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1

My wife told me to sit in the chair by the window and not move, so that's where I was.

It was a Tuesday, which felt stupid somehow. Like this kind of thing was supposed to happen on a weekend, not on a regular work day. Jenna had spent an hour getting ready. I sat on the edge of the bed while she did her lipstick and I didn't say anything, because we'd already said all of it in the lead up to tonight, in the careful voices you use when you're pretending a thing is more casual than it actually is. It was my idea first. I want to be clear about that, at least to myself. I'm the one who brought it up. I just didn't think she'd actually be into it.

But she was. And now a man was standing in my living room. Moments away from knowing my wife more intimately than everyone else besides me, and by the time the night was over I wouldn’t be sure If I should even be included.

Marcus was his name, he was bigger than he looked in the pictures. He came in and was taller and much more muscular. The way he shook my hand was like we were closing on a deal, firm, easy, looking dead at me the whole time, and I felt the blood go up into my face.

"You her man?" he asked, giving a flick of a nod towards Jenna who was standing in the background.

"Uh huh," I said. "Yeah."

The words came out nervous and unsure, as if maybe I wasn’t and I wandered into the house by accident. Ready to experience something I had no right to.

He nodded and said, “Marcus,” then didn't let go of my hand right away. He held it a second longer than he had to, then he let go and looked past me at Jenna, and his whole face changed.

"Damn," he said, slow, drawn out. "Your pics ain’t get all that. You was holdin’ out on me."

She laughed. Not her real laugh, a higher one. A shy embarrassed one but trying to hide a sheepish edge to it. I didn’t know that laugh very well. I'd married a woman who knew who she was and Marcus was making her feel like something more. Hearing her reaction towards him, his comments, his everything, made my stomach twist, and the worst part, the twist felt good. It was heated. Like something in me had been waiting for something just like this to happen.

"Go. Sit over there," Jenna told me, not even looking over. “The chair.”

So I went and sat in the chair.

I want to say I thought about it. I want to say there was some hesitancy. There wasn't. She said sit and I just did it. That should tell you something about where I already was. How the night was going to go.

From the chair I felt like a spectator in an immersive stage play. That was the point, I think. Marcus put his hand on the small of her back, low, lower than a first-time hand should go, and she leaned right into it. That simple touch, how he placed his hand on her with such familiarity, sent an arousal through my body like a thrill previously unknown to me. Nothing had happened yet, but I knew it was all right within me, while, at the same time, being so wrong.

He said something into her ear I couldn't hear and she laughed again and shot me a eye flickered look over his shoulder. Just a flash before landing back on him. And I felt it surge in my chest.

"He always this quiet?" Marcus asked her.

"He’s, yeah, can be quiet," she said, bashful. Probably looking to talk about me as little as possible.

He turned his head and looked at me, and I dropped my eyes and looked away. I don't know why. I just did it.

"You just sit there and behave. Listen, got that?"

I nodded, muttered, “yeah.”

"Yeah what?" Marcus’ tone turned up. Looking for something.

I didn't have an answer for it. My face got hot, like I was put on notice. Called out for an infraction I didn’t know was against the rules.

"Say yes sir," Jenna said, soft.

"Yes, uh, s-sir," I said. The words curdled out of my mouth. I had never called anyone sir in my entire life. Now I was going to do it to a man about to do things to my wife that nobody had done for over a decade? Why was this what I wanted so badly that my entire body was tingling with anticipation of what would happen next.

Marcus smiled like I had just solidified our dynamic forever.

Then he stopped paying attention to me, and that was its own kind of thing, as if the curtain closed and it was just the two of them. He turned back to my wife and pulled her in by the hip and kissed her, and it wasn't a getting-to-know-you kiss, it was a kiss of a man and a woman who had been dying to kiss since before they were in the same room with each other. His hand came up into her hair. Her hands went flat against his chest, then curled over his shoulders, then held on. She made a small sound into his mouth. I know all her sounds. That one was new.

I sat there and watched my wife get kissed like that and, to date, it was the fastest I had ever experienced my erection fully form. To this point I had been anything but soft. Blood was flowing and my hands were sweaty. There was a heaviness to my breathing that I didn’t even notice, and while I was definitely aroused I was not fully erect. I was on my way and I could have brought myself there with minimal effort if I had used my hand for about a minute, but it wasn’t necessary because the moment his lips landed on hers and I saw the way she kissed him back, her tongue in his mouth, and there was an injection of need, hunger, and desire so strong that I felt myself become rapidly inflated, like a balloon hooked up to an electric air pump.

I was hard. Painfully. From almost nothing. From just watching them kiss, and I hadn't touched myself and I wasn't going to, because nobody had said I could, and somewhere in the last ten minutes that became a rule I had imposed.

Yes sir. No sir, I’m not touching myself. Please sir, she’s yours.

Marcus broke the kiss and glanced back at me without turning his body, as if he knew this was the part that got men like me going.

"Hands on your knees," he said.

I put my hands on my knees.

"Good boy."

I hated the feeling in my chest. A little skip. A giving up of something. My dick jumped against my pants and stayed pushing against the fabric.

He walked Jenna backward. She turned and took his hand and led him down the hallway. His other hand reaching forward and squeezing for a piece of her like she was candy and he had an insatiable sweet tooth. She was in the room, him with her. I could hear commotion and then his voice.

"Naw," he said. "Slow down." Then, called out to me, "yo. Come in here."

And I got up out of the chair and walked into our bedroom.

***

The entire thing started, partly, as a joke, which is how these things always start when you're too scared to say them straight.

We were in bed, having an almost philosophical discussion about what turns each other on. Jenna asked me what my thing was. My real thing, she said, the one I didn't tell people.

“Come on,” she said while smiling playfully. “What is the thing you don’t tell anyone, not even me? The thing that gets you more excited than anything else but you search for it on in-private browsing so it doesn’t stay in your browser history.”

I laughed, not even attempting to think about it. I think I knew I didn’t even want to go there without even considering it. “Nothing. Jenna, nothing. I swear.”

“Oh stop it. Everyone has something. Or something close. Maybe not exactly as I said it but there’s something there.”

“If everyone has one, what’s yours?”

“I asked you first. You tell me yours and I’ll tell you mine.”

“Oh, so you have one? A secret kink that you don’t tell anyone about?”

“Stop stalling. Tell me your thing.”

I laughed it off. Shook my head and said sincerely that I didn't have one. She stared at me in silence and didn’t break. Her face was quiet, not angry. I lay next to her in the dark feeling my heart start to race and I blurted something out quickly, before I could change my mind. Almost like I felt my chance was slipping away to say something I would regret not saying.

“I don't know, maybe the idea of you with somebody else.”

She didn’t respond for a second. Long enough that I thought about telling her I was joking. Ah ha, gotcha, just kidding. Then she tilted her head and looked at me, and I couldn't see details in her face in the dark but I could feel her stare, and she said, "Like, you watching?"

And I nodded, then realized it was dark and said, “yeah.” Barely audible.

That was the whole first conversation. She didn't freak out. She didn't say gross or laugh at me, which is what I'd braced for, honestly, for years, every time I'd thought about saying it while we had sex, or while masturbating to amateur videos online of husbands watching their wives.

She just said, “hm.” Kind of in a thoughtful way, and put her head on my chest, and I lay awake for a while after. Listening to her breathing go slow, my heart still racing, half of me relieved I'd said it and the other half wondering if I should come up with something else instead that was less risque. Less voyeuristic. More monogamous.

I figured that was it. I figured she'd file it under “weird thing my husband is into” and we'd never speak of it again.

But she brought it up. About a week later, in the kitchen, in the middle of the day, no lead-up. Out of nowhere she said, not looking at me, "So that thing you said."

At first I didn’t even know what she was talking about.

“What thing?”

“The thing,” her voice leaned in as if it were pointing at something.

“You’re gonna have to help me out Jenna,” I laughed, completely confused.

She rolled her eyes and shook her head, still not looking in my direction. “Last week. We were in bed. I asked you what you liked.”

My whole body went hot.

“Uh, yeah. Right. That.”

“Is that…something you actually want? Or…”

The way she was talking was like an animal approaching something it didn’t recognize. Slow, deliberate movements. Inquisitive tone. She, herself, seemed unsure, as if she didn’t want to get bit by something she didn’t understand but was too enthralled to just let it go.

I was still formulating my response when she continued. The words felt reactionary. Self defense. A last lifeline and way out from where we were headed.

“Just something you like to think about?”

Was there a difference? I thought. Either way the fantasy was around another man being intimate with my wife. Obviously the physical action was more intense, but even if I only thought about it and pleasured myself to the idea of it, the interest is still there.

“Both.”

One word. It’s all I could muster. It’s all it took for the floodgates to open. Her questions were unleashed on me and I could barely answer one when she had another.

“Would you be jealous?”

“Would you be in the room?”

“In our bedroom or theirs? Or a hotel?”

“Is it a threesome thing or just…not you?”

“What if I…liked it?”

“What if I liked it and you didn’t?”

I answered as honest as I could, but it wasn't much, because I didn't know most of the answers. I still don't. It wasn’t something I thought about when I was masturbating to the point of orgasm. After that I always just fell asleep, almost instantly, and the next morning I didn’t think about it. But the more we talked the more I realized she wasn’t just asking out of curiosity. She was asking because she wanted to know if I'd actually be willing to try it.

I want to be careful here about who wanted what. Because it's easy, after, to tell it like she pushed me, or like I made her, and neither is true. I brought the idea. She's the one who made it real. Those are separate things. I said the fantasy out loud. She's the one who decided she was actually willing to go through with it, and that took a kind of nerve I don't have and never did. I could dream it. She could do it. I’d have lived my whole life with it as a fantasy, while she was introduced to it and within a short time couldn’t let the idea of making it a reality go. That gap between us is basically the whole story of our marriage and it's definitely the whole story of this.

She set the rules herself, over a couple weeks, in pieces.

It had to be somebody neither of us knew. 
It had to be somebody she picked, not me.

“Why don’t I get a say?”

“Because,” she said, "if you pick him it's your thing, and I don't want it to be your thing the whole time."

It stung a little. I think it was my pride, which is weird to say about someone who’s wife was actively looking for someone to fuck her. It was also completely correct.

Most importantly, I wasn't allowed to make it weird after.

Whatever I felt after. The next day. While watching. I had to actually deal with it and not turn it into three days of me being quiet and sulking then making her manage my feelings about the thing I asked for.

Fair. All of it was fair. I agreed to everything, which, by the time we got to the rules we were talking about casually and it felt so close to happening, a fantasy I thought would never happen, that I would have agreed to pretty much anything she said.

Next was the who.

Finding him took longer than I thought it would and was more boring than it sounds. At least for me. There's dating apps. There's a whole world of this fantasy, actually, sitting right there under the normal world, and Jenna went into it with rabid enthusiasm, reading profiles at the kitchen table with her glasses on like she was comparing insurance quotes.

I'd hover and she'd tilt the phone away from me.

"You don't get a vote," she said. "That's the point."

“I don’t get to see?”

She shook her head. “I’ll be able to tell by your reaction if you approve or not. If you’d be excited by him or disappointed. Then I’d make my decision based on your reaction.”

I agreed. I was becoming increasingly agreeable.

Most of the guys were nothing. She would share the rejects. The ones with bad photos, worse messages, one word answers. The ones she had decided almost instantly were no’s. Then there were the opposite, these long paragraphs that tried way too hard. She showed me a few of them just to watch my face, I think. Either for me to laugh with her or show me how badly some of these men wanted her.

I knew exactly how bad they wanted her though, because I wanted her just as bad. From the time we started discussing the possibility of this fantasy happening, to the rules being made, and then the search for the right man, we had more sex in those few weeks than we had in the previous couple of years.

Some nights it was her just feeding my fantasy. Toying with my erection in her hand as we laid in bed at night. Stroking me slowly. Up and down. Her leg draped over mine and her lips close to my ear as she whispered.

“And you want him to fuck me, right?”

“Yeah.”

And she would keep stroking. She would keep talking. Her voice heavy with her breathing. Reading my pulse and the way my body would tense and twitch, she knew exactly when to increase her speed and push me past the point of stopping. I would cum and she would run her grip along my cock until it emptied out onto my stomach, then wipe any ejaculate off on my thigh or hip and turn away from me. Drifting to sleep while I came down from an incredible high.

Other times I would finger her pussy while sucking on her nipples. When she started arching her back I knew it was time to add my tongue to my fingers. Licking, sucking, and fingering all together while teasing her tight hole at the same time. She would fantasize about other men aloud while I was between her legs. Telling me, or maybe just herself, what she wanted them to do to her and never once mentioning my name.

“Their hand. On my neck. Just. Just a lit-little. Tighter. Deeper. Fuck. FUCK.”

And then her thighs would snap shut around my head and hold me there. Her fingers gripping tufts of my hair and forcing my face down onto her pussy. I’d lick and suck and jerk my neck to drive my lips and tongue into her until she pushed me away and went limp.

We did have normal intercourse as well. Whatever normal was for us at that point. She liked being on top and would slowly roll her hips while I was fully inside of her, and talk to me about potential men and what they would do to her.

“You want their cock in me?”

I’d nod.

“Say it,” she’d tell me.

“I want their cock in you.” My answers were nearly literal to what she asked unless she made me snap out of it and add something of my own that she didn’t instruct me to say.

“You like the idea of having another man fuck your wife?”

I’d nod again, then quickly answer after realizing she wanted me to say something. “Yes. Yes, I want to watch you being fucked.”

“You like that other men want to fuck me?”

“I do. I love it.”

She would tease me and we would fuck slowly while she played through random scenarios that went through her head. I’d be coached along and she would reach down and rub her clit while I was all the way inside of her. Barely moving she would bring herself close to the edge before starting to rock her hips on me again and use me to make herself push over the edge. Both of us nearly cumming at the same time.

Then one night she didn't show me one of the men. She just got quiet while scrolling, and typed for a while, and had a small private smile on her face. I could tell. She'd found somebody. And she wasn't going to let me see him until she made up her mind.

He was Marcus. That's about all she gave me for a week. Marcus, and that he was older than us, and that he'd done this before, which mattered to her, she said, because she didn't want to be anybody's first anything. She wanted somebody who already knew what he was doing and wouldn't need her to run it. When she finally showed me a picture it was just the one, and I looked at it too long, and she took the phone back and said, "Yeah," in an I Know, Right kind of way, like the picture had been exactly what she had been looking for.

He was muscular.
He was clean shaven.
He had short, buzzed dark hair.
And his skin was a deep, rich brown.

They talked for a little over a week before they set a date. I wasn't in those talks. I asked, once, what they talked about, and she looked at me and said, "You really want to know?" and I thought about it and shook my head and let it go.

"Good answer," was all she said back, and that was the closest I got.

Then it was a Tuesday. And I was sitting in the living room, and Jenna was in the bathroom when I could hear a car slowing down outside.

She told me she was going out.

She didn't have to tell me. She could've just gone. I’d never usually ask her where she was going. But she came into the living room where I was and she stood there said, "I'm going out," and I looked at her and something about her made me ask.

“Where?”

"To pick out an outfit," she said.

And I knew what that meant. Not an outfit for dinner, not for anything I was going to be part of. An outfit for him. She watched my face, watched me get it, and there was a little curl at the corner of her mouth, this thing that's a little bit more than a smirk. Like it was confirming everything that was on my face.

Then she added, real light, like it just occurred to her, "maybe Victoria's Secret too."

And she said it with something almost devilish in her eye. So she could watch it do to me exactly what she knew it would do.

Then she left. And I spent the rest of the afternoon waiting for her to get back. My entire focus was on what she was doing, where she was going, and who she was with. It was as if I lost any sense of my own being and my focus was solely on her existence.

I kept thinking about her in a store. Standing in a fitting room somewhere, turning in a mirror, deciding what another man was going to see her in. Not me. Some outfit picked with his hands in mind, his eyes, what he'd want to take off her. And the underwear. That she was out there right now, spending money and time and thought on something specifically so a man who wasn't her husband would like the sight of it.

It should've made me feel sick. Part of it did. But the sick and the want were the same feeling by then, I couldn't get a knife between them, and I sat on my own couch for three hours getting hard and going soft and getting hard again over the idea of my wife dressing herself for someone else until she walked in with bags.

Two of them. One from a place that sells the nice dresses, stiff paper with the rope handles. And a tiny one from Victoria's Secret, the pink stripes, tissue coming up out of the top. She set them down and I went over to the counter to look. I didn't even say anything. She caught me looking and she picked the bags up off the counter and held them a little to the side, away from me.

