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It’s never easy having to travel for work, especially when it means leaving your family behind. One summer, my company asked me to oversee an office several hours from my home, complete with a hefty travel stipend to cover all of my expenses. It was only for a few months, but that would mean being away from my wife Kerri several days a week throughout the summer. Luckily, she understood that this was a great opportunity, and we both agreed to make the best of it.

At first, our fun was pretty innocent. On the first night that she decided to come down and visit me, we agreed to meet at a bar near my hotel first, just to grab dinner and a quick drink before heading back to the room. When I got there, I found her dressed in a snug little red dress with long sleeves and a high neckline. She wasn’t showing any cleavage, but the dress showed off the curves of her body nicely.

“Hey, there,” I said as I pulled up the seat next to her at the bar. “Mind if I join you?”

“Well, I was supposed to meet my husband here for a drink but he seems to be running late,” Kerri replied with a playful glint in her eye.

“That’s a shame,” I said. “What kind of man would leave his beautiful wife alone at a bar? You never know who might come along and try to sweep her off her feet.”

She giggled and blushed a little, the smile still present on her face.

“Maybe you can keep me company until her gets here?” she answered. “You seem like a pretty nice guy. Handsome, too.”

“I’d be happy to do that,” I added with my own cheeks showing a hint of redness.

We chatted for the next hour, flirting like it was the first time we had ever met. I filled her in on how the office was going, all while pretending she had no idea who I was. Kerri kept the game going without breaking character even once. After a few hours, we were both pretty buzzed. That was when she leaned in close and whispered in my ear.

“You know, I don’t think my husband is going to show. Maybe the two of us could go somewhere more private and have another drink?”

The twinkle in her eye made the whole thing a million times sexier. I played it cool and nodded.

“Why don’t we head back to my room? I’m staying right next door,” I suggested.

I paid the tab and we hurried back. We were barely through the door before she wrapped her arms around me and pressed her lips firmly against mine. There was an intensity there, and I didn’t know if it was for me, or for the stranger I was pretending to be. Either way, I wasn’t about to stop her. We peeled each other’s clothes off and hopped into bed like wild animals clawing at each other.

The sex was incredible, but not just because we were away from home and in a new place. I found my imagination running wild, wondering what it would be like if she actually picked up another man and went back to his hotel. I imagined my sweet, innocent wife deciding to give herself to a stranger, and that turned me on in a way that I never would have expected.

There wasn’t much talking that night. I didn’t tell Kerri what I was thinking when we were in the moment, but not because I was worried about what she would think. I didn’t tell her because I wasn’t even sure how I felt about the thoughts running through my head.

At first, the idea was confusing. Why would I be so turned on by my wife cheating on me? Kerri was a beautiful redhead with a beaming smile and a tight, sexy body. I knew she would have no problem finding another man to sleep with her, but I had also never seen her look at another man in that way since the day I met her. She had always been a loyal and loving wife.

I brushed the thoughts aside and told myself it was just an innocent role play. I would later realize that it was much more than that. That was the night our relationship first started to transform.

A week later, Kerri decided to come down and visit me again. We were texting back and forth earlier in the day when I suggested a different bar. Kerri replied with her own suggestion.

“Can we pretend you’re hitting on me like you did last week? That was a lot of fun.”

“Of course,” I said. “I liked that, too. You really got into it, huh?”

“Yeah, I was a little surprised myself,” she texted back. “It just felt so naughty to pretend like I was fucking someone else. Not that I would ever do that, but it was a fun fantasy, and you make one hell of a hot hookup!”

I realized that my heart was racing as I read her text. I didn’t fully understand it myself, but there was something deep below the surface of her words that was arousing me. Until I could make sense of what was going on in my head, all I could do was brush it off and just go with the flow.

“Hey, if it turns you on like it did last week, then I’m in!” I replied.

Looking back, I wonder if our relationship would still have gone down the same path if I hadn’t gotten stuck leaving work almost an hour late that night. I was so excited to see Kerri after a few days away, but I had to take care of business first. Because she had already made the drive down, she didn’t have many options, so she went to the bar to have a drink while she waited for me.

When I finally got there, I scanned the room and quickly found her. Then I hesitated for a moment.

The bar was shaped like a horseshoe. Kerri was seated along one of the sides, with an empty chair to her left. On her right was an older gentleman who was chatting with her with a big smile on his face. I knew my wife was probably just being friendly with him, but he clearly thought that he had a chance at convincing her to come home with him.

I weighed my options, and that’s when I decided to have a little fun. Instead of sitting next to Kerri, I walked around to the opposite side of the bar and took a seat there.

She didn’t notice me at first, which allowed me to really appreciate the scene. She was wearing another tight little dress, just like last time, but this one was much more revealing. It had a plunging neckline that showed a healthy amount of cleavage, and I could see her admirer’s eyes sneaking down now and then to catch a brief glimpse. It was held up by two thin spaghetti straps, leaving her shoulders bare. She had done her hair and makeup beautifully, and while I felt excited that she had gotten dolled up just for me, there was a certain thrill in seeing another man enjoy her beauty.

It only took a few minutes for Kerri to notice me. Our eyes met and she furrowed her brow in confusion, then scooped up her phone. Second later, my phone buzzed in my hand.

“Are you going to join me?” she asked.

“In a bit,” I replied. “I’m enjoying the show right now.”

The corner of her mouth lifted up into a slight smirk, and her fingers started typing quickly.

“Oh, really?” she said. “You mean the guy next to me?”

“Yeah,” I replied. “You two seem to be hitting it off.”

Kerri rolled her eyes and gave me a knowing glance across the bar, then returned to her phone.

“He was just keeping me company, but if you really want a show, I can turn things up a little.”

“Let’s see what you got,” I told her.

Kerri gave me one last look, then put her phone down. Her entire demeanor changed. She turned toward the other guy to give him a better view of her assets, and became much chattier.

It wasn’t long before she was making small gestures, like touching him on the arm and laughing whenever he would make a witty remark.

All of those confusing emotions seemed to coalesce into a strange form of arousal. It didn’t make me jealous to see Kerri flirting openly with another man. Instead, I felt my cock stirring, pressing against my pants as it swelled slightly. I couldn’t explain why, but the entire thing was turning me on.

Their flirtatious encounter lasted about an hour. I knocked back a few drinks while I waited, and was pretty buzzed when I saw Kerri wiggle her ring finger at the guy. He shrugged and shook her hand, then got up and slipped his coat on. She offered him a brief hug, and then he left.

Once he was gone, I gathered myself up and moved around the bar, pulling up the empty chair next to my wife. She turned and eyed me warily, that playful smirk returning to her face.

“If you’re about to hit on me, then I’m going to tell you the same thing I told that last guy,” she said with the faintest slur. “I’m a married woman.”

“Your husband must be a lucky man, then,” I ribbed back.

“Sometimes,” she said. “How did I do? Think he liked me?”

“I think so,” I said nonchalantly.

“I think so, too,” she perked up. “He invited back to his place for a drink.”

“Was that when you wiggled the wedding ring at him?”

“Yep,” she giggled. “He said he saw the ring, but wasn’t sure if I was looking to have some fun anyway.”

“And you didn’t take him up on that offer?” I asked half-jokingly.

She rolled her eyes even harder, then looked at me and froze. For a moment, it felt like she was probing me with her eyes, searching my soul.

“Wait, are you getting turned on by this? You were getting a kick out of me flirting with him, weren’t you?”

“I guess you’re not the only one who’s turned on by the thought of you sleeping with another man.”

Kerri giggled madly, burying her face in her hands to hide the blush and smiling uncontrollably.

“You’re crazy. I don’t know if I could actually do something like that. It’s one thing to flirt with another man. It’s a whole other deal to actually break my marriage vows and sleep with him.”

“Even if you had my permission?” I asked, feeling a little more open after a few drinks.

She pondered the question for a moment, then looked at me questioningly.

“Would you want to be there?” she asked. “If it happened, I mean. I’m not saying that I would do it. I’m just wondering.”

“I think I would enjoy it more if I was, but I wouldn’t necessarily want that to stop you.”

“So you’re saying you would be okay if I went out with another man and slept with him, and then told you about it when I got home?”

“I think so,” I hesitated. “Honestly, I don’t really know how I would feel, but the idea turns me on. I wouldn’t be mad, but I would be willing to try it. If I don’t like it, then we don’t do it again.”

Kerri nodded her head slowly, still trying to stifle her grin.

“I don’t know if I could do it with a stranger,” she added. “Maybe if it was someone I know, but a stranger seems too dangerous.”

“Is there someone you had in mind?” I asked.

“No, but I’m probably going to be thinking about for the next few days,” she answered giddily.

