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	My wife Brodie has always been a fan of Cooper Bryan, the famous country singer. When I found out he was coming to town for a show, I surprised my wife with tickets. The show took our relationship in a direction I never thought would be possible.

	 

	Brodie’s obsession with Cooper Bryan, the famous country singer, was only increased by the sensual turn the concert had taken. His invitation to meet him afterward in his dressing room set off sparks that threatened to burn our entire relationship down. Cooper wasn’t interested in that. He had his own plans.

	 

	In Cooper’s dressing room, Brodie finds herself caught between two men and their desires… just where she wants to be. Her husband discovers unfamiliar needs of his own. He wants to watch his wife being taken by her favorite artist.

	 

	fter spending the night with her favorite singer, Cooper Bryan, my wife returned to our room. I wondered about our future together. That’s a tough one. We had started out wanting to see a concert. Now, we faced a radically different lifestyle that may be hard to live with… or without. Can we learn to harmonize again after her new lover taught her to listen to a different melody?

	 

	Hotwife, cuckold, erotica,
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Chapter 1: Her Favorite Singer Is Coming to Town. Little Did I Know How Far She Wanted to Go

	 

	I have a long standing joke about my wife, Brodie. A story I have told to many a great laugh. One of my junior colleagues at the office fell for it totally one late afternoon. The joke goes something like this: I say in a very serious tone, ‘It was a hard moment in my married life when I discovered my wife was in love with another man.’ Then I pause for a moment, waiting for the gasps, before dropping the bomb… ‘Cooper Bryan.’

	 

	The gathering group always laughs at the mention of his name. Cooper is probably the most popular man in country music. His band, the Long Tall Sally’s, often called LTS nowadays, has been scorching the country charts for nearly a decade. With four #1’s and an endless line of songs that made it into the Top 10, his band, with Cooper’s distinctive voice and incredible guitar skills, had become one of the top acts in all of music. Not just country.

	 

	His very public courtship with Patsy Brooks, another popular country singer, had made him even more famous. But it was their subsequent public meltdown and ugly divorce that made him so famous that he had achieved ‘first name only’ status. If you just said ‘Cooper’, most people would know who you were talking about. Everyone knew Cooper Bryan.

	 

	After the breakup, LTS stopped doing stadium and large arena shows. In fact, they stopped playing altogether for three years. All the tabloids blamed it on Patsy’s well-known affair with her road manager. Naturally, with all the breathless tabloid reporting, everyone just ‘knew’ that the affair caused the divorce. It was said he no longer wanted to have anything to do with the music business after that experience.

	 

	To say his unexpected retirement devastated my wife would not do ‘heart-broken’ justice. The ugly truth of my joke is that it was too close for my comfort. She really had a thing for this guy. And I could see why.

	 

	Cooper was a very handsome man in his mid-30s prime. Tall, very fit. A three-day-old beard, that had become his trademark, added to the rugged ‘rancher look’ that he earned honestly by growing up on an Oklahoma ranch.

	 

	Thankfully, his fitness did not include bulging muscles like some steroid-ballooned weightlifter. His were the muscles of a man that spent his life working hard. Pictures of him shirtless, with his powerful chest and flat stomach, dressed only in tight swim trunks while on the beach with Patsy, had been a tabloid staple for years. Much to my wife’s delight!

	 

	That’s what made my joke so funny, of course. My 44-year-old wife and the hot Cooper Bryan? Ridiculous! Not that she was fat or ugly. On the contrary, she was a beautiful woman with one of those ‘girlish’ looks who had stayed pretty late in life. She was also remarkably fit for her age, with auburn hair that she still kept long, and large breasts that remained delightfully firm to this day.

	 

	But Cooper finding her attractive? He had groupies lined up at every show, another fixture in the tabloids. At most ‘must attend’ public events nowadays, you would find Cooper there with a hot actress or singer on his arm. Despite my wife’s many attractive features, at 44 and after having three kids, no one was going to mistake her for a 20-something groupie.

	 

	Still, she loved her Cooper, listening to the Long Tall Sally’s constantly on her drives back and forth to work.

	 

	After the public humiliation of that divorce, and the band’s halt in touring, Brodie worried she would never get to see him in concert. We had almost made it to one in Charlotte, North Carolina. I was traveling there on business at the same time as a concert stop. So I surprised her with tickets and airline reservations. She was so excited she started screaming like one of those girls when The Beatles visited the Ed Sullivan Show.

	 

	Unfortunately, bad weather in our Midwestern city that winter delayed our flight, and we missed the show. Brodie was heartsick, crying as we sat at the airport. Her dream had been dashed. Now, with the retirement, she might never see her dreamboat in concert. I felt bad for her, coming so close.

	 

	***

	 

	What happened next surprised the entire entertainment world. After their three-year break, Cooper and the Long Tall Sally’s made the break permanent. According to the entertainment news websites, a riff had formed between two members of the band and Cooper about the direction they wanted to take. These members wanted to continue the large-scale stadium and arena venues, and making the money that came with being one of the hottest bands in the US.

	 

	Instead, Cooper announced he was tired of the ‘rat race’ and madness that came with those massive shows. He was going in a new direction. With the two remaining members of LTS, and an added standing bass player, Cooper planned an all-acoustic tour, focusing on smaller venues that would allow him to ‘connect’ to his audience. He planned to do some LTS songs, in re-done acoustic renditions, but mainly it would be new material and covers of traditional country songs. It instantly became the hottest ticket in the country.

	 

	Lucky for my wife, our neighbor was the ticket manager for one of the venues on the tour. The Uptown Theater in our city. I begged him to get me tickets. He knew too well how much Brodie loved Cooper’s music. music. She barely played anything else whenever our neighbors visited us.

	 

	The man came through! It cost me a fortune, and likely favors for him years down the road, but it was worth it. He got us front row seats. And in the Uptown, with a capacity of only 1,200, that would mean upfront and personal, practically able to touch the musicians.

	 

	Her birthday was the week before the show, so I carefully guarded my secret while she pushed at me to get tickets. They were already heading north of $1800 on the ticket resale sites. We were comfortable in our lifestyle, with us both working, but not THAT comfortable. She didn’t care, wanting to go to the show very badly.

	 

	I chuckled to myself as I offered every excuse I could think of. Kind of cruel, really, but I loved to surprise her and knew this was going to be one of the biggest surprises ever!

	 

	On her birthday, we had a big family party to celebrate. While she was downstairs with everyone, I slipped a card under her pillow. We were both exhausted from all the family activities, but I was pretty sure I would get a happy ending out of her last gift, making sure I got into bed first.

	 

	When she crawled in beside me, her hand touched the hard paper underneath the pillow. “What’s this?” she smiled. I always liked to give her an off-color card for her birthday. The trick was hiding it from the kids. Her getting one here was not a surprise.

	 

	As she opened the card, the tickets falling out, I wondered for a moment if she was going to have a stroke or something. Her cry of joy quickly turned into grateful kisses.

	 

	Oh yes, this was just the happy ending I had in mind! Especially after she looked more closely, discovering they were front row seats. She would be upfront and personal with her main squeeze (besides me, right?)

