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INTRODUCTION


Nora was an old-fashioned girl, at least that’s how she described herself when we first met. She was proud of being from a small town, proud of not doing “a lot” of sleeping around or hooking up in college, proud of getting married (to me) a couple of weeks after graduation.

I was proud of landing a beautiful woman like her, especially after all the poor decisions I’d made as a younger man. The shit I’d stirred up, in my own family and in the community.

Luckily, the army had sorted me out and made me fit to be the husband of a woman as lovely as Nora.

We’d actually met a few weeks after I was set to finally get out of the service. I’d done a tour in Iraq, not during the height of the war, but during the long, simmering “peace” that was anything but peaceful and claimed more than a few lives of fellow American soldiers. I had never liked the fact that we were in Iraq, but I didn’t understand the politics of it all until I was actually there, on the ground myself, with my head in the present moment and not wrapped up in the feelings of guilt for all the shit I’d put my family through that lead up to being in the army.

The best part of being over there was that the past didn’t matter once I was on the ground. Finally, I had a purpose. I was part of a team. And we had a job to do. I got really close with some of the guys that I served with over there. A few of the women as well, though those friendships were always a little tense. It wasn’t clear who wanted to fuck you and who thought that you were trying to fuck them. Luckily, I steered clear of all that for the most part. I stayed out of relationships, both with my fellow soldiers and with the various characters you meet in war zones: the civilians, the NGO employees, the reporters, medical personnel and so on. I managed to get through it all without forming any permanent romantic attachments. Just the friendship for a few men that I called my “brothers” with absolutely no hint of irony. It was a bond that had been formed for life.

I only mention this at all because it ties into my story, into how I met Nora.

Nora wasn’t in the service herself. She was an intern at the time, just a nursing student as I’d later learn, in her second year, getting field experience at the army hospital. I had been sent back stateside a month early after being near the blast radius of an IED. I had been close enough to lose my hearing totally in one ear, but far enough away not to have sustained any other injuries besides the obvious shock to my nerves and the feelings of existential dread that accompany such an event. Miraculously, the guys who had planted the bomb had somehow messed up the detonation device, because it went off a few seconds after the vehicle that had triggered it had gone around a corner and moved safely away from the explosion. It had been me and my team who had been standing close enough to get some of the effects. I’d been the luckiest of our group. My friend Carlos had caught a nice chunk of shrapnel in his thigh, and Rico had lost hearing more or less permanently because the dumbass had forgotten his ear protection that morning.

By comparison, I was in great shape, but that didn’t mean that I could just waltz on out of Walter Reed once I got stateside.

Nora was just 20 back then, and I was an old man of 26. Lucky for me, that didn’t bother her in the slightest. She was the first woman that I’d seen since landing — at least that’s what I told her, and it might have been true, for all I know — and she smiled when I said it, whether she believed me or not.

Something about being so close to death helps you forget whatever self-conscious bullshit might have stopped you from taking a risk before. I didn’t think about the fact that she was still in college. I didn’t think about the fact that she was at work, and that I was still an active duty soldier. I asked her out for a coffee in the cafeteria.

She turned me down — she had to get back to campus — but promised that she’d go out with me when I was discharged.

Ordinarily, this probably would have just been an expedient way for a girl to rid herself of an unwanted suitor, but Nora actually gave me her number.

I almost couldn’t believe it. This beautiful, all-American, blond-haired, blue-eyed nurse with (let me just come out and say it) amazing tits had smiled and written down her number and handed it to me.

It was that easy.

Even more incredible was the fact that when I texted her number, Nora responded promptly, letting me know that not only had she given me her real number, but that she was also really interested in meeting a guy who was serious about forming a long-term relationship. She was looking for something real.

Something solid.

Old-fashioned, like I said.

That was exactly what I was looking for. After my time overseas, there was nothing I craved more.
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There was some pressure on me to re-enlist once I was discharged. I considered it. The money was good, after all, and I still knew plenty of guys over there, guys who needed me. My injury meant that I’d be behind a desk for the rest of my career, but the hearing in my “bad” ear had partially returned, enough for me to hear almost as well as before. The doctors said that it was better than it would have been with a cochlear implant. That I’d gotten “extremely” lucky.

But back in the States, there was now another distraction, another reason not to go back to that desert: Nora.

“Nora?” Laughed Carlos when I called him on the phone after being discharged. “Your new bitch is named ‘Nora’? She Latina?”

“Not as far as I can tell,” I said, chuckling. “And it’s hard for me to think of her as ‘my bitch.’”

“Damn, man. You ain’t even had a taste of that pussy yet and you already whipped.”

“Nah, I wouldn’t say that…”

But I knew he was right. I was head over heels for Nora the moment I saw her, and I couldn’t really deny it. Especially not to someone who knew me as well as Carlos did. He simply saw right through me.

The next few months were a whirlwind of bliss. My first date with Nora was at a church picnic. It was awkward at first, meeting all those smiling people who were probably wondering to themselves what a rough-looking guy like me was doing with a sweet girl like Nora, and what my intentions might have been.

Despite — or maybe because? — of the fact that we were around other people during this first “date,” I could feel the sexual tension between the two of us. When we sat down next to each other at the table to eat, I brushed Nora’s thigh with my hand. It had been an accident, but she scooted in subtly, closer to me, in a clear but discreet signal of her interest.

As I smiled and made small talk with Nora’s pastor, who was sitting across from us with his wife, I let one hand linger under the table, resting on Nora’s thigh.

To my surprise, she opened her legs very slightly, pushing her thigh even more completely under my hand, leaving no doubt in my mind that she was giving me the green light.

That was the first indicator I got that this innocent angel of a girl might have a wild side that she kept carefully hidden from her friends at church.

That day after the picnic, I drove her to her dorm and dropped her off. She lingered for a long time in the car, telling me about the various members of the church that I’d just met.

Then the conversation fell silent. This was the moment that I’d been dreading and anticipating at the same time. I’d have to make a move.

But just as I was about to lean in to give her a kiss goodnight, Nora surprised me by moving towards me and meeting me halfway. Our lips met in a burst of passion that didn’t abate for what felt like several minutes, but might have only been a few seconds. When she finally broke the kiss, our eyes met and she gave me an expression that conveyed nothing but lust. Pure sexual desire.

“I want you, Mr. Reynolds,” she said to me.

She’d been in the habit of using my last name as a kind of flirtatious inside joke ever since we’d met in the hospital. I found it very cute.

“I want you, too, Nora.”

“I know. But I need to take things slow. I can’t be hurt again.”

“We’ll take things as slow as you need to,” I said, a feeling of concern washing over me as this beautiful young woman mentioned being hurt in the past.

She sensed my sudden unease at her revelation, and immediately reassured me.

“That’s in the past,” she said. “I know that it has nothing to do with you. Please don’t take it personally.”

“I won’t,” I said, leaning in for another long kiss.

“I can’t wait to see you again,” I whispered, my lips brushing her ear.

“Hmm,” she said, smiling. “How long should I make you wait? How much should I play hard-to-get?”
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Not long, as it turned out. We spent the night together a mere two weeks later, and were engaged in another two months. Two years later, just after her graduation from nursing school, we got married. She was 22 and I was 28 by then. It might seem like we moved fast, especially given Nora’s age, but sometimes when you know what you want, there’s no sense in waiting. And we both knew what we wanted.

At least I thought we did.

We got married by the same preacher that I’d met on our first date, in the same church. My buddies from the army all came out for the wedding, and Carlos was my best man. It was a wonderful day. The only problem was that the church Nora belonged to didn’t believe in drinking (and neither did Nora’s parents), so we had to have a secret party with just my friends and relatives after the tee-totalers had all gone home.
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We honeymooned in Bermuda, and it was there, in a small, somewhat shabby hotel room, that I learned just how sexually voracious Nora really was. She’d been upfront with me that I wasn’t her first (and she’d alluded to past heartbreak in the car on the evening we shared our first kiss) so I hadn’t expected her to be a virgin. When we’d slept together before marriage, of course, but I’d always sensed that she was holding something back. Keeping some part of her sexuality for herself before we were married. She even hinted as much, saying things like “just wait until after you make me an honest woman.”

Now I finally got to experience what an “honest woman” was like in bed. She was insatiable. Seriously, I’d been hearing from my buddies for years how sex dried up once they got married. But things didn’t stop, even after the honeymoon. Nora wanted it all the time and everywhere: in the morning, in the evening, in the living room, in the kitchen, in the bedroom. And we weren’t even trying for a baby yet. That was something that we decided to wait on until she was a little more established in her job at the local hospital, which she’d gotten just after graduation.

Nora was very open to experimentation in our lovemaking. In fact, she was the driving force behind it. She brought home a book of sex positions, and we tried several of them. I admit that I had trouble staying hard in some positions, and others were silly or uncomfortable. Still others were impossible due to my size. I’m not small by any means (just average), but some of the positions in the book would have required me to have a dick at least 8” long to achieve the type of deep penetration that I knew Nora liked.

That was another thing about her: more than any woman I’d been with before, Nora liked getting fucked. Not just fingered or even licked. She liked deep, hard penetration with a hard cock. Of course she needed foreplay, so it wasn’t as if her clitoris was completely ignored, or as if she didn’t want me to touch it at all, but she was clearly most interested in the “main course,” so to speak, much more so than the other women I’d been with in the past. She enjoyed it when I went down on her, and even climaxed from it, but she was always eager to move on to penetration, and was a bit disappointed if I didn’t have it in me for some reason.

So I did my best for her. The good thing was, I was insatiable too. She was an incredibly sexy woman, after all. She stayed in shape, even with the stress of her job. The only thing that made it difficult for her to work out and get her sexual needs met was her work schedule. Sometimes she would work second or third shift, which made it difficult for us to find time to come together. Occasionally, she’d even do 18 or even 24-hour shifts, especially when staffing was low. It was crazy, but she thrived in the high-pressure environment. Not that she liked staying up for a day without sleep, but some part of her was energized by the hospital life.

For my part, work was getting more and more stressful. I’d taken a desk job doing logistics for a defense contractor that had been looking for employees with military experience, but it was becoming clear to me that no one at the company really knew what they were doing. The pay was good, but the demands of supervisors to do the impossible had begun to grate on me. Day in, day out, I was expected to perform miracles with resources that we just didn’t have. It finally got to be too much.
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Just when I was on the verge of quitting, with no other prospects in sight, I got an email from a headhunter who was recruiting for a US energy company that did a lot of business with Saudi Arabia. They were looking for someone who had experience living and working in the Middle East, and I fit the profile. Specifically, they needed a logistics coordinator — something I had a lot of experience in during my time in the service, and at my current job, even if I was in a slightly different field. I knew that my Arabic language skills were no more than elementary, but I was also aware of the fact that that put me ahead of the vast majority of other potential candidates, who had never been to Saudi or any other Arab country, and didn’t have the slightest idea about the language or culture. It wasn’t hard to see why the headhunter might have seized on my particular profile.

Even so, I was a bit cautious about replying to the e-mail. But I googled the headhunting firm, and it seemed to be legit. There were testimonials from both corporate clients and from satisfied jobseekers who they’d been paired with, including several with similar kinds of professional experience to my own.

However, it still seemed too good to be true that an opportunity like this had just fallen into my lap, right at the moment that I was reaching the breaking point in my current position. The mere fantasy of escape was enough for me to contemplate the prospect of taking a job thousands of miles away in a completely foreign country.

So I arranged a phone call that very afternoon with the woman from the headhunting firm. I’d be the operations and logistics coordinator for the Saudi branch of the firm. There would be more responsibility than in the job that I had now, but there would also be more pay, fewer hours and a lot more vacation. The only hitch was that I’d have to move to Saudi for at least six months before I’d be allowed to apply for a transfer back to the US office, which happened to be in the city where Nora and I lived.

Leaving Nora for six months seemed out of the question, but I wanted to get out of my current position badly enough that I allowed myself to entertain the fantasy. I couldn’t really do it, though, could I? I couldn’t really pull up roots and move to the Middle East for half a year or more.

When I hung up the phone with the recruiter, there was a contract in my email inbox.

Damn. How did she work so fast? She must have known that I’d be likely to accept.

Six figures. Health insurance. Five weeks of vacation a year, not including the Muslim holidays of Eid al-Fitr, Eid al-Adha, and the major Christian holidays as well. It was all right there in black and white. All I had to do was sign, and it would be a done deal. But I couldn’t sign. Not unless they could get a job for Nora. Then again, for that salary, she could just quit her job and come with me. She might be bored there, but I was sure that she’d find things to do. There would have to be plenty of other spouses in similar situations. Maybe she would find friends.
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When Nora got home from work that night around 10:30 (she’d been working second shift), I told her about my conversation with the recruiter, and the job offer.

“That’s so much money,” she said, her eyes lighting up. “I mean, we’d have the down payment for the house in just a few months if we watch our spending.”

“Yes,” I said. “But we wouldn’t be able to live in the house until I get transferred.”

“How long did you say that would take?” She asked.

“I don’t know for sure,” I said. “They said six months at the minimum. And there’s no guarantee of a transfer. But even if I had to stay there for a year and quit…”

She was silent for a moment, clearing mulling it over, but the light didn’t go out of her eyes.

“We could kill my student loans, too,” she said, finishing my thought for me.

“I know,” I said. “But six months…that’s a really long time.”

“It is,” she said. “But in the grand scheme of things, in the context of a lifelong marriage, it’s not really that long, is it?”

I was taken aback by this. I had expected her to be against the idea, so I hadn’t even really considered it seriously myself, except as a hypothetical situation. Now it seemed like she was trying to convince me that it was not only doable, but desirable.

“It would be really nice, from a financial standpoint,” I admitted. “But what about our marriage?”

“Plenty of people have long-distance relationships for a while. Years, even. There’s a doctor at the hospital whose wife works 700 miles away. They only see each other on weekends or holidays.”

“I bet that wife doesn’t need as much ‘attention’ as you do,” I said, teasing her.

She leaned in for a kiss.

“Ha ha,” she said. “Maybe the wife is getting her ‘attention’ other ways.”

“You mean like with other people?”

“No!” She said, tutting as if scolding me. “I mean like…phone sex or something.”

“Do you think you’d be happy with that? Phone sex?”

She shook her head.

“I wouldn’t be ‘happy happy,’ but I could certainly live with it. Besides, you could take some of that vacation to come and visit me. And during the times we’re apart we could have video chats and things. That might be fun. A change of pace…”

She gave me a naughty look. I could tell the idea of video sex excited her.

“Ok,” I said. “but it’s not going to be the same as being here with you…”

“Of course it’s not,” she said. “But it’s not forever. Just for those first six months.”

I sat for a moment in silence. The money really was too good to pass up.

“What if you came with me?” I asked.

“What?”

“To Saudi. Just quit your job. We’d still have enough money to pay down your loans and save up for the house. It would just take a little longer. And we could go to Europe on vacation…”

Her face fell.

“I can’t quit my job,” she said, a note of sorrow in her voice. “I trained so long for it. It’s my life. And it would mean leaving my colleagues and patients in the lurch. We’re so short-staffed as it is. I just can’t do that to them.”

“But you’ve got to think of what’s best for you, right?”

“Maybe,” she said, looking away, “but ultimately it’s about more than just me. It’s about the team I work with and the people that we help. I know that sounds idealistic or silly to you, but it’s a matter of principle for me. I don’t think that I’d be able to quit, even if I won the lottery.”

“What if I could get you a job in Saudi? Like at an American hospital or something?”

She shook her head.

“Think about it. You don’t even know if you’re going to like your job yet. You might hate it and want to come home after three weeks. Then I’ll be without a job. What would we do then? It doesn’t make sense. I think the best idea is to simply take the job and put in your six months. That way we’re not uprooting our entire lives if it doesn’t work out. If you end up loving it and want to stay there permanently, well, I guess maybe I can try to get used to the idea. But there’s no use in rushing into things…”

I had to admit that she was right. It was a crazy idea to make her quit her job before we even knew what my position was actually going to be like. I’d been to Saudi before a couple of times, so I was fairly confident that I could tolerate living there for a while. But it was true that it would have been a big adjustment for Nora, even if we did find a position for her where she could speak English.

So, ultimately, there were only two choices: take the job, or don’t take it. Given the tension in my current workplace, and Nora’s willingness to accept the long-distance relationship, I felt like I had nothing to lose and a lot to gain. It would be difficult being apart from Nora for so long, to be sure, but it would only be for a while, and it would enable us to set the stage for an even more prosperous future for our marriage.

The next day, I called the recruiter with a few final questions. She somehow mistook my questions for hesitation or misgivings (in short, a negotiation attempt), and offered me a substantial signing bonus, payable by an immediate bank transfer. If the company she represented (and that I would soon work for) hadn’t been so established and respected, I would have found the offer too good to be true.

Though I returned the signed contract to her and put in my resignation that very afternoon, the new position didn’t seem real until the signing bonus hit our bank account.

Suddenly, we had more money than we knew what to do with, and more on the way. There was just one catch: I had to move to Saudi Arabia in three weeks.
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In the meantime, though, we celebrated. I gave Nora a budget of $500 and told her to go shopping for a nice outfit. I was going to take her out to a nice meal and then we were going to get a hotel room downtown for the night.

Just because.

Nora had purchased a red cocktail dress that was low-cut in the front and just short enough to be somewhere on the border between “sexy” and “slutty.” She had done her makeup and was wearing red lipstick and mascara. In short, she looked stunning.

“I am going to look like a total schlub next to you,” I said when I saw her. “I mean, how did a guy like me get a girl like you?”

“You look great in your suit,” she said. “Very handsome. And besides, men aren’t supposed to look pretty. You don’t want to upstage your wife in the looks department. That would be ridiculous.”

I chuckled. She was right. It was her job to look good, and my job to admire her. And admire her I did.

When we got to the restaurant, an elegant old-world French establishment, I noticed that I wasn’t the only one who wanted to admire Nora. Perhaps it was my imagination, or perhaps I was especially perceptive that night, but it seemed like every waiter, every busboy, every man with his wife in the place was stealing looks at my wife any time she got up to walk across the room.

I mentioned this to Nora during our second course, and she blushed.

“I’m sure it’s your imagination,” she said. “There are lots of beautiful women in here. There’s that leggy blonde one table over. I bet most guys would prefer her to me. I’m so jealous of tall girls.”

Nora, while incredibly sexy, was certainly not tall. She was petite and curvy.

I looked to my right to check out the woman she was talking about.

“Chad! You can’t just look at her!”

She slapped my hand playfully.

“Come on,” I said. “She's all the way across the room. She didn’t notice anything.”

“Ok,” she said, settling back in her seat. “Just remember the girl you’re married to.”

“I was only looking at her because you pointed her out,” I reminded her. “Trust me. Tall girls do nothing for me.”

“I’m sure you’re just saying that,” she said.

After that, our conversation turned to other things: the impending move to Saudi, what we would do with my car while I was away, and Nora’s mother’s health issues.
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When we got to the hotel room, Nora practically tore off my clothes.

“I want you so bad, baby,” she said. “All I can think about is how much I’m going to miss you.”

I reached behind her and unzipped her dress as we kissed. She moaned softly as our tongues met.

“I got a present for you,” she whispered. “So you can take that dress off me now, but then give me a second to slip into the bathroom.”

I realized that she must have had some money left over after buying the dress, and I was suddenly very excited.

“I’ve got a present for you, too,” I said.

“Wow, babe,” she said. “I guess maybe you should get my present ready while I put yours on.”

She let the dress fall to the floor, revealing her beautiful breasts and a pink lace thong.

“That looks like a pretty good present,” I remarked.

“Just wait,” she said, smiling and then turning away from me.

As she changed in the bathroom, I reached into my bag and found what I had bought for her.

It was a dildo. A large one. The package it had come in called it “The Whopper.” It was advertised as being over 8” long.

I’m not sure why I did it. It wasn’t like I thought she needed something bigger. Maybe I wanted to see how she would react. The fact that she was so sexually open, so ready for anything gave me confidence that she wouldn’t be freaked out, even though we’d never used toys in the bedroom before, or even discussed them.

Nora emerged from the bathroom a few minutes later in a pink and white negligee. Her breasts were pressed together, bared down to just the point at which her nipples began.

Her slender figure was tantalizing in the almost-sheer fabric. My cock stood at attention immediately.

“Nora, you look incredible.”

“Thanks, babe. Now where’s my present?”

I smiled and pulled out the dildo, suddenly feeling a bit sheepish. Her present had been so high-class, and here I was giving her a fake cock. It seemed tawdry.

“Wow,” she said, smiling. “I guess you’ve got a plan for me tonight, huh?”

“I just thought, you know, this might help you while I’m in Saudi. Since we both know how much you love penetration.”

“It’s true,” she said, eyeing the massive phallus. “But that’s definitely more than enough for me.”

“I hope you like it.”

“I’m sure I’m going to love it,” she said, smiling at me and walking towards me. “But it’ll never take the place of the real thing.”

She reached down and grabbed my cock, stroking it with both hands as our lips met. I felt a little silly holding the dildo in one hand while I wrapped the other around my wife’s slender waist.

“Why don’t you put that down for a second,” she whispered, taking my hand with the dildo and guiding it to the bed. “I promise to try it out a little later. But first I need you inside me…”

Our lovemaking was swift and passionate. She was on her back on the bed and I entered her from above, pressing into her tight tunnel with a loud sigh as her walls enclosed me. She pulled me down towards her for an eager kiss as I began to move inside her.

“Yes, Mr. Reynolds,” she moaned. “I need you. Take me. It’s all yours…”

I thrust into her faster and faster.

“Don’t hold back, babe,” she urged me. “Just do what you need to do.”

Having been given permission to pursue my own pleasure, I fucked her hard with deep, fast strokes, burying my face in the bed next to her while I did so. I felt the orgasm build quickly, much more quickly than I’d wanted it, but then again, she’d told me to do what I wanted, so I couldn’t feel too guilty about not lasting longer.

Seconds later, I exploded inside her, filling her with my seed.

As the haze of my orgasm slowly passed, I realized that Nora probably hadn’t reached climax yet. Her look confirmed this. She wasn’t upset or disappointed, but it was clear that she wasn’t finished yet with our encounter. She needed more, and she needed it now.

There was a mischievous look in her eyes as she reached beside herself, feeling around on the bed.

“Where is that big thing? That was nice, but I think I need to give myself a little more attention…”

I smiled. It seemed like my present was going to be a hit.

Nora pushed me gently back, and I moved to another part of the bed so that I could get a better view of what was about to happen. With her legs still spread, she guided the tip of the artificial phallus to her swollen pussylips, sliding just the head inside.

“Oh God,” she moaned. “It's so thick. I’m not sure…”

She closed her eyes and pushed it a little further.

“You look so sexy like that,” I said, encouraging her. “Just keep going. Relax and take your time.”

“Mm-hmm,” she gasped, her eyes tightly closed as she worked just a bit more inside of her.

“That’s good,” I said. “Just do what you’re comfortable with.”

She nodded.

Over the next few minutes, she fucked herself to three orgasms with the dildo only about a third of the way inside her. Her face was red, her chest was flushed from the orgasms. It wasn’t clear to me whether she was actually enjoying the size of the dildo, or if she was enjoying the dildo in spite of its size. In either case, it was obvious that she was having an incredible time.

“Play with my nipples, babe,” she moaned.

I was eager to comply. I reached up under her negligee and began to tease her pert nipples, flicking them back and forth with my fingers as she plunged the fake phallus deeper and deeper into her pussy.

“God that’s hot,” I said. “You look so good doing that.”

“It feels great, babe,” she said. “This was a perfect present.”

After two more orgasms, she was taking the whole length. I couldn’t believe it: my petite, innocent young wife was fucking herself with a dildo almost as long as her arm. It was a magnificent sight to see.

I was hard again, and began to stroke myself as I watched her, still teasing her nipples from time to time.

Nora, for her part, was lost in her own world now, and started talking dirty as she fucked herself.

“God it’s so big. Fuck it’s huge. I can’t believe how full I am…”

Her orgasms were coming quickly now, one after another. She later told me that she lost track of where one climax ended and the next began; that it was like one long, undifferentiated surge of pleasure.

I myself ejaculated between her perfect breasts, just a few minutes after beginning to stroke myself again, then watched as Nora continued to fuck herself to one climax after another, seemingly oblivious to the fact that I’d coated her chest in my sperm.

It had turned out to be a successful celebration, a worthy start to what would be a new chapter in our lives. We fell asleep in each other’s arms well after midnight that night, “The Whopper” on the bed next to us.