“Maybe you should think about that guy tonight when we get back to the hotel room. Imagine that I’m him and do what you would do if you had gone home with him. Say what you would say to him.”

Kerri’s eyes widened with excitement at the idea.

“Let’s get out of here,” she said abruptly.

“Don’t you have to pay your tab?” I asked, already having cleared my own drinks.

“Nope,” she winked. “My new friend paid for me. I’ll have to show him how thankful I am when we get back to his place.”

We rushed out of the room like teenagers running off to make out. Kerri was very conservative the entire drive back, but the second she stepped through the door, she grabbed my collar and pulled me into a heated kiss. I could feel the burning desire radiating off of her.

We stumbled toward the bed, where Kerri pushed me down and dropped to her knees in front of me. Her hands went for my belt and began pulling frantically at it. She managed to get my pants undone and pulled them down until my cock popped free. As she prepared to sink her lips on me, she looked at me and said the most perfect words.

“Just don’t tell my husband I let you fuck me. I want him to hear it from me.”

Then her lips were around my shaft, pulling at it hungrily. I could feel the lust created by the idea that I was someone else, a new fire that I hadn’t felt since the first time we met.

I wanted more than her mouth, though, so after a few minutes, I pulled her up onto the bed and pulled her dress up. She spread her legs, showing me that she had been out all night with no panties on. I moved over her and kissed her as my length sank into her wet warmth.

Kerri cried out in ecstasy as I began driving my length down into her. My mouth was right next to her ear, and I fed her fantasy as I took her.

“Think about his cock inside you,” I whispered to her. “Think about him fucking you, another man, while I’m sitting at home waiting for you, waiting for him to finish having his way with you.”

“Oh, god, yes!” she cried out as her body erupted in orgasm.

Her peak passed quickly, and she flipped me onto my back and started riding me hard and fast.

“I can’t believe I’m doing this,” she moaned as she bounced up and down on my cock. “I feel like such a dirty slut, but I needed to feel another man inside me!”

I imagined her riding that stranger, the man who had probably already been undressing her in his mind. I imaging her fucking him, cheating on me, and my mind swirled. Suddenly I exploded inside her in one of the most intense orgasms I had ever felt. My entire body contracted in one strong motion as I pumped her pussy full of my seed.

We passed out lovingly embraced in each other’s arms that night. The intensity of the whole thing had drained both of us.

A few days later, I decided to broach the subject again.

“Have you thought about what we talked about the other night at all? About who you would want if you could sleep with someone you know?” I texted her one night while sitting in my hotel room.

“I had one idea,” she replied briefly.

“Tell me,” I pressed.

“Do you remember when I went up to visit Cindy last month and spent the night at her place? Well, we had a big cookout with a bunch of her neighbors, and after everyone left, she told me one of them was showing interest in me. His name is Ross, and he’s pretty cute. I guess he told her he would really like to get to know me. The only thing is, he lives with his girlfriend.”

“I take it he wanted to cheat on her with you, then?”

“Yeah,” she said. “I guess he told her that he’d love to pull me back into her laundry room and ‘bang the shit out of me.’ The room is out back and away from the rest of the house, and I guess some of the neighborhood couples like to sneak out there when they’re having parties at the house.”

“Have you ever snuck out back there?” I asked.

“Of course not,” she said. “This is the first time I’ve even considered anything like this. Don’t be like that.”

“Okay, I’m sorry,” I said. “So what did you think? Sounds like he was pretty crude about it.”

“He was,” she replied, “but I kind of liked that.”

“Did you want to go?” I asked.

“I didn’t at the time, but now the idea turns me on. It would be so hot to do it, but I don’t really want to do it. Does that make sense?”

“Yeah,” I said. “I think that just means you’re nervous, though. If something was to happen and you ended up out there, I think it would be hot if you let go and just went with it.”

“This is so crazy,” she said. I could picture her blushing as she typed her response. “Cindy actually invited me up for another cookout this weekend. Maybe I’ll try to be a little more open and adventurous.”

“That would be amazing, honey,” I texted back.

My heart was pounding out of my chest.

“No promises that anything is going to happen. I do want you to promise you won’t be mad if it does. I have your permission to be bad?”

“Absolutely,” I said, sealing my fate.

The days ticked by slowly. When I went home for a night in the middle of the week, Kerri was even more loving and attentive than she had been before. There was no mention of what might happen this weekend, but when the lights were out, it was as if she couldn’t get enough of me.

I was away at my hotel that Friday when Kerri left for Cindy’s house. The two of them had been lifelong friends, but her friend had moved an hour away a few years ago. Kerri would often visit  and was well-known at their neighborhood parties, which could get pretty wild from what I had heard.

It wasn’t long before Kerri was texting to update me on her evening.

“Hey, honey! I got here about an hour ago, but Cindy and I have been talking the whole time. We may have started drinking already, too! I hope you don’t mind, but I told her about all of the stuff we’ve been talking about, and how you said I should just go with it if something happened. You know I tell her everything, and she doesn’t judge at all. She actually agrees that it’s pretty hot, and she’s trying to get everyone over here for a party now! She’s such a bad influence!”

I laughed nervously to myself, and felt my cock already starting to swell. My fantasy, as new and crazy as it was, was getting closer to becoming a reality.

“Sounds like it could be an interesting night! Keep me updated, and one more thing…”

“Yeah?” she replied.

“Be bad for me.”

“You’re so crazy, but I love it! I love you! I will try, baby.”

I didn’t hear from her again for over two hours. It was starting to get late, but the evening was young if they intended to be partying all night.

“He’s here!” she texted. “I keep blushing every time I see him. All I can think about is kissing him. Oh, and I’m drinking tequila, so you know how I get!”

My cock stirred again, and I pressed firmly on it to relieve the pressure.

“Have you said anything to him yet? Or are you waiting for him to make a move?”

“Nothing yet. I’m so nervous!”

“Remember,” I said, “just relax and have fun. Go with the moment.”

As the party raged on, I sat alone in my hotel room, imaging everything going on. I stripped down to my boxers and climbed into bed, stroking myself to the image of my innocent wife fucking another man.

It wasn’t long before I got another message.

“Babe! Ross just came up to me and said that Cindy asked him to show me where the laundry room is! I told you she was a bad influence. I told him I just needed a minute to freshen up in the bathroom so I could text you! Something is about to happen, I just haven’t decidedly exactly what yet!

“Is his girlfriend there?” I asked, a little worried that there might be drama.

“Yeah, but I guess she knows he gets like this with other women and doesn’t care. He’s slept with almost everyone on the block, including Cindy!”

“Wow,” I said. “Just be safe and have fun then!”

“I will! I love you so much, and thank you for letting me do this!”

And then she was gone. It felt like time crawled to a stop. Something was happening, but I had no idea what. It was an intense whirlwind of jealousy and excitement, with my cock as hard as a rock.

The silence lasted for just over a half hour before my phone dinged again.

“Baby, I was bad! I did it… well, maybe not what you think, but a few things happened. Are you sure you’re still okay with all of this?”

“Yes, baby, I’m fine with this! I’m so turned on right now. I want to hear all the details!”

“Okay, I just got back to my room, so give me a minute.”

“Is he there still?” I asked nervously.

“No, he left with his girlfriend. She saw us coming back in and told him it was time to go. I don’t think she knew, but I think she suspected. I’m all by myself in Cindy’s guest bedroom.”

“So? What happened?” I pushed.

“So after I left the bathroom from texting you, I found Ross waiting by the back door. He saw me and nodded toward the outside, then stepped out. I followed him around the side of the house, where there was a little side door that led to the laundry room. There was a small night light so you could see what you were doing, but not bright enough to attract any unwanted attention.

“As soon as he closed the door, he pulled me into his arms and kissed me. His lips were amazing, and his hands felt so strong around me. I’m wearing one of those thin little summer dresses that pretty revealing, so when his hand slipped down and cupped my ass, I could feel the power. He knew what he wanted, and he was taking it.

“We made out for a few minutes, and then his hand slipped up under my dress. Remember how I didn’t wear any panties the other night when I came down to see you? Well, I had decided to skip them again, so his fingers slipped right across my bare pussy. I reached for his cock and felt him through his shorts, completely hard. His fingers dipped inside me and he felt how wet I was. That’s when I felt his cock grow a little more, and I got really excited. I thought he was pretty big when I first felt it, but he felt huge once he finished growing.

“I couldn’t wait any longer. I was so eager to see it, so I dropped to my knees and pushed him back against the dryer. I unbuckled his pants and just pulled them down, then sank my lips around his cock before I could second-guess myself.

“Are you still there, baby? Am I still okay?”

“You’re amazing, babe,” I replied. “Don’t stop.”

“As soon as I tasted his cock, I started thinking of you. I thought about how bad I was for doing this to you. I thought about how good he tasted, and how he was even just a little bigger than you. I even imagined you being there, watching me please him. That’s when I had an idea.

