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When I bought my wife Kristin tickets to see her favorite musician for her 30th birthday, I wanted to make it memorable. I had no idea how truly unforgettable that night would be.

It all started when I saw the advertisement for JoJo Brown’s concert, which happened to fall right on her birthday week.  For as long as I had known her, Kristen had had the biggest crush on JoJo.

I scooped up the tickets, but not just any tickets. I sprang for the highest level of access I could find, a VIP package with all the bells and whistles. The closer I got her to the man of her dreams, the more thrilled she would be.

I didn’t tell her that part, though. I wanted to save a few surprises for the day of the show. Just knowing that she was going was enough to get her pumped up and excited, though.

Plans were made. The kids were sent to their grandparents for the night so we could have some time alone after the show. I knew there was a pretty good chance I was going to get lucky, but when I saw what she had decided to wear that night, I figured it was a done deal.

When Kristin stepped out of our bedroom after getting ready to head to the show, she was dressed in one of the sexiest outfits I had ever seen her wear. She had chosen a provocatively short skirt, paired with a black lace corset top that was sheer in all the right places.

“How do I look?” she asked when she saw me utterly speechless.

“You’re stunning,” I replied once I had regained my words.

She threw her arms around my shoulders and pulled me into a kiss. My hands slipped down her backside and cupped her ass. Something was different, and when I pulled back, her energetic smile was still going strong.

“No panties tonight,” she added, which made my cock stir in anticipation.

She was all over me the entire ride, like a horny teenager. The more I saw of her behavior, the more I knew I was going to have a very good night. I still had my little secret up my sleeve, too.

When we passed through the ticket gates, it was time to hit her with my big surprise. Instead of heading to the general seating, I took her by the hand and led her to a small table labeled “VIP check-in.”

“What did you do?” she asked, her eyes growing even wider.

“You’ll see,” I replied with a sly smile.

Even the hostess at the table seemed impressed by the package I had bought.

“Looks like you guys are getting the red-carpet experience,” she said. “Let’s get you checked in, and then my friend Brian here will take you inside.”

I had never been to a show where I was assigned to a handler. Once they had confirmed it was really us, we followed Brian to a well-guarded backstage entrance. A short walkway led us to a door, which then led into a bustling backstage area where the crew was quickly making sure everything was ready to go for the show.

The VIP viewing section wasn’t just close to the stage. It was actually set up in the wings to the side of it. A small metal barrier separated us from the spot where JoJo would soon be shaking his ass. There were only three other couples there with us, so we wouldn’t have to be fighting for a place at the rail. There was plenty of room for all of us. We even had our own server to handle our drinks for the night.

Kristin’s face lit up when she realized how close she would be to the performance. Maybe he would even come to this side of the stage and sing to her.

Her whole demeanor changed. She couldn’t keep her hands off me, and if she wasn’t draping herself on my arm, she was standing in front of me and pressing her ass against my bulge. I was going to end up with blue balls by the end of the show if I wasn’t careful.

When the opening acts started, we got a taste of how close we were going to be. The gear for JoJo’s band was still covered, but the performers all ran right by us on the way to center stage. I recognized a few of their songs, but I was more interested in the fact that a lot of them took the time to perform for us. We put our hands out as they ran by and were met with high fives each time. Every time it happened, I knew Kristin was imagining JoJo touching her hand. I prayed that she wouldn’t be disappointed.

Then it was time. The lights went down on the second act. Crew members started uncovering the drum set and amplifiers. They were prepping the stage for the main performer.

Kristin was beside herself. I thought she was going to explode. The lights dimmed again, and an intro video started playing at the back of the stage.

I could see him move out onto the stage in the darkness. He was getting in position. The video ended, and the lights came up.

Kristin squealed with excitement when she saw him standing a few hundred yards away from us. He launched into his first song and the entire crowd joined her. They were singing, dancing, and living their best lives.

JoJo moved around the stage. Sometimes he was closer, sometimes he would head to the exact opposite side of the stage. He was tall and thin, much taller in person than I would have imagined. After a few songs, he pulled his shirt off to show off a well sculpted upper body. The physical nature of his performances kept him in pristine shape.

I was worried we wouldn’t get the same attention being on the side of the stage, but JoJo knew where his biggest fans were. Before the end of the first song, he walked over to the side wing.

Kristin and I were on the end of the rail, and he stopped at us first. He took my wife’s hand and sang a few lines to her with a smile on his face. I thought she was about to pass out. Her lifelong crush had just touched and serenaded her.

JoJo retreated to the front of the stage, and my wife turned her excitement to me.

“Thank you so much for doing this for me,” she yelled over the thumping beat of the music. “I love you so much!”

She grabbed me and kissed me. I could feel her trembling with excitement. I loved seeing her like this, but I also knew there was more to come. There was one last part of the VIP package that I still hadn’t shared with her.

