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This story is a work of fiction, and all people and events therein are fictitious. Any similarities are purely coincidental.


 


All characters portrayed in this story are over the age of 18.


 


The author does not condone the actions of any of the characters in this story and certainly doesn’t condone any form of non-consensual sex or any level of misogyny. The contents of this story are fantastical and are meant to be enjoyed as such.




My Wife Goes Clubbing Without Me


 

 


"Long day at work?" my wife Trinh asked, as I entered her home office.



"Yeah," I said with a sigh.



I sat down on the small couch Trinh kept on the side of her office space, and set down my briefcase on the floor. She continued to type away at her computer as I began to unload.



"Our new manager is making us work overtime to finish these TPS reports that he wants done for the home office. It looks like I'm going to have to stay late tomorrow night to get them done by the deadline he set for us."



"I'm sorry, honey," my wife said.



She finished what she was working on and spun around her desk chair to face me. My wife’s a petite woman, and working from home allowed her not to have to dress up. In her tank top and shorts with her black hair tied up behind her head, she reminded me of the laid back nature of my college days. Sometimes I wished I could go back to them. More so now that work had gotten tough the last couple of months.



"This new guy’s much more of a taskmaster than our last manager,” I said. “And he's not exactly a pleasant person to be around in the office. It makes this work a lot more stressful than it needs to be. But here I am complaining," I said, leaning back into the cushions of the couch. "How was your day?"



"Work wise pretty uneventful," she said. Then she smiled sheepishly at me. "But outside of that, I think I'm going to have plans for Friday night as well. Luckily I think they will be more fun."



"Oh?"



"You know how Anna and her boyfriend broke up just recently?" she asked.



I nodded. It had been a tough break up from what I understood. Anna had thought that she and her ex were headed towards marriage. Apparently he had other thoughts.



"Well, I think she wants to get out there and get back on the horse," my wife said. "So I agreed to be her wing woman and go out with her to the bars tomorrow night." Trinh looked at me shyly then, a little twinkle in her eye as she lowered her gaze. "And if you're okay with it, I thought I might do that thing we talked about."



"That thing?" I asked.



"Well, since Anna is going to be looking for a hook up, I thought that maybe I would too," she said, blushing as she spoke. "I mean, if you are still really okay with that idea."



I sat up straight on the couch, taking in my wife with a look of surprise. It had been almost two years since I had told her about my fantasy of seeing her hook up with another man. At first I think Trinh was taken aback by it. I think maybe she even thought there was something wrong with me. She was of Vietnamese descent and had grown up in a pretty strict and conservative family. I don’t think things like sex were very much discussed in her household. Certainly anything deviating from the norms of a traditional marriage was probably viewed strangely at best.



But as I showed her some stories and some porn in the hot wife vein, she got a little bit more into it. It started to become fantasy fuel for our lovemaking sessions. A couple of times we had even gone so far as to pretend to be strangers meeting in a bar. She would play the married woman looking to stray, and I would play the man who would come to pick her up.



It was a little silly, but the sex we had after doing those role-plays was some of the best we had ever had. She would talk dirty, telling me how much better I was than “her husband,” and I would get off thinking about her being with another man while she was saying those things.



Trinh always said that she never actually wanted to hook up with anyone else, but I had always hoped she would eventually come around to the idea, even if I didn't think it was very likely. She wasn't really that type of woman. Or so I had thought.



"I…yes!" I said. "If you want to do this, it's still a fantasy of mine."



"Okay," she said, blushing again. "That's what I thought, but of course I wanted to double check with you and make sure."



"You always said you never wanted to do this though," I said, leaning forward on the couch. "What made you change your mind?"



"I've seen how much it turns you on," Trinh said, smiling at me. "I guess over time I've started to become more open to the idea. And then when Anna said she wanted to go out and try to pick someone up, I just sort of let slip that you had a fantasy of me going out with another man. We talked about it a bit, and she convinced me that if this was something I was going to do that now would be a good time to try it."



"So I have Anna to thank for making my fantasy become reality," I said with a laugh. "I guess I'll have to come up with some way to repay her."



"Well, she's on the market," my wife said. "If you know any nice single guys, I'm sure she'd appreciate it."



"Obviously I'm going to be at the office tomorrow," I said. "But I want to know everything that happens."



"Of course," she said. "I'll text you throughout the night and let you know if anything happens."



That night our sex was explosive. I thrust myself hard and fast into Trinh's pussy, the thought of watching another man do exactly the same thing driving my passion.



