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CHAPTER ONE

“Well, that wasn’t the answer I was expecting.”

She shrugged. “What answer were you expecting?”

“I don’t know. Something normal, like you thought about getting tied up, or having a threesome. Something I can do, at least.”

“I’m just being honest.”

That was one of the best things about Elizabeth: she was honest, to a fault. She and I always answered each other with the truth, all of it.

But there was the kind of information that no one would just offer up to their spouse at any stage without being asked directly, even five years into marriage. The kind of information that lost all relevance to most people the moment they got into a serious relationship. I knew that because I had one or two ‘interests’ of my own that had become impossible from that point, so I had moved on. But apparently, Elizabeth hadn’t.

“I don’t get why you started this conversation in the first place,” I said. “Normally when someone asks their partner what fantasy they want to fulfill, it’s because, you know, they might want to help them fulfill it.”

“And I do,” she smiled. “I can do the dressing up thing for you.”

“Well, I don’t know what I’m supposed to do about your fantasy.”

“I just wanted to get it off my chest.”

But Elizabeth also didn’t do anything without purpose, and starting this conversation just so she could own up to something wasn’t her style. She would have just come out with it.

“But… why do you still fantasize about being with a black guy?” I asked. I wasn’t going to challenge her on having that fantasy in the first place; I had an unfulfilled thing for Asian girls, though I wasn’t going to mention that until I got some more information out of her.

The question was why now? Why tell me?

She scrunched her mouth in thought for a moment. “I just always found hot black guys really attractive, and I never really got an opportunity to do anything about it.”

“Which means what, exactly? You’re hoping for an opportunity now?!”

And she just… laughed. Not in a dismissive, don’t-be-so-ridiculous way. Just her cheery, high-pitched laugh. And then she took one last sip of her wine, excused herself to the restroom at the back of the restaurant, and left me to pay the check.

That conversation rattled around my brain all week. She couldn’t seriously be asking for permission to be with someone else, I thought. And yet it came across a whole lot like that.

It was naturally an upsetting thought, and one that brought up a lot of questions, if it really was what she wanted. What was I doing wrong? How could a relationship get to a point where someone asks for a thing like that? Was this a cover for something that had already happened?

But none of that added up. Our relationship was great, sex life included, and I liked to think I had enough experience and a good enough understanding of my wife to sense if it wasn’t. And as for something already having happened, it was practically impossible—we both worked from home for most of the time, and our social lives were entirely intertwined. Looking back over the last few months, there wasn’t a single window of time that could have realistically allowed for her to sneak off to be with someone else.

And trying to wrap my head around it led to something else. In trying to understand what Elizabeth was up to here, trying to understand how a desire like that could last through years of marriage, I found myself imagining what she must be thinking—which meant I found myself imagining her with a black guy.

With the inevitable hurt came an unexpected arousal. The thought of her fulfilling some secret, long-lasting fantasy; the notion of her straying from me; the visual of my pale white wife wrapped around a dark-skinned stranger… it was thrilling in a way I didn’t fully understand.

That thought and that accompanying excitement lodged itself in my mind and wouldn’t go away.

Slowly but surely, I realized that Elizabeth had given me a new fantasy of my own.

“So… that thing you brought up a while ago,” I began.

She cocked her head in confusion. “What thing?”

She was really going to make me say it.

“About you wanting to be with…”

Still nothing.

“… You know… a black guy.”

Slowly it seemed to dawn on her. Maybe it was just an act, to make me say it out loud—who knows.

“Yes,” she nodded, watching me warily. “What about it?”

“Okay, I’m just gonna be blunt. You want me to let you sleep with someone else, don’t you?”

She scoffed. “What?!”

“Well, why did you bring it up?”

“I just wanted to tell you about it. What, would you prefer I kept it a secret?”

“Some people probably would.”

She squinted at me questioningly. “But would you have preferred that?”

After a pause that felt like hours, I sighed. “No.”

“Why?”

The tables had turned very quickly. How was I suddenly the one being questioned here?

She raised an eyebrow at me to give me one more push. One more push into admitting to the unthinkable.

“Because I want you to do it.”

She stared back at me with a confused frown. “I don’t understand.”

“You told me you want to be with a black guy. Well, I’m letting you do it.”

“Are you serious?”

The doubt in the back of my mind had become a whole lot louder over those last few moments, but a smile—knowing? excited?—was creeping over her face now.

“Yeah, I’m serious,” I said. “I just have two conditions.”


CHAPTER TWO

SIX MONTHS LATER

I felt an entirely new kind of nervousness as I drove home that Friday night. I wasn’t entirely sure what I was afraid of—already, what I had asked for was undoubtedly the worst fear come true for a lot of guys. Perhaps I was just afraid that what I thought was now a fantasy for both Elizabeth and me would actually be a waking nightmare for me.

