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Chapter One




When Dimitry first came to live with us, we thought he might even be gay.

The agency — WelcomeHost — would only tell us that he’d fled Russia because he had been blogging about subjects that had made it dangerous to remain in his home country.

As in Florida, Russia had some fairly stringent laws against promoting homosexuality. But Russia’s laws went beyond merely banning books and restricting free speech in schools.

Dimitry’s instant charm and gentle nature made us wonder if he hadn’t been writing his blog in defiance of his home country’s state homophobia. But we didn’t want to pry, so we didn’t exactly grill him on day one.

Anyway, we figured we’d have him staying with us for a year or so until he could be a little more independent, so there would be plenty of time to find out.

Then came the day when Talisha accidentally caught sight of our guest pleasuring himself while clutching a pair of her panties.

We pretty much knew from then on that Dimitry wasn’t thrown out of Russia for being gay.
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‘What were you doing down there, anyway?’

‘The laundry. I can’t very well do the laundry without going down to the basement, can I? He shouldn’t have left his door open.’

‘He couldn’t have known your plans for the day. They were definitely your panties?’

‘Well, they weren’t yours.’

‘They could have been… I don’t know… a new girlfriend’s?’

‘Uh…no.’

‘Look, it’s not our job to make sure he has a social life. We do what we can, but he has a right to a private life.’

‘I know.’

‘When he learns more English, he’ll be fine…’

To be honest, we felt a little unprepared for this whole development. We were parents, but we’d never had to deal with something like this with Denise or Denzel.

‘So what are we going to do?’

‘I don’t know. Do you want to talk to him?’

‘Not particularly. Do you?’

I could tell Talisha was more than a little embarrassed that our guest had been using her underwear during his masturbation. But for us introverts, the thought of confronting him about such a personal issue was worse.

I said, ‘Well… I suppose he’s not actually doing anyone harm…’

As we lay there in bed, I glanced at Talisha, sensing that she was giving me a look for saying that. She was.

‘What?’ I said with a sheepish grin. ‘You expect me to be jealous because he’s rubbing his face in your underwear?’

Actually, I was a little surprised at myself. I felt absolutely no jealousy whatsoever — even though a young, good-looking man was staying in our household and apparently had some kind of crush on my wife.

In fact, I found it weirdly fascinating what Talisha had seen him doing.

Trying to provoke me, Talisha said, ‘What if I decided his weird crush was endearing?’

I rolled over onto my front, gazing up at her as she sat up against the pillows and pushed up her top enough to kiss her warm body below her navel. ‘I wouldn’t say it’s a ‘weird’ crush, baby,’ I said, hoping some puppy-dog eyes might keep her from getting annoyed at my lack of jealousy.

She smiled. ‘But you wouldn’t have any worries about a young studly man living in our house, if he fancies your wife?’

“Studly’?’ I smirked.

‘Oh, he’s studly,’ she said, her big, brown eyes flashing with a warning. ‘He’s 20 years old — I bet he could stay hard for six hours without a break.’

Well, now, that was interesting. The inflection in her voice suggested that any normal husband might get enraged that his wife was thinking about another man being hard for hours on end. But I lay there having had the image of our young Russian refugee getting hard for my wife inserted into my head — and now I was lying there on top of a hard one myself.

Why was I sexually aroused by the thought of my wife cheating on me with our boarder?

Then, while I was considering my unexpected response, Talisha added, ‘Maybe I should just go downstairs right now and offer him these panties. And see if he wants anything else while I’m down there.’

She lifted the waistband of her sweatpants, and from where I was lying, I got a nice glimpse down at her current underwear that only spurred on the arousal inside me.

But still, no jealousy.

Teasing her back, I said, ‘You’re practically twice his age. What would people say?’

She flashed her eyes again, this time because it wasn’t polite to talk about a woman’s age, huh. She said, ‘If they knew… people would say well, of course he would… she looks at least 15, maybe even 20, years younger than she really is…’

At that, I blew a raspberry on her stomach, and she squealed with horror and outrage, and then we wrestled.

As usual, I let her win. As usual, she believed she won.

But while we tussled — holding each other, squeezing each other, all giggling and heaving and sweating — it became apparent to Talisha that I was as hard as a rock. I’d forgotten to even try and hide it.

‘What do we have here?’ she said, as though she’d discovered a gold coin buried in the backyard.

‘What?’ I protested as she sat astride my knees and peeled down the bedsheet to expose the sizable bulge in my boxer shorts. ‘You know it always gets me going when we tussle.’

‘Not like this,’ she said, her face lighting up with delight as she uncovered the tentpole in my shorts — and that only made it harder still.

‘It’s only natural…’

But she said, ‘Mr. Marcus Brannigan. You are 45 years old, and we have been married for nearly two decades. I know you don’t get this hard unless I’ve been working you for at least half an hour.’

‘Maybe I am jealous,’ I said, trying to offer some explanation other than the fact that I was turned on by the thought of another man crushing on my wife. Even if it meant admitting to something I’d earlier denied.

‘This is not jealousy,’ she said, tugging down my boxers to let my cock spring free.

I moaned quietly as her fingers curled around my stiff shaft, and she gripped it tightly with two hands.

Then like some kind of African-American Miss Marple, she went through the evidence in order to make an accusation. ‘So let’s see…’ she said, slowly pumping my cock as she spoke.

‘…I told you that I accidentally looked into Dimitry’s room and saw him jacking off while holding my panties up to his face…’

‘…then you weren’t in any way angry or jealous… and you didn’t want to go down there and demand he stops violating your wife’s underwear…’

‘Can underwear be violated?’

‘No, no,’ Talisha ‘Jessica Fletcher’ Brannigan held up a finger to stop me talking. ‘…then you actually tried to persuade me there wasn’t ‘any harm’ in another man violating your wife’s underwear… and then when I suggested that there might be some risk of your wife being tempted into investigating the weird crush our refugee friend has on her… your only real reaction was…’

She squeezed my erection so hard that I let out a little yelp.

‘No, honey,’ she said, standing up on the bed — looming over me with her hands on her hips, like some kind of superhero denouncing newly-shackled evildoers before flying away — ‘this is not jealousy.’

‘What are you saying?’ I said. Actually, I wasn’t sure what her point was, except to suggest I was oddly turned on by the thought of our refugee friend having a major crush on her.

I was even curious whether she might have a theory explaining why I felt this way.

But she frowned, and the sails of her deduction seemed to lose all wind.

‘Well…’ she said, trying to figure out some kind of conclusion to her argument before quickly giving up. Instead, she whipped down her sweatpants and her panties before sitting back down to take my hardness inside her before we lost that, too.

‘Oh, man…’ I moaned as my throbbing manhood was suddenly engulfed by the searing heat of my wife’s beautifully tight, wet pussy.

It was strange — just the talk of another guy having a crush on Talisha somehow awakened a whole new level of desire in me for my wife. She started slowly riding me, and I felt like I’d just had a blindfold removed — that her full beauty had been obscured for years.

I had married a seriously gorgeous woman.

But I’d clearly taken her too much for granted.

Was my body responding to the threat of a rival suitor under our roof by making me desire my wife more? It felt like it — but I wasn’t going to complain: it felt good to have that kind of powerful attraction toward Talisha again. Particularly when she was sitting astride me and fucking me to her heart’s content.

I even reached up to peel off her top, so I could take in the magnificent sight of her stunning breasts, her nipples so prominent and proud.

She beamed at me, enjoying the way I was looking at her. The way my hard cock throbbed inside her. The way my hands were drawn to her gorgeous tits as though they were magnetic.

‘So, are we just going to let him go on violating my panties, then?’ she asked as she continued to ride me.

I said, ‘Maybe we should give the poor guy a break… he’ll meet a nice American girl soon enough, right?’

‘Isn’t it kinda gross, shoving your face into somebody’s dirty underwear?’

‘Depends how dirty they are,’ I grinned.

She flashed her eyes at me. ‘I have excellent personal hygiene, I’ll have you know,’ she declared.

I pulled her to me, kissing her deeply, as though assessing her personal hygiene for myself. Then I held her, powered my cock deep inside her, and kept it there — and then rolled us both over until I was now on top.

‘Boy,’ she said, her eyes wide, ‘What has gotten into you tonight?’

‘What?’ I grinned, although I could accept that our lovemaking rarely lasted anywhere near this long these days.

‘You’re trying to prove yourself because there’s another hunky guy in the house?’

“Hunky’?’ I protested. ‘Just how much of him did you see?’

She said, ‘I saw that he’s clearly making good use of that gym membership he got from WelcomeHost.’

Then her eyes blazed, and she added, ‘I saw he has a nice, big dick — because he was jerking it right there on his bed.’

Oh, God. She was right to ask what had gotten into me. She presented me with the image of herself standing there in the basement, gazing through the gap in the doorway into the guest bedroom at our naked boarder jacking his big cock — and it only made me want her more.

‘Oh my God…’ Talisha breathed, and I realized she could feel my cock throbbing inside her in response to her words.

She put her arms around me and rolled us back over so that she was now straddling me again. ‘You really would be okay with me going down there and giving him a fresh pair of my panties, wouldn’t you?’ she said.

I merely groaned, gripped her hips, and worked my hips to thrust my pulsating, vibrating erection up into her searing-hot pussy.

She smiled broadly. ‘How would you feel if I… maybe… offered him a hand while I was down there…?’

It was one of those moments where I couldn’t really think; all I could do was feel. I couldn’t consider what she was saying; I could only respond. And I responded by wrestling her over onto her back again, before thrusting my big, hard cock deep into her.

She was a little taken aback by my passion.

‘Maybe… while I was giving him a little hand with his problem…’ she said, ‘I might as well… you know… slip him in my mouth for a while…’

I groaned and leaned in to suck on her neck as I pounded my cock into her, harder than I’d fucked her for years.

‘Oh… God…’ she moaned, panting for breath.

But she wasn’t done teasing me.

She said breathlessly, ‘You like that?… The thought of your naughty wife… sucking on another man’s cock?’

I couldn’t stop myself. It was just undeniably hot, the mental image of what she was saying.

‘Maybe… ‘ she said, ‘If… I’d taken my panties off… I could just… let him put it inside me for a little…’

I could hardly believe what she was saying, yet this was turning into the most incredible sexual experience of my life.

‘Would you let a poor, lonely white boy fuck your gorgeous wife, honeybun?’

I couldn’t explain it. This was the woman I’d married nearly 20 years ago, the woman I’d spent half my life with. There hadn’t been a day I hadn’t seen her for so, so long. And yet right now, it was as though I was seeing her for the first time. I felt as I had when we’d started going out, and I couldn’t believe how lucky I was that someone as beautiful as Talisha Martin had agreed to go with me.

It felt like the night I’d lost my virginity, for crying out loud.

‘I bet he’d fuck me so good, honey,’ she murmured, ‘I bet he’d fuck me so good…’

I couldn’t resist it.

‘You know how wet it makes me, thinking of him fucking me…?’

I came deep inside her, shooting so much cream into her, even she was wondering where it all came from. My cock remained hard and throbbing inside her after I finished, and that came as a surprise, too. So much so that I felt Talisha’s pussy suddenly quiver and spasm — and then she was crying out as though someone had stepped on her toe.

‘Oh, Jesus… Oh, Jesus… Oh, Marcus Brannigan, you are a bad, bad man…’

I wondered how long it had been since I’d made her come like that.

Whether she’d been faking it with me for a while.

Actually, she’d gotten to the point where she hadn’t even bothered to fake it for a while.

At that moment, though, I knew she wasn’t faking anything. I rolled off her, and we both lay side by side, gasping for air, stunned by what had just happened between us.

‘Oh, honey,’ she said when she was finally able to speak. ‘I don’t know what that was… but I know I want some more…’


Chapter Two




The next evening when I got home from the office, I went upstairs to change out of my suit and noticed a new addition to our little bedroom: our laundry basket.

It had some of Talisha’s clothes in it — I’m guessing what she wore to her work that day.

Nothing so unusual, you might say. Except that from the first time we started living together, I’d learned that my wife didn’t like keeping any dirty laundry in the bedroom, in a basket or not, because it could make the room smell a little funky.

Downstairs, Talisha was in the kitchen fixing dinner for the three of us. It wasn’t the place to ask her about the laundry basket.

Dinner with Dimitry was just about normal — our young Russian refugee didn’t seem to notice anything different, at least. I could tell something was up with Talisha — for one, she kept giving Dimitry little glances whenever she thought she wasn’t being noticed. But on the whole, she hid it well. I’m guessing it had to be strange to find out your boarder had a big crush on you.

Later, though, when Talisha and I were getting ready for bed, I did ask her about the new laundry basket in the bedroom.

‘Well, if we keep the dirty laundry in the laundry room before there’s enough for a full load, it makes the basement smell funky,’ she explained. ‘And since we now have a guest staying down there…’

I raised my eyebrow at that.

‘It’s not because you’re worried a certain somebody might borrow things from the laundry before it gets washed?’ I asked her.

She put her hands on her hips and sighed. ‘Why does he even have to take my underwear… I mean, he has free access to the WiFi, doesn’t he? He can just look at porn, like everyone else his age…’

Standing in front of her, I smiled. ‘He likes your smell,’ I said, leaning in to inhale the scent from her neck, before kissing her softly under her ear. My tone of voice clearly suggested that I liked her smell, too. That I sympathized with our house guest for that reason.

Talisha’s expression softened slightly at the unconventional compliment. ‘He could get that from one of my shirts or something instead. Why does it have to be my panties?’

I flashed my eyes. ‘Because your panties have been pressed up against your nou-nou all day…’

‘My ‘nou-nou’?’

‘You know what I’m talking about.’

With that, I picked the panties she’d been wearing all day at work out from the laundry basket, and pressed them to my face, pretending to be Dimitry. Actually, the scent of my wife’s panties was a thrill for a red-blooded male — even one married to her for years. I could imagine how it would be for a lonely young guy isolated in a new country.

‘Hey!’ my wife snatched her underwear from me.

I laughed. ‘You’re not going to let your own husband…?’ I teased her.

She climbed onto the bed and lay up against the pillows with a come hither expression on her face. ‘You want to press your face against something that smells like my nou-nou,’ she said, ‘you can just come here and press your face against my nou-nou.’

With that, she briefly lifted her hips to slide off her sweatpants. Underneath, she wore a sexy little black g-string that seemed to cover almost nothing at all. She spread her thighs for me.

Dazzled by such a graphic display — this was not the usual thing for Talisha by any stretch of the imagination — I hesitated a moment. But in that moment, my heart started racing, and my manhood thickened to the same surprising extent as the previous night — and I felt that powerful craving for my wife.

A moment later, I was lying between her beautiful toned thighs, doing exactly as she’d suggested.

‘Oh honey… that feels amazing…’

I’ll admit it had been a while since I’d gone down on my gorgeous wife. It was strange that it took a Russian refugee to tell me what I was missing. My newly revitalized desire for Talisha was translated into a powerful hunger for her sweet pussy.

And she definitely seemed to enjoy it as I wedged my head between her thighs, nudged aside her g-string, and lapped at her slick folds.

Sucking on my wife’s pussy lips, slipping my tongue inside her, I was reminded of what heaven it was to give her pleasure that way. The graceful, sexy way she writhed under me as I pressed my hot mouth against her sensitive zone, as I nudged up against her clit, and thrust my tongue inside her. The way her scent and her flavor seemed to chemically react with the pleasure centers of my brain as I feasted on her prize. The exquisite view up her trim figure while my head was lodged between her thighs.

All that, and there was this strange boost to my ego, knowing that this was probably precisely what Dimitry had been fantasizing about for ages, and I was the one who got to do it.

I was moaning almost as much as she was, I reveled in the experience so much.

She pressed her hands to my head, and I felt her jerking her hips — practically fucking my face — as she came hard.

‘Oh God… oh my God… oh yes… oh honey, just like that…’

Once she’d finally calmed down and got her breathing back under control, she put a hand under my chin and tilted my face up to hers. ‘You think that’s what Dimitry wishes he could do?’ she asked me.

‘Oh yes, I bet he does,’ I grinned and licked my lips as I pulled her g-string over her hips and down her legs.

Talisha giggled. ‘Maybe I should ask him sometime,’ she joked.

At that point, I picked myself up from the bed, and my naked wife was clearly baffled about what I was up to.

I held her g-string up to my nose — the scrap of black lace was soaked through with Talisha’s spicy juices. My wife’s eyes widened, and her mouth gaped as she watched me drop her g-string into the laundry basket.

Then I picked up the laundry basket, saying, ‘Perhaps we should start with a little gift for him,’ I said, before taking the laundry basket out of the room and downstairs, to deposit it in the usual place by the washing machine.

Talisha couldn’t do anything to stop me — she was naked, and by the time she’d pulled on a bathrobe, the deed was done.

I blocked her way downstairs.

‘What are you doing?’ she said sternly, but at the same time, trying not to be overheard.

‘You know he’ll enjoy it,’ I said calmly.

‘You’re crazy.’

I smiled. ‘Don’t you like the thought of a hunky guy fantasizing about you sitting on his face?’

She raised an eyebrow. ‘I suppose you do,’ she said.

I kissed her. ‘Right now, I’m more focused on something hard I need to put somewhere wet…’

She giggled and took hold of my hand, leading me back into the bedroom to finish what we’d started.
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Saturday morning — for once, Dimitry and I were having breakfast, chatting about what he missed from home, his difficulty meeting people his own age around here, and so on.

For the first time, I discovered that his brother Andrei had been killed in the early days of the Russian invasion of Ukraine. The poor guy hadn’t even known it was a war — his squad had believed they were taking part in some kind of military exercise at the time.

‘I write about war on Facebook, on Telegram, on blog,’ he said. ‘Then, after some time, police turn up… take my stuff. My computer, my books, my DVDs.’

‘Jesus. Seriously?’

He shrugged. ‘They don’t find me — I escape. Now, I cannot go home.’

Despite his lack of a social life over here, he didn’t seem too concerned about loneliness — the main thing was that he was safe. Since his escape, many guys his age had been conscripted into the Russian army and forced to fight in Putin’s war.

I asked Dimitry if there was anything Talisha and I could do to help him meet people, but at that point, my beautiful wife returned from her morning run.

Usually, when Talisha goes for a run, she wears sweatpants and a t-shirt. Tracksuit if it’s cold out. This morning, though, she came in wearing nothing but a sports bra and skin-tight lycra shorts that left a whole lot of her uncovered.

She beamed, seeing both of our jaws drop to see her like that.

‘Well, a good morning to you both, too,’ she said, breezing past us to the fridge.

She stood right by Dimitry as she took out a bottle of orange juice and took a huge drink from it — and I saw him close his eyes and take a long, deep breath, inhaling her scent.

Then he opened his eyes and stared as a few drops of juice escaped her mouth and dripped down onto her chest, dribbling down her gorgeous skin, drawing his gaze to her mouthwatering cleavage.

She gave him a sideways glance and a sexy little smile as their eyes met, and Dimitry looked away, blushing at being caught staring. Then she flashed her eyes at me along with a mischievous smirk, teasing me for my complete lack of jealousy.

She returned the juice to the fridge and said, ‘Are you up to anything this evening, Dimitry?’

‘Uh… I think no, Mrs. Brannigan,’ he said.

‘Would you like to come see a movie with us? There’s a new Marvel movie — I’m sure you’d enjoy it.’

Dimitry glanced at me, apparently worried that I’d seen him staring at my wife and that I’d be furious now she was inviting him out on our movie date.

But I gave him a warm smile. ‘You know about Marvel movies?’ I asked him. ‘Superheroes?’

‘Yes, superheroes,’ he nodded.

‘It’ll be fun,’ I shrugged, trying to make it all sound like no big deal.

‘Uh… sure,’ he said to Talisha. ‘I would like that.’

‘Great, then it’s a date,’ my wife said to him, glancing at me as she used the word’ date.’ Then she waltzed on out of there again, knowing that both of us had our eyes trained on her gorgeous ass as she went.

Dimitry finished his breakfast before me, but when I was done, I cleared up and came out to find him standing in the living room doorway, watching Talisha doing some warm-down stretches after her morning exercise.

I backed away a little, letting him believe that he went unnoticed as he watched my wife, in her tight gym clothes, display her fine body in various positions on her yoga mat in front of the TV.

Did she know he was watching her? She had to. She usually didn’t do much stretching after one of her runs — not like this, at any rate.

I left her to it but hung back in the kitchen to enjoy the moment.
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After she was done, heading upstairs to hit the shower, Dimitry returned to his basement. I went upstairs to find my wife peeling off her skin-tight lycra while the shower heated up in the bathroom.

‘You’re mean, you know that?’ I said to her.

‘Mean?’ she said, pure innocence personified.

‘Showing off like that around the poor guy.’

She giggled. ‘Mean to him, or mean to you?’ she asked me.

‘To him,’ I said, stepping up to her. ‘It’s not mean to me — I can have you whenever I want.’

I pulled her toward me to kiss her mouth, but she broke away. “Whenever’?’

She gave me a look that stated firmly that any sex between us would happen when she decided, not me. Then her hand found its way to my hard cock, pressing against it through my jeans, and her expression softened.

‘You love it, don’t you?’ she said, unbuttoning my fly. ‘That he wants me, but you’re the one who gets to have me.’

I pulled her back for another kiss — breathing her in as I did so. I was curious, I guess, why Dimitry had been so taken with her scent. I’d never been particularly drawn to my wife when she was sweaty after a run. But perhaps because another man was, I was definitely responding to her physically this time.

I sucked on her lips and filled my chest with her scent, as though purposefully taking what our Russian guest wanted for myself.

I wasn’t jealous, but that didn’t mean I wasn’t reacting to Dimitry’s apparent desire for my wife. In fact, it was almost like the opposite of jealousy — his desire for her strengthened my own, but made me wish he could experience her someday, the way I was.

The earthy smell of her body, the slight clamminess of her skin after her exercise made me feel energized and highly aroused. Was it her pheromones?

She moaned as I shoved down her gym shorts and stuffed my hand down between her thighs, my finger finding its way into her hot, slippery sex.

‘You invited him out on our date?’ I said to her.

She smiled. ‘He needs to get out of the house,’ she insisted.

I stirred my finger inside her. ‘Maybe I should duck out of it,’ I said. ‘Let you take him on a real date.’

Her eyes flashed with excitement and surprise.

‘There’s no way you could handle that,’ she said.

I laughed.’ Sure I could.’

Then I bent her over the end of our bed, and slid my hard cock inside her tight, hot, wet pussy from behind — grabbing her hips before thrusting into her again and again.