"Oh! Oh yes! You can't wait to see another man take this pussy can you? Ah! Ah! You want to see a real man fuck your naughty wife! Oh God!"



My wife's dirty talk only added fuel to the fire. I didn't last very long, but I think both of us were in a heightened state of arousal. We came together in a series of moans and gasps of pleasure.



Afterward Trinh drifted off to sleep pretty quickly, but I remained awake staring at the ceiling. A combination of anxiousness and anticipation played through my stomach. Scenarios of my wife getting picked up at a bar, going back to some strange man's place, of how he would seduce and romance her, and then finally get her into bed, played through my mind. Eventually I had to sneak off to the bathroom and jerked myself off once again before I could get any sleep.


 


X-X-X


 


"Is it just you two left here now?" Max, my new manager, said, as he strode into our wing of the office building.



I looked up from my desk and saw that only my coworker Laura was still there with me. We both looked up at Max and nodded.



"Shame you gotta spend your Friday night working," Max said. "But these TPS reports have to be in by the end of the weekend, cover sheets and all."



He walked over to Laura's desk space and picked up a Rubik's Cube she had laying there. He twirled around in his fat fingers.



"You know I heard a joke about Rubik's Cubes recently," he said smiling down to Laura. "What do a penis and a Rubik's Cube have in common?"



"What?" Laura asked.



"The more you play with it the harder it gets!"



Max let out one of his overly loud laughs. He was a big man with a robust presence, the kind of man who took over any conversation whether he was welcome in it or not. I forced a chuckle at his joke to not be rude, and Laura let out a little giggle.



"Oh, Max, you're too much," she said.



"I know, I amuse even myself," he said, favoring her with a huge smile. He set the Rubik's Cube down on her desk, and then turned so he was facing both of us. "Are you guys just about done here? I'm about to head out for the evening. There's this new club called Zenith that me and some of the other guys are heading over to. You guys are welcome to come if you like, assuming you're done with your work."



"Unfortunately I still have a fair amount to do," I said.



"I just need to print out my reports," Laura said.



"Okay, well why don't you go do that," Max said, smiling at her indulgently.



Laura stood and walked by him, heading towards the printers. Max watched her go, his eyes fixated on her rear end as she walked.



"Have you tapped that?" he asked in a low voice when she was out of earshot.



"No."



"Man, if I worked with her, I would've gotten her out of those clothes at least once by now," Max said, flashing me a devilish grin.



"I’m married," I said, not really sure how else to respond.



"Ha! That doesn’t matter," he said, waving a large hand dismissively. "What your wife don't know won't her. Besides, it's a man's job to sow his oats far and wide. It's just in our nature."



"I suppose," I said. It was about as a neutral response as I could muster. But I also felt a small smile tugging at my lips. I wondered what he would think if he knew my wildest fantasy was the exact opposite of what he was describing, not to go far and wide to hook with other people but rather to watch my wife do it instead.



“Well, if you aren’t going to do it, I guess I’ll take advantage of the situation,” he said, smirking at me.



It looked like he was about to say more, but the clicking of Laura's heels signaled her return, and he let the subject drop. He took the reports she handed to him, looking them over briefly, and then nodded to her.



"I'm going to drop these off back at my desk," he said. "The rest of the guys are meeting down in the lobby, if you want to come to the club with us."



"I'll drop by for a little bit," Laura said. "Beats going straight home on a Friday night at least."



"That's what I like to hear," Max said, smiling at her. He then turned and pointed a finger me. "When you're finished, be sure to drop those reports off at my desk. I expect to be able to hand them over to my bosses early on Monday morning."



"No problem," I said. "They'll be there."



He nodded and gave me a thumbs up before walking out of the office and heading back to his own.



"Sorry you have to keep working late," Laura said, giving me an apologetic smile.



"It's no problem," I said. "I hope you have fun of the club."



The truth was, while I did have some work to do, I was looking forward to having the office area to myself. I knew that Trinh would be headed out soon, and if I had to stay in the offices and do work, at least I could enjoy the adventures she would be sharing with me more privately.



It had actually been hard to focus on doing work for much of the day, as my mind was still overrun with fantasies of what my wife was going to get up to that evening. The anticipation only continued to build as the day one along. And now that it was night, I couldn't wait to hear from her.



I got the first text from her about half an hour after Laura and everyone else had left the office. It read “Ready for tonight. How do you like my outfit?”