I had guessed correctly when she brought up her secret desires. It wasn’t about coming clean, relieving a guilty conscience; she wanted to make it happen, and somehow she must have known it wasn’t such a crazy thing to ask of me. Somehow she had suspected that I would let her do it; somehow, maybe she had known that I would actively encourage it, which was what I had found myself doing for some time after that second fateful conversation.

She had planted the seed, let it grow in my mind, and then let me practically beg her to do it.

Knowing all that didn’t change anything for me. She had played a game here, sure, but I was still in control of my own mind and desires. She just seemed to know how to nudge me in a direction that would suit us both.

A couple of months after those first conversations, she had gone on a date. An actual date, between her, a married woman, and a single black guy. It hadn’t gone to plan, mainly because her exact circumstances weren’t made completely clear until the date itself, which understandably didn’t go down particularly well. But we had learned from the mistake, she had looked a little more carefully, and the second guy she met had been a winner.

Elizabeth had never been one to jump straight into bed, though, so it had taken a lot of patience for all three of us.

On the first date, he kissed my wife.

On the second date, he kissed and felt up my wife.

On the third, they slept together.

And she had now met up with him a couple dozen times.

The first condition I had given her before giving her my enthusiastic blessing to pursue this was that she would share everything with me. I would hear all the details that I wanted to hear. And she had been very accommodating when it came to that rule—eager, in fact.

I had heard my wife say things I never thought I’d hear, about things I never thought she’d do, all with someone I never thought she’d be with—namely, someone who wasn’t me. And it had been the most exciting, depraved, horny few months of my life.

The same went for her. In that short time I had watched my wife blossom into a more sensual, liberated, confident woman, one whose every desire was being fulfilled, over and over again, and who by her own admission felt like the attractive, sexy goddess that I had always thought she was.

As for the second condition, things hadn’t been quite so simple. It was hardly an easy one to ‘enforce’, considering what I would have to give up to get to that point, and considering the opportunity that I was giving either party to have their fill first and then just walk away. It had taken a little cajoling and campaigning to get Elizabeth’s agreement at first, and then weeks later to get her new lover on board. But against those long odds, that condition was about to come to fruition.

Tonight, the man who was sleeping with my wife was coming to our house, and I was going to watch everything.

When I opened the door, I found Elizabeth tidying the hallway. From her damp hair and the lingering smell of body wash it was clear that she had showered, and though she had changed into more casual clothing than might have been expected—a white tank top and denim shorts—she had been seeing Anthony for long enough that it was a natural choice.

And holy shit, did she look good. A figure like Elizabeth’s can look great in almost anything, but with that snug top that emphasized her lean waist and framed her hefty rack, and those shorts showing her long shapely legs, it was a wonder that she ever bothered with the showier (and more expensive) outfits that hung in our closet.

Coupled with the dark smokey eye and eyeliner that she had started applying more often since she had met Anthony, it was a look that made me want to bend her over the stairway right now and fill her up before anyone else could. And that was before I noticed what looked like the top of a black G-string sticking out at the sides.

I was going to have to be patient. Even more patient than I had expected.

“How are you feeling?” she asked, looking up with a sincere expression.

“Not all that different to all the other times I let you be with another guy,” I lied, possibly for the first time in this relationship, and I didn’t really know why. It just happened, like a reflex.

Of course, I could hear it in the unusually deep tone and the quiver in my voice, and so could she. She tilted her head and gave me a skeptical look.

“Now isn’t the time to put on some kind of tough guy front.”

“If I was, I don’t think tonight would be happening, do you?”

“Well, that’s what I’m worried about. I hope you aren’t going to, I dunno, challenge Anthony.”

“To what? A sex-off?”

Maybe I imagined it, but the eye roll and the scoff didn’t seem entirely just about the notion of two guys trying to fuck her the best. It felt a little like she was laughing at the idea of me trying to outdo him.

Maybe it was all in my head.

“Anyway,” I said, scrabbling to change the subject. “What’s the plan tonight?”

“Nothing crazy,” she smiled, shoving a few pairs of shoes away from the entrance and into the closet. “You’ll meet my boyfriend and then you’ll watch us.”

“‘Boyfriend’?!”

She smiled and shrugged. “It came up after we invited him over. I didn’t think it mattered. After all, what else am I gonna call him?”

“Do you need to call him anything at all?”

I was resisting the label, but my cock sure as hell wasn’t, and I adjusted my positioning before it could give itself away with any twitches against my jeans.

“I guess not. But both he and I are happy dating each other, and neither of us wants any more than that. So I don’t see the harm.”

“So… he called you his girlfriend?”

