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A Sensible Idea 


The day after Boxing Day the house still smelled faintly of pine and mulled wine. I climbed the narrow wooden stairs to the garage loft for what felt like the twentieth time, arms aching under the weight of yet another heavy plastic crate labelled “Tree & Lights – Fragile.” Dust swirled in the thin shafts of grey winter light coming through the small dusty windows. Laura’s voice floated up from below, half-laughing, half-exasperated.

“Mark, if you drop that and smash the baubles again, I’m divorcing you.”

I chuckled, but as I shoved the crate into the far corner and straightened up, I finally stopped and really looked at the space. The long, open room stretched the full length of the garage, with high ceilings in the middle and solid walls. Because our house sat on a gentle hill, the entire back wall faced open sky and distant trees. It was perfect.

How had I never seen it before? We had all this usable space above our 2-car garage and it had just been sitting here collecting Christmas decorations for years. If we added some external stairs and a wooden deck out the back, redid the inside, and put in plumbing for a full kitchen and bathroom, it could easily become a very nice studio apartment.

That evening, after the kids were asleep, I opened my laptop at the kitchen island. Laura poured herself a glass of red and came to sit beside me, curious. I’d spent the last few hours researching similar garage and loft conversions in our area. The numbers looked promising.

I turned the screen toward her.

“Babe… what if we actually did it? Turned the garage loft into a proper self-contained studio. Add external stairs and a nice wooden deck on the back since we’re up on the hill. Full kitchen, proper bathroom, good insulation, decent finishes. It wouldn’t just be storage anymore.”

Laura raised an eyebrow, sipping her wine. “Sounds expensive. And a lot of hassle. You really think it’s worth it?”

I leaned in closer, my hand finding her thigh under the table.

“I do. Look at these.” I scrolled through the photos and spreadsheets I’d prepared. “Similar places around here are charging good rates and staying booked up, especially the nicer ones. It could realistically bring in an extra thousand a month once it’s running — probably more in peak seasons. It would pay for itself within a year, maybe less, and then it’s basically passive income. Plus it would add serious value to the house if we ever wanted to sell.”

Laura was quiet for a moment, thinking it over. Then she gave a small nod, her expression softening.

“You know what? I really love the idea. All of it.”

That was all it took. Laura had fallen hard for the house the moment we first saw it, and anything that added to it was only ever going to make her happy. Her father had released part of her inheritance early a few years ago, which she used to pay off the remaining mortgage in one go. So there we were, mid-forties, mortgage-free and ready for whatever came next.

Laura has her father’s sharp business mind. She built a very successful chain of upscale hair care and beauty stores called Lumina Hair. If you’ve lived in the Hudson Valley, you’ve almost certainly seen them — they popped up everywhere from Beacon to New Paltz for a while. Five years ago she sold the whole chain and walked away with a very healthy bundle. These days she focuses on charity work and sits on several boards.

Me? I’m a freelance graphic designer. I built a decent career working from home while raising our girls. I handled the school runs, the endless activities, the doctor appointments, and still managed to keep clients happy and bring in solid money. It was never anywhere near what Laura earned, though. Her success was on another level, and we both knew it. We had a very natural arrangement: she was the big earner, I kept the home running smoothly. It was the exact opposite of the old Leave-It-To-Beaver setup, but I made peace with not being the main breadwinner a long time ago.

Now we’re empty-nesters. Kelly is off at SUNY New Paltz, and our eldest, Gemma, is working as a paralegal in Philadelphia while studying for the bar exam.

It all happened so fast. My life, I mean — not the thing this story is really about, although that happened pretty fast too.

I’m 45 years old and look every bit of it. My wife Laura is a year older than me but somehow still looks fresh and pretty in that real, everyday way. She’s a tiny bit chubby these days — nothing dramatic, but there’s a softness to her that I’ve always loved. Most of it has settled nicely into her full breasts and round ass, giving her a curvy, womanly shape that turns heads without trying too hard.

She’s been making more of an effort lately, getting back into the gym a few mornings a week. The yoga and Pilates classes are starting to pay off again; her waist is tightening up and there’s a new firmness in her thighs and backside that I can’t stop noticing. She still has that natural glow — clear skin, bright eyes, and the kind of smile that makes the whole room feel warmer. Her hair is usually pulled back in a simple ponytail or left loose in soft waves, nothing overly styled.

In short, she’s the kind of woman who looks good in jeans and a t-shirt, the kind you’d happily stare at across the dinner table for the rest of your life. And after twenty-five years of marriage, I’m still very hot for my wife. Those heavy, natural breasts, the soft curve of her belly, the way her wide hips sway when she walks — it all still does it for me, every single day.

I know what you’re thinking — “Come on, Jay, get to the good stuff already.” Okay, okay… here it goes.

I’ve never written anything like this before, so please bear with me. This isn’t some polished fantasy I cooked up. It’s my real life. Our real life. And if I’m being honest, it still feels a little crazy to even be putting it down on paper.


