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Chapter 1

I took a break from scrubbing the upstairs toilet. Why is cleaning the toilets always the husband’s job? I washed my hands in the sink and moved to the window which looked out at our backyard. Chloe was down there, weeding her dahlias. The day was warm and she’d removed the long-sleeved shirt she’d worn earlier. Beneath was a simple wifebeater tank, no bra. Her nipples dragged across the thin cotton until they stood up like diamond points. Combine that with the smudge of dirt on her cheek and the mess of hair piled on her head and I was ready to jump her. She’s so casually sexy. She’s casually sexy because she’s unaware how sexy she is. Her innocence and naivety fold into the mix, rendering an even more attractive woman. She’s mostly oblivious to the effect she has on others, especially men. She thinks men are just nice, attentive, and interested in her as a person.

I don’t have the heart to tell her what we really are.

She stood tall and stretched her aching back, pulling the thin shirt tight across her tits. She used the back of her wrist to wipe sweat and grit off her forehead. We moved into this house recently, and there is a tremendous amount of work to be done: cleaning, patching, painting; you name it. Whoever lived here before us let things go. Chloe’s first order of business was the dahlia flowerbed she’s always wanted.

She bent forward and jammed the trowel into the dark, rich soil. She grabbed one ankle, stretched her hamstring, and then the other. She stood tall and placed her fists at the small of her back, arching backward. The mounds of her tits looked fantastic. I wondered if I’d have time to masturbate while watching her. Is it strange for a husband to fantasize about his wife? It felt strange. Like I wasn’t supposed to do that. Like fantasies were for hot actresses or something. Porn stars maybe. No, not porn stars. Porn is lame and hasn’t turned me on for a few years now.

Chloe raised her arms like she was riding a motorcycle and twisted hard side to side. She touched the ground in front of her with both palms and held herself there, then knelt in the loamy soil and began planting flowers again. I stared down the front of her shirt at those flawless globes.

Movement to my left drew my eye. The older man next door had stepped onto his patio while speaking on his cell. He wore Bermuda shorts and flip flops and no shirt. His hair had gone white. He had a hairy chest, hair trailing down his flat stomach to vanish under his shorts, and hairy arms too. When he turned slightly, I saw his back was a bit hairy as well. I couldn’t hear him, but Chloe could. My wife leaned closer to the high wooden fence and lined up her eye to the gap between two boards.

A gate, no lock, connects our backyard to his but we’ve never opened it. Apparently, the couple that lived in this house before us was good friends with the man. We haven’t formally met him yet, but we’ve seen him around, mowing his lawn or raising the American flag on his flagpole in front. He looked strong, like he’d spent his life wrestling cattle or felling trees. He was rugged. Chloe called him good-looking as soon as she saw him for the first time.

He continued his phone conversation, gesturing wildly towards the apple tree at the end of his yard, although I got the impression his conversation had nothing to do with apples. My wife continued to stare. Was his conversation that interesting? He grabbed a lounge chair and pulled it into the bright sun. He threw back his head to laugh at something the person on the other end of the call said, and then he lifted a shoulder to press the phone to his ear. He unbuttoned his shorts and drew down the zipper. I knew what was going to happen next and my eyes darted from Chloe to the man and back again.

Down went his shorts.

He stepped out of them and adjusted the chair a little more, angling to face the blazing sun. My wife was glued to that gap between boards. He swung a leg over the chair, opening his ass crack to us and displaying his large balls from behind, and then he sat, quickly reclining.

How embarrassing.

I checked on Chloe again, sure she would be mortified, but discovered my wife simply continued to watch the man. I doubted she saw much from her lower angle, but even so I was surprised he held her interest. What about the dahlias?

She turned to glance at the house, and I barely pulled back in time. She watched him and I watched her watch him, but now I felt a growing curiosity. Was this simply nosy-neighbor syndrome? Did she wonder what he was all about? Or was she spying because he was naked? I wondered if she’d tell me about what she’d seen.

The man stood, still on the phone, to lower the back of his chair. He had to turn and face our yard to do it, but I’m sure he felt the high wooden fence all around gave him the privacy he needed. He did not count on me at the window leaning close to watch my wife in her garden, and he certainly didn’t plan on Chloe gawking through the fence.

As I said, he got up to adjust his chair and when he did, I grunted in surprise. His long cock, looking about three-fingers wide and weighted at the end by a large head, swung like a pendulum. I expected Chloe to quickly look away, but she did not. The man laughed boisterously into the cell phone again, shifted the chair until he was happy with it, causing his large penis to flop, and then he laid down again. He lifted his dick off his thigh to rest it between his legs on the lounge chair. Chloe couldn’t see that move, but I did, and I envied the bastard. He turned his face to the sun and closed his eyes. His call lasted only a few minutes longer. He sat his phone in the shade under his chair and settled in.

My wife still had not returned to her gardening.

I grew bored, but as long as Chloe was still watching, I was still watching. After a while he began to fidget. Perhaps the sun was too hot. He bent his legs to spread his knees and then he shocked me by taking his cock in hand. The sun wasn’t too hot. The warm sun was turning him on. He began to play with his dick, tugging and stroking, lifting his scrotum to roll his testicles around, only to return to stroking. I didn’t hear his phone ring, but he suddenly picked it up and placed it to his ear. He nodded several times, waving to nobody, and quickly ended the call. He dropped the phone, stood again, displaying a cock he’d gotten about half-hard, and bent to put his shorts on once more. He straightened the chair and returned to the house.

Chloe sat on her butt in the dirt.

After a moment, she began working the soil again, placing her flowers where she wanted them. I went back to finish scrubbing the toilet. When I heard a car out front, I ran to look. An older woman in a blue summer dress got out of her red Mercedes and approached our neighbor’s home. I heard voices and then she went inside with him. I checked on Chloe again, but my wife was all about gardening.

Hours later she was in the shower when I raised the subject of her dahlias, wondering what she’d say about her time in the backyard.

“Are you happy with what you’ve accomplished so far?” I asked.

“I am, although I have a lot more to do. I’ve only planted about a quarter of all the flowers I want back there. I’ll learn how to do it and then do the front yard too.”

“Sounds great, thank you for doing that. I’m sure those beds will be beautiful.”

I kept waiting for her to mention the neighbor. Why keep it secret? I asked if the soil was good and if she encountered anything unusual, like big roots, but she said no, no problems at all. I thanked her again for making our new home even prettier and then left her to finish the shower. My mind kept asking, why keep it secret?


Chapter 2

Three days later I was coming down the stairs when I saw my wife standing at the front window, feather duster in hand. She was watching something outside, focused, unaware of me. I looped around through the kitchen and came up behind her and then I saw what she saw. The neighbor, washing his classic mustang at the end of his driveway. He wore only shorts and water shoes, with suds up to his elbows and all over his chest and stomach. I opened my mouth to say something teasing and playful but stopped. She was glued to him, completely unaware of her surroundings. I found myself again watching my wife watch him. A touch of jealousy flared, and I considered saying something harsh, accusing her of staring.

“Why do you keep doing this to me?” she muttered. “You sexy bastard.”

I hesitated. Sexy bastard? Meaning she found that old man attractive? Like, sexually? I was shocked. He was at least twice her age and possibly three times. This was news I needed to digest. I had no idea what to do with it. How could I be jealous of an old man like that?

I backed away and crept back upstairs, this time making noise as I descended. Chloe was dusting, acting like she hadn’t just stared out the front window. I walked up and kissed her and headed for the kitchen. I opened the cupboard to grab some cereal and noticed a chocolate chip cookie mix. I got an idea and acted before I gave it any thought.

“Hey, Baby?” I called out. “Have you met the neighbor yet?”

“No.”

“Would you mind running next door and asking to borrow an egg? I want to make this cookie mix today, and it requires an egg. We’re out. Seems like a good time to introduce yourself.

“All right,” she quickly agreed. “I’ll be right back.”

She rushed out the door. I chuckled. She left me no time to change my mind. I moved to the window to watch her introduce herself and say hello. She crossed our lawn and approached him while he sprayed water over his car, and he shut off the hose, extended his hand, which she shook, and they began to talk. In the bright sun I noticed his wet shorts clung to his ass and penis. The outline of his dick and butt cheeks were obvious. I was sure Chloe noticed too.

She took her time asking for the egg. I don’t know why I sent her over there. Curious about what might happen, I suppose. But now, watching her engage in lengthy conversation, watching her steal furtive glances at his body as he proudly droned on about his gorgeous car, I found myself hoping something might happen. What, I didn’t know, but I felt the tension in the air and wanted it to increase. If she’d grabbed his butt, I wouldn’t have gotten angry.

He caught her looking at his crotch.

It was lightning fast and I almost missed it, but I saw what I saw and so did he. From that moment on his movements became more fluid, his demeanor more attentive and friendly. He moved into her personal space and when my wife didn’t back away, he moved closer still, pointing out the car’s various features, bringing his body close to hers. When he mentioned something inside the car and she bent over to look, he positioned his body so her ass would come in contact with his crotch. She felt him back there and quickly straightened, but the damage was done. She’d felt his plump and lumpy package pressed against her butt. Hell, he probably squashed her pussy from behind. She looked flustered. She looked like she wanted to flee. I think only my need for an egg kept her there. That, and how would she explain running away empty handed? He gestured towards his front door and dropped the hose. My wife obediently followed. He opened his front door and ushered her inside and closed the door behind them and my wife vanished from my sight.

The surge of adrenaline that flooded my veins was unprecedented. I gasped loudly. Something was happening inside me, a rush of excitement, but I had no idea why. To my absolute amazement, my penis began to engorge. I looked down at my crotch then out the window again. My wife was alone with a hot older man. Why did that thrill me? Was it because I knew it thrilled her? It all felt so dangerous and edgy and new. We met as sophomores in high school. We dated, fell in love, graduated, skipped college and yet somehow still landed good paying jobs. All we’ve ever known is each other. Our world is small. It’s bright and beautiful but admittedly, it’s small and safe. This old man has seen things. He’s worldly. Chloe is young and fresh and sexy and he’s probably hard in his shorts for her right now and why the hell does that thought turn me on so much?

