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My wife Allison and I have a relationship that is far from normal. We married young when we were both preparing to enter our twenties. For the first five years, we had a pretty vanilla relationship. We bought a house and started building a life together.

We both agreed that we didn’t want kids, although we wanted to leave the door open in case we changed our minds later on down the road. Allison decided getting an IUD would be the easiest way to avoid any unwanted pregnancies for the time being.

Our relationship evolved in little ways over the years, but the biggest change happened just after our fifth wedding anniversary. We were out for drinks after a nice dinner together when a handsome gentleman struck up a conversation with us. He was a little flirty with Allison but kept it respectful. I had a good buzz, so I didn’t mind. In fact, I was getting a kick out of it.

We invited him back to our house to keep drinking. I don’t know what I was thinking when I suggested that, but I had no idea it would go where it did. We partied for a while, and at some point, he started making out with Allison on our couch. She asked me if she could fuck him, and my intoxicated mind said yes. That night, I watched my wife fuck another man in our bed. It wouldn’t be the last time, either.

We talked about it the next day and realized that we both found pleasure in what had happened. Allison felt guilty at first because she didn’t feel like she could handle me doing the same with another woman, but when I reassured her that I was perfectly content to have just her while allowing her to be with other men, it opened up a world of adventure and changed our relationship forever.

We set a few ground rules that day. It was important that it not affect our relationship with each other, so we agreed that we wouldn’t do it more than a few times a month. I also stressed that it was important to me that we communicate openly. There could be no secrets, and we had to be honest about everything that happened and how it made us feel.

With such a drastic change, there was still a lot for both of us to learn, and we continued to evolve through it together. At first, we agreed that I should be there if anything happened with someone else, so we started there.

Allison is a beautiful woman with a trim figure and long blonde hair. She was used to guys hitting on her, so we both knew she would have no problem finding men to join her in putting on a show in front of me. Now that she was on the hunt, she could flirt back with them.

A few of them were put off when she told them they could only fuck her if her husband was there, but it turned out to be a good way to filter out the weaker candidates. The guys who didn’t mind me being there were confident enough in themselves to give both of us what we needed. They were often well-endowed, which turned out to be something Allison liked. The bigger their cock, the harder she would cum for them, and the more I would get turned on.

Eventually we realized that we could have a lot more fun if she didn’t have to wait for me to be there every time. That allowed her to be spontaneous. If a cute guy was hitting on her at the gym, she could take him back to our place for a quick fuck and send me pictures or videos at work to tease me with her indiscretions. I quickly discovered that it was just as exciting to have a video that I could go back to watch multiple times as it was to watch it all happen in person.

Over time, Allison settled into seeing a few guys on a regular basis. Sometimes she would refer to them as bulls, but every now and then, she would slip up and call them her boyfriends. When she realized how much it turned me on to hear her say that, she began using the term on a regular basis.

If she wanted to have fun and one was busy, she could hit up the others to see who was available. Each one of them offered her something unique, and her mood that day would determine which one she messaged first.

There was one boyfriend in particular that she usually called first, though. His name was Mike. Allison had met him one night while she was out for a girl’s night. All of her friends knew she had a free pass to sleep with anyone she wanted, so none of them were surprised when she started flirting with an attractive guy at the club.

I got a text that night as she was leaving to go to his house, warning me that she would be home late, possibly even the next morning. The sun was already up when she finally came through the front door and slid into our bed next to me.

A week later, the three of us went out on a date together and I discovered why she had spent the night with him.

Mike was a tall, muscular black man with a thick chest and an imposing disposition. His skin was a warm chocolate color. He was outwardly very friendly, yet he intimidated me in a way that most of Allison’s boyfriends did not. He was the perfect specimen of a man.

He took well to the role of a bull. After grabbing dinner, he suggested the three of us hit a local club for some drinks and dancing. Allison seemed quite excited about the idea, so I followed along willingly.

Mike wasn’t shy about courting my wife in front of me, and that excited me even more. After a few drinks, Allison followed him onto the dance floor. She had chosen a tight little dress that hugged the curves of her body, and my heart raced every time I saw his big black hands against her soft, pale skin. I was already imagining how hot the two of them would look naked together.

When we got back to our house, I learned yet another reason that Allison had ended up spending the night with him. I had heard the stereotype that all black men are well hung, and Mike seemed to prove it true. I’m an average size, but my cock was dwarfed by his thick black member.

As far as I knew, Allison had never slept with a black man before him. That night, though, I watched my petite blonde wife wrap her fingers around a thick black cock and take it between her soft pink lips. When she was done, he fucked her pussy like he owned it. My wife made noises that I had never heard her make with me. It was incredible.

When he was done, he filled her pussy with a thick load of cum. I could only imagine the volume a man like that could produce. It made me grateful that Allison had that IUD.

He left a short time later. I climbed on top of my wife, kissing her as our bodies pressed together. She could barely feel me inside her after the way he had stretched her pussy, yet she fucked me like I was the sexiest man in the world. Having the freedom to experience pleasure with him made her want me even more.

Mike became a regular part of our life after that night. We went on several dates together over the next few months, but soon that wasn’t enough for Allison. One day while I was at work, I received a text from my wife just a few hours into the morning.

“Baby, I feel so horny. I need a big cock. Would it be okay if I invited Mike over? He’s been teasing me all morning and asking when he can see me. He wants to get together and make a video for you. Would that be okay?”

“When?” I asked, my heart racing as I imagined how hot that would be.

“As soon as you say yes,” she replied. “He said he could be here in fifteen minutes.”

My mouth felt dry as I read her words. She had been on plenty of spontaneous adventures without me, but this was the first time she had asked for my permission beforehand. She wasn’t asking, though. She was begging me.

“Okay,” I replied after I had collected myself for a moment. My cock was so hard, I couldn’t move away from my desk.

“Thank you so much, babe!” she answered appreciatively. “I bought some new lingerie that I was going to wear for you, but what do you think of me wearing it for the video? It’s pretty sexy, and I think he’d like taking it off of me as much as you would.”

My heart fluttered again. I could hear my heartbeat in my ears. It was thundering. I could feel the jealousy pulsing through me, but it was such a turn-on.

“I think that’s a great idea,” I agreed. “I can’t wait to see him take it off of you.”

“This will be the best video yet, I promise.”

I knew she was right. I had seen the way he pleasured her, and I was excited to have it readily at my fingertips.

It was extremely difficult to focus on my work, knowing what was happening at my house. I kept imagining the two of them in bed, his thick black cock stretching her soft pink pussy. I pushed through, and at the end of the day, I wrapped things up and got out of there.

Allison greeted me at the door as soon as I got home. She was dressed in sexy red lingerie with a devilish grin on her face.

“Is that what you wore for him today?” I asked anxiously.

“No,” she giggled and ran her hands over my chest. “I had a few choices. You’ll see another one in the video. This one is just for you.”

Allison led me to the couch. She sat me down, then pulled out her phone and sent me the video. Once it pushed through, she got down on her knees and wrapped her lips around my cock so she could suck me as I watched.

The video was just as amazing as she had promised. She set her phone up on a dresser nearby, so I felt like I was right there in the room with them. She led him in wearing a purple and black lace teddy that looked so sexy on her. I watched it all unfold: the way they kissed, the way he undressed her, and the passion as they played with each other’s bodies. There was so much energy between them, more than I had ever seen between her and a partner.

When I reached the end of the video, she took my phone and set it aside, then climbed on top of me.

“It’s your turn now,” she said before fucking me hard and draining every drop from my balls.

We continued to all go out together, but the two of them also continued to share daytime dates. I found my wife pushing the boundaries of our first rule, that we don’t do it more than a few times a month. Between her other dates, she would see Mike every week in one form or another.

I didn’t mind their solo dates, because Mike always made sure to get some sort of video of every encounter where I couldn’t be there in person. Within a few months, I had an entire library of movies of two of them, fucking in every position imaginable.

Life has a way of throwing curveballs, though, and just as we were about to head into our tenth year of marriage, we came upon one of our biggest challenges.

Allison went to go see her gynecologist for a regular checkup, but something wasn’t right. Her hormones were fluctuating in ways that they shouldn’t be. The doctor decided the best course of action would be to remove her IUD, then have her hold off on any form of hormonal birth control until the levels normalized.