Only later did I realize that this encounter had been a kind of rehearsal for what our sex life would be like over the next few months: sharing moments of self-pleasure as we watched each other. The only difference was that it would soon be through a screen.
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My first day on the job was not so different from a day at an American office. But of course I was still getting my bearings in the country and adjusting to the time simultaneously, so I appreciated the fact that my new employer went out of its way to make sure that I’d be in the right place at the right time. Although there was normally a shuttle bus that took the US employees from the compound where most of us lived to the office complex in downtown Riyadh, on that first day, the company sent a private car driven by a man who I would come to know as one of the administrative assistants for my division.

His name, he told me, was Youssef. He was a young man, in his late 20s or early 30s and sported a neatly trimmed beard. Youssef was dressed in what I had learned was traditional Saudi clothing, a crisp white thobe (a long, robe-like garment) and a red-and-white checkered shemagh wrapped around his head. It appeared comfortable and airy, yet also strangely formal, though probably not any more formal (or strange) than my own Western-style suit, which I had worn because I didn’t know what else to do, even though I was immediately uncomfortable in the sweltering heat. Luckily, the inside of the company car that Youssef drove was as chilly as a walk-in freezer.

“I know Americans like it cold,” he said, flashing me a warm smile. “But please tell me if I should adjust the temperature. I am happy to oblige.”

I declined his offer politely, and we made small talk. I asked him where he’d learned to speak English so well, and he explained that he’d done an internship with the New York branch of the company that he (and I) now worked for after completing high school and that he’d also done a semester of study abroad in England during college. I couldn’t detect an English or an American accent, but his pronunciation was nevertheless crisp, clean and completely understandable.

“We are going to one of the busiest commercial districts in Riyadh,” he explained. “We share the building with two other firms, a cybersecurity company and a US consulting firm. There is a security checkpoint that you will have to pass through every day, but once you have your company ID, it will only be a minor inconvenience. For now, we can park in one of these reserved spots in the front of the building, but if you end up taking your own car, you’ll have to use the underground garage. It is actually very convenient, and cool besides.”

I stepped out of the taxi and stretched my legs, gazing up at the towering structure. The building was a sleek modern high-rise, made of glass and steel, reflecting the bright sunlight of the Saudi morning. The exterior of the building was adorned with the logos of my new company and other businesses that Youssef had mentioned. There was a small parking lot next to the building with rows of parked cars, and I spotted a few company cars with the company's logo parked in a separate section, near the entrance to the underground garage he’d mentioned.

Youssef led the way through the grand entrance and into the building. The foyer had high ceilings and elegant decor. It was spacious and well-lit, with marble floors and comfortable-looking leather benches. I saw the security checkpoint to my left with metal detectors and x-ray machines, and several security guards and receptionists at the front desk.

We proceeded through the security checkpoint without much hassle. Youssef smiled and said some things to the guards in Arabic, and they welcomed me to the building after glancing at my passport. Once our briefcases had gone through the metal detector, Youssef showed me to the elevator that took us up to the tenth floor where the company’s offices were located.

“I will give you a brief tour of your office before your meeting with Mr. Palmer at 10:00AM.”

I looked at my watch. It was 9:30AM. My body felt like it was somewhere over the Atlantic Ocean. I wasn’t at all ready to function, but I knew that I would be able to do what I had to do, jet lag or not.

Youssef took me through the office, pointing out the break room, conference rooms, and his own desk in a corner of the open-plan workspace. Then he took me to my desk, which was in a small office in the corner of the room. I was pleased that I would have my own private space, even though two of the walls were effectively large glass windows that looked out onto the open floor plan office.

As we stood looking at my empty desk and the computer that had yet to be set up, Youssef explained the various amenities available to me as an employee, including the on-site gym and the cafeteria that served traditional Saudi dishes. There was also a break room with snacks provided by the company.

“If you like,” he said, “I’ll take you to the break room now, and we can have tea before your meeting with Mr. Palmer. You must be tired from your travels. It can be difficult to adjust to the time. I remember it from my own experience going to and from the states.”

I thanked him and we walked to the break room, where we exchanged more pleasantries as we sipped the tea, sitting across from each other at a small table not so unlike the ones that could be found in US offices. Despite the fact that it was mid morning on a weekday, the rest of the office was relatively empty. Surprisingly so.

“You might be able to tell that we’re still getting things set up here,” he said, perhaps sensing my confusion at the large office with almost no one in it. “The company is doing what they call a ‘hiring blitz’ to meet the needs of the expanding market here. There are new colleagues arriving every day, and it’s my job to help all of you feel at home. I won’t be coming to pick you up every morning anymore, but I will be at your service if you need anything.”

I thanked him for the tea, and for his hospitality. He brought me to my new boss’s office, where I was received by the receptionist, another young man dressed almost identically to Youssef.

Inside, Mark Palmer was waiting behind a large wooden desk. I’d already spoken with him via video chat, but this was the first time we’d met in person. I’d found him friendly and even a little silly over video chat. He had a reputation as a guy who liked to joke around with his employees, but even so, I was nervous, unsure of what to expect.

“Hey there, Chad! Welcome to the team!” Mark greeted me with a big smile and a firm handshake.

“Thanks, Mr. Palmer. It's great to be here,” I replied, trying to match his friendly demeanor.

“Please, call me Mark. Mr. Palmer makes me sound like my dad!” he chuckled.

I couldn't help but laugh at his comment, even as corny as it was. Palmer seemed like a guy who didn't take himself too seriously, which was a refreshing change from some of the uptight bosses I had encountered in the past — especially in the military. Even if he wasn’t original, he at least made me feel comfortable.

“I know you’ve been to the Mideast before, but how do you like life in Saudi so far?” Mark asked, leaning back in his chair.

“It's definitely different from what I'm used to back in the States,” I replied cautiously, not wanting to offend him. “but, like you said, I was in Iraq for a while, so it’s not completely unfamiliar.”

“Definitely different? Chad, that’s an understatement. Are you trying to make me laugh?” Mark chuckled. “I've been here for 15 years now and I still can't get used to some of the things they do here. Like, have you tried camel milk yet?”

I shook my head, slightly horrified at the thought.

“Well, let me tell you, it's what you might call an acquired taste,” he continued. “But seriously, the people here are great, and the work we do is important for the company. And our country. So I'm glad to have you on board. Logistics have been a nightmare, and you’ve come with great references. As Youssef probably told you, we’re still getting the office here set up. But your new team will be totally in place by the end of the month and we can get down to business."

I felt myself relaxing a bit as Mark talked. He seemed to have a genuine interest in his employees and in making sure that we felt comfortable and valued. Or was at least good at faking it.

"Thanks, Mr. Palmer. I mean Mark. I'm looking forward to getting started," I said, feeling more confident than I had when I first walked into the room.

"Great! Now, let's get down to business," he said, his tone shifting to one of professionalism as he handed me a folder of documents. "We've got a lot of work to do."
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The first few weeks of my job seemed almost like a year. There were so many new things to learn, new people to meet and new places to go. I woke up every morning dehydrated from the desert air, a bit confused about where I was, and more than a little groggy from the jet lag that had only recently started to fade away, and the medicine I had been taking to combat it.

Nora’s schedule and my own had now drifted even further apart. We had managed to at least text every single day, and we usually shared a video call in the evening (my time) and the morning (her time). But her schedule meant that sometimes we had to talk in the middle of the night (her time). And a few times, we didn’t manage to connect at all. But those were the exceptions. In general, we did a good job of keeping in touch daily, and on the weekends, we’d typically find time for a much longer video call.

Of course it was only the “weekend” for me, since the nature of Nora’s job meant that she was often scheduled for weekend shifts. The term didn’t have much meaning at the hospital, at least not the same way it did in the rest of the world of work.

It was during those first few longer weekend video calls that we began to explore the possibilities of keeping our marital relationship alive over a long distance. Nora was eager to put on a show for me. She set up the iPad in the bedroom and did a striptease, or she took me with her into the bathroom and let me watch her strip down for her shower. I loved watching my wife’s naked body, and she loved it when I told her how beautiful she looked.

We also discovered how much she enjoyed being told how to touch herself. At first, she only used her hands, and it wasn’t until our third or fourth video call that I remembered to ask her to get out “The Whopper,” that huge dildo that I’d bought her as a parting gift. I enjoyed watching her with the massive fake cock, and she obviously enjoyed using it. Clearly, I had made a good decision.

Typically, after we’d both climaxed, we’d have a long, intimate conversation, just as if we’d been in bed next to each other. In fact, we touched on even more intimate areas of our life, our relationship, and our respective pasts than we ever had before. It was almost as if this distance was bringing us closer together — in a certain qualified sense.
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It was during one of those lazy weekend video chats that Nora began to open up about the “heartbreak” that she had experienced before we’d gotten together. Surprisingly, her revelations to me were linked to the massive dildo that she’d just used to please herself.

“That was great,” she sighed. “I think I’m starting to love that thing. Not as much as I love you, of course, babe!”

She giggled.

“I just hope that it hasn’t been ruining you for something my size in the meantime.”

She shook her head.

“I don’t think so,” she said. “That doesn’t seem possible. I know that I’ll still love your cock.”

“How can you be so sure?” I joked, intending to tease her. “You've never had something that big before, right?”

She hesitated for a moment.

“Well,” she said, “that’s not quite true I guess.”

I was suddenly very interested in what she had to say.

“I didn’t know you had sex toys before this,” I said. “You seemed like such an innocent girl when I met you.”

She was silent. For a second, I thought that the video chat had frozen. Then she started to speak.

“I was innocent,” she said. “I mean, pretty innocent, I guess…”

“But?”

“You know,” she began, then stuttered a bit. “You know that I wasn’t a virgin when we met.”

“Yeah of course,” I said. “but that didn’t matter to me. Then or now. I knew that you were devoted to me, whatever happened in the past or whoever it happened with.”

She nodded.

“Thanks, babe.”

There was a long silence.

“So did you use a dildo like that with an ex-boyfriend or something?” I asked, trying to break the awkward silence.

“Not exactly,” she said. “It was more like my boyfriend…was the dildo.”

I laughed. What was she trying to tell me?

“What does that mean?”

“I mean he was big, ok?”

“As big as the dildo?”

My jaw was on the floor, so to speak.

“I mean I think so,” she said. “maybe even bigger…”

“Wow.”

Now I was speechless.

“Honey,” she said, “I don’t know if we should be talking about this. I’m sorry that I brought it up. I don’t want you to think that you have any reason to be jealous. Bigger isn’t always better. Sometimes it’s just bigger. Different.”

I was stunned for a moment, then I felt myself getting extremely hard. The thought of Nora with a larger man had suddenly filled me with lust.

“No. No, I’m not jealous,” I insisted. “not at all. I love that you’re opening up to me about this stuff. It’s fun. There’s no need to make it some big serious thing. We can just have fun with it and explore. I’d love to hear more about what you did with him. If you’re comfortable sharing.”

Her face fell.

“I don’t mind telling you whatever you want to know,” she said. “but you should be aware that it’s kind of hard for me to talk about. He broke my heart, after all. And even though I’m happier than ever before with you, it still hurts a little to think about him.”

“I understand,” I said. “You don’t have to tell me too much about the painful parts. I’m more just interested in hearing about how you handled his big cock.”

“But the thing is,” said Nora, smiling first at my mention of his cock but then becoming serious once more, “our problems together began and ended with his big cock. It’s hard to explain. I don’t know how to start to tell you about it.”

“I understand,” I said quickly, desperate to keep her on the topic, but also afraid that I might scare her into shutting down and never saying another word about her well-hung boyfriend. “You can tell me more next time. I think I’d better get going now.”

“Alright, babe. That sounds good. I love you,” she said, blowing me a kiss.

“I love you, too,” I said. “I can’t wait to see you. It’s only a couple of weeks away…”

I was alluding to the romantic trip to Italy we’d scheduled for about a month from then. We’d both been able to take two days off at the same time (on either side of a weekend) so we’d have four days to explore Rome and rekindle our romance. Of course with the travel time included, it amounted to only around three days, but that didn’t matter so much. What mattered — all that seemed to matter at the moment — was that we would be together.
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While the first month or so of my new job seemed to crawl along, the couple of weeks until the trip to Italy flew by. I didn’t bring up Nora’s revelation about her ex during any of our phone calls before our reunion (I sensed that it was still a painful memory for her, and I needed to tread lightly, even if she’d assured me of her willingness to tell me everything), but I hadn’t forgotten about it. Not at all.

In fact, it was almost as if I’d become obsessed. Obsessed with Nora’s life with her ex. He’d obviously been the one to take her virginity (unless there was yet another guy in her past who I didn’t yet know about, which struck me as unlikely). Had she intended to marry him? It seemed likely. What was their lovemaking like? Did Nora really not care about size? Or did she only not care because she knew that she was stuck with me now?

I’d known a couple of hung guys in the service. It wasn’t weird to know those things — everyone lived together and we were practically on top of each other a lot of the day. There weren’t a lot of secrets between us. One thing that I learned was that having a big cock didn’t instantly make a man more confident, but it certainly didn’t hurt. There were at least two guys who were above average size, but only one of them was really what you’d call a poon hound. The other guy was already married, and pretty religious besides. He didn’t like answering our questions about his sex life with his wife (which, needless to say, weren't so much questions as taunts about the enormous size of his cock).

But there was one other guy, a guy I knew well, who was at least as hung as the first, and made no secret of the amount of pussy he was able to slay thanks to his endowment. He was the definition of an alpha: in great physical shape, a brilliant mechanic (who, I’d heard, had gone to school with the GI bill and become a mechanical engineer), and charming yet cocky with women. His name was Jake, and I couldn’t help but think about him when I tried to picture what Nora’s ex might have been like. Even though I had no idea who Nora had dated before she’d met me, Jake was the closest thing that fit my preconceptions. I started imagining Nora and her ex together, using my friend Jake’s face and body to stand in for the unknown man and his gigantic endowment.

Soon, the thought of seeing Nora with another man was a recurring fantasy, even though Nora and I were still getting in satisfying video sex encounters at least a couple times a week. Truth be told, the video sex was never truly satisfying; it scratched an itch at the very most. And that was perhaps the reason that I started fantasizing about Nora and her ex, before, during and after each one of our long-distance “play sessions.”

I’d also started requesting that Nora bring out “The Whopper” more and more often, to the point that she typically had it ready to go near her bed when I called. What had started with her touching her clit while I watched her facial expressions and body on camera and encouraged her or gave her instructions quickly turned to her putting on a show for me with the gigantic dildo: fellating it for a while, then rubbing it between her tits and finally fucking herself with it, sometimes in missionary and sometimes astride it on the floor (it had a powerful suction cup affixed to one end).

It was an incredibly erotic sight to see my wife impale herself with such gusto on the artificial cock, and I loved to talk dirty to her about how much she loved it, asking her rhetorical questions like “you love that big dick, don’t you?” Or “you need a big cock. You deserve one. It’s ok to relax and enjoy it.”

She never contradicted any of my statements. On the contrary, she seemed to be completely in agreement with them, even if she never said as much, preferring to let her body do the talking, so to speak.

So when it was time to meet up in Rome, it was perfectly logical, at least in my own mind, for me to request that she bring “The Whopper” with her to Italy. Nora, for her part, was a little hesitant.

“What if they see that on the airport x-ray? I’d die if a bunch of Italian customs agents knew what I had in my suitcase!”

I tried to reassure her that the customs agents were focused on looking for money and drugs, not on sex toys. But Nora wasn’t backing down.

“What do I need that thing for when I’m going to get the real thing, honey? You know that there’s no substitution for you…”

Finally, I had to relent. I couldn’t really expect her to do something that made her so uncomfortable. The trip would be stressful enough as it was. I didn’t want to contribute to her anxiety for no reason. After all, she was right: she would have me, even if I didn’t measure up to the dildo in terms of sheer size, I was at least a living, breathing man, and that had to count for something.
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Our reunion in Rome was electric. Her flight arrived several hours before mine, but I didn’t want her to have to wait around the airport with her luggage, so I instructed her to go to our hotel and wait for me there. We’d splurged for a nicer place, a four-star institution near the Spanish Steps. When I walked through the lobby, I realized that we were among the youngest guests there: most of the other patrons were retired Americans, Brits and Germans with disposable income to throw around. Oh well. We weren’t there for the company. We were there to rekindle our marital flame, and, of course, to see the sights if we had the time.

When I opened the door to the room, Nora jumped up from the bed, giving me a wide grin as she rubbed the sleep from her eyes.

“Hey Mr. Reynolds,” she said, sauntering over to the door to kiss me. “This jet-lag is really taking a toll on me. I think I fell asleep for a second. I’m really happy to see you, though…”

We kissed. She pulled herself up on her tiptoes, her tongue seeking mine.

“I missed you so much,” she sighed. “I can’t wait to feel you inside me.”

I felt the same way. A few minutes later, we were entangled on the bed, and I was moving inside her. It was an indescribable feeling, being inside my wife for the first time in such a long time. No kind of cyber sex would ever compare to that.

I brought Nora to a powerful orgasm before climaxing, emptying myself into her warm, wet tunnel. She had gotten an IUD just after we got married, so there was no worry about pregnancy for the time being. It felt very good to be able to make love to her with nothing between us.

We lay next to each other for a few minutes, neither one of us saying a word. Night was falling on Rome now, and the coolness of the evening was seeping in through the hotel room windows, one of which Nora must have propped open upon her arrival. Voices and other sounds of the city wafted up to us.

“We’re really here,” said Nora, finally breaking the silence. “The whole thing seems like a dream. Especially given how tired I am.”

“Come on,” I teased. “you’re used to pulling 24-hour shifts. This can’t be that bad.”

“That’s different,” she said. “When I’m at the hospital, I’m moving all the time. I never have a chance to sit down and realize how tired I am.”

“I thought what we just did was pretty exciting,” I retorted, pretending to pout.

“Of course it was, babe. I just mean that I have to keep the adrenaline pumping if I’m not going to fall asleep immediately.”

“It’s 6pm,” I said. “How late did you intend to stay up?”

“I don’t know,” she said. “but I read that if you want to adjust to a new time zone, it’s best to go to sleep at a normal time. So falling asleep now doesn’t seem like the best option.”

“Let’s go eat something then,” I suggested, sitting up a little in bed.

Riyadh was only two time zones away from Rome, but I was feeling a little drowsy.

“I’m not really that hungry,” said Nora. “but at least it’ll give us something to do…”

And so we set out from our hotel and stumbled, jet-lagged, through the streets of Rome, looking for a restaurant that was the perfect combination of approachable and authentic. Finally, we settled on a hole-in-the-wall trattoria with outdoor seating.

The waiter spoke no English and we spoke no Italian, but it somehow didn’t matter: we split a pizza and a carafe of wine. I had to admit that it was better than Domino’s. Nora agreed.

Afterwards, we strolled back in the general direction of our hotel.

“The crazy thing about jet lag,” said Nora, who had slung her arm in mine, “is that I feel like I could stay up all night now. My fatigue is gone.”

“I thought you wanted to go to bed to get used to the time change.”

Nora stopped, then looked up at me.

“What’s the point of that, anyhow? We’re only going to be here for three days. Why don’t we just do what we want, when we want? I’m not going to adjust in such a short time anyway.”

She had a point.

“Ok,” I said. “So what do you want to do now? This isn’t New York City, you know. Things will eventually close.”

“I know,” she said. “I thought of that. That’s why I think we should do something that we can only do at night. Let’s go dancing.”

“Ok,” I said. “But are you sure that you want to do that? I hear that Italian men can be very flirtatious.”

She grinned at me.

“Why would that be a problem? If anything happens, I’ve got my big strong husband here to protect me. Trust me, none of the guys that might hit on me in the club have been in combat, babe.”

I didn’t want to tell her that the kind of threats we faced in Baghdad and the means we used to face them had little to do with the scenario we were discussing, so I just smiled and nodded.

“Alright,” I said. “Let's do it.”
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We stopped off at the hotel room to change, and Nora put on a tight black dress and tall boots before doing her makeup. She looked incredible. As we passed through the foyer of the hotel, I caught at least a few of the geriatric men standing around waiting for their wives stealing glances at my sexy young wife. I wasn’t mad. If anything, I was flattered. I could also see that Nora was drinking up their attention. There was even a whistle as we crossed the street, and an appreciative shout in Italian from somewhere out of the darkness nearby.

“See?” I said, putting my arm around her as we walked in a protective gesture.

“I know,” she sighed. “Italian men, living up to stereotypes.”

“I really can’t blame them,” I said. “You look incredible.”

“I’m sure there will be plenty of sexy women at this club. Some of whom will be much sexier than me. You have to promise to remember who you came with though, ok, Mr. Reynolds?”

“Ok, Mrs. Reynolds,” I said, giving her a kiss on the head.
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The bouncer at the club gave me a scowl, looking me up and down and making his disdain for my attire abundantly clear. For a moment, I wondered if I’d have to go home and change out of my khakis and polo shirt. But then his gaze moved from me to Nora, and he nodded approvingly, greeting us in broken English.

“Ok, welcome, have a good time.”

Inside, the music was very loud and the lights were dark. Our eyes adjusted, however, and the club was revealed to be much smaller than what I’d been expecting. It was little more than a small room with a bar and a dance floor, where several young women were dancing in a group, while a few couples stood draped in each other’s arms, some of them joining in the dance, others simply locked in intimate conversation.

I went to the bar and tried out my Italian.

“Due birre, per piacere.”

“Prego,” said the bartender as he put the glasses on the counter in front of me before adding “thank you very much.”

“Uh, yeah, you’re welcome,” I said, taken aback by his pragmatically incorrect English.

I turned to find Nora on the dance floor, already dancing. A young man emerged from the shadows, approaching her and whispering something in her ear.

She smiled and said something back to him. He shrugged his shoulders, grinning, then leaned in to whisper something else.

Nora shook her head, her face getting more serious now, but not totally without humor.

The man shrugged again, and, finally rebuffed, danced away to the other end of the floor.

I approached her with the drink.

“Who was that?” I asked.

“You know,” she said, “some guy telling me I was beautiful and wanting to know where I’m from.”

“I’m not surprised,” I said. “looks like you sent him packing pretty quick.”

“Yeah,” she said, frowning a little. “I kind of felt bad for him. I mean, you can’t blame him for trying, can you?”

“I guess not,” I said. “not with a girl who looks like you.”

“You’re sweet, babe. But look at these other girls around. I’m nothing special.”

She was being incredibly modest. She was absolutely the sexiest woman in the club, by a long shot, even if there were several other very attractive women around us.

“I think you are,” I replied.

“Of course you do. You’re my husband.”

We kissed.

“You know,” I said, “I wouldn’t mind if you wanted to flirt with an Italian guy. You could even dance with him if you wanted.”

Her eyes grew wide.

“What? Is that your way of saying that you want to flirt with one of these girls here? Which one is she? I’ll fight her…”

Luckily, she said this with a lightness of tone that made it clear that she hadn’t taken serious offense at my proposal, and was using it as an opportunity to tease me.

“You don’t have to do that,” I said. “I’m not interested in other women. But I’d love to see you enjoy yourself with another guy tonight. If that’s something you’d like to do.”

“Enjoy myself? That’s an interesting choice of words.”

“Dance. I meant dance with another guy. If you want.”

She frowned.

“It almost sounded like you wanted me to have sex with another man,” she said. “but I’m sure it just came out wrong.”

“Yeah,” I said. “It was just an idea. You don’t have to do it if you don’t want to.”

“Sounds like you want me to,” she said, taking a hefty chug of her beer. “but I don’t see any guys offering right at the moment…”

“I’m sure that the second I walk away from you, you’ll have plenty of offers.”

“Then I guess you’d better stay right here for now,” she said, pulling me close as she swayed to the beat.
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About half an hour later, it was a different story. I had excused myself to the bathroom and then gone to the bar for some refills, when I turned to the dance floor just in time to see a shorter but muscular Italian man in a tight white shirt wrap his arms around my wife as they moved to the beat. An African man stood off to the side, smiling as he watched the couple dance.

I couldn’t believe it. Nora was actually doing it. She was dancing with another man. She’d taken me at my word when I’d told her to enjoy herself, and I’d been right that it hadn’t taken long for one of the Italians to move in on this tourist woman as soon as she was alone.

For the moment, I waited in the darkness at the edge of the dance floor, not wanting to make my presence known and spoil the moment. It was like I was watching Nora’s secret life. I felt like a voyeur, as if I were seeing her in some kind of natural environment where she existed without me, even though I knew that she was only doing what she was doing because I’d explicitly given her my permission and encouragement.

She turned away from her partner now, shaking her ass and grinding against him as he pulled her close to him by the waist. He then pulled her torso up towards him, trying to steal a kiss from over her shoulder, but she pulled back and wagged her finger at him playfully.

It seemed that there were some lines that she wasn’t willing to cross just yet. I guess I couldn’t blame her. Even though we’d joked about her sleeping with another guy, all I’d actually given her permission to do was dance with another man. We hadn’t discussed kissing at all, and I was glad that she respected that boundary even if she was going much further than I’d ever expected her to go that night.

