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Chapter 1

The top button popped free again, but I said nothing. No shirt can contain Saffron’s tits. I don’t understand the physics. It’s not that they’re huge. They’re on the big side but they’re firm and when she walks or stands or sits, they wobble, becoming clever locksmiths, unfastening every button or zipper ever used to contain them. My wife is constantly vigilant. She’s flashed more skin to strangers than an old stripper, and she hates flashing strangers. She hates flashing anyone, really, including me, her husband. God gave Saffron a dynamite body, but he also slapped her with a prudish sense of morality.

I, on the other hand, love showing her off. She’s hot, and she’s with me.

We were enjoying lunch at La Petite, a downtown bistro. The day was warm with a light breeze. Our waiter was a handsome young man, and I noticed Saffron noticed him, so when her button slipped free, I kept my mouth shut, knowing on his next visit to our table he would get a fantastic bird’s-eye view of her cleavage. I sipped my iced tea and people-watched for a moment and then shifted my discreet attention to him. He approached our table, spying my wife’s gorgeous smooth curves from a distance. I pretended to ignore him, granting him the opportunity to fully embrace the delicious sight. He took full advantage. Saffron twirled a long strand of her blonde hair and watched the passersby like I did. Handsome waiter man reached to top off our iced teas and stared at her mouth-watering tits.

It’s a shame she’s so modest. She’s not an introvert. Far from it. She just hides her body from everyone. She’s even guarded about it at home around me. I think she developed a womanly body at a young age and all the boys noticed and harassed her about it. All the girls hated her for it. She learned to hide her fetching form and forced people to deal with her as a human being first. Problem is, she loves feminine fashion. She wears lacy things, tight things, clingy things that display the shape of her incredible body to everyone.

The handsome waiter overflowed my tea.

He apologized profusely but I told him not to worry. I grabbed some napkins to soak up the excess. Saffron grabbed some too, bending over the table to help. Her tits threatened to escape the demicup struggling to hold them back. I prayed for a wayward nipple to make this guy’s afternoon, but no luck. She wiped the spilled tea and sat down again. She looked away and his eyes darted at that luscious cleavage again before departing.

“He was nice,” my wife said, distracted by the people-watching. “Clumsy, but nice.”

“A good-looking young man.”

“He certainly is.”

“He found you attractive as well.”

She scoffed.

“You think every man falls in love with me.”

She reached for her tall glass of tea and noticed the button which had come undone. I quickly looked away, just before her eyes flashed to me. I made it on time. She carefully fastened her top and glanced around to see if others had noticed. Confident she’d escaped detection, she sipped her drink.

I glanced at our waiter across the open restaurant. He gestured at Saffron to another waiter, no doubt describing the sexy flash of skin he’d seen. They spoke excitedly for a minute and then our waiter nodded enthusiastically. The newcomer made his way towards our table, stopping briefly at a salad bar where I lost sight of him. He reappeared a few minutes later and came to our table.

The snake-like bulge of his crotch was obvious.

“Hi,” he told us, pressing his thighs against the curve of our table and accentuating the scandalous swelling. “I’m Cooper. Your first waiter, Tommy, had to take his break so I’ll handle all your needs until he returns.”

“Thanks, Cooper,” I said, casting a glance at Saffron, wondering if she noticed the obscene lump beneath his jeans.

They played a game with us, a game I suspected they played often. Whenever one of the waiters found a hot woman enjoying a meal, they’d send Cooper over to mess with their heads. I wondered if Cooper ever scored some pussy from this little game they played. I felt sure he had.

Saffron smiled up at the young man and then lowered her eyes, inadvertently landing on the suggestive protuberance. My wife froze, her eyes burning a hole through the man’s jeans. Her face remained passive, but she began rubbing the tip of her index finger against her thumb, a sure sign her mind raced. My heart thumped like a big drum. Her gaze stayed riveted as she reached for her glass. Finally, she looked away, far out into the street. Cooper turned to leave.

“Hey, Cooper,” I said. “Will you bring me a dessert menu? I might want a bite to eat after all.”

“No problem, sir.”

“Call me Amir,” I said, introducing myself. “This is my wife, Saffron.”

“Oh,” he quipped. “Like the spice.”

He extended his hand.

“Yes,” I replied. “Like the spice.”

My wife turned to take his hand and shake. I watched her closely. They smiled at each other and her eyes once again darted at his bulging crotch. Cooper left to retrieve my menu.

I know almost nothing about her sexual past. Like most couples, we share the good stories but leave the private stuff, the stuff we did before we met our partner, private. I assumed her generally prudish nature extended in every direction. I was sure about that. I don’t know exactly what sexual experiences she’s had, but I suspect there aren’t many. Our sex life is pure vanilla. Some kissing, some touching, missionary and roll over for sleep. I love being in bed with a body like hers but adding some spice would be nice. I wondered if we’d have sex tonight because Cooper made her horny. If so, I wondered if she would even be aware that it was the intrusion of his fat dick into our brunch that got to her.

I suddenly realized I was supposed to be upset. This is the moment when a husband would demand to see the manager and point out what these silly frat boys are doing to their women customers. But I wasn’t upset. Saffron had stared at his bulge, and I was grateful for it. The idea she may have gotten aroused and that might lead to me getting laid tonight, superseded any annoyance I should have felt. I was glad they played their little game on us. I was sure they didn’t call out the Big Gun, so to speak, for just any female customers. The woman had to be special. Attractive. Sexy. I was actually proud Saffy had been chosen.


Chapter 2

I attached the leash to Midget, our sweet little Corgi, and yelled towards the back of the house.

“Taking Midge out! Back after a while!”

Saffron appeared with a dishrag in her hand, drying a plate from dinner.

“So late?” she said.

“We got home late, ate late, and then watched that movie. Poor boy hasn’t been out all day. I’ll just do a loop around the cul-de-sac. He needs to sniff some things, get an update on the neighborhood.”

She waved me out the door. I took our usual path so he could check all his favorite stops. He’s a happy little guy and he ought to be. We treat him like a prince. I always stop whenever he wishes. Most of the dog owners on our street pull their pups along at the speed they want but I feel like I’m out there for him. He can take all the time he needs. We moved from yard to yard, bush to bush. Saffy was right about the late hour and most of the houses were dark already. The street was quiet.

I noticed a couple ahead of me walking on the other side of the street. At first, I didn’t recognize them but then I realized they were unfamiliar because they had only recently moved in. Chloe and Kurt. They might be the youngest couple on our street. I’d only spoken to them a few times, so I knew little about them. I’d seen Chloe working around her yard. She is a hot little thing. Far too young for me but what a body. She’s pretty but her body is incredible. I felt lecherous just looking at her.

Midget tangled himself around a shrub and I had to unfasten the leash briefly to set him free. I fastened the clip again and continued our walk but noticed Chloe and Kurt had vanished. I scanned up and down the street. Where had they gone? I shrugged and started walking again. We live close to a forest and wildlife often finds a way in. A wild rabbit darted from across the street, cutting a path close, and Midget gave chase, yanking the leash from my hand. I hurried after him, calling his name in a hoarse whisper. It was too late for me to yell and wake the neighbors. My little guy followed the bunny between houses, so I went in after him, stepping on the leash as he circled a hedge where he’d trapped the rabbit. I grabbed his lead and was about to scold him when my eyes lifted and I found myself peering through a small window into a home.

I’d found Chloe and Kurt.

Byron is an older gentleman, older than Saffron and me, retired, friendly. He works in his yard and washes his classic Mustang in the driveway weekly. At this moment he stood in his living room with his pants around his knees and his cock hanging like a bridge of flesh connecting him to Chloe’s mouth. She sat on her heels and sucked his cock, no hands, while her young husband Kurt stood back and watched and slowly masturbated to the sight. Her shirt was unbuttoned down the front and her lacy bra opened to spill a really marvelous pair of tits out for all to see. Byron palmed one, rubbing the nipple until it stiffened. I watched far too long before remembering I was between two homes and technically a peeping Tom. I glanced around, making sure I remained undetected.

“Let’s go, Midget,” I mumbled.

But I did not move. The house behind me belonged to Chloe and Kurt and I knew they weren’t home because at that moment I watched Chloe suck cock. Byron was likewise distracted. She adored his penis. She handled him with reverence. She licked along his many inches and burrowed her nose under his scrotum, smearing his heavy testicles with her pink tongue. I felt tightening in my balls. Her hands floated up to move his shaft around and she began to stroke his length while sucking on the head hard enough to dimple her cheeks.

The scene was hotter than just about anything I’d ever witnessed. No. I take that back. I’d never seen anything as hot as this. Kurt watched his wife worship Byron’s growing meat like he possessed a hunger himself. Not an appetite for that dick, but a ravenous desire to watch his wife do what she did, and I kind of understood. Chloe looked sexier than any woman ever had. The fact she did all this in the presence of her husband only made everything more intensely sexual.

Midget tugged at the leash, ready to continue our walk. The rabbit had gotten away and he was bored.

“One minute,” I whispered. “We’ll go but I want to see a little more.”

Chloe orally treasured that large penis until it stood upright, throbbing with the beating of Byron’s heart. She got to her feet and quickly turned, flipping her short skirt over her ass. She was offering Byron her pussy. I was flabbergasted. Byron took his large cock in hand and shuffled closer. I knew the moment the man penetrated that gorgeous young woman by the arching of her back and the shock on her face. Kurt held back like Chloe, his own wife, was off limits to him. He slow-stroked himself like he wasn’t allowed to touch her. He was an outsider. Byron pumped Chloe from behind and Kurt scrutinized every agonizing thrust.

The way each person played their part told me this was not their first time. They all moved together with practiced ease.  How many times had Kurt brought his wife next door to receive a big-cock servicing? Who were these people? What else was happening on our street which I knew nothing about?

This was madness.

I ran my eyes over Chloe’s young, perfect body. She was built for sex, built to draw a man’s eye and hold his attention. Byron was lucky. I wished it was me fucking that hot young trollop but then again, I wished I had a cock like his to do it with.  Byron leaned over her back and circled her waist with both arms. He pumped his hips, driving his thick cock far up into her, and she swooned. Her face was contorted with ecstasy. She might have been in a trance. Byron drove her to euphoric heights while her doting husband watched him do it. I watched her big tits sway and her body shake with each jolt from his hips and then her features scrunched and her head slowly lifted and I heard her piercing cry of orgasm even through the double-paned glass. What a gorgeous sight.