For us, that meant that we would need to use condoms to avoid a pregnancy. More importantly, though, it meant we had to put our stag/vixen lifestyle on hold. The last thing we wanted was Allison getting pregnant and being unsure who the father was.

Sex didn’t feel as good with a condom on, for either of us, but neither of us wanted the responsibility of raising a kid quite yet. We still wanted to leave the door open, though.

My bigger concern was how long Allison could hold off on seeing other men. I had always thought that she would stop if I asked her to, but she had come to enjoy their company for her own benefit as much as mine. There was a certain level of pleasure that only they could give her, and she loved to see my reaction after.

She assured me that she would be fine, and for the first month, she was. But one of the side effects of birth control is that it lowers a woman’s libido. Allison has always been a very sexual person, and by the second month, her desire was growing more intense.

Where we would usually have sex once or twice a week, she started initiating it at a much higher frequency. It went to three or four times a week, and eventually every single day. The intensity never diminished, but it felt as if she was trying to use me to scratch an itch but couldn’t quite reach the right spot.

By the third month, I could tell her resolve was weakening. We were having sex daily, and while I was away at work, she would often use her toys to keep herself going. She wanted more, and I kept hoping the doctor would put her IUD in again so we could go back to our wanton lifestyle.

That didn’t happen, though. After three months, things had improved, but the doctor still wasn’t ready to put her back on yet. I knew we were going to hit a breaking point soon.

It only took a few days after that appointment for us to get there. It didn’t come from Allison, though. I was at work, just getting ready to go to lunch, when I got a text from Mike.

“Hey, man, how’s it going?” he asked.

We didn’t talk very often, but we had sometimes discussed different fantasies and scenarios involving Allison. Unlike the other men in her life who just put up with my presence so they could fuck my wife, Mike openly enjoyed teasing me and liked to know what I wanted to see so that he could maximize my enjoyment of the experience.

I didn’t think anything felt odd about a random message from him. I was sure he just wanted to vent his frustrations about not being able to see Allison. He loved telling me how much he enjoyed my wife’s pussy.

“I’m good,” I said. “I’m sorry we haven’t gotten to connect. Allison’s health issues put a damper on our fun, but hopefully we’ll be out of the woods soon.”

“That’s actually why I’m reaching out to you,” he responded. “Allie messaged me today. She’s been talking dirty to me all day and saying how much she misses my cock. She wants to get together and make another video for you, but she wants to be safe and use condoms. When you get home tonight, she’s going to ask if you’re okay with it. Before you say yes, though, there’s something you should know.”

There was a tone to his message that was suddenly intimidating. I was used to bulls being dominant with Allison, but it was rare to see them take that position with me. It excited me, and I found myself wondering where he was going.

“What is it?” I said, my lips dry and my heart pounding as I waited for his answer.

“There’s one fantasy that’s always been in the back of my mind, but I’ve never had the opportunity to carry it out. I’ve always wanted to fuck another man’s wife with no protection, not even birth control. The idea of fucking a married woman, knowing that there’s a chance I could get her pregnant, knowing that she wants my cock enough to take that risk, would be such a powerful turn-on for me.”

I read his words with a mixture of dread and arousal. I had never considered the implications of another man impregnating my wife, even by accident. No birth control is one hundred percent effective, so the risk had certainly been there all along, but now it was at the forefront of my mind in a way it had never been before. It was turning me on, too.

“If you agree to let Allison make a video with me in the next few days,” he continued, “then you need to understand that I’m going to try to convince her to let me fuck her raw, and if she agrees, then I’m likely going to fill your wife’s fertile womb with my seed. I don’t care if you feed her one of those pills the next morning to make sure she doesn’t get pregnant, as long as I can do whatever I want with her first. Do you think you can handle that?”

I finished reading and took a deep breath. I didn’t need to think about it. The kinky part of my mind had already latched onto the idea.

“I can,” I said.

I wanted to write more, but I didn’t know what to say. Mike picked up on my hesitation and guided me in just the right way.

“Does it make you hard, thinking about me knocking up your wife?” he pushed gently.

“It does,” I admitted.

“How far would you take it? Would you raise my kid with her if she decided to have it?”

That was the place where my mind didn’t want to go, but his words opened the door. It sounded so crazy and far-fetched, in a way that I knew it would likely never happen, but the fantasy was there. It was turning me on, and if she would really let him fuck her bare and cum inside her, then there was at least some possibility that things could end up there.

“I would,” I told him. “I would do anything if it made Allison happy.”

“Good,” Mike responded. “When she asks you tonight, I want you to encourage her to meet up with me to make that video. I’ll take care of the rest. Perhaps by the end of this, you’ll be a father to my future child. Now go to the bathroom and jerk off so that you’re not tempted to try to get to her first.”

“Yes, sir,” I replied.

I was sitting at my desk, but I had pulled myself up underneath it to hide the tent in my pants as my colleagues walked by on their way out for lunch. Once everyone was gone, I got up and hurried to the restroom.

There was a men’s room and a women’s room, but I went into the single stall family restroom between them so I could have some privacy. I locked the door and rubbed my erection through my pants, then moved and stood over the toilet.

I pulled my dick out as if I was about to take a piss, but I was too hard to even get a drop out. I couldn’t stop thinking about what Mike had said.

My eyes slipped closed as my hand grabbed ahold of my shaft and I began stroking myself. Even at a slow pace, I knew I couldn’t last long.

I thought about all of those videos I had watched, about how passionate Allison was when she was with him. I thought about how she would fuck me every night, trying to capture that same feeling.

Would she really fuck another man with no protection whatsoever? I didn’t know the answer to that question, but if anyone was going to convince her to do it, it would be him.

For a moment, I mentally placed myself in Mike’s shoes. I imagined Allison bent over, my cock buried inside her. In my head, she had already allowed me to shed the condom, and the sex was completely unprotected. Even the slightest drop of precum could be enough to leave a baby inside her.

Mike said it would make him feel powerful, and that made a lot of sense. To be desired by a woman so much that she was willing to set aside her marriage vows for you was one thing. Risking something as life-altering as pregnancy just for a few hours of pleasure was a whole new level of lust.

I imagined my wife, bent over in front of him. I imagined him behind her. I could feel my orgasm begin to swell, just as his would. Then I imagined something even crazier.

I imagine Allison begging him to cum inside her.

Suddenly my cock erupted. My seed wasn’t filling my wife’s belly, though. It flew through the air and landed unceremoniously in the white porcelain toilet bowl.

That night, as Allison and I climbed into bed, she slithered over to my side of the bed and started kissing me. I knew she was building me up to ask about Mike, so I didn’t complain when she moved down and started sucking my cock. She got me nice and hard, then pulled back to stroke me as she started talking.

“Mike texted me today,” she smiled up at me. I knew better, of course.

“He texted you, or you texted him?” I grinned back.

Allison turned red and giggled, then kissed and nuzzled my cock.

“Okay, I may have started it,” she purred. “I missed his cock and wanted a picture of it, so I sent him a naughty one hoping he would return the favor. It worked!”

She seemed very proud of herself, which made it quite amusing. It helped that her fingers were gripping my shaft.

“Can I see the pic you sent him?” I pleaded.

“Later,” she replied. “I want to ask you about something first.”

“Okay,” I said, knowing exactly where this was going. “What’s up?”

“I know your birthday is coming up in a few weeks, so we wanted to get together and make a video. I wanted to see how you would feel about that. Obviously, we would use condoms. I just worry that it might not be safe, though. Condoms sometimes fail, and with how big and rough he is, I feel like he would tend to break them.”

“Yeah,” I agreed, “but every kind of birth control has a chance of failure. Sometimes IUDs don’t work, so you’re running the same amount of risk as you have any other time you’ve slept with other men. I don’t think that would be any more dangerous than what we usually do.”

“So you’d like that?” she asked, perking up a little bit.

I had her leaning into it, which was the first step.

“I mean, it’s definitely not as sexy with condoms, but I’ll take what I can get,” I said.

“As much as I would love that too, it’s probably a good idea to stick with them, unless you want me popping out a half-black baby.”

She said it jokingly, but that comment reminded me vividly of my conversation with Mike earlier. My cock twitched in her hand, betraying my thoughts as I struggled to keep a poker face. I saw her eyes widen a little, and I knew I had to interject something quickly to redirect the discussion.

