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Chapter One

“Were you looking at my ass?” Esme asks, standing up and stepping out of the closest where she’d just finished putting a pair of shoes on her shoe rack.

“Busted,” I admitted, giving her a smile. “But surely you can’t blame me.”

My wife closes the closet door and makes a show of admiring her reflection in the mirror mounted on the outside. Her blue eyes dart down to her ass, firm and tight in her short jean shorts.

“Okay, it’s hot,” she says, her voice even with no hint of either vain conceit or polite self-deprecation. “But the rest of me ain’t bad, either.”

She’s right about that. She’s fit and slender, with toned legs and a flat tummy that don’t come at the expense of a shapely backside or nice-sized perky breasts. She’s wearing a white sports bra that’s doing a terrible job of keeping her diamond-hard nipples in check, and her long blond hair is tied up in a ponytail, allowing a nice view of the muscles in her shoulders and back.

I look above her shoulder to see myself in the same mirror. Compared to her, I’m a little less… spectacular. At 35, I’m ten years older than she is, and with my glasses and unkempt and prematurely graying hair I look more like a professor from her master’s degree program than her husband. Like her, I’m fairly slim, but unlike her I have no tone or muscles to accentuate my build. I’m not sure how I ended up batting so far out of my league, but it’s not something I’ve ever complained about.

We’ve just spent the day putting our bedroom back together after painting it. We’re both sweating like pigs in the summer heat, but once again the differences between us couldn’t be more plain: the effort and sweat make her look radiant and glowing, whereas I just look gross and out of shape.

“I think there are a couple of boxes still in the hallway,” Esme says after we both finish eyeing her incredible body in the mirror. “Would you mind bringing them in while I grab stuff for my shower?”

“Sure thing,” I say, leaving the room.

I return carrying a black, plastic storage container, its lid slightly askew from being moved around so much. My mouth drops open when I see Esme, who’s already lost her sports bra to get ready for her shower, and I’m so locked on to her perfect little tits that I don’t notice the half-full water bottle on the floor until my foot is already on it.

I start to go down, dropping the storage container and reaching out for the bed to keep myself from completely faceplanting. I survive the ordeal with only my pride injured, but the plastic box hits the floor and its contents spill everywhere.

Steadying myself on my feet, I look at Esme. She’s staring down at the floor, her eyes wide and face going red.

Several sex toys are now on the floor at our feet. A couple of them I’m familiar with and have used with her--a small vibrator and this thing that simulates clit-licking. Others I haven’t seen; a bright purple dildo, two other vibrators which are much larger than the one I’ve used with her. But my eyes are instantly drawn to a huge dildo that’s remarkably lifelike. So lifelike it could pass for a real cock.

I bend over to pick it up and Esme grabs my hand. “I’ll get it!” she exclaims. “I mean, them!” she quickly follows up.

I ignore her, brushing off her hand and grabbing for the big cock-like dildo. It’s heavier than I’d have thought, and my thumb absent-mindedly runs along the incredibly real-feeling veins that run up and down it. It looks and feels like real human skin. Real, tanned human skin.

“Didn’t realize you were, uh, so adventurous,” I mutter.

That’s not entirely true. I’m somewhat aware of my wife’s extensive… let’s call them “adventures” during the five years of her adult life before we met. In fact, it’s directly because of those adventures--the frequent hook-ups and one-night-stands with immature guys who only wanted one thing from her--that we’re together. Her aunt Belinda, who I used to work with, set Esme up on a date with me after they had a long talk about the guys who had used Esme and then ditched her the next morning.

Esme was looking for something more, something meaningful and real, and, despite our age difference (or maybe because of it), I turned out to be just what she needed.

Or, I think as I grip the giant, realistic dildo in my hand, so I thought.

“Here,” she says, grabbing the tip of the dildo to try to pull it out of my hand. “I’ll put everything away.”

I don’t just let the dildo go, though, and as she tries to tug it out of my hand, it tilts up enough for me to see there’s some kind of printing on the base of it. I pull it back away from her and read what it says out loud.

“Clone-A-Weiner?”

Esme drops her hands and looks away from me.

“Um…” I say. “Whose…”

I can’t quite finish my question, and Esme remains silent.

“Whose… whose weiner is this a clone of?” I finally manage to ask. And then, because I’ve always used humor to break the tension in awkward situations, I move the fake cock down to my crotch. “Because it sure as hell ain’t mine!”

I’m smiling, hoping to get a laugh out of her that doesn’t come. Instead, she keeps looking away from me, biting her lower lip.

Which, fuck, that’s really cute and makes me want to throw her on the bed and fuck the answer out of her.

But I need to know.

“Whose is it?” I ask again, more seriously this time.

“Nobody you would know,” she says sheepishly.

“Well, I’d certainly hope not,” I say, still studying the fake cock as if I might recognize it, even though I’ve never seen another man’s cock in person. “So it shouldn’t be a big deal for you to just tell me.”

“Okay, fine,” Esme says, clearly getting frustrated. “It’s Troy’s.”

“Troy,” I repeat. “Your… your personal trainer?”

Esme’s face goes even redder than it already was. “We had a thing a long time ago,” she says.

“A long time ago,” I repeat, but given that I know she’s only been sexually active for about seven years, “a long time ago” likely means something very different to her than it does to me.

“Before we got together?” I ask, though I’m not sure I want to know the answer.

Esme recoils like I’d raised my hand to slap her. “What? Of course. Troy and I are only friends now, if you can even call it that. And he’s a personal trainer, but not my personal trainer. He just works at the gym, and I see him there every now and then. I swear you’re the only man I’ve been with since our third date.”

I blink. “Was Troy between our first date and our third?”

She bites her lower lip again and looks away, thinking about it. “No. He was before.”

My heart is pounding in my chest, my mind racing with the idea of asking her exactly what happened--and with who--between our first and third dates, but I stick to the topic at hand.

“So… you have a near perfect replica of the cock of an old boyfriend who you still see on a fairly regular basis?”

“He was never my boyfriend,” she says.

“Not sure that makes this any better,” I say.

“I can get rid of it,” she says quietly. “If you want me to.”

I should tell her I do want her to. That’s my first instinct, and I’m not sure there are many men in the world who’d disagree. But surely I’m not so insecure as to feel threatened by a piece of silicone, even if it does look like her old lover’s apparently considerable manhood. I mean, she’s my wife and our sex life is great.

Okay, maybe not “great,” at least not all the time, but that’s certainly not her fault. She’s always more than willing and quite enthusiastic, even if it takes me a while to get it up. And even though I usually can’t make her come without the use of toys.