There was an attached photo. She had taken it facing the full-length mirror in our bedroom. She was wearing thigh-high black boots and a set of fishnet stockings. She had on a short black skirt and a matching black top, neither of which I had seen before, and over the top she wore a stylish white jacket. She let her straight black hair fall around her face, which was done up with a lot of makeup. Eyeshadow accentuated her thin eyes, and the dark red lipstick she wore stood out against her pale skin.



“You look hot, baby,” I wrote back. “I can’t wait to hear about what you get up to tonight.”



“Hopefully something fun,” Trinh’s next text read, followed by a winking emoji. “Anna will be here soon. Talk to you later.” She finished the second text with a kissing face emoji.



I let out a sigh, anxious with the anticipation of what would come next, but I knew it will be a little while before anything happened, if anything even happened tonight. I went back to work on the TPS reports, doing my best to focus on the work and do it diligently.



It was another half hour or so before I got another text from Trinh. This one had a selfie attached that showed her and Anna together. I have to say my wife’s friend looked good as well and was deftly angling to be picked up that night. Her hair and makeup were done up nicely, and in the photo I could see she was wearing a see-through top that fully revealed her black bra underneath.



“We’re definitely the two hottest ladies at this bar,” the text read. “But there’s not much going on at this place unfortunately.” The text ended with a frowning face.



“Lame,” I responded, attaching my own frowning face as well for commiseration. I leaned back letting out another sigh. I honestly wasn’t sure if I was feeling disappointed or perhaps a little bit relieved. Trinh hooking up with another man was one of my deepest, darkest fantasies, and a big part of me wanted it to happen, but part of me wasn’t sure what our marriage would look like if she actually went through with it. Maybe it was best that the bar wasn’t all that full.



Of course I should’ve counted on the ladies coming up with a solution. I wasn’t sure if she was as excited or nervous as I was about potentially being with another man, but obviously Anna was going to do her best to find someone new after having such a rough breakup. I had just been settling into getting back to work when my phone chimed again and Trinh informed me that she and Anna were heading to a different spot, a club the someone at the bar recommended.



The next picture I received, about an hour later, was another of my wife and Anna, though this time clearly out at the club. It appeared as though they had gotten someone else to take the picture, as they were both fully revealed in the shot, and behind them I could see people dancing. This new location definitely seemed more promising, as far as finding guys was concerned.



“Looks cool. I hope you girls have fun!” I sent off the text and waited a few moments for a response, but none was forthcoming, so I went back to work. I wasn’t that far from finishing up on the reports, and I wanted to do my best to get them done before any major distractions occurred. If I finished soon, I might even get home to the real privacy of our home before anything happened.



I dove into my work, and after a little while I was in the zone filling out the necessary fields and typing up answers to the questions that corporate wanted from us. I was nearing the end of my work, when I looked up at the clock and realized it had been well over an hour, almost two, since I had heard anything from my wife. I finished out the section I was working on and fired off a text to her asking if everything was okay.



After several minutes passed, and she didn’t respond, I started to get worried. I worked through the rest of the TPS reports to distract myself, checking my phone every couple minutes to make sure I hadn’t missed something from her. When I did finally hear the phone chime, I grabbed for it immediately.



“Hey baby, things are great! Anna and I have met some people and we’re having a lot of fun.” I had barely finished reading when the phone buzzed again in my hand, and another text appeared. “In fact I think I might have met someone. So are you still sure you want to go through with this?”



I felt ball of tension form in my gut. This was it. This was the start of the fantasy I told her I had always wanted, but now that I was sitting here and my wife was telling me that she had met another man, I hesitated. Anxious thoughts about how this might affect our marriage raced through my head.What would happen if she went through with this, and it didn’t end up being as erotic as I thought? Would she not want to stop? What if this guy was so much better at sex than I was that it ruined the intimacy of our marriage? What if she went out with this guy tonight, and ended up falling in love with him?



But even as these worries tore through my mind, I could feel my cock beginning to harden. I sat there between anxiety and arousal for a few moments before arousal eventually won out, and I replied to her text telling her she should do it, if she still wanted to, and if she was comfortable with the idea.



As soon as the text was away I let out a long breath and leaned back in my office chair. She responded a moment later, but the reply was sparse. All the text said was “okay” followed by a smiley face. I set down my phone and finished up my work on the reports. I was in the process of printing them out, when I received another text from Trinh.



“Hey, baby. The guy I was talking about asked me to come back to his place. We’ll be leaving the club soon. Talk to you in a bit.” The text ended with a kissy face.



I read what she had written a couple of times, nervous energy racing through me as I did so. But at the same time my erection was only getting harder.