“I grabbed my phone off the dryer where I had set it down. I gave it to Ross and asked him to take some pictures, then started sucking him even harder. I saw the flash going off, and then he stopped. He said I should show my tits to make the pictures better, so I pulled the straps off my shoulder and let the top of my dress bunch up around my waist. I wasn’t wearing a bra, either. I really wanted something to happen, and I thought the sexier I felt without underwear, the more likely I would be to do it.

“So he started snapping a few more pictures while I sucked him. I even forgot about it after a while and just kept going at him. Do you want to see some of the pictures?”

“Oh my god, yes please!” I replied giddily.

It didn’t take long for three pictures to pop up on my screen. The first showed Kerri on her knees, her dress shoved down with her tits out, staring at the large cock in her hand. She had played it off as being just slightly larger than mine, but that was minimizing it. The cock in her hand was several inches longer than mine, and much thicker. Had she actually fucked him too? Had that cock been inside my wife?

The second picture showed her lips pressed against the tip. You could still see the full length, though. I knew she had already sucked him before that, but it seemed like she was just teasing him.

It was the third picture that really showed her bad behavior. My beautiful wife, her face surrounded by those red locks, had her lips spread around his shaft with half of it in her mouth. She had done it. She had pleasured another man.

“What do you think?” she asked hesitantly.

“That’s so hot, Kerri. You’re amazing. What happened next?”

“Well, I was thinking about what Cindy had said, about him wanting to bend me over the dryer and bang the shit out of me. I was about to stand up and turn around so he could put it inside of me, when I suddenly felt his body start to tighten. His cock got really hard, and I knew he was about to cum. I only had a split second to decide what to do. I didn’t want to stop and have him blow it all over me, because I didn’t want to go back inside smelling like cum, so I just kept going. You know how much I hate doing that, but it felt so naughty, doing it for another man when I never do it for you. I felt it shoot down my throat and I started swallowing it, every drop, while he grunted and convulsed. That made me feel even dirtier!

“After that, I got up and he started kissing me again. His hand was under my dress, playing with my pussy, but then I heard a noise and got really nervous that someone was coming. I pushed him away and pulled my dress back on. Then I just looked at him and said, ‘Next time, you better be ready to fuck me,’ and hurried out of the laundry room with him trailing behind me.

“As soon as we got back inside, we ran into his girlfriend. She had been looking around for him, and I think she suspected we were up to no good. She gave me a death glare, then looked at him and told him they were leaving. He grabbed his jacket and the two of them were gone.

“After that, I came back to my room and locked myself in here to text you. I’m so worked up and horny, I’ve been touching myself while I tell you about it. God, I need a cock inside me right now!”

“Wow, that was hot!” I told her. “I’m so hard right now. I feel like I’m about to cum!”

“No, baby, don’t do that,” she pleaded. “I want you to save it for me. Wait until tomorrow and fuck me good the second you get home.”

“You are so evil,” I relented. “Are you going to get yourself off while you make me wait?”

“Mmhmm,” she purred. “It’s not gonna take much. I’m feeling so naughty, I could squirt all over this bed!”

“Do you have his number?” I asked, feeling a sudden rush of  inspiration.

“No, she replied, “but I could go get it from Cindy. What are you thinking? I doubt his girlfriend will let him sneak back. She’s going to be watching him like a hawk.”

“No, not that,” I said, my heart pumping and my cock throbbing in sync. “Get his number and take some pictures while you touch yourself, and send them to him.”

“Oh my god, you’re so bad!” she answered. “Give me a few minutes. I’ll show you what I send him.”

My cock ached as I waited. I wanted to touch myself, but I knew that the more I played without actually feeling some release, the more pain I would be in later.

It was almost twenty minutes later before I heard my phone beep. I opened it quickly and pulled up my messages.

There was a series of pictures, the ones she had taken to send to him. There were ten pictures, showing a gradual progression of her naughtiness. The first one was angled along the length of her body, with her thin cotton dress still covering her. Her hand was on her crotch, but the angle didn’t show anything more than her wrist disappearing between her legs.

Over the next few pictures, she slowly pulled down the dress to reveal her breasts, then her torso, and then finally her entire body stretched out naked on the bed. Every naked curve was bare and exposed. This was what she was sending to another man, a man she was longing to fuck.

There were a few close-up shots of her hand touching her pussy, showing off the most private part of her body. I could see how wet she was just from the way her pussy glistened in the light. The last few pictures were of her, completely naked, standing in front of a full-length mirror in the guest bedroom. There was even one shot of her turned around, showing the perfect curve of her bare ass.

“I just came so hard,” she added after the last picture had come through.

“You look amazing,” I replied, still trying to keep my hormones in check. “Did you send those to him?”

“Yeah. He said I look amazing, too, and he really wants to fuck me the next time I come up. I told him we could meet in the laundry room again, but he says he wants to have me all night, not just for a quickie.”

“And what do you want?” I asked, curious to see how far her mind had taken this little sexual adventure.

“I… I don’t really know what I want. I feel bad saying this, but I want more that a quickie, too. I want to just lay in bed with him and feel him, in every possible. I want to take our time and really enjoy it. The only thing is, I don’t know how I feel about getting a hotel room. I feel like planning it out like that wouldn’t be as fun as if it just happened in the moment. Plus he has a girlfriend! I felt guilty enough with what we did tonight. I don’t think I could knowingly plan on helping someone cheat on their significant other!”

“But you still want him?” I asked, my breathing slow and ragged.

“Yes,” she replied. “After feeling it in my mouth, I couldn’t stop thinking about how it would feel in my pussy, stretching me open. Don’t get me wrong, I love your cock and the way you touch me, but I haven’t had one that big since college. I probably shouldn’t be telling you that. I hope you’re not mad. It’s just driving me crazy right now!”

“Do you want to stay there tomorrow night? Maybe you can have another chance with him?”

“No, that’s okay,” she said, seemingly coming down a bit from her intense arousal. “I just want to get home so I can see you again. Tonight was fun, but I want you to come home and reclaim me tomorrow. I want you to show me why I married you.”

“I can’t wait,” I said.

We talked a little longer, but we were both exhausted. Kerri eventually decided to go to bed, although I was pretty sure she was going to play with herself a few more times before she could make that happen. I turned the lights off and struggled to sleep, unable to stop thinking about my delightfully naughty wife.

The next day, Kerri was waiting for me in sexy lingerie as soon as I walked through the door. She hopped up off the couch and ran to me, wrapping her arms around me and pulling me into an intense kiss.

“God, I missed you,” she said as she finally relaxed her grip. “I hope you’re not mad about last night. I was looking through my texts and I said some pretty horrible things.”

“Like what?” I asked, genuinely perplexed.

“All that stuff about wanting him because he was, you know… bigger? I shouldn’t have said that. I was just so turned on and lost in the moment. I love you and your cock. I don’t want anyone else!”

I chuckled a little and gave her a comforting kiss.

“Don’t be sorry,” I said. “I know you were pretty drunk last night. Besides, as crazy as it sounds, that stuff actually turned me on.”

“Really?” she said.

“Yeah. It was hot to hear what you really think, to hear you express your most carnal needs to me without any shame. I know you love me, and I trust you not to hurt me. As long as you’re open with me and willing to stop if I say so, then you’re free to do whatever you want.”

“Right now, what I want for you to fuck the shit out of me like you promised me last night.”

She kissed me again as she dragged me toward our bedroom. I wasn’t sure where this crazy fantasy was headed, but I was loving it so far.

For the next few weeks, the sexual intensity continued to burn bright between me and my wife. We would spend almost every night in bed making love for hours before finally passing out.

While Kerri always made sure to keep her focus on me, she also continued to text with Ross. Their conversations were always colorful and lustful, often developing into full-blown sexting on the nights when I was away. On days when she was feeling a little more adventurous, she would put on some sexy lingerie and send pictures to tease him. She was always eager to share the stories and pictures with me too, often passing me her phone to read their latest exchange while she went down on me.

As the days passed, the sexual tension between the two of them grew pretty strong. It had been only two weeks since her trip up to Cindy’s when things took an interesting turn.

“Are you going to be away for work on Friday?” she asked me early in the week.

“Yeah, we have a big project deadline coming up, so I need to put in some extra time down here. Why? What’s up?”

“Cindy and a couple of her friends and neighbors are going on a boat cruise. She asked me if I wanted to go. I was hoping you would be home, but would you be okay if I wanted to go without you?”

“Of course,” I told her. “I assume Ross is going to be there?”