But still. She’s mine, not some rando she fucked before we even met. I’ve never doubted that, and I don’t doubt it now.

With only a little hesitation, I hand her massive toy to her so she can put it back in her box.

“No,” I say. “I want you to keep it. What’s yours is yours, and it’s none of my business.”

“You know,” she says, holding the fake cock in one hand while she slaps it into her other. “We could… make it your business…”

With that, she slides the toy down to her crotch and rubs it over the front of her jean shorts. I stare silently, my jaw dropping open.

“Oh my God,” she says, hurriedly throwing the dildo into her toy box. “I’m sorry. That was too much.”

“Yeah, maybe,” I say.

But I think, feeling an uncomfortable and growing tightness in my jeans, maybe not.


Chapter Two

We don’t mention the fake cock the rest of the day, which turns out to be pretty pleasant. After our showers, we have dinner and watch a little Netflix. Esme pats me on the leg and stands up from the couch.

“Why don’t we… go to bed?” she asks in the way she usually does when suggesting we might not get much sleep for a while.

I raise an eyebrow and she giggles, reaching for my hand and pulling me to the bedroom.

We’re on each other as soon as we cross the threshold. I pull her tank top off, baring her tits, which I immediately bend down to kiss. She pulls my t-shirt over my head and then drops to her knees. Before I know what she’s doing, she’s got my sweat pants pulled down, with her mouth only inches away from my cock.

She grabs me, slowly stroking with one hand while cupping my balls with the other. She leans forward, planting a kiss on the tip of my cock.

“Let me know when you get close,” she says. “Because I’ve got somewhere else this thing needs to be tonight.”

I nod as she opens her mouth. I inch forward, moaning as the underside of my dick slips across her lower lip and onto her tongue.

I put a hand on the top of her head, my fingers intertwining with her hair. I hold her in place as I start rocking forward and back on my heels, slowly fucking her face. I lean my head back and close my eyes, letting the tingling pleasure build. The sounds of slurping and my hot little wife’s moans fill the room, and I start moving faster.

I grab both sides of her head and move her back and forth along my cock. And then, for reasons I’ll never understand, I start thinking about her big dildo. The one molded from her ex-lover’s cock.

From Troy’s cock. From the man who, for all I know, she sees every time she goes to the gym. Which is four days a week.

I wonder if she sucked his cock like she’s sucking mine now. My stomach feels hollow when I realize that of course she did. As much as she acts like she enjoys giving me a blowjob, my dick is tiny compared to his.

To the toy, I mean. Although, I have to assume it’s an accurate representation.

From there, my mind moves on to how he must have fucked her. I wonder how that even worked. She’s such a tiny thing, so taking someone his size must have stretched her out pretty good. It’s a wonder she even enjoys it when I fuck her.

And then of course I start thinking that I’ve never made her come, at least not with my cock. I’ve gotten her off a few times with my mouth, but we typically have to break out the vibrator so she can climax.

I wonder if she came with Troy.

Before I know it, I shoot my load into Esme’s mouth, making her gag. She pulls back away from me before I can completely finish, and the bulk of my cum goes onto her face and into her hair.

The last of it’s still spurting out when she says, “What the hell, Shep?”

“I’m sorry,” I say. “I’m really sorry. It’s just that it felt so good and…”

Esme looks up at me, her chin still dripping with my cum, and gives me a fake pout. At least, I think it’s fake.

“It’s too bad,” she says. “I was really looking forward to having that cock inside me tonight…”

She sounds playful, but it stings a little nonetheless. Whenever I come, I’m out of commission for a good twenty-four hours and sometimes longer. It’s a fact that she says doesn’t bother her, but it bothers me.

I wonder if Troy was able to come more often than that. I’m sure he probably was…

“Well, you have other tools at your disposal,” she says, standing up. Her hand brushes against my hand and works its way up my arm and chest, finally settling on my lips.

“I do, indeed,” I say.

I watch as she slips out of her sleep shorts and gets onto the bed, lying on her back and spreading her legs. My eyes don’t leave her glistening pussy lips as I consider pulling my sweat pants back up. It’s not like I need to be naked for this part. Ultimately, I decide to kick them away. I’m pretty worked up, and they say there’s always a first time for everything.

I position myself between my wife’s legs, rubbing her inner thighs before leaning down so I can start kissing the soft skin there. I slowly work my way up toward her pussy as she runs her fingers through my hair. When my lips meet her outer folds, I smile when I hear her gasp.

I start licking, circling around and around the outside of her pussy, savoring the tangy taste of her juices. Her hand on my head gets more insistent, pulling me closer to her. I bury my nose in her pubic hair and continue licking, sliding one finger into her warm, wet opening.

Her hips buck and she raises up into me, grinding herself on my face. I lick at her clit, which elicits another loud gasp. I slip a second finger inside.

“Need more…” Esme whispers.

I respond by using my finger on her clit as my tongue continues its work on her outer lips.

“More…” she whispers again. “Are you… can you fuck me yet?”

My heart sinks. I’m enjoying this, I really am, but I’m still flaccid.

I pull my face away from her and say, “I’m afraid not.”

“Fuck,” she says.

“Toy?” I ask. I’d been hopeful I could get her off with my fingers and tongue this time, but no such luck.

“Sure.” She almost sounds relieved that I’m the one who brought it up.

Esme starts to move, to reach under the bed for her toy box, but I stop her.

“I’ll get it,” I say.

I move over to the edge of the bed and reach underneath, feeling for the plastic bin. I pull it out and nudge the lid off just enough to reach my hand inside. My hand finds one of her toys. I can’t see what I’m grabbing, but it only takes a second for me to realize which one it is. I’d held it in my hand for several minutes only this afternoon, of course.

I sigh heavily.

“What is it?” Esme asks. “What’s wrong?”

I pull the fake cock up out of the box and show it to her, expecting her to laugh. Instead, she rolls her eyes.

“Put it back and get the vibe,” she says.

I start to do just that, but something stops me. I look at her pussy again, warm and wet and positively glowing with her excitement, and then back at Troy’s fake cock. Once again, I’m struck by how big it looks in comparison to my wife’s tight, tiny body and wonder how it would even fit inside her.

I have to know.

I blink, wondering where the fuck that thought came from. My own cock, which pales in comparison to the monster I’m holding in my hand, twitches. I raise an eyebrow. Might I get a second time around this evening after all?

Instead of putting it back, I move the big dildo toward my wife’s clearly needy pussy.

“What are you--oooooh” she says, her voice trailing off into a desperate moan.