"You don't get to see," she said.

Just like that. Not mean. Worse than mean. Matter of fact. A light scolding as if I were peeking at Christmas presents.

"These aren't for you." She was already walking toward the bedroom with them. "You'll see when he sees."

That was it. That was all it took. I was hard so fast it almost hurt. Hard from a sentence, from a sentence and the pink stripes on a bag, and I went into the bathroom and shut the door and got my hand on my cock. It didn’t take much, I was right there. Embarrassingly fast, right up on the edge of it, thinking about what she said, you'll see when he sees.

And I stopped.

Instinct maybe, I wasn’t sure. I pulled my hand off myself and stood there breathing, aching, throbbing.

And I'm so glad I did. Because if I'd finished right then it would've been over in thirty seconds and I'd have spent the whole rest of the night hollow and flat and regretting it. Instead I kept it. I held onto the feeling. The depth. And holding it turned the entire night into one long slow edge, every minute stacked on the last one, everything running hotter because none of it got to go anywhere.

That's how I was when I watched her get ready.

Because that's what the holding bought me. A whole evening of arousal. Sitting on the edge of the bed and watching my wife prepare herself for another man, second by second, and wanting her the entire time with nowhere to put it.

She came out of the shower first. Steam behind her, hair pushed back and dripping, the towel wrapped up under her arms and her skin still wet, a sheen on her shoulders, on her collarbone, a droplet running down.

What got me was knowing why she was so clean. Body bright red from being scrubbed hard. She'd scrubbed me off, if there was any of me left on her, washed it all down the drain so she'd be fresh for his hands. Clean skin for somebody else to touch first. She didn't say that. She didn't have to. I watched her come out of that bathroom glowing and I understood.

She sat down at the mirror in just her underwear. Not the new stuff. She still hadn't shown me that. This was an old, unmatched bra and panties I had seen any number of times. Plain, the kind of thing she wears around me on a normal night before bed, and there was something almost cruel in that, that she'd give me the everyday version of her body while the good one stayed in tissue paper waiting for him.

I sat there and watched her back, the line of it, the little movements of her shoulder blades as she worked. She did her eyes first. Leaned in close to the glass, one lid at a time, that focused flat face women make with a brush an inch from their eye. Eye shadow. Eyelashes. Cheeks. She didn't rush any of it. Never once looked back at me. All of it done slow, slower than she does it when we go out, and I sat behind her getting wound tighter and tighter, watching her do it with such care when she wouldn’t even be leaving the house.

Then she did her hair. Hair dryer first, the loud hum blasting through the room as she shook out the strands as she tilted to one side, then the other. When it was dry she ran the straightener through it in sections. Steady patient strokes.

The lipstick was last. I don't know why that was the thing that got to me the most. She leaned into the mirror and dragged it across her bottom lip, slow, deliberate, then pressed her lips together. She looked at herself. Turned her head one way, then the other. Satisfied.

And then she stood up and told me to leave so she could finish. So she could put everything on what she was going to wear.

I got up and left the room and when she closed the door she locked it behind me. I stood in the hallway hearing the click and I didn’t know how to take it, so I shoved it aside and went into the living room to wait.

After about twenty five minutes she finally came out and I saw the dress. It was dark and tight and it did what it was built to do. Then she took one of the straps of the dress and pulled it down, just barely, just enough, and gave me the smallest glimpse of what was underneath. Something black. A lace halter that wrapped around. The top of whatever she'd bought, the thing in the tissue paper, just the very top of it, just enough to know it was there.

Then she covered it back up.

She saw my face. "Remember. This isn't for you."

I didn’t say anything. I couldn’t.

"You don't get to take it off," she said. "You don't get to see it first. You just get to sit and watch." She checked herself one more time in another mirror, smoothing the dress at her hip.

And I did. I sat there, ready to burst out of my own skin, still aching from the afternoon, from the whole day of it, and I watched her. I watched her step into her shoes. I watched her be, for those few minutes before he came, the most beautiful thing I'd ever seen her, and every bit of her made on purpose for a man who wasn't me, in a house that was still mine for another twenty minutes.

Then a car slowed down outside.

She looked at me and I could see her blushing.

"Oh my god, he’s here," she said.

And I went and sat in the chair by the window, the way she'd told me, and I heard a car door shut.
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"Yo, come in here."

When I entered the room he had his hands on her wrists and they were pinned behind her back. He looked at me while keeping his hands on her. Jenna didn’t turn my way at all.

“Come’re.”

I walked over to him and he looked at me and did a quick up and down glance, as if he didn’t fully register me as a person when he shook my hand and now was getting a better gauge of who I was.

"Down," was all he said next.

I went down without question. There was no refusal or hesitation. I dropped to my knees and they hit the floor. It was almost a relief, being lower, being told what to do instead of having to make a decision on whether this is what I actually wanted or not. I loaded the fantasy. Jenna pressed play. Marcus was going to run it until the end.

He didn't say anything else for a second. He just let me kneel there, and I could feel my own pulse in my neck, and behind him on the bed I could see my wife. She'd gotten up on it while I wasn't looking, up on her knees, and she was looking at me.

"Undo my pants," he said.

My hands came up. I watched them do it like I was watching a movie play out in front of me. In 3D. Up close in the first row. My fingers worked the button, the zipper, and the entire time this thing was running in my head, that my wife is right there, Jenna is right there on the bed watching me take off another man’s pants. I did it anyway.

He put a hand on my shoulder for balance as he stepped out of the legs, one foot, then the other, and kicked them off to the side, then looked down at me.

"Not done yet," he said. “Still got something between me and what your girl is waiting for. Take’m off.”

I didn’t know who I was anymore. Completely subservient. My hands went up to the waistband of his underwear, slowly, my fingers slipped into the waistband and just held there, not pulling yet, like some part of me still thought there was a decision left to make.

There wasn't. There hadn't been for a while.

I heard it before I did anything. A smack. His hand coming down on my wife's ass, sharp, and then the sound of him squeezing it, and I looked up past him and she was looking back over her shoulder at me, at us. She had shifted her position and was turned around on all fours. Looking back at us. And her eyes. I've never seen her eyes like that. Lit up. Glassy and bright and gone, like she was high on something, like whatever was happening was pouring straight into her bloodstream and I was watching it hit.

It was enough that I could see how deeply she was into this, and it made me commit as far as she had, so I pulled his underwear down to his ankles.

His cock came out and it jumped, right there in my face, and my whole brain stopped. It was easily a foot long or longer, perhaps 13 or 14 inches, I couldn't tell you exactly. As long as her forearm anyway. Just that it was big in a way that didn't look real, and I heard Jenna say "oh my god." I was thinking the exact same thing. Neither of us could do anything but stare at it.

Marcus took it in his hand and stroked along it a couple times. Slow. Right in front of my face, toward me almost, letting me look.

"Prepare your girl," he said. "Go on."

I didn't move for a moment. Stared at him. He tipped his head toward the bed.

"Push’r dress up. Over her hips."

Prepare my girl.  Ready her.

I crawled the half step to her and reached up. Pushed the hem of her dress up, sliding it to settle at the top of her hips. The whole time she was looking at me. Her lower lip was caught under her teeth and her chest was rising and falling, faster and faster. I could see the rhythm of her breathing getting away from her. I've made her breathe similarly before, but not like this. Never like this.

"Now the panties," Marcus said. "Just pull 'em down. Leave ‘em on her."

That’s what I did. I hooked my fingers in Jenna’s panties. The tips dragging against her skin, just briefly, and it felt like it was something I wasn’t supposed to do. Like it wasn’t a part of her I was allowed to feel.

I dragged them down and they caught at her knees and stopped, stretched between her spread legs, her thighs open and the panties holding taut across the gap. I didn’t look up at how exposed she was. Nobody said I could.

"Now," he said. "You're gonna shove my cock in your wife's pussy."

My head turned to look up at him. I actually looked up at him, like I'd heard it wrong. Jenna pulled in a sharp breath through her nose, then let out a sound that was almost a moan. A little broken sound, and I knew she'd heard it right and wanted it.

What is happening? I thought to myself.

"Go on. Grab it." He wasn't asking. "Stroke it. Get it ready. You gonna prep me for your wife's tight little pussy, and she's gonna feel something she ain't never felt." He looked past me at her. "Head down. Arch that ass up. Get ready for me."

And she did exactly as he said. She dropped her head to the bed and pushed her hips up with her back lined in a slope downward. Presenting. Ready. I knelt there between the two of them with my heart racing. This wasn't watching anymore. We’d discussed this, Jenna and I. It was watching. I was going to watch. That was what we talked about. I'd sit in a chair and watch and that was my thing, and she would have her thing and, over there in that chair, would have my thing.

But I wasn't in the chair. I was on my knees with my hand about to close around another man's cock, a cock more than twice the size of mine, and I wasn't just going to see him fuck her. I was going to do it. I was going to reach out and take this thing, this massive thing in my hand and guide it, shove it, into my wife, into her pussy, and help another man get inside her. Help him fuck her. I would be right here, close enough to feel the heat coming off both of them, close enough to watch it go in. To smell it and hear it, recognizing the viscosity of their mixing fluids.

He looked down at me. Nothing on his face but patience.

"Go on," he said. "Help me fuck up your girl’s pussy. That what I’m here for, ain’t it?"

He was hard already, mostly, but he wanted me to stroke him anyway.

I don’t know why I listened, or why I did everything he told me to at nearly the moment he told me to do it. Or maybe I did know, or some part of me did. The part that watched the videos of husbands and wives, and while some of the husbands watched others participated. This was part of it, sometimes. This was the world I’d signed up for and once in it the floor kept dropping out from under me. Each fall made it better.

My hand closed around him and just the size of his cock surprised me, the way my fingers didn't meet, the way there was so much more of it above and below where I gripped. There was easily room for three or even four hands on the shaft let alone on the massive cockhead. It was heavier than I expected, the weight in my palm didn't feel like anything I'd ever held before, definitely not like my own. Mine, that I know the exact size and shape of, mine that I've held thousands of times. This wasn't that. This was well over double that and my brain kept crashing on how much more, comparing, and I hated that I was comparing but I couldn't stop.

"Stroke it," he said.

My hand started moving. I stroked him. Slow at first. I ran my hand, gripped firmly, along the length of his cock and then back down. Feeling it get harder in my palm. Swelling that last bit and going rigid, the skin tight over it, and I kept doing it, again and again, and it kept getting bigger somehow, filling my hand more, and I thought, this is going in her. This gigantic cock is what's going in Jenna. This is going inside my wife and she's going to feel every inch of it as it stretches her.

"You're good at that," Marcus said. Low. Easy.

That stupid little bit of praise, I felt my own dick stiffen in my pants, untouched, aching, and I hated what his praise did to me and that I wanted more of it at the same time. So I stroked him faster. I don't know why. Nobody told me to go faster. I just did it, and he let me, and I could feel him getting harder still and I was the one doing it, I was the one getting him ready.

"Tell him," Marcus said to Jenna. "Tell him to keep going."

Jenna moved her eyes from him to me. I noticed that every time he spoke her eyes went to him, as if she were on the edge of her seat for every word that came out of his mouth. Her cheek was pressed into the mattress and her ass was up and her eyes found me on my knees with my hand full of another man's cock, and there was a gleam in her eyes, a bright shine as she spoke.

"Keep stroking his cock," she said. Almost cheery. Almost delighted. "Get it hard for me, baby."

Baby. She called me baby while I did it. It turned me on, but also made me feel close to her. The woman looking back at me only closely resembled my wife, but the way she said “baby” I could hear Jenna in her voice.

I kept stroking, watching her watch me, and she looked so happy, she looked like she was having the best night of her life and it was only starting, and I was the one kneeling here making it happen. I was the one who had his hands full of cock and she was only waiting for her turn.

"Now," Marcus said. "Put it in her."

He looked down at me.

"Look at her while you do it. Keep your eyes on her."

It was time. Up until now it was real but not final. There was no way we were going back, but there was still the illusion of that being a possibility. But, once he enters her? It’s all changed.

I shuffled forward on my knees, still holding him, and Jenna arched a little more, opened a little more, and I got my first real look at her like that. She was wet. She was so wet it was already on her thighs. Sheen caught the light, her lips swollen and pink,  open and waiting, and I felt my whole face hot at the sight of it because I did that. Being watched made her pussy look slick while still being untouched, being prepped and displayed and made to wait did that to her, and none of it was me, none of it was for me. I guided him toward her. I brought the head of his cock up to her and pressed it against her wet folds, just the tip, just resting there, and she made a needy sound.

"Rub it up and down," Marcus said. "Tease her pussy. White girls love it when a black dick toys with her pussy."

I dragged the head of him up and down along her pussy lips. The tip slid up to the top and back down, and everywhere it went it came away shining, soaked with her, and I could feel her getting wetter under it, could feel the slide get easier, and she was pushing back into it now, tiny little pushes of her hips, chasing it. Her eyes fluttered. Rolling half shut. Fluttering and then her mouth dropping open like she was trying to hold the sound in, biting down on it, but it kept leaking out anyway. Small broken moans she couldn't quite swallow, and I kept rubbing the tip of his cock against her and kept watching it get harder and harder for her to stay quiet.

She looked, in that second, like the most beautiful thing I had ever seen. I mean that. Face down on the bed, ass up, another man's cock sliding through her while I held it, eyes glassy and half-shut, lip caught in her teeth, losing the fight to stay quiet. The hottest and the most gone I have ever seen her, and I'm the one who was down there watching it up close, close enough to smell her, close enough to feel the heat of both of them on my face.

"Push it against her," he said. "Right there. Now put it in."

I looked up at him one more time. I don't know what I was looking for. Something that wasn’t there.

The tip pushed inside my wife as I held Marcus’ shaft steady.

Just the head. Just that. And she gasped, a sharp high noise, and I felt her open around him, felt how much there was still to go, and then his hand came down over mine and shoved it away. Done, my part was over, and he took her by the hips with both hands and pushed in.

The movement was slow. So slow. I was right there and I watched him sink into her, watched her stretch around him, watched inch after inch of him disappear into my wife, and her mouth fell all the way open, but no sound came out at all for a moment. Nothing, just her jaw dropping and her eyes squeezing shut and her forehead pressing down into the mattress.

When the sound finally came it was long and low and helpless, torn out of her, as he split her open on a cock bigger than she'd ever taken, something she'd never felt, and she moaned through the whole slow length of it like it was being pulled out of her along with her breath.

Marcus worked himself in, still slow, still patient. "Look how tight. God, that's a tight little pussy." He rolled his hips and pressed the last of himself into her and she cried out. "Feel that? You feel how deep that is? You ain't had nothin like this."

"No," she said, shaking her head. The word just fell out of her. "Oh my god."

"Say it."

"I've never, ungh, felt anything like this." Muffled into the bed, wrecked, honest. "Nothing ever, nothing, oh god."

He looked down at me while she said it, while I knelt there right beside where they were joined, close enough to see everything, and he wasn't even smiling now, just steady, just running it.

"You hear your girl?" he said to me.

I nodded. My voice was the one left with no sound now.

"Tell her. Tell her what she's got."

And I looked at her face, at my wife's wrecked, blissed-out, gone face pressed into the mattress, and I said it.

"That cock in your pussy, you've never had anything that big before," I said.

"No," she moaned. "Never."

Then it looked like she was attempting a smile. The curl of her lips peaked upward, but fell away quickly as she was still attempting to get used to his entirety filling her.

"Good girl," Marcus said. The praise made Jenna’s eyes squeeze in reaction.

He started to move his hips, slow long strokes, and after a minute he leaned over her back.

"You ever felt a cock this big? Tell me again," he said.

"No," she said. Immediate. No hesitation in it at all.

"Naw. I didn't think so." He rolled his hips and she gasped. "Tell him. Tell your husband how it feels. Then tell him how it feels when he does it."

She was shy about it at first, or something close to shy. Her eyes managed to open, and then flicking away from mine and then back, like even that gone she still knew what she was about to do to me.

"It feels," she started, and he pushed into her and the sentence broke. "Oh. Oh god. It feels so full. Like, so full, I can feel all of it, I feel it everywhere. Jesus I can see it moving inside me..."

"And with him?" Marcus said.

She looked at me. Bit her lip. "It's not," she said, softer, shaking her head again. "It's not like that with you."

Then he fucked into her harder and whatever kept her careful let go.

"Oh god. Mmm. It's not like that with you at all," she said, and it came faster now, spilling, each piece falling out between the things he was doing to her. "You don't, oh, you don't fill me up like this, I can barely, oh my god, I can barely feel you sometimes and I never said that, I never said it but it's true, and this, this is, oh, I feel this in my stomach, I feel him in my stomach."