“There’s always the morning after pill,” I suggested.

“That’s true,” she agreed, seemingly moving on. “Those aren’t completely effective, either, though. I just worry about it sometimes. I don’t think I could personally have an abortion, and I don’t think you would really stay with me if I was actually having another man’s child.”

I struggled again to avoid any sort of reflexive reaction, and instead focused on the honest message she was trying to convey.

“I love you, babe,” I told her. “I would stay with you no matter what, and if you did get pregnant by someone else and wanted to keep it, then I would be here to raise the child with you. As long as you still want me, I’m here for you.”

Allison smiled at me sweetly, then rolled over and opened the nightstand drawer.

“As sweet as that sounds, let’s stick to the condoms for now,” she said, pulling one out and deftly rolling it down over my throbbing erection.

As my wife climbed on top of me and sank her tight little pussy around me, my mind bounced back and forth between two very different places. I admired her sexiness as she rode my cock, but I also imagined her doing the same thing on Mike’s sizable manhood without the rubber between them.

Would she ever allow herself to do that unprotected, with her womb fertile? Perhaps her hormones would get the better of her, but for now, she seemed set on safety. I set the thoughts aside and left them in the world of fantasy so I could focus on making love to my beautiful wife.

Our lovemaking was passionate that night, and I wondered if her thoughts were in the same place as mine. All the talk about kinky unprotected sex had certainly put me in an odd state of mine.

I fell asleep that night wondering how soon the two of them would get together to make this video. I was eager, not only to see the two of them together, but also to see how far Mike could convince her to go.

Just as I suspected, I wouldn’t need to wait long to find out. The following day, Allison texted me as I was getting ready to leave work with a task.

“Could you stop by the drug store on the way home and pick up some extra-large condoms? Mike is coming over tomorrow and I asked him to bring some, but I feel like he’s going to forget.”

I knew she was right, as that was probably his angle for convincing her to not use them. He was going to show up empty-handed and try to convince her they weren’t necessary. But now that she had asked me, I knew I had no choice but to oblige.

“Yes, dear,” I said.

I got a kick out of the fact that I was buying protection for another man to fuck my wife. When I went to the checkout line at the store, the only available cashier was a cute young woman. I passed her the package and she smiled back, clearly noticing the extra-large size. What would she think if she knew the truth of the situation?

That night, I was so turned on thinking about what was possibly going to happen in our bed the next day. I was hoping for one more round with Allison before the big day, but she wanted to keep herself fresh for Mike the next day. She could see how excited I was, though, and so she sucked me off to give me some relief. It tempered my needs for the moment, but I knew nothing would satisfy me until the deed was done.

The next day was pure torture. Allison was still in bed when I left for work, but she woke up just enough to give me a smile and one final kiss before her big adventure. I left with her nestled in a pile of blankets.

I wasn’t sure when Mike was going to be at my house. I tried to avoid those kinds of questions so she could have the freedom to move and shift her plans in ways that she felt comfortable. I wanted her to be dirty for me, but I also wanted her to feel free to do it in ways that were satisfying for her, as well.

I didn’t hear from her all day long. Usually I would get a text here and there on days like this, but she sometimes forgot to check her phone if she was having more fun than usual.

My mind was spinning. I couldn’t stop wondering if Mike had succeeded in convincing her to skip the condoms. I didn’t want to get my hopes up and end up being let down if she stood firm, but I couldn’t seem to help myself.

I finally got my first text from her just as I was starting my daily ritual to wrap things up and head home. I grabbed my phone eagerly, hoping for a juicy message, but I should have known she was going to make me wait for that.

“Babe, when are you coming home? Mike just left, and the bed feels so empty! I need you to come love me.”

One of the best parts of her being with another man was how eager she was to have me back afterward. Even after all these years, I still got excited by texts like that.

“I’m heading out now,” I said. “He just left? I’m surprised he didn’t come by earlier in the day.”

“He did,” she replied. “He’s been here since this morning. The only time we got out of bed was to eat lunch, and even then, we couldn’t keep our hands off each other. I may have been a little bad today, too.”

My heart was pounding. Her daytime sessions with Mike never lasted more than a few hours, so it was clear that the two of them had missed each other. Her last comment was the one that really caught my attention, though.

“Do I need to stop at the drugstore for a morning after pill?” I asked jokingly as I was climbing into my car.

Her answer made me pause.

“That would probably be a good idea.”

My heart skipped a beat when I read that. I wanted to know what she meant, to know how far they had taken it. A lot could happen over the course of an entire day. I wanted to hear it in person, though, so I held off on asking more questions and hurried to the store.

As I was checking out, I found myself face to face with the same cashier from the day before. I once again considered how it looked, buying a morning after pill when I had just picked up the extra-large condoms the day before. I was sure she had no idea of the true depravity behind my purchases, and that was probably for the best.

I hurried home after that, eager to see my slutty little wife. There was no sign of her when I entered the house, so I headed to the bedroom with the thought that she was probably still in bed.

That’s where I found her, nestled amongst the blankets, just as I had left her that morning. The biggest difference was that she was curled up naked with her hair a tousled mess. It looked like she had showered at some point, but she was already a mess again. I could smell the sweat and sex in the room.

“Hi, baby,” Allison whispered sleepily as she opened her eyes and smiled at me. “Take your clothes off and come give me a kiss.”

I have never stripped down so quickly in my life. I got down to my boxers, but left those on for the moment and crawled onto the bed toward my beautiful wife. My eyes wandered across her nude form, admiring the body that had been used by another man, in our bed, all day long. Allison wanted my attention, though, and as soon as I got close enough, she grabbed me and pulled my lips into hers.

Allison rolled from her side onto her back. I laid beside her, our lips exploring each other while my hands roamed across her supple skin. It felt sticky, although I wasn’t sure if it was from sweat or cum.

“I had so much fun today,” she sighed blissfully when we finally stopped to catch our breath. “I was a bad girl, though.”

“Yeah?” I replied, admiring her postcoital glow. “Tell me.”

“I tried to be good,” she said coyly. “I made him wear a condom at first, but that only lasted maybe half an hour. I was so horny, and he felt so good. I needed to feel him inside me, so I asked him to take it off and fuck me raw. Actually, I didn’t ask him. I begged him. He fucked me like that all day long.”

She reached inside my boxers, and her delicate fingers slipped around my cock. I was so hard, it felt like I was about to explode. When she felt how aroused I was, she kept going.

“He fucked me so good, baby,” she cooed. “I just couldn’t help myself. The way his cock felt inside me, I needed it so much. I didn’t want him to stop.”

Allison took my hand and pulled it down between her legs. I pushed my fingers inside her so I could feel how wet she was, but it felt different. There was a slippery sensation that I immediately recognized.

“You let him cum inside you?” I said incredulously, my heart pounding as the reality came crashing in on me.

Allison hesitated. She wanted to say it, but for a moment, her guilt stopped her. Then her eyes lit up and she pushed through it.

“Three times,” she responded, looking deeply into my eyes as she said it.

The new information made my head spin again. Within an hour, I had gone from wondering if she would fuck him without a condom to learning that she had taken his seed three times. It was a lot to absorb all at once.

I realized that Allison was watching me, waiting for my reaction. I was too stunned to have one right away, but suddenly I snapped out of it. I grabbed my wife and kissed her with fiery desire. I wanted her so bad. I needed her.

I climbed on top of her, pushing her all the way back onto the bed. For a moment, I felt unsure of what I could do. Was I allowed to fuck my own wife without a condom? If she was taking a morning after pill, then it wouldn’t even matter if I came inside her. Yet I felt like the more seed inside her, the higher the chance the pill wouldn’t work.

Allison answered the question for me, though. As I moved on top, she pulled back to tell me what she wanted.

“Reclaim me,” she pleaded. “I want both of you to cum in me.”

She grabbed hold of me and pulled me down on top of her. My cock slipped inside her, lubricated by three loads of cum from another man. I could feel it, warm and slick around me.

I rode her body hard, but the knowledge that I was fucking her unprotected, as well as knowing that she had also taken her lover in the same way, was too much. Within minutes, I was struggling to control myself.