Kurt played with his balls, teasing himself as he witnessed his wife’s utter surrender to another man. What must he be feeling? Her breasts wobbled and her nipples hardened and Byron’s big cock made her cum like thunder. Her orgasm rolled on and on. Byron’s hips thrust faster and I was stunned to realize he intended to ejaculate inside the young woman. Right in front of her husband! This was too much. Somehow inseminating her crossed an altogether more serious threshold. Byron fucked hard and fast and Kurt stayed in his place, ready to watch Chloe receive it. His wild eyes told me he was as excited by all this as Chloe and Byron. I couldn’t conceive how that was possible, but I saw what I saw. She was still enduring the throes of climax when Byron threw his head back and shouted, exploding inside her. His body jerked as his cannon blasted out buckets of boiling sperm, filling her until the excess dribbled out around his large penis and dripped to the carpet below. Chloe seemed to suffer another orgasm on top of the first as she felt that fat cock injecting her.

I’d stayed as long as I dared. To get caught would be the death of my reputation. I’d seen enough, anyway. My hands shook as I casually led Midget away and we continued our stroll. My legs were weak and I moved slowly. What a sight. What an impossible thing to see, and here in the heart of our neighborhood. I knew already I would not speak of it to Saffron. The infidelity would offend her despite Kurt’s presence and lack of participation. Her opinion of all three would plummet.


Chapter 3

“It’s your birthday and my birthday combined,” Saffron’s best friend, Angie, said. “It will be fun.”

Saffron scoffed.

“I stopped celebrating those a while ago,” my wife said. “I’ve never been to a place like that, and I don’t intend to start now.”

“That’s why it will be so much fun,” Angie insisted. “You have a stick up your butt and I’m going to pull it out. Seriously, Saffy. You might be getting older but you’re not that old yet. You act like you’re eighty. Let’s all go. They have male and female dancers. Amir and Jason will have something to enjoy too. We’ll have a few drinks, act like fools, laugh at ourselves and be glad we went. What great memories we’ll have for when we actually are eighty.”

Saffron looked at me.

“What do you think?” she asked.

I lifted one shoulder and dropped it.

“I think it sounds like fun. We could use a break from our routines. I haven’t seen Jason in a while, and it would be good to catch up. I say why not? We’ll be going as a couple so there’s nothing sneaky or indiscreet about it. Let’s drink a little and laugh a lot and have some fun.”

She chewed her lip with indecision.

“What’s the place called again?” she asked.

“Duality,” Angie said.

“All right,” Saffron conceded. “I won’t be the one to ruin it for all of us. You said tomorrow night at nine. Right?”

Angie was thrilled. She clapped her hands and then hugged my wife, kissing her cheek.

“Yes. We’ll take separate cars and the men can drive so we are free to drink. I’m so excited, Saffy. Thank you.” She kissed my wife’s cheek again and turned to her husband. “Let’s go shopping, Jason,” she said. “I need a new outfit.”

We walked them to our front door and said goodbye. I was looking forward to two things: an evening spent at Duality, and Angie in a new dress. She’s a few years younger than my wife, with a svelte body left over from her college athlete days. Her breasts are smallish, but her waist is narrow and her legs toned. With any luck the dress will be short.

“I suppose we should find a new outfit for me as well,” my wife said. “If I’m going to subject myself to sweaty men, I want to look my best.”

I didn’t follow her logic, but I didn’t complain.

“Promise you’ll keep your hands to yourself,” she said. “I don’t mind you looking at the female dancers but touching goes too far. I hope you understand.”

“Totally, but I don’t feel exactly the same way. If you want to touch a hard pec or firm ass, I’m okay with that.”

“That’s generous but I’m sure I’ll keep my hands to myself.”


Chapter 4

The club Duality was built like a capital Y. The entrance was at the bottom and then it split into two separate stages. On the left, male strippers entertained the women. On the right, female strippers entertained the men. The difference between the two sides was stark. Music boomed from the women’s side. Screams of delight and raucous laughter punched through the thin wall and filled the men’s side. For us, a song played and men sat and watched, ogling hot young lovelies as they spun around a center pole. The men were more about desire. The women were more about talking and having fun with friends. Jason and I sat and tipped and drank and talked. Eventually, curiosity made me offer the excuse of a bathroom break so I could sneak across and watch my wife and Angie.

I was floored by what I saw.

Angie had shown up in a short dress, just as I’d hoped, but it was Saffron’s love of feminine fashion that killed me. My wife had purchased an electric-blue silk and lace skirt and top ensemble that accentuated her natural gifts like nothing else she owned. Her tits looked amazing but so did her ass. Angie and Jason were shocked when my wife removed her overcoat and revealed what she’d worn. That same woman now stood at the edge of the stage and offered a male stripper a dollar from between her tits. He took it with his teeth. Surprising behavior from my spouse, yes, but none of that is what floored me.

Cooper, the waiter from La Petite bistro, had just stepped onto the stage naked except for a tiny white G-string. His body was fit and exceptionally well-defined. He had plenty of muscles but wasn’t muscular. His long fat cock, clearly outlined, filled the small crotch hammock.

The women went wild. Squeals of delight reverberated. Cries of disbelief echoed over the booming music. Saffron hadn’t noticed him yet, too busy with the dancer she tipped, but the roar of the crowd caught her attention. Angie grabbed her arm and pointed directly at Cooper’s oversized pouch.

I read my wife’s lips: No way! she shouted. No way that’s real!

Angie threw a few dollar bills at him. Saffron looked away, suddenly bashful, but then slowly turned her head to face him, catching a glint of recognition. Her mind raced until she had it. She pointed at him.

Bistro! she yelled.

He grinned ear to ear. My wife leaned over to Angie and explained, no doubt, what had happened that day she and I had lunch. Angie looked around her shoulder to size the man up again and then listened intently to Saffron. The women debated something. Angie insisted and Saffron declined. Angie insisted harder. Reluctantly, my wife stepped to the edge of the stage. Cooper danced closer, swinging his hips like he intended to smack my wife’s face with his bulging package. She turned her cheek and Angie scolded her and my wife faced Cooper and he swung his hips again and his plump cock, trapped behind the thinnest microfiber on Earth, hit and pressed against Saffron’s cheek. He held himself there for half a second and then rolled his hips, covering my wife’s lips and mouth with his clothed cock. Saffron boldly accepted her fate. Cooper looked down and my wife looked up and their eyes locked and my wife parted her lips just a little to take some of his cock in.

All the air left my lungs in a rush. Dear God. Holy Mother of Christ.

Angie put a hand on the back of Saffron’s head and pushed, pushed my wife’s face into the man’s crotch. Cooper laughed. The crowd lost their collective minds. Women were throwing money at the young stud. Women were laughing and screaming and going wild. My wife braced herself with a hand on each of his strong thighs. This was all so far beyond anything our little world had ever known, and I had no idea how to process it.

Then she opened her mouth wider. Wider than she needed to breathe, wider than she needed to speak. She opened her mouth enough to feel his cock through the thin fabric throbbing against her tongue. She may have even pressed her tongue along his veiny length.

My drink slipped through my fingers to the carpet. I sagged against the wall. Cooper took a chance and slid a hand down to roam all across her big breast, taking a generous feel for himself, and then lifted her chin away from his dick. He leaned down and kissed her and the crowd exploded.

What’s your name? he asked.

I couldn’t see her face to read her answer, but it didn’t matter. He put a hand to his ear like he couldn’t hear her. Quick-thinking Angie pulled out her phone and showed him my wife’s name. Saffron had been the last call she made. Maybe she wasn’t so fast thinking after all because I realized she’d also just given this young stud my wife’s phone number too. If he had a decent memory at all he’d picture that screen and know Saffron’s cell number. My chest tightened. I felt the same rush I’d felt a few nights ago when I stood in the dark and watched Chloe suck Byron right in front of her husband, Kurt. A strange tingling raced through my body and a surge of adrenaline electrified every nerve. I was left gasping.

Cooper kissed the top of my wife’s head and danced away, giving the other women some attention. Angie and Saffy hugged and spoke to each other at a million miles an hour. They hugged again and jumped up and down. I looked at Cooper and saw my wife had an obvious effect on him. His cock sling protruded bigger than ever. It was now apparent he was circumcised for fuck’s sake. I’m not gay but I stared at his dick. The thing had just been shoved in my wife’s mouth, and she really seemed to like it.

I picked my drink off the floor and headed back to the men’s side. Jason stared at some redhead with a great body but a bored face.

“Did you check on the girls?” he asked and I pulled my chair around.

“Yeah. They’re having fun.”

“Good. Angie’s a blast to be around and Saffy seems like she needs a little fun in her life. You guys work too hard. Remember to live a little too.”

“You might be right,” I said.

I caught the waitress’s attention and ordered a fresh drink. She cleared our empties and Jason and I stared down the front of her shirt the whole time. It’s like I have to look. Nature makes me. Nice tits. I didn’t even care. My mind was on what I’d seen Saffron do. Jason and I started talking again and watching the endless parade of dancers. Hours passed.

“You want to check on them again, don’t you?” he asked.

“Guilty.”

“Go ahead. I think the redhead is about to come on stage again. I’m fine right here.”

I gulped my drink and left my chair. I was careful making my way to the woman’s side, keeping myself out of sight. An almost nude muscular black man owned the stage at the moment, his long cock barely contained within a silk sleeve, but Angie and Saffron were nowhere to be seen. I held back, slowly scanning all the tables and chairs. I found them at a table far removed from the action, a table covered with empty shot glasses. Cooper, wearing only boxer briefs, sat at their table with them. They shouted at each other to be heard over the music but then leaned in, all three heads close. They talked fast, laughed a lot, and touched each other’s hands and arms often. When Cooper rested his hand on Saffron’s knee under the table, my tipsy wife did nothing to remove it. His hand slid higher, taking the thin fabric of her dress along too, exposing a bare knee.

I stood there and watched for several heartbeats and then it hit me, hard, that I was merely standing and watching.

Why would I do that? I was curious how far Saffron would allow him to go but there was more than that going on in my head. There was a hefty dose of eroticism to the sight. Given my wife’s prudish nature, I almost wanted Cooper to stir things up in her. No. Not almost. I did want that. If Cooper could turn her on, that would be fine with me. I’d get some tonight, which I’d very much welcome after spending hours watching hot young girls dance topless.