I couldn't say anything. I just knelt there and took it. Stared back into her eyes as a gigantic black cock was spreading her pussy open wide. Fucking her. While she told me how insignificant my cock felt when we had sex.

"Put your hand here," she said as she dragged one hand to her taut belly, pressing down just above her navel. "Feel that? That's his fucking cock inside me! Oh my god, its pressing on my lungs!"

"Keep goin’," Marcus said. "Tell him more."

"I don't know how I'm supposed to go back." Her eyes were half rolling now, catching mine between waves of it. "How am I supposed to, oh, oh fuck, how am I supposed to feel you after this, I won't feel anything, you're going to put it in and I'm not even going to, ah, I'm not even going to know it's there." She cried out, high and sharp, and pressed her forehead down and then dragged it back up to look at me again. "I can't even picture it anymore. You. Inside me. I try to and I just, this is so much bigger, you're so, god, he's so much bigger than you."

"There you go," Marcus said. Low. Approving.

"I'm sorry," she moaned, and she didn't sound sorry, she sounded delirious, she sounded happier than sorry could ever get. "Baby I'm sorry but it's true, oh god it's so much better, I didn't know it could, I didn't know. Oh my god, size is everything!"

And I felt every word of it land in me awful and hot, a sinking drop in my chest and a throb in my own dick at the exact same time, the shame and the want were the same thing again, and I stayed on my knees right there beside them where he'd put me and I watched her say it and I let it happen to me.

"Please don't stop," she said to him. Not to me. "Please, oh god, don't stop."

"I ain't goin’ nowhere," Marcus said, and he took her hips again and drove in deep and she stopped forming words at all.

He picked up the pace, just a little, and settled into it.

His hands were on her hips and I could see the whole shape of them, big and dark against her skin, the fingers spread wide and digging in, pulling her back onto him with every stroke. There were going to be marks there tomorrow. I could already see where the pads of his fingers pressed white into her before the flesh gave and took him. He wasn't gentle about it. He held her like a thing he was entitled to, and worked her back and forth on his length at a steady even rhythm, in and out, unhurried, like he could do this for an hour or more.

"Look at you," he said. To me now. "Pathetic. Kneelin there watchin’ another man fuck your wife. That what you are?"

I didn't answer. My face was on fire.

"That's what you are," he said again, easy, certain, not even asking anymore. "Beta little bitch. Brought me here to do what you can't." He drove in and she yelped. "You can't give her this, so you sit and watch a real cock do it."

Every word of it went in and I felt it slice through me, felt the shame of it flush up through my neck and into my face. Underneath cut, that shame, was the pull, the want, my own dick throbbing untouched in my pants. I wanted to touch it so bad. I wanted to take it out and feel for myself, actually feel in my hand how much smaller I was than Marcus’ cock that was going being aggressively pushed into my Jenna, to hold the proof of it. But I didn't, because nobody said I could, and that mattering as much as it did was its own new humiliation stacked on all the others.

"And you," Marcus said, back to her as he leaned down over her back again. "Look at you takin’ it. Big cock slut. That's what you are, ain't it?"

"Yes!" She gasped.

"Say it."

"I'm a," and he pushed deep and it broke, "oh, oh god, I'm a slut, I'm your slut, fffuck!"

"Moan for me. Moan for this big fuckin cock in your tight little cunt." He pulled almost all the way out and slammed back in. "Show me how much you love it. Show your husband how much you need a real cock to feel anything."

And she did. She came apart doing it. Whatever was left of the careful shy version of her was gone, burned off, and she just gave it all to him, loud, louder than I've ever heard her, her words tangling up with his words until I couldn't tell whose were whose.

"I love it," she moaned, "I love your cock, oh my god! It's so big, it's so much bigger, I need it, I need it so bad, I didn't know, ah-ah, I need a real cock. I need this. You're so deep. You're so fucking deep!"

The louder he talked the louder she got. I sat like a spectator, watching. A loop between them, him calling her a whore and her body answering it, arching harder, taking him deeper, her voice climbing, and it was like the names were doing as much as the fucking was, like she was getting off on being called a bitch, a slut, a whore as much as being on the cock itself. She'd stopped being careful about how it sounded for me. She'd stopped thinking about me at all, and somehow that was the part that got me the hardest, being forgotten, being just a witness to something that had nothing to do with me anymore.

He fucked her steady and she got less and less coherent. The sentences fell apart into pieces, then the pieces fell apart, and after a while she wasn't saying anything you could call a thought, just "yes, yes, yes, god, yes," over and over into the mattress, mindless, gone, every stroke knocking another one out of her.

And I couldn't stop watching.I stared at her and I have never in my life wanted to touch myself more. It wasn't even about getting off. It was about needing some release for what was building in me, this pressure with nowhere to go, and I kept my hands on my own thighs and dug my fingers in and made myself not, because obeying him had started to feel like the only thing holding me together. I met this man twenty minutes ago. He walked into my house and I don't know anything about him and he was destroying my wife on my own bed, and some part of me wanted, badly, to do what he said. To be good for him. I didn't understand it. I still don't. But it was there, right alongside the shame, feeding off the same thing.

He shifted his weight. Changed his grip. He took one hand off her hip and reached up and fisted it into her hair, gathered it and pulled, and her head came up and back off the mattress and her spine curved and she made a deep helpless sound like it had been dragged straight up out of her chest.

"Yeah," Marcus said. "You like that."

She couldn't even answer. Her mouth was open and her eyes were rolled and she just made the sound again as he pulled.

"She loves it," he told me, holding her by the hair, still working into her. "They all say they don't but they do. Love gettin’ handled." He looked down at where he was buried in her, then back at me. "I bet her tits look great bouncin while I fuck her like this. Yeah. Might get you to hold your phone up, take a little video, so I can jerk off to it later."

And that image overwhelmed me. Him, somewhere, some other night, watching a video of this. A video I took. Me holding the phone steady, filming my own wife getting fucked by another man so that man could get off to it whenever he wanted, keeping it, owning it, a piece of her and a piece of my humiliation living on his phone forever. It should have horrified me. Part of it did. And the rest of me became hot and heavy at the thought, and I knew if he actually told me to do it I would, I'd film it, I'd hold the phone and get the angle he wanted, and knowing that about myself was its own quiet little collapse.

He didn't tell me to, though. He had other plans.

He let go of her hair and reached back and took both her arms, one and then the other, and drew them behind her, stacking her wrists together at the small of her back and pinning them there under one big hand. It folded her down again. With her arms gone she had nothing to hold herself up with and her face went into the mattress and her ass stayed up, held up now by him, by his grip, and she was completely his, arranged, no leverage of her own left. Then he planted one foot up on the edge of the bed for the angle, opened his hips over her, and used his free hand to slap the inside of her thigh, sharp, spreading her wider, telling her to lower.

And he lined up and slammed down.

She let out a moan that turned into a cry halfway through, deep, torn, nothing pretty about it. He pulled back and did it again, driving down into her from above now, his whole weight behind it, and her whole body shook with the impact, a shudder that ran all the way up her, and he did it again, and again, a hard downward thrust each time that rocked her forward into the bed and shivered back through her. Her face was mashed sideways into the mattress. Her wrists were stacked and pinned. She wasn't a person having a conversation anymore. She was just a body being used, held in place and fucked, and the only thing coming out of her was "oh my god, oh god," muffled into the sheets, over and over, endless, her voice completely gone to it.

I listened to her say it and I thought about how gone she sounded. Not performing. Not for me, not even for him, past all of that. Somewhere I'd never gotten her in all our years. And I found myself wondering if this was something she'd wanted the whole time. If somewhere in her there'd been a picture of exactly this, a man holding her down and wrecking her, and she'd carried it around quiet all these years and I'd just, without knowing what I was doing, handed it to her. Or if it wasn't even that. If it was something she was finding out about herself right now, on our bed, a door she never knew was there opening.

Either way it was hers now. She had it. And watching her shake and cry into the mattress under him, I understood, with clarity, that she wasn't going to give it back. That this wasn't a one time thing. This was going to be how it was now.

Marcus kept plowing into her, steady and merciless.
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Marcus slowed, almost to a stop, and looked down at her like she was something he'd broken.

"Look what I did to her already." He rolled his hips slow and she moaned, boneless, not even lifting her face. "She ain't ready for a cock this big. None of ‘em are the first time. Turned into a cock drunk little bitch and I ain't even been in her twenty minutes."

He looked over at me while he said it.

"I ain't close to done," he said. "Not even close. And this bitch is already halfway passed out on my dick." He shook his head. "You been givin her some weak shit, man. Twenty minutes shouldn't turn a woman into a dick zombie. That's on you."

I didn't say anything. There wasn't anything to say that wouldn't make it worse, and part of me didn't want to make it better anyway.

"She ain't ready for the heavy stuff yet," he said, more to himself now. He leaned forward over her back and pushed in slow instead, a long steady slide, working himself into her by degrees until he was nearly all the way in, and her mouth dropped open against the mattress and all that came out of her was this high thin sound, up at the top of her range, like she didn't have the air for anything bigger.

"Yeah," he said. "See. Not ready." He held there, buried deep, letting her feel all of it. "I was thinkin about that ass. Was gonna see if you'd let me have it." He pulled back an inch and pushed in again and she whimpered. "But naw. She can't even take a stretch in her pussy without goin dumb. Ain't no way she's ready for me back there."

Her ass, him in her ass. Thoughts of stretching her with his gigantic cock flooded my mind. And even if it wasn't tonight it was something that could happen. As I thought about how far gone she already was, how much she was loving this, I thought how she might want that too. That there might be a night when she begged for it. That this wasn't the last of what he would do to her. Not the last of anything, but the first of a lot of things.

Where he was inside her, the depth, wouldn’t let go of me. I couldn't not look. He drew back slow and I watched his cock come out of her shining, wet all down the length of it, and I watched her stretched around it, her lips pulled tight and dragging out with him like they didn't want to let go, then pushed back in when he sank in again. She was so wet it was on both of them, on him, on her thighs, a mess of it, and there was a strain to how she took him, this visible effort in the way her body opened, pink and swollen and pulled taut around something too big for it.

His cock was against her, the color of him sliding into the pink of her, into the pale of her thighs and her ass against the darkness of his thighs and hands, all that contrast right there in front of me, in and out, slow, and I couldn't take my eyes off the exact place where they met. The way he was plunged so deep inside of her. Then I thought about her flat on her stomach with that same cock pushing into her ass instead, and I couldn't even picture how it would fit. I couldn't make the image work in my head. It seemed impossible. But then so did what I was already looking at.

Pulling his cock all the way out of her and taking it by the base, he brought it down flat across her ass, a heavy wet slap, the whole thick length of it bouncing off her skin. It made this loud lewd sound, and it left a smear on her cheek, her wetness and white and sticky precum that was already on him mixed together and shining on her.

At that point it landed on me that he didn't have anything on. No condom. Nobody had said a word about it. Not him, not her, and I'd knelt there and taken his bare cock in my hand and pushed it into Jenna without one thought about it, and she hadn't hesitated either, hadn't stopped me, hadn't asked. Like it was already decided. Like the two of them had settled it somewhere in those two weeks of texting I wasn't part of, agreed on it between themselves. No condoms. She was going to take him raw, and I was only finding out now, kneeling here, after it was already done.

Everything else started filtering in after that. She wasn't on anything. Not that I knew of. We'd never needed it, we'd handled it other ways, and my head started going down that road fast, what day it was for her, what could come out of a night like this, and I couldn’t believe the feeling that came along with it. I didn’t care.

Marcus didn't give me room to spiral. Putting a hand on her hip, he pushed, rolled her up onto her side, easy, like she didn't weigh anything, like she was a doll he was arranging. Taking her by the hips, he flipped her onto her back and dragged her down to the edge of the bed, shoving her knees apart and spreading her open in front of him.

He took his cock in his hand and slapped it down over her waiting pussy, laid it flat along her pubic bone and looked at me.

"Look how deep I get," he said. "Go on, look."

I looked. His cock lay along her, the base of it at her, stretching up over her pubic hair, and I noticed then that she'd done something with it, trimmed it neat, tidy in a way that showed effort. She usually just kept it from getting wild and left it at that. This was different. This had care in it, detail, like she'd gone somewhere and had it done, made herself neat on purpose for tonight, for him. And his cock ran all the way up past that, past her navel, the head of it reaching nearly to her lower breasts just below her sternum, more than a foot above where he'd actually be going in. That much of him. That was how much of him was going to be inside her.

"What do you think," Marcus said, looking at me over her body. "Should I slide in and breed your bitch?"

I couldn't get a word out. Breed. The word was so animalistic. I heard Jenna whimper when he said it. I might have too, it was difficult to tell when I was making an audible sound and when I was listening to my internal collapse.

He looked down at her. "You want more?" he said. "That cunt handle more?"

She nodded. Barely. Just her chin moving, her eyes half open and swimming.

Marcus laughed, low, pleased. "Damn. She want more." He looked back at me. "She need my dick. Look at her face. Bitch must be in love."

I looked at her eyes, they were wet and unfocused, her makeup was a mess, streaked, the careful hour of it wrecked and running from her face or smudged across her cheek. Her hair stuck to her face. She looked dishevelled. Destroyed. Lying there at the edge of the bed with her legs open asking a man she met an hour ago for more. Again. Harder. Deeper.

He thrust into her in one hard motion and her whole body curled up toward him, and her legs came up and wrapped around his waist, and she locked her ankles behind him and pulled him in. He leaned down over her. Her arms came up off the bed and reached for him and her hands went up his back, over his shoulders, holding on, holding him against her like she was scared he'd leave.

Then he got a hand into the top of her dress and pulled. He dragged it off one shoulder, then the other, yanking it down. Next there was the bra underneath, the lace and mesh thing she'd hidden from me all night, the thing that wasn't for me, and he didn't even look at it, didn't care what it cost or what it was, he just clawed it down out of his way. The straps tore down her arms. The whole thing, the bra and the dress both, bunched down and settled around her waist. Her breasts came free and he stared down at them as they bounced with him already moving in her again.

"Love watchin a bitch's tits bounce while she gets fucked."

Marcus straightened up over her, and her hands peeled off his back. For a second they dragged down his skin like she was trying to keep him, clawing to hold on, and then when he was too far to reach they went straight to her own nipples. She grabbed them and twisted, hard, pulling up on them, rough with herself, like there was something built up in her that had to get out and this was the only valve she had. Her face didn't read as pain. It looked like pain if you didn't know what you were watching, the wince, the open mouth, but it wasn't. Anybody who'd ever seen a woman go all the way into ecstasy knew that look.

Her legs stayed locked around him when he stood, squeezing tighter, holding him in her, making sure he didn't slip out. He reached down and took a fistful of the dress and bra bunched at her waist, gathered it in one hand, and used it. He pulled her onto him with it every time his hips came forward, twisting the fabric so it drew tight around her middle, cinched into her waist. Watching him haul her onto his cock by it, it looked like a leash. He was fucking her by the fancy clothes she'd bought to look pretty for him, using them to reel her in, holding her by them like a dog on a leash, an animal he'd decided was his.

He was talking the whole time. Calling her his bitch, his slut, his whore. Telling her what a tight cunt she had, how nice her white pussy was, that black cock was what she needed, what I couldn't give her, and it became the sound of the room the same as his hips slapping into her thighs and her constant moans of pleasure. I'd stopped hearing the individual words. They were just there. Him keeping up the low steady stream of it while he worked.

Most of my focus was on watching Jenna, and how completely her body had quit on her, quit fighting anything, gone over to him whole. She'd wanted this, she'd walked into it with her eyes open, picked him, dressed for him. But she hadn't known. She'd gone into this and thought she understood what would happen. It hit like a sledgehammer when she'd braced for something closer to a feather.

Marcus’ voice came through again. "Finally broke this bitch. Got her pussy right where I want it, split open, spread out for me." He hauled her onto him by the fabric. "She ain't never gonna feel your little white dick again. I went minin’ in this pussy and carved out the walls so far you could hear a fuckin echo in there."

She threw a hand down. Flung it down at her side, open, reaching, and she was saying something, breathless, over and over, "hold my hand, hold my hand."

I reached out and took it and she grabbed on, squeezed it hard, and I squeezed back, and for a second I thought she wanted me in her grip, that she wanted to be connected to me through all of it, that this was ours somehow.

Then her whole body seized.