The music crescendoed into a frenetic finale, and then it was over. JoJo ran by on the way off of the stage, and I saw Kristin hold her hand out and try to feel him one last time. He paused long enough to let her squeeze his hand lightly, and then he was gone.

The lights came up. Kristin and I turned toward the exit, where our handler was once again waiting to lead us through the backstage maze.

“Alright, ladies and gentlemen,” he said loudly to the four couples. “If you’ll follow me, we’re going to head back toward the tour buses for our meet and greet session with JoJo. We’ll be giving you a printed picture that you can have him sign. We’ll also have some time for some pictures with the artist.”

Kristin’s eyes grew even wider as she looked up at me beside her. She didn’t jump for joy. She was in shock.

“Oh my god,” she said. “Did you really? I’m going to meet JoJo Brown? I’m not wearing any underwear, though!”

The thought seemed so far out of left field, all I could do was laugh. She was giddy with excitement, and once again threw her arms around me and rewarded me with a very eager kiss.

The young man led us back through the door where we had entered, but turned down a path leading behind the bandstand building. There were three tour buses lined up, and a canopy with the local radio station’s logos plastered on the background that they would use for the pictures.

Brian led us to the canopy and had us line up. Kristin and I were at the back of the line, but that was okay. With nobody behind us, we wouldn’t feel rushed.

JoJo emerged from the middle bus with an entourage of a half dozen different people. He had a drink in his hand and a smile on his face. My wife was holding my hand, and it tightened with excitement when she saw him coming toward us.

One of his guys was holding several headshots and handed them out. The first two couples joined him under the canopy while a photographer snapped multiple images. He chatted with them for a bit, signed the photo, then sent them on their way.

The next couple lingered a little longer, taking advantage of the chance to chat with a celebrity. When they were done, it was our turn.

I felt like this was Kristin’s moment, and I didn’t want to step in and make it awkward. I stood back and let her slide in right next to him. Her body was trembling as he put his arm around her waist and pulled her in close. The ridiculous grin on her face was so endearing. This was a dream come true.

I snapped a few pics, he signed a picture for her, and we started to walk toward the other couples to leave. Suddenly, a young man came running up behind us and stopped us. I recognized him as one of the members of the entourage.

“JoJo wanted me to personally invite you to come back and hang out on his bus with him and his crew.”

Kristin looked at me, her eyes wide. It was clear she wanted to go, and there was no way I was going to take that away from her. I was still hoping for some fun when we got home, but I also knew the more she got out of this experience, the more she would give in to my own desires later. I nodded agreeably, and she let out an excited squeal.

We followed the gentleman back to the buses and were directed to the middle one. That was where the party was going on.

We climbed through the open door and up a few steps, into what could only be described as pure luxury. The interior space looked nothing like a bus. It looked more like the inside of a luxury condo. There was a huge open living area with couches on both sides. There was a stripper pole in the middle that made me a little nervous, but it seemed to be more for his dancers, who were all drinking and dancing around in an atmosphere of relaxed revelry. They had just finished their work for the night, and it was time to let loose.

“Hey, guys,” JoJo called to us when he saw us step inside. “Come join us. Have a seat over there. Can we get you a drink?”

One of the dancers was standing in front of a small wet bar. Kristin and I told him what we wanted, and a minute later, we had a drink in our hand.

We took a seat on one of the benches opposite JoJo. I couldn’t believe this was really happening. We were partying with a celebrity!

I sat back and enjoyed my drink, but Kristin was wired. She was sitting up straight, on the edge of her seat. She tried not to stare at JoJo, but I saw her gaze return to him repeatedly. Sometimes it was just a fleeting glance. Other times, she would linger on him for a bit. When his eyes would turn and meet hers, she would blush and look back at me. I could see how much it was flustering her, and I secretly loved it.

Despite already having a few, Kristin sucked down her drink. The bartender was quick to swing in and replace it, but before she could finish the second one, someone grabbed her by the hand and pulled her to her feet. She became a part of the chaotic dance party going on between the benches.

I immediately recognized her dance partner. She was a beautiful blonde that I had noticed on stage, because she was leagues more attractive than any of the other dancers.

Kristin’s tension melted away and she moved her body to the music. It was sexy to see my beautiful wife dancing with another woman, and even sexier to see her let go and have fun.

They danced for a while. Kristin was definitely into it, but she would still sneak glances at JoJo. Maybe she was trying to see if he was watching her. I wasn’t sure if he was, but her dance partner was. She glanced at Kristin, then at JoJo, and smiled.

The anonymous blonde took Kristin by the hand and spun her around a few times. On the final spin, she nudged her toward the opposite side of the bus.

While it looked clumsy, the dancer had timed it perfectly. Kristin kept turning. The back of her legs hit the couch perfectly, and she plopped down right next to JoJo. She looked around like she had expected to fall, and instead, she found herself face to face with her crush.

I couldn’t hear anything over the music, but I saw the two of them say hello to each other, then break into a conversation. I was so focused on them, I didn’t see the blonde dancer slide in right next to me.