“Let it happen,” Allison said to me when she saw the tension in my face.

That moment was probably the hardest I have ever cum in my life. With a powerful spurt, my cock flooded her pussy like a firehose.

I rolled to the side, panting. Allison snuggled up against me with a content smile on her face.

“I have a video for you, too,” she said.

“Can I see it?”

She grabbed her phone, sent them to me, then curled up against me again while I watched them.

Allison had set the camera up on the dresser in the bedroom. The video started as she was placing it. I could see Mike waiting patiently behind her, and when she was done, she turned her attention toward him.

She crossed the room dressed in a sexy black and white lace teddy. Her body looked so perfect, and as she pulled up against him and they started kissing, I watched his big black hands take hold of it.

Despite the fact that I had just had an orgasm, seeing the two of them together with my own eyes renewed my erection. Allison giggled, then started to stroke it as she cuddled against me.

In the video, Mike stripped the sexy lingerie off my wife, then began running his hands over the most private parts of her body. There was a passion in the way they kissed each other. I loved seeing her crave another man’s touch like that.

Allison dropped to her knees and started sucking his massive cock. Mike looked over at the camera with a mischievous smile. I could see his determination, and knowing that he had succeeded made that look even better.

Mike grabbed a hold of her ponytail and started fucking her mouth forcefully. Allison moaned softly as she pleasured him.

The tension built until it was finally time. Just as she had told me, she grabbed the box of condoms I had purchased and pulled one out.

“Are you sure?” Mike asked, as if he had already tried to persuade her to change her mind.

“No,” Allison replied, fighting her urges, “but we should be good.”

The rubber stretched around his cock. Once it was fitted, he scooped her up and tossed her onto our bed. Allison spread her legs invitingly, and Mike stepped forward and pushed his length inside her.

“Oh, fuck,” she cried out immediately.

Mike laid down on top of her and smothered her cries with a passionate kiss on the lips. It was clear just from the way they moved together that they had both missed each other. I felt such intense jealousy watching another man share that kind of intimacy with my wife and knowing that he could do things to her physically that I would never be capable of doing, yet I was unendingly aroused by the way they danced together.

Allison was fully invested, but it was clear from the start that something wasn’t right. She pushed him down onto the bed so she could try riding him, but I could see her struggling to enjoy it the way she truly wanted.

I knew it was going to happen, yet my heart was still pounding as the inevitable moment approached.

Mike was laying on the bed, his cock standing straight up as she pushed down onto it. With Allison’s back toward the camera, his length disappearing inside her every time she slid up and down. I couldn’t see his face, nor hers, but I could hear their words.

“I can’t do it,” she said suddenly. “I’m trying to be good, but it’s just not the same. I need to feel you inside me.”

“Are you sure about that?” he growled slyly, backing off of his previous pressure. “We talked about this. If I take this off, I can’t guarantee that I’m going to pull out.”

“It’s okay,” she answered. “You can cum anywhere you want.”

“What about your husband?”

“He said I can take the morning after pill,” she added. I could hear the excitement and anticipation in her voice. “Please take it off. You can do whatever you want to me.”

There were two things that struck me about their conversation. The first was that they had discussed unprotected sex already. Mike made it sound like he was going to broach the subject that morning when they got together, but she clearly already knew what he wanted and where he intended to go with it.

The second was that I was hearing Allison’s true intentions. I had mistakenly thought my wife wasn’t ready to let another man cum inside her, that she wasn’t ready for that risk. Yet here she was, pleading with her boyfriend to fuck her bare. She wanted it as much as Mike did, and that made it even sexier.

Mike grabbed her and flipped her over onto her back. Kneeling over her, he was ready for his moment.

“Show me how much you want it,” he demanded. “You take it off.”

My wife reached up and wrapped her fingers around the shaft. It took a few pulls to roll the condom off before she tossed it onto the nightstand. Then, before he could do anything else, she grabbed his shaft again and guided it down into her pussy.

Mike sank inside her with his own gasp. His fantasy had just come true. He was now fucking another man’s wife with no protection whatsoever against the risk of getting her pregnant.

Their bodies merged together again, his cock slipping in and out of her. Allison had waited a long time to feel him again, and the effect was almost immediate. Her cries became intense and her entire body clasped his. She was cumming on his cock, and he hadn’t even been inside her for more than a minute.

Mike kept his pace steady, bringing her to climax again and again. It was intense for him, and I knew he was eager to leave that first load inside her and mark his territory. They didn’t even make it out of that first position before he pushed all the way in and dropped his seed as deep as he could.

I was so engrossed at what was happening on the screen that I had grown completely oblivious to my own body. Allison had tightened her grip on my cock as the moment approached. I didn’t even notice I was cumming until I felt the wetness in my lap. I snapped out of my daze and almost dropped my phone. Allison giggled at me.

“Is there more?” I asked.

“Yeah, but nothing special. You can watch it later. I need to go take that pill. We should order some food for dinner, too.”

We got out of bed, cleaned up, and headed to the kitchen, both of us skipping the clothes and remaining stark naked. As Allison went to the fridge and grabbed a bottle of water, she filled me in on what happened next.

“We kept going after he finished. We stayed in bed for a few hours, sometimes fucking and sometimes just recovering, with a little mix of everything in there. He loved being inside me, and sometimes it felt like he was fucking me hard enough to drive his first load deeper. He didn’t go soft, but it felt like he was trying to finish a second time and couldn’t quite get there. Eventually, I needed to stop and get some water, so I suggested we come in here and make some sandwiches.”

I could clearly imagine the two of them standing in the kitchen, as naked as we were right then. The only difference was that she was making him a sandwich, while I was watching Allison work her medication out of the packaging.

“I got all the stuff out and started working, but he was having trouble keeping his hands off me. He was standing behind me and kissing my neck while I worked, and I could feel his cock getting harder. Suddenly he couldn’t wait anymore. He grabbed me and bent me over the counter, and then I felt him inside me again. It felt so surreal, pressed onto the granite top, surrounded by bread and packages of meat and cheese. It just felt so raw. I loved the fact that he couldn’t wait. He took me right then and there without even asking. It was so spontaneous, I didn't even think to set up the camera.”

Allison had her water in one hand and the pill in the other. She was about to throw it back, but then paused and looked at me quizzically.

“Can I ask you a question?” she said, a bit timidly.

“Yeah,” I said, hanging on her every word.

“You said the other day that you would stay with me if I got pregnant by another man. Then when I mentioned something about having his kid, I felt you get harder. Does that idea really turn you on? Be honest.”

My stomach suddenly felt like it was made of lead. I wasn’t expecting that question at all. I swallowed hard, and decided to be open with her.

“I feel like I should say it doesn’t, because that just sounds so crazy, but yeah, I do get turned on by the idea. Don’t misunderstand me, I would love to have children with you, and I don’t think we should try to have him get you pregnant, but the idea of another man getting there first, and leaving that kind of mark, does crazy things to my mind.”

“I thought about that while he had me bent over. I was thinking about how many times you and I have had dinner together at that table over there. Then I started to imagine us having dinner together with our kid. Except it wasn’t our kid. Mike had knocked me up, and you and I were raising it together. I don’t know why, but that turned me on so much. My pussy must have gotten tighter, because he finally exploded inside me a second time.”

Allison noticed I was getting hard again. She looked at me thoughtfully, then popped the pill in her mouth and took a swig of water. Once that was out of the way, she set the water bottle down and stepped toward me, her body not directly in front of me but slightly off to the side. Her hand gripped my cock and started stroking it.

“You really promise you wouldn’t leave me?”

Her eyes probed me as she waited for my answer. My heart felt like it was going to pound its way out of my chest, but the reply came swiftly.

“Of course not,” I said. “We’re in this together. I love you, and I will always be here for you.”

Her grip tightened around my member. She pulled closer to me, letting her bare flesh brush against mine, then bit her lip. We were in the middle of the kitchen, just a few feet from the spot where another man had filled her with cum. I could sense she was going somewhere new, somewhere dangerous. I wanted to panic, yet the excitement was undeniable.

“We ate lunch after that, but I couldn’t stop thinking about his cum inside me, and how you got hard the other day. Maybe it’s because I’m not on birth control and my hormones are pushing me into that mindset, but I thought about him getting me pregnant. I wanted to be bad. I wanted more of him inside me. I wanted to see how hard you would get when I told you.”

