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FOR ME


Farah’s kiss has a wildness to it, like we are back in our dating days over 20 years ago. She gropes for my cock beneath the sheets and wraps her hand around it. “You’re so hard,” she whispers, breaking the kiss. “That the…?”

Viagra is the word she’s looking for. It’s funny, considering what we are about to do, that both of us are too embarrassed to admit to using the erectile dysfunction drug.

“No, I don’t think so.” I bury my shame and force myself to look into her eyes. She has on a little makeup, mascara in her lashes and sparkling shadow that sets off her rich, brown irises. “That’s all you.”

“Not just me.” There’s doubt in her face—doubt and nerves that I feel just as strongly.

I brush her dark bangs over her cheek with my thumb, reveling in how soft her skin is. “We don’t have to do this.”

She holds my gaze, studying me, sussing out how genuine that statement really is, and comes to her own conclusion with a short nod. “But we’re going to,” she says. “It’s just sex, right?”

“Oh, let’s not downplay the sex too much, honey.” It’s Taylor in the doorframe. “That’s the fun part.”

I barely hear Taylor. She’s distracting that way. The blonde is such a contrast to Farah’s Persian-American heritage. Taylor is hot in that cornfed, All-American pinup way. She has wavy, platinum blond hair that falls around her cherubic face, dimples when she smiles, and saucy, blue eyes beneath dark and arched brows.

Frankly, she’s intimidating, and I feel guilty as I openly check her out, despite what is about to happen. So I look at Farah again, who seems just as spellbound by our neighbor. Farah’s reluctance to take her eyes off of Taylor is less about attraction, though, and more like how you wouldn’t want to look away from a stalking lion.

I love this woman. I feel it like a throb, like the swell of violins, and can’t help but smile. Farah turns to me, high cheekbones forming that familiar smile in return. She’s doing this for me…

Back to Taylor, who stands at the end of the bed wearing a short, black robe. “We good?” she asks.

“We’re good,” Farah answers for me. She dips beneath the sheets before I can agree. A moment later, I feel her mouth on my cock. I groan.

“Okay then,” Taylor says, drawing my attention back to her. She opens the robe and lets it pool at her ankles.

Beneath, she’s naked, and her sculpted body lives up to all of my fantasies—of which there are many. Taylor is younger than us, with small yet perfectly round breasts and a flat stomach adorned with a sparkly belly piercing. Her pussy is completely bare, sitting tantalizingly above her thigh gap.

“This is going to be so fun,” she beams, crawling onto the bed opposite Farah. “I’ve wanted to fuck you ever since you moved in.”

“Really—?”

She cuts my incredulity off with a kiss, wet and demanding and exactly how I imagined kissing Taylor. It is my first kiss with another woman in years, I realize in some distant part of my mind. Mostly, I’m just overwhelmed by the feeling of her lips on my mouth and Farah’s tongue lapping along my glans.

This is happening. This isn’t a dream. This is really fucking happening?!

Taylor breaks the kiss and takes my hand, guiding it down between her legs. “Feel how wet I am.”

Kissing another woman is one thing. Touching her most intimate spot is totally off the charts. Her skin is so soft, so smooth as I glide my fingertips over her mound and press them between her pussy lips.

“You have a nice touch,” she sighs. “I knew that you would.”

It’s all just too much—the blow job, the blonde riding my hand, her husky voice confessing how she’s fantasized about me. I can’t last. I don’t last. Taylor is kissing me when I come, and Farah swallows my entire load.

“Good, we got that first one out of the way,” Taylor says. Farah reemerges from beneath the sheets on the opposite side of the blonde. “Now we can really have some fun.”

Taylor palms my softening cock in her practiced hands, smearing my wife’s spit down along my balls. To Farah, she says, “I always knew he has a big one.”

“Have you been speculating about my husband’s penis?”

“Oh please, girl, not like you’re not thinking of Jordan’s.”

“I plead the Fifth,” Farah says.

The confession is such a throw away thing, but it still hits me right between the eyes. As much as I’ve been fantasizing about Taylor, my wife’s been doing the same thing with Taylor’s hunk of a husband. It shouldn’t be a surprise at all, especially considering The Arrangement, as we’d come to think of it, but still… emotions are not always rational.

“Mind if I suck his cock?” Taylor asks.

“Please do.” Farah answers Taylor, but she’s looking at me as she does. Her trepidation has fallen away, and with hers, mine does, too.

The women exchange positions, Taylor going down beneath the sheets and Farah kissing me at my side. The Viagra helps revive me. So does my beautiful bride.

Unlike Taylor, she’s not naked. She wears a gossamer white babydoll that I’ve never seen and a matching white thong. I palm her ass, exposed to me, squeezing it, drawing her closer to me.

Taylor pushes the sheets away. Sweat beads on her forehead. Her platinum curls are damp with it. “Fucking hot under there,” she says. My dick is already nearly full again. “Farah, join me?”

My wife looks at me. The uncertainty is back, but only just. She’s caught up in the momentum of the moment. We all are. I’ve seen this look before—in Vegas at a craps table ten years prior; that time we bought a Peloton machine; her long stint on the PTA, which ended in her being the president for a year. When she puts her mind to something, she flies.

Farah moves down between my legs, beside Taylor. The lioness is back, and she looks hungry. She points my dick at Farah, who looks one last time up at me before wrapping her lips around it. Taylor dips lower, sucking on my balls. It’s wet and soft and so amazingly intense. I’d pop again if I hadn’t just. Even then, it’s like flying down a rollercoaster with no end in sight.

As good as it feels, it’s even hotter to watch. I look down and watch two beautiful faces work me, two sets of eyes looking up at me, one dark, one light, both watching for my rapture.

“Switch?” Taylor asks.

Farah has never licked my balls. She does now, though, but not before watching the blonde consume my dick and bob away. I wonder if she feels jealousy, but she doesn’t show it. She doesn’t show hesitation, either, as she sucks my balls into her mouth.

“Uh, God!” I groan. “It’s too much.”

Farah giggles, pulling off. Taylor doesn’t stop, however, taking my entire dick into her mouth and down her throat before slurping back off and doing it all over again. She’s good. Like really good. And so different from Farah, who’s softer, more sensual, more intimate.

Farah. I look, and she’s there, at my side, looking impressed. I want to include her, so I kiss her, drawing her close to me. We pull the babydoll off together so I can feast on her breasts. Her small nipples are so hard, dark pebbles sitting high on her perky orbs. I tease them, nearly biting down on them in my hunger.

“Let me show you how grateful I am,” I whisper, looking up at her. She sweeps her dark hair from her face and smiles. She knows what to do. “It’s been a long time since you’ve sat on my face.”

Farah giggles. Taylor pulls off my dick and looks up at us. “I want to see that!”

I’m already tugging at my wife’s thong, eager to include her in this threesome once again. She looks at Taylor one last time, hesitating to shed this last scrap of modesty. It’s absurd and I love it.

“Cute landing strip,” Taylor says as Farah shimmies out of her panties.

“Thanks.” She touched it up just before Taylor came over. I know because when she climbs up on me, facing away from Taylor, and lowers her pussy to my mouth, all the skin beneath that strip is impeccably smooth.

I go to work on her, and Taylor goes back to working me, and like that, we’re filling the bedroom with our groans and moans. I squeeze Farah’s ass, feeling her muscles flex and relax as she grinds into my face. I can see her soar above me, eyes closed, hands in her hair.

“Fuck, that’s hot,” Taylor says. “I need to fuck. Can I fuck him?”

“Uh, yes!” Farah moans. I’m not certain she’s answering the question, or crying out in pleasure. Taylor takes it as permission, though. I feel her mouth leave me. I feel her soft skin slide up my thighs. A moment later, I feel a very slippery pussy envelop my dick.

“Oh, fuck yeah,” she moans. “New dick is the best fucking dick.”

Farah’s orgasm wells up through her. She hunches over me as she comes, smothering me in her pussy, her body shuddering. She rolls off of me, flopping down at my side, and pushes her hair out of her face.

I tense, waiting for the dream to shatter when she sees me fucking another woman. She doesn’t. Instead, she just snuggles close and watches Taylor ride me. “That’s… surprisingly sexy.”

“Isn’t it fun to watch people fuck?” Taylor says with a smile. “I cannot wait to watch the two of you in action.”

But first, we watch Taylor in action. It’s amazing, and feels even better. She moves her hips with practice and confidence, making a show of it. She licks her fingers, getting them all wet, before reaching down and rubbing her clit. The whole time, she looks at me—at us.

I make sure to kiss Farah, to stroke her hair and hold her close as we break our vows and cross these lines. I’m happy she’s here. I can’t believe that she’s here. I can’t believe any of this is happening.

Taylor gets herself off on my dick, using me like a dildo more than a partner. I’m okay with that. She’s the kind of person I could watch masturbate all day long—I probably would have if I was younger and Pornhub existed back then.

“Mmm, that was good.” She leans down and kisses me, squeezing my still hard cock with her pussy. She flipped her curls out of her face and smiles at Farah. “Your turn.”

Before my wife can respond, Taylor tilts her head and kisses her. Not just a soft kiss on the lips, either. She threads her fingers through Farah’s hair, pulling her head close as she pushes her tongue into my wife’s mouth.

Farah pulls back, alarmed at the female intimacy. “I’m sorry, I’ve… never done that before.”

“Really? Oh, you should try it.” She carefully arranges some of Farah’s hair. “You never know what you like until you do, right?”

I must have throbbed inside of her, because Taylor giggles and looks at me. “Feels like hubby here definitely likes the idea.”

Farah looks at me, too. “Oh, I definitely know that he does.”

“But this isn’t just about him,” Taylor says. She groans as she slips off of me. “It’s about fun for all of us. It’s about fun for you, Farah.”

Farah nods.

“What’s your favorite sex position?”

“Cowgirl,” she says.

“My favorite, too.” Taylor pumps my dick. “Climb on up and take your ride, girl.”

Farah laughs. Taylor has this way about diffusing any situation. She’s like fun personified, in the most explicit of ways. This whole evening, this whole arrangement, was her idea, after all. Farah and I were just caught up in her wake.

Farah takes the position that Taylor had just occupied, knees on either side of me, my cock sliding into her very wet pussy. The blonde had been like a wet dream, but Farah was my real dream. I love everything about this woman, and can’t believe I’ve taken her for granted these last few years. I love her bronzed complexion. I love how her dark hair curls at the tips as they graze her perky tits. I love how her hips flare out from her narrow waist. Most of all, I love the way she looks at me as she feels my cock open her.

“I love that feeling,” Farah moans softly.

“I love watching it,” Taylor agrees. “Fuck, that’s sexy as fuck.”

Farah laughs at the other woman, despite the intimacy of the moment.

“I love your tits,” she says. She slides her hand up Farah’s body before she can help herself, filling her hand with my wife’s soft flesh. “Do you mind?”

Just watching the two women stare at one another is hot. When Farah glances down at me and sees the lust in my face, she shakes her head. “I don’t mind.”

Taylor doesn’t waste time. She has her mouth on Farah’s nipple and, a short moment later, her fingers tracing down Farah’s landing strip. The reaction is instantaneous. I grow an inch inside of Farah as Farah arches back, eyes fluttering shut, a moan tumbling from her throat.

I reach out, my hands seeking her hips, and begin to guide her up and down my dick. She crests, her body suspended between us, between our hands and fingers, between our touch, Taylor’s mouth.

“Oh yes!” Farah cries. “Oh, oh, ohhh!”

I don’t come, but I’m so close. I’m a breath away from it. When Taylor sits fully up on her knees, kissing Farah’s neck, I inch closer. When Farah opens her eyes and smiles at the other woman beside her, I pass the point of no return.

It’s Farah who tilts her head first. It’s Farah who leans forward to meet the other woman’s lips. This time, when they kiss, she doesn’t pull away. She’s not startled. This time, Farah welcomes Taylor’s tongue with her own, and loses herself in the French kiss.

I lose it, too, grunting as I watch the two women make out. It’s about as unreal as any of the evening. It’s everything I was hoping for. It’s more than that. And it’s far from over.

I watch in disbelief as Taylor helps Farah off of me, onto her back beside me. I watch them kiss more. I watch Taylor slowly make her way down my wife’s body, down between her legs, until her blond hair brushes Farah’s thighs. My wife takes my hand as she feels another woman run her tongue along her pussy for the first time in her life.