Cooper slid higher, high enough his hand vanished under her dress up to his forearm. Did he touch her pussy under there? My penis started to engorge at the thought. I took a sip from my drink and noticed my hand shook. Adrenaline ran through me like a freight train. Angie noticed something off about my wife’s expression and suddenly ducked her head to look under the table. She whooped at what she saw. I wished I was close enough to see better. Cooper’s arm began making short smooth motions and Saffron closed her eyes. Cooper leaned closer and kissed her cheek. With his free hand he took her chin and turned her towards him and then softly kissed her lips. Angie leaned in and Cooper kissed Jason’s wife too. The ladies were out of control and Cooper was having a blast.

Angie reached for his crotch. She glanced around to make sure nobody cared about what they did, and then she tugged the front of his boxer briefs down enough that the head of his soft cock and several inches curled over the elastic. Angie grabbed his dick and pulled, filling her palm with his warm penis. Saffron sat motionless, enjoying Cooper’s touch under her dress, but then Angie took my wife’s hand and guided it to the young man’s dick. Both women curled their fingers around the shaft. Angie took over, steering Saffron’s hand up and down the exposed length. My wife kept her eyes closed but did not contest being made to touch him.

Cooper took turns kissing the women until Angie could take no more teasing and lowered her head to the man’s lap. That cock head popped into her mouth and she bobbed rapidly. I wondered if I should tell Jason what I’d seen but decided it wasn’t my place. I had no idea what the rules of their relationship were and after the recent display by Chloe and Kurt, I now understood people could set rules wildly different from what I thought. A waiter soon walked close to their table, so Angie had to stop what she was doing and stuff that big dick inside the briefs again.

Saffron suddenly reached in and grabbed his cock again. Angie burst out laughing. My wife jerked off the young man inside his underwear and kissed him hard on the mouth. She might be a little drunk, but the emotions were real. The desire was real. She and Angie briefly discussed something, and Angie got out of her chair and came around to stand guard, blocking the view of almost everyone in the club. I shifted a few steps to the side and then gasped as Saffron pulled his briefs down in front a little and lowered her mouth to his cock. She slipped the head and a few inches in and sucked, bobbing rapidly like Angie had. I gasped loudly. Angie turned to look over her shoulder and then went back to standing guard. This was incredible. I never imagined Saffy capable of such behavior. She sucks my cock only occasionally and that’s in the privacy of our bedroom. How drunk was she? She had a dick in her mouth in public!

A big black bouncer wandered towards their corner and Cooper made my wife stop. Cooper tucked his cock away and Angie returned to her seat. Copper checked the time and slid out from behind their table and kissed both women again. He had to get ready for his next performance. After he left, Angie and Saffron went wild, gesturing like they couldn’t believe what they’d just done. My wife waved her hands around like she’d touched something hot and then leaned over the table with both hands on her forehead. She stared at the tabletop. Reality was crashing in.

I returned to Jason. We drank sparingly and watched hot girls strip for another two hours before Angie and Saffron finally staggered in to find us. My wife could not look me in the eyes, but that might have been all the alcohol.


Chapter 5

In the morning, I brought her a tray of orange juice, two Advil, and some wheat toast. I kept the curtains closed but still there was too much light in the bedroom. Saffy squinted. I spoke softly and tread lightly and mentioned nothing about what I’d seen.

“I will never, ever go out with Angie again,” my wife mumbled.

She sipped the juice and swallowed the Advil. She managed a bite of toast and another sip.

“The night was fun, but the morning sucked?”

“The night was fun,” she admitted.

She hesitated like she wanted to say more. I waited to see what she’d do. She thought better of it, realizing she was in no shape for a possible argument, and drank more juice.

“Did you have fun with Jason?”

“Some. We drank only a little and most of the girls dancing these days looked too young for us.”

“Did you keep your hands to yourself?”

“Absolutely.” I pondered only half a second before asking the question I knew could lead to trouble. “Did you?”

I held my breath. Would she tell the truth and open the flood gates? Or would she lie and send us down an ever more convoluted path?

She sighed.

“Not exactly,” she said, easing into it.

I raised my eyebrows, pretending to be surprised.

“Oh, Amir. I made some huge mistakes last night.”

I gestured towards the hangover tray I’d presented her with.

“No. Worse than drinking too much. I mean real mistakes. Mistakes that will hurt you. Mistakes that threaten our marriage.”

“That sounds serious. What could you have done in that place that could be so bad? It’s not like you had sex with a stripper.”

She wasn’t close to tears. Not my Saffron. She was strong in all things.

“Don’t be so sure about that,” she said.

I liked how she was slowly introducing the truth, giving me time to acclimate to the bad news coming my way.

“Tell me what happened. Did you touch one of the strippers?”

“Yes.”

“Touch him where? Chest? Abs?”

The small part of me that was actually annoyed with her for cheating like she did had decided I needed to drag this out and make her uncomfortable.

“Lower.”

“His penis? You touched his penis? That’s not so bad. He’s on stage sticking it in every girl’s face. It’s kind of expected, isn’t it?”

“Is it?”

“From what I’ve heard. Men aren’t allowed to touch the women but that makes sense. Women need protecting. Men drink and get crazy and the women are in danger. Girls drink and get crazy, and the male dancer is never in danger. You looked incredible last night. I’m sure a few dancers made you their favorite target. Am I right?”

She started to nod but the headache stopped her.

“Yes,” she murmured. “I did get a lot of attention.”

“I like that for you. I love that my wife is so attractive. You know that.”

“I do. Normally it makes me uncomfortable but last night I welcomed it. Then something happened. I recognized one of the dancers. Remember the waiter from the bistro? Cooper? He moonlights to make extra money. He recognized me too and lavished his attention. He singled me out. I felt special.”

“Lucky you. He’s a good-looking young man. I remember how he looked at you during lunch. Was it his penis you touched?”

“Yes. Why are you so calm?”

I shrugged.

“Angie said we needed to add excitement to our lives and I agree with her. I consider this kind of excitement as harmless. I mean here we are the morning after and what changed, really? You feel guilty about touching someone whose job it is to make you want to touch them. It’s not like you slept with him. You still came home with me. It’s not like you have this secret relationship you’ve been hiding from me and have all these emotional attachments to the guys. There’s no hidden life with him behind your life with me. So, you touched his dick. So what?”

“I touched it with my mouth.”

I admit she shocked me. I never expected her to blurt the truth. My reaction was genuine.

“Really?”

“Yes. Twice. On stage for a second and then he stopped by our table while on a break and sat with us. Things got handsy. Angie took it up a notch and pulled me in. We both had way too much to drink and yes, I’m going to blame some of what I did on the alcohol, but I can’t place all the blame there. She put his penis in her mouth and then I did too.”

I bounced a knuckle on my lips.

“Say something,” she said.

“I thought you hated sucking dick.”

She made a face.

“I never said that.”

“No, that’s true. You never used those words. But you don’t exactly reach for my cock in bed either.”

“You don’t always shower before bed.”

“So? I shower every morning.”

“Then you work all day and sweat, among other unclean things, and then you want me to put it in my mouth before we go to sleep. I would do that more often if you washed it more often. Maybe trimmed some of the hair back too.”

She had a valid point. I hated that she had a valid point, because it meant a fair amount of thoughtlessness on my part. I should have known better.

“Noted. I will shower more. Will Angie tell Jason what she did?”

“Yes. She says Jason lets her get away with murder. According to her he likes it when she behaves like a bad girl. That’s what she called it. He likes her to dress slutty and flirt, although she admitted last night she went too far. Still, she was confident he won’t mind.”

Now I understood why he was so calm all night.

“She was drunk. So were you.”

“Drunk doesn’t explain all of it, Honey.”

Her confession was not going the way I expected it to. I decided to change direction and satisfy my curiosity.

“Did you like sucking Cooper’s dick?”

My question caught her by surprise.

“I liked that I was doing it, but not his penis in particular. What I mean is I liked that I was acting crazy and going wild, but I had no emotional connection to his penis. He’s cute, but I know nothing about him. It would be far more exciting if I knew more about him. I need to feel a connection to a man before the sex is any good. That’s just me. Angie doesn’t agree. She just liked that he was big. She stated plainly that she likes big dicks. I guess I did too, a little, but what I really liked was that he was so much younger than me. That made me feel great. But mostly what I enjoyed was the venting of steam. You and I haven’t gone out for fun in a very long time. I haven’t done anything that wild for years. Decades. I’m sorry I touched him like that, Amir. It meant nothing but it was still wrong, and I’ll never do something like that again. Can you forgive me?”

I believed every word she said. It helped that her words matched everything I’d seen her and Angie do. She told no lies. Cooper was no threat to me. I had no reason to flip out. I couldn’t generate anger or jealousy if I tried. I wasn’t feeling either of those things.

“I can,” I said. “I know it doesn’t forgive everything, but you were drunk. I’ve done some really stupid things while drunk. I think we can just chalk this up to experience and move past it.”

She stretched out her arms for a hug and I gave her one.

“Now I’m going to close my eyes and lie down again,” she said. “The room is spinning.”

I tucked her in and closed the door. In the kitchen, I poured a second cup of coffee. She’d confessed to everything, apologized, admitted she was wrong and promised to never repeat her error.

So why did I feel disappointed?

In a long marriage like ours, a million things will happen. Putting another man’s penis in your mouth is an egregious mistake. But my gut reaction confused me. Why did I feel disappointed?

I pondered that emotion as I straightened the kitchen. To be disappointed meant I hoped for something to happen and then it didn’t. What was my hope? I had to dig deep, asking myself difficult questions and insisting on honest answers. When I arrived at the conclusion, I had to pull out a dining chair and sit.

What I wanted, what I had hoped would happen but didn’t, was Saffron to want to do it again. More than that, I wished she’d done more with Cooper while she had him. I understood this was simply my reaction to her prudish ways. I wished my wife was as sexual as me and if I couldn’t get her to be, well, I was willing to let another man do the job if it got me what I wanted.

Supreme selfishness. No wonder I’d buried my own thoughts and emotions on the subject. I’d only discovered the truth by digging. I wanted my wife to be more sexual. I didn’t bring that out in her, but it certainly appeared that Cooper did. She admitted she was glad to be wild again after so many years, and she admitted she loved that she could turn on a man much younger than her. If she wasn’t married to me, would she have taken things farther with him? Absolutely. I knew the truth in an instant. If she wasn’t already married, she would have fucked that young stud.

An idea formed. It was a terrible idea, and I should have rejected it at once, but I didn’t. In fact, I chewed on it, modified the idea, made it better. I finished in the kitchen and grabbed a book. Her hangover would last for hours, so I’d need to be quiet the rest of the day.