“Did I live up to your expectations?” I said, glancing down at her hand on my erection.

Allison nodded.

“We went back to bed once we were done eating, and I set up the camera to make a second video. I wanted to make him cum one more time, and I could tell he wanted it, too. He got really aggressive. He pushed me onto my back and pinned me to the bed, then started pounding me hard. I was cumming so hard, over and over again. I begged him to fill me one more time. God, he came so hard when I said that. It was so intense.”

I felt myself on the brink. I needed her so badly.

“I want to fuck you,” I pleaded. My words fell on deaf ears, though.

“No more of that, now that I’ve taken the pill,” she giggled devilishly. “I could let you fuck me with a condom on, but I want to see you cum.”

“Ok,” I managed to say.

“Just tell me one thing;” Allison whispered in my ear. “Would it have turned you on more if I had let him cum inside me and not taken the morning after pill?”

I pictured it. This big, black stud filling my wife’s pussy, and nothing to stop her from getting pregnant. If she happened to be ovulating, the odds would be even better than my wife would get knocked up by her boyfriend.

I couldn’t stop myself. Allison was stroking me fast and firmly. Suddenly I started to shoot globs of white goo across the kitchen floor. While his sperm got to swim in her nice warm pussy, mine were scattered across the cold ceramic tile to wither and die.

Allison kissed me. It was a loving kiss, not just passionate, but also tender. It felt as if we had both pushed the boundaries and we needed to step back for a moment. There was comfort in her embrace, a promise that she wasn’t going anywhere. It was our aftercare.

We returned to bed to kiss and cuddle. We talked a bit more about what had happened, and the result was that we both seemed to be pretty confused about why the risqué nature of the situation appealed to both of us. We left the conversation with the agreement that we would both think about it further, but we would hold off on doing anything for the time being to let the dust settle.

Allison fell asleep early. Her body was exhausted from her physically active day. I stayed up, watching the rest of the first video and following it up with the other video of their final rendezvous. I passed out with a feeling of excitement and anticipation. I knew something fun was coming, and I couldn’t wait to see what happened next.

Allison must have been at the end of her cycle, because her period came a few days later. That signaled to us that the pill had done its job and she wasn’t pregnant, despite taking some risks. Still, the excitement of that day lingered through those few weeks, and led to some very passionate sex. She continued to require me to wear a condom, and every time I put one on, I thought about Mike being allowed to take her bare. Would she still allow him to do that now that she wasn’t in the heat of the moment? I was sure she would.

Allison went to go see her doctor again shortly after that, and once again she was told that she couldn’t get a new IUD yet.

Along with that information came another curveball. The doctor noticed an unusual change in her hormone levels, so Allison admitted she had taken a morning after pill. She modified the story and told him that the condom broke while we were having sex, so he wouldn’t think ill of her. The reason wasn’t important, though. It was the pill itself that had caused the problem. Apparently the high levels of hormones in it didn’t do well with her system, and he warned her against taking another one in the future. That meant that if she had unprotected sex again, there would be no recourse the next day.

My birthday was just a couple of weeks away. Allison planned a night out of dinner and drinking, with an added surprise to make the evening more interesting: Mike would be joining us.

It wasn’t unusual to spend my birthday watching her with another man. Most husbands would be upset about that, but I loved to see her get extra kinky for me on my special day, and I always ended up getting my own at the end of the evening.

The first question I asked when she told me about our plans was if she intended to fuck him raw again. Her answer left it up in the air.

“I haven’t decided yet,” she answered. “You’ll just have to wait and see.”

The thought of seeing it happen in person was unbearably arousing, but I didn’t know how far she would carry the situation in reality. Would she really be daring enough to take the risk of fucking him bare without taking the pill, or was that just pillow talk to get me riled up?

Allison continued to tease me, refusing to even hint at what she had in store for me. She remained tight-lipped up until that day. I wouldn’t find out her plans until right before we left the house.

I got ready first, then waited in the living room while she took over the bathroom. She emerged an hour later, and immediately stunned me with her beauty.

Allison had slipped herself into a tight little black dress, just like the one she had worn on our first date with him. You could tell she wasn’t wearing a bra or panties, and you could see every curve in detail.

She smiled at me when she saw my jaw drop. We both knew I wouldn’t be the one to take that dress off of her, but I liked that. She was always dressed in her sexiest outfits for our nights out with him, just to stir my jealousy.

Allison took a seat on the chair opposite me with an intent look on her face. I braced myself to hear what she had in store for me.

“We’re going to do something a little different for your birthday,” she said. “Usually you don’t get to have a say in our plans, but this time, you’ll get to make a few key decisions. Obviously, I’m going to fuck Mike in front of you. That’s a given. You get to decide how risky we are going to be, though.”

My eyes widened a little. Allison continued.

“Mike is going to bring condoms. Before he fucks me, he’s going to ask you if you want him to wear one. I want you to think about it, and if you decide you don’t want the risk and you want him to wear one, then he will.

“If you let him fuck me bare, then he’s going to ask you if he should pull out. Again, it’s up to you to decide. If you give him permission, then he’s going to cum inside me, and you know the risks involved in that.”

I felt like I had a lump in my throat. It was one thing to watch Allison take those risks and feel helpless to do anything about it. If it was in charge of deciding, then the outcome would be on me as much as it would be on her. We would be putting it all on the line together.

“There are a few things you should keep in mind before you decide, though,” she added, a little more seriously. “First, I’m pretty sure I’m ovulating, so if you do let him cum inside me, there’s a pretty good chance that he could knock me up.”

I could hear my own breathing, deep and slow. Just that little bit of information increased the risk drastically.

“The other thing is that, if I do end up pregnant, I don’t want to spend nine months wondering who the father is, so if you do let him cum inside me, then I’m going to make you wear a condom when you reclaim me after. Even if he fucks me bare and pulls out, I’m still going to ask you to wear one. The only way I’ll let you cum inside me for your birthday is if you make him wear a condom.”

My body felt warm, and my mouth felt dry. The stakes were getting higher with every word out of her mouth. Allison was clearly laying out a choice for me: I could ask her to use protection with him tonight and have the opportunity to put a baby inside her myself, or I could allow her boyfriend to do so in my place and surrender my own chance.

There was a battle raging in my head. Part of me thought the answer should be clear cut. This was my wife, and if anyone was going to father a child with her, then it should be me. The other half wasn’t concerned with being a parent. It was focused on the sexual thrill of watching my wife allow another man to have access to her body in such an intimate way. Mike would become a bull in every way possible. And if he succeeded in impregnating her, then everyone who met our child would know I was a cuckold. They would all know that my wife had given herself to a black man. My role as a cuckold husband would be apparent.

Allison saw me struggling and stepped in.

“You don’t have to decide now,” she said. “We’ll ask you when the time is right. I just wanted to make sure we laid everything out before either of us had too much to drink. Should we head out?”

I broke out of my head and nodded. We gathered ourselves and left the house to meet Mike for dinner.

We met him at the restaurant, a nice little place located a short distance from our house. There were several bars and clubs nearby, so we could easily jump around after we finished dinner.

Mike greeted me with a big smile and a firm handshake.

“Happy birthday, my friend,” he said. “It’s been a while. How are you?”

“I’m good. I guess I’ve seen you more recently than you’ve seen me, though.”

Allison turned a bright shade of red, but the two men laughed at the inside joke.

Dinner was uneventful, although my wife was clearly getting buzzed just off a glass or two of wine. We finished up and moved to a place just down the street with strong drinks and an open dance floor.

The nice part about evenings like this was that I didn’t have to do much. I could sit back and enjoy the show. We grabbed drinks and staked out a table, and then the two of them went out onto the dance floor.

It wasn’t the first time I had seen my wife and Mike together in public, but it was certainly the most provocative. She looked incredibly sexy in that dress, and the two of them were very physical with each other. It didn’t matter that they were surrounded by other people. They had their hands all over each other and their lips came together frequently. Her libido was at an all-time high, and she was taking advantage of every second with him.

My cock remained hard through much of the evening. They would occasionally come back to grab another drink, and soon the three of us were pretty sloshed. By the time we were ready to go home, none of us were in any shape to drive, so we called a taxi to take us to the house.