I slide the tip of the thing up and down her opening, still questioning whether or not it can actually fit. Maybe she just uses it on the outside, like we do sometimes with the vibrator.

But I wonder if Troy was ever content with just rubbing his real cock around and around the outside of my wife’s tiny little pussy.

She’s squirming pretty good now, and I’m thinking I’ll be able to get her there by just doing this. But then she raises her hips up to thrust into the fake cock and the big head of it slips past her outer lips.

“God…” she mutters, working herself onto the head of the fake cock in my hand.

I raise an eyebrow and start to ease it inside her.

“Yes…” she says, encouraging me. “Fuck me with it, Shep.”

I give her what she wants, slowly feeding more and more of the big thing into her cunt. It doesn’t take long for her to swallow most of it inside her pussy, and once it’s in as far as I can get it, she starts moving up and down while I slide it in and out.

She’s got her eyes closed, and I can’t help but wonder what she’s thinking about. That leads me to wondering what she thinks about when she uses this thing when I’m not around. It may not be Troy, exactly, but the way she’s panting and gripping the bedsheets, seemingly already close to an orgasm, it’s almost certainly not me, either.

“So fucking close, Shep,” she says. “Don’t stop…”

“I won’t,” I assure her, choking the words out. I’ve never seen her come vaginally before; even when we’ve used toys, it’s always clitoral stimulation that gets her off. The idea that she’s going to climax on this monster cock, fashioned after an ex-lover, is almost too much to bear.

It’s heart-breaking and humiliating and yet… I can’t stop fucking her with it.

And I can’t look away.

She’s sweating now, fucking the cock as much as it’s fucking her, practically bouncing on the bed. I hold my breath, waiting to see whose name is on her lips when she loses it.

Turns out, it’s not mine, and it’s not Troy’s. It’s God’s.

“Holy fuck,” Esme says, trembling as I pull the fake cock out of her. “That was…”

“Pretty intense,” I finish for her.

I move off the bed. I grab a cleaning wipe from Esme’s toy box and I wipe down the dildo. When I do, my fingers wrap around it, and I’m struck once more by its size. Its girth. Its realistic veins…

Esme laughs. She’s raised up on her elbows, watching me practically give her fake cock a handjob. “I think you might like it as much as I do.”

I feel my face turn red. “No, it’s just… I can’t believe they can make something so realistic. At least… I assume it’s realistic?”

“Oh yeah,” she says. “Uh, I mean, as best as I can remember.”

“Right,” I say, dropping the dildo into her toy box and sliding the box back under the bed.

“Hey,” she says, reaching for my arm. “Are you okay?”

“Yeah,” I say. “Why wouldn’t I be?”

I’m afraid my voice betrays my true thoughts. I’m afraid she’ll play into my insecurity and say something like, “Oh, I don’t know, you just used a perfect replica of my ex-boyfriend’s cock to fuck me because you weren’t up to the task.”

But she doesn’t. Instead, she just says, “Good. Because that was… incredible.”

I lie down beside her and she snuggles up close to me. I feel my cock twitching and, even though it’s nowhere near ready for a second round, I can’t help but feel turned on despite everything.

“Yeah,” I say. “Incredible.”


Chapter Three

I’ve been so beside myself today that I left work early. I pace the living room floor, unable to get the sight of the giant fake cock sliding in and out of my wife’s pussy out of my head. She’s not home right now; she’s got a class at the university and then she’d said she might stop at the gym on the way home.

The gym. Where she might see Troy, the inspiration for the big dildo I used on her last night.

I sit down at the computer desk in one corner of the living room. Despite my better judgement, I get on Esme’s Facebook page and look at her friends list. Even though I don’t know Troy’s last name, it doesn’t take me long to find him. There’s only one Troy on her friends list… Troy Walker. And, yes, he’s a personal trainer at the gym Esme goes to.

Clicking onto Troy’s Facebook page doesn’t tell me much, as it seems he rarely uses it. There’s some old pictures of him and his family, some of a couple of cats, and an old car that he’s working on with a man I can only assume is his dad. There aren’t any actual posts that I can see that are newer than five years.

I pick up my phone and get on Instagram, which is something I didn’t even have until I met Esme. The only thing I’ve used it for before today is liking her countless selfies and pictures of food. I look through her followers and find Troy pretty quickly, clicking on his profile.

And… bingo. Hundreds of photos, most of which are gym selfies. I flip through them. Most of them are just him, showing off his handsome face with bright blue eyes and the slightest hint of stubble. A few show him shirtless, advertising that he practices what he preaches during his personal training sessions. There are a couple with women, each of them touching him in some way and looking at him like he’s everything they ever dreamed of.

I click back so I can see a bunch of photos at a glance, and I scroll mindlessly through his pictures. It takes me a while to realize what I’m looking for: Esme. I don’t see her after a few minutes of scrolling and I don’t know whether I’m relieved or disappointed.

Sighing, I click onto one of his pics, this one obviously taken by someone else since it shows a mostly full body view of him. He’s wearing gray gym shorts and a t-shirt with some sports team I’ve never heard of. There’s an outline of his cock showing against his shorts. I pinch to zoom the picture in for a better look.

I hold the phone close to my face, trying to measure how big he is from just the picture, comparing the image in front of me with the memory of the fake cock that I shoved into my wife last night. I do take into account that he’s probably not exactly horny while working out at the gym, but from what I can tell he seems pretty sizable even without being aroused.

“Whatcha lookin’ at?”

I jump a little in the chair and my phone goes flying out of my hand. I’d been so focused on trying to measure Troy’s manhood through his gym shorts I hadn’t heard my wife open the door and come in.

Esme looks down at my phone, which has landed, conveniently, face up near her feet. She bends over and picks it up.

“Oh my,” she says, not even bothering to hide her amusement. “You’re obsessed with this man’s cock, aren’t you?”

I feel my face flush red as I try to stammer out a response. “No, it’s just… no. Not like that. I just…”

“You just, what, Shep?”

“I just… I know you’re not always happy with me,” I say. “With my… performance. And probably size. And he…”

Esme sets my phone down on the desk and sits on my lap. “Shep, honey, you make me perfectly happy. You’re kind, and generous, and loving. What more could a woman want?”

“A big cock?” I ask, trying to inject some humor into the situation again.

“Oh, come on, Shep.”

“I’m serious,” I say. “I’ve never seen you come vaginally before last night. Not with toys and certainly not with me. You can’t say you’re not missing… something… by being with someone like me instead of him.”