Chapter 6

I hung around outside La Petite until I saw a table open up in Cooper’s section. I approached the hostess and she seated me. Cooper came by soon after to take my drink order and gave me a look like he thought there was something familiar about me. Then he put two and two together and thought he was about to deal with a jealous, furious husband. I waved that away.

“I’d like an iced tea,” I began, “and I’d like you to seduce my wife.”

He laughed, unfazed.

“With pleasure,” he said.

“My request doesn’t surprise you?”

He shook his head and glanced around.

“I’ve been dancing just over three years,” he explained. “You are the fourth husband to want to watch.”

“My turn to be surprised.”

“Don’t be. Married couples get bored. I’m the kindling that gets the fire going again.”

“How would we do it?”

“Is she kinky at all?”

“Not at all.”

“That makes it a little harder. The best way I’ve found is for you to blindfold her and tie her wrists and ankles to the bed. If that’s out of the question, blindfold her and tie her wrists behind her back. I’m waiting in the wings, a closet or something, and then you send me a signal. I come out and we get started. She realizes it’s not you and either flips out or melts.”

“Which is more likely, in your experience?”

“Melts. No wife has ever flipped out. I only mention it because it’s a possibility. I do things that women really like.”

“How will she realize it’s not me?”

He snickered and curled a lip into a sneer.

“You got a ten-inch cock?” he asked.

I scoffed.

“No. Of course not. Do you?”

“More or less. That’s when she’ll know. Mouth, pussy, or ass, she’ll feel the difference between you and me and know. That’s when they all know.”

I had no idea what to say. Ten inches? Lord help me. How would Saffron react? I doubt she knew that about the man. She’d popped the head in while awkwardly seated behind a table. She knew he had a big one but no way she knew the full truth. I began to have doubts about my idea.

“Don’t worry,” he said, reading my expression. “I know what I’m doing. I know how to use it. She’ll have the time of her life. You can leave the blindfold on or take it off. Up to you. I don’t care if you lie and say you just fucked her or reveal me right in your bed. You know her. I don’t.”

I leaned back in my chair. He’d given me a lot to think about.

“I’ll be back with your iced tea. Are you having lunch?”

“Yes.”

“Here’s a menu. Take a look. I’ll be back for your order.”

He walked away. I realized he was giving me a chance to flee. I was frightened. I won’t lie about that. But I was encouraged that other husbands had come to him for something similar. He knew what he was doing, and maybe my idea wasn’t so crazy after all. I ran the scenario through my head. It was daring and I risked Saffron’s fury, but my gut told me all would be well. More likely it would relieve any residual guilt she felt. I’d kick him out and pounce on her and our sex life would never be the same, but a lot had to go right.


Chapter 7

“Trust me,” I said.

Saffron closed her eyes. I knew the silk scarf would be cool against her skin. I lifted her long blonde hair out of the way and knotted it gently at the back of her head, making sure it was secure enough to block out all light but not so tight as to be uncomfortable. Her eyelashes fluttered against the black fabric.

“Amir,” she whispered, her voice already thick with anticipation. “What are you planning?”

“Patience, my love,” I murmured, my lips brushing against her ear. “I took a shower. Let me surprise you.”

I loved the little shiver that ran through her body. I guided her to the edge of the bed, her hands resting in mine.

“I’m going to take your robe off now,” I said. “I want to see your beautiful naked body. Do you trust me?”

She shifted her feet but stayed put.

“I do trust you,” she breathed. “I always trust you.”

That was the key, wasn’t it? The absolute, unwavering trust she had in me. I knew she’d grant me anything after what she’d done. Her trust in me was a foundation so solid I felt I could build anything on it, even this. I paused a moment to take in the sight: as always, her tits threatened to break free like they had a mind of their own. They desired to be seen as much as us men desired to see them. I decided to grant their wish.

I slipped one shoulder off, exposing a firm breast, and then the other. The light robe drifted around her feet. I stared at her incredible body. Could I truly allow Cooper to put his hands on her? The thought seemed insane, but my instincts insisted I proceed.

I took her hands, bringing them behind her back.

The soft, velvet ropes were another prop, purchased yesterday at the same crafts store where I bought the bolt of silk. They felt heavy after handling the scarf, more significant. I looped the rope around her wrists, not too tight, just enough to hold them in place at the small of her back.

“Make sure you can’t escape,” I said.

She tested the bonds. She knew all this was in response to our mutual desire to spice up our sex life. My point about having showered made sure she understood that. A soft sigh escaped her lips as she tugged and realized she was helpless. She was completely at my mercy, and it excited her.

“I can’t get out,” she murmured.

“Perfect.”

I guided her to the corner of our bed and bent to exhale warm air across her areolas. Her nipples puckered and stiffened. She gasped softly. I had her sit. I took a moment just to look at her. The curve of her hips, the swell of her breasts rising and falling with each shallow breath, the way her yellow hair fanned out around her face. She was a masterpiece. I gave her one last, deep kiss, a promise of what was to come.

“Don’t move. I’ll be right back.”

“You’re leaving me like this?”

“Only for a moment. I need one more item.”

I slipped out of the bedroom, closing the door almost all the way, leaving just a crack. Our living room was mostly dark. A dim glow from the streetlights bled through the sheer curtains. Cooper was already there, sitting on the edge of the sofa, scratching Midget behind an ear and looking dangerous in the dim light. He wore only a pair of black boxer briefs, the same style he wore when he sat at the table with Angie and my wife, and he gently played with himself, dragging his fingertips up and down his length. He stopped to squeeze the shaft, priming himself for my wife. His muscles were as well defined as his confidence, a testament to the life he leads as a stripper by night and a waiter by day.

“You ready?” he asked.

I nodded, my heart hammering against my ribs.

“She’s ready. She thinks it will be me. Don’t speak. She knows my sounds.”

Cooper stood up, and I had a moment of intense, sharp jealousy mixed with a thrill of pure, undiluted excitement. This was really happening. He grabbed his cock through his underwear and hefted the thing like he tested the weight of a club. In a way I guess he was. I stepped aside and gestured for him to walk the hallway to the bedroom. We entered and Saffron perked up her ear.

“That you, Baby?” she asked.

“I’m here,” I said.

Cooper stopped to admire the sight. Here was the woman from the restaurant. Here was the woman from the strip show. He long suspected her hidden body was dynamite but now he saw the truth of it. He looked at me and silently bit his knuckle. I was pleased he was pleased. I was bizarrely proud. I stayed by his side so any sound he made seemed to come from me. He reached out a hand to brush a strand of blonde hair off her face.

“You are beautiful,” I said, trying to match my words to his actions.

“That’s so sweet,” she mumbled, nervously rubbing the tip of her index finger against her thumb the way she always does.

She was anxious. We’d never attempted sex like this. She had no idea what to expect but she was ready for anything. Cooper stood in front of her and bent to push his boxers down. He stepped out of them and stood tall, his half-erect cock aimed at her unsuspecting face. I almost gasped. He possessed a cannon. His member was thick and covered with veins and existed to deposit sperm deep inside a vagina. My mouth went dry. What the fuck was I doing? I wanted to see him use it on her. I craved it. He stepped closer, the tip less than an inch in front of her mouth. He looked at me and smirked.

“I showered,” I said again.

True to her word, Saffron opened her mouth to receive me.

Cooper kept his eyes on mine and bowed his hips forward. The tip slipped inside followed by the flared head. Saffron moaned, sealing her lips around the shaft. Her brow furrowed. She sensed something was different. He pushed deeper, gliding along her tongue. He rested his hand on top of her head and fed her more inches. She naturally reached for the shaft, forgetting her hands were tied. She moaned again, forced to take dick. When the tip tickled the back of her throat, her eyebrows rose behind the scarf. She was beginning to suspect something was unusual, something was not quite right. He held her head gently and pushed more cock in, more cock than I’d ever fed her. She tried to use her hands again and he withdrew completely. He gave me a quick nod. His cock was turning hard fast. I took his spot and kissed her mouth.

“Do you trust me?” I asked.

She was breathing fast.

“Yes,” she said, after a split-second of hesitation.

I reached behind and untied her wrists. I eased her backward, quickly retying her wrists, this time to the headposts. I stretched her out and pushed her legs wide open, using rope I had earlier attached to the foot posts to secure her ankles. She was spread-eagle and glorious. I gave Cooper a nod. He stood close by, waiting, playing with his impressive cock. He surprised me by circling the bed and climbing on into a sixty-nine position with her. I couldn’t even remember the last time I sixty-nined with my wife. He held himself over her on elbows and toes, his long cock dangling over her mouth, and then he lowered his face to her crotch. She jumped when his tongue split her inner folds and wiggled inside.

“Amir,” my wife groaned. “Have mercy.”

He used her open mouth to ease his cock head between her lips. My wife gobbled his meat. His hips rose and fell with small movements and I stared, amazed as he literally fucked her mouth. His magical tongue had her moaning and groaning and then he moved his hands under her thighs to pull her pussy lips apart. He sucked her clit until she writhed beneath him. He was driving her towards an orgasm.

He stopped to move to a new position.

“Go back,” she whimpered. “I was so close.”

I hurried to stand close.

“Not yet,” I said.

Cooper climbed between her legs on the bed, his weight dipping the mattress. I saw Saffron’s body tense for a second, her head lifting. I panicked for an instant that the blindfold might fail but she turned her head left and right, trying hard to see. His cock jutted in front like a spear. I held my breath. He lowered his head and kissed her pussy and she jumped, startled. He suctioned his mouth over her mound and pushed his tongue deep. It was a possessive kiss, deep and hungry. She thought it was me, but she felt how the man doing that longed for her. I watched her melt with pure desire. He held himself over her again and lowered his lips to hers. She kissed him back with equal fervor, her body relaxing into the mattress, arching up toward him. She was attributing the new intensity to my own heightened state of mind, and she was loving it.

His hands began to roam her body as he held the kiss, touching her in ways I knew she loved, but with a different weight, a different pressure. His fingers traced the curve of her waist, slid up her ribcage to cup her breast. He rolled her nipple between his thumb and forefinger, and Saffron gasped into his mouth, her back arching off the bed. The sound went straight to my groin, a hot spike of arousal. This was better than I had ever imagined.

He broke the kiss and moved down her body, his mouth leaving a trail of fire. He paused to lavish attention on her breasts, his tongue swirling around her hardened peaks, his teeth grazing them just enough to make her whimper. Her tied hands held her back, forcing her to accept the pleasure, to be completely passive. She writhed on the bed, soft, needy sounds escaping her lips.

