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My wife Laura was convinced that her life was over, only because she’d recently turned 40. In my eyes, that was a ridiculous statement, especially because she could have passed for a woman ten years younger any day of the week.

Hearing my thoughts on the subject did little to change her mind, however. She was still convinced that she’d wasted the better part of her life being a stay-at-home mom to our two children, who were now in school and not in need of the same amount of care as they had been when they were younger.

She didn’t put it the way, of course. She didn’t use the term “wasted.” That would have been to direct. But more and more, she would reminisce about her younger days as a law student, and then as a junior associate at the firm downtown where she worked shortly after passing the bar, and shortly before becoming pregnant with our first child. She’d been a rising star at the firm then, and might have even made partner by the age of 30, if she hadn’t decided that being a full-time mom was much more appealing than being a full-time corporate litigator.

They — the two senior partners at the firm, a pair of woman in their late 50s who had come up during a time much less conducive to female empowerment — had done everything in their power to get Laura to stay on. There was already a generous maternity leave policy, and they offered to extend this to a full year at 80% of her current salary.

I had encouraged Laura to take this deal. After all, it would give her time to think, and 80% of her salary was a lot of money, after all. Not that we needed it. I myself was an attorney, after all, and I wasn’t doing bad financially, if I do say so myself. I don’t think it would be bragging to say that I was doing well by pretty much anyone’s standards, and we would be able to live more than comfortably off of my salary alone, as long as we watched out for the proverbial “golden handcuffs.”

And so that is exactly what we decided to do. I say “we,” but really, it was all Laura’s decision in the end. We could have afforded live-in childcare, if that had been the route that she wanted to take. I didn’t pressure her at all. I didn’t have to. Laura made the decision for herself.

During her first several years as a mother, Laura drifted away from her friends at the firm. She had been close to the two other young female associates, Riley and Sarah, but they had decided to go in the opposite direction with their lives that my wife had done, and elected not to marry and to remain childless. At first this difference in lifestyles meant that Laura stopped hanging out with them on a regular basis, seeing them three or four times a year for brunch at the very most. But even those short reunions became more and more infrequent, as Laura realized that she had less and less in common with Riley and Sarah, who led lives filled with parties, travel to faraway countries, and promiscuity.

Laura had always assured me that she wasn’t really jealous of her single friends. After all, she had something that money couldn’t buy: a loving family. She was right, too: Sarah and Riley would eventually find themselves alone. Rich, but old and alone, and how would they fill their twilight years? When our oldest was 7, and our youngest was 4, Laura stopped meeting up with her two former colleagues entirely.

Things might have stayed that way, too, if it hadn’t have been for a chance encounter at the tennis courts of our country club between Laura and her old friend, Riley. Laura was taking our daughter, Michaela (now 11) to her tennis lesson, when who should she meet coming off the courts, arm in arm with a tall and handsome man, than her old friend Riley? Riley was still in great shape, and looked as if she hadn’t aged a day since she, my wife, and Sarah had been so inseparable.

Riley and Laura made small-talk quickly while the dark-haired handsome man on Riley’s arm looked on. The two women agreed to get lunch soon. It had been too long, Riley said, and Laura agreed.

“She didn’t seem to be offended by the fact that I basically ghosted her and Sarah a couple of years ago,” Laura told me that night as she related the incident to me while I made dinner.

“That’s good to hear,” I said. “Who was the guy with her? Were the two of you ever introduced?”

“No,” she said. “He seemed a good five years younger than her. Not that you can tell, of course. He had a kind of working-class vibe about him, too. Not the type of guy I could imagine Riley settling down with.”

“Well, from what I remember, Riley wasn’t really the settling-down type, right?”

“Right,” said Laura, smiling. “I’m guessing that she’s with him for other reasons.”

“Maybe you’ll find out when you get together with him.”

“Maybe I will…”
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That incident, a reunion of sorts between my 40-year-old wife and an old friend, was what set off a series of events in our marriage that changed it forever. Of course, it wasn’t only that. How could it be? But in retrospect, it was how it all started.

Riley suggested that they go out for lunch, and that they get Sarah to join them. Laura, perhaps wanting to show them that she wasn’t “only” a mom these days, suggested that they go out for drinks instead. Riley seemed a little surprised at this, but Laura insisted that she needed a break from her family (as much as she loved us) and would be grateful for a night out with the girls.

Riley agreed enthusiastically, and soon Sarah was on board as well.

It was a date.

Laura was strangely nervous for the “big night,” almost as if she’d been going out on a date. She tried on several different outfits, asking my opinion on each one, then immediately dismissing my verdict almost as soon as I’d given it.

“You think I look sexy in everything,” she said.

“But you do look sexy in everything!”

“You’re my husband. Of course you’d say that.”

“Why do you want to look sexy, anyway? You’re going out with two other women. You’re not trying to pick up guys, right?”

She looked at me and rolled her eyes.

“As if. Come on. It’s not like there will be a whole lot of guys interested in a 40-year-old like me.”

“Give me a break,” I said, “you’re gorgeous. Of course they’d be interested in you.”

“You’re sweet, honey. But I’m not interested in them, of course. I just want to look good for my friends, that’s all.”

“Well, I’m sure you’re going to be the sexiest in the group.”

“I’m not so sure. Riley and Sarah haven’t carried two pregnancies to term.”

“That’s an interesting choice of words.”

“I phrased it that way on purpose, because I happen to know that Sarah has been pregnant twice. The first time she miscarried almost immediately, and the second time she got an abortion.”

“What naughty ladies your friends are!” I joked. “I hope you don’t think you’ve been missing out on all the fun by staying at home with the kids all these years.”

She rolled her eyes.

“Sure. Some fun. A different guy every night. Always having to be worried about STDs. Panicking every time your period comes a couple of days late…no thanks.”

“So you don’t regret not getting to fuck around a little?”

She gave me a slight frown.

“Of course not. I don’t feel deprived. I had a couple of boyfriends before you in college, of course. That was more than enough for me. Sex is better with one person, anyway. You get to know each other. Avoid all the awkwardness of the first time.”

And the excitement, too, I thought, but I didn’t say it.

“Anyway,” she said, “I don’t think I’m really missing out on much by not taking home a new guy every night.”

“Do you ever wonder if you are, though?”

“If I’m what?” She asked, as if she’d forgotten her own words.

“If you’re missing out.”

“By not fucking around as much as Sarah and Riley? No. Not really. Why? Do you wish you were fucking around more? Why don’t you get yourself a little mistress. You could be a sugar daddy, honey. The young girls would love it. A lawyer like you…”

She was teasing me. I tickled her and she collapsed in my arms, giggling. The truth of the matter is that she was right. I had enough extra income that I could have easily afforded a girl “on the side,” if that had been something that I’d been interested in. But to tell the truth, the idea didn’t appeal to me. Not really. I didn’t mind younger women, of course, but I was still so in love with Laura that the thought of touching another girl didn’t really excite me at all. Even the fantasy of it.

There were other fantasies, however, that excited me a lot more, and all of those involved Laura. Not that I’d had the courage to tell her about any of them, of course. I took them to be much too deviant for her to accept. That was because what I imagined, what I wanted most of all was for Laura to feel empowered to explore her own sexuality outside the bounds of our marriage. I wanted her to feel free to cheat on me, if she wanted. To seek fulfillment in the arms of another man, if that was what she wanted.

Why did I want this so badly for her? Did I feel inadequate as a man or a lover? Not really. It more had to do with the fact that I sensed that Laura had so much sexual energy pent up inside her. That she was capable of experiencing incredible pleasure if she only gave into those urges and stopped letting society dictate the role that she should play as a housewife and mother.

I had heard of “hotwifing” of course, but I didn’t dare bring up the idea to Laura. At least not in the early years of our marriage, and especially not when the kids were still young. God knows they brought enough chaos and instability into the house as it was. But now that they were older, and now that Laura seemed to be rediscovering her old friends from her younger and carefree days, I felt as if I might finally be ready to broach the subject with her. I just had to find the right moment. The fact that she was going out to party with Riley and Sarah might give me the opportunity I’d been waiting for. I just had to wait and see.
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Even I was surprised by how late Laura stayed out with the girls that first time. She’d told me not to expect her before bedtime, but I woke up at 1:00AM and looked at my phone to check the time, and she still wasn’t back. I might have been worried if she hadn’t been out with such a large group. It seemed unlikely that something would happen to three women partying together. Of course, there was always the possibility that the other two girls had picked up men and left Laura to her own devices, but surely even they could have gone without casual sex for a night for the sake of rekindling an old relationship. I decided to stop worrying, and fell back asleep.