“Okay, fine,” Esme says. “I’m not going to lie to your face and say that it wasn’t nice being with someone with such a nice… big… package. But I wouldn’t trade what we have for all the nice, big packages in the world.”

“No, of course not,” I say. “You’d get way too sore way too quick if you had all of them.”

That makes her burst out laughing, but I’m suddenly picturing her actually getting all the nice, big packages in the world. Just one well-hung guy after another in a seemingly endless line, waiting on their turn to pleasure my wife.

My cock jumps in my pants, pressing hard against Esme’s ass. She looks at me and raises an eyebrow.

“Bed?” she asks.

“Bed,” I reply.

Our clothes are mostly off by the time we hit the bedroom. Esme falls toward the bed, her arms wrapped around my neck to pull me down on her.

I stop before getting all the way down, though, and kneel next to the bed. I reach for the box underneath the bed and pull it out, sliding off the top. There, centered perfectly among Esme’s various other sex toys, is the big, fake cock.

“Don’t,” Esme says breathlessly from the bed. “Just you this time.”

“Okay,” I say, trying to hide disappointment I know I shouldn’t be feeling.

I climb onto the bed, on top of her, and she reaches down between us to grab me. She strokes me, making sure I’m hard, before guiding me toward her opening.

She’s evidently as ready for this as I am because I slide inside easily and quickly. Esme puts her hands around my neck and pulls me down into a kiss as I start fucking her.

“That’s it,” she says. “It feels soooooo good.”

I look down at her, wondering if she’s faking it. She’s got her eyes closed, so she could be thinking about Troy for all I know.

I shake my head. As far as I know, I’m the only one thinking about her ex, which is pretty fucked up given the circumstances.

“Faster,” she says, whimpering.

I start fucking her faster, but I slide out and have to reinsert myself. I try to be more careful, but it happens again.

“Are you having trouble staying hard?” she asks.

I hadn’t noticed it, but she’s right. For some reason, I’m going soft, despite my earlier readiness. I try sticking my cock back in, but it’s almost entirely flaccid now.

“Fuck,” she whispers.

I slide off of her, knowing from previous experience that once this happens there’s no fixing it. I get soft, I start thinking about how I got soft, and no amount of stimulation will get me going again anytime soon. I can practically feel the frustration radiating off of my wife.

A phone starts ringing from the floor. Since I’d left mine on the desk in the living room, it must be Esme’s. I get off the bed and pick up her jeans, fishing her phone out of one of the pockets.

Both of my eyebrows raise when I see the screen.

“It’s… it’s Troy,” I tell her, handing her the phone.

“That’s weird,” she says, answering the phone and putting it on speaker.

“Hey there,” she says.

Am I imagining that she said that in a flirty way?

“I thought you were stopping by the gym today,” Troy says, his voice deep and rich.

“No, I was thinking about making it in today but decided not to,” she says. I wonder if she now regrets that decision, seeing our afternoon delight was a bust.

And then I have what’s probably the craziest idea I’ve ever had. Part of me knows it’s stupid, but the rest of me is guiding my body into motion. I reach under the bed for the toy box again and pull out the big, fake cock.

Esme shoots me a questioning look as I move it toward her. “What the fuck are you doing?” she mouths silently to me.

I can’t help but notice she’s not exactly squeezing her legs shut as I guide it to her lower lips, still warm and wet and ready for something I just couldn’t give her today. She audibly gasps as I shove the head of the thing just barely inside.

“Are you okay?” Troy asks.

“Uh huh,” she says, gasping again.

“Do I need to let you go?”

Esme looks at me and seems to be giving me another questioning look. I shake my head and mouth, “Keep talking.”

“No,” she says, and I can tell she’s fighting back against the gasp that wants to escape her lips as I shove the fake cock deeper inside her. “I’m good. I’m really, really good.”

That gets a laugh from Troy. “Yeah, that’s right, you are,” he tells her. “If I remember correctly, you are very, very good.”

My eyebrow raises and my cock twitches at the suggestive language.

“Well, my husband agrees with your assessment,” Esme says.

I have the cock almost as far as it’ll go now, and I start working it in and out of her. Esme grinds against it, helping me out.

“He is one lucky man,” Troy says. “I can’t think of another relationship I regret fucking up more than the one we had.”

Esme’s lower half shakes as she lets out a squeal.

“Oh, does that make you happy?” Troy asks.

“Maybe a little,” Esme says, her eyes still on me. Her face is red and it seems like she’s looking to me for guidance.

“It’s okay,” I mouth to her silently, continuing to move the dildo back and forth.

Troy changes the subject to the reason he called in the first place: that Esme had left her water bottle at the gym the other day and he wanted her to know he’d put it behind the front desk for her. Esme thanks him for that but is otherwise quiet while he drones on about other stuff, including complaining about this older couple who gripe at every little thing when they come in.

Esme grips the bedsheets with both hands and stops moving with me, allowing me to take care of her. I look down at her toes and smile when I see they’re curling; she’s getting very close now.

Suddenly, she picks her phone up from the bed and says, “Sorry but I need to--” she slaps at the screen, trying to end the call, before finishing her sentence: “goooooooooo!”

I start laughing as she orgasms, wondering if she cut off the call in time.

I then feel an awful hollow feeling in my gut. What the fuck is wrong with me? Wondering if--hoping that--another man--and not just any other man, but a former boyfriend who served as the model for the dildo I’m holding inside Esme--heard my wife climax while being fucked with said dildo.

But I also feel something else, too. My cock is harder than it’s been in quite some time.


Chapter Four

“I thought we were going home,” Esme says a few minutes after we leave the mall.

We’ve just finished a little shopping trip where she got to pick out some new lingerie that I can’t wait to see on her. She seems to be glowing, and has been since yesterday. I’d like to think my sudden ability to perform after the dildo-and-phone-call combo that got her off has something to do with it. She told me this morning it was the best sex she’d ever had, so I’m probably glowing a little, too.

“One more stop,” I tell her.

About ten minutes later, we pull into the parking lot of Esme’s gym.

“What are we doing here?” she asks, her voice tinged with suspicion.

“Picking up your water bottle.”

“I was just going to get it when I come tomorrow,” she says.

“Eh, we’re out and about anyway,” I say, trying to sound casual. “May as well go ahead and get it.”

Just before we get to the door, Esme grabs me by the wrist and pulls me toward her. “What’s the deal?”

“What do you mean?”

“You’re acting very strangely,” she says. “Ever since you found out about the Clone-a-Weiner.”

“Strangely,” I repeat.