‘Oh yes… oh yes…’

She was loud as I fucked her — apparently not caring whether Dimitry could hear her.

As I held her hips and powered my big, hard cock into her, I was already imagining how it would be for my wife to take our Russian friend out on a date to the movie theater without me.

‘Are you going to flirt with him on your date tonight?’ I asked her — growling a little as I continued fucking her.

‘Oh yes, honey… you’d like that, wouldn’t you?’


Chapter Three




Date night was once a week. An evening dedicated to the two of us. We’d been doing it since we got married — our way of keeping things good between us even as our relationship stretched into the years ahead.

Talisha liked to dress up nice, go watch a movie at the theater, then have some food somewhere afterward to talk about the movie.

The best kind of movie for date night was something with a dose of sex in it. The hotter, the better. Talisha liked to talk about that after the show — to the point that we’d just fall into bed at the end of the night and really go at it.

We’d never invited anyone else out on our date night before. We’d been strict, too. But tonight, Talisha had asked Dimitry to come along.

Tonight Talisha had purchased tickets to see the latest Fast & Furious movie — an action thriller that was mostly about fast cars, rather than romance. But tonight, it wasn’t the movie that would get Talisha and me all hot and desperate to get home to bed.

It was Dimitry.

Now, ordinarily, Talisha would take a fair amount of time getting ready to go out for one of our date nights. I would just duck in at the last minute and put on a nice shirt and a decent pair of pants.

Tonight, though, Talisha was clearly making a lot of effort to look good — and I was in the bedroom with her to watch. She was trying to tease me about my lack of jealousy over Dimitry’s crush on her by parading various kinds of tight — or revealing — outfits in front of me, asking me what she should wear.

‘He’s going to miss the movie,’ I warned her. ‘He’ll be sitting there transfixed to your cleavage.’

‘You’re saying I should cover up?’ she said, loving the picture I was giving to her of Dimitry gazing at her instead of the movie.

‘I’m saying I’m not going to ask Dimitry what happened in the movie,’ I laughed.

She took her time putting on makeup, and I noticed that she was using more perfume than usual — but I was enjoying the efforts she was going to in order to look truly stunning for her date.

Oh sure, it wasn’t quite a full ‘date,’ as some would understand it.

Not yet.

But that’s what we were calling it.

I had a sudden ‘phone call’ just before we were due to head out the door, which led to me having to go into the office to get something done. Dimitry seemed surprised but happy enough that I encouraged him and Talisha to continue with their movie night without me.

I even said I’d try to join them for food after the movie, depending on how it went at the office.

Then I flashed Talisha a suggestive smile and watched the two of them leave.

It gave me an odd feeling, watching them go. I wasn’t expecting anything to happen between them — though Talisha knew I was turned on by the thought of her flirting with him. I didn’t think Dimitry would really have the nerve to properly hit on my wife.

On the surface, we were encouraging our guest to get out more and be more socially confident.

But you never quite knew what might happen.
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I was nervous, waiting for my wife to return from her date with Dimitry.

Talisha sent me a text message with a picture of her sitting in the movie theater, waiting for the movie to start. There was a whole load of cleavage on view — although I suspected she was exaggerating it to antagonize me.

I told her there was no chance for Dimitry to concentrate on the movie now. And that she shouldn’t be looking at her phone in the theater.

She said if I was worried, maybe I should come down there and sit between them. Otherwise, she’d let him look at whatever he wanted to see.

I told her I’d come down there and sit between them if she wasn’t so hot when she was flirting with another guy.

With that, she told me to quit bothering her while she was watching the movie with her date. And she sent me a selfie that included a somewhat surprised Dimitry — surprised because, in Talisha’s eagerness to get a picture with him, her cheek was pressed right up against his.

I felt that narcotic-like thrill as I took in that picture.

I sat there on the couch, my heart thumping, my cock rock hard, thinking about Talisha flirting with Dimitry. She was a natural flirt. She always had been — I just never saw any significance in it. My friends all adored her because she was so much fun to be around.

That had to be good for Dimitry.

But what if I wanted it to go beyond just a bit of harmless flirting?

Jeez, I was so hard at the thought of our Russian friend flirting back with my wife. Getting a little courage from some drinks after the movie. The two of them staying out late in the night, perhaps going dancing somewhere.

Suddenly I felt this wave of anxiety — was I being an idiot?

Letting my wife fool around with our boarder, our house guest — was that just insane? What if I was quietly letting our marriage fall apart?

I told myself there was no way Talisha would ever choose another guy over me. At the same time, the cocktail of feelings was getting a little overwhelming. I got up from the sofa. I did a few chores just to distract myself.

I cleaned the kitchen. I vacuumed our first floor.

I did the laundry.

I noticed that Talisha’s little black G-string was gone from the laundry basket. My heart did a little pirouette to think we’d given him that gift, and he’d apparently gladly accepted it.
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I googled the run time for the movie, and right about the time Talisha and Dimitry’s viewing was likely to end, I sent them a message apologizing that I was still at the office, trapped at work.

Talisha sent a message back saying they were both hungry, and going to get something even though I wasn’t going to join them.

I sent back my best wishes, telling them I hoped they had fun, and that I’d try to meet up with them as soon as I could get away from work.

A little later, after they’d had some food and had moved on to a bar, Talisha said she came up with a good idea: try to make her husband jealous. Dimitry saw the funny side to it, apparently.

They started sending me more selfies.

Talisha looked so sexy in each one, that revealing little dress just about clinging to her body — she had to be driving Dimitry crazy, she was driving me crazy, and I only had occasional still photos.

There seemed to be a lot of laughing and giggling involved, particularly as the night wore on and the alcohol flowed.

Just from the pretext of needing to take selfies where they were both squeezed into frame, Talisha had to hold on tight to her date, too, which only sent my temperature soaring.

It was really Talisha being naughty — giving me suggestive looks, flaunting herself around our young friend, knowing what it was doing to me. Dimitry was the innocent party, aware that these photos were going back to Talisha’s husband. But at least he seemed to be having a lot of fun.

Still, I could not tear myself away from the ‘office.’

It was the strangest experience I’d had in a long time. I was enjoying a night out by proxy. Looking forward to every selfie Talisha sent. Hoping something might happen between my wife and her date — accidentally or on purpose.

I had a couple of beers myself to calm my nerve. As the night wore on, my concern became less and less about the danger of losing my wife to a younger man — and more about whether something hot might happen between them, and for some reason, Talisha would keep it secret from me.

Talisha took Dimitry along to a club for some dancing.

Not bad for a movie night, huh.

Now the pictures were dark and a little fuzzy, but after more drinks, they were dancing with each other, close up. Talisha had hiked up her dress a little more, and seemed to be in danger of showing her world to Dimitry.

Still, I waited, and I encouraged them. Shaking a little as I scoured pictures in which Dimitry had his hands on my wife, as they looked more sweaty and inebriated.

They sent me little video clips of them dancing together, up close, in a dark and humid atmosphere that seemed so sensual, even though there was no evidence Dimitry was doing anything other than dancing with my wife.

Nevertheless, I was so hard seeing them together. Pressing up against each other’s bodies.

Any moment I thought they’d send me a picture in which they were making out.

Man, the chemistry between them was insane.

But then came the message that they were headed home.

Phew. It seemed like a disappointment, weirdly. Talisha was headed home, and I was so buzzed to see her, but a part of me had been hoping they’d stay out longer, drink more, fall into something completely crazy.

Well, maybe I was completely crazy hoping that.

I sent a text message saying I was done at the office, headed home myself. Got to keep up the pretense.

Talisha replied, saying she’d asked Dimitry if he’d like to do another movie night sometime again because she’d had so much fun. And he’d said yes, it was very good for his English to see movies and talk about them afterward.

He’d said maybe next time, I would be able to go as well.

And Talisha told me she’d told Dimitry maybe her husband didn’t have to go with them, since he was often busy in the evening. They could have fun without him.

I was so hard by the time my wife got home.
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Dimitry looked a little surprised to see me when they returned home, and I was there lounging about on the couch in the living room.

At least I’d put on a shirt and pants — I looked like I’d been at the office all night. And now I was quietly nursing a nice, cold, mid-strength beer.

‘You guys had a great time?’ I asked them, smiling magnanimously.

‘It was so much fun,’ Talisha beamed.

She looked so good, so confident, so happy, so sexy. It took me a moment to realize that, as far as she was concerned, two men in this room wanted to fuck her.

‘Was great movie,’ Dimitry said, as though trying to gloss over the rest of the night.

Talisha sat down beside me, and I put my arm around her, giving her a little squeeze. ‘And then you guys went dancing? That was pretty wild.’

‘I haven’t danced like that in years,’ Talisha said.

I gave our Russian friend a reassuring smile. ‘I think maybe you should take Mrs. Brannigan dancing again soon,’ I told him. ‘She clearly loves it.’

‘And Mr. Brannigan can’t dance for toffee,’ Talisha laughed.

It wasn’t true, of course. But I caught a little glint in my wife’s eye that said let’s spin this story and see where it leads. Painting me as an unwilling dance partner, Talisha as a wife who loved to dance.

Dimitry saw his opening — and I was glad.

He said politely, ‘I would be pleased to take Mrs. Brannigan dancing whenever she wishes — if Mr. Brannigan approves.’

I said, ‘I do approve. I think it would make Mrs. Brannigan very happy.’

‘Maybe next weekend?’ Dimitry asked Talisha.

‘Sounds good to me,’ she said.

Then Dimitry wished us a good night and headed down the stairs to his basement room, leaving Talisha and me in the living room.

I put my beer down, and we fell quickly into a fairly hungry make-out session.

‘You’re going to let him take me out dancing?’ she said as I grazed my lips down her neck, breathing in the faint but sexy scent of her recent exercise.

‘You had fun, didn’t you?’ I asked her, and kissed her just beneath the ear.

‘Oh yeah.’

‘And he did?’

‘Judging by what I felt pressing up against me, I’d say so.’

I felt my manhood throb to hear her say that.

‘Seriously?’

‘Especially in the slow numbers.’

I looked her in the eye — she wasn’t making anything up. But she was amused at how it affected me.

‘Does he know you could feel it?’

‘He’s not an idiot.’

I went in for another kiss, ravenous for my beautiful wife, my hand sliding up her smooth thigh. But she stopped me, her eyes blazing with warning.

‘He’ll hear.’

I smiled. My hand found its way up her short dress. ‘I doubt it. He’s probably busy with your underwear.’

‘Huh?’ she said.

I grinned, my hand pressing between her thighs. She was soaking wet. I explained, ‘I went down to do some laundry earlier. That g-string you were wearing the other day… well, it’s fair to say that’s been borrowed, too.’

‘Seriously?’ she seemed overjoyed to hear confirmation of Dimitry’s continuing crush.

I said, ‘He’s probably using it right now.’

‘You think?’

‘I’d put money on it. After you were dancing with him all night…’

Her eyes flashed. ‘I wanna see.’

‘Talisha!’

And here was my wife, who’d just been worried that we might be overheard making out on the living room sofa, getting up to sneak down the basement stairs to spy on our house guest.

Talisha had never worried about being entirely logical.

I crept after her and stopped her just as she reached the first step downward.

‘What if he catches you?’ I whispered.

She shrugged. ‘I’ll tell him I need to put the laundry in the dryer.’

Oh, this was so wrong.

I crept down there after her. If I’d been thinking about it, of course, it would have been clear to me that if Dimitry had caught my wife down in the basement, she could have quickly passed with a cover story about doing the laundry. If he caught both of us down there, he would not believe the same cover story.

But I wasn’t thinking. I was as curious as Talisha.

Thankfully, our basement stairs are not the cliched creaky wooden stairs. For some reason, they’re made of concrete, and they’re solid as could be. So Talisha and I could silently sneak down to the basement without making a squeak.

I saw Talisha freeze at the bottom of the stairs and catch her breath.

The door to Dimitry’s room was open a crack. As I sidled up to my wife, I could see in there — I could see the young Russian lying on the bed on his back, and he wasn’t sleeping.

As we watched him pressing Talisha’s g-string against his face, I wrapped my arms around my wife and slipped a hand under the hem of her dress. My fingers quickly found their way to her soaking-wet entrance.

She moaned quietly as I slowly slid my digit inside her.

‘You see how hard you make him?’ I murmured in her ear.

She whimpered a little.

‘He loves the smell of your pussy, sweetheart. He can’t get enough of it…’

I pulled her against me so she could feel how hard she made me.

Then I told her, ‘One of these days, I think you’re going to have to catch him in the act…’


Chapter Four




The next time Talisha went out on a ‘date’ with our Russian refugee friend Dimitry, we didn’t bother coming up with any kind of excuse for why I couldn’t be there. No — now it was straightforward: Talisha wanted to go out dancing, and Dimitry would be the one to take her.

It was good for his English, it was good for his confidence.

And Talisha loved to dance.

On evenings when they went out, I would act almost like some kind of proud father, watching his daughter go out to the prom with her high school prom date. I was grateful to Dimitry for spending the evening with my wife. Dimitry seemed grateful I would allow Talisha to go out with him since his social circle in the States was not yet up and running.

Dimitry was very respectful, and while he became flirtatious with Talisha while they were out together — and increasingly as they both took on supplies of alcohol — he seemed cautious not to overstep any boundaries.

Talisha loved knowing how attracted to her he was, and certainly enjoyed flirting with him, too. But she also did not rush into anything.

Gradually, as the two of them went on more and more dates, Dimitry seemed to relax around me while we were all at home together. I treated him almost like a son-in-law. I was open about how much Talisha enjoyed spending time with him and that I liked that she was having fun with him.

And as the weeks rolled on, the two of them felt able to be flirtatious with each other around me.

It was crazy hot for me because the sexual chemistry between them was so good. It practically made the air crackle with static electricity, as though a lightning storm was on the way.

Despite how tempting it was, we were careful not to move too quickly.

I tried to keep calm and just savor the strange sexual energy that surrounded Talisha and Dimitry, particularly on date nights. How excited they were to go dancing together. The mixed-up cocktail of emotions I always experienced when they were out on a date, and I was left at home wondering what they were up to, and whether they might get tempted to take a step forward into actual sexual contact.

It was always such a turn-on whenever they sent me selfies revealing what they were up to. Sometimes Talisha play-acted like they were being naughty, and I knew enough about her intentions to understand that those images had an element of truth.

Then she would come home, sweaty and horny, and tell me about how it had been, dancing with Dimitry. The two of them trying to brush up against each other as much as they could without making it seem too obvious what they were doing. Talisha trying to rub up against him to feel how hard he was for her while they danced. Dimitry finding ways to — accidentally or otherwise — put a hand on her soft skin without it seeming too forward.

The two of them dropping compliments left, right, and center to make it clear they were attracted to each other without going too far — because Talisha was married to me.

It seemed that someday, something was going to happen. There would be a little slip, and they’d be making out. One of their hands would move a little further than they’d meant, and one or other of them would be groping the other. Perhaps Dimitry’s hand would slip too far up Talisha’s dress. Perhaps Talisha’s hand would hesitate in the middle of brushing over the bulge in his pants.

I felt confident if that kind of thing happened, neither of them would take offense. And it could even open the door for something fully sexual to begin between them.

I remember one night, Talisha came home from a date so hungry for cock, she practically pounced on me and tore off my pants before jamming my hardness in her talented mouth. And in between mouthfuls, she asked me, ‘When this happens, how do you want it to be?’

God, I had to be careful not to come right there when she said that — because I wanted this to last longer than just a few seconds.

Playing carefully, I said, ‘When what happens?’

She said earnestly, ‘You know this is going to happen, right? I mean, it’s clear you want it to. I still don’t fully understand why, but you definitely want it…’

‘Want what?’ I laughed.

She was touching herself as she sucked on my cock. It was so hot how horny she was.

She said, ‘I can have an affair with him if you want. We can do it all in secret, and you can pretend you know nothing about what’s going on when you’re with Dimitry.’

My cock was throbbing as she uttered the word ‘affair.’ I had to breathe deeply and try to relax.

Then she went on, ‘Or we can leave it all out in the open. I’m just a very flirty person, and you love that about me. And when it goes beyond that, you’re cool with it. It’s not a big deal in your eyes.’

She slurped my big dick back in her pretty mouth, and I found myself imagining it was Dimitry enjoying similar.

‘We’ve all got to live in one house,’ I said. ‘If you have an affair, there’s the possibility of ill feelings creeping in.’

‘Mmm-hmm,’ she nodded, her mouth too full to speak.

‘Even if I know what’s going on, and I’m secretly happy with it, Dimitry might start feeling awkward around me.’

‘Mmm-hmm.’

‘He might wonder if I suspect what’s going on. He might take something the wrong way and end up believing I’ve taken a dislike to him. That I’m jealous.’

I moaned. ‘What’s the downside to keeping things all out in the open?’

Talisha smacked her lips as she withdrew from my cock. She said, ‘You might worry what he thinks about you — just letting your wife sleep with him.’

I nearly came in her face at that. Another deep breath later, I smiled. ‘Why should I worry about that? I’m just chilled out about my flirtatious wife doing whatever she wants. That doesn’t make me weak, does it?’

‘Not in my eyes,’ she said and then took me so deep in her mouth that I couldn’t avoid coming down her throat.
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Dimitry’s English was getting much better — and very quickly, too. It was impressive.

Talisha was responding to the whole thing by becoming more and more confident — and more and more sexy with it. She started buying new clothes, particularly revealing outfits she could wear while out dancing with Dimitry.

She bought plenty of new underwear — mostly thongs and g-strings since we knew Dimitry was continuing to borrow her intimate items to enjoy her personal scent while he released all that sexual tension in private.

But interestingly, Talisha also seemed to be buying clothes so that she could dress younger while she was out with Dimitry, as though she wanted to blend in more with his age group.

When I asked about that one night, Talisha said, ‘Sometimes, when we’re out, Dimitry sees people he recognizes from college.’

I didn’t really think anything of it at first.

Then Dimitry asked Talisha if she would go with him to a house party. Or, should I say, Dimitry asked both of us if he could take Talisha to the party.

‘It wouldn’t have to be for very long,’ he said. ‘I just want to show my face, you know?’

Talisha gave me a little smirk, amused and thrilled that he would invite her to a college party.

I laughed. ‘I wouldn’t have a problem with it — you can take her for as long as she likes,’ I said. ‘But would she be going… as your girlfriend?’

Dimitry blushed. ‘I… I only thought…’

I had to quickly reassure him. ‘Oh, no, it’s okay. She can be your girlfriend, if you need her to be.’

Talisha flashed her eyes at me at that — a little surprised at what I was saying.

He smiled gratefully. ‘I just think if people in my class think I am… you know… not alone… they will not treat me as a loner.’

It was very logical. But Talisha and I were teasing each other a little at the use of the word ‘girlfriend.’ And the teasing was flirtatious to the point of suggestive.

‘It’s really up to Talisha whether she’d want to be your girlfriend,’ I said casually.

And my wife said, ‘I would love to be your girlfriend, Dima.’

That was the first time she used the diminutive form of Dimitry’s name in front of me. I’d never heard it before, but it emphasized how close they’d become. It made me shiver a little with excitement and a few nerves.

‘Do you think you can handle having a boyfriend as well as a husband?’ I asked Talisha.

She giggled. ‘Of course. But I won’t tell anyone at the party I have a husband.’

Dimitry was blushing like crazy, but I could see from how his eyes flicked between Talisha and me that he was figuring out something was happening here. That it wasn’t just a married couple who trusted each other enough that it wasn’t a big deal for the wife to pretend to be their friend’s girlfriend for a party.

I caught a hint of surprise and realization on his face at the idea that I might be open to Talisha being more than just a fake girlfriend to fool people at a party.

It felt like we might all be taking the next step in whatever this was turning out to be.
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The night of the party, I was once again a spectator as my wife got herself ready to go out with Dimitry. Tonight, though, she was purposefully dressing up like she was a college girl.

It had been, like, 20 years since she’d been in college. But somehow, Talisha made it look easy. Her soft, flawless skin helped with the impression, along with the way she applied her makeup.

And her outfit was like something I’d refuse to let our own daughter wear out to a party. A black, lace-trimmed top that covered little more than a sports bra. A pair of fishnet hose, for God’s sake. And a gold miniskirt that was definitely not something Talisha would wear out with her friends.

Man.

‘I feel like maybe I should be giving you a box of condoms,’ I said. ‘You know… to make sure you’re protected.’

Talisha giggled. ‘But we don’t have any, do we?’ she pointed out.

There was a pause, I think where you might have expected Talisha to reassure me that she wouldn’t do anything with Dimitry, so I needn’t worry. Or perhaps where you might have expected me to say something to her about being careful not to drink too much and let things get out of hand.

But neither of us said anything like that.

We wanted something to happen. My heart was fluttering.

After a moment, I said, ‘It’s great he’s getting invited to parties.’

Talisha smiled. ‘And I’ll make sure he gets invited to more,’ she promised. I could believe it. Talisha could be the light of a party — the warm heart of an occasion around whom other partygoers wanted to congregate.

It really did make sense for Dimitry to invite her to the party.

I said, ‘You’ll make them believe you’re his girlfriend?’

She kissed me. ‘Maybe it’s time I make him believe I’m his girlfriend, right?’

[image: ]


I was trembling as I stood by the front door, wishing them well on the way out. Was something significant going to happen tonight?

What did college kids do at parties these days?

Dimitry looked casual but stylish in a black long-sleeve shirt and jeans. He shook my hand on the way out like we were buddies, like he’d discussed his plan to bed this hot chick he was taking out tonight.

I felt so old.

My wife, who was the same age as me, looked just like a college girl as she stepped out of our front door, blew me a kiss, and then accompanied our young Russian friend to the awaiting Uber.

Age was just a point of view, right?

My wife was re-entering her twenties.


Chapter Five




Dimitry was a fairly big guy. He pumped weights down in his basement room when he wasn’t listening to music or masturbating with a pair of my wife’s worn underwear.

Sometimes, it was easy to forget that he was only a college kid. Just twenty years old.

He’d been accompanying my wife to the theater, and to dance at nightclubs, but he’d been the epitome of respect and courtesy so far, even if he’d gone along with Talisha’s outrageous flirting.

I’d hoped something might happen between them, but nothing much had happened so far other than a bit of light touching, and some heavy hints that they were both highly attracted to each other.

Tonight, though, seemed different.