[image: ]


A few hours later, Laura stumbled onto the bed, giggling as she kicked off her heels and then collapsed, fully clothed, onto the bed next to me.

“Hey, babe,” I muttered, still groggy from sleep.

“Hey, honey,” she said. “Sorry if I’m too loud.”

Her speech was slightly slurred. She’d obviously had a lot to drink.

“Did you drive home?”

“Don’t worry. I took an Uber.”

“Good plan. Did you have fun?”

She giggled.

“So much fun. Sorry I was out so late. And sorry that I’m so drunk.”

“It’s ok,” I said. “I was having trouble sleeping anyway without you here.”

That was true.

“Good to hear,” she said, yawning.

“Well,” I said, “did you hear anything interesting about Sarah and Riley’s lives?”

“Sarah is going to Africa for a month-long safari vacation, and Riley’s new boyfriend has a very large cock.”

It startled me how casually she made this last pronouncement, but, then again, she was extremely intoxicated.

“Oh really? Was he the guy that you saw her with at the club?”

“Mmm-hmm. I guess that explains why she was interested in him.”

“I guess so. Who needs money when you have a big dick?”

She laughed, then nuzzled her face into the pillow, sighing.

“She said the sex was too good. Like, mind-glowingly so.”

“Really now?”

“Really. She said that being with a guy his size ruined her forever for other men. That it was like losing her virginity all over again, but this time without the awkwardness.”

“That does sound like fun,” I said, happy that Laura was opening up so much about her conversation, and hoping to keep her talking. After all, tomorrow she would be sober, and who knew if she’d be in the same naughty mood that she was now?

“Sarah agreed with her,” she went on.

“Sarah’s been with the same guy?”

I couldn’t hide the surprise in my voice.

“No, not the same guy,” Laura continued. “But she’s been with other big guys. She claims that these days, she filters out anyone under seven inches. The apps make it easy.”

“Seven inches is pretty huge,” I said.

“Maybe so,” said Laura, “but that’s about how big you are, right honey? They asked me, and that’s what I said. They said I was lucky.”

I was silent for a moment, unsure of how to respond. I wasn’t upset that Laura had told her friends that my dick was bigger than it really was. I couldn’t have cared less what those two thought about me or my penis. But I carefully considered whether or not to tell her the truth: that I was nowhere near Sarah’s “minimum” size. However, I also decided that this might be an opportunity to introduce Laura to my fantasy, an opportunity that might not come again so soon.

“I’m actually around 5 inches,” I said. “Well below the cut-off.”

She looked at me in surprise.

“That can’t be right.”

“We can measure tomorrow if you want.”

“Don’t be silly, honey,” she said, giggling again. “There’s no way you’re that small.”

“It’s not really small, though,” I said, trying not to sound defensive. “It’s average. Sarah is just into really large men.”

Laura mulled this over for a bit.

“Well,” she said finally, “you’re the biggest guy that I’ve ever been with, so maybe I’ve actually never really been with a huge cock. That’s possible, isn’t it?”

“If I’m the biggest guy you’ve been with, then it’s not only possible, it’s true,” I replied.

She yawned, pressing her face closer into the pillow.

“That’s alright with me,” she said. “I guess I’ll never know what I’m missing out on.”

I wanted to interject that I was fine with her trying to find out what she was missing out on if she wanted to, but in the next second, it was clear that Laura was fast asleep.
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Laura and I didn’t discuss that late-night conversation for the next few days, but I thought about it a lot. I started doing research on the Internet. I wanted to find some kind of way to start to introduce her to the idea of cheating on me, without coming out and saying it directly. Maybe I was too cowardly.

I read a lot of ideas on Internet forums about how to introduce your wife to the idea of hotwifing or cuckolding. Some of it seemed like good advice. Some of it was pretty outlandish. But there was one post that caught my attention, by a husband who had purchased a “penis sleeve” — a highly realistic silicone phallus worn on the erect penis — to introduce his wife to the joys of large cocks. It had gone over splendidly. Almost every commenter on the forum who had tried a similar toy agreed that their wives enjoyed the chance to try something bigger (although in a few cases, it was clear that there WAS a limit; not many women seemed to enjoy getting stuffed with something the size of a Pringles can).

I did a little more research and found a company that manufactured high-quality silicone sleeves, and ordered one in my size internally (so I could wear it comfortably) but which was 7” in length (the famous “cutoff” for men who wanted to date Sarah). I was going to give Laura a taste of what she’d been missing all these years by being together with me. And she wouldn’t even have to cheat to get it.

The question was whether she’d even consent to trying it, and how and when to bring it up. She’d mentioned having a vibrator in college, before we met, and a couple of times, we’d even used one in the bedroom, back in the early days of our marriage when we were still experimenting.

But that was a long time ago at this point. Our love life had become pretty much routine once the kids had been old enough to sleep reliably in their own beds through the night. We did it in the missionary position, or sometimes with Laura on top, usually with the lights out, and no more than once a week. I’d had a vasectomy, so there was no chance of another kid, thank God!

I was pretty sure that Laura was ok with this arrangement, but only that. “Ok,” that is. Not completely satisfied, and certainly not thrilled. I was convinced that she wasn’t pretending to enjoy sex with me, but that she would have liked a little variety now and then, and for me to last longer. That had always been a challenge for me. I was a quick finisher, and I knew that Laura liked to draw things out more than I was able. I told her that my inability to last more than half a minute or so was due to the fact that I found her so sexy and irresistible. That seemed to please her, even if I was never sure if she was totally convinced by it. I also offered to go down on her after I’d reached orgasm myself, but she always politely refused, telling me that she preferred me to be enjoying myself at the same time.

I saw now a way to introduce her to size while not making it directly about size: I could tell her that I was mainly interested in delaying my ejaculation. That was true, after all: I did want to hold back for longer. I planned to explain away the sleeve as a kind of “reusable condom” that would keep me from coming so quickly. The fact that it was much longer and thicker than my real cock would be kind of a secondary perk, more or less a coincidence.

Even if she didn’t believe it, this would enable Laura to save face as well. She wouldn’t have to admit that she wanted something bigger. All she had to do was agree to help me solve my “problem.”

This was the strategy that I decided to take when introducing her to the sleeve, which came in the mail a few days after I ordered it. I tried it on in secret, and was pleased to find that it fit me perfectly. All of a sudden, I had a monster between my legs. It made me realize how big the men that Sarah and Riley were sleeping with really were. My cock was puny in comparison to the club that jutted up in front of me now. I imagined my wife impaled on it, and that aroused me even more. I couldn’t wait to try it. But I still had to find the right moment to introduce it.

Luckily, it was Friday night, which happened to be the night that we often made love. It was fairly ritualized: after the kids went to bed, we’d have a couple of glasses of wine (or sometimes even split a joint), then go up to the bedroom about half an hour earlier than usual after watching Netflix for about an hour.

The first part of the evening followed this pattern completely. We polished off the better part of a bottle of Merlot from the Russian River Valley (very decent, by the way), then Laura looked over at me with the sly smile she often used to signal her interest in getting “naughty.”

“Should we head upstairs?” She asked.

I nodded. Was now the time to tell her? I decided that it was.

“Honey,” I said, “I actually got something new in the mail today. Something that we can try…if you want to.”

Her look of confusion told me that I hadn’t been nearly explicit enough.

“What kind of thing? Try what?”

“A sex toy,” I said, a bit flustered at my own inability to communicate clearly.

“Oh,” she said, her voice conveying her surprise, “for you or for me?”

“For us,” I said, “but more for you.”

“Ok.”

Her voice conveyed a certain tenseness. I knew that I was going to have to do some convincing.

“I think you’ll like it,” I said. “It’s something to help me last longer.”

“Oh really? Like a cream or something?”

“Nah. I don’t really want to mess around with chemicals. This is a sort of reusable condom.”

“Like a sheath?”

“They call it a sleeve,” I said. “And from what I’ve read, it feels very natural.”

“Will it feel good for you, too?”

“Yeah, I think so. We just have to try it.”