“Your wife is beautiful!” she said to me as she scooted a little closer. “She’s living her best life tonight!”

“Yes, she is,” I agreed. “She’s always had a thing for JoJo, so I figured this would be the perfect gift.”

“You definitely hit a home run,” she said. “You’re getting some tonight, for sure, and I bet it’s gonna be hot as hell!”

I felt my cheeks burning, and I knew I was blushing.

“Can I give you one piece of advice, though?” she asked, her tone turning a bit more serious.

“Of course,” I said, too surprised to say anything else.

“Don’t get jealous. Go with the flow, live in the moment, but don’t get jealous! Trust me, you’ll have more fun in the end if you can do that.”

Without waiting for a reply or, more importantly, a question, she hopped up, grabbed one of her friends’ hands, and pulled them toward the door. Just like that, they were gone.

I looked over at Kristin and JoJo. They were chatting away. She was no longer a dumbstricken fool. She was actually conversing with him.

Her body language was interesting. She was turned sideways, toward him. She leaned in and listened intently, like she was hanging on his every word. It almost looked like there was some sort of connection there. Maybe that was what the other girl meant by not getting jealous.

As if to emphasize the point, his eyes moved up and down her body leeringly. The smile on his face told me that he appreciated how sexy she looked in the outfit she had chosen for me. I felt a little pang of something, but I also felt flattered. He could have any woman he wanted, but my wife was the one who caught his eye.

There were still a half dozen other people in the bus, but within minutes, they all started to grab their things and make their way out, probably to the adjacent buses.

I panicked for a moment, worried that we were overstaying our welcome. My fears dissipated when JoJo spoke directly to me for the first time.

“Hey, bud! How are you doing over there?” He called from across the bus. “Having a good time?”

The last dancer turned the music down to a low background noise on the way out, so I didn’t have to yell back at him. It was now just the three of us.

“Absolutely,” I said, suddenly feeling my own butterflies in my stomach, now that I was the one talking to a celebrity. “Thanks for inviting us back here to hang out with you!”

“It’s my pleasure. Your wife was just telling me how she’s always wanted to see me in concert,” he said, the two of them now looking at each other with mischievous grins on their faces. If he wasn’t talking to me, I would have thought that they had forgotten I was still there. “She’s very lucky to have such a generous husband.”

There was something in the way he said it, something just below the surface, that made the hairs on my arm stand up. I wasn’t exactly sure why, but it made me feel uneasy.

“Are you dating anyone these days?” I asked him.

“Nah,” he chuckled. “I don’t fuck with relationships anymore, but I got a lot of respect for people that do. Especially the real ones that know each other. When I first hit it big, I was dating supermodels and shit, but I tell you, they are horrible in bed. They think they’re all that, and then they just end up laying there.”

It was the kind of problem I couldn’t really commiserate with, yet Kristin seemed to share his disappointment. When he continued, she was hanging on every word.

“Once I gave up on that dead end, I moved on to my fans. Lots of beautiful women at these shows, and I had my pick of the most alluring ones. That didn’t go well either. They wanted everyone to know they had bagged me, so they would try to sneak selfies in bed after. Even worse, a few of them would come out and say that I had knocked them up, trying to cash in on having a million-dollar baby daddy. It got old quickly. Then something happened last year that changed things up. Some dude comes up to me after the show and tells me he wants me to fuck his girlfriend. Says she’s always had a crush on me, and he’d be flattered. Isn’t that shit crazy?”

The knot in my stomach returned. I could see it coming, but I refused to believe it. There’s no way he was going to suggest what I thought he might.

“She was a smoke show. There was no way I could say no, so I invited them back. He tells me how he loves to watch her fuck other guys, and that it would be a fantasy for both of them if he could watch. I gotta tell you, nothing feels as good as fucking another man’s woman in front of him and making her cum all over the place.”

It was definitely going in that direction. Kristin was laughing and covering her face. I assumed she was thinking the same thing as me, and her cheeks were probably about as red as they could get.

“I take it that wasn’t the last time you fucked someone else’s woman?” I said, my voice wobbling a little.

“No, it wasn’t, although it’s a lot harder to find a couple that’s down for that. When I do, it’s a fucking dream. They’re not gonna tell anyone that they let another man fuck her in front of her man, and if she gets pregnant, then it’s their problem and not mine. The best part, though, is that so many of these women haven’t been with another man in years. When they get their chance with me, they’re all in on it. I’ve never had a married woman who just laid there!”

My throat was dry. I swallowed anyway, then looked at Kristin again. She was smiling at me. She was biting her lip. Her eyes were already begging me.

“Have you ever shared your wife with another man?” JoJo asked bluntly, his eyes looking directly at mine.

“We’ve never done anything like that,” I told him.

“You’re thinking about it now, though, aren’t you? If it didn’t intrigue you, then I think you would have left by now. I’m sure your wife has been thinking about it, too.”