It came up out of her stomach first. Her abs pulled in tight, a hard clench low in her belly, and her thighs locked, shaking, the muscles standing out in them, and her legs cinched around him so hard he grunted. Her back came up off the bed, arching, lifting her chest, and her grip on my hand went from tight to crushing, and she made a sound I've never heard her make, not a moan, higher and rawer than that. Her heels dug into his back. Her whole body caught in a repeated pulse and it seemed never ending.

There was a flutter going across her stomach, low down, fast, that I'd never seen on her before, right above where he was buried, and I knew that was him, that was where he was hitting, that she was clenching around him in these quick waves she had no say over.

I could see her body gripping at him, trying to pull him deeper even while it was already too much, and her whole body was chasing more of him. Her thighs shook against his sides in the same rhythm, this fine tremor running the length of them, and I thought about how that was what he felt right then, all that fluttering and squeezing wrapped around him, and how I would never in my life make her do that. He'd reached something in her I didn't have the size to reach, and it was going off around him now like it had been waiting her whole life for something big enough to set it loose.

Her mouth was wide open and nothing came out for a second, just that arch, that shaking, and then the cry broke loose and kept going, riding it, and she squeezed my hand through every second of it like it was the only solid thing left. She knew exactly where he'd hit. You could see it on her, that it had unleashed a feeling, a depth that she maybe didn't know she had, and her body was trying to steady itself while moving through it.

I have never seen her come like that. Not close. Not in years of knowing every sound and shape of her. It went on and on, and Marcus didn't stop, kept driving up into it, and every stroke sent another shudder through the ones already going, stacking them, until she was just shaking and wrung out.

Then the orgasm slowed down. Her back lowered, the arch coming down. The clench in her stomach loosened. Her legs slid off him, or half off, hooked loose at his hips now instead of locked. Her grip on my hand went weak, fingers still curled around mine but with nothing behind it. And she just lay there and took it, rocking forward and back on the bed with his thrusts, limp, her body moving because he was moving it, not because she was doing anything. Her fingers had drifted back up and were plucking at her own nipples. She was still moaning, low, on every push, but soft.

"Goddamn," Marcus said, looking down at her. "Cums like a wild bitch." He didn't slow his thrusts. "But I ain't done. I'm fillin’ this pussy up before I walk out that door."

And he went to work. Bracing over her, he got focused, almost businesslike about it, less show now, all mechanics. He pistoned into her, keeping the rest of himself still and driving his hips. The sound of it filled the room, his thighs and his hips slapping into her, loud, wet, over and over, until it settled into a rhythm so even you could have counted the beats of each slap. Steady. Relentless. The same hard stroke again and again.

I watched my wife's body get used. Jenna had no power left in her at all. She lay there and her body absorbed him, her breasts jerking with each impact, her hands limp, her head turned to the side, and Marcus stood over her, rocking his hips back and slamming them forward, back and forth, keeping everything tight. Building for one thing. His rhythm got shorter, harder, and then he drove all the way in one last time and held it, and Jenna cried out underneath him while he made a low choked sound, a groan that growled in his throat, and he dropped down over her with his face in her breasts.

"Soak it up. Floodin’ this pussy. Gonna drown you out." He ground in deeper, giving her the last of it. "You gonna be drippin’ me for days before it's all outta you."

Staying there a moment, buried, he breathed hard against her chest, then he pulled out. Marcus’ cock slid out of her was coated white with both of their fluids. It pulled out and flopped downward against his thigh and I watched my wife’s pussy as it was coated in the same substance. Him and her, mixed together and soaking inside of her as if he were marinating her vaginal walls.

Marcus slid onto the edge of the bed like a man who'd finished a job. "Clothes," he said, not looking at me. "Hand ‘em here."

I gathered his clothes and handed them to him one piece at a time. His underwear. His pants. I picked each thing up off the floor and put it in his hand, and behind him Jenna lay there completely open, dress and bra shoved to her waist, legs still loose apart, not covering herself, not caring, or if she cared she wasn't moving to do anything about it. If it weren't for the occasional moan still leaking out of her you'd have thought she was asleep.

He dressed unhurried. When he had everything on he looked back at her.

"Hope that wasn't too much for you," he said. Easy. Almost friendly. "You ever wanna go again, see if you handle it better next time, you got my number. I'll fuck you up as much as you want. Just keep hittin’ me up." He nodded toward me without really looking. "Your husband can keep watching. Maybe next time I have him clean you up after. Put his face right between your legs, get my cum out you while it's still hot."

Everything he said hit a place I didn’t know existed before tonight. Me cleaning up, face between her legs, all of it. All I'd have to do was reach down and touch myself once and I'd cum. The picture took hold in my mind, me on my knees again with my face in her, licking his cum out of her while he stood there watching, having just pulled out, his cock hanging right by my face. The image ran straight through my head and lit up.

I heard the front door open and close. Hadn’t even realized he’d left. A car engine started, then I heard it pull away.

Now it was just us.

I went over to Jenna. Up onto the bed, I leaned over her and asked if she was okay, and she gave me the weakest nod she could manage, barely a movement of her chin. Her eyes didn't really open.

"Here," I said. "Let me help you."

I got my arms under her and slid her body up the bed, up toward the pillows, and she let me, dead weight, helping only enough to roll onto her side once I got her there. I pulled the blanket up. Then I started getting her out of the wreck of what she was wearing. I reached under her and unhooked the bra and worked it and the dress down together, easing them off her, down her body and away. The panties were already on the floor from before.

As I drew the dress down past her hips my hand slid across her, across where she was still open and leaking, thick and warm, his cum dripping out of her, and my first move was to pull my hand back on reflex. But I didn't, not all the way. I stopped myself. And then I just wiped my hand off on my leg and kept going, got the dress the rest of the way down and off, and dropped it beside the bed.

I got undressed. I usually sleep in my underwear but I took everything off, all of it, and I was so hard my cock stood straight out, lifting, and I got in behind her and pressed up against her back. I reached down and took myself in my hand and fit myself low, down between her ass cheeks, down to where he'd been, and the second I felt his cum there, warm and slick against my cock, my whole body went off. I came like that, against her, spilling onto her, onto where she was already soaked with him, nowhere near inside her, just against her cheeks, and I shook through it with my face against her back and my hand gripping her hip, and she didn't make a sound, didn't move, took it the way she'd been taking everything.

When I was finally done I lay there breathing hard against her shoulder. I said her name. She didn't answer. I listened, and her breathing was slow and even, and I understood she was already asleep. Out. Gone.

I closed my eyes. I could barely keep them open anyway. And I let myself go under next to her, the both of us wrecked, one of us worn out in the body and one in the mind. My mess drying on the outside of her while his sat deep inside.
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It had been three days and we hadn't said a word about it.

Not the next morning, when she'd finally surfaced around ten and made her way into the kitchen in her robe. I'd handed her a coffee and she'd said thanks and we'd both just stood there like two people who'd witnessed a car wreck and agreed not to mention the bodies. It wasn’t mentioned that night, or the next two days after. Three days of complete kind-of-normal, of her going to work and coming home and asking what I wanted for dinner, three days of me nodding along and playing it cool and losing my mind an inch at a time on the inside.

Because I couldn't stop thinking about it. I'd think I was fine, I'd go a whole hour, and then it would come rushing back all over again. The sound she made when he first pushed in. The way she'd reached for my hand and then squeezed the life out of it while she came on his cock. The mess of him leaking out of her while I pulled her dress off. It kept arriving fresh, like my body hadn't finished processing it and just replayed it at random to try again.

And underneath all of that, constant, was the question I couldn't stop asking, even if I never answered. Was that what I wanted?

I didn't know. That's the honest answer and it's an awful one to not be able to have something for, because in the moment there wasn't a shred of doubt in me, my body knew exactly what it wanted. I came so hard against her I couldn’t remember the last time I had an orgasm as good as that. But that was in the moment. Now it was days later and I was standing in my kitchen thinking, is this me now? Is this a thing I do? Normal people don't do this. I kept coming back to that, dumb as it is. Normal people don't hand another man their wife while kneeling down to help. There might be a whole world of it, I'd watched her scroll through it, but knowing other people do it and being a person who does it are not the same.

Then there were the other thoughts. The ones I'm almost embarrassed to think about because of how they work on me even now.

Like whether she'd go back to how she was, her vagina. He was more than twice my size and he'd been in her for the better part of an hour, hard, deep, and I kept wondering, actually wondering, if a pussy just resets after that or if she was different now, stretched, looser, changed in some permanent way I'd feel the next time I was in her. He'd resized her. I didn't know how it worked. I'm not proud of not knowing. But I'd catch myself thinking about it. Would I even feel the sides of her anymore, would I be like nothing was there, would I push into my own wife and feel her wrapped loose around me where he'd been spreading her apart, and the thought made me uneasy while also making my dick stiffen at the exact same time. Another uneasy example of the worst thoughts being the ones that get me hardest.

And then that opened the door to the rest of it. I'd never fucked her ass. In all our years of dating and being married, it had never come up. And now I was standing at the counter picturing him telling her she wasn't ready for it, and picturing a version where she was. Picturing that huge cock working into her ass while I watched. Would she want that now? Would this experience open her to wanting all of it? And where did I fit in any of that, if I fit at all, or if my whole job now was to kneel there and help and clean up after.

What did that say about me?

That I'd watched my wife get fucked like that, near brutal, and loved every second, that watching a bigger man destroy her pussy didn't shrink me the way it's supposed to, it lit me up. What kind of man does that make me? I always figured a thing like this would destroy me, and instead I felt more turned on than I've ever been in my life.

And she wasn't helping, because she was acting like none of it happened.

If she'd been weird, if she'd been off, I'd have known where I stood. But she was just Jenna. Normal. Which left me with no read on her at all.

Did she not want to talk about it?

Did it mean nothing to her?

Was it just a wild night she'd already moved past while I stood here coming undone?

Or was she doing the exact same thing I was, holding it in, waiting, not knowing how to start?

I couldn't tell. And every day she didn't bring it up I got a little more sure she wasn't going to, that we were just going to ignore it completely and I'd have to live with the not knowing.

So I didn't bring it up either. Because of the deal. That was the one clear thing.

Don't make it weird after.

She'd said it twice. Don't turn it into three days of being quiet and wounded and making her manage my feelings. And here I was, three days in, quiet, doing exactly the thing I'd promised not to do, except doing it silently, which I'd decided in my own head counted as keeping the deal. I wasn’t sure if it qualified, but talking meant maybe finding out she didn't want it again, or finding out she did, and I wasn't ready to know which one I wanted more.

It all must have been too much because, one day, out of the blue, she just asked, “so, we haven’t talked about it yet.”

There was something in how she said it. Not casual, even though she was trying to make it sound casual. There was an edge under it, almost annoyed, like she'd been waiting and had finally given up waiting, why haven't you said anything, three days and you're just gonna stand there. But there was something else as well. Right next to the annoyed part. Brighter, higher, barely held down. She was keyed up. I could hear it. Whatever this was for her, she wasn't over it, she'd been sitting on it same as me, and it had built up in her to where she couldn't not say something anymore.

"Talked about what?" I asked, which was a stupid thing to say and we both knew it.

She turned and looked at me then. Glaring, but holding back.

"You know what," she said.

"Yeah," I said. "Sorry.”

She didn’t look right at me. I didn’t look at her either, not at first, but when I saw her head pointed away looking out of the window I figured it was safe to focus on her.

"It was a lot," she said.

"Yeah." I nodded slowly and my eyes got big as I said it.

"Like, it was a lot." She laughed, smiling big, and then cutting both off and adjusting her face to a neutral state. "I don't even know how to, I don't know. Do we talk about it? Is that a thing we should do?"

"I don't know," I said. "I think so. Maybe."

"Okay." She nodded like I'd given her some kind of permission. As if she had been waiting for it. "Okay."

Then nothing. She fidgeted and locked her gaze at the floor and I could feel the whole thing about to slide back into hiding, three more days of this, and I couldn't take that.

"Was it," I started, and stopped, and tried again. "Did you, like. I mean, was it good?"

That did something. Her chin came up and she looked at me straight for the first time, and there was a flicker of something across her face, fast, gone, like she'd been waiting three days for one person on earth to ask her that.

"It was good," she said, nodding.

"Okay."

"It was really good." Quieter, a small smile trying to break through. She was watching me while she said it, watching my face, and I understood she was checking. Seeing what it did to me. Seeing if she was allowed.

"Really good," I repeated. "It uh, looked..."

I couldn’t finish my thoughts. Every image that was burned into my brain had crammed itself into a doorway at that moment and I didn’t know how to describe it any further.

"It did…look." She smiled a little more.

"Yeah." I nodded and looked at her, trying to show her it was okay to say whatever it is she was desperate to say.

She let out a breath and she turned to face me and something in her body language relaxed. Or, actually, it didn’t relax as much as it completely shifted itself from tightly wound and nervous to expressive and free.

"It wasn't what I thought," she said, her voice shifting as well. "That's the thing. I had this whole idea in my head about what it was gonna be, and I thought I was prepared, I really did, and then he." She stopped. Her mouth was smiling now and she was trying to hold it back but it kept pushing forward and spreading across her face. "He was just so much bigger than I thought. Like I saw the pictures, ones he sent me, I knew, but you don't know, you know? Until it's actually, like, there."

"Yeah." It was all I could say. My mind went straight to what she said and wouldn’t let go. He sent her pictures of his dick. They’re on her phone right now. I had to push it out of my head because she was still talking and her excitement was building.

"And I remember thinking, when you were, when you had it in your hand, I remember looking at it in your hand and thinking there's no way." She was talking faster now. "There's no way that's fitting in me. Like actually. I thought it wasn't going to fit and I was gonna have to say something. That it was too big, that I was too tight and he didn’t fit and it was going to be so embarrassing."

I didn't say anything. I was afraid if I said anything she'd remember who she was talking to and stop. I let her keep going, treating me like a best friend and gushing over a one night stand she had with some guy she picked up at a bar.

"But it did," she said, and she said it lower, almost like she was telling me a secret, even though it was just us, nobody in the house. "His cock, it fit. It just, oh my god, it took forever but it fit."

She looked away when she said that. Her ears had gone red. But her hands were twirling the hem of her shirt in her finger and she wasn't stopping.

"When he first got it in me I thought I was going to pass out," she said. "I'm not being dramatic. I couldn't breathe. I couldn't get any air in and I just kept thinking oh my god, oh my god, and then he was still going in, that's the part, he was still going, there was still more of him, and I've never." She stopped and pressed her lips together and laughed at herself, embarrassed and blushing, but she decided to keep going anyway. "I've never felt anything like that. I don't have anything to compare it to."

My face was hot. So was the rest of me. I didn’t know if she could see it and hoped she couldn’t.

"Do you want me to stop?" she asked.

"No. Oh no, keep, uh, keep going.” I stammered.

"Because I don't want to." Her eyebrows raised in a hopeful way. "I don't want to stop. I've been, honestly, I've been dying. I've had nobody to talk to about this. Who am I supposed to tell? My sister? Can you imagine? I can't tell anyone, and it's the biggest thing that's ever happened to me and I have to just not say anything."

"You can tell me," I said. I had to clear my throat halfway through but I repeated it from the beginning.

She looked at me for a moment.

"Okay," she said. “But if you want me to stop, just say so.”

And then really she opened up.

"It hurt at first. Not bad hurt. Like a stretch, like it was too much, and I kept waiting for it to be too much and it just kept being right at the line and never going over it. And then it changed." She became animated, moving her hands around in the air to describe nothing except to simply be moving. "It changed and it was like every single thing in me went, oh. Like my whole body just gave up at once. And after that I don't even really remember, it's kind of a blur, I remember pieces."

"You remember when he, uh, when he held your arms?"

"God." She said it under her breath and closed her eyes for a second. "Yes. Oh my god, yes."

That's all she said. But she said it in this hush, this low fast little prayer-like voice, and she opened her eyes and she was somewhere else for a second before she came back.

"That was when I stopped being able to think," she said. "I couldn't do anything. He just had me. And I remember, this is so, I remember thinking I don't ever want him to stop, I actually thought that, I thought if he stops I'm going to die." She was talking to the room now more than to me. "And when he was pulling my hair back. When he did that I thought I was going to orgasm right then. I've never, we've never." She glanced at me quick. "You've never done that."

I held her eyes and let her know it was okay.

"I didn't know I wanted that."

She said that outloud. Admitted it, then she looked kind of stunned that she'd said it.

"And when I finished." She stopped, briefly. "That wasn't the same as when I do with you. I'm sorry, that sounds, I'm not trying to." She shook her head, trying to stay focused. "It wasn't the same thing. It wasn't even in the same category. It went through my whole body. My legs were spasming. Like actually, my thighs were sore for two days, that's how hard I was, whatever. Clenching. Whatever."

