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I Know You Want This

“Hey, Ethan, that your wife?”

Jerry, the new guy at the office, was pointing a stubby finger at a picture on my desk. It was from a party we had attended earlier that year. I looked very smart in my suit, and Courtney, my wife, looked stunning in a figure-hugging white dress that contrasted nicely against her dark skin and was short enough to show off her shapely legs.

“Yeah,” I replied, hoping this conversation wouldn’t linger. For one thing, I had work to do. For another what brief exposure I’d had with Jerry so far didn’t give me the impression that I wanted to spend a whole lot of time around him. The next words out of his mouth both confirmed my suspicions and shocked me.

“She’s definitely a looker,” he said. “I think I’m going to take her out on a date.”

I turned and looked incredulously at my co-worker. I knew I should say something, but my mind couldn’t seem to form the words. On the one hand I was angered and taken aback by what he had said. On the other the thought of Courtney and Jerry together was almost comical. He was older than us, middle aged with balding head and graying mustache. He was also short and sported a hefty beer gut. My wife wasn’t massively tall, but I knew she was taller than he was and certainly far more toned and athletic. She was miles out of his league, and he had to be delusional if he thought he could ask her out.

As my mind churned to formulate a retort out of my competing thoughts, Jerry filled the void by continuing to speak.

“You’d like that, me dating your wife,” he said, his lips twisting into a knowing smile.

“I — what?” I sputtered, entirely thrown off by the way this conversation had turned.

“Just think about it,” Jerry said, giving me another smug grin before walking away.

I sat in silence watching him depart, still trying to wrap my head around what just happened. And then a thought leaped unbidden into my mind. I pictured my wife dressed to the nines walking down the street hand in hand with Jerry. They were smiling, and then she laughed at something he said. Then I pictured them outside our home, him pulling her close, and her bending down to press her lips to his.

I shook my head to clear the thought from my mind. Clearly the weirdness of the exchange with Jerry had gotten to me. But as I shifted in my seat to get back to work, I realized I was rock hard.

X-X-X

The rest of my workday was woefully unproductive. My mind was continually overrun with different scenarios and images of Courtney and Jerry together. It was like her conversation had engendered some sick fascination in me.

And once I was home things only got worse.

In the presence of my lovely wife, the thoughts came even more readily. Just looking at her would prompt an image of Jerry standing by her side, his hand resting on the curve of her ass or in some similarly intimate possessive way. The barrage of mental images kept my cock constantly rigid and made it hard for me to focus as we went through our after work routines and settled in to eating dinner.

“Are you okay?” my wife asked me at one point, perhaps after realizing that she was the one carrying on all of the conversation.

“Yeah,” I replied, trying to push the latest thought of her being on a date with Jerry out of my head. “It’s just been a long day.”

“Tough day at work?” she asked.

“Just a weird one,” I answered. Then before I could think through it more, I found myself speaking to the heart of the issue. “One of my co-workers, Jerry, the new guy, is just…he saw my picture of us on my desk, and he said he was going to take you on a date.”

“Bold,” Courtney said, laughing. Then with a twinkle in her eye she asked, “Is he good looking?”

“No, not at all,” I said. The both of us laughed at her teasing and at the ridiculousness of the situation.

“Maybe he’s just socially awkward or something,” Courtney said.

“Or just an ass,” I said.

“Yeah, well, either way you don’t need to worry about me going on dates with anyone else,” she said, reaching out and taking my hand.

“I know,” I replied, forcing myself to smile. The truth was I was starting to worry that somehow maybe I wanted her to.

Even after my admission, thoughts of Jerry with my wife continued to spring into my mind and continued to make me aroused. I followed her to the kitchen when we were finished eating and she was clearing her plate. I brought her into an embrace after she had deposited her dish and began to kiss her. She kissed me back, our tongues entwining, her arms draping around my neck. But even in our embrace my mind could only conjure up image of what she would look like making out with Jerry. These thoughts only drove me to need release more.

My hands began to work inelegantly at getting her clothes off, first pulling her top over her head, then unhooking her bra and allowing her shapely breasts to spring into view. I caressed them with my hands and wondered if Jerry would do the same. I thought about how his skin, even paler than mine, would look in contrast to Courtney’s brown body. I leaned in and took one of her dark nipples into my mouth, trying to banish thoughts of Jerry from my mind. But even as I listened to my wife moan at my touch, I couldn’t help but picture Jerry pressing his face to her bosom and eliciting similar sounds.