Tonight as I watched them head out to a college party, Talisha had deliberately made herself look like a college girl. She’s dressed provocatively and a little punky, with a very short gold skirt, fishnet stockings, and a highly revealing black lacy top that could almost be described as a bra. She’d tied up her shoulder-length black hair with a scrunchy, she’d put on a load of eyeliner, and she was up on four-inch heels.

By association, she made Dimitry look more like a college kid than he ever had before, even though he wasn’t particularly trying to dress his age.

As I watched them go, I was made to think how it had been to be a college kid. A time of freedom, that first taste of real independence, and the associated desire to experiment and have fun.

And while Dimitry was only attending community college, our local community college was known as a college for partying.

I felt a tremor of excitement as Talisha gave me a farewell wave and climbed into the Uber. When the car drove off, I was left feeling breathless. This wasn’t my wife being taken dancing by a respectful young man who was staying in our basement room. This was Talisha going to a college party with a hot young stud pretending she was his girlfriend.

She would be encouraging Dimitry to socialize, to break through the isolation of being a foreigner in a foreign land, and make some friends.

People would think she was his girlfriend. There would be a particular image they would need to maintain, a status, a reputation.

I went back inside, wondering if anyone else on our street had noticed Talisha getting into a car with our young house guest, looking like she was his date. What would they think of her? What would they think of me as her husband? What assumptions would they make? What conclusions would they jump to?

I closed the front door behind me, sealing myself in the sanctity of our home.

What if people knew Talisha was having an affair with our house guest? I didn’t care. I wanted her to have an affair. The idea was a thrill, even if I had no definitive theory for why I felt that way.

Talisha was beautiful. Talisha was sexy. It was hot to think of her having sex, and it was just plain crazy to think of her having sex with somebody new. She would go crazy, and so I would go crazy. And I already knew Dimitry was crazy about her.

What more theory did I need for this strange craving I felt?

Perhaps this was what happened when you simply didn’t feel any jealousy. I didn’t feel jealous because I trusted that my wife loved me so much that nothing anybody could do would get in the way of our marriage.

That’s not to say I didn’t feel nervous as the two of them went out to their college party.

Partly I was nervous that nothing would happen. That Dimitry would meet somebody else and lose interest in Talisha — which would make some sense since she was already married — and this great adventure of ours could end prematurely. Partly, there was a sense that it would go too well, and she would get hooked on Dimitry. And then what? She would get her heart broken when he eventually wanted to date a girl his own age? Or she would get so besotted with him and his buff torso, she’d lose interest in me?

I don’t know. I trusted my wife. But danger seemed part and parcel of this fantasy. And risk only seemed to enhance the sexual arousal I felt now that she was away partying with Dimitry.
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I sat for a while. I tried to relax and unwind and watch TV.

I couldn’t sit still. My mind was reeling. My dick was hard.

Talisha sent me a text message with a photo of a house that looked like a damn fraternity. We’re here!

Did they even have fraternities in community college?

A little later, there were pictures from inside. College kids hanging out here, there, and everywhere, clutching little red plastic cups full of punch, or bottles of beer, or whatever. People dancing already, though somewhat half-heartedly at this stage. Swaying to the music.

Lots of smiles and fist bumps and whoops and laughter and young alpha types trying to impress each other.

Lots of pictures. Sometimes even a few little video clips. Talisha didn’t feel bad about taking plenty of snaps with her phone. This was a generation of kids who lived their lives on Instagram and Snapchat and WhatsApp and all that.

I enjoyed every image she sent me, it made me feel part of the experience.

But there was no way I could keep calm and just get on with my own evening.

I wandered around the house. I fixed a few little things that had needed fixing for ages. I walked down to the basement to switch out a load of laundry from the washing machine to the dryer.

I paused at the doorway of Dimitry’s room.

If something happened at the party, and when they came back, they wanted whatever it was to continue, would I let my wife spend the night down here with him?

I shivered with sexual energy.

Would she really let him fuck her on this bed? I sat down on the edge of the mattress, rocking slightly as though testing out the springs. I turned my head, picturing my wife stretched out here, the muscular form of our Russian friend lying over her.

I noticed a tiny scrap of material poking out from under a pillow. I reached for it, grabbed it, pulled it out.

A pair of Talisha’s panties. Of course.

She’d been wearing these the previous day. Pink, purple, and black plaid ones from Victoria’s Secret. Part of a batch of underwear she’d purchased specifically to impress her young admirer.

I pressed them to my face, inhaled that dark, spicy scent of her pussy.

God, I wanted her so badly. To curl my arms around her thighs and bury my face in her soaking-wet sex.

She was beauty personified.

But how would I feel about her if she’d been fucked by another man? What my desire for her ramp up with my fantasy fulfilled? Or would the reality end up being a disappointment — or worse, actively souring my feelings for her?

Because that was another risk to add to the mix: the risk that the reality did not match the fantasy.
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A little later, I was munching on the pizza I’d ordered in.

Talisha was sending me pictures that suggested she and Dimitry were playing pool with various guys. My wife telling me that Dimitry was having a great time, that he seemed to be breaking the ice and actually talking to people.

I got the sense that Talisha was flirting with lots of guys, which was also helping Dimitry engage with people. Knowing how Talisha could be, I thought plenty of guys could be impressed that she was Dimitry’s girlfriend — the way my friends always had been that I’d dated her and then married her.

Down in the basement, they were playing pong. Talisha had a gift for that, too.

It reminded me how much drinking was involved in college parties — at least the good ones.
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More dancing, later on. It was darker now, with plenty of cover for people who wanted to misbehave. Dancers lit up in bright shades of red, blue, green, many still clutching those red plastic cups.

Talisha sent me little clips of some of the students around her. They were all a little more boozed up by now, a touch sweaty.

The dance floor was more crowded now. Guys and girls had their hands on each other as they danced. Girls shaking their booties, pushing out their chests. Plenty of cleavage on show.

Here was a guy dancing with a blonde who had one strap of her tank top off her shoulder, her bra popping out, her head tilted back to rest on the shoulder of the guy dancing behind her.

Here was a brunette clinging to a guy, her forehead up against his, while another guy pulled himself against her from behind, creating a sandwich.

Here was another blonde dancing up against a guy as his hands roamed inside her top, sprawling all over her breasts as she writhed to the beat.

Here was a brunette with her skirt pushed up so you could see her panties as she danced, a guy’s hands on her hips looking ready to make a move to delve between her thighs.

I wondered what Talisha and Dimitry were up to. It was more difficult for them to film themselves dancing. I didn’t want to text my wife in case my messages came at bad times. I didn’t want to blow my wife’s cover. I sent a thumbs-up, some vague but supportive emojis that couldn’t be interpreted as anything if any student happened to see them.

Here were two young women on the dancefloor making out as though they’d been dared. Students around them enjoying the spectacle.

And, here was a little video clip of Talisha looking gorgeous, dancing, her smooth skin looking a little damp with perspiration, her cleavage looking like a couple of barrage balloons protecting a major city from an air raid. I assumed the clip was filmed by our man on the inside, Dimitry.

Another little clip of people packing around the beer pong table down in the basement. One girl throwing a table tennis ball into one of the red plastic cups at the opposite end of the table. Another girl at the opposite end drinking the cup in which the ball had fallen.

More dancing on the dance floor.

Sitting on our couch clutching my phone, I was waiting for every photo or video clip Talisha sent me. She sent me things often enough that I felt I could hardly move from the couch. And yet, I was spending a lot of time just waiting. It was an odd experience.

But the message I was getting from all these insights into the party was that this wasn’t anything like what Dimitry and Talisha had done together before.

The air at that party seemed humid with sexuality.

It was just breathtaking. In every glimpse I had of that place, it looked as though you could cut the pheromones and hormones hanging in the air with a butter knife.

Here was another shot of students dancing together, and it wasn’t just bodies pressed up against bodies, hands grabbing hips — there were guys there who had their fingers inside girls they were dancing with.

Talisha sent me a message saying: we’re going to have to start blending in a little more.

I knew what she was saying.

I sent her another thumbs-up.

She sent back a selfie in which she was making out with Dimitry.

Oh.

My.

God.


Chapter Six




It was a shock, despite everything.

I’d been hoping for something to happen — yet here it was, and I was gasping for breath, my heart hammering painfully in my chest, my fingers and toes tingling, my body feeling hot and cold simultaneously like I had a fever.

It was almost as though I was having a mild seizure or a stroke or something.

My wife was making out with another guy.

Talisha was kissing another man.

My rational consciousness flipped into full panic mode. And yet my dick was suddenly hard as a jackhammer, and my blood vessels were buzzing with dopamine and adrenaline and whatever other hormones turn you into a complete horn dog.

Jesus. Talk about confusing feelings.

Talisha looked breathtaking in that bra-like black lacy top, which showed her toned midriff as she sat sideways on the couch, leaning into Dimitry, their lips locked together. The angle of the selfie also emphasized how incredible she looked in that tiny skirt, which drew the eye to the heavenly curves of her body while at the same time exposing a startling amount of her gorgeous skin.

I had to sit and practically meditate for a while to calm down. Telling myself it was okay, that I trusted Talisha implicitly — that she’d warned me she needed to do this.

we’re going to have to start blending in a little more

Talisha wasn’t doing this because she loved Dimitry and no longer wanted me. She was pretending to be the guy’s girlfriend at a college party, to help him integrate socially with his peer group now he was living in a foreign country — and to help him improve his English.

Of course, all that altruistic stuff came alongside the fact that my wife knew I was turned on by the thought of her being naughty with our Russian friend.

So this was for my benefit, too.

The question was, how far would the two of them go to blend in with the college kids at the party?

Would I regret letting Dimitry take my wife to his college party? Was I going to rue the day I’d ever given Talisha the idea I wanted her to step outside the safe confines of our marital monogamy?

I had to trust her; I had no choice if I wanted to keep my sanity.

I went online and googled ‘How wild do college parties get.’ Made me feel pretty dorky — but I never went to college. After high school, I worked in various retail establishments because I had to care for my mom. Then I got a job as a cashier in the bank, and I’d grown a fairly decent career from that.

Talisha had been to college. That was actually reassuring to me, even though it was two decades since she’d been in college. She had some experience in dealing with college parties. The question was how she would cope with a college party now — and while she was a 40-year-old woman pretending to be half her age.

The results from my Google search were as mixed as my emotions.

Plenty of articles said not all college parties were as crazy as the ones in the movies. But there were just as many warnings about all the drinking, and the drugs, and the pressure for young students to have sex.

Talisha could handle herself, I was sure.

And Dimitry seemed like a decent guy. The fact that my wife was with him meant she was safe from other guys forcing her into something.

I calmed myself down. I sat gazing at the picture of my wife making out with Dimitry. She looked so beautiful, I actually envied him. She also seemed so happy and excited — making it all worthwhile for me.

I couldn’t help myself. I sat on my bed and pulled out my hard cock. I had to relieve some of the tension inside me.

Then, as I stroked my shaft and gazed at my wife kissing a younger man, my phone beeped and vibrated in my hand — another message from Talisha.

This time, she’d sent a video clip.

I caught my breath as I touched the screen to play the clip.

The two of them sat on a couch, gazing into each other’s eyes. They must have propped up Talisha’s phone on a table in front of them to capture the scene. My wife shot a sideways glance toward the camera — toward me — and I felt a searing jolt of heat shoot through my heart.

This was her warning me to buckle up. It was going to get wild.

Then she turned back to look at Dimitry, who looked like he’d just won the state lottery. They both seemed a little flushed, a little buzzed from alcohol. Gazing into each other’s eyes, Talisha giggled. They leaned into each other. Dimitry ran a hand through Talisha’s shoulder-length black hair, as though he needed to tuck it back behind her ear.

God, the eye contact between them made me shiver all over.

There was some pretty intense chemistry going on.

Then they were leaning in, Dimitry gently touching a hand to Talisha’s face, his fingers curling around the back of her neck as, slowly, their lips came together. And he was kissing my wife.

Both of them had their eyes closed as Dimitry began sucking gently on Talisha’s bottom lip, nudging his nose against hers, his hand on her thighs, hers on his. Talisha’s hand moved up to curl around Dimitry’s waist, and now she was sucking on his lower lip.

Tenderly, oh-so tenderly, they were slipping their tongues in.

I felt strangely light-headed watching them, giddy. While I’d been developing this strange desire to see my gorgeous wife capitalize on our young Russian friend’s crush on her, I never thought I’d feel like this when something happened.

It seemed like their kissing was too tender, too gentle, too affectionate.

I’m well aware this was how it was supposed to go when you were beginning a sexual relationship with a woman. Start slow, cautious — you don’t want to rush anything. But this looked too much like love, too much like romance. It might even have been easier on my emotions if I’d simply watched Talisha jump into bed with Dimitry, to start riding his cock without getting into the whole kissing thing.

At the same time, as difficult as it was to watch this, I desperately wanted something to happen. My hard cock wanted something to happen.

I had to tell myself this wasn’t love between them but lust. They happened to have crazy chemistry, but they didn’t love each other. They wanted each other like mad, but Talisha wouldn’t elope with him. He was half her age.

Talisha was loving this. It made me realize how little time we spent as a couple simply making out. Sex between us was usually about tearing off each other’s clothes as quickly as possible, finding a way to insert tab A into slot B without wasting time.

It took another man to show me how hot it could be just to take my time and make out with my beautiful wife.

At the same time, watching Dimitry with her, seeing how much he wanted her, made me feel like taking more time to appreciate her beauty myself. It was like witnessing another man so head over heels for her made her seem more premium in my eyes.

As though the sight of another man setting himself up as a rival for Talisha’s affections triggered my body to desire more so that I would fight for her. This was nature’s way of giving my genes a better chance of being passed on — to turn me into a total horn dog when another man was fooling around with my woman.

I’m guessing if we were still cavemen, and this was happening right in front of me, my increased desire for Talisha would cause me to shove Dimitry out of the way and shove my hard cock into her right there and then.

The weird by-product of that was that my brain was confused into thinking I liked seeing another man making attempts on my woman. Because I was nursing a rock-hard cock watching this guy making out with my wife, my conscious self mistook that sexual arousal as me being turned on by Dimitry cuckolding me.

Some guys get jealous and angry when a rival is interested in their women, and that might be one successful strategy. But angry and jealous men often put women off, so maybe the strategy of being turned on by a rival’s interest in your woman could be more successful. That could backfire, too, of course.

Well. My brain might be confused by all this, but it left me being turned on by what I was watching.

It meant that as the clip of them making out ended, I sat there, wanting them to do more.
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Half an hour went by, and I received nothing more from Talisha.

Part of me was terrified they’d send something new, and it would be the two of them doing something completely shocking. And weirdly, full sex was not the most shocking thing I could think of — what if they sent me another clip in which it was apparent they were falling in love?

The rest of me was frustrated that I was blind to what was going on, that I wasn’t getting something else to pump the dopamine inside my twisted brain.

What was going on?

They were making out so they would blend in at the party. What else would they need to do to blend in?

Was the party turning into some kind of orgy?

Then, finally, Talisha sent me a message to let me know they were headed home.
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I watched out the window for their Uber. When it eventually pulled up to the curb, I was quietly panting for breath.

Dimitry was out first, on the road side of the vehicle, skirting around it before opening the door for Talisha. Very gallant.

Talisha looked so happy as she got out of the car, and the two of them hobbled — a little unsteady from alcohol — up to the front door. What would the neighbors say? But I didn’t care about the neighbors.

I opened the front door for them.

‘Hey! How was it?’ I said, welcoming them in like they’d been on a mission to the moon.

‘So much fun,’ Talisha gushed and stepped up to me to plant a kiss on my lips. I curled an arm around her narrow waist and pulled her in for a proper smooch, making her squeal with surprise and delight.

‘It was wonderful,’ Dimitry said, also all smiles, though he was looking at me a little nervously.

Releasing Talisha, who seemed a little stunned by my little demonstration of desire, I said, ‘Looked like you guys were having a real good time blending in.’

Talisha said, ‘I think they all believe I’m his girlfriend…’

And with that, my wife drew Dimitry toward her, and reached her arms up around his shoulders to give him a protracted kiss, too. I shivered with arousal watching them. In reality, up close, it was insanely erotic to watch my wife with another guy like this.

‘And you made some friends, Dimitry?’

‘I did,’ he said, beaming from ear to ear at the attention he was getting from Talisha — and how apparently cool I was with it. ‘Talisha is so much fun. It seemed really easy to talk to people. I never would have if she hadn’t been there.’

We sat in the living room — I’d prepared, of course, so there were beers available for us all. To my slight surprise, Talisha sat on the couch with Dimitry, leaving me to sit in the armchair apart from her.

We all seemed totally buzzed by what had happened tonight. Totally wired, too.

‘You’re going to have to party with him a lot more now they think you two are going out,’ I told Talisha.

She smiled giddily at our young Russian friend, ‘I don’t have a problem with that.’

My eyes flicked between them. I could sense a magnetic attraction between them, even sitting a few feet apart on the couch. I suspected that any hint of a suggestion that they have a little more fun together, and that distance between them would quickly disappear.

I was both thrilled and, though I tried to deny it even to myself, a little terrified.

I said, ‘So it was a pretty wild party? You guys had to make out just to blend in?’

Talisha giggled. ‘Everyone’s so desperate to explore and experiment, you know? And with all the alcohol flowing… the place was, like, thick with sex, right from the beginning. Just crazy.’

‘Like it was in your day?’

She shrugged. ‘I guess I remember some pretty wild parties. But these guys were dancing… and their hands were all over the place, and people were just making out on the dance floor… and guys have their hands up girls’ skirts and everything…’

I glanced at Dimitry, who was blushing a little. I said, ‘Did you two…’

Talisha said, ‘We made it look like we were doing the exact same thing as everyone else… eventually, things started getting more chilled out, and we could talk to more people, and so on… but when it started getting late…’

Dimitry said, ‘People were just… going off into bedrooms, and…’

Talisha agreed. ‘It was just like… this is how it is. We’re partying. So now we’re going to have sex.’

I raised my eyebrows at that. ‘So you two…’

Talisha grinned. ‘We found a little place on a couch and had some fun. You saw that…’

‘And after you turned the camera off?’

‘I guess we just tried to make it look authentic…’

Dimitry was blushing, looking awkward, like he suspected I would shout at him and kick him out of the house for making out with my wife.

But shaking a little, hard as I’d ever been in my life, I said, ‘Why don’t you guys show me — so I can see for myself?’


Chapter Seven




Talisha looked at me as though to say, are you serious? Or maybe, are you crazy?

Dimitry looked at me as though he thought I was setting some kind of trap.

I tried to seem calm and collected, reassuring them, ‘It’s okay. I think it’s hot, you guys pretending to be boyfriend and girlfriend. I only wish I was there tonight to see you trying to blend in…’

Sensing Dimitry’s reticence, Talisha said, ‘Dimitry’s a little shy… I’m sure he doesn’t want to…’

But I reminded them, ‘You guys are going to have to get used to people seeing you together if you’re going to pretend to be in a relationship while Dimitry’s making friends in college.’

I felt like a complete pervert, goading them on to perform for me, for my sexual satisfaction.

Nevertheless, if Dimitry wanted to take my wife to parties and make out with her in public, I felt like I had some kind of right to see them do it.

‘I guess… when we’re at parties… we need to act like it’s not the only time we ever make out,’ Talisha said, steered by my apparent desire to watch her with Dimitry to recognize how hot it would be. ‘Maybe it would be good to practice…’

Dimitry nodded, glancing over to me to try to read my expression. ‘Practice is good idea,’ he agreed, his awkwardness beginning to seep away.

Talisha ran her hand through her hair. ‘It’s not like we’d be betraying anyone,’ she said. ‘My husband’s right there.’

I sat back, acting casual. ‘I am here,’ I said. ‘And I’d like to see you guys get some practice in.’

Dimitry said, ‘If you’re sure…’

‘I’m sure.’

‘It wouldn’t be anything we haven’t already done,’ Talisha pointed out. ‘And you know… we’d keep our clothes on, so…’

Dimitry grinned.

‘Is that a ‘yes’?’ Talisha asked him.

The young Russian said, ‘Why you do all this for me?’

There was an awkward moment for me — in my mind, his suspicion drew attention to the corrupt motivation behind my allowing my wife to pretend to be his girlfriend.

I said, ‘Uh… well… haven’t you found it useful, having a girlfriend like Talisha to help your English… and… you know… meeting people at tonight’s party.’

Dimitry said, ‘Of course… if it wasn’t for her, I would be… how you say it… a ‘wallflower’ at the party, yes? But you do all this for me… you give me a room… and now…’

Talisha looked at me, checking that we were both on the same page in understanding what Dimitry was saying here.

My wife leaned over and put a gentle hand on his arm. ‘We’re helping you because we’re in a position to help you,’ she explained. ‘We’re not doing it because we’re hoping for something in return someday. Payment, or whatever.’

Dimitry seemed to relax slightly. ‘You are… good samaritans,’ he smiled at us.

‘We try to be,’ I nodded, trying to back Talisha up in what she said about not expecting payback.

Talisha grinned. ‘The thing is, Dimitry,’ she said, ‘What we’ve discovered while we’ve been helping you is that… well, my husband enjoys it when I’m having a good time. And I’ve been having a real good time with you…’

‘Good,’ Dimitry nodded, smiling. ‘Yes, real good time.’

Talisha continued, ‘You know… dancing… and partying… and making out…’

Dimitry looked back and forth between Talisha and me like he was watching a tennis match. I felt my cheeks burning — I was blushing like a schoolgirl. Then, slowly it seemed, realization dawned on Dimitry’s face.

He looked at me, his eyes widening with surprise as he figured out what Talisha meant. ‘Oh. You enjoy… your wife having real good time with me…?’

I shrugged, trying to seem blasé about the whole thing, but not entirely pulling it off. ‘I never thought I’d feel this way… you know… another guy taking my wife out on dates…’

‘He just likes to see me happy,’ Talisha said.

‘And when she’s with you…’ I said, trying to find the right words. ‘…it’s like she’s starting a new relationship. So she’s all excited and… you know…cheerful all the time… I like that…’

Dimitry nodded like it was no big thing. ‘So you like me to… make out with her… to have new relationship with her?’

‘Uh… yeah…’ I said, remembering the discussion Talisha and I had had about keeping all this in the open, not starting an affair that would lead to secrets being kept between the three of us.

Dimitry raised his eyebrows briefly, then chuckled. ‘This is something I can definitely do,’ he said cheerfully. ‘Although… I never have relationship with married woman before.’

I trembled a little at how he was taking this whole concept by the scruff of the neck.