"You held my hand," I said.

"I know."

"You squeezed pretty hard."

"I know." And she laughed, real this time, and covered her face with one hand for a second. "I don't know why I did that. I needed something. I couldn't think, I just needed to hold onto something."

Then she dropped her hand and looked right at me and her voice went down into that hush again, that same low secret tone, and she said, "He fucked me so hard I couldn't form words."

Then, quieter still, almost like she was daring herself, she said, "I've never had a cock like that in my life."

The way she said cock did something to me. She doesn't say that word. As long as I’ve known Jenna I’ve heard her say it a handful of times and never like that, never in that wanting voice, and hearing it come out of her mouth in that hushed guilty little way, like it was something naughty she craved. I was hard, had been for a while, and I tried to hide it and hoped to God she couldn't tell from where she was standing.

Because I didn't want her to stop. That was the whole truth of it. When she started talking about it I knew it was what I wanted. What I liked. She was standing there lit up too, cheeks red, hands moving, whispering filthy things about another man in her excited voice because I was the only person in the world she could say them to.

And I wanted more of it. I wanted every last detail she had.

"What else?" I asked
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"Well, what did you think?" she said. "Like, watching. What was it like?"

I felt my face go hot. "I, uh, I d-don't know."

"You don't know?" She tilted her head. There wasn't any pushing, just softness. "You had to have thought something. You were…watching. You were watching me. And him."

"I, uh. Yeah, uh." I looked away. "I don’t know what to say." I laughed a little. One of those nervous laughs you do when you know exactly what you want to say but aren’t sure if you should say it.

"Just say something. Anything. Did you think he would make you help?" Her eyes were wide and staring at me. Searching for something. For any kind of detail. In a weird flip, she was looking to me for the details of what I saw in reality while watching. I think she wanted me to recount it, blow by blow, for her.

“I uh,” I cleared my throat. “Definitely not.” I laughed a little, but couldn’t look at her in the eyes.

“Yeah,” she added, “I didn’t know what you were going to do.”

Instead of picking my head up I continued looking at the ground by her feet. At her leg, the bare skin and I remembered how it looked against him.

“Um, I did like, the uh,” I coughed to break up the thought. “The way you looked against him.”

“Yeah?”

I nodded. “Your skin. It was so pale. And he was so…” I trailed off and she picked it up.

“Dark.” I could hear the smile in her voice.

I nodded again, “yeah. It was-, I really liked that.”

“How did it look, his, how did it look and feel putting him in me?”

Was she really asking me that? I had to have been blushing so hard because she reached out and touched my knee. My head stayed locked in a downward gaze because I couldn’t meet her eyes. I was too ashamed and too aroused and confused by both.

“It was, I liked it.” My vocabulary became so incredibly basic I didn’t know what to say or how to say it. “I was hard when he, when um, told me to tease you. When I moved it, him up and down.”

My heart was racing and I was sweating. I felt Jenna put a slight bit of pressure on my knee and I couldn’t tell if it was because she was grounding me or if she was getting excited. I was getting excited.

“The way he talked. About you. The names. I…did you, were you, did you like that?” My head managed to move up just a little and I was looking at her knees now. Her thighs. The way her hand squeezed my knee. “Was it okay?”

She answered in a heavy breath that told me she was getting turned on the same as I was. The air pushed out of her mouth and I felt it land on my face. The words were heavy. “Yeah. It was okay. I liked it. Did you?”

"Yeah," I said, too fast. "A lot. Definitely."

She squeezed my knee tighter.

“I liked seeing you. With him. When he was in you and the way you were, like, uh, when he pushed in you. When he f-fucked you.”

“Mmhmm.” She had burning lust behind her response. I could hear how needy she was getting.

“The way you, um, wrapped around him. Your ankles. How they crossed. And your sounds. I loved, uh liked, your sounds that you made when he was in you.”

"It was so intense. Seeing you, that close to you. You didn't seem like you."

"What do you mean?"

"Just. You seemed gone. Drunk, but not. High maybe, but on something psychedelic I think."

She laughed a little louder than I think she had intended because she pulled her hand off of my knee and adjusted the way she was sitting. "I was really out of it. I honestly don’t even remember the end. When he…finished. And left, or even falling asleep."

We sat for a minute in silence after that. Neither of us said anything and I was wondering if that was going to be the end of it. If we would call that our recap and our discussion and just move on, but then I got another flash of something and I couldn’t hold it in.

“And when he kissed you.”

Jenna’s reaction seemed surprised, a laughing, “what?” came out of her.

“When he kissed you. I really like that. I don’t know why. It’s weird.”

She interrupted, “that was probably the least weird thing that happened.”

I smiled and pulled my head up and looked at her for the first time in minutes. “Yeah.”

She smiled and blushed and I must have already been blushing. We were acting like two stupid teenage kids who had a crush on each other and it was the dumbest, cutest, stupidest thing, but it also made everything between us feel so much lighter that talking about it got so much easier.

“I like seeing you kiss him though. With uh, his hands on you. I don’t know, I just, your lips. You looked like you enjoyed it.”

She bit her lip and nodded while smiling at me. I couldn’t help but smile back.

“He used a lot of tongue,” I added.

Jenna laughed, “and it was weird because it was a LOT of tongue but not shoved into my mouth, just filling it. Against mine. Nobody had kissed me like that in a long time.”

A quick glance was shot between us. Both of us understood what she accidentally said underneath that comment.

“So it was good?” I asked, pushing past it.

She nodded and smiled, adding no words.

“You know what I liked the most?” I reached out and grabbed her hand.

She squeezed back, “what?”

“Uh, okay, this is a little embarrassing and don’t, like, say anything okay?”

She blushed and nodded, “okay.”

“I liked at the end when he was, you know. When you were…uh, you know.”

She shook her head, “no, I’m not sure. I was so out of it then.”

"Getting used," I said flatly. Let the words drop as they were instead of dancing around it.

She didn't say anything. Her breathing got faster again. I could see it.

"Keep going," she said.

Up until then I'd been holding every word carefully, being into it like that made it safer, but the way she was reacting was making me react. Telling me it was okay.

"I couldn't stop looking at you," I said. "When he flipped you over and had your legs open and I could see his, uh, cock, um, going inside you. The way he stretched you, how big he was and how much of it was going in you. The way you weren't even trying to be quiet anymore, you were loud, and I've never seen you like that, ever, not once. I loved it."

Her lips parted.

"I was so hard," I said. “I liked watching him do that to you. I liked watching you get used. Filled."

"So you were into it," she said. Her voice had dropped low. "Seeing me get fucked?"

"Uh huh." I didn't dance around it this time. "I loved it."

"You liked seeing my pussy get filled." She said it slow, testing the word in her mouth, watching what it did to my face.

"I liked seeing your pussy full of his cum," I said, and I couldn't believe I said it, and I didn’t care how dirty it sounded, even if it felt awkward leaving my mouth.

Her breath caught. She shifted where she sat, her thighs pressing together. Eyes locked on mine.

"Did you like it after he pulled his huge cock out," she said. "When his cum was leaking out of me?"

"Yeah."

"Say it for me."

"I liked seeing his cum leaking out of you." My heart was going so hard I could feel it in my throat. "I liked seeing all of it drip out of you as you lay wasted on the bed."

She made a small sound, barely anything, and one of her hands had drifted down into her lap, between her legs, and she wasn't hiding it. She was pressing there, slow, watching me watch her do it.

"You want to see it again," she said.

"Yes." It came out of me so fast I surprised myself. "God, yes. I want to see you fucked again. Over and over."

"Yeah?" Her hand moved. Her breathing had gone ragged. "Keep telling me you want to watch me get fucked again."

"I want to watch you get fucked," I said, and now it was pouring out of me the way it had poured out of her, dripping slow and steady out of my mouth. "I want to watch you get fucked and filled and bred, over and over, I want to watch your pussy stretched around a huge black cock, I want to see you drunk on cock again, gone, not even you, just some woman getting used in front of me."

"Oh my god," she breathed as her fingers pressed down hard between her legs.

"I want to see you full of cum.” I was no longer thinking about the words and what I wanted to see, but instead describing the pictures that were in my head and dominating every thought. "I want to watch someone breeding your cunt, know I let it happen, that I helped slide that fat cock into you."

That did it. Whatever thread had been holding both of us in place snapped at the same time, and I lunged at her.

I got my mouth on hers. It wasn't a soft kiss, it wasn't anything careful, it was teeth and tongue and both of us breathing hard through it. Her hands were already at my shirt, yanking it up, and I was pulling at hers, and we were making a mess of each other. Too many hands, too fast, grinning hungrily into each other's mouths, just kissing harder. She got my shirt over my head and I threw hers, then pulled her back into me.

"I want to keep doing it," she said against my mouth, panting, her hands all over me. "I don't want to stop, I want to keep fucking other men and having you watch all of it."

"Uh huh." My eyes were lasers into hers.

"I want you to watch me." She pulled back just enough to really look at me and her eyes were wild and bright. "I love it. I love having them inside me. I love a big black cock inside me breeding my white pussy and I want more."

"Yeah," I said, "yeah, I want that, I want to watch you fucked by huge black cocks. Stretched and moaning," and I pulled her down onto the couch under me and her legs moved around me the same way they'd moved around him. She locked her thighs around my waist and squeezed so hard I grunted in pain. When I looked down at her she was smiling and reached up to kiss me and moan into my neck that afterwards we would tell each other about what it was like to be fucked by someone else as I watched and what it was like to watch while she was fucked by someone else.

This was our new normal, and that normal would end up leading us to fucking each other while recanting our own experiences of the night to the point where we no longer were able to talk.
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We were in it together now. That's how it felt after that night on the couch. Not a thing that happened to us, a thing we were doing, the two of us, on purpose.

We talked about it differently after that. Not in hesitant whispers. We'd lie in bed and go over it like a game we'd played, what worked, what didn't, her telling me the parts I couldn't have known from the outside, me telling her the parts she was too far gone to remember. It became ours to pick apart.

"So do I get a say," I asked her one night. "In who. Next time."

She looked over at me and smiled, this sheepish, playful thing, biting back a grin.

"No," she said.

"No?"

"No." She shifted her position. "Wasn't that the fun part, though? Not knowing? Me just deciding, and you having to wait and find out?"

I didn't answer right away, which was its own answer.

"Yeah," I admitted. "It was."

"See." She shoved my shoulder playfully. "So no. You don't get to pick. It's still my choice. But I'll keep you guessing." She let that sit, then, lighter, "I'll show you pictures though. Maybe."

And that reminded me.

"Speaking of pictures," I said. "The ones Marcus sent you."

"What pictures?"

"Marcus. His pictures."

Her face changed, this slow blush climbing up as she caught what I meant. The ones of his cock. She'd mentioned them offhand days ago and it had been sitting in the back of my mind ever since.

"You want to see them," she said it more as a statement than a question.

"Yeah." It came out too fast, too eager, more than I meant to show.

She smiled at that and reached for her phone. Scrolled a second, then turned it toward me, and there they were. Four of them. Him holding it in his fist. It hanging heavy down his thigh. One of it laid across his stomach, and the length of it against his body told me more than any angle from that night had. I couldn't stop looking. I flicked through them slowly and I could feel myself getting hard, fast, sitting right there next to my wife looking at another man's cock on her phone.

Her hand was on my thigh, rubbing slow. She must have heard my breathing, heard it change, and her hand slid up and pressed against me, felt how hard I was through my shorts.

"Are you getting hard looking at his cock," she said, delighted.

"Yeah." I couldn't look at her when I said it.

"God." She grinned. "I'm gonna have to use that."

And she leaned into my lap and kissed me, and I dropped the phone somewhere in the sheets and we made out like that for a while, her hand still on me, both of us in no hurry.

When we finally came up for air she was quiet for a second, thinking.

"Should we text him?" I asked. "Marcus."

She didn't answer right away.

"I loved it," she said carefully. "He was incredible. Probably the best sex I've ever had, honestly."

The words were said so casually but she stopped as soon as she said them, and looked at me. We both smiled, the same way we kept smiling lately, saying a whole thing without saying it.

"But he's like…," she searched for the word. "Okay. You know how there's forever homes and there's starter homes?"

I laughed a little. “Uh huh. Planning on moving him into your,” I looked down between her legs and she told me to shut up.

“You know what I mean. He’s, well he kind of is the type of guy who,” she paused again. Finally she said, “he’s a bull and I’m not sure I’m ready for a bull yet.”

"A bull?" I asked.

"Yeah." She settled back against the pillows. "That's like, the term. A bull, an alpha. He comes in and he runs it, the whole thing, the bedroom, me, you. He's not there to have a nice time, he's there to take over. And he's good at it, God, he's so good at it, but." She blew out a breath. "He drains me. I could barely walk after. I don't remember half of it. And I think if I did that every night, or hell every week I'd just be, I don't know. Gone. He's a mansion. And I don't think I'm ready to live in a mansion yet."

“Yeah, it was intense.” I was focused more on my own feeling and didn’t quite understand what the problem was. I thought that if I had felt like that, received that kind of intensity, that kind of sexual explosion, a person would have to tie me down to keep me from going after it again. But then I did see how out of it she was. Cock drunk I think was how Marcus put it. Maybe that scared her.

"I want to go lighter," she said. "I was thinking, like, a date."

She paused for a moment then clarified.

"Not a date date. Like, we, a guy and I, go out, we have dinner, we have a good time, and then we come back here and, you know. But he's not, like, my bull. He's not lording over the whole night deciding everything. He's just a fun night. Once in a while. And he knows what it is, that I'm married, that, afterwards, he has his sex and leaves and, I don’t know. It’s like a booty call with some extra dressing or something."

She looked at me to see if I was getting it.

"That's what I want to be," she said. "It’s called being a hotwife. That's the actual term. I go out, I have fun, I sleep with someone, and then I come home to my husband and I let him have me back. Reclaim me. That's the part I like. That I'm always coming back to you."

The coming back part, the being had again part. I liked it. I liked the idea of her being my hotwife, of her out somewhere having a night and then walking back through the door still warm from it and being mine again. Wanting me again and telling me to take back what’s mine.

“And,” she started again after seeing me bounce it around in my head, “sometimes we go to his place or a motel and maybe, if he’s okay with it, and you are, we come back here and have a less intense Marcus experience.”

But there was something nagging at me. The thought of a lighter version meant no Marcus. And I hadn't expected to care about that, I'd only met the man once, but sitting there I felt something like being disappointed at the idea of never seeing him standing in my living room again telling Jenna what to do while I was kneeling in front of him. The heat of that was something I wanted again, but I also wanted Jenna to be comfortable and get what she wanted. This was for both of us, so I’d have to quiet my deep hunger and be happy with the part I never thought I’d get.

"Yeah," I said. "Okay. I like that. I want that for you."

She smiled and kissed my shoulder and said, “for us, right?”

I nodded and kissed her forehead, “yeah, of course.”

We lay there a while.

"Do you think," I said, careful, "you'll ever go back to him? Marcus. Or find somebody like him?"

She lifted her head off my shoulder and looked at me, looking at me with a face that was like she didn’t recognize me, as if she were taking her time trying to place me. Then she shook her head as if coming out of a daze and tipped her head to the side as if shrugging.

"I don’t know. Maybe."

***

Finding a date was different than finding Marcus.

Marcus came off the kink sites, the ones that lived with this and accepted it as normal. So Jenna went onto dating apps, the ones people actually use to find a regular person, and that turned out to be its own set of problems.

"I can't say what I am," she told me one night, scrolling, frowning at her phone. "Like I can't just put hotwife in my bio, it'd get taken down, or every creep in a fifty mile radius shows up saying they can satisfy me better than my husband.” For the last part she put depth in her voice and talked like a man who rides an ATV to work.

"Not interested in guys holding up fish in their bio?" I grinned.

She turned the phone to show me. She'd put a little upside down pineapple emoji in the corner of her profile image. "I know it's more of a swingers thing but I’ve read that the hotwife community uses it too. Somebody normal just thinks I like pineapples and am silly putting it upside down. Somebody who's in it sees it and goes, oooooh."

"That's it? A pineapple?"

"Well, this one too." She showed me her last pic. It was a selfie of her sitting, legs folded and the phone held up high and pointing downward. “See my ankle?  The anklet? The little chain on the right ankle means something. That I’m looking. Available.”

There was a small, thin gold chain on her ankle visible at the bottom of the picture. Most people wouldn’t think much of it. They would spend time looking at her smile or down her shirt and try to guess how big her tits were, but the right guy looking for the right thing would spot the ankle and the pineapple and together understand the subtlety.