	 

	My god, she was on fire that night. Insatiable. When she finally ended up in my favorite position, her on top impaled on my cock, offering her breasts for my lavish attention, she pulled up slightly.

	 

	“I am so excited about this concert. And being so close.”

	 

	“I could tell,” I teased. I had already cum once, and she multiple times.

	 

	“What can I wear? Need to get something. I want it to show some cleavage, maybe he’ll notice my…” I must have blanched at those words.

	 

	“I’m sorry, Jesse, if this is too much. You know how much I like him.” She twisted herself on my stiff rod, causing me to groan. “I have never thought about going out on you…” she giggled, “… but for Cooper Bryan, I may have to think about it.”

	 

	“Oh, you would, would you?” I teased again, tickling her. The resulting giggles became infectious as she began grinding in earnest. I pulled her down to my lips.

	 

	“Hey, you never know,” I grunted as I stuffed her with all I had. “On Friday night, you might get lucky.”

	 

	I might as well have stabbed her with a cattle prod! Brodie shook on top of me as I thrust hard, pinching the sides of her breasts. She always loved that. I could tell her mind was thinking of only one thing at that moment. The shudder of her release was incredibly intense as she thrashed on top of me.

	 

	This babe has got it bad for Mr. Coop! In the end, I was glad she could be this happy. What’s wrong with a little fantasy, am I right?

	 

	I fed that fantasy all week, taking her out to buy a special concert outfit. The one we settled on was a blouse made of white chiffon with a v-neck that went to mid-stomach. It emphasized her ample cleavage, leaving little to the imagination. Unfortunately, the material was so thin, her hard nipples were clearly visible underneath. Designer jeans that hugged her curves to perfection finished the look.

	 

	That afternoon, I sent her to a spa I had arranged. They did her hair, applied just the right amount of makeup, and she asked them to shave her pubic hair. That surprised me when she pulled her jeans down to show me. Even more surprising were the thong panties she had on. They barely covered her at all.

	 

	Oh yes, my wife was ready to meet Cooper Bryan.

	 

	***

	 

	We both loved the show. Really did. His new music, now fully reflecting the heartache and loss he had suffered, took the audience by surprise. It was mature and thoughtful, yet had just the right hooks that made them instant country classics. He had clearly been working on them for three long years.

	 

	With each song, the cheers and applause grew louder, more sustained. Many of the pieces were solos, with him playing acoustic guitar at the front of the stage. Just by chance, those solos turned out to be right in front of our center-right position on the front row.

	 

	Oddly, somewhere late in the 1st set, my wife caught his eye. Whether it was the cleavage on display, or the way her breasts bounced at her excited clapping for every song, I wasn’t sure. But it was unmistakable. I caught him frequently paying close attention to her.

	 

	My wife noticed it too. She was very enthusiastic before, but as they continued to make eye contact, she became even more captivated during the rest of the show.

	 

	This made me just as thrilled. I dreamed of a really hard fucking tonight. After all that stimulation, I knew she was going to be hotter than a geyser in Yellowstone, and just as ready to explode.

	 

	She sat back during the intermission between his first and second sets. My wife had left me for her imaginary Cooper dreamland. I didn’t try to stop it, just put my arm around her.

	 

	“Wasn’t it wonderful?” she asked.

	 

	It really was. We had clearly been witness to the emergence of a significant solo artist. If these new songs were any guide, he was going to be even more popular than he was before.

	 

	My wife could barely keep her hands off me as we chatted between sets. I had my own dreams ready to go. The second part of my surprise was a hotel reservation at the Ambassador Hotel just down the road from the Uptown.

	 

	I had arranged for my brother to take the kids for an overnighter. He knew why. I had visions of an endless night of sensual pleasure as my wife worked off her high from seeing her main squeeze. With all this smoldering eye contact, I was going to get seriously laid tonight!

	 

	All those dreams took a side turn when a roadie stepped out from behind the stage, slipping quietly up to where we sat in the front row. We had remained in place, Brodie anxiously awaiting Cooper’s return for the 2nd set.

	 

	The roadie introduced himself as a crew member for Mr. Bryan. “Mr. Bryan would like to invite you back to his dressing room for a drink after the concert,” he said. It was all so matter-of-fact that I wondered how often this guy made this pitch for his boss.

	 

	My wife looked at me eagerly. ‘Can we? Can we?’ coming off her face. I kept looking back and forth between my eager wife and the messenger. Imagine the balls this Cooper Bryan must have, women throwing themselves at him constantly. Now, out of the blue, asking my wife to his room? He had to know she was with someone. We were frequently touching during the show. He apparently didn’t care about such niceties.

	 

	It must have been those smoldering looks during the show, like two people across a bar, both knowing where they wanted the night to end.

	 

	But then Brodie surprised me, settling back in her chair. “Sorry, love to, but I’m here with my husband,” she said. “I don’t think that is a good idea.” I stared at her in shock. Had my wife just turned down a chance to meet Cooper personally, in a very private setting?

	 

	The roadie just smiled, somehow expecting that response. “That will not be a problem. Bring him along.”

	 

	That was it. All resistance faded. Now the pleading became verbal. “Would that be okay?” she asked repeatedly.

	 

	Truth is, I didn’t have it in me to deny her this dream opportunity to meet her crush. I nodded my approval.

	 

	The roadie accepted with his own nod, handing her two backstage passes. He whispered the room number into her ear with something else I couldn’t hear. My wife turned crimson, taking a quick side glance at me, nodding back at him.

	 

	He smiled, walking back to the stage area. Before I could ask what he said, the lights dimmed for the second half.

	 

	If I thought they had made eye contact in the 1st set, the second was simply incendiary. Worse, Cooper upped the drama toward the end of the show. He pulled his chair up right in front of us. The spotlight seemed positioned to show both him and the person in the front row… my wife. Her picture appeared on the big screens on the sides.

	 

	He sang a love song to her called ‘Serendipity’. It was about meeting someone by chance, then taking them home for a surprise Happy Ever After. I gasped at the loving look on my wife’s face, blown up for everyone in the place to see. Neither of them cared. It was like he and my wife were the only ones in the auditorium.

	 

	Intellectually, I knew that this was a planned portion of the show, that they had pre-positioned the spotlight for this number. And that they must pick someone new from the front row every time. But my heart was pounding. It seemed much more at that moment, despite her hand finding my leg, squeezing tight halfway through. She had to know what was going on in my head… and in every head at the Uptown, for that matter!

	 

	I could see her bra-less nipples now, poking out of that thin top, hard as tiny pebbles. Every eye in the place could see that, too! My wife didn’t care. This had to be the best thing that had ever happened to her. Cooper Bryan sang that song just for her!

	 

	When the song was over, he winked at her as applause filled the hall. He encouraged my wife to stand, thanking her for being a willing participant in the show. She did, waving to the crowd. He reached down to shake her hand in thanks. The crowd went crazy, cheering and clapping. Hands patted her on the back from other concert goers as she sat back down.

	 

	She folded into me, seeming thankful the spotlight was finally turned off. I could see her quick breaths still struggling with a return to normal. She leaned her head on my shoulder.