“That’s the thing. He needs some word for it after all this time. Being a single guy and suddenly not putting himself out there, it brings up questions.”

It made sense, in a way. In another, it was both troubling and exhilarating.

My wife’s boyfriend. Fuck, that thought was hot.

But so far, from my perspective, this whole thing had all been about words. Words that I found hot beyond measure, words that drove me crazy all day and kept me awake at night.

Finally, I was going to see it for real, and I just had to hope that it would be as good as the daydreams those words had conjured up in my head—and not a rude awakening.


CHAPTER THREE

“Hiya,” Elizabeth called out, leaning out of the front entrance and into the darkness. “Come in.”

Time seemed to pass impossibly slowly as I waited a few yards behind her and watched the doorway. With the neighbors in mind, Elizabeth wasn’t too showy as she greeted her lover, instead waving him in just like she would a family friend.

I had some idea of what to expect from her descriptions, but it was still an arresting sight as this tall, muscular, broad-shouldered man emerged on our front porch. Starting with his physique, he couldn’t have looked more different to me. The shaved head in contrast to my shaggy mop; the casual, loose-fitting checkered shirt and pants that hung from his muscles, unlike the slim fit that my lean frame demanded; the enormous designer work boots as opposed to my collection of sneakers.

She hastily closed the door behind him, repeated a more breathy ‘hiya’, and then without a moment’s hesitation stood on her tip toes and greeted him with a flirty kiss. Though he couldn’t have failed to sense my presence halfway down the hallway, he hadn’t made a point of looking at me yet, and he was all too happy to take her in his arms and return the kiss right there on my entrance mat.

So I just stood there, redundant, while for at least half a minute they kissed, caressed one another’s upper bodies, and even threw in a flicker of tongue.

So far, all that worry about the reality of this being hard to take wasn’t quite assuaged. I was riveted, horny as hell watching my wife live out the fantasy that had apparently endured through all these years of our marriage, flinging herself at the good-looking black man who had so casually walked into our home and immediately made his mark.

On the other hand, I was starting to feel even more insecure than I had feared—insecure about my place in our marriage, about my ability to satisfy my wife, and quite simply about my own body.

I figured that feeling would go away once I saw more of them together. After all, we all knew what this was, and we each knew our own role in this arrangement.

It turned out they knew. I had only half an idea.

“It’s good to meet you at last,” Anthony said with a tight handshake, after Elizabeth had made the introductions.

God damn you for being so effortlessly cool about this whole thing, I thought, instead returning the sentiment and shaking the guy’s hand with the most overdone of fake smiles, before gesturing for him to come into the living room.

Elizabeth led the way, breezily crossing the room and running her hands through her hair, more than a hint of performance about her movements. Movements that seemed so fluid, her body so limber. I had genuinely wondered over the last few weeks if her increased fitness came down to more time at the gym for Anthony, or just the sheer amount and intensity of lovemaking with him. Either way, it was an intoxicating thought.

A bottle of merlot and three glasses were already set out on the coffee table, and she poured out the drinks while we took our seats. Somehow, I had let my fretting get the better of me and took a seat on the couch before he could get there, leaving him to choose one of the two armchairs facing it.

I had literally fantasized about them fucking on that couch in front of me—more times than I could count, in fact—but here I was, feeling so needy that I would sabotage any chance of that happening just to see if my wife would sit next to me instead of her lover.

To my relief and surprise, she did.

“This is nice,” she said, a playful edge to her tone, as she raised her glass. “My two guys finally get to meet.”

This was going to be a difficult evening for my cock.

“I gotta tell you, I was pretty surprised when I found out the whole deal,” Anthony said to me. “I figured it was just some open relationship thing.”

“You were half right,” Elizabeth teased, sticking a tongue out at me.

“I could say the same,” I said, trying to keep my manner warm and relaxed even though my instincts were pulling me towards passive-aggression. Instead I just ended up stumbling through my words. “For an… eligible bachelor… I would have thought the novelty of hooking up with a married woman would, you know, wear off quickly. Are you dating anyone?”

“No, just Elizabeth,” he smiled.

I tried to breeze past the taunt. “Okay, but I meant… dating someone who you’d want a long term relationship with, marriage, all that?”

“Nope,” he shrugged. “I don’t want that.”

I found that hard to believe. He was in his mid-thirties, so time wasn’t too much of a barrier, but at the same time it was a little late to completely rule out settling down.

“Sure, but one day—?”

“Seriously. Life didn’t start out easy for me, and I don’t have any family to speak of now. I decided a long, long time ago that life for me would be about getting out of all that. Chasing some level of success and having some fun. Right now, I’m right where I want to be.” And then he gave my wife a wink.

“So… your endgame with Elizabeth?”