Best Laid Plans 

The contractors we hired for the garage loft conversion came highly recommended, and when the quotes came in, it turned out the two guys from Hudson Valley Renovations were one of the cheapest options by a decent margin. We’d spoken to four different companies, but their bid was solid, their timeline worked, and their photos of previous jobs looked professional. Still, when they showed up for the initial meeting, I couldn’t help but notice how good-looking they both were.

They were tall and rugged, with sandy-blond hair, strong jaws, and the kind of wide shoulders and thick, work-hardened arms that came from real physical labor rather than a gym. They looked like they could have stepped out of an old western — the type of men who could build a whole house with nothing but an axe, a saw, and a hammer. Even I, someone who rarely notices that sort of thing in other guys, found myself thinking they looked like movie stars from a different era.

At our first meeting we walked them around the garage, explained what we wanted — external stairs, a deck overlooking the valley, full kitchen and bathroom, the works — and kept the conversation mostly about budget and timelines. When they finally drove off in their trucks, Laura and I stood in the driveway and just looked at each other before bursting out laughing.

“Those two can’t be real,” she said, shaking her head.

I grinned and nudged her. “Come on, admit it. You only picked them because they’re hot.”

Laura’s cheeks went a little pink, the way they always did when sex or attraction came up. She was usually pretty shy about talking about that stuff openly. But this time she didn’t deny it right away. Instead, she gave a small, playful shrug and said, almost too casually,

“Well… I wouldn’t mind spending an hour up there helping them relax after a long day of work.”

The second the words left her mouth she seemed to realise how bold they sounded. She quickly turned away, busying herself with picking up a stray leaf from the driveway, and added in a lighter tone, “Anyway, their price was good and the reviews were excellent. That’s what matters, right?”

I laughed, but something warm and electric stirred low in my stomach. It was such a small comment, gone in a flash, but it was so unlike Laura to say something like that. And the image it planted in my head refused to leave.

That weekend we had lunch with our friends, the Ryans. They’re a married couple like us, though their kids were still a bit younger. I mentioned that we were finally getting the garage loft conversion started, and Mitch asked who we’d hired.

When I told him the two guys from Hudson Valley Renovations, Tam, Mitch’s wife, immediately perked up. “Oh, those two?” She let out a low whistle and looked straight at Laura. “Girl, have you met them yet?”

Laura just laughed, a little flush creeping up her neck.

“What?” Mitch asked, looking between us.

“They’re… handsome guys,” I said awkwardly.

“Handsome?” Tam shook her head, grinning. “That’s not the word. Those boys are fine. No — they’re fucking fine.” She drew the words out dramatically and looked at Laura again. “You know what I mean? Fine.”

Mitch raised an eyebrow at Laura.

Laura hesitated for half a second, then gave a small, amused nod. “Fine,” she agreed, her voice light but clearly enjoying the moment.

I jumped in quickly. “They came in under budget and I heard they do good work.”

“Yeah, I heard they do good work too,” Tam said with a wicked little smirk.

Laura laughed and swatted Tam’s arm. “Oh, you’re wicked.”

“They’re wicked,” Tam replied. “Becky Miller was telling me stories, hun…”

“No, but it’s going to be good to finally fix up the garage,” Laura said smoothly, steering the conversation away. “Jay’s been talking about it for ages, so I’m glad we’re finally doing it.”

My wife had deftly changed the subject, but as we moved on to talking about the kids and summer plans, I couldn’t help wondering whether she would have pressed Tam for more of those stories if the two of them had been alone.

* 

When the two contractors first started work, I had trouble telling them apart. But after talking to each of them a few times, their personalities quickly became clear.

Chris had a slightly rounder face and carried himself more upright and formal. Andrew was more angular with a relaxed, slouchy posture and was quicker with a wide, goofy smile. They were both strong, hardworking guys who barely stopped moving once they got going.

On the second day, Laura commented that they were working too hard. I noticed her standing at the kitchen window again, watching them.

“Are you checking out our contractors again?” I asked, teasing.

“It’s after six!” she said, sounding genuinely concerned. “They got here at eight this morning. They’re machines!”

“They took a lunch break,” I pointed out.

“It’s hot out there too,” she added. “They’re all sweaty.”

I smiled and nodded toward the fridge. “Bring them something to drink. There’s a six-pack in there.”

She seemed to like that idea. She grabbed the beers and headed outside. I stayed by the window, casually watching as she walked across the driveway toward the two sweaty, muscular men working in the late afternoon sun.

I was just looking — nothing more — when a very unexpected feeling washed over me.

I think it was the way Chris looked at her.

Laura had changed into a simple cream-colored button-up top after dinner. The thin white bra underneath was doing very little to hide the soft outline of her nipples, especially as the evening air cooled. Below that she wore her favorite black yoga pants — the ones that clung to her wide hips and full, round ass in a way that always caught my eye. She looked comfortable, casual… and undeniably sexy in that effortless, everyday way of hers.

