn’t everything in life…”

I tried to unpack the implications of what she was saying. She clearly meant that she was unsatisfied with our sex life, and that sex with me, while adequate, was ultimately unfulfilling. But, at the same time, there were more important things than sex.

Were there though? Wasn’t sex the one experience that we could have as humans that connected us to something greater? Something more powerful than us beyond our everyday existence? To me, sex was, in a sense “everything,” and I knew that it probably was to Julie, too, no matter how depleted her libido had become over our years of marriage.

No. I wanted this experience, for her and for me. For us.

“No,” I said, trying to be honest, “I want to do it. It’s just honestly a lot for me to process — moving from fantasy to reality like this. It’s a big step. Ultimately I think it’s a good idea that will be exciting for both of us, but I need you to understand that it’s not necessarily going to be easy for me at every step. I’ll try not to let whatever emotional challenges I’m facing affect your experience, ok?”

Julie broke out in a smile.

“Babe,” she said, “that’s so sweet of you. You know that whatever happens between me and Adam, I’ll still love you. I’ll always love you.”

“Thanks. That means a lot to me.”

And it did.
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Our FaceTime session with Adam went better than I could have anticipated. He was personable, charismatic even, and funny. He put us both at ease almost immediately with his self-deprecating humor and easy charm. Sure, he was a dominant alpha male with a huge cock, but that didn’t mean he couldn’t laugh at himself or tell a joke at his own expense.

Of course these qualities — along with his winning smile — made him even more attractive to Julie. She admitted as much to me as soon as the call was over.

“Now I really can’t wait to make an appointment to see him,” she said, “he was…perfect!”

The way her eye lit up told me that she was probably already imagining how the scenario might unfold. Her eyes were glazed over with a kind of lust I’d very rarely seen. Adam had not only put us both at ease, he’d actually engaged in a kind of foreplay.

“What did you think about his question,” she continued, “about making a video? Would you be interested in doing that, babe? Getting it all on camera?”

I couldn’t deny that the idea had crossed my mind.

“Yeah,” I said, “I would definitely like that.”

“Good,” she said, sighing a bit, “the idea appealed to me as well.”

Then, to my surprise, she grabbed my hand and placed it between her legs.

“Oh god, Ryan,” she moaned, “I’m so fucking turned on right now. I need you. Let’s go to the bedroom…”

Adam had definitely brought out something in Julie. She had her hands in my pants and was stroking my cock as soon as we stepped in front of the bed. I’d almost never seen her like this, and I had to admit that it turned me on.

“Touch me, Ryan. Feel how wet I am.”

I reached down between her legs and slipped her panties to the side. She let go of my dick long enough to pull her sweatpants down to her ankles and free me of the boxers that I was still wearing. (I’d kicked off my trousers as soon as we’d entered the bedroom).

Her wet, tight cunt pulled at my finger. I could almost feel her longing. Longing to be filled by something big and hard. Something bigger and harder than what I could offer her.

“Oh God, babe. Oh fuck. I can’t stop thinking about him spanking me. Taking me in hand.”

“I would like to see that,” I replied, my breath hot against her cheek.

“You want to see your wife getting her cute little butt turned red? That big man taking me in hand like you could never do?”

“Fuck,” I moaned, my cock jumping in her hand and leaking precum.

“You like it when I talk about what he can do for me that you can’t, don’t you, babe? I think you’re going to like being my little cuck.”

“Yes, honey,” I groaned, falling into my role immediately, “I’m here for your pleasure. I want to watch you get what you can’t get from me.”

“Good boy,” she said, pushing me back onto the bed and then moving up to straddle my face.

I’d never seen her this sexually voracious. She’d never once tried to take the lead in the bedroom like this. It was like the conversation with Adam had awakened something entirely new within her.

“I’m going to sit on your face, honey,” she said, “and you’re going to make me come as many times as I want. Do you understand?”

“Yes,” I murmured, just before she lowered her wet hot cunt onto my mouth and inhaled her musky, slightly sour scent.

It was intoxicating.

“Yes, babe,” she groaned, “use your tongue on the clit. Just like that. Oh God. Just imagine that big cock. That huge cock. Remember how he was giving it to Lisa? Those long, slow strokes from behind. Just filling her. That’s what I want, babe. I know that he can give it to me. Imagine it.”

I was imagining it, and my cock — now deprived of touch — was aching. Standing up straight in the cool air of the bedroom, completely bereft, as my wife ground her hips into my mouth and moaned.

“Imagine that he came inside me already, babe. I want you to drink his cum out of my sloppy pussy. I know that’s something that cucks like you like. I found it in those stories you were reading online. At first I thought it was disgusting, but the more I thought about it, the more I realized that it’s just an acknowledgement on your part that your wife has been conquered by a superior man. And it started to turn me on. I started to get turned on by the idea of humiliating you, babe. Since you seem to want it so much.”

All I could do was groan. Her wet pussy muffled any attempt to respond. This response was, of course, beyond my wildest dreams, but it was, I had to admit, entirely unexpected and for that reason almost threatening in its intensity. It was all that I could have ever dreamed of and therefore seemed to be on the verge of changing who I thought I was forever.

“Do you want to watch him pump me full of his cum? You want to get a close-up with your phone as his alpha cock fills me with sperm? I’m not on birth control, babe. I don’t think that I’m very fertile, but who knows? Do you think we should roll the dice? Do you think you could handle raising another man’s child as your own?”

I let out a long, slow moan. I couldn’t respond. What could I have possibly said? It was my ultimate fantasy — to watch my wife get knocked up by an alpha male — but at the same time, it was what scared me the most in the world. I knew that there was no way that I could ever go through with something that like in reality. That was one part of the fantasy that had to remain a fantasy. I was sure of that. And I was sure that Julie felt the same way. This was something that she was saying in the heat of the moment, not something that she really wanted. As soon as she had an orgasm — or three— she’d understand that it was totally ridiculous as a real plan, but arousing in the realm of fantasy. There were lots of things like that, after all: scenarios that were fun to talk about, but that no one would ever, ever think of putting into practice in reality.

That’s all it was, I told myself, as my wife climaxed while riding my face. She didn’t really want to get knocked up by an alpha male while I watched. It was just another part of this kinky fantasy.

Julie had three more orgasms before she finally pulled back and looked down at me, smiling.

“Are you ok? Can you breath down there?”

I nodded.

“I’m fine,” I said, “that was amazing.”

“It was great for me,” she said, “but I think your little guy probably needs some attention.”

“Yeah,” I said, “I can’t believe how hard I am.”

She grinned, sliding down until she was rubbing the head of my cock into her bare ass, sliding the tip between her buttocks with the precum as lube.

“Oh, you poor deprived boy,” she said, “what if Adam tells me that I can’t fuck you anymore? What will we do then?”

I’d lost control of what was happening — both in the realm of fantasy and reality — a long time ago. That much was clear. But even though this part of the fantasy was much less intense and transgressive than my wife being impregnated by her lover, I was still taken aback. Sure, chastity enforced by the bull was a major part of lots of cuckold scenarios that I’d read about, and even jacked off to from time to time. But Julie? My own wife?

It was incredible how quickly my wife had come around to my perverse desires. She’d gone from a dead-fish in the bedroom to the perfect hotwife. But was the “perfect hotwife” too much for me? Did I really want the whole fantasy?

I might have questioned if I was emotionally prepared for what was unfolding, if I hadn’t been as close to orgasm as I was.

Julie dismounted and took my cock in her hand, looking up at me mischievously as she stroked it with just two fingers, giving it the lightest touch.

“Aww,” she said, “do you think that you’ve been a good little cuck? Do you deserve to come?”

“Yes,” I said, “please. Let me come…”

“Hmm,” she said, still stroking, “I don’t know if a cock this size really deserves to climax. Definitely not inside a woman like me. Not anymore, babe.”

Fuck. Did she really mean any of this? Or was she just imitating the things she’d read women saying in the stories that I liked? It was too much for me to take.

“Please let me come. Julie, please…”

I was thrusting my hips now, rubbing myself against her fingers, trying to prolong and increase the contact with her skin.

Finally, it was too much.

“Oh God, Julie. I’m coming…”

She sprang into action, grabbing my cock by the base and squeezing gently right in the moment I began to ejaculate. This had the effect of allowing me a small orgasm, but depriving me of a larger release. It had the cruel effect of interrupting my pleasure, and making my longing even more intense.

“Fuck, Julie. Why?”

“I need to keep you horny, babe,” she said, laughing, “if I give you real orgasm, maybe you’ll start thinking clearly and decide that it’s not such a good idea to share your wife with a dominant alpha.”

My cock continued to twitch under her cruel hands, slowly leaking cum, without giving me the release that I needed so badly.

I couldn’t tell if she was being totally honest with me, or if what she said was just part of the fantasy. Either way, it worked.

“Alright,” she said, her tone suddenly changing, “that took the edge off, for now. I think we need to set something up with Adam ASAP. Don’t you, babe?”

“Yeah,” I said, “I guess that’s right…”

I was still having trouble processing what had happened to Julie and I, where the change had come from, and how it had been accomplished so rapidly. Was it really just the product of her spying on my web history?

“You know what?”

She was scrolling through her phone now.

“I think it’s going to be best if I just give Adam access to our calendar,” she continued, without waiting for my response, “that way we can find dates that work for all of us. Sound good, babe?”

“Sure,” I said, even though I could think of a few reasons why it might not be a good idea to give a total stranger access to the details of our private life, “whatever you think.”

“Great!”

She scrolled and tapped on her phone for a few seconds longer.

“Where do you think the first session should be? I’m thinking at his place. Sounds like he’s got a lot of fun equipment there.”

The first session? I thought we were just dipping our toes into the water, so to speak, and she’d obviously already decided that there would be more than one encounter. Any illusions that I might have had that I could control the situation at all were rapidly fading.

It was clear that from here on out, Julie was running the show. But was that so bad, really? Wasn’t that what I had always fantasized about? That my wife would take control of our relationship and make the greatest use possible of the opportunities that I gave her for sexual bliss with other men?

“Yes,” I said in reply to her question, “I agree that it would make the most sense to go to his place. Where does he live again?”

“Uptown. In one of those converted loft apartments.”

“Did he tell us that on the call?”

“No. I’ve been messaging him.”

“When?”

“Just now.”

“While we’ve been talking?”

“Yeah, babe. You’ve been over there in your own little world. Lost in your head or something. What do you think I’ve been doing on my phone for the last five minutes?”

“I guess…I thought…”

“We’ve got a date with him tomorrow night,” she announced, “he wants me in a little black dress. He doesn’t care what you wear. He just wants you to shoot video and keep your mouth shut unless you’re asked to do something. Can you handle that, babe?”

I nodded.

“Sure,” I said, “but tomorrow night is really soon. Don’t you think we should give it a little more time?”

“Why? So you can change your mind? I thought this was your fantasy, babe. You’ve been into this stuff for a long time. And finally, you’ve got your boring wife on board with it, too. Don’t give up on it now. Not when your dreams are this close.”

She was leaning in close now, and gave me a kiss on the lips.

“Of course I’m not going to change my mind,” I said, knowing that I didn’t sound so convinced, “I just thought maybe we’d have a little more time to talk about it is all.”

“We do have time,” she retorted, “we’ve got just under 24 hours…”
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We did talk things over during those next 23 hours or so, but not in a fundamental way that would put into question what we were about to do with Adam. And with our relationship, for that matter.

No, we discussed logistics. We knew what Adam expected Julie to wear in general terms, but we had no idea on the details. We both wanted to please him, so we had a lively conversation about the particulars: should she wear her hair up or down? It was likely that it would come down at some point in the evening, but it was equally likely that it would have to be held out of the way while she was pleasing Adam orally, as he was guaranteed to ask her to do. So should she come ready to give head? Or should she play it by ear? Her big, curly hair was difficult to tame once it was down, so we ultimately decided that she should pull it back for that initial encounter.

Then there was the question of her shoes. She normally wasn’t a fan of high heels, but it seemed that the occasion called for them. She didn’t have anything that would go with her little black dress as well as her black four-inch pumps, which were, admittedly, almost impossible for her to walk long distances in, or stand for an appreciable length of time.

“I’m probably not going to be standing very much, if the video with Lisa is any indication of what he has in store for me,” Julie said, as we looked through her shoe closet.

“I think that’s a safe assumption,” I said, “plus, you look incredible in those shoes with that dress.”

“Why thank you, Ryan. You’re so sweet.”

She turned and gave me a long, slow kiss. One thing I could say about our experimentation with the hotwife lifestyle so far: it had led to a clear increase in my wife’s libido. Even though we hadn’t had intercourse since we contacted Adam for the first time, we had had several sessions of cunnilingus in the brief period since. She’d also given me two more “ruined orgasms” — handjobs that stopped right as I was coming, so that I wasn’t allowed to experience a complete release.

This had had the effect of keeping us both more on edge than ever before. I could tell that the orgasms that I had given Julie with my mouth were mere preludes to the “real thing” — a climax caused by Adam’s considerable endowment.
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Finally, we couldn’t put it off anymore. It was time. We were set to meet Adam at a cocktail bar near his place. If things seemed good on both sides, we could proceed immediately to his apartment for a night of bliss (at least for the two of them).

“I hate places like this,” said Julie, as we stood anxiously at the door, “I always feel so out of place.”

“Just relax,” I said, “you’re dressed perfectly. I’m the one who looks like a schlub.”

It was true: Julie looked marvelous in her small black cocktail dress and black stiletto heels, her frizzy hair pulled back into a ponytail. The dress hugged her curves, perfectly complimenting her feminine figure. She wore a simple silver chain with a small diamond pendant that I’d gotten her for a wedding anniversary years ago.

I, on the other hand, looked like a college professor on his day off: I was wearing a brown sport coat over a t-shirt, khaki slacks and sneakers. Totally upstaged by my elegant wife.

Of course, I wasn’t trying to impress anyone.

“Oh, I think I seem him,” said Julie anxiously.

I looked in the direction of her gaze. There he was, sitting at the bar. It was unmistakable. He was in a well-fitted suit with a tie that seemed just flashy enough to signal that he was still under forty, even if he had a rather “serious” job.

He flashed Julie a huge smile, and I watched her face transform from a look of anxiety to a look of pleasure and anticipation.

“God, he’s handsome,” she said, “what are we waiting for?”

We walked towards the bar, and took our seats beside him, with Julie in the middle. He offered his hand in greeting, first to me, then to Julie, who he pulled in gently for a kiss on the cheek.

“You look incredible,” he said.

“So do you,” she said, blushing.

“Thanks,” he said, smiling, then looking first at her, then at me, with a tiny trace of a question in his gaze.

Was he simply nervous? Was it possible that our large-cocked alpha male was anxious about meeting us, too?

He motioned for the bartender to come over, and we ordered drinks: a martini for me, a scotch on the rocks for Adam, and a rum and coke for Julie.

“I know I should be getting something fancier at a place like this,” she said, “but I know what I like and I’m too nervous to think of something else.”

“There’s no need to be nervous,” said Adam, taking her hand, “I’ve already decided that you’re absolutely drop-dead gorgeous, and there’s no way I’m going to pass up the chance to fuck you. Now it’s up to you if you want to go through with things. I’m the one who should be nervous.”

Julie smiled and blushed when he pronounced the word “fuck.” A shiver went down my spine as well as the situation suddenly became extremely real.

“You’re the gorgeous one,” stammered Julie, looking at Adam, then turning to shoot a guilty glance at me, “I mean…you’re very attractive.”

“Thank you,” he said, “but that’s not enough. You need to decide if you want to go through with this. Did you know that about 80 percent of the couples I talk to end up backing out? For a lot of them, sharing the wife is just a fantasy. The reality proves to be too much for the relationship. I understand that completely, which is why I wanted us to meet here first before anything happens.”

“We’re sure,” blurted Julie, “I mean, at least I’m sure. We’ve talked about it a lot.”

She turned toward me, taking my hand.

“Right, Ryan?”

“Right,” I said, my voice a bit more hesitant than hers.

Was I starting to get second thoughts? Maybe I was. I started to think about all the possible consequences of watching my wife with another man. Would I be so intimidated by his size and prowess that I’d never be able to function sexually again? It seemed like a crazy fear, but on the other hand, there was no telling what might happen once we let the genie out of the bottle, so to speak.

I decided, however, not to voice these fears. This wasn’t the time or the place. What Julie wanted, and how she felt was the most important thing now.

“We’re sure,” I said, effectively sealing the deal.

“Great,” said Adam, grinning and sliding closer to Julie.

He had his arm around her now. She snuggled in closer to him, so small and vulnerable in his embrace.

“Let me just go over a couple of rules before we really get going,” he said, his arm caressing Julie’s shoulder.

I nodded.

“First of all, I am the dom. But that doesn’t mean that I’m the one in charge, ultimately.”

Julie looked up at him.

“Sure, it means that I’m going to call the shots in the bedroom,” he continued, “but ultimately Julie is going to be in charge of everything that happens. She is the submissive, and she’s giving her submission willingly, as a gift.”

Julie nodded.

“So if there’s anything that makes you uncomfortable, Julie, just use your safeword, ‘red,’ and we’ll stop immediately.”

“I understand,” she said, “thank you. I’m sure I won’t need it, but I’m glad to have it.”

“Of course,” said Adam.

Then he leaned over to talk to me.

“Ryan,” he said, “you’re there as a spectator, not a participant. You can go anytime that you like. I’ll make sure that Julie gets home safely. You can watch, you can video, take pictures — anything you want. But you can’t get involved or object to anything that’s happening. That’s Julie’s prerogative, and hers alone. You will probably see a lot of things that arouse you. And lots of things that make you uncomfortable. It can be a lot to take for some husbands to see their wives in the embrace of another man for the first time. Especially a dominant man with a larger cock. I need you understand that this is about Julie’s pleasure and not yours. Even if we talk to or about you, you are not involved. Do you understand?”

“I understand,” I stammered, taken a bit aback by the lecture I’d just received.

“Good,” he said, “let’s get started, then. Julie, I want you to go to the bathroom and take off your panties. Then bring them to me. Understood?”

“Yes, sir,” she said, nodding obediently.

She immediately stood up and made a beeline to the bathroom.

“She’s catching on really quickly,” said Adam, grinning at me, “I think we’re going to get along just fine.”

I nodded. There was an uncomfortable silence as we both sipped our drinks. What kind of small talk do you make with the man who is about to fuck your wife? Do you talk about sports? The weather?

Luckily, Julie emerged from the restroom a few minutes later with a smirk on her face, walking right over to Adam and giving him a kiss on the mouth while she grabbed his hand and presumably slipped the panties to him. It happened so fast, I never would have known what they were doing if I hadn’t already been told.

“Very good girl,” said Adam, playing with her hair as he kissed her once more, “now let’s get out of here.”

He nodded to the bartender, who brought the bill for him to sign and Adam’s credit card. He must have opened a tab and given the bartender instructions to bring the bill when he signaled. I wondered if this was his standard operating procedure, if he brought all of the wives that he fucked here along with their husbands. The bartenders must have wondered what he was doing hanging out with so many couples, especially when they saw him kissing the woman so quickly after meeting.

Adam and Julie walked out of the bar, arm in arm. I trailed behind them, already the third wheel. I could tell by my wife’s body language that she was absolutely smitten by her somewhat younger lover. She was definitely going to enjoy herself tonight. The question was whether or not I could tolerate what I now knew to be inevitable.

I’d been surprised by my own reaction to watching Julie and Adam make out. I had been jealous at first, for sure, but then I had detached myself a bit from the situation, as if I were a total outsider, just another bar-goer watching an attractive couple in their thirties who were obviously very much in love (or in lust).
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Adam’s house was remarkably cozy for the loft setting. I had expected the decor to be minimalist, in accordance with the modernist redesign of the building, but Adam was clearly a man who appreciated certain comforts in life. There were rugs on the hardwood floor and large, comfortable couches. Even several large, heavy-looking solid bookcases that appeared not to have originated in a big box Swedish furniture store.

In short, the man had style. And not a style that had come out of a catalogue. The place had a lived-in look.

“Have a seat anywhere you want,” he said to me, “we’re going to be in here for a while.”

I nodded, making my way to one of the couches, which I sank into with a sigh. If I was going to have to deal with the psychological discomfort of watching another man with my wife, at least I would be physically comfortable doing it.

“On your knees.”

Adam’s voice was deep and commanding. His tone was completely different than it had been in the bar.

I understood immediately: the dom had come out.

Julie understood too, dropping to her knees in front of him right in the middle of the living room.

“Yes, sir,” she said.

“Good girl,” came his reply.

He was undoing his belt. I could see a large bulge in his pants.

“This part is to get us both ready,” he said, looking down at Julie and pressing his thumb into her mouth.

She devoured it eagerly. It was clear that she was aroused and ready to do anything required of her.

“We’re going to need to make sure that you’re nice and wet for me,” continued Adam, “because it can be a real challenge to get inside the first time.”

“Yes, sir,” she said, her voice quavering just a bit.

She was obviously aroused, and perhaps a bit apprehensive. A kind of giddiness filled the air as Adam continued to open his pants and release his monster.

“Oh, wow,” said Julie, as it sprang out in front of her in all its glory, “that’s really only 8 inches?”

“It’s closer to 9 when it’s fully erect,” he said, smiling.

The cock dangling in front of my wife’s face was simply breathtaking. There was no other word for it. I could see how cocks like it inspired terms like “worship,” for what else could a woman do with a specimen so large and perfectly formed?

“You’re so thick,” she said, already grabbing his shaft and inspecting it with awe, “I have no idea how it’s going to fit inside me.”

“I’ll make it fit,” he grinned, “don’t worry about that. But it will take some work. And the first thing we need to do is to ensure that you’re wet and begging for it.”

“I’m already soaked,” she said, laughing a bit, “I have been since you had me take off my panties in the bar.”

“Good girl,” he said, coiling the belt (which he had removed completely) in his hand.

He reached down and hiked up her dress a bit, exposing her smooth white ass.

Then he drew back with the belt and brought it down with an angry crack against her pristine bottom.

Julie shrieked.

“Ouch! That hurt.”

“I know it did,” he said, grinning, “but I also know there’s no better way to get a slut like you wet than a good spanking.”

“Yes, sir,” said Julie, her breathing accelerating as he brought the belt back again and then spanked her other cheek.

Two almost symmetrical markings rose up on her beautiful bottom.

“Now get that cock in your mouth,” he growled, guiding his head to her lips, “and rub your pussy with the other hand. I’m going to show you how to suck a real man’s dick.”

I was seriously aroused watching my wife be treated like a cheap slut that Adam had picked up from the bar. I almost forgot that she was the woman I’d pledged to spend my life with, and not just some MILF out for a night on the town who had decided to go home with Adam. He continued to belt her bottoms, causing her to cry out with each stroke. At the same time, she eagerly devoured the first third or so of his cock, her mouth stretching to its limits and her makeup running. The room was filled with the sounds of his penis obscenely penetrating her mouth and running up against her gag reflex. She choked a couple of times, but this didn’t bother either one of them, he simply pulled out for a moment and then continued his assault on her face.

Once every fifteen strokes or so, he pulled out and slapped her across the face with his cock, calling her something like “good slut,” or “good girl,” before return his cock to her mouth and following up with a stroke of the belt across her bare ass.

“Keep rubbing that clit for me,” he growled from time to time, “I need you wet and swollen for me. But don’t you dare come without my permission, do you understand?”

“Mm-hmm,” my wife would moan, her mouth full of cock.

The ponytail had proven to be the correct decision, because Adam made use of it as a handle, guiding her head down onto his cock with one hand as he brandished the belt with the other.

“Good girl,” he said, “you came here to get roughed up by a big cock, and that’s what you’re getting. You’re close to earning the right to take my big dick in your pussy.”

“Mmm-hmm,” she moaned, her tone one of supplication, almost desperation.

I had my own dick out and was stroking it. I couldn’t help but abandon myself to the lust of the situation that was unfolding before my eyes, no matter the potentially fraught implications it had for my marriage.

“Yes,” said Adam, “you’re a good girl. I think I’m going to fuck you. Would you like that?”

“Mmm-hmm.”

He pulled out and slapped the length of his cock across her face.

“Beg for it, slut.”

“Please give me your dick, sir,” she said, her voice desperate, on the edge of despairing, “I need it so bad.”

“How bad do you need it?”

“I’ll do anything for it.”

“That’s what I like to hear.”

Adam stepped out of his trousers now and kicked off his shoes.

“It’s time to go to the bedroom,” he said.

Julie started to stand up so that she could follow him, but he pushed her back down.

“No,” he said, “sluts crawl on their hands and knees.”

“Yes, sir,” she said, accepting this humiliation immediately to my complete surprise.

I watched in fascination as my wife crawled behind her Dom into the bedroom. I heard a few more sharp slaps as I rose to follow them, hampered in my efforts momentarily by the pants around my ankles. It would have been embarrassing had there been anyone there to witness it, but as it was, the only two who might have noticed were already in a different room, and absorbed entirely in their own activities.

I could hear my wife saying something in a low voice, pleading for something. It didn’t take much imagination to tell what she was begging for. I trembled a little in anticipation of the sight that awaited me on the other side of the darkened doorway.

I had become so absorbed in my voyeuristic activities that I had entirely forgotten that I had been given the option of making a video of my wife’s first time with a large cock. Before, the immediacy of the situation had caused me to be more focused on what was happening right before my eyes, but now that I had a moment to myself, so to speak, I remembered the phone that I had in my pocket, and decided to make use of it. Maybe having a screen between myself and the action would allow me to get a little bit of distance and somehow tolerate it better.

I pulled the iPhone out of my pocket and pulled up the video function. Then I pressed the big red button and took a deep breath, stepping into the darkened bedroom, where a single lamp burned at the bedside.

I saw Julie, her dress now in a heap on the floor, on her hands and knees as Adam slowly fed his dick into her from behind. There was a look of pleasure and pain on her face as he pressed forward, one tiny bit at a time.

“It’s so big. Go slow, please,” she begged.

“Is it too much? You’re doing a great job taking it.”

“I am?”

“You’re being a very good girl.”

“I just want to be a good girl for you,” she moaned, “God, you’re hot. I love your body and I love this cock. I just can’t believe how thick you are.”

“Believe it, slut. You’re doing a great job. Just take deep breaths.”

It was only then that Julie noticed me, standing in the doorway and directing the phone at them. Adam noticed me in exactly the same moment. He had one hand on Julie’s ponytail and the other on her hip. He pulled her hair back and told her to smile for the camera.

She followed his instructions.

“Where’s my cock, slut?”

His voice was a low growl.

“It’s in my pussy,” she groaned.

“Not all the way it’s not,” he said, pushing a little more inside her as she winced in pain, and I assumed, pleasure.

“Oh my God,” she moaned, “I can’t believe how full I am. You’re reaching places no one has ever gone. I’m so close. I can’t…”

“You have to hold back. No coming without my permission, remember?”

“Yes, sir…”

Julie’s voice was desperate. She bit her lip and closed her eyes, trying her best to fight off the wave of pleasure that was building inside her. I’d never seen her like this. I’d given her hundreds of orgasms over the course of our marriage, and I was fairly well acquainted with the signs of her impending climax. But this was like nothing else I’d ever witnessed. It seemed both much more intense and much more intimate at the same time.

Slowly, with the transition being all but imperceptible, Adam began to slide his dick not only into my wife, but out of her as well. In other words, he was fucking her. Finally.

She took the entire length with a look of joy on her face, even as her lips and eyes stayed tightly closed. She opened her mouth from time to time only to beg him to fuck her, to give her his huge cock. He spanked her ass once in a while, striking her buttocks which he had already turned an angry red with his belt.

“I can’t believe how big you are,” she blurted.

I got closer so I could get a better shot of my wife’s sweat-covered face, glowing on the edge of climax.

“I bet you want to watch this slut come, don’t you?”

Adam’s remarks were addressed to me. This surprised me, given the lecture he’d delivered about me not interfering.

“Yes,” I said.

“Well, she’s going to have to beg,” he said, slapping her ass again.