I had to do something. I ran upstairs and looked out every window, trying to find an angle that looked into his house. I did, but it was awkward. If I stood on the toilet in the guest bathroom and looked out the window, I could see into his first floor. Chloe stood with her hip against his marble kitchen counter. He leaned against his refrigerator, his hairy arms folded across his hairy chest. The dude has wrinkles. Why was she so fascinated by him? They stood and chatted but even from this far away, I felt the tension between them. Chloe looked like she was ready to run out of that house, but more to flee her own feelings than him.

He said something about her leg, and she lifted it onto his counter. He moved closer, examining her skin like he was a doctor. He focused on her knee, and she pointed at several spots around her kneecap. Did she injure her knee and not mention that me? He got closer and placed his hands on her leg, rubbing the muscles. After a minute he stepped back and looked like he was giving her advice. She kept nodding.

Then he pulled up the leg of his baggy shorts, exposing his thigh almost to the hip. He pointed at some old scar or something and Chloe moved closer. I could barely fucking breathe. My young bride crouched and got within inches of his hips. He pulled his shorts tighter, clearly outlining his long plump cock against the thin fabric. She pretended to study whatever it was he talked about, but her head was angled in such a way that I knew she was also staring at his lumpy crotch. She stepped back and he dropped his shorts back into place, but he’d grown from her being so close. His snake curled from his groin down the leg of his shorts. If he pulled up the other leg, his cock head would pop out and say hello.

My heart almost burst when Chloe leaned forward, almost pressing her body against his. She came back with an egg in hand, and I realized she was only plucking it off the counter behind him, but Jesus, my heart was hammering behind my ribs. She showed him the egg as if she was saying thank you and then she turned for the front door. I watched until the last second and then raced downstairs, opening the cookie mix and acting ignorant. She came in and handed me the egg.

“How’d it go?” I asked. “Does he seem like a nice man?”

She rolled her eyes.

“He’s so sweet,” she said. “His name is Byron and he’s retired. Divorced. Two kids about our age. He used to be a sports therapist, helping athletes recover from injury, and he knows so much about the human body. We talked about his car and his life. He asked about us and I told him our story. He’d like to meet you when you get a minute. He congratulated us on buying a big house so young. He said it’s an excellent investment. He said he admires our work ethic.”

I listened, but I also discreetly ran my eyes over her, assessing what he saw. She’d worn a loose top and short shorts over to his place, nothing fancy, nothing sexy, but her body was impossible to hide. In high school she was on the swim and gymnastics teams and that left her with an amazing hot bod, but since then all the weight she’s gained has gone straight to her tits. Her breasts are full, with an alluring roundness, and her waist narrows, tapering down to curvaceous hips that create a classic hourglass silhouette. Her ass is firm, with a smooth, bubbled, athletic shape. She’s petite, but her legs are long with toned muscles that suggest strength and grace.

I asked her to grab a bowl from the lower cupboard just to make her bend over for me like she had for him. I wanted to see what he saw. She did and I was treated to a gorgeous view of her firm tits wrapped in a pretty white and lacy bra. I bet he loved that view. I felt pride at having such a hot wife.

We chatted about work while I made cookies but all I could think about was Chloe in his kitchen with his long, fat bulge in her face. She had a look in her eyes I didn’t fully understand until I pulled the cookies out of the oven and set them aside to cool. She grabbed my shirt and pulled me forward, then kissed me slow and sexy.

“Do you want to do it?” she asked.

“Always,” I admitted.

She took my hand and pulled me towards the bedroom. My dick was rising at a record pace. I tugged her hard, spinning her to face me, and lifted her against the kitchen wall. I shot a hand up under her top and grabbed her breast. I worried for an instant that I was moving too fast and acting a little disrespectful, but she was right in step with my lust. She palmed the front of my pants and yanked my zipper down.

“You’re already hard,” she rasped.

“I want you,” was all I could think to say.

I opened her shorts and she opened my pants. We shoved each other’s underwear out of the way, and I lifted her high enough to get my cock inside. She kissed me wildly as she sank onto my stiff inches. I whipped her top off and then her bra and slapped my mouth down on a nipple, sucking hard. She moaned loudly. I was amazed how wet she was and how fast. She usually enjoys a lot of foreplay but not this time. Sex this way was awkward and difficult, so I walked her to the living room carpet. She slammed her hips against my thrusts and I was ready to cum quickly. I wanted to cum in her, but Chloe only orgasms when I eat her pussy. If I came now, I’d need to eat her pussy filled with my jizz, and I hated that idea. Usually, I’ll eat her to orgasm first and then cum in her, but our passion was so hot and spontaneous I wanted to keep going.

“Don’t stop,” she grunted. “Just give it to me.”

Problem solved. I pumped my hips harder and faster, now free to cum whenever I wanted. I fucked my sexy little wife like an animal and she loved it. When my orgasm hit, I saw stars.


Chapter 3

A week later I was sitting in a nice hotel room, speaking to Chloe on the phone. I sometimes travel for work, leaving her alone for a few days at a time. Normally that’s no big deal but this time a huge summer storm was raging outside her windows and she was frightened. She called me after the third time the lights flickered.

“What can I do, Baby?” I asked. “I’m a thousand miles away.”

“Tell me everything is going to be okay. Tell me I have nothing to worry about. Tell me it’s just a storm.”

“You have nothing to worry about. It’s just a storm.”

She screamed.

“The lights just went out! Shit. What do I do?”

“We have flashlights in the coat closet. Don’t open the fridge unless you really have to. Just sit tight until the power comes back on.”

“For how long? What will I do? There’s no television, no music. I guess I could read on my Kindle until the battery dies but I’m too nervous. Wait! Something is hitting the house. No. Wait. Someone is knocking on our front door. Oh, Kurt, I’m so scared. Who would come to the house now?”

“Use the peephole and see. Maybe it’s a cop.”

“All right. Hang on. Stay on the phone.”

“I will.”

I heard the storm raging outside as she crossed the room. She soon returned to the call.

“It’s Bryon,” she sighed. “Thank God.”

She must have opened the door because the wind was suddenly howling in my ear. I heard muffled voices and movements.

“He’s not home,” Chloe shouted.

“Come stay with me,” a man’s voice shouted.

My blood froze. Did he just invite my wife to come stay with him? Alone?

“Are you sure?” Chloe asked.

“Yes. Until this storm passes. I have a fire going and a lantern. You’ll be safe with me. I’ll protect you.”

Time slowed. She was going to sit with Byron in the dark. Possibly under a blanket. What would that old man do to my young and gorgeous wife?

I shook my head.

Probably nothing, I chastised myself. Probably keep her safe and secure.

“Baby?” she shouted into the phone. “Would it be okay if I stayed at the neighbor’s place tonight?”

Moment of truth. How could I tell her to stay home alone and afraid? There really was no question. I had to let her go.

“No problem, Chloe,” I said, trying to hide my nervousness. “It’s a good idea. Call me when everything calms down.”

“Okay. Thank you so much, Baby. I already feel better knowing Byron will be by my side all night.”

We ended the call. I tossed my phone on the hotel bed and began to pace. I knew what she was already doing. I went through the steps she’d take to get ready. She’d pack an overnight bag, gathering some clothing to stay at his place. That’s what worried me. What, specifically, would she pack? Would she go sexy and revealing because she has a crush on the old fucker? Or would she go completely covered because the storm had her terrified? What pajamas would she choose? She is a woman and she’s not stupid. Questions like this raced through her mind right now. A man would grab a beer and head over, sleeping in his clothes. No woman would. Chloe was most likely packing a small bag, including a toothbrush and deodorant and perfume.  I desperately wished I could look in on her. What choices was she making?

I paced the room. Time passed slowly. I heard nothing more for hours, not until it was late in her time zone.

Super sleepy, she texted. Byron is letting me sleep in his big bed. The entire back wall is glass, and I can see the storm blowing everything everywhere, but I’m no longer afraid. Thank you for this, Baby.

I read that message three times before I thought to wonder where Byron would sleep. I naturally assumed he’d sleep on the couch, but what if his big bed was really, really big? What if they decided there was room for two? Fuck! I wanted to ask where he was sleeping but I felt childish and worried it sounded insecure. I didn’t want to look like a kid in front of that older man. Besides, what difference did it make? What could I do about anything?

Okay, Baby, I sent. Good. Sweet dreams.

I felt feverish. I felt a little sick. I turned on the hotel television and flipped through channels, thinking about nothing but really thinking about Chloe in his bed. God, I bet she looked delicious. I bet she looked young and vulnerable and gorgeous. There is simply no way to hide her shapely body.

One of the channels promised adult content and I pushed the necessary buttons to see it. It asked if I was sure and I answered yes. The wide screen immediately filled with a massive cock, so hard the veins bulged, gliding in and out of a pussy so tight the lips clung to the shaft on every withdrawal. I stared. Graphic. Too much. I groaned. Is that what was happening right at Byron’s place? Of course not. Why did my mind ask a question like that?

I muted the sound but left the movie running. There were silly scenes meant to advance the plot but mostly, mostly by far, it was hard and wet body parts moving together. I grew erect. I blamed it on the movie but there was a nagging voice in my head. At least part of my arousal was for Chloe back home. I was sure she was nervous. She obviously had a Byron fixation. Did his big cock fascinate her? I wondered what she thought of his hairy body. Did that make him more masculine? I was kind of a boy compared to him, a boy in every way. I bet he made her feel safe and protected. Would she cuddle him under the blanket?