There was something strangely hypnotic about watching my slightly chubby, curvy wife walk across the driveway toward the two sweaty, muscular contractors, carrying a six-pack of cold beer like an offering. The late afternoon sun was still warm, casting long shadows, and the air smelled faintly of sawdust and fresh-cut wood.

She approached Chris first. He straightened up, wiping his forehead with the back of his arm, and listened as she said something. He nodded and replied with a quiet smile. A few seconds later, Andrew stopped sawing the two-by-fours, pushed his safety goggles up onto his head, and strolled over to join them, his tool belt riding low on his hips.

Andrew said something that made Laura laugh — that bright, warm laugh I knew so well. He laughed louder in return, took the six-pack from her hands, and passed a bottle to Chris and one to Laura before cracking one open for himself. When he saw Laura struggling with the cap, he reached over without hesitation, twisted it off easily with his big hand, and handed the bottle back to her with an easy grin.

It looked like he was proposing a toast. The three of them clinked their bottles together, then stood there in the golden evening light — my wife in the middle — talking and drinking like old friends. Laura took a sip, tilting her head back slightly, her ponytail swaying. Chris said something else and she laughed again, her free hand gesturing as she spoke.

I stayed frozen at the kitchen window, my heart beating harder than it should have. A strange, hot mix of feelings washed over me: pride that she was mine, a sharp little sting of jealousy… and something much deeper, much more arousing than I expected. I couldn’t look away.

I don’t know why, but I was ridiculously aroused. Actually, I was rock hard just from standing there at the kitchen window.

Part of it was the wrongness of it all. The “right” thing would have been to walk outside and join them, to play the good host like any normal husband. But I liked my position as an observer far too much. There was something thrilling about staying hidden, watching my wife — my slightly chubby, curvy, beautiful wife — laughing and drinking with two sweaty, muscular men on a warm September evening. I knew she thought they were hot. She’d already admitted as much in her own shy way. And now here she was, standing between them in those tight yoga pants, sipping beer like it was the most natural thing in the world.

Then something happened that pushed it even further.

Andrew said something to Laura, tilted his head toward the garage, and walked inside. Without hesitation, she followed him in, beer still in hand. Chris glanced over, then went back to sawing the two-by-fours as if nothing had happened.

Just like that, my wife was alone upstairs with Andrew.

I stood frozen at the window, heart pounding. In my mind I could see it so clearly: the raw, unfinished space, the smell of fresh wood and sawdust, the two of them standing close with cold beers. I imagined Andrew stepping in, gently pushing her back against the rough wall, and kissing her deeply — slow and confident. I knew, deep down, that Laura would enjoy it immensely. That soft little moan she makes when she’s really turned on… the way her body would melt against his.

It was too much.

My cock was throbbing painfully in my jeans. I couldn’t stop myself. I yanked my zipper down right there in the kitchen, pulled myself out, and stroked hard and fast. Within seconds I was coming in thick, messy spurts all over the counter and the lower cabinets.

The moment it was over, reality crashed back in.

I was suddenly mortified.

I quickly grabbed some paper towels and wiped myself off, my hands still shaking. Then I got more towels, wet them, and carefully cleaned every trace of cum off the counter and cabinets. Once I’d erased all evidence of what I’d just done, I threw everything away, washed my hands, and went into the living room. I turned the TV on and tried to look relaxed, but my heart was still racing.

A few minutes later Laura came back inside, still holding her half-finished beer. She must have noticed something off in my expression because she gave me a strange, slightly curious look before plopping down on the couch beside me and handing me the bottle.

I took a sip, trying to sound casual. “Were they glad you brought them some refreshment?”

“Yeah,” she said, settling back. “Andrew said he wouldn’t drink one unless I had one too. He showed me the plumbing situation upstairs. Apparently whoever did the original work never intended for it to be converted. He thinks it might take a bit longer than expected.”

“Huh,” I replied.

Laura raised an eyebrow. “That’s it? ‘Huh?’ You don’t seem too upset. It might blow our budget a little.”

I shrugged, keeping my eyes on the TV. “That’s to be expected with these kinds of projects.”

The truth was, I didn’t mind at all. In fact, the idea of the job taking longer excited me. It meant more days of watching my sexy, curvy wife interacting with those two strong, good-looking contractors. More opportunities to see her laugh with them, bring them drinks, stand close while they talked. I wasn’t ready to admit that to her — or even fully to myself — yet.


A Moment of Awakening

It quickly became an obsession.

Over the next couple of days I found myself constantly on edge, hyper-aware of every interaction between Laura and the two contractors. I was listening for tone changes, watching for lingering glances, hoping for even the smallest sign that she might be flirting. But there was nothing — just polite good mornings and see-you-tomorrows. Nothing more.

Then, on Thursday afternoon, I pulled into the driveway after a grocery run and saw Laura sitting on the back steps talking to Andrew.