Her whole body rolls, bucking at the new sensation. I look down, watching Taylor and her blue eyes stare up at me with delight. She enjoys what she’s doing. She enjoys the taste of my wife.

“Oh, God!” Farah moans. I kiss her neck and caress her body as she writhes and gasps. I cup her wonderful breasts and tweak her nipples. I lose count of her orgasms, one washing into the next and the next.

“You know what’s an even better view?” Taylor asks. She wiggles her ass. I take the hint, moving into place behind her. I think nothing of it as I sink my dick into her and start doing her doggy style. This is how far we’ve come in such a short amount of time.

The view is truly glorious—Taylor and her blond hair between Farah’s tawny thighs, Farah’s breasts heaving, her fingers clenched in the blankets around her. She comes again, screaming this time. And this time, she begs off. “Too much. Too much!”

Taylor sits up, arching her back so she can keep me inside of her as she twists and kisses me. I taste my wife on her mouth. I grab her small tits from behind her and knead them as we make out.

Farah just watches from the bed, in a daze, smiling and looking drunk on all of her orgasms.

“Your wife is fucking hot,” Taylor says. “Jordan is going to have so much fun with her.”

And that, right there, is the other side of the coin, the other part of The Arrangement that I’ve been so diligently ignoring. I get to experience two women. Next week, Taylor’s husband, Jordan gets his turn, and Farah will fuck another man. The week after, in the grand finale, Farah will have both of us.

It makes me sick to my stomach every time I consider it. I get dizzy. I feel feverish. The deal is simple—she has a threesome with me and another woman, and then gets a threesome with me and another guy. At the time, it felt like a trade-off I could get behind. Now I’m less certain.

Only that’s not quite how my body responds. I don’t wilt. I don’t soften as I drive into Taylor. The temperature still spikes around me. I still swoon, woozy and mildly nauseous. I look down at Farah, who’s still lying there, legs spread, her pussy open to me—and soon would be open to another man.

“Uh, God,” I groan. I can’t stop myself, my climax coming on like an ambush. One moment, I want to tear my hair out. The next, I’m grunting and spasming as I unload into Taylor’s clenching pussy.

Even with the Viagra, I think that I’m done. I feel like a dishcloth at the end of a long evening—used up, wrung out, limp. Taylor isn’t, however.

She gets up, naked and completely at ease in her nudity. I flop down beside Farah, spooning her as I watch the blonde cross the room to her purse. I kiss my wife softly, who giggles as my lips tickle her sensitive skin.

Taylor retrieves a small vibrator from her bag, twists the base to fill the room with a pleasant humming, then turns it off. “Farah, want to help me out?”

“I’m not sure what to do,” she says.

“Do what’s natural.” Taylor rejoins us on the bed. “Do what you’d want to do to yourself.”

Taylor spreads out on her back, one knee propped up, her sex spread. I rub Farah’s shoulder encouragingly, kissing the back of her neck. I try my best to breathe. It’s not easy.

She takes the vibrator from Taylor. Her hands shake as she twists it on, and she nearly drops it when it starts to hum. She giggles.

Taylor takes her wrist and guides it down between her legs. Farah’s eyes are trained on what she’s about to do. Taylor, meanwhile, watches my wife’s face with open lust. None of this is a show for me—then again, I realize how egocentric that makes me sound.

“Fuck yeah,” Taylor groans as the vibrator passes along her shaved mound, hovering on her clit. She shudders. Farah doesn’t push the vibe in, though, but uses it to work Taylor into a lather.

I think Taylor is about as surprised as I am when Farah leans down and latches her lips to the other woman’s stiff nipple. Or how, after a moment of suckling, she moves up and kisses the other woman on the mouth.

Incredibly, I’m hard again, my dick swelling between Farah’s buttocks. It only encourages her to kiss Taylor more. She gets into it, their tongues dueling as Farah rubs the vibrator along Taylor’s clit.

I shift behind my wife, and she reads me perfectly. She lifts her thigh enough that I can slide into her from behind. She’s so wet. Shockingly wet. This isn’t a show for me. She’s into this other woman.

“Oh, fuck,” Taylor cries. She reaches down, grabs Farah’s wrist, and holds the vibrator against her clit as she shudders through her orgasm. She’s laughing when her cries finally pass, buoyed up by her climax. She opens her eyes and meets Farah’s. “Thank you,” she says. “You know your way around a vibe.” She kisses Farah’s neck. “So do I.”

With that, she shifts down the bed, kissing the sinuous topography of Farah’s curves, until she’s back between my wife’s legs. Only this time, I’m there, fucking her from behind, and Taylor has a vibrator.

“Uh!” Farah’s whole body jolts. I slide closer, hugging her, looking down her body where Taylor is rubbing her clit with the toy. The blonde lifts Farah’s leg, folding it upward and looking at me expectantly. I follow her direction, curling my arm into the crook of my wife’s knee to hold her legs open and exposed.

Taylor rewards me back, lapping at my balls and teasing my shaft as I fuck Farah. Mostly, though, she eats Farah out, driving her wild with lust. I can’t tell if she’s coming or just moaning and thrashing, but it goes on and on, a rolling orgasm.

“Fuck her harder,” Taylor demands. Like I’m not manning up to the job. She rubs my wife’s mound. “She wants to be fucked, man. Give it to her like you mean it and she’ll explode.” She brushes the vibrator over my balls. “Trust me.”

I don’t know much about Taylor, but I get the feeling that when it comes to sex, despite being at least ten years younger, she has a lot more experience. So with Farah basically folded and bound in my arms, I start to drive my hips against her ass as instructed.

“Yes,” Farah gasps, stilted, tight. “Yes, there. There!”

We don’t have hard, physical sex. It was never something that I thought Farah wanted. In fact, I’m pretty sure that at one point, when we were watching some porn together, she commented on how she didn’t think she could be taken like the pornstars were.

“Harder!” Taylor orders. She grinds the vibrator against Farah’s clit as I fuck harder. My hip whisks along the bed, building up heat in the friction until it feels like fire. My muscles hurt, too, hip flexors and abs getting worked in a way that they aren’t used to. My bicep screams from holding Farah open. But I don’t stop. I don’t dare to stop.

Farah rocks back into me, her head jarring against my chin as she screams. “Oh my—OH MY!” I drive hard. “OH MY GOD YES!”

I’m right there with her, orgasming for a third time, although my balls don’t have much left to give. When I slip out of my wife, Taylor cleans my dick off first, then goes down on Farah and her creampie.

Farah shivers, finally pushing the blonde away as she’s just too sensitive. I let go of her legs, folding it back onto her other, as she tries to catch her breath.

“And that,” Taylor announces, “is why you never write something off as ‘just sex.’” She kisses Farah first, and then me. We couldn’t do much more than just lay there in a tangle together as Taylor sits up. “You two are so cute. I’m so glad we did this.”

She slips off of the bed. “Now for my favorite part,” she adds, reaching for her robe.

“What’s that?” Farah asks.

“Going home and letting Jordan reclaim my pussy.” She winks. “See you around. And Farah, I’ll call you about next week.”

Next week. When my debt comes due and Farah fucks another man.
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FOR HIM


In the days following our threesome with Taylor, we have sex like we used to when we first got together, not like a couple in our mid-forties who’ve been together for more than half of our lives.

Since the pandemic, we both started working from home, and yet we’d never taken advantage of the long hours together to fuck in the middle of the day. Now it becomes part of the routine. Yet none of it feels like a routine.

We also talk to each other, discussing what we’ve already done and what’s going to happen. “Watching you and Taylor together was… I still can’t believe it,” I tell her after one of our many love-making sessions.

Farah chuckles, masking her discomfort. “Yeah, I can’t either. To be honest, I’m still working through it.”

“Do you regret it?”

“No.”

“Did you have fun doing it?”

Goosebumps form on her skin as I run my hand along her arm. “Yeah, it was fun,” she admits.

“Then there’s nothing more to work through. Take a page from Taylor’s book. You had a good time. Life doesn’t need to be any deeper than that, and you don’t have to attach a label to everything.”

Farah takes the advice to heart, nodding. I’m not sure she’s totally convinced, but it’s enough. “When we first decided to do this, I figured there’d be some… you know… contact. A double blowjob is every guy’s fantasy, and I wanted you to be at the center of attention. When she kissed me…” Color springs to her high cheeks. “It wasn’t what I was expecting. And when she went down on me…” More color, like a red rash climbing up her neck. “Honey, it was…”

“Different?” I help out.

“Amazing.” She bites her lip, embarrassed by the admission. “And then, when you two put me at the center…” She shivers at the memory.

“I loved watching that,” I tell her. I’m already hard again. “I loved how turned on you were.”

Farah takes a deep breath. “Are you going to be okay when it’s me between you and Jordan?”

That was the agreement. I got my threesome. Farah would get hers. It would be wrong for me to renege on it now, but looking at her, I know that I could. If I confessed at how uncomfortable the idea made me, she’d find some excuse to shut it down.

But that wouldn’t be fair, and I’m not going to do that to my wife. I can man up. If she could do what she did for me, I could do the same for her.

“I’ll be okay,” I say. “Just don’t expect any guy-on-guy action.”

Farah chuckles. “Don’t worry. Unlike you, I don’t secretly hope that my partner’s bisexual.” She blushes, realizing what she just implied. “Not that I’m bisexual.”

“No one’s labeling.”

“Come here and fuck me.”

[image: ]


“You’re sure you’re sure about this?” Farah asks. This will be the last time she asks. There’s no more time to back out.

“I’m sure.”

She’s just finished putting on her makeup in the bathroom and comes out, looking stunning. Her dark hair is loose, falling in lazy curls around her bare shoulders. She’s wearing the lingerie that we’d selected together. The white lace, like a new bride, looks good against her caramel creamy skin, a contrast that I remember from our own wedding night. The bra is complex, the lacy straps crossing over her chest and around her neck. The thong is much less so, just a small, white, lacy thing that doesn’t even try to hide her dark landing strip.

Farah holds my eyes and measures me. I smile, nod, and go to her, putting my arms on her hips. “I’m sure,” I repeat. It’s as much for me as it is for her, but I’m starting to believe it. This is just sex, after all, but more than that, it’s sex for pleasure—for Farah’s pleasure. “I want you to go. I want you to have fun, and for those two to blow your mind.”

Farah chews on her lower lip. “You sure?”

I take her hand and guide it to my swelling cock. “I’m sure.”

She nods. Despite the evidence, she’s still skeptical, but she seems to let it go.

“And when it’s over,” I add, “you’ll come back to me and it will be amazing.”

“God, I love you.” She kisses me, despite her makeup, her lipstick, all that she’s done to make herself look amazing to this other couple.

She puts on a dress, a casual wrap-dress in black and white—one that I’ve seen her wear a hundred times to the grocery store or the mall. Now, it hides her sexy secret. She doesn’t even bother with fancy shoes, just puts on her everyday sandals.

Farah kisses me again at the door, but doesn’t ask if I’m sure. We’re beyond that. The next few hours are for them.

“Have fun,” I say. “Don’t think about me. Just… have fun.”

“I will.”

And she’s gone.

It’s 8:30 pm. We had a nice dinner together, Farah opting for a salad so that she was feeling good and not bloated. We shared a glass of white wine, but only one.

Last week, when Taylor came over, it was around the same time. We chatted like we weren’t about to have a threesome, before Taylor suggested we go upstairs. Despite the experience being so monumental, Taylor was gone by 11.

Eleven o’clock becomes my milestone. If I could just make it to 11, then… dot, dot, dot. That’s the thing, I really don’t know what happens next. I don’t know how I’ll feel when she returns. I don’t know how things will be different.

I feel like I’ve fallen into the middle of a fast flowing river and can’t figure out where it’s going or how to get out of it. One evening, we were drinking with our neighbors on the back patio. Someone brought up fantasies. Taylor announced that she had none, that she’d fulfilled them all. When we expressed skepticism, she turned it back on us.

“What are your fantasies?”

I gave the standard guy fantasy of “sex with two women,” which earned me an eye-roll from Farah and a breezy laugh from Taylor. When she looked towards Farah and said, “And you?” Farah surprised me.

“Sex with two men, of course.” She looked at me, like this was her quippy retort.

“Oh, that’s a good one. You should definitely make it happen, girl,” Taylor encouraged, as if Farah said that she wanted to join a new gym. “In fact…” When she glanced at her husband, we all knew that trouble was happening. “Let’s do it. Let’s make these fantasies happen!”