The man dancing with her was clearly enjoying himself despite having been turned down for a kiss. He had his hands all over my wife’s hips and was pulling her into his crotch in such a way that it almost seemed like he was simulating sex. It was extremely crass, but also incredibly arousing. They were so close to having intercourse that if it hadn't been for a few pieces of fabric (and a lot of social conventions) I was certain he’d have been inside her by now.

I wondered what that would have been like: watching another man fuck my wife. Watching Nora dance, I began to think that the idea wasn’t so far fetched as I might have once thought. Given her enthusiasm for having another man’s hands on her body, it seemed like Nora might have been willing to go all the way, if only she’d been given permission.

Was that all that had been missing? My permission? It was an arousing and unsettling thought all at once. What if Nora was aching to cheat but holding herself back because of our marriage vows?

On the other hand, that would be a perfectly normal impulse for a married person. Being married didn’t make you immune to temptation. It just meant that you wouldn’t give into it. If you were a decent person, that is.

I still believed that Nora was more than that. She was a faithful wife who would only go as far as her husband allowed her to go. She had proven that just now. But now I was considering the serious possibility of pushing those borders even further…
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Eventually, the energy of the music changed, and Nora brushed off her dancing partner with a smile and a kiss (much to his disappointment, on the cheek, not the lips), then looked around, her eyes searching for me.

I stepped out of the shadows towards her. It took a moment before she registered my presence and a smile broke out across her face. I walked towards her with the drinks and she greeted me by flinging her arms around me and giving me a big kiss.

I wondered if her dancing partner had seen us, and if he had, what he thought.

She took the drink from my hand and then guided me off the dance floor to a table in a slightly quieter part of the tiny club.

“Where have you been for so long?” She asked me, still grinning.

“I was watching you dance with that guy.”

“Perv,” she said playfully, hitting me on the arm, “did you like it?”

“Yeah,” I said. “the only thing I didn’t like was that you wouldn’t let him kiss you.”

She blushed. That told me all I needed to know about her feelings.

“I didn’t want things to…get out of control,” she said.

“What do you mean?”

“I mean, kissing is a big turn-on for me. You know that.”

“Does it turn you on more than a guy grinding his crotch into yours?”

“Yes,” she said, “sometimes it does.”

She seemed insulted. She looked down at her drink.

“Sorry, baby, I was only teasing.”

I put my hand under her chin, stroking it.

“It’s ok,” she said. “I’m not mad.”

She looked up at me with her huge eyes. She was so beautiful.

“It’s just that…dancing with him…made me feel like I wanted to go even further. And that kind of scared me.”

“Why would that scare you?”

“Because I love you, that’s why.”

“I know that,” I said, my heart pounding in my chest. “I’ve never doubted it. But what if I told you —“

I swallowed hard, not quite believing that I was really going to say what I wanted to say. She looked at me with questioning eyes.

“What if I gave you permission to go further?”

“Like making out?”

Her eyes sparkled.

“Yeah,” I said. “or even more…”

She suddenly grew a bit concerned.

“Mr. Reynolds,” she said. “Where is this coming from? Do you think I’m not happy being with you? Because I hope you know that I definitely am.”

Before I could reply, the volume of the music swelled, and it became clear to both of us that this was not the proper venue for our conversation.

We stood up and walked out into the Roman night. It was eerily quiet. Nora’s heels clicked on the streets as we walked hand in hand back towards our hotel.

“I’m glad we stayed up,” she said, yawning. “That was really fun.”

“I thought so, too,” I said, pulling her closer to me as we ambled off in the direction of our room.
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Even though we were both asleep the moment our heads hit the pillows, the exertion of the evening and the jet-lag (as mild as it was in my case) meant that my dreams were far from restful. I saw strange images of Nora, Jake and Carlos. Laughing. Dancing. Spinning around a large room. Then I was back in Iraq with Carlos. We were hunkered down behind a Jeep, looking forward into a house. For some reason, we didn’t have our rifles. I looked around for mine, and Carlos looked at me, as if reading my thoughts.

“I made you leave it at base,” he said. “It's too dangerous for you to be carrying it now.”

I wanted to ask him why, but somehow I already knew.

He gestured towards the window of the house the Jeep was parked in front of. For some reason, it didn’t seem like an Iraqi building at all, but rather a house in an American suburb, like the one that I grew up in.

With a feeling of excitement and dread coursing through me, I stood up from out of cover and walked towards the window of the house.

I heard Carlos behind me, shouting at me to get down.

“You don’t want to see what’s in there!”

I ignored him, approaching the window and looking inside.

There was a woman bent over a desk, her face contorted in ecstasy as a man penetrated her from behind. I knew it was Nora, even though she didn’t look exactly like her.

Her eyes met mine, and she broke out in a smile, as if to say “see? See how satisfied I look when I’m getting what I really need?”

I felt a wash of humiliation and arousal. My cock was hard in my pants. I couldn’t see the man’s face, but I knew that he was someone I knew. Someone I knew well.

Suddenly, I woke up. I was back in the hotel room in Rome, and it was still dark. I’d probably only been asleep for about an hour. It took about an hour or so until I was finally calm enough to fall asleep again, Nora breathing gently and deeply next to me.


3



The next morning we went for breakfast in a cafe. It was more like an early lunch, since it was 11:00AM by the time we had shaken the sleep from our eyes, showered, and stumbled down the narrow hotel stairs and through the lobby out the door to the piazza.

At the cafe, I studied Nora’s face for some hint of what had happened the night before in the club. Did she regret it? Did she wish she’d have gone further? Had she totally forgotten what had happened? That wasn’t possible, of course. I knew that she couldn’t have forgotten.

“So,” I said, finally, after the waiter had placed two croissants in front of us, “last night was fun, wasn’t it?”

She broke out in a smile.

“Yes,” she said. “I had a really good time. Even if it felt really naughty.”

“It was naughty,” I said. “But I loved it.”

She blushed, leaning in and taking me by the hand.

“I liked being naughty for you,” she whispered.

I kissed her cheek, holding her close to me across the small cafe table.

“I’m glad. You gave me quite a thrill.”

She squeezed my hand and gave me a kiss on the mouth, then pulled back.

“This looks great,” she said. “I’m much hungrier than I thought.”

“We can order more food if you want.”

“No,” she said. “Let's have this, then maybe we can go somewhere else for a bigger lunch.”

“Ok.”

We looked out around the piazza at the groups of tourists and locals, the priests and the nuns and the schoolchildren and the flocks of birds moving around and across it in anarchic routes, criss-crossing and circling, doubling back and waiting, shouting and talking, whispering and kissing, snapping selfies and laughing.

“I had a great time last night,” said Nora, looking at me, her eyes serious. “And I would have done more. I mean, I wanted to.”

“I would have loved it.”

“I know you would have,” she said, looking down at the table. “And I’m not against taking things further.”

“But?”

“But…,” she said, “remember when I mentioned my ex? The man who took my virginity?”

“Yes,” I said, squirming excitedly in my chair.

Was she finally going to open up about her past?

“He was the guy who was as big as the dildo, right?”

She smiled faintly.

“Bigger,” she said. “And yes, he’s the guy. There’s only been one guy besides you.”

“What was his name?”

She sighed, looking out over the piazza.

“David,” she said. “Like the sculpture by Michelangelo.”

“I guess you’re in an Italian frame of mind.”

“Of course I am,” said Nora, chuckling a bit as her gaze swept the piazza, “with all of this going on, how could I not be?”

“Anyway,” I said. “You wanted to tell me something about him.”

“Yes,” she said. “It has to do with…sharing.”

“Sharing?”

“Yes,” she said. “I guess I should just tell you the whole story from the beginning. At least the most important parts.”

I leaned back, my eyes scanning the cafe and the piazza. No one was paying a bit of attention to us. My wife would be able to relate her story in peace. What follows is more or less what she told me that morning at the Roman cafe, even if I’ve embellished some details or filled in things that didn’t necessarily come from that first conversation.

[image: ]


When David and I met, I was only 18. He was 25, a full seven years older than me. He seemed so much more sophisticated than me, so worldly. But he was just an assistant manager at an office supply store. Still, I loved to hear the stories of the crazy customers and the unreliable employees he encountered on a daily basis. It seemed like his life was so full of drama.

He used to come into the coffee shop where I was working and chat with me across the counter before his shift. At first, we’d talk for just a couple seconds at a time. Then a few minutes. Finally, one day my co-worker Samantha, frustrated that David was distracting me from my work, called to him across the counter “just ask her out already. She’s got work to do here!”

And so he did. Our first date was magical. He came by after his shift and we walked down to the river and took a long stroll along the banks. We looked at the people coming and going and chatted about our lives. To a girl of 18, it was something magical, like out of a movie: here was this older man, tall and handsome, walking next to me along the river in the evening. He didn’t seem like a stranger at all, especially since he’d been a regular customer for so long. So I didn’t think twice when he leaned in for a kiss on that first date, when we reached a place on the riverbank that gave us a great view of the sunset and sat down next to each other, much closer than any “friends” of the opposite sex ever would.

That moment opened up an entirely new world to me. I was just as religious back then as I am now. But I had a bigger idea of what it meant to be faithful to God, at least that’s how I saw it. I saw sex and love as a beautiful thing. I knew that I was supposed to save myself for marriage, but I was convinced that I would know when the right man came along, that I would somehow intuit who my future husband would be when I met him, and if I ended up sleeping with him before we actually were married, there was no harm in it. I know it sounds silly and naive now, and I feel the same way hearing myself tell you about it. But that’s how I felt then, and that’s why I thought it was ok to go home with a man who I’d just kissed only a few minutes before.

And that’s exactly what I did. After the sun went down across the river, the temperature started to drop, and he asked me if I’d like to go somewhere a little warmer — like his apartment. I hadn’t actually planned on losing my virginity that night, but it seemed like that was the direction in which the evening was heading. I didn’t think of it that way in the moment, of course. In the moment, I was caught up in my feelings for this man, my overwhelming attraction to him and wish to surrender to him physically and to my own desire. I had kissed a few boys before, but it had felt nothing like kissing Dave did. He was, in my eyes, not a boy but a man. Even if he wasn’t nearly as manly as the man I’d marry someday.

Looking back on it, Dave’s apartment was kind of a dump. I guess that shouldn’t be surprising, given the fact that he was a single man in his mid-20s. He was, however, clean (if not tidy) which is more than I can say for many men his age. So I guess I do have to give him some credit, even if he didn’t have a trash can in his bathroom (something every single man who expects to entertain women should have).

I wasn’t thinking about any of this. I only noticed it many months later, after our relationship was well established. At the moment, I wasn’t thinking at all. I was feeling. Feeling and reacting to what my body was telling me. And my body was telling me that I wanted him. Badly.

I’d masturbated before, and I’d even seen a penis (thanks internet pornography), but I’d never really thought about the physical facts of sex, especially for the women. I knew that he was going to penetrate me, and I wanted to take him inside me. It was as much an emotional craving as it was a physical one. But what I wasn’t prepared for — what I had no possible way of preparing for — was the actual physical size of what was going to penetrate me. I’m dwelling on this part of the story because it eventually came to be so central to our relationship. And it’s obviously something that you’re quite interested in as well.

It wasn’t long before we were making out on the couch, and his hands were under my shirt. You know how much I love having my boobs played with, and that was true back then as much as it is now. He was much better at it than the other boys I’d been with. He knew just how to tease and pinch my nipples with the right mixture of pressure and tenderness. It wasn’t long before I was practically begging him to take my jeans off.

I didn’t have to beg him, luckily, because he leaned in and whispered in my ear, asking me if I’d like to go to the bedroom.

Things were getting real. Fast. But I wasn’t deterred at all. I felt shy, of course, but I was very determined to go as far as I could that day. At least that’s what I thought.

I nodded to him, and he smiled at me, scooping me up in his powerful arms and standing up, taking me off guard but giving me a thrill that sent a jolt of energy straight to my clit.

This was a man, not a boy. He was going to get whatever he wanted that night.

He carried me over to the only other room in the small apartment, which contained a mattress on the bare wood floor, a small desk, and a lamp. The walls were bare except for a smiling picture of Marilyn Monroe. Later in our relationship, when I started to question things, I wondered about this somewhat strange choice of decor. But at the time, I didn’t think anything of it. Maybe he thought that I was his Marilyn. It’s flattering to think so — even if I don’t have her measurements.

He dropped me onto the bed and slowly removed my pants, then my shirt (he’d already undone my bra while we were making out on the couch). Then he helped me pull my bra up and off, so that I was laying there in front of him in nothing but my panties. I felt vulnerable and small compared to him, but also powerful and sexy, because I could tell how much he wanted me. It was a thrilling, but also somewhat scary experience, because I’d never been in this position before. Luckily, Dave knew just how to ease my nerves. He kissed gently down my neck, then spent a long time sucking and teasing my nipples with his tongue, before he finally reached down between my legs and pushed my panties to the side.

I gasped when he pushed a finger inside me for the first time. I was soaked, and it felt to me like I was wide open for him, ready already, but he grinned and said something like “God, you’re so tight!”

This caught me a little off-guard. I mean, I knew that it must be logically true (I’d never had sex before, after all), but I wasn’t really used to thinking of my body in those terms. However, I understood that men considered being “tight” something good, so I decided I would take it as a compliment.

The next moment, my panties were entirely off and Dave’s head was buried between my legs. It was my first time having a man go down on me, and, looking back on it, I was incredibly tense. My leg muscles were completely taut, even if the ministrations of his tongue were much more than welcome.

I remember hearing someone cry out in pleasure, then being incredibly embarrassed once I realized it had been me. Once that first orgasm had passed over me, my body began to relax. Things began to feel right with Dave, just like they had before, when we’d been making out on the park bench.

But what didn’t feel right (at least, not right away), was when I finally grasped what I was dealing with when it came to his cock. After the bliss had begun to fade a bit, I looked up at him, a huge smile spreading across my face almost involuntarily.

“Is there…anything I can do for you?”

He grinned and moved my hand down to his crotch. I realized that he must have removed his pants at some point, and my hand touched his cock. I remember it feeling both hard but pleasingly soft on the outside at the same time. I giggled a little, then looked down.

The giggles were gone when I saw the monster he was sporting between his legs. My eyes widened and I gasped.

To my surprise, this pleased him.

“It’s ok,” he said. “A lot of girls are scared the first time they see it.”

I didn’t have time to process the fact that he was talking about other girls. I wouldn’t have liked it if I had, but it might have served as a kind of warning for the dangers of trying to build a relationship with a man with such a desirable cock.

I propped myself up on my elbows to try and get a better look. Wow. It was both beautiful and terrifying at the same time: a veiny, throbbing up-curved phallus that was both my greatest joy and my greatest fear. How would that thing ever fit?

“Don’t worry,” he said, reading my thoughts. “Why don’t you just play with it a little? I’ve got some lube here.”

I nodded, my ability to speak momentarily lacking. He squeezed out a little lube into my outstretched palm, and I began to stroke the length of his shaft.

“Lie back,” he ordered, and I did.

He was straddling me now, his cock looming up huge in my hands, aimed at my tits and my face as I stroked him.

“That feels good,” he said, smiling down at me. “That's a good girl. Stroke that big cock.”

It surprised me how much I liked hearing him say this. I began to move my hands a little faster.

“Mmm yes. You’re a really obedient girl, aren’t you? I like that,” he said, reaching down and teasing my nipples as I stroked him.

I sighed in pleasure. I loved the way he was teasing me.

“Grab my balls,” he ordered.

He was a bit presumptuous in telling me what to do like this, but on the other hand, I really had no idea what I was doing, and so I truly needed his instruction. So I lay on my back looking up at him and stroking his big hard cock with both hands, sometimes teasing his balls when he told me to. I felt a little silly to be honest, like I was probably doing something wrong without even realizing it, but he was incredibly sweet and understanding.

I remember him telling me something about how pretty my tits were. That made me blush because I’ve always been a little self-conscious about how much attention I get for them.

Anyway, just imagine me there, honey, on my back, sliding my hands up and down his slick shaft while I looked up at him, desperate for this older man’s approval. Imagine my surprise and delight when my effort finally produced their desired results.

“Good girl,” he moaned. “You’re going to make me come. Are you ready for it?”

I didn’t know what to say, because I truly wasn’t ready for it. I had no idea what to expect. I wasn’t completely innocent of course. I knew that men shot sperm from their penises during sex, but I had no idea how much he’d produce, or how accurate that verb “shoot” would turn out to be.

So I nodded and looked away, as if I could dodge what was coming, but of course I couldn’t. I’m sure you can imagine the feeling of shock, embarrassment and accomplishment I felt that first time he covered me in his seed. I’ll never forget his moans that time, though. They were so masculine, almost animalistic. It added to my sense of being desired, being special. I had been the cause for a man to spend himself so completely.

From that day on, I began to view his ejaculations as a kind of tribute to my own desirability. If you know anything about the way that a woman’s mind works, you know that being wanted by a desirable man is the hottest thing that can happen. I began to see the fact that he had such a huge cock as a kind of status marker, a sign that he was simply worth more than other guys, and therefore more desirable in the eyes of other women, too. This had the odd effect of making me both jealous of him, and eager to tell my friends about my “prize.”

In the meantime, we figured out sex. Not that it didn’t take a while. For the first few weeks of our relationship, I was obsessed with making him cum with only my hands, and, eventually, mouth (though I never got very good at that — my jaw would eventually start to hurt too much). But eventually I was confident enough to try actual sex with him. To my surprise, it wasn’t nearly as difficult as I’d thought it would be. He had always been very generous with oral (from the very first time we were together) and on the night that we finally “really” did it, he made sure to give me multiple orgasms before he even came close to me with that huge thing.

We had several weeks of pure bliss. It actually felt much longer than that — like we’d been together all of our lives. I’m not sure if you can understand what I’m talking about, but I think I experienced something very much like that right after we got engaged, babe.

We were spending every free minute we had discovering the potentials of each other’s bodies, lost in the ecstasy of sexual exploration. I was so out of my mind with happiness that my friends started to think that there was something wrong with me. I’d stopped returning their texts, and even missed a few shifts at work. If it hadn’t been a time of the year when the coffee shop was desperate for help, they probably would have fired me. But somehow they didn’t, and I still had a job.

My job was where I’d first met David, and it was also the place where things started to go south. Remember my co-worker, Samantha? The one who’d pushed David to ask me out in the first place? She was starting to ask me a lot of questions about him now, like about why he was making me late to work all the time. She also thought he was cute, but she had no idea about his other…qualities.

Until, finally, in what I would later see as a moment of weakness, I confessed to her the truth about Dave and what he did to me. How I was powerless to resist his huge cock, and wanted to spend basically every moment getting pounded and stretched by him.

When I told him how big he was, she didn’t believe me at first. She assumed (rightly so, in a sense) that I was simply inexperienced, and was estimating a slightly above-average cock as much longer and thicker than it was in reality due simply to my lack of exposure to normal men. So I promised to measure it for her and report back. She said that all bigger guys liked to have their cocks measured, and even though it seemed a little strange to me, I decided to take her word for it and so, that night, I got a tailor’s tape and asked David if I could measure him.

As Samantha had predicted, he was more than enthusiastic about my proposition and immediately agreed. I got on my knees and began to stroke him, then to tease the tip of his cock with my tongue. He took a while to get to his full size, but eventually he was there. I smiled up at him, raising my eyebrows in anticipation, as I placed the tape at the base of his thick shaft. My jaw dropped as I saw where the tape came down on the other side of his member: he was just over eight and a half inches long.

The next day at work, I reported this to Samantha, who was disappointed that I hadn’t measured his thickness as well. According to her, that was sometimes even more important than length. To tell you the truth, I didn’t think much of it either way, but I had always been told that most guys were around six inches, so I took pride in the fact that David was bigger. And from that day forward, Samantha never let me forget it. She was always giving him little smiles or winking at me when he came to pick me up after my shift. Once in a while he arrived early and sat drinking tea and reading a book or mindlessly scrolling on a tablet while I finished up. A few times, I spotted Samantha going over to talk to him while I was busy with another customer, and I was filled with incredible jealousy. I wasn’t confident enough to talk to David about it directly, but I did let Samantha know that I didn’t appreciate her trespassing on my territory.

She claimed that it had all been totally innocent, that she’d just been seeing if he needed a refill, but I knew that she wasn’t telling me the truth.

This went on for a while, a couple of weeks maybe, until the jealousy started to make it almost impossible for me to be around Samantha at work. I started to notice all of the things that David might find attractive about her: her curvy hips, her ample bosom (even though mine was bigger), her full lips, her brown eyes. She was a little taller than me — might that appeal to him?

In the space of a week or so, I convinced myself that she was superior to me in every way, and that it was only a matter of time before David noticed, too, and she took him away from me. My head was filled with thoughts like this, even though my sex life with Dave had largely continued as usual, and he’d given me absolutely no reason to doubt his affection. I say “largely,” because we did start having problems in the bedroom. Problems that were all on my end. I started getting needy, pressing him to tell me what felt good and if I was doing a good enough job pleasing him. I could tell it was starting to annoy him, but I couldn’t stop myself. I wanted to perform so perfectly for him that he would never be satisfied with her. With Samantha. Even though he’d never shown any direct signs that he was interested in her.

Finally, one night, I pressured him into telling me about his deepest fantasy. The one thing that I could do to make sure that he was the happiest boyfriend in the world. No matter how dirty. He couldn’t shock me, I assured him. He was hesitant. I could see in his eyes that he was afraid of hurting me. In retrospect, I should have reflected longer on that intuition, but in the moment, I was convinced that my love for him would overcome whatever it was that he was afraid of telling me, that I could be the perfect girlfriend for him. I could understand him like no one else, please him like no one else, and he’d never be able to leave me.

So, that night, I cajoled and assured him. I told him that he was safe telling me what he really wanted. Would you believe that it wasn’t anything that strange after all? It was one of the most basic heterosexual fantasies there is, and I should have guessed what he wanted the whole time: he wanted a threesome. With one of my friends.

He didn’t have to tell me which one. It was obvious, even though I wouldn’t necessarily have called her a friend, but more a “coworker.”

You already guessed it. He wanted to sleep with Samantha.

I was unable to conceal my reaction. I didn’t gasp or cry or scold him, but something in my face must have given away my jealousy, because he immediately started backtracking, telling me that it was just a fantasy anyway, and that I’d pressured him into saying it after all, and that he really didn’t think about it very often, and that he’d just wanted to say something because I’d insisted on it, and please forgive him.

I didn’t want to seem naive or judgmental, and I didn’t want him to think that I was so sensitive that I couldn’t handle hearing about a very common fantasy, so I spent several minutes reassuring him, telling him that everything was ok. I tried to laugh it off. Of course he wanted to fuck Samantha, who wouldn’t? I mean, look at her beautiful clear skin, her big brown eyes, her delicious ass…

I did such a good job describing how hot Samantha was that I began to become aroused myself. Not by Samantha, exactly, but rather by the idea of how excited David would be at getting the chance to make love to her. In fantasizing about her, it was like I was sharing an experience with him. It was an intense, confusing feeling. Almost as intense as our first time together. Before I knew it, we were making love, more furiously than we had in a long time. I was on all fours on the bed and he entered me from behind, thrusting furiously as he gave me his entire length. I came again and again, breathlessly describing him ravishing my sexy coworker between my own climaxes. Finally, he couldn’t take it anymore and pulled out, spraying my ass and back with a prodigious amount of semen.

We both felt a bit guilty after this session, even though it had been, for lack of a better term, completely mind-blowing.

The next time we were both at the coffee shop, Dave and I exchanged a guilty look when we saw Samantha, a fact which did not escape her. I guess we were easy to read. She seemed embarrassed and asked us if there was a problem. In retrospect, it must have seemed as if we were making fun of her. David acted like we had some kind of inside joke that had nothing to do with her, but it was clear that she didn’t buy it.

This incident, however, far from causing her to distance herself from us, instead created quite a bit of tension between the three of us whenever we were together. It was as if she sensed on some level that David had the hots for her. That wouldn’t have been so surprising, after all. She was an attractive woman, and was used to getting lots of attention from men (as was I). I can only imagine what she thought about the fact that I was involved somehow in this silent flirtation. Did she think that I wanted to fuck her, too? I don’t really have bi tendencies, to speak of, even if I do find some women to be objectively hot.

In any case, over the next couple of weeks, every time that David and I made love, we would mention Samantha in some way. I’d jerk him off while describing how beautiful his cock would look penetrating her young cunt for the first time. I’d tell him about the sounds that she’d probably make the first time he penetrated her. I’d talk about the waves of ecstasy she’d experience from his size, how he’d be bigger than any man she’d ever been with in the past or would be in the future.