I got her out of her jeans and her panties. My fingers found her already wet. I kissed her, and she moaned into my mouth as my thumb played over her clit, and my middle finger dove inside her. Soon I felt her hands begin working at removing my pants. I moments they were around my ankles. I kicked them to the side and propped her up on the kitchen counter. She took hold of my rigid manhood and guided me between her open legs, gasping loudly when I connected and began to push inside. I groaned as I felt her warmth envelope me.

But even at our most intimately connected, all I could picture was Jerry in my place.

As I thrust into my wife, I wondered at whether he was bigger than I was. As my hands moved over her body, I wondered about how he would take her or what positions he would want her in. As I heard her soft purrs of pleasure, I wondered if he would make her moan louder.

These thoughts that should have disgusted me only made me more excited, and all too soon I felt the pleasure of release building within me.

“Gonna cum soon,” I grunted into my wife’s ear.

“Yes, take me,” she gasped.

And with that I let go, my hips bucking wildly as I began to pulse inside her. I stayed inside her when I was finished, and we held each other, breathing heavily from out exertions. I nuzzled her neck and kissed her.

“Mmm…someone was excited,” she purred, running her hands through my hair.

“Sorry,” I said, apologizing for not doing more to get her off but also partly for the thoughts she didn’t know about that had made me so excited.

“It was fun,” she replied, kissing me.

I will say that the only benefit to my strange obsessive thoughts of Jerry and Courtney together was that it didn’t take all too long for me to get hard again, and so later that night I was able to bring my wife to a full release. It was nice to be able to please her, even if it was to thoughts of another man taking her.

X-X-X

The following day wasn’t any better. Despite bedding my wife twice in one night, which I hadn’t done in some time, and sleeping on it, I still found my mind constantly drifting to thoughts of her and Jerry together. And my cock still hardened over them.

But as I approached the office a sense of dread washed over me, somewhat dampening my arousal. I knew I was likely to see Jerry, and I had no idea how that interaction would go. What do you say to the person you’ve been fantasizing about fucking your wife? How do you push that out of your head and have a normal interaction? Or at least normal by Jerry standards. It was his words that seemed to have triggered this flood of thoughts in me. But maybe he had forgotten about it or would find the decency to not bring it up, and eventually my mind would move on to something else.

When I saw him approach my desk with that smug look on his face, I knew I would have no such luck.

“You’ve been thinking about it, haven’t you?” he said, more of a statement than a question. “Me dating your wife.”

“I…uh,” I stuttered, once again taken aback by his brusqueness. My eyes darted around the office to see if anyone else was hearing this, but there didn’t seem to be anyone else within earshot.

“It’s okay, you can admit it,” he said, smiling at me. “You’ll feel better if you do.”

“Yes, I’ve been thinking about it constantly,” I said, and he was right. Saying it out loud felt like a weight had been lifted from my chest. “Even when we were being intimate, I couldn’t stop.”

“Well that’s because it’s what you want,” Jerry said, like he was explaining something to a child. “You want me to date your wife. Just admit it. It will feel good to admit it.”

“I want you to date my wife,” I said. And again he was right. It did feel good, freeing really, to say it out loud. But something was tickling the back of my mind, something about what he was saying and how I was responding.

“You’re doing this,” I murmured, as the realization struck. “You’re putting these thoughts in my head somehow.”

“That doesn’t matter,” he replied quickly, his smile dropping into a frown. “You don’t mind that I put ideas in your head. In fact, you like it. You enjoy all the ideas that I put in your head, and so you know it’s not worth thinking or worrying about that.”

And just like that the anxiety and panic bubbling up in me disappeared. I felt a sense of calm wash over me, and I simply nodded along with Jerry’s words. They made sense, and he had been right about everything so far.

“Now let’s get back on track,” Jerry said, the smile returning to his face. “You want me to date your wife.”

“Yes,” I replied, even more sure this time than I had been before.

“Well then, let’s go to your place after work and you can introduce me to her,” he said. “Then you can explain to her how you want her to go out with me. But don’t tell her beforehand. We’ll do it as a surprise.”