It didn't go smoothly though. She dealt with a lot of different stuff before she even found someone worth having a conversation with for more than a day.

She'd match with a guy, they'd talk, it'd be going fine, and then she'd have to say the catch, that she was married, that this was a hotwife situation, that her husband knew and was part of it. And half of them just vanished. Right there. She'd watch a guy go from high potential, into it, to ghosted in one message.

Other ones wanted more than she was offering. Guys looking for a relationship, who got confused or hurt when she said no, that this was just a sex thing on her time, when she was ready. And the flip side too, guys who only wanted a one night thing and balked when they found out a husband was anywhere near it.

And then there were the married ones.

"No," she said flatly, showing me one. "Not doing it. He's married, he's hiding it from his wife, absolutely not. I don't want some furious woman showing up at our door because her husband was over here. Single guys only. I'm not dealing with anybody's drama."

So it was slower than she wanted, and pickier than she wanted, and for a stretch there I thought maybe it wasn't going to happen at all, that the starter home was harder to find than the mansion had been.

Then she found Terrance.

I knew the second she found him because she came into the room already talking, phone out, this bright wound-up energy coming off her.

"Okay," she said. "Okay, look at him. Look."

She nearly shoved the phone in my face to the point I had to push it back to see it clearly. He was very attractive. Where Marcus was big and thick and burly, all muscle and weight and the kind of size that looks imposing, this guy was his own thing. Lean. Fit, but not overly so. Like he took care of himself and was good at it but didn’t spend hours in the gym every day.

Terrance was dark-skinned, darker than Marcus even, with a face that honestly looked photoshopped.

"He's done modeling," Jenna said, and she was almost squealing with excitement. "Like actual modeling, there's shots of him, look at this. Look at his face. Are you kidding me? Those lips." She practically melted onto the bed.

"Yeah," I said. "He's, uh. Yeah."

"Right?" She pulled the phone back and stared at his picture, biting her lip. "He's so pretty. God." Then she actually petted the screen with her fingers.

And the thing about Terrance was he didn't flinch at any of her, our, situation. She told him the whole setup up front like she did with all of the men. Married, hotwife, me, all of it, and he took it completely in stride. She read me his message.

"He said," she read, "whether the husband actually knows or this is some kind of game you two play, it doesn't make any difference to me, as long as you're into it and you look like you do in your picture." She looked up. "See? He doesn't even care. He's not weird about it, he's not making it a thing."

"We’re going to meet Friday," Jenna said, texting him back while grinning. "Like a real date night."

She stared at her phone with her thumbs moving swiftly, waiting for his reply and then giggling to herself ridiculously as I leaned against the dresser and watched. I still wasn’t sure how to feel. Not completely. The hungry side was easy, it made me horny. I thought about her being fucked by this attractive man and it made me want to jerk off. But the other side, the side that watched my wife acting like a girl with a crush and messaging him while she forgets I’m even in the room? That side felt awkward, like I should leave, like this part wasn’t for me and I should leave.

So I did.
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Jenna was nervous. I could see it on her all week. The way she randomly would look in the closet, pulling something out and holding it up and then throwing it in a pile on the bed.

"I haven't been this nervous getting ready for a date since you and I first started dating," she said. She said it into the closet, not to me, like it was nothing, just a thing that happened to be true from a past life.

I sat on the edge of the bed and listened to her. She was standing in our bedroom nervous and excited for another man. The entire thing felt awkward, but it’s the parts that someone who is into this hotwife thing doesn’t consider when they’re only stroking themselves to the sex.

She pulled the black bra out of the drawer, the one she just bought, looked it over in her hands.

"It’s ripped," she said, holding up the strap where it had torn loose. "Argh! I wanted to wear something nice and sexy. Something new." She stood there a second, then turned and looked at me. Didn't say anything. Just looked. She wasn’t asking permission but she wanted to know if it was okay.

I smiled at her. Didn't say yes. Didn't say no. Just smiled and shrugged.

That was enough. She grinned and did a little squeal and dropped the ripped bra back in the drawer.

Friday afternoon she went out and came back with a couple of bags. She still wouldn't let me see in them. Carried them straight past me into the bedroom, and I knew better than to ask.

"Okay," she said, breathless, already moving. "I need to start getting ready. I'm gonna shower."

She disappeared into the bathroom and I heard the water start.

I sat out in the living room while she got clean and I thought about what was actually happening. My wife was in there showering to get herself ready to go out to dinner with another man. Somewhere I wouldn't be. She was going to sit across a table from him and he was going to buy her food and drinks, and I was going to be home, alone, paying for all of it in a way, all of it my idea, and I wouldn't see a single second of it. It was like paying a hooker not to sleep with you.

But I had that same nervous thing in me too, if I was honest. That wound-up not-knowing. I didn't know how the night would go, what he'd be like, whether they'd click. I didn't know for sure she was going to have sex with him, though I figured she probably was. And the not knowing stayed with me the same way it did with her, just from the other side of it.

She came out of the bathroom in a towel, hair soaking, water running down her shoulders and her back, her skin bright red all over from how hard she'd scrubbed. She went to the closet and started pulling specific things out, dresses, laying them across the bed, standing back to look at them.

"Okay, out," she said, shooing me with one hand. "Go on. I need to get ready. You can't be in here."

So I got up and left. Banished from my own bedroom. Again. Not allowed to watch my own wife get dressed. Not allowed to see her naked.

A few minutes later she called out.

"Come here. I need your opinion."

I went back in and she had one on, turning in front of the mirror. I told her it looked good, and she sent me right back out, then called me in again for the next one. We did that, in and out, three dresses.

"Not that one," I told her on the second. "It just doesn't hang right on you."

"Yeah?" She frowned at herself and pulled it off over her head right there, and I looked away out of some new habit that didn't make sense but was a reflex. She did it too, stopping with the dress halfway up and then yelping, “oh! Go out!”

The third one she came out in, I felt it before I said it.

"That one. Your tits look amazing in that."

She giggled and looked down at herself. "Yeah?"

"Yeah."

And there was a stir low in me saying it, because I was doing it again, the thing from the first night, picking out what looked best on her. I was telling my wife which dress would make another man want to fuck her most.

"Alright. Let me finish."

Jenna went back into the room to do her makeup, leaving the door open this time, so I followed. She leaned into the mirror and I stood there and watched her. The eyes first, close to the glass. Then the hair. Then the lipstick last, dragging it slow across her mouth and pressing her lips together.

As I watched the process I wished I could record it. I wanted this on video, every step of her getting ready for another man.

And more than that. I kept building it in my head. Her at the mirror doing her eyes, then a cut, her getting fucked into the mattress, moaning. Doing her lipstick, then a cut, her mouth full of a cock, taking it down her throat. Her getting ready to go out spliced with what she was getting ready to go do. I'd make my own video out of it, my own thing, and I'd watch it whenever I wanted. While she was out on her dates and I wanted something to slow stroke myself to until she got back so when she walked in the door I’d be bursting. She'd be better than anything on any pron site, because it was her. My wife. Jenna. My own personal porn star.

I almost asked her. To let me film her sometime. I got right up to it in my head, working out the few different ways I could say it, and then I didn't. It felt like too much, too big, one more thing stacked on top of everything else we'd already done. We'd come so far and I still couldn't make myself ask for it. So I didn’t bother asking.

Her phone buzzed. She looked at it.

"He's ten minutes out." She set the phone down and paused. "Oh, by the way. We didn't actually talk about how tonight ends. Like, what happens after dinner."

I stared at her as she continued getting ready.

"Well we talked about it, we just decided not to decide anything." She was fixing an earring. "He was really cool about it. He said he didn't want to have any preconceived notions. About sex. He wanted to just see how the night goes. That's fine, right? Like, does that mean he doesn't want to?" She turned to me. "Does he see me in person and go, eh, no thanks? Because guys always want to do it. Right? So if he's saying let's not assume, does that mean he wants an out if he thinks I’m ugly?"

"No," I said, almost laughing. "First off, there’s no way he’s going to think you’re ugly. You look amazing. And, anyways, I think he's just being nice about it. He didn't want to assume anything or make you feel like you had to. That's a good thing. It means he's not a creep."

"You sure?"

"Yeah. He was being respectful." I couldn't believe how reassuring I was being for her.

She thought about it quietly. I didn’t have to continue to try and convince her so I figured it was good enough to quell any self-consciousness.

A car pulled up outside. Her phone buzzed again. She grabbed her purse and she was halfway to the door practically running, and then she stopped. Took a breath. Squared her shoulders and got herself together and took a deep breath. Turned back, gave me a smile, then walked out the front door like a woman going on a normal date.

I stepped back behind the curtain so I couldn't be seen.

I watched her go down to the car. Terrance got out and came around and stood at the passenger door and opened it for her, and even from here I could see he was everything the pictures said. I watched them hug. And I watched my wife tip her face up and kiss him on the lips, right there in the driveway, before she got in. He shut the door for her. Walked back around and got in his side and the car pulled away.

She didn't text me for hours.

And she didn't come home for hours after that.

***

It was the middle of the night when I heard a car pull up.

The house was dark. I got up and went to the bedroom window and looked out, and there they were in the driveway, her arms up around his neck, his arms around her waist, and they were kissing. Not a goodnight peck. A real one, slow, her leaning up into him. I stood there and watched my wife make out with a man in our driveway, and the only thing I was glad about was that it was so late, that there was nobody out, no neighbor awake to see it.

Then she came up the walk and I heard the door, heard her fumbling with her shoes in the dark, and a whispered, "Hello?"

"Hey," I said in a whisper from the bedroom.

She made her way in, and I heard her before I saw her, this low giggle, and I knew right away she'd been drinking. It's her drunk giggle. It's different than her normal one. Her regular giggle she always cuts off, reels it back in before it goes too far, like she's embarrassed to let it run, as if someone is going to judge her for being too happy. The drunk one just goes. It keeps going and you can hear her smiling all the way through it, and you can tell she doesn't care who hears.

"It was so fun," she said, coming toward the bed. "He's so nice. We had such a good time."

She slid into the bed still in her dress, and moaned a little, that happy tired sound you make when you’ve missed the comfort of your bed. She settled on her side, facing away from me.

And I lay there not knowing what to do. This was it? This was the whole thing? She goes out, has her night, comes home at three in the morning and slides into bed, and I just lie here and get nothing? Something was building in me, this pressure, this wanting, because I'd been home all night with the idea of her out with him and now she was back, warm from it, and I was getting none of it. I needed some piece of this to be mine.

"So, uh, what'd you guys do," I made myself ask.

She rolled her shoulder back toward me a little, not turning all the way, sleepy.

"We had dinner," she said. "Then we walked around a while. Talked. And then we held hands."

That did it. Just that. Held hands. It went straight through me and I was hard in an instant, my whole body reacted. My cock got hard, my throat clenched and swallowed, my hand reached out and grabbed her hip and squeezed. And I made a moan. It was hungry and desperate and I didn’t make it fully of my volition. It just came out of me, wanting.

"And then," she giggled, "he asked if we should get a hotel room."

I didn't say anything. I couldn't. It would have been like interrupting a magnificent play as it played out in front of me.

"I said yes," she said. "I said I'd like that. So we found one of those pay by the hour places. It wasn't gross, though, it was actually nice. And he paid."

He paid. For the room. He'd paid for dinner and then he paid for a room to take my wife to, like he'd picked up an escort, like she was a professional companion. My wife. Jenna. Fucking men for money. It went through me so hard I had to bite down on the sound before it got out. I was glad it was dark. My face would have told her everything. I dug my fingers into her hips harder. I wanted to shove inside of her. To fuck her right then and there, but I also wanted to hear more, so I resisted.

"He undressed me so slow," she said, and her voice had gone soft and far off, sinking back into it. "He loved the corset thing I wore. He took his time with it. Like he was unwrapping a present and the unwrapping was the good part. Not tearing into it."

I thought, privately, that I liked the tearing into it. The Christmas morning version, the shredded paper. But I hadn't been there to see the slow unwrapping and I wasn't going to get to, and I understood that part was hers, not mine, so I let it go.

"He went down on me," she said. "God. He almost got me there, to, you know, just with his mouth, before we even had sex. And then, you know. We did have sex." She paused. "He asked to use condoms. I don't know if I should be a little offended by that." A soft laugh. "I think he was just being careful. First time and all."

“First time?" I asked, not clueing in that of course this could be an ongoing thing. If she liked him and he liked her. Why wouldn’t it be?

"Yeah." I could hear the smile in it. "He asked if I was free on Wednesday. I said yes."

A second date already, days away.

I pushed up against her back. Ground my cock into her, not subtle about it, stiff through my underwear against her ass.

She gave a little laugh. “Really?” And she reached back behind herself without turning over and got her hand on me through the fabric, felt how hard I already was, and I moaned into her shoulder.

"You want to hear the rest," she said? I knew she only asked as a tease. I didn’t answer with words, instead grunting and shoving into her hand. A whimper escaped as well. It was desperate and pathetic, but it told her everything she needed to know.

Jenna shoved my underwear down past my thighs. She turned over to face me in the dark, wrapped her hand around my bare cock, and started stroking, slow, while she told me how the rest of the night went.

"He fucked me so good," she said, into the small space between us. It was an intimate moment she was sharing with me, about which I had no part in other than to hear how amazing it felt for her. My cock was at her attention the entire time, as she stroked up and down slowly. "He got on top of me first. Missionary. And he just, God, he took his time, long and slow thrusts, all the way in and all the way back out, over and over, until I couldn't take it anymore. And I came. So hard. I was moaning his name, I couldn't help it, I was so loud. He even kissed me while I was moaning. I think it was to make me quiet."

Another giggle. It made my cock jump in her fist, while my hips pushed into her harder.

"And then right when he was close he pulled out," she said. "He didn't finish. He pulled out of me and went straight back down between my legs and licked me again, my pussy was so sensitive from coming and he just kept going, soft, slow. Then he came up and kissed me, and I could taste myself on his big, beautiful lips. My god he is such a good kisser! And then he started sucking on my nipples, one and then the other. It felt so good. He let me just relax. But he told me not to fall asleep. He said we could go again if I wanted. Before the night was over."

"You fucked twice?" I breathed.

"Mmhmm." She stroked me a little faster. "We made out for a while first. And I played with his cock the whole time. Holding it. Stroking it."

"Tell me about it," I said, and I couldn't believe I asked, but I needed to hear more. My voice was needy, like I was talking with a phone sex operator. But she was my wife and she was right next to me stroking my cock.

She smiled and I could feel it through the dark.

"His cock was beautiful," she said. "Not as big as Marcus. Nothing's as big as Marcus, God." She paused. I didn’t know if it was in memory of Marcus’s massive cock or for what she was going to say next. "But bigger than you. For sure."

It made me shrink and throb at the same time, that for sure, tossed off like nothing. My cock jumped in her fist and she felt it and laughed.

"You liked hearing that? It wasn't huge or anything, honestly. Kind of average, length. But thick. And circumcised. I like that better, I think it just looks better, for some reason. Aesthetically. I don’t know." Her hand never stopped moving on me as she casually mused on her preferences in other men’s cocks.  "I loved how it looked in my hand. How dark he was against my skin, how pale my hand looked wrapped around his cock. I just kept staring at it while I stroked him. Admiring it."

I was pushing into her fist steady now, breathing through my teeth, fucking her hand more than she was stroking me.

"He saw I still had my wedding ring on," she said, and giggled. "I got so embarrassed. I went to take it off and he said no, leave it. He told me to keep jerking him off with it on. So I did. I stroked his cock with my ring on and we were kissing, tongues, everything, and I could feel him getting harder in my hand."

"Jesus," I barely got the word out without having it gargle into a moan.

"And then I wanted him inside me again," she said. "I wanted to ride him this time. So I kept stroking him while he rolled another condom on, and I climbed on top and sank down on him and just rode him. Bucked my hips on him, took him however I wanted, until I felt him finish."

That got me close, fast, all of it, her on top riding his cock. Making out with him. Stroking his cock. Fucking him a second time the same night.

"You rode him till he came," I said, the words came out fast. She replied slowly. Calmly. She kept me steady and waiting.

"I did. And then after I just stayed on him. He was still inside me and I didn't want to get off. I stayed on his cock a while, kissing him, and I think I would've fallen asleep right there on top of him if he hadn't asked if he should get me home."