My dick was rock hard and already leaking a little. I watched the movie and soon began masturbating. There were mostly unattractive women in the film, but a few got to me. I was surprised porn was doing anything for me at all. Normally I find it boring and dumb. Was my angst over Chloe spending time with Byron somehow fueling my lust? I felt like it was but how?

I watched as much as I could but the longer I watched, the dumber it got. My horny mood died, murdered by bad lighting, bad plot, bad acting, and brutal closeups. I searched to see what other adult films were available, hoping to find something at least passable. I soon discovered one titled Watching the Wife. That seemed relevant to my current situation. I read the accompanying description and couldn’t believe my eyes. The movie was part of a subcategory where husbands willingly share their wives with other men. I didn’t believe it. I paused the film and then sat at my laptop, knocking out twenty minutes of intense research. What I learned shocked me. It was all true. I also learned there was a lot more to sex than what Chole and I have been doing. Some women genuinely like it in the butt. Some women genuinely like the taste of semen.

I sat for a moment with my thoughts and then I restarted the movie. I was immediately drawn in. These were not actors. These were real people, real husbands and wives. I was fascinated. I was vulnerable to this fetish, given my situation with Chloe and Byron, but I found the growing angst I felt oddly stimulating. I settled into the couch. These people spoke like real people. The husband’s nervousness was genuine. The wife’s arousal was authentic. I watched and, partly because I felt a connection with them, I understood exactly what they were feeling. When a man who was not her husband offered his cock for her to suck, the wives did so greedily. Often the husbands would move closer, enjoying his wife’s raw lust. I watched with a growing mix of trepidation and arousal.

I hit pause and leaned back. I released my throbbing penis. I needed to think. I didn’t want Chloe to touch Byron. I didn’t want something to happen between them tonight. Not really. But the tension I felt over the potential, over the possibility, was complex and exciting. I realized a big part of what turned me on so much was imagining Chloe so turned on she would break the rules. I loved thinking of her wildly aroused, animalistic, hungry enough for hot sex she would forget her vows. I didn’t want her to do it; I wanted her to want to do it.

I checked the time. Over two hours had passed since we last communicated. I grabbed my phone and sent her a text checking in, wondering if the storm had abated and if she felt any better. There was a long pause before she responded and my angst boiled over. What was she doing that she couldn’t answer right away? My cruel imagination was having fun with me. I suddenly remembered that day in the hot sun, Byron moving his chair, his big dick swinging slowly as he moved. I’ve seen big dicks like that recently, in my online research and in the movie I watched currently. What would that big dick do to my wife if he decided to push it into her?

My penis twitched and began to rise.

“Shut up,” I told it, speaking to my lap. “You have a one-track mind.”

My phone chimed.

The storm is worse, she wrote. But I’m under the blanket with Byron and feel much safer. The power is still out.

So. Just the two of them, in the dark, under a blanket, with nothing to do.

My eyes drifted away from the text and up to the television. I’d paused on a scene that showed a pretty wife sucking a large white cock. Her lips were halfway down the shaft, stretched tightly around the man’s girth. Was this my wife’s fate? Again, I didn’t want her to, I wanted her to want to.

I hit play and started stroking again.

On screen, the wife sucked the stranger like she knew his cum would taste sweeter than honey. I remembered Chloe with her eye to the fence. I remembered my wife standing at the living room window and later, standing in Byron’s kitchen. I knew at that moment my wife, in fact, did want to suck our neighbor.

My orgasm rocketed out of me, turning my penis into a fountain. I rained semen all over the couch, my arm, the carpet and my hand. Sperm gushed out of me as I groaned, rocked by an incredible climax. Sexual tension had been building for hours, days, weeks, really, and it all erupted at the same time leaving me dazed.

“I need to get home,” I mumbled before falling asleep.


Chapter 4

Chloe scooted the tray of snapdragons closer. She dug in the soil, placing the first plant carefully. I spied on her from the second floor again because today she wore only short shorts and a low-cut crop top. Yes, the summer sun blazed, but this was a new level of immodesty. I’d mentioned I was surprised by her outfit, and she’d responded by reminding me she was in her own backyard.

“I agree you can wear what you want,” I’d said. “I’m just surprised you want to wear that.”

My suspicions were aroused. She knew I’d be in my upstairs office all day, working, so the outfit wasn’t for my benefit. As if it were planned, Byron exited his home and positioned his lounge chair. He wore loose running shorts, for now, and no shirt. I expected he’d lose the shorts and he did. Chloe glanced at the upstairs window, but I anticipated that move and I’d stepped away. When I looked again, she had her eye pressed to the fence. Byron lifted his arms high overhead and stretched his body as tall as he could. He lifted his chair, which made him face our yard, and my wife got a good look at his full-frontal nudity. He placed the chair, checked the sun and looked at his phone. Why the hesitation?

Did he know Chloe watched him?

I hurried to the bathroom window. A quick look confirmed that he could see into our yard just like we could see into his. What if the first time he’d exposed himself was no accident? I raced back to the other window. My wife had drawn her legs under her, getting comfortable. Byron tugged on his penis a few times to loosen things up and then flopped onto his chair, getting comfortable.

Chloe got to her feet. She looked around, searching for something, and then became still. She looked like she was preparing for something, like an actor getting ready to perform. She threw her head back and screeched, kicking and stomping her feet. Byron came out of his chair instantly, fumbling to put his shorts on, racing to the gate which leads to our yard. He yanked it open and rushed to Chloe. I couldn’t hear them, but she was obviously claiming something had crawled or landed on her. She shook her long hair and told Byron to find whatever it was. He put his hands on her, turning my wife as he examined her. She said something and he stepped closer, pulling the front of her shirt away from her body, exposing her lovely tits. She continued to pretend to panic, twisting and writhing under his hands. She swatted at her head and between her tits. I supposed she’d told him a spider had crawled down her top.

Before he could give up the search for it, she grabbed her top and whipped it off over her head, displaying both gorgeous breasts right in his face. My jaw dropped. She flipped her hair out of the way and asked him to check more closely, scrutinizing his face for a reaction. In truth, she wanted to know what he thought of her tits. She wanted him to like them.

She wanted him to want her.

Byron grabbed my wife and pulled her close, planting his mouth over hers in a hot and passionate kiss. My stomach sank. Weeks of suppressed desire exploded, with Chloe holding his face while they made out. His big hand descended over her full breast, and he lifted her nipple between thumb and forefinger. Chloe gasped, tightening her grip on his head and forcing his mouth down to her tit. He sucked that stiff nipple in and my wife’s head fell back.

He was rough with her, manhandling my woman like she belonged to him. I’ve never treated her so disrespectfully, but Chloe clearly loved it. He suckled until she squirmed and then he shoved her away, hooking his thumbs and shoving his shorts down. He showed her what she did to him, displaying a full and proud throbbing erection. The dude was big. His elephant tusk curved upward, topped by a flared deep purple head. I don’t know what he expected my wife to do, because Chloe did nothing but stare at it. Did this move usually result in some woman falling to her knees because she simply had to suck on it? That seemed to be what he thought would happen. He failed to understand how naïve Chole and I are. She had no idea what to do. Her expression was deep longing and rampant lust. She grabbed her own tits and twisted, mauling her breasts as she stared at his big pulsing cock.

He came back to himself. She’d surprised him and his bottled-up lust had taken over, but now he was remembering who it was that stood before him. He moved closer and took her hand, guiding it to his meat. My wife looked amazed. I guessed there was just as good a chance that she ran away as there was she held on. She held on. He began to speak to her and she nodded, beginning to slide her hand up and down his length. He was long, but her dainty hand made him look even thicker.

It hit me that now I was like one of those husbands from the porn I watched. Then it hit me that things could still get so much worse. So very much worse. I wasn’t truly one of those husbands but if I didn’t take action, right now, I soon might be. I considered opening the window and shouting at them. I considered racing downstairs and barging in on their encounter. I considered all the things I might say and do at that moment, but I did none of them. Byron slipped his hand behind her ear, gently holding her head in his palm, and then nudged her down to her knees. She’d been in this position before but back then his cock was hidden behind thin shorts. Now here it was in the flesh, staring her in the face. His free hand pressed her chin with a knuckle, easing her mouth open. He gripped his cock around the base and aimed at her tongue, and I discovered I had not drawn a breath in a long time. I sucked a bushel of air into my screaming lungs and watched as he guided his fat hard dick into her open mouth. Her eyes came up to his and held his gaze as she moved her lips down his shaft. She continued to look up at him as she withdrew slightly before taking more inches on the way down. My wife sucked his cock slow and gentle. She wanted to get it right. She wanted to please this older, more experienced man.

“You can’t fuck her,” I muttered to no one.

Chloe lifted her hands from her lap and added one to his shaft and the other to his balls. She was unsure what came next, so she tried everything and gauged his reaction. The things he liked, she did again and again. Her head moved faster up and down his erection, and I realized she hoped to make him orgasm. I watched my wife mouth-fuck our neighbor. I had no clear or cogent thought in my head. I was consumed by the moment, watching Chole give head, and I could think nothing beyond that fact.

The hiss of airbrakes out in the neighborhood broke everyone’s spell. A UPS delivery had arrived and suddenly everyone remembered where we were. Chloe backed off his cock and stood, panic rising behind her eyes. She grabbed her top off the grass and pulled it back on as Byron quickly pulled up his shorts. Chloe fled towards the house, and I sprinted to my office, pretending to work on the project I started this morning. I thought my wife might run up to check on me but no, she needed time to herself, hurrying to the master bath and closing the door. I took the time I needed to compose myself.

Holy shit.

Chole had sucked Byron’s cock.


Chapter 5

“Byron texted,” Chloe called out. “He needs a cup of sugar. I’m going to run it over to him. Back in a while.”

“All right,” I yelled. “It’s dark outside. Don’t get mugged out there.”