	 

	“God, that was intense,” she smiled at me. I could barely hear what she said through the crowd noise. Her hand went back to my leg, stroking my thigh suggestively as a finger grazed across my hard shaft. Oh yes! Happy ending here I come!

	 

	“I think you liked that, too,” she said. I just smiled back at her as the next song began.

	 

	Cooper only had a few more songs until the final encore. My wife could barely contain the rising excitement about visiting him after the show.

	 

	 


Chapter 2: Brodie Wants It to Go Further as We Accept the Invitation to His Dressing Room After the Show

	 

	“That was exciting,” I chuckled, putting my arms around her. We were still sitting in the same seats, waiting for the crowd to thin out before moving backstage. I was sure the roadie would come out to direct where we should go. “Having him sing a song directly to you, and getting to meet him afterward… This is turning out to be quite a night.”

	 

	“I am hoping for so much more,” she said.

	 

	“What?” I replied, startled. What did she mean by that?

	 

	“I should have told you before, but the show started again. The roadie asked me if I would be open to staying longer.”

	 

	“That’s why you blushed?” I asked, almost in disbelief at the balls of that guy.

	 

	She nodded. “What if Cooper asked me to stay longer? Would that be okay with you?”

	 

	I sat back in shock. “What the fuck, Brodie? Are you asking me if I give you permission to sleep with him? Jesus…”

	 

	My wife sensed my resistance, pressing ahead anyway. Her desire must be really strong!

	 

	“We’ve been married 24 years, Jesse. I’ve never strayed on you. Not once. You know that.” I nodded; I did. “This is different, and you know why. I’m asking for a special hall pass. Your permission in advance. If he asks me, I want to say yes. You can come pick me up afterward.”

	 

	I couldn’t believe what I was hearing.

	 

	“What am I supposed to say to that?” I asked. “You’re putting me in a tough spot. Either I deny your lifetime fantasy and probably live celibate for a while in response. Or approve of your breaking our marriage vows so you can sleep with this guy. I don’t care how much you love his music. Right now, we might as well be in a bar with him offering a quick pickup line. How can I even know how to respond?”

	 

	“I’m not leaving you for him, you jerk. It’s probably all a fantasy, anyway; that roadie likely teasing an old lady. I just wanted you to know what he said before we went into the room.”

	 

	She collected herself a little, staring at her hands primly in her lap.

	 

	“I love you,” she said, finally looking up at me. “And want you to continue being my husband… always will. But this… Cooper inviting me to his bed.” She shuddered right in front of me. “I’ll be frank, Jesse. It will be very hard for me to turn it down if he asks. Please let me do it.” Fuck, she really wants this!

	 

	I sat back in the hard arena seat, staring at her. All my planning of her great surprise had come crashing into a marital crisis. I knew that telling her no would be impossible. She would resent me for the rest of our lives together. But if I said yes… The very idea of her sleeping with him had me spitting mad. Not at her. At him! How could he do this to us?

	 

	The hurt I felt had to be visible on my face. She gasped, as if the import of her words caught her for the first time.

	 

	“I’m sorry, Jesse. This has happened so suddenly. It doesn’t change what I feel about you, and I don’t want to split over this.” A resolve came across her expression, bowing her head. “No matter what Cooper might ask, I will not do it if you say no. Okay? I don’t want this to be the end of our relationship. You mean too much to me.”

	 

	Before I could respond, the roadie came out, pointing to the exit we should take.

	 

	“Mr. Bryan is looking forward to meeting you,” he said to my wife. I was walking right beside her, though I was clearly not the reason we were walking to his dressing room.

	 

	Brodie took my hand, looking at me. “And we are looking forward to meeting him as well.”

	 

	The roadie smiled, as if he had seen this tableau play out before. I suspect it had.

	 

	We went up a quick elevator ride, finding ourselves at room 214 of the Uptown Theater. The roadie did not knock or wait. He opened the door, leading us in. Curiously, I heard him lock the door behind us as he left.

	 

	***

	 

	And there he was, walking toward us. Cooper Fucking Bryan! The stealer of my wife’s heart! I recognized then the undertow of anger I was feeling. This man was coming onto my wife, KNOWING she was married. With her husband sitting right next to her, for god’s sake!

	 

	What kind of egotistical crap was that? He must be some kind of predator, using his power to push women to do things. Maybe it was some kind of revenge thing, taking out on other couples the hurt he felt about his own wife’s affair.

	 

	Yet when he came up to us, it was my hand he shook first, introducing himself. He welcomed us both warmly, seeming to make sure he included me at every step. We exchanged names, introducing ourselves.

	 

	“So glad you could come to the show.” He turned to Brodie, hugging her in a friendly way. “Hope you didn’t mind me taking advantage of you for ‘Serendipity.’ You were so beautiful, with that lovely top. I couldn’t resist. And it made for great video on the screen. I’ll make sure my team sends you the digital file of the concert… as a souvenir.”

	 

	Barely able to speak, she nodded, finally saying. “It was my pleasure.”

	 

	“I noticed that when the crew showed me the video later,” he smiled with a wry grin. “Definitely got you excited!”

	 

	My wife went pure crimson on his words, clearly embarrassed at everyone seeing her nipples on public display. I almost spoke up in protest. He didn’t seem to notice, turning, asking if we wanted a drink. He walked toward a cabinet on the side as if nothing had happened.

	 

	We stood around, sipping our drinks for quite some time. He did not appear to be in any hurry. He told us about how the tour was going, how much he appreciated the positive reaction to the new songs. Turned out, this was only the fourth stop on the tour; 22 more to go. I wondered if he would do something like this at every stop?

	 

	He answered my question without being asked, moving closer to Brodie.

	 

	“As you know, I’ve been struggling since the breakup with Patsy. If you’re interested, there is a lurid account of my difficulties, available just about everywhere.” His miserable smile told me there was a hurt underneath his stardom facade. He was being honest!

	 

	For the first time, the look on his face made me realize Cooper Bryan was just a man like everyone else. He had the same problems as the rest of us, only his played out on every TV screen in the land. My heart bloomed with sorrow as I thought about what his life must be like.

	 

	All that sympathy disappeared as his attention turned toward my wife. “Seeing you tonight has done something… woken a passion I haven’t had in years. I’ve been with other women, even some with husbands,” he said, smiling at me, “but you’ve rekindled… I don’t do this normally while on tour…”

	 

	He moved himself right next to my wife, touching her shoulder. Brodie seemed to be visibly vibrating from all the sexual tension building in the room.

	 

	Her husband wasn’t far behind. Unfamiliar sensations filled me, ravenous lust making me hard as stone. It was like I was watching a more intense version of porn. Only, this time, one where I knew every person involved and could feel her every emotion. Nothing fake about any of our feelings.

	 

	This was really happening! My wife was living every fantasy she ever had about this guy. Her nipples, clearly visible through the material, told me how aroused she was and how much she wanted this. If I stuck my hands down her pants, I was sure I would find a sopping mess. Those occasional worried looks in my direction told me her mind was leaping multiple steps forward, wondering what my reaction would be.