“Okay,” I said, nodding along in agreement. “I don’t know if I can convince her to go out with you though.”

“Don’t worry. I’m sure we’ll be able to persuade her,” he replied. “Anyway, now that you know your fantasy is going to be fulfilled, you can focus on your work.”

He turned to leave and it was like some kind of spell was broken. My mind was clear, no longer overrun with thoughts of him and Courtney together. Not that the idea was unpleasant. In fact, it was quite exciting, and I found myself looking forward to introducing my wife to Jerry. But I had a job to do, and that was what I was going to focus on. There would be time for fun later.

X-X-X

I drove Jerry to my home after work. As soon as I finished for the day. I could feel excitement and arousal building in me over what was about to happen: my co-worker and my wife going on a date together. I still had no idea how Courtney was going to take this, but Jerry seemed confident she would go along with it. And despite my concerns about how she might react, I knew at this point that I needed to push on with it. The need for this fantasy to be fulfilled was almost overwhelming, and it wouldn’t happen at all if I didn’t take the leap.

Courtney was home already when we arrived. She gave me a quizzical look when I ushered Jerry into our house, clearly unprepared for company. But she rose from the couch and came to the door to greet him.

“I didn’t realize we were going to have company,” she said, as she shook Jerry’s hand. “I would have prepared something.”

“Apologies, it was my idea that this should be a surprise,” he said. “Ethan, why don’t you tell the little lady why I’m actually here.”

“I, um…this is Jerry,” I stuttered, gesturing to my co-worker. “I told you about him last night. He told me he wanted to go out with you, and I brought him here so he could take you on a date.”

The last set of words came out in a rush. Courtney just looked at me like I was insane.

“Is this some kind of joke?” she asked, her incredulous eyes darting between me and Jerry.

“No, not at all,” Jerry said. He smiled at my wife appearing totally unfazed by how upset she was. “Say it again, Ethan. Tell her what you want.”

“I want you to go out with Jerry,” I said, earnestly, hoping she would take me seriously enough to at least consider the idea, hoping I might get to see this fantasy fulfilled.

“Ethan, what — ”

“He likes the idea of you and I going out together,” Jerry said, cutting her off. “I think you like that idea too. You find me intriguing. You think it would be fun to go out with me.”

“I…” Courtney said, her voice wavering as she took in Jerry’s words. She was looking at him now, her eyes uncertain.

“It’s okay,” Jerry said. “Your husband is okay with it. He wants it to happen, for us to be together. I know you find me attractive and that you want to go out with me. You can admit it.”

“I would, I would like that,” Courtney said, her nervous features blossoming into a smile. “I do want to go on a date with you.”

“So we’re all agreed,” Jerry said, looking between the two of us. “Courtney and I will go out together. It’s what we all want.”

My wife and I looked sheepishly at each other and nodded. It was certainly what I wanted, and thankfully Courtney was willing to go along with it as well. Another thing Jerry had been right about.

“Why don’t you go upstairs and change into something nice,” Jerry said to my wife. “I know how you like to look sexy for me.”

“I always like to look good for my dates,” Courtney replied, flashing him a smile.

“Why don’t you get me a beer,” Jerry said to me, as my wife retreated up the stairs of our home to get herself ready for a date with another man.

I led my co-worker into our kitchen and grabbed him a beer from the fridge. He sat down at our dining room table and looked at me smugly, sipping at the drink.

“Where are you going to go, on the date I mean?” I asked, both awkwardly trying to make conversation and genuinely curious.

“I’m gonna take your wife out to a nice dinner,” Jerry said. Then his gaze darkened a moment, his brow furrowing with anger. “Somewhere we can be seen so that people will know I’m good enough to be able to date a hot piece of ass like your wife. I know people like to look down on me, but now that I’ve finally mastered these abilities, I can show them. They’ll all finally see.”

He ended the rant by taking a long drink of the beer. I sat stunned, uncertain of where this anger had come from or how to respond. After a moment Jerry put the beer down. He took a deep breath and then gave me that smug smile of his again.

“But none of that’s important,” he said, his voice calm once more. “What we need to be clear on is what happens once we finish our date. Because we both know how every good date ends. Your wife and I are going to fuck, and you’re not going to do anything to interfere. In fact you’re excited to see me take her. You want her to experience a real man’s cock.”