“Alright. I’ll try anything once, I guess.”
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When we got up to the bedroom and Laura actually laid eyes on the thing she had agreed to “try,” I could sense her apprehension even before she opened her mouth.

“What the hell? Why does it have to be so big?”

“It’s not that big,” really,” I said, holding the sleeve in one hand. “In fact, it’s exactly 7 inches. You know, Sarah’s minimum size?”

“That’s seven inches?”

“Yep.”

“Looks more like 10 to me.”

“Well, take my word for it. This is the size of men that Sarah is sleeping with. Assuming they’re not lying to her, and that she can tell the difference.”

“I’m sure she can tell the difference,” said Laura. “Sarah’s not a dumb girl. She graduated near the top of her class from Harvard Law, remember?”

“That doesn’t mean that she can estimate size based on sight,” I said. “But you’re right. She’s smart, and probably knows what she’s talking about. Which is why you have absolutely no reason to be scared of this thing.”

“I’m not scared of it,” Laura said. “I’m just shocked. I didn’t expect — what did you call it? A ‘reusable condom’ — to be quite that big. And thick. Plus it looks so realistic…”

“Yeah, it’s quite the work of art, isn’t it? In a way, I mean,” I said, inspecting the intricate veins on the side of the sleeve.

“Is it based on a real person?”

“I’m not sure,” I said. “Maybe? But we can give it a name if you want.”

She grinned.

“Let’s see if I like it first before we start giving it a life story.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

We embraced, and it seemed like Laura kissed me with even more ferocity than usual.

She was so nervous she was almost giddy as I kissed a path down her front towards her mound. We’d entered the bedroom now, and both stripped off our clothes. I wanted to take my time introducing the sleeve, so I thought that I’d begin by giving her oral.

That turned out to be a great decision. Laura was more enthusiastic than I’d seen her in years, pushing my head down between her legs as I lapped at her wet cunt. I loved the taste and smell of my wife. It was intoxicating, yet familiar. I brought her to orgasm quickly, teasing her clit with my tongue as I stroked her g-spot with my fingers.

Once the first orgasm was out of the way, I reasoned, she would be better prepared to take the huge cock sheath. Laura looked down at me, her face flushed.

“Do you want to give it a try?”

She blushed even deeper, closing her eyes for a moment, as if afraid to admit it.

“Yes,” she said.

Then added quickly: “If you still want to, I mean.”

“I definitely want to.”

“Ok, then.”

I was rock hard. It almost felt like the time that I took viagra for fun a couple of years ago during one of our weekend getaways. I had no trouble staying hard, in other words. It was a little tricky to work the sheath onto my cock, but after a moment in was in place.

“Oh my God,” said Laura. “I can’t believe that thing is really going to fit inside me.”

“You know that kids come out of there,” I said. “So I’m sure it’ll fit.”

“Just go slow.”

“Of course. How do you want it the first time?”

“You on top.”

“Makes sense.”

I grabbed lube and squeezed some onto the head of the fake cock, which was about twice as thick as my own. Laura closed her eyes and bit her lip as I pushed forward.

“Oh wow. That’s really…oh God.”

“Just relax, and tell me if you need me to slow down.”

Her face was red and her eyes were closed, but she nodded.

I pushed forward a bit more. It was difficult to get used to “my” new size at first, but the minor adjustments I had to make in the way that I moved my body were nothing in comparison to the accommodations that Laura’s body was having to make.

It was beautiful to see the way her face changed with each tiny thrust a bit deeper inside. It was as if new vistas were opening in her sexual experience. At least that’s what I told myself. I had no idea what she was really thinking. Just that she was rapidly approaching orgasm, a fact which stunned me. We’d barely gotten started, after all.

But there was no denying it. Just the first three inches or so of this thick fake cock were about to make my wife come. Could it really make that big of a difference? Did size really matter that much?

I didn’t know what to attribute it to after that first time, and after three powerful orgasms in about as many minutes, Laura was exhausted.

“That’s good, babe,” she said. “You can stop now.”

“Are you sure you don’t need more? Seems like you were just getting started.”

“Yeah,” she said, a bit sheepishly. “It’s true. But I’m afraid I’m going to be sore. Let’s just take it slow, huh?”

I nodded.

She smiled at me, her face flushed.

“What can I do for my very generous husband?” She asked.

In the space of a single encounter, it seemed that our entire relationship dynamic had changed. Now she was the one who was finishing quickly, and I was the one left wanting more. Of course, it didn’t take long for her to make me come. She used her hand, massaging my balls as she stroked my shaft.

“Did you like getting fucked with that big cock?” I asked breathlessly.

“Yes,” she said.

I detected a trace of lust still in her voice. Then I remembered that she’d only stopped because she’d been afraid of being sore, not because she felt like she’d had enough. She was still horny and ready to go. This fact launched me into realms of lust that I didn’t fully grasp. I bucked my hips up into her hand.

“Do you understand Sarah’s cut-off now?”

“Yes,” she whispered.

“It’s ok to admit it. I think it’s hot. I’m the one who got the sleeve, don’t forget.”

“Seven inches…was really good,” she sighed.

I looked down and noticed that she was now playing with her clit while she stroked my slick shaft with her other hand. The sight of my wife pleasuring herself caused me to erupt all over her hand and my own stomach.

“Wow,” she said. “You were quite…productive.”

“Yes,” I said.

“It seems like you liked having a big cock.”

“It seems like you liked being fucked with one,” I replied.

She blushed.

“It was a fun thing to try, but I’m not sure if I’d want to do it every time. I am positive I’m going to be sore tomorrow.”
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We didn’t use the sleeve for another week or so, until we had the house to ourselves. This time, Laura was the one who brought it up, and (unlike during the first outing) was not at all apprehensive. In fact, she was downright eager.

“I’ve got an idea,” she said, giving me a mischievous look. “Why don’t we do a little role playing?”

“That sounds like a lot of fun,” I said.

“I want you to pretend to be a stranger who I meet at a club.”

I couldn’t help but think of her former colleagues Sarah and Riley, and the types of things they got up to at clubs with strangers.

“And who are you going to be?”

“Me?” She giggled. “I’ll just be myself. Is that ok with you?”

“Of course it is,” I said.

“Oh, and one more thing,” she said, quite casually, as if what she was about to say was without significance.

“Yes?”

“Could you wear the sleeve? Like under your clothes.”

“Ok, I can do that,” I said.

“And one more thing.”

“Ok.”

“I want you to be dominant with me. Don’t think of me as your wife, but as some slut you picked up at the club. Can you do that?”

“But I thought you were playing yourself, not a character.”

I was a bit taken aback, but also already extremely turned on. I was going to get to pretend to be a big-dicked, dominant man who would do filthy things to my wife that I would never do in real life.

“I am playing myself, silly,” she said, grinning at me. “But you’re not playing yourself. That’s the difference.”

“So you’d be a total slut for a stranger you met at a club, but not for your husband?” I teased.

“Something like that,” she said, grinning. “Now go get that sleeve on and meet me in the bedroom.”

I grabbed the sleeve and went into the bathroom, where I took a viagra to make sure that I was up to the task before me. I could feel it starting to kick in almost immediately, especially as the image of my wife as some kind of middle-aged club whore began to flit across my mind’s eye. I wondered if she was going to wear something different for our little role play.

A few moments later, I was hard as a rock, and able to pull on the cock sleeve with the help of a little lube.

“Ready?” I called from the bathroom into the master bedroom.

“Ready,” she said.

I walked into the bedroom and Laura was dressed in a tight black dress that hugged her curves and rode up her ass so far that her panties were almost visible.

“I haven’t seen you in that since… what, college?”

I was genuinely taken aback at how slutty she looked.

“Aren’t you impressed that I still fit it?”

“You really fill it out now in a way you didn’t back then.”

“Are you saying that I’ve gained weight?”

“No, I’m saying that you’ve developed amazing curves in all the right places.”

She smiled at me and walked up to me, draping her arms around my neck.

“And it appears that you have a very prominent bulge in just the right place as well,” she said, grinning.

She reached down and stroked the sleeve through my trousers as we kissed.

“Bigger than you’re used to at home?” I asked.

“Oh yes. Much bigger.”

I remembered her instructions. That I should take control and use her like a slut.

“Why don’t you show me what you do for big cocks?” I asked cockily, shoving her to her knees.