“Please,” gasped Julie, “please can I come on your big cock.”

“First I want you to do something for me,” he said.

“I’ll do anything,” came her swift reply.

“I want you to look your husband in the eyes and tell him that your pussy belongs to me now. That you want him to ask my permission before fucking you ever again.”

“Ok,” she moaned.

I blushed at the incredible humiliation that the dom was ordering her to carry out, a violation of our marriage vows, which had already been completely devalued and desecrated throughout this entire encounter.

I reached down and began to stroke myself with one hand as I continued to operate the phone with the other. It was no use resisting. I needed to come almost as badly as Julie, and I knew I was close.

“Ryan,” she moaned, looking directly into my eyes but through the camera lens, “I need his big cock so bad. My pussy belongs to Adam now. I don’t want you to fuck me ever again without his permission. Do you understand?”

“Yes,” I gasped, stroking faster now.

“Good girl,” said Adam, “you may now come for me. Do it. Come for me you little slut.”

“Watch what your wife looks like when she’s having a real orgasm from a real cock,” said Adam, sneering at me as he slammed into my wife from behind.

In that moment, Julie cried out, falling forward onto the bed as her pussy convulsed around the length of Adam’s cock. It clenched down on him so hard that it became visibly difficult for him to move inside her.

“Oh my God,” she groaned, “it won’t stop. Oh fuck that’s good. I’m coming so hard.”

She thrashed a bit on the bed, then lay still, his cock buried deep inside her. He climbed onto the bed all the way, looming over her and fucking her from behind in the “prone bone” position, sliding into her sopping wet, still-quivering pussy.

“Oh my God. That pussy is yours. I’m your property,” she moaned, “just take that pussy. Do what you want with it. I need it so bad.”

“Good girl,” he moaned, “I bet your husband loved watching you come on a real man’s cock.”

“Did you like it?”

She looked up at my camera, a questioning look on her face, “did you like watching your wife be satisfied by a cock that is so clearly superior to yours?”

I didn’t reply. I didn’t really have anything to say that my throbbing cock wouldn’t already say for me. I was so close to climax at that point that it hardly mattered anyway, but I kept my phone pointed at Adam as he started fucking my wife again.

“I want you to watch, Ryan,” he said, “I want you to watch me come inside your wife’s unprotected cunt. She told me she’s not on birth control. And that the two of you like it that way. Well, it’s time to roll the dice now. What do you think is going to happen if I come inside her? Do you think your swimmers are better than mine, Ryan?”

I should have stopped him right there. A better man would have shoved him off Julie and told him that we were leaving. This wasn’t part of the agreement. We’d never discussed birth control. And what kind of a man would be irresponsible enough to ejaculate inside a woman who he’d just met? It was entirely ludicrous what he was proposing. But he showed no signs of not meaning it seriously as he continued to thrust into Julie, who built towards another orgasm.

“It’s ok to come again,” he told her, “I want you to climax right as I shoot my sperm inside you. You want my load, don’t you, babe?”

“Mmm-hmm.”

“I want to hear you say it, slut. Beg for my cum.”

“Please cum inside me,” she said, meekly at first until Adam delivered a blow to her backside.

“Please cum inside me, SIR!”

Her voice was plaintive, desperate. She climaxed as he grunted and held her down. My camera captured his balls contracting, visibly pumping her full of his seed. At almost the exact same moment, I shot my own load, all over my hand and Adam’s hardwood floor.

Almost immediately, a wave of regret washed over me.

What was I doing? Where was I? I had my pants down and my limp dick in my hand as I filmed my wife being quite possibly impregnated by a stranger.

“Julie,” I called, “are you ok?”

Julie looked back over her shoulder, into her lover’s face.

“What was that?”

Her voiced was love-drunk. Intoxicated.

“Just your small-dicked husband,” said Adam, “should I tell him to leave?”

“Mmm-hmm,” she said, nuzzling her nose against his, “get him out of here so that we can really get down to business.”

I couldn’t believe it. Not only was I being sidelined, but Julie herself was asking me to leave. I had no idea how I thought the evening would end, but this definitely wasn’t what I’d imagined.

I stopped filming and pulled up my pants, my cheeks burning with rage and humiliation.

“Fuck you,” I spat, “fuck both of you.”

Adam laughed.

“Get out of here,” he growled, a latent threat in his voice, “and shut the door on your way out.”

I did shut it. I slammed it, in fact.


EPILOGUE


That drive home wasn’t easy. I sat in the car (still parked in the street near the bar where we’d met Adam), and weighed my options. I could have gone back in and confronted them. Maybe tried to punch Adam out. But I knew that was a totally futile exercise. For one thing, Adam was in much better shape than me, and a couple of inches taller, besides.

For another thing, it was clear that Julie had stayed there completely willingly. So what would it look like if I went back in there swinging? Just a cucked husband, trying to prove his manhood. And failing.

So I drove home. And as soon as I saw our bedroom — the same place where we’d shared our most intimate moments, the very place that we’d planned and executed our meeting with Adam — I broke down. Fighting back tears of rage, I packed an overnight bag and drove to a hotel.

I didn’t care how long Julie stayed at Adam’s place. I only cared that she would find me gone when she got back.
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That night in the hotel, I couldn’t sleep. I tossed and turned, staring at my phone. I was hoping, of course, for some kind of message or call from Julie, but I also knew that that was highly unlikely to come, especially after my unceremonious exit. How had things come to this? How had our perfectly planned encounter gone so wrong?

I thought a little more. Had it really gone wrong? Yes, in the sense that I’d stormed out in a rage. But on another level, it had gone perfectly. After all, wasn’t the entire idea that Julie be allowed to try to out a larger cock? She’d gotten to do that, and it had obviously been a great success. My role, if I had one at all, was to watch, and make a video if I wanted to. I’d done that as well. And hadn’t I been having a great time, right up until the moment of post-orgasmic clarity that revealed what I had done to my marriage in the harsh light of day?

That was the moment that I did something that I knew I shouldn’t have: I opened the video on my phone and began to relive the moments leading up to me storming out of Adam’s apartment.

There she was: my beautiful wife, caught in the throes of ecstasy as Adam pounded her with his gigantic dick. She looked incredible. It was impossible to deny it. And she was having what amounted to an out-of-body experience at the hands of this skillful dominant man. Was that something I could really judge her for?

I got hard again watching the video, so hard that I felt the need to masturbate once more. I knew it was a bad idea, but I couldn’t stop myself.

Right after I ejaculated, I dropped the phone next to me on the bed and fell into a deep sleep.
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I was awakened by a phone call. It took me a moment to get my bearings, and to remember where I was. In a hotel, not at home in bed next to my wife.

“Hello?” I mumbled, grabbing my phone and sitting up in bed.

“Hey.”

It was Julie.

“You’re not at home,” she said, “where are you?”

“I’m at a hotel,” I mumbled, “I didn’t want to be there when you came back.”

“I understand.”

Hearing her say those words changed something inside me. She was acknowledging my feelings. Admitting that things had gotten out of control. That they hadn’t gone the way that we wanted them to, even if she’d gotten exactly what she wanted. And that was the start of something. The start of a new stage in our relationship.

I came home that morning, and we took a long walk together, down by the river, actually not too far away from Adam’s apartment, though neither one of us remarked on this fact.

During that conversation, I somehow felt closer to Julie than ever before. At the same time, it was clear to both of us that there were issues in our relationship, in our marriage, that we would have to work on if we wanted to stay together. We agreed to no more hotwifing or cuckolding until we could work on our issues.
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And we did start to work on them, with the help of a couples’ counselor. We started going to therapy several times a month, and it seemed like we were making a lot of progress. But I still couldn’t get the images of Julie and Adam out of my head, no matter how hard I tried. Julie had made a promise not to see Adam anymore, and as far as I knew she had kept it. But I just couldn’t help but think that she wasn’t avoiding him because she didn’t want to fuck him anymore, but out of a sense of duty to me. That was all well and good, but at the same time, I didn’t want to be anyone’s second option. I didn’t want to be someone who she fucked out of a sense of duty, but because she wanted to.

It was difficult for me to talk about these issues with her, but eventually we were able to do it. Outside of the context of couple’s therapy.

We knew that we needed a solution that worked for both of us: Julie (who had, by now, frankly confessed her need for a larger penis) and me.

In the end, the hotwife lifestyle, which had been the cause of our problem, also offered our solution. Believe it or not, armed with the hard-won knowledge that we’d gained through our encounter with Adam, we dipped our toes back into the lifestyle, but this time with better ground rules and more communication.

Julie has sex with other men about twice a month now, on average. Sometimes I’m there to watch, but most often I’m not. I’ve learned the kinds of things that I want to see and know about, and that kinds of things that I’d rather be ignorant of. That was something else that I learned from our encounter with Adam.

So, as hard as it may be to believe, Julie and I are deep in the hotwife lifestyle, and are closer than ever. It just goes to show that even if things start out rocky, it’s no automatically a reason to give up. Sometimes it just means you need to try again and fail better this time. That’s Julie and I’s happy ending.

THE END


MY FIRST TIME HOTWIFE


JENNA



INTRODUCTION


Jenna had always been a little weird about sex. Not prude, exactly, just a little guarded about her relationship history. As if she had led some kind of secret life before meeting me.

My wife of 10 years and the mother of my daughter had been with more men than only me, but she wouldn’t tell me the exact number – just that there had been less than a dozen. When I balked at the fact that she could have slept with a dozen men between the time that she started being sexually active and the time that she met me, she admitted that the real number was lower.

“Ok,” I said, “but how much lower? Come on. You know everything about my sexual history.”

“It really doesn’t matter,” she assured me, “at least not to me. To you, maybe. God, why does every man want to know this stuff?”

“Every man wants to know? Really? How many is ‘every’ in this case.”

“Ha,” she said, tossing her jet-black hair over her shoulder, “nice try.”

Jenna was 35 years old and had about 8 extra pounds that she’d gained and never lost after her pregnancy. She might not have been in the shape she was when we’d married, but she still had her big beautiful boobs and blue-gray eyes. I was just as smitten with her then as I had been when we’d first met, and I had every reason to be: Jenna turned heads wherever she went, and we both enjoyed this fact.

Jenna worked part-time as a waitress at a small cafe in town, just a couple of evenings a week, so that she could be home with our daughter, Maddie, during the day. She was a great mom, and a great waitress. She brought home a lot of tips the nights that she worked, and I knew it was due as much to her pleasant disposition as it was to her cleavage. Jenna claimed that she didn’t dress sexy on purpose on the nights she was working, but she had noticed a correlation between the amount of cleavage she showed and the tips that she brought home.

I would sometimes tease her about this when I’d see the outfit that she wore to work.

“Looks like it’s going to be a good tip night,” I’d tell her, when she’d wear one of her low-cut blouses.

This would usually make her blush. It wasn’t hard to do that. She had a dark complexion, due to her Hispanic heritage on her mother’s side, but her light brown skin turned even darker when someone paid her a compliment or otherwise drew attention to her.

This is the story of how one night at the cafe changed our marriage forever...
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That night, Jenna had worn what I would consider an especially sexy outfit: a deep v-neck blouse with a black lace bra that was partially visible underneath, combined with tight, hip-hugging jeans.

She burst through the front door after her shift with a huge smile on her face.

“What are you so happy about?” I asked, putting down my phone.

“I’ve gotta get out of these clothes,” she said, “come up to the bedroom with me and I’ll tell you.”

I stood up form the couch and gave her a kiss. She smelled like she always did after work: a combination of the deep fryer and her favorite perfume.

When we got into the bedroom, she turned to me, her eyes sparkling.

“I made $1000 tonight.”

She peeled off five crisp $100 bills from a roll that she pulled out of her pocket, and threw them on the bed.

I nodded in approval.

On a normal “good” night, she made around $300. Making $1000 in a single night was unheard of. It was also very welcome news for our family. Especially since a lot of the cash income was tax-free.

“Wow, you must be exhausted. How many tables were there?”

“It was busy,” she said, glowing, “but not that busy. Most of that came from a single table.”

“Some kind of high roller?”

“I guess…”

“It was a man, though, wasn’t it?”

“Yeah,” she said, a bit wary, “it was. Why?”

“I just figured, that’s all.”

I flopped down on the bed, watching as she let her hair down.

“You figured that he tipped me $500 because he wanted to fuck me?”

She looked at me as if the possibility amused her.

“Something like that. I mean, he clearly must have been at least interested in you.”

“Hmm,” she said, “maybe he was. But that doesn’t seem to bother you, now, does it?”

“It doesn’t bother me,” I said, “to be honest, I think it’s great that there are so many guys still attracted to you.”

“Still? What’s that supposed to mean, exactly?”

“I didn’t mean anything,” I said, realizing how my remark might have been interpreted, “I just meant…”

“You meant that I’m getting older…”

She was still smiling, but there was a bit of sadness in her eyes.

“Look, Jenna,” I said, “it’s not that. We’re all getting older. If anything, I meant the opposite: that you still get a lot of male attention. Just like back in your single days.”

“Hmm,” she said, “nice job trying to weasel your way out of that one.”

“I’m not weaseling,” I said, “I’m being truthful.”

“I’m not sure if I believe you.”

Her tone was still playful.

“You should,” I said, relieved that she didn’t seem to be taking offense at this conversation, “but you must not have thought this guy was cute, right? The guy who gave you $500?”

“I didn’t say that.”

There was a moment of silence, a delicious tension in the air.

“So you do think he’s cute?”

“Not cute,” she said, “more like handsome. He’s an older gentleman. Maybe in his late fifties. He’s in good shape, and has that great salt-and-pepper hair that I love. He seemed like he’d probably know how to wine and dine a lady.”

“Sounds like you were thinking about more than ‘wining and dining,’” I said, putting a hand on my wife’s hip as she stood next to the bed where I was sitting.

“Stop it,” she giggled, “I’m a good girl. I wasn’t thinking naughty thoughts about him at all. Though I have to admit I was kind of impressed that he left me a tip like that as if it was no big deal.”

“He didn’t even try to flirt?”

“No. Not really. I mean, he left me his business card, but…”

“He left you his business card? That’s an obvious attempt to pick you up.”

“Maybe,” she laughed, “but it’s not as forward as he could have been. He could have just…”

“Grabbed your ass?”

“Something like that. It wouldn’t be the first time.”

“I know.”

“But you know how much I hate being groped at worked. The last guy that did that got thrown out on his ass by the assistant manager.”

“I remember,” I said, “so if a guy is going to seduce you, he’s got to be more subtle, is that it?”

“Of course,” she said, smiling, “I’ve never gone home with a guy who’s just come up and groped me. Or been at all rude.”

“Ah-ha,” I said, a bit afraid to broach the subject again but overwhelmed by my own curiosity, “there we have it again: you being seduced by guys. I just don’t understand the timeline. How did you have time to get seduced by all these guys, if you were dating...what’s his name...the whole time.”

“Jason,” she said, “Jason was his name.”

“Right,” I said, “so did Jason…”

“...like it when I slept with other men? He sure did.”

Wow. My heart skipped a beat. I had figured that Jenna’s sexual secret had been a brief “slutty period” in her early twenties, not that she’d been involved in some kind of kinky relationship with her previous boyfriend.

“So wait,” I said, “you’re telling me that the other guys you slept with – the number doesn’t matter to me right now – were all when you were still dating Jason?”

“Yep.”

“Did he watch you?”

“Sometimes.”

“Did he join in?”

“A few times.”

“This is…”

“Shocking?”

She smiled at me, pulling her blouse over her head.

“Yeah,” I said, staring at my wife’s tits and wondering how many other men had seen them in the past, and in what context.

“And you liked it?”

“I sure did,” she said, “otherwise I wouldn’t have done it, now, would I?”

“I guess not…”

“I get the feeling,” she said, sitting down next to me on the bed, “that you want to know more. I also get the feeling that this is turning you on.”

“I mean,” I said, “it’s a lot to process right now. The idea that you were in some kind of…”

“It’s called hotwifing,” she said.

“Right,” I said, “I’ve heard of that. But you weren’t married to Jason, so it was more like ‘hot girlfriending’ or something, right?”

“Ha,” she said, “good point.”

“So technically,” I said, kissing her, “you’ve never been a hotwife before. Even though you are a hot wife. I mean, you’re sexy.”

“Thank you, babe,” she said, as I pulled her towards me, then reached behind her.

“Let me help you with this,” I said, unhooking her bra and letting her breasts fall free.

“Thank you,” she said, sighing a bit as my finger found her nipple, which was already hard.

“Did you think about...being shared...with that guy tonight? The guy who gave you his card?”

“No,” she said, her breathing getting a little faster, “those days are behind me. I’m a married woman, now. I’m a mom…”

“So what? You might be a mom, but to him you’re probably a MILF.”

“Ha ha,” she said, reaching down and feeling the bulge in my pants.

“That feels good,” I said.

“Mm you’re nice and hard. Are you thinking about me and the mystery man?”

“Maybe,” I admitted, “what was his name, anyway?”

“Uh, I think he was a doctor of some sort…a neurologist.”

“Ok,” I said, “that explains why he’s throwing around hundred dollar bills like it’s no big deal.”

“Mm-hmm,” she said, teasing me a little more as her fingertips traced the outline of my cock in my pants, “think I should get in contact with him?”

“Yeah,” I said, “why not?”

“What if I just texted him? Right now.”

“Jenna,” I said, “you’re really horny, aren’t you?”

“Maybe I am.”

“A minute ago you said that your sharing days are behind you.”

“I’m talking about texting him,” she said, “not fucking him.”

“Sure,” I said.

“Well,” she said, “you’re the one who got me all hot and bothered by talking about my time with Jason. And calling me a MILF. I think I like that.”

That wasn’t exactly my recollection of our conversation, but I liked where things were heading, so I didn’t argue.

“You like the idea of being some old guy’s hot younger MILF?”

“Yeah,” she said, moaning a little as I continued to teas her breast, “and he’s not old. He’s just older.”

“Anything else interesting about him?”

“Mm-hmm,” she said, “he was so confident. So poised and in control. I loved it.”

“You could tell that just from serving him dinner?”

“Oh yeah. He oozed dominance and intelligence. So fucking hot.”

“Now we’re getting somewhere,” I said, “weren’t you going to text him, though?”

“Oh yeah,” she said, “that’s a good idea.”

She stood and went over to her purse, which she’d left on the dresser. She pulled out her cell phone, and the business card that the mystery man had given her. I watched as she typed in his number.

“Dr. Krieger,” she said, “M.D. and PhD. Impressive.”

“Indeed.”

“Well, let’s see if the Dr. is in…”

She fired off a text. It was 11 PM. It was a bit rude to text someone at this hour and expect a response, but, then again, he’d given her a $500 tip, so it might not be that surprising.

“What are you going to say to him?”

“I’m going to thank him for the tip. Tell him that I hope to see him again soon.”

“That’s a good opening line,” I said.

“I thought so, too.”

She pressed send, then came over and flopped down on the bed, wearing only her panties and holding the phone in her hand.

I crawled up and kissed her, reaching down and pulling her panties off.

“What do you have planned?”

“You text him, and tell me what he’s saying, while I do this…”

I began to kiss down her body, moving slowly to her mound. I knew that she loved it when I touched her this way.

“You don’t even know if he’s going to …”

He thought was interrupted by a buzz from her phone.

“Never mind,” she said, “looks like he’s there, and he wants to chat.”

“What did he say?”

“He just said that I’m very welcome, and that he hopes that I’m having a good night…”

“What are you going to say?”

“I’m going to tell him that I’m laying back on my bed and relaxing after work.”

“Mm,” I said, “perfect. If he wants to flirt, that’s his opening.”

“Exactly. Oh. He already responded. He said he hoped that I’m able to relax after such a long day.”

“You should tell him something like...you’re wearing something a lot more comfortable now.”

“Perfect,” she said, her fingers working at her smartphone keyboard while I plunged my face between her legs, drinking in her fragrance.

I loved going down on my wife. Maybe even more than fucking her.

Maybe.

“Mm, that feels really good, Ryan.”

A moment later, Dr. Krieger responded.

“He’s such a gentleman,” she said, “he’s being very indirect, but I can still tell exactly what he wants.”

“What exactly did he write?”

“He said that he knows that I look beautiful now, whatever I’m wearing.”

“You’re not wearing anything.”

“I know. Should I tell him?”

“I think you should do more than tell him.”

“Ryan,” she said, “you’re so bad. That’s not very ladylike. It’s so direct!”

“Well,” I said, “it’s pretty obvious that he’d like it. So why not give him what he wants?”

“Are you sure you want your wife’s nudes circulating out there?”

“You mean you didn’t send any to any of those guys that you fucked with your ex?”

“I mean...I don’t really remember…”

“Uh-huh. Sure you don’t.”

“I guess...maybe there are. But they’re probably all low-quality files. They’d look terrible by today’s standards. And I never showed my face.”

“You don’t need to show your face to this doctor guy, either.”

“Good point,” she said, holding the phone out in selfie range, “I guess one or two shots of my… best assets… wouldn’t hurt.”

“Definitely not,” I said, “and if you’re feeling generous, you could send me a copy, too.”

“We’ll see how good of a job you do down there,” she said, sending the photo on her phone and then grabbing my hair and pushing me playfully back down towards her cunt.

“Oh yes. That’s it.”

For the next few minutes, I concentrated on listening to Jenna’s body, kissing and caressing her nether regions, responding to the rhythm of her breathing and the sounds that she made.

“I love what you’re doing down there…,” she moaned, “please don’t stop.”

Just then, her phone buzzed again.

“It’s my mother,” she said.

“What?”

“Just kidding,” she said, “it’s Dr. Krieger. He tells me that I have a very beautiful chest. I guess he should know. He probably sees women’s bodies all the time.”

“Sure, but that’s all in a medical context. That’s not very sexy.”

“True,” she said, “but it does suggest that he knows what he’s talking about.”

“Of course he does,” I said, continuing to finger her gently, “we all know your tits are gorgeous.”

“He’s telling me that my photo got him excited,” she said, “and he’s asking me if my husband knows what I’m up to.”

“Tell him no,” I blurted, “tell him that it’s your little secret with him. There’s no need to complicate things.”

“Ok,” she said, “he’s going to think that I’m a total slut.”

“That might be a good thing.”

“God, I can’t believe we’re doing this,” she said, her face aglow as she typed on her phone.

“I can’t believe I’m doing this,” I said, “I can believe that you’re doing it, because you’ve already done it so many times before.”

“That was a long time ago,” she said.

“Sure,” I said, “but it doesn’t seem like you’ve forgotten much.”

“What is there to forget? Get back to work!”

She pushed my head back down between her legs, and I continued my efforts at pleasuring her with my tongue and lips.

“Fuck,” she gasped, “he said that I was naughty. You know I love being scolded in bed.”

It was true. Jenna had a longstanding fetish for being “punished” by older men in a sexual way. I knew this because, early on in our relationship, I’d discovered the fact that she downloaded a lot of ebooks on her kindle that had to do with young women taken in hand by older men. I’d spanked her a couple of times in bed as part of roleplay, but she hadn’t found it convincing enough. She needed a real spanking from a real older man. So the fact that this doctor was suggesting that she was “naughty” seemed to be a very good thing indeed.

For my part, I was too turned on to feel much trepidation at the prospect of my wife cheating on me. The image of Jenna finally getting dominated the way she wanted by another man was too exciting for that.

“I asked him what he was going to do about it,” she said, moaning a bit between her words as I continued to lick her clit in rhythm, “and he said...he...wants to spank me…”

“Perfect,” I said, “that’s what you want, isn’t it?”

“Yeah,” she gasped, biting her lip a bit, “he says that he’s good at dealing with unruly women like me. He’s so old and distinguished and authoritative. I’m so turned on…”

I dove back between her legs, determined to bring her to climax now. I loved making Jenna come, and I knew exactly how to do it. I reached up and began to toy with one of her nipples as I heard the sound of her phone clicking away.

“I told him that I need a man to keep me in line,” she said, “and I asked him if the picture I sent had any...effect on him.”

I pushed another finger inside her as I began to flick my tongue quickly across her clit. She was close now.

“Oh my God,” she gasped, “he’s asking me if I want him to send a dick pic.”

Normally, anytime the term “dick pic” came up, Jenna would laugh. She claimed that there was nothing hot about seeing a man’s penis. That it was all about the man who was attached to it, not the organ itself. Had she changed her mind about this? Or was she simply so horny that things that normally wouldn’t have appealed to her all of a sudden were driving her crazy?

“I want to see it,” she blurted.

“Mm-hmm,” I moaned.

Could this really be happening? It all seemed both totally out of character, and kind of logical. I’d always known that Jenna was more sexually experienced and interested than she let on, and now I was finally seeing that hidden side of her. It was electrifying.

“Oh my goodness! That belongs to a 50-year-old man?!”

I couldn’t help it. I came up for air for a moment and looked up at her. She flipped her phone screen towards me, showing me one of the larger pricks I’d seen before, in real life or anywhere else.

“Jesus,” I said, laughing, “I guess that’s where he gets his confidence.”

“That and the fact that he’s a rich doctor,” she said.

“Fuck, Ryan. I want him. I miss being shared…”

“We can take care of that problem,” I said before returning to her muff, “I mean, we can talk about it later…”

A few seconds later, Jenna exploded, covering my face in her juices. She’d always produced a lot of natural lubrication, but this time it was especially notable. Not only that, I thought I was going to suffocate between her thighs. When it was finally over, my face was burning from the temporary lack of oxygen.

“That was incredible, Ryan,” she said, “I can’t believe how hard you made me cum. But now I need you to fuck me.”

I was hard and ready to go. I pulled myself up, and was about to slide between her legs in the missionary position, but Jenna stopped me.

“No,” she said, “I can’t text him that way.”

She had me lay back on the bed and she began to ride me. We’d done this a couple of times over the years, but generally Jenna preferred the missionary position. Something had been (re-)awakened in her that night.

She moved her hips up and down as she texted with one hand. It was like I was being used as a sex toy, and I loved it. She smiled at the phone and fired off another message.

“Oh, God,” she said, “he’s very good with words. He’s got me so worked up…”

“You sure… that has nothing to do with your husband eating you out or putting his cock inside you?”

“Oh, of course, honey,” she said, moaning, “it’s just...wow. He’s so authoritative. So dominant even through a screen. I can’t wait to really fuck him.”

“Are you really going to do it?”

She dropped the phone on the bed next to me, a serious look entering her face. I had both hands on her tits now, one on each of them as she rode me.

“I want to,” she said, “but do you want me to? Do you think you’d be able to handle it?”

“I think so,” I said.

“You’re not thinking straight,” she said, laughing as she bounced on my cock.

“And you are?”

“I guess… not…,” she gasped, reaching another climax as she threw her head back and bit her lip.

I couldn’t hold out any longer. The sight and sensation of my big-breasted beautiful wife climaxing on top of me made me lose control. I erupted inside her.

For several minutes, we were silent. Then Jenna’s phone buzzed again.

“He wants to see me. The next time I work.”

“When’s that going to be?”

“Tuesday night.”

“Fuck, that long from now?”

It was Saturday.

“You’re really into this idea, huh?” she said, rolling off me and propping herself up on her elbow and smiling.

“I’m into it because you’re into it,” I said, “but I have to admit that even if you weren’t my wife, the idea of seeing you get fucked hard by an older man is still extremely arousing.”

“Could you really handle it, though? I mean, the reality might be very different from the fantasy.”

“I’m sure the reality will be different,” I said, “but that doesn’t mean we shouldn’t try it.”

“Ok,” she said, eyeing me warily, “it’s worth discussing, I guess.”

“Worth discussing? A second ago, it was practically a done deal. You were basically begging him to take you off to a hotel and fuck you with his big cock.”

“I know,” she said, “but that was when I was horny. Ha ha. I think we need to make these decisions a little more carefully. Soberly.”

“Alright,” I said, a bit confused.

I realized that I didn’t have much say in what happened from this point out. What Jenna wanted was what was going to happen. It was her choice.
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Iwent to work the next Monday with visions of Jenna and Dr. Krieger dancing through my brain. It must have been obvious to my employees that something was wrong, because I kept forgetting basic tasks that they depended on me for, like filling out the work schedules for next week. Those were always done on Monday morning, first thing, then posted in the break room. By me. The boss.