“Yes, I want that for her,” I said, my mind already forming images of how he would take her, and more than that how appreciative she would be.

“That’s something you can fantasize about while we’re out on our date,” he said. His eyes moved towards the stairs, and his smile widened even more. “And here she is, all prettied up for me.”

Courtney was wearing her little black dress, a strapless, form-fitting number that elegantly highlighted her cleavage and only came down to about mid-thigh on her well-toned legs. The open-toed heels she was wearing made those legs even more shapely. And on top of the outfit her already gorgeous was made more alluring with smoky eyeshadow and bright red lipstick that emphasized her full lips.

“Damn you are hot,” Jerry said, walking over to her. Courtney smiled at him and posed with a hand on her hip, as his eyes drank her in greedily. They were definitely a mis-matched couple: my wife dressed to the nines and radiating sensuality next to my co-worker in his frumpy work clothes.

“I’m glad you like it,” Courtney said.

“You’re damn right I do,” Jerry said. Then he turned to me as if remembering something. “Gimme your car keys.”

I took them from my pocket and tossed them to him. He snatched them out of the air and then held out his hand to my wife who took it and followed as he guided her towards the door.

“We’ll be back later,” he said, looking at me. “And I know you’ll be fantasizing about what will happen then.”

With that he turned and led my wife out the door.

I heard the car start, saw the headlights come on in the driveway, and then they were off. I wondered if any of the neighbors saw my wife get into the car with Jerry looking like she did. I wondered too if they might run into anyone we knew while they were out. What would these people think? Would they be able to understand that this was something I needed to happen, that the idea of my wife with my co-worker was so arousing that I had to let him take her?

From there my mind began to formulate all the different ways he might take her once they got back, and any concerns I had about other people’s thoughts began to melt away. In fact in some of the fantasies he took Courtney right by the open windows of our bedroom in view for all to see. Part of me found that thought wildly taboo while another thought it might be freeing for the whole world to share in my fantasy and know that I wanted my wife to be taken in such a way.

Time ticked by slowly as I waited for the couple to return. I had no idea how long they would be, and I didn’t know what to do with myself. I sat on the couch, my cock hard as I thought about what would happen when they returned home. I was impatient for it, to see Jerry take my wife, to see all of fantasies finally brought to life. But I knew for the moment there was nothing I could do but wait.

The sound of a text message on my phone disturbed my reverie. I saw that it was from Jerry and quickly opened it to read the full thing.

Decided to give wifey a little appetizer before dinner. Here’s a taste of what you can expect later.

Below was a video.

I pressed play.

My phone screen jumped to life with the shaky image of the camera being panned around the interior of a parking garage.

“I don’t think anyone’s coming,” I heard Jerry say. Then the camera panned down and focused on Courtney who was crouched behind a car.

“Alright, I think it’s time for you to show me what you can do with that mouth of yours,” Jerry said. “I know that you love sucking cock.”

Courtney had never been eager about giving me head, but her hands moved to Jerry’s pants, and she worked quickly to fish out his already hardening cock. She smiled at it lovingly once she had gotten it out, stroking it delicately with her hands before taking it between her lips. She let out a small moan, then began to bob her head along its length, easing more of his cock into her mouth.

“Oh yes, that’s it,” Jerry whispered. “You love the taste of my cock.”

“Mmhmm,” Courtney said, moaning around his cock. She turned her gaze up to the camera, and I watched as she moved all of the way down his length, holding his entirety in her throat before pulling back to take a gasp of air. Jerry’s long white cock stood rigid next to her face glistening with the saliva she’d coated it with. She pressed her lips to it, looking into the camera the whole time as she kissed down its length.

“That’s right,” Jerry said, urging her on. “You like this cock so much better than your husband’s, don’t you?”

“Yes,” my wife said, looking into the camera before taking the head of Jerry’s cock back between her luscious lips.

“You love sucking my cock,” he continued. “You don’t want to suck his anymore.”

“No, just this cock,” Courtney said.

“Okay, baby, why don’t you finish me off.”

With a little giggle Courtney went back to working Jerry’s cock with renewed vigor. I could hear the slurping sounds as she bobbed her head up and down his length, her hands working his shaft all the while.