“This is the endgame. As long as she doesn’t want it to end, we can keep on playing.”

She returned his smile, took a sip and crossed her legs. Fuck, they looked good.

“And I have no plans to end it.”

With all that cleared up, the conversation moved towards lighter matters, driven by Elizabeth and Anthony in tandem. He asked me friendly, thoughtful questions, got stories out of me, shared jokes—all as if he wasn’t banging my wife. Then again, he was about to bang her in front of me at my request, so maybe he was handling this about as well as I could have hoped.

As we chatted I tried to brush off his confident swagger, his throwaway teasing comments about his ‘relationship’ with Elizabeth, and accept that this was actually working out pretty damn perfectly. He didn’t seem to be trying to prize her away from me, yet he was happy to stick around and—if her stories were to be believed—indulge in an ever more exciting sex life with my wife. She was getting what she wanted, again and again, and somehow that translated to the same for me.

It was still a strange feeling though, at least in the few quiet pauses in an otherwise enjoyable conversation. It felt like this interaction sat somewhere between a date and a shady business meeting brokered by a third party.

If Elizabeth felt as weird about it as I did, she was hiding it well. In fact, as the evening went on she looked more and more relaxed, confident, and animated. After a few sideways glances at my wife, I realized she was fidgeting quite a lot as she spoke, and with purpose. She was posing for him. Folding one bare leg over the other; sitting up on them so that they were bent in parallel on the couch; jutting out her chest with that ample cleavage in her little tank top.

He was taking notice and even responded in kind, puffing out his chest, parting his legs wider, and rolling up the sleeves of his shirt to display his defined forearms. It was like some kind of mating ritual, all while he made me blather about our latest vacation.

Eventually, he just came out with it.

“I’m getting a little lonely over here, Liz.”

Liz? No one called her Liz. She always insisted that her first name be used in full.

But apparently she was making an exception for him. And she didn’t take much persuading to change sides; she swept forward onto her feet, rounded the coffee table, and slunk onto his lap with her legs and breasts placed beneath his gaze.

“Mmm.” He ran a large palm along her smooth, milky thigh, admiring the body of the woman who I had still considered ‘mine’ even over the past few months, a label that I was beginning to realize was not quite accurate. She was my wife, and that wasn’t going to change, but she had also pledged herself to him in a sense.

I was the husband. He was the lover.

“Is there something you want?” she teased.

“There’s something I need,” he said, and then he raised his eyebrows at her.

Her mouth curled into a knowing smile, and there was mischief in her eyes. He was telling her something specific, and she knew what it was. My heart seemed to tap out for a couple of moments while I waited for whatever was about to happen.

Serpent-like, she twisted her body off his lap and down between his legs, pushing back her feet and landing smoothly on her knees. Her fingers crept along each thigh as she smiled up at him, her shorts straining to hold her butt as it jutted out at me, her tank top tight around her little waist but her slutty display of cleavage now denied to me, presented solely to him just inches from his crotch.

She unfastened his pants with a certain fluidity that suggested she had dealt with this particular pair before, and as though dealing with a heavy load she reached forward with both hands to release his manhood from his boxers.

Holy shit.

What now extended up over her face was obscene in its size. The thick, meaty shaft bulged with hard, dark muscle wrapped in veins, and was so long and dense that it seemed to dip a little towards the top as though struggling to support its own weight, the slick purple glans leaning pointedly in the direction of her mouth.

From its base hung the biggest balls I’d ever seen. My wife held out her dainty palm and let their heft rest against it for a moment, before starting to gently roll them between her fingers. He shuddered and relaxed his package in her hand. I could only imagine how good it must have felt—because she hadn’t done that to my balls even once.

With her other hand she gripped his base, tightening her slender wrist, though her fingers were too small to wrap around his full thickness. But Elizabeth was a skillful lover, and it seemed that the challenge of this behemoth of a man had added new strings to her bow. She began to jerk his shaft with a rhythmic twist of her hand and snap of her wrist, and his cock twitched appreciatively at the attentions of my wife.

“That’s it, baby. Fuck, you look so good down there.”

‘Baby’. Elizabeth would laugh at me for days if I tried that name on her.

Not at him, though. She just smiled coyly and kept going, adjusting so that he had a clear view of her lightly jiggling breasts as she pumped his manhood.

“That feels good. There’s only one thing that could make it feel better…”

With none of the teasing or flat-out refusal that I would get if I spoke to her like that, she dutifully licked her lips and pushed up on her knees. She flicked out her tongue so that the tip tickled the underside of his glans, and then it breached her lips, as though she was scooping it into her mouth.