She nods. “Yeah. And, really, ‘strangely’ is putting it mildly. Most guys would be at least a little bothered by it, but you…”

I sigh. “I can’t explain it. I wish I could. But,yeah… I know what you mean. It’s strange. Putting it mildly.”

“And you seem obsessed with Troy,” she points out. “Looking at his pictures, letting me talk to him on the phone while you… you know…”

The urge to make her tell me exactly what I did to her as she talked on the phone to him is almost overwhelming, but a woman is walking past us to get into the gym so I let it go. I must say, I enjoy the way Esme’s face blushes at the memory of last night.

“And now you’ve brought us here,” she says. “Where you’re sure to see Troy in person. Is that what you want? Do you want to meet him?”

There really was no other reason for me to have brought us here, but now that I’ve heard her say it out loud I’m not so sure. Yes, I’ve been unexplainably interested in her ex, but meeting him face to face isn’t something I’m sure I’m ready for. I don’t know what to do with these fantasies I’ve been having about my wife and Troy, but I know as well as anyone that fantasy and reality are often very different, and sometimes the two should never meet.

“I don’t know,” I finally admit. “I thought…”

“You thought… what?” she asks. “That maybe if you saw him in person, he’d seem less like a hot, muscular guy with a giant cock and more like a regular person? What if he turns out to be exactly what you fear?”

“Fear?” I say. “I don’t fear him… whatever he turns out to be.”

“What is it, then?” she asks. “What exactly did you hope to accomplish by coming here today?”

Before I can answer, the decision is made for us when Troy himself opens the door. The way Esme’s eyes light up when she sees him makes me almost regret my decision to come here.

But then my cock starts twitching…

“Troy!” she exclaims, as if she’s surprised to see him.

“Hey there,” he says, his voice just as deep as it was on the phone yesterday. He steps out of the doorway to let someone else out, and stands on the sidewalk with us. “I was just leaving, but your water bottle is behind the front counter like I said.”

“Thank you so much,” Esme says. When Troy notices me, she tells him, “I don’t think you’ve met my husband. This is Shepherd.”

I reach out my hand for him to shake. “Shep to my friends.”

“Nice to meet you, Shepherd,” Troy says, shaking my hand. I try not to wince at his grip.

He’s every bit as handsome, tall, and muscular as he is in his pictures. With dark hair, tanned skin, and a chiseled jaw, he’s a walking thirst trap. No wonder Esme fantasizes about him.

At least, I assume she does, what with the Clone-a-Weiner and all.

“Well, I guess I’ll go in and get my water bottle,” Esme says. “Thanks again for finding it for me.”

“No problem,” Troy says. “We really need to catch up some time.”

“Catch up?” I ask. “Don’t you guys see each other here all the time?”

“We do,” Troy says. “But I’m working, and Esme is pretty focused when it comes to her workouts. We might say hi in passing, but it’s not like we talk much.”

“Right,” Esme agrees, shooting me an intense look.

“Huh,” I say. I feel weird about that. I can’t say I’m disappointed, exactly, and it’s not like I thought Esme was cheating on me. I just figured they’d have so many good memories from their time together that they’d be more than just passing acquaintances now. “Well, yeah, then you guys should totally catch up some time.”

“What?” Esme says. “You want him to come over for drinks or something?”

“I’m free this evening,” Troy says.

I shrug.

“Shep, I don’t think…” Esme says.

Troy cuts her off. “If it’s weird or something....”

“You should come over for drinks,” I blurt out.

“Really?” Esme says, her brows knitting together.

“Yes,” I say, patting Troy on the back. “We’d love to have you over.”

“Cool,” Troy says, a bit uneasy. He turns to Esme and says, “Text me your address and I’ll be there.”

Esme and I watch him leave, getting into a pickup truck that’s entirely too big and loud for city driving. As he pulls out of the parking lot, Esme grabs me by the wrist.

“What was that about?”

I shrug. “He wanted to catch up, and I’m sure you do, too.”

“Why do I get the feeling this is more about what you want than what I want?” she asks.

“I have no idea what you mean,” I say. “Now, go get your water bottle so we can get home and prepare for our guest.”


Chapter Five

I have no idea what I think this evening is going to accomplish. I can’t explain the strange feelings I’ve been having when thinking about my wife and her handsome ex and his apparently gigantic dick. Finding out they’re not still close, even though they’re frequently in close proximity to one another, should have been a relief. Most husbands in my position would no doubt still have a problem with them spending so much time together in the same place, despite their assurances they don’t even really talk.

But here I am, pushing them closer together.

Do I want my wife to cheat on me with her well-hung ex-lover? Not exactly. But the fact that the word “no” doesn’t immediately and emphatically scream itself into my brain should give me pause.

The next hour passes in a haze of neurotic preparation. I vacuum the living room with the focus of a forensic scientist, mentally rehearsing lines of conversation. Every decision--from which craft beer to offer Troy (something masculine, obviously) to the strategic angle of the accent pillows--feels monumentally important. This isn’t just a casual get-together; it’s a bizarre, self-inflicted audition. An opportunity to prove… what? That I’m cool? That I’m secure enough? Or maybe, deep down, that I’m worthy of including Troy in my erotic fantasies about my wife.

The truth is, my obsession with Troy isn’t really about him, or at least, not all of him. It’s about the Clone-a-Weiner, the physical embodiment of the one thing he could give my wife that I can’t. Not content with the well-sculpted facsimile, I’m bringing the original model into my house, into my space, to see what would happen.

It feels like I’m standing at the edge of a cliff I’ve personally paved the way to.

Except… what do I think is going to happen? Do I think Esme is going to be so overcome with lust for her ex-lover that she’s going to fuck him right in front of me?

I almost laugh at the thought. My cock, on the other hand, has a different reaction.

The clock reads six-thirty. Half an hour until Troy is due to arrive. I’m in the kitchen, pouring myself a stiff drink with hands that shake slightly, when I hear the subtle creak of the landing floorboards. I turn toward the staircase, and the anxiety in my chest dissolves into a pure, erotic jolt of arousal.

Esme floats down the stairs, and I swear I forget how to breathe. She’s wearing a scrap of pale yellow linen--a new sundress from our shopping trip earlier today--that looks less like clothing and more like a beautifully draped suggestion of clothing. The fabric is light, clinging softly to the upper curves of her breasts before cinching at her flat tummy. It’s cut scandalously high on her legs, showing off her toned thighs that seem to go on forever. She’s left her long blond hair down, the waves falling over one shoulder, and she’s put on just enough makeup to make her blue eyes piercing and her lips look irresistibly kissable.