But this Monday morning the boss had his mind on other things. The boss was imagining his wife (who had formerly been a “hot girlfriend”) about to have her first experience as a hot wife.

Or was she? Was she really going to do it? We’d barely mentioned it that Sunday, and her next shift wasn’t until Tuesday. It didn’t seem like she’d reached a definitive decision, and I wasn’t sure if there was anything I could do to tilt the scales in my (and Dr. Krieger’s) favor.

It was obvious that she’d been attracted to him. She’d said things about his dick pic that I’d never heard her say about any other portrayal of a penis. And the way she’d come when I’d gone down on her…

“I’m sorry to mention this, Mr. Larson,” said Jake, my latest hire, “but you haven’t approved the plans for the Huntington project, and I’ve got a video call with the city manager in an hour. I know you said you thought everything was ok, but you also said to make sure to run it by you first before the meeting.”

“Oh,” I said, sitting bolt upright in my chair, “no need to apologize. Thank you for reminding me, in fact. I saw your e-mail on Friday, but...other things came up. I’ll send you a message on Slack if there are any changes needed.”

“Thanks, boss!”

The younger man flashed me a smile and then turned to leave the office.

I’m the head engineer at a firm that does a lot of municipal infrastructure projects. It’s not glamorous work, but it more than pays the bills, and it’s not too hectic, either. The downside, of course, is that if anything goes wrong, you get called before a City Council somewhere and chewed out for two hours. That was my job, too.

Luckily, this new guy Jake knew his stuff, so I could tell right away that everything was probably in order as I looked through the AutoCad drawings on my computer.

I was so absorbed in the details of the project that, when the phone rang, I felt like I was being jolted out of a deep sleep.

“Hello?”

“It’s your wife, sir,” said Carol, my secretary, “she’s on line one.”

Jenna got a kick out of calling me on the phone at work, even though she could have easily texted me. She said that it made her feel special when the secretaries immediately patched her through to me. And she was special: she was the boss’s wife!

“Hey Jen-Jen,” I said, pressing line 1, “what’s going on?”

She sighed.

“Oh, nothing. I just put Maddie down for her morning nap. She’s so fussy these days. I keep thinking that someday she’s just going to stop sleeping like this altogether. But she needs it. You know how early she gets up.”

Maddie, our daughter, was three years old, and quite a handful already.

“I know,” I said, “once she gives up the nap, you’re never going to have peace again, until she goes to school. Or you’re at work.”

“Oh yeah,” said Jenna, “about work. I was thinking...would it be ok with you if I went out for a drink with Dr. Krieger after my shift tomorrow night?”

I sat upright in my chair, completely involuntarily. The blood instantly began to rush to my prick, and my face flushed. I didn’t like being in this state at work. Because I had an “open door” policy, any one of my employees might walk in at any time and see me like this. Still, the prospect of my wife going on a date after work was too much for me to take.

“Hell yes it’s ok,” I said, “I’ll even pick you up afterwards if you want.”

“He doesn’t know that you’re into this, remember? Unless you think it’s better to tell him.”

“Actually,” I said, “I find it kind of hot to let him think you’re cheating.”

“Sure,” she said, “that’s fine with me.”

There was a moment of silence. A lull in the conversation.

“So, that’s taken care of, I guess,” said Jenna, as if we’d just been checking off an item in our list of things to do, “and now maybe I can pay some of these bills while Maddie’s still sleeping…”

“We’ve got to talk more about this later,” I said, unable to conceal my excitement.

“Of course we will, Ry-ry,” she said, “but you know, nothing’s even happened yet. It’s all just a crazy fantasy still.”

“I know,” I said, “but it’s a crazy fantasy that’s one step closer to reality. Where does he want to take you? What does he want to do?”

“He’s going to take me to a piano bar,” she said, “one of those swanky cocktail places where they play live jazz. Isn’t that extremely grown up?”

Being relatively new parents, we were in the habit of categorizing activities according to whether or not they were “grown up” or not.

“Well,” I said, “I should hope he’s taking you somewhere grown up. I think most of the places that are open that late are made for grown-ups, not kids. But maybe the library downtown is still open…”

“Very funny,” she said, “in any case, he’s not taking me to the library. I told him that I’d bring a sleek little cocktail dress with me in my bag to work. I’m going to slip into it after my shift, and he’s going to pick me up on a corner near the cafe, so that none of my coworkers see me go off with a strange man. Oooh, Ryan, this is so exciting!”

“See? Now you understand how I feel?”

“Not really,” she said, “I know that I’m looking forward to a lovely evening with a sophisticated older gentleman, while you wait at home with Maddie. So I don’t really understand how you feel.”

“I feel great about this,” I said, “I really do. But I’ve got to go now.”

“I get it,” she said, “no problem. Talk to you tonight, honey!”

“Ciao, Jen-Jen.”

She blew me a kiss (I could hear her lips smacking through the phone), and then hung up.
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Tuesday evening came quickly. I came home at 5:30, as usual (at least when we don’t have a huge deadline looming), and made dinner for Jenna and Maddie. Jenna hadn’t changed into her work clothes yet, and it looked like she might have not even had a chance to take a shower yet that day.

I thought it better that I not mention this. In my experience, Jenna – or most other women, for that matter – didn’t enjoy it when you pointed out that she was looking less than her best.

To me, naturally, she still looked sexy as ever.

I needn’t have worried, of course, because as soon as dinner was over, Jenna disappeared into the upstairs bathroom for a whirlwind shower and makeup session.

When she came downstairs afterwards, even Maddie noticed the change.

“You look beautiful, mama!”

“You sure do,” I said, moving in for a kiss.

“Don’t,” she said, turning her cheek, “I’m afraid you’re going to ruin my lipstick.”

“Ok,” I said, kissing her lightly on the side of her face, “but I hope that someone at least gets to ruin it by the end of the night.”

She gave me a look.

“Behave yourself, Ryan,” she said, “there are children present!”

“I’m a child,” said Maddie.

“We know,” I said.

Lucky for us, Maddie was much too young to understand what was going on, or we might have had to have an awkward conversation about why her mother was getting ready to go on a date with a man who wasn’t me, her daddy.

“Well,” I said, “you look great. I hope you get a chance to freshen up again after work.”

“Thanks, Ry-ry,” she said, “it shouldn’t be too bad tonight. It’s a Tuesday, after all. We’re probably going to get some high school kids coming in after basketball practice or whatever, but they’re usually out by 8 or 9. I might even be able to leave early if it’s ok with Roslyn.”

“Just don’t tell Ros why you need to leave early,” I said, smiling, “or you’ll shock her to death.”

“Don’t worry,” said Jenna, “I wouldn’t dream of it.”

We said our goodbyes and Jenna walked out the door. The cafe was so close to the house that she usually walked there on her own when it was light out. After her shift, she often got a ride with one of her coworkers.

I wondered how she’d be getting home tonight – or tomorrow morning, for that matter, though I doubted that Jenna would spend the night and not be around when Maddie woke up in the morning. That would be odd behavior. She was a very devoted and reliable mom.
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I spent the early evening taking care of Maddie, but once she was in bed, I was deliciously tormented by imagined images of Jenna on her date with Dr. Krieger. I imagined him pulling out the chair for her at their table at the piano bar. I saw her in my mind’s eye, in her low-cut black cocktail dress, laughing at his jokes, playing with the ice in her drink, flashing him her sultry, dark-shaded eyes.

I saw him put his hand across the table, on top of hers. His was large and powerful, hers was small and delicate. So feminine.

I imagined him leaning across the table and whispering something into her ear. I knew that he was telling her that he had a hotel room nearby, that they could go there at once.

I saw them in the hotel elevator, already pawing at each other, his hands hiking up her skirt, her desire evident in the way that she pressed her curvy body against him.

I saw them spill into the hotel room and fall straight onto the bed, so absorbed in exploring each other’s bodies that they failed to notice that the door was ajar.

In my fantasy, he got up and shut the door behind him, then stood there, slowly rolling up his sleeves before telling her to undress.

His voice was commanding. Dominant…

I began to touch myself almost without thinking about it, stroking my bulge through my pants, imagining them fucking furiously, first on the bed, in missionary position, him holding Jenna down with both hands, her boobs bouncing in time with each thrust. I had no idea what Dr. Krieger even looked like, beyond Jenna’s description of him, but I imagined a kind of super fit silver fox who spent as much time in the gym as he did in the office. It was kind of funny to imagine a man his age being that virile, but then again, why couldn’t he be?

Of course I knew one more thing about Dr. Krieger: that he had a huge cock. That, at least, I had seen with my own eyes. If only in a photo.

But how would it look “in action,” that is to say, buried inside my wife? It struck me as odd, when I thought about it a little more, that this was the main question that occurred to me as I sat in the living room, flipping through the Netflix menu in search of something to watch. I knew that I was too distracted to settle on anything, but I couldn’t just sit there doing nothing while my wife was out on her date.

The minutes ticked by. I watched some episodes of my favorite show, one I’d seen a million times before. But even Andy Griffith couldn’t quell the aching doubts that now began to plague me as I waited for Jenna to return.

What if I really couldn’t handle the reality of Jenna being with another guy? What if I broke down and was unable to perform when she came back? What if I was disgusted by her? I couldn’t be sure that my actual response to being cuckolded (albeit voluntarily) would correspond with my imagination.

Still, I couldn’t help but continue to imagine all the details of their encounter.

Finally, I couldn’t take it anymore.

How’s it going? I texted.

He’s already given me at least seven orgasms, she wrote back, almost immediately.

A shiver went down my spine. Seven? Jesus Christ. I mean, once she got started, she didn’t stop, but we usually both lost interest after number three.

And you’re texting me about it?

Totally kidding, she wrote back, we’re still at the restaurant. He’s in the bathroom.

Oh, I wrote back, how are things going?

Great, she wrote, he’s such a flirt. I love it. He’s soo dominant.

Keep me posted, I answered, I can barely stand the suspense.

I will. Love you, babe!

But that was the last I heard from Jenna until she walked through the door about four hours later. It was 2:00AM, but I hadn’t been able to sleep for more than a few minutes. I’d been anxious to hear from her, and a little worried, to be totally honest, but I also hadn’t wanted to appear desperate, or to ruin the mood by texting her.

But now, here she was. I heard her go into Maddie’s room to check on the sleeping child, before she came into our bedroom, walking softly in an attempt not to wake me.

I was, of course, quite awake.

“Jenna!” I whispered loudly, “you’re back! You promised you’d text me!”

“I know,” she said, unzipping her dress and letting it fall to the floor.

She unhooked her bra and threw it into the hamper as she stepped out of her heels as well.

“I am sorry for that,” she continued, “things just got a little...busy...after we last texted. Dr. Krieger took me to an apartment that he has in the city.”

“He’s got an apartment? Just for fucking?”

“It kind of seemed that way,” she said, sliding into bed next to me and cuddling me close.

I could smell the alcohol on her breath. She wasn’t drunk, but was definitely a bit tipsy. She also smelled a bit like cigar smoke.

“It’s a nice place,” she continued, “a one-bedroom. The kitchen is a little small. I doubt he does much cooking there…”

“I don’t really care about the apartment,” I said, pressing my cock to her soft buttocks as we spooned in bed, “I want to know if you fucked him. Are you a hotwife now?”

“Mm-hmm,” she said, “but really, what else do you think we’d have been doing for the past four hours?”

“I guess I didn’t think about that,” I said, “you’ve got to tell me everything.”

“Well,” said Jenna, pushing her ass out a little and rubbing it up against my erection, “at the piano bar, I had a margarita. Then a daiquiri. Then…”

“Jen-jen,” I whispered, “I don’t care what you drank. I want to know what you...you know. How was it?”

“It was incredible, babe,” she said, sighing.

My shaft was aching by this point. I was completely hard. I wanted to get inside her.

“Jen,” I said, “could we...could I just slip it inside you…”

“Ry-ry,” she said, “I’m a little sore. Could we skip it for now? I could give you a quick handjob.”

She yawned loudly.

I felt bad all of a sudden. Here it was, the middle of the night, and I was pressuring her for sex. I didn’t want to pressure her. But my cock was so hard, and she’d just gotten back from a night that might change our marriage forever. I could barely stand it. I needed to get inside her so bad.

But I relented, of course. It was the only considerate thing to do, given the hour.

“You don’t have to,” I said, “I mean, if you don’t want to.”

“Maybe we can make it really fast,” she said, yawning again as she reached for the nightstand where we kept the lube.

She squirted some on her hand and put it behind her back, holding it out so that I could thrust into it. This was a new take on the idea of a handjob. It definitely felt different. Not bad, just different.

I began to fuck her hand, and she tensed and relaxed it lazily as she began her story in a hoarse whisper. The night of the bedroom surrounded us. It was both highly intimate and very strange at the same time, this sexual congress with my wife that wasn’t quite sex. Or, that is to say, it was sex, and it was highly intimate, but the intimacy was emotional and not physical.

“His apartment...wait, you don’t want to hear about that. Well, we started making out in uber on the way there, and by the time we actually got through the door, I was already soaked. I had butterflies in my stomach like I haven’t had since, well, since the first time I was shared...”

I have to admit, it stung a bit that she didn’t say “since the first time I met you, babe.” But it I was too turned on to dwell on this for very long.

“Almost immediately he took control. He had me pressed against the wall, in the foyer, and his hands were under my dress. He asked me if I was going to be a ‘good girl’ for him, and I practically melted. You know how much I love a dominant older man.”

“I know,” I whispered, hoping that I’d be able to hold off my orgasm long enough to hear the end of the story, because I knew that Jenna was exhausted.

“So he had one hand on my cheek and he teased my lips with his thumb, then he slowly pressed it into my mouth. I sucked on it like it was his dick while he pulled down my panties with his other hand and started rubbing my clit. I love being with older guys because they absolutely know how to touch a woman without being told. I mean, so do you, honey, but there’s nothing like being touched down there by a stranger for the first time.”

“He stopped rubbing me for a moment in order to free his cock, and before I knew it, he was rubbing his thick head along my moist slit, whispering in my ear and asking if I wanted to get fucked. I moaned something that I hoped he would accept as a ‘yes,’ but he told me I had to say it out loud. That’s right, Ry. I was begging for Dr. Krieger’s cock like some kind of cheap little whore, and I loved every second of it.”

“When he was satisfied with my begging, he slowly pushed forward into me, stretching me with every centimeter of that incredibly thick shaft. You saw the picture, babe, so you know what I mean. Even though I couldn’t see it going into me, I could feel it, and what I felt was incredible. He took his time getting inside me, but once he was in, he started to give it to me nice and hard, slamming me into the wall of the apartment with hard, powerful thrusts. I was so turned on that I climaxed almost immediately. This seemed to please him, because he called me his ‘good girl,’ a gave me a long, slow kiss. This got me going again. After I came off the high of that first orgasm, I couldn’t control what was coming out of my mouth. I was begging him to please fuck me as hard as he could. I was talking about how big his dick was. I think I even told him that I loved his cock.”

“God, Jen. That’s so filthy. I love it,” I moaned, thrusting myself into her hand even faster now.

“I’m glad you do, babe. I did it for you, too, you know.”

“I know,” I said, “I think it’s so hot that you did this. It’s...fucking incredible...please tell me...more...”

I was so close to coming in that moment that I stopped thrusting in an attempt to stave it off. But Jenna started to move her hand, as if sensing what I was doing and trying to end things prematurely. She stroked me expertly, and even if I’d tried to pull away from her, it still would have resulted in a loss of control because my cock was on an absolute hair trigger.

“God, Jen, I’m coming!”

In the last moment, she lifted her nightie and guided my cock to a bare asscheek not covered by the thong she was still wearing. I blasted my cum all over her ass with a groan.

“Mmm,” she said, “I guess we’ll have to save the rest of the story for tomorrow. Why don’t you wipe me down and let us both get some sleep...”

I was a little disappointed that I hadn’t been able to last long enough to hear the story of the whole encounter, but on the other hand, it was late, and my immediate need for release had been quelled for the moment. I stood up, went to the bathroom and got a washcloth.

Jenna was right. The rest of the story could wait for the morning.
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The next morning, however, there was no time to continue our encounter. Jenna had to take care of Maddie (who woke up about four hours after we’d fallen asleep the night before) and I had to get to work. We had a couple of important meetings that afternoon, and there was no time to waste.

All day at work, even though I was busy, I kept looking at my phone, expecting some kind of naughty text from Jenna. Nothing.

I could have texted her of course. But for some reason I didn’t. Maybe I enjoyed the tension, the uncertainty about how her encounter with Dr. Krieger had ended.

Then, around 4pm, right after we finished a long Zoom call with a City Council member from a small town in Iowa, I got a message from my wife.

At first, I wasn’t sure what I was looking at. When I realized what it was that she’d sent me, I blushed bright red and put the phone back into my pocket. I was still in the conference room, after all.

“Everything alright?” asked Carol, who had been taking the minutes of the meeting.

“Yeah, perfectly fine,” I said, “something came up and I think I need to call home.”

“Oh,” she said, “I hope everything’s ok! You have such a great family. Say hi to Jenna and Maddie for me when you get home tonight.”

“Thanks,” I said, blushing again, “I will.”

As soon as I got to my office, I opened the message and looked at the photo again. It was my wife, standing against a wall, her bare ass exposed. There was a bright red handprint on one cheek.

Just thought you’d like to see a preview of the rest of the story, she’d written, Dr. Krieger took a couple of pictures, and was nice enough to share them with me.

I want to see everything, I wrote, I can’t wait to hear more about what happened.

And I can’t wait to tell you, she responded, but we’ve got to wait until Maddie is in bed tonight.
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When I got home that evening, Jenna greeted me at the door with a kiss.

“Did you like that picture, babe?”

“You know I did,” I said, pulling her close, “thinking about it is getting me hard right now. But we can’t...”

“I know,” she said, “but I like teasing you. What can I say? I guess I’ve got a bit of a dominant side after all...”

“I guess you do.”

“Well, I've also got a very submissive side that Dr. Krieger knew exactly how to bring out.”

“That was apparent from his handprints on your ass.”

“Just wait until you get the whole story, babe.”

She flashed me a smile, then walked back into the kitchen, where Maddie was making a colossal mess as she ate dinner.

I paused for a moment in the foyer, waiting for my arousal to subside before I joined my wife and daughter in the kitchen. It was a long time until Maddie's bedtime, but I had no choice but to wait until then to hear the rest of what had happened with Dr. Krieger.

All throughout dinner, Jenna sat across the table from me, throwing me suggestive looks and even winking at some point. Her cheating had reinvigorated the erotic spark in our marriage. It was incredible – like we were dating again. Why hadn't we thought of this years ago?

Jenna obviously had. Or her ex had, anyway. I wasn't sure whose idea it had been for her to be “shared” in the first place, and I guess it didn't matter that much. The most important thing was that we'd figured out something that worked well for us.

Finally, Maddie had taken a bath and was in her jammies, ready for bed. As Jenna read a story, I watched my wife in her role as a mother. So nurturing and calm. Nothing like the sex-crazed woman that I imagined her to be with Dr. Krieger. I guess that was one thing that made her so fascinating to me.

“Goodnight, honey,” she said, giving Maddie a kiss.

I leaned down and kissed her as well, stroking her forehead.

“I love you, mad dog,” I said, using my nickname for her.

“I love you, daddy,” she said, yawning.

A moment later, the light was out, and Jenna walked quietly but swiftly into the bedroom, closing the door behind her. This confused me. Was she upset with me? Was she having second thoughts? Was she texting with Dr. Krieger?

I didn't know what to think. Suddenly, I was filled with angst. I decided it would be dumb to follow her into the bedroom, especially after she'd closed the door so demonstratively. I elected instead to go downstairs and watch TV.

No sooner had I taken a seat on the couch, then I heard the door open upstairs. Jenna was coming out of the bedroom and seemed to be coming down the stairs.

My eyes were fixed on the landing as her steps approached. They were calm. Measured. Slowly, my wife appeared on the landing. I took a deep breath in as I saw her.

She looked wonderful.

She was wearing a white lace neglige that I'd never seen before. Where had it come from? It held her breasts together in the front, accentuating her cleavage.

Jenna looked at from the stairs, her hands on the railing.

“I think it's time we continued my story, don't you?”

All I could do was nod, my cock painful hard and pressing against my pants.

Jenna took her time walking down the stairs and then sauntered over to me, a smile on her face.

“Ah, poor baby. It looks like you've got a problem there. Has thinking about your wife getting fucked made you all hard?”

“Yes,” I said, barely able to get out a word.

I reached out for her, but she shook a finger at me, playfully.

“Uh-uh,” she said, “let me do the work.”

She dropped to her knees and began to undo my belt.

“After he fucked me to orgasm against the wall, he pulled out of me and then told me to get on my knees.”

“Oh shit,” I said, as she freed my cock from my pants and began to stroke it gently, looking up at me as she did so.

“I thought he was going to have me lick his juices off his dick. I would have loved to do that for him. That's something nasty that I used to love to do for guys when they'd ask me to. How come you've never asked me to do that, Ry-ry?”

“I don't know...I just...”

“It wasn't really a question, babe,” she said, suddenly taking the head of my cock into her mouth and giving it a few long, slow sucks before coming back up for air.

As she continued her story, she stroked my shaft, which was now lubed with her spit.

“So I started to take his cock in my mouth,” she continued, “but then he told me to crawl for him. Into the bedroom. This kind of commanding, dominant tone gets me so wet. I immediately obeyed, crawling for the dark doorway that I knew led to the only bedroom in the place. He followed behind me, telling me what a cute ass I had. I could feel his eyes on me, and I loved it. I loved being an object of his attention. His lust. I know that you lust after me, too, babe. But a girl like me just loves male attention in general. The more the better. Especially from older guys.”

I groaned something like a response as she continued to stroke my cock with one hand, as the other one travelled down to her panties and she began to touch her clit. I reached down and began to tease her nipples, just like she liked.

“Yes, Ry,” she moaned, “that feels great.”

“What happened next? Don't stop the story...”

“Mmm,” she moaned, “well, next, he had me bend over the side of his bed. He positioned me exactly the way he wanted me. He took his sweet time. I thought maybe he was going to fuck me that way, but it turned out he was getting me ready for something else entirely. He was going to spank me.”

“You love that,” I said, then immediately felt silly for stating the obvious.

“You know I do,” she moaned, “and he knew it, too. He started out gently, just giving me some love taps on the fleshy part of my ass, but slowly, over time, he built up the speed and the tempo until before I knew it, he was really hitting my butt hard, cracking his hand down on it and leaving prints. I felt the burn on my ass and it got me so fucking wet. He spanked me hard enough that I can still feel it a little today, even.”

She gave a little moan, closing her eyes for a moment and concentrating on herself. She looked so great touching her clit as she stroked my dick.

“Ok,” she said, standing up, “I need you inside me. I want to tell you the rest while I ride you.”

“Yes,” I gasped.

She straddled me, slowly lowering herself onto my cock. It felt amazing to be inside her like this. So intimate. So close. Her mouth was right next to my ear, now, and so it was enough for her to whisper. I would be able to hear everything perfectly.

“I was begging him to fuck me,” she whispered, her pussy clenching my cock as she rode me at a pace that was so slow that I almost couldn't stand it.

“He made me promise to be his 'good girl,' and I loved that. I practically melted right there. I moaned that I would do anything for him. That I would be his slut and fuck only him if he told me to. He called me his good girl, and the next thing I knew he was inside me, grabbing my hair and fucking me hard as I bent over his bed. He wasn't gentle before, and he wasn't gentle now. He was just taking what he wanted, conquering my pussy and showing me my place. I knew he was going to come inside me, and I wanted him to. He wasn't wearing a condom of course.”

“God, that's hot. It's incredible.”

“Don't come yet, babe...”

“I'm trying not to...”

She reached behind her and grabbed my shaft, pinching it off to prevent the urgency of my orgasm.

“He asked if I was close to coming, and I told him I was. He made me hold off, which was incredibly difficult. I loved that he was being so dominant, though. Using me exactly how he wanted to. So I tried my best to keep from coming until he told me it was ok, but it was a challenge because he was pounding me so good with his big cock. He was also pulling my hair, hurting me just a little bit in jut the right way. My ass still burned from the spanking. Finally, he said that he was close, and that he was going to come inside me. I started begging for him to do it. To fill me. He didn't even have to ask. I just needed it so bad. The words were just spilling out of me.”

“That's so hot...”

She was bouncing on me a little faster, now, and seemed to be on the edge of orgasm herself. I wondered how long I was going to be able to last, with my beautiful busty cheating wife riding me like this. It was almost irresistible…

“Keep talking Jenna. I want to know everything...”

“He started counting down. He wanted me to come on command. Be his good girl. But I couldn't help it. I jumped the gun and had a powerful orgasm on the count of 2, not the count of one like he'd wanted. He exploded inside me and I felt incredibly wet all of a sudden. It must have been a lot. He has really big balls, and I imagine that he had been saving a really big load for me. After a few moments, when my orgasm had faded, I apologized to him for not being able to hold off my orgasm until the right moment. He said I needed more 'training,' which I, of course, loved to hear. I'd love to be 'trained' by a handsome, dominant guy like him.”

“Was that it? When did he take that picture?”

“Mm, I'm getting to that,” she said, “but first, he took my by surprise by telling me to clean his cock with my mouth. I loved that he was telling me what he wanted, so I immediately dropped to my knees next to the bed and took his shaft into my mouth, licking the last drops of cum out of his dick as he ran his fingers through my hair. He was still totally hard – he might have taken viagra for all I know – and seemed ready to go again. I wasn't prepared for that, but I loved it of course. He had me suck him for a while, then he went back into the living room to get his phone. He snapped some pics of me looking up at him with his cock in my mouth. With my permission and encouragement of course.”

“I need to see those.”

“Maybe later, if you're lucky,” she teased, grinding herself on me as I moved inside her.

The tension in my balls was unbelievable.
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“Did he fuck you again?”

“Oh yeah,” she said, “but first he led me back into the living room for even more photos. That's where he took the pic of me with the red ass. I love the way I look in that picture, which is why I sent it to you first.”

“Your butt does look great,” I sighed, “but you know that I love your body. I'm sure you look great in all of the pictures that he took, no matter what. I need to see all of them.”

“I was hoping you would say that, Ry,” she said, moaning a bit.

It seemed like she was getting closer to orgasm.

“But I want to show them to you a couple at a time. Keep the fun in our relationship.”

“We have fun already. Isn't this fun?”

“You know what I mean,” she said, “it will be more exciting the longer you have to wait.”

“You're right,” I said, “but tell me the rest. Did he fuck you again in the living room?”

“Mm hmm,” she said, “first I rode him on the couch, a lot like we're doing now. The difference was that he was long enough that I could really bounce on him. It was so great being able to just ride him the way I want without being afraid of slipping out. He played with my tits and sucked on my nipples while I rode him, the whole time telling me what a good girl I was. He seemed to have forgotten the fact that I'd come before he'd given me permission to, before in the bedroom. Or so I thought. I had another orgasm riding him, then he had me follow him into the kitchen. He made me get a wooden spatula and bring it to him. At first I was confused. What the hell did he want with that? It wasn't a very sexy thing to ask me to get. But when he told me to bend over and stick my ass out while I grabbed the counter, I realized what he was going to do.”

“Spank you again?”

“Mm-hmm. And this time, he didn't go easy on me. He turned my butt bright red, and had me on the edge of tears before he stopped. I was begging him to please fuck me, telling him that I would be his good girl and do anything that he wanted. I loved the way he was pushing my limits. I needed him inside me so badly, but before he'd allow it, I had to get on my knees again and take his cock in my throat. He really pushed me this time, making me take it all the way. I was so determined to please him that I overcame my natural urge to gag on his thick rod. He took his time at first, until I'd gotten used to him, then he started thrusting into my throat, using it like a pussy. I was so wet for him. I loved being put in that position, completely submissive to him, on my knees in the middle of his kitchen like some kind of cheap whore. Do you like that image, babe? Do you like the idea of your wife choking on a stranger's big, thick dick?”