Talisha said, ‘You’re okay with sharing, right?’

Dimitry nodded, ‘I am happy to share. You share your roof with me, you share your food. But I feel like… you are sharing everything with me. I am not doing my part.’

I said, ‘You make my wife happy, you treat her well, you take her out and let her have fun… and maybe when she wants… you make her feel good… then you are definitely doing your part.’

There was a pause. I suspected that Dimitry needed to process the words — he was still learning English, he had to take the English words in and convert them to Russian before he could think about what we were actually saying.

I was suddenly apprehensive that he would think I was suggesting that he could somehow pay for his room and food by sleeping with my wife. That he would believe we were essentially using him as some kind of escort — or worse, a sex slave.

But then a broad smile spread across his face.

’Then, I am very happy doing my part,’ he said, glancing at Talisha with a very hungry expression.

I shivered again at the thrill of the way the young man now looked at my beautiful wife. God — was this really happening? Were we making a mistake by letting it?

Talisha edged a little closer to Dimitry on the couch.

I felt my heart beating more and more quickly inside my chest.

Dimitry gave her a charming smile, leaning toward her, his eyes latched on hers. She was so smiley in that moment, so sweet; she had me so hard as I watched her with him.

Then she touched his shoulder and said softly, ‘So… shall we?’

And the two of them leaned in further, all smiles, and as Talisha’s hand moved to the side of Dimitry’s neck, their lips came gently together.

Oh, God.

The power of the feelings that swept through my body was nearly overwhelming. I clutched the arms of my armchair as though I worried about being blown away.

Kiss.

Kiss.

Kiss.

This time I heard the soft, wet sounds of their mouths pressing against each other, and it sent another shiver through my body. This was just insane. Such a thrill. I couldn’t believe it.

Dimitry’s hand touched down on Talisha’s thigh, then as their next gentle kiss extended into something deeper, their heads tilting slightly as they pressed their mouths together and tongues delved cautiously between lips, the Russian’s hand slipped around Talisha’s waist.

For a few moments, I watched them sucking on each other’s lips, exploring their kiss, enjoying the new sensations they were experiencing by starting this whole thing with each other. Their hands wandered, but with that sweet courtesy of the fledgling relationship.

Then they paused, Dimitry saying quietly, ‘This is all right?’

He glanced over at me, and I felt pleased with his acknowledgment. I smiled and gave him a little nod of encouragement.

‘You’re a great kisser,’ Talisha said with a flirty smile.

Dimitry smiled. ‘It takes two… for the perfect kiss, right?’

Talisha smiled back at his attempt to return the compliment.

Then they were kissing again, stepping up their passion, their hands clutching each other, groping each other.

I was trying to be quiet and unobtrusive, not wanting to get in the way of this beautiful spectacle. I felt so fortunate to be in this position — most people didn’t get to see this kind of thing develop from an independent position like this.

This kind of sweet, seductive romance you just didn’t see in pornography.

Talisha pulled away from Dimitry and suddenly hauled herself up from the couch — for a moment, I couldn’t work out what she was doing. Then she put a knee down on the cushion beside the big Russian, and as he reached an arm around her, his hand touching against the small of her back, she slung her other leg over his thighs to straddle his lap.

I caught my breath as Talisha sat there on Dimitry’s lap, facing him, her thighs resting on his, her knees either side of his hips, her hands cradling his head as she locked lips with him.

Was she pressing herself down on the bulge in his pants?

I heard the wet sound of their kiss, but could not see their faces. I saw Dimitry’s hand sweeping over Talisha’s awe-inspiring curves, though. Taking in the superb curves of her hips, her lower back, her thighs. Running over the smooth, soft velvet of her bare midriff. Grabbing at the sumptuous roundness of her behind.

As he kissed her neck and his hands moved to her chest, his fingers sprawling across her gorgeous breasts, I saw that Talisha was rocking back and forth on his lap.

She had to be feeling his hardness. She had to be gently grinding her pussy against it.

My own hard-on throbbed.

Talisha was panting softly, her motion on Dimitry becoming a little more obvious. Dimitry’s hands moved to her behind again, clawing at her little skirt, hiking it up so that I could see her panties as she grazed her sex against his manhood.

Was this what they’d been doing at the party?

I found it hard to breathe, I was so aroused.

Both Talisha and Dimitry were wearing clothes, and there was absolutely no penetration going on. Nevertheless, my beautiful wife was certainly pleasuring herself with Dimitry’s cock, pressing her pussy hard against it — only her panties and his clothes in between.

And Dimitry was definitely taking pleasure from Talisha grinding her pussy against his hard cock, even if they’re barriers in between.

It reminded me of my own early fumblings with my first real girlfriend in high school. Back when everything — the merest touch — was new and thrilling, and until we were bold enough to get to third or fourth base, orgasms could develop out of touches, kisses, and body heat coming together.

I was guessing that Dimitry didn’t have a whole lot of experience in sex yet. Even so, he was picking up the gist of it. The way to touch Talisha, the way to kiss her.

If it had been me sitting on the couch under her, I think I would have tugged down her top already to expose those magnificent breasts. I might even have tugged aside her panties, and slipped a few fingers inside her.

But I had to remember what stage Dimitry was at. He was besotted with her, that was clear enough. And instead of stroking his own cock while he clamped a pair of her underwear to his face, he was kissing her. Breathing in her alluring scent from her actual body. He had his hands all over her. He had her pussy pressing down on his erect cock.

Talisha, meanwhile, seemed quite taken with Dimitry’s big muscles — she was groping his biceps like he was groping her chest. And I had to believe that our Russian friend had a fairly big dick by the way she was riding it, even with clothes in the way.

She glanced back at me for a moment, checking on how I was responding to the sight of them. I smiled, and a moment later, a hundred-watt smile spread across her pretty face in return.

I said, ‘This is what you were doing at the party?’

She grinned and nodded.

‘Fully clothed,’ she said, as though it had been an enormous victory to achieve.

I stroked my cock through my pants so that she could see. Her eyes lit up at the sight of it.

I said, ‘And the other people at the party, they were doing the same kind of thing?’

Talisha kissed Dimitry again briefly, mouth to mouth, before turning to me again. ‘When it got late, everything was very chill, you know? The Mary Jane going around, the slow music. And everyone who was with someone by then… well, they’re either going upstairs to find a bedroom, or having a little fun on a couch somewhere. Or in a corner on the floor…’

‘Doing it like this?’

A wicked grin spread across my wife’s face. ‘Most of them were going a lot further than this…’

We shared a protracted glance in which it was clear to me that Talisha was warning me that if this little game between us all was going to continue, and they were going to attend more college parties, then their ‘blending in’ was going to require real boundaries to be crossed.

I could understand that it wasn’t just about Talisha helping Dimitry to meet people at his college — my wife had enjoyed re-entering the twenty-something social world.

Sure, we had our own kids who were nearly that old. The twins were Freshmen at college now.

But my wife could pull off early-20s.

To continue the ruse, though, she would have to do more than just rub up against some guy while fully dressed. I mean, I guess she could have just dragged Dimitry out of there. Or found a bedroom, where they could pretend to have full sex. But as my wife and I gazed at each other, it was clear I wanted her to break those boundaries as much as she did.

Then she said, ‘You want to see him make me come, honey?’

I caught my breath, and nodded.


Chapter Eight




My beautiful wife turned around to face me, but she remained right there, sitting on another man’s lap, pressing herself down on his hard cock.

Both were wearing clothes, but that didn’t seem to prevent them from finding sexual gratification from each other.

Talisha smiled as she looked at me with those big, dark brown eyes, her hands on his knees as she resumed rocking her hips back and forth to grind her pussy down against Dimitry’s big, hard cock.

Somehow, she seemed to have it in her head that since both of them were still wearing clothes, there was no risk to our marriage from her rubbing her pussy against another man’s cock. That this wasn’t something to be disturbed about.

But I was disturbed. In a good way.

It was so hot to see her rubbing herself on him, to know only a few thin layers of material lay between her sex and his manhood, to witness the sexual euphoria generated by the friction between their intimate areas.

As she worked his cock with her pussy through their clothes, Dimitry’s hands swept up her narrow waist and over her cleavage, his fingers spreading out to take hold of her gorgeous breasts.

‘Does that feel good, honey?’ I asked her.

She smiled, my question reminding her to open her eyes, to see that I was in front of her, watching, enjoying the sight of her grinding against our young Russian friend.

‘Uh-huh,’ she panted. ‘He’s gonna make me come…’

‘You’re going to make him come first.’

She grinned wickedly. ‘I don’t know about that.’ Then she reached up and took hold of one of his hands, dragging it down from her breasts to between her thighs. She gazed into my eyes as she pressed Dimitry’s hand against her body, against her skirt, against her pussy.

As she worked her hips to stroke his cock with her pussy, she was also using his hand to work her clit through her clothes.

I let out a little moan at how sexy it was, and it only encouraged her.

Talisha lifted the hem of her skirt to reveal her panties — a black lacy pair, which only made her top seem more like a bra because it matched. And now, as she clamped Dimitry’s hand between her thighs, his fingers were pressing against her pussy with only a thin scrap of black lace in the way. I watched her hold his hand in place, caressing her sex using his fingers.

She was showing him what to do.

After a while, he got the idea. She released his hand, and he was stroking her pussy independently.

‘Oh yeah, baby, just like that…’ she breathed, encouraging him to keep it going.

I knew she must be soaking wet as he caressed her through her panties. I could detect the faint scent of her arousal in the air.

Our Russian friend was going to make my wife come, right in front of me. I’d never been so hard in my life. The arousal was almost overwhelming. There was so much blood being pumped through my erection it felt at risk of bursting.

‘Ooh, God, that feels good… uhh…’

Her moans were becoming cries, her panting was turning into a gasping for air. She seemed to forget about pleasuring his cock for a while beyond jamming her body down in his lap.

It was going to happen. He was going to make her come.

‘Oh Dimitry… oh, Dimitry… you make me so wet… so hot…’

She lay back against him, his fingers working her panties furiously now, Talisha spreading her thighs as wide as she could as she continued to gasp for breath, her hips gyrating in time with the strokes from his hand.

I honestly expected at any moment that his fingers would slip under that narrow band of black lace and disappear inside her pussy. But Dimitry kept his hand outside her panties as he pawed at her sex.

Talisha leaned in to kiss his mouth, sucking on his tongue to stifle her cries.

Then, suddenly, she was holding his hand still between her thighs, sucking in air through her teeth as her body shook over him, the orgasm tearing through her.

‘Oh man…’ she said, turning to gaze into Dimitry’s eyes, smiling so brightly, so prettily.

‘Was good?’ Dimitry said, seeming as surprised as he was delighted by what she’d allowed him.

‘Oh yeah, baby,’ she beamed, then leaned in to kiss him.

I kept back, not wanting to interrupt this moment. Even though it was agonizingly affectionate, the way she looked at him and kissed him, I was happy for her; I was aroused because she was so happy.

When she turned to face me and pulled herself off him, she was giggling and pretending to fan her face with her hand to indicate how hot that had been.

Had she made Dimitry come? I got the impression she didn’t, poor guy. And now she looked like she wanted to drag me away upstairs, leaving him frustrated.

‘It’s getting late, huh?’ she said.

Dimitry nodded. ‘It is.’

Now he was getting up. Talisha reached for me, and when I took hold of her hand, she pulled me up. I felt my hard-on throbbing inside my pants. I was so thrilled by what I’d seen, so saturated with desire for my gorgeous, naughty wife, I was trembling.

Talisha led me to the bottom of the stairs, and I wasn’t really thinking about how Dimitry would feel, going down into his basement alone after all that.

But then Talisha stopped.

She turned back to him and said, ‘Hey, maybe you’d like these…’

Then, I swear to God, I saw her reach two hands under her skirt, stoop slightly, then her panties dropped down her thighs and fell to the floor. She stepped out of them, bent over to pick them up — and handed them right to him.

Dimitry smiled, and without a hint of shame, lifted them up to his face before taking a deep, long breath inhaling the scent of her pussy from the tiny scrap of black lace.

Talisha giggled again. ‘Good night, sweet prince,’ she said.

‘Good night, my lady,’ Dimitry said with a mock doffing of his cap, and then he took my wife’s soaking wet panties with him down to his basement den.
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I feared I might get Talisha upstairs only to find she was too exhausted for anything more — after all, Dimitry had already made her come.

But as I followed her up the stairs, she giggled and playfully lifted her skirt to flash her bare pussy at me.

My manhood throbbed at the quick glimpse of her glistening lips, and it occurred to me that even though she’d rubbed her pussy at length against Dimitry’s hard cock, only I was witnessing the full glory of her sex uncovered.

‘You gave him your panties?’ I said, gently chiding her even though I thought it was hot that she’d done it.

‘Are you upset with me?’ she grinned, pausing at the top of the steps so I could catch up with her and wrap my arms around her, before pulling her in to kiss her just below her ear.

‘Does it feel like I’m upset with you?’ I said, squeezing her tight in my arms, and pressing up against her so she couldn’t fail to feel my hard cock lodged against her rear.

‘Mmmm…’ she moaned and wiggled her ass against the bulge in my pants. ‘I think I know what to do with that…’

She broke away from my embrace and went ahead into the bedroom. I followed her, watching as she crawled onto the bed, her skirt pulled up so it was hardly there, her sublime ass exposed, along with her pussy, and all that beautiful smooth skin that helped her fit in with the college crowd.

I said, ‘You know right now he’s down there tugging on his big dick, rubbing those panties all over his face.’

She seemed delighted at that. ‘But you get the real thing,’ she beamed, pushing up her glorious bare behind to draw me in.

‘Did you get soaking wet, rubbing yourself on his big cock?’ I asked her.

‘Oh yes,’ she said, putting her hands on her butt to prise apart her cheeks, ‘soaking wet… he has such a big cock, honey…’

I knelt on the floor as though to worship her, putting my hands on the pleasingly firm, perfect roundness of her ass, reveling in her ultra-feminine contours.

‘Did he make you come like that at the party?’ I asked her, gazing at the glistening folds of her pussy up close, inhaling that alluring, spicy scent of her arousal.

‘Oh, no, baby,’ she insisted. ‘But I wanted him to…’

‘You wanted that big dick inside you, didn’t you?’ I said, leaning in to gently touch my lips against her dripping-wet sex.

‘Oh yes… ‘ She moaned, partly from the surprise of feeling my mouth there, when she was clearly expecting me to shove my cock straight in.

She tasted so good.

She gasped as I gently stroked her slippery slit with the tip of my tongue, and sighed, ‘Oh, honey…’

I’ll admit it, I got an ego boost from knowing that our young Russian friend was downstairs pleasuring himself with only the black lace panties that had been pressed up against this exquisite flower. I got to enjoy the flower itself.

She was deliciously wet. I slipped a finger inside her, and a little rivulet of her juices seeped out as though I’d cut into the ripest fruit.

I slurped up every drop, and went in seeking more.

God, she made me so crazy, so horny, like you wouldn’t believe. I felt like such a pervert, but I was tonguing her pussy thinking about how she’d been grinding it against another guy’s dick. Even though their clothes were in the way, it was a weird thought. For some reason, it gave me a buzz. Something about Talisha being wicked, a seductive siren, a real devil.

I sucked on her pussy lips, and flicked her clit with my tongue, and wondered how I would feel if Dimitry actually slid his cock into her pussy. If he fucked her for real instead of simply dry-humping with her all night.

After a while, she had to turn over, lie on her back so she wouldn’t collapse. I kissed my way down her inner thighs, breathing her in, indulging in the view I was allowed, but our college friend had to imagine — for now.

‘Don’t tease me…’ she pleaded.

I grinned. She desperately wanted me to itch the scratch she’d gained from rubbing herself against Ivan Drago all evening. But I was still hungry for her flavor.

What can I say — she’d awoken a monster in me by giving herself to another man. It had made me realize what I had, and what I’d spent years taking for granted.

I wedged my face between her thighs, ticking my nose with the soft, dark fur spread across her mound. She gasped again as I opened my mouth and fed from her soaking lips. She was the sexiest woman alive, and her dalliance with another man had turned me into a ravenous beast.

I gorged myself on her, and for a while, she could only pant and moan and writhe under me, her hand pressing against my head.

‘Uhh…’

The first time she’d come tonight, it was on Dimitry’s bulge. The second time was with my mouth clamped to her juicy sex, my head locked between her quivering thighs.

The third… well, that had to be a record for us… was with my big, hard dick buried deep inside her.

By that stage, I’d stripped off her remaining clothes — that skirt, and the top that looked like a bra — and lay with her as she recovered from her second orgasm, taking in the breathtaking beauty of her fully nude form.

We kissed, and I slid a couple of fingers inside her pussy, stirring them only gently as she recovered.

I could tell she was beginning to run out of steam by then, though she quietly moaned in a pleading way as I lodged my hand between her thighs and penetrated her with my longest finger.

She said, ‘Are you going to let him fuck me, honey?’

She knew how her words affected me.

I said, ‘Are you going to let him fuck you?’

‘Uhh…’ A tired smile spread across her face. ‘I’d let him do whatever you want him to do with me…’

I smiled, enjoying how stiff her nipples were on those world-class breasts. How her breasts jiggled with the motion of my finger inside her smelting-hot pussy.

Her hand found my hard cock, her fingers curled around my shaft as we lay there.

She said, ‘Do you want him to fuck me, honey?’

I smiled, gazing into her deep, dark eyes. ‘I do want him to fuck you,’ I said, feeling exhilarated by how her eyes lit up in reaction to what I said.

We kissed deeply, frantically sucking on each other’s lips, and her hand began to gently work my stiff shaft.

Then I withdrew my hand from between her thighs and turned her onto her side so that I could slide my cock up into her searing-hot pussy.

Oh, man, it felt so good to be inside her. I grabbed her narrow waist and thrust into her, feeling the blissful tightness of her sex trying to crush my manhood as I penetrated her.

She whimpered and groaned as I began to pound into her. It wasn’t going to take much before we’d both hit a powerful climax.

Was I really going to let another guy do this with my gorgeous, sexy wife?

My God. You bet I was.


Chapter Nine




Over the weekend, Talisha and I drove down to Baltimore to see Denise and Denzel, our two college freshmen kiddos.

It was a three-hour drive, so we took a room for the overnight in the Hampton Inn down by the Inner Harbor.

It was nice to have a couple of days with the kids, finding out how they were getting on at the University of Baltimore. And both of them were doing pretty well, as it happened.

The crazy thing was seeing them among their friends, college students not so different in age from our Russian friend Dimitry.

When we talked with Denise and Denzel about our lives, we mentioned Dimitry — he was staying at our house, after all, and our kids knew about that, if not the other. Naturally, we said nothing about Talisha’s little project to help Dimitry integrate with the folks at his college.

But that night, when Talisha and I were headed back to our hotel room, it wasn’t long before we were talking more openly about our young Russian friend.

Talisha was on her phone as I drove us back to the hotel, and it struck me how much she looked like a college girl again — that generation spends its life staring at phone screens.

She said, ‘Dimitry is asking if he can text me.’

I laughed. ‘He texted you to ask if he can text you?’

Talisha grinned. ‘He texted me to ask if it was alright for him to regularly text me, yes.’

I shrugged. ‘What’s the problem? He can text you whenever he likes, can’t he?’

Talisha gave me one of those looks. Then she said, ‘He means… you know… like boyfriend-and-girlfriend stuff.’

‘Boyfriend and girlfriend stuff?’

That got me the full eye roll.

She said, ‘Those college kids are constantly texting each other. Nobody calls anybody anymore. And I guess… Dimitry just wants to fit in. And if he’s with his friends, his friends would expect his girlfriend to text him fairly frequently, right?’

I felt one of those involuntary little shivers as she said the word ‘girlfriend.’

Not to mention a little tickle of arousal between my thighs.

‘I don’t have a problem with you texting him,’ I said. ‘If that’s what you’re asking.’

‘Even boyfriend-girlfriend stuff?’

I chuckled. ‘Are you saying you’re going to start sexting him?’

My attitude was all about keeping it light-hearted — but the thought of Talisha texting dirty stuff with Dimitry did get me a little fired up, I have to admit.

She grinned. ‘Only… you know… enough to keep up the cover story…’

‘Right.’

‘You know… in case any of his friends happen to see his phone…’

I turned to look at her briefly to underline my point. ‘He made you come the other night. I think it’ll be okay if you want to send him a few dirty text messages now and again.’

She beamed. ‘That’s what I thought.’

After that, she was silent for a few minutes. I glanced over to see her peering into her phone, and it didn’t take a genius to figure out she was already texting Dimitry. She was smiling brightly at whatever messages she was sharing with him.

A few minutes later, I saw her holding up her phone and tugging her top down a little on her chest — making her cleavage more prominent.

‘What’re you doing?’ I asked her.

‘Dimitry wants a picture,’ she said. ‘He says he misses me.’

‘He misses you? He only saw you last night.’

‘You know how it is when you start seeing someone new.’

I felt another shiver shoot down my spine when she said that — and my manhood started properly thickening. When we arrived back at the hotel and handed the car to the valet parking guy, Talisha was telling me that Dimitry wanted to take her out for a few drinks with some of his new friends on the Monday evening.

I guess college students can go out any night of the week, huh.

But God, everything seemed to be moving so quickly now.

I said, ‘You two will have to get your cover story perfect.’

‘We’ll be okay.’

‘Where did you first meet?’

‘We live in the same apartment building.’

‘That’s what you’re going to tell them?’

‘Sure, why not?’

‘Because if Dimitry ever wants to invite his buddies to his place, they’ll see it’s not an apartment building.’

‘Okay… so maybe I live across the street from him.’

‘In a suburban house?’

She shrugged. ‘Maybe I’ll tell them I’m living with my folks at the moment.’

I laughed. ‘That would make me, what, your daddy?’

She flashed her eyes at me. ‘I’ll let you spank me if you like, Daddy.’
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I know, the whole thing about Talisha pretending to be Dimitry’s college girlfriend was a little bizarre. But it was definitely helping him to socialize, and meet new people.

Talisha said the people Dimitry was planning on hanging with on Monday were from his class — he was studying American politics and history — and she’d already met them at the party.

It showed that our bizarro strategy was working.

But, boy, did it seem to us that it was more about Talisha getting to be a little naughty with another man — a man who we knew well enough, who we trusted, who was in an easy situation to make this work.

That evening, I came out of the bathroom to find Talisha taking another selfie for Dimitry — and this time, she was wearing nothing but a bra and panties.