She looks like she’s dressed for a hot first date, not welcoming an old fling into her married home.

“Well,” she says, pausing on the bottom step and giving me a slow, calculated turn that sends my imagination reeling. “How do I look?”

My mouth goes dry. “Like you knew exactly what you were doing when you picked that out,” I manage, my voice a low, gravelly sound.

“I have no idea what you mean,” Esme says, batting eyelashes at me.

I swallow hard. This--my always-sexy wife being on full display for her virile ex-lover, who’s going to be here any minute--is the result of my meddling. I’ve set the stage, and now the leading lady has walked onto it, dressed for a role I never dreamed I’d write. The sight of her is devastatingly hot, but what’s truly lit the fuse of my desire is the specific knowledge that Troy is going to see her like this.

She’s not dressed like this for me. She’s dressed like this for him.

Esme smiles, a sly, knowing curve of her lips that makes me question everything I thought I knew not only about my marriage, but marriage in general. She knows the filthy thoughts I’ve been having, so she’s playing up her desirability to see how far I’ll push things.

Is that it? Or does she want something to actually happen tonight?

She joins me in the kitchen, the short dress swishing around her hips, and pours herself a glass of water. She smells faintly of vanilla and sunshine.

“I just wanted to look nice for our guest,” she says, but her eyes hold a deeper challenge. “Did I succeed?”

Before I can stutter out a response, the sound of a heavy diesel engine rumbling into our driveway grows loud, followed by a deep, resonant knock on our front door.

Troy is here.


Chapter Six

I take a look at my untouched Old Fashioned on the counter, considering whether to down it in one gulp. I don’t, and as I walk to the door with every single muscle in my body vibrating, I can feel the brown liquid’s siren call behind me. This was the moment I’d engineered, the moment of fantasy I’d been nurturing in secret (although it’s not much of a secret, is it?) forced into the harsh, unforgiving light of reality.

I pull the door open. Troy stands there, filling the frame.

In this instant, there’s no comparison between us. Troy is simply more of everything. He’s taller, his shoulders wider, his jaw firmer. He’s just wearing simple jeans and a dark t-shirt, yet he looks like he’s modeling for a men’s health magazine. There’s an easy, confident looseness to his posture that I, in my own tight t-shirt and nervous energy, simply can’t replicate.

“Shep, man,” he says, extending a hand that swallows mine whole. I notice he’s using the shortened form of my name, unlike earlier. “Thanks for having me over. This is cool.”

“Come on in,” I manage, pulling the door open wide.

As Troy steps past the threshold, Esme materializes from the kitchen, a vision in that brief, pale yellow sundress. The air in the room doesn’t just change; it crackles.

Troy’s eyes find her instantly. I watch his easy smile falter, replaced by something slower, deeper, and profoundly appreciative. He takes a long, unapologetic visual scan, starting at her bare legs and working his way up. It’s a look of pure male hunger, and I surprise myself by finding it glorious to witness.

“Esme,” he says, his voice dropping an octave. “Wow. You look incredible.”

“Thanks, Troy,” she replies, her voice smooth and playful. She walks right up to him and offers a cheek for a kiss, her body brushing against his. “We’re glad you came. Can I get you a drink?”

“Whatever you’re having works for me,” he says, still focused on her. “Except you should probably know I’m sober now. Have been for almost a year.”

“That’s great!” my wife says with genuine enthusiasm. “I’ve been trying to cut back on alcohol myself.”

“Definitely better for your body,” Troy says. “Uh, health-wise, I mean.”

As Esme moves into the kitchen, I notice it. My gaze snags on his crotch. Even in simple jeans, his masculinity is undeniable, pressing against the denim with a distinct, intimidating presence. I know it’s exactly as large, exactly as long, and exactly as thick as the silicone replica I’ve been so desperately obsessed with. I swallow hard, dragging my eyes away, but not before I see a subtle smirk touch the corner of Troy’s mouth. He knew I was looking.

Esme returns with two glasses of water and hands one to Troy. They sit on the couch, not close enough to touch but not exactly far apart, either. I look around awkwardly for a moment, deciding where to sit. There’s technically enough room on the couch, but we’d all be a bit crowded, so I end up in my recliner, facing the two of them.

The first ten minutes are polite, if forced, banter. We talk about work, about the city, about the new art gallery downtown. But I can feel the tension in the room, almost as if it were a third person on our sofa.

Then, Esme shatters the facade.

“Okay, I have to be honest,” she starts, setting down her water and leaning forward on the sofa, her dress riding up her thighs and demanding Troy’s attention. “Shep has been a little weird lately. And… you’re the reason.”

Troy raises an eyebrow, amused. “Oh yeah? What did I do?”

Esme glances at me, her eyes twinkling with a daring I haven’t seen before. “It’s about the dildo.”

Troy blinks once. Then twice. He looks between us. A slow grin spreads across his face. It’s a look of disgust or confusion, but of pure, unadulterated delight. He throws his head back and laughs… a huge, deep, booming sound that fills the room.

“The Clone-a-Weiner,” he roars, wiping a tear from his eye. “No way. You told him about that?”

“Well, I didn’t mean to,” she says, looking slightly embarrassed. “He, uh, found it.”

Troy looks at me, eyebrow raised. “Is that right? And it didn’t… piss you off or something?”

I cough, my throat suddenly very dry. I think about my drink, left sitting on the kitchen counter. I try to think of something to say, but my wife beats me to the punch.

“Kind of the opposite, actually,” she says.

Troy’s eyes meet mine, and there’s no judgement. Just a strange mix of amusement and pride. “You’ve been playing with it?”

I can only nod, my throat closing up.

“And now the model for your toy is sitting on your couch,” Troy observed, folding his large hands together. His gaze is intense now, locking onto mine. “So, what is this? Was the replica not enough for you?”

The conversational barrier vanishes, replaced by a deep, swift current of shared, forbidden intimacy.

Esme speaks, her voice steady and deliberate. “Do you want to see it, Shep?”

Troy shoots Esme a startled look for just a second before turning back to me with that serious, intense gaze of his. The world narrows to just the three of us. My heart hammers against my ribs, making my chest ache. The polite, nervous husband disappears, replaced by the man who’s fantasized about Troy and his giant cock for weeks. The man whose core desire has been laid bare by a silicone toy.

I manage to move my head in a slight, trembling nod.

Troy grins, a genuinely wicked, confident smile. Without breaking eye contact, he stands up. He reaches down to the waistband of his jeans, casually pulls down the zipper, and slips his hand inside his underwear. He adjusts himself slightly, pulling on the massive thing so it’s pointed upward, and then lowers the top of his underwear just enough to allow the tip of his erection to appear.