Jordan seemed used to his wife behaving impulsively like this. He grinned at Farah and me before turning to his wife. “Your heart’s in the right place, but⁠—”

“This has nothing to do with my heart, Jordan.”

Jordan chuckled. He had a good chuckle. He was a tall, muscular black man with a voice like a DJ’s. His laugh was smooth as velvet. “Maybe these folks don’t want to actually… you know…”

Farah glanced at me. She was caught up in the moment. She gets like that around Taylor, feeding off the younger woman’s carefree spirit. “I’m in.”

She looked at me, and I knew I was supposed to be the voice of reason. All it took was a glance at Taylor and her blonde hair and big, blue eyes, and reason was gone. “I mean, if you’re serious, sure. I’m game.”

“Oh, goodie,” Taylor said, clapping her hands.

“What about you two? Any… any fantasies?” She looked too nervous to look in Jordan’s direction. In fact, she’d been deliberately not looking at him ever since this topic came up.

“Oh, like I said, I’ve done it all,” Taylor said. “But Jordan here has a thing for older women.”

“Taylor, don’t be rude,” Jordan said. “Farah couldn’t be older than us.”

“I’m actually 45, but I appreciate the flattery.”

“No…” Jordan was genuinely surprised. “Damn girl, you need to share your secret with Taylor.” He slapped his thighs and looked hungrily at my wife. “If y’all are sure, I’m more than a willing participant.”

Farah blushed. Taylor giggled. And around this time, I realized I’d fallen into that current and there was no escaping.

Thinking about my situation is how I spend my first hour alone. That and realizing that we are out of beers, don’t really want to drink wine, so I decide to make myself an Old Fashioned. Feels like the appropriate drink to have when your wife’s having a threesome with another couple.

The second hour I spend trying to watch television and not really being able to follow any of it. I put on a soccer game and have no idea who’s even playing. All I can think about is Farah in Jordan’s muscular, black arms. Or Farah taking his big, black cock into her mouth. Or Farah spreading her legs as he sinks that dick into her.

And I’m hard, thinking about this. I’m conflicted and extremely jealous, too, but also, undeniably hard. Cuckold angst, they call it. So I’ve heard.

10:30 rolls around. They’ve had sex by now. Probably more than once. By this time last week, I had come three times—not something I’d done since my early thirties. Jordan was in his early thirties, so I’m sure he’s managing just fine.

10:45, and they are probably wrapping up. Some last cuddles. Some last kisses and gropes. Taylor can be a real instigator. Maybe she’s making out with Farah to get Jordan back up. Maybe he’s up already, and they’re having one last goodbye fuck. It gets easier as the minutes tick by. I accept my fate. I accept it and am happy for her. She blew my mind last week. I hope Jordan blows hers.

11:00 and I start pacing. Any minute now. Any second. I check my watch. I check my empty Old Fashioned. Consider making another but decide to wait. I don’t want to be sloshed when she comes home. Best part, Taylor had said last week, was the reclamation. I’d read that somewhere else, too.

Only she doesn’t come home at 11:00. Or 11:15. Or 11:30. I make that second Old Fashioned and finish it by midnight. Still no Farah. My stomach squirms. My chest tightens. I go to the window, like I can see their house—I can’t. It’s three down and out of sight. I consider going over there, but even in my state, I realize how crazy that sounds.

So I go upstairs and get ready. She’ll be home soon, and I’ll be in bed when she is, ready to take her back into my arms. I start to get sleepy around 12:30. The booze kicks in. My eyelids are heavy. I check my phone, just in case she’s texted. She hasn’t. I consider texting, but in the end resist. We didn’t discuss a schedule. We didn’t talk about logistics. We didn’t talk about any of this very much. But she’s safe. I can trust Taylor and Jordan. She probably just fell asleep.

Just like I do.

Not that I get great sleep. I wake in starts, first checking the spot beside me, then checking the time. She’s not home at 1:43, or 3.04, or 4:55. Each time I wake, it takes me a while to get back to sleep. When I do, my dreams are weird and sexual and gone when I wake again.

She comes home just before six in the morning. The sun is already rising. I feel like I’ve barely slept. She crawls into bed quietly, like she’s trying not to wake me, and she smells like soap and Taylor’s shampoo.

“You have a good time?” My voice is groggy with my fitful sleep.

“Sorry to wake you.” Her whisper tells me that she’s not just woken up. So does her damp hair. “Yes, it was fun. Go back to sleep, we’ll talk in the morning.”

But back to sleep is just not an option. “It’s already morning.” I turn and pull her close. I’m naked, never having bothered to put on PJs. Farah did put on hers, though, a pair of little shorts and a cami top. “You fall asleep over there?”

“No,” she says. I hear the blush in her reply. “There wasn’t much sleeping going on.”

It’s like a gut punch mixed with that instant right before orgasm. I feel turned inside out. I feel broken and alive, electrified, devastated. Yet she’s here. She’s back. She’s returned.

I pull her close and tight, squeezing her and half expecting her to turn to vapor like the tail end of a dream. But she doesn’t. She’s solid, laughing at the hug. “Welcome home, honey,” I say.

“It’s so good to be home.” Her voice is exhausted, yet happy, like an athlete’s triumphant exhalation.

“Was it good?”

She pauses before answering, but only for a moment. “Yes. It was good.”

“Did you and Jordan…?”

“Yes.” This time, there’s no hesitation. “Jordan and I had sex. A lot of sex.”

I gasp. I knew the answer and still it stings. But I’m also so hard. I want this woman so much. Reclamation, now I understand it. I kiss her, tasting the mint of toothpaste, her effort to wash away the evidence. But the evidence is everywhere—her moist, washed skin, her makeup gone, her hair still wet.

“You showered,” I say.

“I wanted to be clean for you.”

“Did you shower alone?”

She shakes her head. My cock stiffens even more. “With Jordan?” Jordan—holding her against the tiled wall as he pounds into her.

“With Taylor, actually.” It’s light enough in the room now that I can see her blush on those high, dusky cheeks. I thicken even more.

“I’m glad you went.”

“How was it? Were you okay here?”

“I was okay. Didn’t sleep very well.” I push a strand of dark hair off her cheek. “Better now.” I kiss her again. “Are you too sore?”

She wants to say yes, but she worries. I know that look.

“It’s okay,” I reassure. “We both could use some more sleep.”

She looks grateful, snuggling up close to me. As if a weight is taken off, she sags, letting the exhaustion come and take her. I hold her, happy for her return, as she drifts off to sleep in my arms. Next thing I know, I fall asleep as well.

[image: ]


I wake to the warm, wet feeling of a mouth on my cock. I lie there, sighing, as my dreams recede like the tide up a vast beach, and Farah is with me again, staring at me from between my legs, her dark eyes so familiar.

I never came last night. I wanted to hold out, to wait for her, so my balls are heavy and ready to pop. As good as this feeling is, I want more.

I guide her up to me, kiss her mouth, hot now from sucking on me. I peel her cami off. Her dark nipples stand hard, and she has a new hickey on the soft slope of her left tit. She has another on the nape of her neck on the opposite side.

I run my hands down her back, to those small PJ shorts, and push them off her ass. I wonder if she’ll feel different. I wonder how much bigger Jordan is. I want to ask, but can’t build up the courage.

She steps out of the shorts before settling back down on my dick, which is as stiff as a bone. “You’re so hard,” she whispers as she feeds it to her pussy.

“I waited…” It’s hard to talk. It takes almost all of my willpower not to cream before she’s fully impaled. “Wanted… reclaim…”

“Taylor definitely talked it up.” She’s so wet, and when she shifts over me, I sink into her with so little resistance. I wonder if that’s Jordan’s come lubricating her, or if he stretched her out, or if she’s just excited to be home. She inhales sharply, wincing before settling all the way to my cock’s base.

“Does it hurt?”

She shakes her head. “Just… just take it slow.”

“You set the pace.”

She nods, and slowly, she begins to roll her hips. She’s definitely not as tight as she was before. Only this time, when I think of Jordan fucking her with some kind of superhuman cock, it turns me on even more.

I have so many questions, some I want to ask, some I’m not sure I ever can. But for now, we don’t speak. We make love. We reconnect. I pull her close to me, wanting to feel her sweat on my body. I want to kiss her neck, where someone else left a hickey. I want to kiss her mouth in the slow reconnection.

She gets used to me. She pulls away from our kiss, head over my shoulder, as she starts riding me faster. Her breath is hot in my ear, a rhythmic panting like a sexual metronome.

“I need your come,” she whispers. It’s not something that she’s ever asked, and now she’s demanding it. “Give me your come, baby.”

She squeezes my thighs and sits up, her palms on my shoulders, fingernails digging into my skin. Her hair falls around her in a dark mass as she tosses her head back and arches away from me. I drink in her raw beauty. She’s a goddess—my goddess. Hands on her hips, I’m so close. There’s a third hickey I didn’t see before on the underside of her boob. Her stomach ripples, and I can see her abs, the results of that healthy diet and long hours in the gym that she talked about. And there, between her legs, I get a shock.

“Uh!” I grunt. My balls tighten, and I’m there, throbbing deep.

She’s shaved. Her landing strip is gone.

“Yes!” She joins me, clenching her teeth, her jaw, her eyes. “Nghh yes!”

Her pussy, for the first time in our long relationship, is now blissfully devoid of curls.

“Oh, Farah!”

For someone else.

“Yes!”

And I am so fucking turned on.

She’s back on me as she comes down from her high, but cock softening enough that I slip out of her. I nuzzle her neck. I hold her to me.

“So last night…” I begin, because I’m not sure how else to begin.

“Mmm, thank you for letting me do that.”

“Tell me what you did.” I feel a burning behind my ears. My heartrate never comes back down after the sex.

“I went over there, and they had a glass of wine ready for me. We actually just talked at first. Jordan’s a funny guy. I like him.”

“Okay.” I’m not sure how to process that.

“Taylor got things going, of course. She told me to sit in Jordan’s lap. Said she loved watching him with others. Called herself a cuckold queen or something.”

“Cuckquean, actually. Has a funny spelling.”

She looks at me. “How do you know that?”

“I’ve done a little research on the topic. You’re now a hotwife. One word.”

Farah giggles. “A little androcentric, but I can get behind that.”

“So she told you to sit in Jordan’s lap…” I prompt.

“Right. And we started kissing.” She checks on me at this. I nod in encouragement. “It’s so crazy, kissing another man. He’s so different from you.”

“Better?”

She makes a face. “Different. And new, so there’s excitement because of that. All of it is so new. Taylor moved over beside us, and at first I thought she just wanted a better look. Then she started to untie my dress and it was game on.”

She gives me the loose outline at first. Once Farah was down to her thong, Taylor pulled her to the floor between Jordan’s legs and the two took off his pants. They gave him a double blowjob, and Farah swallowed his first load. Again, I want to ask if he’s bigger, but can’t, and Farah doesn’t offer.

They headed upstairs to the bedroom, where they all got naked. “Did you like that?” I ask.

“I mean, yeah?” She giggles. “He’s really fit. The two of them could be models.”

“Yeah.”

“At that point, Jordan kind of took control. We made out some more. We got on the bed. He was on top of me, kissing my neck—he gave me a hickey! Then told me to put it in me. I…” She blushes. “I told him that I didn’t think he’d fit.”

A throb rises through me like a fat bubble, popping in a dizzying burst out the top of my head. “He was big?”

“Yeah. Like, I think maybe too big?”

I swallow even still. “But he did fit.”

“Yes, he did. I’ve never felt anything like it.”

“You liked it?”

“Like when we were kissing, it was just different. With you, you’re sweet, we connect, we make love. You know? With Jordan… Jordan fucks. There’s no other way to say it. We never had an emotional moment, but yeah, I liked it. A lot.” She winced. “I’m sorry.”

“Don’t be. I’m not upset. I’m happy for you.” Only when I say it do I realize how true it is. “I’d be lying if I said I didn’t have fun with Taylor.”

Farah nods. “Thank you.” She touches my face. “For all of it.”

I reach between us and run a finger over her smooth mound. Another of those throbs bubbles through me. “So when did this happen?”

“After the first time. He… he told Taylor to do it.”

“I need to buy him a beer.”

She pushes me lightly on the shoulder. “You like it?”

“I do.”

“It made it feel really nice when Taylor and I…” She makes two peace signs with her hands, then entwines them together until the webbing of her fingers touch.

“Scissored? You two scissored?”