“Oh, I’m close,” Jerry gasped after not too long. “You’re gonna swallow my cum, baby. You love swallowing my cum.”

Courtney moaned around his member and began working him even faster. Moments later Jerry grunted and announced that he was cumming. Then I heard the sounds of his moans and gasps as he released. My wife held his cock between her lips, bobbing her head slowly as she milked him. After a moment she pulled back slowly and let his softening cock slip from her lips. She looked at the camera and opened her mouth to show his gooey white load sitting on her tongue. Then she did something she had never done for me and closed her mouth to let it slide down her throat.

“All gone,” she said with a laugh, opening her mouth to show it was empty.

“That was amazing,” I heard Jerry say before the video ended.

I had to agree with him on that.

In moments I was lying in bed watching the video again, this time with my cock in my hands. I shot my load alone in my martial bed to the image of my wife’s mouth around someone else’s cock. I cleaned up with tissues what she had let another man deposit in her mouth. And I found the whole thing so wonderfully erotic.

I had gone through several tissues and several replays of the video by the time I heard my wife and her new lover return from their date. I pulled my pants on and went downstairs, unsure of what I would find or how awkward things might be. But I knew Jerry had told me he was going to fuck my wife at the end of their date, and I knew that I absolutely had to see that happen.

I found the two of them sitting on the couch, as I walked downstairs to the living room. Jerry had his hand resting on Courtney’s bare thigh, and she was laughing at something he had said. I hesitated at the base of the stairs, uncertain of how to proceed.

“Ah, there you are,” Jerry said, his eyes turning towards me. He waved me over. “Come. Join us.”

“How was the date?” I asked sheepishly, as I sat down in one of the armchairs near the couch. Somehow it seemed wrong to sit down right beside them.

“We had a wonderful time, didn’t we?” Jerry said, looking to Courtney and squeezing her thigh as he spoke.

“Amazing,” she said, leaning in to kiss him.

I watched as they made out with each other, kissing passionately like I wasn’t even there, my wife’s hands on my co-worker’s face, his hand kneading her thigh. I felt my cock hardening yet again, despite having cum several times already that night. As exciting as the video of my wife’s public blow job had been, we were finally moving toward the main event, and the whole of my body was humming with excitement.

But Jerry didn’t seem to want to rush. He pulled away from the kiss after a few moments. My wife looked at him questioningly. He smiled at her and said simply, “It’s time for you to strip for me.”

Courtney gave him another kiss, then stood and walked to the entertainment center. She turned on the sound system and put on some sultry mood music. Then she walked to the center of the living room and gave Jerry a big smile before she began to sway her hips sensually in time to the music.

“Very nice,” he said, as he watched her. He patted the space on the couch next to him on his right side. “Come here, Ethan. Get a better view.”

I did as he asked, sinking into the couch by his side. Both of us then turned our full attention to the sensual charms of my wife as she continued to sway to the music, her hands running over her sides.

“I take it you enjoyed the little video I sent you,” Jerry said to me without taking his eyes off of Courtney.

“It was amazing,” I replied. “I’ve never seen her do anything so hot.”

“Don’t worry,” he said. “There’s more where that came from.”

We settled into silence as Courtney turned and began to unzip the back of her dress. Then she turned back to face us as she continued to dance, her hands cupped over her dress to hold it in place as she shimmied her hips. Her hands began to move downwards, peeling away the top of her dress and exposing her breasts for both of us to see.

Her eyes focused directly on Jerry, and even though she was displaying herself to both of us, I could tell that all of this was for his benefit. I shifted to fix the growing tightness in my pants. While not exactly a prude, I had never seen Courtney be so overtly sexual, and all of it was being done for the benefit of another man. Somehow that made it even hotter.

The dress bunched around her waist, and she began to run her hands over her breasts, playing with them and pushing them forward to display them, as she continued to sway. Jerry and I both feasted on her with our eyes.

“That’s right, babe,” Jerry cheered her on. “You’re so damn sexy!”

“Ready to see it all?” Courtney asked in a husky voice.

“Hell yeah, let’s see it!” Jerry yelled, slapping me on the leg in a strange show of camaraderie.