My breath hitches. The blood roars in my ears.

And then he shoves down his underwear enough so the entire thing is revealed. It’s exactly the same as the toy. The shape, the size, the sheer, impossible girth. A perfect, thick, living sculpture, dark and prominent against the white of his brief underwear.

Troy chuckles, enjoying my stupefaction. He looks to Esme, then back to me. “Keep in mind I’m not quite, you know, all-the-way right now, but… how good a job did those Clone-a-Wiener people do?”

“A… a pretty good one,” I whisper, unable to look away. I can’t believe he’s not even entirely erect yet. He’ll probably be even bigger than the toy once he’s… I stop that thought. Once he’s, what? Am I thinking something is going to happen to get him “all-the-way?”

I’m not thinking clearly, that’s for sure. I’ve never seen anything like this, at least not in real life, and the fact that it’s here, in my house, that my wife used to have it inside her on a regular basis, is making me woozy.

Esme comes to me, kneels between my legs, her arms on my knees and her face only inches away from Troy and his big cock.

God help me, my own pathetically smaller cock is pushing against my pants so much it hurts. She’s going to ask me something and I’m going to say yes, whatever it is.

“So, husband,” she says, her voice teasing, but her eyes serious. “Do you want to touch it?”

I shake my head violently. That’s not the question I was expecting. “No. I don’t want to. I’m not…”

She smiles again, a knowing, dangerous smile. “Okay,” she says, her voice dropping to a throaty whisper as her gaze shifts back to Troy’s exposed manhood. “Then… do you want me to?”


Chapter Seven

I stare at Esme’s face, inches from Troy’s massive, only half-erect cock. Her blue eyes are fixed on me, challenging me. Waiting for the final, irrevocable answer to the question she just whispered: “Then… do you want me to?”

The world is silent except for the frantic drumbeat in my chest. I shake my head, trying to form the word no, but the sound catches in my throat. I see the question in her eyes change, softening into a plea: Tell me what you want, Shep.

This is it. The end of my life as a mere husband, and the beginning of… something else entirely.

I nod. It’s barely a movement, a tiny jerk of my neck, but the answer is given. Yes. I want you to.

A slow, triumphant smile spreads across Esme’s face. It’s the most beautiful, dangerous smile I have ever seen her wear. She doesn’t look like my wife; she looks like a goddess, one of reckless desire and unspoken need, and I am her devoted follower.

She doesn’t look away from me as she reaches out. Her fingers are slender, pale against the dark, prominent shaft of Troy’s masculinity. She cups the head gently, feeling the weight and the heat of it.

I gasp. Troy lets out a low, rough exhale.

Esme’s touch is both delicate and exploratory, as if she’s rediscovering a long-lost treasure. She’s still looking at me--she hasn’t looked at Troy or his cock yet--and I see the memory in her eyes. It’s the muscle memory of a former intimacy. She slowly begins to stroke him. That wasn’t necessarily part of my agreement, but I don’t say anything to stop her. Her knuckles drag against his jeans, and the sound of skin against veiny skin is deafening in the silence of our living room.

Troy closes his eyes for a moment, letting out a sound of pure pleasure. “Damn, Esme,” he murmurs.

She ignores him, focused entirely on me. Her hand is tracing the massive dimensions that I’ve only experienced in cold, rigid silicone. I can feel the overwhelming, immediate shift in the room, from a tense conversation to a private, erotic show engineered for my consumption. My own body aches, my pathetic imitation of an erection straining painfully against my pants.

“You’ve been thinking about this a lot, haven’t you?” Esme asks me, still stroking Troy, who’s now leaning back into the sofa, a look of blissful surrender on his face. “Every time you looked at the toy, this is what you wanted to see.”

I can only nod, my eyes blurring with tears of shame and arousal.

“This can be it,” she whispers, barely loud enough for me to hear. “Or it can go as far as you want. I’m sure he’ll be fine with whatever happens.”

She nods toward Troy, who’s so lost in what she’s already doing I doubt he hears her talking about “whatever” might happen next.

“All you have to do is say stop,” she says.

She stands up, moving with a predator’s grace. She reaches for the hem of her pale yellow sundress, the dress that was made perfectly for this moment, and pulls it straight up over her head. The material is so light it falls away instantly, revealing the stunning architecture of her body: her flat stomach, the curve of her hips, and her perfectly trimmed pubic hair.

I realize two things in the same instant: she didn’t bother to even put panties on and she shaved.

For him. She shaved for him. She knew this was going to happen, even if I didn’t quite know.

Troy groans and reaches for her, his hands barely touching her waist but twitching a little, as if they want to do so much more. He’s staring at her with the same baffled wonder that I have.

“Let’s give my husband a show,” Esme says to him, her voice low and husky.

She drops to her knees so she’s eye-level… no, mouth-level… with Troy’s cock, which twitches toward her like a divining rod toward water. She cups his balls with one hand and uses the other to bring his shaft to her pretty red lips.

She moves forward, and the tip of Troy’s cock disappears into my wife’s mouth. I suck in my breath as Troy moans and my wife giggles around his cock. Esme strokes him as she sucks, able to wrap her hand around the base of his shaft as she works the upper portion with her mouth and tongue and lips. Saliva dribbles out of the sides of her mouth as smacking sounds fill the room.

Troy puts his hand on top of Esme’s head, working his fingers into her blond hair. “Fuck, baby,” he says, and this small term of endearment somehow stings more than the sight of his massive member going in and out of my wife’s tiny mouth.

I fight the urge to unzip my own pants, although my dick is crying out for attention. I’m hesitant to show Troy what he obviously must know to be true: he dwarfs me in every way, shape, and form.

Esme sucks and strokes him for a couple of minutes, and Troy begins moving slowly in and out of her mouth in perfect rhythm with her. Like they’ve done this dozens of times which, I realize, they probably have. He’s got both hands on her head now, and the way he’s moaning and gasping he’s got to be close to release.

Close to coming inside my wife’s mouth.

I can never last long when she does to me what she’s doing to him, but maybe Troy has more control than I do, because it seems to go on for a long time. I’m not really sure; time itself has lost all meaning.

Finally, Esme pulls herself away from him. Troy’s big cock leaves her mouth with a popping sound, and strings of precum sway in the gap between them, connected on one side to her lips and on the other to his tip.

When she turns toward me, some of his precum breaks away from him and dangles from her chin. The lower half of her face is shiny, a mix of her own spit and his sticky mess.

“We still good?” she asks, another question implied but not stated.