In short, Samantha had become the center of our world as a couple, without even knowing it, even though she suspected that something was up. I told myself that it was just a phase in our relationship, that it was only a fantasy and nothing to worry about, that plenty of couples had fun in bed by sharing things that turned them on, and that a threesome was about as vanilla as it got in terms of sexual adventure. In short, I tried to convince myself that this fantasy which had taken over our time together was not a threat to our still-young relationship, but rather the very proof of its vitality.

One thing was clear: the situation was going to come to a head at some point. It was unsustainable as it was. Either we were going to make our fantasy a reality, or we were going to break up. I couldn’t see any other solution.

I didn’t see things as clearly back then as I do now. I didn’t set events into motion on purpose. Not consciously. But I must have realized, on some level, that inviting Samantha to hang out with the two of us at David’s place would lead to more than I bargained for. All I wanted to do was cook them dinner — or so I thought.

Looking back, I think all of us knew what was going to happen: Samantha and David were going to sleep together. It wasn’t clear how I was going to be involved, if at all.

I remember a lot about that night, and I could give you more details if you want to hear them sometime, since they involve your favorite fetish: well-hung guys introducing women to size. I know that you’d be very turned on to hear the details, given your reaction to me using that dildo, and your other questions about David’s size. But to tell you the truth, the memory of that night is still a little painful, even though I am completely over David and totally in love with you. Samantha’s chemistry with him was apparent from the very moment she came into his apartment, and it only took about 45 minutes before she was on her back in his bedroom (which I’d begun to think of as “our” bedroom) taking his cock all the way.

He at least tried to make a point of fucking me a few times that night, but it was clear that his attention was focused on his new toy: Samantha. And what a “toy” she was: she bounced on his cock with abandon. She threw her ass back on him when he pounded her from behind, praising his size and begging him to go harder, faster, deeper. I had been all but forgotten. Talk about feeling like a third wheel! David must have come four or five times that night. It was like an animal inside him had been awakened. He had always been passionate with me, but never like this. Watching the two of them together, I was filled with a sense of dread as much as I was with awe. I was watching two lovers who fit together perfectly, two bodies completely in sync.

To be honest, it was beautiful. I felt it, even through the haze of blind rage that seemed to settle around me. I knew that it wasn’t necessarily that she was sexier than me. It wasn’t even that she was better in bed. It was that she was better for him. That realization hurt. It hurt badly. I knew that things would never be the same between us after that night, even though we tried to play it off as if nothing had changed.

Samantha even slept on the sofa in the living room, while I curled up next to David as usual. She was working the early shift the next morning, but I didn’t have to go in until later, so when Dave and I woke up, she was gone.

He tried to pretend that things were fine between us, that the whole thing had just been a crazy sexual experiment, the kind of things that young people do — for better or worse — every day around the world. He even initiated sex with me, which was a little surprising given the number of times he’d climaxed the night before. I remember that when I looked up at him as he thrust into me, I wondered if he was thinking of Samantha. Strangely enough, the fact that he didn’t mention her at all (unlike every other time we’d had sex during the past few weeks, when the threesome with her had been the focus of our fantasies) meant that he was definitely hung up on her.

Things didn’t end so quickly, however. They dragged on for several agonizing weeks. David grew emotionally distant. He started going to bed early, telling me he was tired after his long shift. He didn’t invite me over as often, and we stopped making love more than once a week or so. I knew that something was wrong, and I knew what it was. But I was in denial, and not only that, I was too immature to address the issue head-on. Probably because I knew that addressing what was really happening would mean the end of our relationship. Looking back on it, I know now that our relationship was already over, we just hadn’t admitted it to ourselves yet. That is to say: I hadn’t admitted it to myself.

It wasn’t so great having to work with Samantha, either. We were still friendly, at least superficially. She didn’t mention our “threesome” (which was more like a “twosome” with a spectator) at all, and I didn’t bring it up either. At most she told me “say hi to David for me” at the end of our shift. I knew that she was thinking about him, though — how could she not have been?

I began to suspect that they were seeing each other secretly, behind my back. I tried to catch David in lies. I would find excuses to stop by his place on nights that he claimed to be tired. I never succeeded in actually uncovering any kind of deceit on his part. But I knew something was going on. Maybe they were texting. I didn’t have a way to get into David’s phone, so I couldn’t be sure. I was starting to go crazy with jealousy. No wonder David didn’t want to be around me as much anymore! Who could blame him?

Then one morning I came into the coffee shop and the boss told me that Samantha had resigned abruptly the evening before. Without even giving the customary two-weeks notice. We were so slammed that morning that I didn’t have time to really absorb the shock until the end of my shift. But I strongly suspected that it had something to do with me. Was I being paranoid?

That night, David texted me, asking to meet at a cafe near his apartment. He told me that we needed to talk. My heart fell. I knew what that meant. Tears came to my eyes and I began to sob. I texted him that if he was going to break up with me, he could just tell me now, instead of making me hear the news in a public place where I would probably be unable to prevent myself from making a scene. I got him to admit that he wanted to “take some time apart,” but he insisted on explaining himself, claiming that it had nothing to do with anything that I had done, and that it all went back to the stress of his job and the pressures placed on him by his parents, who were putting him in the center of their messy divorce, even though he was a grown man (that much, at least, was true).

I acted out, wrote some things I shouldn’t have, then told him to never contact me again and blocked his number. It was the end of the summer, and I went off to college and eventually met you. Sometime during freshman year, facebook suggested Dave as a friend, and in his profile picture, he had his arm around Samantha. They made a perfect couple. I realized that I had been nothing but an obstacle to their happiness the entire time. He should have asked Samantha out that first evening instead of me. She should have been the one he took to the riverbank. She should have been the one he made love to…

Why am I telling you this? You know that I love you. Or you should know it. I guess I just want to make something clear to you: that when you start these fantasies about bringing a third person into a relationship, you never know where they will lead. Talking about it, even flirting with the idea (or with actual people, like I did at the club last night) is one thing, but the reality can be totally different. The fact of the matter is, even if people deny it, size definitely matters, and guys with large cocks exude a sort of magnetism. I know that I’m not immune to it any more than Samantha was. I can tell that you love the fantasy of me being with another man. A bigger man. And I don’t want to deny that to you, any more than I wanted to deny Dave his chance to sleep with Samantha. But you have to realize that we’d be playing with fire if we ever let another man into our lives. It might not go the way you want it to. You want to watch me have sex, but I need to make love. I need to feel emotionally involved with the guy I’m with, even if I’m not married to him, and have no intention of ever being married to him. There has to be a connection there. I just wouldn’t want that connection to come at the expense of our relationship. I love you too much for that. But I’m also smart enough to know that if we found the right guy, the guy with the perfect dick (and personality to boot), I might not be able to prevent myself from getting attached, any more than Samantha could prevent herself from falling in love with David.

So I’ll do what you want, honey. I’ll go further if you want. I will do it both to please you, and myself. But if we do it, if I start to sleep with another man, I want you to understand the risks involved.
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After Nora had related this tale to me, I had a lot to think about. But the short time that we still had together in Rome wasn’t the right time for reflection. We needed to take advantage of this opportunity to the greatest extent possible. We stuck with our plan of not trying to adjust to the time change, but we didn’t go to the club again that night. Instead, we stayed in our hotel room, making love and chatting about our lives and our plans for the future, but not about Nora’s old lover David, or my desire to see her with another man. The next day, we walked around the city, marveling at the Pantheon and Colosseum.

The topic of what would happen to our sex life once we were once again living apart didn’t even come up. It was clear to me that Nora had said her part, and was waiting for me to make the next move. To think things over and decide if I was ok with the risks involved.

How did I feel about the story that Nora had told me? I was conflicted, to be honest. I kept returning in my mind to the scenes she’d described, both between her and Dave and Dave and Samantha. I’d never met David, of course, and had little idea of what he looked like, but I imagined a tall young man with chiseled abs and, of course (at least this much I knew for certain), a huge cock. I imagined him introducing my wife to it for the first time. I imagined Nora, an innocent 18-year-old, swept off her feet by an older man, wanting to please him any way that she could. The nervous energy in her body as he took her in his arms for the first time. The touch of his hands sending electricity surging through her. The look on her face as she realized for the first time just how big his cock was…

At the same time, however, I was wracked with feelings of inadequacy. How could I possibly stack up against such an endowed lover? Had our entire married sex life up to now been lacking? I had been perfectly satisfied with Nora. She’d been a generous lover, willing to go along with things that other women wouldn’t have consented to, like flirting with other men at the nightclub. She’d been more than willing to do her best to fulfill me sexually even though we were living apart. Did I really have anything to complain about? No, not really. I couldn’t change her past, and I couldn’t try to compete with it, either.

She must have known that her story would make me feel like I couldn’t stack up to her old lovers, because when we finally said goodbye at the airport in Rome, she finally alluded to her past with David and Samantha.

“I hope you know,” she said, whispering in my ear after we’d shared a long kiss in the security line, “that size isn’t the most important thing. It’s nice, for sure. But the most important thing is the person attached to the…you know.”

She blushed a little, even though she hadn’t said anything particularly vulgar and there was no way any of the other passengers around us could have heard us.

“I know,” I whispered. “But I still think it would be hot if you would…”

She nodded, blushing again and smiling.

“If you still want me to,” she said. “Even after what I told you, I’d be willing to do it. For you.”

“I’d love that,” I said, breathless.

“We’ll talk about it more when we’re back.”

“Yes.”

“I love you, Mr. Reynolds.”

“I love you, too, Mrs. Reynolds.”
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In about five hours, I was back in my apartment in Saudi. I had to wait a little longer for Nora to arrive back home, so I tried to sleep. I fell asleep for a couple of hours, then awoke in the night and thought about the story that she had told me. I also remembered her flirting with the Italian man in the club, dancing close with him. I tried to imagine what might have happened if I’d stayed away even longer.

I saw Nora in the bathroom, clawing at the man’s pants as he kissed her, finally freeing his enormous cock. She dropped to her knees to worship it for a few minutes before she stood up, giving him a smile as she turned around and braced herself against the wall. He entered her from behind and grabbed her hips, holding her tight as he stretched her with his huge rod. He began to slam into her quickly, filling her completely with each powerful stroke until he climaxed inside her, shooting his seed against her cervix, very likely impregnating her, because in my fantasy (unlike in real life), Nora was completely unprotected.

I was as hard as a rock thinking about this scenario. About how arousing it would be to witness it in real life, or even hear Nora recount it to me. But then I remembered her warning. The way that she’d articulated her own fears at the end of her story about David and Samantha.

“I might not be able to prevent myself from getting attached…”

These words echoed in my mind. But what had she meant by them? Did “attached” automatically mean “fall in love”? Not necessarily, I decided. Wasn’t there something in between being drawn to a person sexually and being in love with them? Isn’t that what she had meant? If she’d meant that she’d have to fall in love with the other man, she hadn’t said it. And she could have, after all. But she didn’t. She’d declared herself willing to take the risk of sleeping with another man, if I wanted her to. And that probably wasn’t something she would have agreed to if she thought it was going to destroy our marriage.

Were my thoughts on this topic making sense? Or was I simply caught up in my own fantasies, my own lust? I tossed and turned, unable to sleep for several hours. Finally, I dozed off, just before dawn. I was awakened a couple of hours later by the buzzing of my phone.

Nora had landed and was on her way back home.

I had such a good time with you, she wrote, that was the trip of a lifetime.
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Coming back from vacation was usually difficult for me. Usually, I’d have a long hangover of sorts, caused by the stress of travel and the grim reality of having to return to working a regular schedule. But not this time. Since our sojourn in Rome, I felt like I was floating through my days at work. I’d put in my time, accomplishing my tasks almost without thinking about them, working automatically as if I were a mere observer of myself, while my mind was elsewhere. With her, my wife. Nora. The beautiful blonde nurse. Whose petite stature, ample bosom and winsome smile would drive any man wild. I thought about the patients she was attending to. I thought about how I myself had met her, not so long ago in the grand scheme of things. I wondered how many of her male patients harbored fantasies about their pretty young nurse unbuttoning her top just a little ways and then reaching down and “helping” them with a kind of unconventional therapy of sorts…

I shared these naughty thoughts with her via text while I was at work. When I got home, I stayed up late to be able to talk to her. We would video chat late at night. Her schedule changed every ten days or so — it was crazy, really, when you thought about it — so sometimes she’d be just getting home from work when we talked, and sometimes she’d be a few minutes away from heading out the door. In any case, our chats were short, intense, and almost always completely sexual. We still talked about non-sexual things over text of course, but almost all of our video conversations were devoted to trying to fulfill our marital needs. Nora indulged my fantasies about her satisfying her patients. She rode her giant dildo, pretending it was a handsome patient’s cock. She closed her eyes and bit her lip as she came, and I stroked my hard prick that could in no way compete with the large artificial phallus that she rode.

These encounters were thrilling, but they were no substitute for the real thing. Not for me, and not for Nora, either. I could sense that. The next vacation was a long way away. I could have taken vacation sooner, but Nora wouldn’t be able to get off for another four months at least, and even then only for a four-day weekend. So we wouldn’t be able to have a repeat experience like the one in Rome for a while.

We talked about this predicament often, sharing our frustration with the situation as it currently stood. Finally, I broached the subject that we’d both been largely avoiding (except in fantasy) since the breakthrough in our relationship in Rome.

“I know I’m not getting laid until I see you again,” I sighed. “but that doesn’t mean that you can’t.”

She smiled at me.

“What are you saying, Mr. Reynolds?”

“I’m saying that I might be ready for you to take the next step.”

She grinned. She was still holding the end of the huge dildo. She’d just finished fucking herself to a powerful orgasm.

“I would like that…,” she said, her voice filled with desire. “But are you sure that you’re ready for that? I mean, after what I told you.”

“I’m ready for it if you are,” I said.

“Are you sure you’re not thinking with your cock?”

“I just came,” I said. “So I can’t only be thinking with my cock.”

“Good point,” she said.

She sighed, looking at the dildo.

“I have to admit that I’ve been wishing that I could experience more than just silicone,” she said. “This thing is fun, but it can’t compare to the real thing.”

“We just need to find the real thing,” I said.

“Yes,” she said wistfully. “But that’s going to be easier said than done.”

“I’m not so sure about that,” I said. “I’ve got an idea.”

Her eyes lit up.

“Really?”

I nodded.

“Who is he?”

“An old friend. From the service.”

“Will I like him?”

“I hope so.”

“Will he like me?”

“I don’t see how he couldn’t. Look at you. You’re gorgeous. Absolutely perfect. Any man would say the same.”

She blushed.

“Thank you, Mr. Reynolds.”

“Just let me talk to him,” I said. “I’ll explain the situation to him — and the ground rules. Then I’ll give him your number. The two of you can get to know each other, and you can decide if you want to go through with it or not. Sound good?”

“That sounds great,” she said.

The excitement was audible in her tone. I myself felt a strange mixture of elation and dread. Even though I had been the one to suggest moving things to the next level, it felt almost like I had no real choice in the matter, as if the entire thing was out of my hands. I felt like it was fated to happen.

I knew who I was going to call, as soon as I could: the confident cocksman from my days in the service: Jake.
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I found Jake on facebook and sent him a message, giving him my phone number and telling him that I was in Saudi and I wanted to reminisce about old times. He immediately thought that there was more to the story than what I was telling him, and he was right, of course. I didn’t want to come out and say that I needed him to fuck my wife over text. As embarrassing as it was, I thought this was a conversation that was best had in a video call. So we arranged a time to “catch up,” and one evening (he, like Nora, was on US Eastern Time), I saw Jake for the first time in several years.

He had started shaving his head completely now, which gave him an even stronger “tough guy” look than before. He had some new ink, too, on his neck, which made him look a little like an ex-con. I wondered how Nora would react to a man who looked like him. She was so wholesome herself. Did she secretly long to be with a “bad boy”?

Jake was friendly but guarded. He could tell that I wanted something from him, of course. It must have been obvious. He probably expected me to try to sell him on a multi-level marketing scheme, or try to convert him to some obscure sect of Christianity, but I wasn’t interested in that.

I started out by filling him in on my life after getting out of the service. On my recent marriage, and my new assignment in Saudi. I asked him what he had been up to, and I confirmed that he lived about an hour away from Nora. That was lucky.

Finally, I couldn’t put it off any longer. He was anxious to know why I wanted to talk to him. As close as we’d been in Iraq, we hadn’t exactly been friends. We’d been something even closer than that. We’d had the kind of relationship that you can only develop with men that you’ve been in combat with. In other words, I knew that I could count on him to run into enemy fire for me, but I didn’t expect him to share any of my hobbies, or really even know anything about my personal life. We were close in a more profound sense, and that was the bond that I was counting on now.

“What do you need from me, man?”

His voice was low and serious.

“You know I’ve got your back if you need a favor.”

I hesitated. It was difficult to just come right out and say it.

“I do need a favor,” I said. “I need your help with something.”

He nodded.

“Just tell me what it is. I’ve got you, bro. Anything you want. I know you’d do the same for me.”

“It’s nothing bad,” I said, stalling. “It's good, in fact. I guess. It’s…I need you to…I need you to sleep with my wife.”

He nodded slowly, as if he was not at all surprised by what I was asking. This was oddly comforting.

“Ok,” he said. “No problem. I can do that. Can I ask why? I just don’t want to get caught up in some kind of messy drama. I mean, I’d still do it if you asked me to, but I would just go about things a little differently.”

“No,” I said quickly. “No drama. It’s a fantasy that we’ve both had for a while. We’ve discussed it a lot, and we’re not rushing into things. Nora would have to say yes, of course. I’d give you her number, the two of you would chat, and then set up a time.”

He nodded.

“Of course you’d have to be into it, too, but I think that once you see Nora, there’s no way you’ll say no…”

He smiled.

“Sounds like you did good.”

“I did real good, man. And I thank you for being so understanding about this. You’re the only guy I know who I would trust to do something like this for me. Because I know that you’ll only do as much as I’m asking you to do, and won’t…get emotionally involved.”

His smile faded and he nodded into the camera.

“You can count on it, brother. I’ll fuck another man’s wife if he asks me to, but I won’t ever steal her. I won’t fall in love. You have my word on that.”

I breathed in deeply, suddenly overwhelmed with emotion. I had to fight back tears. It was such an odd situation, a strange feeling, baring myself emotionally to this other man. It was weird how normal it felt. Almost natural, even though there was nothing at all natural about asking another man to fuck my wife.

“Great,” I said. “I think that should do it.”

“When it happens,” he said, after a pause. “I mean, if it happens…do you want me to send you a video? Pictures?”

“I’ll leave that up to the two of you. Nora, mainly. However she wants to handle it.”

He nodded.

“Good. I’ll take things from here. You can count on me. I’ll give your girl the ride of her life. If she wants me to, of course.”

He grinned.

“Thanks, man,” I said. “I owe you one.”

“Don’t mention it.”

And that was that. I texted him Nora’s number, and also sent her a short message notifying her to expect to hear from him soon. Now all that was left to do was wait.
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Nora was elated when she got the first message from Jake. She found him charming and handsome in a “bad boy” sort of way. They hadn’t even progressed to the stage of sexting when she announced that they’d already arranged a date of sorts: he was going to come up to visit her for the day on Saturday, and they would see how things went. If there was chemistry there, they might get a hotel room that same night. They’d meet for coffee at first and take things slow.

Saturday was only a couple of days away. I couldn’t believe how quickly things were moving. It was a thrilling feeling, knowing that my cuckold dreams were about to be made a reality. I was confident that I’d be able to weather whatever emotional trials were ahead of me, and that, no matter what happened, that Nora and I wouldn’t end up like Nora and David. We were going into this as mature married people and not like inexperienced, naive youngsters.

Nora and I texted non-stop during the lead-up to the “big day,” exchanging messages whenever we were both awake at the same time. I learned that she’d sent sexy photos to Jake already, but had asked him not to send any “dick pics” because she wanted him to capture the moment that she saw his size for the first time in a video for me. I thought this was very sweet, and strangely considerate, and I began to fantasize about the moment of truth, the moment when she would pull down his pants and see his cock for the very first time. It wouldn’t be her first big dick, of course, but it would be the first one in a very long time. I wondered if Jake would be bigger than “The Whopper,” which was still very much a fixture of our (virtual) sex life. She told me she’d been using it on a nightly basis to prepare for Jake, just to make sure she was capable of taking such a big cock, even if he turned out to be bigger. She even sent me a couple of videos of her impaling herself on the large artificial phallus, her cunt dripping as she plunged it in and out.

In other words, the anticipation was building to such an extent that it almost seemed like the real thing might fail to live up to the expectations we held for it. I say “almost,” because I had faith in the fact that Jake would be able to deliver on his promise of giving Nora the “ride of her life,” and that any kind of experience with a real man would make “The Whopper” pale in comparison.

The days flew by, and finally it was Saturday. Of course I was still almost half a day ahead of the time zone where Nora and Jake were, so I had to spend an anxious day alone, pacing my apartment and trying to make the hours pass more quickly.

Finally, sometime around midnight, the phone buzzed.

He’s here, she wrote, I am running late. I hope he’s not mad.

I’m sure it will be fine. I bet you look incredible.

I wore my yellow top :)

The yellow top in question was a tank-top with string straps and a low-cut front. I knew that Nora’s cleavage looked amazing in it, and I strongly suspected that Jake would feel the same way.

I sat mindlessly scrolling through my phone for the next several minutes or so, completely exhausted because of the time difference, but also anxious beyond belief. I tried to picture the situation at the cafe where they’d met. Were they sitting across from each other at a table? Or were they at a bar of some kind? Was he already trying to touch her? Or were they just making conversation at first?

I tried to imagine how Jake was feeling, seeing Nora for the first time. He’d fucked a lot of women in his life. That was sure. But I knew that a beautiful woman like Nora would never fail to make an effect on a man, even someone like a rockstar who’d been with a different girl every night. Jake wasn’t a rockstar, but I remembered his conquests. He was experienced. He knew women, and he knew them well. He understood exactly how to treat them, and he appreciated female beauty. I knew he was going to have a great time with Nora. And I hoped that Nora felt the same way.

Twenty minutes went by, then thirty. I wanted to text her, to ask her how things were going, but I was afraid of distracting her, of becoming the third wheel on their date. It was better to just let things play out naturally. I knew that.

It was 2:35 AM Saudi time when I awoke to the ping of an iMessage. I must have fallen asleep. The lamp on my nightstand was still on, and my phone was in my lap. I wiped the drool from my mouth on the back of one hand and picked up the phone, unlocking it greedily as I saw a message not from Nora, but from Jake.

It was a video.

I swallowed hard in anticipation, fumbling for my earbuds and putting them in. Could it be that things had progressed that quickly? It hadn’t even been set in stone that they’d even get a hotel room that night.

We decided to get started in the bathroom, his text read.

I gasped in disbelief. Did he mean what I think he meant? The idea of my wife going off to a bathroom stall with a man she’d only just met seemed totally out of character to me. She hadn’t wanted to fly with a dildo because she was afraid of customs agents seeing it, and now she was going to break the law and risk getting caught for public sex?

My heart was beating hard as I turned up the volume on my phone and pressed “play.”

I saw my wife, kneeling on the floor of a bathroom that I suddenly recognized: it was the unisex toilet of a coffee shop near our house, not unlike the one where she’d worked back in the time before we met, when she’d met David and subsequently lost him to her coworker Samantha. There were small, black and white hexagonal tiles and a somewhat shabby (yet clean) sink that were immediately familiar to me. The fact that I’d been in the bathroom where this had all unfolded just minutes before (how long, exactly? I asked myself) made the video I was watching that much more real. And even surreal, in a way. Because I was nowhere near that bathroom at the moment. I was in the Middle East, watching the video in the middle of the night on my cell phone, while my wife and her lover had moved on to who knows what…

Nora looked up into the camera with anticipation as Jake’s pants came down. They had no time to waste. Even though the entrance to the unisex toilet was obscured from the view of most of the customers and employees, they still might have been seen going in there together, and they ran the risk that someone might be waiting in the hallway.

“You’re eager to show Chad what a little cumslut you are, aren’t you?”

Jake spoke at a normal volume. I was somewhat shocked to hear him use such filthy language so quickly, but if it bothered Nora, she didn’t show it. On the contrary, she looked up and smiled at him as she pulled off his boxers and freed his giant phallus, which was still in the process of growing. Her face lit up. Her smile was authentic and irrepressible. She was thrilled to see such a big cock, for the first time in too long.

“You like that?”

“Yes,” she said, moaning a little.

“Show me how much you can take. We don’t have a lot of time here. Show Chad how much his wife loves sucking cock.”