She goes bright red. “That’s nothing.”

“Go on.”

“I went down on her. As Jordan fucked me from behind.”

“Like she did for you, with me.”

“Yeah, only… only after, she turned around and we did a… sixty-nine? God, that was intense.”

“Intense good?”

“Intense amazing.” She let out an incredulous giggle. “I may be coming around in this whole bisexual thing.”

“So you spent the night exploring your bi side?”

“Oh, no. I spent most of the night getting turned inside out by Jordan. He never seemed to tire. When he wasn’t fucking me, he and Taylor were putting on a masterclass in sex.”

“Just like us ten years ago.”

Farah and I both laugh at the joke. “I always thought Taylor was a firecracker, you know, but when it comes to Jordan, she’s almost submissive. It was so interesting.”

“And you?”

“I definitely saw the merits in doing what he wanted.”

“I do, too.” I climb over her, guiding my cock to her wet sex. This time, I rub it along her slit first, rubbing the sensitive crown of my cock against her unfamiliarly smooth topography.

“Did he come inside of you?” I ask.

“Yeah.”

We sigh together as I enter her. “How many times?”

“Twice.” She rubs her fingers through my hair. “And twice in my mouth.” She kisses me. “And once in Taylor, then asked me to clean her up.”

I groan. If I hadn’t come just now, I would have again. “What else happened?”

“So much. Honestly so much is a blur. He told us to do things, and we did them. And… and it was amazing to give up control like that.”

I slow my fucking, lean down, and kiss her. “Next week is all about you. You get to call the shots. You get to be the center.”

She shivers at the prospect. Or maybe it’s my swelling dick. Until now, she was a supporting player in other people’s acts. She played them well, with passion and authenticity, but ultimately, they were not hers. Hers involves two men. I suddenly love the idea of her being at the center of us.

“Whatever you want.” I say. “No judgment. No shame. No boundaries.”

She sighs and stares up at me. “Are you absolutely sure?”

“Yes.”

I think so, I don’t add.
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FOR HER


Farah runs her hand down my chest until it comes to rest just over my heart. She glances up at me through her long, dark lashes. “Your heart is racing.”

“I’m a little nervous.” I put my hand over hers, clutching it to me. Her engagement ring digs into my palm. It’s a nice reminder of what I have, and what I stand to lose.

“Good,” she says, surprising me. “I don’t like being the only one.”

“You don’t think Jordan will be?”

Her laugh is all breath, a single, incredulous exhalation. “No. I don’t think so.” She steps back. “How do I look?”

“As always, amazing.”

She’s wearing a dress tonight, elegant and red. It hits mid-thigh, leaves her arms bare, and offers only a hint of cleavage. She could wear it to a wedding reception. She could wear it to the theater. Tonight, she was wearing it to meet a man she is going to fuck.

This is the third and final threesome, although I still wonder if Taylor will want her turn to fulfill some other fantasy, despite maintaining that she’s done it all. If this really is the final night of fantasies, though, it makes sense that this one comes last. I don’t think I’d be able to handle it were it any other way.

Farah turns to the mirror in our front hall, checking her dangling earrings, making sure her hair is just right. She had it cut and straightened earlier, nothing dramatic, nothing more than a trim, but it looks sexy as hell, dark curtains of silk pouring over her shoulders.

“You could have worn literally anything tonight,” I say. “You could have worn nothing.”

“So you want to know why I got dressed up at all?”

“Yeah.”

It’s been two full weeks since the last threesome, and she’s been working out like crazy. She went to the salon yesterday. I saw the Honey Birdette package arrive earlier in the week. Now here she is, looking like she’s ready to head out to a lounge rather than the back patio.

I realize something. She’s doing all this to impress another man. Makes my insides tighten with jealousy, and yet it makes me throb all the same. “This is for you. Not… us.”

“Part of my fantasy is being sexy with my two men. To be looked at. Wanted. Desired.”

“You’re always that.”

She glances at me, one brow cocking only a fraction of an inch. It’s enough. I correct my statement: “You should always be that with me.”

Farah shakes her head. “I’m not blaming you. I’m not going to blame us, either. We have been together a long time, and I love you, honey. I love our life together. We’re going to grow old together. I will always want you, in that sense. But this last month, with our little ‘arrangement,’ I’ll be honest, I’ve wanted you so much more than ever. Like when we first met. Or maybe even more than that. And I think you have, too.”

“Shouldn’t take another man putting the moves on you to remind me that you’re a hottie,” I say.

Farah laughs. “I suppose we could have just installed a mirror on the wall of our bedroom instead.”

That’s a new one. Before I can ask, though, our doorbell rings. The nerves are back for both of us. Farah leans in. “Whatever happens, remember that I love you.” She grabs my tie and pulls me close. “I’m going to grow old with you.”

She draws me in for a kiss, and surprises me by pushing her tongue into my mouth. I turn into it, kissing her back until the doorbell rings again.

“Please answer,” she says. “I’ll get the wine.”

I let her walk away, her heels clattering on the hardwood floor that runs through our home. Her nude stockings have seams down the back that match the long zipper that runs along the spine of the dress, right down to her ass. I wonder who will get to pull it.

I take a deep breath and open the door. “Jordan. Please come in.”

I smile, but honestly I feel like vomiting. I hold out my hand, and he takes it in his own. His grip is strong and confident.

“Thanks, man.” Jordan is taller than me, too, and looks better in a suit. In my charcoal gray one, I feel like I’m attending a nephew’s confirmation or something. Jordan’s suit has an almost metallic sheen to his, cut to emphasize his broad shoulders and his boxer-like body. “You clean up well,” he says.

I like Jordan. Always have. I like him still, despite the fact that he’s responsible for turning me into a cuckold. Some men, I’ve read, would thank him for that. I’m still on the fence.

“Come on. Drinks are on the back patio.”

I lead him through our home—a home that he’s been to plenty of times—to our recently renovated patio—which he’s also seen. But everything about this situation feels new. He carries a small bag with him. I wonder about that, but don’t ask.

Farah stands near the fire pit, smoke silhouetting her. She turns, smiles, and holds out a glass of wine to our guest. “Welcome, Jordan.”

“I feel welcomed,” he says, going to her. This could have been awkward for all of us, but Jordan eliminates the possibility. At least for the two of them. He slides his hand over hers as he takes the glass, but doesn’t release it immediately. Instead, he steps close, hugging her against him, and kisses her.

She doesn’t hesitate to kiss him back, pressing close, opening her mouth to his. Farah isn’t a petite woman, but in Jordan’s arms, she looks tiny.

I stand there, watching in disbelief, as my heart tries to work itself up my throat. I know that this kiss is nothing compared to what they will do—what they’ve already done. It’s still shocking. It’s still something that I never thought I’d see.

He finally takes the wine glass from her hand and holds it up. “A toast,” he says, including me with that confident smile. “To showing Farah the best damn night of her life.”

“Cheers,” I say. What the hell am I doing? I think. But the train is already in motion. Here we go.

Farah drains her glass quickly. I see her nerves jangling as fast as my own. I know her pulse is doing that same climb as mine is. Jordan, on the other hand, seems not to share any of it.

As we led up to this night, I wondered how it would unfold. I guess I figured it would be like a dinner party—meeting, greeting, drinks, small talk, slowly moving into the dining room, gradually settling in for the main course.

What I never considered is what happens. Jordan takes Farah’s hand after finishing only a small portion of his own wine, and guides her towards the house.

“Give us a few,” he says to me over his shoulder. “Come up in ten minutes. It’ll be worth it.”

I look at Farah, who looks back at me as she floats along beside Jordan. I know her expression, the way she lifts her brows and parts her lips just so. She’a looking for affirmation. You want me to tell him no? she’s asking.

I shake my head. No, don’t tell him no. This night was always going to be wild, and at the end of it, she was always going to stay with me. Might as well see how wild it can get.

After the nod, Farah relaxes against Jordan. They murmur to one another as they disappear into the house. I watch as his hand slides down to cup her ass. I wonder what the hell is in the bag.

Alone on our back patio, I go to the fire pit and stoke the logs. Sparks pop into the evening air. The sun hasn’t even fully set. I check my watch, note the time, then promptly forget it.

I wonder if this is fantasy fulfillment or a devil’s bargain. I got my threesome, but at the cost of sharing my wife with someone else. Twice. And, apparently, she really enjoyed it. It’s not a thing that sits comfortably with me, yet I realize, as I stand there poking the flames down to embers, that I like that discomfort. It’s a reminder of how much I care about her. If it wasn’t there, we would have bigger problems. Whether it’s worth feeling it at all, well, I just need to walk into the house and hear Farah’s cry from upstairs to tell me that yes, it’s definitely worth it.

I ascend the stairs, unsure of what I’ll find. Blood pounds in my ears, nearly masking Farah’s moans. My dick is so hard. I arrive at the closed door to our bedroom and adjust myself, my cock too tight in my shorts.

Has it been ten minutes? Did it only take ten minutes to start the sex? I take a deep, fortifying breath and open the door.

Farah is bound on the bed, her wrists wrapped in black rope above her head. Her dress is gone, as are her matching red panties. The rest of her lingerie is intact—an expensive, red corset bra, red garter belt holding up those seamed stockings, expensive red heels. It’s all new. So is the black satin blindfold that I’m pretty sure she didn’t buy.

Jordan’s head is between her legs. One hand holds her thigh open. The other works between her legs, his elbow rising and falling as he fingers her. She moans and writhes, twisting against the bonds as he eats her out.

He hears me enter and pulls away from her, although he keeps his fingers going. They’re bigger than mine, I can’t help noting as I watch his dark skin thrust in and out of her smooth sex. She’s still bare, only this time she waxed the landing strip away during her salon trip yesterday. She didn’t let me feel it, or even see it. Jordan is now the first.

“You have such a pretty pussy,” he says, glancing at me. He runs a finger over her mound. “Your hubby like it this way?”

“Yes.” She arches her back and strains against her bound wrists.

“And you?” Jordan swirls his thumb down across her button.

“I like… it… and I like how turned on… it makes you.”

“You like to please.” He pushes his fingers deep. Her whole body crests. “Yet tonight, you’re here to be pleased.”

He kisses the exposed skin in the hollow above her hip. He slides his fingers free of her—with an audible groan from her—and moves along the boning of her corset top.

“This is very hot, Farah. You buy this for me?”

“Yes.”

He pulls the cups down, baring her rigid nipples. She gasps as his hands cup her soft tits. Then he nods at me.

I move to the edge of the bed as he continues to tease her. “It’s very sexy. Taylor pass on how much I love lingerie?”

“Yes.” Her breath comes shorter now. He plays with her tits with one hand and teases her bared stomach with the other. Two hands she can clearly track until⁠—

“Uhh!” Her body seizes as I run a hand up the inside of her thigh. Behind her blindfold, she can’t see us. “Is that… uh!”

Jordan pinches her nipples as I find her pussy, feeling her waxed skin.

“No questions, Farah. Wrong part of your brain. We want you to feel and experience, not to overthink.”

He’s been moving closer to her lips as he speaks. Now he covers them in a kiss that she returns like she needs it to survive. I bury my face between her legs, tasting her, licking her, feasting on her wet sex.

She squeezes her thighs around my head. I reach up, running my hand over a breast. I know Jordan is fondling her other. We want her to lose count of the hands. We want to overwhelm her. How many men are in bed with her? How many hands and mouths are on her.

“Oh, my!” I hear her cries, muffled through her squeezing legs. It’s me and Taylor and Farah all over again. It’s the power of group sex that fuels her runaway orgasm.

When I finally extract myself and look up, my hair wild, she’s kissing Jordan again, deep kisses, like she’s trying to dig out his tonsils. I’m so hard, watching that. Also, so insecure.

“You want to get fucked,” Jordan says. Hard to tell if he’s telling her or asking. Doesn’t matter. She nods, and he nods at me.

Jordan pulls off her blindfold as I work on the bonds above her head. Then I start to strip out of my shirt and tie. Farah blinks when she sees me, greedily taking me in. I tug the tie free and she practically purrs. “Love a man in a well-tailored outfit.”

Jordan looks at me. “Hope you’re dressing up for her all the time, man.”

“I need to way more often.”

I start to open my shirt. “Rip it,” she says. I look at her skeptically. She bites her lip, embarrassed at her own command, but I do it anyway, and her eyes flare as the buttons pop and fly all over the place. It feels about as silly as it does thrilling. I don’t do things like that.

