

Husband on the Down Low

D. L. Lowe


Copyright © 2015 

D. L. Lowe

All rights reserved. 


Chapter One

So my relationship with the Newmans was a strange one.

I’d known Claire Newman for years. We’d worked together at the sales office, out on Long Island, for about five years before I got my transfer to New Jersey – and over the course of that time, she and I had become pretty much best friends.

Claire was the perfect sales rep. In her late thirties, she was a neatly put together blond with a pretty face and an ass that looked outstanding in the tight pencil miniskirts she always wore. There was not a male client who could resist her charms, and not one single heterosexual colleague of ours who hadn’t tried to hit on her.

But Claire only had eyes for two men in her life – her husband, Mark – and me.

Which is where the ‘strange’ part I warned you about comes in.

Because I was immune to Claire’s charms. 

Why? 

Because I’m gay.

I mean, I knew she was attractive. Just like how I’m not into cars, but I can admire the sleek lines of a Ferrari when I see one. She was also sweet, and funny, and one of the best friends I’d ever had.

I just didn’t want to bang her.

Which was part of the reason, I think, that Claire did want to bang me. 

It had started off as joking – she promised me a blowjob if I landed one particular client, and squeezed my ass in the elevator a couple of times. Then it moved on to her actually hitting on me. One night, when we were away at a sales conference together, she knocked on my hotel room door at midnight wearing nothing but her bathrobe.

“You do know what ‘gay’ means, right?” I’d told her.

Things had been awkward for a day or two, but we soon got over it, and actually became closer friends as a result.

But that didn’t stop Claire’s interest in me.

“I’m pretty sure I can ‘cure’ you,” she joked one day (to which I’d responded: “Being gay isn’t a malfunction, y’know.”) Another time, she boasted: “I’m pretty sure I could give you a blowjob that’s better than any guy could give you.” (I laughed in her face at that one.)

But things only got really weird when Claire finally backed down from her attempts to get into my pants, and invited me over for dinner instead.

Because that’s when I met her husband.

From the moment he opened the front door and welcomed me inside, I was in lust. I could instantly see what Claire saw in me – because I could see exactly the same thing in her husband.

Mark was a tall, slim, dark-haired man with an intense gaze and a sexy, lean body. We could have been brothers, in that respect. Which probably makes it sound pretty narcissistic when I say that he was instantly lust-worthy. 

As we shook hands, and he invited me inside, I automatically pitched a tent inside my pants.

That night, I became fast friends with Mark as well as Claire – but that friendship was twisted by a weird triangle of lust we had going on.

Claire was into me. I was into her husband. And poor old Mark? He was happily in love with Claire.

And that’s how things would remain – until one crazy night almost a year later.


Chapter Two

About six months ago, I got transferred to our New Jersey office, and moved lock, stock and barrel to the suburban shit-hole that is Woodbridge. 

The money was better, I was in a more senior position and – even I have to admit – you get a lot more apartment for your buck living in Jersey. But I’ll admit I missed Long Island, and the people I worked with.

Most notably Claire.

She and I had become really close during the time we worked together – going out for drinks several times a week, having dinner at each other’s houses. I even got to be pretty friendly with Mark; even though I continued to harbour an unrequited crush on him during all that time.

So when I got called back to Long Island for a sales conference, I was eager to see her again – and Claire was just as keen.

“You can spend the night at our place,” she promised. “It will be awesome!”

And it was. After a long day crunching numbers and listening to motivational speakers, I was happy to roll onto the driveway of Claire’s condo, and have the door opened to the smiling face of my best friend and her (infuriatingly attractive) husband.

We cracked a bottle of sparkling wine, and ate far too much sushi, and stayed up late joking, and laughing, and reminiscing about old times.

But little did I know that this was just the start of the night’s adventures.

*              *              *

At a little past midnight, I fell asleep in the spare bedroom – sleeping nude, as I always do. I was still a little buzzed from the sparkling wine, and tossed and turned while I had some particularly vivid dreams.

One in particular was especially vivid. I dreamed I was lying on the beach, getting the most delicious blowjob from a tanned, toned cabana boy.

Except as I drifted between wakefulness and sleep, I suddenly started to wonder if this was just a dream.

And almost as soon as I wondered that, I opened my eyes and found myself staring at the ceiling of Claire’s spare bedroom.

And sure enough, between my legs, I felt the moist, delicious sensation of a mouth wrapped around my raging hard-on.

I looked down, but all I could see was a lump under the covers, bobbing up and down. Somebody had snuck into my bed, and was sucking my cock while I slept!

Instantly I knew who it was… Claire. 

That cheeky little mare had been hitting on me for years. Had the champagne gone to her head? And she’d finally decided to prove to me that “I can give a blowjob as good as any man can!” 