Even on the ride home, Allison and Mike were all over each other like cats in heat. It felt awkward sitting in the backseat while they made out and pawed at each other right next to me, and I could only imagine what the driver thought of us. I resisted the urge to touch myself, though, and waited until we were back in the house.

Once we were inside, though, things cooled down for a moment. Mike popped into the bathroom to drain his bladder. I headed to the kitchen to pour myself a drink for the show, and Allison followed me while she waited for her lover. Before I could reach for the rum, she slipped her arms around my waist and kissed me. For a brief moment, I got to feel the passionate fire that he kindled inside her.

“Are you enjoying your birthday?” she asked giddily as she settled into my embrace.

“I am,” I responded, returning her smile. “It’s always hot to see the two of you out together in public.”

My hand slithered down across her hip, seizing the opportunity to enjoy her in that dress. God, she felt so good. I wanted her to myself, but her next question was a stark reminder that I would have to wait.

“Have you thought about what we talked about earlier? Do you want me to use condoms with him, or should we make tonight more interesting?”

“No condoms,” I answered without hesitation. “I want to see him fuck you the way nature intended, free of any restrictions.”

“Does that mean you want him to cum inside me, too?” she whispered sexily.

It was clear from the look on her face that she wanted me to say yes. I paused for a moment so that I could decide how to make it the most erotic experience for both of us.

“You know my answer,” I began, “but I’m not going to tell you what to do. When the time comes, I want it to be your decision. I want to hear you ask him for it.”

I felt her gasp a little, and her smile widened even more. She kissed me again, this time even more passionately. My cock was so hard, it was aching for relief.

We both heard the bathroom door open on the other side of the house. Allison let go of me and stepped away, turning to go meet him in the other room while I went back to pouring my drink.

As I poured the mixer into the glass, I realized that I was standing in the exact spot where Mike had filled my wife last time. This was the counter he had bent her over as he made his best attempt to breed her.

Now I was about to watch him try again, this time in person. My heart was pounding still. My cock was only half hard, but I knew that would quickly change as the evening unfolded. I paused for a moment to absorb it all, to really think about how sexually twisted this all was. I had given her permission, though, and there was no turning back now.

I scooped up my drink and headed into the living room. At first, I didn’t see them. Then my eyes and ears were drawn toward the hallway leading toward the bedroom. The bathroom was down the same hall, so she had likely intercepted him while he was coming back. Now he had Allison pushed against the wall, the two of them kissing with the same intensity she had just shown me. He had her leg pulled up and his knee pressed in between her legs.

Allison turned away from him and looked at me as he continued to assault her body. His lips moved down to her neck and sucked and kissed the skin there, making her squirm with delight as she watched me. One of his hands moved down across her hip, feeling the same curve I had just felt a few minutes before. He gripped the edge of the dress and worked it up until it was around her waist, then slipped between her legs to play with her sex.

“God, I need you,” she whispered to him as her eyes remained locked on mine. “Take me to the bedroom.”

Mike stopped, took her by the hand, and pulled her down the dark hallway. I hesitated to give them time to get situated, then followed in their direction.

When I got to the bedroom, Allison was on her knees sucking his cock right in front of our bed. The top of her dress was pulled down so that the whole thing bunched around her waist, with her perky tits exposed. Her hands worked the base of his shaft while her lips took care of the tip.

I took a seat in the corner. We had a chair there just for these kinds of nights, and I was always positioned there for the show. It had been months since I had witnessed my wife’s depravity, and just as long since I had seen her handle Mike’s thick black member. It was just as impressive as I remembered, and even more so now that I realized he was going to use it to try to impregnate my wife.

“Mmm, suck that dick good, Allie,” Mike said as he looked down at her.

My wife had always hated it when people shortened her name to Allie. She told me long ago that it sounded more like a porn star’s name. I was surprised to hear Mike use the pet name, but I quickly made sense of it. When she was with him, she behaved a lot like a porn star. In fact, as soon as he said that, she started sucking him even more eagerly, as if it turned her on more.

Mike looked over at me while my wife serviced his cock. We hadn’t spoken since the day he told me he wanted to have her unprotected, but I could see in his eyes that he wanted me to have his back on this one.

“Are we doing this raw tonight?” he asked me, not even addressing his question to the woman he was about to fuck.

“Yes, sir,” I answered, then took a sip of my drink.

Mike reached down and scooped Allison up by her armpits, then tossed her onto the bed. She scooted her dress off and tossed it aside, then spread her legs eagerly for him.

That’s when something different happened.

Instead of getting down and licking her himself, Mike stepped back and turned toward me instead.

“Come lick your wife’s pussy,” he said. “I want you to make sure she’s nice and wet when I fuck her.”

No man had ever invited me to participate like that when they had my wife. I froze for a moment, then realized I wanted to do it. I loved eating her out, and I wanted to taste how wet she was in anticipation of his cock. Even Allison looked at me like she wanted it to happen.

I got up and set my drink down on a dresser nearby, then moved over to the bed. Allison was completely naked, while I was still fully dressed from our evening out. I got down on my knees and pulled her to the edge of the bed, ready to do my husbandly duty.

As soon as my tongue touched her vulva, I could taste her. Her pussy was dripping wet, the salty sweet taste dancing around on my tongue. On the second pass, I pushed deeper and passed between her outer lips. I had never felt her so wet.

She moaned softly under my oral ministrations, which only stirred my own arousal. Mike stood a few feet to my left, his thick black cock visible out of the corner of my eye. Soon that cock would be inside her.

I only got a few minutes to enjoy the experience before I felt a hand grab the back of my shirt and pull me away.

“My turn,” Mike said.

I got out of the way, and he moved between her legs. Instead of using his tongue, he positioned the head of his cock against the folds of her pussy and guided the tip back and forth along her slit. Every few passes, he would let the tip slip inside, pushing a little deeper each time to work her up to his full size. Soon his entire cock was inside her.

I realized then that Mike had another advantage over me when it came to my wife’s fertility. Even if we were to both cum inside her, his above average length would plant his seed much closer to the opening of her womb than mine could. If there was any precum, then the chance of getting pregnant was already happening.

Allison moaned and squirmed lustfully in front of him until he pushed her further onto the bed and climbed on top of her. Their lips met, and I watched as another man-made love to my wife. The fact that she was at her most fertile time only made it more erotic.

“You feel so amazing,” she told him, seemingly oblivious to my presence at that point.

She gripped him tighter. I could see her fingers digging into his back and dragging across his flesh as her own body contorted below him. She was cumming for him, which would only make her wetter.

Mike pulled out and whispered to her to turn over. Allison obeyed, and once she was lying on her belly, he pressed his cock down into her again and resumed his slow and forceful fucking.

They moved around a lot, but every position gave me a different angle on the same thing: his bare cock inside her. I pulled my own cock out and began stroking it. It was so hard, I knew that if I was actually inside her right now, I would explode almost immediately. Mike had no problem controlling himself, but the real question was how long he wanted to do so. It was only a matter of time, and once he dropped his seed in her, then the deed would be done. No protection, no morning after pill, nothing to prevent him from planting a baby inside her.

It wasn’t that time yet, so Mike continued to fuck Allison for what seemed like an eternity. Her orgasms seemed to be endless, often blending from one into the next. Their chemistry was intense, and watching his big black hands handling her petite little body was a sight to behold. I kept edging myself, moving to the brink of my own orgasm before pulling back again and again.

It was Allison who finally gave out in the end. After over an hour of Mike abusing her pussy with his massive size, she couldn’t resist her primal urges any longer.

“Cum for me,” she pleaded, her words punctuated by his forceful thrusts. “Give it to me.”

Mike started to turn his head to look at me, probably trying to get my decision on whether he could cum inside her, but Allison grabbed his face and pulled his gaze back to her.

“No,” she growled at him. “It’s my decision, not his. I want it inside me.”

She had already checked with me, but Mike had no way of knowing that. To him, it appeared that she was acting of her own volition, begging him to fill her without waiting for my approval.

The result was an instinctual reaction from Mike. He lifted himself up and began forcing his cock even deeper to bring himself quickly to that point. As his manhood grew harder inside her, Allison spoke the words that would carry him over the edge.