“Yeah, but nothing is going to happen. His girlfriend is coming with us, and I don’t think we would be able to get any privacy on a boat. Plus, Cindy told me that she’s already been on his case about flirting with other women lately, so I don’t want to stir things up between them. I just want to go and hang out, maybe have a little too much to drink. The boat is leaving from the marina just down the street, so I can probably grab a taxi and have a fun night.”

“That sounds like a good plan,” I replied.

I was a little disappointed that there wouldn’t be an opportunity for some crazy fun, but I knew eventually something would happen. All I had to do was be patient.

When Friday rolled around, I felt a bit of nervous excitement buzzing in my belly. Even though Kerri had said nothing would happen, I found it hard to believe that the entire night would be innocent, given the intensity of her conversations with Ross. It might be something small, like a quick stolen kiss, but I knew there would be some sort of story at the end of the night.

I was just finishing up and getting ready to head back to my hotel when Kerri texted me to let me know she was heading out to meet the others.

“Here’s a picture of what I’m wearing tonight. Hopefully I won’t tease Ross too much!” she joked.

She then sent me an image of her, dressed in a tight little red miniskirt and a thin cotton tank top. Once again, the low cut top left her cleavage on full display for everyone to appreciate. I had a feeling that she was going to trigger some jealousy when Ross’s girlfriend saw how she was dressed.

“You look beautiful!” I replied. “I hope he enjoys it as much as I do!”

That was the last I heard from her over the next several hours. I knew she would be out having fun and not paying attention to her phone, so I went out to dinner by myself and stopped at the hotel bar for a few drinks before heading back to my room. I had just gotten comfortable, ready to fantasize about what it would be like if she did hook up with Ross, when she texted me to tell me about the surprise plot twist in her evening.

“Hey, babe! So I have a question to ask you. Are you busy right now?”

“Not at all,” I said. “What’s up? How is your night?”

“It’s been so much fun! I’ve had a lot to drink, and they had a really good band on the boat, so I got to shake my ass! There’s been a little drama tonight too, though. That’s why I’m texting you.”

“Oh no, what happened?”

“Ross and his girlfriend were fighting almost the entire cruise, even before we got on the boat, I think. I didn’t want to make things worse, so I was trying to stay away from him, but it wasn’t just me. We all avoided them for most of the night. When the boat pulled back into the dock, they got off and started arguing more. She finally said she didn’t want to be with him anymore, then got in her car and took off without him. Cindy was going to give him a ride home, but his girl said she would call the cops if he came to the house tonight, so now he doesn’t want to go there.”

“Wow,” I said. “That’s crazy! So what is he going to do now?”

I knew the answer even before I asked, but once again I felt a thrill in wanting to hear her say it.

“Well, I was thinking maybe I could invite him to stay at our house?”

“On the couch, or in our bed?” I asked, a wry smile dancing across my face.

“Does it really matter?” she quipped back. “You know I’m going to fuck him, regardless of whether it’s on the bed or the couch. He’s single now, so I don’t have to worry about his girlfriend anymore.”

My cock sprang to life, swelling with excitement. This was it. My fantasy was about to become a reality.

“I love it when you’re dirty,” I said.

“So is that a yes?” she asked.

“Absolutely, baby,” I replied. “Fuck him good, and make him forget all about that other woman.”

“Yes, sir! I’m so excited!” she beamed through the phone. “Are you back at your hotel yet? I want to try something in a little bit.”

“Yep, I’m comfy and by myself. Can’t wait to see what you have in store.”

“Okay! Stay near your phone. I’ll text you in a bit.”

I sat in my bed, my blood pumping, my cock swollen, and waited for something. First came just the slightest tease. My phone dinged and there was a picture of the two of them together in the back of a cab, side by side with his arm around her, both of them looking at the camera. A moment later, a second one appeared. This time they were looking at each other, with wide smiles that betrayed their hunger. I could see in the way she was looking at him that she was dying to fuck him. She had once looked at me that way, but after so many years together, it had been a long time since I had seen that look in her eyes.

It turned me on to see the excitement. It was the first time I had ever seen Ross, and I was a little surprised to see a slightly older man, thin and muscular, staring at my wife so intently. Then a final picture came in and I had to stop touching myself to hold back my orgasm.

The last image showed the two of them, their lips pressed together in a steamy kiss. Another man was kissing my wife. I knew it wasn’t the first time it had happened, but it was a whole different thing to see it with my own eyes. It seemed even more intimate than the picture of her sucking his cock. It made it all so real.

A thought suddenly occurred to me, and I quickly texted Kerri before they got to the house and she stopped looking at her phone.

“Hey, honey, I just had one question. Am I allowed to cum, or do I have to wait until I see you again?”

Her answer was, thankfully, immediate.

“I won’t make you wait that long, but don’t finish yet. I want you to wait until he gets off first. I’ll let you know when he’s done with me.”

It was happening. She was going to do it. She was going to fuck him in our bed.

Then suddenly my phone started ringing with a video call from Kerri.

I hit the answer button and her face popped up on the screen. She was walking up our driveway, with Ross following along behind her.

“Hi, honey. Ross didn’t believe me that you were okay with all of this. Will you tell him it’s fine? Ross, this is my husband.”

“Hi, Ross,” I said as Kerri passed him the phone and started unlocking the door to our house.

“Hey, man,” he said. “I hope you’re cool with me hanging out with your wife. I don’t want to be disrespectful, but she said you actually like it, so I figured, why not?”

I could tell from his rambling that he was pretty buzzed, and Kerri was letting out the same high pitched giggle that always seems to indicate that her own drunkenness.

“It’s all good,” I said to him as he stepped through the door into my house. “Glad to see you’re having fun. It’s all cool with me.”

“That’s great, man. Thank you,” he said.

He then unceremoniously put the phone down on the coffee table with the camera aimed at the ceiling. I could kind of see Kerri standing next to the table, appearing off to one side of the phone screen, as he wrapped his arms around her and pulled her into a hungry kiss. I could see the slightest suggestion of his hands roaming her body, but I was treated to the clear sound of their lips smacking together as they made out in our living room.

That lasted for about five minutes while I stroked myself slowly. When they stopped, Kerri picked up the phone and looked at me with a deep red blush in her cheeks.

“This is going to be so much fun, baby,” she said as she carried me into our bedroom. The screen swished around a bit and then stabilized. I was staring at an image of our bed. Kerri had set the phone down so that it was leaning against something on the dresser, and I was pretty sure she intended to leave it there. I was going to get to see it all happen.

Kerri pulled him into the frame and they embraced again, resuming there intimate lip lock for several minutes on the far side of the bed. Then she pushed him against the bed with his back toward me and began to undress for him. First, she peeled her tank top up and off, then removed her bra slowly and seductively. All that was left was the tight red miniskirt.

When she was done with her striptease, Kerri dropped to her knees in front of Ross and began working his pants off. Because he was facing away from the camera, all I could see was his bare buttocks. Every now and then, I would see the top of Kerri’s red hair bobbing around in front of him, so I knew she was blowing him, but I couldn’t actually see it happening.

My wife seemed to read my mind, and after a few minutes she directed him to lie back on the bed as she stood up. Ross rolled onto his back while his cock bounced languidly in front of him, and I got another clear view of why Kerri was lusting for him so much. The pictures she had sent before didn’t do justice to the sheer size of his manhood. Now that I could see it moving around with his body, I could really appreciate what he had to offer her.

Kerri peeled her skirt off and crawled onto the bed after him, completely naked, then leaned down and took his shaft in her mouth. As she bobbed up and down, letting it plunge down her throat, her eyes looked up at the phone, at me. She wanted me to see her misbehave, and she wanted me to know this was for both of us, not just her.

After she had sucked him for a few minutes and gotten him as hard as a rock, Kerri swung her leg over his lap. I realized that she hadn’t removed her panties at any point, which meant she wasn’t wearing any tonight. That made me wonder how innocent she really was about all of this happening.

Either way, it didn’t matter. She was about to do it. She reached between her legs and guided the tip into the folds of her pussy, then lowered herself onto his manhood.

Kerri sighed lustfully as he filled her, stretching her pussy wider than my average cock could. She moved slowly up and down on him at first, savoring the sensation. All of her attention was directed at her lover, and for a moment, she completely forgot about me.

Watching her ride his cock was amazing, but it felt almost a bit awkward. It was as if she was still focused on putting on a show for me, rather than enjoying the moment. All that changed when Ross suddenly took control.

Moments after she had lowered herself into him, he wrapped his arms around her body and flipped her onto her back. His ass was aimed right at the camera, with a clear view of her spread pussy below him. He pressed down and I watched his cock slide easily between her lubricated lips and disappear into her sex.

Ross was a dominant lover, guiding his body as he moved in slow, gyrating motions. Her labia hugged the flesh of another man’s cock, and she cried out as he filled her with his manhood.