He was standing in front of her, sweat-soaked t-shirt clinging to his chest with a perfect heart-shaped stain right in the center. He held a hammer loosely in one hand and was clearly in the middle of telling her a story. Laura sat barefoot in a pair of old denim shorts and a loose hoodie, her hair pulled up into a messy ponytail. She looked relaxed, comfortable… and completely focused on him.

Andrew glanced up as I parked, gave me a casual wave, and continued with his story without missing a beat. I didn’t get out of the car right away. I just sat there and watched them.

Laura was looking up at him with that soft, attentive expression I knew so well — the one she used to give me when we were first dating. She was hanging on his every word, nodding, smiling, occasionally laughing quietly. It was so obvious. She wanted him. The realization hit me like a wave.

My cock started to harden right there in the driver’s seat.

I quickly killed the engine, grabbed three bags of groceries from the trunk, and walked toward the back steps just as Andrew was finishing his story.

“…so I said, ‘let’s just go tell her what happened now,’ but Chris was too scared. He wanted to go to a nursery and try to find lookalikes!”

“Oh, that’s a terrible idea,” Laura said, laughing.

“I know. So anyway, when we got there the next day, the lettuce was all gone! We asked her where it went, and guess what she answered.”

“No…”

“Yeah — she’d harvested it and used it for a salad. She didn’t even notice the paint! She’d had some kind of dinner party and fed all her guests salad from her own garden!”

“And no one noticed they were eating paint?” Laura asked, eyes wide with amusement.

“If they did, no one told her!” Andrew finished with a big grin.

I carried the grocery bags up the back steps and into the kitchen while Laura laughed a little too long at Andrew’s story. When I came back outside, she stopped me on the steps.

“Honey, Chris had to go out of town for a while. Andrew just told me.”

“Yep,” Andrew said. “It won’t slow us down much. The plumber’s coming in anyway, so Chris and I mostly just stand around watching when he’s here.”

“Oh, okay,” I replied. “No problem. You want a cup of coffee or something?”

“Nah, I’m good. Just taking a quick break. I should get back to it.” He gave a small nod. “Nice talking to you, Laura.”

“Yeah, you too, Andrew,” she said warmly.

He turned and walked back toward the garage. Laura stood up to help me with the remaining bags. I was in a strange state. There was something about the easy, familiar way they had said each other’s names — like they’d already formed a little connection and that was their private way of acknowledging it. Maybe I was reading too much into it. Maybe I was crazy.

While we unpacked the groceries in the kitchen, I tried to sound casual as I fished for more information.

“So what was Andrew talking about?” I asked.

“Just some of the crazy, eccentric clients they’ve worked for over the years,” she said, putting away the milk. “He’s really funny.”

“Yeah, I could hear that,” I said. “What’s going on with Chris?”

“Oh, he has to go deal with some storm damage on an investment property they own up near Woodstock. Their neighbor called and said part of the roof got torn off.”

“Jesus,” I muttered.

"Yeah," she said, closing the pantry door. "Oh, I talked to Tam last night and finally got the gossip on those two."

"I knew she had a story she was dying to tell you!" I said with a laugh.

Laura smirked. "It's not exactly a secret — well, nothing stays secret if Becky Miller knows about it. You know that couple who run the massage therapy place down on Pine Street? The big one with the pink sign?"

"Oh yeah… what are their names again?"

"Sarah and Richard something-or-other. Anyway, apparently Chris nearly broke up their marriage."

"Really?" I turned to face her.

"Yeah. The guys did some renovation work there last year, and Chris started sleeping with Sarah. For him it was probably just a fling — you know, married woman and all — but Sarah got completely obsessed. She wanted to leave her husband for him. It got really messy. She was basically stalking him. Tam said Chris eventually had to get a restraining order against her."

"Holy shit," I muttered.

Laura nodded, clearly enjoying telling the story now. "Yeah… I guess he really rocked her world. Becky told Tam that he has a massive dick."

The words landed like a punch to the gut. My hands started shaking as I put the milk away in the fridge. I tried to keep my voice steady.

"So… are Sarah and Richard divorced now?"

"No, I think they're trying to work it out. They're seeing a marriage counselor," she said casually, folding one of the empty grocery bags.

"Wow," was all I could manage.

My mind was spinning. The image of Chris — tall, rugged, confident Chris — fucking their neighbor’s wife so well that she became obsessed and nearly destroyed her marriage refused to leave my head. And now my own wife was repeating the story like it was harmless neighborhood gossip, her voice light and amused.

"Yeah, I can't imagine their marriage would survive that," Laura said, shaking her head as she folded another grocery bag. "I guess Richard is a pretty forgiving guy."

"Yeah..." I muttered.

A strange, reckless force took over me. Before I could stop myself, the words tumbled out.

"I would."

Laura paused, her hands stilling on the bag. "You would what?"

I swallowed hard, my face already heating up. "I would forgive you. If you had an affair."