He looked at her now as she recoiled and blushed, giggling like a little kid. She looked over at me again. I could see how much she wanted this to happen.

“What if we just tested the water?” JoJo suggested. “Start with something easy, like a kiss. We can see how you feel about it, and go from there. Would you be okay with that?”

I could feel every breath and every heartbeat. My body was wired. Not because I was nervous, though. That was the weird part. I felt like I almost wanted it to happen as much as Kristin did.

“Yeah, I’d be okay with that,” I said, my words sounding like they were coming from some far-off place.

“You’re sure, baby?” Kristin asked me, sitting up and moving back to the edge of the couch. “We don’t have to.”

“You can kiss him,” I said.

Kristin smiled and nodded. JoJo was already moving closer to her. She turned and looked at him. Their faces moved toward each other. Their eyes slipped closed, and then they were kissing.

My wife was kissing another man. I felt like I should be mad, but instead, my cock was straining. I could believe how hard I felt.

It wasn’t a light kiss, either. Their lips explored each other, and their tongues danced together. One of his hands cradled her head and pulled her in, while the other rested on her bare thigh. His fingers curved down between her legs, and I remembered that she wasn’t wearing any panties. He was so close to her bare pussy.

His hand behaved, though, and after a few minutes, he pulled back and looked over at me. His smile widened.

“You look like you’re enjoying yourself,” he said, his eyes looking down at the thick bulge in my pants. “Should we try a little more?”

“Yeah,” I said through a bone-dry mouth.

When he turned back to my wife, he was even more bold. He pushed her back onto the couch and leaned into her. The hand between her thighs moved up, and she parted her legs willingly for him.

No panties. The thought echoed in my head as his fingers grazed across her bare pussy. Kristin let out a soft little moan, then pulled him deeper into the kiss. Soon he was rubbing her firmly while they made out.

I couldn’t believe how hard I was watching another man touch my wife like that. I knew I should stop them, that this wasn’t right, but if we both wanted it, then why should I? Instead, I rubbed myself, trying to be subtle so they wouldn’t notice.

Eventually JoJo turned and looked back at me. One of his hands was still placed between my wife’s legs. She had lost herself in the moment, and as she came back to her head, she smiled across the aisle at me.

“How’s your girl’s head game?” JoJo asked me cockily.

“She’s fucking amazing,” I replied proudly.

It only took me a moment to realize I had made a catastrophic mistake.

“Mind if I see for myself?” he asked cheekily.

I should have seen it coming. Still, it was Kristin’s expression that determined my answer. She turned bright red, pulling her hands over her mouth and cheeks to hide the color. Her legs squeezed together around JoJo’s hand. He knew the answer, but still had to ask. It had to come from me, or she would be too shy to do it.

“Do you want to show him?” I asked her.

She nodded her head, still hiding half her face.

“Give him your best,” I told her.

They moved quickly after that, a testament to how eager they both were to explore further. Kristin moved to the edge of the couch. JoJo stood up and stripped his shirt off, revealing a beautiful, muscular physique. My wife looked up at him with hungry eyes and bit her lip. I think her mouth was watering in anticipation.

As my wife reached for him, I got a brief preview of what she was about to reveal. I caught a glimpse of the outline of his cock through his gray sweatpants, and it certainly wasn’t small. Her fingers gripped the waistband, and she began sliding them slowly down to get to it.

They slipped down. I could see the base of his cock come into view. A little lower, and the whole shaft sprang free, inches away from Kristin’s curious eyes. They widened, and she let out a happy little sigh.

“Oh my god,” she whispered. “It’s so big.”

It really was. Even I was impressed. The dark shaft stood at least nine inches out from his body, with a thick purple head that fit perfectly on top. It was clear now that he had the big dick to back up his big dick energy.

“I can touch it?” Kristin asked, pulling her eyes away from it long enough to get my consent.

“You can do anything you want with it,” I replied, clearly giving her a free pass to take this as far as she wanted.

Kristin turned her attention back to JoJo. She reached for him. Her fingers wrapped around the shaft and gave it a reflexive stroke. There was something about the way she held it that was vastly different than when she was holding mine. It was so big, her whole arm moved in a long, pumping motion.

She paused to admire it, but only for a moment. There was too much desire in her eyes just to sit and stare at it. She opened her mouth, and her tongue rolled out like it was already ready to catch his load. Then she placed her tongue right under the head and eased her lips around it. It was so big; she reached up and gripped the shaft with both hands.

I couldn’t believe this was actually happening. It felt surreal to watch my wife sucking another man’s cock. This wasn’t just any man, though. Millions of women would give up their marriages to be in her place. Luckily, she had my approval, which meant she could enjoy the moment without any fear of repercussions.

I knew he was going to fuck her. It hadn’t been said yet, but it was clear that’s where this was going. As her lips slid along the flesh of his cock, I imagined how it was going to split her open. Would she even be able to fit all of that in? It was substantially bigger than mine. Maybe she wouldn’t be able to fuck him.