I printed out the TPS reports and delivered all my finished work to Max’s desk. Being the last one in the office I closed up, and then rushed to my car. I checked my phone just before starting the drive home, and was partially relieved to see no news yet. I wanted to be able to enjoy what was about to happen in the full privacy of my own home. I drove as quickly as I could, forcing my focus to stay on the road and away from my phone. Luckily, I didn’t hear from her while I was on the road. I had just gotten into the house and set down my briefcase when I heard my phone chime. My hands shook with nerves and excitement when I unlocked the screen.



“I wanted to show you how nice I got dressed up from my new mister tonight,” the text from my wife read. The attached photo showed that she had stripped out of her clothing and was now standing in a stranger’s apartment wearing a new set of lingerie. The fishnet stockings I had seen before were attached to a black garter that sat above a pair of black lace panties. A matching bra encased her small, shapely breasts. She had her hands on her hips, and was smiling alluringly at the camera.



I was thinking of a reply, when my phone chimed again.



“My new man knows about our arrangement. He wants you to tell him what you want him to do to me.”



It seems there was one last chance for me to get out of the situation I had created, but though the nerves were still there, at this point I didn’t want to. I wasn’t sure how this would go, but I was aroused and wanted to find out. I wrote back.



“Please sir.” I thought that playing it submissively would add to the scenario. “I want you to use my wife. I want you to have sex with her and show her what real pleasure is.”



I hit send and then sat there holding the phone waiting for a response. It was a few moments later when I got a response with a text that read, “Your wish is my command.” In the attached picture Trinh was looking up at the camera, on her knees, her lips wrapped around the head of a large cock. I sat staring at the photo for a moment, feeling my manhood go rigid in my slacks.



After a moment I got up, poured myself a beer, and walked up to our bedroom. I set down the drink on the nightstand and began to shuck off my clothes. I lay back on the bed, and took a sip of the beer, cupping my balls as I did so. I was already rock hard. I picked up my phone again and opened the image, taking in the sight of my wife giving head to a strange man. It was entrancing. I fought the urge to begin stroking myself, knowing that there would be more to come.



And it wasn’t long before it did.



The next text was a video attachment. I took a deep breath before opening it and hitting play. I was immediately presented with the visual of what I had most dreaded and longed for since Trinh had said she would go along with my fantasy. It was a shot of a large cock thrusting in and out of my wife’s vagina. I could hear her moans of pleasure through my phone’s speakers. The shot panned up showing Trinh lying on a bed. Her bra was gone, and her breasts bounced back and forth with each thrust from the stranger. Her head was lying back on the bed, her eyes closed, her face contorted with pleasure.



“Oh God, I’m cumming!” she yelled. “I’m cumming already! Yes! Fuck me!”



She let out a long, unintelligible wail, as the clip came to an end.



As soon as it ended, I played it again. I began stroking myself, the image of my wife being fucked by another man burned into my mind. I had never felt so turned on.



I’m not sure how long I lay there massaging my manhood to that short video, but eventually my phone buzzed again with a new text. It was another video that showed my wife now riding the stranger, gyrating her hips over his cock. I could see her fully on the screen, and she was naked except for the fishnets she still wore. This time she was looking at the camera while the clip was being taken, and she began to speak.



“Oh my God! This feels so good! Baby, he’s so good!”



“Yeah, you like this cock, don’t you?” I heard the man’s the voice speak from offscreen.



“Oh yes! I can’t believe I waited so long to do this!” She let out a loud moan of pleasure, her eyes closing, her head rolling back.



“This cock is better than your husband’s isn’t it?” The man’s voice spoke again, strained with pleasure.



“Yes!” I simultaneously felt a twinge in my heart and a jump in my cock at hearing her say that. She looked back at the camera again. Her face was flushed with exertion, her eyes glazed over with lust. “You’re so much better than my husband!”



I heard a roar from the man that sounded like a mix between pleasure and triumph. I heard him slap against her, as he thrust upward.



“Oh! Oh! Oh! Yes!” Trinh yelled out in response. “You’re gonna make me cum again!”



The clip ended with her letting out a howl of pleasure, as she continued to ride the stranger’s cock.



I started working myself harder, as I played the clip again. I had never seen Trinh cum multiple times during sex. I found it hot, as hot as I thought I would, watching her with another man and knowing that she was feeling new heights of pleasure. Watching her get fucked by someone else was just as much of a turn on of turn on as I had thought it would be.



I was getting close to release when another video clip arrived on the phone. I opened it immediately.