She gasped slightly, then immediately fell to her knees and unbuckled my belt, undoing my pants and then freeing the monster cock inside. I was unsure what she was going to do with it (sucking on a fake dick seemed a little silly to me), but she immediately took control of the situation, grabbing the huge cock in front of her and guiding it to her lips. She began to suck on the sleeve so convincingly that I felt myself getting harder just from the sight of what she was doing, regardless of the fact that I couldn’t really feel anything through the thick silicone of the sleeve.

“You like that, babe?” She asked, looking up at me.

“Mmm-hmm.”

“You probably have a lot of girls crazy for this dick, don’t you?”

“Yeah,” I said, still slightly uncomfortable with the roleplaying situation, but trying to do my best.

Did she really think that was how things worked? That hung guys had women lining up to “go crazy” for their cocks? Or was this just a fantasy for her? Did she think that I liked it, too?

What if she was right? How did I know, after all. I wasn’t anything special.

“Suck that dick,” I said.

She giggled a little, with her mouth full.

“What?” I asked.

“Sorry,” she said. “It’s just that…well, I’m not sure if being ‘dominant’ is really your thing, honey. No offense.”

“None taken,” I said, feeling myself start to go a bit limp in the sleeve. “I have to admit that it’s not really coming naturally to me, either.”

“That’s ok,” she said. “It really is. You shouldn’t have to change who you are, just for me. Just because I’ve got some kind of new…kink or whatever.”

Kink? Did she mean that she was starting to love big cocks? And, even more significantly, did it mean that she was admitting it to herself?

“But I want you to be able to explore this,” I blurted, not sure myself what I really meant, or where I was going with this line of thought.

She nodded.

“I know you do, honey. You’re the one who introduced the sleeve, after all. But not all fantasies are meant to be fulfilled. There are some things that are better to repress.”

“What do you mean?”

“I think you understand what I mean,” she said, standing up and sitting down on the bed.

The mood had clearly passed. I wasn’t going to be fucking her with the sleeve. That much was certain. Especially since I was going limp now, and didn’t have any viagra on hand at the moment.

“You don’t think it’s a good idea to keep exploring this?”

“No, I don’t,” she sighed. “I mean… I’m married to you. We’re committed. I wouldn’t want you out there pursuing other women, just because you think their pussies might be better. So how can I entertain the opposite idea? Or make you play along with it?”

“You’re not ‘making’ me do anything,” I retorted. “You said yourself: I’m the one who started everything. But all I really wanted to do was prove a point to you about Sarah and Riley’s ‘requirements.’”

Laura hesitated, as if considering this.

“And besides,” I continued. “I have no intentions (or even desire) to sleep with other women. Honestly, I get off on making you feel good. On watching you explore your sexuality and experience pleasure.”

She looked at me with tears in her eyes.

“You’re the sweetest man that any woman could want for a husband. And I love you,” she said, embracing me.

“I love you, too.”

“We don’t need any of this kinky stuff. We’ve got each other.”

“Mm-hmm.”

Ten minutes later, I was hard again (this time, without the sleeve) and we were making love on the bed, me on top in the missionary position.

It was passionate, satisfying sex. It felt like we really connected, maybe for the first time since we’d discussed Sarah’s size preferences.

It was good. But, as usual, I didn’t last long. I just couldn’t. The site of Laura under me (and the memory of her taking the sleeve the first time) were just too much. I came in less than a minute. But Laura didn’t seem to mind. She simply closed her eyes and reached down to play with her clit, sighing and moaning as she brought herself to climax.

I didn’t dare ask her what she’d been imagining. But all the same, I wanted to know. Even though she’d just assured me that she didn’t need any “kinky stuff,” I still suspected that she was aroused all the more by the fantasy of it.
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Three or four weeks went by before I got up the courage to bring up the issue that was so pressing on my mind once more. We hadn’t used the sleeve again, or even talked about it. We’d made love about four times, which was fairly average for us, and all but one of those times I’d reached climax early — as usual. On the evening when I’d lasted longer, it had been due to alcohol, which had had the unfortunate side effect of also rendering my erection a little softer than normal. So it wasn’t that alcohol was a solution to my premature ejaculation issues. Unfortunately.

It just so happened that Riley and Sarah had invited both of us to a party for Riley’s sister, who was turning 35. She’d also just gotten engaged, so the event served as an unofficial celebration of that fact as well.

Her sister’s name was Stephanie, and she worked in advertising. She seemed to have become invested in the “Mad Men” aesthetic, because her apartment (which she shared with her fiancé, Tyler) was like something out of the 1950s. Except it was “too” retro: it was more 50s than a 50s household probably really would have been, I remember thinking, as Laura and I were ushered into the living room and offered cocktails.

Everything about the apartment seemed curated for instagram. The living room, adorned with sleek lines and vintage furniture, boasted a collection that broadcast the couple’s love for midcentury design. A teak coffee table stood as a centerpiece, complemented by Eames chairs and a minimalist sideboard showcasing carefully chosen artifacts from the era, including silver ashtrays and a cigarette dispenser, which I found especially amusing, given the fact that no one was smoking and there wasn’t so much the whiff of cigarettes smoke in the air.

Guests gathered amidst the cool tones, sipping on vintage cocktails served, of course, in what must have been authentic glassware. I looked around and spotted Old Fashioneds and Martinis, alongside a few other drinks that I couldn’t identify.

I had to admit that I felt a little bit out of my element.

“I guess I should have worn a suit,” I joked to Laura. “I didn’t know this was going to be a costume party.”

“It’s not,” she said. “And try to relax, will you? You make more money than most of these people.”

“Yeah,” I said. “But that doesn’t mean that I understand as much about living in the 1950s.”

“Someone of those plates are from the 60s,” said Laura, pointing to a pile at the end of the buffet. “And to be perfectly honest, I’m pretty sure they’re knock-offs. I saw very similar ones at Crate and Barrel last month.”

Stephanie — who must have seen Laura eyeing the plates — came over and greeted us with a big smile and hugs for us both.

“Laura! It’s so great to see you. I don’t know if you remember, but we went out a few times back when you and Riley were still working together.”

“Of course. That night at The Gold Mine. How could I forget?”

I looked to my right into the apartment’s kitchen, which was also swarming with guests. Lost in my own thoughts for a moment, I almost missed the fact that another man had joined the ongoing conversation between Stephanie and Laura.

“Oh, Wyatt — I’m not sure if you’ve met. This is my husband, Jim.”

“Nice to meet you, Jim,” said the man.

It was hard not to notice a subtle shift in dynamics occasioned by Wyatt’s presence. He seemed to carry a laid-back confidence, drawing eyes, including those of my wife. Standing a bit taller than me, Wyatt had the kind of easy charm that clearly put Laura and Stephanie at ease, but put me on edge, even though I wasn’t proud of it.

“Nice to meet you,” I said, doing my best to put on my “tough lawyer” persona. I was used to meeting all kinds of men in my professional life. Why was this guy intimidating me?

Laura and Wyatt obviously knew each other already. I was curious about their previous connection, of course, but couldn’t find the right moment to ask how they’d met, or under what circumstances. He seemed to be a friend of Stephanie and Tyler’s, but I guess that was a given, since he was at their party.

I found myself shut out of the conversation, not out of any fault on Laura’s part, but due to the fact that I wasn’t making any effort to participate.

As they chatted, I picked up on a change in Laura's usual demeanor. Her attention was on Wyatt, and there was a certain curiosity in her eyes. Her laughter seemed to linger in her smile, creating a vibe that was more than just catching up. And what were they catching up on, anyway? Why hadn’t I ever heard this man’s name before tonight?

I observed Laura's reactions closely. Her smiles, though genuine, carried a hint of uncertainty. It was like she appreciated Wyatt's company, but there was an unspoken layer to their interaction that I couldn't quite put my finger on.

The air held a subtle tension, a silent exchange that left me navigating the nuances of their conversation. Wyatt's easygoing charm became a focal point, and Laura, in that moment, seemed to be navigating a dynamic that went beyond the usual pleasantries of a gathering.

Wyatt leaned against the sleek bar, his eyes seemed to sparkle. Was he checking out my wife? It was hard to miss the way his gaze flitting along the length of her dress.

“Laura, it's been too long. How's life treating you? You’re not with the firm anymore, are you?”