My wife winked at him and then moved her hands down the dress clumped at her waist and pushed as she shimmied until it ran down her long, dark legs and pooled around her high-heeled shoes. Outside of the heels she was now clothed in only a black thong. She hooked her fingers into the sides of it, again toying with us by moving the sides of the thong up and down. Then she turned away from us and bent over. I watched with rapt attention as she brought the thong down along her legs and then stepped out of it. My wife stayed bent over that way for a moment, showing off her shapely ass and the glistening gash between her legs. Then she stood and turned so we could see her neatly trimmed bush and all her naked glory.

“Oh, very nice,” Jerry said, drinking in her figure. It struck me that although Courtney had given him head, this was probably the first time he had seen her fully naked body. It was also the first time since we began dating that another man had enjoyed my wife’s nude body, but now she was proudly displaying it from someone else, and I was watching her do so both eager and aroused.

Jerry stood from the couch, his eyes still glued to Courtney. Slowly his hands moved to his own pants and began to work on his belt.

“I think it’s time for the main event,” he said. “Crawl to me.”

My wife got down on her knees and crawled towards Jerry. When she was at his feet she knelt in front of him, looking up at him adoringly and waiting for him to tell her what to do next. I’d never known Courtney to be submissive, but here she was, naked and kneeling before another man, waiting to do whatever he told her.

“Take it out,” Jerry said, smiling down at her. “Show your husband how much you love sucking on my cock.”

Courtney’s hands moved to Jerry’s fly. She unzipped it deftly and pulled his pants and boxers down far enough for his manhood to spring free. I watched as she gazed at it lovingly before pressing her lips to it, kissing along its length before swirling her tongue around the head.

“Oh that’s good,” Jerry sighed, as my wife began to bob her head along the length of his cock for the second time that very evening. The room filled with the sounds of her slurping and gagging around his member. Meanwhile my own cock strained against the confines of my pants, eager for its own release.

Jerry unbuttoned his shirt as Courtney continued to fellate him. He tossed it to the side near my wife’s discarded dress. Then he brought his hand to her hair. He gripped her by it and slowly guided her enthusiastic mouth off of his member.

“That’s enough,” he said. “I need to get inside that pussy.”

He backed away from her, kicking off his pants and boxers, and then sat down on the couch. His cock, wet with Courtney’s saliva, stood straight and glistening.

“You’ve wanted to have this in you all night, haven’t you?” Jerry asked my wife, who was still kneeling on the living room floor before him.

“Yes,” she responded breathlessly, her face flush with lust.

“The thought of it makes you wet, doesn’t it?”

This time Courtney only let out a moan in response. Her hand moved between her legs, and we watched as she dipped her index finger into her snatch.

“You’re more excited by my cock than your husband’s cock, aren’t you?”

“Yes,” my wife said, squirming as she continued to play with herself. Somehow her words simultaneously hurt and aroused me.

“Then why don’t you get over here and enjoy it,” Jerry said, his voice a lusty growl.

Courtney rose from the floor and moved to the couch. Her bare leg came close to mine as she straddled Jerry, positioning herself above his rigid manhood. She lowered herself, and I watched as his cock head met her pussy lips. And then he was in her, the head disappearing into her folds. My wife continued to slide slowly down my co-worker’s cock until he was about half inside, then she brought her hips up and began undulating on him as she worked to get more of his thickness inside.

“Oh, yes,” Jerry hissed, as he felt my wife’s most intimate space enveloping his manhood. He leaned forward, his lips encircling her left nipple. Courtney moaned at his minstrations, her head falling back, her eyes closed as her hips continued to rock. She brought her hands up to tenderly stroke the back of his head as his mouth moved to explore her other breast. Eventually Jerry raised his head and planted kisses on her neck. My wife leaned forward, bringing her lips to his. I watched as they kissed passionately.

They seemed so lost in the moment that I was surprised when Jerry broke the kiss and leaned back. Courtney continued to ride him, little gasps of pleasure escaping her lips. I could see now that Jerry was fully embedded in her. But he still brought his attention to bear on me.

“This is what you’ve been fantasizing about, isn’t it?” he said, looking directly at me. His voice was strained from the pleasure my wife was providing him, but the words were still clear. “This is what you’ve been wanting to see.”

“Yes,” I replied. There was no denying it.