"WHAT?" She stared at me, caught somewhere between amusement and genuine alarm. Her eyes widened.

"I mean… I love you," I continued clumsily, unable to stop now. "We could get through something like that. I’d forgive you."

She shook her head and let out a sharp, uncomfortable scoff. "Well I wouldn’t forgive you, mister, so don’t get any ideas!"

The kitchen suddenly felt too small. I shook my head quickly, trying to recover. "I could never cheat on you in a million years."

"Good," she said flatly, turning back to the fridge a little too quickly. The word hung in the air, short and final.

We continued putting the groceries away in heavy silence, the easy rhythm from moments earlier completely gone.

Then, as I turned to put the orange juice back in the refrigerator, Laura slipped in front of me.

“Too slow,” she said with a playful giggle, wiggling her ass teasingly as she reached for the shelf.

The moment she pushed back, she felt it — my rock-hard, guilty erection pressing right against her soft backside.

She froze for half a second, then spun around instantly. A mischievous sparkle lit up her eyes. Before I could even react, her hand slid down and grabbed my cock through my pants.

“Urm… what is this?” she asked, her voice low and teasing, eyebrows raised.

My face burned. The words started spilling out before I could stop them.

“The thought of you cheating on me… actually turns me on a little.”

Laura nodded slowly, still holding me, her expression a mix of surprise and amusement. “Oh, I see. You’ve got some little porno fantasy all worked out, huh?”

I must have looked embarrassed because she laughed — a soft, delighted laugh that made my stomach flip.

“Is it like that time you got really drunk in Mexico and admitted you wanted me to piss on you?”

I couldn’t help laughing too, even as my cheeks stayed hot. “Yeah… I guess it’s kinda like that.”

“Because that was kinda fun,” she admitted, her fingers giving me a gentle squeeze. “So do you imagine me sneaking around behind your back? Going to hotel rooms and getting all secretive with my phone?”

I nodded, throat tight. “Yeah.”

Laura gave my cock one last playful pat before letting go. She stepped back, shaking her head with a smirk.

“Well you can keep dreaming, buddy. That’s never going to happen.”

I pulled her close and wrapped my arms around her, burying my face in her neck. “I just like the idea of you getting so turned on you couldn’t help yourself,” I whispered. “Of knowing I couldn’t stop you… and just having to accept it. There’s something really special about that thought.”

“Oh my god, you’re such a sicko,” she said, but there was no real bite in her voice.

I started kissing her neck softly and she tilted her head, giving me more room. Her breathing changed almost immediately. I slid my hands under her hoodie and was surprised to find she wasn’t wearing anything underneath. Her full, heavy breasts filled my palms, her nipples already rock hard. I kissed her deeply, and she responded with little teasing licks of her tongue against mine.

My hand slipped down the front of her shorts. The moment my fingers reached her pussy, I froze.

She was absolutely sopping wet — and still delightfully hairy, just the way I loved her. The thick, soft curls were soaked with her arousal.

Hot, slick, and swollen. Her body was giving away everything she wasn’t ready to say out loud.

Without another word I dropped to my knees right there in the kitchen and tugged her shorts down. Laura helped me, lifting one leg then the other until they were off. She widened her stance, holding onto the counter and my head for balance as I pressed my face between her thighs.

The moment my tongue touched her hairy pussy, she let out a shaky moan. She was so wet, so sweet and sticky. I licked her desperately, long slow strokes followed by faster ones, sucking gently on her swollen clit. Laura’s fingers tightened in my hair and she started grinding against my mouth, chasing the pleasure.

My knees ached against the hard tile floor, but I didn’t care. There was something deeply submissive and intoxicating about kneeling in front of my wife like this while she used my face.

When I looked up at her, I was surprised to find her already staring down at me with wide, wondering eyes. The eye contact seemed to push her over the edge. She shuddered violently, her thighs trembling, and suddenly gushed into my mouth — warm, sweet, and intense.

I closed my eyes and savored every second… until a sharp knock at the back door cut through the moment like a blade.

Laura pushed me back onto my ass and quickly yanked her shorts back up, wiggling to get them over her hips. Through the glass in the back door, I could clearly see Andrew standing there. From his angle, he must have gotten a full view of everything — especially my wife’s bare ass as she shimmied her shorts back into place.

My face was still wet and shiny, my cock painfully hard in my pants. I panicked and bolted toward the living room while Laura went to answer the door.

“I’m really sorry!” Andrew said as soon as she opened it, though his tone sounded more amused than apologetic. “I just wanted to let you know I’m about to start using the sander for the next couple of hours. It’s pretty loud.”

“Oh… that’s okay, honey,” Laura replied, her voice way too bright and flustered. “You do what you have to do.”

Andrew leaned casually against the doorframe, a small smirk playing on his lips. “People usually find it annoying, so I like to give a heads-up. Didn’t mean to… invade your space like that.”

“It’s fine!” Laura said quickly, her face flaming red. “Really, don’t worry about us.”