I wanted her to be able to do it, though. Watching her suck his cock, I was so turned on. My curiosity wanted to know what would happen when his cock filled my wife. I wanted to see it happen.

Right now, her mouth was doing all the work. She moaned as her lips moved firmly around the shaft. It looked like she was content to do that for as long as he wanted, but JoJo and I were both thinking the same thing.

“I want to fuck your girl,” he said to me as she worked him. “Are you going to be cool with that?”

“Yeah,” I said, trying to play it off as if I didn’t care.

“I need to know for sure,” he said, pulling away from Kristin.

She let go with her mouth and looked up at him.

“I want you to undress her for me. Take her clothes off, all of them, and send her back to me. If you do that, then I know I don’t have to worry about you. I think we both know that you want it, so show me.”

Kristin looked at me for approval, then stood up. Before she crossed the bus to me, she put her arms around his neck and pulled herself up into a kiss. My eyes were drawn to his cock, pressing against her fully clothed body.

When she finished kissing him, she whispered something in his ear. JoJo smiled and nodded in return, and she let go of him.

Kristin stepped in front of me, my beautiful wife dressed in a sexy outfit that she had chosen just for me. I stood up, coming face to face with her. Her eyes pleaded with me to do what he had asked, and when I looked back into them, there was no way I could say no.

“Turn around,” I told her.

Kristin turned to face JoJo. He took a seat on the couch. His cock stood straight up, and he began casually stroking it.

I grabbed the lower edge of her shirt and pulled it up while she lifted her arms to make it easier. It was a little tight around her chest, and as the fabric slipped off of her breasts, they bounced and jiggled freely for JoJo to see. When he smiled back, I could feel her trembling with excitement.

I sat down again. Her ass was right in front of me. All she had left on was the skirt, so I pinched it right at her hips and pulled it down. Now she stood naked before her crush, ready to be taken. All she had to do was take a few steps across the bus and she was his.

Kristin hesitated, though. She turned back to me, making no attempt to cover herself.

“Will you pull your cock out and play with yourself while he fucks me?” she asked shyly. “I want to see you turned on.”

I took a deep breath and nodded. As her eyes beamed down at me, I unzipped my pants, reached in, and hauled out my fully erect cock. That garnered another excited smile from her, and for a moment, she completely forgot herself.

“God, I’m going to fuck the shit out of you later,” she whispered absentmindedly.

“Now that’s what I’m talking about,” JoJo chimed in. “Everybody wins tonight! Now get that sexy ass over here. I want first dibs.”

Kristin giggled, then turned and padded across the bus to him. I wasn’t sure when she had shed her shoes, but removing the top and skirt had left her completely naked.

She went straight to him and climbed on top of him. Her legs straddled his body, with his cock aimed straight up, right at her spread pussy. Kristin started kissing him first, then reached down and lined the tip up against her waiting slit.

All of my concerns about her not being able to handle his size evaporated. His entire length slipped into my wife easily, until she was resting with his balls pressed against her body. When she lifted herself back up, I could see his cock glistening.

Kristin wasn’t shy about fucking him in front of me. She sank her body into him and pressed as far down as she could onto his shaft. This wasn’t just some average weekday quickie. This was how she fucked when she was drunk and beyond horny.

I knew how good it felt when she moved like that. There was no better feeling in the world, and I felt grateful that JoJo Brown was getting to experience the immense pleasure my wife could give.

Kristin planted her hands on the back of the couch and pushed herself up so she could watch his face as she rode his cock.

“God, it’s so big,” she said, her voice sounding like she was on the brink of crying. “It feels so good.”

JoJo smiled. He reached up with one hand and placed it around her throat. He didn’t really squeeze. Instead, he held her there. His other hand came up and gripped one of her breasts, gave it a light slap, then a more forceful squeeze. He held her body in place and began thrusting up into her. It was his turn to take control.

Kristin was trembling. Her climax took over. I could hear the wet squish as her body began to squirt all over his lap.

“Cum for me, baby,” he said smoothly. “Show your man how much you love it.”

That kicked off another waterfall as her body surged with pleasure. I had made her squirt before, but not like that.

When the moment passed, he pulled her down onto the couch and climbed on top of her. Kristin’s head rolled to the side and looked at me. There was a lazy smile on her face, like he had drained all of energy. When she saw my cock in my hand, though, her face lit up.

“That’s so hot,” she cooed, grabbing his ass and pulling him deeper inside.

JoJo followed her eyes. His reaction was pure cockiness.

“Don’t worry,” he said. “You’ll get to enjoy her soon enough.

He then turned her head back toward him and kissed her as he drove his cock into her over and over again.

Kristin came again. It flooded her body, but JoJo barely slowed down. Then she came again. Her legs were wrapped around him, pulling him deeper. He was already touching places I could never reach, and she wanted more.