“Please, Amir,” she begged. “Please. Put it in me. I need to feel you in me.”


Chapter 8

Cooper glanced at me for final approval and I gave a sharp nod. He needed no more encouragement. He continued his journey south, further parting her thighs with his shoulders. I watched as he lowered his head, his dark hair a stark contrast to her pale skin. The first flick of his tongue against her clit made her cry out, a sharp, beautiful sound. He was relentless, his mouth and tongue working her with a skill and intensity that was clearly his own. He wasn’t trying to mimic me; he was giving her his own brand of pleasure, and she drank it in.

Her hips began to move, grinding against his face, chasing the orgasm that was building within her, had been building for a while. I could see it in the tightening of her muscles, in the way her breath hitched in her throat. I was rock hard, my desire an aching, throbbing thing. This was the most erotic moment I had ever witnessed. My wife, lost in a sea of pleasure, completely unaware that the man giving it to her was a stranger.

When she came, it was with a loud, shuddering cry that I knew would echo in my memory for years. Her body convulsed, her thighs desperately trying to  clamp around Cooper’s head as the waves of her orgasm washed over her. He stayed with her, drawing it out, prolonging her pleasure until she was a limp, panting mess on the bed.

He gave her a moment to recover, then rose up over her. I watched as he positioned himself between her legs, his thick, heavy cock projected out from his body. It was much bigger than mine, longer and thicker, and I felt another pang of jealousy that was immediately swallowed by a wave of lust. He was going to fuck her with that thing, and she was going to love it. He rubbed the head of his cock against her slick folds, teasing her, making her moan.

“Please,” she whimpered again, her voice hoarse. “I need you inside me.”

He slowly pushed forward, and I watched, mesmerized, as her hole stretched to accommodate him. A deep, guttural moan was pushed from her throat, a sound of pure, complete bliss. It wasn’t a sound I had ever heard from her before. He paused a moment to let her adjust and then he fed her cunt more stiff inches.

“Fuuuuuck,” my prudish wife exhaled. “What the fuck, Amir?”

He gently pushed more cock into her until he filled her completely. For a moment, they just stayed like that, connected, the only sound in the room was her ragged breathing. He let her feel it in there. He let her feel it throb and pulsate. This was no porn store toy. He gave her time to understand she was filled with real hot cock.

Then he began to move. His thrusts were slow and deep at first, a steady, powerful rhythm that had Saffron moaning with every stroke. He hit places inside her that I clearly couldn’t, judging by the noises she made. Her bound hands clenched into fists. She lifted her hips to meet him, urging him on. For long, long minutes he glided in and out. His face showed the pleasure she gave. Her tight tunnel worked its own magic on him too. His thrusts were gaining speed but oh so slowly. He wanted this to last. He closed his eyes and held them shut, loosing himself in the sensations of being inside my wife. I watched as his control began to slip. The sights and sounds of her were too much for him.

I had wrestled with the final moment and whether I would allow him to ejaculate inside her, but I never made a decision. I thought I would know the right thing to do when the moment arrived, but it was fast approaching and all I wanted was to see that big cock spew hot sperm deep inside her. There was no longer any question in my mind.

His thrusts became faster, harder, stronger and more primal. The bed was rocking, the headboard hitting the wall with a soft thud on every deep push. The sounds of their bodies slapping together, the wet, slick sounds of their coupling, filled the room.

“Don’t stop!” she squawked. “God! Almost! Aaaaggrh!”

Saffron was lost, her head thrown back, her mouth open in a silent scream of pleasure. She was coming again, her body trembling uncontrollably. Cooper’s hips were a blur as he hammered her. He lifted his head until he stared at our ceiling and then let go with a loud, guttural groan of his own, a groan that built into a howl. He thrust once and then buried himself deep inside her as he found release, pumping buckets of hot semen deep inside.

My hand shot out and I snatched her blindfold away. Her eyes were already wide open, and she found herself staring at his handsome face contorted with the pleasure she gave. Her shock lasted a millisecond. She’d figured out someone else’s cock was moving inside her a while ago.

“Fuck me!” she snarled, and his hips thrust hard again. “Fuck me. Fuck me with that big, beautiful cock. Fill my cunt!”

Cooper planted a hot kiss on her mouth and Saffron returned it, tongues wrestling as she felt his pulsating cock injecting her full. On and on they kissed as her orgasm finally trailed away, followed by his. He collapsed on her, a tangle of limbs and sweat. Their chests heaved.

I stood next to her, and she opened her eyes to find my face. Our eyes met. A million unspoken things passed between us. I pulled the rope to untie her wrist and she freed her other hand. I loosened the loops around her ankles, freeing her legs. She curled her legs around his waist and circled her arms around his neck. She kissed his cheek, rousing him, and cast one last glance at me before she began kissing his mouth with real emotion. I moved towards the foot of the bed. His big cock was still buried and still mostly hard. They made out like young lovers and soon his hips began a small up and down motion that clawed at my heart. Moments later he began fucking her again.

I sat in the chair in the corner, taking my erection in hand. My heart pounded with a mixture of triumph, arousal, and a strange, unexpected tenderness. I had given my wife an experience she would never forget, and I had loved every second of it.

Their kissing paused for a moment, and she turned her head to find me. A slow, satisfied smile spread across her face.

“This is incredible,” she whispered, her voice husky. “God, Amir. Where did this come from?”

I left the chair to lean down and kiss her, a deep, loving kiss that was all mine. Cooper turned his head away so that my wife and I might share this intimate moment. How strange it felt for me to kiss her while his fat cock moved inside. I’m sure the same strangeness touched her.

“It’s complicated,” I teased.

Now was not the time to discuss such things. Now was the time for more fucking. I backed off a step and Cooper raised himself over her again. She looked up at his young, handsome face and grinned.

“You are crazy sexy,” he said.

“Look who’s talking,” she countered.

He grabbed her leg and moved it to his shoulder and then did the same with her other leg. He positioned her ass where he wanted it, his fat cock a bridge linking their bodies. I stole a look at her pussy and gasped. His thick cock had her stretched into a tight circle. Her opening was stuffed with cock. He pushed, easing his rigid inches deep, sliding through her wetness and the cum he’d already shot into her. Her long, slow groan slayed me. I swear listening to that groan I could almost feel what she felt. He gradually filled her on the inside and then he stopped and held himself fully buried. She caught her breath and he began to push even deeper, pressing against some internal barrier that gave way bit by bit. Her eyes grew wider as he forced her to accept more cock than she ever had.

“Kiss her,” he told me. “Kiss her while I have my whole cock inside her.”

I leaned over my wife, but her eyes were unfocused. She only partially saw me. I bent and our lips touched and she responded, but she was turned inward. He stretched her pussy in every direction. That inner barrier must have opened a little more because I saw his hips jump forward an inch and Saffy gasp and melt.

“Nngh!” she groaned. “I’ve never felt anything like this.”

He began to thrust, back and forth, short, gentle strokes, working his penis deep inside. My wife’s moans became a constant flow of sound.

“Ohmygod,” she whimpered. “I can’t believe it. Make me cum again, Cooper. Can you? I can. I want you to cum in me again. Can you?”

“I think so,” he chuckled. Then he turned to me. “Is that all right?”

My dry lips stuck together.

“Yeah,” I rumbled. “I want to see it. She wants it too.”

He moved his hands to her narrow waist and started pumping his hips faster. He kept that big dick almost fully enclosed, withdrawing maybe an inch of cock each thrust. He fucked her with short, strong strokes until her ragged breathing told us all she was close.

“Cum for me,” he teased. “You want my load?”

“I do,” she gasped.

“Cum for me first. You’re so beautiful when you orgasm. Cum for me. Turn me on. Make me go off inside you again.”

His words had a powerful effect. Saffron was lifting her hips to meet his thrusts. She squeezed her pussy around his shaft like a vise, coaxing him, milking his climax. Tightening herself around his thick shaft rocked her world too. She soon began a loud mewling that became a long moan. Then it hit. She thrashed on the end on his meat like he’d skewered her. Her eyes rolled around and a throaty cry erupted. I grabbed her bouncing tits and tweaked her nipples and my wife orgasmed like thunder all over his invading cock. He’d held himself back but no longer needed to, adding his deep growl to her screech and pumping out another massive glut of semen, soaking her uterus in male essence, seeding her fertile womb. I released one of her tits so I could stroke my cock to the spectacle. I held back though. No way would I cum now. I intended to fuck her messy cunt the moment he left, whether that was ten minutes from now or tomorrow morning.


Chapter 9

It was tomorrow morning. The young stud was insatiable. He broke down her inhibitions and turned my wife into a cock loving slut. I joined them in my limited ways, helping him make her climax again and again. We dozed off together, only to awaken and start all over again. We were exhausted by the time he left.

The minute the door closed behind him, Saffron was all over me. She pushed me down and grabbed my cock, straddling me and driving me deep. We kissed with fury and fucked like fiends. I got so turned on fucking her used cunt. She was slick and slippery but the knowledge I fucked her through another’s sperm set my brain on fire. I felt feverish. I tried hard to make her cum again, but he’d burned those nerves out. She begged for my seed, and I gave it to her in a massive explosion of lust.

I caught my breath for only a moment and then rolled her onto her back and kissed my way down to her pussy. I wanted to make her cum one last time and I was going to get it. I kissed all around her swollen cunt and then planted my mouth over her clit. She groaned like she rose from the dead. I licked and sucked and nibbled, enjoying the spicy tang of her, driving her higher and higher until she exploded like I had, thrashing about and almost screaming.

After that, we collapsed into deep sleep. There was a serious conversation headed our way. There was no avoiding it. But not now. Not after the most amazing night ever. I knew in my heart that when we awoke, we would be living inside a very different marriage. I would welcome it.

I was right, but I had no idea how right I would be.

The sound of water running in the bathroom sink woke me. Saffron was already up, brushing her teeth. She’d thoughtfully closed the door and taken Midget in there with her. I scratched my head and yawned and the events of last night came pouring in.

Dear Lord in Heaven, what did I do?

I eased out of bed and pulled on underwear. I tapped on the bathroom door. Midget scratched and whined. Saffron opened the door.

Her face was radiant. She smiled, drooled a little toothpaste, laughed and sprayed more, and then bent over the sink and spit. She dropped her toothbrush and jumped into my arms.