All of the sexual tension that had been building between them was finally coming to fruition. I could see the desire between them, the unmistakable physical connection they had developed. They had wanted to experience each other’s bodies, and now they were.

My cock raged for release, throbbing painfully. I had never been so aroused in my entire life. I touched myself lightly, but I dared not linger too long. My beautiful wife had given me an order, and until I watched him fill her with his seed, I knew that I wasn’t allowed my own release.

That thought triggered a realization. I hadn’t noticed it at first, but Kerri was letting him fuck her bare. We had never discussed protection, but knowing that she hadn’t even hesitated to climb on him raw made it even hotter.

Watching the two of them together was intense. Their bodies smashed together in a fervid whirlwind of lustful desire. They rolled back and forth, taking each other in every way possible. When Kerri finally got up on her hands and knees and crawled toward the camera, Ross looked slyly at me as well. There was a cockiness to his expression, and I knew exactly what that meant. He intended to leave his mark on my wife.

He lined up his cock and pushed it inside her, then began pounding his body into hers. Kerri stared at the phone, struggling to watch me as her eyes rolled back in her head. She looked like she was completely intoxicated by the feeling of him inside her. His pace quickened until he stopped with a forceful grunt.

Then he filled my wife’s bare pussy with his load.

Kerri cried out and buried her face in the bed, feeling his cock pulse inside her. Her entire body tensed in a violent orgasm, until they both fell limply to the bed.

They laid there for several minutes, catching their breath, before Kerri managed to get up and go to the phone.

“I hope you enjoyed that show, babe,” she said with a drunken smile.

“I loved it,” I said.

“Me, too,” she replied. “I’m going to get cleaned up and then set up Ross to sleep on the couch. Let me call you back in fifteen minutes when I’m alone. Then I can help you get off!”

“Okay,” I said, and then signed off.

I wanted to play with myself so badly, but I also wanted to wait to talk to her, to let her share the moment of climax with me. I sat and waited, watching the minutes pass by. Fifteen minutes. A half hour. By the time an hour had passed, I was agitated from my lack of release. I was also worried about Kerri, so I finally decided it had been long enough to call.

The phone rang a few times, and then she answered. The screen showed a close up on her face, and it looked like she was lying on her belly while up on her elbows. The camera was so close, all I could see was her face.

“Hi, babe!” she said with a beaming smile.

Before I could answer, she suddenly closed her eyes and let out a loud moan. The camera bobbled a little, and I saw Ross behind her. Now I knew what had taken them so long. He hadn’t made it to the couch. They had somehow ended up back in the bedroom, where he was now on top of her, fucking her from behind.

“Sorry I didn’t call you back,” she purred between moans as he continued to pound her. “I was getting the couch ready and we started kissing again. One thing led to another and we ended up back in bed again. We just wanted to enjoy a little time to ourselves, without you watching. I hope you aren’t mad.”

Hearing her lustful moans was incredibly sexy, and there was no way I could be mad.

“No, honey, not at all,” I said.

“Good, because I think I’m  just going to skip the couch and have him stay here with me.”

She punctuated her statement with a loud cry, then smiled ecstatically at me.

“Okay,” I said. “I’ll talk to you in the morning.”

Kerri made a kissy face into the camera. I caught a parting glimpse of Ross turning her head toward him and kissing those same lips that were meant for me, before the camera disconnected. They were gone, destined to fuck in our bed all night long.

I stared at the blank screen for a few minutes, lost in a haze of jealous arousal. I couldn’t even compute the beauty of seeing the two of them lost in a private moment together. It was so insanely hot.

I put my phone away and crawled into bed. My balls ached for release still, but I didn’t want to take it that easily. Kerri had told me I could get off once Ross had gotten his, but technically he was still going. I would wait until tomorrow when I saw my wife again. It would make the final release that much sweeter.

I managed to get a few hours of sleep. It was a struggle to keep my thoughts off of what was happening in my own home, in the bed I usually shared with my wife. Were they cuddling as they passed out? Would they wake up for morning sex?

I was up and out the door early, eager to get my work done. I finished quickly, then hopped on the road. I hadn’t heard from Kerri all morning, and the texts I sent went unanswered. It was almost noon when I pulled into our driveway, my heart racing with unknown anticipation.

I opened the front door and found complete silence in the house. I decided to head to the bedroom first, where I was greeted with a gloriously beautiful sight.

Kerri’s naked body was splayed out on the bed, half covered by the top sheet. Her hair was a mess, and she was half asleep. When she heard me step into the room, her eyes slipped open lazily and she smiled gleefully at me. She lifted one hand and beckoned to me with her index finger, so I approached the bed and crawled toward her.

Our lips met, and Kerri grabbed my tie and pulled me down onto the bed with her. She kept kissing me as she guided me onto my back and straddled me with her naked body. When she finally stopped kissing me, she looked deep into my eyes and pressed her pussy down against me. Then she lowered herself against me and began whispering in my ear.

“You just missed it, babe,” she purred sensually as her fingers worked their way down the buttons of my shirt. “He left a little while ago. He stayed here all night with me, right here in this bed. After I hung up the phone with you, he fucked me for an hour straight. Not like the aggressive stuff you saw when we first got into bed. Once it was just the two of us, he made love to me. It was all about touching me, kissing me, feeling me around him.”

Her hands pushed my shirt away and I felt her fingers on my chest, clawing at my skin. She was getting herself worked up just talking about it, and she pressed her naked body firmly against the growing bulge in my pants.

“When he was done with me, he came inside me again,” she continued. “He slept with me in our bed, and when the sun came up, I felt him with his arms wrapped around me and his hard cock pressing against my ass, so I let him have me again. I wiggled my butt, and he moved around until he was inside me. We stayed like that, the two of us moving together and kissing in the morning sunlight. He didn’t stay hard for very long, probably because we went for two rounds the night before, so he pulled out and just kissed me.”

Kerri paused her story just long enough to show me how he had kissed her, letting me feel her lips the way he had just a few hours before. Then she  reached down between her legs and worked my pants loose. My cock sprang free, and she lowered herself onto it, letting me feel the warm wetness of her sex. It took all of my willpower to stop myself from filling her right then and there.

“We were both pretty hungry, so I got up and went downstairs to make breakfast,” she sighed as she moved in slow, tender circles. “I was going to put some clothes on, but he had already seen all of me, and the way he was looking at me made me feel so sexy. I didn’t want him to stop.

“By the time I finished the food, I was so unbelievably horny. I couldn't even eat, so I made one plate and handed it to him, then dropped to my knees and took his cock in my mouth. It didn’t take long before he was hard again, but he just kept eating while I pleased him like a good little slut.

“When he finished, he lifted me up and bent me over the kitchen table. I needed him so bad, I was pressing back to get as much of him as I could. It only took him ten minutes to pump my pussy full of his seed. Can you still feel it?”

There was a playful smirk on her lips as she uttered those final words. I suddenly realized that she did feel a little more slippery than usual. I thought it was because she was more turned on than normal, but now I understood. Another man’s cum was lubricating my wife’s pussy.

My mind spiraled out of control as my cock exploded, spurting a fresh load into her. Kerri felt it and joined me in her own orgasm. Her body tightened around me and I could feel her squirting.

My head was spinning with arousal, and for a moment, I completely forgot where I was. When my mind came back into focus, Kerri was kissing me forcefully.

“God, I love you,” she said when she finally came up for air. “Last night and today have been the sexiest days of my entire life. Thank you so much.”

We spent the rest of the day in bed together, cuddling and fucking while she told me stories of her wild night. The whole thing felt so crazy, and I found myself wondering if we had taken things too far.

Little did I know, Kerri was just getting started with her sexual awakening.

The true depth of our situation came out a few days later. It was my first day away for work again since that night, and the first time that Kerri was alone. Just before noon, I got a text from her.

“Hi, honey!” she said. “How’s work?”

“Not too bad,” I replied. “What are you up to?”

“I just finished cleaning the house and now I’m relaxing for a bit. I’ve been trying to figure out what to do with my afternoon. Ross texted me a little while ago and asked if he could come hang out with me. I wanted to see what you thought about that.”

My heart immediately started racing at the idea of the two of them together again. Only a few days had passed since the last time she had seen him, and a part of me worried that she might be developing feelings for him. I loved the game, but at the same time, I didn’t want it to destroy my marriage.

I took a moment to collect myself before I replied.

“I take it you want him to come over?”

“I do, but I know that might be a lot, especially after this weekend. I wasn’t sure if I should wait a little bit, or if I should even be seeing him at all, but he’s still on the rocks with his girlfriend. I don’t think I would be comfortable seeing him again if they got back together, so it might be good to take advantage of the moment. That’s why I wanted to ask you though. What do you think?”