It was a horrific violation of trust. I was absolutely furious with her. I mean, technically this was rape. 

But her mouth was deliciously warm, and wet… And her fingers massaging my balls, and her tongue swirling around the swollen head of my cock was oh, so good. She must have been sucking me for a while, while I was asleep – because within seconds I could feel my balls churning, and my orgasm approaching.

Like a typical horny guy, my instincts kicked in. Yes, I had every right to be mad as hell at Claire – but right now there was a more pressing need between my legs. If I didn’t get that sweet release…

And then it came.

I arched my back, and groaned, and felt my cock throb as I spurted my salty load into the sweetly sucking mouth. The cocksucker gulped eagerly, swallowing each spurt down, and I nearly cried out at the incredible intensity of the moment.

And then it was over. My balls drained, I flopped back down onto the bed, gasping for breath.

For a moment or two, I just lay there, utterly drained. But then I heard and felt the head rustling beneath the covers of my bed.

Struggling to sit up, I threw back the covers and prepared myself to yell angrily at Claire.

Except it wasn’t Claire underneath the blankets.

It was her husband, Mark!


Chapter Three

Handsome, gorgeous Mark – in his boxers and a t-shirt, with a guilty look on his beautiful face.

I sat there, too stunned to speak. I just watched as he held up a finger to his lips, to ‘sssh’ me – and then wipe my cum from his mouth with the back of his hand.

I didn’t know what to say… What to think. Here was the guy I’d lusted after for so long – and he’d just eagerly swallowed my load.

“I…” I gasped, barely able to put together a coherent sentence. “W-wwhat?”

Mark sniggered, crawling up to sit beside me in bed.

“Oh, come on,” he grinned. “I’ve seen the way you look at me. You knew this was going to happen sooner or later.”

“B-but…” I stammered. “W-what about Claire?”

Mark rolled his eyes.

“How do you think she and I got together?” He admitted. “She’s always had a thing for metrosexual-type guys – I know she’s been flirting with you like crazy. When she and I met, she did the same thing with me.” He winked. “It just happened, though, that I was bisexual.”

I was still stunned.

Mark leaned forward and kissed me – and I tasted my own cum on his lips. “But just because I’m married to a woman doesn’t mean I don’t miss the taste of cock from time to time.”

Finally able to find my voice, I murmured: “D-does she know?”

“No,” Mark admitted. “And I’m not sure how she’d feel if she found out.” He looked towards the door guiltily. “So this is probably just a one-time thing.” And then he kissed me again. “But don’t lie. You’ve wanted this as much as I did.”

My face burned red. 

“H-how did you know?”

“I’m not an idiot. I’ve seen the way you look at me.”

Absolutely stunned, I looked into Mark’s sexy, dark eyes and asked: “Okay. So now what?”

“Well,” Mark reached over and grabbed my wrist. He lifted my hand and pressed it against the crotch of his boxer shorts. My eyes widened as I felt his raging hard-on beneath the thin material. “I made you feel good. I think it’s only fair that you return the favour.”

I moaned, squeezing his cock through his shorts. Then I hurriedly pulled down his pants, and moaned again as my fingers wrapped around the bare skin of his beautiful erection.

“Oh, fuuuck,” I groaned, stroking it.

“Here, roll over,” Mark insisted, and forcefully grabbed my shoulders. I felt him gently push me face-first into the pillows, and lift my bare ass into the air.

Turning my head, I looked over my shoulder and saw Mark kneeling behind me. From somewhere he’d produced a small tub of coconut oil, and I moaned as I felt him smear a warm glob between the cheeks of my ass.

“I’ve wanted to fuck your tight little ass from the moment I saw you,” Mark groaned, rubbing more coconut oil into his hard-on, until it gleamed in the moonlight. And then he grabbed the root of it, and pressed the head between the cheeks of my ass.

I moaned, and clutched the sheets as I felt his cock nuzzle between my cheeks. A moment later, it was pressed against the tightly-clenched ring of my asshole, and Mark grabbed my shoulders to brace himself.

“Unnngh,” I groaned, as he pushed his hips forward, and my ass surrendered to the pressure. A moment later, I felt his cock sinking inside of me – inch after delicious inch.

“Shit, your ass is tight,” Mark groaned hotly into my ear, leaning across my back as he bottomed out inside me. “I don’t know why we didn’t do this months ago.”

And then he began to fuck me.

I clawed at the sheets, and clamped my teeth into the pillow, as Mark’s thick, delicious cock slithered in and out of my ass. Each thrust inside me stimulated my prostate perfectly, and soon my half-hard cock was dribbling pre-cum onto the sheets, as Mark thrust bareback into my back door.