	 

	I certainly noticed the skill he was bringing to her seduction, and that he seemed very comfortable including me in the game. He mentioned having been with some women and their husbands. He addressed me as often as he did her, even positioning himself so she was between us. As the conversation went on, he pressed himself a little closer, causing Brodie to shift closer to me. I thought for a moment she was going to pass out; she was getting so excited.

	 

	I placed my arm around her back, trying to steady her. But it also prevented her from moving away from his advance. My action seemed to give her a little confidence. Everything changed after that.

	 

	She reached back, gently pulling my hand down to cover her ass. Her smile of welcome and brazen desire told me of her decision. Her hand went up, nestling softly on Cooper’s chest. I could see her fingers trembling, uncertain how far she should go.

	 

	Her crush did not miss the signal. He smiled at me, nodding his approval. He pressed in closer, taking her chin in his hand, kissing her passionately.

	 

	My response was even more surprising. I moved behind her, allowing him open access. I gripped her ass firmly with both hands, pressing her hips forward to graze his engorged shaft. Fuck, what was I doing? Actually encouraging this?

	 

	My cock was equally hard, poking out of my jeans, ready to rip through the material. I pressed it between her ass cheeks. She shook at the realization of what this meant.

	 

	Then I took the step I seemed helpless to stop, opening our world in a totally new direction. I reached around, pulling the v-neck apart, fully exposing her breasts to another man. It was like pulling back a sheer to enjoy the warmth of the morning sun the way her body shivered. This motion invited him to touch her.

	 

	My wife moaned at this sudden turn, looking back at me; those questioning eyes, wondering if I was really wanting her to do this.

	 

	“Give yourself to him,” I whispered in her ear, my nod to Cooper confirming what I wanted.

	 

	He reached up, taking each breast in his grip. They hung now openly exposed, her blouse hugging the sides, as both his hands took advantage of her need. I pressed against her ass, reaching around to touch her sex. She shuddered at the touch, reaching around to grip my shaft through my jeans. I could feel the tension growing as her need filled the room.

	 

	I rubbed her steadily as my eyes connected with Cooper. He clearly knew what I intended. My hand pressed against her jeans, a back-and-forth motion, with Brodie moaning in response. Her lover was pinching and suckling her nipples, seemingly in rhythm with my torment.

	 

	It was if I could read her mind. Her long held fantasy had unexpectedly come to life, yet a lingering nervousness about my reaction remained. I pressed harder, kissing her neck gently. It’s okay, I was telling her with my actions. I approve of you being here… like this… with him.

	 

	With all the previous build-up, that took her over the top. Soon, my bride shuddered between her men as the release took control. Her cry of pleasure caught him a little by surprise, as she shook between us. I knew what was coming, moving my other hand around to hold her up.

	 

	For the first time since we started, I had second thoughts about what we were doing. Was I really ready to share my wife with this stranger? Okay, he was more than a stranger, but just barely. We had only met him in person moments before. Yet here we were, pressing my wife into an erotic sandwich with only one outcome hurtling toward us.

	 

	He must have noticed. Cooper abruptly pulled back, inviting me to sit next to him on the sofa. Not her, me. Brodie stood in the middle of the floor, alone, struggling to recover from what had to have been one of her best orgasms ever! Her flush face and shallow breathing told me she wanted to continue. Her open exposure to our gazes seemed to enhance the excitement.

	 

	He turned toward me on the sofa, ignoring her altogether. “If the two of you are willing, I would like to make love to your wife. You are welcome to come with us. I sense you are a watcher and would enjoy that. Jesse,” he said, looking back at my blushing bride, talking about her as if she wasn’t in the room. “Not sure what it is, but your bride has got my desire on some incredible edge. That top, her beautiful face, those loving eyes, those hard nipples… It was all I could do to get through the last few songs without having a hard-on poking out of my pants during the show.”

	 

	***

	 

	I glanced up at her, standing in front of us, her breasts fully exposed with the top on either side. My wife whimpered softly, staring at me, breathing shallowly. I didn’t have to touch her to know she must be dripping wet. Those pleading eyes told me all I needed.

	 

	Come on, man up! Your wife has asked you for a significant favor. After a lifetime of her devotion, it seems the least you can do. The only question was how to do it. How can I offer my approval without it seeming like she needed it to proceed?

	 

	“Take your clothes off,” I told her. “Let your boyfriend know what he’s going to be playing with.” Cooper smiled his appreciation as we sat back on the sofa, simply waiting. He nodded his approval to her.

	 

	She quivered, looking at me when the reality set in. I had just given her the permission she asked for. All the touching up to this point had been preliminary. Now she was free to go to the main event… if she wanted to.

	 

	She did. Her eye contact with me lasted only for a few moments before her attention turned back to Cooper, their eyes connecting as she disrobed.

	 

	Her top went over her head. The jeans were so tight they took a little more effort, but my loving wife, mother of our three children, was soon standing in her idol’s dressing room, completely naked. And I mean completely. No panties! I gasped at seeing her newly bare sex already glistening with the moisture of her arousal. Her nipples were threatening to detach. They were so hard.

	 

	Our eyes met as she held her shoulders back, showing herself proud. She really was beautiful. Even with the wider hips and slight stomach paunch of age. The part that made my heart sing at that moment was her looking at me… not him. My wife was showing off in front of me as much as to her main squeeze.

	 

	Cooper looked at me, understanding. “Living with this jewel every day must be a joy.” I nodded; it was.

	 

	He stood, taking her in his arms. “You are truly beautiful, my dear. I am so tired of the matchstick girls that live in Patsy’s world.” He leaned forward, pulling her lips to his. My wife melted into his arms. His hands reached up, gently rolling her nipples between thumb and forefinger. I could hear my wife’s moans through their lip lock.

	 

	“Would you be interested in coming to my room, letting me entertain you for the rest of the night?” He asked her.

	 

	I almost couldn’t believe what I was seeing. My wife had already given herself completely to this man, and I had implied my approval. Did she need more? I knew the truth. She wanted this badly. Yet she nervously pulled back, looking at me. She had promised to allow me to make the decision. Apparently meant it. How could I not?

	 

	I nodded, mouthing ‘have fun.’ Her eyes gave me all the thanks I needed. They were glassy with her arousal, now eager to proceed as she turned back to Cooper.

	 

	“What will you want me to do?” she asked tentatively.

	 

	“Anything we want, of course,” he said, smiling back at me, winking. With that statement, he somehow brought me into this perverted world he had constructed.

	 

	I felt that tug again inside. That unfamiliar something… a growing desire to watch her. This was my wife, yet all I wanted at that moment was for him to be with her… to watch her shriek with the power of his touch… for him to pound away in her wet cunt. What was wrong with me?

	 

	Brodie didn’t notice. She reached forward, gripping his man-meat through his jeans. She gasped at what she found.

	 

	“Why don’t you take my clothes off?” Cooper said. “We’ll give hubby a little preview of what’s coming. I think he’d like that.”

	 

	Her hands came up, pulling his t-shirt off. His jeans and underwear followed. She looked at me suddenly, with a worried expression, when his rigid shaft came into view.