“It's so fucking hot, and you know it,” I said, breathlessly, as she began to ride me faster again.

I looked down at her breasts, which heaved up and down as she bounced on me. I thought about how Dr. Krieger must have loved how they looked as well.

“He pulled out, and I thought he was going to reward me with a load on my face, but instead, he had me get on all fours on the kitchen floor while he mounted me from behind. I felt like such a whore as he pounded me. He started spanking me again with the spatula, calling me his 'good little slut' and other filthy names like that. Then he started telling me to come. My body obeyed his voice, instinctively this time. I had no control over it whatsoever. I climaxed again and again while he pounded me, and when he finally pulled out of me, I was trembling all over in pleasure. I barely understood what he was doing as he grabbed ahold of my hair and brought his cock to my face. It was only when I felt his spunk shoot out all over my nose, cheek and lips that I realized he was marking his territory. Covering me in his sunk. He shot a lot, and hard, especially for a guy his age. But he's a doctor, after all, and knows how to stay fit and healthy.”

“That's so filthy,” I moaned, on the edge of my orgasm and usure if I'd be able to hold back at all this time.

“I know,” she yelped, “it turns me on to remember it. He took a picture, too, of course.”

“Oh God. I want to see it.”

“Imagine it now, honey. Imagine your cute wife covered with the doctor's cum. On her knees, looking up at him as she licks it off her face like a dirty little slut. Come now, Ry. Come inside me. I need it.”

I let out a groan of pleasure as I began to spend myself inside her. She threw her head back, her beautiful dark hair flowing back over her shoulders.

“I'm coming…,” she moaned, “oh God.”

She trembled for a few moments of bliss as she climaxed. I pulsed a few more times, emptying my balls into her womb, where my sperm perhaps mingled with Dr. Krieger's.

“Wow,” she said, still on top of me, once it was all over, “that was intense.”

“As intense as it was with Dr. Krieger?”

“Different intense,” she said, “there's no need to compare. You're my husband. He's my lover.”

“Oh is he, now? Does that mean you're going to see him again?”

“It means that I certainly want to see him again,” she said, giving me an incredibly sweet smile.

She looked beautiful. She was positively glowing with a soft, warm sexual energy. Her face was covered in sweat, and parts of her hair were stuck together in thick strands from the exertion of her ride.

“I want you to, too,” I said, “and maybe the next time, I can watch.”

“Maybe,” she said, “if Dr. Krieger says it's ok. And he doesn't even know that you know about what's happening! He just thinks I'm some kind of cheating whore. And I think I like it that way.”

“Of course,” I said, “it's up to both of you. If you think telling him the truth would ruin things, then let's skip it. It doesn't matter to me.”

“Mm, thanks hon. I'm so glad that I met Dr. Krieger. And that you agreed to share me,” she said, “I need that kind of authority in my life.”

“I know you do,” I said, “and I'm glad that you've found it.”

“Me too,” she said, “but I also have to say that I'm very lucky to have a husband who is secure enough to share me like this. A lot of guys would be crazy with jealousy.”

“Who says I'm not? I was practically falling apart while you were over there with him. My imagination was running completely wild.”

“Just wait until you see the other pictures he took,” she said, draping her hands around my neck and pulling me in close, “your imagination will really run wild then.”

“I can't wait,” I said.

“I think you're going to love having a hotwife,” she whispered.

“I think I am, too.”
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That was the beginning of big changes in our marriage. Jenna started seeing Dr. Krieger on a regular basis, at his same apartment, usually on Friday nights after her shift at the cafe. She'd come home late and exhausted, so I'd take over childcare duties in the morning. It became a routine: Dr. Krieger would have her on Friday nights, she'd sleep late, then she'd tell me all about it on Saturday while we made love. Sometimes, she'd even show me photos or video. Dr. Krieger, as smart as he was, never figured out the fact that I knew what was going on. That made it hotter for Jenna and I, though, since we had our own little secret together, something he had no idea about, despite the fact that he and Jenna were on such intimate terms.

It was exciting. It was intoxicating. It was a new way of life, and neither one of us ever wanted to quit. On the contrary – we began tentative discussions about Jenna sleeping with other men as well. We even talked about setting up some kind of gang bang. But for now, that's just fantasy. I can't say for sure that it will never become a reality, though. And I don't think Jenna could, either.

I feel closer to my wife than ever before, now that I know the secret about her past, and have helped her continue her secret life in the present. There are lots more stories in our future, I'm sure of it.

THE END


MY FIRST TIME HOTWIFE


OLIVIA
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MY FIRST TIME HOTWIFE: OLIVIA


Olivia, or Liv as she was called by her friends, was my second wife (technically speaking) but by far my favorite.

That was the joke we had developed together, right after we got married. On our honeymoon, standing in the moonlight out on the balcony of our hotel room in Cancun, I told her that she was my “favorite” – by which I meant favorite human being – and she interpreted it to mean that I preferred her over my first wife, Jessica, who had left me for another man three weeks after our marriage certificate had been signed.

We were lucky. The diocese had granted Jessica and me an annulment, which paved the way for my wedding to Liv two years later.

Jessica had quit her job as soon as we’d gotten married. Quit her job so as to have more time to cheat on me, as I later learned.

By contrast, my “favorite wife,” Liv, was a lawyer. She was the youngest to ever make partner at her firm, but it had come at a cost to our relationship, namely long nights away from home. I myself had a carpentry workshop where I kept a strict 7am-4pm schedule. I was good at what I did and I didn’t work cheap, but I would never make as much as Liv did, because there was no way I could bill a client $500/hour for talking on the phone to them like Liv did.

The funny thing was, I had no idea what she actually did all day. I mean, she told me, and tried to explain it, but I just couldn’t figure out what she was talking about half the time. The best I could tell, her firm was involved in writing contracts for companies that made deals with subsidiary versions of themselves in other countries, all so that they could shift around profits in one place to another place with lower taxes, and, by the same token, use the losses they’d suffered in one market to reduce the taxes they owed in another. Simple enough, really, but the details themselves were completely opaque to me.

That’s ok, though. She thought that cutting dovetails was some kind of magic, even when I showed her that it involved precise measurement, if also a little artistic feeling.

We were a perfect match. We didn’t have to understand each other’s trades.

One more thing about Liv: she was hot. That’s what made me approach her the first time I’d seen her, at a bar near a worksite that I’d just happened to step into. She didn’t look like a lawyer in that environment, just like a hot girl out for a night on the town. She was 26 at the time, but could have passed for 18 with the way she was dressed, in a white tank top and short jean shorts. She wore her dirty blond hair loose around her shoulders and also had on a necklace that drew the eye to her ample cleavage. Lots of guys were checking her out, but I was the only one who went over and bought her a drink.

I’ve never been afraid of shooting my shot with women. What’s the worst thing that can happen? They say no? They throw a drink in your face?

As it turned out, this hot blonde said yes, and just like that, the bad memory of Jessica was gone. Soon we’d moved in together and were making plans for the furniture I was going to build for the new house we were going to buy once Liv made partner.

Well, Liv had now made partner, and we now had our house. I’d even finished our bed frame, and was starting to draft plans for the dining room table. Everything seemed perfect.

Except for one thing: Liv’s long hours started getting even longer. I asked her about this, and she explained it away by saying that the junior partners needed mentoring, and that it was her responsibility as a senior partner to do what was necessary to help them.

That made sense to me, even if I was disappointed about not seeing her more often. But then she dropped another hint about what these mentoring sessions involved that made me a little jealous.

“Sometimes I have to so some informal mentoring,” she said, “like take them to bars or clubs.”

Bars or clubs? Bars I could understand. Lawyers probably had to hang out in bars and restaurants sometimes with big-time clients. But clubs? What possible relevance could that have to the job?

“Liv, babe,” I said, “if you want to go dancing with your girlfriends, don’t let me stop you. But don’t try to pass it off as work.”

“It’s definitely work,” she laughed, “you have no idea how much corporate culture has changed over the past 20 years or so. It’s no longer just cigar smoking guys cutting deals for their clients in the country club locker room. We work with a lot of girlboss types who want to go out with us and scope out the hot bartenders around town.”

“Oh? And you’re an expert on that?”

“On what?”

“Scoping out hot bartenders,” I said, smiling at her smugly as if I’d caught her doing something naughty.

“I know a couple of them,” she said, fluttering her eyelashes in a mockery of innocence.

“Oh, really?”

“Really,” she said, “why, are you jealous?”

“You know I am,” I growled, pulling her towards me and giving her a playful slap on the bottom, “I don’t want my wife flirting with any bartenders.”

“Well then,” she said, “maybe next time you should come out with us to supervise.”

“Maybe I will.”

I gave her a long, slow and passionate kiss, running my hands along the small of her back and then down to her ass. She gave a yelp as I picked her up while still kissing her and backed her into the bedroom, throwing her down on our bed.

“Are you sure this thing can tolerate this?” she said, trying to provoke me.

“I used white oak and walnut for this baby,” I said, “and the finest time-tested joining methods. She could handle you and two more hot blondes at the same time, and there’d still be room for more.”

“Oh, so you want to have a threesome? With me and two hot blondes?”

“I think that would actually be a foursome,” I said, “three blondes and me…”

“I guess you carpenters have to be good at math,” she said, pulling at my trousers, “but for now, there’s only one blonde in this bed, so if you want to get lucky, that’s all you’re going to get.”

“I think I’d count myself pretty lucky with just one,” I said, reaching up under her shirt and feeling for her bra clasp, “not as lucky as the bartenders who get to flirt with you while I sit at home, but pretty lucky, still.”

“Those bartenders don’t get to do this,” she said, bringing my hand to her breast and closing her eyes in pleasure as I teased her nipple.

“I certainly hope they don’t,” I said, covering her with kisses as I pawed at my own zipper, “I bet none of them could ever fuck you like I do, either.”

“Oh?” she said, “how would you know that?”

“I’ll have to prove it to you,” I said, pushing her playfully onto her back and pinning her hands above her head with one of my own while I used the other to undo her jeans.

“But how will I know if I don’t have the chance to compare?” she asked provocatively.

Liv loved to tease. And she knew just how to get me going.

“Oh, you’d like that, huh?”

“What’s the matter? You get to fuck two – no, three – blondes in this bed, and I don’t get to fool around with a single bartender? That doesn’t seem fair.”

“Alright,” I said, leaning down and grabbing her jeans with both hands as I pulled them over her curvy hips, “it’s a deal. You get to fool around with a bartender, and I get to have sex with three girls in this bed.”

“Hey,” she said, “not just any three girls. One of them has to be me, remember?”

“Mm-hmm,” I said, just before I buried my face in her fragrant mound, drinking in her juices as I licked her wet slit.

“Fuck,” she moaned, “that feels great.”

“See? I’m going to make you forget all about that bartender. Whatever his name is.”

She groaned, then put her hand on the back of my head, guiding me as I pleasured her warm, tight hole.

“Thomas,” she gasped.

“What?”

My name is Robert.

“That’s his name…”

“All of a sudden, this bartender is starting to sound less like a fantasy and more like a real guy…”

“He is real,” she moaned, pushing my head back down, “and he’s a fantasy all at the same time.”

“How is that possible?”

“Because,” she said, “he’s sooo hot. But I’m positive he’s gay.”

“You’re positive?”

“Um-hm. Like 90% sure.”

“Why only 90%?”

“Because I haven’t seen him make out with any guys,” she said, “he’s just...too good looking to be straight. He spends too much time at the gym or something. Trust me. I know the type. I work with tons of gay guys at the firm. They make the best lawyers.”

“I trust your judgment. Gay guys make great carpenters, too. But I’m not sure that working out a lot makes you gay…”

“Forget it. He’s not gay. Not while you’re going down on me.”

“My goodness!” I said, feigning outrage, “you’re not going to think about fucking Thomas while I go down on you, are you?”

“Mm-hmm,” she moaned, “I know you love it when I’m a bad girl.”

It was true. From the beginning of our relationship, I’d loved the fact that Liv was so open about her sexuality. Despite the fact that my first wife had cheated, it didn’t bother me at all that my “favorite” wife shared her fantasies about other men. I was secure in our relationship. After all: Liv had plenty of money. She could have left me anytime she wanted if that was her desire. But she didn’t. She stayed with me, because she loved me. The talk about other guys was just that: talk. Besides, I loved to tease her about the other blondes that I was going to bed.

“Then you’d better close your eyes and think about him,” I said, “but only if you share every dirty detail afterwards while I fuck you within an inch of your life.”

“I promise to tell you all about it,” she moaned as my tongue teased her clitoris, “but only if you really do fuck me within an inch of my life.”

“You can bet on it,” I growled, burying my face in her muff once again, drinking in my wife’s delicious fragrance.

I had a huge hard-on imaging her getting fucked by a hot bartender. I had no idea what this “Thomas” even looked like, but I imagined him with a six-pack and a shaven chest, holding my hot blonde wife down while he forced a huge cock into her tight cunt. I didn’t have a gay bone in my body, but like lots of guys, I enjoyed the fantasy of seeing my wife encounter a truly large penis, the kind that would present a challenge. Liv was far from sexually inexperienced, as her “party girl” background made obvious, but she also never talked about size preference very much. I’m pretty average down there myself, neither really big nor small, so I don’t give it too much thought. Like most guys, I wouldn’t complain if I had an extra two inches or so, but I’m pretty happy with what the good Lord gave me.

“Just like that,” moaned Liv, continuing to control where I put my tongue by guiding me gently with her hand.

“What’s he doing to you now?”

“Later…” she gasped, “after…”

So she wanted me to make her come first, before she told me all the dirty details of her fantasy, did she? Alright, I guess that was what I was going to have to do.

I knew how to drive Liv crazy. She wasn’t into anal, but she loved having her butt played with while I went down on her. Today, I decided to take things a step further, and do something that I’d never done before: I slipped a finger inside her sopping wet pussy to stimulate her g-spot, then I began to tongue her asshole.

The response was immediate.

“Oh my fucking God! You fucking bastard! I’m going to…”

Other people might find it weird that my wife called me a “bastard” when I was about to make her climax, but you have to remember that Liv is a lawyer, and is used to being in control. Even in the bedroom. That doesn’t mean that she tries to dominate me or anything like that, but it does mean that she likes to be able to determine when she’s going to climax on her own. She loves to have a man take control and fuck her like he wants to, but it always happens on her own terms, and she’s always the one who has the final say over when she comes.

So this new move – my tongue teasing her asshole – had caught her by surprise and pushed her ever closer to climax, totally against her will.

“Fuck you, Rob. God damn it, I’m coming!”

Her back arched and she let out a tiny moan, a whimper, really. Unlike a lot of girls I’d been with in the past, and unlike my first wife, Liv didn’t make a lot of noise in bed. Maybe that was all tied to her love of maintaining control. But that didn’t mean that she wasn’t enjoying herself. Over the years, I’d learned to read her signs, to understand when she was having a powerful orgasm and when she wasn’t. And the thing about Liv was that she was multi-orgasmic. A lot of women are, of course, but for Liv, it could just go on and on. I loved the idea of seeing just how far things could go, just how many orgasms she could have…

This particular orgasm, however, was now over, and I pulled my mouth away from her pussy and wiped it on the back of my hand before crawling up to give her a kiss.

“That was so fucking hot,” she said, “you bastard. Did you really lick my asshole?”

“It’s called ‘eating ass’ and all the cool kids do it these days.”

She wrinkled her nose.

“I hate that term. But I love how it feels.”

“Duly noted.”

She reached down and stroked my erection, guiding it between her legs.

“Are you ready to fuck me hard?”

“Are you ready to tell me about you and Thomas?”

“Mm-hmm,” she said, “hold me down while you rail me.”

I had to smile. She always wanted to be in control. Even when she was asking to be held down and used words like “rail” to describe how she wanted to be fucked, it was all on her terms.

“Yes, ma’am.”

I pinned her hands above her head and thrust deep into her pussy, savoring the warm, wet sensation of the initial penetration.

“He comes up behind me on the dance floor,” she began, her eyes tightly closed and her breath hot on my ear, “and he grinds into me from behind. He whispers in my ear. Tells me he thinks I’m beautiful, and that he has to have me. Now.”

I was concentrating so hard on not climaxing prematurely while my wife told me this incredibly hot and taboo fantasy that I wasn’t able to respond in words. I merely grunted “mm-hmmm.”

“And then his hands are on my hips, and we’re moving to the music, and I feel his bulge. It’s huge and hard, and I don’t know how he’s going to fit inside me. But I want him to. My panties are already soaked through after only a minute or so of dancing with him. Then he spins me around and gives me a kiss. I ask him where we can go. He takes me by the hand and leads me off to the back of the bar. Everyone sees us leave the dance floor. Everyone knows that he’s taking me off to get fucked. I feel like such a slut. A married woman about to get taken like a cheap barroom whore in the back room somewhere, but Thomas is impossible to resist.”

“Fuck,” I grunted, “you… are… so… hot…”

“Mm,” she said, smiling a bit, “don’t get too excited yet, honey. I want you to hold out until I finish my story.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

She pushed me back a bit and reached down, holding the base of my cock. I twitched a couple of times, and then the immediate pressure of impending orgasm subsided. It was a trick that Liv had used on me a couple of times, when I was on the edge of premature ejaculation, and it worked.

Once again, I was rock hard, but felt like I could go forever.

“Fuck me, honey.”

I started my assault on my wife’s pussy once again. I’m happy to say that my joinery was solid: the solid walnut bed didn’t creak in the slightest, but it did begin to slam into the wall with each thrust. That wasn’t something that I could avoid, even with the best carpentry skills, unless I bolted the bed to the floor. But who the hell would do something like that to vintage red oak floors?

“He takes me to the back room, to a dark hallway, and he grabs my hands and puts them on his bulge. At the same time, he kisses me and presses me against the wall while I undo his belt. His hands are on my nipples and he’s driving me crazy. He knows just how to touch me, babe.”

“Tell me about his cock,” I said.

“He’s big. And so hard. He points up at the perfect angle to hit my g-spot.”

“How big?”

“Bigger… than… you.”

“Fuck, Liv. That’s so hot. Would you like that?”

Liv knew that I was secure enough to hear a fantasy like this one without losing all my confidence as a man. At least I thought I was…I was pretty sure, anyway.

“I think...I’d like to try it once...with him.”

“God that gets me so hard. I need to see that.”

“You’re kidding.”

“I’m not.”

“God, Rob. Just fuck me.”

I drilled into her, fucking her as hard as I could as she gasped out the rest of her filthy fantasy.

“He tells me to turn around and bend over. I brace myself against the wall and he hikes up my skirt and pushes my panties to the side. He slides into me. It feels so good to be stretched by him. I start to come almost immediately. You know how I get. I just can’t help it. He grabs my hips. I tell him to get rough. That he can do whatever he wants with me. When I get in that state, I can’t control myself.”

In that moment, she had one of her small, yelping orgasms. I paused my thrusting out of necessity, because she was so tight that I couldn’t move inside her while she came. She looked up at me, her face flushed, then gave me a huge smile.

“Did you mean what you said,” she said, her breathing ragged, “when you said that you needed to see him fuck me?”

My cock was hard and buried in my wife’s tight wet warm pussy. I wasn’t exactly doing my best thinking, as they say. But I also wasn’t in a position to lie. Any kind of self-censoring or second-guessing that I might have normally done was out of the question.

“Yes,” I gasped, “I… I want to see him fuck you. To see you fuck him. To see you fuck each other.”

“Mm,” she said, “I love that. I love that this fantasy is making you lose your mind.”

“Who said it has to be a fantasy?” I said, starting to move inside her again, “I mean, if you really want to do it, I see no reason to deny yourself the pleasure. Unless you don’t really want to…”

She gasped as I started slamming her into the mattress again, unable to control myself any longer.

“Are you serious…”

“Yes. Let’s go to the bar some night and you can seduce him while I watch….”

“Oh my God. I can’t do that…he’s too gorgeous. And he’s gay…”

“If he’s really gay, then we forget about it. We have a fun night out and stop at that. But if he’s not, you invite him back to our hotel suite. I’ll be in the adjoining room watching…”

“That’s so...diabolically...perfect,” she moaned, approaching another orgasm, “I love it. We have to do this. Thomas is… working...tomorrow!”

She yelped this final word in the same tone of voice that signaled her orgasm, and in the same moment, I unload inside her, emptying myself into her in the most intense orgasm that I could remember having.

Something had happened between us. It was a new stage in our relationship. Or a new fantasy.

Something.
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We both fell asleep after that, and, the next morning, Liv was in the shower when I opened my eyes. I had a lot of work to do that morning in the shop, so I was anxious to get there as well. Consequently, we didn’t talk a lot once she got out, but there was a gleam in her eyes as she kissed me good morning.

“That was...pretty amazing last night,” she said, “I really had fun with you.”

“Me too,” I said, taking her in my arms, “I’m going to be thinking about it all day.”

“Just watch yourself around the table saw, big guy. Those fingers are too skilled for you to lose a single one.”

“Ha ha. You know safety in the shop is always my number one priority.”

“Good.”

Right before she went out the door, Liv gave me a huge grin.

“What?”

“What, what?”

“Why are you smiling like that?”

“It’s just...I was remembering our date tonight.”

“Oh,” I said, “I wasn’t sure if that was just...horny talk.”

“It definitely was that,” she said, “but I also really want to do it...unless…”

“No unless,” I said, “I’ll take you to dinner, then we’ll go to the bar. I’ll pick you up at work. So you better bring something to change into.”

“I already have the perfect outfit at the office. For when I go out with clients, you know.”

“Oh. I should have known.”

“Don’t worry,” she added hastily, “I’m always a good girl. Unless my husband wants me to be naughty…”
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I worked until 4pm, my normal day in the shop, then immediately booked a hotel suite close to Liv’s office. Thankfully, Liv’s job means that I don’t have to care too much about dropping $400 on a single night’s stay, unlike what I used to be able to afford in my life as a single carpenter, or for the three weeks I was married to Jessica.

I went and got the key cards, and made sure that everything was set up perfectly. There was a front suite area with a couch and a kitchenette, and one bed. There was another room adjoining it, without a door, but it was far enough away that if they didn’t enter it for any reason, I’d be able to use it as a hiding place to watch the lovers undisturbed.

It seemed like a crazy plan. What was I doing? Was I really ready for this?

I shrugged my shoulders there in the empty room, as if to reassure myself.

This is something we both want, I thought to myself, so who cares if it’s crazy or taboo. And I don’t think that Thomas is going to mind getting some pussy. Unless, of course, he really is gay and Liv is right about everything.

Yes, that was the big “what if” factor: what if Thomas didn’t like girls at all, even leggy blondes like my wife with huge racks.
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We went to a Japanese place for dinner. I had a cold soba noodle salad, and Liv went for a small plate of sashimi and a miso soup. She didn’t want to be too full for the long night that we both hoped would be ahead of us.

“If he’s down to fuck,” she said casually, “it probably won’t be until after his shift. And the bars close here...when? Like 2:00AM?”

“Yep,” I said, drawing on my experiences as a younger man who used to go bar hopping, “there’s a lot of time between then and now.”

We decided to take our time at the restaurant, ordering a few sakes and a cocktail each. We held hands under the table, staring into each other’s eyes.

“I love that you’re wearing that big engagement ring and wedding band,” I said, “think he’ll notice?”

“I don’t know,” she said, “maybe, maybe not. I love it too, though. It makes everything so much naughtier. So wrong and yet so right…”

People watching us might have thought we had just started dating and were madly in love. And in a sense, it was true. We’d only just discovered an entirely new aspect of sexuality to explore together, and that felt like a new beginning. An entirely new relationship.

Finally, around 9:30, we could feel the eyes of our waiter on us. We’d been there for a long time, and even though we’d ordered a lot, it was time to clear the table for other guests. We paid our bill – I tipped well – and headed out into the night. We were going to walk to the bar, which was only a few blocks away.

“God, I’m nervous,” said Liv, “I mean, how am I going to do this?”

“How do you usually pick up guys?”

“I don’t. They pick me up. And the last guy to do that was you, silly!”

“We’ll have some more drinks when we get there,” I said, “and you’ll figure things out. But I don’t want you getting sloppy drunk.”

“I won’t. I can’t. I’ve got to FaceTime with the Hong Kong office tomorrow afternoon.”

“Perfect.”

The bar itself was nothing special. It was one of those exposed brick and Edison-blub joints that has taken over the entire country in the past decade or so. The woodwork, I noted, was totally uninspired and cheap. I wondered if I knew any of the guys who had put in the bar. Probably not, I guessed, artisans they weren’t. Probably just subcontractors looking to get the job done as quickly and cheaply as possible. Not that I blamed them. After all, the lights were low and the deep stain hid any mistakes they might have made.

While I was staring at the woodwork of the bar counter itself, Liv was staring at a bartender. He was shorter than I’d imagined, and he definitely didn’t have a six pack. His hair was thinning, and he seemed tired of life.

“That’s Thomas?”

“No,” she said, a look of dismay crossing her face, “he’s not…”

Just then, a man stepped up behind us. He was tall, handsome and wearing a skin-tight t-shirt that accentuated his trained pecs. He was in his early thirties, like us. He had sharp blue eyes and a square jaw.

“Hi, folks,” he said with a grin, “would you like a table tonight, or are you fine sitting at the bar?”

He had two menus in his hand, which he offered to us.

“Oh,” said Liv, blushing visibly, “I think...we’re fine with the bar, right?”

“Yeah,” I said, “we already ate, thanks.”

“Well,” said the man, “if you change your mind, just let me know. But for now, what can I get you to drink? My name’s Thomas, by the way.”

“I know,” blurted Liv, “I want a gin and tonic.”

“I thought I’d seen you here before,” said Thomas, smiling, “last week, right? With that girl from out of town. Beth?”

“That’s her,” Liv said, recovering a bit, “she can get a little...forward when she drinks. I hope we didn’t scare you off…”

“Oh, that? No. Don’t worry about it. I don’t really like to take advantage of drunk customers, but I found it flattering all the same.”

“Beth came up and stuck her phone number in his shirt pocket,” said Liv, turning to me, “she had a couple of shots before that.”

Thomas smiled, then turned to me.

“And what can I get you, sir?”

“I’ll have a Miller, from the tap,” I said.

“Very good.”

He turned away to get our drinks.

“Oh my God,” said Liv, “he remembered me and Beth. I’m kind of embarrassed. She was sloppy drunk.”

“But it sounds like he wasn’t against it. Just that he didn’t want to date rape her.”

“You’re right…,” she said, thinking, “he could have said that he didn’t like girls. But he didn’t…”

“He probably gets propositioned a lot, looking like he does.”

“Maybe.”

“He saw us together, though,” I said, “doesn’t that ruin our plan a bit? Like, didn’t you want him to think you were alone?”

“It doesn’t have to,” she said, “you can have a drink and then leave. Wait in the hotel room. I’ll text you if it works out, and if it doesn’t, we’ll just have our own little party in the room.”

“Perfect.”

A few minutes later, Thomas returned with the drinks. I drank my beer quickly, then gave Liv a kiss on the cheek, slipping her the key card for the hotel suite.

“See you in a while,” I said, “just text me if you need anything.”

“I love you, babe,” she said, giving me a kiss.

She had a positively giddy look on her face. This was going to be fun. For the both of us. Even if it didn’t end up working out for some reason, we’d have a lot to chat about when we were finally together again.

Whatever happened that night, the next time we had sex, it was going to be amazing.
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In the hotel suite, I grabbed a bourbon from the minibar and sat in the dark in the adjoining room, experimenting with angles to make sure that I could see most of the main room with the kitchenette while simultaneously not being seen.

Finally, I had things worked out perfectly. I could see about ¾ of the room, but not absolutely every part of the area with the sofa. If they decided to make out while watching TV, I might be out of luck. But, then again, I might be out of luck anyway. It had been over an hour, and I hadn’t heard anything from Liv.