It almost felt like she was reading my mind, but the fact that she was aware of it and worried about my feelings on the matter put me a lot more at ease.

“I was a little concerned about that,” I admitted. “I don’t have any issues with you having fun. I just want to make sure that you aren’t getting too attached. I don’t want this to hurt our relationship.”

“You don’t have to worry about that,” she replied with no hesitation. “Ross is cute, but he’s really cocky and arrogant. We have nothing in common. In fact, he’s kind of annoying.”

“Then why are you so eager to invite him over?” I asked.

“Do you really want to know that?” she hesitated.

“Yes, tell me.”

“Well, there are two reasons. First, he has a really nice cock. It’s the perfect size, just a few inches bigger than you, and thick, too. I love yours too, but there’s something about his that hits these certain spots. I hope you don’t hate me for saying that.”

“Not at all,” I said, feeling aroused by her blunt honesty. “What’s the other reason?”

“You know how I said he was cocky? Well, that cockiness makes him very dominant and controlling in bed. I wasn’t sure about sleeping with another man, but after that night in the laundry room, I was really curious. His demeanor was just so different, and when we started texting afterward, I could just feel his attitude in his words. I showed you what he wrote.”

I remembered the messages she had shown me, and I immediately knew exactly what she was talking about. They were never romantic or sensual, but often crude and demanding. It was as if he wanted her to be his personal sex toy, not just for his own pleasure, but for hers as well.

“So you just want him to come over so he can fuck your brains out then?”

“Well, yeah,” she said, “and so I can tease you about it. Last time he was here, I couldn’t stop thinking about you in your hotel room, touching yourself while you thought about what I was doing. I figured if he came over, I could try to find some interesting ways to misbehave, and that would make for some fun stories for you when you get home.”

I smiled to myself excitedly, then typed my response quickly.

“In that case, invite him over. Get crazy and have fun. But I just want you to promise me one thing.”

“What’s that?” she asked.

“I love all the teasing and stuff, but one of these days, I want to be there when it happens. I’m dying to see you give yourself to another man right in front of me.”

“You’re so crazy, but I love you,” she said. “I need to work myself up to that, but I promise I will try to make it happen. Anything for you, my love! I’m going to text Ross and invite him over. I’ll talk to you later!”

The next few hours ticked by agonizingly slow, but soon my phone was flooded with images. Pictures of Kerri sucking the cock that she had praised earlier that day, or of his cock spreading her pussy lips as it disappeared inside her. There was a shot of her reflection in our bathroom mirror, bent over the counter while Ross fucked her from behind. Another showed her riding him on our couch. It was as if they were trying to use every room in our house.

The last photo showed my wife’s pussy covered in sticky ropes of cum, with a few drops seeping out from between her labia. He had managed to cum both inside her and on her in the same shot.

Ross didn’t spend the night that day, but when he returned a few days later, their lovemaking extended well into the next morning. The moment I was home, Kerri was on top of me, recounting every delectable detail of her infidelity.

Their relationship continued like that for over a month. Most men would be intimidated by their wife spending half of her week sleeping with another man, but Kerri showed no sign of her love for me fading. Our time together was happy and positive, and her sexual appetite for me was even more ravenous. Having Ross made her want me even more often, and I couldn’t complain about that.

Kerri hadn’t been on birth control, which made it even more intense that she had allowed him to fuck her raw and cum inside her. Within days of that first night, she started the pill, but it would be a month before it gave her complete protection. That didn’t slow them down. In fact, the gamble seemed to give Ross a thrill, and he made sure that every one of his loads ended up within working distance of her womb.

About two weeks in, Kerri asked me if she could have some extra money to go shopping for some sexy lingerie. At first, I thought she was buying it for me, but a few days later, I received a few pictures of her in and out of her new outfits, when she wore them for Ross. When I asked her about it, she giggled a little before answering.

“Honestly, I wanted to wear something sexy for him. I figured you would think it was for you. I even planned on wearing it for you afterward, but he ended up removing it rather roughly and I couldn’t really get it back on. Sorry!”

Her words had a cruelty to them, but I could hear the truth in the tone behind them. There was a wicked lilt to her voice, almost playful, and a teasing glint in her eye. She watched me to make sure she hadn’t gone too far, then kissed me firmly on the lips. Her hand found me hard already, and she replaced it with her lips moments later.

Every day that she spent with Ross led to another amazing experience between the two of us. We grew closer as she told me about her interactions with him and what they would talk about. It felt as if I was living her relationship with him vicariously through her.

As exciting as it was, I knew that wasn’t what I wanted. I needed to see it for myself, in person and with my own eyes, and after a month, I was growing frustrated that it hadn’t happened yet. Just as I was nearing my breaking point, Kerri popped a surprise on me on a Thursday afternoon.

“Hey, honey,” she said. You don’t have to work on Saturday night, right?

“No, why? What’s up?”

“Remember that boat cruise that Ross and I went on with all of our friends? Well, they are having another one on Saturday. Ross and I were talking about it, and we were thinking of grabbing three tickets so the three of us could go. Then maybe afterwards, we can all come back here and I‘ll put on a show for you with him.”

My heart skipped a beat with excitement, and I nodded eagerly before embracing her tightly. It was exactly what I had been waiting for.

It wasn’t long before I was dressed and ready to go, waiting for Kerri to get out of the bathroom. I was dressed for the warm weather, in a pair of long shorts and a loose-fitting button down shirt. She had kicked me out while she got ready, so I sat downstairs eagerly waiting for her to show me what she had chosen to wear for him. When I finally saw her descended the stairs, my jaw dropped.

Kerri has chosen a form-fitting dress that showed off every curve of her body. Her perky little butt was snuggly wrapped in the soft cotton fabric. Her breasts protruded equally from the front, but the low cut allowed them a little more freedom to breathe that her backside. Her creamy white shoulders were also exposed, with just two spaghetti straps holding the whole thing in place.

It was an outfit that clearly begged for attention. Anyone who saw her would probably think she was trying to get laid, and they wouldn’t be wrong. I highly doubted that anyone would expect the man she was trying to impress to be someone other than her husband, though.

She sauntered down the stairs and gave me a light peck on the lips to avoid messing up her makeup.

“You look amazing,” I beamed excitedly.

“Thank you,” she smiled back. “Too bad it’s not for you.”

That devilish grin came back as she turned and walked away, giving me a parting view of that tight little butt as she strutted into the kitchen to get a drink.

We both had a few glasses of wine to help loosen us up, then called a car to take us to the marina. I knew we would both be drinking tonight, so I didn’t want to take any chances.

As soon as I stepped out of the car, I saw Ross waiting for us. It was the first time I had met him in person, but I recognized him from the video call with Kerri that first night. In person, he seemed a little taller than I had previously thought.

As I shook his hand, all I could think was that this man had fucked my wide dozens of times over the past month. He knew her in an intimate way that only I should know, and that made me feel both jealous and insignificant. The feeling was mild, but I knew that it would become more powerful as the night progressed.

We shook hands and made small talk for a bit. Both of us acted like there was nothing unusual about the situation, just three friends going out on a booze cruise, but there was an unspeakable tension just below the surface, punctuated by Kerri’s giddy energy.

I could tell she was both nervous and excited, eager to show off for me while still feeling self-conscious about what was going to go down tonight. It was one thing to sleep with another man when it was just the two of you, but actually having me there to see her infidelity would be a whole other level.

The two of them were friendly, but they stood with several feet of space between them while we waited to board the boat. I would catch little glances between the two of them, and when their eyes met, Kerri would blush and look away. It was undeniable that she wanted him still.

We grabbed a few drinks and hung out on the deck as the boat pulled away from dock and meandered around the harbor. The music started a short time later, blasting out of speakers all around the ship. The three of us settled in, and the tension slowly dwindled as the alcohol eased our inhibitions.

Still, the two of them kept their distance. Part of me wanted her to cuckold me publicly, right in front of everyone else on the boat. We didn’t know anybody else there, so nobody would have any idea what would be going on, but it would be a thrill for me.

Things began to change about halfway into the cruise. It had been over an hour, and we had all gone to the bar multiple times for drinks, as well as a few shots. We had a good buzz going when Ross finally decided to let his dominant side come out.

“Do you mind if I steal her for a moment?” he said to me as he reached out and took her hand in his. Kerri looked up at me expectantly, waiting to see my reaction.

“Uh, no, not at all,” I replied, caught a little off guard.

A smile dawned across her face and she turned to follow Ross as he led her to the dance floor. The two of them got swept up in the crowd and disappeared from view for a few minutes. When I finally saw them again, they were dancing close together, their bodies drawn to each other. Ross moved behind her and she pressed her ass up against him before leaning her whole body back against him.

Her eyes met with mine, and her smile grew wider. Once she knew she had my attention, she turned her head to the side and looked up at him. Ross lowered his head to meet her and gave her the kiss she wanted, right before my very eyes.