	 

	It was unbelievably HUGE! A bat as long as I had ever seen and as big around as her forearm. My wife’s hand wrapped around the girth. That hand seemed like a small child’s, unable to wrap all the way around.

	 

	“What do you want to do with that?” he asked, pulling her head up from staring at his gigantic cock. “Tell me… describe it for your husband.” Her eyes flashed back to me again.

	 

	All I did was offer a warm smile of support. “I’d like to hear it,” I teased.

	 

	This situation was already causing those initial sensations to grow very strong. I was just as aroused as she! My cock pressed uncomfortably against my jeans. She broke away from Cooper, taking my hand, signaling for me to get up.

	 

	“You might as well join us,” she whispered, pulling my t-shirt off. I yanked at my belt and zipper. As soon as I was naked, she guided me back to a seat, returning to her new friend.

	 

	I still struggled to grasp what was happening. My wife had been in love with Cooper Bryan ever since the Long Tall Sally’s burst on the music scene a decade ago. Her obsession was long past ‘being a fan.’ I always thought it was a harmless bit of fun as she salivated over every news story or picture. When the scandal emerged about Patsy and the road manager, and the ugly divorce that followed, my wife cried along with the rest of the world, wishing her main squeeze did not have to endure this pain and public humiliation.

	 

	None of that mattered now. My wife was completely naked with her flame and eager for this to go to the next level.

	 

	All I could do was sit back and watch. My hard cock throbbed into the room. I don’t think I have ever been more aroused as my hand came up to stroke my shaft. Brodie smiled at the motion.

	 

	 


Chapter 3: The Action Moves Fast in Cooper Bryan’s World. My Wife Wants to Do More and I Have to Accept the Exciting Truth: I Want Just the Same

	 

	On seeing me stroking myself, Brodie gave up all pretense at being the shy wife now. This was her fantasy, and she was going to live it to the fullest. She moved closer to Cooper, dropping to her knees, her mouth only inches from his cockhead. She positioned herself so I could see everything, finally responding to his request.

	 

	“I want to feel your cock down my throat, to have you use me…”

	 

	Her hands wrapped around the shaft as she spoke. Brodie licked the precum already forming on the tip. Her eyes briefly touched mine before she looked up at her dream man. He winked at her to go ahead.

	 

	There was no way she would get that monster down her throat, but she gave it her best. When she had gotten it only a few inches down, the surface was slick with her spittle as she continued licking the shaft to give her more lubrication for another try.

	 

	Cooper had had enough. Probably used to women struggling with a cock that size. He wanted to be more active. His hands helped her off her knees, guiding them both to the daybed that sat on the opposite side of the small room.

	 

	He leaned down, whispering in her ear. My wife got up on her hands and knees, pointing her sex directly at him. She leaned her head down, resting it on her arms, turning toward me. I could see her trembling. The desire for him to be inside her was very strong, yet she seemed worried about his girth. She had never had such a large shaft enter her before. I was certain of it.

	 

	He whisked his cockhead across her slit, gathering moisture, pushing inside. She groaned at the first few inches, beginning to whimper as he went deeper. This had clearly been a problem for him before. He knew what to do, pulling back, adjusting the angle, lowering for a couple more.

	 

	A groan escaped her lips, an intense mixture of growing pleasure and painful stretching.

	 

	“Fuck… so big,” she whimpered. “Jesse, he’s pushing me so wide, I…” Her groan deepened as each inch pressed her vaginal canal wider, becoming a cringe of pain. The stretch, even after three kids, had to be painful! I sat up abruptly. My wife turned with the motion, staring at me in surprise, her expression telling me to stop. “It feels so good… I’m sorry, babe, but he’s so much bigger than you…”

	 

	She mewled as Cooper pushed himself all the way in, holding out his hand for me to stop. ‘Wait,’ he mouthed to me. ‘You’ll see.’

	 

	He pulled back for another plunge. Instead, he teased her with his cockhead, penetrating only partially with each push. Brodie pushed back, wanting more, unwilling to wait longer. She pushed back against him all the way to his hip, crying out with the mixture of pain and pleasure that filled her. Soon, the pain fell away, leaving only the sensation of her pussy being filled like never before.

	 

	Brodie slammed back against him now, back and forth, wanting him to give it to her. Cooper joined in the rhythm of her growing need. His smile to me said this was what he knew would happen.

	 

	“You want me to fuck you, sweet Brodie? To offer your body for my pleasure?”

	 

	“Yes, please,” she whimpered, her eyes still locked on mine. “I want you to fuck me hard, to fill me with your seed.” She said it plainly, but it felt like a taunt. She was teasing me with her dirty language.

	 

	“I can do that,” he said, slamming forward with all his might. All hesitancy disappeared. He pounded into her. Powerful stabs of lust that brought sounds out of my wife she had never made with me. She came hard, trembling on her knees. Her eyes finally closed at the pressure. Cooper barely slowed. Soon she was groaning and pushing back again, seeking another.

	 

	And I wanted her to have it. I had never been more aroused. My cock throbbed all on its own, needing attention. That it was my wife getting so savagely fucked just seemed to add to the excitement. When I began stroking myself with purpose, both my wife and her lover smiled at me.

	 

	Brodie nodded briefly. “Cum for me,” she whispered. She had to know how hot this was for me. Our eyes connected as we each pleasured ourselves. Her with that amazing shaft and me with my hand. I could see the arousal growing in her, the need to cum again.

	 

	I nodded back. “Do it,” I whispered. “Cooper Bryan is fucking you! The way you have always dreamed. Let him. Give yourself to him.”

	 

	As if I had just set her free, her head pulled up, no longer paying attention to me at all. She turned to look at Cooper.

	 

	“Fuck me, you beast. I want everything you have.” She was hammering back, groaning and whimpering with each thrust. She came again, even harder this time, her cries filling the room.

	 

	I couldn’t believe what I was seeing. Brodie had always enjoyed sex, even asked when she was feeling the need… but this? This total slut couldn’t get enough of that dick.

	 

	Spraying spittle on my hand, I worked my shaft like I wanted to tear it off. I needed to cum as badly as she did. Brodie had already cum multiple times.

	 

	The three of us went on like this. Brodie cumming repeatedly as her new partner proved both his stamina and staying power. Each release seemed to draw a stronger cry of pleasure out of her.

	 

	Uncertain how thick these walls were, I got up, grabbing her thong off the floor. She looked up at me just as I stepped in, stuffing the thong in her mouth. She sputtered a little, trying to get used to it, but did not push it out. I don’t know. Maybe it’s just me, but it seemed to make her even hotter, knowing I had actively taken part in her defilement.

	 

	That same excitement filled me. I moved to my knees next to her. Her massive tits were flopping around like they might fly off. Her muffled pleasure continued to flow out of her mouth. She tried to look at me, but couldn’t keep her attention focused on anything except the cock ramming into her. She actively pushed back against her tormentor, while lifting on her hands offering me better access to her tits.

	 

	I took full advantage. I groped them, pinched all around her nipples and sides. She mewled at the new sensations, cumming again as I pulled those nips as hard as I could.

	 

	The groan muffled by the panties almost made me laugh. But there was no laughter in the power of that blast. She convulsed violently. Cooper didn’t even slow.