Then, around midnight, I got a text.

We’re on our way, she wrote, tell you more later.

My heart pounded in my chest. It seemed like it was really going to happen. I almost couldn’t believe it.

I responded with a short message: I’m ready.

I took a quick trip to the bathroom and washed my hands and face, then I took my seat in the darkened room and stared at the door, waiting.

About a quarter of an hour later, the door opened, and I heard Liv’s giggle as she walked into the room.

“I must have left the light on,” she said, quickly covering for my mistake, “whoops!”

“Where did you husband go?” asked Thomas, looking around the room a bit nervously.

Fuck. Did he suspect what was going on?”

“Do you mean that guy at the bar with me? He’s a contractor doing some work on my house. My husband is back in Boston.”

So she was pretending to be from out of town. A dangerous game, but it at least explained why she had a huge hotel suite.

“Cool, cool,” said Thomas, grabbing her by the hips and pulling her in for a long kiss on the lips.

Not so gay after all, I thought.

I watched his hands explore my wife’s ass, grinding her crotch on his. I wondered if he really had a huge cock, like in Liv’s fantasy. I guess I’d find out soon enough.

I was already completely hard, sitting in that chair. For a moment, I felt strange. What was I supposed to do in a situation like this? Jerk off? What if he came into the room on a whim? I would look like a pervert. He’d probably recognize me from the bar and put two and two together. The whole thing would be ruined.

We were taking a risk, that was clear. But it was one worth taking.

I watched his hands wander under Liv’s skirt. She was wearing a tight black leather miniskirt, a form-fitting red blouse and black pumps. It was a classic look. Under her skirt, as Thomas quickly discovered, she had a red thong that matched her shirt.

He gave her a playful slap on the ass.

“Ooh,” cooed Liz, “you can do that harder if you want. I love a nice spanking. I’m a very bad girl, after all. Cheating like this.”

“You are, aren’t you? Well maybe I should take you in hand, since your husband isn’t here to do it.”

Liv loved rough sex, when she was in the mood for it, and it was clear that she was in the mood for it now.

“Then I guess you’d better start punishing me,” she said, “nothing gets me wetter.”

He smiled.

“Bend over the couch,” he ordered, directing her to the sofa.

Liv complied, glancing into the darkened room where I was sitting as she did so, and, for a brief moment, locking eyes with me. Of course, what she saw was probably just a dark room. But I saw her eyes, burning with desire and the taboo secret that we shared.

He hiked up her skirt all the way to her back and then slowly lowered her thong, taking his time. I knew that Liv loved this kind of treatment: submitting to a guy on her own terms. He thought that he was in control, but she was the one directing the show.

He slapped her ass a couple of times, hard. She cried out in delight.

“Oh, fuck yes. Punish me. I’m a naughty little cheating slut.”

“This isn’t a punishment, though, is it?” he said, smacking her ass again, then sliding a finger slowly into her tight, wet slit, “you’re soaking wet.”

“So maybe I am,” she said, “maybe I like being a bad girl. But I can also show you what a good girl I can be.”

“Why don’t you do that, then,” he said, reaching down and undoing his belt.

It was clear what she meant, and a moment later, she’d spun around and was on her knees, helping him with his pants.

I had a front-row seat for my wife giving another man a blow job. I swallowed in anticipation as his belt was finally unfastened and his jeans were unbuttoned. Liv paused for a moment, smiling up at him.

“Time to see what you’re packing. It certainly felt really big…”

“I guess it’s pretty big,” he said, suddenly self-conscious, “I mean, I hope you’re not disappointed. If you’re some kind of size queen or something…”

“I might be a bit of a size queen,” she said, “but don’t worry. My husband is totally normal and I’m very satistifed with him.”

“If that’s the case, why were you so eager to get me into bed?”

“Because variety is the spice of life, silly…”

She tugged at his pants and they came down his legs, along with his underwear, freeing a large, thick cock that was already at half mast and was growing before our eyes.

“Oh, wow,” said Liv.

Her astonishment was genuine. She wasn’t putting on a show for his benefit.

“You… like it?”

It was funny that a guy with a cock the size of Thomas’s could seem so insecure.

“It’s magnificent,” said Liv, pulling it towards her face and giving it several kisses along the shaft, “more than enough. Trust me.”

“You’re not just saying that? I mean, a lot of girls tell me that I’m the biggest they’ve ever been with, but I thought that was just something that everyone says.”

“Trust me,” she said again, “it’s big enough for any girl. Probably too big for some. How long is it, anyway?”

“I don’t know,” he said, running his fingers through her hair as she began to fellate him, “like maybe 9 and a half inches?”

Yep. There was no doubt about it. Thomas was packing. It remained to be seen if he knew how to use it, though.

Liv, for her part, certainly knew how to suck a cock. She was worshiping him, moaning in satisfaction as she slobbered on his shaft, the spit dripping off of it as she took him as deeply as she could. She had overcome her gag reflex long ago, but that didn’t mean it was easy to take something that thick into her throat, and I could tell that she was struggling, yet determined.

“God,” he moaned, “you’re so good at that. Better than any other girl I’ve been with.”

“I doubt that,” said Liv, taking a short breather, “I bet there are some little bar sluts who can suck cock better than I can.”

“I haven’t met them yet if there are,” said Thomas, and then bent down to give my wife a long kiss.

“You’re going to have to stop doing that,” he said, breaking the kiss, “or I’m going to come. I need a break.”

“Don’t you dare come yet,” said Liv, looking up at him, “I need to feel that monster inside me.”

He nodded, and she stood up, taking a few moments to wriggle quickly out of her clothes.

“Should I wear a condom?” he asked, looking at her hesitantly.

“No,” she said, “I need to feel you raw.”

Damn. She was feeling risky! The note of lust in her voice made my cock even harder. I started stroking myself through my pants. I felt a little self conscious about jerking off to the sight of the two people in the other room, even if they couldn’t see me.

“I want to ride you,” said Liv, “sit down there.”

She pushed him onto the sofa and climbed on top of him. Unfortunately, because of the angle, I could only see Thomas’s legs and the back half of my wife’s body. I couldn’t see his long, thick pole slide into her tight wet cunt, but I could imagine it very well, especially because I heard Liv cry out for him to slow down.

“Sorry,” he said, a bit sheepish.

“It’s ok,” she said, “it’s just that you’re so big. It’s better if I control things.”

“Ok,” he said.

She lowered herself a bit more, and then threw back her head and gave a long, low moan.

“Oh God. You’re stretching me so good. I’ve never felt this full.”

“Fuck you’re tight. You feel so fucking good.”

“Yeah,” she moaned, almost unable to talk from the sound of it, “you’re big. This is a huge fucking cock.”

“Bigger than your husband?”

“Mm-hmm,” she said, and, to my surprise, followed this admission with the small yelp that signaled her orgasm.

“Oh God,” he groaned, “you just got really tight. Did you just….?”

“Mm-hmm,” she said, bouncing on him a little faster now, “I just came. I just came on your big fucking dick, and I’m about to do it again…”

She bit her lip bouncing up and down on him again, then cried out with another telltale yelp.

“Oh fuck. I can’t believe it. I’m coming again. I can’t...stop… coming…”

I watched as Liv orgasmed four or five times in a row. It was a site that I’d seen maybe once or twice in my life, when we’d experimented with a powerful vibrator. Afterwards, Liv had told me that the experience had been too intense, and left her sore for days. I wondered if that was what was about to happen here, as well.

“OH GOD,” she moaned, holding on to him now.

She was still on top, but he was doing the work now, slamming into her from below, holding her close as his cock went all the way up inside her.

“You’re so deep. You’re hitting places… I never…. Oh shit!”

And, just like that, another wave of orgasms washed over her. Liv’s face flushed red, then her eyes took on a glassy, pale look. She was somewhere else entirely. On another planet of lust.

“Shit,” she said, “I need… God damn...that was so intense.”

He slowed down, holding her there on his lap, still buried inside her from what I could tell. Even in that totally stationary position, Liv experienced another orgasm.

“It’s almost too much,” she said, “but I want you to come inside me. Oh God, I need you to come inside me.”

“Talk...dirty to me,” panted Thomas, starting to assault her cunt again from below.

“What do you want to hear, big guy? That you’re bigger than my husband? That you’ve got the best cock I’ve even been with? That I’m going to be ruined for other men after this? That you’ve convinced me that I’m a size queen, and that I can never go back to an average dick?”

It was hard to tell exactly what had made the difference, but it was clear that she’d hit on the exact combination of words that drove Thomas crazy, because a moment later, he was groaning, and Liv had a huge smile of satisfaction on her face.

“Good boy,” she said, “I’m really wet down there all of a sudden. You must have really filled me.”

“It was a lot,” he said, chuckling.

The two exchanged some affectionate words that I couldn’t hear, kissing each other tenderly like old lovers as they basked in the afterglow.

If anything made me jealous, it was this: seeing the two of them share this private moment, whispering words that I couldn’t hear.

After a while, though, Liv slowly dismounted and wrapped herself in a robe, but not before returning to her knees quickly and sucking the last bit of cum from the tip of Thomas’s prick.

“I always clean up my messes,” she said, smiling mischievously.

“Fuck,” he said, “you’re amazing. I hope you’ll call me again the next time you’re in town.”

“I’ve got your number,” she said, “but right now, you should go. I’ve got a call with Hong Kong tomorrow, and I need my sleep.”

“Ok,” said Thomas, the regret as palpable in his voice as it was legible on his face, “but if you feel like doing something tomorrow morning maybe…”

“I’ll think about it.”

A moment later he had his clothes on, and was standing next to the door.

“Bye,” she said, giving him a kiss.

“Bye,” he said, giving her a slap on the butt, “until next time.”

“Yeah,” she said, “until next time.”

[image: ]


As soon as the door was closed and bolted, Liv walked straight into the room where I was sitting and turned on the light. She untied the robe and threw it onto the floor as she walked straight over to me and straddled me, giving me a long kiss.

“God, that was hot, babe,” she said, “I can’t believe how hard he made me come.”

“I know,” I said, “I saw.”

“I want you so bad, babe.”

“Are you sure? Aren’t you...you know...sore?”

“Mm-hmm,” she said, “but I’m also drunk, so I think you should take advantage of that fact and use me for your pleasure.”

“Yes, ma’am,” I said, teasing her nipples.

I stood up from the chair, carrying her in my arms, and threw her backwards onto the bed. I stripped off my pants and was about to enter her, but she stopped me.

“Why don’t you do what you did the other night?”

“Go down on you?”

“Yeah.”

“But he just came inside you.”

“So?”

“So...won’t it be weird?”

“I think it’s kind of hot,” she said, “and you can also do...that other thing.”

“You mean...eat your ass?”

“Do you have to call it that? But yeah, that’s exactly what I mean.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

I dove down between her legs. I’d had enough beer and bourbon that night to not think too hard about the fact that I was about to eat another man’s sperm out of my wife’s cunt. I just started lapping at her swollen, wet slit and enjoyed the sounds that she made.

“That’s so good, babe,” she said, “a little lower…”

The first glob of sperm that hit my tongue almost made me retch, but I got used to the taste quickly. Like I said, the alcohol helped. That and the fact that I’ve never been the type of guy to really get grossed out by sex stuff. I just do what feels good in the moment and roll with things.

After a few minutes, I could feel Liz getting closer.

“Do that thing, babe,” she moaned.

I went down even further, pushing my tongue into her tight rosebud as she yelped in orgasm. It felt great to be able to give her another orgasm even after the string of climaxes she’d already experienced with Thomas.

“I want you...inside me now,” she said.

I pulled myself up between her legs and sank into her, the slickness of her cunt swallowing my member. It could have been my imagination, but she felt looser than before. Then again, how could she not be loose, after taking that gigantic cock inside her?

I realized that that slickness of her cunt was due to the fact that Thomas’s cum was acting as lubricant.

This is why they call it “sloppy seconds,” I thought.

“God yes. I love you, babe. That was incredible, wasn’t it? I mean, he made me come so hard…”

“I love you too,” I sighed, slamming into her now with my full force.

I hoped the hotel bed was as solid as the bed at home that I’d made.

“Yes, I’m so close. Oh God. I feel so close to you, babe!”

That last line made me lose control. Despite everything else, despite the size of Thomas’s dick and his six-pack abs, she still loved me.

And I loved Liv.

In that moment, a minor miracle occurred. It’s a miracle that happens all the time, all over the world, but every time it does, it’s special nonetheless.

Liv and I climaxed together. I spent myself inside her, reclaiming her again.

“Rob,” she said, as we lay together in the afterglow, “that was so incredible. Thank you.”

“You don’t have to thank me,” I said, “I had a great time, too. But you know you have to do something for me, now, don’t you?”

“What?”

She looked up at me from the crook of my arm with tired eyes. It had been an exhausting night.

“You have to find two more blondes so we can really test out the bed at home.”

“Oh, stop it!” she said, “you don’t get two blondes if I only got one Thomas.”

“Maybe next time we can get you another Thomas,” I said, tickling her, “I think you might like that.”

“I don’t know if my pussy could handle it, to be honest. But the fantasy does excite me. Let’s talk more about this. Tomorrow...after my call with Hong Kong…”

And we drifted off to sleep in each other’s arms.

It was the beginning of something big, something new. For me and my favorite wife, Olivia.

THE END


MY FIRST TIME HOTWIFE


LIZZIE



INTRODUCTION


Elizabeth, or Lizzie as everyone called her, had always been a “good girl.” It was one of the things that attracted me to her to begin with. While her friends were into one-night-stands, she was saving herself for marriage. When they were going to clubs, she was going to bed early so that she would be fresh for the church bake sale in the morning.

She looked amazing at those bake sales, too: petite, busty and in great shape, her fair hair pulled back in a pony tail and a broad smile on her full red lips.

At first, it seemed like a miracle that she would ever even take a second look at a guy like me. After all, I was ten years older than her when we met – she was 22 – and I had just gotten out of a complicated, messy divorce. I’d caught my wife, Rebecca, cheating with one of my friends from the country club. They’d come out of the women’s bathroom, of all places. She’d denied it, but I’d hired a private investigator who had caught the two of them in the act. He’d also managed to hack her phone somehow – I never got any details concerning his methods – and turned over close to a thousand text messages and photos exchanged by Rebecca and Tom.

To say that these messages damaged my self-esteem would have been an understatement. They had fucked all over my house while I was out earning the money to pay for it. Neither one of them had shown even a trace of guilt about the betrayal.

Friends had advised me not to read these messages, but how could I not? It was like being trapped in a bad dream, experiencing my wife’s infidelity as it slowly unfolded over months.

The worst part? Reading Rebecca telling Tom how much better he was in bed than me. And how much more endowed he was.

I knew that I wasn’t huge. I also knew that I probably wasn’t the world’s best lover, but I was definitely “good enough” for Rebecca, or had been, up until the moment she met Tom. I’d always given her orgasms. At least I thought I had. And she’d never given any indication that my penis wasn’t good enough for her.

But when I read her words to her lover, I realized how inadequate I’d been. Or at least how boring. It was like I was encountering an entirely new woman through her words. She was much more sexually adventurous with Tom than she’d ever been with me. What’s more, she and Tom discussed their encounters in such explicit detail that I could imagine the scenes precisely.

I knew I shouldn’t be torturing myself this way. There was no need for me to know the intimate details of their affair. My lawyers – and I had many – would use them as evidence during the divorce case, but there was no reason I had to have any knowledge of them at all.

Something happened to me, however, in my grief. As I read the filthy details of my soon-to-be ex-wife and her lover, I became aroused.

I imagined Rebecca, her long dark hair falling in waves over her naked shoulders as she rode Tom’s large, thick erect penis on our bed.

I imagined her screaming in ecstasy as she climaxed on top of him, and when he climaxed inside her, as he had done on several occasions.

I started to masturbate as I read the messages on my computer. A couple of times, I even made myself come.

I felt horrible afterwards, of course. The fact that I had enjoyed my wife’s betrayal made me feel like it had somehow been my fault, like I had somehow wanted her to cheat on me.

But I kept coming back to those illicit texts, even after the divorce had been finalized, and Rebecca had moved out.

I had a lot of money. My family had money, and I had made even more money through my job as a hedge fund manager.

Rebecca, on the other hand, didn’t come from money. Sure, she hired a prominent attorney, but in the end she came away with a tiny part of my fortune. A settlement hardly worth mentioning. She had tried to tangle with the big dogs, and been taught a lesson. And all of the incriminating texts and photos hadn’t helped her case at all.

So when I met Lizzie at my new club one morning, about a year after the divorce had been finalized (and two years, almost to the day since I’d caught Tom and Rebecca together), it was like a dream come true…
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Lizzie was a petite, blond, blue-eyed blushing college girl who was working as a waitress. Actually, it wasn’t technically accurate to call her a college girl. She’d recently graduated college with a degree in Communications, but was still looking for work. It was a little surprising, actually, that she hadn’t been immediately scooped up by one of the local news channels, who were always trolling for pretty girls just out of college to groom for reporter positions. Lizzie might have been a little shy, but she could certainly become outgoing in the right context, as I was soon to learn, even if it seemed unlikely the first time you met her.

Dating the waitstaff was frowned on by the other club members, even if they might not say it directly. There wasn’t a policy against it, exactly, but it was widely considered to be in bad taste. Of course, some of the guys fucked waitresses on the side, but what I had with Lizzie was different.

I didn’t want to be Lizzie’s “sugar daddy.” I knew after our second date that I wanted to marry this girl. I didn’t care what the wives of the other club members thought. Lizzie was going to be my wife.

Younger, inexperienced and sweet: Lizzie was a total contrast to Rebecca, who was a year older than me, and, as it had turned out, definitely not sweet.

Our courtship was swift – too swift for Lizzie’s parents, who were rightfully skeptical of my intentions as an older, wealthy man. But I succeeded to winning them over, and proving to them that I had nothing but the purest of intentions with their pure daughter.

For her part, Lizzie was smitten with me from the beginning, at least that’s what she told me. And I believed her.

I knew that as a wealthy man, I had to be on my guard around many of the young women who crossed my path. Time had taught me the bitter lesson that there were plenty of gold diggers out there, women who were in it just for the money and who would never be able to love me for who I was. I started to think that maybe Rebecca had been something of a gold digger, despite the fact that I had been certain that she wasn't when I married her. Live and learn, I guess!

Maybe I'm a hopeless romantic, but when I met Lizzie, the fact that she might have been after my money never even crossed my mind. She was such a sweet and genuine person that I could never have imagined her cheating on me, or getting married just for the increase in social status it would bring.

My friends at the club, when they found out that I'd been dating a waitress, tried their best to dissuade me from getting married. They told me cautionary tales of other men who'd had their fortunes stripped from them by women of the lower classes. They'd talked about mistresses who turned on their benefactors once the money spigot was turned off.

No woman can love you just for who you are, they told me. All women want something more from you. You've got to accept that, and play the game. No matter how painful it is.

I shrugged off this advice. I didn't need these kinds of warnings. I'd been through it all before with Rebecca. Didn't I have more reason than any of them to doubt the sincerity of any woman that I met? And yet I was willing to give love another chance. It might have been my undoing, to be sure, but it was preferable to adopting the kind of cynical demeanor that says that love is impossible.

So I proposed to Lizzie, and I didn't waste my time about it, either. After dating for three months, I invited her on a skiing vacation to Colorado, where, in a private room at the lodge, over hot cocoa, I dropped to one knee and produced the diamond ring that I'd been carrying in the pocket of my ski pants all day, waiting for the correct moment on the slopes that had never come.

Tears in her beautiful blue eyes, the young woman accepted my proposal graciously.

That night, we were intimate for the first time. I mean truly intimate, in a physical and spiritual. Yes, we had intercourse for the very first time. We had been planning to do that even before Lizzie knew that I was also going to propose. But the fact that we'd now sealed our union with a promise made our lovemaking that night all the more magical.

Lizzie was inexperienced, but not totally. She'd fooled around with guys in high school, but by the time she had the opportunity to go to a couple of years of college (she never finished) she had been working too hard to go on dates, not that she wouldn't have if she'd me the right guy.

It just so happened, she told me, that she'd never met the right guy.

That is, until I'd asked her for her number after she'd waited on me that fateful morning at the club.

And now, here we were, at 10,000 feet of elevation, in a spacious hotel suite. Close to heaven in more ways than one.

I'll never forget the black lace bra and panty set that she wore that night. The panties had a small pink bow at the waistband. She looked so innocent, and so sexual at the same time.

Lizzie lay on her back and looked up at me expectantly as I lowered my lips to hers. I could feel her tremble, and she could tell that I could feel her.

“Sorry,” she whispered, her voice breaking, “I know I shouldn't be so nervous. But I can't help it.”

“It's normal,” I said, “we're going to take our time tonight. No pressure. If it doesn't work tonight, it's ok. We'll save it for some other time. There's no rush at all. We've got the rest of our lives.”

This remark seemed to reassure her, because her trembling ceased, and she kissed me with a ferocious intensity that I hadn't experienced up to that point. It was a hint of the smoldering sexuality that was still just below the surface.

Slowly, carefully, I undressed Lizzie. The moon shone through the lodge window, onto her pale and petite young body.

Lizzie broke our kiss and looked up at me, biting her lip for a moment, then saying, in a barely audible voice, “let’s get started, big guy.”

Big guy. I loved it when she called me that. It was her little nickname for me. Not original by any means, but endearing. She had called me that the first day we’d met, and I’d called her “little lady,” in response. Those names had stuck throughout our courtship, though I seldom used her nickname now. I found “Lizzie” cute enough on its own.

“Get started” indeed.

I slowly pulled Lizzie’s panties down, and she arched her back and lifted her bottom off the bed to help me. I have always loved the act of removing a woman’s panties, and Lizzie later told me that she loved it when I took her panties off. She loved having her beauty appreciated. By me, and (though she never would have admitted it) by other men as well. As shy as she was, Lizzie was secretly proud of her body, and enjoyed being the center of attention. I understood that even back then, on the first night we slept together.

Rebecca had convinced me to get a vasectomy long ago. Perhaps she’d been afraid of having to share my estate with some troublesome offspring. In any case, she’d told me, in no uncertain circumstances, that kids were not in the cards for us. I’d been a bit ambivalent about the prospect of being a father, so I’d agreed without giving the decision the thought and consideration it had deserved. Instead, I’d made an appointment and had the procedure done rather quickly.

Being sterile did have the advantage, however, of allowing me the pleasure of not wearing a condom on that first time, when I took my future bride’s virginity.

However, I had promised to go slowly, and I intended to keep my promise.

Once Lizzie’s panties were off, I reached behind her and unhooked her bra, allowing her breasts to spring free. Lizzie had a truly remarkable chest. As a small woman, she didn’t have any business at all having the breasts that she did: two large, round creamy double-d knockers with small pink nipples in the middle.

Nipples that were, at the moment, nicely erect.

Lizzie was blushing now, knowing that I appreciated her nakedness, basking in my gaze and the light of the moon as it spilled through the window. The reflection from the snow made the whole room much brighter than it would have been in the summertime, making it even easier to take in the scene before me: a beautiful, young, busty blonde woman, her nipples erect and a tuft of wispy blond pubic hair peeking out from between her legs lay on her back on the king-size hotel mattress, waiting for me to deflower her.

Almost any straight man out there would have begged to switch places with me in that moment. But for me, there was no other place I would rather have been. I wouldn’t have switched with anyone else for the world.
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The wedding took place at her parent's small wooden country church that Lizzie had also been baptized in. In fact, the man who'd baptized her even officiated the ceremony. At first he'd been a bit stand-offish when he realized that I had been raised Catholic and wasn't about to convert just to please him or Lizzie's parents, but after he asked me a couple of questions about my personal relationship with Jesus, he finally agreed that I had enough faith to be married by him. It helped that Lizzie had coached me on the answers ahead of time, of course! When he asked if we had had sexual relations before marriage, Lizzie blushed, and he quickly moved on to a different topic.

Pastor Pete knew better than to probe too deeply into a woman's virtue. Even a good girl like Lizzie. You might get an answer you don't expect.

I might have done well to learn this lesson myself. But it's all water under the bridge now.

The church was small, but the wedding was big. Lizzie's friends and family were so packed into it that we had to violate that venerable rule of seating and have many of them sit on my side of the aisle, behind the dozen or so friends and relatives that I had convinced to come out to the country to attend my second wedding.

At the ceremony, and especially at the reception, it was a clash of cultures between my wealthy Irish Catholic family from the East Coast (we do exist!) and Lizzie's poor evangelical relatives from the hill country. Still, it wasn't all bad. I enjoyed the look on my uncle's face as one of Lizzie's cousins explained that demolition derbys really do exist, and, what's more, that he himself had taken part in one only a few weeks previously, and lived to tell the tale.

In the end, my people and Lizzie's bonded over their love of one thing: booze. It was funny, because Pastor Pete hadn't seemed especially keen on the fact that there would be alcohol served at the reception, and sneaked out the back door after giving a hasty benediction over the meal. But Lizzie's relatives, even the relatively pious ones, hadn't been nearly so averse to a little of the strong stuff. According to her aunt, one of Lizzie's great great uncles had been a bootlegger in Kentucky, and his bloodline was still strong.

So my people drank gin and single malts, while Lizzie's family drank blended bourbons and Bud Light, even though the bar was, of course, open (and therefore completely paid for). I guess you can't force people to have good taste. And really, what is so much better about paying more money for the same effects? In the end, whether we had drunk single malt or the blended stuff, we were all dancing together in a kind of ecstatic, primal celebration that went on until the sun literally came up.

I tipped the waitstaff and the bartenders well, both before and after the guests arrived, promising another bonus if they stuck around until the very end. They did.

I couldn't really tell you what happened on our actual wedding night, which was, as it turned out, more like a “wedding morning” given the fact that we turned in at around 7:00AM. As far as I can recollect, we drew the blackout curtains in the hotel I'd booked in the mid-sized city where we'd had the reception, and then fell onto the bed still in our clothes. Or at least I had been. Lizzie, I think, had changed out of her dress and washed off her makeup before cuddling up next to me.

When we woke up, it was 3:00PM. I was groggy and disoriented. I stumbled to the bathroom and took a long drink from the faucet, then splashed water on my face before returning to the bedroom, where ?Lizzie still lay sleeping.

She looked so small and fragile there, huddling up against the place that I had been. She seemed conscious of my absence, even in sleep.

“Babe,” she said, “are you there?”

I climbed back onto the bed and cuddled her, spooning her from behind.

“We're married, big guy,” she whispered, “it feels good, doesn't it?”

“It's the best feeling in the world,” I sighed, breathing in the scent of her hair.

“Let's never forget this feeling.”

“I know I never will.”

“I won't either,” she cooed, turning her head to kiss me before falling back to sleep in my arms.

Lizzie and I had planned a long honeymoon to Europe. She'd never been, and I'd only been on business (except for a semester at Trinity College Dublin as an undergrad), so we were both eager to see the sights in London, Paris, Rome, Barcelona and Berlin.

Of course we could have stayed in the most expensive hotels, but I quickly learned that the kind of ostentatious luxury that some people were used to made Lizzie deeply uncomfortable. It wasn't that she didn't like nice things or comfortable rooms and furniture. It was that she always seemed unsure how to behave around the help in those situations. How to act and what to say. How to give orders properly. It was something that she'd have to get used to someday, but for the moment, I was happy to indulge her by booking our trip in three- instead five-start hotels.

This meant that we were staying in what most middle-class people would consider very expensive places, which was the most that Lizzie was comfortable with. And what was good enough for Lizzie was good enough for me.

I have a lot of great memories from that trip, even if I don't remember a lot of the specifics of what we saw. Certain scenes remain. Like when we made love by moonlight in a room from which the Eiffel tower was visible. The time we ran for a train in Barcelona, and Lizzie lost her shoe. I grabbed it, and my wife, carrying her onto the train just before the doors shut, garnering the applause of the passengers, especially after my wife kissed me in thanks. It had been like a scene from a movie.