He didn’t leave right away. Instead, he tilted his head slightly, still smiling. “You sure? I can come back in twenty minutes if you two need a little more time…”

Laura let out a nervous, mortified laugh. “No, no — it’s fine. Go ahead. Really.”

Andrew gave her one last lingering look, clearly enjoying her embarrassment. “Alright then. Enjoy the rest of your afternoon,” he said, his voice low and teasing, before finally turning away.

When Laura came back into the kitchen, she was bright red and looked like she wanted the floor to swallow her whole.

“I don’t think he saw anything,” I offered weakly.

“He saw everything!” she hissed, covering her face with both hands. “That was so fucking embarrassing! I won’t be able to look him in the eye ever again!”

“No, come on,” I said, trying to calm her down. “It’s not a big deal. He saw me going down on you — so what? He probably just thinks we have a really hot marriage. We’re all adults, right?”

“I’m mortified,” she groaned. She walked straight to the cabinet, pulled out a bottle of vodka, and poured herself a stiff drink over ice with shaking hands.

I was still rock hard and buzzing from eating her out. Getting caught had only made it hotter for me. I didn’t see what the big deal was.

But watching her flustered reaction, I couldn’t help thinking I might have just planted a dangerous little seed in her mind.

I wasn’t sure yet what would grow out of it.


The Next Day


Laura had a board retreat the next day and left the house early, so I had the place completely to myself. I knew exactly what I was going to do with that time. I wanted to do some real ‘research.’

I sat down at the computer we share in her office and opened an incognito window. My fingers hovered over the keyboard for a second before I typed the word cuckold into the search bar.

The results were disappointing.

Most of it was just regular porn with a thin cuckold label slapped on top — fake-looking women with big implants, heavy makeup, and lingerie, while some guy sat in the corner watching. That was it. That was the entire “kink.”

There was also a ton of racist terminology and “bull” talk that instantly turned me off. I would never in my life use language like that. For a moment I actually wondered if I wasn’t really a cuckold at all — maybe I had some other unnamed fetish.

But then I found a forum that banned all pictures and videos. It was just people writing about their real experiences. No performance, no fake moans. Just words.

One particular post stopped me cold.

It was from a guy whose wife had told him she wanted to fuck her personal trainer and had asked him straight-up if it was okay. Their dynamic sounded a lot like ours — she was the main breadwinner and he handled most of the housework. He mentioned the imbalances in their relationship didn’t really bother him. He also admitted that their sex life almost always revolved around him going down on her, but she almost never returned the favor.

The wife had been training with this guy for months. He’d gotten her into great shape, and she admitted to her husband that if she gave the trainer even a little encouragement, he’d probably sleep with her. She had laid it all out calmly and said she actually wanted to do it.

The post ended with just one word in all caps:

HELP!

The first few replies were exactly what you’d expect — horny guys typing with one hand, full of crude jokes and bad advice.

But the third response felt different. It was from someone who claimed to be a woman. She said the original poster was actually lucky to have a wife who was brave enough to communicate her desires so openly. She suggested he should be talking about this with her, not strangers on the internet.

The original poster replied, asking if she was married and whether she had “cucked” her own husband.

She admitted she was mostly a lurker. She dreamed of starting a cuckold relationship with her husband but had no idea how to bring it up. She said she really admired the wife’s courage for just putting her desires out there like that.

Then another commenter dropped a line that hit me like electricity:

“I’m willing to bet she’s already fucking the trainer and just wants permission after the fact.”

My cock instantly throbbed. I pulled it out of my pants and kept reading, slowly stroking as the thread continued.

The original poster replied that the guy might be right — his wife had been spending a lot of time with the trainer lately. Someone else asked him directly: “Do you actually want her to do it?”

His answer made my stomach flip.

“I’m terrified of losing her,” he wrote, “but the idea of her having amazing sex with someone else and then coming home to me… it feels like some kind of magic. Like I’m floating in a dreamworld.”

That was exactly how I felt.

The next few posts were spread out over weeks. Then, about a month after the original post, the guy finally came back with an update.

He said he had taken one of the commenter’s suggestions and sat down with his wife for a long, honest talk about his fears and his desires.

What she told him made my heart pound.

She admitted she had already been flirting with the trainer for weeks. In fact, on the very day she asked for his permission, she had made out with the guy in his car after a training session. Reading that sent a hot rush straight through me. I immediately pictured Laura in the same situation — flushed and excited, confessing something like that to me. I was so turned on I could have come right then, but I forced myself to keep reading.

She had promised her husband that her interest was purely sexual. The trainer was a player, not looking for anything serious. She also swore she would keep her husband fully involved and informed the entire time.

After he nervously told her to go ahead, she made him take her shopping for new lingerie — something sexy to wear for her first “date” with the trainer.

That detail — the preparation, the deliberate act of her husband helping her get ready for another man — pushed me over the edge.