Jordan doesn’t, either. He strips in a more measured way, and is working on his shirt as I finally kick off my pants. By that time, Farah is mesmerized, barely seeing me.

I don’t blame her. Not really. Jordan’s body is like something a horny sculptor prone to exaggeration carved out of ebony. He’s all sleek, chocolate brown curves, bulges, and ripples. He’s got no body fat on him, no body hair, and no embarrassment showing it off.

“Fuck her,” he tells me. My brain stutters as it realizes someone is talking to me. Farah giggles, turns to me and hooks a toe behind my thigh, reeling me in.

I don’t need any more encouragement. I’m hard. She’s wet. And generally, when things align like that, I don’t need any more encouragement. Still, it is weird sinking into her with another man just a few feet away.

“You’re so excited,” I whisper. She is. She’s so wet.

“So are you.” She squeezes me with her pussy muscles. I groan. She’s already back to watching Jordan, though. The man is on his feet, brawny upper body exposed, eight pack abs leading down to his narrow waist. The belt buckle clatters as he opens it. Farah is back to biting her lower lip. I need to remind myself to breathe, then remember that I’m fucking her.

My arms begin to ache from holding myself up. My core, not quite as fit as Jordan’s, starts to burn. I ignore it. I’m not going to show weakness in front of this man. Stubbornness, but it keeps me going.

When Jordan drops his pants, I don’t see it at first. I feel it in the way Farah tightens, the way she gasps, the way her eyes light up. Then I look and see what she sees, and I probably have a similar reaction.

The man is huge. What they say about black men and their cocks is apparently true, according to my sample size of one. He’s also hard, bouncing into sight fully erect, both thicker and longer than me. He’s shaved all the way to the root, his black balls hanging swollen and ready for my wife.

The thought guts me. It also triggers me. Before I know what’s happening, I’m coming, pumping deep into her. Feels like diving into the ice cold embrace of the ocean, vast and unknown. I’m frolicking. I’m drowning. I’m reminded that I’m alive.

I pull myself out of my orgasm only to find Farah and Jordan kissing again, my wife’s hand curled around that massive dick. Her fingers look tiny. His taut flesh looks so dark.

I roll to the side, and Jordan takes my place. I hold Farah’s hand as he lines himself up, forming a one armed plank over her supine body. I swear he does it just because he knows how it makes his muscles pop.

“Oh, yes!” Farah gasps as he pushes into her. She squeezes my hand until it hurts, opening her knees, trying to accommodate all that girth. “Oh, my… yes!”

“Goddamn, you’re tight.”

Farah’s coming before he’s all the way in, going wild under his bulk. I’m hard, just watching. The insecurity is still there like a neon light in the middle of my brain, but it’s incredible watching my love in the throes like this. She’s looking good, feeling even better.

When he’s in, he lets her get used to his size, but only so much. He pulls her heeled feet up onto his shoulders as he begins to fuck her. She rides one orgasm into the next and into the next. This guy isn’t just blessed with a big cock, but has developed the skills to use it.

I hold her hand as she moans, bucks, her ass rising and falling from the mattress as the two go at it. He doesn’t come, though. He doesn’t succumb like I did.

Instead, he pulls free, breathing hard over her. He flips her onto her hands and knees and starts to work open the clasps of her corset top.

I feel her hand grip my cock. Surprised, I look down at her. “I need this,” she says. A moment later, she closes her lips around my shaft. A moment after that, freed from the constricting piece of lingerie, Jordan is back inside of her, taking her from behind.

“She likes the idea of two guys at once,” Jordan says with a grin to me. “She liked being between me and Taylor, and I told her she’d like two guys even more.”

As if to prove his point, Farah sucks me even harder, right down to the root, then slowly pulls back until she has just my cockhead. I shudder. “That feels so good.”

“Taylor also taught her a few tricks.” Jordan spanks her butt, not hard, but harder than I’ve ever dared. It makes a nice slapping sound. “She’s got a nice, juicy ass.”

“She does.”

He spanks her again, this time grabbing a handful of cheek and squeezing. I feel her moan around my dick, but she didn’t stop. If anything, she steps up the blowjob.

“This view, man… fuck.” He starts fucking her harder, faster, one leg up, foot flat on the bed for leverage. She keeps her mouth on me as best as she can, but at some point she just can’t. She hangs her head between her shoulder blades, body supported on her elbows, as she cries out yet another climax.

“I’m close, too,” Jordan says. “Your night. Where do you want it?”

“In me,” she hisses between moans. “I want to feel it in me.”

“You’re the boss.” With a final drive, he grabs her hips, pulls her against him, and barks out a throaty, “Fuck!”

“Ah! Ahh!” She screams out as she feels him flood her, feels his great big black dick throb, feels his hands all over her.

Jordan is spent, for now, but Farah isn’t. She needs more. She wants to keep going. She crawls forward, out of his grasp, and right up over me. She takes my cock, lifts it into place, and sits down on it with a sigh.

But she’s not passive. She knows what she wants, finally coming to realize that tonight is her night. She wraps her arms around me, tits against my chest, and starts to ride me. Our wet skin slaps. Her juicy pussy, lubricated by both of her men, makes squelching sounds as I hold her ass and she bounces.

I don’t think she’s stopped coming. It’s like one long wave of pleasure she’s riding. Seems to make her insatiable. “Give it to me,” she begs. “Give me your come. Baby, baby come!”

It only takes a few more thrusts and I obey, dick swelling and balls emptying, pumping a third load of the night into her.

I think I’m done, but Farah is far from it. Jordan isn’t either. He’s hard again, or maybe he never got soft. Farah sees it. She leaves me, climbing back into Jordan’s lap.

I just lay there, watching as Farah takes his thick cock back in her hand and drops back onto it.

“You’re insatiable,” he says.

“Guess so.”

She’s the one who starts the kiss, but Jordan is all in on it. Watching the two make out as they fuck is almost as intense as watching them actually fuck. There’s a physicality between the two that I’ve never shared with Farah. There’s something raw and unbridled, their skin dripping with sweat, their bodies rubbing with impassioned exertion.

Jordan’s hands are huge as they palm her ass. He does what I just did, only makes it look effortless. My biceps still burn. I bet he barely feels her weight. He’s certainly able to manhandle her easily enough.

A moment later, she’s on her back and he’s piledriving all that sleek muscle over her. His dark skin looks good, glossy with perspiration. So does Farah’s lighter, caramel hue. He lifts a leg high, holding it there as he fucks her to yet another orgasm.

He slows, letting her catch her breath. I’m surprised when I hear him draw ragged gulps of air of his own. So this man is human after all.

“I’ll get water,” I say and slide out of the bed, not sure either hear me. Farah’s eyes are closed, her head back, damp hair spilling over our expensive pillows. Jordan lies atop her, but tense, like he doesn’t want to crush her beneath his bulk.

It feels surreal to leave the bedroom, like I forgot that we were still in our home, with our own art on the walls and our familiar books on their shelves. I remember selecting the rug that runs the length of the hall.

Downstairs, I grab our Hydroflasks. Farah’s pale blue one is covered in stickers from our travels. I know where she got each and every one of them, from the black-and-white OBX oval to our trip to Yosemite to last year’s travels through Germany. It’s our history in sticker form. Or part of it, anyway. That’s just it, we’re so much more than a bunch of decals.

I fill both, and Farah’s cycling bottle for Jordan. I head into the downstairs bathroom to relieve myself before heading back up. Catching my reflection in the mirror, I’m still the same man—little exhausted, little on edge, but still me.

I hear the fucking before I’m all the way back upstairs, Jordan’s deep growls, Farah’s percussive, “Uh, uh, uh!” My insides swim. I actually feel dizzy as I reach the top of the landing. I take a sip of water. It’s cool, running along the inside of my chest.

“Oh! Oh! Oh my—” Farah really is insatiable.

“Take it,” Jordan grunts.

“Yes, give it to me!”

“You love my cock.”

“Ugh! Ugh! I’m… I’m coming!”

I enter, and nearly drop the water as I do.

They’ve moved to the edge of the bed, facing the door, Jordan with his thick thighs and bare feet planted firmly on the floor. He holds Farah in a sexualized full nelson—arms hooked beneath her knees to spread her legs, hands behind her head to keep her folded in half. With Farah completely immobilized, he drives his cock into her as she hangs on to his wrists and screams through her orgasm.

Then he fucks her like that through a second orgasm. He’s glossy wet. Her hair is damp, sticking to her forehead and clumping along the nape of her neck. He folds her legs together, handling her body like a fuck doll. Farah loves it.

I go to her. She looks up at me, eyes glazed, and sucks down the water that I offer her. Then she’s reaching for my cock, insatiable as she is. She’s still in Jordan’s lap when she starts sucking, her dark eyes coming into needy focus on me.

If I come, it will be the last of the night, and I want to save that for when we’re alone. With great reluctance, I back away. Or I try to. Farah isn’t having any of it. She grips me by the hips and holds me close, staring up at me with those lust-filled eyes.

This is her night, and if this is what she wants, this is what I can give her. Jordan encourages me and eggs her on. “Don’t be shy. Pump those hips. She can take it.”

Farah nods up at me, then proceeds to take more of my cock than she ever has. I slide into the back of her throat and nearly lose it. I brace a hand on her temple and do as Jordan says—I pump my hips.

Farah chokes, and I want to stop, to pull away, to apologize. But her hands still hold me to her, guiding me back to her mouth, her throat. She adjusts, and the gagging becomes something wet and controlled.

“Taylor’s a good teacher,” Jordan says. “Isn’t she?”

Farah just stares at me as she delivers the best blowjob she’s ever given me. It’s incredible, watching her cheeks cave and her lips pucker up as I pull back. Her eyes flutter wide each time I press back in.

“Use her, man,” Jordan says, as he, himself, uses her. He’s got his hands on her hips, bouncing her on his dick. “She wants it, trust me.”

But I can’t. I look down at her and I just can’t bring myself to fuck her face. Farah helps out, opening her throat to me. She relaxes her mouth until her lips barely touch my dick, and starts bobbing her head in short thrusts. The sounds coming out of her are borderline gags, wet, suffocated gasps. It feels incredible, and the wrongness of the sounds pushes me over the edge.

“Baby, I’m right… I’m close…”

Farah pulls back, relatching her lips to my cockhead just as I burst inside of her mouth. She swallows it all, every drop, continuing to pump my dick as I soften in her grasp. “Go take a blue pill,” she says huskily. “We’re far from done.”

I nod, wincing a little at the mention of the ED drug in front of a stud like Jordan. I don’t need to worry. He actually asks for one, too. “Even I’m human,” he says, “and I think your wife deserves an all-nighter.”

I go to the bathroom as the two rearrange themselves on the bed, Farah beneath Jordan as Jordan folds her in half and plows her. I retrieve the bottle of Viagra from the medicine cabinet, pop one pill, and take another to our neighbor with a glass of water. He doesn’t bother with the water, swallowing it down before he starts kissing Farah again. I don’t know if he really needs it or not, but appreciate the camaraderie.

We don’t make it all night, but it’s very late by the time Jordan leaves, and by the time he does, Farah is completely fucked out. Aided by the miracle drug, we take turns with her. We share her between us, with her sucking one dick and getting fucked by another. At one unforgettable point, she kneels between us, alternating jerking one of us off as she sucks the other—her own idea.

But it’s the final image of the two of them fucking that I want to remember long after the night is over. They’re on their sides, Jordan behind her, holding one of her legs up with his arm as he plows her puffy furrow. It’s a sex position designed for show—my show. It’s the position they’re in when he finally blows his load, pumping his milky seed into her overflowing sex for the final time that night. She arches into him, eyes shut tight as another climax squeezes out through her pours.

I vow to remember that expression—one of pure, unadulterated ecstasy.

But it’s the one that comes next that stays with me, when she opens her eyes, sees me there, and I know that everything will be just fine.

When Jordan leaves, it’s not awkward or weird. We don’t make a big deal of it. He kisses her when he’s dressed and shakes my hand. “Hope tonight lived up to your fantasies,” he says to Farah.

“And then some. Thank you.”

He chuckles. “Anytime. My pleasure is your pleasure.”

Once he’s gone, we fall into bed together. It reeks of sex, but we’re just too tired to do anything about it. I feel like I’ve run a marathon. Farah looks it, too. She’s definitely sweaty enough. It’s almost 4 in the morning.

Farah’s the first to speak, but it’s the same question on both of our minds. “We okay?”