Laura, her demeanor warm yet guarded, replied, “No. I’m a mom now. Have been for years. But I don’t regret anything. At first it was a difficult adjustment, but it’s been so long that it’s completely routine now.”

He nodded, “I can imagine. You were always the problem solver at the office. Still miss how quickly you could see through the bullshit.”

The office? So he had been her co-worker. But if that were the case, why didn’t he know that she no longer worked there? Something was missing from this story, but I couldn’t tell what just yet.

Laura chuckled, "Thanks, Wyatt. I like to think that I can still see through the bullshit. Even if it’s in a different context.”

“Did you two work together?” I asked, finally managing to get in a word.

“Yes,” said Laura. “I’m sorry. I should have explained. Wyatt and I were junior associates together for about a year or so.”

“Yep,” said Wyatt, grinning. “Then I was dumb enough to jump ship and move to New York for a shot at the big time. It didn’t work out quite the way that I planned…”

“Ha ha,” said Stephanie. “What were you expecting, exactly? Did you think you were going to make as much money as Warren Buffet before you turned 40 or something?”

She turned to us.

“Wyatt works for the second-biggest investment banking firm in the country. I think he’s being quite modest about his success.”

“Yeah,” said Wyatt. “The second-biggest. That’s why I’m a failure.”

“I wish I could fail so well,” I joked.

“We all have our personal challenges,” said Wyatt. “You’re a lawyer too, if memory serves…”

“That’s right.” I had to admit that I was a bit taken aback by the fact that he seemed to know quite a bit about me, while I was meeting him for the very first time.

“And you landed yourself an incredible wife,” he continued, smiling at Laura. “Which in my book is more important than all the money in the world.”

“I guess you’re right about that,” I said.

Soon however, I found myself shut out of the conversation once again, as they drifted back towards shared memories, reminiscing together, “That one case… the pharmaceutical company with the insane CEO, remember? I thought the judge was going to have him led off in handcuffs.”

Laura nodded, “Lyle Brand, of course! Who could forget about him. Absolutely nuts. But we billed like $300 grand in a month or something like that.”

“We deserved every penny of that, too. What an asshole!”

As the dialogue continued, Wyatt's compliments took a more personal turn. “You know, Laura, I hope you won’t mind me saying this, but you haven't aged a day since those office days. I could have sworn that I’d just stepped back in time.”

Laura, her smile holding a mix of gratitude and reservation, responded, “Flattery will get you everywhere, Wyatt. I certainly feel much older than I did back then.”

“I always admired your ability to balance work and life. You made it look effortless.”

“I didn’t have much of a life back then,” said Laura. “But now I’ve got two kids.

Laura, sipping her vintage cocktail, gave him what I took to be a playful look "Well, appearances can be deceiving. It's not as easy as it seems.”

“Speaking of kids,” I said, trying not to betray how threatened the conversation was making me feel, “didn’t we tell the babysitter that we’d let her know when we were coming home? How much longer do you think it’s going to be?”

“I don’t know…” said Laura, smiling at something Wyatt was telling her.

Was she brushing me off?

I didn’t want to appear to be needy or insecure, so I decided on another tactic. I walked off to the bar and got another drink, observing Wyatt and Laura from across the room.

As I stood the other end of the room, drink in hand, I couldn't keep my gaze from Wyatt and Laura. The distance brought a different perspective, and the subtleties of their interaction became more apparent. Even without hearing their words, the body language spoke volumes.

Wyatt leaned in, a casual grin playing on his lips, and Laura responded with a slight tilt of her head. Their laughter, though muffled by the ambient noise of the party, carried a resonance that hinted at a certain sexual tension. His gestures seemed to linger just a touch longer than necessary, and Laura, in turn, reciprocated with a subtle playfulness in her movements.

I strained to comprehend their conversation, but couldn’t even catch single words. What was impossible to miss, however, was their exchange of glances and smiles that seemed to surpass the realm of casual banter. The subtle touches, a hand on the arm, a gentle pat on the back, created an intimacy that left me feeling like an unwitting spectator to a narrative I couldn't fully grasp.

As the jealousy simmered within me, I couldn't help but replay certain movements in my mind: his hand on her back, her hand on his arm. Was I imagining all of it? It certainly didn’t feel that way.

The room's energy, filled with celebration, became a backdrop to the emotional tension unfolding before me. I sipped my drink, attempting to mask the turmoil within, while my gaze remained fixed on the duo whose every gesture seemed to add fuel to the quiet blaze of jealousy kindling within me.

Finally, I had enough. I glanced at my watch: it was getting late. I approached Laura, the din of the party still surrounding us.

“Hey, it's getting late. Time to head home," I said, my attempt at nonchalance not quite masking the undertone of jealousy that lingered.

Her gaze shifted from Wyatt to me, a flicker of disappointment crossing her features. "Already? It's been a while since we caught up. I was enjoying the evening," she replied, her voice carrying a trace of reluctance.

I mustered a smile, trying to conceal the jealousy gnawing at me. "I know. I can tell that you two still have a lot to talk about. But it was a great party though, right?" I added, hoping to shift the focus away from the unresolved tension that lingered in the air.

As we made our way toward the door, I couldn't help but glance back at Wyatt, still engaged in lively conversation with other guests. What was he to Laura? Why hadn’t she ever so much as mentioned his name to me before?
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Outside, the cool night air offered a welcome contrast to the emotional heat within. I hailed a cab, the city lights flickering in the distance. Laura, though outwardly composed, carried a subtle disappointment that was impossible to miss. The ride home became a silent journey, each passing streetlight casting shadows on the unspoken tensions that lingered between us.

“Ok,” she said finally. “You’re mad about something. Why don’t you just say what it is?”

“You really have no idea?”

I was incredulous.

“No,” she snapped. “I think it’s easier if we don’t play games, and you just tell me what’s been bothering you.”

“What was bothering me was the fact that you were talking to Wyatt all night,” I said. “A guy who you never told me about, but who obviously knew you pretty well, because he seemed to know all kinds of details about our personal life.”

“What are you talking about?” She said, turning to me in the darkness of the cab. “What details? You mean that he knew you were a lawyer, too? That’s hardly some kind of secret.”

She had a point. What evidence did I really have, except for her flirtatious behavior?

“Ok,” I said, “you’re right. But you have to admit that your behavior was a little…flirtatious.”

She gave me an exasperated look, then burst into a smile.

“Ok,” she said, and I could tell now that she was drunker than she had first seemed. “Ok, you busted me. I used to have a little crush on Wyatt, back when we worked together. But you know that I’d never even think of cheating on you, babe. It was so long ago, and we didn’t work together for very long.”

Ok. Now we were getting somewhere. Instead of feeling jealous, though, her honesty actually caused me to feel more secure. In fact, I was intrigued.

“It’s ok,” I said. “Thank you for being honest with me. I actually appreciate that.”

“Sorry,” she said. “I didn’t mean to flirt with him. You have nothing to be worried about.”

“I know. I believe you.”

There was a moment of silence. The cab driver was still talking quietly on his phone in a foreign language.

“But it really did seem like the two of you got along well,” I said, finally breaking the silence.

“We did. And we do, I guess.”

She was still smiling.

“Have you ever…”

I couldn’t finish the question, but I could sense that she knew exactly what I was going to ask.

“Never mind,” I said. Then I did something that I’d wanted to do for a long time, but wasn’t sure how to mention.

“Let me put it another way,” I said. “What if I told you that you could go on a date with Wyatt?”

“What?”

Her smile faded for a moment.

“Jim, are you serious?”

“I’m completely serious.”

“And what, you want to date Riley or something?”

“I don’t think I’d make her ‘cut off’, if you get my drift.”

She seemed utterly baffled by my question, so I realized I had to salvage the conversation.

“What I mean,” I said quickly, “is that I have absolutely no interest in sleeping with other women. That’s not what this is about for me.”

“What ‘this’ do you mean? Me going on a date with Wyatt?”

“Yes,” I said. “It’s called ‘hotwifing.’ It’s when a married woman sleeps with other men, with her husband’s permission.”

She laughed so loud that the cab driver looked into the rear view mirror for a second.

“Sorry,” she said, “but that has a name? I thought it was just called ‘cheating.’”

“It’s not really cheating if I tell you it’s ok, now is it?”

“I suppose not,” she said, her face getting serious once more. “I just find it a little difficult to imagine that there’s absolutely nothing that you get out of it.”