I came harder than I ever had in my life. Thick ropes of cum shot across my stomach, my chest, and even landed in my hair. It was messy, embarrassing, and intense all at once.

I closed the incognito window, wiped up the mess I’d made, and took a long shower.

The hot water didn’t wash away the questions swirling in my head. Was I sick? Was I playing with fire? Why did the idea of my wife with another man turn me on so fucking much? And most of all — how could I possibly turn this impossible fantasy into something real? Had I already started a chain of events that would eventually lead to Laura fucking one of the contractors?

By the time I stepped out of the shower I was rock hard again, like a horny teenager. I forced myself to ignore it. I had chores to do.

Later that afternoon, when I returned from the drugstore, the plumbing van was parked in the driveway. Andrew was standing outside talking to a big guy in overalls — Albert the plumber I’d met the day before.

“How’s it going?” I asked as I approached.

“Good, good,” Andrew replied. “We’re just figuring out the best way to tie into the main sewage line without causing any extra headaches.”

“Sounds good,” I said, nodding.

I started heading toward the house when Andrew jogged over to catch up with me. He lowered his voice so the plumber wouldn’t hear.

“Hey, uh… Jay. I just wanted to apologize for yesterday.” He looked a little awkward. “I wasn’t trying to peek or anything. I always give homeowners a heads-up when I’m about to fire up that loud sander.”

“Don’t worry about it,” I said, trying to sound casual. “It was kinda funny, actually. I never thought you were peeping.”

“Oh good,” he said, rubbing the back of his neck. “Laura seemed pretty embarrassed though.”

“Yeah… she was,” I admitted. “But it doesn’t bother me. It’s just sex.”

Andrew gave a small nod. “That’s how I see it too. Anyway, don’t worry — it won’t happen again.”

I laughed, trying to play it cool. “That was actually the first time I’ve ever gone down on Laura in the kitchen. So if you want to knock on the back door again, the chances of you interrupting us are pretty slim.”

Andrew let out a short laugh, but his eyes stayed on me. “Oh, so it was a special occasion? What brought that on?”

The question hit me like a wave. I felt a dizzy, vertiginous rush — that strange mix of embarrassment and excitement. I opened my mouth, not even sure what was about to come out.

“Well…”

He quickly raised a hand, cutting me off with a sheepish grin. “Too far. Sorry, man. I always go one step too far.”

“No, it’s okay,” I said, my voice a little rough. “I’d probably tell you all about it… but Laura was pretty embarrassed.”

Andrew nodded slowly, then asked, “Should I say something to her? You know… smooth it over?”

That question sent a strange thrill through me. I hesitated for a second before answering.

“Uh… yeah. You might want to do that. She’d probably appreciate it.”

He tapped the side of his forehead with two fingers and gave me a little nod, like we’d just made a silent agreement. “Got it.”

By the time Laura got home, I had dinner ready — lemon garlic shrimp pasta with a simple arugula salad and some warm garlic bread. I poured her a big glass of chilled white wine from the box we always keep in the fridge.

She ate and drank gratefully while telling me all about her board retreat, which sounded painfully boring. “In fact,” she said, twirling pasta on her fork, “the only interesting thing that happened to me all day just happened in the driveway when I got home.”

“Yeah? What was that?”

“Andrew came over and gave me a very sincere apology for interrupting us yesterday.”

“He apologized to me too,” I said.

“He mentioned that.” She took a sip of wine, looking slightly amused. “He also said you told him we only do that kind of thing on special occasions, so it would be safe for him to knock on the back door whenever he needs to.”

I smiled. “I said something like that.”

Laura raised an eyebrow. “Oh? Did he ask what the special occasion was?”

“Yeah… he did.”

She waited. When I didn’t immediately continue, she prompted, “And?”

I shrugged, trying to sound casual. “I told him we were discussing the possibility of you taking a lover.”

Laura nearly choked on her wine. “WHAT?”

“Honey, I’m kidding,” I laughed. “I told him I wasn’t going to discuss anything that might embarrass you.”

She looked at me for a long moment, clearly trying to decide whether to believe me. I couldn’t resist adding one more thing:

“But he did seem pretty curious though.”

She went back to sipping her wine, swirling the glass slowly. “Well, I’ve been stuck in those stupid heels all day at the retreat, and honestly the idea of any kind of real lovemaking sounds exhausting right now.” She gave me a tired but affectionate smile. “What I need most of all is a really good foot rub.”

“Your wish is my command,” I said with a small bow.

I spent the next twenty minutes on the couch massaging her sore feet, working my thumbs deep into her arches while she sighed and moaned in relief. By the time I finished, she had dozed off with her head tilted back against the cushion.

About half an hour later I gently woke her. We made our way upstairs, both of us already half-undressed by the time we reached the bedroom.