“We are.”

“You still love me?”

I stare at her like she’s nuts. “How can you even ask that?”

“I fucked a man in front of you.”

“You sure did. It was amazing. You looked… amazing. Should be me asking you that.”

“Please,” she looks just as incredulous as I felt. “How could I love you any less? You let me have some amazing sex.”

“Best sex of your life, looked like.”

“No,” she shakes her head. “Not the best.”

“You don’t need to lie, Farah. The guy’s built for fucking. He’s got the body, he’s got the experience, he’s got the attitude. He’s just better at it than me at it.”

“It’s not so cut-and-dry. He’s not better. It’s just… different.”

I must have looked at her skeptically. She smiles, full of empathy.

“I’m serious,” she continues. “Like… sex with you is different than when I use, like, a vibrator.” Her face colors. We don't usually talk about masturbation, but I’m glad that we now can. “I would much prefer being with you, but… sometimes I have needs and you’re not around.”

“That’s so hot.” I kiss her, thinking of her playing with herself when I’m out. “Next time, have your camera ready.”

She laughs. “My point is⁠—”

“It’s different. Like when you’re with Jordan and his super cock. I can’t compete⁠—”

“Because it’s not a competition.”

“Definitely no competition. I heard how loud you were screaming.”

She studies me carefully before answering, touching my face, looking deep into my eyes. “I can’t lie. You know. Sex with Jordan is good. Like really good. But it’s all physical.”

“You could say that again.”

She ignores that. “With you, sex is a complete experience. We know each other. We love each other. When you have an orgasm, I feel a part of it, too. With Jordan, it’s not like that.”

“Yeah, same. Watching you come with him is so sexy. Makes me want you more.”

“Yes! Exactly.”

I can’t give her what this man does, no more than I could do what a fancy toy does. But Jordan can’t give her what I can, either.

I pull her close and kiss her. Her hand slides down between us, wrapping around my cock. “Want to go again?” she asks.

I stiffen in her grasp. “So now that the arrangement is completed, are we done?”

“I could be.” She mounts me with the grace of a professional equestrian. I slide right home. “I don’t need it.”

“But you had fun.” Not a question. She nods anyway. I love her so much. I love the adventure we are on together. “I want to watch you again.”

“And maybe fuck Taylor again?” I don’t hear jealousy. It’s like she was asking if I want to try a new flavor of ice cream. “It’s okay, I want to watch you with her, too.”

“I do, too,” I say, remembering how the two made out. “I never did get to see you go down on her.” I love how she blushes, even after all I’ve seen her do these last few weeks.

“Just… let’s not make it a regular thing.” She leans down and nuzzles my nose. “I don’t want to lose this, right here.” She kisses me. “I don’t want to lose you.”

“You never, ever have to worry about that.”

“This was always for us.”

“For us,” I agree.

“Now, more of my favorite part, please.”

“What’s that?”

“Time to reclaim each other.”

And we do.
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FOR THEM


“Taylor has a fantasy after all,” Farah announces one day as I get home. “And it’s… crazy.”

It’s been about two months since our final threesome with Taylor’s husband, Jordan—two months that feel like a year. Things are still amazing between us. After watching her with another man, it’s like rediscovering this woman all over again. Things are also good with our neighbors, although we haven’t had any repeat hookups. We’re just… normal.

Well, Taylor and Farah are closer. They hang out more, go on walks or runs, sometimes go to the gym together. It’s nice to see Farah connect with someone else—and hot to think about all the possibility that a continued friendship with our wild neighbor holds.

“So what’s the fantasy?” I ask.

“She wants a bunch of men. All at once. A…” Farah lowers her voice. “God, I can’t even say it.”

“A gangbang?”

“Yes!” Farah’s face is flush, her brows up, like this is the craziest thing she’s ever heard. “She says that she’s been with a few men at once, but never, like…” It’s so adorable, seeing how flustered Farah is getting. “Like she’s talking about five guys? Or more! At the same time?”

“Okay, yeah. Wow.” It’s certainly an escalation from our threesomes.

“There’s… there’s more,” Farah continues.

I gulp. “What?”

Farah can barely meet my eyes. “Well, you know, with the arrangement and all, she kind of wants us to be, like, involved.”

“Involved how?”

“Well, she was thinking you could be one of the guys,” my wife says slowly. “She needs people that she trusts, and I guess she trusts you.”

It's flattering to hear that the hot blonde, who could pick any guy she wants, is thinking about me enough to invite me to her orgy fantasy. “But what about you?” I ask. “Does she want you to participate?”

“I think so?” Farah says, her nose squinched up. “But I told her I would just watch.”

For one, brief moment, I imagine my wife and her caramel-skinned body buried at the center of a bunch of naked men and it stirs something inside that I am still coming to grips with, even a couple months later.

Farah sees me looking and sees the look in my eyes. “Really?”

“I’m not saying anything. Just don’t take away the option on account of me.”

Farah shakes her head in disbelief. “I just don’t think I can handle it.”

“So when does Taylor want to do this thing?” I say, moving us off a topic that has Farah so uncomfortable.

My wife bites her lip. “This weekend?”

“Like in three days?”

“Taylor says that she’s lined up the other guys. I can tell her we’re busy.”

“Are we?” We’re not. We don’t have kids or family close by. Our weekends are normally never scheduled. “I can make this weekend work.” I take Farah into my arms and hug her close. She’s warm and smells so wonderfully familiar. “But I will only do it if you’re completely comfortable.”

“When it comes to Taylor and Jordan, I don’t think that I’ve ever been completely comfortable.”

“Yeah, that’s fair.”

“But yes,” Farah says with a deep breath. “Let’s do it.”
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Three days pass quickly. We receive instructions from Taylor on how to prepare—abstain from sex, drink plenty of liquids, and get plenty of sleep the night before. The first two are easier than the third, but we somehow manage.

For the big day, Taylor and Jordan rented a house out in the country about a half hour’s drive away. We’re nervous in the car as we drive out, but also excited. I can’t stop looking over at Farah, who’s wearing her sexiest outfit yet. The black dress is super short and entirely strapless, sitting like a second skin on her curves. Her legs in particular draw my attention. Left almost completely bare, they’re long, lean, with just enough muscle definition to hint at hours of hard work.

“You need to watch the road.” She chides, but I know that she likes all the attention. Ever since we started playing with the neighbors, our sex lives haven’t slowed down. The newness is still there, almost like a second wind of new relationship energy.

“Sorry, that dress is distracting.”

Farah tugs at the hem, stretching the black material an inch lower down her thighs. It doesn’t do much. “It’s like wearing a nightie outside.”

“It doesn’t look like a nightie,” I reassure. “It looks absolutely amazing. Seriously. Like, wow.”

“The road, honey.” She grabs the handle above the window. “Watch the road.”

“Right, sorry.” I do reach out and run my hand along her thigh. It’s so soft and smooth. I want to slide my hand higher, but resist. “So just to check in with you one last time, you’re definitely okay with me and Taylor?”

“It’s not like it would be your first time,” she says.

“But that was when it was just us.”

Farah’s turn to rub her hand along my thigh. I try to focus on the road ahead. “I’ll still be there,” she says. “And I’m kind of looking forward to watching you in action.”

“Just me?” I ask.

“Well, I mean, you know porn’s not really my thing, but I am curious to see what five guys can do to Taylor.” She nibbles on the nail of her index finger. “And I like that you’re in there, mixing it up with those studs.”

“So they’re going to be studs?” I ask.

“I mean, I don’t think Taylor would settle for anyone else, right?”

Farah is indeed right. When we get to the rental home, I’m not quite sure what to expect. Part of me thinks that we’ll walk into the house, find them all in some converted master bedroom, draped in red linens, already fucking.

It’s actually a lot more normal than that. Taylor greets us at the door, wearing a dress that’s not too different from Farah’s. Where my wife’s is a classic LBD, though, Taylor bodycon is electric blue with white flowers all over it, like an extremely sexy version of a Hawaian shirt. She even has her blond hair pinned back, and a large lily tucked behind her right ear.

“Damn, girl, you look good,” she says to Farah, pulling my wife in for a tight hug.

Just seeing the two embrace like that gives me flashbacks to our earlier threesome. I hope to see even more of that later on.

“Told you that dress would be perfect,” Taylor continues, stepping back to give Farah a good look.

Farah dithers. “Perfect maybe for what’s going to happen…”

“Well, perfect for that would be naked, but we’ll get there, don’t worry.” Taylor glances at me. “Good to see you, too.”

It’s funny to see the vivacious blonde actually looking bashful, but when she rakes her blue eyes over to me, I see jitters there. I take comfort in that.

“You ready for…?” I start to say, before realizing that I can’t actually say it outloud.

“Ready for a bunch of dicks at once?” she says. Okay, maybe she’s not that bashful. “As ready as a girl can be, you know?” She takes Farah’s hand and pulls her into the house. “Come on, you’re the last to arrive.”

The house is gorgeous—definitely the kind of house to rent and impossibly expensive to own. At least it would be in our neighborhood. It’s mostly open concept, a high-ceilinged living room with enormous windows that overlook a creek far down the hill. I can’t see any other houses around, and certainly no neighbors.

There are people here, though, and I’m surprised to discover that it’s not just three more. Congregating in the living room are at least ten guys, most of them black, and all of them quite muscular.

“Uhhh… I thought you said there were only going to be five?” I whisper to Farah, who looks just as shocked.

Taylor answers. “Well, that was the original intention, but as I started to think of the dicks I wanted in me, I couldn’t quite narrow it down.”

I feel a little less special now, but can barely hold onto that thought. I’m both simultaneously happy that my wife is here to help give me strength, and terrified that she’s here with so many cocks around her.

And there are no other women present. Farah and Taylor are the only ones.

“If you want to take off, I totally understand,” the blonde says to the two of us. “I probably should have warned you, but I hope you stay.” She smiles at Farah. “Come on, at least meet everyone. You can always sneak out before things get wild.”

Farah looks at me like a deer caught in headlights. What do we do? I honestly don’t know, and my indecision takes us into the house for the most awkward meet-and-greet I’ve ever experienced.

The guys are nice. I don’t bother trying to remember names, though. I’m bad at them to begin with, even one-on-one. Having to remember nine new guys—turns out there weren’t quite ten—just isn’t going to happen. It’s fine. No one bothers to learn mine, either, and as we chat and mingle, I realize that most of the guys are meeting for the first time.

“So you live next to Taylor?” one guy asks. So weird to be just shooting the shit with a guy I’ll see naked and having sex in just a bit.

“Yeah, not quite next door, but close.” It’s a bizarrely trite conversation to have, considering the circumstances, but these things are happening all around me.

“Sweet,” the guy says with a nod.

“You?” I ask, keeping the conversation going. “How do you know Taylor?”

“I was her physical therapist for a bit there,” he says. “She came in with a rotator cuff injury. When I asked her how that happened, she said she twisted it during sex.” He laughs at that, adding, “Like, I don’t even understand how that’s possible, man. But I knew right away that she was a wild one.”

I look around at all the guys—past lovers, soon to be group sex partners. “This wild?”

He shakes his head. “No, this is pretty over-the-top.” He nods at Farah, who’s being chatted up by two very tall black men. “You came in with her. What’s her deal?”

“She’s my wife,” I say carefully. “And Taylor’s friend.”

Now that we’re looking, I realize just how flirty she is with the guys. I swear she’s blushing as they talk to her. She’s definitely touching her hair and practically giggling.

“Lucky man,” he says. “Is she playing today, too?”

“That’s up to her,” I found myself saying. It’s not how I intended to answer, though. That wasn’t the deal.

“Looks like she’s game,” he says. “I assume you two have played with Taylor and her husband?”

“Yeah.” These are things that I would never normally say to my friends and acquaintances. Here, it’s totally normal. “We kind of worked out this arrangement.”

I tell him about the three threesomes. He seems impressed. “Damn, that’s hot. Your wife and Taylor hooked up, too?”

“They did.” It’s still hard to believe. “First time my wife’s ever done that. First time either of us have done anything like that.”

He chuckles. “Quite a first time, man. If she agreed to that, I’d say she’s definitely game for tonight.”

“You think so?”

One of the black men flirting with Farah reaches down and runs his fingers along her cheek. She leans a little into his touch, seems to realize what she’s doing, and looks around quickly. She catches me watching her and blushes. I just nod and turn to the man I’m talking to like it’s no big deal.