“Oh, fuck,” he groaned, and I knew he was close to cumming. I could feel his cock throbbing, and swelling inside me, and I thrust my ass back at him. “Oh, shit, here it comes!”

And then he groaned, and sunk himself so deep into my ass that I cried out. Then I felt it – burning spurts deep inside me; filling me with his delicious seed.

I groaned, and practically came onto the sheets beneath me.

Finally, with a satisfied groan, Mark collapsed on top of me. For a moment, we lay there skin-to-skin; his cock still buried deep inside my ass. Then, finally, he pulled his softening shaft from my rear end with a wet-sounding ‘schlurp’, and it was followed by a hot deluge of cum running down my thighs.

“Oh, God,” Mark groaned, kissing my ear as he panted to get his breath back. “That was amazing.” And then he spanked my ass, and kissed me briefly, and whispered: “I better get back to my own bed, before Claire notices I’m gone.”

And then, just like that, he crawled out of bed and struggled to pull his boxer shorts on.

I watched him go, ass throbbing deliciously. I couldn’t believe what had just happened. It was so surreal, part of me wondered if it was all a dream.

Only the warm, pleasant ache in my ass demonstrated that it wasn’t.

I sleepily yawned, and then collapsed into a satisfied, dreamless sleep.


Chapter Four

Sleep embraced me like a lover, and for the next few hours I lay satisfied and sleeping in the spare bedroom, until the early morning light filtered through the curtains and I sleepily began to re-emerge into consciousness.

That dreamless sleep had slowly become a dream-filled one – and, once again, I found myself drifting out of a sexually-explicit dream which involved me getting a luxurious blowjob. This time, I think it was in the back of a taxi cab (something that had occurred to me for real the previous New Year’s Eve.)

But, just like earlier that night, the sensation of getting a blow job didn’t end when I woke up.

I lay there in bed, and felt something warm, and wet, and delicious sucking on my straining cock.

Groaning, I looked down and once again saw a lump under my blanket, bobbing up and down roughly where my lap was located. Once again, I felt a warm, wet mouth and swirling tongue urging me closer and closer to orgasm.

“Unnngh,” I groaned, arching my back. “N-no… What if Claire hears?” I swatted at the lump under the covers. “You’ve got to go back to bed, Mark…”

But a strong hand batted by hand away, and then pinned my wrist to the mattress.

The inexorable sucking and slurping between my legs intensified, and soon I lost all self-control.

“Oh, God,” I squirmed, as I felt my balls churning once again. “Oh, fuuuuck.” And then I came a second time that night; spurting into a warm, wet mouth and groaning as I felt the cocksucker greedily gulp down each salty mouthful of my cum.

Balls drained again, I flopped back onto the bed.

The figure under the covers started clambering up, to lie beside me.

“T-tom, “ I groaned, wrapping my arms around them. “You shouldn’t have done that. What if…”

Except then, the mysterious cock-sucker emerged from the covers, and I realized it wasn’t Mark at all. It was Claire!

Beautiful, sexy Claire – sluttily licking my cum from her lips, and giggling.

“Good morning, handsome,” she giggled, snuggling close to me in bed. I realized she was naked, just like I was.

“E-elaine!” My eyes widened. “What the fuck!”

“Oh, come on,” she winked. “You know how long I’ve been wanting to do that to you.” And then she snuggled closer to me. “And face it… When you’re underneath the covers, it doesn’t matter whether I’m a boy or a girl.”

She looked up at me mischievously.

“After all, you did cum, didn’t you?”

I was stunned. Absolutely floored. Part of me was furious with her, for violating me like that. But after the clandestine encounter with Mark, the previous night, I couldn’t feel too bad about it.”

“You’re awful,” I growled, but squeezed her into a hug anyway.

“I’d better get back to Mark,” she winked, clambering out of bed. “He’d kill me if he knew I’d snuck in here.”

I just snorted derisively. If Claire only knew the truth!

But, then again, Claire had always been attracted to ostensibly gay-seeming men. Perhaps if she knew the truth, she’d actually be into it. 

So as Claire clambered out of my bed, I threw back the covers and climbed out too.

Naked, I took her hand.

“Let’s go and join him… Together.”

“Together?” Claire sounded frightened. “Are you crazy?”

But for the first time in my life, I realized I probably wasn’t crazy at all – and the thought of snuggling in a big bed with my best friend and her sexy husband seemed like a wonderful way to start the day.

And who knew where that could lead?

The End

OEBPS/images/image_d5699618-ee5c-4142-85e8-d3699b45b93e728219158082685722.jpg
. L. LOWE EROTICA

HUSBAND ON THE

2 DOWN LOW