‘Another picture for him?’ I asked her, running my eyes all over her stunning figure. ‘You’re turning out to be the best girlfriend in the world.’

‘I have a little more experience than most college girls, I guess,’ she giggled, enjoying not only the fact that I was tolerant of her taking such a provocative picture for Dimitry, but also that it was clearly getting me hot under the collar.

‘You trying to get him to send you a dick pic?’

She turned around, wandered over to me, then presented me with her phone. I took it from her, but at first, I just wanted to take in the sight of her in her bra and panties. She looked just sensational.

‘You wouldn’t feel jealous if he did?’ she asked me, reaching out to place her hand on my thickening cock as she stood there.

‘What does it matter to me if you like his dick?’ I said.

She suddenly knelt down in front of me, and before I could appreciate what she was up to, she had my boxer shorts down around my ankles, and my stiff cock waving in her beautiful face.

‘You really aren’t jealous at all, are you?’ she said, gripping my shaft firmly to test its hardness.

I smiled. ‘I have no reason to be.’

She looked at me, deadly serious. ‘Another man wants to fuck your wife.’

I said, ‘Why should that make me jealous? There’s no limit on how often my wife gets to have sex.’

She gazed down at my cock as she slowly stroked it, and a sly smile spread across her face. ‘No,’ she said. ‘There’s no limit.’

‘Logically,’ I went on, ‘if my wife wanted to fuck another guy, and I let her fuck whoever she wanted, why would she feel the need to leave me?’

Talisha smiled and licked all the way along one side of my cock. ‘Logically, she wouldn’t,’ she said.

I sat on the bed, and Talisha knelt before enveloping my hardness in her hot mouth. It felt divine. I glanced at her phone as she began working my shaft with her lips and tongue. Her messenger app was open, and I could see that she’d texted Dimitry the picture of her wearing just her bra and panties.

Was I weird for finding it hot that my wife was taking sexy pictures of herself and texting them to another guy?

I scrolled back through her conversation with Dimitry, scanning through flirty messages in which our young Russian friend was cooing about Talisha’s beauty while trying to persuade her to send him more sexy photos.

In his turn, Dimitry had sent her a few images — including some of him lying in bed in his underwear, showing off his prominent bulge.

‘He’s quite gifted, isn’t he?’ I chuckled.

‘Hmm?’ Talisha said, pausing her glorious blowjob.

‘These pictures he sent you… I mean, either he’s stuffed a sock down there…’

‘Oh, he hasn’t stuffed anything down there,’ Talisha grinned, ‘trust me.’

She rose to her feet, and I handed her phone back to her. She stood in front of me, and I recalled how long she’d spent the other night, sitting in his lap, rubbing herself up against him.

‘You guys are going to end up sending naked pictures to each other,’ I said, kissing my way along the waistband of her panties. I could already detect the scent of her arousal in the air.

‘It’s what people do when they’re dating these days,’ she said, all matter-of-fact.

I slowly peeled down her panties, revealing the pleasing sight of her black pubic hair as I kissed my way down over her mound. As I tugged her panties down her thighs, completely exposing her pussy, she seemed too busy with the phone to notice.

I allowed her panties to drop to the floor, and nuzzled against her pussy, breathing in that alluring scent before slowly exploring her glistening folds with my mouth — as best I could from that angle.

She lifted one of her feet onto the bed, opening her thighs up and giving me easier access to lap at her delicious, tangy nectar.

‘Ohh… that feels good, honey…’ she moaned, though at least half her attention was focused on her screen — and she was tap-tapping away at a message.

‘What’re you saying to him?’ I asked her.

She said, ‘I’m telling him how I can’t stop thinking about how it felt, rubbing myself up against his big, hard cock.’

I felt my own hard cock throbbing a little as she said that. I stroked it while I thrust my tongue inside Talisha’s heavenly sex.

She was getting so wet — and it wasn’t entirely because I was pleasuring her with my mouth. I loved it — it seemed so wicked, that she was talking dirty with another guy while I lapped at her juicy pussy.

After a few moments, she gasped — and it wasn’t me that had made her gasp.

She giggled, and as I gazed upward, she tilted the phone down to show me the screen. Dimitry had sent a picture in which he was bare-chested, showing his impressive, muscular torso — and pushing down the waistband of his underwear to show the base of his cock.

Only an inch or so of his actual cock was exposed, but it was still a startling sight.

‘He’s completely hairless from the neck down,’ I marveled.

‘Uh-huh,’ Talisha said. ‘Maybe he will expect me to be like that, too. Maybe that’s what Russian girls are like…’

‘You think he’d be shocked by your pubic hair?’ I grinned, and rubbed my face against her fur to emphasize that I enjoyed her like that.

‘I don’t know…’

‘Well,’ I said, ‘Maybe sometime you could try it.’

‘No,’ she said assertively. ‘I want to do it now.’

‘Okay.’

‘And I want you to help me.’
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It was a surprise — Talisha didn’t usually get me involved in her personal grooming regime. But at that moment, we were both feeling kinda buzzed, and the way she had me on my knees wielding the razor to carefully remove the fur from her mound, it seemed to fit with the way she’d wanted my help choosing outfits for her dates with Dimitry.

It seemed strange, but sexy, to be shaving my wife’s pussy on the pretext that her ‘boyfriend’ might like it that way.

It definitely made a difference, when it was done. It was beautiful that way, although I’d always liked Talisha’s tidy patch of fur. And I hate to say it, but it had the side effect of making her look even younger.

I toweled her off and then gently tended to her pussy with my mouth, and it was almost like exploring somebody new.

I guess it was easier, going down on her after she’d removed her fur. There was no stopping to pluck hairs out of my teeth. She seemed to like it, too. She lay there and moaned as I ate her, though once again, she’d picked up her phone to continue texting her boyfriend.

She really was turning into a college kid.

As she came close to orgasm, she even straddled my head, sitting on my face and grinding her hairless sex against my eager mouth while she told Dimitry how much she wanted his enormous cock.

She came on my mouth before dismounting, leaving my entire head soaking with her wetness.

And there was her phone in her hands — she’d sent Dimitry a picture of herself topless, showing him a full view of her magnificent breasts.

In return, our Russian friend had sent back a picture with his boxer shorts pulled further down and more of his cock exposed — though not the top few inches.

It was clear he had an absolutely gigantic cock.

‘When we get home, I’m guessing you’ll want him to use that on you,’ I said to my wife.

‘Will you let him?’ she asked.

I lay her down on the mattress and slid my own hardness inside her exquisite pussy. I said, ‘As long as you let me watch.’


Chapter Ten




We were driving back from Baltimore after another day with Denise and Denzel. Well, I was driving. Talisha was sitting in the passenger seat, texting with her boyfriend.

‘What’s he up to?’

‘Hanging out with his new college buddies.’

‘Well, that’s good. He’s making friends.’

‘He’s a nice guy. People like him.’

I glanced over at her. She was wearing a light summer dress — the kind of thing a college girl would wear on a warm June evening, not something the pre-Dimitry Talisha would have chosen for a drive back home with her husband.

I couldn’t complain. She looked very easy on the eye.

‘You like him,’ I said.

‘Uh-huh.’

‘You know, eventually, you’ll have to give him up?’

‘Not yet.’

‘Not yet. But he’ll probably want to date someone… you know… who isn’t already married.’

Talisha grinned. ‘I know that. But there’s no rush, is there?’

‘No.’

‘For now, he’s dating me.’

I felt a little tremor of sexual arousal sweep over me as she said that. It wasn’t new information, but every time I thought about my Talisha getting to date another guy — Dimitry — I got the serious horn.

It was all building up to the point where she was going to sleep with him.

Were we going to feel like this once she’d actually slept with him? I hoped so. We had this constant buzz around us now, like we had just started dating ourselves. The sexual energy around us seemed new and exciting — even though we’d been married for twenty years.

It completely revolutionized our marriage.

This was what they ought to prescribe in marriage counseling.

We were spending three hours on a Sunday afternoon driving along the Interstate, and instead of being a tedious slog back home, Talisha was sitting there smiling as she flirted with her boyfriend via text message.

And I got to glance over every now and then and ogle her in that dress. It showed a little cleavage and a whole lot of her smooth, shapely thighs. And as the drive wore on, I noticed her nipples poking against the thin material — and one of her hands wandering down between her thighs.

‘Is he sending you dick pics again?’ I chuckled.

‘No,’ she grinned, realizing I’d caught her sneaking a finger up her dress. ‘He’s hanging out with his friends — he can’t exactly just whip it out and take pictures for me.’

‘Shame,’ I smiled.

But she wasn’t embarrassed about touching herself. She didn’t even stop. She said, ‘It’s just… you know… strange. It feels so different.’

As I took advantage of a fairly empty highway to watch her, she pulled up the hem of her dress with both hands to reveal the little white thong she was wearing beneath.

She even shifted in her seat a little to face more in my direction and give me a better view.

‘You really think he’ll like it like this?’ she asked, tugging aside her underwear to flash me her newly-shaven pussy.

‘Of course he will,’ I said, trying not to drool as she teased apart her pussy lips and explored the smooth flesh around her vulva with expert fingers. ‘He’d like it even if we’d left it the way it was,’ I said. ‘More than like it.’

She smiled. ‘You never wanted me to shave it. When we were dating. Before we were married.’

‘When I was a teenager, we used to have to get our sexual thrills from Blockbuster Video.’ I laughed. ‘About all we could hope for was a nice pair of tits — and it was a real treat to see a little fur between a woman’s legs.’

‘And now I’m denying you the thrill of a little fur down here?’

‘Oh, it’s still a thrill,’ I reassured her. ‘Especially because of why…’

She giggled. ‘Because I’m going to let another man have it?’

My beautiful wife was sitting there in the front seat of our car while we were driving down a public highway, stroking her pussy as she texted with her boyfriend. She glanced out the windows, checking that we weren’t being overlooked — but even so. This never would have happened before Dimitry.

I was hard as a rock watching her.

Part of me wanted some hardened truck driver to sidle up beside us and get a heck of a surprise, glancing into Talisha’s window.

‘What’s he saying?’ I asked her.

‘He wants me to come out with him tonight.’

She gave me a wicked sideways look to tease me about what going out with Dimitry could result in. I felt the adrenaline burning in my bloodstream.

‘Sounds good,’ I said. ‘If you have the energy.’

She giggled. ‘Oh, I have the energy.’

I could hear her fingers moving in the wetness of her sex by now. I could smell that tantalizing scent of her excitement in the air.

‘You want me to drop you somewhere?’ I said, giving in to temptation to reach over and put a hand on her nearest thigh.

‘They’re all going out to a sports bar and then on to some house party or other…’ she said, her hand guiding mine up her thigh toward her pussy.

I stroked along the outer edge of her underwear, enjoying the heat of her body, and then traced a finger over the damp gray lace of her thong.

‘I can drop you wherever you want,’ I said.

Her hand tightened on my wrist, moving my hand so that it rubbed up against her pussy to demonstrate exactly what she wanted me to do.

I checked the road, glanced in all the mirrors, then tugged aside her panties to slip the tips of my fingers into the hot slickness of her pussy.

She parted her thighs as much as she could and stroked my forearm as I toyed with her pussy lips and dipped my fingers inside her, coating them in her wetness.

‘You’ll be all right on your own if I go out for the evening?’ she asked me, her breathing deepening considerably as I stroked her.

‘I’ll be fine,’ I said. ‘Although I might not get much done.’

’There’s nothing you need to get done on a Sunday night.’

‘No. I’ll just chill and think about what you’re up to with your boyfriend.’

She glanced at me and smiled sweetly as I sank a finger as deep inside her as I could manage. ‘Maybe I’ll let him touch me like this tonight,’ she said, moaning as I traced circles around her clit, lubricated with her slippery oil.

‘Maybe he’ll want some kind of quid pro quo,’ I suggested.

She caught her breath and clamped her hand tight around my wrist as I stroked her clit itself.

‘You think he’ll want me… to give him… a hand job?’ she said, her voice broken up by little gasps as I worked her a little more vigorously with my fingers.

‘Maybe he’ll expect even more from you than just a hand,’ I suggested.

I tried to ease off a little, in case I was being a little too rough with her — but as I did, her hand suddenly tightened on my wrist again, urging me to continue.

Now she was panting, groaning, lifting her hips as I quivered my fingers rapidly inside her, pinning down the most sensitive areas, the places that made her react more intensely.

But now we were coming to our exit — I had to get off the Interstate.

‘You’re not going to leave me like this?’ she said incredulously, as I withdrew my finger from her dripping sex and slipped it in my mouth to taste her, as my main focus returned to driving.

I grinned. ‘Maybe you could get Dimitry to help you out when you see him,’ I suggested.

She delved a hand between her thighs and pressed it against her pussy — but now we were in the city, and the risks of being seen were too great.

She pouted.

‘Where do you want me to drop you off?’ I asked her.

She glanced out of the windows, checking the lay of the land. ‘They’re going to be in Andrew’s.’

‘Oh, that’s not far.’

She said, ‘Maybe we should go home first — so I can change my underwear.’

I laughed. ‘You don’t need to change.’

‘They’ll be able to tell…’

‘Just take them off.’

‘What?’

‘Look, it’s just around the corner now,’ I said. Then I told her more forcefully, ‘Take off your panties. Give them to me.’

She could hardly believe what I was telling her. But the naughty part inside her liked my idea. She lifted up her hips briefly and slipped off her white thong. Then, a touch melodramatically, she dropped it in my lap.

She said, ‘You really want your frustrated, horny wife to hang out with a bunch of hot college hunks — while wearing no underwear?’

I pressed her soaking underwear to my face and made a big thing out of appreciating her scent.

‘I think that might be good fun,’ I said as we drew up to the curb outside the sports bar.

‘You’re a crazy, fucked-up man,’ she said. But she was eager to get out there.

I held out my hand. ‘Ring?’

She looked confused for a moment. Then she realized what I was referring to — and removed her wedding ring before handing it to me.
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I didn’t think much would happen while they were all hanging out at the sports bar, although it was fun to think of Talisha being with them while wearing that light summer dress and no panties.

Back home, I chilled out and tried to relax.

My best bet was to assume that nothing much would happen while Talisha was out. What had happened the first time they went to a college party together? It had eventually gotten late, and she’d ended up making out with Dimitry.

Dry-humping him, sure.

But I told myself that some college parties were way more wild than that. Dimitry must have found a bunch of well-behaved friends at his college. Nothing much was going to happen.

Nevertheless, I enjoyed the occasional thought about Talisha being surrounded by college guys while wearing nothing under her dress.

She was doing a good job updating me via text, even though nothing much was happening other than some harmless conversation. She did seem to be making friends among the girls in Dimitry’s little circle, which was interesting. I wondered whether any of them could tell she was practically twice as old as them.

One great thing about her hanging out with a younger generation was that it seemed easy for her to text me. Everyone around her was almost constantly on their phones, even when they were socializing in real life.

As the evening wore on, Talisha sent me plenty of selfies, including some introducing me to her new buddies — Sarah, Emily, Julia.

I asked her if everyone was still planning on going to that party later, and she said they were. She promised to let me know when they left the bar.

I cheekily demanded a selfie with the view up her dress.

She sent one — from the restroom. Even so, it was sexy as hell.

Marcus: How does it feel?

Talisha: Actually, it feels good. Weird, but good.

Marcus: You look amazing. Does Dimitry know you don’t have anything under your dress?

Talisha: I think he’ll soon find out at the party ;)

Marcus: Okay, well, have fun. I love you.

Talisha: Love you too xx

I was rock hard thinking about our young Russian friend canoodling with Talisha at the party, putting his hands all over her, discovering that she wasn’t wearing any underwear. How would he react? I assumed he would take it as a sign that she was open to something a little naughty.

When she got to the party, there was music, plenty of people, and plenty of drinks. From the initial selfies she sent back, it seemed like a much bigger party than the last one.

Even so, I didn’t expect much to happen for a while.

A little later, though, she told me she already had to go to the restroom to wipe herself; she was so wet.

She’d been dancing with Dimitry a little, and he hadn’t even put his hand under her dress yet, and her pussy was dripping. The whole atmosphere at that party was hot and sweaty and saturated with cheap college perfumes and colognes. Add to that the heady mix of lustful pheromones and alcohol, and it was turning her on like crazy.

But her text messages now had me frozen to where I sat in our living room. I couldn’t move, waiting for her next missive.

And then, it began.

Talisha: Something happened.

Marcus: What? Tell me!


Chapter Eleven




Talisha told me everyone at the party was dancing real close — right up against each other. Grinding, body to body. It was like a massive orgy, she said, except that they all had clothes on.

She was doing the same thing with Dimitry. Rubbing up against his body, her hands on him, her pussy grinding against his hard cock through their clothes.

And then his hand slipped up the hem of her dress — and he soon found that she had nothing on under her dress.

Talisha: He looked surprised and was going to pull his hand away… only… I needed him to touch me, so I grabbed his hand and moved it where I wanted it.

Marcus: He touched you?

Talisha: Hey, don’t blame me. You’re the one who left me frustrated when you dropped me off.

Marcus: Hey, I’m not blaming anyone. Sounds pretty hot to me.

Talisha: He had his finger inside me while we were dancing. From the looks of things, I don’t think I was the only girl like that on the dancefloor.

Marcus: Wow. Pretty wild party.

Talisha: You have no idea.

She sent me a photo — showing herself dancing with Dimitry, making out with him. His hand had disappeared up Talisha’s dress, and he was clearly fingering her. It struck me that this wasn’t a selfie.

Marcus: Who took the photo?

Talisha: Julia.

Marcus: She took a picture of him touching you?

Talisha: I told you, it’s no big deal at this party. Julia thinks me and Dimitry are pretty cool. They all do.

Marcus: I suppose that’s what we were trying for.

Talisha: You were trying to get me fucked by another guy.

Marcus: Maybe.

Talisha: Maybe you’ll get your wish.

Then she sent me a video clip.

I caught my breath and watched open-mouthed. My heart seemed to have stopped. I was completely frozen — except for the throbbing in my hard cock.

I sat there watching the little screen as it displayed my sweet wife kneeling on the floor of some dark, seedy-looking college frat house, her hand wrapped around the base of a very large cock.

I couldn’t see much of the man whose cock it was other than his upper thighs and lower stomach, though I assumed it was Dimitry. His body was hairless, as I knew Dimitry’s to be, and his thighs appeared powerful, as the Russian’s were.

Talisha was gripping his cock tightly in one hand as she clutched the phone with the other. Smiling wickedly into the camera as though gazing directly at me while she touched the tip of his cock to her lips, before sinking down on it.

Watching her take the upper few inches in her mouth, pumping the rest of his sizable shaft with her hand, I had to pull out my own hard cock to cope.

I could hardly believe what I was seeing, despite how things had been going recently between Talisha and Dimitry.

My own sweet, loyal wife with her lips stretched around another man’s cock.

I could hear the wet sounds of her mouth working the huge cock over the thumping beat of the music in the background. The party was still raging, though the phone only showed the shady corner in which Talisha was pleasuring Dimitry. I couldn’t see much else.

Talisha withdrew her mouth from Dimitry’s cock for a moment, though she didn’t let up with her hand.

She gazed into the camera with a jubilant smile and said quietly, ‘He’s so hard, honey. I love it! His cock is so big… do you love watching me sucking him?’

Taking him back into her mouth, she was moaning and even giggling with pure joy, though her mouth was full.

I could hear Dimitry moaning, too. Hear him say, ‘Shit… that feels so good…’

It was so sexy, seeing Talisha’s beautiful face like that, her lips stretched around his considerable girth. And when she did have her eyes open, the way she looked into the camera as she sucked his cock was just exhilarating.

This wasn’t porn. This was my wife. My Talisha. She hadn’t touched another man’s dick since we’d started dating so many years before. And now she was stroking it with her mouth, lashing it with her tongue, rubbing it up against her soft cheeks.

And loving every minute of it.

She was really going to town on his cock. My sweet wife had always given me good head, but this was truly eye-opening. It wasn’t just a routine step on the way to full intercourse like it had gotten with us. This was Talisha thrilled to be given the chance to touch — and suck — a cock that wasn’t her husband’s. Obviously she was giving, rather than receiving, but nevertheless, she seemed so thrilled by it.

And her excitement seemed to translate automatically into my own. I wanted her to have this experience. I got off on the sense that I had allowed her to have it.

As I was watching it, Talisha texted me. I’m guessing she was a touch nervous, waiting to see how I would react to the video clip.

As far as she was concerned, this was the first time she’d touched another man’s bare cock since we’d embarked on this insane adventure.

Talisha: Are you watching it, honey?

I tried to text her back quickly, though it was interrupting my full viewing experience. I wanted to reassure her. Had to reassure her. I wanted to be encouraging.

Marcus: I’m watching it, sweetheart, it’s so hot. You’re so beautiful. He must feel like the luckiest guy in the world.

Talisha: You haven’t changed your mind about any of this?

Marcus: No, I want you to have a good time. It turns me on to see you being so naughty :)

Talisha: You’d tell me if you were really feeling jealous, wouldn’t you? If you felt at all bad about any of this?

Marcus: I’d tell you. But I’m feeling fantastic about all this. I want you to just relax and have a great time xx

It’s difficult to fully put it into words, but watching my wife handle another man’s cock seemed to press so many buttons for me. The sound of another man moaning as Talisha made him feel so good stoked my ego — because she was my wife. She was with him for the sex, but she’d come back to my bed at the end of the night.

The sight of that giant, obscene phallus disappearing into my wife’s pretty mouth, her face so bright with that sweet, sweet smile — that stirred a deep, base part of me that wanted to make me ready to mate with her immediately I could, in order to pass on my genes instead of Dimitry succeeding with his.

Then there was the pure voyeuristic thrill of seeing real sex in front of me involving a real woman — my wife — who wasn’t supposed to do this kind of thing. That was a wicked thrill, too.

And, of course, there was the altruistic pleasure of seeing that look of real delight on my wife’s face as she licked and slurped and sucked him with relish. I loved Talisha so much, I felt elated that she was having a good time.

The sight was so startling, and so was the sound. The phone’s microphone picked up everything — the soft sound of her lips rubbing against his shaft, the wet slurping suction of her mouth on his pole, the sighs and moans from Talisha and her young lover.

But then the clip ended.

The fact that it ended made me gasp — there was no conclusion. Did she make him come? Did it progress to more than just a blowjob?

I had to text Talisha.

Marcus: That was so hot, baby. Did you make him come?