Not everything went exactly as planned on the trip, of course. Lizzie had terrible jet lag for the first few days, and ended up sleeping in the hotel during the prime sightseeing times while we were in Rome. Then, when she was feeling good and ready to see the city, it was dark and all of the museums were closed. Luckily, there were still good places to eat and drink, and so we ended up seeing most of Rome by night, promising each other that we'd come back someday when she had more time to adjust to the time change.

After all, why couldn't we? We were young (even though I was ten years older) and we had plenty of money. The world, as they say, was our oyster.


3



Ithink it was in Berlin, or maybe Paris, where Lizzie first said something to me that would resonate throughout our marriage.

We'd just finished making love on the bed in our small but swanky hotel room. She was positively glowing as she looked up at me from where she cuddled in the crook of my arm.

“Honey,” she said, her eyes filling with concern, “I know that I'm not as...experienced as some of the other women you've probably been with...”

“Lizzie,” I said, “that doesn't matter to me. Not at all.”

“It matters to me though,” she said, looking at me insistently, “it matters, because I want to be the best wife to you that I possibly can be.”

“You're already the best wife in the world,” I said, pulling her close and kissing her forehead.

“You're sweet,” she said, “but I really want to know what you like. What turns you on.”

“You. You're what turns me on,” I said, “you're so beautiful. You drive me crazy.”

“Thanks,” she said, blushing as I squeezed her tight.

A few moments passed in silence as we held each other.

“It's just that...I don't really know what I'm doing. I just kind of lay there...”

“You don't need to know what you're doing,” I said, “I mean, you just need to know what feels good to you. And what feels good to you feels good to me, too.”

“I know what you mean,” she said, “and you do a great job of making me feel good. But I wonder if there's something I could do that would make you feel good, too.”

“Like what?”

I was a little surprised by this line of questioning. Lizzie had always seemed eager in bed, but at the same time, totally innocent and submissive. Ready to follow my lead. I had never pushed her into more experimental territory, probably because I was telling the truth: she actually was more than adequate as a sexual partner, even just “being herself,” that is to say, letting me do most of the work. It didn't bother me in the least. Quite the contrary, in fact. I'd already seen what it was like to have an active sex partner who was interested in experimentation during my marriage to Rebecca. One thing that I appreciated about Lizzie was that it was impossible for me to imagine her cheating on me the way Rebecca had.

“Like what?” Lizzie repeated my question before she answered, “like...I dunno...a blowjob or something? I know that guys like them.”

I laughed.

“Did I say something wrong?”

Her big blue eyes looked hurt.

“No, babe. Not at all.”

I backpedaled.

“Why did you laugh?”

“Because you're so innocent,” I said, nuzzling her neck with my nose, “I mean, it's amazing that you made it through high school and college without giving a blowjob.”

“I'm sure there were plenty of guys who would have liked it,” she said, “but I'm a good girl.”

“Yes,” I said, “you certainly are.”

“But now I'm married,” she said, “and I think it's ok for me to be a little bad. You're my husband, after all!”

“That's true,” I said.

“Besides,” she said, “you really answer my question.”

“Was there a question? I missed it.”

“Yeah,” she said, “I asked if you like blowjobs.”

“Oh,” I said, “I guess in that case, the answer is yes.”

She smiled.

“Ok,” she said, “that's good to know. I want to try giving you one. Next time we're both...in the mood.”

“That sounds like a wonderful plan,” I said.

Where had I found this girl? It was like she'd been raised in a convent.

I thought maybe it had been a passing mood brought on by the drinks we'd had in the Biergarten a few hours before. But when Lizzie brought it up again a few days later after lunch, I knew it hadn't been the alcohol talking after all, since all we'd had to drink at the cafe that morning had been mineral water.

“What should we do this afternoon?” I asked, looking over a brochure that we'd gotten from the concierge, “there's the concentration camp to the north. Though that's not a very fun sight...”

Lizzie pouted, giving a little frown.

“I think I'd rather 'concentrate' on something else,” she said.

I must have looked surprised.

“You know what I'm talking about, big guy,” she continued, her voice lowering to a whisper, “I want to give you a blow job.”

The last two words she mouthed so that they were totally inaudible to whoever might have been listening, but it was impossible to misunderstand what she had said. The flush that quickly spread over her cheeks showed that she hadn't lost all of her innate shyness, which made the whole situation all the more erotic.

“I think...that could be arranged,” I said, looking around for the waiter, who approached our table much too slowly for my liking after he'd seen my raised hand.

“We'd like to pay, please.”

“Of course, sir.”

Usually I liked to take public transit when I was in a foreign city, but this was one time when I wasn't feeling like waiting. I asked the waiter for the number of a cab service, and about ten minutes later, we were in the backseat speeding back to our hotel.

Lizzie was cuddled up against me, whispering excitedly in my ear.

“This is going to be so much fun,” she said, “I've been want to try it for a while.”

“You're really much naughtier than you let on, aren't you?” I teased.

“Oh,” said Lizzie, “if you only knew the kinds of dirty things I think about doing with my husband…”

I had to smile. I couldn't imagine that Lizzie was very “dirty” at all. What she took for filthy fantasies were probably the stuff of Hallmark Channel movies.

“Well I wouldn't want to prevent you from doing any of those things,” I said, as we pulled up to the hotel.

I paid the fare quickly and gave the driver a generous tip, then I took Lizzie by the hand and pulled her into the tiny elevator, giving her a passionate kiss as we rode it up to the fifth floor of the small hotel.

Once we were in our room again, we were kissing furiously. My hands were all over Lizzie's body, and I might have tried to make love to her right then and there, had she not reminded me of her self-appointed “mission.”

“How should we do it?” she asked, “do you want to lie down or something?”

“It's probably most comfortable if I'm sitting or standing, and you're on your knees,” I said.

“Ok,” she said, “why don't you sit on the bed?”

I unbuckled my belt and sat on the edge of the bed, my cock springing to attention as Lizzie reached up and helped me pull down my underwear.

“Wow,” she said, giggling a little as she knelt in front of me, “I guess I never get a chance to see it up close like this. I usually just lay back and let you do the work. I wasn't expecting it to be so...big!”

I laughed.

“What's the matter? Did I say something wrong, babe?”

“No, honey,” I said, “it's just that...well, I love hearing you tell me how big I am. But I'm not, really.”

“Come on,” she said, smiling at me, “I don't believe that for a second. This thing is huge. I mean, I wouldn't want it to be any bigger.”

“Lots of guys are bigger,” I said, as she held my shaft in her hand, looking at it with a mixture of awe and confusion.

“Yeah, right. If they are, they can't be that much bigger.”

“How big would you say that I am, if you had to guess?”

Lizzie scrunched up her face as if thinking hard.

“If I had to guess? I'd say maybe eight inches.”

I grinned.

“God bless you. I knew there was a reason why I married you.”

She smiled.

“Why? Am I right? Are you eight inches?”

For a moment, I considered lying and telling her that she'd guessed correctly. But for some reason, a part of me wanted to set the record straight.

“No,” I said, “unfortunately I'm not. I'm about five inches – give or take. That's about average. But there are some guys out there who really are eight inches...”

“Five? Come on. You're lying.”

“I don't think there are very many men who would lie to say that they're smaller than they really are,” I said.

“Maybe not,” she said, looking down at my shaft, “but what's the big deal, anyway? Why are guys so hung up on size? I can't imagine a bigger penis feeling any better than a smaller one. It's all about the emotion, anyway.”

All about the emotion? This girl really was in love with me. It felt great, even if it was hard to believe.

I thought back to Rebecca. She certainly thought that a large penis made a difference.

I didn't mention this to Lizzie. Why would I?

“I guess that's right,” I said, “but there are some women out there who probably prefer a big one to a small one.”

“Well,” she said, looking up at me with a gleam in her eye, “it looks like I'm a lucky girl, because my husband's penis is certainly big enough for me.”

Then, without another word, she bent down and took the entire top third of my penis in her mouth, sucking on it gently, as she placed her hand around the base of my shaft.

“God, Lizzie,” I groaned, “I thought you'd never done this before.”

“I read an article about it on my phone last night,” she said, coming up for air, “I was nervous about not knowing what to do.”

“You area very good student,” I said, as her head went down once more into my lap, “I can't believe how good that feels...”

It seemed that maybe I wouldn't have to teach her very much after all.

I did end up giving her a few pointers in the end – when to go faster or slower, when to use more or less pressure – but as it turned out, Lizzie was a natural. She had the ingredient that is most important in a blowjob: enthusiasm. It seemed to spring from a natural love of exploration, and a natural love for me, her husband.

When I finally reached the point of no return, I warned her, but she kept her mouth on my cock, pumping the shaft with her hand until I filled her mouth. She tried swallowing a bit, but then gagged, pulling her mouth off my member and turning her head to the side, coughing a bit.

“I'm so sorry,” she said, “I didn't mean to ruin the mood.”

“Don't be crazy,” I said, “you did great. You don't have to swallow that stuff if you don't want to.”

“Ok,” she said, smiling up at me, “thanks for understanding.”

“Of course I understand,” I said, “thanks for the wonderful blowjob.”

She blushed.

“Was it really that good? I mean, you must have had better ones before...”

“It was incredible,” I said, “what was it you said before? It's the emotion that counts? That part of it was definitely on point.”

“Thanks,” she said, wiping her mouth off on the back of her hand, “I really love pleasing you like that. The next time you need me to do that, I want you to just ask. Really. I mean it. I want to keep my husband happy...”
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After the honeymoon, we spent about half a year in post-marital bliss. Lizzie, who had moved to the town where we’d met for college, wanted to be closer to her family in Virginia. Who was I to argue? The only place I really needed to be on a regular basis was New York City, and I’d had an apartment there since my days as an MBA student. It was a one-bedroom on the Lower East Side that I’d bought for a song back in the day but was now worth well over a million dollars, and rising every day. I was fond of it, though, and I didn’t need the money. Besides, it was a great investment.

What’s more, I actually used the place. I stayed there at least twice a month, and once in a while I even got Lizzie to accompany me there. She was a good sport: she went shopping on Fifth Avenue, got her nails done at a place nearby, and even took the subway herself out to Brighton Beach one afternoon when she’d gotten bored with everything else.

Finally, though, she’d had enough. She was a small-town girl at heart, and I loved her for it.

So instead of coming with me to New York, Lizzie stayed at home.

If Lizzie was doing her best to keep me happy, I knew that I had a duty as a husband to keep her happy as well. So I did my best to accommodate her preferences, hopes and dreams. When she found a little place that she liked near her parents, I immediately agreed to buy it, even though I found it rather gauche.

“Little place” was absolutely an understatement, of course. The piece of property in question was a ten-bedroom mansion (I would have called it a “McMansion” if Lizzie hadn’t been around) that was just off a golf course. It was the type of place that Lizzie's father might have chosen, and I sometimes wondered if he might have actually been involved in helping her pick it out. In any case, I'd been in NY while she was looking for a house, so I had no idea what had gone into her thought process, except for what she told me during our frequent FaceTime calls.

Although I agreed to buy the property for Lizzie, and let her set it up as our primary home, I still insisted that it be inspected by an architect and structural engineer who I trusted. I was happy I did, too, because the issues that these inspections uncovered allowed me to negotiate several thousand dollars from the asking price. It wasn't that I needed the money, per se, but even though I'm rich I still hate to overpay for things!

During the inspection and negotiations, I could tell that Lizzie was apprehensive. She even got slightly distant. She was obviously afraid that something that the inspectors uncovered would cause the sale to fall through, and that she'd lose her chance at her dream home.

In the end, however, we had a contract and a closing date for mid-October. As it happened, this was the exact time that I was to spend a month at our subsidiary in Hong Kong to put together a huge new investment package for one of our clients. We'd known about this trip for months. Before the wedding, Lizzie had been eager to accompany me, but after we'd gotten back from our honeymoon trip to Europe, I sensed her enthusiasm for further travel waning.

Finally, one day, she told me straight up that she didn't want to go to Hong Kong with me, and that she'd rather stay in the US so that she could direct the movers on the very first day after closing.

Frankly, I was a bit relieved. I loved Hong Kong and I loved Lizzie. I even wanted to show Lizzie Hong Kong. But I didn't relish the idea of spending a lot of time babysitting Lizzie and seeing to her emotional needs (and, let's face it, there would be plenty of those) while I was also trying to put a billion-dollar deal together. So, when she gave me an out, I gratefully took it.

That didn't mean it was easy to say goodbye, of course. This trip would be the first time that we'd been separated from each other for more than a week since we'd first gotten married.

The night before I left, I had the cook prepare Lizzie's favorite dinner: sweet-potato gnocchi with saffron cream sauce and spinach. I loved seeing the way her face brightened when she realized what I'd done for her. We opened a bottle of wine that we'd bought in Italy on our honeymoon and enjoyed our last night together.

Once the dishes had been cleared, however, Lizzie's face turned sad.

“I'm really going to miss you, big guy. How am I going to make all these decisions about the house on my own?”

“I'm only going to be gone for a month,” I reminded her, “and we've still got FaceTime and even the old-fashioned telephone. We'll be in touch.”

“But there's the time difference,” she said, “and I know that you're going to be busy.”

“It's true,” I sighed, “but I'll make time for you, babe. I promise. Some things are more important than money.”

“Like your wife?”

“For example.”

She smiled softly, with a hint of melancholy that tore at my heart.

“Come on, babe,” she said, “let's go to bed. I think it would be wrong of me to send off my husband without giving him exactly what he needs first.”

“Is that right?”

“That's right,” she said, “in fact, I have a surprise for you...”

The surprise turned out to be a sheer negligee that hung on her petite body in a way causing it to appear even more fragile and feminine than it actually was. She approached me across the room, a bit insecure in her choice of garment, as I later discovered.

“Oh Lizzie,” I said, “you look amazing.”

She smiled shyly at me. It was hard to believe that even after sleeping together for so long, she still had the capacity to feel embarrassed around me. I wasn’t that I enjoyed this, exactly, rather that it gave the entire situation an extra erotic charge.

My wife. So innocent.

She looked up at me and my lips met hers.

“I’m going to miss you so much,” she whispered, “are you sure that you have to go?”

I knew that I didn’t necessarily have to go on this trip. I could simply quit my job. But I also knew that I’d go crazy without something to do. Not only that, Lizzie might lose her respect for me if I was just at home all the time doing nothing. I needed a job, and we needed at least a little bit of distance in our marriage in order to keep things fresh. I actually wasn’t worried about losing interest in her – that seemed completely unlikely – but I was concerned about her interest in me waning if there wasn’t at least a little mystery in my comings and goings. So this trip to Hong Kong was partially designed to accomplish exactly that, even if I didn’t think of it exactly that way myself.

“When I see you like this, I wonder if I really have to,” I said, taking her in my arms and pulling her close.

We kissed each other hungrily, the urgency of the impending farewell lending our activities an extra charge. My hands were already under her nightie, exploring her soft flesh, eager to feel it against my own but at the same time enjoying the novelty of the sheer, soft fabric between us.

“Frank, honey,” she began (it was jarring when she used my given name instead of some other nickname), “I want you to know that I will do anything necessary to keep you happy while you're on this trip. Anything at all...”

“Liz, babe…,” I said, reaching for one of her nipples and teasing it erect, “all you have to do is be yourself. Just be my wonderful wife.”

“I know,” she said, “and you're sweet. It's just that...I don't want you looking at any other girls while you're over there. Or any other girls on the internet or whatever.”

“Lizzie, babe. I would never...”

“It's ok,” she said, “I'm not as naive as you think. I know that guys get horny, and that guys like to look at naked girls. There's nothing wrong with that per se.”

“But?”

“But,” she said, “I’d still rather it be me that you’re looking at, and not some other girl.”

“What are you saying?”

“I’m saying,” she said, blushing a little, “that if you wanted to do something…like take some pictures…for later use…”

“Lizzie,” I said, “are you being serious right now?”

“Yes,” she said, a note of hesitation in her voice, “unless of course you think it’s silly.”

“No,” I said, “quite the opposite. I think it’s a wonderful idea.”

Her eyes lit up. They burned with a desire that I’d never seen before. It suddenly occurred to me that Lizzie might be interested in taking sexy pictures not solely to please me, but also to feed her own ego. If that was the case, it was a “win-win” situation: I could think of few things more fun than having a sexy photo shoot with my beautiful young wife.

I took out my phone, and snapped a couple of pictures of Lizzie in her nightie. It soon became apparent that she wanted to be directed. She wanted to know what I thought would be sexy, and to strike the poses that I told her to. I didn’t push things too far in terms of how explicit the poses were: I had her pose topless, but I didn’t try any penthouse-style spread beaver shots or things of that nature. I didn’t want to scare Lizzie out of the idea that she’d had, and besides, she was a little too “classy” for that kind of thing, or so I thought.

After I’d taken a few dozen pictures, Lizzie and I sat on the bed looking at them.

“I have to admit something to you,” she said, “the idea of you looking at these pictures and…getting hard…has me pretty turned on.”

“Is that right?”

“Yep. It makes me feel like I can be a good wife for you even when I can’t be there in person.”

“Very nice,” I said, feeling my cock harden rapidly, “but I’m here now, so don’t you think we should take advantage of the situation?”

“Definitely,” she said, dropping to her knees in front of me on the bed and proceeding to take my cock in her mouth.

She’d quickly gotten used to pleasing me with her mouth, ever since that evening during our honeymoon. In a few minutes, I was on the edge, but I didn’t want to finish just yet.

Not on our last night together. That is to say, the last night together for the immediate future.
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When it was all over, I’d brought Lizzie to a shuddering orgasm with my tongue, before burying myself inside her for a few incredible minutes. That was all I could manage, but all that either of us needed. I fell asleep next to her, completely satisfied, and I like to think that Lizzie was as well.

She was still asleep when I woke up to go to the airport the next day, but she woke up, rubbing her eyes and then throwing herself suddenly around my neck, pulling me close.

“I don’t want you to go,” she said, “but I know that you have to.”

“Yeah,” I said, “I have to. Unfortunately.”

We held each other there, for a few moments, until finally my phone began to buzz. The driver was downstairs.
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I’d been in Hong Kong for several days before our first video call. We’d been in touch via text message of course, and had even spoken on the phone once, right after I landed.

During that first video call, however, was the first time it became clear what kind of toll my absence was taking on Lizzie.

“I just miss you so much,” she said, “I just get so lonely without you. The house is so big.”

“There’s a security system,” I reminded her, “and you know you can always call me if you get lonely.”

“That’s the problem, though. I can’t. I know you’ve got work to do, and the time difference makes it tricky.”

“You can go visit your mother,” I suggested, “I know your parents would be happy to see you. They probably wouldn’t care if you stayed for a month.”

“I can’t do that,” she said, “they’re actually going through a tough time at the moment with my Dad’s brother. He’s off his meds again.”

“I’m sorry to hear that…”

There was a long pause in the conversation.

“What about going out with one of your friends? What about Steffi?”

There was a long pause. Steffi was one of Lizzie’s new friends, from our new club. She was the daughter of one of my colleagues, and was around Lizzie’s age or a couple years younger. She had a reputation of being something of a “party girl,” which wasn’t necessarily Lizzie’s cup of tea. I have to admit that I might have had an unconscious motive in suggesting Steffi, specifically. Perhaps I wanted to see if there was a wild side to Lizzie that was just waiting to emerge?

In any case, Lizzie’s reply was non-committal.

“I’ll think about it,” she said, “that’s not a terrible idea…”
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A few days later, however, she sent me a text and announced that she was going to go clubbing with Lizzie later that evening. I have to admit that my imagination immediately began to run wild, thinking of the two young women hitting the clubs by themselves, attracting the attention of a lot of men. Lizzie, of course, was gorgeous, and Steffi herself was quite a knock-out. She was taller than Lizzie, with a slightly smaller chest, but was blond and slender, and loved wearing tight, low-cut dresses and heels.

I wrote Lizzie back, and told her to message me when she got back from the club if she felt like it. She promised to do exactly that.

I was thirteen hours ahead of her in Hong Kong, so it would probably be mid-afternoon my time when she returned from the club.

It turned out to be even later than that when I saw her FaceTime call appear on my iPad.

“Hey big guy,” she said, smiling at me, bags under her eyes, “I had a great time tonight.”

“That’s wonderful to hear, babe! I know that you needed it. You’ve seemed so down, lately.”

“I did need it. I was down,” she said, “but Steffi and I had so much fun. And I’ve been kind of a bad girl. Steffi got me to have a few more drinks than I really intended. We didn’t buy them, though — all of these guys kept coming up and buying them for us.”

“Sounds like you got a lot of attention!”

“I guess you could say that!” she said, “but I felt kind of bad for the guys. I mean, I’m married, and Steffi has a boyfriend, so they were really wasting their time.”

“I’m not sure sure they were wasting their time if they got to talk to two pretty girls like you. That would be worth more than the price of a drink to me,” I said, grinning at her image on the iPad.

“Oh, you’re so sweet,” she said, blowing a strand of hair out of her face, “I really miss you.”

“I miss you, too.”

There was a moment of silence. Lizzie seemed ready to say something, but also unsure of how I would react. Finally, she opened her mouth again.

“Do you remember the night before you left? When we took those pictures?”

“Of course,” I said, “how could I forget? That was so wonderful.”

“I know,” she said, “I thought so, too.”

“Why do you mention it?”

“Because,” she said, hesitating again, “I bought something else to surprise you that night, something besides the nightie that I thought you’d maybe like, but I was too scared to show it to you.”

I swallowed quickly, my pulse speeding up. What was Lizzie hiding from me? It seemed like an exciting secret, whatever it was.

“And you’re going to show me now?”

“I’d like to,” she said, “I mean, if you want to see it. I figured you would, though. I don’t really know what guys like, but I know that you said one time that you like to think about me pleasuring myself when you can’t do it. So I thought that maybe I’d get something to help me do that. And that you could watch if you wanted to?”

“Lizzie,” I said, “did my innocent wife buy herself a vibrator?”

“Not exactly,” she said, blushing, “it doesn’t vibrate. It’s more like a dildo. I thought a vibrator might be too intense. You know how sensitive I get! I also don’t like the idea of having any electronics…down there. What if the batteries leak?”

I didn’t want to tell her that the chances of that happening were quite slim. Instead, I simply nodded.

“Alright,” she said, flashing me a huge grin, “don’t go anywhere. I’m going to be right back…”

She walked out of the frame and went into the walk-in closet in our bedroom. A few seconds later, she emerged with a long, narrow box. Gently opening it, she produced a long, thick artificial phallus. It was hard to tell exactly how big it was, but it looked huge! What had possessed her to get such an outsized dildo? Did she secretly wish that I was bigger?

“Wow, Lizzie,” I said, “that’s…gigantic!”

“Really? I didn’t even think about it,” she said, “I figured it was about the same size as you are. I didn’t got for the smallest one that they had, because I thought it might be harder for you to see on video.”

“We need to sit you down and show you a ruler sometime,” I joked, “that thing has to be about three inches longer than me, and about twice as thick.”

Lizzie made a face.

“Oh no,” she said, “do you think it’s too big? I can’t send it back now, but I could always order another one. I don’t want to hurt myself or something.”

“No, no,” I said quickly, “I think it’s perfect.”

She beamed at me.

“I can’t believe I’m about to do this,” she said, “but you’re my husband. And you like this, right?”

“I love it. It’s the best gift you could have given me, babe.”

“I’m so happy,” she said, holding the fake cock up and inspecting it.

It appeared to be made out of glass, or some kind of hard plastic substance. It had a thick head and the suggestion of balls at its flared base.

“I guess I should just lay back on the bed and do it,” she said, “but I need to make sure you can see it…”

In the end, she lay back on the carpet, propping her phone against a book that she placed on the floor. Slowly, gently, and with the help of lots of lube, Lizzie guided the gigantic phallus between her lips.

“I’m so turned on right now,” she said, “otherwise this would never work. Drinking always gets me horny. And dancing with those guys didn’t hurt, either. Not that I would ever do anything with them, but to be totally honest, I like the attention.”

“So you danced with some guys, too?”

“Mm-hmm,” she squeaked, pushing the head about an inch inside her, “don’t be jealous babe. Oh, I hope I don’t regret telling you all this stuff in the morning…”

“Relax, Lizzie,” I said, “I’m your husband. You can tell me all your secrets. I don’t mind that you danced with those other guys. I wouldn’t even mind if you fantasized about being with one of them.”

She gasped as she slid the dildo a few more inches inside her. Her pussy seemed to slowly get used to the width of the fake cock, and her breaths became longer and slower as she worked it even further inside.

“I did think about one of them, babe. But only because you weren’t there. It feels great to be able to tell you things like this. I love you so much, and I know that you won’t judge me for having thoughts like that. Especially because I’d never act on them. I’m a good girl. A loyal wife.”

“I know, babe. That’s why I love you,” I said, “I know that you’d never cheat on me.”

“I feel so close to you right now,” she moaned, pushing the phallus in down to the balls, then pulling it out slowly and beginning to fuck herself with it, “if I close my eyes, I can almost imagine you here with me now.”

“Except I’m not that thick,” I said, touching myself now as I watched my beautiful young wife fuck herself on FaceTime for my pleasure.

“Tell me more about him,” I said.

“Who?”

“The guy you danced with,” I said, “I know you said ‘guys,’ but there must have been one guy who you thought about the most.”

“I don’t know,” she said, fucking herself a bit harder and faster, “it’s kind of hard to remember.”

“Really, Lizzie? You’re sure about that?”

“Mmmm,” she said, moaning, “you’re going to make me talk about this, aren’t you?”

“You brought it up,” I reminded her, “so it’s not like I’m making you do something you don’t want to do.”

“Oh God, honey,” she moaned, “this thing is so big, it feels kind of funny…”

She giggled for a moment, but then began making soft, low moaning sounds again as she fucked herself with the dildo.

I was rock hard, my cock in my hands, stroking as I watched the spectacle unfolding on my iPad.

“What guy are you thinking about, Lizzie?”

“I’m thinking about…my husband,” she moaned, rubbing the head of the dildo across her clit now.

Even over the internet, I could tell that she was soaking wet. She might not have even needed that lube.

“I’m talking about the guy you danced with at the club. The special one.”

“You mean Martin? I wouldn’t call him that special…”

“Oh, so you got his name? It must have been more than just dancing…”

“Stop teasing me, honey,” she said, flushing bright red as she pushed the dildo back inside her, “I’m in a very excited state right now…”

“Excited enough to tell me more about Martin?”

“There’s not much to tell. He’s tall. He’s handsome. He’s a good dancer. It was driving me crazy, the way he was rubbing up against me. I couldn’t stand it. Steffi told me that I should just fuck him in the bathroom. She told me that you would never find out, and that she wouldn’t tell on me…”

“Did she, now? I had no idea that Steffi was such a slut.”

Normally I wouldn’t have used a word like that to describe a woman, especially not in front of my wife, but it seemed entirely appropriate in this context, and I was too turned on to think about it too hard.

“Are you touching yourself, big guy?” she asked.

As I watched the thick fake cock part my young wife’s pussy lips, I couldn’t help but find the nickname she used for me sillier than ever.

“Yes, hon,” I said, “I’m stroking my cock for you.”

“Mmm,” she said, “that’s great. I want to think about you inside me now…”

“Not Martin? He’s going to be disappointed.”

“Ha. Ha,” she said, then let out a long, low moan.

She reached down and began to rub her clit as she fucked herself even faster.

“I…wanted him to take me into a dark hallway somewhere…and just have his way with me. I wanted him to bend me over and tear off my thong. I was wearing sexy underwear. I don’t know why. I didn’t set out to flirt with anyone. I’m a married woman…”

“Yes,” I groaned, “I want to hear more about what you wanted him to do to you. This is turning me on so much.”

“I’m so glad,” she sighed, “I’m so glad you like this as much as I do. It’s just a fantasy, and what spouses for if we can’t share our most intimate thoughts with each other, right, big guy?”

“Yeah,” I said, “you’ve got me so close to coming. This is so incredibly hot.”

“Just hold out for a bit more, babe.”