	 

	He made a noise, pulling my attention to him. His head jerked toward the couch. Go there, he was saying. He was obviously about ready to cum.

	 

	I scrambled back to the cushion on my back, hands immediately going back to work. Suddenly, the three of us existed in one space. A space of pleasure and need. I watched my wife, now lost in her desire to be taken by Cooper Bryan. Muffled language came through the panty gag. She needed to get it out, spitting the panties on the floor.

	 

	“Look at your wife,” she said to me. “Getting fucked… for you, Jesse… for me… Oh god…”

	 

	It was as if all three of us were timing our releases together. I stiffened, my legs shaking as I got close. Her eyes locked on me, hungry for it. Needing me to do it.

	 

	A massive grunt left my throat as rope after rope of my seed flew across my belly. Cooper wasn’t far behind. He grabbed my bride’s hips, holding himself close. I could see the scrotum contracting, emptying his seed into her canal as she shook with another blast. Her entire body vibrated with its power.

	 

	We all stopped moving for a moment, trying to find our breath again. As we came down, Cooper pointed to a box of tissues on the desk. I reached over, cleaning myself off, then offering him the box. He pulled several out, holding it under Brodie as he softened out of her. The gush that followed filled the tissue quickly. He pulled another.

	 

	All I could do was stare as the most famous musician in the world wiped his cum, dripping heavily onto the tissue, out of my wife’s pussy. Not even my wildest dreams could have envisioned anything like that happening.

	 

	And my wife? She was incredulous, mewling and quivering as he touched her now hypersensitive lady parts. Happily, her eyes were on me as we both came to terms with what had just happened.

	 

	My own thoughts had turned inward. Not negatively, but in a way that surprised even me. Thoughts about my wife and setting her free. As if Cooper had read my thoughts, he stepped away, tapping her on the rear, helping her off the daybed.

	 

	“Let’s go over to my hotel,” he said, reaching down for her clothes. “I can think of some very dirty things I want to do with you, sweet Brodie.”

	 

	My wife purred at his words. She wanted exactly the same thing.

	 

	***

	 

	We got dressed, straightened ourselves up, walking out into the Uptown Theater hallway.

	 

	“Unfortunately, I can’t walk around like you can,” Cooper said. “Being famous has its downside.” He handed Brodie his key card. “Room 3901 at the Ambassador. This key will get you both onto the Suite elevator and into the room. My team needs to bring the limo around. I can’t walk around, even for this four-block walk. And you don’t want to be seen with me. Not sure your friends would understand you looking freshly fucked around me. It would be in every tabloid in the country. Understand?”

	 

	We both did. Stories of paparazzi and fans chasing down celebrities are legendary. We were just glad it wasn’t us.

	 

	Cooper kissed Brodie on the cheek in the hallway, a chaste kiss if there ever was one. He looked up and down the hall before he did even that. All those years under the scandal spotlight had taught him how to control those situations.

	 

	All the way to the Ambassador, we talked little, though Brodie gripped my hand firmly the entire way. She seemed clingier than before this all started. As if she needed to reconnect before the second round began.

	 

	“Are you okay?” She asked as we walked down the street. “Are WE okay?”

	 

	It was a busy late night downtown. Must be a conference in town. People were everywhere. I said nothing at first, trying to frame what I had to say, so it was clear.

	 

	“Yes, my love. I’m good. And so are we. This has been very arousing.” Nervous looks around betrayed how uncomfortable I was talking about this in public.

	 

	And we were good, at least in my mind. The challenge eating at me was my own reaction. I loved it! Watching my wife get fucked by his enormous cock was the most erotic thing I had ever done. Nothing else was even close. I wanted to do this again and again.

	 

	But this was a one off, wasn’t it? My wife’s obsession with Cooper had found a willing outlet. After the fact, I was so glad he asked us back to his room. That euphoric look on her face when the roadie asked, and then again when Cooper stepped up for that first kiss… by god, I thought she might pass out.

	 

	In the end, it didn’t feel like a groupie thing anymore. The rough yet tender way he treated her told me of his inherent kindness. He could tell what she felt about him and gave her what he knew she wanted. I somehow knew she was not just some disposable groupie for a man using his star power to get his rocks off. It was so much more. And the sensitive way he including me at every step. Amazing…

	 

	“Can I ask you something?” I asked as we got closer to the hotel. “Is this so exciting for you only because it’s Cooper doing it?”

	 

	“Truthfully? It has been fun. Cooper is a bonus, but I loved watching you pleasure yourself while he took me so hard. Did you enjoy watching me?”

	 

	“Oh my god… so much. I must have some terrible perversion or something. I want to do that over and over.”

	 

	She giggled, putting her hand on my arm. “You want to do that again… even without Cooper?” she whispered in my ear.

	 

	I nodded yes. We were standing in front of the hotel, wanting to have this conversation before we entered the busy lobby.

	 

	“If you want to… I would like that,” I said. “Do you need them to be big like he is?”

	 

	“No, but that was fun,” she teased. “What’s the phrase you always use? A nice to have, not a need to have. The most fun was having him inside me while you watched. I’m looking forward to doing that again.”

	 

	I nodded my approval, moving us into the lobby, heading for the elevators. The place was hopping for a Friday night. Must be because some big country star is in town, I chuckled to myself. If they only knew…

	 

	We stood in front of his suite door. I took a deep breath, knowing what I had decided. Couldn’t believe I was actually going through with it. But my wife needed this.

	 

	“I want to do it again, but not tonight,” I said. “I have a room at the hotel already booked. Tonight is for you. Go to him. Have your fantasy.”

	 

	“Jesse… what? No…”

	 

	“It’s okay, babe. I’m not mad. I want this… for you. You have given me every support I have ever needed in the last 20 years. Now, it’s my turn. Don’t think of me. Give yourself to the pleasure of that monster cock… Can you believe how big it is?”

	 

	Her face lit up with the memory. I reached between her legs, rubbing her labia. She shuddered at my touch. “You want this. You know you do. I want you to pay attention to him, not me. To really enjoy yourself.”

	 

	I pulled the key card out of her hand, opening the door. “Go put on a robe, nothing underneath. He’ll be here shortly. I’ll text you the room number I’m in. Come back to me when you are done.”

	 

	I handed her the key, kissed her gently on the lips, then walked down the hall, hearing the door shut behind me.

	 

	Just before I could push the elevator button, the door opened, with Cooper stepping out. “Where’d your bride go? I thought we had plans.”

	 

	“YOU have plans…” I said, holding the elevator door open. “Take care of her for me. I’ll be staying elsewhere in the hotel. She’ll come back when you’re done. Give her everything she wants.”

	 

	He looked at me, slightly puzzled. I smiled. “Cooper, she has loved you since you came on the music scene back at the beginning,” I said. “By now, you probably know a true fan from a groupie.” He smiled. Yes, he knew the difference. “She’s always fantasized about you. Now, I want you to show her how much pleasure she can have in a night. I would just interfere.”

	 

	“If that’s what you want,” he said. “You love her that much?”

	 

	“I do…”

	 

	Cooper smiled again, this time with that wry grin. “I’ll do you proud,” winking at me, “send her home happy.”