I waited for the front door to click. Three and a half days had passed since Byron put his cock in my wife’s mouth. Three and a half days of agonizing sexual tension. Chloe became a fiend for sex, but what I had never quite scratched that itch for her. I knew it was simply a matter of time before she came to terms with what she’d done and then wanted more. A cup of sugar? Really? This was obviously the moment I knew was coming. I rushed downstairs and out the back door, using the same gate he’d used. I knew his backyard well by now and approached his house without sound. I swear he had every light in the place turned on. I moved from shrub to shrub until I arrived at a large window which looked in on the kitchen. Chloe stood waiting, cup of sugar in hand. Maybe I was wrong?

Byron rounded a corner wearing only a fluffy white robe. Chloe sat the sugar on the counter and quickly moved to him, untying the sash and throwing his robe wide open. His cock knew she was coming to visit and had already risen to half-mast. My wife immediately crouched, sitting on her heels and grabbing his dick with both hands. She placed one at the root and the other right next to it. She moved her first hand to the opposite side and the did the same with the second, slowly measuring his length using her hands. We all learned that the man was four and a half of my wife’s fists long. Chloe laughed with amazed delight. She let go only to grab him around the root again, lifting to see underneath, marveling over how her fingers didn’t meet.

Yeah, we get it, Honey. He has a really big dick. She looked like she had a crush on the thing, her skin glowing, her eyes bright.

She was cheating on me. Why didn’t I feel worse? We married so young. We are the only lovers we’ve ever had. Mine was the only penis she’d ever seen, let alone touched. At least I got to fool around with Linda Hughes and Kimberly White in high school. I had the experience of other female bodies. Not intercourse but at least some familiarity. I knew Chloe was a goddess the first time I saw her. The first time I saw her naked I could scarcely believe my own eyes. I knew at this moment I was making excuses for her, but it was the truth. In some ways I felt bad for her, like knowing me had robbed her of important life experiences. Not my fault, at all, but still. I loved her and wanted the best possible life for her.

Maybe I should let her play with this guy?

He wasn’t a real threat. No way would she leave me for an old man like that. I believed this was more curiosity and exploration. What was the harm? Even as I thought these thoughts I knew a lot of it was bullshit. I was rationalizing my choices. The real reason I was allowing this to happen was because I was just like those men in the porn I watched. I wanted to see it. I wanted to see Chloe’s hot little young firm body impaled by a big hard cock. I was one of those cuckold men. I am.

As soon as I admitted that to myself, my penis began to rise. I unzipped there in Byron’s hedges and leaned closer to the glass. Chloe still marveled at the cock she held but I sensed Byron was growing impatient, and I was right. He placed both hands on her head and guided her forward. She wasn’t having it. She pushed his hands away and shucked her shorts off, jumping onto his kitchen counter and grabbing him by his robe. She said something, he smiled, she laughed, and Byron sank to his knees between her legs, ready to feast on her young, fresh cunt.

Her expression turned to shock. She grabbed his head and pulled his mouth firmly against her pussy. In moments she was clawing at him and moaning, moaning loud enough I heard her through the window. I watched my wife writhe under his tongue and admitted I need to improve my cunnilinguist game. I clearly did not know how to eat pussy. Not well anyway. Not like him. She wrapped her arms around his head and held on, moaning constantly. I was shocked when he quickly brought her to orgasm.

He left her dazed and bewildered and before she could regain her senses, he stood and pushed her legs far apart, gazing at her young, virtually hairless slit. Her pussy is as pretty as the rest of her. His kitchen counter happened to be at the perfect level, elevating her cunt to the same height as his cock, and he took his hard dick in hand and walked closer. Chloe put up a hand to stop him. I read her lips.

“Wait!” she panted. “Wait. Let me look at it.”

Byron accommodated, grinning like a wolf. What a sight that lay before him: hot, young, pretty girl, wet and ready, practically begging for his cock. Part of me watched objectively and part of me watched wrapped in panic and part of me watched just like one of those husbands from the porn video. Now it was my turn to feel what they felt. I got to be one of them after all.

Byron stepped closer. His bulky cock was a missile, a ramrod used to smash the palace gates. Small veins ran the length with one thick vein traveling along the side before vanishing under the head. Jesus. He owned a monster, and he was poised to penetrate. My wife couldn’t take her eyes off of it. He said something but I couldn’t tell what and Chloe nodded slowly. She looked so sexy. He stepped closer and her eyes flared, half nervous, half yearning. He ran his hand to the end and back to the base, clearly entertained by the longing in her gaze. He didn’t just get to fuck this young hottie; he got to savor her absolute craving for him. What does it feel like to have a sexy woman want you that much?

He stepped closer.

She reached for him, grabbing his cock and running her fingers along his bumpy length. She spoke and I wished I could hear what she said. She looked up at him, and he nodded and then they both looked at her hand wrapped around his cock again. She tugged him forward, rubbing the tip up and down along her slit. He looked too big for her. She tugged him closer and the tip mushed her labia. He hooked his hands on her thighs, preparing to push his cock in. I’d stopped breathing again and sucked air into my lungs. I jerked faster, watching and waiting for the moment he penetrated.

She clutched his robe. Her face showed surprise, surprise and delight mixed with euphoria. He pushed deeper and her mouth snapped shut. She pulled his robe hard, dragging him forward for a passionate kiss but also forcing him to step closer, driving his cock all the way in. Her kiss intensified until her mouth dropped open. He was fully sheathed, buried balls deep. Her head fell back and her hands slapped the marble counter. All at once she was fully back in the moment, staring down between her legs, watching as each inch traveled into her. Her expression was shock and utter disbelief, mixed with rapturous pleasure. How could a penis feel like this? she seemed to be thinking. Instinct had guided her to him that day she saw him naked in the backyard. She saw him and had to have him. She just never expected it to feel this good.

He scooped her thighs to pull her closer and then began to work his hips, pumping slowly at first but quickly building speed. He knew he had to get her home before she was missed, but he wanted to send her home with some of him inside. I saw his big balls bounce with every thrust. I saw her opening stretch wide as he got thicker. I saw him knead her breasts and kiss her, and I jerked off through it all. I watched my wife get fucked and pleasured myself over it.

All Chloe and I have ever done is make love. It’s lovely and beautiful, but it leaves so much out. Byron was fucking my wife and she loved it, but so did I.

He pushed her shirt up and glued his mouth to her nipple, sucking and nibbling, relentless hips thrusting. He devoured her other breast and then came back for more and Chloe tilted her head back and too late I realized he was driving her towards an orgasm. He was fucking her and sucking her tits, both things I have done, but he was about to make her orgasm that way and I’ve never come close like that. My wife laid her back on the marble counter and clutched at his robe, pulling him close, and then she howled, loud enough that I heard her through the glass. I was stunned. Chloe does not orgasm from penetration. She simply does not. Ever. No matter how hard I try.

What I saw could not be denied. He sawed in and out and drove my wife to heights she’d never known. He fucked deep and strong, owning her, controlling her, reaching the depths I’d never touched and his hips would simply not stop and then he fucking made her orgasm again.

I felt terrible to see her go off like that. Every fear and moment of inadequacy I’ve ever had in this marriage, to this beautiful girl, reared up and bit me. Watching her cum on his cock sent my mind racing backwards in an instant, reliving every time Chloe and I have had sex. I shamefully understood I had often left her frustrated. I felt like a big, dumb kid. She always took care of me but all those times I came first, we’d roll over and go to sleep. My poor girl!

I may have hated the moment his cock made her climax, but, goddamn it, my dick had never been so hard. It was terrifying what his cock was capable of doing to her, but it was a gorgeous, sexy, dangerous sight. I felt addiction tickle the base of my skull. I looked at her in amazement. He was giving her something she’d never known. It was an incredible sight.

He moved his hips even faster and grabbed her shirt to raise her for a hot kiss, and then he was convulsing, jerking and spasming. It took me a heartbeat to realize what was happening. Byron was cumming inside Chloe! My mind seized. My dick instantly spit semen against his house. His ass clenched over and over, each a massive gush of sperm. He was filling my wife right in front of me! Chloe wailed, clawing at him, pulling on his shoulders to get him as deep as possible, and this motherfucker just kept ejaculating. The ring of her pussy around his cock turned creamy. He had wanted her for so long, probably since the first day he saw us move in.

He pumped so much sperm into her that a glut flowed out minutes later when he withdrew. Chloe stared at his mostly erect penis and then checked her pussy, running her fingers around and inside. Byron stumbled backward until he felt the sink behind him. My wife raised her fingers and stuck them in her mouth. She tested their brew and found it delicious, grinning at him over the flavor they made. I quickly zipped up. She would hurry home now, having gotten what she came for. I had to be there, and I had to be cool.


Chapter 6

I pretended to stare at something on my computer when she came home. I expected her to hide, maybe turn on the television and stay in the living room. Not my sassy girl. Nope. What do you do after you fuck the neighbor? You go remind your husband how much you love him. Gotta love the female brain.

“How’s it going in here?” she said, practically singing the words.

She floated on air. Her serene face belied the she-panther I’d just witnessed. Right now, his semen leaked into her panties. His sperm sought her egg. I fought hard to keep my expression bland.

“Fine,” I answered. “Just working.”

“You work so hard. I want you to know I appreciate all you do for us. Your hard work allowed us to buy this incredible house. Thank you.”

Because this house sits next to his?

“You’re welcome. You work just as hard and make almost as much money as me. We did this together. A happily married team.”

“We are happily married, aren’t we?” she proudly asked.

I marveled at her ability to compartmentalize, then I realized she meant every word. At this moment, her married life was perfect. She had everything. I looked her straight in the eyes.

“Blissfully married,” I said.