She alternated between sucking his head between her cheeks with slow, lingering slurps and teasing his shaft with her tongue, rolling it against the underside and below the sensitive ridge of his head with shocking deftness. He puffed and wheezed as she worked his cock, her hands still busy jerking the lower half of his shaft and fondling his giant balls.

“Fuck, yeah. Do you like getting down on your knees for me?”

“Mmhmm,” she moaned through her sucks and licks.

“Say it.”

“I love getting down on my knees for you,” she said huskily, and then she began to lap more aggressively at his member.

“And why is that?”

She hungrily bobbed her head up and down on as much of his cock as she could take, before parting with a breathy smack. “Because I’m your slut.”

“That’s fucking right,” he said. “Take them out.”

She instantly tugged down her tank top and let her tits bounce fully out, giving me only a brief, partial view before sinking back down between his thighs and swallowing his cock once more.

I watched in some kind of shock, absorbing the words I had just heard come out of my wife’s mouth and the sight of what was now stuffing it.

I was still sitting there in stunned silence when he grunted, gripped her hair, and filled her face with his come.


CHAPTER FOUR

“What did you think?” Elizabeth smiled as she breezily took her seat next to me once more, giving her lips one final dab with the back of her hand and then licking that last pearly smear from her knuckle.

My mouth flapped open and shut noiselessly. What the hell are you supposed to say after witnessing a thing like that, and then being asked a question like that?

Anthony quietly chuckled from the other side of the room. “Something tells me he hasn’t seen you do that before.”

“No,” she giggled, patting my knee—soothingly? Patronizingly?

“Oh, man.” His chest rose and fell with a deep, muted laugh, and I couldn’t tell whether it was deliberately exaggerated or just more noticeable as he got his breath back. “That’s nothing.”

“That’s how you two…?” I trailed off, turning to keep only Elizabeth in my eyeline.

She smiled coyly, her eyes briefly flitting to Anthony and then back at me. “Yeah, we have a certain… style. And I thought it would have more of an effect for you if I surprised you with it.”

‘Surprised’ was putting it mildly. I didn’t have the slightest inkling that Elizabeth would be into any kind of dirty talk, especially talk that was so… degrading. Then again, I had never cared for it, and yet right now my cock was threatening to rip right through my pants.

Elizabeth poured out some more wine and she and Anthony went back to flirty yet otherwise run-of-the-mill conversation. She asked about his travels with work over the past week, some unsexy chit-chat about what he thought of Denver. I didn’t say a word; the quick transition back to date night patter was just another feature of this evening that left me bemused.

No matter the swirl of emotions I was feeling as I tried to process this new side of Elizabeth, all of them were overpowered by an arousal that had rooted itself deeply in my mind and left me shaking with lust. I wasn’t even sure what I wanted to do with that lust—fuck her, watch her get fucked, or simply endure more of this teasing, witness the dynamic that had developed between my wife and a man who now shared a small part of her life.

After a little while she excused herself, leaving only me and him. A possibility that I was prepared for, until the exact nature of their sex life had been laid bare before me.

There was no awkward silence; razor sharp, he jumped in to fill it first, which almost felt like a worse outcome.

“So, Liz tells me you both want to wait a little while for kids.”

I wasn’t ready for that. For a moment it struck me as a deeply personal thing to bring up, until I considered the context, and it dawned on me why my wife’s lover might care about such a thing.

I nodded after a pause. “We’re focusing on our careers for the next year or two. We’re both pretty serious about our work, but we know that’s going to have to change when kids come into the picture, so now’s the time to do what we need to do first.”

“Sensible,” he nodded. “They’ve gotta come first.”

“Oh, for sure.”

A smile crept over his face. “Well, in the meantime, I know what I’ll be focusing on.”

His eyes flicked over to the doorway behind me, where Elizabeth’s footsteps announced her return.

“Come back to me, baby.”

She faked a weary smile and languidly stepped over to him. Instead of sitting on his thigh again she planted a knee at his side and then draped herself over him, straddling his crotch, and hung both her arms over his shoulders and the back of his chair.

“Yes?”

He blithely wrapped his hands around her waist and then slowly dragged them down over her taut shorts, his fingers stretching to take all of each butt cheek in his grip. He smiled and gave her ass a squeeze, making her squeal and giggle, and then he rubbed her ass and thighs with his large palms.

“I want to see that ass move now,” he smirked at her.

“Mmm, do you now?” she breathed, beginning to gently rotate her hips and rub herself against his groin.

He sighed and let his head fall back against the back of the chair.

I watched Elizabeth’s hypnotic movement in his lap, the way her whole body seemed to gently twist and writhe over him, right down to the fluttering strands of hair that hung down and brushed his face. She had never teased me like that before, and I kind of wished she would. She looked so alluring, so damn sexy—and I could only imagine how good it would have felt for him, the soft movement against his cock, her lithe body rolling against his hands.