“I didn’t say that though, did I?” I said, casting a glance up at the driver.

“Let’s not talk about this now. Can we wait until we get home?”

“Yeah,” I said. “Of course.”
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That night before bed, we had a long conversation. It was a moment of truth in our relationship. I came clean about my fantasies of seeing her with another man. At first, Laura acted shocked, but I suspected that she wasn’t really all that disturbed, and was just acting the way that she thought she should act in such a situation.

It took a while, but I managed to convince her that I really was serious, and I really wasn’t interested in sleeping with anyone but her.

I reminded her of the sleeve. How much we’d both enjoyed it, and how much better it would be if it were a real man inside her and not a piece of silicone.

“I get that,” she said. “I get it.”

She was silent, looking out the darkened window of our bedroom.

“It’s just…”

“Look,” I said. “I understand that this is all coming at you a little fast. I’m not saying that I want you to act on anything right away. Or even at all. You need to feel comfortable first. We’ve both had a couple of drinks tonight, so maybe it’s time to take a step back and think things over tomorrow.”

She started chuckling softly to herself.

“What’s so funny?”

“I was just remembering something that Riley told me,” she said. “It’s just too perfect. It’s all too perfect.”

“What?”

“You’ll never believe me.”

“Try me.”

My heart pounded. What did she mean by that?

“Riley…had a thing with Wyatt. Back when we all worked together. It had to be a secret, because, you know. HR.”

I nodded.

“Anyway, I hadn’t thought about it for a long time. Until I saw him again tonight. You know how Riley and Sarah are. They’re not shy about sharing details of their conquests.”

I felt the adrenaline flow through my veins as I anticipated what she might be about to tell me.

“She said,” Laura continued, “she said that he had a huge cock and could fuck for hours. That the sex was like nothing she’d ever experienced before.”

“You’re kidding.”

She shook her head.

“That’s why I was laughing. It’s all just too perfect. You want me to sleep with a guy, and here’s this guy that I’m attracted to, who also just happens to be huge and good in bed. It’s like we couldn’t have come up with a better scenario if we’d tried to.”

I swallowed hard. The reality of my ultimate fantasy coming true so quickly was starting to catch up with me. I wasn’t sure how to feel about it, even though my cock was rock-hard in my boxer shorts.

“I mean,” said Laura, perhaps sensing my sudden conundrum, “I’m not saying that we need to act on this right away. Just that it seems like an incredible opportunity. If you’re really serious about wanting to explore this.”

I paused.

“I’m definitely serious. But it’s all just happening kind of fast. I mean, earlier tonight I’d never even heard of this guy, and now all of a sudden we’re talking about you sleeping with him.”

“You’re the one who suggested that,” she reminded me.

“I know.”

We decided that we’d discussed enough for the time being, and would pick things up again the next morning, when we were both fresh — and totally sober.
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The next morning, I awoke with a furious erection. I couldn’t get the memory of Laura and Wyatt flirting at the party out of my head. I imagined them slinking off together to another room, away from the other guests. Tearing at each other’s clothes, falling onto a pile of coats on the bed but not caring that anyone might walk in on them at any second.

Completely abandoned to their passion for each other.

I imagined the look on Laura’s face as he pushed into her for the first time, the raw passion mixed with apprehension and perhaps a little pain. His size being something that she wasn’t accustomed to, not even after having used the sleeve with me.

I imagined him holding his hand over her mouth as he thrust into her, shushing her as he fucked her. Then the two of them climaxing simultaneously…

I turned to the side and spooned Laura.

“How are you feeling this morning, babe?”

“A little fuzzy, but pretty good,” she mumbled.

“Oh,” she continued, sensing my erection against her buttocks. “You seem to be in a pretty good mood.”

“I am,” I admitted.

“Still thinking about last night?”

“Yes.”

“About our conversation?”

“About what might have happened between you and Wyatt at the party.”

“Is that right?”

“Yes it is.”

I reached down and played with her nipple, kissing her neck as I whispered in her ear.

“I couldn’t help but think how sexy it would have been if he’d just taken you off to another room, thrown you down on the bed and…”

She moaned. I could tell that she was incredibly aroused.

“Fucked me?”

“Yeah. Fucked you with his huge cock.”

“Oh God,” she groaned. “I want that so bad.”

“I want it for you.”

She turned back to kiss me. After we shared a long kiss, she looked me in the eyes.

“You’re serious about this, aren’t you? It wasn’t just a drunken fantasy.”

“It’s a fantasy that I’ve had for years,” I said. “Drunk or sober.”

“God,” she moaned, “that’s so fucking hot. I just had no idea…”

A few minutes later, I was inside her, taking her hard from behind as I pulled her hair and growled dirty things in her ear.

“Just think about how much bigger Wyatt is,” I said. “How much he’s going to stretch you.”

“Oh God. I need that so bad.”

“I know you do.”

Somehow, I was lasting longer than I had in a long while. I wasn’t sure what to attribute that to, since I was more excited than I’d been in a very long time.

I climaxed inside her as she reached her own orgasm. For a long time, we were silent.

“Ok,” she said after what seemed like five minutes, “you just came. Do you still want me to go on a date with Wyatt?”

“Yes,” I blurted, without a second thought. “Even now I still want you to do it.”

“Good. I was hoping you would say that.”
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We spent the next few days discussing what her encounter with Wyatt would look like, and some of the ground rules for this new adventure in our marriage. Strangely enough, neither of us stopped to think whether Wyatt himself was going to be interested in fucking Laura. It seemed like a given.

We agreed that Laura would be upfront with Wyatt about what we were looking for. Sex and maybe friendship for the two of them, but nothing romantic. Wyatt would have to be ok with that, and he’d also have to be ok with taking some pictures and maybe video to show me later. We decided that it wasn’t a great idea for me to be there watching them, at least for the first time. Laura felt awkward about it, and we both had no idea how Wyatt might feel about having an audience.

So we’d arranged it all in our minds. There was just one man we’d forgotten to ask: Wyatt.

“I can get his number from Stephanie or Riley,” Laura said.

“You’re just going to text him and ask him to fuck?”

“Basically, yeah,” said Laura. “Why, do you want to do it or something?”

I laughed.

“No,” I said, “I guess not. It seems kind of silly when you put it like that.”

“Yeah,” she said. “I‘ll be subtle, don’t worry. I won’t just send him a picture of my boobs. Though if he wants to see one…”

“He definitely wants to see one,” I said. “Trust me on that.”

She giggled.

“This is so much fun.”

“Isn’t it?”

“Alright. I’ll text Stephanie.”
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It didn’t take long to set up the “date.” Wyatt had no qualms at all about the prospect of fucking a married woman, and (as I’d predicted) was especially enthusiastic about Laura. He admitted to having a crush on her all those years ago when they’d first worked together, a fact that had been obvious to me from the moment that I’d seen them together at Stephanie and Tyler’s party. They agreed to meet at a hotel downtown. Wyatt offered to host them at his place, but Laura (despite the fact that she’d known Wyatt for a long time) felt safer meeting him at a hotel for that first time. That seemed completely reasonable to me.

I helped Laura decide what she was going to wear for him. We had her model all of her lingerie, but nothing seemed to strike the right balance between sexy and slutty. Laura had admitted that she was looking forward to exploring a new side of her sexuality. She didn’t want to be seen just as a wife and mother. She wanted to be seen as a sex object. That was ok with her.

“When I was younger, I hated being gawked at by men. I thought it was a sign that they didn’t respect me. But now, I crave it.”

“Being disrespected?”

“Maybe by the right guy,” she laughed. “But no, I just meant that I love to be desired.”

“You look incredible,” I said. “He’s definitely going to want you.”

We settled on a blue lace babydoll negligee that we bought at a luxury designer store downtown. She looked breathtaking in it, and I told her so.

“Want to try it out when we get home?” She asked.

“I think you should save it for Wyatt,” I said. “You’ve got to make the big night special.”

“It’s going to be special no matter what,” she said.

“Of course it will be. I can’t wait to hear what he thinks.”
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Finally the ‘big night’ (as we had been referring to it between ourselves) was here. Laura tucked the kids into bed (the oldest was allowed to stay up for a bit longer reading on her tablet), then grabbed an overnight bag from the bedroom. The plan was that she wouldn’t literally stay overnight (that would be hard to explain to the kids), but she wanted to have plenty of extra clothes and underwear on hand just in case.