She came around my desk and held my face, kissing me deeply and passionately. My hand instinctively came up to her breast, the breast I’d just seen him suckle. She moaned softly, conveying her interest. Heat exploded in my chest, catching me by surprise. My balls tingled like they thought about cumming again, but I’d just shot a huge load into his shrubs. Before I knew what came over me, I came out of my chair and dragged her to the floor. I showered her face and lips with kisses while I ripped off her shorts and panties. She fought me a little, obviously frightened I would make a discovery that would destroy everything, but I wasn’t interested in assigning guilt or blame. I threw the bundle of underwear and shorts across the room and dove face-first into her crotch. She tried to push me away, but I forced her legs open and my tongue up her searing, steaming hole. She groaned like I’ve never heard before. I sucked her clit and whipped my tongue all around. She was making loud sex sounds and I was thrilled. A small part of her still feared the worst but I ignored anything having to do with him.

“Take your shirt off,” I demanded.

She snatched it over her head, delighting in my reaction to her bare tits. I filled my hands and rolled her nipples with my thumbs and put my face in her pussy again. She was hot and slippery and smelled like butter. She was swollen and raw and I was merciless. I used my tongue like a cock and mouth-fucked her, then concentrated on her clit and making her cum. The truth is, I’d wanted to see her royally fucked, I just didn’t know it. I already wanted him to do it to her again. She clawed at my head and mumbled no language I’d ever heard and then pulled my mouth hard against her as she started the climb. If I gave her an orgasm, it somehow meant he wasn’t replacing me, he was in addition to me. No logical sense but that’s what I felt.

She exploded. Her back arched beautifully. Her hands clawed empty air. Her mouth opened wide and a screech poured out, a banshee’s wail of pure ecstasy. Her nipples were stiff as steel. I tormented her clit and mauled her tits and my gorgeous young wife climaxed all over my tongue. What a night she’s having. I continued my attack, giving her no chance to catch her breath, and fought her when she tried to push my head away. I lashed her inner and outer lips and punished her clitoris mercilessly. Her fingernails scratched the carpet and she orgasmed again! She was gushing as fast as I was lapping. She whimpered endlessly, tossing her head side to side. I ate her like I was going away for twenty years. This hot bitch would never forget the night I ate her twice. Finally, her body could take no more. She struggled less, growing weaker until she lay on my office floor panting. Her face was sweaty, covered by her long hair.

I moved up to lay beside her.

“What the fuck?” she mumbled.

“Missed you,” I said.

“You need to miss me every day.”

We laid there for a while. I found myself hoping she didn’t confess. I worried any afterglow might make her need to come clean with me but no, she was not yet ready to give up her new toy. Fine by me.


Chapter 7

I wouldn’t call it cat-and-mouse. More like cat-and-cat. Chloe was searching for some way to get to his house without alerting me. I tried to make it easy by announcing I had work to get done, but she was nervous. How would it look if she went to see him every time I got on the computer? She was over-thinking the situation, but she had no way of knowing I wanted her to go.

Unless I told her?

That thought hit me like a wrecking ball.

Could all this stand the light of day? Could I tell her what I’d seen, make her aware I was aware, and still get to watch? What would she say? How would she feel? Would the loss of being sneaky ruin it for her? How would I bring the subject up? Gradually? Or hit her with everything all at once? Could we be that deliberate and open about it and still do it?

That night in bed, I decided to dip my toe in and see how she responded. I wanted to hear what she thought of Byron’s body and more specifically, I wanted to hear her talk about his cock if I could. She was reading a manual for work, and I was quietly lying in bed next to her. I waited a while and then I spoke.

“May I ask you something a little weird?” I asked.

“Of course, Baby,” she sweetly answered.

“Well, I’m not gay or anything but I’ve noticed a few times when Byron has been out washing his car or working in the yard, that the bulge in his shorts is fairly substantial. I mean, it’s obvious. Have you noticed that too? Do you think he has a big dick or am I just imagining things?”

An amateur attempt, I know, but I wanted to get the ball rolling, and I wanted it rolling in a specific direction. For a moment she thought about denying everything. Then something must have clicked for her.

“I have noticed,” she said, treading carefully with her husband’s feelings.

“You can speak freely,” I said. “Nothing you say will bother me. I know there are other attractive men in the world. I’m no fool. I’m sure you see men throughout your day that catch your eye, maybe even some you find yourself strongly attracted to. I don’t mind if you do. So, does his bulge look big to you?”

She sat her manual aside.

“God, yes,” she admitted.

“When did you first notice?”

She pretended she needed to think about it. I could tell she was delighted to discuss the topic.

“I was working in the garden,” she said. “This was a while back. I saw movement between the boards and looked into Byron’s yard. I didn’t know his name back then. He was on the phone and came out to sunbathe. I felt nosy, at first, but then he took off his shorts to sunbathe nude. I saw everything.”

I kept my voice calm. She was going with the truth and I was thrilled.

“What does everything mean?”

She stared at our bedroom ceiling like the memories were flowing over her. She grinned slightly.

“First, he moved his chair, and I saw his naked ass and his large testicle from behind. He looked like a barnyard animal to me. Later he got up to adjust the chair again and I saw him from the front. I think the sunlight must have felt really good because he was, you know, kind of swollen already. Anyway, I saw him from the front, and I can verify he’s got a big one.”

“That must have been exciting. You probably felt bad for spying but how cool you actually got to see something worth seeing.”

She hesitated briefly, like I’d caught her by surprise with my response.

“It was exciting, yes. Thank you for understanding. I have no experience with men. You know that. He’s older but he’s still attractive and his large penis was really something. I had no idea there was such a range in sizes. Aside from that sexy series we watched, Spartacus. I’ve seen only your dick in real life. Byron’s was my second.”

“Did seeing it make you want to touch it?”

“Kurt! I’m shocked to hear you ask that.”

“It’s totally natural. We’re just telling the truth here. I would think you’d want to touch it, see what it feels like. Like, see how much it weighs or something. It’s a beast.”

“Is that what you’d want? If you saw a sexy girl topless, would you want to touch her tits?”

“Probably. Yeah. Of course. What man wouldn’t? What separates the good husbands from the bad ones is whether or not they do touch her. I might want to, but I wouldn’t.”

“So, you’re saying if I did touch him, I’m a bad wife?”

Yikes. I walked myself right into that one. Stupid. I scrambled for an answer that did not leave her feeling like shit.

“Not a bad wife,” I said. “A naughty one.”

“Only naughty? I thought cheating was bad.”

I shrugged.

“It’s only as bad as the husband thinks it is. Why? Did you touch it?”

This was going way too far, way too fast. I never intended for us to get into a conversation this serious.

“How bad would it be if I said yes, I touched it?”

“Honestly?”

“Yes. We’re just telling the truth here, remember?”

I pretended to ponder her question.

“Personally, I wouldn’t find it bad at all,” I admitted. “In fact, because we have so little experience with sex, I expect you to have a lot of questions. I expect you to have a lot of curiosity about sexual things.”

“You wouldn’t freak out if I said I touched his cock? That’s hard to believe.”

“I think I’d find it exciting. So? Did you?”

She studied my face. She searched my eyes, trying to see which answer, yes or no, was the right one.

“Just say it,” I said. “Don’t try to say the right thing. Just spit out the truth.”

Her expression began to change. I had unintentionally forced her to face what she’d done. Reality was crashing in and it looked like she was headed for a tearful confession. I did not want that. Her tears always wreck me. I had hoped to hear her talk about what she’d done in an abstract way. I wanted the thrill of hearing it from her point of view, in her own words, but without her learning I knew the truth. Now it looked like I’d messed everything up. She was going to crash and burn. Guilt had boiled to the surface, and it was my fault.

“Stop,” I said. “There’s no need to cry.”

“Yes, there is,” she said, voice breaking, dam bursting. “You don’t know the truth. You don’t know what I did.”

Her face contorted and her lips curled as she began to sob. The manual fell off the bed as she drew her knees up to her chest. She covered her face with her hands and began to cry.

“It’s okay, Baby,” I said, trying to comfort her.

My kindness only made her cry harder. Her body shook. I scooted closer and slipped my arm across her shoulders, but that caring act only made her cry even harder.

“It’s okay, Baby,” I said again.

“It’s not! I’m a horrible, terrible person. When you hear what I did, you’re going to divorce me. You’ll leave me all alone.”

“I won’t.”

“You will!” she almost yelled.

She started crying even harder. I hated to see it. I hated to see her twisted in knots for something I was thrilled she did. I had to say something, but what?

“I know what you did,” I declared.

My words did not connect. Her body continued to shake.

“Chloe,” I said, lowering my voice. “Stop crying. I know he fucked you.”

That got her attention. Her hands fell. Now panic ruled her wide-open eyes.

“What did you just say?” she asked, her voice quivering.

“I watched you. I saw you stare at him sunbathing naked. Later, I saw you when a spider crawled into your top. I watched you suck his cock.” I paused for the big one. “I watched him fuck you on his kitchen counter.”

Her jaw was in her lap. I’d stunned her. Her mind now raced as fast as mine. I was telling her these things, but I wasn’t screaming, I wasn’t crying, I wasn’t filled with murderous rage. I was calm and caring. I was gentle. I was careful with her feelings. None of that made sense to her. She searched my eyes, bewildered.

“You watched?” she asked, her voice small. “You watched?”

“Yes.”

She wiped tears off her face.

“You watched?”

“I did.”

“Why aren’t you screaming at me?”

I shrugged.

“Because,” I mumbled, feeling suddenly exposed. “Because I liked it.”

Her face went blank.

“You liked it?”

“Yes,” I admitted, getting my feet under me again. “I watched through the window and jerked off. I watched the way you absolutely loved his big cock, and I jacked off into the bushes.”

She was at a loss for words.

“You looked so hot, Chloe. So incredibly sexy.”

She leaned all the way back, her shoulders against the headboard.