The crowd shifted and they disappeared again. A few moments later, I caught them dancing face to face again, their arms around each other. They were staring into each other’s eyes, occasionally bringing their lips together for a momentary peck.

After a few songs, they wandered off of the dance floor and toward the bar where I was standing. Kerri went straight to the bartender and ordered three shots for us. She was flustered and embarrassed, but I could tell she was also turned on and excited.

We chatted for a bit as if nothing happened. A short time later, we were pulling up to the dock, so I excused myself to use the restroom before the drive home. I came back a few minutes later to find Ross and Kerri embracing on the deck of the ship, engaged in a slow, luxurious kiss. The sexual tension was palpable, and they didn’t stop until I was just a few feet away.

“I think it’s time to go,” I said with a smile.

Kerri looked at Ross nervously, then back at me before she nodded excitedly. We headed off of the boat and called for a ride to our house.

When the car arrived, I realized that I was once again going to be taking a submissive position.

“You can sit in the front,” Kerri said as she slid into the back seat and waited for Ross to join her.

My cheeks turned bright red, but I obeyed her command.

The drive was only ten minutes, but it felt like hours. I made small talk with the driver, trying to focus on the conversation over Kerri giggling excitedly in the back seat. When I looked back a few minutes later, I found them kissing sensuously. I once again wondered what it would be like if the driver knew that the woman in the back seat kissing another man was my wife.

They paused long enough to get out of the car and inside the house, but the moment we were through the door, the two of them were all over each other again, kissing and pawing like high school kids.

Kerri pushed Ross away and looked at me, then beckoned to both of us to follow her to the bedroom. Once we were in there, she pointed to a wingback chair in the corner of the room and looked at me.

“Go sit down in the corner and play with yourself,” she said as Ross came up behind her and slipped his arms around her waist. “You can have your turn when he’s done with me.”

She then spun around in his arms and started kissing him again. There was no stopping now. This was it. She was going to fuck him in front of me.

I watched silently as his hands slipped down and cupped her ass, pulling her closer. They kissed hungrily, as passionate for each other as they had been on that first night together. I could hear little moans coming from my wife, and my heart raced in response.

After several minutes of making out, Kerri pushed Ross down onto the edge of the bed. She looked at me for a moment, then back at him as she slipped the straps of her dress off of her shoulder and began wiggling it down her body. First her breasts popped out, swaying freely without the hindrance of a bra. As the dress passed over her hips, I realized she wasn’t wearing panties either. The outfit fell to the floor in a pile around her ankles, leaving her completely stark naked.

She approached the bed, her round globes at Ross’s eye level. He looked up at her, and she leaned down to kiss him as her naked body pushed against him. His hands returned to her ass, squeezing her bare cheeks.

Kerri stepped back and pushed his hands away. She dropped to her knees in front of him and began working his shorts loose. When his cock sprang up, I was once again reminded of why Kerri was so obsessed with it.

I knew he was bigger than me. I had seen that in the video and the pictures she had sent me. Now that I was seeing it without the distortion of the camera lens, I realized it was even bigger than I thought it was. He was close to double my length, and much thicker all around.

Kerri wasn’t shocked like I was. She was already intimately familiar with his member, and as soon as she saw it, she lowered her lips around the head and sucked lightly on it. Then she pulled back and ran her tongue along the underside, hesitating just as the tip of her tongue brushed across the indent on the underside of the mushroom tip.

“Oh, damn,” Ross moaned. “You know how much I love that.”

It was another blunt reminder of how well he knew my wife, and how well she knew exactly what he liked.

My cock was aching inside my shorts. I wanted to pull it out and play as I watched them, but I felt self-conscious about my size after seeing what Ross could offer her. I settled for rubbing myself through the fabric, letting the friction add to the sensation.

She continued for several minutes before Ross pulled her up onto the bed with him. They rolled around a bit while they kissed, and Kerri peeled his clothes off one by one. Once he was naked, he flipped her onto her back and moved his head between her legs, where he ran his tongue across her freshly-shaved pussy.

Kerri moaned loudly as his tongue explored her sex, pushing the folds of her labia around gently. She grabbed him by the hair and pulled him closer, and he dove into her pussy with his entire mouth. I could tell she was enjoying it, but after teasing each other all night, it didn’t take long before both of them were ready to consummate their evening together.

Ross crawled up over her, planting his lips on hers as his cock bobbed just inches away from her waiting slit. Kerri reached around and grabbed his ass, pulling him down, and he gave into her. His cock slipped into her pussy easily, thanks to the anticipation of this very moment.

His hips pushed down over and over again, and I had a perfect view of his cock slipping inside my wife with every thrust. I rubbed myself frantically through my shorts, but Kerri had other plans.

“Pull your cock out,” she moaned as she looked over at me from underneath her lover. “I want to see how hard this makes you.”

Ross looked over at me too, but he continued to fuck my wife as they watched me. I didn’t want him to see it, to know how much more he had to offer her, but I had no choice. I unzipped my pants and slid them down until my cock sprang free.

I wrapped my hand around it immediately and started stroking, but not fast enough to avoid the inevitable chuckle from Ross. After he saw what he needed to see, he turned his attention back to Kerri and began pressing even harder into it. Kerri’s eyes connected with mine, though, and she watched me intently as her boyfriend used her body. There was a vacant quality to them, as if she was consumed by the moment.

The two of them rolled around on the bed, fucking like teenagers. The more they fucked, the more aggressive Ross became. He threw her onto her stomach and climbed over her, wrapping his left arm up under her armpit and clenching her throat, while his right hand grabbed her hair and yanked back. Kerri was completely immobilized as he slid his cock into her pinned body and began rabidly slamming into her.

“Oh, yeah,” she cried. “Just like that. You know how I like it.”

I had never seen my wife submit like that before, giving herself entirely to him, and it was clear that this wasn’t the first time. Once again, I realized why she enjoyed her trysts with him. He did things to her that I would never have thought she would like, and she loved it.

Ross drove into her harder and harder, while his hand tightened around her neck. Then suddenly he shoved himself as deep as he could inside her and stopped. His body tensed up as he unloaded his seed inside my wife with a series of primitive grunts.

Kerri tried to cry out, but his right grip stifled her voice. He was holding her tight enough to restrict her air supply, and that seemed to carry her even higher as she erupted in one of the most intense orgasms I had ever seen.

When I looked down at myself, I realized that I had also cum. There were globs of sticky white goop on my hands and lap, a reminder that my place tonight was in this chair and not inside my beautiful bride.

As I sat and basked in the afterglow of my orgasm, my mind spun with both jealousy and lust, fueled to new heights by what I had just seen. She had never cum like that for me, and seeing it opened up a world of ideas for me that I couldn’t wait to try. I might not be able to show the dominance that Ross demonstrated, but that wouldn’t stop me from trying.

Ross had released his grip on her, but Kerri was still pinned under his limp body with her tousled hair obscuring her face. After a few minutes, she reached up and pulled her hair back so that she could look at me. There was a hint of worry in her expression, a fear that she had gone too far in the final moments, but when she saw the smile on my face and the mess in my lap, her concern dissipated.

Ross rolled away and disappeared into the bathroom to clean himself up, while Kerri struggled to lift herself off the bed. Once she had gotten to her feet, she stumbled across the room toward me and straddled my lap with her naked body, then kissed me hungrily.

Her body was dripping with sweat, but that wasn’t the only sign of her wanton infidelity. As our lips probed each other, she grabbed my hand and guided it between her legs. My fingers pressed into her sex and I felt the slippery lubrication of Ross’s seed inside her. Kerri grabbed me and kissed me even harder. We were both beyond normal arousal. I had never felt anything like it. I wanted her more than anything in the world in that moment.

“I want to fuck you,” I whispered in her ear when she finally stopped to catch her breath.

Kerri giggled and looked deep into my eyes. I could see the love there now, temporarily visible again now that she wasn’t in the heat of the moment.

“Not yet,” she said, giving me a quick peck on the cheek. “I know from experience that Ross isn’t done with me yet. He can get hard again pretty quickly. He’s not like you, though. He likes to have me to himself, and he wouldn’t want to take turns. He said you can have me when he’s finished.”

I was at a loss for words. Another man had told my wife that I wasn’t allowed to fuck her until he said so. It made me angry and jealous, but at the same time, I had agreed to this. I was the cuckold, relegated to most submissive position of the three of us, and as such, I had to bow to the will of my hotwife and her bull. In the end, it would make reclaiming her even better.

Before I could answer, the bathroom door opened. Kerri turned and looked back over her shoulder at Ross standing in the doorway. His cock wasn’t fully hard, but it didn’t look like it would take much work from Kerri to get there. She glanced back at me one more time, then climbed off of my chair and returned to her lover. They embraced each other’s naked bodies and kissed softly and sensually.