Talisha: He wanted me to stop, honey. He said he wants to take me somewhere to fuck me.

Marcus: Like a bedroom?

Talisha: I guess I’ve been winding him up a lot recently. It’s like he’s going to blow ;)

Marcus: You could bring him home?

Talisha: He says it’s too early. He wants to fuck me and then hang out with his friends some more.

Marcus: And what do you want?

Talisha: I want to fuck him and hang out with my friends some more ;)

God. My heart was beating like crazy. I had to force myself to let go of my cock, because her words were turning me on so much that I was in danger of something premature happening. And I did not want to come before my sweet wife started having full sex with another man.

Marcus: Will you send me pictures? Video clips?

Talisha: You wanna FaceTime?

I was panting now — I felt like I was running a long-distance race. Huffing and puffing as I thought about the very real possibility that my wife was about to have sex with another man. I wanted to watch — of course I did. But I was terrified about how I would feel seeing it happen in real-time.

A video clip was done and dusted. It was in the past. Nothing you could do about it. There was an odd comfort in that — what could you do if it had happened already?

But watching live made me worry about my own mindset.

What would they think if it became too much for me to handle? If it was too intense?

I went upstairs to our bedroom. I changed into loose sweatpants and a T-shirt. I tried to relax.

Another text message from Talisha.

Talisha: All the bedrooms are taken. College students today are all seriously horny fuckers! Dimitry’s going crazy.

Marcus: You could still come home.

Talisha: Think we’re going to sneak into a bathroom upstairs.

Oh wow. This was really happening.

I felt almost as though I had some kind of fever — hot and cold at the same time.

I fetched myself a cold drink. I paced the room. I told myself out loud that it was going to be all right. I knew what I was doing. I wanted this.

It might have seemed to an outsider that I was revving myself up before giving a speech somewhere. A salesman preparing for the pitch that could make or break his career. An athlete about to go compete in a big game.

Then came the familiar FaceTime alert tone.

I got comfortable on the bed, my hand on my softened dick, all covered up by the bedsheets.

I pressed the accept button.

On-screen, I saw a white toilet and a dingy-looking white tiled floor. It seemed like a tiny little bathroom, which I’m guessing was all that was immediately available. There was something strangely sexy about doing it in such a bad environment, though.

Talisha stepped into the picture, although I couldn’t see much of her since the camera was only inches in front of her chest. She stepped back, though there was precious little room in that tiny bathroom, and I could only see her from mid-thigh to the top of her stomach.

Dimitry, who was holding the phone, put his other hand out to grope Talisha’s breast. She fended him off, giggling, and he backed away before directing the camera to pan slowly up Talisha’s beautiful body.

Our Russian friend was trying to be a movie director, huh.

But even Kubrick would have found it difficult operating in a tiny space like that, and trying to get with a girl at the same time.

I saw him tug the straps of Talisha’s dress off her shoulders so that her gorgeous breasts were revealed — but after a few moments of fondling her, Talisha seemed to take the initiative and knelt down on the white tiled floor.

I watched my wife pull down Dimitry’s jeans and expose that huge cock once again.

She clung to the waistband of his jeans and forced the beast into her mouth, slurping a little as she worked him with her lips back up to full hardness.

‘Are you ready for this?’ she said quietly, and it seemed as though she was talking directly to me rather than Dimitry.

I said, ‘Can you hear me, honey?’

‘Yes, we hear you,’ she said, breathless, as Dimitry’s monster cock waved in front of her pretty face.

‘I’m ready,’ I said, breathless myself.

‘Can you see his big cock?’

‘Uh-huh.’

‘He’s going to fuck me.’

She stood up — once again, I lost sight of her face. I saw her put both a hand down between her thighs, lifting the hem of her dress with the other. Dimitry lowered the camera, though it was too dark to see much under her dress.

When she brought her hand out, a long string of her wetness briefly stretched out from her pussy to her fingers — showing me just how soaking wet she was.

I was on tenterhooks here.

My gorgeous wife was about to fuck another man.


Chapter Twelve




To the neutral observer, it probably wasn’t the hottest video clip of two people fucking in a bathroom. In fact, if someone had uploaded it to Pornhub or something similar, it probably wouldn’t have attracted much attention. 

But to me, it was the most erotic thing I ever saw up to that point. 

For a few minutes, there was nothing much more than a blur of moving bodies — I recognized the color of Talisha’s dress, the pale tone of Dimitry’s skin. One or other of them was holding the phone, and they were so excited, they were having a hard time keeping it from falling to the floor, let alone still enough for the camera to focus.

I watched and gripped my hard-on, wondering whether I was watching the deed itself. 

Was my wife now technically unfaithful? 

My heart was stumbling and tripping over itself as I waited for the view to crystalize into something recognizable on my phone screen.

Then, finally, things settled a little. 

I could see that damn toilet. And there was Talisha standing in front of it. There was a nice view of her legs, though her dress was fully in place. Here was her hand, right up close to the camera. She was fumbling with something. 

A condom.

Oh my God. 

My wife was ripping open a condom packet and taking hold of the little circle of latex. 

It was funny — ask almost any guy, and they’d tell you that a condom was a very unsexy thing. Some men were so turned off by them it could spoil the whole sex act. And yet, for me, watching this video clip, watching my wife handling a condom was weirdly, bizarrely erotic. 

And there, a little blurred, was Dimitry’s bare cock. 

I watched my wife place the thing over the tip of his manhood, his glans, and then slowly roll it down. 

Where had they got that condom from? 

I think it was the fact that they were actively using a condom that made it seem like they were serious about this. They were telling me in no uncertain terms that Dimitry was going to fuck my wife. Why else would they go to the trouble of acquiring, opening, and unfurling the thing down the Russian’s immense shaft? 

I guess part of me was happy that they were being safe. 

But the rest of me was throbbing with adrenaline at the confirmation that this was really going to happen. 

Talisha — my Talisha — was about to fuck another guy. She was about to tear up the rules of monogamy, laugh in the face of our wedding vows, stomp on the norms of polite society. She was going to cheat on me — albeit with my full approval. 

When that condom was fully in place on the big Russian’s giant cock, I was panting for air. Mentally, I was running a kind of countdown to the big act, to the line being crossed. Like Houston counting down to the launch of an Apollo mission. 

There was another blur of bodies moving on my phone screen, but I could see that Talisha was turning around. She leaned over the sink, and now she was hiking up her skirt — I saw the unmistakably gorgeous roundness of her buttocks, like an upside-down heart shape; she was arching her back and presenting her behind to him. 

And she was wearing no panties, of course. Because I had her panties. 

Dimitry put a hand on her hips. Then I saw his cock, directed upwards toward Talisha. She was reaching behind herself, and I figured she was guiding his manhood into place. 

It was slow, it was awkward, it was about as graceful as a newborn antelope learning to walk. But it was my wife stepping into a new world as a sex goddess — so I was turned on like never before.

And then I heard my wife gasp. 

And he was inside her. 

It was happening before my very eyes.   

Oh my God. There was a hand on Talisha’s hip, and she was rocking back and forth, and she was panting — practically hyperventilating. And it wasn’t my hand on her hip — so obviously wasn’t my hand on her hip. It wasn’t me making her rock back and forth like that. It wasn’t me making her moan because she was impaled on a huge cock. 

Dimitry was doing his best to hold the camera so I could see what was happening, bless him. But it wasn’t his priority. I was mostly seeing her lower back — and yet it was still hot. She was moving in such a way that you couldn’t deny she was being fucked. She was sounding like it, too.

I saw a flash of him holding it up high, and I could see a sweet glimpse of her shoulders and face as she was being fucked. She was in complete ecstasy. 

He was fucking her. 

She was whimpering with every thrust — but clearly in a good way. 

After a while, they paused, and I saw Dimitry’s cock slip out from between Talisha’s cheeks. However, when he was ready for reentry, God bless him, he had the camera angle perfect so I could see his big dick slide back inside my wife’s pussy. 

Now I saw the full show. My wife being fucked from behind. The lighting wasn’t great, so I didn’t get a lot of detail, but I didn’t need detail. 

Wow. Talisha was so sexy, sexy as hell. A true goddess. I’d never seen her fucked like this before. It was so frantic, so urgent, so frenzied. 

The two of them had wanted each other for weeks. And recently, that pressure between them had built into an explosive force. And now that force was finally being unleashed, it was like a mighty dam bursting. 

Just breathtaking. 

I could hear his big cock squeezed into her juicy pussy, the friction of his huge shaft moving against her flesh as he thrust it into her again and again. 

Watching was such an unbelievable adrenaline rush, yet sexual arousal wasn’t the only thing I felt. As I pumped my own manhood to the rhythm of the man fucking my wife, I also felt the icy claws of pure terror gripping hold of my heart. 

It wasn’t jealousy. Not really. It was pure fear. 

I wasn’t resentful of Dimitry for drawing my wife’s interest — I was terrified that she would fall in love with him. That she would decide I was no longer worth bothering with. That she would be addicted to that big Russian cock, and unwilling to return to her husband as a result. 

It wasn’t my brain leading these feelings, it was a gut thing. 

And yet, before you start thinking I was having second thoughts about this whole thing, I have to say that there was a strange side effect of experiencing powerful fear at the exact same time as powerful arousal. 

One played off the other. The fear I felt seemed to enhance the sexual excitement. The exhilaration buzzing through my veins seemed to bring focus to my terror. 

I felt a strange lightness of being, a liberation, as my core sexual fantasy was made real. 

I felt the kind of rush you feel on a world-class rollercoaster. 

As I heard the big Russian groan and grunt and saw the blur onscreen as he bucked and jerked, I had to fight to avoid coming myself knowing he was hitting his climax, firing off his thick cream as he pounded her with his last few thrusts. 

That was it. He’d done it. He’d fucked my wife.
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I implored her to come home to me. I wanted her so badly. I needed her gorgeous body. Her gorgeous tainted body. 

I needed to smell him on her. I needed to taste her freshly-fucked sex. 

I needed to suck on her wicked lips and then shove my own hard dick into her cheating pussy. 

But she texted me back to say I’d have to wait. 

She texted me selfies of her hanging out with her new college friends. Her crew. They’d all had a good dance and maybe a fuck, and now they were gossiping about their men, and they were drinking their fill of the punch, and they were all in it together. 

My wife had become a college girl again. 

Seeing those selfies, I started getting the anxiety I’d had as a college student when dating someone new for the first time. Someone I was massively attracted to, but knew there was every chance the relationship wouldn’t go anywhere.

How could I feel this way? I was married to her. We had two college-age kids of our own.

But I had to dig deep and find some reserves of patience. 
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I suffered a confusing mix of emotions as I waited. I hadn’t expected it to feel this way. I felt a little naive in how I’d thought things would turn out.

I thought my wife would fuck someone else, and I’d just feel elated. I expected that all the tension that had been building up inside me related to Talisha’s flirting with Dimitry, and then the seduction, would have felt resolved when I actually got to watch them fuck.

But now it had happened, and she wasn’t home to tell me everything.

My guess was that because they’d let me watch, their duty to me, the husband, was done. The reality was that Talisha had probably had a lot to drink at the party and wasn’t fully thinking things through. She was going with her libido.

I tried to keep calm and do some yoga meditation stuff.

I tried to hang on to the positive emotions I felt — the excitement, the lust, the anticipation of enjoying Talisha myself — instead of the negative. It wasn’t easy. There was so much fear. It wasn’t entirely rational — logic should have told me that Talisha and I were married, in a stable relationship, with kids we’d brought up together. That she wouldn’t want to abandon all that. But my brain was overwhelmed by all the feelings, so logic was drowned out by the powerful emotions.

At some point, I was even telling myself that if Talisha wanted a break from me, so she could pursue something with Dimitry, even then, eventually she would come back to me.

Dimitry was young, he wouldn’t want a long-term thing with anybody — far less a 40-year-old married woman.

I went online and read many things in articles and forum posts. It gave me some resolve, though there was also plenty there to stoke the fears.

I couldn’t see Dimitry as a rival. That was key. The two of them had a different relationship to mine with Talisha. It was mostly about sex. Excitement.

It was also about being in college.

When, at last, at 2am, I received a message from Talisha that they were on the way home, I was awake — obviously — but in the calmest frame of mind I’d been for hours.

I waited, practically meditating on my feet as I peered out of the front window for their Uber.

As they pulled up, and I watched Dimitry open the door for Talisha, I was breathing deeply and slowly. Calm as a Hindu cow.

My calm was shattered as the front door opened, and my gorgeous wife — my gorgeous unfaithful wife — was standing there on the threshold.

‘Hey, baby! You still awake?’

‘Hey! You had fun?’

‘Oh yeah — ’

I’d never wanted her more. I scooped her up in my arms and held her tight, pressing my mouth against hers, kissing her deeply.

She smelled of cigarettes and weed and alcohol, of sweat and cologne — and come. It was like pouring gas onto the flames of my lust. I sucked on her lips and reeled at how unfamiliar she tasted, at how wrong it all seemed. My senses were jangling with the evidence of her infidelity, yet it all spurred my arousal to new heights.

‘You still love me?’ she said between kisses, grinding her pussy up against the hardness stowed in my pants.

‘More than ever…’

My hands found their way to her irresistible behind, marveling at her curves and the smoothness of her skin — and beyond that, the fact that she was still wearing absolutely no underwear under this dress.

‘You still want me, even though I got fucked by another man?’

‘Oh yes…’

She giggled. ‘Good… but you’ll have to wait a little longer, baby. I need a little more time with Dimitry…’

The Russian had her hand in his and was leading her toward the stairs down to his basement room.

I stood there frustrated like never before.

And yet part of me did want her to fuck him again. And under our roof.

I had to be patient. I’d have my time with her in due course.

Before disappearing downstairs with another man, she paused and looked back at me.

‘Oh, baby? You know I had a wonderful idea tonight? I think I’m going to enroll in college.’

‘What?’

She grinned. ‘I’m having so much fun, you know? I think it would be good for me.’

‘You’re going to — ’ I stammered.

‘Maybe I’ll get an MBA. I could start my own marketing firm.’

Then she was gone again, descending to our basement to fuck the young Russian stud.


Chapter Thirteen




There was a moment where natural courtesy seemed to compel me to turn away and go somewhere else to wait for them.

Two people were about to engage in very intimate, personal activities, and there was a certain social conditioning built into my disposition that felt the only right thing to do would be to give them space, to respect their privacy.

I just had to wait, and when Talisha was ready, she would come back to me.

But then I glanced down at the band of gold around the third finger on my left hand, and a new thought came to circumvent my natural inclination to avoid intruding.

She was my wife. And this was my house.

My hard cock throbbed within my pants. Breathing deeply, a quiver of anxiety in each breath, I turned back toward the stairs that descended to the basement. I could hear the soft ripple of Talisha’s laughter from Dimitry’s bedroom.

She hadn’t even asked me to stay away, to wait for her until she was done.

Slowly, I went downstairs. What was I worried about? I guess the paranoia inside my head was making me feel Talisha would laugh at me, humiliate me, slam the door in my face, and order me away. Or perhaps they’d decide it was no longer ‘safe’ to conduct their affair in this house anymore if Talisha’s husband was going to loom over them the whole time. They’d go somewhere else to fuck, avoiding me.

As much as the whole thing of Talisha bedding another man turned me on — more than anything I could remember — I didn’t like the idea that she would do it behind my back. That she could ever choose to isolate me from her adventure.

This wasn’t supposed to be something just for her.

I looked ahead to see they had left the door into Dimitry’s room open. Had they neglected to close it, or purposefully left it ajar? Had they assumed I would remain upstairs, waiting? Or was Talisha hoping I would come down to watch and had deliberately left the door open for me?

It had troubled me that she had come home after an evening of partying — and having sex — with Dimitry, only to want more of him, instead of demanding me.

At the same time, it was intensely thrilling to think that they were about to resume their first-ever night of sexual intercourse — this time in our own home.

And now, as I approached Dimitry’s doorway — and could hear them kissing and quietly moaning — came my first stirrings of understanding why Talisha might have done it this way.

I caught my breath as I first laid eyes on them, both now naked on the bed. My cock seemed so hard, so engorged full of blood, that I felt light-headed.

They had both been sitting up, making out, one of Dimitry’s hands cupping one of Talisha’s pert breasts. But now, as I quietly leaned against the doorway to observe, Dimitry lay down on his back up against the pillows, his huge cock sticking straight up, Talisha crawling on all fours over to kiss his lips a little more before leaning over his loins to take that massive member in her hand and in her mouth.

She was breathtakingly, heart-stoppingly beautiful. Pushing up her rounded behind as she ducked down to lick the base of her lover’s giant cock, I was so taken by the shape of her trim body — the graceful curves, the warm tone and pleasing smoothness of her bare skin. Her oh-so-pretty face as she rubbed it up against that obscene-looking phallus like a cat being affectionate with its owner.

I stood there and pressed a hand against my stiff cock through my pants as I watched my sweet wife stretch her lips around that thing, and sink her head down onto it, taking a surprising length inside her mouth.

I saw him close his eyes, and as he let out a deep groan, he put his hands on her head, brushing her hair away from her face.

Had he had much sexual experience before he’d arrived in the United States? I couldn’t be sure. He seemed so besotted with Talisha that it made me wonder if she might even be his first real sexual partner. His muscular, gym-trained physique made you assume he must have been attractive with the ladies back home — but there had to be plenty of shy types who hit the gym a lot.

Talisha seemed to enjoy his physicality. It did make me envy him, that I had a very average size. Envy, but not jealousy — I liked that my wife got to have this experience with somebody different from me. That she enjoyed him.

I watched her pleasuring him with her mouth for a while, thinking, had she given me this much head when we’d started out dating? It wasn’t just that she was being selfless with him. My best guess was that she was reveling in getting to play with a dick that wasn’t her husband’s, for the first time in two decades.

It got to the point that I thought she might just want him to finish in her mouth and call it a night.

But then she paused, turned to me, and said, ‘Honey, can you pass me a condom? There’s a little box in my purse…’

Oh, God. She asked me to get them a condom.

I nearly came right then and there.

I said to her, ‘Sure…’ And glanced around, realizing she’d left her purse upstairs.

I said, ‘Hold on, it’s upstairs.’

Then I was dashing upstairs on their behalf to fetch contraceptives for him to fuck my wife.

It was crazy. Strangely hot. My cock was throbbing, my heart skipping all the way.

When I returned, a touch out of breath, Talisha said, ‘Would you mind opening it for us?’

I know, others might have seen that as some way to humiliate me, or rub my face in it, to put me in my place as a cuckold. But I don’t think she meant it that way. And for me, it was weirdly erotic to be involved. To prepare the condom so my wife could use it on another man…

I tore open the little packet and handed her the little rolled-up latex sheath.

And now I watched my wife rolling it down over Dimitry’s colossal cock.

Once it was on, Dimitry pulled himself up, urging Talisha down onto all fours before he lined up behind her. He clamped a hand to her soaking pussy as though to hold her in place, but I could see he’d buried a finger inside her.

I held my breath as I saw him point that huge cock at her glistening sex.

This wasn’t a phone screen I was looking at. I was seeing everything in real life, right in front of me.

Talisha closed her eyes and gasped as she felt the young Russian’s glans touch her pussy, and then sink into her. Dimitry groaned and took hold of her hips before plunging the rest of his giant manhood into her.

I watched in silence, my cock now free of confinement, held tight in my hands.

He was huge. He sank his immense length into her again, all the way, and he still had a few inches to spare. I watched her groan as he began to move it within her, coating his substantial shaft with her juices. After a while, though, he was kneeling motionless, and it was Talisha working her hips to move her pussy on his length. Talisha fucking him, though she was the one on all fours.

It was so beautiful to watch. So sexy.

I felt a strange pang of regret that we hadn’t discovered this weird kink earlier in our marriage.

Dimitry let Talisha lead proceedings for a while, but then he retook control, grasping hold of her narrow waist with both hands, lifting one knee to give him a better base from which to drive into her.

Then he was pumping that massive thing into her. Lubricated by her copious juices, it sounded like some kind of machine working as he pistoned that thing into her again and again.

He had Talisha groaning and whimpering, sounding like a wounded animal as he fucked her hard.

She made noises I had never heard from her before in all the years we’d been together.

I’m fairly sure he made her come like that. She whimpered and shook all over, and yelled a few choice Biblical curses.

Then he had her lie on her back so he could fuck her missionary style. Talisha called me over, asked me to lie beside her while he fucked her. I wasn’t going to decline the chance. To be so close to her as someone else fucked her was just intense.

Every breath I took as he powered into her was saturated with the hot smell of their sex. Occasionally I even felt sprinkles of their perspiration fleck over me as I watched their glistening bodies writhing together.

Talisha was panting and gasping and clawing at her clit while he continued to pile that massive member into her drenched pussy, and I was lying beside her, my arm wedged against hers, beating my own meat to their rhythm.

Then, finally, Dimitry grunted and growled in that deep voice, ‘I going to come… coming now…’

Talisha said, ‘Come over me, baby. Come on me.’

I could hardly believe what I was seeing as the big man pulled out his huge cock, then tore off the condom. He held his bare cock over her perfectly shaven sex and pumped it with his big hands.

Then I saw his thick, white cream shooting out from his big dick all over Talisha’s mound and her stomach. There was so much of it.

Talisha was whispering, ‘So good…’ As Dimitry knelt up and pulled back. She sat up, giving his big cock a last little kiss and a suck before letting him go.

Then my beloved, freshly-fucked wife turned to me, ‘You want to finish me up, my love?’

I was up in a heartbeat as Dimitry disappeared off to the bathroom.

I knelt between her splayed thighs, just stunned by the sight of her freshly-fucked pussy, by the streaks of white cream all over her body. It was almost overwhelming, the feelings, the excitement I felt as I positioned myself there to reclaim her as my own.

She was glistening with sweat from fucking someone else, she had that strong musky scent from another man pressing himself against her. She was in a complete state. But I’d never wanted her more.

As I knelt between her thighs and lined myself up, she wiped up Dimitry’s come with one of her hands — and then took hold of my cock in that hand, spreading the younger man’s come all over my manhood.

‘Mmm… so dirty…’ she moaned.

I was stunned by it — and yet I couldn’t deny that it had my cock hard as steel and raring to go.

’Now fuck me,’ she said.

I didn’t need telling twice.

My cock slid right inside her, there was no feeding it into her inch by inch. She was so wet — and my cock was coated in Dimitry’s emissions.

I said, ‘You realize there was no point him wearing a condom at all now?’

She giggled, quickly figuring out what I was alluding to.