It was time to go.

“I love you,” she said, giving me a quick peck on the cheek to avoid smearing her makeup.

“I love you, too. You look wonderful.”

“Thank you,” she said. “I’m so excited.”

“I am too.”

“You’re excited in more than one way,” she laughed, reaching down and touching my erection.

“Is it that obvious?”

“Yes. Just don’t get so excited that you make yourself come before I get home. You’ll probably want to hear some details from the night…”

“Definitely.”
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The first text came around an hour later. It was from an unknown number. Had to be Wyatt.

It was only a photo, nothing more. But what I saw caused the blood to shoot to my cock so quickly I thought I might faint.

There on her knees in front of the camera was my wife. In front of her, looming over her face, was one of the biggest cocks I’d ever seen. Long, thick and circumcised, he was approximately the length of her forearm.

The look on Laura’s face was one of lust mixed with disbelief.

I clicked the “heart” reaction button on the message.

Another photo came along quickly. This one showed Laura with her mouth wrapped around the head of his prick, her two hands stroking his shaft as she looked up into the camera.

Then there were two more: one more of her sucking dick, then another one of him sliding into her from behind.

It was all I could do to stop from jerking off right then and there, but I knew that I had to hold back. I didn’t want to spoil the “reunion” at the end of the night.

Next came a short video. Wyatt was fucking her doggy-style, his impossibly large prick stretching her tight pussy. She moaned as he slapped her on the ass, leaving a red handprint.

“Tell your husband what you were just telling me.”

“What?” She moaned.

“I’m taking a video,” he said. “Just say what you just said.”

“You’re so fucking big.” She moaned. “I love your big cock.”

“Did you hear that, Jim?” He said. “She loves my big cock.”

My own cock was leaking precum through my pants now. I could barely stand it. I waited breathlessly for the next communication from Wyatt.

I didn’t have to wait long. The next photo arrived just a few minutes later. What I saw took my breath away.

There, on her knees in front of the camera, was my wife and the mother of my children. She was still in her negligee (the one that we’d picked out together) and was smiling up at the camera. Her entire face, however, was coated with sperm.

She looked like a porn star. My innocent wife had become my personal pornstar almost overnight. And what’s more, she seemed to be loving it.

“She’s on her way back to you now,” wrote Wyatt. “Talk to you again later.”

I wrote him a quick message thanking him for the photos and video.

“There are a few more,” he replied. “I’ll send them later.”

The anticipation was killing me now. I thought about what those photos or videos might contain. I wondered where Laura was now, and when she might be home. I could have texted her, of course, but some part of me wanted to enjoy the moment. The anticipation that was such a sweet form of torture. What would it be like to see her again? Would she seem like a different woman? Would it be obvious that she’d changed?
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Finally, about three hours after she’d left, Laura returned. The smile on her face was positively infectious. I couldn’t help but grin as well as I greeted her.

“Did you enjoy yourself?”

“That’s an understatement,” she said. “I want to take a shower. Do you think you can wait a few minutes for the full report?”

“I guess I’ll have to.”

I sat on the edge of the bed, waiting for her to be finished with the shower. Laura usually took a long time to bathe if she was washing her hair, but this time it seemed even longer than usual. That was probably because I’d been waiting so long for her already that night.

I pulled out my phone to look at the pictures that Wyatt had sent, and was delighted to see that a few more had arrived since Laura had arrived home. There was one of her riding him reverse-cowgirl style (a position that we had attempted maybe once or twice, but never really enjoyed) and one of her face with him behind her, taken with the aid of a hotel mirror. She looked like she was on the verge of an orgasm.

Then there was another one, of her bent over the bathroom counter. How many places had they fucked? And how many times? I had originally assumed that they’d only done it once (since I only saw evidence of one of his orgasms) but now I was beginning to think that I didn’t have the full picture of what had happened at all.

Then Laura was finally done. She emerged from the bathroom wrapped in a towel, and, seeing me on the bed, let it drop to the floor so that she was completely naked. She must have known what I was looking at on my phone, because she sat down next to me and immediately grabbed my cock through my boxer shorts (I’d already removed my pants, anticipating that I wouldn’t be needing them for a while).

“You can keep looking,” she said. “I’ll just stroke you a little while you do. Ok, babe?”

“Ok,” I said breathlessly.

“Good,” she said. “What was your favorite picture so far?”

“It’s hard to say,” I said. “Maybe when he fucked you on the floor from behind. When you looked into the mirror.”

“Oh yes. That was a lot of fun,” she said, stroking my shaft, which was already lubricated with the ample precum leaking from my head.

“He made me come three or four times in that position. I think I’ve got rug burn.”

“Oh god. How many times did he make you come?”

She seemed a little amused by this question. She looked up and to the right, pursing her lips as if doing a particularly difficult mental math equation.

“I guess I lost count. I’d say maybe 20 or 30 times? After a while, it was just a blur. All the orgasms sort of flowed together.”

This was almost impossible for me to imagine, since I’d only ever given her around two or maybe three orgasms per session at the very most.

“How many times did he come?”

She giggled.

“Three? No, wait. Four. He came one last time right before I left. In my mouth. I swallowed it.”

“Oh my god. That’s incredible.”

“He was probably saving it up for a while. It was pretty amazing how much he managed to produce that first time.”

“Was that the picture that I saw?”

“I’m not sure which ones he showed you.”

“There’s one with his sperm on your face.”

“Oh yeah. That was the second time.”

“Where did he come the first time?”

“In my pussy,” she said, giggling.

Since I had gotten the snip a few years ago, Laura wasn’t on birth control. But she only 40 years old. She could definitely still get pregnant. For some reason, we hadn’t discussed Wyatt’s status at all, and he hadn’t been using a condom in any of the pictures that I’d seen.

“You were totally unprotected?”

“Mm-hmm,” she said. “It kind of just happened. In the heat of the moment. I wanted him to fill me up so bad that I just told him not to pull out.”

“Oh shit. I can’t believe it,” I groaned, and she stroked me faster.

“Does that turn you on, babe? The thought of your innocent wife taking cum from an alpha male, right in her unprotected pussy?”

“I can’t. I’m going to…”

In the next moment, I groaned as I shot a load of cum all over her hand. Laura grinned and gave me a kiss.

“It seems like you enjoyed that,” she laughed.

“I really did.”

She got up and went into her bathroom to wash the sperm from her hands.

“Don’t worry,” she called as she dried her hands. “I stopped off at the pharmacy for some plan B. I had a great time, but I don’t think we’re ready for another kid. Especially one fathered by a stranger.”

I had to admit that she’d done the right thing.

“I guess I’d better take it now,” she said. “Hopefully the side effects aren’t too bad.”

“Next time, just get him to wear a condom,” I said.

“Nah,” she said. “Condoms are no fun. I might just get an IUD, if this is going to be a regular thing.”

I couldn’t believe my ears. Years ago — when I’d gotten my vasectomy — Laura had acted like an IUD was an incredibly invasive instrument, something that she’d never allow in her body. But compared with the possibility of having to use condoms with her big-cocked boyfriend, it was a burden that she was willing to accept.

She must have seen the look on my face an understood what it meant.

“Ok,” she said. “I know what it sounds like. I don’t want to just assume that we’re going to keep doing this. But it seems like you had a great time, and I know I did. I’m pretty sure that Wyatt did as well. Some of the evidence of that is still inside me.”

“Oh fuck. It is, isn’t it?”

“Mm-hmm.’

I felt myself getting hard again.

“I understand,” I said. “At least I think I do.”

“Things change,” said Laura. “Back when I said I’d never get an IUD, I’d never had a cock as big as Wyatt’s. Now I can’t imagine anything coming between me and him. The thought of him having to use a condom is just such a turn-off.”

“I can’t believe you’re talking this way,” I said.

“I can stop if you want.”

“I don’t want you to stop,” I said, pushing her back onto the bed and kissing down her body. “I want you to tell me more. I want to hear everything. From the very beginning.”

“Ok,” she said. “I’m happy to do that. But what are you…Oh my. That feels very good.”

I plunged my head down between her legs, licking at her swollen pussy lips. Even though she’d taken a shower, I thought that I detected a different smell, a kind of musk that seemed to intoxicate me.

I began to lap at her pussy.

“Are you sure you want to do that, babe? I mean, I’m filled with…him.”