I try to say “yes,” but I’m not sure anything comes out. I do manage to nod, though, perhaps a bit more enthusiastically than before.

“Good,” she says, patting my knee. My cock twitches, grateful for her touch. “Troy, go ahead and get… comfortable and sit on the couch.”

He does as she says, losing his t-shirt and jeans. He stands there for a moment, letting Esme take him all in. His toned muscles, his flawless skin, his now fully erect and bigger-than-ever cock swaying in the small space between them. She reaches out and gently caresses his chest before playfully shoving him back toward the couch.

Time stretches in the moments before she approaches him, sitting there with his big dick sticking straight up toward the ceiling. It feels like I live a lifetime in those few seconds. Plenty of time for me to put an end to this before yet another line is crossed. Plenty of time for me to salvage what little bit I have left of my pride and dignity.

I almost do. I almost ask--tell, demand--that Esme stop. I almost tell her I don’t want to see her impale herself on that huge cock, that I don’t want to see how good it will make her feel--how good she’ll make him feel.

But I’ve never lied to my wife and, as hard as this might be for most to understand, I want to see all of that a little bit more than I don’t want to see it.

So she goes to him, with my implied blessing. She starts by sitting on his lap, her pussy pushing his cock down but not taking it inside. She puts her hands in his hair and presses her lips to his.

The sting from that--the kiss, the passionate, intimate closeness of their lips sliding against each other--is greater than the one I’d felt when she was sucking him. I blink in surprise, opening my mouth to say… what?

The blowjob was fine. Fucking him is fine. But please don’t kiss him.

I’d sound ridiculous, and I know it. So, like I have so far, I keep my mouth shut. I suddenly notice I’m rubbing my cock through my jeans. How long have I been doing that?

As they kiss, Troy grips my wife’s hips and starts moving her along the length of his cock. She gets into the action, too, moving back and forth and leaning her head back so he can kiss her neck.

And then she squeals, and there’s only one thing that particular squeal means.

He’s already made her come. I have to look to make sure he hadn’t started fucking her, but, no. The head of his cock is poking out below her perfect little ass cheeks. He made her come and he hasn’t even fucked her yet.

“Oh my God,” Esme mutters, out of breath. “That was… unexpected.”

Troy laughs, and then she does. Not wanting to be left out, I do, too.

“Time for the main event,” Esme says.

She stands up on the couch, her feet on either side of Troy’s legs, and turns around so her ass is in his face. Just as I start to wonder how freaky her idea of a “main event” is, she crouches, her glistening pussy lips only inches above Troy’s meaty cock.

She wants me to really see her, I realize. She wants me to see her face when she takes him, wants me to watch her expressions as he impales her.

It’s sweet, in a really twisted, perverted way.

With her eyes locked on mine and a sly grin on her face, she lowers herself more as Troy holds his cock up for her. Down, down, down she goes, inching toward inevitability. It seems to take much longer than I’m sure it really does, until finally she makes contact.

Her lower lips greet the tip of Troy’s cock with an obscene kiss and stay like that for a few moments.

And then he’s inside her.

It’s just the tip at first, Esme’s pussy swallowing it with only minimal effort. My wife’s mouth opens in a silent gasp as her eyes roll back. Troy lets out a muffled cry as his length starts to disappear inside Esme.

I’m so focused on the spectacle of Troy’s massive cock fitting inside my wife’s comparatively tiny pussy that it takes me a moment to look back up at her face and see that she’s staring at me again. She bites her lower lip and moans as she sinks onto Troy’s lap even more, but she doesn’t take her eyes off me.

Once Troy is in as far as he can go, Esme stops moving.

Silently, she mouths to me, Are you okay?

I answer her by unzipping my pants and pulling out my own little cock, stroking myself.

With a smile, she starts riding her old lover.

I watch my wife, the woman who promised me forever, being taken by the man whose size and history with her had become my obsession. She’s louder, wilder, and more abandoned than she has ever been with me. And I’m just sitting here, stroking myself and watching every perfect, agonizing movement.

Esme’s eyes gleam, reflecting the fire that I’ve always known is within her. She’s rocking on Troy, having the time of her life, but she’s also giving me this. Allowing me to be present for her deepest betrayal… or my ultimate act of trust. I’m not sure which to call it.

Maybe both.

“You like this, don’t you, Shep?” she pants, her voice thick with pleasure. “You like seeing what he does to me.”

This time I answer, loud and clear. “Yes.”

I like it so much I couldn’t look away if my life depended on it. Troy’s hands are now gripping Esme’s bare waist, holding her in place as she bounces on his cock. His face is a mask of primal need, and so is hers. Mine probably is, too.

This is the truth of not only her desire, or his, but mine, too.

Esme’s pace quickens, her hips slamming against him. Her breath hitches, and her eyes suddenly roll back into her head as a wave of intense pleasure washes over her.

He just made her come a second time.

She slows down a bit for a moment but doesn’t stop. She mouths to me, again silently, Are you close?

I nod, picking up the pace of my stroking.

She starts rocking on Troy again as his breathing grows more ragged. I’m not the only one who’s close, it seems.

“Fuck, baby,” he says through a gasp, clutching at her waist.

“Fuck, baby,” I whisper, as my pleasure erupts.

Troy’s body arches under Esme’s. He lets out a final, guttural growl as he erupts, too, inside my wife.

My dripping cock rapidly deflates as I watch my wife lift herself slightly so that Troy’s cock slips out of her. She collapses back into her old lover as some of his cum seeps from her well-used cunt. Troy wraps his arms around Esme’s chest and pulls her toward him. He kisses the back of her head as she sighs, full of both his seed and her own deep contentment.

She looks at me, her chest still rising and falling rapidly. “Did you like that?” she asks, a slow, sensual smile returning to her lips.

I can’t speak. I can only sit there, overwhelmed, destroyed, and, despite what it might look like from my pathetically flaccid cock, utterly, profoundly aroused.

So I just nod.

“Good,” she says.

Esme slides off of Troy and turns to him. He’s got his head back on the couch and looks lost in the bliss my wife just gave him. She bends over, giving me a great view of the cum that’s now making its way slowly down her inner thighs, and gives the head of Troy’s cock a final little kiss.

She steps away, grabs her dress, and pulls it back on, covering herself with a thin layer of linen modesty.

“So, what’s next, Shep?” she asks, smoothing down the front of the yellow fabric, a wicked, playful challenge still in her eyes. “I still have phone numbers for all my exes. Now that you know what it feels like to watch… What… or who… do you want me to do next?”

---
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