“No way. No way you did that.”

“Yes. I did that. I orgasmed hard. Not as hard as you did, but hard.”

She covered her mouth with both hands.

“You saw me cum?”

“Yes. I admit it crucified me. I suffered anguish all the way down to my soul. It hurt, but I got wildly turned on. You’ve never looked sexier.”

She looked like she might start crying again.

“That makes no sense,” she said.

“No. It doesn’t. But why would I say such a thing unless it was the truth?”

She wiped away the tears on her cheeks

“No more sniffles,” I said. “There’s no need.”

“When did you first know?”

“I was at the upstairs window when you first watched him sunbathe nude. Then I caught you watching him wash his car.”

Her mind played memories, tracing the order of events.

“You sent me to him!” she accused. “You knew I found him attractive and yet you sent me to his place for an egg! You set me up.”

“I did. By then I was into it. Your obvious lust excites me.”

Her mind raced, counting off her encounters with the man.

“Yes,” I said. “I watched you suck his cock.”

I had blown her out of the water, but she was recovering quickly.

“How can you be so calm?” she asked, amazed.

“Remember the night of the bad storm? You went to stay with Byron. You said you were under a blanket with him. I got so fucked up imagining what might be happening I tried watching porn so I could masturbate. I discovered some porn where husbands share their wives, eagerly, with better hung lovers.”

“No way. Seriously?”

“Yes. The wives love the sexual freedom. They love the excitement of a hot new lover. I didn’t understand how it worked but it put the idea in my head like a splinter. I couldn’t shake the concept. I began to suspect I was one of those husbands too. Later, when I watched him fuck you and I got so hard, I understood I am one of those men, and you are one of those wives.”

She was gathering the top sheet in her fist as her mind careened, thinking hard about everything I said.

“I can’t believe this,” she muttered. “I felt euphoric right after Byron but as days passed I felt worse and worse. Guilt was an anvil hanging around my neck, pulling me down every second. I told myself I’d put what I did behind me and never do it again. I promised myself I would be the best wife on Earth for you. Now you’re saying you knew all along and I guess that should make me feel better, and it does a little, but I’m freaked out about where do we go from here? If you’re one of those husbands and I’m one of those wives, does that mean you expect me to fuck him again?”

Wow. Point blank. She got there fast but of course she did. It was what she wanted. I searched my feelings. Did I truly want to let her do it again? I pictured Chloe spreading her legs for him.

“I think I do,” I said, tentatively, ready to discuss possible rules and restrictions, ready to explore this crazy idea together.

She threw the covers back and climbed out of bed. She placed her feet in her slippers and pulled on her heavy white robe, thought about it, took it off and dropped it to the floor and entered our big closet. She quickly emerged wearing her thin black robe instead. She checked herself in the mirror briefly and left our bedroom behind.

“What are you doing?” I asked. “Where are you going?”

She laughed, delighted, happy and relieved.

“Give me a few minutes,” she said. “Then come see for yourself.”

She moved to the bed and gave me a sweet little kiss on the lips that dissolved into a deep, slow, passionate kiss instead. She broke that kiss and gazed into my eyes, connecting with me, seeking and finding something within me. Then she turned and hurried out of our bedroom.

I heard her slippers travel through our home.

I heard our front door open and close.


Chapter 8

“Hello?” I called out.

Nothing. Was she fucking with me or did she leave? How could she just jump up and depart so abruptly? What kind of game was this?

Curiosity got me out of bed. I quickly searched the house, ran from room to room, opened closet doors, and then I rushed to the bathroom. I angled my head to see out the window and stared into Byron’s kitchen. Fucking Hell! Chloe was leaning against Byron’s kitchen counter. She switched to the black robe to hide her passage from nosy neighbors as she ran from our home to his. Like a missile, once I said we’d do it again, she was off. I chuckled nervously.

I pulled on black sweatpants and shirt and hurried out our back door, easing through our gate to approach the same window I used before. Chloe had already opened her robe to the man, and he stood there admiring her hot young body. Her tits looked fantastic in that nightgown. While he gawked at her body, my wife glanced out the window directly at my hiding spot. She couldn’t see if I was there or not, but she knew I was. She shed her robe and stepped closer to him. He wore only boxers, like she’d gotten him out of bed, and those were beginning to tent in front. She crouched before him and kissed the trail of hair down his stomach until she reached his elastic waistband. Her eyes darted at me again and then she hooked her fingers and began to draw his underwear down. He was talking, explaining something to her, but she didn’t care. Her eyes were glued to my window.

First, I saw a small patch of dark pubic hair peppered with gray. Then I saw the root of his shaft, three-fingers wide. She was doing a striptease, of him, for my benefit. The elastic band sank and more shaft hung revealed. At last, she cleared the head and helped him step out of them. His large balls were drawn up tight to his body, snug under the shaft and pushing it forward. The fat head swayed as he moved and I gasped a little when Chloe kissed the tip. 

Her eyes were wickedly playful. She’d shed all that guilt in an instant. I never expected her to run to him, but I loved the fact she did. I loosened my drawstring and pushed my sweats down in front, freeing my dick. I lifted my shaft on my palm and looked through the glass at his. There was no comparison, but I compared us anyway. It stung, but in a good way. My wife craved this older man and his big cock. I was glad he was so much bigger. The only thing she knows about acting sexy is what she’s seen women do in movies, and she did that now, holding his cock against her face like she was selling a bottle of vodka.

He quickly had enough of that shit.

He scooped her under her arms and lifted her to her feet. He slipped the straps of her nightgown off her shoulders and let it fall, watching as it snagged a stiff nipple before piling around her feet. What a fucking body she has. He feasted his eyes. I moaned softly just looking at her. They were naked in his kitchen! The tension was thick as fog. His cock rose just from looking at her but then again, so did mine.

It was his turn to sit on the kitchen counter and spread his legs and Chloe forgot all about me at the window and moved between his thighs. My wife’s hungry she-panther look tugged at my heart. His cock mesmerized her. She curled her fingers around the base, and her other hand gripped him just behind the flared helmet head. Inches of veiny shaft separated her two hands. The hand around the root held him steady as the hand behind the head began to pump. Short strokes, just gliding over the ridged crown, teasing. He placed his hand on the back of her head and pulled her face to his crotch. Chloe dutifully opened her mouth and guided his cock in.

I groaned.

He leaned back, hands splayed on the counter behind him, and watched my wife begin to work her mouth up and down. She could only take about half of him now because he’d grown too hard and thick, but she worshipped that half, stroking fast and sucking hard. His dick adopted a gentle curve up from his lap. My wife moved closer, her mouth directly over him, forcing herself to take more each trip down. She grabbed the counter with both hands and opened her mouth wide, aiming his meat spear at the back of her throat. She forced her head lower, using her arms to pull herself, driving his cock into her throat as she gagged and choked. She rammed him deep over and over. She was desperate to take every inch he had, like the more she inhaled, the more he would see how she loved his cock. Her face turned red and veins stood out on her neck and forehead. She face-fucked herself on him.

I had no idea she was capable of rough sex like this. She held him deep, breathing slowly through her nose, and then sealed her lips around his shaft, circling him with her tongue. She slowly drew upwards, her lips gliding along every rigid inch. When she reached the head again, she licked all around like a scoop of ice cream, grandstanding for my benefit.

She lavished attention on his big dick but I knew she had another reason for getting him so wet. I knew once the man was dripping and slippery, she’d turn and offer her cunt. She planned on fucking him right in front of me. What excuse had she given for her late-night visit? Did she tell him I was asleep? Buried in work? Or had she told him the truth? Did he know I stood outside his window in the dark, yanking my penis to the sight of my wife loving his?

She began to lick from his fat balls to the head, painting every inch with her spit. His rock-hard cock gleamed under the recessed kitchen lights.

The sound of a car engine caught my ear.

I left the window and hurried along his house towards the street in front. Another Mustang, classic like his, had pulled up to the curb. I thought it might be his lady friend with the Mercedes but no. A tall man, older like Byron but with a ponytail, locked his car and tossed his keys to himself. He walked casually towards Byron’s front door.

Byron had company.

There was no way for me to warn Chloe without alerting Byron to the fact I stood at his window. I hurried back to my spot in time to hear a distant doorbell ring. Chloe, her expression puzzled, stopped sucking long enough to ask a question. Byron laughed, calling out towards the living room. He took Chloe’s pretty face and guided it back to his erection. She hesitated, worried, but Byron gave her little choice. She was suckling on the plump head when Byron’s friend entered the kitchen and began to laugh. Chloe tried to rise but Byron kept her mouth on his cock, encouraging her to suck him in front of this stranger. Chloe rebelled for a moment, but only for a moment. Then the idea of an audience beyond merely me sank its claws into her and she attacked Byron’s dick with fervor. Ponytail wandered closer and dropped his car keys on the counter. He and Byron exchanged a few words while this new man looked Chloe up and down. He approved. Byron gestured towards our home, no doubt explaining where this fine young woman came from. I’m sure the man saw her wedding ring. Both men now knew she was married and cheating.

Ponytail gently stroked her hair as her head rose and fell. Chloe melted. The new man stepped back to watch my wife. He grinned and laughed, appreciating Chloe’s enthusiastic efforts. I could tell she felt a little humiliated sucking cock in front of a stranger, but that only seemed to arouse her more.

After a moment, Ponytail shrugged off his jacket and began to unbutton his shirt, getting comfortable. When he reached for his belt buckle, I realized he was going to join them! My naiveté had prevented this thought from ever occurring to me.

Holy Mother of God. Two men?

The man shed his clothing quickly, smiling in anticipation, until only his boxer brief remained. He pushed those down his legs, revealing a thick penis already growing. Chloe continued her oral worship of Byron while turning her head to stare at this new dick. She attacked Byron with greater animation, signaling her eagerness for a second lover. This was far beyond either of us but especially beyond Chloe’s experiences. I wasn’t there to guide her or even offer my opinion. My wife followed her instincts now. Anything she did, she did for herself alone.