“Yeah, you’re probably right,” I say with more confidence than I feel. Inside, I’m freaking out.

My new friend, though, the physical therapist, is more perceptive than I give him credit for. “But are you game? You just told me that you just started doing this. Going from your first threesome to…” He gestures to the gathering. “...is quite an escalation.”

“Honestly? I didn’t think there were going to be so many guys.”

“You would have been fine if your girl played with fewer?”

Taylor floats over to Farah and the two men, exchanges a few laughs, and hands each guy a pill. I assume it’s Viagra, or some other ED medication, but with Taylor, who knows. The blonde then heads our way.

“How are we doing?” she asks us. To me, she says, “I see that you’ve met Abe, the best kind of physical therapist.” She handed us the pills. “Here, have some hard dick medicine.”

Abe gives me a funny look and does as he was told. “As the lady says.”

We drift apart so that I don’t have to answer Abe’s last question. I move through the group of men, drinking water, eating the grocery store hors d'oeuvres that someone provided in the kitchen. I feel like a total imposter in this group of studs, wondering when I’ll be outed and shamed.

Farah seems to be the opposite. She swims through the attention—and there’s a lot of attention focused on her. I get it. Taylor is a known quantity. All the men have some story about hers—she met some traveling, she met some at the gym, apparently she met one guy at her sister’s son’s birthday party and ended up taking him back to the car behind a Chuck E. Cheese. But no one knew the sexy Persian-American in the strapless black dress.

I understand the appeal for Farah, too. She doesn’t know these men, and will probably never see them again, so she might as well lean into the flirting, the way she leaned into that man’s touch.

For me, it’s thrilling. I can watch from a distance as she flirts. Not everyone is as observant as Abe. They don’t know we’re together, so I catch bits of commentary.

“Damn, the brunette’s hot as fuck.”

“I heard she’s going to be Taylor’s fluffer.”

“You serious? She can fluff me all night.”

I swallow hard. Is that true? Is that the role that our saucy neighbor had asked Farah to fill? I doubt it. I doubt that Farah would ever agree to something like that, but it’s a wild thought.

And then, like that, Taylor is rounding everyone up and leading us into the bedroom. Showtime.
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Farah finds me as I enter the room, one of the last of the men to filter in. She takes me into her arms and gives me a kiss. I haven’t spoken to her since we got here, but all the watching has me on edge and amped up.

“Can you believe this?” she whispers.

“Not the intimate setting I was expecting.”

“Heh. No,” Farah whispers back.

The master bedroom is quite a bit larger than our modest one back home. I wonder if we could have fit the entire footprint of our home in this space. In addition to the California king, there was easily enough space for all the guys around the room.

Taylor has already begun, starting with her husband, Jordan, making out with him as the others start to crowd in around her.

“Do you want to stay?” I ask Farah. She’s mesmerized.

“Hm?” she asks. “Oh, yeah, umm… do you?”

Taylor breaks the kiss with Jordan, turning to another man as Jordan starts to undress. The other guys around us start to follow suit. Farah and I just stand there, wide-eyed, like we’re witnessing some kind of religious ritual that neither of us understand.

Taylor’s laugh rings out as she looks around and men’s dicks pop into view. “Baby,” she’s says to Jordan. “Thank you!”

With that, she drops to her knees.

Farah pulls me closer. I’m sure she’s going to tell me that she wants to get out of there. Then I notice that she’s not looking right at me. She’s looking at one of the tall, black guys that she was flirting with earlier. He’s naked now, his cock fitting for such a large man, and he’s already semi-erect.

So am I. That’s the pill working its magic.

“I think I want to stay,” Farah says. “We can… watch.”

I just nod. Taylor is now alternating between three different cocks, one in each hand, the third in her mouth. It still leaves six other guys, plus me, standing around. All the testosterone is dizzying.

We move to an armchair in the corner of the room that gives us a good view. Other guys, waiting their turn, lounge on the bed or lean against the furniture.

Two more men step close to Taylor, dicks in hand, and the blonde adds them to her rotation. We can hear her throaty gags, the way they drive their cocks deep, pump a few times, then pull free for the next guy.

Farah can’t take her eyes off of Taylor’s blowbang, and that’s more exciting for me than actually watching the blonde, so I set my wife in the chair and sink down between her legs. “Watch,” I mouth to her. “Enjoy.”

The skirt of her dress is so short that it doesn’t take much to push it up her tawny thighs and grasp her thong. The panties feel so flimsy in my hands as I tug them down, peeling them away from her soaking pussy. I slide her dress higher as she opens her legs, welcoming me in.

Farah is so wet. I can smell her aroma as I dive between her legs and run my tongue along her pussy. Since the three threesomes, she’s kept her mound bare. I love it, and I love to worship it. But I don’t give her release. I want to edge her, to keep her just at the cusp of release as she watches the orgy unfold beyond.

I can hear Farah panting above me as I work her, but she pushes my face between her thighs so I cannot see her. I focus instead on her pussy, adding my fingers to the mix. She’s wet and excited enough that two fingers go in easily. I add a third, and Farah jerks hard, thrusting her hips up.

She’s close again. I know her body. I can feel her desire. I slow my ministrations, using just my fingers now, avoiding her clit. I pull back enough to look up at her, to check on her, and get a shock.

Someone else has joined us. Someone new. I don’t recognize him, but he’s naked and fit—a white guy with a shaved head and a faux hawk of dark hair. He’s kissing Farah, and she’s kissing him right back, hand on his shoulder, fingernails biting into his fleshy muscle.

Watching them hits me like a lightning bolt. Something crackles inside of me. My gasp draws Farah’s attention, who breaks the kiss with the guy and darts a look down at me.

But I don’t want this to stop, so I don’t. I go back to eating her, and she returns to kissing. Charged now, I tease Farah right back to the edge of orgasm, then stop again.

“Uhhnn, baby…” she whines. “Please…”

I know that I’m playing with fire, but can’t stop. I do it again, edging her, as the man beside her on the chair helps. He pulls her top down, working her tits as I like her. When her orgasm is just about to pop, though, he recognizes it first and withdraws.

“You guys…” Farah groans as we sit back. Sweaty and slumped into the chair, her ass on the very edge, she’s a heaving mess. “Why are you doing this?”

The guy beside her is quicker to answer. “Because this is just the appetizer.” He has an accent, something South American maybe. “Orgasms are for main courses.”

Farah looks at me, her eyes wide, as if to say, Is this guy for real?

He didn’t stick around, kissing her one last time before moving away, towards the locus of the room.

“Fuck!” Taylor cries behind me. I turn, just in time to see the blonde straddle Jordan’s lap in the center of that California king. Guys stand around her, all naked now—Farah’s South American friend one of them—slowing jerking their cocks.

Another man climbs up behind her, holding his large, black dick in his hand. She bends down over her husband, resting her head against his chest, and reaches back to spread her cheeks.

My jaw falls open. My neck aches as I have to keep it twisted from my position between Farah’s legs. But I can’t stop looking. Through the forest of naked men, I watch the spicy blonde take a second cock inside of her, this one into her ass.

“OH!” she cries out. “Oh, my—AH!”

The guy doesn’t ram home, but sinks slowly, guiding his dick into her tight opening. Taylor gasps and grunts, most of it unintelligible at first. When she gets her language more under control, though, it’s even more thrilling.

“Oh, yes, that feels… fuck, that feels huge. Yes! Fuck me in the ass. Fuck me in my pussy! Give it to me hard!”

Farah catches my attention, tapping me on the shoulder. I expect that it’s time to leave, but that’s not it. She needs me. She can’t just watch anymore.

I slither up between her legs and together we pull off her dress. She’s naked except for her heels now. I’m the only one in the room with any clothing on, which is oddly embarrassing. We go to work on the problem together, Farah and I tearing at my clothes like this is our first night together. There’s passion and need and desperation. “I need you,” she hisses as she opens my shirt and runs her hands across my chest. “Take it out. Get that dick out.”

I shiver at the order, fumbling to follow it. I’ve never had a complex with my cock-size, but in this room I’m definitely below the average.

I’m very hard. So hard that Farah even comments on it as she wraps her fingers around me. “You like what you see.” Before I can correct her—tell her that I may like it, but I’m not sure about her joining it—she leans in and encloses my dick in her wet, soft mouth.

She only sucks a few times, though, getting me nice and wet before she stands. We kiss as we shift. She directs me into the chair, turns away from me, and sinks down onto my cock.

“Oh, yes,” we sigh as one. I haven’t felt her this wet since the threesome with Jordan. There’s almost no friction, just smooth, liquid warmth.

Taylor continued to get double teamed, the men now plunging into her ass and pussy as one. “Fuck me! Fuck me, I’m so full!”

She’s pumping another dick with her right hand. Someone scoots forward on her left side, and she turns and wraps her mouth around his cock. Jordan props her up so that she can jerk and suck the two men, while the guy in her ass holds her hips steady and rams home.

Farah rubs her shaved twat furiously as she watches it all, desperate to get off. It’s been too long and she’s been on edge all afternoon.

“Give me your come!” For a fleeting moment, I think it’s Farah begging. But of course it’s Taylor, screaming the order as she’s plugged up.

The guys around her do, one after another. The two cocks in her face blast her. The guy in her ass pulls out and jerks off all over her back. Jordan, beneath her, roars as he fills his wife.

Farah is so close. I can feel it in the way she thrusts back, and hear it in her ragged breathing. I race to match her, but her climax outpaces mine. She lets go. She screams.

It draws attention. A couple of the guys waiting to take their turn with Taylor look over—the two black guys who I watched hit on Farah earlier. One nudges the other, nodding in our direction. Farah sees it, too. I feel her stiffen.

“You want them?” I ask into the mass of her dark hair.

On the bed, the tangle of bodies shift as new men fill in where Taylor’s first round was. This time, she straddles one man, facing away, as she slots his cock into her butt. Her bald pussy gapes at us just before a new man moves forward and starts a second DP.

Farah checks on me. I can see that she’s tempted, but she’s nervous. I squeeze her to me. “I’m here. I’m right here,” I say.

She nods, and before I know it, the guys are parked on either side of her, their thighs like tree trunks, their bodies rising like mountains. She wraps her hands around both of their dicks—tentative at first, getting used to their size.

On the bed, Taylor shows her the way. Our neighbor has no hesitation, engulfing one cock beside her as she tugs on the one opposite. Farah must see it, because a moment later, she follows the blonde’s lead. I’m right there behind her. I can practically feel her as she takes the big black shaft into her mouth. She gags as he pushes deeper, resets, and slathers his shaft as she swallows even more.

I watch, just a foot away. I play with her tits, my cock still buried inside of her, as she focuses on the two new men around us. Like Taylor, Farah finds her rhythm. She swaps off, leaving one man’s dick bathed in her saliva as she goes to town on the other.

I know I can’t resist much longer. I know that I’m about to explode just watching Farah suck these two dicks. It won’t stop there, though. She won’t be able to resist the call of the bed, the call to escalate. Taylor has been prepping us for this moment since she first brought up the idea of an arrangement. Back then, we weren’t ready. Are we now?

“Uhhn!” I groan, shuddering as I erupt It’s too much. The night is spinning, spinning, and I’m losing control.

Taylor is screaming out an orgasm, jerking the cocks on either side of her, her wrists a blur of motion. The guy fucking her pussy pulls out. A new man rapidly takes his place. One of the guys flanking her starts to come, and she swallows the dick, drinking down his offering as the other dude waits his turn.

I slip out of Farah, soft now, yet not fully so. Too soft for what she needs right now, though, yet I don’t think she’s ready to leave my side. She stares at one of the men she’s jerking off, meeting his eyes. “I want you to fuck me.”

He grins. “And I’d love to fuck the hell out of you.”

She looks at the other guy. “You, too.”

Then, she moves to the floor, turns onto her knees, and takes my half-limp dick into her mouth. Behind her, one guy gets on his knees, fists his dick, and enters her. I feel it all the way down my shaft, her moan reverberating through me. I spring to life, hard again. Farah is encouraged, sucking my dick as this total stranger starts to do her.

But we are the side show. Taylor cycles through the other men, drowned in masculinity. They slap her face with their cocks and jerk off all over her. There is always at least one man in her ass, and most of the time, there’s one in her pussy.

The guys with Farah take turns with her, and once I’m fully erect again, she just lays her head on my thigh and casually pumps me as they pump her. I wonder if she’ll take more men. What Taylor has done is normalize what was once over-the-top.