I reached down and took over from her hand with my own, wrapped my fist around myself where hers had been, and she let her fingers slide away. I finished in a few fast strokes, pulling my underwear up at the last second and shooting my load into them, thinking about my wife coming on his cock and then climbing right back on to ride him until he came too. Wanting the second round bad enough to put him back inside her. I couldn't remember the last time she wanted a second round with me.

My cum was heavy and seeped through the thin fabric of my underwear. I pulled my hand out and laid there. Chest heaving as my breath poured out.

She rolled back over and was asleep almost before I was done. Not one more word.

I lay there after, breathing hard, my hand a mess, and I thought about how I hadn't seen a single second of it. Any of it. Him on top of her taking his time, his mouth on her, her on top riding him, all of it happening in some pay by the hour room while I sat home in the dark. All I got was her voice telling me after.

And still, the orgasm I'd just had was better than any I could remember actually being inside her.

Just not as good as kneeling on that floor, watching Marcus split her open.
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The next morning was quiet.

Jenna was up before me, which almost never happens, and when I came out to the kitchen she was sitting at the table, hair a mess, in an oversized t-shirt. She had that wrung-out look. Hungover, or close to it. She barely glanced up.

I made myself a coffee and we moved around each other in the kitchen. Silently, waiting for the other to move before taking up the same space. Neither of us said anything for a long while.

I broke first.

"So how was it?" I asked.

She didn’t react much, only put one hand up over her eyes and looked towards me as if I were hard to see or she was confused by where the question came from.

"I told you last night," she said. Her voice was low and guarded. Tired.

"Yeah, but last night you were tipsy and half asleep," I said. "I want to hear it now. When you're actually awake. Whether it's something you want to do again."

She didn't answer right away. Just sat there behind her hand.

"Come on," I said. "Last time you were bursting to tell me. You couldn't get it out fast enough, and I hadn't even asked. Now I'm asking, and now, the very next morning you're quiet?"

That got a small sound out of her, almost a laugh, and she finally dropped the hand and made eye contact.

"Okay," she said. "Okay. Fine. It was great. He was, God, he was even better looking in person than his pictures. I couldn't believe it. Like the whole dinner I kept thinking, this is not a guy who should be sitting across from me."

"You're gorgeous," I said. "He's lucky."

She rolled her eyes but she liked that I said it, I could tell.

"It felt like a real date," she said. "It didn't feel like some arrangement, it didn't feel dirty or whatever. He pulled my chair out. He asked me questions and actually listened. We talked for like two hours before we even thought about leaving. It just felt like a really good first date. With somebody I was really into."

A real date. My wife had gone on a real date with a man she was into.

"And I saw the end of it," I said.

She looked up. "What?"

"In the driveway. When he dropped you off." I kept my voice even. "I was at the window. I saw you kiss him."

Her face went pink, fast, all the way up.

"Oh my God," she said, and put her hand back over her eyes. "You saw that?"

"Yeah."

"I'm sorry." She was half laughing, half mortified. "I didn't even think about, I don't know, I wasn't thinking about you being right there. I'm sorry."

"It's alright," I said. "I liked it, actually."

She peeked at me from behind her fingers.

"Like a date, huh," I said.

And I crossed the kitchen to her.

She was still sitting, and I came up behind her and put my hands on her shoulders, then slid them down the front of her, over the thin cotton of the shirt, feeling her through it. She wasn't wearing a bra under it. I could tell, so I rubbed her nipples and they got hard almost immediately.

"Stop it," she said, but there was no weight behind it, and she was smiling, tipping her head.

"The woman I married is a hotwife now," I said, my hands moving down over her, "and all I got last night was a handjob."

She laughed for real at that.

"Poor you," she said in a playful, mocking voice.

"I didn't even get to reclaim you." My mouth was at her ear now, hands sliding lower, dragging the shirt up her thighs. "You went out, had your whole night, and I just laid there in the dark."

"Mmm." She leaned back into me, her eyes half closing. "You want to know about his cock?"

Those seven words went straight down through me, my cock going hard so fast it ached against my shorts, my breath catching in my throat, my hands stopping on her thighs and gripping.

"Yeah," I said, low, right into her ear. My breath poured over her, causing her to bend her neck away from me as it tickled the inside of her ear.

She reached back and got a hand into my hair while I kept working her nipples through the shirt, twisting them gently, and she started talking in that same soft loaded voice from the night before.

"It was thick," she said. "The nice kind of thick. Thicker than yours. I could close my hand around it, but it fit nicely." My cock jumped against her back. "Oh, you like that? Hearing about another man’s cock in my hand?"

I grunted. It was the only sound I could make. My hands pulled at the shirt, up her body and over her tits. She lifted her arms and let me drag it off, and then she was topless in front of me, morning light coming through the blinds, and I ran my hands down her bare stomach.

"Keep going," I said.

"When he finally put it in me, he had me guide it in. He wanted me to put it inside. I liked that, because he stared at me the whole time with those beautiful eyes as he watched me. He pushed in slow at first. I don’t know if it was just to build tension or to make sure I could take him all at once." Her head fell back against my chest. "But when he started, Mmm. In and out, all the way, taking his time, and I was so wet, and he just kept going until I couldn't stand it." She reached back and found my cock hard through my shorts and squeezed. "You getting hard picturing it? Your wife spread open on some hotel bed taking another man's cock? A delicious black cock for my wife pussy?"

"Mmm-fuck. Yes baby." It came out wrecked. Almost whiney. Definitely desperate.

I shoved my briefs down and got my cock free and she was already leaning forward, pressing her backside out, and I got a hand on her hip and she reached back with the other and pulled her own panties to the side. Just dragged the fabric covering her pussy out of the way, exposing herself, and I pushed the head of my cock against her and she was slick, still slick, and I sank in.

Jenna breathed against the table. "Take back your wife’s pussy. Take back what another man fucked last night."

I gripped her hips and fucked her over the kitchen table, and it was fast, embarrassingly fast, because I'd been hard, I always seemed to be hard around her now, and I had a whole night of her voice in the dark stacked up in me. She kept talking, kept feeding it to me, how she'd ridden him until he came, how they fucked twice, and I lasted maybe a minute before I was pushing in deep and finishing inside her, my whole body clenching, a sound tearing out of me that I didn't try to hold. My cum emptying into her bare pussy as her panties tugged into my shaft.

I stayed bent over her back, breathing hard, still in her.

She laughed softly underneath me. Reached back and patted my hip.

"Okay," she said. "Off. I should shower, I feel disgusting. I was going to wait but now I really have to, thanks to you."
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Jenna was different getting ready for her next date with Terrance. Less of the nervous energy. Less second-guessing. This time there was only excitement. She had upbeat music on, blaring from her room as she moved in and out while getting ready.

"He said not to spend money on anything," she told me, coming out of the bedroom. "I told him I wanted to go shopping and get something for our next date and he said no, don't, you're gift enough." She stopped what she was doing to smile at me. "Who says that? God."

"Yeah. That's nice," I said. She wanted a response. Someone else to acknowledge that another person said something so sweet about her, and I was the only one she could share it with so, naturally, the response would have to come from me.

Watching her that day I saw the plain shape of what this was. She wasn't a woman going out to get laid. She was a woman starting to fall for somebody. That's the start of a relationship.

Then, for just a flash, my mind started to wander. What if somebody found out. Somebody we knew, a co-worker, the neighbors, anybody. How would we even explain it? There's no version of the sentence that comes out normal.

"My wife's got a boyfriend and she jerks me off in bed at night telling me about their dates and how he fucked her so good she forgot her own name." Anyone would think it was bizarre. They’d think I was weak, or she was cruel, or we both were freaks. Nobody would get it. It was too weird to say out loud to a normal person.

"Hey?" She called me from the bedroom. "Can you make me a drink?"

It was so easy to pull me out of my spiral, out of my head and pour her mix of vodka and cranberry while she got ready for another man. I brought it to the bedroom door and knocked. Why was I knocking on my own bedroom door?

The music was loud. When she opened the door it blasted out and shook the space around me. She reached out and took the drink from me, the door only opened a crack.

"Okay, bye," she said, smiling, already pushing to shut the door.

It closed. Then I heard the lock turn.

I don't know how long she took. I cherished the moments when the door opened and I got a peek at her. Simple curves on a normal woman in a nice evening dress, but it was so much more than that. It was my wife, dressed up sexy and going out where I knew she was going to do dirty things with someone else. It excited me to no end.

When his car pulled up outside she came quickly out of the bedroom, and as she passed me she blew me a kiss, quick, barely slowing down, and was out the door.

I went to the window to watch.

She got to the car and he was already out of it, coming around, and she went right up into him and kissed him in the driveway. Longer than a hello. Lingering. I couldn’t see from my distance, but it was long enough that there had to be tongue involved. Then he got her door and she slid in, and he came around and got in his side.

And then they just sat there.

The car didn't move. I stood at the window watching the car sit in my driveway, not going anywhere, and I couldn't see what was happening, it was dark and the streetlights glared across the windshield. A minute went by. Then another. I kept waiting for the reverse lights, the car to back out, and it just sat there running in the driveway with the two of them inside it, and I stood there wondering what the hell was going on out there, what they were doing, why they weren't leaving.

Then finally the lights came on and the car backed out and pulled away.

I found out later what that was.

When she got home, while she was telling me about the night, I brought it up, said I saw them sitting in the driveway a while before they left, and asked what that was about. And she blushed and had a guilty little smile.

"Oh," she said. "I, um. I couldn't help myself." She bit her lip. "I kissed him again when I got in the car, and I couldn’t help myself. I leaned over into his lap and I squeezed his cock through his pants and started stroking him.” She giggled. “He actually had to make me stop so we could go, he said we'd never get to dinner. But he said he was going to remember that for later." She looked at me, smiled and added. "And my God, he did."

"We barely got in the hotel room after dinner," she said, skipping the date and getting right to the action. "He didn't even really kiss me first. He backed me up to the bed and pushed me down and told me to take his cock out, since I wanted it so bad in the car. So I did. I got his belt open and pulled him out and he told me to finish what I started." Her hand had found my thigh and was running her fingertips along my skin slowly. "Looking up at him, I started jerking him off as he watched me, telling me how good I looked doing it. How hot I looked with my hand around his cock."

I was already hard, aching, and I got my hand down my shorts.

"Don't," she said softly. "Let me."

She reached over and pulled my hand away and pushed my shorts down herself and wrapped her fingers around me, and started stroking, slow, matching whatever pace she was describing.

"He let me do that for a while," she said. "And then he pulled me up and turned me around and bent me over the end of the bed. And he went down on me from behind first, his mouth on me, his tongue licking my pussy, until I was soaking. And then he fucked me like that. Standing behind me, holding my hips, slow at first and then not."

Her hand was working me the whole time and I was pushing up into it, breathing through my teeth.

"He feels so good in me," she said, right into my ear now. "Every time he pushed his cock in I think, I can't believe I'm doing this. It’s surreal. And he just kept going, picking up pace, thrusting harder, and I was holding onto the sheets and pushing back onto him, and he was telling me to say whose pussy it was."

"What'd you say," I got out.

She smiled against me. "What do you think I said."

She stroked me slowly and didn't answer it, and that was worse, or better, withholding it and letting my mind wander to filthy things.

"He made me come like that," she said. "Bent over. Hard. I almost couldn't hold myself up. And after, he flipped me over and got on top and did it again, slower that time, face to face, and I came a second time before he did." Her thumb slid over the head of me, spreading the wet. "He lasts so long. He just keeps going until he decides he's done."

I was close. She could feel it, I know she could, and she slowed her hand right down, almost to nothing, and took me back from the edge.

"Not yet," she said.

She let go of me completely. I made a sound of protest that faded quickly.

"You want to reclaim my pussy?" she said, up on her elbow now, looking down at me in the dark. "You want your wife's pussy back? Show who it belongs to?"

"Yeah." It came out desperate, as if she had convinced me instead of me actually wanting to. "Yeah, I do. But I want it like you did it. With him. In the car and then, I want you to do it to me exactly the way you rode him the first night."

She went still a second, reading my face.

"Yeah?"

"Get on top," I said, and my voice was shaking. "And do it exactly like you told me. Buck your hips on me the same way. Grind on me like you did on him. I want to see it. I want to see exactly what he saw."

She pulled the dress up over her head and dropped it off the side of the bed and swung a leg over me, and reached down and took my cock and guided it into her, and she was still slick, and sank down until she was flush against me.

She rode me, fucked me, the way she'd described riding him. Swirling her hips, gyrating herself on my cock with her hands on my chest and her head tipped back, and I lay there and watched my wife move on top of me and it felt like watching a movie instead of being a part of the action. This wasn't Jenna riding her husband. This was Jenna riding Terrance. A rewind of an immersive video I was reliving, like some kind of virtual reality where I get to be the man that excites my wife like Terrance does. She had been bucking on his cock the way she was bucking on me now, and I was just seeing it, watching it happen through her body, a re-enactment playing out on top of me with my cock standing in for his.

She had her eyes closed. I don't know which of us she was actually with in her head and I didn't want to know.

"Just like that," I breathed. "Just like you fucked him."

"Mmm yeah," she said, and rolled her hips harder, and I felt everything start to climb. “You want to feel the way he makes your wife cum?”

I came inside her without warning. The words too intense. Her pussy too slick. The feeling too real.

I grabbed her hips and pushed up into her and emptied into her bare, my whole body locking up, a sound tight and strained, and she ground down through all of it, milking it out of me, telling me, “mmmm, yeah. Cum for me. Fill my pussy, baby.”

And as I lay there recovering, panting heavily, I couldn’t help but think that this was the one thing I got that he didn't. He'd been inside her twice tonight and both times he'd worn a condom. I was the one who got to come in her bare. Yes, Marcus had already fucked her, cum in her, flooded her pussy, but he was a different kind of man and he wasn’t the one who was currently fucking my wife. My cum was the only cum in my wife tonight.

I didn’t linger on the fact that it wasn't because she wanted it that way. If it were up to her she'd be full of him right now, dripping his cum. I let myself think this part was special, for me, and I held onto it like it mattered way more than it actually did.

She came down off her high and settled onto me, my cock still in her, barely, and kissed me, slow and warm.

"Mmm," she said against my mouth. "Next time I'm not doing all of the work. You don’t get to just lay there and take it."

I nodded, fast, frantic, agreeing to whatever she wanted.

She laughed softly, rolled off me, and pulled the blanket up over both of us, and we fell asleep like that, tangled, her back against my chest, my cum inside her, and a condom or two full of his cum in some hotel bathroom.

***

The dates became a rhythm.

They went out a couple times a week, but Friday was always reserved as date night. She'd come home late and slide into bed, warm and smelling like their night together, and she'd tell me everything he did to her while she stroked me in the dark. After she felt I was hard, and could hear my unsteady, excited breathing, she would usually climb on top of me and finish telling me how he fucked her while fucking me. If the night was exceedingly wild and she had no energy left she would pull her hand from my stiffened cock and tell me to fuck her, that she was too tired to move. Hearing that was always enough to make me want to climb between her legs and watch as she bounced like a ragdoll underneath me.

There was a night he tied her wrists to the headboard with his belt. She told me with her hand already around my cock like it was a surprise. She said she couldn't touch him, couldn't touch herself, could only lie there and take whatever he decided to do, and how she came so hard from being helpless like that she cried, actual tears, and had to explain to him after that she was fine, that it was good, that she'd never felt so vulnerable before and she really liked it.

Hearing that turned me on so much, but there was a small pang of jealousy or something mixed in, that when she tried to move over top of me to ride me I pushed her back down and spread her legs apart. I pushed into her pussy and fucked her so hard she had to tell me to slow down, that she was too sore and I needed to give her a break.

There was another night he fucked her ass for the first time. She'd said she was a little nervous to try it, but Terrance worked her up to it slowly, fingers first, then more, and she told me she came with him in her ass. She said it was different, tighter, that she felt it lower, and that she hadn't been able to sit comfortably on the drive home, which I noticed when she gingerly got onto the bed that night.

She'd tell me everything. And that was how the nights went. She went on dates with the same man, out at restaurants and ending up in hotel rooms and, eventually, his apartment. Once they didn’t make it to either and just fucked in the parking lot in the back of his car. What I got was the recap. Every time. She was the one with the belt marks on her wrists and I was the one home in the dark hearing about them, kissing them as she showed me. She was the one getting fucked in new ways and I was the one whose whole sex life had become listening to her describe it while she jerked me off. Or, sometimes, trying to recreate a poor version for my own pleasure.

And the come-down was always the same. Most nights she'd stroke me until I finished, then wipe her hand along my hip, already half asleep, then roll over. That was it. That was my whole part some nights. Her hand, my hip, goodnight.