She sucked Byron’s cock but stared at Ponytail’s growing erection until the man, stroking his penis, moved behind her. My heart pounded inside my chest. I couldn’t believe what I was seeing. Did she even remember I was outside watching? No. She was about to have sex with two men at the same time. Those lucky men held her full attention. Ponytail smacked her round ass and massaged her firm butt cheek like he was inspecting a horse before he bought it. He ran his hand all over her lower back and up between her legs. When he caressed her pussy, her eyes went wide before narrowing to slits.

He moved closer. He angled his head to get a good look at the almost hairless cunt she offered and then he ran a fingertip along her tight slit. Chloe jumped but pushed her hips back at him.

A drop of rain hit my nose.

I looked at the clouds which filled the night sky. Another drop hit my cheek, followed by others. It started to rain, lightly, at first, but soon it fell harder.

I stood my ground. No way would I miss this.


Chapter 9

When I turned my attention to my wife again, I saw Ponytail had moved even closer behind her. His fat cock, shorter than Byron’s but bigger than most, pointed like an arrow at her wet cunt. He now ran both hands over her back, often swooping around in front to cup her marvelous large hanging breasts.

The rain fell in earnest.

I stood in Byron’s manicured shrubs, damp leaves soaking through my sweats, and watched Ponytail inch even closer, drawing out the moment he would feel this gorgeous young trollop envelop his stiff meat. Chloe was impatiently rotating her hips in anticipation, trying to capture the man’s cock.

The moment froze in time. The light from inside the kitchen painted the bushes around me in a warm, golden glow. My brain wrote down and committed to memory every nuance, every detail. Ponytail shuffled closer, his cock vanishing behind her ass. I watched her face so I would know the moment he penetrated and I was soon rewarded. Chloe’s eyes went wide, almost panicked, then she melted into magnificent satisfaction. Ponytail gently placed his hands over her hipbones and pulled her against his hips, sheathing his big cock balls deep inside my wife. I exhaled like a grunt. Chloe pulled forward and pushed back, using his hard dick to fuck herself. Byron held her head down on his meat, gagging her, and both men laughed as my wife ignored her own choking to pump her tight pussy on Ponytail’s cock.

Through that pane of glass, I watched my wife lose all control.

It was simply too much for her inexperienced mind. Two older men? Two cocks harder and bigger than anything she’d ever known? She sucked ferociously and worked her hips like a starving whore. I’ve never seen such fevered need from her. The men were amazed and simply allowed my lovely bride to satisfy herself, but there would be no satisfaction, not for a long time.

Eventually, Byron got tired of the hard marble countertop and pushed Chloe away. She fought him, hungry to keep sucking. Byron spoke and Ponytail lifted Chloe in his arms, romantically carrying my wife towards the bedroom. I panicked, worried they’d move to a place where I could no longer see them, but I worried needlessly. The back of Byron’s first floor was all master bedroom, and the entire wall was sliding glass doors. I remembered Chloe had described it to me.

I got as close as I could while still maintaining cover and saw Chloe on her hands and knees in the center of the king-sized, unmade bed. Crisp white sheets and a snow-white down comforter lay in piles like a chaotic mess around her. Her body, a body I know so heartbreakingly well, was arched in a perfect, submissive curve. Her attention jumped from one man to the other as they circled her like wolves. Hard dicks cut the air like the prows of ancient galleons. Ponytail stopped beside the bed, stepping towards my wife, offering his veiny, curved erection to her mouth. Byron got on the bed behind her, his hands gripping the soft flesh of her hips. They’d traded places, eager to sample all she had.

Byron bent his knees and walked his cock closer. He took his hard dick in hand and rubbed the tip around her opening. Chloe looked a little scared but determined to have both men. Byron planted the head at her hole and pushed and Chloe’s back arched higher with every inch. He held her waist and buried anything not yet inside her and then pushed even deeper, sending his cock after her cervix. Chloe gasped at the deep penetration and Ponytail took the opportunity of her mouth wide open to shove his cock in at the other end. Byron had a look of pure concentration. Ponytail guided her head as she took him deep. He stared at my pretty wife with a kind of reverent awe, like she was easily the prettiest girl to ever suck his meat.

The rain fell harder but I was partially under a patio cover now. I wouldn’t have cared anyway. A strange fire spread through my chest and out to my arms and legs. I pushed my sweatpants down in front again and played with my cock. Watching Chloe was an erotic event. The heat and angst I felt was something dark and potent. I felt pride. I felt loss. I felt lust. I love her and she loves me but she’s fucking and sucking them. The sight was torture but made me harder than anything else ever. It was too new for me to understand it. All I could do was admit, accept, and move forward. I stroked my incredibly sensitive cock and watched both men hold my wife in place and push their big hard cocks as deep as they could. I saw her try to help them penetrate and I almost spurt prematurely. She placed her left hand on Ponytail’s hip to balance herself and the light caught her wedding ring. I groaned in the rain. This beautiful, sexual creature, this woman who holds my heart, was pierced by throbbing inches at both ends, none of them mine. God. I stroked faster. She chose to share this twisted, secret tryst with me, but she never expected a second man. When he appeared, she did not hesitate. She was thrilled to have him too.

Byron pulled almost all the way out and then sheathed his cock in her again. Her moan was loud enough to escape the heavy glass. Ponytail began to fuck her mouth, and Byron held her still and pummeled her soaked cunt, and I jerked myself watching it all. What a spectacle. What a display. I heard her moans constantly now and moments later I saw her body stiffen. Then I heard her screech. She was cumming on them, cumming on those cocks at each end, and cumming hard. Byron slapped her ass but kept his rhythm steady. Chloe orgasmed for a long time and I almost erupted again, seeing what his cock did to her. She moans for me too, but not like this. These noises were different. Louder. Lusty. Uninhibited. She holds nothing back with him. She had no sense of the need to be a good wife. Here, in this room, with these men, she is simply a being of pure, unadulterated desire. Byron slapped her ass again, a sharp, wet crack that echoed even out here in the damp night. I saw her flesh ripple, her back arch even higher, and a guttural groan pour from her throat. It’s a sound of unfiltered bliss, and it hits me like a physical blow.

My cock is a steel bar, so hard it hurts.

On and on they fuck my wife, pumping her until she orgasms again. Byron shortens his stroke but adds speed and power, thrusting hard, burying himself deep. Chloe tosses her head as the man bashes her cervix again and again. Ponytail is mauling her tits and Byron finally squeezes her waist tight, throws his head back, opens his mouth in a silent scream, and drives his cock all the way in. His eyes squeeze shut and his body shakes. His muscles go taut. His thighs flex.

He’s cumming. He’s cumming deep inside my girl. I can’t see it, but I know the look. I know the shudder that runs through his body. He pulls back a little and slams his cock deep again, shaking his head wildly. He’s blasting her womb full of hot sperm and Chloe is pressing her ass against his hips to make certain she captures every drop.

I switch my attention to Ponytail, wondering if this will be enough to put him over the top. He’s holding her head firmly and thrusting fast.

Byron blasted a gallon of jizz into Chloe. I’m stunned by how long he ejaculates. The men exchange a few words, and Byron slowly extracts his long cock, moving aside. Ponytail snatches his dick from Chloe’s mouth and quickly shuffles around behind her. My wife looks eager for more. She watches the man over her shoulder as he lines up and sinks through the hot soup Byron injected. He fills his hands with her young, pale ass and begins to thrust, slowly, at first, but rapidly faster. Without a cock in her mouth, I hear her cries of pleasure much louder. Byron comes around and moves to shower her face and lips with hot kisses while his friend fucks her. Chloe’s body soon goes taut again and she screams as she cums.

I can’t take it anymore. I bite my lips and join her, ejaculating too soon all over the side of Byron’s house. Ponytail is hammering her hot cunt from behind and then he throws his head back and slaps her ass, bucking wildly as his own climax seizes hold and rocks him. His hips jerk and convulse as he empties his large balls far up inside her. My wife peaks and crashes just as Ponytail finishes unloading. They fall onto the big bed together, breathing hard and fast. Her eyes are closed, her face flushed, a sheen of sweat making her skin glow in the lamplight. Byron falls too, tangling his arms and legs with theirs.

My dick stays hard. This sight is so far beyond me. My mind can scarcely fathom what my eyes see. I am the silent, unseen audience to the most intimate and passionate performance of my life. I’m the man who will hold her when she sleeps in her own bed tonight, but these are the men whose seed she carries. I am suddenly seized by the urge to hug her, kiss her, eat her pussy until she screams. The thought is a drug, a potent cocktail of humiliation and exhilaration that courses through my veins. I will own the aftermath. They own the woman.

I worry they’ll fall asleep and delay her return to me, proving I am still a naïve fool. Byron rolls on his side and rises to his knees, easing his drooping cock against her closed mouth. My wife opens her eyes to see him looming over her and smiles, parting her lips and allowing his slippery cock head to drop in. Ponytail senses movement and crawls to his knees too, joining Byron, dropping his cock into her open mouth like fishing off a pier. Byron strokes the hair out of her face and murmurs sweet words and Chloe laughs, suckling both soft cocks like she’d won a prize.

The rain intensified.

Ponytail casually fingered her flooded pussy as they shared smiles and laughter. The men gripped their dicks and pretended to fuck her mouth together, each penis sliding against the other, lubricated by her saliva, sperm, and pussy juice. She was unflinchingly slutty, and I love it. Byron fondled her too large breasts, bending to gently suck her nipples. She was so obviously comfortable in such an outrageously sexual situation, that I knew we’d never go back to how things were. That door was closed forever. My heart ached to see her so relaxed with her two lovers, but my dick was still rock hard and ready.