“You bold fucking bastard!” she cried.

She squeezed me hard, laughing. I returned the fierce hug and then we kissed. I tasted minty freshness.

“I guess this means you’re okay with it,” I chuckled.

“Okay? Baby, I reveled in it. I lost myself to it. That was easily the hottest fucking thing we’ve ever done, and I so hope you’re willing to try it again. What on Earth got into you? How did you even think of that? It’s crazy, Amir. It’s like a fantasy that actually happened. I’m ecstatic. If I’d known putting his dick in my mouth would lead to all this, I would have done it years ago.”

Midget was pawing at my leg, so I crouched to pet him.

“It’s because I watched you,” I said.

“Watched me what?”

“That night at Duality. I left Jason to the girlies and crossed over to your side. I hid myself behind a post and watched you and Angie carry on. I didn’t get jealous or angry. I got turned on. I mean, it took me a little while to figure out that was how I felt but once I did, I knew I needed to do something. You were so honest in your confession, and I heard the real excitement in your voice regarding Cooper, I figured I’d let you have what you truly wanted.”

“You took such a huge risk.”

“Did I? It felt like the right thing to do, actually, which is weird.”

“How much did you see that night?”

“I watched until the big black bouncer came by and made you stop.”

“Oh boy.”

“What?”

She spit paste in the sink again.

“Cooper came back to our table after he danced. Angie stood guard and I sucked that young man’s cock again. I sucked until he filled my mouth with cum. You only saw the little bit I did at first. We rejoined you and Jason two hours later. I sucked Cooper’s cock a lot before then. Angie did too. If that table tucked back in the corner had offered more privacy, I might have fucked him.”

“Wow.”

“Yeah. Wow. Now you know what I apologized for. Are you jealous?”

I shook my head.

“Nope.”

She stepped close and kissed me deeply. I understood better how my impulses had perfectly aligned with her desires. Lucky me.

“You wanted that hot young stud and you got him.”

“I did, thank you very much. You know, that blindfold worked some magic on me. I thought I cared more about him being younger than me but placing that blindfold over my eyes forced me to notice physical things more. Forget everything I said about his age. That big cock rocked my world. Angie is right. I had no idea there was such a difference.”

“Cooper warned me about that. He said you’d really notice.”

“I did. Being blind and tied up stripped every other distraction away. All I knew were the moments he touched me. When I felt him begin to penetrate, that’s when I knew it wasn’t you. Those sensations melted my brain. When can we do it again? I’m ready. Not this minute, obviously. My poor pussy needs some time to recover. But soon. This weekend, maybe? He’s a sexy young man and probably in demand. We may have to wait a while. Oh! Does it have to be him? Maybe you can find another hot lover for me? Am I moving too fast? Am I talking too much? Ha Ha Ha! I feel giddy!”


Chapter 10

The sound of the ice clinking in my glass was a sharp, crystalline counterpoint to the low hum of the air conditioning. I watched Saffron from my armchair, the way the lamplight caught the sheen of her collarbone as she laughed at something on her phone. She was luminous, a work of art, a warm glow of pale skin and easy confidence. A possessive warmth bloomed in my chest. I loved her more than I could articulate, and it was that very love, I think, that had planted the seed of the idea in my mind days ago. It wasn't a sudden thought, but a slow-growing vine, nurtured by late-night conversations and shared fantasies.

I told her about Byron and what I’d seen through his living room window.

I worried about introducing her to such a man so close and so accessible, but she’d been right about Cooper. The man had little opportunity for a repeat performance. We’d been pondering what to do when I finally confessed what I’d seen. That started a whole new debate. She worried that Byron, being an older man, might not want me there or, at the very least, not want me to participate like I had with Cooper. I hadn’t considered that. Cooper had been fine with me joining in here and there. We continued to discuss possibilities until our talk culminated with her asking one simple question.

"Have you ever considered what it would be like to just watch?"

I hadn’t. So, I did.

I found the idea intoxicating.

Me, her husband, the architect of her pleasure, witnessing it from afar. What bittersweet agony would that provide? No longer us doing it to her but solely him. I remembered Kurt that night, hanging back, touching himself but not his beloved wife. The anguish would be magnitudes greater, but perhaps that was the point? Perhaps they had discovered some exotic thrill I knew nothing about?

Our older neighbor Byron was a man of imposing presence. He lived alone, kept to himself mostly, but we’d see him tending to his classic Mustang or mowing his lawn, his frame still solid, his shoulders broad beneath his linen shirts. His hair was a shock of pure white, thick and unruly, matching the full, neatly trimmed beard that sometimes framed a face weathered by a lifetime of sun and smiles. He was hairy, in a way that spoke of pure, unapologetic masculinity, a thick dusting of white across his chest that I’d glimpsed once when he’d changed a shirt by his car. I’d heard neighborhood rumors, the casual chatter about him being quite the ladies' man in his youth, but I’d forgotten it as soon as I heard it. Now, of course, I knew the truth.

“I think it would be agonizing,” I said.

Her eyes flared with excitement.

“Right? It would turn you into a caged lion. Imagine what you’d do once you got your hands on me again. I’d want you there, watching, so me going to his place while you wait at home is out. I don’t want that. But you, seated nearby while I opened my legs to him. That sounds hot and delicious. I know what it would do to you and I love the idea. I think that’s what Kurt and Chloe discovered. I bet Byron likes that idea too. Imagine fucking another man’s wife right in front of him. God! What an ego rush that must be.”

She had a point. My involvement with her and Cooper had been minimal, so not that much would actually change. But knowing I wasn’t allowed to touch her, knowing I had to wait until he finished and handed her back to me. Jesus. That sounded brutal. She was right though. I’d need to fuck her brains out once she was mine again.

“All right,” I said. “If we can agree this is an experiment and not something carved in stone. We tried something wild with Cooper and we liked it. Now we’ll try something wild with Byron and see if we like that too. If I don’t, promise we’ll try something different next time.”

“I promise,” she blurted.

We studied each other for a long time. Our old marriage was dead. Our new marriage lived on.

"I’m glad he's huge," she muttered. "All that confidence. I wonder how many wives he’s conquered on this street. I would be joining an exclusive club."

“The hot wives club.”

“Exactly.”

The fantasy had taken root, watered by my own burgeoning curiosity. I wanted to see her completely unleashed, to see her pleasure amplified, stretched to its absolute limit by someone different, someone who embodied a raw, primal energy. I wanted to be the one who gave her that. The power in the act of giving her this experience was its own potent form of arousal.

So I did it. I invited him over.

He’d been surprised, of course, when I’d cornered him by his mailboxes, my heart hammering against my ribs. I’d stumbled through the words, my face burning, but Byron had just listened, his pale blue eyes calm and unreadable. When I finished, he’d taken a slow breath, the corner of his mouth twitching into a faint, knowing smile.

"Amir," he’d said, his voice a low, gravelly rumble. "That's a bold invitation. Are you sure about this?"

"More sure than I've been about anything," I’d lied.

He’d simply nodded.

"Alright. Friday night. I’ll knock on your door at eight o'clock. Are you sure about me coming to you? Wouldn’t you rather come to my place?"

I’d shaken my head.

“Saffron wants us in our bedroom. She says it will change everything about that room. She’ll never think of that space in the same way again, and that’s what she wants.”


Chapter 11

Eight o’clock and the doorbell rang. The sound of Saffron’s heels vibrated through the hardwood floor and straight up my spine. Her eyes were wide and glittering with a mixture of nerves and raw excitement. Where I was a bundle of anxious energy, she was a coiled spring, ready to release.

"I'll get it," I said, my voice tight.

I stood, smoothed my shirt, and walked to the door.

When I opened it, Byron was even more imposing than I remembered. He wore a dark, short-sleeved shirt showing a scruff of white chest hair. He smelled of clean soap and something else, something woodsy and male.

"Amir," he said, greeting me with a pleasant nod and a smile.

His gaze flicked past me into the house, landing on my wife. She had dressed to titillate; not too revealing but her love of feminine fashion had all the right curves accentuated.

"Byron,” I said. “Come in."

I stepped aside, feeling like a teenager again, awkward and out of my depth.

He entered, his presence immediately filling the small foyer. Saffron rose from the couch, and I saw the way her eyes roamed over him, a slow, appreciative sweep. She was wearing a deep red silk dress, tied loosely at the waist, and she looked like a goddess greeting a conqueror. Her fabulous tits strained against the thin material, eager to bust free.

"Byron," she said, her voice a low purr.

"Saffron," he rumbled, his smile widening.

The initial moments were thick with a strange, charged politeness. I offered him a drink, which he accepted, a simple whiskey on the rocks. We made small talk about his car, about the heat, each word a carefully placed stone on a path to something else entirely. I could feel the thrum of anticipation in the air, a palpable energy that Saffron seemed to drink in. She was glowing, her pupils dilated, her body language open and inviting. I failed to realize how the tension built inside her. He was there to fuck her and she was ready, more ready than I understood. It was she who broke the stalemate. She aimed the remote at the television and put on some slow, sensuous music. She turned to face us.

She was reborn. The old version of Saffron was gone. She held our complete attention and loved it. That body she had spent so much time and effort covering was now ready to burst forth. With a deliberate, sensual grace, she untied the belt of her dress. The silk parted, revealing her gorgeous body beneath. My breath caught in my throat. I’d expected lacy underthings, but she was beyond that. I knew every inch of her, but seeing her like this, presented as an offering, was a revelation. Her skin seemed to glow, her breasts full and tipped with dark, hardened nipples. Her stomach was soft and flat, leading down to the neat triangle of bare skin between her legs.

Byron didn't move, but his eyes darkened, his gaze intense and hungry. He took a slow sip of his whiskey, his eyes never leaving her.

Saffron shrugged the dress off her shoulders and let it fall to the floor in a whisper of silk. She looked at me, her eyes locking with mine, a silent question and a shared thrill passing between us. I gave her a barely perceptible nod, permission to have this man. Then she turned her full attention to Byron.

She walked toward him, her hips swaying, and stopped just before him. She reached out, her hand resting on his chest. She looked up at him, a challenge and a plea in her eyes.

"Show me," she whispered. “Amir says you’re big.”

Byron set his glass down on the mantelpiece with a soft click. He placed his large, calloused hand over hers, then slowly brought it down to the waistband of his trousers. He unbuttoned them, and then the zipper, his movements unhurried, confident. He pushed them down, and my own heart hammered as he freed himself.