Her mouth closed around his tip as she moaned a response. I watched as she attempted to take as much of his thick shaft into her mouth as possible. He muttered words of encouragement mixed with obscenities as he guided her deeper and deeper with his free hand, finally forcing her down on his cock in a gesture that seemed more aggressive than anything I’d ever tried with her before. To my surprise, Nora responded with enthusiastic moans.

“Get that pussy wet for me,” he growled. “Touch yourself.”

She moaned, looking up into the camera with watery eyes as she used one hand to reach down between her legs and play with her clit while the other continued to stroke Jake’s shaft.

“Good little slut,” he said. “Get that pussy nice and wet. I know you want this big fucking dick.”

“Mmm-hmm,” moaned my blond-haired wife as the sounds of facefucking filled the tiny bathroom.

“You should have seen the look in her eye when she sat down,” said Jake, clearly talking to me. “I’ve never seen a woman so greedy for cock. I told her to take off her panties under the table and then pass them to me and she did it, immediately. Within about three minutes of sitting down. She’s very submissive. Probably only for the right guy.”

I was hard as a rock now. I hadn’t asked Jake to humiliate me, but he seemed to be doing it naturally. I had mixed feelings about it. On the one hand, it turned me on to know that Nora was in the hands of a dominant alpha male. On the other hand, it kind of hurt to be told (and shown) what a slut she was for men who weren’t her husband. Or at least this particular man, who hadn’t had to try especially hard to win her over.

It was as if Jake was reading my mind, because in the next second, he added: “Of course she’s doing this all for you, bro. I’m just the lucky guy who gets to help y’all out.”

“That’s a good girl. Is your pussy nice and wet?”

“Mm-hmm,” she moaned.

“Stand up,” he ordered, pointing the camera at the mirror over the sink as my wife bent over and widened her stance to facilitate his entry from behind. The angle turned out to be a problem. Their difference in height was too great. Luckily, there happened to be a small stool right under the sink for children to wash their hands, and Nora noticed it, pulled it out and stepped up on top of it. Perfect.

With his free hand, Jake guided his cock between her legs, pressing forward gently and taking his time getting it in. I could see that it wasn’t easy at first, even though my wife was clearly aroused. That wasn’t at all surprising, given how thick Jake was. He seemed to be even bigger than “The Whopper,” though all of the practice she’d done with that dildo must have been helping her.

Finally he was able to thrust the first half of his shaft all the way inside her. Nora took ahold of the sides of the sink and began to moan softly as he fucked her.

“We need to keep you quiet,” he said in a harsh whisper.

He reached down with his hand not holding the phone and pulled out the panties that she must have been wearing until he’d ordered her to take them off. He brought them to her mouth and Nora immediately opened, accepting the gag as if she’d been expecting it. Now he grabbed a handful of her hair and pulled her head back as he fucked her, showing her face in the mirror to the camera. I could see him, too, now. He towered over my petite wife, his shirt open at the collar, a huge smile on his face as he did his work. He panned back down to Nora’s ass, where his huge rod was disappearing almost all the way now.

“You ready to come on this cock like a good girl?”

“Mm-hmm,” Nora moaned urgently.

He let go of her hair now and slapped her ass, hard. She squealed, and he added another blow to the other cheek.

“Take that dick, Nora. Take it like a good little slut for your husband. Show him how much you love cheating on him with a big cock.”

She moaned as he continued to fuck her hard. I almost forgot where they were — in a semi-public place — but then Jake reminded her that they didn’t have much time.

“Come for me,” he growled. “Come hard on this cock so I can fill your pussy before someone else needs to get in here.”

She moaned into her panties, and her hips began to buck. Nora was climaxing. He panned down to give me a close-up of my wife’s pussy as it spasmed around his thick pole.

“I can feel that. That’s a good girl.”

He slapped her ass again and started fucking her hard, obviously nearing his own climax.

“Oh fuck. That’s it you little slut. Take that fucking cock. I know just what you need. Sluts like you need all the cock they can get…”

His slaps began to rain down on her ass until it was a shade of bright red. Finally, after what seemed like much too long to be in a bathroom, he groaned loudly and held himself inside her, panning down with the camera once again to show his shaft twitching as he pumped her cunt full of his cum.

I looked at the time stamp on the video. Their entire encounter had lasted only three minutes, even though it had seemed much longer.

I myself was completely erect now, achingly hard. But the video cut to black, then closed automatically and I saw the history of my messages with Jake on my phone.

That was incredible, I wrote, it seems like you both had a great time.

Nora is an amazing woman, he responded, almost immediately, but that was just the start.

I sat straight up in my bed, my cock at full attention. Just then, my phone buzzed again. It was Nora. She was asking if I’d seen the first video yet. I told her that I had. I asked if everything was alright.

It’s more than alright, she replied, I feel incredible. I haven’t had sex that good…since the last time we were together.

I found it sweet of her to say that, even if I wasn’t sure that I believed her. After all, there was no way that I could possibly compete with a man as big as Jake. I certainly wasn’t as dominant, and it was clear that Nora really responded well to a firm hand. It surprised me a little to tell the truth. But it also aroused me.

I can’t wait for you to see the next one, she wrote, Jake should be sending it to you soon.

Are you still with him? I asked.

Yes, she replied, he’s out picking up some food for us now. We stopped after the third round to take a break.

Third round? He’d already fucked her three times? And he wasn’t done? My cock started to twitch, I was so close to coming, and I’d barely touched myself. I had no idea if I was going to be able to hold out for the next video. Had they recorded everything?

Just then, the next message from Jake lit up my phone. It was another video. This one took a while to load. It must be longer than the first, I thought.

I was right. I looked down at the time stamp immediately this time: it was just over eleven minutes long.

Eleven minutes of my wife getting fucked by the biggest cock imaginable.

The scene opened with Jake on his back, filming as Nora knelt on the bed between his legs, slurping on his cock from above. She took her time with it, savoring every inch. From this angle, you could really appreciate how long and thick he was — longer than her entire face, and thick enough to almost span the width of her mouth. She was struggling to take him deeper than a couple of inches, but she was doing her best, and with considerable enthusiasm, as well. It wasn’t clear if she was putting on a show for the camera (and, by extension, me, her husband) or if it was all for Jake’s benefit, but she took her time worshiping his phallus, stroking and licking him, balls to tip, pumping his shaft in her hands and stopping every once in a while to look up into the camera lovingly.

“You’re so big,” she giggled. “I think even bigger than Dave.”

“Who’s Dave?”

“Never mind. No one important.”

“If you say so…”

He ran his fingers through her hair. He was being much gentler than he had been in the bathroom. Maybe it was because they were in private now and had all the time in the world, so to speak.

Finally, he directed her to try riding him. She nodded and got up on her knees, straddling him and then slowly lowering herself onto his cock.

“Look at that,” he said, most likely for my benefit. “Watch the look on her face as she gets filled by cock. You love that, don’t you, babe?”

She moaned.

He reached behind her and slapped her ass as she impaled herself on him.

Then she began to ride, slowly at first, her eyes closed as if concentrating hard. It was difficult to tell if the look on her face was an expression of pleasure or pain. Perhaps it was a little of both, or she was oscillating between the two states.

Then, however, it was suddenly clear what Nora’s face signified: the approach of an incredible climax.

“Oh my God, oh my God,” she cried, clenching her eyes shut as she rode the entire length of his cock. “I’m going to come. I’m so close.”

“That’s a good girl,” he said, slapping her ass again. “Come on that big dick. Show your husband how hard you come when you’ve got a real cock inside you.”

There it was again. The humiliation. It stung a little, but I knew that he was only telling the truth. It wasn’t an exaggeration at all. Nora was clearly much more orgasmic with a large cock. It was simply a fact. I watched as she climaxed, a pink flush traveling over her body. She opened her eyes and smiled into the camera, a wide, spontaneous grin.

“Oh Chad,” she sighed. “That was…I wish you were here to see it. It was incredible…”

My cock twitched involuntarily as I watched, leaking a bit of precum onto the bedcovers.

“You’re not done riding, are you, babe? Just keep taking it. I’ve got plenty for you tonight.”

She sighed and closed her eyes again, shaking her head no in response to his question.

She wasn’t done. Not by a long shot.

I watched as she rode him to three more orgasms in that position, over the course of just five minutes. I couldn’t really be sure if she came three times, or if the three times had really just been one continuous climax. That’s how hard she was coming, how good she obviously felt riding his enormous member.

He asked if she needed a break, and Nora nodded at him, her face flushed with exertion. She worked out when she got the chance (it wasn’t always easy given her sometimes-irregular schedule), but she was still winded from riding him. It was time to let Jake take over for a while.

To my delight, he positioned the phone/camera on a table next to the bed and directed Nora to get on all fours facing it. Then he mounted her from behind, sliding into her while I watched the expression on her face.

“Keep looking at that camera, babe,” he directed her, beginning to warm up as he fucked her with slow strokes. “I want Chad to see your pretty face while you come on this big cock again.”

“Yes,” she gasped. “Please!”

This time, her eyes were open and seemed to meet my own as I watched him slam into her from behind. He started out slowly, but soon began to fuck her mercilessly. Now he had both hands free, so he was able to do things that hadn’t been possible when he’d been holding the camera. He grabbed a handful of her hair and pulled her head back a bit as he slapped her ass, growling at her to take it like a good girl.

She nodded as her eyes strayed from the camera. She was momentarily lost in the moment and had forgotten about the fact that she was putting on a show for her husband, watching from thousands of miles away. That was fine by me. I preferred it, in fact. I would have loved to have somehow been able to watch them completely undetected, without them even knowing that I was there. Then they wouldn’t have had to think about what I might think, and could really have let themselves go. Maybe sometime we could try that — them fucking without documenting it at all, in any way — and I could simply ask Nora questions afterward. That seemed like it would be pretty exciting.

For now, though, they knew that they had an audience. Not that it seemed like either one of them was holding anything back, of course. Nora was lost to the world once again as he gave it to her, hard and rough from behind. She appeared to be climaxing once more. Was it her fourth? Her fifth orgasm? I’d lost count, and it didn’t even matter. All that mattered was that she was enjoying herself, and that Jake was enjoying my wife’s body.

Suddenly, without warning, he pulled out and shot a tremendous load all over her back, up to her neck. He got off the bed and grabbed the phone, shooting a view of Nora’s back so I could inspect the cum that he’d shot onto her.

“Damn, that felt like a lot!”

She giggled.

“It was a lot, babe. But I’ve got more for you.”

“I need it…”

The second video was over.

Just as I was about to text them something about how much I liked it, I got another message from Jake. This time, it was a photo. It showed Nora, on her knees, smiling at the camera with her eyes pinched tightly closed. Her face was absolutely covered in thick ropes of cum.

Sorry, wrote Jake, I forgot to get a video of this one. But you can see the results, and hopefully fill in the blanks yourself.

I couldn’t take it any longer. The pent-up arousal filled me until I felt like I was going to burst. Staring at the photograph of my wife’s cum-covered face, I touched my own cock and shot a huge load that leaked out of the tip of my member for what seemed like a full minute. I didn’t spray as hard or as far as Jake did, but I felt immensely satisfied, for a few sweet moments, at least. Then I fell asleep, my phone in my hand. It was late at night, and the experiences of the last few hours had left me exhausted, even if all of the actual “action” had lasted less than half an hour.
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When I woke up the next morning — only a few hours later — there were more messages on my phone. I was a bit disgusted by the fact that my hands and part of the bedsheets were covered in dried semen, so I spent a few minutes stripping the bed and then headed to the bathroom before I picked up my phone to read the messages.

There were several from Nora, who assured me that she had had an incredible time, and that they were already planning to do it again, even though they weren’t finished yet (they were, however, going to sleep). The other messages were from Jake. There were two more videos and a couple of photos. The photos showed Nora on her knees, smiling up at the camera as he lay his cock across her face. It was still clearly her, even if the thickness of his shaft obscured most of her features.

I jerked off while watching one of the videos, in which Jake fucked Nora in the missionary position, filming the expression on her face as he penetrated her with his impossibly large cock. After giving her a series of orgasms, he pulled out and finished in her open mouth. I climaxed at the same time, then jumped in the shower. It felt good to be clean.

I felt drained, in all senses of the word. Physically and emotionally. In this sense, however, — the latter one — it wasn’t necessarily a bad thing. I didn’t regret setting up Nora and Jake. I felt neither positive nor negative about the entire situation. Almost as if I’d been a mere outside observer, simply assessing the situation.

As I was finishing my shower, I heard my phone buzz. It was an incoming call. I jumped out quickly and saw that Nora had attempted to video chat with me. I called her back, wrapping myself in the towel. She answered, sitting on a bed in a hotel room, wearing a hotel robe, with her hair wrapped in a coiled towel, something she often did at home. She was beaming at me.

“Hey, Mr. Reynolds!”

“Hey Mrs. Reynolds! How’re you doing?”

“I’m doing great,” she said, sighing. “I take it you saw the videos?”

“I saw the ones that Jake sent me. For all I know, there might be more. It seems like the two of you really hit it off.”

She giggled, nodding.

“That’s an understatement,” she said. “I feel like I’m drunk, and I haven’t had anything to drink. I think I might be in love!”

I felt a stab in my stomach. She must have seen my reaction, because she quickly added:

“In love with his cock, of course. Not with Jake. Not that he’s not a great guy. He’s very cool. Very funny. That was just a poor choice of words. Sorry, baby. You’re not mad at me, are you, Chad?”

“No, no,” I said, shaking my head and trying to recover. “I understand. It’s totally normal that you would have some…strong feelings after an encounter like that. I totally get it.”

“Thank you,” she said, a bit sheepishly. “I really didn’t mean it like that. It’s just been so much fun. You have no idea. I really wish you could have been here to see it. You would have loved it, babe. He’s huge. The only bad thing is I can tell I’m going to be extremely sore tomorrow.”

“Are you going in to work? I can’t remember.”

“Yeah,” she said. “But I’ll use a sick day if it’s really bad. I can’t be limping down the halls of the hospital because I got fucked so hard.”

I laughed.

“Yeah, I bet people would ask you a lot of questions.”

“They sure would. Some of those doctors might guess what was going on.”

“Really? I doubt that. You think they’d suspect an innocent girl like you of cheating on her husband?”

“Maybe some of them can tell that I’m not so innocent. Come to think of it, there are a couple of cute residents…”

“You’re driving me crazy now,” I said. “I’ve barely wrapped my mind around the fact that things moved so fast between you and Jake, and now you’re talking about hooking up with another guy?”

“I didn’t mean it seriously,” she said. “I was only joking. And besides, I’m so sore right now I can’t possibly imagine letting anyone anywhere near my pussy.”

“There’s always your mouth.”

“That’s sore, too!”

She paused for a moment.

“Where is Jake right now? Is he in the shower?”

“No, he’s asleep I guess. We got separate rooms. I thought it would be weird to share with him.”

“It’s weird to sleep in the same bed as him, but not weird to fuck him all night?” I laughed.

“Yeah,” she said, a bit defensively. “I want to save some things for my husband.”

“I appreciate that.”

“And I appreciate you,” she said, smiling at me. “And I miss you. I really wish you were here. We’d have so much fun talking about every detail of what happened…”

“I know we would. We can talk about it soon.”

“Not soon enough. I have to go to sleep, and I know that you’ve probably got things to do, too.”

“I do,” I said. “But I think we should make a point of chatting again as soon as possible.”

“We will,” she said. “I’ll text you as soon as I get up. Hopefully you won’t already be asleep.”

“I’ll try to wait up for you,” I promised.
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Nora and I had a long talk that night, when she was waking up and I was just heading to bed again. She really was too sore to go to work. She demonstrated her limp for me. Jake had told her that it was a common occurrence among the women that he’d fucked, and I couldn’t help but wonder if Nora had been exaggerating about Dave’s size, since she’d never mentioned anything like that happening before in the past. When I hinted at this fact, she told me that she actually had been pretty sore that first time, but had just sucked it up and gone to work anyway. Besides, David hadn’t fucked her as hard or for as long as Jake just had.

Jake, for his part, laid pretty low. He didn’t text me at all, and didn’t angle for another meeting with Nora. I asked Nora if she’d been in contact with him since they said goodbye at the hotel, and she said that he’d texted the next morning to ask if she’d slept well and gotten home safely, but that was all.

I felt relieved that the “love” that Nora had professed for Jake really did seem to extend only to his cock after all. There didn’t seem to be a profound emotional attachment. At least not as far as either one of them was letting on.

We hadn’t discussed any “ground rules” for Nora’s new relationship, like if she was allowed to see him (or even chat with him) without me knowing. I kind of liked leaving things loose like that. She would be able to do what she wanted, and maybe something really exciting would result.

Doubt started to nag at me, however, one day after I had a particularly long day on the job and I called Nora during one of our normal chat times when I got back to my apartment. Usually she picked up immediately and was eager to talk to me. This time, however, she didn’t answer. I texted her and received no reply for a few minutes.

I knew that it was nothing to worry about. Not really. But I couldn’t help wondering what she was doing. I was her husband, after all. What kinds of priorities could she have before me?

I realized this was a stupid thought. She did have people in her life who came before me, and that was ok. Her parents, to be precise. They lived nearby, and she saw them often. But she’d just had dinner over at their place a couple of nights ago, so I couldn’t imagine that she’d missed a video call with me just to hang out with them. Maybe one of them had had an emergency. Or there had been some kind of major accident or health crisis in the community that had necessitated her going into work immediately.

That had happened a few years ago, when we were still dating: there had been a mass shooting at a UPS warehouse nearby, and she’d been called into work after just getting home so that she could look after patients while the other, fresher nurses assisted the trauma surgeons in the ER. She’d been totally dead after that shift. I still remembered the look in her eye.

I was thinking all of these thoughts, and even beginning to feel sorry for her, when I suddenly noticed an update on her Instagram. It was a selfie of her at a restaurant.

Love the tasting menu at this place, she wrote. I checked the time stamp. She’d uploaded it only a few minutes before.

I studied her outfit. She was dressed up. Her makeup was done and she was wearing a low-cut blouse that really showed off the “ladies” as she liked to call them.

She… was on a date? Was she standing me up, even though she must have seen that I tried to call, and posting pictures on Instagram instead? Who was she meeting? Had she already met him?

I immediately thought about the cute residents that she’d mentioned. Had one of them asked her out? I’d only approved the date with Jake, not with anyone else. I trusted him. With my life, if need be. I didn’t know if I could trust any other guys.

I was absolutely floored by this turn of events. I couldn’t wrap my mind around it at all. It was so out of character for her to forget one of our appointments, and then (over and above everything else) to just turn around and post a picture of herself at a restaurant in a sexy outfit?

I tried to hold back my feelings. I was wracked with jealousy and anxiety. I felt it in the pit of my stomach. I paced the room for several minutes, staring at my phone, then I threw it on the bed. I needed to get out. I needed a change of pace.

I went down to the gym in my apartment complex and stepped onto the treadmill. It was around 6:00 at night, and there were a few other guys who I recognized there working out. They were all expats like me, of course. Most of them worked for military contractors like I did, but a few of them probably worked for petrol companies. I wondered if any of them had chaotic long-distance relationships like I did. They probably wouldn’t talk about it even if they did.

I stepped onto a treadmill and started walking, even though I wasn’t in my workout clothes. I walked for a few minutes, staring ahead out the window onto the courtyard of the apartment complex. There were palm trees in pots and colorful tiles. They’d done a great job of making the place seem hospitable, even though right now, at the moment, I felt further away from home than ever.

I looked at my watch. It was 6:11. What time was it on the East Coast? 11:11. AM or PM?

AM, of course.

So what had Nora been doing at the restaurant at 10:30 AM? Why had she been dressed like that?

I hit the big red “STOP” button on the treadmill and cursed under my breath.

Fucking idiot, I said to myself, walking as briskly as I could back to the elevator without attracting too much undue attention, how could you be so stupid?

The photo of Nora in the restaurant had clearly been taken at night. There had been a Chinese lantern-style light in the photograph.

She’d posted it well after she took it. Of course.

I ran to the elevator, slowing down only when I became self-conscious about the other men in the gym seeing me and wondering what I was doing sprinting to the elevators. I got back to my apartment and checked my phone: sure enough, there was a text and a missed call from Nora.

Hey babe, she’d written, sorry I missed your call.

I called her back right away. To my relief, she picked up.

“I’m so sorry, babe,” she said. “I’m glad you’re here.”

“No, I’m sorry,” I said, deciding against explaining my own idiocy and the way that I’d misinterpreted her post. “There's a lot going on here.”

“Of course. There’s a lot going on here as well. But I’m glad we got a chance to talk.”

We chatted about the last couple of days in both of our lives. She brought up her trip to the restaurant, the one that had resulted in the post that had caused me so much jealousy. It turned out that it had been a happy-hour get together with some other nurses. I told her that I’d seen the picture, but I didn’t mention my incorrect interpretation of events. I did, however, tease her about looking so sexy.

“Are you trying to find another guy to fool around with?”

She frowned. For a moment, I thought I’d offended her.

“No,” she said. “I don’t want to sleep with just anyone. I’d rather there be a real connection there, like the one that I have with Jake. And of course I’d discuss it with you first before I did anything.”

“Tell me more about that,” I said, my curiosity awakened. “Your connection with Jake. You guys hit it off much faster than I’d ever expected. I mean, you went from seeing him in person for the first time to sucking his cock in the bathroom. How did he manage to flip your switch like that?”

She smiled, looking off into the distance for a moment.

“In some ways,” she began, “it’s hard for me to explain, because it involves something that is impossible to create or even describe. What people call ‘chemistry.’ I’ve only felt it with a few people. With David, with Jake, and of course with you, Mr. Reynolds.”

My heart leapt for joy. At least she was still putting me in the category of people she had “chemistry” with. And her mischievous smile put me back in the place I had been just after we met. Maybe I was still her “Mr. Reynolds” after all.

“But I think it was the fact that he was both very insistent and very laid back at the same time. He was dominant but not in any way desperate,” she continued. “Plus he has a great smile.”

I’d never thought of Jake’s smile. He didn’t actually smile much when he was around the guys. Must have been something he reserved for the ladies.

“I think I understand,” I said.

“Good,” she said. “Because I’ve been meaning to ask you something…”

“What?”

My heart was in my throat.

“Would it be ok if I saw Jake again? I am just feeling really…lonely without you around.”

“Lonely? Or horny? Because if you’re only lonely…”

She blushed.

“Ok, Mr. Reynolds, you’re going to come out and make me say it, aren’t you? I really miss him. I need to get fucked like that again. It’s just that…”

“Just what?”

“Well, I thought it was fun that he made videos to share with you. But it also kind of took me out of the moment. I was worried about what you would think when you saw the videos. How you would feel. If you would judge me.”

“I wouldn’t judge you,” I said, unsure of what she was getting at. “This is all for your pleasure.”

“Is it really, though? I mean, I understand that you want me to be fulfilled, and I really appreciate it. But when Jake is filming, he’s not focusing on me. So I don’t enjoy myself as much as I might if he wasn’t doing that.”

I thought for a moment. Part of me, the jealous part, was somehow suspicious. Was she afraid of how I would react to her and Jake together, if I could see who she “really” was, when she wasn’t worried about “performing” on camera for me? I tried to suppress this feeling, but I could tell that she knew something was wrong.

“What’s the matter, honey?”

“Nothing,” I said. “I understand that you might not want to perform all the time.”

“Do you really understand?”

“Yes,” I said. “I’m just struggling with my feelings right now. Not because you’re sleeping with Jake. But because you’re so far away.”

“I know,” she said. “But we’re going to be able to see each other again in just a few weeks…”

“It’s so close, but still so far away.”

“I know, babe. And I want to make you happy. So if you don’t want me to sleep with Jake…”

“No, it’s not that. I do want you to sleep with him. I guess I’m just going to miss seeing the videos.”

She smiled, then paused for a moment.

“How about this,” she said, “I’ll send you before and after pics. Then, once we’re together again, we can relive everything together. I can stroke your cock or ride you while I tell you all about it. How do you like that?”

I felt myself getting hard at the possibility.

“I think I’d like that. My imagination would be running wild. It might be really, really fun.”

“Mmm,” she said, licking her lips a little. “Do you want to hear your wife talk about her lover’s big thick cock sliding into her tight wet pussy? Do you want to hear about how your sexy little nurse milked a big hard dick between her big soft tits?”

“Careful, Nora,” I said. “You’re getting me hard right now.”

“Good,” she said. “Why don’t you play with it for me? Get out that cock and stroke it while I tell you all about how I can’t wait to submit to Jake’s big hard dick.”

“Yes,” I gasped, reaching down and freeing my erection and beginning to stroke it.