“Why don’t you turn around and let me see it?”

She pretended to ignore him, until he caught her jaw and pulled her gaze down to his, and she bit her lip and stifled a giggle. With enviable ease he took her by the hips and legs and turned her in his lap, lowering her back down so that her butt sat in his crotch and she faced me. She didn’t look at me yet though, preferring to look back over her shoulder and give him a teasing smirk.

I watched as she churned her ass against his manhood, nonchalantly stretching with her fingers high up in the air, and then trailing them over his shoulders behind her. Her bulging cleavage gently shook with her movements. I badly needed her. But I desperately needed to watch her.

Her performance kept going, with his hands caressing her outline from behind, savoring the drastic curve of her hips and her tensed ass in between her slender waist and thighs. His face tensed as she slowed her movements, dragging out her teasing, prolonging his wait.

It was driving him crazy, but it was nothing compared to what it was doing to me. I still hadn’t done anything about the seething arousal that had been building up ever since he first arrived and that now consumed me. She was making him wait for his second release of the night, but she was making me wait much longer for my first, one that promised to be the orgasm of a lifetime.

With one firm push of her buttocks against his crotch, she glided off him and onto her feet, and then unbuttoned her denim shorts. She pulled them down, leaving only her G-string, and as the shorts slipped free of her butt she jutted it in his face. I’d never seen her in a G-string before, and it was killing me trying to picture what only he could see right now, the thin fabric parting her firm round buttocks.

She sat back in his lap again, rubbing her almost bare ass over his crotch. Her hands snaked back behind her, and I realized after a moment that she was undoing the button of his pants behind her and sliding the zip down. It was done with surprising dexterity—this surely wasn’t the first time she’d done this.

For a moment she surrendered her power, letting him lift her so that he could pull his pants off, and then she settled herself back down against his hard, towering manhood now straining against his soft, thin underwear. As she wiggled her hips and squirmed, it was clear his head was now rubbing against her slit through the material.

“Fuck, yes,” he sighed, sliding his hands over her bare thighs and ass cheeks. A few moments later he unbuttoned his shirt and nonchalantly flung it across our living room, leaving only a white undershirt that emphasized his sculpted physique. His arms looked like concrete, his torso was an impressive V, and his pecs had warped that undershirt into a shape unlike any shirts I owned. I actually felt a little intimidated.

Next to go was her tank top—this time removed by him. He was getting impatient now, and rougher too, leaving white fingerprints on her flesh that gradually reddened from his tight, aggressive squeezing. She was loving it, her breathing heavy and rapid, her cheeks flushed, and she gasped in delight as he yanked her top up and over her chest and then swept it over her head, her breasts wobbling from the quick movement.

Apparently determined to make him wait as long as possible, she was pushing down hard against his crotch. But with that enormous shaft pressing between her legs, her own frustrated arousal was building, and her eyelids fluttered and her breaths shuddered each time his head rubbed her just right.

So when his patience ran out and he grabbed her, stood up, and yanked the G-string down her legs, she was all too willing to give up her little game. He bent her over the coffee table, her palms flat against the surface, as he tugged his own underwear off and lined himself up behind her.

Standing like that, with my submitting wife’s face mere inches away from me and her eyes locked on mine, he began to enter her from behind.

I saw every twitch, every wheeze, every gasp up close. I felt her heavy breath as he pushed that thing into her, a task I would have assumed was impossible had I not known he’d already been fucking her all this time.

My awe must have been written all over my face, and seeing this, Elizabeth apparently decided to push me even further. She straightened her arms and raised her chest, giving me a direct view of what was happening underneath her.

There in all its lurid glory was his cock gradually filling up my wife. His thick veiny meat was dark and slick with her juices, and her lips were glazed and pink with her heat as they strained to take him. He slid his member back and forth, a little further inside each time, working her pussy looser while working her into a frenzy.

She shivered, she whined, she sweated. Her cheeks were pink, her brow knotted. As I looked back at her face she caught my eye and held my gaze. Despite how helpless and overwhelmed she might have seemed, her eyes had a very different feel to them.

Hardened, lustful, taunting.

With one final lunge and a slap of his thighs against the backs of her legs, he was all the way inside her. It was hard to believe, and I tore my eyes away from Elizabeth’s in time to see him pull back, his shocking thickness bulging out of her entrance, and ram back up inside her, balls deep.

“Oh! Oh, fuck,” my wife moaned, arching her back and pushing her ass back for more.

“Only if you beg me.”

“Please fuck me.”

“Fuck you how?”

“Fuck me hard.”

“Fuck you hard like what?”

“Fuck me hard like the dirty slut I am.”