He was, as Saffron had fantasized and I had described, magnificent. His cock was thick and heavy, a powerful shaft of flesh that wasn't even fully erect yet but already promised a formidable size. It rose from a nest of sparse white hair, the sight of it against his tanned skin and her hand, which now reached out to touch it, was almost painfully erotic.

A soft gasp escaped Saffron's lips as her fingers curled around him.

"Oh," she breathed, her voice filled with genuine awe. "That’s thick."

He began to harden in her grasp, growing with every slow stroke of her hand, until he was a rigid, imposing staff of flesh. Saffron looked back at me, her eyes alight with a fire I'd never seen before. It wasn't just lust; it was triumph, pure joy. She was loving this. Every second of this.

"Come here, Amir," she said, her voice husky.

I shook my head, refusing her invitation and setting the stage for Byron.

“This is you and him,” I said.

I moved down the hall to the bedroom and they followed, kissing. My legs felt like lead. I dropped into the large armchair in the corner. I squirmed in my seat, my own growing erection straining against my pants, a prisoner to the scene unfolding before me. Byron led Saffron to our bed. He was gentle but firm, his hands roaming her body, exploring her curves with a practiced touch. He lowered his head to kiss her, and I watched as their mouths met, a deep, searching kiss that was all passion and no pretense. His white beard must have been a strange sensation against her smooth skin, but she melted into him, her arms wrapping around his neck, pulling him closer.

He laid her down on the comforter, his body covering hers. He was a tall man, and she looked small and delicate beneath him. He kissed her neck, her collarbone, his lips trailing a path down to her breasts. He took a nipple in his mouth, and Saffron arched her back, a moan escaping her lips. He was in complete control, his every move designed to stoke her arousal, and she was a willing, eager participant.

He moved lower, his mouth tracing a path over her stomach. He settled between her thighs, and I watched as he began to pleasure her with his tongue. Her hands drifted to his head, her fingers tangling in his thick white hair. Her moans grew louder, more desperate, filling the room. She was lost to it, to him, to the sensation. I watched her face, a mask of pure ecstasy, and felt a surge of emotion so complex it was almost painful. There was jealousy, yes, a sharp, acidic sting. But beneath it was a profound, overwhelming pride and a deep, throbbing arousal. I had given her this. I had given her to him. I was witnessing her at her most beautiful, most uninhibited, and it was the most incredible thing.

He mastered her quickly, bringing her close to orgasm then backing away. He toyed with her, doing the same over and over until she gathered bedspread in her fists and groaned.

“Let me cum,” she rasped.

He said nothing, tongue darting as he continued her torment. The message was clear. He was in charge. He was the source of her pleasure, and he would decide when and how. She hated his control, but she loved it. Nothing he did was as I would have done it, and she loved that too.

The air in our bedroom was soon thick, heavy with the scent of Saffron’s perfume and the raw, musky smell of sex. I’d placed this chair in the corner specifically for this reason. My cock was rock hard, straining against the fabric of my jeans, but I didn’t touch it. Not yet. My job was to watch. To absorb and commit to memory every single moment.

He licked all around her sensitive opening, occasionally slipping his tongue into her slick inner folds. My wife moaned constantly. Her hips rose and fell. She was his willing victim.

Once he had her whole body trembling, he guided her to hands and knees. He moved around in front so she could watch him remove the rest of his clothing, his stiff cock pointing directly at her like a threat.

I drank in the sight. The incredible body she’d kept hidden for all those years was now on full display, and not merely to me, her husband. She showed off for Byron too, loving his hungry eyes crawling over every inch. He moved around behind her and ate her slit from the back, then moved higher and tongued her puckered asshole. He pushed the tip inside and Saffy gasped at the incursion. That area had always been off limits to me. He returned his tongue to her drenched cunt and lapped at her opening and then he pushed his thumb up her ass. My wife groaned and rotated her butt slightly.

When he had her vibrating like a piano wire, he climbed up behind her. Saffron was on her hands and knees in the middle of our king-sized bed, her perfect, heart-shaped ass arched high in the air. Her back, that elegant slope I knew so well, was slick with a sheen of sweat. Her head was turned to the side, her cheek pressed into the duvet, eyes squeezed shut as she gasped for breath. Her fingers were white knuckled, gripping the sheets like she was afraid she’d be fucked right off the bed.

Byron bent his stiff cock lower and rubbed the head around her slick opening. His tanned skin was darker than hers, and his wiry body corded with muscle. He was fit and smart and handsome and she cared nothing for any of that at this moment. At this moment, all my wife cared about was that fat, blunt head he used to tease. He radiated power and control. The colossal piece of meat between his legs already owned her.

He began to push.

Her head came up and her expression changed to a kind of agony, a good kind. He shoved another inch or two deeper and I imagined how he must be expanding her on the inside. She’s tight around my penis, She had to be a vise around his. He was hard as glass, unyielding, and my wife was forced to adopt his shape, his size.

I watched, mesmerized, as he gripped Saffron’s hips with his large hands, his fingers digging into her soft flesh. He pulled back slowly, and I saw it. That thick, veined shaft, glistening with her wetness, emerged from her open cunt. It was long and thick; a tool built for pleasure and destruction. He left just the bulbous head inside her, teasing her, making her whimper and push back against him, trying to take more of it.

"Please," she breathed, her voice ragged. "Byron, please."

A low chuckle rumbled from his chest.

"Please what, Saffron? Tell your husband what you want."

Her eyes fluttered open and found mine across the room. They were glassy, unfocused with lust.

"I want him to fuck me, Amir," she moaned, the words a delicious poison in the air. "I want him to fill my pussy with cock. Tell him to fuck me."

My heart hammered. That was it. That was the drug. Seeing her so completely lost to it, so shameless in her desire for another man.

“Fuck my wife, Byron,” I croaked.

With a grunt, Byron drove forward. He didn't ease into it. He slammed his hips forward, burying that monster to the hilt in one powerful stroke. Saffron cried out, a sharp, guttural sound of pain and ecstasy that was music to my ears. Her whole body jolted forward, her tits swinging freely beneath her.

He set a punishing rhythm. The sound of his hips slapping against her ass echoed through the room, a wet, fleshy percussion that was the soundtrack to my darkest fantasies. 

Thwack! Thwack! Thwack! 

Each thrust drove a gasp from her lungs, each withdrawal made her cunt gape, a slick, pink invitation for his return.

"Look at that pussy," Byron growled, his voice a deep, commanding bass. "Look at how she swallows me. Have you noticed how she squeezes my cock every time I’m buried? She’s milking me. She wants my load. Your little wife was made to fuck, wasn't she, Amir?"

I could only nod, my throat too tight to speak. He was right. Seeing her stretched so wide, taking something so much bigger than I could ever give her, was one of the most beautiful, most erotic things I had ever witnessed. My wife wasn't just being fucked. She was being conquered, and she loved every second of it. He reached forward, grabbed a fistful of her long blonde hair and pulled her head back. Her back arched even more, a perfect, desperate bow.

"You like that?" he snarled. "You like how I'm fucking you in front of your husband?"

"Yes!" she squealed, her voice cracking. “God, yes! Harder!”

He obliged. His movements became more forceful, more primal. He was a piston, a machine, driving into her again and again. I could see the muscles in his thighs and ass flexing with each brutal thrust. I watched his heavy balls swing forward, smacking against her clit with every impact.

Saffron was almost sobbing, overwhelmed by the sensation.

"I'm gonna cum," she warned. "Oh, fuck me, I'm gonna cum so hard on your big dick." Her body went rigid. “I’m— Aaaargh!”

A long scream tore from her throat as her orgasm ripped through her. Her cunt clenched around Byron's shaft, and I saw her juices gush out, coating him, running down her inner thighs. He never stopped. His cock was a piston as she came all over it. My sweet, petite, polite, and modest wife lost her mind on the end of his dick. He growled like an animal and she only came harder.

He fucked her body until she started to go limp. He slowed and then stopped, allowing her to slide off the end into a pile of arms and legs. His triumphant dick throbbed, gleamed from her pussy juice. He grabbed the corner of the bedspread and wiped himself off and then moved to the headboard. He sat and spread his legs wide. Saffron lifted bleary eyes, gazed at his undefeated meat. He pushed his dick forward with his thumb.

My wife understood. She crawled forward like a disobedient child, curling her hands around him and sheltering his dick with her head. Her hair fell forward but I heard a meaningful slurp. Byron smiled. He leaned back and thoughtfully moved her hair aside, granting me a full view of my wife orally worshipping his meat. She suckled on the head while gently stroking his length with her delicate fingers. She lifted and pressed him against his stomach and lowered her mouth to his balls. Her tongue carefully lifted each into her mouth, one at a time, rolling him around before easing him out again.

Then she shocked me by going lower. She pressed her face between his butt cheeks and tongued his asshole, just as he’d tongued hers. I groaned. She’d never shown my balls such reverence, much less teased my ass. I’d unlocked something inside her, freed some long-manacled part of her by introducing Cooper to our bedroom. She ate Byron’s ass and then licked all the way up to the head again. She squeezed his shaft with both hands, testing how rigid he’d become, and was surprised to see a milky pearl of semen form at the tip. She hesitated, understanding what she was about to do, and then wiped the dollop away with a sweep of her tongue. I groaned again. This was all too much to take. I stood and shed my clothes quickly, retaking my seat and gripping my erection. I had planned on saving myself so I could fuck her after he’d gone but those plans flew out the window. I knew now he’d be here all night and when it was over, she’d remain his for days. No way would I deny myself the exquisite pleasure of jacking off while he fucked her.


Chapter 12

With him, she learned what sucking cock truly meant. He let her play for a long time but soon began to guide her, encouraging her to take more and more, teaching her how to relax her throat and the importance of easing as much cock into her mouth as possible. He told her when she was getting him close to orgasm and he informed her she’d be swallowing everything he shot. She was nervous, but she offered no argument. His calm, assertive nature left no room for dispute. He told her she was going to drink his semen and that was that. She worked his inches, fondling and sucking and he let her know when it was rising. He stroked her long hair as he erupted and my loving wife sucked hard, pulling that hot sperm up his shaft and gulping it down.

I ejaculated like a fountain all over my lap.

I held my breath, wondering if it was over. It wasn’t. Byron kept his cock in her mouth and engaged me in casual conversation. I couldn’t help but stare. The sight was mesmerizing. He went soft slowly and we talked about life and politics and work, and the entire time Saffron continued to nurse on him like hard candy.

After a long while, he grew hard again.