She’d fucked him all night wearing a condom. And then she’d spread his semen all over my cock just before I’d entered her.

But we were both so high on pheromones and a night of partying and sex, that we were of a mind to sort that issue out later.

For now, I was inside my wife’s gloriously filthy, well-used pussy, fucking her only seconds after she’d been fucking another man — with the other man’s come all over my cock as I fucked her.

After so much build-up, it hardly took me any time at all before I was ready to come myself.

Talisha giggled. ‘You’re going to come already?’

I moaned and released my own thick, hot seed deep inside her.

I have never, ever experienced better sex than that. It was just incredible — even though I’d spent such a short time actually inside my wife.

I was breathless, my mind was reeling, I was on fire.

But as Dimitry returned, and I was up on my feet again, Talisha said, ‘You mind if I sleep here tonight, honey?’


Chapter Fourteen




Ilay awake, even though I was supposed to go to work in only a few hours. My nerves were jangling with energy, my blood vessels fizzing with adrenaline. 

Talisha was also supposed to go to her work in a few hours. I suspected she was planning on pulling a sickie. 

I wasn’t sure I’d get away with faking a sick day. 

Even so, I seemed incapable of getting to sleep. I lay on our bed, alone, my thoughts unable to escape the extraordinary events of the past night. I lay there and stroked my hard cock while running my wife’s full infidelity through my mind.

Remembering every detail of our young Russian friend squeezing his massive cock into her again and again. The look of absolute ecstasy on Talisha’s pretty face. 

I was alone, and yet I felt good that, at that moment, Talisha was downstairs, in bed with Dimitry. I loved having a beautiful wife that other men wanted so badly. A beautiful wife with a rekindled lust for wild sex. 

I craved her, though I didn’t want to go down there and wake her up. My inner introvert holding me back. 

I recalled how she’d gone out to that college party without any panties on. Her panties were in my pants pocket. 

A few moments after recalling that minor detail, I was lying on our bed, my hard cock in one hand, Talisha’s panties in the other. Her underwear pressed to my face, I breathed in the delicate scent of her pussy from the previous afternoon. 

It wasn’t nearly as thrilling as getting to play with the real thing. But at least I could enjoy her smell as I pumped my cock and mulled over my memories of Dimitry fucking her.

It struck me that we’d come full circle. Except that now I was lying on my back jacking off while rubbing Talisha’s worn underwear up against my face, instead of Dimitry, while he was sleeping with Talisha. At that moment, though, I could better understand his need to use her panties like this. It gave a visceral element to imagining a full enjoyment of Talisha. To touch the material that had been grinding against her sex, that had been infused with the scent of her sublime pussy.

A guy had to take what he could when the object of his affection was in such demand.

I’d only gotten to be with her fully for a matter of a few minutes that night, once Dimitry had had his way with her, and had come all over her. 

It had been hot, though. Weird, but hot. The way she’d lathered on the younger man’s come onto my throbbing, pulsating hard-on. The way I’d entered her, lubricated by Dimitry’s semen.

‘What are you doing?’ 

I thought her voice was in my head at first. Imagined. 

It was one reason why I didn’t stop jacking my dick. Didn’t even try to hide it. Didn’t attempt to conceal the fact that I was sniffing her underwear as I pumped my cock.

But then I saw movement in the darkness of our room. 

Talisha.

‘I can’t sleep,’ I said, hedging my bets that she was there for real. That I wasn’t imagining her. Well, if I had been, who would have known that I spoke out loud to her imagined form? 

She said, ‘I can’t sleep either.’ 

Then I saw her stand by the side of the bed. She was wearing one of Dimitry’s shirts. A pair of his underwear. 

‘What are you doing?’ she asked me again. 

I felt oddly stubborn in my right to masturbate, considering the fact that she’d decided to spend the night with another man. I said, ‘What does it look like I’m doing?’ 

For a moment, she just stood there, watching. 

I continued slowly beating my meat. After a while, I put down her panties and found that her scent was stronger in the air now that she was standing right there. She’d had plenty of sex that night, and she hadn’t yet showered.

‘What’re you thinking about?’ she asked. 

‘You,’ I said. Then, ‘You and him. Fucking.’ 

She moaned quietly, ‘Mmm… it was so good…’ 

‘I could tell you enjoyed it.’ 

‘You could?’ 

‘You were so wet when you finally let me fuck you.’ 

‘And you were so hard, baby. We must’ve been driving you crazy all night.’ 

‘Wasn’t that your hope?’ 

I reached out, touched a hand gently to her hip, feeling the warmth of her body in the darkness. 

‘You didn’t last long when you were inside me.’ 

I chuckled. ‘You had me so wound up. When you finally let me go… I just exploded.’ 

‘But it felt good?’ 

‘Oh, yes. Best ever.’

In the darkness, as I continued to slowly jack my cock, I slipped my fingers beneath the waistband of the panties — boxer shorts, really — that she was wearing. I felt the smoothness of her skin, my fingers brushing over her mound, where once I would have expected to feel fur. 

Her pussy was still wet — or else was wet again — when my fingertips reached it and dipped inside her. 

She moaned softly. 

I gently inserted my fingers, coating them in her oily wetness. 

She liked that. I heard her purring like a contented feline. 

Then I withdrew my fingers and brought them to my mouth. Spreading her wetness over my lips, my nose, my cheeks. 

‘You want some more?’ she whispered. 

‘Yes.’ 

I heard the soft sweep of material gliding against skin as she slid the boxer shorts down her thighs before letting them drop to the floor. Then I heard her move, felt the mattress stir as she climbed onto the bed. Felt the heat of her body even before she lifted a knee over me and straddled my head. 

I curled my arms around her legs and grabbed hold of her thighs, pulling her down to my face, inhaling the heady aroma of her well-fucked pussy.

We both moaned as she touched down, my lips pressed against her slippery folds, and my tongue slipped inside her. She tasted salty and tangy and yet slightly different from how I remembered the last time I’d pleasured her with my mouth. But in my mind, it only emphasized the sense that she was now a fully shared wife, a hotwife, a goddess in human form.

I gazed up at her body as she ground her pussy down on my mouth, my hands sweeping up to grab hold of her magnificent breasts through another man’s shirt, and I felt such a burst of adrenalized exhilaration. 

I didn’t mind sharing. 

I didn’t even mind that the newness of her relationship with Dimitry made me, temporarily, a second-class citizen in our own marriage. 

I was married to a goddess. 

She looked like a supermodel and fucked like a pornstar. She had the skills of a 40-year-old enchantress and the body of a college girl — and she had a new social circle to prove it.

As she worked her hips over me, dragging her pussy back and forth over my eager mouth, I could feel her pulling open that shirt, giving my hands full access to her bare breasts. 

She clamped her hands over mine as my fingers splayed out over her magnificent tits, and I felt how hard her nipples were atop her clammy flesh. 

After a while, though, my hands returned to her hips, clamping her juicy sex to my face as I fed voraciously on her abundant nectar. 

She leaned back and grabbed hold of my hard dick as she fucked my face, soaking my whole head with her wickedly adulterous pussy. She couldn’t do much more than hold on to my shaft, however, as she rode my mouth, and it wasn’t long before she was shuddering and bucking over me. 

I felt like a bull in a rodeo as she came so intensely with my head clamped between her thighs. 

Eventually, the tremors and the shakes and the gasping breaths settled down, and I enjoyed a few final tender moments with my face jammed up against her exquisite sex. Then she edged back down my body, shifting her knees, easing herself back so that my hard cock slid effortlessly into her dripping pussy. 

‘That was incredible,’ she breathed, gazing down at me with a beautiful, bright smile. 

‘For me, too,’ I grinned, my whole face glistening with her juices. 

For a moment, she moved her pussy only very gently on my pole, and just seemed to examine my face. Her expression was one of almost puzzlement; she was trying to work me out. 

‘You’re really into this, huh?’ she said.

I offered her a shrug and a sheepish grin. 

Then she kissed me, and we moved together, my hands clasped to her magnificent behind as I stirred my hardness inside her, and she reveled in having her way with two different cocks in the same night. 

We made out like teenagers exploring kissing for the first time, and enjoyed the longest, slowest sex I’ve ever experienced. Holding each other tight, rolling over and over. Me on top, gently thrusting into her. Her on top, lazily riding me. Side by side, writhing like sleepy snakes, just enjoying the feeling of togetherness, the warmth of our bodies, our soft, smooth skin.

It was verging on tantric. Half massage, half sex. 

We said nothing; we just slowly fucked.

Throughout it all, she had this sweet smile on her face — and somehow, to me, her unbridled happiness was the hottest thing of all.

Then at last, as the final drops of energy within us were being used up, she slithered down my sweat-soaked body and took my throbbing hardness in her mouth, and before long I was clenching every muscle in my body, letting out a deep, guttural moan and releasing my hot come down her throat. 

I felt her moaning with satisfaction as she swallowed every drop, then gazed up at me as she licked her lips and took the final escaping drop from the corner of her mouth with the tip of her finger, which she then slipped into her mouth. 

‘Mmm…’ She smiled and flashed her eyes at me. 

I felt utterly exhausted. So it didn’t mean much to me that as I breathed deeply and felt the sleep coming to take me away, Talisha slipped out of the bedroom and back downstairs. 
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After a few hours, I got up, still exhausted but with adrenaline helping me along. 

A hot shower helped. A cup of strong coffee. Something warm and savory to fill my belly. 

The memory of my wife’s beautiful naked body being ravished by another man. 

I could tell that Talisha was still in the basement, sleeping with him, though everything apart from me was still in that house. I felt a pang in my heart — longing. Perhaps fear. 

I stood at the top of the stairs breathing air that was still laced with the earthy, musky scent of a long night of sex. 

We were okay. We had enough saved up to get by, even if she went through with this sudden decision to quit her job and go back to school, to seek out an MBA — and more college dick. 

I liked the idea that she would go back to school. That she would fuck her way around college. I hoped she would fuck her way around college. If she only stayed with Dimitry, then we would all have problems in the long run. I was sure that wouldn’t happen.

Right now, I had to get to the bank. Somebody had to earn a living around here.


Chapter Fifteen




For a while, I just left them to their own devices. 

On the surface, Talisha became Dimitry’s girlfriend and generally acted accordingly. 

If we all chilled out in the evening, watching TV, she would curl up on the sofa with him most of the time.

But those evenings seemed rare. A lot of the time, the two of them went out. Hanging with friends, nights out in bars and clubs, and so on. 

Sometimes Dimitry went out on his own, and Talisha would spend an evening with me. She was very cuddly and affectionate when he wasn’t around, and she was with me. I loved it. It was all a sign of how happy she was. 

Sometimes, the two of them went out separately, and while Dimitry had a boys’ night, Talisha would hang with her college buddies for a girls’ night. 

I let her do as she pleased — I didn’t want to be seen as the overbearing, controlling husband. I was thrilled she was so happy, I was almost permanently aroused that she was having so much sex, and I was besotted with all the new relationship energy that emanated from her. 

And despite all the time she spent with Dimitry, I was getting more sex than ever before, so I couldn’t complain. 

I never saw Dimitry as any kind of rival. Talisha had a different relationship with him. With him, it was all fun and partying and high-energy. Amazing for Talisha. Too much for me. With me, Talisha got to enjoy downtime, which sometimes she really needed. She could settle down with me and chill. Relax. Recover.

I noticed that when she spent the evening with me, particularly when Dimitry was out, she’d usually end up sleeping the whole night with him. I’d get a visit from her in the middle of the night, usually after they’d just had sex, and he’d then rolled over and fallen asleep. 

I didn’t mind waking up for that in the middle of the night, even when I had work to get to in the morning. 

When she spent an evening with Dimitry, she’d come home, and the two of them would have sex, but then Talisha would come to me and sleep with me until morning. 

It meant I got to have her most nights. 

And the sex never seemed to settle back into the same bland routine that it had been when we’d been a monogamous couple treating it like a once-a-week obligation akin to going to the gym.

Every time she came to me, either when she was going to spend the whole night with me or not, she’d had sex with him first. It never got old. It was always exhilarating. She would slip into bed with me, damp from sweat, smelling of him and of their sex. 

Sometimes he’d fucked her so hard, she only wanted my mouth on her pussy. I was happy enough to oblige — I loved making her come with my mouth, and became progressively better at it. It got so she wanted me to go down on her even if Dimitry hadn’t been rough with her.

I soon lost any squeamishness about him coming in her, or all over her for that matter. 

It was just sex. And I loved being married to a sex goddess. Aphrodite in the flesh. 

We had the talk about condoms. She used them with him until she went on birth control. 

And the feeling of being inside her, slowly fucking her when she was so insanely wet because she had his come inside her as well as hers — well, that was an unexpected joy. Sloppy seconds, that’s what people called it, dismissively, on the Internet. 

But, hey. 

We spent more time apart with another man in our relationship, and yet we felt closer than ever. I’d take showers with her regularly, and we never really used to do that. I’d help her get ready to go out with her boyfriend. I’d even shave her pussy when it was needed. She’d been right that he preferred it that way. 
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I read somewhere that in parts of Italy when a married couple gets to a certain age, it’s almost assumed the man will take a mistress. 

The wife turns a blind eye to it, so long as the affair is discreet, and the husband respects her status as his wife and maybe the mother of their children, and does not show any obvious signs of being with another woman.

But I wondered how many men like me would benefit from getting to a certain point in marriage and simply letting his wife take a new lover. 

Talisha’s near-constant happiness was infectious, and made me recognize just how good we had it. 

I was more productive at work. I even got a promotion. 

All that sex was making me feel physically healthy — and Dimitry managed to drag both of us to the gym more regularly than ever. As an added bonus, I liked to see the other guys checking her out in the gym.

Talisha quit her job and enrolled in the community college’s MBA program. We were going to struggle a little, but after my promotion, and with Talisha and Dimitry taking part-time jobs, we were okay.

Talisha immersed herself more fully in the college world. 

There were plenty of mature students on her MBA course, naturally. But on the whole, Talisha socialized within Dimitry’s circle. They knew she was a mature student, though from the looks of things, I suspected they believed she was around 30, not around 40. She didn’t lie, she just tended to avoid subjects like growing up in the 90s, and her music taste took on a distinctly contemporary feel. 

The kids Talisha was hanging out with hadn’t even been alive when the Iraq War had started.

There was an odd knock-on effect as Talisha became increasingly connected to Dimitry’s college world: our cover story now quietly evolved further. 

I didn’t even notice at first that much had changed. Then the decor around our house started to seem a little less sophisticated, Talisha was buying a load of stuff from IKEA again for the first time in years. I’d come home from work and find some of Talisha and/or Dimitry’s friends hanging out with them there before they all headed out for the evening. 

I realized that our home had become a student house. 

To my mild surprise and quiet amusement, Talisha and Dimitry and I were college roommates, according to their friends. 

To give us complete confidence in letting the younger college crowd hang out at our house, our second bedroom upstairs was turned from a little office back into a proper bedroom for the first time since it had been Denise’s room. Only now, it was officially Talisha’s room. 

All of the changes could be quickly rectified if there was any chance that Denise or Denzel would want to return home for a visit. But our kids were having a great time at the University of Baltimore, they didn’t want to have to come home to see their boring parents.

In our new cover story, I pretended to be a 30-ish mature student, Talisha and Dimitry’s roommate. I didn’t really go out with them, but I was happy to fit in with their narrative. Their friends saw me as a more bookish kind of mature student. An overly sensible dork. The way mature students can be. That was fine with me. 

But one time, Talisha and I took a leisurely shower together, my wife was helping me apply Just For Men to cover up my sprinkling of gray hairs.

After that, I got a few odd looks at work when I went in, looking like I’d rolled back the years. I suspect some of my co-workers thought my promotion had gone to my head, and now I was just some sad mid-level executive trying to make myself look more important by dying my hair. 

Ah well.
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There were definitely times when they felt the need to rub my face in it. 

It was usually when they were a little drunk and merry with it. 

I wouldn’t say it was totally my kind of thing. But I was willing to go along with it if it meant I’d get to watch him fuck her close-up. To really appreciate the strangeness of another man getting to fuck my wife. 

‘Oh, hey, honey, we had so much fun on our date…’ Talisha’s voice would slur a little when she’d had a lot to drink. 

‘Yeah? That’s great.’ 

‘You don’t mind if I… have a little more fun with him…’ 

‘Sure, of course…’ 

‘I mean, he turns me on so much… he makes me so wet….’ 

Then she’d turn to him and pull him in for a kiss, as though teasing me that I wasn’t as good as him. That I was the lesser man. 

And she’d say something like, ‘He’s so good at kissing, honey, I could kiss him all night long…’ 

Dimitry running his hands all over her body, really playing up his freedom to touch her, to grope her, to possess her, even though she was my wife. 

But I was okay with it. Any excuse that would increase the chances that I would be able to watch everything. That they wouldn’t want to have their space, their privacy away from me. 

Talisha kneeling down in front of him, making a big thing of undoing his pants, pulling them down, marveling at how big the bulge in his boxer shorts was. Dimitry putting his hands on her head, pressing his bulge against her face. 

‘Sometimes I just can’t believe you’re okay with this,’ she said, and for some reason, it really made my hard-on throb. 

And the way she gasped when she peeled down his underwear, and that huge dick sprang out. 

‘Baby, it’s so big… I can’t believe it…’ 

It was always so strange seeing another guy’s dick like that. And so close. Weirdly fascinating. I guess it wasn’t something you would likely see in a normal married life. 

It never got old, seeing Talisha take another cock in her hands, rubbing it all over her pretty face. Lashing her tongue down its entire length. 

On these occasions, when they were pretty drunk, and we were role-playing a little, I could watch really close. 

‘He’s so much bigger than you, baby. I love it.’

Dimitry slipping off the straps of her dress to expose her bare breasts — because she didn’t wear a bra on their date. The big Russian reaching down to play with her gorgeous tits while she bobbed down on his cock. 

‘Don’t you want to see if he can get this inside me, baby?’ she said, dragging our young Russian friend upstairs, to our marital bed. 

When they were like this, I felt less self-conscious about lying on the bed with them, right next to my wife, feeling the heat of her body as Dimitry peeled off her dress the rest of the way and covered her soaking pussy with his hand. 

I would be right with her when he put the tip of his cock against her pussy. Kissing her as he gave it a little push, and the big glistening glans squeezed into her tight pussy. 

Talisha gasping in my face as he filled her slowly with that colossal cock. 

‘You’ll have to go slowly,’ she said to him. ‘You’re so big…’ 

Dimitry groaning, ‘Oh fuck…’ 

Talisha panting, ‘Oh my God… Oh God…’ 

Saying things like, ‘Oh, it makes such a difference… such a big cock…’ 

She would ride him and tell me to go behind her, to lie between his powerful legs so that I could see that huge cock disappearing into her juicy pussy right up close. That was just insane. 

‘Can you see him fucking me, baby? Can you see it?’ 

‘Yeah, honey. I see it.’ 

‘You like watching me getting fucked?’ 

Then when she told him to fill her pussy up with come, and the two of them were gasping and groaning and pumping their muscles like it was a gym workout. 

And the sight of his white come leaking out of her pussy — that was almost too much for me. 

God, it was just crazy hot.


Chapter Sixteen




About six months into my wife’s relationship with Dimitry, the question arose about what would happen next. 

At first, I didn’t want to threaten the status quo because while we had all stabilized somewhat into a new routine, it was still thrilling to me to share Talisha with Dimitry. 

I knew Dimitry hadn’t slept with anyone other than Talisha since he’d been in America. I never went to college myself, but my assumption was that you were supposed to ‘sow your oats’ at college, and experience everything that was on offer, rather than settling down with the first girl you dated. 

He hadn’t professed his love for my wife or anything like that, but I did wonder if it might be healthier for him to find some way to move on. 

Talisha and I were having one of our incredible tantric-like nights of slow sex when I finally decided to raise the issue with her. Before I said anything, I worried she might be too hung up on Dimitry to move on from him. 

But she merely smiled and moaned quietly as though the idea of moving on to another guy turned her on.

‘Mmm… are you saying you want to watch me seduce a new man?’ she said, wiggling her hips a little more to grind her clit against my pubic bone.

I grinned. ‘You know how much it turns me on, you being with other guys…’ 

She beamed. ‘You know, you’re the world’s most perfect husband?’ 

I chuckled. ‘I don’t know… I was worried you might have fallen too hard for Dimitry…’ 

She said, ‘He’s a good guy. But it’s still all about the sex. The sex is just so good between us, neither of us has really thought about… you know… moving on…’ 

Talisha was on board with the idea, which was some relief to me. It alleviated some of the fear that had been slowly building up inside me again that I could lose her to Dimitry long-term. 

She was still my wife. 

I’d read plenty of scare stories online about guys who shared their wives, and were steadily cuckolded to the point that they ended up destroying their marriages completely. 

It didn’t have to end up that way. 

But we had to play things carefully. Our cover story was too pervasive within our social circle now. And we were all having a lot of fun rejoining the college world — even I’d been having fun out of it, and I wasn’t even a college student.

We didn’t want to do anything that would undermine our cover story, and make our new friends believe they’d been duped. 

We had to play carefully with Dimitry, too, in case he harbored secret feelings for Talisha that he’d never opened up about with her. But Talisha started dropping hints that other girls were interested in him, and he was open to the idea of broadening his dating pool. 

Dimitry’s suggestion was an interesting one, though: that they move to have an open relationship. Not only would there be no possible hints of an acrimonious split to disrupt their shared social circle, but it would allow Dimitry and Talisha to remain on affectionate terms — and when they wanted, they could sleep with each other. They wouldn’t have to hide their continuing lust for each other. 

As far as Talisha and I were concerned, the idea meant nothing would have to change in our current living arrangements. Dimitry would not have to move out of his basement room to provide credibility to the evolving cover story. 

The two of them dropped a few hints to their social circle, and the story grew into a rumor, then into gentle gossip. No big deal in this day and age, when college was full of people experimenting with fluid sexuality and so on. 

Dimitry started flirting with other women while out at parties, in bars, and so on — and Talisha even offered him a little secret coaching. Meanwhile, Talisha was having fun flirting with other guys, particularly on the dance floor. 

One night, she even brought someone home with her. 

For once, she used that second bedroom upstairs as her room, and dragged the guy in there for sex. I only got a text message from her at the last minute, warning me to keep out of the way when she got home from her night out. 

I stayed in my room, listening. 