She flailed forward as he plunged back all the way inside her, and at the same time I flinched and reached a hand out in case she slipped. He laughed, a deep, booming chuckle, and even she gave me a wry smile as she bounced up and down against the force of his dick.

I was being mocked. This wasn’t what I had signed up for when I let Elizabeth do this.

I tried to shake off the needling, stabbing sense of inferiority as I saw her eyes roll upward. He was fucking her with raw power, her breasts banging up and down and even making a slapping sound to his rhythm. His fingers dug into her flesh, her hips and ass now a swirl of whites, pinks and reds. Meanwhile her spilling wetness clung to her lips and inner thighs, coating his cock and balls.

“Oh my god,” she wailed, and then she lowered her head to the table and gasped in time to her waves of relief, mashing her ass back against him as her contracting pussy took the pounding from his immense shaft.

“Keep your head up and show him how it feels,” he shouted, grabbing a handful of her hair, jerking her head up, and bringing her face to face with me while she shuddered in pleasure.

With heavy lids and a hanging jaw, her head bouncing ludicrously with each plunge of his cock inside her, she stared back at me and moaned out her orgasm right into my face.

“Beg for me to come,” he called out.

“Please… please come inside me,” she breathed.

“I can’t fucking hear you.”

“Please fill my pussy with your come,” she shouted.

“Fine,” he grunted, and then he pinned her down against him with one hand, then wrapped the other across her breasts and raised her up, presenting me with the view of his balls shooting up and the base of his cock spasming forcefully as he blasted his come into my wife.


CHAPTER FIVE

I didn’t know what to expect after that. What more could I possibly handle seeing after that kind of display? This would take me days to process, at the least. It would have taken some men years of therapy to get past.

As it turned out, I wasn’t going to see anything else.

“Bed time,” Elizabeth sighed, as she returned from cleaning herself up in the bathroom and left Anthony to take his turn in there.

“Okay,” I said, or more likely mumbled, such was the state I was in at that point. “I’ll head up and wait while you see him out.”

“Oh… no, no,” she smiled, shaking her head. “That isn’t what’s happening now.”

“What… what’s happening, then?”

“Anthony and I will be spending the night in the spare room. But go ahead. We can catch up in the morning.”

“But—”

“Night,” she smiled, waving as she gathered the empty bottle and glasses onto a tray. I stood helplessly in the doorway and watched her head back into the kitchen, her ass sashaying tantalizingly in those little shorts.

Whether that was for effect or not, I couldn’t say, but it was one last image from the evening that would be seared into my brain forever, and right now images were all I was going to take away from it.

I clambered up the stairs, sequestered myself in the master bedroom, and unleashed hell upon a handful of Kleenexes. It wasn’t the orgasm of a lifetime that I had hoped to experience with my wife, but in its bitter, stinging frustration it was still by far the most potent I had ever had.

What followed was a night of torment that couldn’t have been an accident. From across the hallway I heard the creak of the spare bed and the thud of its headboard, the grunts and taunting exchanges of Elizabeth and her lover, all punctuated by her cries of pleasure.

It went on for hours, with no break or rest—whenever he had unloaded inside her, he set about bringing her to orgasm, and then started the next riotous pounding of my wife.

I quietly pleasured myself throughout, if pleasured was the right word. Perhaps relieved was more accurate—I relieved the ache of this pent-up, anxious arousal, the underlying pain of an already twisted desire taking such a wicked turn in reality.

I had come half a dozen times and they were still going, but I couldn’t and wouldn’t fall asleep until it stopped. I was tired, and above all else I just wanted to skip the rest of this, to wake up to my wife and only my wife, and finally get the satisfaction of taking her back.

Eventually, somewhere between two and three a.m., the house fell silent. There were no more stray giggles, whispers or creaks that signaled the start of another round. In the silence I could finally relax, and I fell asleep almost instantly.

When I woke up the house was still quiet. I checked my phone and saw that I had no messages from Elizabeth, only to feel stupid when I noticed her phone had been left charging on the other side of the bed since before Anthony had even arrived.

I walked as stealthily as possible to the door and carefully pulled it ajar to look outside, and I saw the door to the spare room was wide open.

Glancing down the empty hall, listening out and hearing nothing from downstairs, I crossed to the other room and stood in the doorway. The spare bed had been absolutely ravaged. The sheets were pulled all over the place, pillows were on the floor, and there was a worrying lean to the headboard.

They had not only wrecked the bedspread, they had loosened the frame. I would need to fetch a screwdriver to undo Anthony’s work.

But it would have to wait. Right now, I just wanted to find Elizabeth. I ditched the light steps, and paced to the end of the hall and down the stairs, scanning the ground floor for either her or her lover. I noticed his shoes were no longer by the front entrance, and I went briefly from relief to a rising panic that they had both left, until she spoke from behind me.