Eventually, Ponytail excused himself. He slid from the bed and entered the bathroom, peeing with the door open. He washed up and came back and shook Byron’s hand, kissed Chloe on the lips and waved goodbye to them both. Byron got down on the bed again and cuddled my wife, slipping his arms around her.

Side by side, I saw the stark difference in their ages. Chloe was a fresh spring flower, bloomed only moments ago. Byron’s older, wrinkled body was a sharp contrast. He held her and she made no move to leave. When her hand inadvertently brushed his penis, she lifted her head to look at it. She took him in her hands and wiggled lower on the bed, getting comfortable between his legs. She studied his spongy meat while gazing up at him. She asked questions and he answered and then she slipped his cock casually into her mouth again. I was floored. She wanted more.

The rain continued. Water dripped from every tree, every shrub. Rivers of gurgling water flowed from the gutters. I stood in the damp, cool night air doing nothing to calm the fire in my blood. My hands were clenched so tight my knuckles ached. I looked through that window as Chloe worked his soft dick farther back into her mouth. She lay on her stomach with her feet pulled up, dangling over her ass, and never took her eyes off his. Did she even remember I was out here? Her body was a smooth pale rolling of dips and hills: shoulders to small of the back, rising to round firm ass before dropping to hamstrings. Her long dark messy hair framed her face. She looked delicious. Byron thought so too. I knew he thought that because despite his powerful orgasm less than thirty minutes ago, he was growing hard in her mouth again. He spread his legs wide and she scooted closer. He plucked at a strand of her hair and played with it, allowing her to suck him as she saw fit. He had to be aware of her sexual inexperience. Now he let her play.

Once she had him hard, she crawled up his body and sat on his fat dick. He did nothing. He let her use him just to see what she’d do. My wife placed her hands on his shoulders and straightened her back, forcing her cunt to slide down his length. He was too much for her and she collapsed on his chest. He let her rest there and began to slowly thrust upward. She’d been filled with two huge loads, so she was slick. His hips moved with a steady, powerful rhythm, a deep, glacial cadence that made the scene feel primal and ancient. Older men have been fucking younger women with this same pulsating tempo for centuries. I saw the muscles in his ass and thighs tense and release with every movement. He moved his hands to cup her round ass not roughly, but possessively, like he was anchoring himself to her. Chloe’s legs were folded beside his hips, her heels digging into her butt. I could see the delicate arch of her feet and the way her toes curled.

My breath caught in my throat. She looked beautiful up there on him. She looked like she belonged. He was the perfect lover for her: patient, experienced, and big. I should have been enraged. I should have been smashing through that window, tearing her off of him. But I was frozen. I was mesmerized. It was beautiful and terrifying all at once. I saw the way she lay so serene, so calm. Like me, she knew she belonged up there, filled by him.

For the first time I wondered if I could lose her to him. My mind quickly rejected the notion, but I began to understand there are many ways to lose someone. Would she still want to make love to me knowing he was right next door? 

She lifted her head off his chest to kiss him as he moved inside her. Their kisses were slow and languid, filled with emotion and longing. They spoke soft words and I imagined the sweet things they said. He thrust a little faster.

He shifted his weight, rising up on his elbows slightly, and I got a better view of her face. Her eyes were squeezed shut, her mouth open, her expression one of pure, unadulterated ecstasy. This was a look I’d never been able to give her.

Byron’s pace quickened, his movements becoming more urgent, more demanding. Chloe’s body responded, her back arching even further, her hips grinding on his: a desperate, hungry dance. I watched as his hand left her butt to slide down between their bodies, his thumb finding that spot on her that made her gasp and shudder. Then her whole body convulsed, a wave of pleasure washing over her so intensely I swear I could feel it out here in the dark.

He followed her over the edge moments later, his body going rigid, a deep guttural moan tearing from his throat as he buried his face in the crook of her neck. She collapsed onto him, pressing him into the mattress. For a long moment, they just lay there, a tangled, breathing heap of limbs and sweat. She’d climaxed again but just as importantly, he’d ejaculated inside her yet again. My mind spun.

I stood there, unmoving. The night air felt colder now, the sound of rain heavier. The image of them was burned onto the back of my eyelids, a brand I would carry forever. I turned and walked away from the window, away from the house, but I knew I wasn't leaving anything behind. I was taking it with me.


Chapter 10

I pulled my sweatpants up, but I stayed hard all the way home. I entered our bedroom wondering how long I’d be forced to endure the absence of my wife. I sat on the edge of our bed and adjusted my painful erection. We’d discovered something insane, and it was killing me. It was also fueling levels of lust I’d never even known I was capable of. I know she felt that way too.

To my great relief I soon heard the front door open and close. I heard the patting of her dainty feet hurrying through the house. She burst through our bedroom door and screamed with delight, launching herself at me. I caught her and she knocked me back, running her fingers through my hair.

“Wet hair?” she shrieked. “Wet hair? From the rain? Were you out there the whole time? Did you see everything? Oh my fucking God! Baby! Did you see both men fuck me? Did you see me suck two cocks? Please, please say you did!”

”I saw everything,” I rasped.

She jumped off me to the bedroom floor. She raked her nails over my sweats, frantic to get them out of her way. She pulled them down and saw my hard dick and squealed with delight.

“How did you resist?” she asked. “I thought for sure you were outside jacking off. Can you believe how slutty I got?”

“I did jack off,” I admitted. “I couldn’t hold back anymore.”

She turned serious.

“Really?”

“Yes,” I admitted.

“You mean you’re still hard after cumming?”

“Yes.”

She yanked my sweatpants down to my ankles and inhaled my dick. I watched until she opened her eyes and caught me.

“I’m full of cum,” she said, taunting. “Did you like that? Did you like watching them cum inside me? You must love watching me get fucked.”

“It’s the hottest thing I’ve ever seen. Nothing comes close.”

“I can’t wait to do it again.”

“Byron?”

She shrugged.

“Maybe. Maybe his friend, Arnold. But I think I’m ready for a man my own age. Some hot stud with a hard body and a big hard cock. I’ve always wondered what a lover with muscles would be like. Maybe you can go out and find me a stripper. I’ll definitely fuck Byron again and probably a lot, but there’s no reason to fuck only him. Maybe you can use your gym membership and prowl the locker room for hot guys. Oh! Maybe I can fuck Steve at work.” She pondered for only a moment. “No,” she continued. “Too close to home. I already have a lover right next door. I should stick with strangers from here on out. Byron and Arnold said so many sweet things to me. They got me believing I’m sexy. I’ve shed the old Chloe. Oh! I just got a great idea. Next time we take a vacation, let’s go someplace sexy.”

“Sexy?”

“Yes. Like some tropical island with a nude beach. That would be so hot. I’d love to walk around naked in front of men I don’t know. Best of all, I’d get to see what every man has right up front. I could be a total slut and pick my lovers based on how big their cock is. Would you like that, Baby?”

She was exuberant. She was the proverbial kid in a candy store. I’d felt the moment everything changed, the moment I knew we’d never go back to the way things were, and I’d been right.

“I would,” I admitted.

A stray thought popped into my head, one that had been gnawing away at the edges without rising to the level of consciousness.

“Let me ask you something,” I said, feeling my way through to the question I wanted. “The night of the storm. You spent the night with him. You spent the night in his bed, under the blankets with him. Did anything happen?”

She laced her fingers on the flat area above my dick and rested her chin on them. She hit me with a face so innocent and virtuous I almost gasped. She thought about asking what I meant but instead decided to speak the truth.

“Yes,” she said, and it was a confession.

Blood rushed to my erection, expanding the head. She curled her fingers around my shaft and squeezed, enjoying the firm hardness she caused. She turned my erection, noticing how her fingers made it all the way around and the tips overlapped. She smiled. I understood. I remembered how she’d lifted his cock in a similar way to see how her fingers didn’t meet when wrapped around him. She was comparing my girth to Byron’s. I felt a twinge of jealousy followed by immediate arousal. My cock head expanded again. She chuckled.

“You actually like that he’s so much bigger,” she murmured.

What could I say?

“You were about to give me the details of your night under the blanket with him,” I said. “Tell me everything.”

She rested my dick against her face.

“I’d fallen asleep,” she began, placing her lips under the tip of my throbbing cock so each word stimulated me. “At some point I rolled over and spooned him, like I always do you. I’d worn loose shorts to bed but those were somehow gone. He froze and I realized I could pretend I thought it was you. I reached around to touch his cock. He’s so big. I had to feel it, and I mumbled your name to complete my charade. I fondled him until I had him rock hard. I wanted more but I panicked and rolled away, continuing my pretense at sleep. He waited a few minutes to let me fall into a deeper sleep and then he rolled over and spooned me, pretending to be you. I thought that was clever. A moment later I felt his fat stiff log nudge me between the legs. He was trying to work it through my gap so I could squeeze it with my thighs. Things didn’t work out that way. The tip caught my opening and the head slipped in. I groaned, warning him that I might be waking up, but he just pushed deeper.”

“His cock was in you. He was inside you.”

“Yes, but we were both still playing a silly game. I eased my ass towards him, and he sank deeper and deeper until I felt him hit some wall inside me. He held himself all the way in, not moving, barely breathing. I think he feared getting caught. I was too scared to pretend to wake up and fuck him, so I just laid there. His amazing cock felt so good. We both laid still, enjoying the deep throbbing. My hips ached with the need to fuck him, but I wasn’t ready for that. Even this was way too far. He waited a long time and then slowly withdrew. We both pretended to sleep again and eventually, we did.”

“That explains why you escalated things with the pretend spider down your top ploy.”

“Yes. I had to have more. I thought about sucking him all day every day.”

“Well, now, you can.”

She grinned and spoke before taking me deep into her mouth again.

“Now I can,” she said.

End.
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