“Give it to me!” she cried out. “Put a baby in me!”

He stopped suddenly with a look of shock on his face. His cock was all the way inside her, and I realized that it was happening. My wife’s boyfriend was filling her unprotected womb with his seed. This could be the very moment when another man impregnated my wife.

Allison felt the same level of excitement when she felt him unleash inside her. She exploded into one of the most powerful orgasms I’ve ever seen her experience. I read once that the chance of fertilization is much higher if the woman has an orgasm at the moment of insemination, and if that was true, then we had taken every risk possible that could lead to it really happening.

My own body betrayed me. I wanted to wait so I could reclaim my wife when her lover left, even if I had to wear a condom, but I couldn’t hold back. I came all over myself, my cock exploding over my pants and shirt. There was so much, like my body thought it could join the fight from the other side of the room.

Allison looked over and saw my mess and smiled.

“Looks like you’re going to have to wait for your turn,” she teased.

We all chuckled, and then I got up to go to the bathroom and clean myself up. I left my messy clothes on, but rinsed off the cum that had ended up on my skin. When I was done, I headed to the kitchen to get some water.

Allison came in a few minutes later. She was still completely naked, with a beaming grin on her face.

“That was so hot,” she said, rubbing up against me so that I could smell the sex on her. “Did you like it?”

“I loved it,” I said excitedly. “I can’t believe you actually did it. I love you so much!”

We kissed for a bit, slowly and lovingly. It felt odd to be so intimate with her after watching another man breed her, but it felt so exciting at the same time. She was mine, for better or worse, and whatever resulted from tonight, we would face it together.

I assumed Mike was still in the bedroom getting dressed, as he usually cleared out once he was done with Allison. I should have known that tonight would be different, though.

“I know it’s your birthday, but how would you feel about Mike spending the night here?” she asked after we had shifted from kissing to a calm embrace. “He’s been drinking a lot, and I don’t know if it’s a good idea for him to be driving right now. Plus, we have plenty of room in the bed.”

I knew there was more to it than just his safety, although that was important, too. Allison had never asked to let one of her boyfriends spend the night before, and I knew that if he stayed, he was definitely going to leave more of his seed in my wife before he left. Every load would increase his chances of knocking her up, and for some reason, that excited me, too.

“Of course,” I agreed.

“Thanks, babe!” she said, then gave me another kiss and hurried back to the bedroom to tell him the good news.

By the time I got back to the room, the two of them had already settled in under the covers. Mike was on her side of the bed, and Allison had shifted to the middle to accommodate him. My side of the bed was open, so I stripped down to my boxers and slid in beside her.

I was still pretty buzzed, and after all of the excitement that evening, I passed out almost as soon as my head hit the pillow.

My slumber only lasted a few hours before I was awoken by the bed moving a little under me. My eyes slipped open, and I saw my wife looking back at me with lust. She was lying on her side facing me. I saw Mike’s big black hand on her hip and realized he was behind her, fucking her in our bed right beside me.

When Allison saw I was awake, she smiled at me.

“Again?” she asked questioningly.

She wasn’t asking about fucking him; that was already happening. I knew as soon as she said it that she wanted him to cum inside her again.

I nodded, and that’s when another first happened. Allison wrapped her hand around the back of my head and pulled my lips into hers. I was kissing her while another man buried his fat cock inside her.

She didn’t stop there, though. Her hand reached down inside my boxers and found my cock. She stroked and kissed me at the same time, squeezing a little harder with every thrust of Mike’s manhood.

It was a brief interaction, although I couldn’t be sure how long they had been playing before I woke up. Within minutes, I could see Allison was about to climax. She wasn’t the only one, though.

“I think he’s going to cum,” she whispered to me.

Mike began to grunt behind her, just as her eyes glazed over and she let out a languid moan. Her entire body tensed up, including the hand lodged down my shorts. Once again, I found myself cumming uncontrollably at the moment he was filling her pussy. I could feel the wetness spread across my shorts as my body gave into arousal.

“I should probably go change my shorts,” I whispered with a light chuckle.

“No,” Allison replied, flipping over and scooting back so her naked ass pressed the wet fabric against my body. “Cuddle me!”

I looked over at Mike as I wrapped my arms around her. He didn’t care that she wanted me. He knew he had just left another mark on her, knowing that she had risked pregnancy just so she could feel him fill her with his seed.

I fell asleep again with my wife in my arms, but when I woke up the next morning, she had moved back to the center and was in her own space. The two of them were still fast asleep, so I got up quietly and went to the kitchen to make some coffee.

Allison came out twenty minutes later while I was still behind the counter finishing up the fresh brew. She had slipped on a robe, but I was sure she was still naked underneath it. Even with her hair a mess, she looked as beautiful as ever. There was a radiant glow that paired nicely with her sweet smile.

“Good morning,” I said. “Want me to make some breakfast?”

“Sure,” she answered sleepily, wiping the crust from her eyes and taking a seat at one of the barstools on the other side of the counter.

I started some bacon and pulled out a few eggs. Allison and I chatted, avoiding the subject of what had happened the night before, while I got everything started.

Mike emerged ten minutes after her, but he had taken the time to get dressed. He looked like he was ready to leave.

“Can I make you some breakfast?” I asked him, being a good host.

“I appreciate the offer, but I have to get going. My buddy is coming by here in ten minutes to pick me up and give me a ride back to my car. I’ll take a kiss to go, though.”

He was standing behind Allison, his words clearly directed at her. She turned toward him with a fresh grin on her face and tilted her chin up to oblige. I expected a brief kiss, but their lips lingered against each other as their desire swelled again.

As I stood watch over the sizzling bacon, Mike’s hand came up and caressed Allison’s breast through the thin fabric of the robe. She reached out and cupped his crotch, and I could see the outline of his growing erection cradled between her fingers.

“You only have ten minutes?” she asked, a hint of longing in her voice.

“I’m sure he won’t mind waiting a little bit,” Mike replied with a salacious smile.

Allison looked to me for my approval, which I gave with a simple nod. Then she stood up and shed her robe, bending over the counter to push her ass out invitingly.

Mike wasted no time. He unzipped his pants and whipped his cock out, then moved behind her. As he pushed deep into her yet again, my wife looked at me with a mischievous grin. He was having her for the third time, and I still had not had my turn to reclaim her.

There was more behind her eyes, though. I remembered the fantasy she had described to me the last time he had fucked her on our kitchen. She was having that same thought, dreaming about the two of us raising a child that he had conceived with her, right here in this very kitchen. It was no longer a fat-fetched idea. She was at the peak of her cycle. He had filled her twice and was now working toward a third. There would be no morning after pill this time. There was a very good chance that he would leave today having succeeded in breeding my wife.

Allison stared into my eyes as it all happened. I rubbed myself through my shorts, letting her see how much it turned me on, but she never looked away.

Mike fucked her slow and steady. This wasn’t a pounding fuck like they had the night before. He wanted to feel her pussy around him and use the sensation to bring himself to a quick climax. It took about ten minutes before he stopped to release that final load inside her.

When he was done, he stepped back and tucked his cock away. His buddy was waiting outside, so he gave my wife a final kiss before heading out.

With her lover gone, Allison walked around the counter, slipped her arms around my neck, and kissed me. I held her in my arms, wondering if our baby was being conceived inside her at that very moment.

Allison must have been thinking the same thing, although hers came with a moment of doubt.

“I could still take that morning after pill,” she offered. “The doctor said I shouldn’t, but it’s not going to kill me.”

“No,” I said. “Let’s take our chances and see what happens.”

She smiled at me for a few seconds, basking in the glow of the moment, then resumed her tease.

“Then we should probably wait for you to reclaim me,” she said. “Don’t want the stuff on the condom to kill his little swimmers.”

My hard cock was aching for release, though. I needed something and she knew it, so she dropped to her knees with a smile on her soft pink lips.

“You can use my mouth,” she said.

Allison pulled my cock out and wrapped her lips around it. The touch felt exquisite. I never knew it could feel so good after such a heightened erotic night, but it was enough for me. I pictured how good her pussy must have felt to Mike, how powerful he must have felt cumming inside my wife with no protection, with her begging for it.

I came quickly. Allison wasn’t usually into swallowing my cum, but that day I got a special treat. She opened her throat and took every drop, swallowing my chance to impregnate her with it.