Eventually, the guys fucking Farah reach their limit. “I’m close, baby. Where do you want it?”

She glances back at them, then beyond them, to Taylor. “On her,” she says. “Go join the boys and give her the fantasy that she wants.”

He looks mildly disappointed. I feel it, too, but he pulls out and joins the others, who are now ringing the blonde, jerking off. His friend plunges into Farah, working himself up before he does the same.

Farah crawls up beside me, kissing me and clutching my dick. “Too much?” I ask her.

“Not yet,” she says.

“Yes!” Taylor cries behind her. “Come all over me, boys.”

Farah half turns, but doesn’t look back. We can both imagine what’s going on. “But I want to join her.”

My breath catches.

“Want to join her together?”

I nod. “Yes, together.”

As I watch my beautiful wife—her shoulders back, tits forward, head high—wade into the collection of men who part around her like the Red Sea, I’m a twisted contraction of emotion. I’m anxious and angsty and nervous, but also proud, and definitely turned on.

I’m also right behind her, watching her ass, watching other men watch her ass. She finds Taylor, crawling over the blonde, who pulls her in for a volcanic, girl-on-girl kiss.

Taylor is covered in sweat and come, her hair matted to her forehead. Somehow her makeup isn’t smeared, although her lipstick is long gone.

The guys cheer at the lesbian show, although the passion and desire are very real. “Thanks for coming,” Taylor says. Her voice sounds like she’s just smoked a million cigarettes.

“Hope your fantasy is living up to expectations,” Farah says. I’m shocked as she licks some come off of the other woman’s neck.

“You’re here,” Taylor says. “So expectations are about to be met.”

Farah moves down between Taylor’s legs, as the blonde means back into some guy and opens her thighs. To me, she says, “There is nothing like feeling the softness of a woman after being drowned in all these men. It’s like a glass of milk after overindulging in a coo-KEY!”

Farah runs her tongue along Taylor’s clit and presses her fingers into her well-used pussy. I haven’t seen her do that before, only heard her talk about it. I move up beside Taylor to get a better angle. Farah isn’t bashful. When she licks and sucks, she does it because she’s as into it as I am when I go down on her. Her eyes are angled up at us, a smile tugging at the corners of her mouth as she sees me watching her.

“You better get back there,” Taylor says between gasps. “Unless you want these guys running a train on your wife.” The blonde gives me a delighted look. “Which would be hot as fuck.”

I know it would be, but we’re not there. Not her. I move behind Farah, seeing how right Taylor is. The guys look ready to pounce, but they defer to me with great disappointment. I enter her with more vigor than intended, but Farah doesn’t mind. She shivers but doesn’t miss a beat, continuing her work between Taylor’s slender thighs.

“Don’t come in her,” the blonde says. “Save it for me. I want you to be the first to start the train on me!”

I almost lose it on that idea alone. Taylor is like the embodiment of carnal desire. She’s too much. She’s over-the-top. When Farah makes her come, she screams, “Fuck I love your wife’s tongue!”

She pulls Farah up to her as the two kiss and whisper. The guys around are getting antsy, ready to jump back into the action. It doesn’t take long. Farah moves away, and Taylor gets on the end of the bed, ass up, face down, ready to receive.

I’m the first there, sinking into her moist snatch. But there are others around. Someone sits down beside her, grabs her by the hair, and yanks her to his waiting dick. I hesitate at the physicality of it until Taylor looks back and grunts, “Don’t stop!”

So I don’t. I throw myself into it, fucking her the way I watched others fuck her earlier. She likes it rough. She wants it hard. I grab her hips and pound away until my balls tighten.

“I’m coming,” I gasp.

“Do it. Fill me up. I want to feel it!”

I couldn’t stop if I wanted to. I sink deep and unleash myself on her, my cock pulsing and my head going bright and dazzling. The train has left the station. I stumble back, and another takes my place. I sit on the chair from earlier, and see that the men have lined up. At the back, grinning like the king of the world, is Jordan. Some would call him a cuckold, but none of the men in that room would. He is a fucking star.

Farah, I realize, isn’t in the room any longer. I look around, thinking she must be behind the great mass of muscle and masculinity, but she’s definitely not there.

I stand, wondering if she’s just gone to the bathroom, or to get some water, or just to take a break. But I know that’s not it. I know, and feel my stomach rise inside me.

I hear her in the next room over as soon as I step out into the hall. She’s panting hard, moaning, pleading for something that I can’t quite understand.

I understand as soon as I step into the room. “Slow, take it… take it slow—OH!”

Farah isn’t in the bed with just one man, but two. The two guys who fucked her earlier are in bed, their dark, sleek skin dappled with perspiration, their black bodies enveloping Farah’s caramel curves. She is straddling one guy, his dick stretching her wide as the other kneels just behind her, pressing himself against her asshole.

My gasp draws Farah’s attention. She whips her head around to look at me, but she’s not embarrassed or ashamed at being caught. She looks pleased that I’ve joined her, happy that I’m there to watch this moment.

Her eyes squeeze shut as the guy behind her presses forward. He isn’t just positioning himself against her ass. He’s already inside of her, the tip of that bulbous dick already stretching her asshole.

We’d had anal sex before—special occasions for me both times. I never thought that it did much for Farah, yet here she is now, taking a much bigger black cock in her backdoor.

“Oh, my… oh yes… you feel so… huge! Both of you!”

She pushes her hair out of her face, but her eyes are still shut and her mouth is slack. No sound emerges as her lover sinks deep into her butt. Not at first. Then, like she’s on a delay, the cry comes, loud and hard. “Ohhh, yes! That’s so… so intense!”

“Told you you could take it,” the guy in her ass says.

“I can,” Farah said, gasping. “I can take it…” She moans. “It’s so… much!”

The guys had done this before, clearly. When they start to fuck her, there’s no fumbling around or awkwardness. When they get to it, they take her like a team, and Farah loses her mind.

I can’t believe it, either. The group scene in the other room is wild in all the ways that I expect it to be wild. It was visual overload. I didn’t know where to look. Here, in this smaller room, in the smaller bed, with just Farah and her two black lovers, I know exactly where to look.

“I’m so… it’s so… full! Fuck, I feel like… I’m gonna…” Whatever she felt like she was going to do, I never find out. She seems to climax for the next ten minutes as these two guys plug her up.

I’m so hard, watching. I sit on the edge of the bed because there’s nothing else in this room, watching this bonus threesome that I never thought I would see.

“Oh, fuck, he’s coming!” she screams. “He’s coming in my ass, baby!”

I’m jerking myself, doing my best to save it for later, but it’s so hard to do.

“Ah! Oh! Your turn next,” she says to the guy beneath her. “Give it to me, please.”

He must, because she goes off next and he’s grunting and groaning, grabbing her hips. The other man sits back, leaving Farah’s ass gaping. Come spews out, and just beneath, where his friend is balls deep in her, more come escapes her pussy. It’s the most lewd thing that I’ve ever seen. I don’t even watch porn this gonzo, yet here is my beautiful wife doing it as the star.

The guys leave after that. “Thanks, man, your wife’s a fuck-ton of fun,” says one.

The other gives me his number, in case we want more fun. They head back to the main event, which I can still hear going on. I shut the door behind them and go to Farah, who is on the bed, a ragged tangle of heaving, sweaty flesh.

But she’s conscious, and when she feels my body on the bed, she shifts to look at me. “Hey,” she says weakly.

“Hey, yourself.”

“You upset?” She pushes her hair from her face, matted and damp.

“No.” I move onto the bed beside her. She smells like other men and sweat and semen. “A little shocked, but no, definitely not upset.”

“I can’t believe that just happened,” she says.

“Funny, that’s supposed to be my line.”

“Watching Taylor take all those men was crazy,” she says.

“You don’t have to justify it.”

Farah glances at me. She’s still the same Farah, inquisitive and smart. She isn’t justifying. She’s trying to understand for herself. “I wanted to join, you know? Kind of? But it also scared me. I’ve never had a one-night-stand. To go from that truth to fucking a bunch of strangers at once…” She blushes. “So after I… after the sex with Taylor, I knew that if I stayed, I’d be right on that bed beside her, ass up as guys lined up. And I realized that I’m not ready for that. Yet.” She knows the power of the one word, and says it clear-eyed and staring right at me. “So I left.”

“But not alone,” I point out.

“No. You were fucking Taylor, and I kind of knew Deion and Sammy, so I just, kind of…” Now she looks apologetic. “I’m sorry, I should have waited for you.”

“And I’m glad you didn’t. Walking in on you fucking like that—an extra special threesome—was intense in all the best ways. I love how sexual you get with others.”

“Same.”

“I never was sure about the idea of you with Jordan. I mostly agreed to it⁠—“

“So you could fuck Taylor, I know.”

“But now,” I continue with a blush, “I get why he’s okay sharing her with other men. Or, not sharing, she’s not an object, but you know what I mean.”

“You understand why he’s okay watching her get it on with other people,” Farah clarifies. “Yeah, same. Tomorrow, it’ll just be the two of them again, but they’ll see each other through this new lens.”

“He’ll see her with a bunch of guys jerking off all over her face,” I say. “Just like I’ll see you getting DPed. And yet you’re still the same woman I married.”

“I’m still her,” she says, adding, “Just, like, leveled up.”

“I’ll say.” Taylor screams something in the next room over. We smile at one another. “Want to go back in there and level up some more?”

“No, thank you,” Farah says with a laugh. “I have everything I need right here in this room.”

She kisses me, pushes me onto my back, and lowers herself onto my cock. We sigh together.

She’s right. This is everything I need.
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ALSO BY KENNY WRIGHT


Like what you just read? Check out these other books by Kenny Wright (or browse my catalog at http://www.kennywriter.com/books/).

The Blonde in 3C
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From neighbor to friend to wife to… hotwife?

Cooper always had a crush on Annika, the blonde in apartment 3C. She was friendly. She was pretty. Best of all, she had loud sex with her boyfriend, Brett, that Cooper could hear through the floorboards. He never thought that one day, he would marry that sexy blonde.

But first impressions are hard to shake, and Cooper's first impression of his future bride was of an insatiable woman he could never fully satisfy. He was always waiting for the other shoe to drop, for a new man to take his place, for him to lose it all. A hotwife fantasy was born and it grew with their marriage.

The things that Annika did for love always surprised her, but that was just who she was. She gave all of her energy to a relationship. She'd done some wild things for her hedonistic former boyfriend, Brett. She was still trying to figure out Cooper.

When they attend Brett’s wedding, Annika and Cooper are put to the test. Will Annika be tempted by the past? Will Cooper’s repressed fantasy explode into the open?

Find The Blonde in 3C online!

***

Bull’s Eye Series (5 books)
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Paul Sharpe, self-avowed bachelor, works hard and plays harder—always looking for a new conquest. Blondes, brunettes, redheads, he enjoys them all as long as the pursuit is fun and they’re up for a good time. He’s fine being disposable. Life is simpler that way.

Until he meets a woman who opens his eyes to a whole new world—the world of hotwives and cuckolds and the games that they play. After that, he sees it everywhere. At bars, at clubs, at his company’s gala, he sees men furtively watching other men hit on their wives.

Can he be the other man? Can he be the bull?

Follow Paul’s epic journey over five books as he evolves from the bull to so much more.

Bull's Eye 1: Discovering the Hotwife Fantasy

Bull's Eye 2: Exploring the Hotwife Fantasy

Bull's Eye 3: Enjoying the Hotwife Fantasy

Bull's Eye 4: Consequences of a Hotwife Fantasy

Bull's Eye 5: Beyond the Hotwife Fantasy
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Training to Love It Series (3 books)
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Can a wife-watching fantasy be trained?

When Erin comes home from the gym and lets slip that her new personal trainer is a man, Tom doesn’t know how to react. When he overhears Erin admitting that she’s attracted to AJ, her trainer, he becomes even more confused. He wants to be supportive, but he feels jealous. He wants to be understanding, but he doesn’t even understand his own feelings. Every time he thinks of Erin with AJ, his heart begins to race. Every time she says his name, his breath catches in his chest.

AJ ends up pushing more than just his wife’s physical limits. As Tom watches this newer, stronger, more assertive woman emerge with each training session, he realizes that this other man is pushing the limits of their marriage and their happy life. How far would they go for a fantasy? And whose fantasy is it? And what happens when things go too far?

Training to Love It

Training to Love It 2

Training to Love It 3
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