They went for at least fifteen minutes like that, before JoJo sat up and looked over at me.

“I think I need to take this one to the bedroom,” he said to me. “I need a little more space. The only problem is, husbands aren’t allowed in the bedroom, so you’re going to have to stay out here. We’ll leave the door open if you want to peek in, but keep yourself out here. Got it?”

I nodded. He stood up, his cock glistening with my wife’s cum. He grabbed her hand and pulled her to her feet, holding her up when she wobbled a little. She looked at me and smiled. There was excitement there, but there was also guilt. She knew it wouldn’t be as good for me if I couldn’t watch, yet she had no intention of telling him no. She was ready to do anything and everything he asked of her.

With a silent shrug, she turned and followed him toward the back of the bus. There was a hallway to one side, with a bathroom right around the corner. The door straight ahead led to his own private space.

Kristin followed him dutifully, and my eyes followed them. I was hesitant to stand up at first, but then I realized I wouldn’t really have to leave my seat. There was a mirror in the hallway, and the angle allowed me to see the majority of the bed inside. The room was decorated like a sexual retreat, surrounded by draped fabrics and plenty of linens and pillows.

I couldn’t see it all, but I could see a lot. The two of them stopped just inside the doorway and embraced in a kiss. I could just see the edges of their bodies as they pressed against each other naked. The way they were connected felt so intimate.

JoJo lifted her up and tossed her onto the bed, then climbed up after her. His body moved over hers, and his hips flexed downward as he entered her again. Kristin cried out, then grabbed his ass and pulled him deeper.

The two of them were primal with each other. It was a connection fueled completely by physical attraction and lustful desire. Kristin cried out loudly. She wanted me to hear how good it felt, but I was surely not the only one who could hear them. There was probably a security guard outside listening to my wife cheat on me.

She begged him to fuck her harder. He held her firmly and drove his cock into her. He did things to her that I could never have imagined myself doing. He made her cum over and over again.

It didn’t take him very long to get what he wanted from her. Less than thirty minutes after they had slinked off to his bedroom, I could hear him planning out his finish.

“Do you want my cum?” he asked.

“Yes,” she pleaded. “Give it to me. I want it inside me.”

JoJo dove down on top of her and started sucking at her neck hard enough to leave a hickey. His hips pressed forcefully into her, and I knew what was happening. His cock was filling my wife’s pussy with a thick load of his seed, and she was milking every drop out of him.

He held himself inside her for several minutes, then finally rolled to the side. The two of them laid together for a few minutes while she caught her breath.

Kristin sat up and said something to him, but I was too far away to hear it. They talked for a few minutes, then she giggled and gave him another brief kiss. When they were done, she scooted off the bed and came back to the main room where I was waiting.

There was an odd expression on her face, a mixture of excitement and guilt.

“Ready to go?” she asked.

I nodded and tucked my cock away, while she slipped her top and skirt back on. She grabbed her heels, but decided to carry them in her hand rather than trying to put them back on.

We headed outside. There was a guard outside the door, just as I had imagined, but Kristin paid no attention to him or to my cheeks flashing red. She hurried off ahead of me like she was on a mission, pulling me by the hand behind her.

A second guard directed us to the backstage exit. By the time we got outside the venue on a walkway leading to the parking lot, we were the only ones around. Everyone else who had come for the show was long gone.

The lot was just as barren, with my truck sitting all by itself under the stark lighting. We got in, and Kristin sat quietly for a moment, staring straight ahead at the dashboard.

There was a weird tension in the air. I didn’t know if I should say something or just turn on the engine and start driving.

Then she spoke.

“I can’t believe I just did that,” she said hesitantly, then turned to look at me. “You’re really not mad at me?”

Her eyes were open wide, her mouth hidden behind her hand. The reality was setting in. I needed to reassure her.

“Not at all,” I scoffed. “I was actually kind of turned on watching it. You looked so hot fucking him.”

I barely got the whole sentence out of my mouth. Kristin was up out of her seat and climbing across the center console. Her lips planted firmly against mine and her whole body melted into me.

“I need you to fuck me,” she huffed feverishly.

Her hands fumbled after my belt. I jumped in and helped her, hauling my cock out. She took it from me, and with her skirt already riding up, she dropped right down onto it.

She was so wet. It took me a moment to realize that was because I was feeling another man’s cum inside her, dripping down around my cock. The lubrication made it feel even better, though.

Kristin was hungry, perhaps even more so than when she was with JoJo. She wanted to please me, to satisfy my every need as a way of thanking me for letting her have that experience. It didn’t matter that I had gotten as much enjoyment out of it as she had. This was about us.

All of the tension had built up inside of me. I could have stopped her, told her to slow down, but I had been waiting all night for this. The pressure grew. I grabbed hold of her and pulled her into a kiss as my cock filled her, adding to the load already dripping out of her.