With just a relatively thin wall between us, I could hear everything. The two of them making out. The fumbling and groping and touching. The struggle to strip off their clothes. The guy sliding his fingers inside her. Talisha taking his cock in her mouth. Talisha rolling a condom onto him. 

Talisha fucking a new guy, just a few feet away from me. 

I lay on our marital bed, silently stroking my cock as I heard his cock sinking into her soaking wet pussy. It was surprising how hot it was to listen to them and not see them. I could smell the sex in the air. The faint hint of the other guy’s cologne. 

Relying mainly on my hearing, I could even distinguish the sound of Talisha when she was on top, compared to when he was on top. 

Of course, Talisha knew where I was. She knew I was lying in here, in the dark, my door open so I could hear everything. And she gave me a running commentary, which confirmed exactly what I was hearing — disguising her play-by-play as talking dirty. 

‘Oh yeah, baby… feels so good when I’m riding you… your big cock’s so hard…’ 

And, ‘Oh yes… fuck me… you’re so strong lying over me… I can feel your muscles rippling, baby…’

Or, ‘You’re such an animal when you take me doggy-style…’

It wasn’t exactly subtle, but then no guy would ever think his one-night stand had a husband stashed in the next room, jacking off as the two of them fucked like that. 

And it was a one-night stand. Someone she’d met in a nightclub.

As soon as the guy had finished, and the condom was wrapped in tissue and tossed in the bin, he was putting on his clothes, telling her he had to get up early in the morning for some kind of appointment. And he was gone. 

The moment the front door closed behind him, Talisha ventured into our room with a big smile spread across her face. 

‘Felt good?’ I asked her. 

She laughed. ‘So hot. But the best thing about it was knowing you were in here…’ 

She climbed onto the bed and onto me. I took hold of her hips and urged her all the way up, so that she could sit on my face and let me taste her freshly-fucked, freshly-adulterous pussy. 

Wow. Well, I can tell you. Heaven was having a wife who was able to fuck whoever she wanted. 

Why would you ever want to just keep her to yourself? 
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One evening, Dimitry was out with his friends, and Talisha was chilling with me on the sofa, watching Netflix. It was nothing out of the ordinary, although Dimitry had been finding his sea legs when it came to flirting with other women, and Talisha had been giving him a little more space recently. 

That particular evening, Talisha had been telling me that she and Dimitry were now claiming to be polyamorous among the college set. 

‘Everyone’s desperate to find some kind of identity in college these days, it seems to me,’ Talisha was explaining. ’They have to find some label for themselves — even if it changes from week to week.’ 

‘Label?’ 

‘Well, you know. Pan-sexual, or demisexual, or bi-sexual. Omnisexual. It’s great that they seem to have such open minds, but you know… what do you call yourself in an open relationship?’ 

‘Adventurous?’ I chuckled. 

She shrugged. ‘We were talking about it all, and it was like, what are you? So polyamorous kind of stuck. I guess somehow it makes it seem more wholesome than ‘I just like to sleep around.’’ 

’Whatever floats their boat, huh?’ 

Talisha smiled. ‘My friends actually seem more comfortable with it. Like… it’s not that I’m just slutty, that I just want to sleep with whoever. I’m poly. It’s just who I am. Like, I have some kind of condition.’

‘They felt threatened because you’re in a relationship with Dimitry, but open to sleeping with other guys too?’ I asked. 

She shook her head. ‘I’m not sure threatened is the right word… plenty of fish in the sea, right? But somehow it makes them more accepting…’ 

It was interesting. Later that evening, I found myself Googling ‘polyamory,’ mainly to see whether there was a difference between it and what Talisha and Dimitry and I were doing. 

The practice of engaging in multiple romantic (and typically sexual) relationships, with the consent of all the people involved.

I supposed that the difference was that Talisha didn’t really have a romantic relationship with Dimitry. Or did she? How strict was the definition of ‘romantic’? 

I don’t know. It didn’t seem like a big deal to me anymore. All three of us were so settled that it wouldn’t matter to me, even if Talisha did feel something romantic toward Dimitry. 

The main thing was that our young Russian friend seemed to be beginning to branch out into flirting with other women, and while he hadn’t had a whole lot of luck actually dating anyone else yet, he was definitely moving in that direction. He wouldn’t do that if he was stuck on Talisha. 

It got late, and Dimitry wasn’t home, so Talisha came to bed with me. No big deal. 

We were flicking through her Tinder app at guys she might want to date — a new and exciting game for us now that she was officially open to dating other guys. And soon enough, it got me all hot and bothered. While she continued flicking through photos, sweeping right or left, I was lying between her thighs, enthusiastically lapping at her sweet, sweet pussy. 

But when we heard Dimitry come in the door and heard that he wasn’t alone, Talisha got all curious and went to try to get a look at who it was he’d brought home. 

She quickly pulled on a skirt and a tank top and went out to investigate. 

I waited, expecting her to return to me soon and tell me about Dimitry’s new date. But she didn’t return. 

So I put on a bathrobe myself and headed out of our room, then downstairs to where I could hear voices. 

It turned out that Dimitry had come home with a few friends — not a date. And it wasn’t just his own friends, but some of Talisha’s too. All eyes turned to me, and I realized that the bathrobe I was wearing was Talisha’s, not mine. Ordinarily, that wouldn’t be a big deal — I often used her bathrobe around the house, since no one was going to be there other than Dimitry. 

Tonight, though, it seemed obvious that I’d been in bed with Talisha when the lot of them had come in from whichever bar they’d been at. 

I remember seeing Talisha’s brunette friend, Emily, looking all surprised and asking whether the two of us were now ‘a thing’. 

Talisha said, ‘I mean… you know… it is what it is…’ 

I realized that for once, I’d left on my wedding ring. I don’t think anyone had noticed, but I had to quietly slip it off my finger and hide it in the pocket of my bathrobe. Were we busted? 

I wasn’t sure. It was an awkward moment. Talisha told me to go put on some pants, and I did so. When I came back downstairs, everyone was chilling out around the living room, sipping beer and chatting in a very relaxed manner. 

Well, I guess they knew by now there was always plenty of beer in our fridge. While Dimitry and his classmates were mostly around 20 years old, and liquor stores around here were strict in demanding IDs, Talisha and I had no difficulties buying alcohol whatsoever. 

Anyway. I grabbed a beer myself and tried to fit in. 

I was talking to Talisha’s friend Sarah, who said excitedly that she’d known something would happen between Talisha and me. 

‘I’ve seen how you look at her,’ she said, an accusatory note in her voice. 

I just shrugged and smiled, feeling no need to deny anything. ‘She’s really something, isn’t she?’ 

Sarah said, ‘So does that mean you’re polyamorous too?’  

It wasn’t a question I’d been expecting, so I hesitated. 

Sarah said, ‘I guess you must be… I mean, if Talisha is… and she’s in a relationship with Dimitry as well.’ 

I thought about suggesting that I wasn’t necessarily in a relationship with Talisha to pour cold water on the polyamory label. But it seemed preferable for other people to think that Talisha was in a relationship with me. If she was polyamorous, that shouldn’t limit her opportunities with others, after all.

Vaguely, I said, ‘I guess so.’ 

Then Emily was alongside her, joining in the interrogation. ‘So, are you dating anyone else along with Talisha?’ 

‘Uh… not at the moment…’ 

Then Emily said quietly, ‘Talisha’s so lucky…’ 

I chuckled at that. ‘Because she’s polyamorous?’ Then I added, ‘You realize you could be polyamorous too if you wanted to be?’ 

But the way she said, ‘I’m not dating anyone right now…’ made me think she’d meant something else. 

I said, ‘You… like Dimitry?’ 

She blushed fiercely, which was answer enough. She was very pretty, even if she was one of the quieter ones in the group. There had to be an excellent chance Dimitry would find her attractive if he was aware of her interest. 

Trying to be supportive and reassuring, I said, ‘You should go talk to him… you know… ask him out.’ 

Emily looked startled, even shocked at the suggestion. ‘But… Talisha…’ 

It was that moment where it suddenly struck me that practically everyone in Dimitry’s circle knew he was in a relationship with Talisha — and even if they’d been informed about the polyamorous thing, perhaps Talisha’s presence was keeping him from getting together with other women. 

Long story short, I suggested that Emily should have a chat with Talisha about Dimitry, and that the whole point of Talisha and Dimitry being polyamorous was that they were both open to dating other people if they felt the need.

I needed to text Talisha to let her know of Emily’s interest in Dimitry before anything actually happened, of course.

Anyway. The upshot of all that was that soon enough, Emily was dating Dimitry, and perhaps surprisingly, she even seemed to actually enjoy sharing the handsome Russian with Talisha. Emily soon decided she was polyamorous, too.

This sharing thing, it was contagious.


Epilogue




Iremember I was watching TV on my own when the three of them came home from a date. 

I guess they’d all been drinking a fair amount and were all in a fun — and amorous — mood. They sat around the living room with me, except that Talisha and Emily were taking turns making out with Dimitry, who seemed to love the attention. 

I felt like a third wheel — well, a fourth wheel, I guess, in this particular situation. I did one of those overdramatic yawns with my arms stuck straight up in the air, before casually suggesting it was time for me to hit the hay. 

Well, you know how it was. I wanted to give them space. 

But then Emily glanced at me and said sweetly, ‘You don’t have to go.’ 

Then Talisha said, ‘Yeah, you can stay.’ 

I paused, not quite getting what they meant. Talisha and Emily went back to making out with Dimitry — taking turns to suck on his mouth, their hands roaming all over his lap, and the bulge hiding out between his legs. 

I thought that perhaps they meant they were going to head downstairs to Dimitry’s room in the basement, so I could stay here and continue watching TV if I wanted to. So I waited. 

They didn’t leave. 

In fact, while Emily continued making out with Dimitry, Talisha sank down to her knees and unfastened his fly before hauling his pants down to his ankles. 

Then my beautiful wife had his hard cock in her hands and in her mouth. 

Of course, it was nothing I hadn’t seen before; it was just that Emily was there with them, kissing Dimitry’s mouth passionately while Talisha went down on him, that was somewhat startling. 

I knew they shared him sometimes. I knew far more extreme things happened at those college parties they went to. It was the casual way this was happening right in front of me that surprised me. 

The way Emily looked over at me and smiled, and said, ‘You like watching, Marcus?’ 

I said, ‘Uh-huh,’ trying to act casual, though her question made me suspect Talisha had said something to her about me. I didn’t think she knew everything — that Talisha and I were married. But she seemed to know something more than just the fact that Talisha was dating me as well as Dimitry in this polyamorous situation. 

As this situation developed, it seemed clear to me that Emily, as well as Talisha, was displaying herself, performing for me as the two of them enjoyed Dimitry’s body.  

I watched Emily join Talisha on the floor, so there were four hands now stroking the musclebound Russian’s legs and cock. She gave me the occasional glance and a mischievous smile. 

Had Talisha fended off Emily’s interest in me by suggesting I mainly liked to watch?

I felt a little more confident about stroking my own hardness — albeit through my pants at this stage — as I watched Emily stretch her lips around the tip of Dimitry’s cock. Talisha was planting little kisses around the base of his shaft, gently sucking his balls, and licking his length when Emily gave her room. 

The two of them made a good team as far as this double blowjob was concerned.

Dimitry moaned and stroked their hair as the two of them worked him with their mouths. 

I just sat back and watched, stunned but highly aroused. 

After a while, Talisha stood up and said quietly, ‘Maybe we should find a bed.’ 

To my surprise, my wife led Emily and Dimitry upstairs instead of down to Dimitry’s room. And it was Emily who beckoned me to go with them. 

My wife took them into the master bedroom — our room. The room that Talisha and Dimitry’s friends knew to be my room. Well, I suppose it did have the biggest bed. 

And also an armchair, into which I sat to watch Dimitry pulling off his shirt while the women stripped off their own clothes, leaving them in only panties. 

Now I felt okay about pulling off my own clothes and stroking my cock as I sat watching Talisha sucking Dimitry’s cock, while Emily cupped his balls and kissed his mouth. When it was Emily’s turn to suck his cock, Talisha looked over to me and blew a kiss, apparently happy I was there, that I was enjoying the show. 

Dimitry lay down as the two college girls removed their panties. When Emily resumed sucking the Russian’s big cock, Talisha straddled his face. 

It was beautiful to see, and somehow more powerful to me as an experience because my wife was a part of it. I’d had fantasies of banging two chicks at the same time — of course — but now that I watched, I saw how much effort it involved. 

I was just as happy to watch. 

Talisha grinding her pussy into Dimitry’s face. Emily searching for a condom before rolling it onto the Russian’s big cock so she could straddle his hips and sink it into her pussy. Dimitry groaned with pleasure.

I had never thought my wife was particularly bicurious, let alone bisexual. But watching the three of them, this was more like Talisha enjoying Emily’s enjoyment of Dimitry. The two women getting a thrill from teaming up to take him. 

Yet there were definitely moments of closeness between Emily and Talisha as Dimitry fucked them. When Talisha was lying under the pale brunette while the big Russian fucked her from behind, and the two women were pressed against each other, chest to chest.

When Dimitry was fucking Emily missionary-style, Talisha was reaching in to help with the sweet brunette’s clit, helping her along to an orgasm as the Russian thrust his big cock into her. 

When Dimitry was taking Talisha from behind, and Emily was sitting up against the pillows, stroking her pussy while watching the others, my wife reached over to slip her own fingers inside Emily’s pussy instead. I don’t think it was my wife’s burning desire to make love to a woman — but simply curiosity. The opportunity was there for her to touch someone of the opposite gender, and she wanted to try it. 

Emily seemed completely comfortable being with another woman as well as Dimitry. 

When Dimitry was, once again, pounding into the young brunette from behind, and Talisha was touching herself while watching them, Emily had my wife move closer so that she could go down on Talisha. 

Emily even turned over and had Talisha sitting on her face for a while, as Dimitry continued to squeeze that massive thing into her fully-shaven pussy. 

In another life, if I’d been their age and going through college, would I be as flexible about trying new things? I wondered. 

But tonight, even with two beautiful young people cavorting naked in front of me, for me, it all still came down to my stunning wife. She was the one who thrilled me. Watching her enjoying herself, watching her find excitement in trying new things with these gorgeous college students. 

Feeling the ache deep inside because I wanted her so badly myself, and yet I didn’t want to interrupt her adventure. 

My excitement was seeing that huge cock stretching her pussy every time it sank into her. The way she moaned and rolled her eyes as she felt every sensitive part of her rubbing up against that massive shaft as he drove it into her again and again. 

The soft sounds of her gasps and moans as he took her to heaven and back. 

The peak of my night was when Dimitry pulled his giant, throbbing dick out of her, and finally gave in to the urges, tearing off the condom and spraying his thick cream all over Talisha’s gorgeous body — streak after streak of white splashing over her stomach, her breasts, her pussy. 

And when Emily dragged Dimitry out of there, and back downstairs, my wife gave me her come hither look, and I got up from my armchair to climb onto the bed and devour her myself. 
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After that, they started dragging me out to parties.

I think some of Talisha’s friends — particularly Emily and Sarah — liked how out of place I looked there. I was the uber-nerd mature student who was only granted a ticket to the cool kids’ table because I was Talisha and Dimitry’s roommate — and because Talisha had started fucking me.

I didn’t complain.

When I was at parties with them, I got to see things that happened to my wife that practically blew my mind. And frequently, very nearly blew my load too.

It felt dangerous, mind you. I felt such a high degree of risk, being out at a college party when I wasn’t in college. It was mainly paranoia, I suppose. Would anybody really cancel me if they discovered the truth? Our friends believed me to be a mature student. Well, I was mature. Talisha, at least, was fully enrolled.

I kind of liked being undercover. The dork in me got to play spy. I was there on surveillance duties — surveilling my wife. Protecting her. Monitoring her.

Talisha liked having me there. Initially, she never thought she’d get me to one of those parties — but her friends had managed it. Peer pressure, huh. Talisha felt safer when I was there. She liked showing off for me.

She liked shocking me.

Here she was, late at night, in the basement of some frat house somewhere, playing drunken pool with her friend Sarah and a bunch of guys. I was nearly dead on my feet at that stage of the night, though hanging around in case Talisha happened to find a nice young stud with a big dick. I liked to see her flirting. Seducing.

Here was a promising situation, Talisha and Sarah playing pool with two guys. A smattering of other guys watching, including me.

If you make this shot, I’ll take my top off.

You know the kind of thing. It was that time of night. Only the core partygoers remaining.

The guys trying to make their shot, though Talisha and Sarah were being so distracting, looking stunning in tight tops and leggings. Sarah, a very vivacious blonde, pulling out her breasts even before the shot was taken, in order to put off their opponents.

The guy who wasn’t taking the shot playing the joker, putting his arms around her, cupping her bare breasts. Picking her up to put her onto the pool table so he could sink his face in her cleavage.

Talisha following suit, slipping the straps of her top down off her shoulders, the other guy giving up on his shot in order to lean down and take one of her stiff nipples in his mouth.

A few cheers from the scattering of onlookers.

I tried to look drunk, or sleepy, or both. Dazed as I sipped my beer. Not looking too much as though I was carefully watching everything that was happening to my wife.

Well, it seemed it was late enough for anything to happen.

The dark-haired guy with Sarah was peeling off her leggings. Talisha was climbing onto the pool table herself, letting the fair-haired guy peel down her leggings as she waited on all fours.

Talisha gazing straight at me as the guy ducked down and licked her pussy, right there in public.

All of them laughing as though it was all a big joke.

Talisha leaned over Sarah, and the dark-haired guy leaned in to kiss her mouth. This was freeform stuff. The women on the pool table stripping off their remaining clothes, enjoying being a spectacle for the whole room.

I was trembling. Thinking how public this was, even though there weren’t that many people left at the party.

What if there was a noise complaint from the neighbors? If the cops showed up, raided the place.

What would Talisha be charged with?

Public indecency?

Sarah glanced over at me, smiled knowingly. Well, I say knowingly. She knew I was dating Talisha, though it was an open relationship. I guess that meant I had skin in the game.

I watched Talisha kneeling there on the far side of the table to me as the fair-haired guy took off his clothes. His actions were a little hindered by his blood-alcohol level, though it greatly assisted his audacity. I almost missed that the dark-haired guy was leaning back against the table just a few feet away from me, and getting his cock out already, along with another guy.

And another.

Sarah, naked, inebriated, leaned down to take the dark-haired guy’s cock in her hands. It wasn’t a huge cock, but that didn’t matter. Her blonde hair tied back out of the way, she sank down on it, working it with her mouth while the two other guys nearby watched and jacked their own dicks.

Jeez, it was so public.

I felt the danger. I felt old.

I caught my breath as I looked over to see Talisha completely naked on the table on all fours, sucking on the fair-haired guy’s dick. He was naked, too.

There was so much self-confidence going on in this room. How were all these guys so untroubled by being completely naked in front of all these other people? They were all complete alphas, or pretending to be.

Then there were two naked guys standing in front of Talisha. My sweet wife going back and forth between them, giving them turns in her mouth, one hand on each of their shafts.

Sarah was servicing various guys, though my main focus was on my wife.

They made it seem so normal.

This was standard modern existence for students of today. Was it?

I tried to look a little too drunk to quite know what was going on. I was in the kind of place where I ought to be trying to get involved, if I was sober enough. I glanced around, making sure I was generally unobserved. When I looked back, there was a guy standing on the pool table, cheering like his team had won the Super Bowl.

And then the guy was fucking my wife from behind. Right there and then.

At least he had a condom on.

Sarah came over to me, and I thought she was too tipsy to recognize me.

‘Hey,’ she said, putting her hands on my thighs as though offering to suck my dick, though my dick wasn’t out in public just now. ‘You having fun, Mister Marcus?’

‘Oh yeah…’ I said, trying to look and sound drunk and somehow failing, perhaps ironically, because I was a little too drunk.

Then while she gazed into my eyes and supported herself on my legs, the dark-haired guy was standing behind her, and sliding in, and fucking her right there and then.

‘You don’t want a turn?’ she said, and then another naked guy approached from my left, and she was sucking his cock while being fucked while leaning over my lap.

Talisha had moved to a nearby couch, where she was being fucked by one guy while sucking off the blond she’d been playing pool with. I wanted to watch her, though Sarah was blocking my way.

This just didn’t seem like real life.

These were such over-sexed folk — and yet, of course they were. Why not? They were out from under the restrictions of their family homes, their upbringings. Free to do what they liked.

But one of the other guys carried Sarah over to a table, laying her out there so he could fuck her while his buddy used her mouth.

I got up, went over to Talisha. Stood in the circle of guys standing around her waiting for their turn.

I watched one, two, three of them fuck her.

She turned over onto all fours to be spit-roasted by the two guys they’d been originally playing pool with.

She saw me watching.

I quietly leaned against the pool table and pulled out my own dick, jacked off as I watched her.

There were two women down here in the basement and seven guys. After a while, Sarah came over to the couch where Talisha was being ridden, and bent over the arm to be fucked alongside her.

It was just intense.

I saw a guy pull off his condom and spray his come all over Talisha’s chest. And someone else just came in to replace him, thrusting his stiff dick into her pussy with hardly an interruption in the service.

It was when Talisha was kneeling on the floor, surrounded by four hard dicks, trying to suck them all as though attempting to play some mad kind of pan pipes, that I lost sight of Sarah.

Then there she was, kneeling in front of me, taking my dick in her hand.

‘You are poly, aren’t you?’ she said with a smirk.

Then she took me in her mouth, and it felt all kinds of wrong.

But her argument was valid. If I was supposed to be poly, why such a big deal about some other woman going down on me?

After a few moments, I relaxed.

I let her bob on my hard dick while I watched Talisha play oral whack-a-mole with the naked guys surrounding her.

I was watching four guys spraying come all over my gorgeous wife when I noticed Sarah had replaced her mouth with her pussy, and was now bouncing on my cock.

Oh, Jesus.

My wife had just been fucked by six different guys in one session, and I was suddenly horrified that she would see me cheating on her with her friend, and that would be the end of our marriage.

But here was Talisha, smiling at me as she came over, sticky and sweaty, and completely buzzed.

Kissing me. Smelling and tasting of a whole bunch of guys who had been jamming their dicks into her mouth.

I looked past her, and it seemed that all the other guys had gone.

Talisha saying to me, ‘You like fucking college girls, baby?’

Then laying me down on the floor so she could sit her well-used, fully adulterous pussy firmly on my face while she watched her blonde friend riding my hard cock.

I wasn’t sure how we were going to keep all this going until Talisha had her MBA. But I guess I was willing to try.
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