“I want things to be really special for him next time,” she said, touching herself now, too. “I want him to come to our place, babe. I want to cook him dinner, then suck his cock while he has a drink before we eat. I want to swallow all of his cum so he’s not too distracted during dinner. Then, after dinner, I’ll take him by the hand and lead him up to the bedroom. Our bedroom, babe. Then I’ll change into the lingerie that I wore on our wedding night. You remember, right, babe? The pink lace teddy? You said that my boobs looked spectacular in it.”

“I remember,” I said breathlessly, my entire body tense.

I was close to orgasm, but I held myself back, struggling against my need for release.

“Then I want him to ruin me, babe. I want him to take your cute wife and use her like a sex doll. He can spank me, face-fuck me, ruin my makeup. Throw me down on the bed and drill my tight little pussy from above, or flip me over and take me from behind. He can pull my hair, call me his little slut, whatever he wants. It’s all there for him to take, in the bed that we used to share, babe. The bed that you used to share with your innocent young wife…”

“Oh God, Nora,” I gasped. “This is amazing. I wish I could be there.”

“Maybe you can be there the next time we do it,” she said. “Maybe you’ll even cook us dinner. Maybe you can be there to see your wife get manhandled by a true alpha male…”

I groaned and shot my load, trickling down all over my hand.

“God, Nora, that was incredible. You have such a dirty mind.”

“I know, honey,” she said. “I’m glad you like it. But I’ve got to go now. Maybe I’ll text Jake after work!”

She blew me a kiss.

“Bye-bye,” I said, waving.

“Bye-bye, Mr. Reynolds. I love you!”

“I love you, too!”
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And so that was the arrangement for the next few weeks. Nora was right: it wouldn’t be long now until we saw each other again. My 6-month probationary period was almost up. After that, I could request a transfer back stateside if I wanted to. Those weren’t usually granted immediately, though, as Mark had warned me.

That was ok. I was confident that Nora and I could weather the storm of a long-distance relationship for a while longer. And I was intrigued by the new possibilities that our “arrangement” had opened up. She could see Jake pretty much anytime she wanted, as far as I was concerned. That’s what I told myself anyway.

We’d only made plans for the next encounter, though, not any further out than that. Nora was going to set things up and let me know when it was all going down (so to speak).

So I was a little surprised when it was Jake who texted me first about their next encounter.

I’m going to see your girl tomorrow, he wrote, just wanted to make sure you knew about it. I’m all about communication.

Thanks, I wrote, I know all about it. But I appreciate you telling me.

I tried not to get paranoid. Maybe Nora hadn’t said anything to me already because she wanted to make sure it was a sure thing. That he didn’t already have plans. Who wouldn’t cancel plans for a chance to be with Nora? I thought to myself.

Another day at work came and went. I had a frustrating meeting with a Saudi official. It was so typical: he was meticulously pleasant and hospitable when I went to his office, drinking tea with me for almost three hours before gently brushing me off: his bureau couldn’t possibly accommodate my request for an expanded import permit. The government had very strict regulations (he was telling the truth about this) and they never made exceptions (this was the part he was lying about).

Great. Another lead chased down for nothing. And now there was the thing with Nora not telling me about seeing Jake.

I tried not to sound irritated when we talked that night.

“How was your day, babe?”

I told her all about the fruitless meeting with my Saudi “friend.” She listened sympathetically, then told me about some drama at work: one of the doctors was under investigation for prescribing drugs to his friends, some of them women.

“I wonder if he’s fucking them,” she giggled.

“He probably is,” I said. “I mean, or else he’s a drug dealer and is selling it to them.”

“I don’t think so,” she said. “I think he was writing the prescriptions for them and they were picking them up.”

“Wild,” I said, yawning.

“Is everything ok?”

Nora was concerned.

“Yes,” I said. “I’m fine. Is there anything else new with you?”

She furrowed her brow.

“No, I don’t think so…”

“Nothing? No plans for tomorrow?”

She looked confused for a moment. Was there something I didn’t understand? Why would Jake have texted me if he wasn’t really going to meet up with her? I remembered the photo of her in the restaurant. Had I been right all along?

“Oh,” she said, “you mean Jake! He’s coming by for dinner tonight. That will be tomorrow your time. I was going to tell you, but I got so busy. I had to buy groceries right after work so I can make him dinner. I’m going to do banh mi sandwiches. Do you think he’ll like that?”

I loved Nora’s banh mi. I had no idea where a white girl like her had learned to cook things like that. But the fact that she seemed to be so unconcerned about not telling me her plans filled me with a sense of dread. Was the fact that she didn’t tell me right away a red flag? Or was I making a mountain out of a molehill?

Maybe I wasn’t cut out for this whole hotwifing business.

“He’ll love the sandwiches, Nora,” I said. “But I’m not sure if I want you to meet up with him anymore.”

She frowned.

“What are you talking about, babe?”

“I’m talking about the fact that you didn’t tell me that he was coming over tonight. After we’d agreed to communicate.”

“I did tell you, though,” she said, her voice breaking a little. “It's not like I’m trying to hide it.”

“Then why did I have to hear it from Jake first?”

I couldn’t help the anger that was rising in my voice. I was really mad. I didn’t like the fact that I was on the verge of yelling at my wife, but I also couldn’t help the feelings that were welling up inside me. How else could I get across to her that what she’d done had hurt me?

“I was going to tell you. I was going to send you some pictures after the…event. As a kind of fun surprise.”

I paused for a moment. It was a believable enough story, but I had absolutely no way of knowing if she was telling the truth, or if she’d just made it up on the spur of the moment to pacify me.

“Really,” I said, “so first it just slipped your mind, and now it was going to be a surprise all along? What am I supposed to believe, anyway?”

“Chad, babe…”

She seemed to be fumbling for words. That wasn’t something that an honest woman would do, I decided.

“Fine,” I said. “You obviously can’t handle telling me the truth. You can do what you want to tonight, but I don’t want to hear anything about it. In fact, I don’t want to hear from you. Ever again.”

“What? Chad, you can’t mean that…”

“If you can’t be honest with me, then I don’t see how any of this has a future.”

“Chad —.”

The tears welled up in my eyes and I fumbled for the button that would end the call on the phone, finally finding it.

I lay back on my bed, staring at the ceiling.

What had I done? I hadn’t explicitly said that I wanted a divorce, but it was hard to see the situation evolving into anything but that. How was I going to trust her again? And if I had been wrong, how would she ever forgive me for the things that I’d said?

Had my marriage just failed? It seemed so sudden. One minute, we had been at the heights of ecstasy, sharing so many new and exciting experiences. The next minute, I was hanging up on my wife and telling her I never wanted to talk to her again. One minute we’d been sharing gossip from work, but in the next, we’d become totally estranged.
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I called an acquaintance of mine, a guy on my team who’d been working in Saudi for a long time and who knew all kinds of tricks of expat life, including where to get alcohol. (The safest and most foolproof way was to make it yourself).

His name was Phil. He was an Australian, probably 45 years old or so. He was tall, broad-shouldered and stocky. He told me he’d been a rugby player in his youth, and it was clear that he still tried to keep in shape, even if wasn’t doing as much cardio as he had back in his rugby days.

Phil had been making homemade wine out of grape juice and bread yeast for years, and had offered me some the first day that I met him. I’d turned him down back then, not wanting to take any chances getting caught by the Saudi religious authorities. But now I needed a drink, and he was the best bet of me getting one.

He didn’t pick up the phone, but I left a voicemail. A couple of minutes later, I got a text from him telling me to take a cab to his place, and plan on spending the night. I was grateful for a distraction, and somehow touched that the man had responded so quickly.

The decor of Phil’s place was an amalgam of east and west. He lived by himself in one of the larger apartments in an expat compound that I’d never been to before. The walls were hung with fine Persian-style rugs and baskets of uncertain provenance. There were two ornate carved benches out of dark wood in his entryway that seemed to be antiques.

“Those are actually from Palestine,” he said, noticing my eyes register the benches. “During the British era. Made by some of the earliest Jewish settlers to the place. The actual furniture style is Russian, but was probably an attempt to copy French styles from the 18th century. I picked it up for a song from a dealer in Istanbul who had no idea what he had. And the Turks think they’re such master hagglers!”

This didn’t seem like the type of guy who would be making rotgut prison hooch in his bathtub. But we were in Saudi, after all.

Phil let out a huge laugh and slapped me on the back.

“Ready for a drink? I’ve got a Pinot Noir I’ve been saving.”

I assumed he had been joking, but when I swished the clear red liquid in my glass a few minutes later, I realized that he hadn’t been kidding: the subtle notes of the wine tickled my taste buds and warmed me inside. It had been so long since I’d had a drink that I felt tipsy after a single sip.

Phil noticed and smiled.

“Bet you weren’t expecting the real stuff, huh? Fact of the matter is, it’s legally dangerous and quite difficult from a practical standpoint to smuggle good wine into the country. But you can bring in all the high-quality grape juice you want! I even got some skins and stems shipped to me as well, to recreate some of that mouthfeel we all love. Course it’s not the same as leaving the skins on in the first place, but it’s a good compromise. The yeast was a different problem. Bread yeast is easy to get here, but for grapes as good as these, you’re really going to need something from either France or California. Maybe Oregon. Don’t get me wrong: there are some excellent Pinots coming out of my homeland these days, but…”

I liked hearing Phil talk about the winemaking process, and the issues he faced doing it illegally. It made what might have been a rather tame hobby into something dangerous, almost romantic, an impression helped by his Australian accent, which to my American ears was exotic. By the time we’d opened the second bottle — which wasn’t a wine bottle at all, but rather a narrow-necked glass bottle with a screw-top lid that had once held juice — I was pleasantly drunk and had managed to push my problems with Nora to the back of my mind completely.
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I don’t remember much of the rest of the evening, but I slept in Phil’s spare bedroom and rose with the sun. I bid him a hasty farewell, rinsed out my mouth with toothpaste and water, taking care to make sure there were no wine stains on my teeth, and then called a cab to take me to the office, where I arrived 35 minutes late. I hadn’t been able to shower or shave, so I probably looked as bad as I felt. It wasn’t easy to go from not drinking for weeks (since my vacation with Nora in Rome) to pounding a couple of bottles in a single sitting.

I went to my office and logged into my computer, but I found myself staring at the screen, my emotions swirling. Living in Saudi Arabia while maintaining a long-distance relationship with my wife would have been a true test of resilience even if hotwifing hadn’t been thrown into the mix. But the fact that we’d decided it would be a good idea to open up our marriage like this meant that I didn’t only have to deal with a baffling foreign culture and scorching heat, but also the unfamiliar emotions that came from having my deepest fantasies become a reality.

I felt trapped. More adrift than I had in Iraq. At least there, I’d had a clear mission, even if I’d sometimes doubted the purpose that the US had in being in the country in the first place.

Mr. Palmer — that is to say, Mark as I’d come to call him — was as perceptive as ever, must have noticed the toll everything was taking on me. How could he not have? His head suddenly appeared in my office door, concern etched on his face.

"Hey, Chad," Mark greeted me, his voice cautious. “I’ve been wanting to chat with you. I've noticed you've been going through a rough patch lately.”

“Is it that obvious?” The tone in his voice immediately put me at ease, even if I was still quite embarrassed at having been called out so directly.

“Is it culture shock? The heat? I moved here with my wife and children, which gave me a built-in support network, even if it made other things difficult. But I can only imagine the challenges you must be facing in a long-distance marriage."

He suddenly caught himself, as if worried that he’d gotten too personal.

“I didn’t mean to overstep any professional boundaries,” he added quickly, “it’s just that in a situation like this, it’s pretty hard not to get personal with other expats, since we’re all facing similar issues.”

I sighed, appreciating his genuine concern. "It's a combination of things, Mark.”

I was searching for words, and hoping that it wasn’t that obvious that I couldn’t (or didn’t want to) tell him the whole truth.

“The cultural differences are much more pronounced than I anticipated. The traditions, the conservative religious customs, and the language barrier have all been pretty overwhelming. And of course — as you said — there’s the relentless heat that seems to follow me everywhere I go.”

Would he realize that I was lying, simply spitting out cliches to get him off my back? I didn’t want his help, and I wasn’t convinced that he would be able to make me feel better, no matter how well-intentioned he was.

Mark nodded, his eyes not seeming to detect my attempt at deception. "Life in Saudi can be incredibly challenging. The contrast to the States doesn’t really get much more stark. But remember, Chad, we're here to support you. The team is like a family, and we'll help you navigate through the cultural intricacies. We’ve built up quite a supportive network over the years, and you’re not the first one of us to be having issues adjusting to this life."

I felt a tiny burst of comfort in his words, almost in spite of myself. It was more his considerate tone than anything specific that he said. After all, he was probably repeating something that he’d read in a book on management. Nevertheless, I suddenly felt a little less alone.

“I’ve noticed that it's also impacting your work,” Mark continued gently. “You've been arriving late, and your focus seems scattered. It's understandable, given the adjustments you're going through. But we want to help you find your footing again.”

There it was. The real reason for his concern. Not my personal well-being so much as the company’s bottom line.

A mixture of gratitude and guilt washed over me. How could I be so cynical? Why did I automatically think that this was just about my performance for the company? Wasn’t it at least possible that he actually cared about me as a person? After all, he really was a fellow ex-pat, and as such probably had problems of his own adjusting to life in Saudi, even if he wasn’t in a complicated hotwife situation with his wife.

And I had let my personal life get out of control. I’d never meant for what was happening between Nora and I to seep into my professional life and cause me to neglect the responsibilities I once held dear. God knows we needed the money, too!

“I appreciate your understanding, Mark,” I replied, my voice tinged with gratitude, despite my best efforts to remain neutral. “It's all been a little overwhelming, but I don't want to let my personal issues define my time here. I need to find a way to strike a balance and regain my focus.”

I tried to choose my words to reflect the kind of corporate language that I thought would appeal to him. Despite my regret for my knee-jerk cynicism, I still wasn’t ready to open up to Mark about the real reasons for my recent drop in performance.

Mark leaned forward, his expression one of unwavering support. “That's the spirit, Chad. Remember, you’ve got to take care of yourself over here, the best you can. It’s important for all of us to find ways to immerse ourselves in Saudi customs and traditions, but also hold on to our own identity and values. It's a delicate dance, but one that can be mastered with time and perseverance. Take it from me. I even raised a family here!”

His words resonated within me despite myself. I knew that I hadn’t been telling him the whole truth, but maybe he was right after all. Maybe the culture clash and the heat were contributing factors to my malaise. Maybe my mood swings hadn’t only been caused by Nora’s hotwife experiments, but also by my difficulties letting go and really trying to integrate here in a more profound way. Against my expectations, I began to feel the stirring of a renewed sense of determination.

“Thank you, Mark,” I said, with as much sincerity as I could muster. “I appreciate that you and the rest of the team have my back. And I’m sure what I’m going through isn’t really all that different from what you and countless other expats have had to deal with. Knowing that makes it a little easier to bear, even if it still seems overwhelming right now.”

Mark's smile widened, his supportive nature shining through. If he was faking it, he sure was good at it. “Adjusting to a new culture takes time, and we're here to support you every step of the way. Trust me, you’d rather be here than in sub-Saharan Africa. At least you don’t have to worry about child soldiers and warlords!”

I chuckled.

“I guess that’s right.”

Mark was silent for a moment, as if sensing for the first time that I wasn’t telling him the whole truth about my personal problems. I felt his friendly gaze become unbearable, as if I was under a compulsion to speak.

“The truth is,” I stammered, “it’s not just the culture clash. Or the climate. As you correctly guessed, being apart from my wife has caused a certain…strain in our marriage.”

Mark nodded, his brow furrowed.

“That’s not at all surprising, and perfectly natural. But even if it’s normal, that doesn’t make it easy to deal with, or not extremely dangerous for your relationship. So I have another suggestion. I know this won't solve everything, but perhaps it's worth considering. Have you thought about taking some time off to go back home and spend a couple of weeks with Nora? It’s still premature to request a transfer, but getting that time off should be no problem. Even though your probationary period isn’t over. I’ll expedite your request and I’m almost certain it will be granted by the head office. We need good workers, and good workers have to have their head in the game. Especially when it comes to logistics.”

His suggestion caught me off guard. The thought of returning home to Nora, even if only for a short time, stirred a mix of emotions within me. On one hand, I longed to see her, to hold her in my arms and tell her how much I cared. To beg her forgiveness for reacting the way I had during our last conversation. On the other hand, I wondered if a mere couple of weeks would be enough to mend the growing distance between us.

“I understand your concern, Mark,” I replied, my voice filled with a mixture of gratitude and uncertainty. I couldn’t help but think about my final words to Nora during our last phone call. How was I going to come back from that? I’d basically asked her for a separation, if not a divorce.

I sighed. “I'm not sure if a couple of weeks will be sufficient to address the underlying issues we're facing. It's more complicated than just being physically apart.”

Mark nodded, his expression filled with concern. He paused for a moment, as if carefully choosing his next words. “Think of it as a chance to reassess your priorities. To reflect on what brought you together in the first place. Sometimes, a small step in the right direction can make all the difference.”

I pondered this, feeling torn between the desire to close the rift between Nora and me and the fear that a brief visit might only exacerbate the deeper issues.

What if she refused to stop seeing Jake?

What if she took another lover?

What if she’d already slept with other guys?

“Chad, please understand that this decision is entirely up to you," my boss said. “Really. You can have the time off, or not. Whatever you think is best for you and your family. Remember, we're here to support you. We want to see you thrive, both personally and professionally.”

His sincerity touched me deeply, and I found myself listening to what he said, almost in spite of myself. I couldn’t help but begin to believe that he really did want me to succeed.

“Thank you, Mark,” I finally replied. “I really do appreciate your concern. It’s clear that I need to do something. You’ve given me a lot to think about.”

I nodded to him and then stepped out of the office, my mind buzzing with thoughts and possibilities. The decision to take some time off and return to Nora might be a step towards working through the issues that her hotwife experiments were causing in our marriage.

But I had to admit that I was still angry at her for concealing her meeting with Jake from me. I didn’t know if I could face the prospect of contacting her again, even to tell her that I was coming home.

I felt like she should be the one to initiate contact with me.

I was the aggrieved party here. I was the one who had been wronged. She’d broken the terms of our agreement. Or had been about to, anyway.

I slowly began to realize that I wasn’t in any kind of state to think about things rationally. I needed to stop thinking and act.

I was going home. I was going to sort things out with Nora once and for all.
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About ten minutes after my conversation with Mark, I stood in the doorway to his office and announced my decision: I was going home. He nodded, a broad smile spreading across his face.

“I’ll notify the home office. You can consider your request for vacation granted. We’ll work out all the details with HR when you get back.”

I thanked him.

“There are some things more important than work,” he said. “Family is one of them.”

“When can I leave?”

“As far as I’m concerned, right away. You might be able to get on a plane tonight. See if Youssef can get you a ticket.”

I stopped by Youssef’s desk and told him what I was looking for: a ticket to the USA, as quickly as possible.
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That evening, I boarded a flight to Newark, New Jersey. I still hadn’t told Nora that I was coming, partially out of pride, partially out of a lingering sense of anger. I didn’t want to allow the fact that I might have overreacted. That she might have really forgotten to tell me about Jake’s visit.

During the flight, I had several hours to mull over our final conversation as I slipped in and out of consciousness, unable to truly come to rest in the uncomfortable plane seat and with all of the thoughts spinning through my head.

By the time we touched down in Newark, I had completely changed my perspective on things: I saw now that I had been in the wrong. I had lashed out at Nora. She had a stressful job, and a lot to keep track of. Wasn’t it at least plausible that she hadn’t been trying to keep secrets from me, that she really had forgotten to tell me about her date with Jake?

The fact that she’d told me she was “in love” with him after their initial encounter (even if she’d quickly qualified it after she’d said it) still nagged at me. But I decided that being in love meant dealing with this kind of uncertainty. Especially in the context of a hotwife relationship.

I was just going to have to trust her.

I texted her as soon as the plane landed.

Honey, I wrote, I’ve got a surprise for you.

There was no answer, at least not for the first five minutes or so after I sent the message.

No matter. Maybe she was at work. I had no idea what her schedule was like on that particular day.

I checked my phone compulsively as I waited to deplane, and then as I stood with the other passengers at the luggage carousel.

Where was she? Why wasn’t she answering my texts?

I retrieved my bag and took it through customs and immigration.

Still no answer from Nora.

My heart was constricting in my chest. I felt like I was going to have a panic attack. Or a heart attack. I sat down on a bench and took some deep breaths.

Then my phone buzzed.

Chad, she wrote, can we talk later? I’m busy at the moment.

Where are you? I wrote.

I said I’m busy. What does it matter to you?

The tone of this last message felt like a knife in my chest. What did it matter to me? I was her husband! Then I remembered how I’d acted during our last call.

I’m sorry for what I said last time we talked.

We need to discuss this later, Chad.

There it was again: Chad. She almost never called me that. She usually used “Mr. Reynolds.” Something was wrong. I could feel it. But I knew that I couldn’t do anything about it until I got home. Luckily, there was a train that would take me to a town where I could get on a bus that would drop me off a few minutes away from our house. I was exhausted and dehydrated from the flight and so jet lagged that I wouldn’t have known what time of day it was if there hadn’t been clocks all over the airport. But I was also completely resolved to get home to see Nora again, and patch things up with her once and for all.
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Two and a half hours later, an Uber driver dropped me off at our door. I had no idea if Nora was home or not, so I let myself in through the front door, dragging my heavy suitcase behind me into the foyer and standing it up next to the closet. I stood in the house for a moment, listening for signs of life. Hearing nothing, I called out.

“Nora?”

There was no answer. She must have been at work after all.

Exhausted, I dragged my suitcase down the hall to our master bedroom, where I pulled it up next to the bed and then flopped onto my back, looking up at the ceiling. In my tired state, I hadn’t bothered to look around my house to see what changes Nora had made in my absence. There would be time to do that later, I thought.

First, just a little nap…
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When I opened my eyes, it was pitch-black in the room. Outside the window, a single, strangely familiar streetlight shone. I didn’t know where I was at first, and my body went into fight or flight mode, my limbs flailing out to all sides. I pawed at my chest, feeling for my vest, then I tapped my head, noting that my helmet was gone as well. I was about to reach for my rifle when it slowly dawned on me where I was: not in Iraq, but back home.

In my own house.

I breathed a little more slowly, finally coming back down to earth.

As my panic faded, I began to be aware of the light that was seeping under the bedroom door, from the hallway that led to the living room. Not only was there a light on where there hadn’t been one before, there were also voices.

One of them was Nora’s. One of them was a man’s.

The voice of a man I knew very well.

It was Jake. It had to be. I knew the cadence of his speech, even if I couldn’t understand what either of them were saying. A million thoughts flowed through my brain, but I couldn’t move. I lay there on the bed like I was paralyzed, listening to the muffled but unmistakable sound of my wife’s laughter.

I thought back on the story she’d told me about her first lover, David. Hadn’t she cautioned me about something like this happening? Hadn’t she told me that she would need to have an emotional connection to the guy she was sleeping with? That even a big cock wouldn’t be enough?

But what was actually happening between her and Jake? It was obvious that they had incredible compatibility — at least from a sexual standpoint — but did their chemistry go beyond that?

And then there was Jake. I thought back to what he’d told me. The assurances he’d given me about his loyalty to me as a friend, first and foremost. The fact that he promised open communication.

I contemplated stumbling out of the room and announcing my presence. It was my house, after all, and they shouldn’t have been shocked to find me there, even if I was supposed to be overseas. Didn’t the text that I’d sent Nora aroused her suspicions in the slightest? I checked my phone to see if she’d sent any follow-up messages.

Nothing.

Probably too busy getting ready for her date with Jake, I thought to myself.

The sounds from the other part of the house had suddenly ceased. There was a strange quiet, as if they’d left the building. Maybe they really were going out to dinner or something?

No. I would have heard the door close. A car in the driveway. Something.

Then there was a slight giggle. A sigh.

A slap.

A gasp from Nora.

Jake growled something in a low voice.

Nora answered in a high, plaintive tone.

I knew what was about to happen, or happening already. A shiver of anticipation, an intoxicating mixture of horror and arousal shot through my entire body.

I sat bolt upright in bed, covered in cold sweat.

Another slapping noise. A moan.

What was I going to do? Go out and confront them? What would be the point of that, exactly? I might make myself feel better in the short term, but in the long term it would probably mean the end of my marriage. Nora would feel betrayed, even if she was the one doing the betraying.

But I couldn’t just sit there on the bed. What if they decided to move things into the bedroom? They’d find me here and the effect would be the same as if I’d burst out into the living room to confront them.

I really didn’t have many good options. But as I sat there on the bed, mulling things over, the sounds coming from down the hall told me that I didn’t need to make a decision: Nora and Jake had already decided.

They were fucking. That much was clear. That meant that they wouldn’t be moving to the bedroom anytime soon.