“Tell me about your fantasy…”

“Martin tears my thong off and he sticks a finger inside me from behind. I’m soaking wet, and I can’t hide it. He knows how worked up he’s gotten me, and he’s teasing me. He gives my ass a slap, and let out a cry. I love being held here like this, bent over with my hands against the wall. He kick my legs apart a little, putting me in the exact right position to take his cock…”

“Is he big?”

“He’s huge,” she blurted.

I let out a gasp. Flashbacks of Rebecca’s treachery swept over me. I also remembered Lizzie’s words to me. That it was the emotion in sex that counted. Not the size of the man’s organ.

I felt an odd mix of elation and dread as I heard another woman profess what I took to be a preference for a larger member. But did she really mean it, or was she simply saying it because she was so aroused? It wouldn’t be the first time that someone said something crazy because they were horny. Or did being horny make a woman speak the truth, the truth that she didn’t dare to admit to in an unaroused state?

I wasn’t going to be able to know for sure, at least not in that moment. My only hope was to keep her talking.

“How did you know? How did you know how big he was, babe?”

“I…he…was grinding into me when we were dancing,” blurted, then let out a little yelp that told me she was close to orgasm.

“Are you mad, honey?”

The arousal in her voice made this question seem more like an afterthought, something that she’d thrown out there just to save face in front of an invisible judge. It was a weird way for Lizzie to be acting, but then again, hadn’t I done my best to push her in this direction? I’d gone out of town unnecessarily. I’d encouraged her to experiment with her sexuality, even if a lot of what she’d done had been her idea.

Had I secretly wished for this because of what Rebecca had done to me? Was I trying to revisit that previous trauma, but in a way that I could control?

All I knew for certain was that I was finding it difficult to hold back. I was going to explode any second. The right word, the right sound from Lizzie might set me off.

“I’m not mad, Lizzie,” I gasped, “I’m so fucking turned on. I’m going to come any second.”

“Then come with me,” she insisted, her fingers circling her clit.

A moment later, I exploded into a well-placed Kleenex as I watched my wife climax, small smooth gyrations traveling throughout her body as she let out the adorable high-pitched yelp that I was used to hearing during her climaxes.

“Oh God,” she said, breathing deeply, “that felt so naughty. I can’t believe I actually did that for you. I hope you liked it too!”

“I loved it,” I said, “that was seriously one of the hottest things that’s ever happened to me in my life.”

“You mean it? You’re not mad that I danced with him?”

“I’m not mad at all,” I said, “I promise. I only wish you’d gotten his number so you could see him again.”

“Stop it,” she said, blushing, “it was just a fantasy. That’s all.”

She sighed, picking up her phone once more so that I got a better look at her face. The strain and excitement of the night were starting to show, now. She had dark circles under her eyes and her makeup was smeared.

She was still beautiful, of course. She was always beautiful, my Lizzie. And she even still seemed innocent, like the kind of girl who’d only given a blow job to her husband. But how innocent was she, really? What she’d done tonight had been pretty out of character. Even if there were signs there all along that pointed towards some kind of proclivity towards experimentation, this was still another level.

“Babe,” she said, sighing, “I have to go to bed now. Let’s talk again tomorrow when I’m sober. Hopefully I’m not going to be too embarrassed to call you!”

“If you are, let’s text instead,” I said, “but you have no reason at all to be embarrassed. I loved it!”

“Aww,” she said, “I love you. I hope you know that.”

“I do. I love you, too.”

“Good night, big guy,” she said.

“Good night, Lizzie.”

Her finger moved to hang up the call, but then she stopped.

“Maybe just one more thing, honey.”

“Oh?”

“I do have his number. Martin’s, I mean. He wrote it on a piece of paper and gave it to me. I threw it in the trash, but Steffi fished it out and said that if I didn’t want it, she would use it.”

“Very interesting,” I said.

I didn’t know myself if I wanted things to go further between Lizzie and Martin. Maybe yes, and maybe no. Maybe I thought that I could handle something that I really couldn’t. Maybe I was just horny, and nothing more. The reality of my wife actually cheating on me might be more than I could ever possibly handle.

“Interesting? Is that all you’ve got to say?”

There was a noticeable slur in her voice now. Maybe the last drink was just now catching up to her.

“That’s all I’ve got to say for now,” I said, “I think you should sleep on it, and we should talk again tomorrow. That is, today where I am.”

“Today? Very funny, big guy. Talk to you then. I love you!”
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About 12 hours later, I got a sheepish text from Lizzie.

That was a wild night. I still have a headache.

You should drink some water, I responded, I’m about to go to bed now.

I think I had a little too much fun.

You had just the right amount of fun.

You’re not mad at me are you?

Stop asking me that!

Good. I love you, babe. I’m so lucky to have you.

I’m the lucky one.
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I went to bed that night with an almost painful erection, imagining my formerly innocent wife dancing at the club with strange men like she was some kind of college girl. The events of that day seemed like they had been some kind of dream. It couldn’t have happened, yet it had!

Unfortunately, the next morning, I woke up to a voice message from Lizzie. That was strange. She almost never did that.

“Hey babe,” she said, “I have been thinking a lot about what happened the other night. I know you say that you had fun, and I had fun, too. But I just don’t think that what I did was good for our marriage. I lost control, and I’m really sorry about that. I hope you’ll be able to forgive me. I don’t want to be that kind of girl. I want to be boring old Lizzie. The girl you married. I promise never to drink again…”

My heart sank as I listened to the message, both because of its contents and because of her plaintive tone. She seemed to be genuinely tormented by what she’d done. Years of conservative schooling had taken her toll. The same thing that had made her such an appealing young woman also ensured that she was now plagued with guilt after losing control on a single night.

I cursed silently. What was I going to do? Not only did I want to encourage Lizzie to live out her sexuality and explore with other men, I also wanted her to be able to live with herself if she did. I knew that I couldn’t take away her guilt entirely. But as her husband, couldn’t I at least do something?

I realized that I had a duty to try to ease her mind, even if there was no way I was going to be able to undo what years of shame and guilt surrounding sexuality had done.

I called her, the old-fashioned way, that is to say, a voice call, not a video call. She picked up on the third ring.

“Hey,” she said.

Her voice was hesitant. I thought that she might have even been crying.

“Hi, Lizzie. I got your message. First of all, let me just say that I’m so glad that I married you. I really am. I thank God for you every day.”

“Ahh,” she said, “you’re so sweet. I don’t deserve you.”

“I don't’ deserve you,” I said, “and hearing that message, how upset you were, just about broke my heart.”

“It broke my heart to think about what I’d done. Those things I said. The things I did! Ugh. I don’t know if I’m ever going to be able to look Steffi in the face again after that night.”

“You didn’t do anything wrong,” I said, “I know that I keep saying that, and you don’t believe me, but it’s true. You really didn’t.”

“Thank you for telling me that again,” she sighed, “even if I’m finding it hard to believe you.”

“You need to forgive yourself,” I said.

There was a pause.

“No,” I said, “you don’t need to forgive yourself, because you didn’t do anything wrong. I have to be totally honest with you now, Lizzie.”

“Ok.”

Her voice suddenly took on a slightly worried tone.

“I have had fantasies about you being with other men. Before this even happened.”

“Frank, what are you saying?”

“Exactly what you think I’m saying. I get off on the idea of watching you have sex with other men.”

There was a long pause on the other end of the line.

“I guess that doesn’t come as a surprise,” she said, finally, “given how enthusiastic you were the other night.”

I didn’t reply. I didn’t think it was prudent to interrupt her as she processed what I’d said.

“I can’t bear the thought of you being with another woman.”

“I can’t bear it either!” I said, “I’m not interested in anyone else. I only have eyes for you, babe. You’re my ideal woman. Nothing could ever change that.”

“Thanks for saying that, babe,” she said, and I thought she was choking back tears now, “I really needed to hear you say that. But I still don’t totally understand. If you don’t want to be with other women, why do you like the idea of me sleeping with other men?”

“It’s a long story,” I said, “and the truth is, that I don’t really know for sure. But it has something to do with my ex wife. Rebecca.”

“You never talk about her,” she said, “and I’ve never asked. I figured it was too painful for you to talk about.”

“You’d be right,” I said, “it’s very difficult for me to talk about. She cheated on me. With an acquaintance of mine. But there’s even more to it than that.”

“If you want to tell me, I’m listening,” she said, a note of caution in her voice.

So, for the first time in our relationship, I told Lizzie everything that had happened between me, Rebecca and Tom. The sneaking around. The text messages. And the hurtful comments about my size. By the end of the story, Lizzie sighed deeply. I thought maybe she was crying.

“I am so angry,” she said, “that anyone would treat my sweet husband that way.”

“I’m still mad, too,” I admitted, “but I also tell myself that if she hadn’t cheated, I never would have meet you. And what kind of life would that have been?”

“That’s a good way to think about it, I guess,” she said, “but I still hate that bitch.”

“It’s ok,” I said, “I hate her, too. At least some days I do. Some days, though, I try to think about it from an outside perspective. She deserved sexual fulfillment as much as anyone else. And she had no idea that anyone was going to see that stuff that she wrote about me.”

“That still doesn’t make it ok,” said Lizzie, “she broke her marriage vows.”

“I know,” I said, “but it at least makes it understandable. And it’s important to me that I understand. On some level.”

“So by imagining me cheating on you…”

“I think that I’m trying to deal with the feelings that I had when I imagined Rebecca and Tom together. There was such an incredible sexual energy in their texts. It was like erotica written especially for me. Except they were making fun of me at the same time. It made me horny, embarrassed and ashamed all at once. I’m not proud of getting off on that stuff.”

“You probably think — subconsciously — that if I cheat while you watch, or that you imagine me cheating, that will somehow prevent me from cheating in real life.”

“That’s exactly it,” I said, “I couldn’t have put it better myself. I think that I was burned so badly, that now I expect to be cheated on.

“Now I feel terrible,” she sighed, “you have this fear of cheating, and here I was teasing you about flirting with Martin. I feel like such a terrible wife.”

“No,” I interjected quickly, “you shouldn’t feel bad. You’re a great wife. You’re helping me overcome the past in the only way I can: by repeating it in a controlled way. In fact, I think we should keep exploring your fantasies along these lines.”

“I’m glad to hear you say that, but I’m not sure that’s such a good idea.”

“Maybe it’s not,” I said, “but right now, I feel closer to you than I ever have to anyone else in the past. I feel like I can confide in you about anything now.”

“You always could.”

“I always knew that from an intellectual perspective, but not emotionally. I really feel like I can believe it now.”

“Let’s never let each other forget that,” she said.

“No,” I said, “let’s not.”
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And that’s how we left it for a while, until it was my turn to have a few too many drinks. I came home in the middle of the night Hong Kong time, and called Lizzie, who was just coming back from lunch with Steffi. I couldn’t help but bring up her wild night, since it was the last time that she’d seen Steffi before that day.

“I can’t stop thinking about you, babe,” I said, when she answered my FaceTime call with a huge grin on her face.

She was wearing a low-cut top that showed off her amazing chest. I thought I could catch a glimpse of her bra as well. It seemed to be pink lace, one that I’d never seen before. She had told me in the past that she favored darker colors because they contrasted will with her pale skin. That made sense to me — what did I know about fashion? All I knew is that she looked great.

And I told her so, of course.

“Mm,” she said, “since you’re about to go to bed there, maybe I should give you a little show? After all, I don’t have anywhere to be for a few hours.”

“I’d love a little show,” I said, “you know I can’t resist watching my beautiful wife. Even if it’s through a screen. I wish you were here. What are you doing later, anyway?”

“I’m going to go to that charity fundraiser I was telling you about. At the club. Steffi is taking me.”

“That sounds like fun,” I said, “it’s some kind of banquet, right?”

“Yeah. For organ donation. Raising awareness.”

“That makes sense,” I said, “I know Steffi’s father is big into that stuff. She’s involved somehow, isn’t she?”

“Yeah, she’s organizing the thing. She’s kind of stressed out about it, and wants to go out afterwards to blow off steam. She invited me to go, but I told her that I”d probably be too tired to go. After what happened last time, I just don’t think it’s a good idea.”

“What do you mean?” I blurted, my drunken state emboldening me, “I think it’s a great idea! You should go out with her and flirt with as many guys as you want. I mean, if you even took a guy home, that would be ok with me…”

She scrunched up her face in the cute way she did when she thought I was being silly, but she didn’t seem to take offense at my hastily offered indecent suggestion.

“How much did you have to drink tonight, big guy? I thought that we agreed last time that this whole fetish for watching me cheat is some kind of way for you to deal with deep issues of trauma.”

“It is! And I thought we agreed that that was ok. That we had nothing but trust for each other, so if we wanted to work out my trauma — that is, if you wanted to help me do that — it would be ok.”

There was a long silence as she toyed with her hair, looking off into the distance.

“I might be open to that,” she said, finally, “but I don’t think it’s something that we can jump into. Besides, I’m not sure that tonight would be the right night for something like that. I can’t just do it with any guy that I meet. I need to have chemistry.”

“You could call Martin,” I said, emboldened by the booze, “you certainly seemed to have chemistry with him.”

She blushed.

“I was drunk that night. I can’t be sure if that was really chemistry, or just chemical-fueled lust.”

“What’s the difference? I mean, really?”

She thought for a moment as I admired her fair complexion through the screen. Lizzie really could have been a model if she’d wanted to be. She might not have been tall enough for the runway, but she had an incredible body and a beautiful face.

“It’s not going to happen, anyway,” she said, finally, “I’m just going to dinner, and that’s all.”

“If you change your mind about that,” I said, “you know you have my full support.”

“You’re sweet, big guy. I promise to let you know if I change my mind.”

“Now about that show you promised,” I said, “I’d love to watch you get changed for the evening. What are you going to wear?”

“You perv,” she said, sticking out her tongue at me.

“Hey, you’re my wife! And you’re the one who offered to take off your clothes for me.”

“Is that what you think I was offering?” she teased, “maybe I was going to sing one of the songs I did in my high school’s production of Oklahoma!”

“Maybe you were,” I said, “but I don’t really believe that.”

“Maybe you’re right,” she said, smiling.

She stood and let her hair down, then she slowly stripped out of the tight jeans she was wearing, her bubble butt shaking as she pulled them down her legs. Underneath, she wore a pink lace thong that matched her bra.

“Do you like it, big guy?”

“I love it. You look so sexy. I hope one of the guys from the club gets to see you in it.”

“Very funny. We already established that I”m not going out tonight.”

“But if you do…”

“If I do, that guy would be very lucky…”

Was she really thinking about it? Or just teasing me?

She took off her blouse next, and finally her breasts were exposed in their full glory. Well, not quite full glory: her bra still held them up and in place.

“Just a sec, babe,” she said, “I’m going to get the dress that I planned to wear.”

She disappeared from the screen for a moment, then came back with a sleek black dress on a hanger. It was one that I didn’t remember seeing before. There wasn’t much to it, either. It was hard to tell what it was going to look like before she put it on. I knew one thing for certain, though: it was going to look great.

Lizzie slipped it over her head with alacrity and then looked over her shoulder at me.

“Damn,” she said, “I forgot that I need someone to zip this up. Too bad you’re so far away, babe. I guess I can wear a long coat over it and then have Steffi help me when I get there.”

“That sounds good,” I said, “and I’m sure you can find someone at the club who’d be happy to help you take it off again.”

She glared into the camera and shook her finger at me.

“You’re so bad! I told you that’s not going to happen tonight.”

“Whatever you say,” I said, “just don’t be afraid to change your mind.”
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We chatted for a few more minutes, then it became apparent that the alcohol was really catching up with me, and that I needed to head to bed. I fell into a hard sleep, waking up only once to get a drink of water, until it was early the next morning.

Early the next morning my time was still late evening back in the Eastern US, and so Lizzie’s evening would be drawing to an end. These charity events went until 10:30 pm at the very latest. The service staff at the club needed time to clean and set things up for lunch the next day.

I looked at my phone, ready to send Lizzie a good morning text. To my surprise, however, she’d already texted me during the night.

I decided to change my mind, babe. I’m going clubbing with Steffi, followed by an emoji of clinking champagne glasses.

That’s great, I responded, you should feel free to do anything you want to. I mean that.

Don’t get your hopes up, she responded, I promise to call you if anything happens.

I jumped into the shower, the anticipation coursing through my body like a drug. I knew that it might be hours until Lizzie found a guy and brought him back to our place. Or went to his place. Or whatever. I have to admit I strongly preferred them to go back to our place. It seemed safer for some reason.

Images of my wife kissing some tall, muscular man flitted through my mind as I rinsed myself off under the shower. These fantasies raised an assertive erection, but I wasn’t about to jerk off. Not yet. I didn’t want to ruin the fun for myself, should Lizzie be successful later on.

I had a meeting that morning that I couldn’t reschedule. It was just as well, because I couldn’t just sit around my apartment with a hard on wondering what was going on at a club halfway around the world. I also knew that I couldn’t text Lizzie constantly while she was at the club. That would be too distracting. She needed time to work her magic on the dance floor.

So I walked to my office instead of taking a car service or a taxi like I often did. It only took half an hour, but I was able to distract myself from the fantasies of Lizzie at the club as I left myself be absorbed by the sights and sounds of the city that was still foreign to me, despite all of the time that I’d spent there.

My client was ten minutes late. Herr Rittenbacher — the director of a Swiss investment firm — was a tall man in his late 60s, balding, with small glasses and a finely pointed nose. I had grown to like him over the past few years that we’d been working together. I’d gotten to know him fairly well, in fact — as well as you can get to know someone in the high stakes game of international finance, where so much money is on the line — and one thing that seemed totally out of character for him was tardiness.

When he finally burst through the door of the conference room, exactly ten minutes after the hour, he was more flustered than I’d ever seen him.

“Frank,” he said, as I rose to greet him, “that’s never happened to me before. I have no excuse. My driver was caught up in a traffic jam, but we should have anticipated it and adjusted our departure time accordingly. I hope you understand.”

“Relax, Karl,” I said — he’d told me to use his first name a few months ago, which I could see had been a sign of trust, even if it had been difficult for me to get used to — “it’s only ten minutes.”

A sense of relief crossed his face. Maybe his wife was also about to sleep with another man? That was a silly thought, of course, one that I dismissed immediately.

We went over the reports prepared by my assistant concerning three very interesting hedge funds based in Europe. About forty-five minutes into our meeting — which had been scheduled for an hour and a half — my phenomenal buzzed.

It was the special tone that I’d assigned to Lizzie’s number

“I’m very sorry,” I said to Karl, “I need to check this message. It could be my wife. She’s been having a hard time with me spending so much time over here.”

“Of course,” he said, “I understand.”

As he said this, I was already reading the message.

I have a very promising prospect, she wrote, he’s super tall. Very cute. Named Marco.

That’s incredible, I said, is he also big down there?

You’re so bad. Why are you so obsessed with that?

I just want you to get a chance to experience something like that dildo in real life.

She responded with a blushing face emoji.

“Is everything alright?” asked Herr Rittenbacher.

“Karl,” I said, “I’m sorry. Everything isn’t alright. I’m afraid I’d going to have to break things off for now. We can meet again tomorrow, or do a video conference…”

“Tomorrow is bad,” he said, standing and packing his briefcase, “but I don’t see any reason why we can’t move ahead with this. We can discuss the details on the phone on Monday.”

To my relief, he didn’t seem upset that I was ending the meeting prematurely.

“The most important thing is that your wife is happy. I remember you showing me a picture of the two of you together. She’s a beautiful young woman. I’m not an expert on marriage, by any means, but I advise you to do everything in your power to keep her happy. If I had followed my own advice, I might still be married myself.”

“Thanks for understanding,” I said, shaking his hand before he turned to leave.

“Of course,” he said, “don’t think about it anymore. Go and talk to your wife. Comfort her as best you can.”
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Idecided to take a cab back to the apartment, because I was afraid that Lizzie and Marco might start without me if I walked. That turned out not to be a real concern, because when I got back home, I spent almost forty minutes pacing, staring at my phone and waiting for a message from Lizzie.

Finally, just when I was beginning to think that something had gone wrong and that Marco wasn’t as interesting to Lizzie as she’d first thought, I got a message from her.

Marco and I are back home, now. We’ll call you in a second if you’re ready.

Ready!

I responded immediately, the adrenaline pumping through my veins as I plopped down onto the bed, grabbing my tablet to answer the incoming video call.

Lizzie appeared on the screen before me, a huge grin on her face.

“Hey, big guy. There you are…”

She giggled a little, adjusting her hair. I could see that her makeup was a little smeared. Had she already been making out with him?

She stepped back from the spot on the dresser where she’d placed her iPad, revealing our bedroom. Across from her stood a tall, broad-shouldered man who had to be Marco. He was already naked except for his briefs, and he looked into the camera with a large friendly grin.

“Marco, this is my husband, Frank,” said Lizzie, “Frank, this is Marco.”

“You’re a lucky guy, Sir,” said Marco, “your wife is a beautiful woman.”

“I know,” I said, “but you’re the one who’s about to get lucky tonight, right?”

“I guess that’s right.”

“Not quite,” said Lizzie, approaching Marco and throwing one arm around him while she reached toward his bulge with the other, “I think I’m the one that’s going to get lucky. That is, if you weren’t lying about your size…”

Marco grinned.

“Damn, you really are a size queen, huh? I’ve heard about women like you existing, but I haven’t met too many.”

“If you’re really packing what I think you are, I might be introducing you to my friends, too,” said Lizzie, cackling drunkenly.

I had never imagined that Lizzie would be describing herself as a “size queen” less than a year after having given the first blowjob of her life.

Clearly, my wife was still full of surprises.

Lizzie reached down into his pants with both hands now, taking down his briefs as she stood on her tiptoes to kiss him.

Marco might have been as tall as 6’4”. He absolutely towered over my petite wife, craning his neck over all the way to bring his lips to hers.

The fact that his cock looked not only huge relative to Lizzie’s body but also to his own made both me and Lizzie gasp at almost the same moment.

“Big enough for you?”

Marco was grinning at my shocked wife, who stroked the cock with both hands, admiring its length and thickness with an open mouth.

“It’s quite something,” she said, “I guess you weren’t lying.”

“I’d never lie about something like that,” he said, “I knew that you’d probably be in the condition to see if I was telling the truth soon.”

“You’re pretty sure of yourself,” she said, spreading the precum from the head down his shaft so that she could stroke it more easily.

“I could see what you were after the second we made eye contact at the club,” said Marco, reaching down and giving my wife’s ass a playful slap, “you gave me sex eyes right away.”

“I did not! I’m a very good girl,” she said, slapping him on the arm, “my husband will tell you that.”

“She’s a very good girl,” I said, chuckling, “but you have my permission to spank her if you think she needs it.”

“I think I’d probably like that too much for it to really be a punishment,” said Lizzie, looking him in the eye.

He reached back and gave her another spank, this time a little harder.

“Does that feel good?”

“Mm-hmm,” Lizzie nodded, biting her lip a bit as she looked up at him.

She had suddenly taken on an extremely submissive tone and posture. It was clear that this entire encounter was immensely arousing to her, and that she was exploring another side of her sexuality that she never had with me.

“You can do whatever you want with me,” she said, loud enough for me to hear her but in a hushed tone of voice, “just put this cock inside me, please!”

All of a sudden, she didn’t sound at all like a “good girl.” But I loved this new side of Lizzie, and it was clear that Marco loved it, too. Even if it was the only side of Lizzie that he knew.

“Then get on your knees and get that dick in your mouth,” he commanded, a huge grin on his face.

His words might have sounded harsh, but his countenance radiated warmth and affection. He was obviously a kind Dom, even if he was capable of taking control.

“Yes, Sir,” she murmured, dropping to her knees and pulling his underwear the rest of the way off.

She stroked him for a while, admiring the heft of his organ in her hands.

“It’s just so big,” she said, smiling like she’d just opened a box with a huge diamond ring, “I just can’t believe it.”

“Believe it,” said Marco, stroking my wife’s hair, “now see how deep you can take that monster.”

“Yes, Sir.”

A moment later, my wife’s mouth was stretched to its absolute limit as Marco’s thick rod invaded it. She moaned as he pressed himself even deeper, taking her up to the very limit of her gag reflex. He then pulled out, leaving a trail of spit behind his shaft as Lizzie gasped for air. For a moment, I was concerned about her well-being, but she dispelled my concern when she looked up at him and told him that she loved choking on his cock.

She loved. Choking. On his cock.

Those were her exact words.

“I love choking on your cock.”

Maybe it was the alcohol, maybe it was my absence, maybe it was too much time spent with Steffi, but this hardly seemed to qualify as the same person that I’d married, the Lizzie who had been apprehensive about asking me if I wanted a blow job. I guess she was a fast learner, or had finally gotten the permission that she’d been craving to explore her sexuality. Either way, I loved this new version of my wife, and I was going to do everything I could to encourage this type of behavior in the future.

“Good,” said Marco, gathering up the loose strains of hair in his hand and pulling it back out of her eyes as she took him deep again.

It was a heroic effort on Lizzie’s part, but there was no way that she was going to take Marco all the way down her throat. He was just too long and thick. This time, he began to fuck her face, using her throat like a pussy. But not a pussy that he fucked fast and hard. No, he was making love to my wife’s throat with his cock, sliding in slowly and passionately in and out of her throat, looking down at her and telling her what a good girl she was.

This, in turn, seemed to inflame Lizzie’s passion, because she began to moan in time with each thrust, reaching down and playing with her clit as she experienced what I imagined was a new sensation for her. I’d certainly never been nearly this aggressive when it came to a blow job.

And aggressive it was, even if he was being gentle. There was no other word for taking an erection and shoving down a woman’s throat. There was no ambiguities about who was calling the shots here: it was Marco.

But Lizzie obviously loved it.

“Is that pussy wet for me?”

“Mmm-hmm,” she moaned, pulling his cock out of her mouth and stroking the spit-covered shaft with her hand, “I’ve been soaked ever since the club.”

“That’s what I love to hear,” he said, “I want to fuck you. Stretch out that tight little hole.”

“I want you to, too.”

She got up on the bed and lay on her back, perhaps expecting him to mount her missionary-style.

But Marco had other ideas. He climbed onto the bed next to her and pulled her dress off over her head. The he pulled her panties down over her legs. I loved watch Lizzie take off her underwear, and watching another man do it was even more arousing than watching her undress herself.

There she was: totally naked except for her bra, which Marco now removed as well with a quick movement of his fingers across the clasp.

Lizzie was totally naked now, spread out in front of this gigantic man for his pleasure.

He leaned down and took a nipple in his mouth, toying with the other breast with his hand, while his other hand wandered down between her legs.

He clearly knew exactly what he was doing, and how to please a woman. This wasn’t one of those guys with a big dick who expects it to do all the heavy lifting for him in bed. He was the type of big-dicked guy who understood that a woman needs more than just a long, hard piping. She needs affectionate foreplay first.

I could read Lizzie’s signs. I’d been with her long enough to know when she was close to climax, and there could be no doubt now that Marco had her on the edge. She whimpered and panted as his hands and lips worked their magic. He moved from sucking one nipple to the other, then began to kiss a trail down her chest and torso towards her lower lips.

I couldn’t see exactly what he was doing with his mouth, but I could read the results of his efforts on my wife’s face as she reached a powerful climax a matter of seconds after he’d begun cunnilingus.

“That was great,” she moaned, “so good.”

“So good that you don’t want my cock now?”

“I never said that,” she said, a desperate tone in her voice, “I need it more than ever now. I feel so empty without it.”

I began to stroke myself now, imagining that I was in the room with them as Marco prepared to penetrate my wife. He’d gone a bit limp during the time that he’d been pleasuring her, but Lizzie was quick and eager to take him into her mouth again as he straddled her body where she lay on the bed. A few moments later, he was at full attention again and ready to split her open with his enormous phallus, which he now positioned between my wife’s two slender, beautiful legs.

“Are you ready?”

“Mm-hmm,” she said, both hands grasping at the silk sheets we’d received as a wedding present, as this strange man (not her husband) prepared to take her on her marriage bed.