She stood up, a victorious grin on her face.

“You’ll get your chance next time,” she promised.

It’s been two years since that day. I’m sitting in our kitchen, feeding our daughter Sadie in her highchair while Allison does the dishes.

Sadie looks a lot like her mother, except for the caramel tint to her skin and her dark, curly hair. It was clear when she was born that she wasn’t mine, but we had already come up with a cover story. When family and friends asked, we told them that we had fertility issues, and had chosen to use a sperm donor. Telling everyone that I’m impotent is probably as close as I can get to publicly admitting I’m a cuckold. Whenever I tell someone that, they give me a look like they don’t think I’m man enough to knock up my own wife.

Allison’s phone dings on the counter next to her. She picks it up and reads the message, then smiles.

“Babe, can you come over here for a second?” she asks.

I put down the spoon and leave Sadie to play with her food. When I get to the sink, Allison shows me the message on her phone from Mike.

“Let’s put another baby in your belly,” it reads. “I want to come see you right now.”

After Sadie was born, Allison got her IUD put back in finally. That was over a year ago, and last month, she went back to have it removed. We both agreed that we wanted to have another child. This time, we are doing things a little differently, though.

“Can you take Sadie to the park?” she asked, her eyes pleading with me. “I’ll let you have a try tonight.”

This time around, Allison was less concerned with knowing who the father was. If Mike was successful again, we could say we used the same donor, and if the child came out looking like me, then we could tell them it was a miracle. That means that any time I reclaim her, I can do it bare, just like Mike. We’ll have 50/50 odds.

I kissed my wife, then started getting a bag together for the park. My heart was racing as I thought about him taking her right there in the kitchen again. At least this time I wouldn’t have to wait too long.

There was definitely a thrill in spending nine months not knowing whether my second child would come from me or Mike, but what fun is life without a little risk?
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This story is a continuation of Cheating with Permission: The Ski Instructor: When Shane spent his anniversary weekend watching his wife fulfill his sexual fantasy by sleeping with another man, he thought his cuckolding experience would be a one-time thing. Months later, Lisa tells him that she has been in touch with her bull, and he wants to go on a weekend camping trip with them. Shane knows he will be a cuckold once again, but his wife has plans to take his fantasy to the next level. Will he be able to handle her unbridled sexuality and the accompanying humiliation? 


WARNING: This 14,000- word erotic short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding, extreme humiliation, creampie humiliation, and group sex.  

Losing the Bet
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Things have been tense between Sarah and her husband as they struggle to get pregnant. One night while they are out for drinks, they start a new game: Sarah flirts with other men while her husband watches. While the game distracts them from their problems for a little while, a big fight eventually causes Sarah to take the game a step further with a handsome stranger. How far will she take it, and how will it change her marriage? 
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Her name was Keira, and she was absolutely gorgeous. The only problem was that she was married. It was easy to become friends with her and gain her trust, but I wanted more than that. Could I convince her to give in to her base sexual desires and to give herself to me, a wealthy black man?
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The Reluctant Cuckold

When my wife Kim wanted to bring her younger sister Anna along with us on our anniversary trip to Miami, I hoped I might have the opportunity for some fun with the two of them together. Those dreams were dashed when her younger sister met a black man named Joe. After a game of strip poker and a lot of alcohol, I soon realized that my wife had an equal interest in her sister’s new friend. How far would the three of them go as I watched helplessly?


WARNING: This 9,700-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding, group sex, and interracial sex.  

College Cuckold

When Eric and Elise first went away to separate universities, they were just an ordinary couple. But the first time he visits her at school, he decides to play a game. He pretends he has never met her before, while encouraging her to explore her sexuality with her friend Tyler. Elise plays along, and the ensuing adventure creates a new dynamic in their relationship. How far will Elise take it, and how will Eric handle becoming a cuckold?


WARNING: This 10,000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding, cheating, and anal sex.  

Revenge Cuckolding

When Eva found her boyfriend’s secret stash of cuckolding porn on his computer, she was furious at first. So she decided that the best way to get even would be to carry out his fantasy right in front of his face with the help of her friend Jon. Would the reality of it be too much for him to handle, or would her revenge turn into a fun night for both of them?


WARNING: This 11,000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding, extreme public humiliation, and cheating.  

My Wife’s Ex-husband

I had often fantasized about my wife Clara sleeping with other men, but nobody stoked that fantasy more than her well-built ex-husband. After seeing a moment of flirtation between them one day, I decided to bring the idea up and see how she responded. The idea caught her interest and she started flirting with him. I would soon find out exactly why my wife had been drawn to this man in the first place, and all that he had to offer her. 


WARNING: This 14,000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding and mild humiliation. 

Shared

I had watched many men have their way with my wife Tori, but always from my seat in the corner of the room. As a cuckold, I always waited for them to finish before having my turn. Tonight would be different, though. When Tori told me that she wanted to invite her friend Joe into our bedroom, she admitted her own fantasy of being shared by two men at the same time. It would be our first real threesome, and a night that none of us would soon forget.


Warning: This 5,500-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding, male bisexuality, bondage, and double vaginal penetration.  

A Hotwife Weekend

Emily had been a hotwife for almost as long as she could remember, but her flings were always quick one-night stands. When a handsome bartender invites her on a ski weekend away from her husband, though, it allows her to explore her own sexual boundaries and discover delights that she has never known before. How far will she take her wanton behavior with her sexy host, and how will her husband feel when she returns to him at the end of her crazy adventure?


WARNING: this 11,000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding, cheating, and anal sex.  

Shared Accomodations

It was a simple mistake that led to Alexis sharing a room with one of her male colleagues. She was concerned that it might upset her husband, but instead she discovered that he had developed an interest in the world of cuckolding. At his suggestion, she begins flirting with her attractive roommate, and over the course of their weekend together, she embarks on a sexual journey that will forever change her marriage. 


WARNING: This 10,000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding and cheating.  

Sleeping with his Friends

Emma and I live an active hotwife lifestyle, but my friends have always been the one group of men who were off limits. As the nature of our relationship evolves, though, even that rule becomes flexible. First, she cuckolds me in front of them so I’m forced to admit the truth. Then she invites them into our house to give herself to them, one by one. Despite my hesitations, Emma and I both know we won’t be satisfied until she has experienced every single one of them. 


WARNING: This 15,0000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding, humiliation, and threesomes.  

The Cuckold Test

Adam had heard of cuckolding before, but the idea that it might be something that would arouse him had never crossed his mind. While away on an anniversary trip with his wife Brittney, though, a stranger introduces him to the idea of a stag relationship and suggests a simple test. It starts with just a kiss between his wife and another man, and if he likes it, then they move to the next step. But when Brittany opens up and finds her own sexual freedom, he finds himself wondering how far their mutual sexual journey will take them. 


WARNING: This 10,000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of stag cuckolding and anal sex.  

The Right Way to Cheat

Sometimes, all it takes is a chance encounter to show you a whole other world that you never even knew existed. For Alexis King, that moment comes when a handsome stranger walks into her diner and leads her down the road to infidelity. That one day would take her down a slippery slope of lustful sex and illicit affairs that would eventually bring her to Mr. Cole, her billionaire boss with a penchant for cuckolding. With her marriage collapsing, could his knowledge of non-traditional relationships be the key to finding her own happiness?


WARNING: This 60,000-word novel contains graphic sexual descriptions of infidelity, cuckolding, humiliation, and interracial sex. 

My Fiancé Prefers my Best Friend (Part 1 of the Cuckold Trilogy)

A week before their wedding, Scott’s future wife Katie learned of the unusual nature of his friendship with his best man Kevin, as well as his fantasy of watching her with another man. When he gives her his blessing to explore her sexuality and desires with his best friend, they begin a sexual adventure that will shape the future of their relationship. 


WARNING: This 12,000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of hotwives, cuckolding, and humiliation.  

The Hotwife Party

This story follows the events of Raising the Stakes. After John introduces his wife Melinda to the world of hotwives, the two of them decide to host a party for couples and bulls. Where will the night take them, and how far will Melinda allow herself to be pulled into the fantasy world?


WARNING: This 10,000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding, interracial sex, humiliation, and group sex. 
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