“Good morning, sleepyhead.”

I spun around. She was standing in her robe, clutching a cup of coffee, eyes tired but still sparkling mischievously.

“Hi,” I sighed. “He’s gone?”

“He’s gone,” she smirked, clearly amused by my worrying. “Come.”

She led the way to the kitchen table, where she had poured me a cup and made me a yogurt with granola along with hers, which she’d already finished. It wasn’t really my kind of breakfast, but given the circumstances and my state of mind, I was grateful that she’d thought to put a meal together for me.

I sat across from her and took a sip and a bite before getting into it.

“Last night was a little different to what I was expecting.”

“Oh? Different how?” she asked, hiding her smile behind another sip and raising her eyebrows innocently.

“I didn’t know you guys… talked like that.”

She put down the mug and adjusted her robe. It seemed like she was adjusting it to reveal more of her cleavage. She was naked under there, and there was no way she could have showered yet without me hearing it.

“We’ve done it a little bit more recently, but last night was more than usual. I think he started doing that with tonight in mind, to tell the truth. The rest of it, though, that wasn’t so new. You already knew he gives it to me rough.”

Fuck, those words again.

“You think he did it because of… me?”

“I think he did it because of the situation. He gets off on the fact that I’m married to someone else but have so much sex with him. Last night that really came out.”

“No shit.”

“Did you like it?”

I blinked. “I liked watching you, yeah. But then—”

“No, I mean did you like the dirty talk?”

I laughed uncertainly. “Well…”

“And did you like,” she continued, standing now, moving around the table, and sliding onto my lap. God, it felt good to have her sitting on me again. “When he and I went to the spare room for the rest of the night, alone?”

“To be honest, I—”

She pressed her hand down over my crotch and smiled as my growing erection twitched against her palm.

“I’ll take that as a yes.”

She reached down into my boxers and pulled out my hardening cock. I immediately thought of the giant member she’d spent the night with and wondered what she was thinking now—what she’d been thinking every time she had left his place and come back home to have sex with me.

“You know,” she said, beginning to softly jerk it, “I’m lucky to have such an open-minded, loving husband, who would be so willing to let me take a lover.”

I swallowed nervously.

“And,” she continued, caressing it and then squeezing it, until it was at full size. “A husband who I know will always try new things with me.”

I frowned at her questioningly, but she ignored it. She slid down to her knees and parted her robe, revealing her beautiful breasts, her still swollen pink pussy. She tugged my waistband lower so that she could pump my full shaft, and she smiled up at me coquettishly.

“Anthony says, for now, he wants to be the only one having sex with me.”

I stared back at her, confused, not entirely sure if she was being serious. I took a deep breath and started to speak but she squeezed my cock, hard, and made me gasp and shudder.

“That sounds like an interesting idea, doesn’t it? An exciting new thing for us to try?”

She was still squeezing. She was pressing her chest upwards, too, a sight she knew I could never resist. I gulped and nodded, meekly.

“Good,” she said, relenting and returning to gently pumping my length. “It’s decided then. It doesn’t mean we can’t have other fun, though.”

She smiled sweetly, posing for me, letting me take in the sight of her perfect body, a body that had just been fucked all night by another man, with no chance yet for me to reclaim it. The orgasm had threatened from the moment she took hold of my cock, and soon my telltale squirming and huffing told her it was imminent.

She licked her lips, lowered her face, and opened her mouth wide. She pumped harder and faster. All the anguish, those things I had watched her do, those taunts from both of them—it all built up in my mind, and the tingling sensation in my cock ripped through all of me. It was like a white flash filled my mind as the moment hit, and I stared down at her dumbly, feeling the first blast approaching.

She closed her mouth, pushed my cock back towards me, and left me to spurt come all over myself.

“Fuck!”

I grabbed a napkin and floundered between trying to catch each gush and clean the globs that I’d missed. I held it over my tip and pumped it full of the last few waves, and looked down to see her smiling wickedly at me.

She got back to her feet, rounded the table, and sat down to resume drinking her coffee.

“Oh, husband. This marriage is about to change. A lot.

“And the best part is, I know you aren’t going to stop it.”

Thank you for reading

I hope you enjoyed reading this story as much as I enjoyed writing it! I welcome any feedback via ratings or reviews.

For alerts on new releases, sign up to my mailing list here: https://mfoxmyer.ck.page/signup

Also by M. Fox-Myer

If you’d like to read more stories like this, check out the following:

Wives on Camera Series (Bundle here)

Wives Having Flings Series

My Wife’s Club Series

My Wife and My Friends Series

Watch Me Cheat Series (Bundle here)

The Hotwife Texts Series (Bundle here)

cover.jpeg





page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