	 

	“Thank you,” I said, as I let the elevator close between us.

	 

	My wife and I were on a grand new adventure. I wondered where it would take us, because I can tell you right here. I wanted to watch her do that again, even if it didn’t end up being with Cooper Fucking Bryan!

	 

	 


Chapter 4: A Night Fucking Cooper Bryan Was Just What She Wanted. Now What?

	 

	I decided to stop off at the Ambassador Lounge for a drink before heading to the room. Hopefully, a nice whiskey would calm me down. All my plans for the evening were now so much wasted effort. Even the room I would eventually go to had been arranged for us to have a passionate night together after the concert. Now, I would be going there by myself. Her ‘hot night after the concert’ would be with someone else! I fought back the tears as I took a stool at the bar.

	 

	The Lounge at the Ambassador Hotel was a nice one. It had changed little in the last 50 some years. And why should it? The bar was nicely appointed, with a dark wood bar and a smattering of booths to offer some privacy. Chairs and high-top tables surrounded the bar. The place was constantly busy, with a combination of business, convention, and vacation travelers. How does the saying go: ‘if it ain’t broke, don’t fix it?’ The Ambassador Lounge is sticking with a winning formula.

	 

	The bartender came over, asking me what I wanted. I ordered a double Tullamore D.E.W. Irish whiskey, but I doubted I would care at the end of the night what I drank…

	 

	Everything that had already happened preoccupied my mind. The concert… Cooper Bryan’s surprise connection with my wife on the front row… being invited to his room… the most incredible sex I had ever witnessed… my leaving her at his suite to spend the night with him…

	 

	Worry consumed me. Maybe I was too hasty in leaving her there, to let his enormous cock pleasure her all night long. My heart screamed as jealousy and fear of losing her shook every foundation I had ever counted on. I wondered if there would be any room left for me by the end of the night. Would he invite her to go on the tour with him? I was sure she wouldn’t turn it down if he did.

	 

	None of that mattered. It was too late to change anything now. Even if I wanted to, going up to his room again, making a scene, pulling her out, could be catastrophic if the paparazzi found out. Our pictures would be all over the papers for weeks.

	 

	Yet my mind seemed fixated. I ordered another drink, began sipping it when my phone dinged. A text coming in. What the hell? It was from Brodie. A link. When I opened it, I had to hide the screen immediately, afraid someone would see it. It was a pic of my wife with her mouth stretched tightly around that huge log! What the fuck was that?

	 

	This just sparked my memory of what had already been done. Images of her crying out as she came repeatedly in his dressing room would not stop. That monstrous cock had savaged her cunt so hard she could barely breathe with all the cumming.

	 

	I struggled to catch my breath as I stared at the screen, taking a big swig of whiskey, snapping my fingers for a re-fill.

	 

	Another bing came. This one a video. I positioned the screen under the bar so only I could see it, turning the sound off. This one had her able to swallow fully half of the shaft with her eyes looking up at the camera. Despite the width of his girth, I could still see a grin on her face, as if she was struggling not to laugh on the video. She was teasing me with another man’s cock! Why would she do this to me?

	 

	A creeping guilt kept intruding on my misery… the real reason she would. From the beginning, the attention she was getting had aroused me, catching me completely by surprise. It started with their constant eye contact during the show, then his singing that song to her. And those stiff nipples shining so brightly on every screen in the theater. I had to keep changing positions as the fence post in my jeans pinched uncomfortably.

	 

	Then going back to his dressing room. I knew what she wanted. She had told me before we went there. At the time, I teased something stupid like, ‘hey, you might get lucky.’ Fuck! She got lucky alright! Up in his room right now, making love to one of the biggest music stars in the world.

	 

	Every few minutes, another video would come. I didn’t open them. Instead, I ordered a third Tullamore to take to my room. I sprinted down the hall, frantically trying to get the door open.

	 

	My constant arousal confused me as I took my clothes off getting into bed. I felt it somewhere deep inside. Her asking me to let her sleep with him was a shocker, true, though it was my own actions that had betrayed to her how excited I had become.

	 

	I was the one that opened her blouse, pushing her bare breasts at him. I was the one that told her to take her clothes off. I was the one that encouraged her to open her sex to him. Our eyes seldom separated as he plunged that tool into her pleasure. Even my blast when we all came together at the end was so strong I thought I was having a heart attack, though our eyes never lost connection!

	 

	Tears formed in my eyes. This mix of jealousy and arousal proved a heady mix as I looked for the next video link. I looked down my body, no longer surprised. My steel post was back! I pulled over my bottle of lube, giving myself a generous coat, then turned on the first video.

	 

	Her ass hung above the back of a sofa while he pounded away. The camera faced down, showing his massive rod’s full penetration of her sex. If I hadn’t already seen it in the dressing room, I wouldn’t have believed she could even take that massive snake! Her moans left no doubt about how much she wanted it. Louder ones came as he gave her repeated stabs of his hefty length.

	 

	Why are you feeling like this? A husband is supposed to be possessive, guarding his wife against predators, angry if she goes out on him. Wasn’t he? Apparently not! My cock throbbed, so hard it hurt.

	 

	By the time I downed the last whiskey, the alcohol was doing its job. The fear had receded… a little. All that remained was the arousal as I slowly tugged my cock, clicking on the next video.

	 

	It showed her working his flaccid cock. This was a full head shot. Her eyes looking straight at the camera, as she smiled for her audience of one. She sucked, stroked, and licked their fluids off him, anything to bring him back to life. He groaned and responded to her obvious delight.

	 

	Guilt flamed again, knowing how much I wanted this. I was the one that left her at his door. That eagerly pinched and pulled at her breasts while he made her cum again and again. What kind of pervert am I?

	 

	The videos went deep into the night, tormenting me. Yet my body didn’t care. I had beat off so often I was getting sore. The cum kept flowing, one time shooting huge ropes of cum clear up my chest. I had never been this aroused. What was wrong with me?

	 

	What made me wonder about the future was when one video showed Brodie on her back. Cooper must be standing on the floor; my bride’s legs spread wide as he sawed into her sex. He was holding the camera above her so I could see her entire body, from his entry point to her face. Brodie looked straight at the camera with an expression of want and hunger. I could see her arm reaching down, flicking her clit, moaning as Cooper gave her what she needed at that moment.

	 

	Turning her head slightly, she closed her eyes. “Oh, fuck… turn it off…” she panted. I could see her body shaking with what approached. “Turn it off… please… I don’t want Jesse to see me like this… to see me cum like this… oh god… this is so good… so perfect…”

	 

	Her head flew back with the power of a release that consumed her every cell, screaming as she shuddered. It seemed to last forever as her hand kept twisting at her tender nub. He didn’t turn it off.

	 

	My heart pounded as I stared at the screen. Her groans brought tears to my eyes again. The hunger in her tone told me she wanted even more. And my cock knew what it needed as I furiously beat at it, grunting my release, just like she had. Only a trickle of seed came out. The body could only produce so much!

	 

	Shame and arousal savagely tore at me, leaving me unable to function as I fell back on the pillow, heaving for a breath. That war waged inside as the screen finally went blank.