This one opened with a shot over Trinh’s ass as the man took her from behind. Slowly it panned up, showing her back, and then I could see her face as she looked over her shoulder at the camera. She wasn’t saying anything this time, just letting out little mewls of pleasure as the man had his way with her.



“Oh, I think I’m close, baby,” I heard the man’s voice from offscreen.



“Yeah, baby, cum for me,” my wife said, staring up at the man and into the camera longingly. “Cum in my pussy, baby. Fill me up! Make me cum again!”



“Oh yes!”



The camera panned back down as the man yelled. The view became erratic, as he shook with release. I could hear Trinh yelling out in orgasm in the background. Briefly, as I watched, I felt a little flash of happiness remembering she was on birth control. Then the camera settled, and I heard the loud breathing of the man. After a moment I saw him pull out of my wife, and the camera moved behind her pussy to show the globs of white cum that were leaking from her insides. The clip ended there, and so did I.



Watching this other man finish with my wife felt like a form of permission. My cock tensed, and then began to pulse, as I experienced the most glorious release. Ropes of cum shot from my manhood spraying all over my naked abdomen. I lay there on the bed, breathing heavily. After a moment, I picked up my phone. I didn’t see any new texts, but I decided I wanted to send something, just so that Trinh knew I wasn’t angry or anything.



“Oh my God, baby, that was so hot! That was everything I thought it would be.”



I hit send and dropped the phone onto the bed. I think all of the arousal, stress, anxiety, and tension that had been building within me to this moment hit all at once, and in the aftermath of my release I suddenly felt very tired, exhausted even. I lay back, closing my eyes and listening for a chime in response from my phone. But I blacked out before anything came through.


 


X-X-X


 


I woke up sometime later. The light was still on our bedroom, and I looked over at the clock to see that it was almost four in the morning. I realized that I was still alone in our marriage bed. After rubbing the sleep from my eyes, I quickly recalled what it happened and remembered that Trinh hadn’t said if she was coming home after she was done. I guess I had assumed she would, but the empty bed seemed to say otherwise. I reached for my phone, and saw that I had two text notifications.



“I’m glad you had fun, sweetie,” the first text began, the opening sentence ending with a smiley face. “And thank you for letting me do this. It was so much fun! In fact, I’m going to stay the night, and maybe get up to some more naughtiness a little later or even tomorrow. I’ll tell you all about it when I get home.” The text ended with a winking face.



“Also, I wanted you to see the face of the man who fulfilled your fantasy. Maybe next time we get together, you can watch us in person. I think that might be fun.” Another winking face. “I love you, baby! Thanks again for letting me do this. See you tomorrow. Night, night!”



I clicked the attached image to the second text.



Smiling back at me was Max, his face red with the afterglow of sex, as Trinh pressed her lips lovingly against his cheek. It took me a moment of staring at the picture before I even fully realized what I was taking in. Max? My manager? How? How had this happened?”



My gut twisted in a combination of anguish and anger. I knew Trinh didn’t know who Max was, but I had to wonder how she had been seduced by such an oaf. What about him made her want to go home with him? He was so different from me, I never thought she would be attracted to someone like that.



I tried to imagine what their meeting would’ve looked like. Did he make some risque joke she found funny in a drunken state? Did he just grab her and take control, and did she just go along with it? Had she and Anna stood around in a circle of my colleagues who they didn’t know were my colleagues, teasing them with the opportunity to take them home?



I realized slowly that as I imagined these different possibilities, I had gotten hard again. I reached down and began to stroke myself. I wanted Trinh to come home so that she could tell me about exactly how someone like Max had gotten her out of her clothes. But of course, I’d have to wait until tomorrow.



In fact, judging from her texts, they might be having sex again right that moment for all I knew. I grabbed my phone and opened up the text thread again, opening up that first video of Max thrusting into Trinh as she lay on the bed. Even now, knowing the manager I hated had been the one to fuck my wife, I stroked my cock, fully aroused as I watched him take her again, and again, and again.


 

 


The End


 

 

 

 

 


Thanks for reading!


 


I hope you enjoyed the story. If you did, please consider checking out my other work:


 


 
My Wife Entertains a House Guest



 


It all started when I invited my friend Rich to crash at our place after he was kicked out of his home. My wife Sofia wasn’t into the idea at first, but eventually it seemed that she warmed up to Rich and began to enjoy his company. What I never considered was that she might warm up to him too much…


 


Sound intriguing?
 
 
Click here

 to check it out…
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