“I know,” I muttered, licking her even more enthusiastically. “I don’t mind at all. In fact, it’s a turn on.”

“Wow,” she said. “I’m a very lucky woman.”

“And I’m a very lucky man,” I said.

And that was the last thing that I said to her until I’d brought her to three more orgasms. During that time, she told me the entire story of her first date with Wyatt. Where they’d fucked, how they’d fucked, how she’d felt when he did the things that he’d done.

By the time that she was describing her “goodbye blowjob” as she called it, she was coming again, bucking her hips against my lips as I drank in her juices — and not a little of what I took to be Wyatt’s cum.

Surprisingly enough, it didn’t disgust me. I was too wrapped up in the story that she was telling, in reliving her pleasure through her, and in causing her pleasure in the moment.

When she’d finally finished (in both senses), I lifted my head from between her legs and wiped off my mouth with the back of my hand.

“That was incredible,” she said.

I was hard again. I might not be able to come four times a night like Wyatt, but I was still good for more than once.

“I want you so bad,” I said, pulling myself up between her legs.

“Oh my. You’re hard again…”

“That’s right.”

She moaned in ecstasy as I pushed into her well-fucked pussy. I could feel how he’d stretched her, how he’d claimed my wife, possibly forever.

And it was electrifying. The fact that I’d already had an orgasm that night gave me a little more staying power than usual as I thrust into my wife.

Emphasis on the word “little.” I still didn’t last for a heroic amount of time. But I didn’t need to. Laura was obviously on a hair trigger after the oral sex (and probably also due to reliving the epic fuck she’d just gotten an hour or so before). In a few minutes, she reached yet another climax under me, right in the same moment that I shot my load inside her, my (spermless) semen joining Wyatt’s potent swimmers.

We lay together like that for a long time. It was an incredibly intimate moment. Maybe the most intimate moment that we’d experienced in our marriage. I think we both knew that it wouldn’t be the last time that Laura and Wyatt would sleep together. And it wouldn’t be the last time that the two of us shared such closeness after the fact. Almost without meaning to, we’d opened up an exciting new chapter in our lives. In our marriage. There was no going back now, but neither one of us wanted to. Hopefully, there were many more years of exploration in front of us.

And that is the story of Laura became a hotwife.
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Thanks for reading!

Dear Reader,

Thank you so much for purchasing or borrowing this book! Every time someone buys my book it helps me support myself as a writer and allows me to produce even more of your favorite smutty size-queen, cuckold, BBC and hotwife stories. It is truly appreciated.

E-mail me here (cynthiasizematters@gmail.com).

— XX

Cynthia

Follow me on amazon.

Follow me on twitter here. (@SizeQueenBooks)

Check out all the books in the Her First Bull series here.

Check the My First Time Hotwife series page for more installments here.
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Her First Bull: Nora: A cuckold wife-sharing novel

Nora is an old-fashioned young woman. She’s also a petite, busty blonde bombshell with a wild side and one very big secret in her past.

When her husband Chad takes a job overseas, the couple start to explore the possibilities of long-distance intimacy.

Nora is reluctant at first when Chad suggests the possibility of his wife taking a well-endowed lover while he is away, but after a little experimentation, she more than warms up to the idea.

Chad enlists the help of his former army buddy, Jake, a dominant, take-charge, and very well-equipped alpha. Nora and Jake’s chemistry is explosive. So much so, in fact, that Chad, Nora’s husband, finds himself increasingly sidelined. Not only is he outmanned, he’s also starting to get out of his depth emotionally.

Will Chad lose both his wife and his friend? Or will the three of them find exciting new possibilities for intimacy together?

What will happen when Nora admits to her own needs for something bigger and experiences Her First Bull?

Her First Bull: Nora is a stand-alone novel-length story (45,000 words) exploring the emotional highs and lows of cuckolding and the hotwife lifestyle.
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SOFIA’S STORY

Sofia has been acting different lately. She’s taking a night class at a community college in creative writing, and is spending more time with her classmates than she is at home with her husband Trent.

When Trent finds an erotic short story penned by Sofia that describes an affair between her and one of her fellow students, he is, in his own words, “split between jealous rage and savage arousal.” Sofia's mystery lover is everything Trent is not: handsome, dominant, and most of all, much, much bigger where it counts.

He starts to concoct a plan for dealing with his cheating wife. But has Sofia really already cheated? Or is it all just fiction. And does Trent really want revenge, or does he want to watch?

What Trent discovers about the woman he thought he knew will push his marriage into a maelstrom of emotion and erotic exploration.

SOFIA’S STORY is a 24,000-word cheating wife novella that explores themes of cuckold angst, denial, size and clean-up.
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TANYA TAKES A LOVER

Tanya was head over heels in love with Adam, her first and only boyfriend, when she married him a decade ago.

Now, a successful businesswoman, Tanya has started to wonder if she’s missed out on something by never sowing her wild oats. What’s more, her husband Adam has confessed his fantasy of watching her with a larger man. With their love life becoming a bit stale, the couple begins to weave fantasies of Tanya stepping out for a little extramarital fun.

When Tanya begins to develop a crush on her friend Sean, a man from church who has a reputation for being larger than life (and than Adam) both in and out of the bedroom, she sees an opportunity to both make up for lost time and indulge Adam’s dirty desires simultaneously.

But when emotions start to intervene, will Tanya go too far? Or will she respect Adam’s wishes – and her own marriage vows?

TANYA TAKES A LOVER is a 20,000-word emotionally intense cheating-wife novella that explores cuckold angst, clean-up, marital infidelity, voyeurism and the thin lines between fantasy and reality.
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NICOLE’S BETRAYAL

Nicole is everything that Kevin (her husband of almost seven years) could have wanted in a wife: she is loyal, intelligent and beautiful. Oh yeah: she’s also hot. A perfect ten. Way out of his league.

When the secretary at Kevin’s office quits unexpectedly, Nicole steps in to help out. Of course she catches the eye of a lot of guys around the office – how couldn’t she? – but Kevin’s dominant alpha boss, Justin, takes a special interest.

Even if he is something of a bully and a womanizer, Justin is a good boss. He also has something that Nicole hasn’t had in a long time, not since her wild college days: a large endowment.

Soon, both Kevin’s cuckold fantasies and Nicole’s size queen proclivities are out in the open, and Nicole and Justin are headed out of town for a conference, alone. Will Nicole stick to the rules for her marriage that she and Kevin have so carefully worked out? Or will her desire for Justin make her throw their agreement out the window?

NICOLE’S BETRAYAL is a 21,000-word, emotionally intense cheating-wife novella that explores cuckold angst, clean-up, marital infidelity and voyeurism.
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BEVERLY'S DARK DESIRE

Beverly is happily married to Alvin, her spouse of 20 years. At 41 years old, she doesn’t think that she’s still able to turn men’s heads, so she’s surprised when she starts getting a lot of attention from the local geography teacher, Mr. Robinson.

Mr. Robinson is tall, handsome, and Black. He’s funny, intelligent and with an easy-going sense of humor that Beverly finds irresistible. When he pays her a compliment one day, she develops a crush on him.

Alvin notices this, and encourages his wife to flirt with the teacher. After all, what’s the worst that could happen? At first, the results of this experiment are encouraging. But when Mr. Robinson awakens a long-slumbering desire in Beverly, will her marriage to Alvin be able to survive the explosive fall-out?

One thing’s for sure: once BEVERLY’S DARK DESIRE is unleashed, nothing will be the same again. This is a 16,500-word novella-length work that explores intense themes such as cuckold angst, clean-up, and marital infidelity.
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SARAH'S ADVENTURE

Can a young married couple deal with their ultimate cheating fantasy becoming a reality?

Brandon and Sarah, 25, have been together for seven years. They are very open with each other about their desires and fantasies, because they are acutely aware of the danger that the “fear of missing out” can pose to couples who marry so early.

But on a trip to Berlin, when Sarah begins to flirt with the tall, handsome, dominant and extremely endowed Mark, everything the two lovers think they know about their relationship is put to the test.

Can Brandon deal with watching his beautiful, fertile young wife in the hands of a skillful alpha male? Open this book and find out...

SARAH’S ADVENTURE is a 21,000-word novella exploring the intricacies of negotiated cheating, the hotwife lifestyle and what happens when it slides into cuckold territory and a threesome becomes a twosome.
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