Nora was saying something. She was moaning some words that I couldn’t understand as she took his dick. I couldn’t hear the thrusts, but I could sense the rhythm of his assault on her pussy through the gaps, the rises and dips in the pitch of her vocalizations.

I swung my legs over the side of the bed and gently brought my feet to the floor. I was still wearing the shoes I’d been traveling in. They weren’t especially quiet, but luckily the carpet was thick and there was little chance of me making a sound. I knew that I could probably sneak into the hallway without being detected, especially because they were so intensely entwined.

My heart was thumping, but I was also painfully erect, so much so that it was difficult to walk. That was ok, because I had to take care not to make too much noise as I moved towards the door.

“Yes,” Nora moaned, her voice getting louder. “Oh God. Fuck me. Yes.”

Those words I could understand.

I tiptoed to the bedroom door and gripped the knob, twisting it slowly, then pushing the door open. Now the two sounded like they were in the same room with me.

“You like that dick?”

“Yes, Sir,” she moaned.

The tone in which she said “sir” made her sound so docile, so submissive. I remembered the words that she’d spoken to me during one of our video sex chats. At the time, it seemed like they might have been spoken in the heat of the moment, as a way to thrill me. Now they seemed like they had been a straightforward expression of her desire: I want him to ruin me, babe. I want him to take your cute wife and use her like a sex doll…

Was that what was happening out there now, in my own living room? Was my wife willingly turning herself into Jake’s perfect submissive slut?

I opened the bedroom door just wide enough to slip out into the hallway. I could hear them as clearly now as if they’d been standing next to me, but I still couldn’t tell exactly where in the house they were. The first floor of our ranch-style house had an open plan, with a kitchen, dining room and living room all together in one large space.

I inched my way down the hall towards this large area, hoping that the two lovers wouldn’t be facing the hallway and immediately notice my presence. The sounds that they were making made it unlikely in my estimation, but I still couldn’t be sure. My cock was leaking so much precum that the front of my khaki shorts were stained.

Finally, I reached the edge of the hallway, where it joined the large open-plan room. Peeking just around the corner, I saw them: Jake, shirtless, his slacks around his ankle, towered over Nora, who was bent over the kitchen island, standing on a small footstool to facilitate entry by the much larger man. She was wearing a sundress that had been bunched up around her hips, and a pink thong that Jake had pulled to the side. I had a perfect view of the action. I could see my petite, busty blond wife being penetrated by Jake’s impressively thick phallus as he pulled her hair with one hand, while his other guided her hips. She was fucking him as much as he was fucking her. I’d never known her to thrust her hips back on a dick like that, but then again, it might have been dangerous if she’d tried it with me, given the difference in length between me and Jake.

I wondered if the thought of me even entered her mind when she was fucking Jake. I wondered if she was still angry at me and was doing this as a way to get back at me, even though she had no idea that I was even in the country, much less in the house.

I wondered if she was doing it simply for her own pleasure. Because she was, as she’d put it, “in love” with Jake. Or at least his cock.

“Good girl,” growled Jake. “I’m going to make you into my perfect little slut.”

“I’m already your slut,” she moaned. “You own me.”

“That’s fucking right I do,” he grunted, slapping her ass hard.

She squealed and appeared to reach some sort of mini climax, perhaps the first stage before orgasm.

“I can’t believe how good this feels,” she gasped. “You’re so fucking huge. It’s so incredible.”

“I’ll give you this dick whenever you need it,” he gasped. “I know you’re deprived.”

“I’m so fucking deprived,” she moaned. “So fucking deprived of good cock without you around.”

I took out my own cock and started stroking. My shaft was slick with precum and I was close to orgasm.

“Come for me. Show me what a good little slut you are.”

“Yes, Sir,” Nora moaned. “I want to come for you.”

He slapped her ass. Hard.

“Do it. Show me you love this cock more than your husband’s.”

“I love it. I love your cock so much.”

He spanked her again.

“Tell me you need it more than his.”

“I do need it,” she moaned. “I love your dick so much. I’ll never fuck him again if you tell me not to…”

Hearing those words broke something inside me. Something that pushed me over the edge into my own orgasm even as it revealed something to me about my relationship to Nora. Something I couldn’t articulate in that moment, something that would take the two of us a good long time to come to terms with.

In that moment, however, I felt the tension in my body burst, the pleasure overwhelming me in the same instant that it overwhelmed my wife. I shot my cum against the wall of the hallway without regard for the mess that it left there as I watched Nora climax, her ass trembling as she gripped the countertop of the center island, holding onto it for dear life as the pleasure coursed through her. Jake was grinning, holding onto her hair at the base of her neck as he coached her through the orgasm.

“That’s a good girl,” he said. “Come on that big fucking dick. That’s what you need…”

“It’s…what I…need…”

Her moans had faded to whimpers now, but it was obvious that she was still coming. I peeked out from around the corner, still in the afterglow of my own climax.

“I’m going to come,” Jake announced.

“Yes. Please, sir!”

I watched in awe as he pulled out, the full length and power of his phallus on full display as he erupted, covering my wife’s ass with thick ropes of semen. Nora giggled in delight, no doubt proud of the tribute that she had coaxed from her lover.

“I’m worried about Chad,” was the first thing that Jake said after he’d grabbed a towel and wiped off Nora’s reddened, cum-covered ass.

Nora sighed. I could almost hear her rolling her eyes.

“I don’t know what to think. He just flew off the handle and told me it was over between us. Fuck him. I don’t really want to discuss it right now.”

Shame washed over me. I looked down at the wall and saw my semen slowly sliding down its painted surface. In a quiet panic, I used the bottom of my shirt as a rag, wiping off what I could, before turning around and quickly walking as quietly as I could back down the hall to the bedroom.

Once I was inside, I looked around for signs of my presence. The bed was illuminated from the light from the hallway cast through the open door. I smoothed out the comforter, removing the indentation from where I’d fallen asleep. Then I grabbed my shoes and the rolling suitcase I’d brought on my trip and pulled them into the walk-in closet. For some reason, I shut the two folding doors behind me and took a seat on the floor next to the suitcase. I needed time to think.

Just then, the lights in the bedroom came on. I froze.

“I think I’m going to shower,” said Nora. “Then I’ll try to bring myself to see what Chad wants. He should apologize first, not do corny shit like try to ‘surprise’ me. ”

I heard the shower in the master bath come on. I wondered what Jake was doing. He didn’t seem to be in the bedroom.

I decided to hang out in the closet and hope that Nora didn’t come in there to get clothes after her shower.

Typically, Nora’s showers were long. She usually didn’t shower before work, so they were a way for her to unwind after a long and stressful shift. She had an entire routine that I used to love to watch her do. She’d shave her legs, wash her face and then her entire body with scented body wash, then she’d wash and condition her hair, a process that took ten minutes at the very minimum. Often, it would stretch out into half an hour or longer.

I’d have plenty of time to think.

I leaned against my suitcase now, in the darkness of the closet, pondering my next move. Obviously, it was a very bad look to show up in the closet of my own home. It made me look like a pervert, even if I did own the place. She might have been justified in calling the cops and having me thrown out if she knew I’d been there. For all I know, she might have even been legally justified. Both of our names were on the deed to the house. I wasn’t a lawyer. She might have been able to put me on the street if she wanted to.

On the other hand, I hadn’t intentionally planned on spying on them, it had just sort of happened. I knew now that the right thing to do would have been to announce myself the second that I’d woken up and realized that they were there. I had to believe that Jake would keep his promise to me. That he would remember our shared service and what he’d told me when I’d first suggested that he sleep with Nora. Besides, a guy like him could probably get any girl he wanted to. Nora was special, it was true, but even her pussy couldn’t have been good enough to ruin a friendship. Not for a guy like Jake. Maybe for some guy who’d never have a chance with a girl like Nora otherwise.

I saw a shadow move across the slats of the closet door. The shower was still going. I edged towards the door and peeked through the slats. It was Jake. He was shirtless already, and began to pull off his pants to reveal boxer briefs. He stripped these off, too, and his cock dangled down between his legs like a huge piece of sausage. It really was impossibly large, and it wasn’t even fully erect.

I watched as Jake flopped down onto the bed, which was too high off the ground for me to see without standing up, something that I was afraid to do given the danger of making a noise. I was already so close to being discovered anyway, that even a minor movement could give me away.

So I sat there on the floor of the walk-in closet in my own bedroom, slowly mulling over the absurdity of the situation that I found myself in. It was the reverse of the classic “lover hiding in the closet when the husband comes home” scenario.

I had trusted Jake, just as much as I’d trusted Nora. We’d had each other’s backs in Iraq. That was a bond that had been formed in the most intense situation that two men could be in, and one even tougher to break. Even though I didn’t know him that well personally, I didn’t need to. I had to believe that he wouldn’t betray my trust that easily. The fact that he was still fucking Nora must have been at least in some part due to a miscommunication on my part.

I started to feel angry at myself for blowing up at Nora on the phone. I should have just apologized. I had had a right to be angry — this much I still believed — but I also shouldn’t have tried to “surprise” her with a trip home like this. It was crazy.

The dark space of the closet — and the fact that I was sitting on the floor — didn’t make staying awake any easier. Despite the excitement of the situation, the fact of the matter was that I still had a dangerous sleep deficit, and none of the pharmaceuticals that we’d taken to help us stay up back in Iraq. So I didn’t remember falling asleep at all, and once again found myself awakening in an unfamiliar environment.

I kicked my leg out and knocked something down from a closet shelf as I woke with a start.

“What was that?”

Nora’s voice was breathless.

“Something fell in the closet,” said Jake. “Forget about it.”

I remembered where I was now. I was fully on the floor of the walk-in closet, my neck bent painfully where my head still rested against part of the rolling suitcase.

“Concentrate on your job,” growled Jake. “Sucking that dick.”

“Yes, Sir,” my wife replied meekly.

The room filled with the obscene sound of a woman trying her best to push a thick phallus down her throat. These noises were punctuated by Jake’s filthy words of encouragement, calling her his “good girl,” who “knew just what he liked.”

I couldn’t see anything, but I imagined it in my mind’s eye: the pretty, petite Nora, on her knees, either in her bathrobe or a towel, her hair still wet, looking up at Jake submissively as he towered over her, guiding her head onto his huge cock.

“That’s enough,” he said. “I want to fuck you again. I need to feel that pussy.”

“Mmm-hmm,” she moaned.

I heard them shifting positions. The box springs creaked. Then a slapping sound filled the room as Jake began to fuck her.

I was erect once more, painfully so because my bladder was also full. There was no way for me to sneak off to the bathroom in the position I found myself in, however, and so there was nothing that could be done.

I listened as Nora reached one climax, then another. Jake’s voice was low and raspy, and I couldn’t make out the words he was saying to her. Every once in a while, one of his obscenities reached my ears.

He was telling her that he owned her cunt. That she was his good little slut. That he was going to fill her up.

Nora reacted to that last part quite eagerly. Even though she still had her IUD (at least as far as I knew), I still felt a little hurt by the fact that she was so enthusiastic about the prospect of her lover ejaculating inside her.

After one more climax, Jake grunted in satisfaction, no doubt filling my wife.

There was a long pause, a silence punctuated only by softly spoken words that I couldn’t understand from my place in the closet.

Then, after what seemed like forever, I heard Jake bid Nora farewell and exit the bedroom (and presumably the house as well).

I prayed that Nora wouldn’t find me there in the closet, that she would go to bed and forget all about the noise that she’d heard when I’d woken up.
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We were alone in the house for the first time since I’d come back to the States. For a brief moment, I contemplated revealing myself to her, coming clean about the “surprise” I’d planned and about my voyeurism. But I was ashamed, frankly, of my behavior, both during the time I’d hidden myself in the house and before that. I’d seen (or at least heard) more than I’d planned to. I’d learned some things that were quite a bit less than flattering to all the parties concerned. Myself included.

I had to think. But in order to think, I had to get out of that closet.

Luckily, as fate would have it, Nora left the house a few minutes later. I had no idea why, but I didn’t wait around once I heard the door close. I jumped up and sprang into action. Only after I’d finished taking a long piss in the bathroom — I’d held it for a long time — did the thought occur to me that she might have only stepped out for a moment to talk to a neighbor, and that I was risking being “caught” in my own house.

I finished up quickly in the bathroom and hit the light, sneaking with my rolling suitcase to the side door in the kitchen that led directly to the yard. We hardly ever used this entrance, and the lock mechanism creaked as I turned it. Once outside, I fumbled for a key that would allow me to lock it again from the inside. That done, I pulled out my phone and hailed a rideshare car to bring me to a hotel. To my relief, the car was only five minutes away. I stood anxiously in the shadows of the side yard, watching the street for signs of Nora, or nosy neighbors that might blow my cover. I gripped the handle of my suitcase and waited, the night around me quiet. My body felt a sudden burst of energy, and I realized that the sun was probably coming up in Saudi. As crazy as the situation that I was in at the moment was, I was happy to be back home.

Finally, the car arrived. The driver, a man who looked like he might have been from the Middle East, was thankfully not in the mood to chat. He dropped me off at the hotel I’d specified about 30 minutes later, where I checked into a room for the night and threw myself on the mattress, unable to sleep from the jet lag, and the experience of seeing my wife have sex with another man in person for the first time.

The sounds that I’d heard, the noises that Nora had made, the image of Jake’s cock sliding into her from behind while she bent over the center island in the kitchen: all of these things ran through my mind as I lay on the hotel bedspread, my eyes tightly closed.

I got hard as I remembered Jake shooting cum onto Nora’s ass. I remembered the stain I’d left on the wall in the hallway, and felt like I might die of embarrassment. I’d done my best to clean it up, but what if Nora noticed it? My only hope was that she was at work and would be too exhausted to see it on her way to bed.

I drifted off to sleep suddenly, without meaning to. When I woke up (I couldn’t tell if it had been hours or only a few minutes) the lights in the hotel room were still on, and my cell phone was ringing. I picked up the call. It was Nora.

“Hi,” she said. “I just got off work. I have time to talk now.”

The tone in her voice was serious without being angry.

“Nora,” I said. “First, let me say that I’m sorry for the other day. I shouldn’t have spoken to you like that.”

“Ok,” she said. “Thank you. That’s something I needed to hear.”

Her voice lightened a little, and suddenly hope started to surge through me. Was there a chance that I could walk everything back? That she’d forgive me?

“Good,” I said, a bit hesitant about where to take the conversation next, “thank you for understanding.”

“What time is it there?”

“It’s… uh…,” I stuttered, looking at the hotel clock.

“You said you had a surprise?”

“Yes,” I said, “I do. I’m actually in the US now. My flight just got in a few minutes ago. I’m in the line for customs.”

“What?!”

She sounded almost pained. Not exactly overjoyed.

“Yeah. I got two weeks of vacation. I figured I’d come home and we could…”

“Wow,” she said, “I don’t know what to say. Do you need me to pick you up from the airport? I’m pretty tired.”

“No,” I said quickly, “don’t do that. I’ll get a rideshare. I’m sorry for the short notice. But I felt so bad about how that call ended that I thought we should take some time to talk about things in person.”

“I…I get it…,” she said, still obviously in shock. “I’ll be happy to see you, of course.”

She still sounded guarded, but I had no reason to think that she was lying.

“I know you’re going to be tired,” I said. “So don't feel like you need to wait up for me. You can sleep if you need to.”

“It’s ok. I probably won’t be able to sleep. Just get home safe, alright?”

“Alright.”
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Somehow, against all odds, my subterfuge had worked. I’d snuck into my own house, watched my wife with her lover, then crashed in a hotel for a few hours just in time to stage my own homecoming. The gods had smiled on me for once. It would have been funny if it hadn’t also been so emotionally fraught. After all, I’d had the chance to see my wife in her most intimate moments with another man, a man who had satisfied her in ways that I could only dream about.

This time, Nora was waiting for me when I stepped through the front door, in a white lace nightgown. She looked stunning. She’d taken another shower, because her hair was in damp clumps on her shoulder and she smelled faintly of the scented body wash that she loved so much.

She smiled at me and I pulled her to me.

“This is really a surprise,” she said, laughing a little.

I was convinced in that moment that she was being honest. She really was happy to see me.

“Babe,” I said, “I’m really sorry. I don’t know what I was thinking.”

We showered each other with kisses.

“I know,” she said. “It's ok. We can talk about it later. But first we need to do something else.”

I was shocked. It blew my mind that the woman who had been so thoroughly satisfied by her lover only a few hours before could be so voracious for her lesser-endowed husband. But the look in Nora’s eye was too real, too primal, to be anything but genuine lust. I remembered the Nora that I’d known in the first days of our marriage. The insatiable Nora.

It seemed like she was back.

She took my hand and led me to the bedroom. My eyes scanned the wall in the hallway guilty as we passed the spot where I’d ejaculated. Luckily, the stain was barely noticeable. It would be easily cleaned when I had a free moment.

“I missed you so much,” she whispered, pulling me into the bedroom and onto the bed, where I’d spent much of the previous night and she had made love to Jake.

“I missed you too, babe.”

Our lips met and she reached down, unbuckling my pants.

“I can’t wait to get this guy inside me,” she said.

“Sure you don’t want something bigger?” I asked, making the first (veiled) reference to her relationship with Jake.

“Not now I don’t,” she said, fondling my balls as she stroked my shaft lightly. “Right now, I want you to make love to me, Mr. Reynolds.”

There it was. Her nickname for me, back once again. When I heard her say it, I knew that she had forgiven me. No matter how she felt about Jake, she was my sweet Nora once again.

I fell down onto the bed on top of her. I reached down and pulled her panties off. She looked at me with interest, as if seeing what I was about to do. I knew that she’d showered and worked an entire shift, but I wondered if Jake’s cum was still inside her. I remembered how horny she’d sounded when he’d spent himself inside her, and I wondered if she was thinking about it as well. If she was afraid that I was going to detect her encounter with Jake, she didn’t betray it in her words or her actions. Instead, she spread her legs, inviting me in as I plunged my head between her legs, drinking in her fragrance.

I lapped hungrily at her lips, my tongue flicking her clit. There was the old familiar smell of her sex, mixed with...something else. Was it Jake’s cum? Was I about to eat the semen of a fellow soldier?

I put all my effort into pleasuring her better than I ever had in my life up to that point. I wanted to show her that she really had been missing something, with me gone for so long. That there were some things that I could do that Jake couldn’t, even if I wasn’t able to reach the same places that he could.

I felt her orgasm building as her legs tensed. She was moaning now, begging me not to stop doing exactly what I had been doing. I was hard as a rock now, aching with desire for her, more than the first time we’d made love, even. Everything was different now, and I began to realize that — despite my mixed feelings — Nora’s explorations had supercharged our love life.

Nora shrieked in pleasure as she grabbed the back of my head, pushing me into her crotch. I felt a flood of liquid in my mouth, and gulped it down. Could it have been Jake’s cum? Perhaps. But that didn’t matter to me in the heat of the moment.

“Oh God. That was amazing,” she sighed.

I pulled back from her pussy, wiping my mouth with the back of my hand and smiling up into my wife’s lust-filled eyes.

“Get up here and fuck me, Mr. Reynolds.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

I entered her in one smooth stroke, sighing in pleasure as her walls enclosed me. It felt so right. So good to be there inside my wife again, after so long.

“Fuck me,” she groaned. “Reclaim that pussy.”

The thought of competing with Jake — who, after all, had “claimed” her pussy just a few hours before — spurred me on. I knew that I had nothing on him in terms of cock size, but I hoped to make up for that through sheer enthusiasm. The fact that I’d jerked off in the hallway the night before meant that I wasn’t on a hair trigger, but seeing Nora’s tits bounce below me along with every thrust told me that I wasn’t going to last for very long anyway.

“You like…getting fucked by your husband?”

“Yes,” she moaned, meekly. “I missed you so much…”

At that moment, something inside me changed. I realized that Nora really did love me, that she might have been sexually attracted to Jake, but that didn’t mean that she wasn’t equally attached to me. She really had been pining for me while I’d been abroad as much as I had been for her.

I couldn’t take it anymore. Overflowing with love and lust for my wife, I held my cock deep inside her as I shot my load. Nora’s legs wrapped around me in the same moment as she reached her own climax.

We lay together, me still on top of her, for several minutes, neither of us saying anything.

“Was that worth flying across the ocean for?” She had a huge grin on her face.

“You bet it was.”

“That’s kinda what I thought,” she said, sighing. “It’s a great way to start the day. Which for me is the night.”

“I’m so jet lagged that my body has no idea what time it is,” I said, snuggling in close to her.

“That’s perfect, then,” she said. “We’re finally in sync.”

“In sync with each other, but out of sync with the world,” I corrected her.

“As long as we’re out of sync together,” she said.

We fell asleep like that. I woke up after about four hours, extremely groggy, to see a message on my phone. It was from Jake.

Bro, we need to talk.

Yes we did. I knew that was true.

I went into the kitchen, closing the bedroom door behind me. I called Jake and he picked up immediately.

“Yo,” he said, “I wanted to make sure that…that what’s been happening between me and Nora is cool with you. She said you two had some kind of fight. And the last thing I want to do is get between my brother and his girl.”

“We did have a fight,” I said. “But it’s over now. We patched it up.”

“Good. How are things in Saudi?”

“I’m back in the States,” I said.

This seemed to take him aback a little. Maybe he was thinking about how recently he’d been in my house, fucking my wife?

“That makes sense,” he said. “It must be pretty late over there now.”

“It is,” I said, yawning. “I’m feeling pretty jet-lagged.”

“I bet. I still remember the trips back from Iraq. That can be hell.”

“Absolutely.”

“Bro,” he said, after a pause, “there’s something else I gotta tell you. I don’t know if she told you, but Nora and I were together last night. She asked me to come over because she was upset about the fight that you two had. I know I shouldn’t have done it, because we didn’t discuss it first, but I didn’t plan to sleep with her. I think both of us just wanted to talk. But it turned into a little more than that.”

I was quiet, letting him speak his piece. Of course I knew about it already - I’d been watching from the hallway. And then the bedroom.

“I feel like shit for not at least texting you to tell you what was going on. I thought with my dick. I admit it. It was a shitty thing to do.”

“That’s ok,” I said, sighing. “I understand how that could happen. The chemistry you have with Nora is incredible.”

“Yeah,” he said seriously, “almost too good. She’s incredible in bed. I’ve never met a girl who loves getting pounded like that. A dream come true for a guy my size…”

He trailed off, as if self-conscious about speaking about another man’s wife like that. It was true: in other circumstances, what he’d told me would have been wildly inappropriate.

“It was amazing to watch,” I said. “on video, I mean.”

“Yeah,” he said, a strangely wistful note in his voice. “Anyway, I don’t want to keep you. I know that you and Nora probably have a lot to catch up on. How long are you here? If you want to get a beer sometime, let me know.”

“I’d love that,” I said. “I’ll give you a call in a couple of days. Once my jet-lag has sorted itself out.”

“Sounds good.”
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Nora woke up around 5pm, and I already had a meal waiting for her — my own take on a classic Italian dish we’d both enjoyed in Rome: pasta carbonara.

She smiled as she rubbed the sleep from her eyes after emerging from the bedroom in her robe. She looked absolutely amazing.

We shared a long kiss.

“Wine?” I asked her, showing her the bottle that I’d found in the pantry.

“Perfect,” she said. “But I think I’m also going to drink some coffee, too. Is that weird?”

“Not at all — you just woke up!”

I turned on the coffee maker and poured us two glasses of wine.

“I don’t think it’s as good as they make it in Rome,” I said. “But let’s try it.”

We ate for a few minutes in silence. Then she frowned, looking at me with worried eyes.

“Babe,” she said. “There's something I need to tell you.”

I gulped. I couldn’t help but feel a jolt of apprehension due to the tone in her voice.

“Ok,” I said, my voice wavering.

“I saw Jake again,” she said, tears forming in her eyes. “Last night. I was so upset about our fight that I didn’t know what to do. So I called him up and he came over…”

She stifled a sob with her hand, then lifted her napkin to her mouth.

“And one thing just led to another and…”

“You had sex?”

“Yes,” she said, tears falling down her face. “And it was good. But I felt so bad, knowing that we hadn’t discussed it beforehand.”

“He already told me…” I admitted.

“And you aren’t mad?”

I shook my head.

Her sobbing stopped. She wiped the tears on the back of her hand, then turned her gaze up towards mine.

“It’s partially my fault, after all. You wouldn’t have done it if I hadn’t been so paranoid.”

“I should have known that the temptation would be impossible to resist,” she said, her eyes resting guiltily on the center island.

Images of the night before flooded my mind. I felt my erection swell as I thought back to the sounds that she’d made as he took her from behind.

“I hope it was good,” I said, taking a sip of my wine.