Other nights, usually Fridays, she'd be too wrung out even for that and want me to do the work. "You do it," she'd say into the pillow, spent from him, and I'd go down on her and try to make her orgasm one more time. Sometimes I could. Sometimes she just couldn't get there again, and she'd pull me up and kiss me and tell me to finish, and stroke me off, or roll to her stomach and let me push between her thighs, whatever got me there fastest so we could both sleep.

It became normal. A routine. Both of us knew what our role was and what to expect from a given night.

Then, we were on the couch on a Sunday night, both of us on our phones. She was texting Terrance. I could tell without looking. There's this small private smile going that she doesn't have for anybody else.

Then she made a noise. Just a soft, "Oh…"

"What?" I asked.

She didn't answer right away. She was reading. Then she typed something back, fast, and set the phone in her lap and stared at nothing for a second, and picked the phone back up when it buzzed and read the next one. Her eyebrows went up.

"Huh," she said.

"What is it?"

She turned to me.

"Terrance said we could finish our date at my place this weekend," she said.

I didn't get it. "Okay?"

"No." She was watching my face. "Like, instead of a hotel. He said we could come back here after dinner. Here." She let it sit. "In my bedroom. Our bedroom. Instead of going to a hotel."

And then I got it, and all I had was her own word back.

"Oh," I said.

"Yeah." She was still watching me, chewing her lip.

Because it was one thing to hear about it. It was another thing entirely to have it happen thirty feet away, in the bed I sleep in, with me in the house. Terrance in my house. Terrance fucking my wife in my bed while I was somewhere in the same walls. My cock was already hard just from the idea of it.

"We don't have to," she said quickly. "If it's too weird. I can tell him no, we'll just go to the hotel like usual."

It’s not like it should be an issue. It’s already happened with Marcus and I was in there. Watching. Sliding his massive cock into Jenna’s pussy. Having another man come into our bedroom and fuck my wife shouldn’t even make me blink an eye. But I paused. I didn’t answer right away and thought about it happening. What it would mean. Considered my pride, if there was any left at all. Why?

Because of what this relationship was becoming. Terrance and my wife. My wife and her boyfriend. When she was being violently fucked and left wrecked and full of cum it was like a ride at an amusement park. We would go every once in a while and have our fun and then say it’ll be a while before we do that again. But this? This is like getting addicted to take out and bringing it home to eat in your bed.

I wanted it but also wondered what it would actually be like.

"No," I said. "No, you should. It’s fine. I mean, no, yeah. Absolutely."

She smiled, relieved, and excited.

"Would you," I started, and had to figure out how to even ask it. "Would he and I, like—Would we meet? Would I be there when he comes in, or am I supposed to just not exist?"

"I don't know," she said, and she meant it. "I hadn't thought about that part. Like whether you two say hi, or whether you just stay out of the way, or." She trailed off. "I don't know how that's supposed to work."

"Okay."

"We'll figure it out," she said. "Me and him. We'll talk about it and figure it out and I'll let you know."

And she went right back to her phone, already typing, already working it out with him. They were going to decide it. How the night would go, what my role was, whether I got to shake the man's hand or just stay in the living room like a dog you put in another room when company comes. That was a conversation between Jenna and Terrance. I'd be told the outcome.

I watched her thumbs move and her little smile come and go as his answers landed, and I got harder sitting there being discussed than I think I've ever gotten being touched.
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Jenna told me how things would go once they were settled.

Terrance would take her to dinner like usual. Then, instead of a hotel, he'd drive her back here. I'd be home. When they came in, I'd meet him, an actual introduction, the two of us in the same room. Then he and Jenna would go to the bedroom, and I'd stay in the living room, and that was it, that was my night. If anything changed, they'd let me know. I didn't get a say in it. I just got told what to do.

So that Saturday I sat in my living room and waited for my wife to be brought home and fucked in our bedroom.

I couldn't sit still. I kept thinking about how meeting him was going to go and it made me nervous. I hated that I was nervous. What do I even say. Hi, nice to meet you, thanks for fucking my wife, she tells me you give the best orgasms, the bedroom's down the hall. I imagined it going really bad. Terrance walking in, seeing me sitting there for real, a real husband in a real house, and the whole thing getting too much for him. Maybe he thought Jenna was lying the whole time, that I wasn’t real. Maybe he expected to walk into the house and have nobody here and have her go on playing pretend and he’d get to have sex without the commitment.

But it was real and we would have to meet face to face. And if he thought I wasn’t real and I was there in front of him, would he go quiet, make an excuse, decide it was too weird and leave?

My thoughts couldn’t be contained, then my excitement for what could be took over.

The what if that went the other way. What if he walked in and he wasn't nervous at all. What if he took one look at me sitting there and knew exactly what I was, and he wasn't a gentleman about it like he was with her, he was something else. What if he turned into something that was more like Marcus.

From there I was building a stroke fantasy at rapid speed.

Terrance walking in and not shaking my hand but kissing Jenna and taking big handfuls of her ass as I stood there and watched right next to them. He would show me how it was and who he owned, taking my wife right there in front of me first, no bedroom, shoving her over the arm of the couch and making me watch. Not even talking to me, just shoving her over and ripping her panties off before thrusting inside.

It escalated from there. I imagined him telling me to get on my knees while he fucked her. Making her into a piece of ass to fuck and amuse himself with while she was pounded mercilessly, gone, drooling for his cock. Then me, down on the floor next to her, both of us naked, both of us owned by him. Pulling his cock out of her pussy, I’d stare at the shaft as it was dripping and Jenna would push it at my face and make me open my mouth. Feeding it to me dripping of her cunt juices. Her voice next to me, soft and hungry, saying that's my pussy on his cock, clean it off, taste me on him, taste what he did to me. The two of us servicing him together, her mouth and mine trading his cock back and forth, him deciding whose turn it was, me tasting her all over him while she shoved his cock deeper in my mouth just to listen to me gag.

I had my cock out. I had been rubbing it along my thigh through my shorts but I was too horny at that point. I pulled it out and was stroking fast, right there on the couch, all the lights off, imagining myself kneeling naked next to my wife sucking another man's cock clean of her cunt, sharing it with her, right on the edge of cumming, my whole body pulling tight and my hand flying and my breath panting.

Then I heard the car in the driveway.

I stopped dead. Hand frozen, cock out, heart slamming. A car door. Then another. Two voices, low, muffled, hers and his. Keys.

I shoved myself back in my shorts and sat up straight just as the door opened.

The door opened and Jenna came in first, and Terrance came in behind her.

And he was, up close, even better looking than his pictures and better looking than he'd looked at a distance in the driveway all those times. He was tall and lean and put together, dressed nice, and his face just did not have a flaw in it. I understood in about half a second why my wife melted every time his name came up. I felt small and rumpled in my own living room in my shorts. Overly normal.

"Hey," I said. My voice came out meek.

Jenna seemed flustered. She had pink in her cheeks and she wouldn't quite look at either of us straight, and I couldn't read it, whether she was embarrassed because here was her husband and here was the man she'd been fucking and the two were together in her entryway, or whether she was just embarrassed to introduce me to him. I couldn't tell which. Both, maybe.

"This is, um." She gestured at me, and it came out fast and tangled. "This is my, uh, my, well. My husband." She got the word out in a rush like she had to push it past something. Then, at me, even smaller, squeaked almost: "And this is Terrance. My, um. My boyfriend."

Boyfriend. She said it out loud and to my face, which went hot, and my cock, which had barely calmed down, started right back up.

Her boyfriend. My wife’s boyfriend. God what a weird fucking sentence.

Terrance smiled, easy, not seeming awkward the least bit, the only one of the three of us who had any idea how to stand.

He put his hand out to me. "Nice to meet the man who is willing to share this incredible woman." He shook my hand, firm, warm, then turned to look at her.

"Yeah," I said. "Thanks. Nice to, uh. Nice to meet you."

I shook his hand and I was hard, fully, standing there in my shorts shaking the hand of the man who was about to go fuck my wife down the hall, and I prayed he couldn't tell, and I had the feeling he could tell and just didn't care.

Jenna clearly couldn't take another second of it. She stepped in and took Terrance's arm.

"C'mon," she said to him, quietly. "This way."

And she laced her fingers through his, right in front of me, her hand in his hand, and led him toward the bedroom. I stood there by the couch and watched them go down the hallway and disappear into our bedroom.

The door closed.

Then I heard the lock.

I put on the TV just to have something on so it wasn’t so quiet, a baseball game I didn't care about and didn't really watch, because I had my phone out before I'd even got comfortable. I don't know exactly what I was looking for. Something to match the moment. I typed in black cock wife, then BBC wife, and scrolled the galleries, image after image, white women getting fucked by muscular black men. I quickly moved onto the caption ones, the photos with the text laid over them.

This is what your wife needs.

She would only want BBC from now on.

He helped your wife discover she can deep throat a 9 inch cock.

Reduced to a fucktoy for BBC.

He fucked your wife stupid in every room of your house.

I sat there with my wife thirty feet away actually doing it, actually living the exact thing on my phone, and I couldn't hold still.

For a while there was nothing to hear. I was lost in scrolling and clicking on different images. My cock getting hard and rubbing it through my shorts into my thigh again. Slowly bringing myself right back to the edge I had stepped back from earlier.

Then, when the TV dropped low, I heard something. I couldn't place it. I muted the TV.

And I could hear her.

Jenna. Moaning. Muffled, like she had her face in a pillow or something, trying to keep it down and failing. A long low "oh god," then quieter. I was listening to my wife lose herself as she was fucked by another man.

I sat frozen with the phone in my hand and listened. There was something different about it this time. With Marcus she was fucked and wild and it felt like she was possessed, but now? Now she was coherent and moaning under her own volition. Every voice and moan were hers that she was consciously making and trying to keep quiet as the volume ran away from her.

Then another sound started underneath her moans. Rhythmic. A slap. Then another, even, steady, over and over, and it took me a second to realize what I was hearing. Skin. His hips, his thighs, hitting her ass. He was behind her. He was fucking her from behind and I could hear his body hitting hers on every stroke, that wet heavy clap, and her voice riding on top of it. Muffled periodically as she shoved her face into the sheets or the pillows as he fucked her.

I got up. I couldn't resist. I went down the hall and stood outside our own bedroom door, close, the slapping and her moaning and the bed all louder, and then his voice, low, I couldn't catch every word but I caught enough.

"Whose is it." Another slap. "Whose pussy is this."

"Yours," Jenna said, wrecked, breathless, desperate. "Yours! Oh god, it's yours!"

And the slapping picked up, faster, harder, the sound of him really giving it to her now, and her voice climbing with it, and I stood there in the dark hallway and my cock out. I stroked myself right there outside the door, fast, matching the rhythm coming through it, listening to another man fuck my wife and make her say her pussy belonged to him, and I got close so fast it scared me, right up on the edge with my hand pumping.

Then the slapping stopped.

Jenna cried out, high and long, that sound I know, the real one, the one she can't fake, going up and breaking, and I knew he'd either finished or driven her over or both, and I panicked. I shoved my cock back into my shorts and quietly moved back down the hall to the living room and dropped onto the couch and got the TV unmuted just as I heard movement in the bedroom.

I sat there trying to look like a man who'd been watching baseball. Ticking the volume up slowly every ten to twenty seconds, I tried to make the room louder as if I had no idea what was going on down the hall.

A few minutes went by. Then the bedroom door opened. I heard a noise in the hall, footsteps, and Terrance came out, dressed again, put together like he hadn't just fucked my wife into a stupor. He came down the hall and he looked at me as I half glanced his way.

He didn't say anything. He just gave me a nod, and an easy smile, and then he went to the door and let himself out.

I heard his car start in the driveway and drive away.

And then the house was quiet, and it was just me and my wife and whatever he'd left of her down the hall.

I gave it a minute after the car was gone. Then I got up and went down the hall to our bedroom.

The door was closed but unlocked. I opened it and Jenna was in the bed, on her back, the sheet pulled up over her, her makeup gone soft and smeared and her cheeks still flushed. She looked up when I came in and smiled at me, bashful. She turned to the side, as if laying on her back was too exposed.

"Hey," she said.

"Hey."

"Did you," she started, and bit her lip. "Did you hear any of that?"

"A little," I said.

"Oh my god." She put both hands over her face. "Oh my god, how much."

"Enough."

"Oh my god." Muffled through her fingers, laughing now, mortified. "I was trying to be quiet."

"You weren't." I smiled.

"It's okay," I said. "It was hot. It was really hot. Hearing you like that."

She let her hands drop and looked at me, still pink, and there was that expression again under the embarrassment.

"So,” I let the word sit for a moment. “Good time then?”

"It was amazing." She said it soft, honest, sinking back into the pillow. "Oh my god. I didn’t want to be loud but I just couldn’t help myself. I kept thinking that I need to stop so I would shove my face into the pillows and he would do something that would hit me in just the right spot where I picked my face back up and the sounds just came out of me.”

That did something to me, the way she said it, present and glowing instead of wrecked.

"Come here," she said, and reached out to me.

I went. I climbed onto the bed and she pulled me over her, and her hand came up and found my cock through my shorts and she felt that I was already hard, still hard, had barely gone down from the hallway, and she felt it and laughed low.

"Oh," she said, squeezing me. "Sounds like you had a good night too."

I got my shorts off and settled over her and she pushed the sheet down and she was naked under it, warm from another man’s body pressed against hers, and I reached to line myself up and she caught my wrist.

"Wait," she said. "There's a surprise for you first."

"What?" I was genuinely confused.

She was grinning now, bright and delighted, like she'd been saving it, like it was a gift.

"He didn't use a condom," she said. "He said we don’t have to anymore." Her eyes were shining. "He finished inside me."

And the joy in her voice was the thing that got me, the pure pleased delight of it, because it confirmed what I'd suspected the whole time, that the condoms had never been her idea, that if it were up to her she'd have been taking him raw from the first night, and now she finally was, and she was so happy about it she couldn't keep it off her face.

I pushed into her.

And I felt it right away, the difference, how wet she was, how slick and open she was, that her pussy had already been used tonight. Because she had been. I sank in and there was almost no friction, just heat and slide, and I knew what I was feeling. It was him. The cum he'd left in her. I was pushing into my wife through another man's load, and it coated me, warm, as I went in.

"You feel that?" she whispered, a smile across her face.

I moaned into her chest.

"He said," she started to say, her arms coming up around my neck, her mouth at my ear as I started to move in her. "Right before he finished. He said he was going to breed my pussy."

Breed her pussy. It overwhelmed me. It could have meant anything. It could have meant the dirty-talk kind, the in-the-moment kind, the thing you say. It could have meant something else, something that didn't stop at tonight. I didn't think about it long. I was too close to filling her again. I felt my orgasm move through me, and my hips pushed deeper into her wanting it right now.

"He bred me," she said, soft, right in my ear, and I could hear her smiling. "He bred your wife. And now you're fucking me right after. Your cock sliding through his cum."

That was it. That was as far as I got.

I wasn't going to last, I'd known it from the second I felt him inside her, and her saying that, bred your wife, it pushed me over. I moved deep and came, hard, fast, emptying into her on top of what he'd already left, my cum and his together in my wife, my whole body clenching and a sound tearing out of me against her neck. She held me through it, stroking the back of my head, breathing heavily into my ear as I emptied into her.

I collapsed down next to her, wrung out, breathing hard, my heart going. She rolled toward me and put her head on my chest.

We lay there a while. I could feel my own pulse coming down.

"Was this okay?" she said, finally, quiet. "Tonight. All of it."

"Yeah." I meant it, nodding and running my fingers through her hair. "Why?"

She was quiet a second, her fingers moving on my chest.

"Because Terrance asked me to be his girlfriend," she said. "Like, official. Exclusive. Just him and me, no other guys, no apps, nobody else. He wants it to be just us." She tipped her head up to see my face. "And I want to say yes. I really want to say yes."

"Okay," I said.

"And you'd still have me," she said quickly. "That's the thing, that's part of it. You still get me. Every time, after. I come home to you and you get to have me, just, after him. Always after him." She searched my face. "Is that okay? Can we do that?"

And I lay there with my cock softening against her thigh and his cum and mine both inside her, and along my cock, and my wife asking me if she could have a boyfriend, an official one, exclusive to another man, with me slotted in behind him, after, always after.

"Yeah," I said. "Yeah. We can do that."

She smiled and kissed my chest and settled back down against me, happy, and I felt her breathing start to slow.

And lying there, spent, everything just emptied out of me, I felt my cock already stirring again. Already wanting her again. Already ready to take my turn, whenever she was done being his.

The End
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