Saffron was delighted. She suckled his meat until he throbbed again and then she crawled on the bed next to him and opened her legs. He rolled over and moved between them, and she reached down, searching, hunting for his big cock and guiding him in. His was not the only cock she made hard again. I groaned when she gave him her pussy. They kissed hot and fierce and he feasted on her gorgeous tits, kissing all around her ears and neck before sucking her nipples. His fat dick moving in and out was enough to make her cum again and I surged harder when she cried out in orgasm. It lasted a long time. Once she came down from it, she spoke softly.

“Cum inside me,” she said, and I remembered when she’d spoken similar words to Cooper. “Cum inside me. I love feeling a man cum inside me.”

I released my dick. I almost spurt. Byron lifted himself over her and struck a steady rhythm, driving himself towards the edge. His gaze stabbed me.

“You say it too,” he growled. “Tell me to do it.”

I realized he wanted to conquer us both, husband and wife.

“Do it,” I said. “Cum in her. Cum inside my beloved bride.”

That was all it took for him. With a final, mighty roar, he buried himself deep inside her. I saw his balls tighten, his whole body going rigid as he pumped her full of sperm. He held himself there, grunting, emptying himself into my wife's fertile womb. Over and over, he unloaded those big heavy balls.

When he finally pulled out, and his semi-hard cock fell away with a wet slurp. It was still massive, slick and shining with their combined fluids. A thick, white river of his seed immediately leaked from Saffron's pink, swollen pussy, trickling down her thighs and staining the sheets beneath her.

Her head collapsed onto the pillow. She was a spent, trembling mess. Byron held himself over her for a moment, his chest heaving, a look of absolute triumph on his face. Then he looked at me, a slow, knowing smirk spreading across his lips. He knew. He knew I loved it as much as she did.

I was uncomfortably hard and leaking precum. I wrapped my hand around it, my eyes fixed on the sight of my well-fucked wife, lying there marked by another man. I stroked myself, hard and fast, the image burned into my memory. It only took a few seconds before I was adding my own mess to the night, my cum shooting across my hand and stomach in powerful spurts.

In the quiet aftermath, the only sounds were our heavy breathing. Saffron rolled over, a blissful smile on her face, and looked at me. Byron settled in. He would sleep and then they would continue fucking. This would be a long night.

"Did you like that, baby?" she whispered, her voice hoarse.

I just smiled too, the satisfied grin of a man who has everything.

"I loved it," I said, and I meant it.


Chapter 13

The leather of the sofa creaked beneath me, a subtle sound that was completely drowned out by the rhythmic, wet slapping echoing from the master bedroom. I took a slow pull of my scotch, the burn doing little to settle the tight knot of anticipation in my gut. Beside me, Jason sat on the edge of the cushion, his knee bouncing nervously, his eyes locked on the open doorway like a man waiting for a verdict.

"You sure about this, man?" I asked him, keeping my voice low. "You don't look ready."

Jason swallowed hard, not looking away from the hallway.

"I've never been more sure or more terrified of anything in my life," he muttered. "She needs this. We need this. I need to see it."

I nodded, understanding the fucked-up dynamic of it perfectly. We’d discussed it many times over the last month: both the fantasy and the reality. Jason and Angie were desperate for a baby, but the doctors gave Jason little hope. His sperm count was simply too low. They lacked the money for IVF and Angie had discussed her frustrations with Saffron, her best friend, venting about how unfair life could be. That was when my wife revealed to her our secret sex life. My wife did not check with me first, which annoyed me, but I understood why. Angie was distraught and ready to clutch at anything.

“Even when you think you’re ready,” I warned Jason. “You’re not.”

He swallowed hard. He glanced at his bedroom door again. 

“Is he big?” Jason mumbled.

“Porn star,” I said.

Jason exhaled.

“I hope he doesn’t hurt her.”

“He won’t,” I reassured him. “Byron is the supreme cocksman. He’s fucked almost every wife on our street. Girls talk. Word got out. He’s a skilled lover. Angie will fall in love with the dude’s cock.”

“That’s way more than we signed up for.”

“I was only trying to lighten the mood.”

Jason seemed inconsolable. My words did nothing to sooth his brow.

“I’ve watched him with Saffron,” I admitted.

Jason’s head snapped up. He locked eyes with me.

“You have?”

“Yes. I thought Angie would have told you. Byron has fucked Saffron numerous times. If you can handle the intense eroticism of the moment, he’ll give you the baby you crave.”

Jason wrung his hands.

“Maybe it would be less stressful if I could see what was happening?”

I drew a deep breath and exhaled.

“If you think you can handle it.”

He nodded. I gulped the remainder of my drink and he did too. Before we could stand and head for the bedroom, a loud cry drifted down the hall, piercing and high.

Angie, rocked by her first orgasm.

"Fuuuuck," Jason hissed through his teeth, making fists of his hands until his knuckles turned white. "Listen to her. What’s he doing?"

It was a surreal kind of arousal, watching my friend tortured by the sounds and the looming dread he felt. His wife was just a few dozen feet away, getting wrecked. We heard the bed frame hit the wall with a steady rhythm. 

Thud. Thud. Thud. 

It was heavy, slow, and deliberate. Byron was taking his time with Angie, enjoying himself while putting on a show for the rest of us, the way he does.

"Do you think he's got all of it in her?" Jason asked, his voice cracking.

“No,” I replied. “Byron’s a patient man. He's probably teasing her with it. Giving her some while withholding the rest. He won’t stop until he makes her crave the whole thing buried to the hilt. This is only going to get more difficult for you. You can stay at our house if you need to leave. I’ll call when it’s over."

Another moan, deeper this time, guttural and desperate.

"God, Byron!" Angie cried out, possibly cumming again already.

Jason squeezed his eyes shut for a second, his chest heaving.

"She never makes noises like that for me," he whispered, the confession hanging heavy in the air. "Never. We just want a baby for God’s sake. Does he need to give her so much pleasure too?"

"Tonight isn't for you," I said bluntly, the words sharp but true. "Tonight, she's getting fucked by a bull. Orgasms help conception."

He let out a shuddering breath and opened his eyes again.

"Yeah. Yeah, you're right. I won’t leave her with him. I’ll stay. Thank you for the offer, but I’ll stay. We’re doing this as a couple. Together."

The sounds of Angie’s pleasure grew louder. The wet, sloppy noises of flesh meeting flesh mixed with Angie’s broken sobs. I pictured it perfectly, because I’d seen it with Saffron. Angie’s pale skin against Byron’s tan, weathered frame, her legs wrapped around his waist, her back arching as he split her open. It was graphic, visceral, and happening just fifty feet away.

"I want to see," Jason said suddenly, standing up. "I can't just sit here and listen anymore."

"You’re certain?" I asked.

“I am.”

He squared his shoulders and looked at me, checking for judgment, but found none. He nodded and walked toward the bedroom, his first steps tentative. I listened to the symphony of sex ramping up: Byron’s low grunts, the slap of skin on skin, Angie’s pleading whimpers. Jason was about to walk into a hurricane.

I stood. Curiosity is a powerful drug, and I wasn't immune. I walked to the hallway and stopped in the shadows of the doorframe, looking in. The sight hit me like a punch to the chest. Byron knelt on the bed between Angie’s spread thighs, holding her legs wide apart, his strong hands gripping each ankle. His thick tube glistened with her arousal. He was driving into her with slow, invasive strokes that made her body shudder. Jason stood by the dresser, watching with a mix of agony and awe, his hand moving absently over his crotch. Saffron, in the bedroom with Angie for morale support, sat with her back to the headboard. She softly stroked Angie’s hair like a midwife. She’d stripped naked and I caught Jason checking out my wife’s delicious body.

Let him have this at least, I thought. Memories of Saffron nude.

Byron opened Angie like a wishbone and raised higher on his knees. We all got a perfect view of his rigid phallus stuffing Angie’s bald cunt.

"Look at her," Byron growled to us, aware we’d joined them, but not looking back at us. "Look how she loves it. Do you love my cock, Angie?"

Angie turned her head to her husband, eyes glassy and unfocused, unsure how to respond. Byron pushed several inches deep and Angie’s eyes closed as she moaned. There was no need for her to answer. Every person in the room knew the truth. It was intense. It was raw. It was primal.

Honestly, I was surprised my wife hadn’t joined them already.

As I leaned against the doorframe, watching the scene unfold, I felt the heat in the room rising. This was what they wanted, what they had pleaded for. Byron picked up the pace, causing the headboard to repeatedly slam into the wall with a force that shook the pictures. That old fucker was going to make Angie orgasm right in front of her husband, and there was nothing she could do about it. She tried to resist, but there was simply no denying the exquisite pleasure of his heavy cock. Saffron and I had learned that lesson already.

Angie threw her head back and wailed, climaxing hard on the man’s stiff, thick cock. Byron drove the piston in and out, stretching the woman’s tight pussy. Her cry sailed through the bedroom air and Jason winced, but I noted he’d taken his penis out and now pleasured himself.

We’d all timed this event to match Angie’s fertility cycle, and I knew the size of Byron’s huge loads. A baby will be made tonight. We will go home and Jason will fuck Angie one more time, adding his ejaculate to the sperm already inside her, just in case.

Like Jason, my wife pleasured herself as well. The erotic charge in the bedroom air electrified all of us. I took out my dick too, joining the crowd as we all christened the arrival of new life.

The documents were signed. Byron would fade from their lives.  That was the plan anyway, but I wondered: now that they’ve done it once, would they think what’s the harm in doing it again? What if nature intrudes and no baby takes shape? The agreement says until a conception. That could take several tries. In fact, what if they accept this new way of life and desire to do it all the time, like me and Saffron?

There was no going back for any of us.

Byron filled his lungs and straightened his back. Muscles clenched. I knew the signs. I’d seen them many times. My eyes jumped from a sexy Angie getting royally fucked to poor Jason, wrapped in agony as Byron gave every indication he was about to explode.

Then, Byron did. Jason wilted but jerked his cock faster. Byron pounded sweet Angie into the mattress as his fat balls clenched and his thick cock swelled. He trumpeted like a bull elephant, blasting his huge load far up inside Angie, drenching her uterus, flooding her womb. Angie urged him on, begging for more and more, begging him to give her every potent seed the man carried. Byron spewed massive gushes of semen until hot liquid splashed each time their hips slammed together. Tortured and anguished, Jason shot his load too, unable to hold back to the sight of his beloved bride taking another man’s sperm.

I know exactly how he felt.

End.
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