“It was amazing,” she said. “I can tell you all about it if you want.”

“I do want.”
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After breakfast (which we’d eaten at dinner time), we went straight back into the bedroom, where Nora gave me a long blowjob, all the time narrating her encounter with Jake. She embellished a few details, but I didn’t say anything. After all, I hadn’t really been there, right? She was just trying to make me feel good. Play up my fetish for seeing her stretched by huge cocks. If anything, the fact that she was inventing little things that I knew for a fact hadn’t really happened was a good sign. It was a sign that she was serious about our relationship, and that she wasn’t only in it for the sex with Jake.
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My two weeks of vacation came and went quickly. We spent the little time that we had together discussing the future. Would we continue to explore the hotwife lifestyle? What were the advantages and disadvantages? What did we really want out of it, after all? And how would kids fit into the picture — someday, of course.

We didn’t come to any solid conclusions on all of the questions, but we did decide on one thing: we both wanted to continue to explore Nora’s delight at being shared. And since Jake was the man that I trusted most to do it, we decided that if he was willing, he’d be allowed to make love to Nora again. As much as he wanted to.

I gave him a call and explained everything. He listened carefully, asking just a few questions, and assuring me that this time they would both — he and Nora, that is — take responsibility for keeping me in the loop.

I thanked him for his assurance, but told them that after the conversations that Nora and I had had together, I didn’t think it would be necessary. I was confident that she would communicate better with me, and I also felt prepared now to move past the insecurities that had caused me to react as rashly as I did. It felt a little funny talking to my army buddy about my feelings like this, but I felt close enough to him that I brushed those feelings aside. After all, not only had we been in Iraq together, he’d also fucked my wife!

“I’m heading back to Saudi tomorrow,” I told him. “And I think Nora wants to get together with you as soon as I’m gone. She’s got a plan…”

“Perfect,” he said. “I’ll make sure I can take off work.”
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Saying goodbye to Nora was difficult, but there was also a giddy excitement between us this time. It was almost like we were newlyweds. Our hands were all over each other.

“Text me when you’re back at your apartment,” she said. “I’ve got the iPad set up. Jake and I are going to give you a show that you’ll never forget.”

Blood surged to my cock. Nora kissed me, reaching down to ensure that her promise had had its intended effect, and giggled when she felt my bulge.

“Be careful,” she said. “You’ve still got a long flight ahead of you. No jerking off in the plane bathroom. I want you to save that load for when you’re watching your hot young wife getting stretched by the hugest cock you’ve ever seen…”

“No fair,” I said. “You shouldn’t be talking that way if you want me to wait.”

“What can I say, Mr. Reynolds? I like to tease. Maybe Jake will give me a little spanking.”

I chuckled.

“I would tell you to behave yourself while I’m gone,” I said. “But I’m not sure I want you to.”

“I’m not sure I want to, either. But if I do misbehave, you’re going to be the first one to know about it. You’re my husband, after all.”

I gave her one last squeeze and then glanced at my phone. My Uber driver was outside. It was going to be another long flight to Riyadh.
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I couldn’t sleep on the plane. The anticipation of what Nora and Jake might be planning for me — for each other — was too great. I was stiff almost the entire time, my cock tenting my pants, which I covered awkwardly with a blanket. I was in a window seat, which meant that I didn’t have to get up to let others out, but I still had to go to the bathroom myself a couple of times, and I did my best not to think about Nora when I did. I didn’t want to have to walk down the aisle to the bathrooms with a hardon, even if mine would have been less conspicuous than someone like Jake’s.

I had to admit that I liked that Nora had told me not to jerk off on the plane. It was like she was taking over, becoming more dominant in our relationship. I had never thought about the fact that I might enjoy being submissive to her, but the thought had been planted in my mind by our final conversation. Maybe she’d been thinking about it as well. Not necessarily in such explicit terms. Maybe she was just intuitively exploring the possibilities of taking control in the bedroom (at least where I was concerned). One way or another, it was keeping things spicy between us.
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I made it back to my apartment and took a cold shower. It was a nice contrast to the sweltering heat, which I could sense all around me, even though I’d been in air conditioned vehicles for most of the journey back. I was also hoping that the cold water would keep me awake, help me readjust to the time, even though I’d never really adjusted to the time in the US, since Nora had been working second and third shift for much of the time I had been home. My body had no idea what time it was, just that it was exhausted. It was mid-morning in Saudi, but it might as well have been midnight for all I could tell. I was a wreck, physically speaking, but mentally in a better place than I had been for months.

And I was still horny. Extremely so.

I got out of the shower and toweled off. I’d already texted Nora to tell her that I’d landed, she’d responded immediately, telling me to let her know when I was back in my apartment and had made myself comfortable.

I wrapped myself in a towel and sat on the bed, picking up my phone and texting her back.

I’m ready, babe.

The phone lit up almost immediately with the message “incoming video call.” I picked it up, and there was Nora, smiling at me. She was wearing nothing but her bra and panties: a black lace set that pressed her tits up and together so that they looked even bigger than they really were. The panties were bikini-cut with lace edges.

“Hi Mr. Reynolds,” she said, waving. “Look who I have here with me!”

“Hey, bro,” said Jake, smiling and waving in the background. “How was the flight?”

“Brutal,” I admitted. “I couldn’t stop thinking about you two. Have you been behaving yourselves?”

“Hmm,” said Nora coyly, looking at Jake with a knowing smile. “I guess you could say that. We haven’t fucked yet, if that’s what you mean…”

“That’s what I meant,” I said, laughing a little.

“We may have done a little…kissing…”

She leaned in and gave Jake a long kiss on the lips. A delicious ache went through me. I couldn’t help but be jealous, seeing my wife kiss another man like that. But I also felt secure enough now in our relationship that I could enjoy the jealousy that I felt. It didn’t fill me with feelings of rage and desperation like it might have previously.

Jake reached around and unhooked Nora’s bra, letting her huge tits spill out.

“I’ll never get tired of these,” he said, massaging one in each hand, and teasing her nipples with his thumbs.

“I hope you don’t,” Nora said, following up this statement with a short moan as their lips found each other once more.

I held the phone at my stomach as I watched them, my cock at full mast under the towel, which had come undone and was now simply laying on top of my body.

“I hope you’re not stroking your cock yet,” Nora said, breaking the kiss and looking into the camera. “I haven’t given you permission yet!”

A thrill shot through my body.

“I didn’t know that I needed your permission.”

“Of course you do, silly. You’re the cuck. Your job is to watch, and do what I say.”

“Ok,” I stammered, my voice giving away my arousal. “I’ll do whatever you want.”

“That’s a good boy.”

Jake was already wearing nothing but his briefs, and now Nora reached down and pulled those off, too, so that he stood there with his massive erection exposed.

“Do you want to see me suck it, Mr. Reynolds? Or maybe I should let him tit-fuck me?”

“Yes…,” I stammered.

“Which one?”

It was hard for me to decide, since seeing either one of those things would be a dream come true.

“Uh…”

“Never mind,” she said, “it’s not up to you to decide, anyway.”

She dropped to her knees and began to fellate Jake with enthusiasm, taking his thick cockhead impressively deep into her petite mouth, even part way down her throat. She had obviously been practicing, and it showed.

My own cock was aching now. I could feel the precum leaking from the tip. I needed to touch myself. Badly.

She paused, gasping for air for a moment as she looked into the camera.

“Do you like that, Mr. Reynolds? Do you like watching your cute young wife suck a huge cock?”

“I…I love it,” I stuttered. “Can I please… May I please touch myself now?”

She smiled.

“Ok,” she said. “But be a good boy and don’t come until I tell you to. Alright?”

“Alright.”

I transferred the phone to my left hand and then gripped my prick in my right, watching as Nora took Jake’s cock between her magnificent tits now, holding them together and looking up at him in pleasure as he thrust between them.

I let out a moan, completely unintentionally. I couldn’t believe how turned on I was getting. I was right on the edge, ready to explore. Totally pent up throughout the entire flight.

“Wait,” said Nora. “You take the camera.”

She meant Jake. He grabbed the camera and pointed it down at her while he continued to fuck her tits. I shared the POV of the man who was fucking my wife. It was a kind of strange experience, like I was watching a porn that my wife was starring in. But wasn’t that exactly what this was?

Nora looked into the camera.

“You like that, babe? Do you like seeing that thick cock between your wife’s big tits? I want him to cover me, babe. Would you like that, too? I bet you’d like to come, wouldn’t you? How long has it been?”

“Too…long…” I gasped, watching Jake’s swollen cockhead appear and disappear between Nora’s billowy mounds.

“God that feels good,” growled Jake. “Her tits are so beautiful.”

“I’m right here,” laughed Nora. “You can talk to me.”

“Your tits,” Jake corrected himself. “Your tits are beautiful.”

“Do you want to come all over these beautiful tits? Do you want to show my husband what his wife looks like covered in cum?”

“Yeah,” groaned Jake. “I’m close.”

“Are you close, too, Mr. Reynolds?”

She gazed into the camera with desire, biting her lip.

“Yeah,” I stammered. “I’m almost there.”

“Good,” she said. “I want both of you to come at the same time. Can you do that?”

“I’ll try.”

Nora smiled mischievously.

“Be a good boy, Mr. Reynolds.”

“I will…”

“Three…two…”

Jake thrust faster and faster, his cock starting to twitch.

“One!”

Nora closed her eyes and opened her mouth as Jake erupted, the first two spurts hitting her in the nose and chin. I exploded as well, dribbling out over my hand and legs, onto the bed. I was a little disappointed not to be able to shoot as far or as long as Jake had, but the orgasm did clear my head a bit. I felt a wonderful sense of relief.

“Wow,” said Nora, opening her eyes gingerly.

My own orgasm had distracted me from the aftermath of Jake’s. The rest of his come had hit Nora in the tits and and chest. He must have shot close to a dozen ropes, or at least it seemed that way: she was completely covered.

“That was amazing,” Nora said, smiling into the camera. “But I think I need to hop off now to jump in the shower. I want to be nice and clean for round two!”

“Round two?” Jake laughed. “I’m not on viagra, you know.”

“I know,” she said. “I promise to give you a few minutes to recover.”

She took the phone from him and gave me another good look at the semen on her face and tits.

“Like what you see, Mr. Reynolds?”

“I love it.”

“Good,” she said. “I know you’re probably tired now. Why don’t you chill out for a few minutes, and we’ll call back when we’re ready to start up again.”

I looked at the bedside alarm clock. It was only 12:00, but it felt like the middle of the night.

“That sounds great,” I said.

I lay back on the bed, resolving to close my eyes for just a few minutes…
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When I woke up, it was dark outside. I looked at the clock. It was 8pm. Unsurprisingly, I had slept much longer than I’d intended to. I checked my phone. There were several messages and missed calls from Nora.

You must be asleep, babe. That’s ok. We had to get started without you. But don’t worry. We made a video, and I can’t wait to watch it together on FaceTime…

I smiled. I couldn’t wait, either. But for the moment, I needed to get ready for work the next day.


EPILOGUE


Mark remarked immediately on the change in my mood around the office when I came back from visiting Nora. Even Youssef noticed the difference.

“You seemed to have enjoyed your vacation very much, Mr. Reynolds,” he said. “I understand. I cannot imagine being apart from my wife for so long.”

If only he knew! But there was no way I was going to tell him. Some things just didn’t translate across the cultural divide. I couldn’t imagine trying to explain the concept of “hotwifing” to a devout Muslim. Who knows, though? Maybe he would have understood.
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Nora and I spent the next three months of my assignment having conversations about our future: where we would live, if she would keep her job, if I would come back to the United States, and when. And of course we talked about her and Jake. The sex between them had been getting better and better. It was a joy to watch them together. They were two experienced lovers now, fitting together in every imaginable position and responding to each other’s movements like they’d been together for years. The videos they made together were absolutely electric. Better than any porn I’d ever seen before.

But then, one evening (my time), I got a text from Jake.

Bro, we’ve got to talk.

Shit, I thought. Here it comes. Just when things seem perfect, it’s all going to fall apart again.

I knew from experience that there was no use waiting around for the perfect moment. It’s never a good time to get bad news.

So I called him immediately.

“What’s up, bro? Everything ok?” I asked when he picked up.

“Yeah. Too good.”

Jake’s voice wavered. It didn’t sound like things were very good at all.

“The thing is,” he continued, “Nora is wonderful. She’s amazing in bed, and she’s such a good cook, and her laugh is just…”

“I know.”

He took a deep breath.

“I don’t know how to say this, man.”

“Just say it. You know I can take it. Whatever it is, I want to know now.”

I tried not to sound angry, but I’m certain I did.

“Yeah. It’s just that…I think I’m in love with her, man.”

I was stunned. I couldn’t say anything at all. Of course it made complete sense that he would fall for a girl as perfect as Nora, just as I had. Especially given the fact that they’d been physically intimate for such an extended period of time.

“Ok,” I said, my voice cracking.

“No,” he said quickly, “it’s not what you think. It’s…”

“What is it?”

“I’m moving away,” he blurted, his voice quivering.

It was a strange feeling to hear this alpha male on the verge of tears.

“I can’t come between you two like that,” he continued. “It’s one thing to fuck her. But I can’t…I can’t break up a marriage.”

“What does she think? Does she have feelings for you, too?”

My mouth was dry. I hadn’t noticed any changes in Nora over the past few weeks, but that didn’t mean she wasn’t hiding this from me.”

“I don’t know. I try not to discuss that stuff with her. Even though it’s hard.”

“I get that.”

There was a long pause.

“What I wanted to say is that I took a job in Hawaii. I’m getting as far away from the two of you as possible, so you can be at peace. I think things went too far between Nora and me. Too far for me at least. I can’t take another man’s wife. I can fuck her, but I can’t break up a marriage. And I’m not sure I can do the one without also doing the other anymore.”

I didn’t know how to respond. I sat there for a while digesting his words. I thought I even heard the hint of a sob on the other end of the line. Even in Iraq, I’d never seen him cry. Not even when we’d seen some of the worst things a guy can possibly imagine.

“Take care of her, bro. Never forget what you’ve got. You’ll find another bull for her. But take my advice: don’t just stick with one guy. Let her play around with a few next time. Less likely for feelings to get involved that way.”

“Yeah,” I said, still too stunned to really form words.

“Thank you for sharing her with me, man,” he continued. “She’s just really special.”

“I know.”

“I’ve gotta go,” he said, pulling himself together. “I’ve got a flight to the big island later today to do some apartment-hunting, but I’m not actually starting the new position until next month.”

“I’m happy for you. I’d promise to come out to see you with Nora sometime, but it sounds like that’s not a good idea.”

“It’s really not,” he said. “As much as I’d like it.”

The emotion returned to his voice. I realized what a friend I had in Jake. Even if the two of us hadn’t been as close as, say, Carlos and I, there was a real connection there. He was the type of friend that you only have once in a lifetime. The kind that will fuck your wife but not take her from you.

“Look,” he said, “guys like me are a dime a dozen. You’ll find another stud with a big cock to give it to Nora like she needs. But keep your eye on him when you do, and don’t take any shit, ok?”

“Ok.”

“Peace, brother.”

“Peace.”

He hung up. I sat there, stunned. The irony of the situation was not lost on me: after the long story about her past that Nora had told me in Rome, she’d cautioned me that for her, sex and emotions were connected so closely as to be inseparable. But she wasn’t the one calling me in tears telling me she was in love with Jake. It seemed like, in this situation, the bull had been the one to get emotionally involved. It was a strange turn of events, but not totally unexpected.

Slowly, a feeling of gratefulness overcame me. I thought about my buddies, Jake, Carlos and the other guys. I thought about the two guys I knew who didn’t come back with us from Iraq. I thought about my job, about Mark, Youssef, and Phil. And I thought about the heat and the desert and the cars and the camels out there in the sand.

Most of all, I thought about Nora, and I was overcome with a profound sense of gratitude for her and for everything that I had in my life.

I picked up my phone again and called her on FaceTime, without even texting first.

She picked up immediately, concerned at first but then beaming in delight. She really was happy to see me.

I did my best to break the news to her about Jake gently. I didn’t tell her that he was in love with her. Maybe he’d already told her himself. Maybe she’d already sensed that his feelings for her were more than physical. In any case, I decided it was better not to mention it. I simply told her that he’d gotten a job in Hawaii and would be moving away soon. She wouldn’t be able to meet up with him again.

She looked sad for a moment, but not as sad as Jake had been on the phone.

“That’s disappointing,” she said. “He was a cool guy. I’m going to miss him. Not just his dick.”

Then she giggled.

“I’ll miss that too, of course.”

“Of course.”

“Oh well,” she said playfully. “I guess we’ll just have to find another guy for me.”

“I guess we will.”

A few hours later, we had another video call. She put her laptop on the kitchen table and we ate together, while she downloaded a dating app and took some sexy pictures for her profile while I watched and gave her tips.

I could tell that Nora and I were going to have a lot of fun together in the future, and the future was looking bright.


YOU MIGHT ALSO LIKE…


Thanks for reading!

Dear Reader,

Thank you so much for purchasing or borrowing this book! Every time someone buys my book it helps me support myself as a writer and allows me to produce even more of your favorite smutty size-queen, cuckold, BBC and hotwife stories. It is truly appreciated.

E-mail me here (cynthiasizematters@gmail.com).

— XX

Cynthia

Follow me on amazon.

Follow me on twitter here. (@SizeQueenBooks)

Check out all the books in the My First Time Hotwife series here.

Check out all the books in the Her First Bull series here.
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MY FIRST TIME HOTWIFE: JULIE

Ryan and Julie’s intimate life has been on a long, slow decline, both in terms of quantity and of quality.

But when a chance conversation with friends spurs them to explore their fantasy lives, a possible solution to their marital dilemma presents itself: experimenting with the hotwife lifestyle.

Ryan isn’t prepared for how quickly Julie embraces her new role in their marriage. Before he knows it, things are progressing more rapidly than he’d ever anticipated: Julie has found a Bull, a dominant alpha male named Adam, whose endowment is as large as his personality.

Will Ryan be sidelined forever by his wife’s new hung stud? Or will they weather the storm and reach a new kind of marital bliss through their new sexual experiences? Read this book today to find out.

MY FIRST TIME HOTWIFE: JULIE is a stand-alone 14,000-word novelette exploring one couple's exploration of the hotwife lifestyle.
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MY FIRST TIME HOTWIFE: JENNA

Jenna works part-time as a waitress. When a handsome doctor gives her a large gratuity, her husband Ryan begins to think that maybe this mysterious stranger wants to give his voluptuous wife more than “just the tip.”

At the same time, a secret about Jenna’s past comes to light, and the couple find themselves in new territory. But can Ryan handle sharing his wife with a dominant doctor? Especially when it comes out that this older man is also extremely well-endowed?

This is a 12,000 word novellette in which a hot wife is shared and used by an older man.
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MY FIRST TIME HOTWIFE: OLIVIA

Olivia, a former party girl, is now a successful lawyer. She’s left her wild days behind her after marrying Robert – or has she?

When Robert and Olivia exchange fantasies one night, Olivia confesses her desire for a tall handsome waiter from her favorite bar. But when Rob and Olivia make their hotwife fantasies a reality, will Rob be able to deal with sharing his wife with another man who is more dominant and hung than he is?

Find out what happens when Olivia and Robert confirm her status as a sizequeen hotwife!
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MY FIRST TIME HOTWIFE: MELINA

Melina and David have a sexy game they play to keep their marriage exciting. They write down fantasies on a list, then roll a die to see which one they will act out that evening. But when Melina describes her fantasy about a handsome alpha-male mechanic who is also rough, dominant and hung, their little game edges closer to becoming a reality.

But will Melina really cross the line from fantasy into reality? Will she really be able to go through with cheating on David while he watches?

Find out in this second, stand-alone installment of My First Time Hotwife!
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MY FIRST TIME HOTWIFE: MIA

When Mia, a married MILF, takes a seasonal job at a warehouse, she really hits it off with her new co-workers. Especially Jack, who, rumor has it, is not only a take-charge kind of guy in more places than the workplace, he’s also much bigger than 99% of men, including Mia’s husband.

When Mia confesses her lust for her dominant, hung alpha co-worker, her husband is more than eager to indulge her hotwife fantasies. Soon, the couple hatch a plan for Mia to seduce Jack while her husband watches…
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SOFIA’S STORY

Sofia has been acting different lately. She’s taking a night class at a community college in creative writing, and is spending more time with her classmates than she is at home with her husband Trent.

When Trent finds an erotic short story penned by Sofia that describes an affair between her and one of her fellow students, he is, in his own words, “split between jealous rage and savage arousal.” Sofia's mystery lover is everything Trent is not: handsome, dominant, and most of all, much, much bigger where it counts.

He starts to concoct a plan for dealing with his cheating wife. But has Sofia really already cheated? Or is it all just fiction. And does Trent really want revenge, or does he want to watch?

What Trent discovers about the woman he thought he knew will push his marriage into a maelstrom of emotion and erotic exploration.

SOFIA’S STORY is a 24,000-word cheating wife novella that explores themes of cuckold angst, denial, size and clean-up.
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TANYA TAKES A LOVER

Tanya was head over heels in love with Adam, her first and only boyfriend, when she married him a decade ago.

Now, a successful businesswoman, Tanya has started to wonder if she’s missed out on something by never sowing her wild oats. What’s more, her husband Adam has confessed his fantasy of watching her with a larger man. With their love life becoming a bit stale, the couple begins to weave fantasies of Tanya stepping out for a little extramarital fun.

When Tanya begins to develop a crush on her friend Sean, a man from church who has a reputation for being larger than life (and than Adam) both in and out of the bedroom, she sees an opportunity to both make up for lost time and indulge Adam’s dirty desires simultaneously.

But when emotions start to intervene, will Tanya go too far? Or will she respect Adam’s wishes – and her own marriage vows?

TANYA TAKES A LOVER is a 20,000-word emotionally intense cheating-wife novella that explores cuckold angst, clean-up, marital infidelity, voyeurism and the thin lines between fantasy and reality.
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NICOLE’S BETRAYAL

Nicole is everything that Kevin (her husband of almost seven years) could have wanted in a wife: she is loyal, intelligent and beautiful. Oh yeah: she’s also hot. A perfect ten. Way out of his league.

When the secretary at Kevin’s office quits unexpectedly, Nicole steps in to help out. Of course she catches the eye of a lot of guys around the office – how couldn’t she? – but Kevin’s dominant alpha boss, Justin, takes a special interest.

Even if he is something of a bully and a womanizer, Justin is a good boss. He also has something that Nicole hasn’t had in a long time, not since her wild college days: a large endowment.

Soon, both Kevin’s cuckold fantasies and Nicole’s size queen proclivities are out in the open, and Nicole and Justin are headed out of town for a conference, alone. Will Nicole stick to the rules for her marriage that she and Kevin have so carefully worked out? Or will her desire for Justin make her throw their agreement out the window?

NICOLE’S BETRAYAL is a 21,000-word, emotionally intense cheating-wife novella that explores cuckold angst, clean-up, marital infidelity and voyeurism.
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BEVERLY'S DARK DESIRE

Beverly is happily married to Alvin, her spouse of 20 years. At 41 years old, she doesn’t think that she’s still able to turn men’s heads, so she’s surprised when she starts getting a lot of attention from the local geography teacher, Mr. Robinson.

Mr. Robinson is tall, handsome, and Black. He’s funny, intelligent and with an easy-going sense of humor that Beverly finds irresistible. When he pays her a compliment one day, she develops a crush on him.

Alvin notices this, and encourages his wife to flirt with the teacher. After all, what’s the worst that could happen? At first, the results of this experiment are encouraging. But when Mr. Robinson awakens a long-slumbering desire in Beverly, will her marriage to Alvin be able to survive the explosive fall-out?

One thing’s for sure: once BEVERLY’S DARK DESIRE is unleashed, nothing will be the same again. This is a 16,500-word novella-length work that explores intense themes such as cuckold angst, clean-up, and marital infidelity.
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SARAH'S ADVENTURE

Can a young married couple deal with their ultimate cheating fantasy becoming a reality?

Brandon and Sarah, 25, have been together for seven years. They are very open with each other about their desires and fantasies, because they are acutely aware of the danger that the “fear of missing out” can pose to couples who marry so early.

But on a trip to Berlin, when Sarah begins to flirt with the tall, handsome, dominant and extremely endowed Mark, everything the two lovers think they know about their relationship is put to the test.

Can Brandon deal with watching his beautiful, fertile young wife in the hands of a skillful alpha male? Open this book and find out...

SARAH’S ADVENTURE is a 21,000-word novella exploring the intricacies of negotiated cheating, the hotwife lifestyle and what happens when it slides into cuckold territory and a threesome becomes a twosome.
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