We never spoke about what happened again after that night. I’ve thought about it from time to time, and I’m sure Kristin has, as well. It remains ingrained in my mind as one of the hottest things I have ever experienced.


Other books available on Amazon by Alex Skylar :

From Housewife to Whore

Eric’s wife Jillian was very conservative, but when financial difficulties drive them to extremes, she decides to try out for the amateur night at the local strip club. That opens both of them up to a new side of their relationship, and eventually leads her to audition for an adult film. How far will she go to get the part, and how will it affect her relationship with her loving husband? 


WARNING: This 25,000-word story contains graphic sexual depictions of cuckolding, humiliation, and anal sex.  

Elise’s Friend with Benefits

I often shared my girlfriends with other men, but that changed when I met Elise. She was the picture of perfection, and my interest in cuckolding was quelled by the fear of losing her to a better man. That all changed one night while she was away on business in Arizona and told me about an old friend who used to entertain her on her trips before we met. Chris sounded like the perfect bull, and her words stirred my dormant fetish. The resulting encounter was like nothing I had ever experienced before, and would forever change the nature of our relationship. 


WARNING: This 12,000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding, mild humiliation, and creampies. 

The Hotwife Party

This story follows the events of Raising the Stakes. After John introduces his wife Melinda to the world of hotwives, the two of them decide to host a party for couples and bulls. Where will the night take them, and how far will Melinda allow herself to be pulled into the fantasy world?


WARNING: This 10,000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding, interracial sex, humiliation, and group sex. 

Cheating with Permission: The Ski Instructor

Lisa and Shane had planned for a nice romantic ski getaway in the mountains of New Hampshire for their first anniversary. When they meet their ski instructor for the weekend, however, Shane suggests pursuing his fantasy of watching his wife with another man. While Lisa is hesitant at first, she gives in to her urges. The result is a weekend of sexual exploration that neither one of them will forget.

Warning: This 13,000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding, humiliation, and anal sex.

Cheating with Permission: Return of the Ski Instructor

This story is a continuation of Cheating with Permission: The Ski Instructor: When Shane spent his anniversary weekend watching his wife fulfill his sexual fantasy by sleeping with another man, he thought his cuckolding experience would be a one-time thing. Months later, Lisa tells him that she has been in touch with her bull, and he wants to go on a weekend camping trip with them. Shane knows he will be a cuckold once again, but his wife has plans to take his fantasy to the next level. Will he be able to handle her unbridled sexuality and the accompanying humiliation? 


WARNING: This 14,000- word erotic short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding, extreme humiliation, creampie humiliation, and group sex.  

Losing the Bet

Chris had always dreamed of seeing his wife Melody with another man. After using her for a wager over a late night game of pool, he ends up getting his wish. But when Melody and her friend Kristen decide to test the boundaries of his fantasy, will he get more than he bargained for? 


WARNING: This 12,000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding, humiliation, and a threesome. 


Cheating with Permission: The Latin Lover

When Mia went out for some salsa dancing with her sister, she never knew it would change her relationship with her husband forever. At first she felt guilty for getting too close to a stranger, but when her husband encouraged her to explore her sexuality and test her boundaries, her curiosity takes control. How far will she take it? 


WARNING: This 10,000-word short story explores the world of hotwives and cuckolding, and includes graphic descriptions of cheating and exhibitionism. 

Taking the Game Further

Things have been tense between Sarah and her husband as they struggle to get pregnant. One night while they are out for drinks, they start a new game: Sarah flirts with other men while her husband watches. While the game distracts them from their problems for a little while, a big fight eventually causes Sarah to take the game a step further with a handsome stranger. How far will she take it, and how will it change her marriage? 


WARNING: This 11,000-word short story explores the darker side of cuckolding, and includes graphic descriptions of sex, cuckolding, and humiliation. 

The Night Before the Wedding

Stephanie's fiancé loved to watch her with other men, but she had rarely gone out on her own. For the night before their wedding she plans an exciting sexual adventure for herself that will leave her in bliss, while relentlessly teasing her soon-to-be husband. What sort of trouble will she get into on her own, and what surprises will she have in store for her husband?

WARNING: This 11,000-word erotica short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding, bondage, group sex, and humiliation.

Taking his Wife

Her name was Keira, and she was absolutely gorgeous. The only problem was that she was married. It was easy to become friends with her and gain her trust, but I wanted more than that. Could I convince her to give in to her base sexual desires and to give herself to me, a wealthy black man?


WARNING: This 9,000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cheating, cuckolding, and interracial sex.  

The Reluctant Cuckold

When my wife Kim wanted to bring her younger sister Anna along with us on our anniversary trip to Miami, I hoped I might have the opportunity for some fun with the two of them together. Those dreams were dashed when her younger sister met a black man named Joe. After a game of strip poker and a lot of alcohol, I soon realized that my wife had an equal interest in her sister’s new friend. How far would the three of them go as I watched helplessly?