“It’s the hottest thing you’ve ever seen in your life, the biggest possible turn-on, isn’t it?”

“Oh God, yes,” I said, my own voice now strained with excitement.

“Then why don’t you enjoy yourself?” he instructed, nodding at the bulge in my pants and the sticky, wet pre-cum stain that had formed at the tip.

I nodded, head bowed sheepishly, but quickly unzipped my pants and pulled them and my boxers down just far enough to finally set my member free. Despite having cum several times watching Courtney’s blowjob video, I felt as aroused as ever. I let out a groan as I began to stroke myself to the view of my wife riding my co-worker’s cock.

“Look at him play with himself,” Jerry said, speaking to Courtney again. “That sad little dick doesn’t give you pleasure anymore, does it?”

“No,” my wife said, looking at me while she continued to ride Jerry.

“You don’t even want that cock inside you anymore, do you?” he pressed on.

“No,” my wife said again, and even though the words hurt to hear, I couldn’t stop stroking myself. Watching her with this other man was just too erotic.

“That’s right, you only love my cock now,” Jerry said, taking her by the hips and beginning to thrust upwards. “Say it!”

“I love your cock! Only your cock!” Courtney gasped as her lover increased the temp and power of his thrusts.

“No one else has made you feel this good, have they?” Jerry asked.

“No! God no! Oh fuck!”

“You love the way this dick feels inside you! You want it all the time!”

“Yes! Yes! Yes! I need it! Oh!”

The sound of the couple’s bodies slapping together filled the room, as Jerry thrust upward and pulled Courtney down at a faster clip. He began to grunt with exertion, and she began to moan wildly. Both of their bodies were becoming more slick with sweat.

“When I cum inside you, you’ll have the best orgasm of your life!” Jerry grunted.

“Uh! Huh!” Courtney moaned, too lost for words.

Moments later Jerry let out a loud yell, signaling his climax and right on cue my wife responded with her own. Her head rolled back, her body shook, and she let out a loud moan of pleasure. I had never seen her cum that way in all of our time together, and the sight of her immense pleasure sent me over the edge.

I gasped as I felt the pop of sperm firing from my cock and the pleasure of release. My manhood pulsed in my hand, my seed spilling uselessly onto my stomach as my co-worker’s seed filled my wife. I sagged back into the couch and watched as Courtney collapsed forward onto Jerry’s flabby stomach and chest. He wrapped his arms around her and held her gently, while I sat next to them alone.

I’m not sure how long we lay there, all three of us spent and breathing raggedly, but eventually Jerry stirred.

“I think it’s time for Courtney and I to head up to the bedroom,” he said. “You don’t mind sleeping on the couch, do you?”

“No,” I replied.

“That’s right, because you like the idea of your wife and I spending as much time together as possible, even if you’re not there, don’t you?”

“Yes,” I said, my head filling with more images of Courtney and Jerry on dates together, hanging out together, and of course having sex. Yet again I felt the faint stirrings of arousal in my just spent cock.

“Good, I think you’ll get your wish,” Jerry said, smirking at me.

He and Courtney left shortly after, heading up the stairs of our home to the bedroom that only she and I had shared up until then. My wife didn’t even give me a backwards glance, apparently all too happy to take her new lover to bed. But as Jerry had pointed out, it made me happy too.

I stripped out of my clothes and then went to the kitchen to get some paper towels to clean my spunk off of me before trying to sleep. By the time I got back to the couch, I could hear my wife’s moans coming from upstairs.

“Oh! Yes! Oh it’s so good! I’ve never had it so good!”

I felt my dick rise to attention once again as I listened. It occurred to me that I hadn’t been horny like this since I was a teenager. But somehow Jerry had unlocked this kink that brought me newfound excitement and energy.

I saw that both Jerry and Courtney’s clothes were still strewn about the living room from their previous coupling. I found Courtney’s thong and picked it up, giving it a sniff and inhaling the scent of her arousal as I listened to the sounds of her pleasure emanating from our bedroom.

“Oh! Jerry! Yes! I’m yours, baby! Fuck me, Jerry! Take this pussy! Oh!”

I lay down on the couch and wrapped the tiny piece of fabric around my cock and began to stroke. I couldn’t help but feel that this date night had turned out wonderfully.
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