“Did you ask him?” Ross said quietly to her as they stood together.

“Oh my god, that again?” Kerri giggled back as she buried her face against his chest. “You really want to do that?”

“If he’s okay with it,” he replied.

Kerri turned and looked at me, with her arms still wrapped around him.

“So,” she said pointedly before hesitating for a moment. “Ross has been asking me to let him fuck me in the ass. I keep telling him no because I’ve never done that before, but he keeps saying he wants to try it. I finally broke down and told him that the only way I would let him try it is if you were here to see it. So what do you think? Would you be okay with that? Is that something you want to see me do with him?”

I was once again shocked into silence and unsure of how to answer. I had never been very interested in trying anal sex. I had suggested it a few times as something new to try, but Kerri seemed disinterested, so I never pushed it. Now she wanted to let Ross be the first man to experience her in that way, to take her anal virginity.

I felt my jealousy surge again, and I had to remind myself that she was asking if I was okay with it, rather than just doing it. If it was too much for me to handle, I could still say no. It wasn’t too much for me, though. In fact, the idea turned me on even more.

“I’m okay with that, if that’s what you want,” I said, leaving the decision to her.

Kerri looked back up at Ross and seemed to ponder the thought for a moment. They started kissing again as Ross guided her to the bed, and they slipped under the sheets to share another slow, tender moment together. I could tell their naked bodies were entwined, but all I could see was her hand moving back and forth under the thin cotton as she stroked him back to full strength.

Once he was ready, Kerri rolled over to her nightstand and pulled out a bottle of scented lubricant. She pulled to covers back to expose his member standing at attention, as stiff as a flagpole, and applied a plentiful amount of it to his manhood. Then she rolled over onto her belly with her cute little bubble butt sticking up in the air and smiled nervously.

My heart was pounding out of my chest as I watched Ross move behind her and position his slick cock along the crease between her thighs. Kerri closed her eyes and gripped the sheets in anticipation. Ross moved forward, and the tip of his cock pressed into the indent where her legs met her thighs. As I watched it disappear, I knew he was now feeling a part of my wife that I had never known.

As the tip of his cock pushed through her sphincter, Kerri let out a quivering moan before breathing in sharply. Ross moved slowly, but still her hands clawed at the sheets as her body fought to adjust to the sensation. It took a few moments, but once she had grown used to it, a smile began to dawn across her face.

“Oh my god, you were right,” she cooed to him. “That feels incredible!”

His body, muscular and sinewy, moved over her in carefully metered thrusts. She buried her face in the sheets to stifle her own cries, but it was no use. The effect on her was unmistakable. She was lost in a haze of sexual thrill.

With every motion, his pace quickened, but barely enough that one would notice it. The lubrication kept the friction to a minimum, and soon he was fucking her ass like it was any other hole. He began slamming his body against her backside, which drove his cock even deeper into her nether regions. I could only imagine how amazing it felt to have that tight circle of muscle around his manhood, fresh and unused until the moment she had offered it to him.

That moment was the culmination of their relationship. All of the infidelity, the crazy unbridled sex, and the shameless kink came down to her letting him violate her body in one lustful act. It didn’t last long, maybe ten minutes, and he capped it off with one final humiliation. He would be the first person to cum in my wife’s ass.

“Here it comes,” he grunted as he pressed his cock inside her and released his load into her waiting hole.

Kerri squealed as her body began to shake with the force of her most powerful orgasm yet. Even after Ross had finished leaving his mark on her and rolled away onto the bed beside her, I could see her muscles trembling in the aftermath of the moment. Nothing had prepared either of us for how potent this experience would be, and my wife looked dazed and confused.

I thought the pause was just another break in the action, but when Kerri opened her eyes and looked at me, something was different.  Her whole presence changed. She pulled herself up off of the bed and stood up, steadying herself before she crossed the room and climbed back on top of me in my chair. Her lips found mine, and she kissed me in a way that I had never experienced before. It was both lustful and loving at the same time, like a tidal wave of emotion had just been unleashed.

When she finally released me, she just stared into my eyes with a gleeful smile on her face. I was still confused, unsure of what was happening. Then she spoke aloud to the room without letting her eyes stray from my gaze.

“You can leave now, Ross,” she said bluntly.

Her lover stammered for a moment. Like me, he was clearly caught off guard by her sudden change.

“I don’t really have a way to get home,” he finally managed.

“Then call a taxi, or take my car keys. You can even sleep downstairs on the couch if you want. I really don’t care. I just want to be alone with my husband right now.”

Kerri didn’t wait for his answer. She started kissing me again as he cluelessly hunted for his clothes and ducked out of the bedroom as quickly as he could.

When the door clicked shut, Kerri got up and dragged me out of my chair toward the bed, pulling my clothes off as I went. Then she pulled me down onto the bed on top of her.

“Take me,” she pleaded as she reached between her legs and guided me into that familiar wetness. “I’ve never needed you so badly in my entire life.”

I had heard cuckolds talk about reclaiming their wives, and in that exquisite moment of ecstasy, I knew why it was such a powerful idea. I could feel my hormones surging, my mind telling me to take her back, to make her mine again. Her body was still trembling from the orgasm he had given her, but that seemed to fuel her need for me even more.

If I hadn’t already cum a short time before, I probably would have exploded the moment I was inside her. As it was, I felt on the brink of orgasm. Kerri seemed to sense that, and before too long, she stopped me to tell me what she really wanted.

“Don’t cum,” she whimpered. “I want you to take me the way he did.”

As soon as she said it, I stopped. I grabbed my wife and flipped her over onto her belly, then climbed behind her, just as Ross had done. Unlike him, I didn’t need any lubrication. Kerri’s butthole was already slippery from a combination of the lubricant he had used and his seed seeping out from inside her. I pushed down and slid right into her.

Kerri’s cries were even louder than they had been with Ross. If he was still downstairs, then he could surely hear her. I had assumed her earlier cries were from the pain of his thick cock stretching her virgin asshole, but my smaller size seemed to elicit a stronger response.

My entire body pressed down against Kerri, our naked bodies coming together with a slap each time. It was raw and carnal, lustful and hungry. She turned her head to kiss me, but struggled to hold back her cries long enough to maintain the lip lock. It wasn’t long until we both erupted in a simultaneous orgasm and I added my load to the one that Ross had left behind.

I collapsed, exhausted from our brief yet powerful coupling. I wasn’t sure what had changed so quickly to make her kick Ross out of the room, but I could feel a different energy coming from her, and I knew there was something going on there.

“What was that all about?” I asked her when I was finally able to find my voice again.

Kerri didn’t answer at first. There was a powerful silence in the room, punctuated by her long, deep breaths. Then she gave me the most perfect answer ever.

“When we first started talking about this idea of me sleeping with another man, it was fun because it was something erotic that we could both share together. Then Ross started coming over all the time, and it was fun because the sex was so intense, and new, and hot. When I was with you, it was exciting to think about how bad I had been with him, but when I was with him, it was all about being a naughty little slut and doing whatever I wanted with him. I kept telling myself that I was doing it so that I could tell you about it, but I think the truth is that I really enjoyed it. He has a nice cock, and he knows how to use it. I was doing it as much for myself as I was doing it for you.

“When he started fucking me in front of you tonight, I remembered how much it turned me on to actually share it with you. It wasn’t just about his cock anymore. It was about turning you on, too. I wanted to keep going all night, and I probably would have, but then he started fucking me in the ass, and everything changed.

“I really didn’t think I was going to like it. I know some women do, but I hear so many of them complain about how it hurts, or it doesn’t feel good, and I went into it thinking that was how I was going to feel. It felt incredible, though. It was really different, but my whole body felt alive. At a time when I really should have been thinking about Ross and what he was doing to me, all I could do was ask myself why I had never let you do that to me. And just like that, all I wanted was to feel you inside me, anywhere and everywhere, so I kicked him out and took what I wanted.”

Kerri looked at me with an expression of love and honesty, and in that moment, I loved her more than I had ever loved her before.

When I went downstairs the next morning, Ross was gone. That night marked the end of Kerri’s affair with him, and a week later, she heard that he was back with his girlfriend. It wasn’t the last time she would sleep with him, though. She ran into him one evening when she was visiting Cindy, and on that night, I got a very naughty text from her.

“I just ran into Ross. He said he never actually got to bang me over the washing machine in the laundry room. Think I should let him?”

“It seems like it would be rude to say no,” I said, intrigued by the suggestion. “Especially after the way we left him that night. Just make sure you’re back here early in the morning. I want to take back what’s mine.”

“Yes, sir!” she replied. “I can’t wait!”
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