	 

	Why did I ever let her do this? Go to him! Or worse, I cringed with the truth of what I actually wanted, pushing hard against my fear. How can I get her to do it again?!

	 

	Finally, sleep would hold off no longer. My cock needed a break. I turned the phone to mute, even though it continued to vibrate every time a new message came in.

	 

	***

	 

	When I awoke the next morning, it was already 10 o’clock. My head was pounding. Thankfully, the alcohol had done its job. I was no longer worried about what she had been doing. I just hoped she got here before I had to go pick up the kids at 1. Explaining to them why their mother couldn’t make it didn’t seem an attractive option.

	 

	Just as my hand reached for the phone, wanting to look at those videos again, there was a soft knock at my door. I put on a robe, looking out the peephole. There she was. My wife… looking as freshly fucked as she was.

	 

	Brodie had on a hotel robe, with her clothes clutched in her arm, shoes in her hands. Her luscious auburn hair was still wet from the shower they must have taken moments before. Her lips were swollen and deeply red. They stood as evidence that the videos I had watched were too real.

	 

	Inviting her in with a smile, I hugged her warmly. She had only done what I told her to do… Jealousy would get us nowhere.

	 

	“Hey, babe,” I said, stepping back. “Up a little late?”

	 

	Brodie entered, abruptly throwing the robe to the floor, returning to wrap her arms around me. All I saw were the red marks all over her breasts and thighs. The way her labia extended in a visible way.

	 

	“I missed you so much,” she said. Her arms pulled me tight.

	 

	I burst out laughing. “I have some videos that seem to disagree with that. You looked plenty busy.”

	 

	She smiled at me. “Cooper thought you might enjoy them. Something about your being a classic cuckold. He had to explain what that meant, because I had never heard the term. Someone that enjoys having their wife be with other men. Is that true? Did you enjoy that?”

	 

	Before I could say anything, my wife pulled away, crawling onto the bed. She spread her legs wide, giving me a complete view of her abused cunt. The red, extended labia and slightly open canal made me cringe as I thought about what had been inside there, but Brodie just smiled, staring down at my crotch. The proof was hard to hide. My cock, already responding, stuck out from my body like one of those fertility god statues.

	 

	“You enjoyed watching me in the dressing room and leaving me with him, didn’t you? He said you would.”

	 

	Heat flared across my face as my eyes flicked back and forth between her lustful eyes and that tableau between her legs. My stiff rod had given her all the confirmation she needed to know that Cooper was right. I was a cuckold.

	 

	I couldn’t help myself. The target was just too attractive for me to avoid. I flopped down on the bed, burying my face between her legs. My tongue drove inside, licking aggressively.

	 

	She cringed a little. Must be tender from all the use last night, though she did not move away. Instead, she started talking. The dirty language just inflamed me more. My wife had never talked like this. I wondered if he had told her I might like it.

	 

	“His cock was so big as he pushed it into my pussy. It hurt at first, then so much pleasure.” Her hand pressed my head into her sex harder, encouraging me to do more. “Cooper had such stamina. I came over and over… as he took me in every opening.”

	 

	I stopped for a moment, looking up at her face. Her grin of torment made me even harder.

	 

	“Yes, even in the other opening. I know I seldom let you go back there… it just seemed the natural next step.” I drove my tongue in deeper, encouraging her to go on. “I see. You wanted me to do that,” she giggled.

	 

	Moaning at my continued tongue-lashing, Brodie laid back on the pillow. Back to her story. “I couldn’t get enough of him. All night, every time he would fill me with his seed, I needed him to do it again. I would suck on him until he was ready. My favorite video was the one with me on top, flashing my boobs at you. Did you like that one?”

	 

	It must have been one of the later ones. I shook my head. I hadn’t seen it. She groaned at the memory as my tongue made a deep slash.

	 

	“You will love it. He made me cum while I pinched my nipples in front of the camera. Cooper said that was the hottest one of the night.”

	 

	On and on, she went, describing what he had done. How much pleasure he brought. How she couldn’t get enough. She was right. I must be one of those cuckolds. I just got harder and more aroused.

	 

	Finally, I couldn’t take it anymore. I crawled on top, slamming my cock deep into wife’s pussy. It was as if she had been building the narrative to do just this. Her arms and legs went around, holding me close.

	 

	“This pussy belongs to you, my love. No matter who you lend it to. I loved the way Cooper fucked me, but I love even more the way your body molds into mine. Use me… let me give you the same pleasure I gave him.”

	 

	Our lips smashed together, halting the dialog. The passion of our coupling exploded. At first, we were both humping like wild animals, feeling the need for each other. That need seemed stronger somehow, as if we were reconnecting after her being away. And, I guess, she had been… away to another guy, at least.

	 

	Yet, before either of us could find our release, the lovemaking slowed, growing more tender. Everything we were to each other had suddenly come forward. All the salacious talk and action had given way to the underlying love we had for each other.

	 

	I grunted loudly as my seed found its rightful home. She clearly felt the same, whimpering as her own release followed.

	 

	We laid in each other’s arms for some moments, before I rolled off, pulling her tight against me. As her head settled onto my chest, she looked up at me.

	 

	“He invited us to Key West, the last show on this tour,” she said.

	 

	“Invited YOU, you mean…” I teased.

	 

	“No, he has plans. He thinks you would enjoy watching me reward the entire band for a great tour…”

	 

	I gasped. Fuck! “All at once?” Stirrings below got my attention as her hand moved down to stroke my surprising stiffness. I don’t normally recover this fast, but now…

	 

	“Would you like to watch your wife being taken by so many at once? Cooper thinks we should tie you to a chair and not allow you to touch yourself while they take me… all at once.”

	 

	She giggled again, stroking me with that last. The hiss of my sudden intake made her smile. “They would take me one after the other, and all at once. All you could do is watch, only getting harder.”

	 

	The stiffness had returned, as had her stroking. I couldn’t stop the images. Of my wife, multiple men. Panting, my legs shook, unstoppable.

	 

	“I like you this way… I like US this way,” she said. “I didn’t know I would enjoy being used so openly in front of you, or how much pleasure it would give me to have you watching.” Her hand was picking up speed. “We should try this even without Cooper, don’t you think? Go online, find some young stud that will give us both what we want.”

	 

	I could barely speak, occupied with the dueling pleasure of her hand and the memories of her screaming as Cooper attacked her pussy. My bride had no such trouble.

	 

	“Do it, my cuckold. Cum for me.” Her hand beat furiously as I groaned. “Let’s try some new things before our trip to Key West. That will get me ready for taking them all at once.”

	 

	That was all it took as I exploded again, my second load in only minutes. I flopped against her, grunting as if she had released a wild animal along with my cream.

	 

	She reached down, scooping the small amount that came out, dropping it into her mouth.

	 

	“I want to try many new things with you, but your slut has developed her own needs, and her cuckold is going to provide it.”

	 

	All I could do was chuckle and nod my agreement as I stroked her hair. My wife may have listened to a different melody from her new lover, but her husband had learned to harmonize just fine. I wanted nothing more than to see what beautiful music we would create together.
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