He pressed forward, entering her, pushing her legs so far back that I was finally able to witness the actual act of penetration. It was amazing to see how easily she took his full length and girth, despite the initial difficulty that such an oversized member presented. She must have been practicing with her dildo. Even so, it was no easy task.

It was, however, a pleasant task for Lizzie. Taking Marco’s cock.

She moaned and writhed beneath him, her face contorted in a mixture of pleasure and pain as he began to thrust into her a bit harder.

There was an aggressive edge to his voice now. It was clear that he was still the nice guy he’d proven himself to be before, but the dominant alpha was coming out even more strongly.

“Take that fucking dick,” he growled, slamming her into the soft bed, “tell me how much you love that big cock.”

“I love it,” gasped Lizzie, her blond hair stuck to her forehead with sweat, “I love your big cock.”

“This is the biggest you’ve ever had before, isn’t it? I can tell…”

“Yes,” she yelped, “you’re the biggest…”

Marco was ramming into my young wife like a piston now, but Lizzie was taking him all the way, each time, even though his length made it seem like he should have been somewhere up in her guts.

“Damn,” he said, “for such a small girl, you really can take a dick.”

The signs were there once more: Lizzie was about to climax. And this one looked to be bigger than the last one. She had her eyes pressed closed now, and her legs were wrapped around Marco’s back as he plunged into her again and again, testing her depths each time as his enormous prick bottomed out in her well-stretched cunt.

“Oh my God. I can’t believe it. I’m going to come so hard. Don’t stop fucking me. Just like that. Don’t you dare change a thing about how you’re fucking me.”

Lizzie’s voice was serious and insistent. She wasn’t making a request. She was demanding that Marco fuck her exactly the way she needed it.

He was doing his best to comply, too. I had to admit that I was impressed by his ability to hold out for so long inside this unfamiliar tight wet pussy. She must have had a death grip on his cock, and the sight of her large luscious tits bouncing right below him must have been well-nigh impossible to resist. But Marco didn’t even have his eyes closed. He was staring at my wife’s knockers as they bounced in time with his strokes, a huge grin on his face.

He did his job well. He maintained his rhythm perfectly, and a few moments later, Lizzie was trembling all over as her petite body succumbed to wave after wave of pleasure. She let out the kind of moan that I’d heard only once before: from Rebecca, during one of our first nights together. It brought me out of the moment for a split second, and my thoughts flashed back to that failed relationship, to Rebecca’s tryst with a bigger cock.

Did it threaten me now? Did I feel bad about watching Lizzie get what she needed?

To my surprise, I didn’t feel bad about it at all. In fact, I felt happy for her. To be sure, my dick was still hard and I was still stroking myself as I watched Marco holding himself inside my wife, letting the contractions subside before he started again, but I was fairly certain that, even if I’d climaxed, I wouldn’t have suddenly had second thoughts about Lizzie taking his dick.

Lizzie’s eyes opened now, and she looked up at him in awe.

“That was…amazing. Frank, he’s incredible! He kept going at just the right speed and tempo. Just like I asked. I hope you got to see that.”

Marco’s grin somehow got even broader. He was clearly very pleased with his own performance, and had every right to be. He was laying pipe like a master plumber.

“I saw it, babe,” I said, “that looked amazing. The two of you should just have fun. Forget that I’m even here.”

“Um, I’m not sure if that would really be nice,” said Marco, still holding himself deep inside my wife as he took a much-needed break, “to totally forget about the man who made this all possible.”

“Marco, you really don’t have to go out of your way…”

“I think we need to give him a different view,” he said, pulling slowly out of Lizzie now, “let me fuck you from behind so that you can look directly into the camera while you take my cock.”

“Marco,” said Lizzie, laughing a little, “I’m starting to get the feeling that this isn’t the first time that you’ve done something like this.”

“Actually,” said Marco excitedly, “I used to fuck this woman…total MILF…whose husband liked to watch. Sometimes we’d meet up alone and make a video for him. She had the most amazing tits. Really firm and bouncy for her age…”

“Stop talking about other girls,” said Lizzie, a pouty tone coming into her voice, “and keep fucking me.”

“I guess I can’t say no to that,” he said, guiding her into position.

He parted her legs very slightly from behind as she stood there on all fours on the bed, looking directly into the camera lens now, which had the effect of making her gaze appear to meet my own. All of a sudden, it felt extremely intimate.

I watched Lizzie’s expression slowly change as he penetrated her from this entirely new angle.

“I can’t believe how deep he goes,” she said, almost whispering the words to me as if I’d been in the room with her.

The next words out of Lizzie’s mouth were a stream of expletives as he started slapping her ass and fucking her hard now. If the previous session in the missionary position had been devoted to Lizzie’s pleasure, it was clear that now Marco was getting what he needed. Taking it, in fact.

“Tell him how much you love this big dick,” he groaned between slaps to my wife’s perky young bottom, which must have been turning quite a wonderful shade of pink at this point.

“I love his big dick,” moaned Lizzie, biting her lip as he pounded her from behind.

Her breasts looked impossibly large now as they bounced below her with each thrust.

“I love how he’s spanking me and fucking me with that big cock. He’s so deep. He’s hitting places I never knew that were there. Steffi was right. Once you try a big dick, it’s like nothing else in the world…”

I flinched internally for a moment. The fact that Lizzie had been talking about cock size with Steffi made me feel inadequate for some reason. But only for a moment. When I stopped to think about it a little more, I realized that I didn’t really care if the two of them were talking about dick size. I found it a turn on that my wife was beginning to live out her sexuality so freely. I wasn’t threatened by it at all. After all, I’d been the one to suggest that Lizzie start spending more time with Steffi, so it would have been pretty strange if I’d all of a sudden told her that Steffi was a bad influence.

I had secretly wanted Steffi to rub off on Lizzie, and now it was clear that she had. Either that, or Lizzie had always had this proclivity somewhere deep inside her, and the circumstances had brought it out only now. I had known her too well before hand to think that she would have ever behaved like this in the past.

Lizzie wasn’t Rebecca. But that didn’t mean she was a pure virginal, perfect girl with sexual desire only for her husband. I had always understood this on an intellectual level, but now I was starting to truly accept it on an emotional level as well.

“I’m so glad,” I said, unsure if Lizzie could even hear me given the pounding she was receiving, “I’m so glad that you’re getting what you need.”

“Yes,” moaned Lizzie, “I need it so bad. I’m going to come again. Oh God. I need that dick just like that.”

He growled and pushed her forward on the bed. She collapsed onto her stomach, and her face was no longer pointed directly into the camera. Instead, I could now see Marco’s rippling muscles as he pounded into my wife from behind. Her ass framed his thick rod perfectly as it penetrated her over and over again.

As I had suspected, it was a beautiful shade of red. There was the clear outline of a handprint on one cheek.

Marco had a handful of her hair in one hand as he continued to pound her, and was holding himself up with the other hand. Unfortunately, that meant there was no way for him to continue to spank my beautiful young wife while he slid inside her.

Oh, well. Maybe he’d stick around for more later. He certainly didn’t seem to be anywhere near finished fucking her, and Lizzie herself came across as insatiable.

She reached orgasm again, burying her face and screaming into the sheets as he pounded her down into the mattress.

“That’s it. I knew all you needed was to get dicked down,” he said, smiling as he showed me exactly what this figure of speech referred to.

“I needed it,” she cooed, collapsing into a motionless pile below him, “I needed it so bad…”

“Good girl,” he said, “you did a great job taking it.”

“I can’t believe…you don’t need to come?”

“Oh, I need to. And I want to. But I also know that a woman’s pleasure comes first. And I don’t ever come until my partner is completely satisfied.”

“What would make me completely satisfied now,” said Lizzie, looking up at him, “is if you’d come for me.”

“Where do you want it?”

“Where do you like best?”

“With a married woman like you? I like to fill her up. Lay my claim.”

Oh God. When I heard those words, my cock started to twitch. I shot a small load of cum from my tip, but I pinched myself off at the base of my shaft to stop my climax in its tracks. This was too good to waste now. I needed to know what was going to happen next.

The thing was, Lizzie wasn’t on birth control. With my vasectomy, there was no real need for it. It was nice never having to worry about condoms, but I also have to admit that the fact that I’d never be able to knock her up made me a little sad as well. I knew there were things that could be done for it — in vitro fertilization and vasectomy reversals — but those things didn’t seem especially sexy. Not as sexy as simply coming inside my young, sexy wife.

And so, even though I’d come inside her myself several times before, it never seemed like it really “counted,” because my little swimmers were blocked from leaving my body.

I had no idea what Marco’s status was, however. Or if Lizzie might be at an especially fertile time of the month.

All I knew is that he wanted to come inside my wife, and my wife seemed to want nothing more than to indulge him.

“Is is alright, babe?”

I realized that she was talking to me. Asking me if it was ok with me if another man came inside her without protection.

There were things that you could do afterwards, I knew. Plan B. The so-called “morning after” pill. I had no idea how effective or safe either of those things were. And in that moment, I’m not sure if I cared.

Rebecca had never asked before she took Tom’s load in her unprotected pussy, probably while mocking me the entire time. Lizzie’s question seemed to be offering me a chance, a chance to repeat the traumatic past, but this time, with a good outcome.

I was in control for once. Lizzie’s face when she asked the question told me everything that I needed to know.

She would respect my answer. If I said no, she wouldn’t let him come inside her.

But I could tell she wanted it.

I wanted it too.

So did Marco.

So what could I do? It might sound silly to someone else, but I don’t care. That moment, just before my wife Lizzie took Marco’s sperm in her unprotected cunt, was the closest that I’d ever felt to her. I don’t need to explain why. Maybe I can’t even explain it. If you get it, you get it. That’s all there is to it!

“Go ahead,” I said, “I want you to come inside my wife.”

“Thank you so much, babe. That’s so hot…”

I could hear the need in Lizzie’s voice. Her need to be bred by this alpha male, even if it wouldn’t necessarily result in a pregnancy. It was primal.

“How do you want it?” asked Marco, the grin back on his face and his huge erect shaft in his hand.

“I like it with you on top. So I can look into your eyes.”

Lizzie took ahold of the phone or tablet and pointed it at her face, smiling at me.

“I think you need a front row seat to witness the first man to come inside your wife who isn’t you…”

“Oh God, Lizzie,” I said, “this is so amazing. Thank you so much for doing this for me.”

“It’s my pleasure,” she said, “literally. I love being able to do this for you.”

Lizzie flipped the camera around, and pointed it down towards her pussy, where I watched Marco’s cock disappear between her legs.

“Oh God. That’s it. Go deep. I love it. Just take what you need.”

I watched Marco’s abdominal muscles contract as he pounded my wife.

Then, all of a sudden, the view changed as he too the camera out of Lizzie’s hands.

“I figured you’d rather see this beautiful lady than my own sexy body,” he said, chuckling a little, “not that I don’t think it’s worth seeing. Just that there are better sights right about now…”

He was right. Lizzie looked up into the camera, directly into my eyes.

“Hey, honey,” she said, “are you ready to watch this guy come inside me?”

The fact that she had referred to him as “this guy” and not by his name brought the reality of the situation home for me once again. Lizzie was about to be inseminated by a man who she’d only met that night. The fact that she had called him “this guy” was both thrilling and comforting. Thrilling, because it showed what a crazy change this was for Lizzie. The girl who’d never even given a blowjob before we got together had turned into a club-hopping size queen in a short amount of time. Her words were comforting, however, because they showed me that she wasn’t developing an emotional bond with Marco. At least not a very strong one, at least not yet.

He was some guy with a big dick. No more, no less. This wasn’t a repetition of Tom and Rebecca. This was Lizzie, Marco and me. That’s all.

And in that moment, watching Lizzie get absolutely railed by Marco, I looked into her eyes and felt closer to her than anyone else in the world.

I came at the same time Marco did, and at the same time as Lizzie as well. It was a transcontinental triple-orgasm, even if there was probably a delay of a few milliseconds because of the internet connection. These things have to be rare.

I looked into Lizzie’s eyes as she mouth me a “thank you.”

“Give us a minute,” she said.

At first I thought she was talking to me, but then I realized she was talking to Marco. He handed off the phone to her and she held it up, a huge grin on her blushing face.

“No problem. I’ll just be in the bathroom,” said Marco.

“Hey, big guy,” she said, “I just wanted to check in with you. That must have been pretty intense to watch.”

“To watch? What are you talking about? I wasn’t the one getting fucked with that monster.”

“Oh God. Tell me about it. I’m going to be so sore tomorrow. I can already feel it. But it was so worth it. It felt amazing. I’d never thought that size could make a difference before, but I really do think Marco might have turned me into one of those ‘size queens.’”

She gave an adorable little giggle.

“Of course,” she added, “only with your permission.”

“You definitely have my permission,” I said, “I can’t wait to explore this more with you.”

“Good,” she said, “because I’m thinking about giving Marco a nice long blowjob when he’s ready to go again.”

“You should definitely do that,” I said, “but I’ve got dinner with a client in an hour or so.”

“That’s ok,” she said yawning, “I think you should go to the dinner. If anything else happens with Marco, maybe I’ll make you a video…”

“I would love that,” I said, getting hard again at the thought of Lizzie being my own private porn star.

“Is that right? Well, maybe you’ll get lucky. I guess you’ll just have to wait and see.”

“You little tease!”

“I love to tease you, big guy. But I really do miss you so much. Would you do me a favor?”

“Anything, babe. Anything you want I’ll do.”

“I want you to come home early.”

“I’ll get on a flight tomorrow night,” I said, “I don’t see why I can’t conduct my business long-distance if I’ve been doing my marriage that way for these past few weeks.”

A huge grin broke out across her face.

“You mean it?”

“I mean it,” I said, “I’ll book the tickets tonight. I think we need to be together. We’ve got a lot to talk about.”

“Definitely. And a lot of things to explore. Together.”

She blew me a kiss and hung up the call. How was I going to be able to concentrate on anything else during my dinner meeting that evening?

I was already wondering if she’d follow through on making a video of her and Marco. It certainly seemed like she would.

I wondered if I should cancel the dinner. But I knew that if I was going to skip town early, I’d better do this one last thing.
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The next morning, I woke up to a text from Lizzie.

Had a great time with Marco after we hung up. Let me know when you’re at the airport and ready to come home.

She knew how to tease me. That was for sure. And I loved being teased. Especially because I knew that she wasn’t going to leave me for Marco.

My flight’s not until tonight, I wrote back, but I can’t wait to hear all about it.

I’ll send you something then, she wrote, I can’t wait to see you!

I was on the phone almost the entire day before my flight that evening at 8:00. I had to arrive at the airport two hours early, so there wasn’t a lot of time for packing. Or for thinking about what Lizzie might be planning to send me when I finally got to the airport.

In fact, I managed to forget all about it.

Almost.

It would have been impossible to totally forget my wife on her back, looking into my “eyes” (as represented by the camera lens) as her well-endowed lover ejaculated inside her. She had looked so innocent. So beautiful. So perfect.

My angel. Lizzie.

When I finally made it back to the apartment after finishing up the business with the office, Karl Rittenbacher’s name popped up on my cellphone screen.

I had to answer it. I had no choice.

“Hey, Frank,” he said, his voice sounding even raspier and more Swiss than usual, “I hope that issue with your wife gets worked out. I’m going to miss working with you in person!”

“Thanks,” I said, “it’s not so much an issue, as something that I promised to do, and should have done a long time ago.”

“Say no more,” he said, “family has to be your first priority. Even in this business. It doesn’t matter if you make a fund billions if you can’t come home to a happy wife.”

“Exactly,” I said, “thanks for understanding.”

“I understand more than you know,” he said.

Of course, there was no way he could really understand. He never in a million years would have imagined that I’d spent over an hour the night before watching my wife make love to another man. But I appreciated the sentiment.

“I’m calling about a somewhat personal matter that might actually interest your wife,” he said, “my wife and I have a chalet in the French alps that we haven’t been able to use in about a year. The thing is, it’s empty now, and I don’t like it. We can’t go there any time this year because my mother in law is in poor health and my wife needs to remain close by. It’s in a very remote village, reachable only by foot. You can’t even get a helicopter up there! At least you can’t land one. Anyway, I was wondering if you and your wife would do us a favor by spending a week or so there sometime in the next few months.”

“Herr Rittenbacher, I don’t know what to say! That’s a great offer. I’m not sure that Lizzie can ski, but I think we’ll find plenty to do to amuse ourselves.”

“The chalet is very cozy in the wintertime. It would make a perfect escape even without skiing. And please — didn’t I tell you to call me Karl?”

“Yes, of course. Karl, that sounds wonderful. As a matter of fact, it reminds me of our honeymoon. We were in Colorado.”

“Is that right? I think Colorado is very beautiful. But at a much higher elevation even than our Alps.”

“I love the Alps,” I said, “but I’ve only ever seen them from a train or plane.”

“You won’t be disappointed,” he said, “I can guarantee you that.”

Then, something occurred to me.

“I wonder if there would be room for another person,” I said, “we’ve got a dear friend who we’d love to bring with us.”

“She’d be more than welcome,” said Herr Rittenbacher, “my wife and I have entertained up to ten guests there! But that was a little cramped. As far as I’m concerned, you can do whatever you want up there, as long as it’s properly cleaned afterwards! And of course we can arrange for that, too…”

I smiled as I heard the word “she,” because of course I was already planning a getaway with Lizzie and Marco.

Perhaps I was jumping the gun. I hadn’t even met the guy yet, and perhaps Lizzie would be tired of him by the time I made it back to the States in a few hours.
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I almost forget to tell Lizzie that I was at the airport, but once I made it through the security line, I texted her.

Oh good, she wrote back immediately, here’s some in-flight entertainment for you. Just make sure no one is around when you watch it. I love you!

I can’t wait, I wrote, I love you, too!

My heart pounded as I opened the video. I couldn’t help myself. I saw the image of Lizzie on the screen, on her knees in the master bathroom of our house. She was completely naked except for a gold necklace that I’d bought for her on our honeymoon. In her hands was a huge phallus.

It belonged, of course, to Marco. I could tell that even only in the split second that I had the video open before I closed it hastily and put the phone in my pocket, self-conscious about watching pornography in public. Especially pornography made by my wife.

I’d never been more grateful for the fact that I was flying first class. Not only did I have a cot that would allow me to get some sleep during the flight, there was also a barrier between me and the man laying in the seat next to mine, so I would be able to lie on my back while watching the video.

But not just yet. First came the champagne, and then dinner. Finally, about two hours into the flight, it was time to turn the cabin lights off for a snooze.

I pulled out my phone — the tablet would have been just a little to conspicuous — and put in my headphones.

There she was, my wife. On her knees on the bathroom floor, looking up into the camera.

“This is for you, big guy,” she said, as she took the head of Marco’s cock into her mouth.

I was impressed at how much she managed to take on the first try, but then I remembered that she’d had some practice earlier in the night.

“Mm,” she moaned, taking him deeper and starting to stroke his shaft with her hands, “I love… sucking…this…big…dick…”

I still couldn’t believe that my wife had become my own personal pornstar. I might have felt a bit guilty about this, as if I’d been using her to act out my own personal fantasy, if it hadn’t been incredibly obvious that she was enjoying herself immensely.

My heart pumped as I watched her lips run up and down the sides of Marco’s shaft as he moaned words of encouragement. I looked around myself nervously. The lights were dim in the cabin, but I could still see the dim outline of a flight attendant sitting nearby.

She had no idea what I was watching. I knew that. But I was still uncomfortable, so I got up and went into the bathroom, where I brought myself to a powerful orgasm as I watched Marco blow a load all over my formerly innocent wife’s smiling face.

Lizzie had really come a long way in the time since we’d gotten married.
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Lizzie picked me up from the airport herself. When I came down the escalator into the baggage claim area, I spotted her standing there in the crowd, wearing the large pair of sunglasses that she wore when she was trying to be “incognito.”

The sundress she was wearing screamed for attention, however. As sweet and retiring as Lizzie was in public (there wasn’t really an extroverted bone in her body except, of course, as I’d recently discovered, when she was drinking) she had a hard time really blending in due to her luscious, ample curves.

I watched her mouth move from worry to joy when she spotted me on the escalator. A moment later, I was in her arms. It felt great to be home, and this time, it felt like we truly belonged together.


EPILOGUE


Istopped spending so much time away from Lizzie. I still have my apartment in NYC, but I never spend more than four days at a time there, and I never pressure Lizzie to go there with me. I stick close to home most of the time, now, and we have her parents over for dinner almost every Sunday night.

Oh yeah: Marco comes by every Friday night as well. Sometimes on Saturday night, too. It’s sort of a ritual for us: I cook a nice meal for all three of us, then Marco and Lizzie fuck. Sometimes Lizzie puts on a little show for the two of us before she and Marco make love. As it turns out, Marco had a vasectomy as a very young man, as I did, so he can come wherever he wants. Or where Lizzie wants.

She’s really come out of her shell over these past few years. When I watch her shaking her hips for us as she dances in the living room, it’s hard to remember her as my blushing bride from back then.

But it really is her. I know it is. And on nights when Marco is here, he goes and sleeps in the guest room when he and Lizzie are finished. He’s good at getting out of the way, and he never overstays his welcome. I think he understands what an incredible deal he lucked into that one night at the club.

When Marco is gone, Lizzie and I take the time to reconnect. Often, she’s quite tired. Even though he’s considerate, he’s a very dominant lover, and like to put Lizzie through her paces. He typically gives her a dozen orgasms and has two or three himself before the night is over. So it’s not unusual for Lizzie to be uninterested in sex with me afterwards. On those days, she might give me a hand job while we recount our favorite parts of her most recent encounter with Marco.

Other times, we do have sex. But this isn’t the sort of sport fucking that she does with her big-cocked lover.

This is true lovemaking, between husband and wife. Just the two of us.

But it is nice knowing that Marco is there, if we want him to join us. On our terms.

In fact, he’s going to be joining us for a longer period, soon: a two-week vacation to the French Alps. We’re going to take the Rittenbachers up on their offer.

Even if we don’t ski, I know the three of us are going to have a great time in that lodge.

THE END


YOU MIGHT ALSO LIKE…


Thanks for reading!

Dear Reader,

Thank you so much for purchasing or borrowing this book! Every time someone buys my book it helps me support myself as a writer and allows me to produce even more of your favorite smutty size-queen, cuckold, BBC and hotwife stories. It is truly appreciated.

E-mail me here (cynthiasizematters@gmail.com).

— XX

Cynthia

Follow me on amazon.

Follow me on twitter here. (@SizeQueenBooks)

Check out all the books in the Her First Bull series here.

Check the My First Time Hotwife series page for more installments here.
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Her First Bull: Nora: A cuckold wife-sharing novel

Nora is an old-fashioned young woman. She’s also a petite, busty blonde bombshell with a wild side and one very big secret in her past.

When her husband Chad takes a job overseas, the couple start to explore the possibilities of long-distance intimacy.

Nora is reluctant at first when Chad suggests the possibility of his wife taking a well-endowed lover while he is away, but after a little experimentation, she more than warms up to the idea.

Chad enlists the help of his former army buddy, Jake, a dominant, take-charge, and very well-equipped alpha. Nora and Jake’s chemistry is explosive. So much so, in fact, that Chad, Nora’s husband, finds himself increasingly sidelined. Not only is he outmanned, he’s also starting to get out of his depth emotionally.

Will Chad lose both his wife and his friend? Or will the three of them find exciting new possibilities for intimacy together?

What will happen when Nora admits to her own needs for something bigger and experiences Her First Bull?

Her First Bull: Nora is a stand-alone novel-length story (45,000 words) exploring the emotional highs and lows of cuckolding and the hotwife lifestyle.
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SOFIA’S STORY

Sofia has been acting different lately. She’s taking a night class at a community college in creative writing, and is spending more time with her classmates than she is at home with her husband Trent.

When Trent finds an erotic short story penned by Sofia that describes an affair between her and one of her fellow students, he is, in his own words, “split between jealous rage and savage arousal.” Sofia's mystery lover is everything Trent is not: handsome, dominant, and most of all, much, much bigger where it counts.

He starts to concoct a plan for dealing with his cheating wife. But has Sofia really already cheated? Or is it all just fiction. And does Trent really want revenge, or does he want to watch?

What Trent discovers about the woman he thought he knew will push his marriage into a maelstrom of emotion and erotic exploration.

SOFIA’S STORY is a 24,000-word cheating wife novella that explores themes of cuckold angst, denial, size and clean-up.

[image: ]



TANYA TAKES A LOVER

Tanya was head over heels in love with Adam, her first and only boyfriend, when she married him a decade ago.

Now, a successful businesswoman, Tanya has started to wonder if she’s missed out on something by never sowing her wild oats. What’s more, her husband Adam has confessed his fantasy of watching her with a larger man. With their love life becoming a bit stale, the couple begins to weave fantasies of Tanya stepping out for a little extramarital fun.

When Tanya begins to develop a crush on her friend Sean, a man from church who has a reputation for being larger than life (and than Adam) both in and out of the bedroom, she sees an opportunity to both make up for lost time and indulge Adam’s dirty desires simultaneously.

But when emotions start to intervene, will Tanya go too far? Or will she respect Adam’s wishes – and her own marriage vows?

TANYA TAKES A LOVER is a 20,000-word emotionally intense cheating-wife novella that explores cuckold angst, clean-up, marital infidelity, voyeurism and the thin lines between fantasy and reality.
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NICOLE’S BETRAYAL

Nicole is everything that Kevin (her husband of almost seven years) could have wanted in a wife: she is loyal, intelligent and beautiful. Oh yeah: she’s also hot. A perfect ten. Way out of his league.

When the secretary at Kevin’s office quits unexpectedly, Nicole steps in to help out. Of course she catches the eye of a lot of guys around the office – how couldn’t she? – but Kevin’s dominant alpha boss, Justin, takes a special interest.

Even if he is something of a bully and a womanizer, Justin is a good boss. He also has something that Nicole hasn’t had in a long time, not since her wild college days: a large endowment.

Soon, both Kevin’s cuckold fantasies and Nicole’s size queen proclivities are out in the open, and Nicole and Justin are headed out of town for a conference, alone. Will Nicole stick to the rules for her marriage that she and Kevin have so carefully worked out? Or will her desire for Justin make her throw their agreement out the window?

NICOLE’S BETRAYAL is a 21,000-word, emotionally intense cheating-wife novella that explores cuckold angst, clean-up, marital infidelity and voyeurism.
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BEVERLY'S DARK DESIRE

Beverly is happily married to Alvin, her spouse of 20 years. At 41 years old, she doesn’t think that she’s still able to turn men’s heads, so she’s surprised when she starts getting a lot of attention from the local geography teacher, Mr. Robinson.

Mr. Robinson is tall, handsome, and Black. He’s funny, intelligent and with an easy-going sense of humor that Beverly finds irresistible. When he pays her a compliment one day, she develops a crush on him.

Alvin notices this, and encourages his wife to flirt with the teacher. After all, what’s the worst that could happen? At first, the results of this experiment are encouraging. But when Mr. Robinson awakens a long-slumbering desire in Beverly, will her marriage to Alvin be able to survive the explosive fall-out?

One thing’s for sure: once BEVERLY’S DARK DESIRE is unleashed, nothing will be the same again. This is a 16,500-word novella-length work that explores intense themes such as cuckold angst, clean-up, and marital infidelity.
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SARAH'S ADVENTURE

Can a young married couple deal with their ultimate cheating fantasy becoming a reality?

Brandon and Sarah, 25, have been together for seven years. They are very open with each other about their desires and fantasies, because they are acutely aware of the danger that the “fear of missing out” can pose to couples who marry so early.

But on a trip to Berlin, when Sarah begins to flirt with the tall, handsome, dominant and extremely endowed Mark, everything the two lovers think they know about their relationship is put to the test.

Can Brandon deal with watching his beautiful, fertile young wife in the hands of a skillful alpha male? Open this book and find out...

SARAH’S ADVENTURE is a 21,000-word novella exploring the intricacies of negotiated cheating, the hotwife lifestyle and what happens when it slides into cuckold territory and a threesome becomes a twosome.
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