WARNING: This 9,700-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding, group sex, and interracial sex.  

College Cuckold

When Eric and Elise first went away to separate universities, they were just an ordinary couple. But the first time he visits her at school, he decides to play a game. He pretends he has never met her before, while encouraging her to explore her sexuality with her friend Tyler. Elise plays along, and the ensuing adventure creates a new dynamic in their relationship. How far will Elise take it, and how will Eric handle becoming a cuckold?


WARNING: This 10,000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding, cheating, and anal sex.  

Revenge Cuckolding

When Eva found her boyfriend’s secret stash of cuckolding porn on his computer, she was furious at first. So she decided that the best way to get even would be to carry out his fantasy right in front of his face with the help of her friend Jon. Would the reality of it be too much for him to handle, or would her revenge turn into a fun night for both of them?


WARNING: This 11,000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding, extreme public humiliation, and cheating.  

My Wife’s Ex-husband

I had often fantasized about my wife Clara sleeping with other men, but nobody stoked that fantasy more than her well-built ex-husband. After seeing a moment of flirtation between them one day, I decided to bring the idea up and see how she responded. The idea caught her interest and she started flirting with him. I would soon find out exactly why my wife had been drawn to this man in the first place, and all that he had to offer her. 


WARNING: This 14,000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding and mild humiliation. 

Shared

I had watched many men have their way with my wife Tori, but always from my seat in the corner of the room. As a cuckold, I always waited for them to finish before having my turn. Tonight would be different, though. When Tori told me that she wanted to invite her friend Joe into our bedroom, she admitted her own fantasy of being shared by two men at the same time. It would be our first real threesome, and a night that none of us would soon forget.


Warning: This 5,500-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding, male bisexuality, bondage, and double vaginal penetration.  

A Hotwife Weekend

Emily had been a hotwife for almost as long as she could remember, but her flings were always quick one-night stands. When a handsome bartender invites her on a ski weekend away from her husband, though, it allows her to explore her own sexual boundaries and discover delights that she has never known before. How far will she take her wanton behavior with her sexy host, and how will her husband feel when she returns to him at the end of her crazy adventure?


WARNING: this 11,000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding, cheating, and anal sex.  

Shared Accomodations

It was a simple mistake that led to Alexis sharing a room with one of her male colleagues. She was concerned that it might upset her husband, but instead she discovered that he had developed an interest in the world of cuckolding. At his suggestion, she begins flirting with her attractive roommate, and over the course of their weekend together, she embarks on a sexual journey that will forever change her marriage. 


WARNING: This 10,000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding and cheating.  

Sleeping with his Friends

Emma and I live an active hotwife lifestyle, but my friends have always been the one group of men who were off limits. As the nature of our relationship evolves, though, even that rule becomes flexible. First, she cuckolds me in front of them so I’m forced to admit the truth. Then she invites them into our house to give herself to them, one by one. Despite my hesitations, Emma and I both know we won’t be satisfied until she has experienced every single one of them. 


WARNING: This 15,0000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding, humiliation, and threesomes.  

The Cuckold Test

Adam had heard of cuckolding before, but the idea that it might be something that would arouse him had never crossed his mind. While away on an anniversary trip with his wife Brittney, though, a stranger introduces him to the idea of a stag relationship and suggests a simple test. It starts with just a kiss between his wife and another man, and if he likes it, then they move to the next step. But when Brittany opens up and finds her own sexual freedom, he finds himself wondering how far their mutual sexual journey will take them. 


WARNING: This 10,000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of stag cuckolding and anal sex.  

The Right Way to Cheat

Sometimes, all it takes is a chance encounter to show you a whole other world that you never even knew existed. For Alexis King, that moment comes when a handsome stranger walks into her diner and leads her down the road to infidelity. That one day would take her down a slippery slope of lustful sex and illicit affairs that would eventually bring her to Mr. Cole, her billionaire boss with a penchant for cuckolding. With her marriage collapsing, could his knowledge of non-traditional relationships be the key to finding her own happiness?


WARNING: This 60,000-word novel contains graphic sexual descriptions of infidelity, cuckolding, humiliation, and interracial sex. 

My Fiancé Prefers my Best Friend (Part 1 of the Cuckold Trilogy)

A week before their wedding, Scott’s future wife Katie learned of the unusual nature of his friendship with his best man Kevin, as well as his fantasy of watching her with another man. When he gives her his blessing to explore her sexuality and desires with his best friend, they begin a sexual adventure that will shape the future of their relationship. 


WARNING: This 12,000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of hotwives, cuckolding, and humiliation.  

The Hotwife Party

This story follows the events of Raising the Stakes. After John introduces his wife Melinda to the world of hotwives, the two of them decide to host a party for couples and bulls. Where will the night take them, and how far will Melinda allow herself to be pulled into the fantasy world?


WARNING: This 10,000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding, interracial sex, humiliation, and group sex. 
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