Once we were in bed, I didn’t rush. I kissed my way down her body until I settled between her thighs. Laura was still a little sleepy and relaxed from the wine, but the moment my tongue touched her hairy pussy she woke up properly. She was still slightly puffy and sensitive from earlier in the kitchen. I licked her slowly at first — long, flat strokes from bottom to top — savoring how sweet and sticky she tasted.

As I worked my tongue over her clit, my mind drifted back to the kitchen incident. In my fantasy, the back door opened again… but this time Andrew walked in instead of leaving. He didn’t look shocked. He just stood there in the doorway watching with that easy, confident smirk of his. Laura didn’t stop me. She simply reached out, wrapped her hand around Andrew’s thick cock, and started slowly jerking him while I continued licking her. The image was so vivid — her fingers sliding up and down his shaft, her wedding ring glinting as she stroked him, while her hips rolled against my mouth — that I groaned into her pussy.

Laura’s breathing grew heavier. She gripped my hair tighter, grinding herself against my face as I sucked on her swollen clit. “God, that feels good…” she whispered.

In my head, Andrew was getting harder in her hand, and Laura was stroking him faster, her eyes half-closed in pleasure while I stayed on my knees doing all the work between her legs. The fantasy pushed me harder. I licked her desperately, two fingers sliding inside her, curling against that spot I knew she loved.

She came with a long, shuddering moan — her thighs clamping around my head as she gushed against my tongue. I kept licking her through it, drawing out every last tremor.

When her body finally relaxed, I moved up and slid inside her. She was so wet and warm. I only lasted a few minutes before the combination of everything — the real Laura beneath me and the dirty fantasy still playing in my head — sent me over the edge. I came hard, burying myself deep as I groaned into her neck.

Afterward we lay tangled together, breathing slowly, both of us peaceful and content. Laura drifted off first, her hand resting on my chest.

But even as I held her, my mind kept replaying that imaginary scene: Laura casually jerking Andrew’s cock while I knelt between her legs, licking her like it was the most natural thing in the world.


The Sunglasses

The next day I had to drive out to help my daughter Kelly move dorm rooms. She had a mountain of boxes, clothes, and random dorm junk but no car of her own, so the trip was going to keep me away from the house for most of the day. 

That meant Laura would be home alone with Andrew for hours.

I knew nothing was going to happen. Of course nothing would happen. But the mere possibility of it — my wife alone in the house with that tall, rugged contractor — kept turning over and over in my mind during the long drive. The fantasy refused to leave me alone.

The day turned out to be long and chaotic. Three separate trips back and forth, made worse by Kelly’s completely disorganized packing style. We spent the whole afternoon unpacking, organizing, and trying to make her new room feel like home. By early evening we were both starving, so I ordered a pizza and went to pick it up.

When I got back, I told Kelly, “You should call your mom and let her know you’re all settled in.”

“I just called her a few minutes ago,” she said casually, grabbing a slice. “She was drinking beer with some guy.”

“What?” I asked, my stomach doing a little flip.

Kelly laughed. “Oh Daddy, don’t be silly! I think she said it was one of the guys working on your garage…”

“Oh… right,” I said, forcing a casual tone. “Andrew.”

I tried to sound normal, but my pulse had already quickened. The image flashed through my mind instantly: Laura sitting on the back steps or in the kitchen, barefoot, sharing a beer with Andrew while I was hours away. Just the two of them. Laughing. Talking. Alone.

I spent the rest of the evening helping Kelly while my mind kept drifting back home, wondering exactly what was happening between my wife and the handsome contractor I’d left her with.

As the day dragged on, the feeling only got worse. By the time I was finally driving home, I couldn’t take it anymore. I gave in and called Laura.

I told her all about the move — Kelly’s new dorm room, the awkward new roommates, the ridiculous amount of stuff we had to haul up three flights of stairs. She listened and laughed in all the right places. Then, trying to sound as casual as possible, I asked, “So how was your day?”

“Oh, pretty boring,” she said lightly. “I went to the grocery store. You’d be proud of me — I actually remembered we needed tinfoil.”

“Good,” I replied, my grip tightening on the steering wheel. “How are things going with the garage?”

“I don’t know,” she said. “The plumber was here pretty much all day again.”

“Hm.”

I waited. I waited for her to mention having a beer with Andrew. For any small detail. But she didn’t. She just moved on.

“Well, I’ll be home in about an hour,” I said, trying to keep my voice steady. “Are you hungry?”

“We’ve got leftovers. No need to make a big thing out of it.”

We said our goodbyes and hung up.

My hands were shaking on the wheel.

Why hadn’t she mentioned it? Was she lying? Or was it really such a small, insignificant thing that she’d forgotten to bring it up? Or maybe… she didn’t want me to know.

No. I was just being my perverted, overthinking self again.

But the omission sat heavy in my stomach. She had spent time alone with a man she’d openly admitted was hot — a man I had practically given her permission to sleep with — and she’d chosen not to tell me about it. The thought made me feel drunk, lightheaded, and dangerously turned on all at once. I was worried I shouldn’t even be driving.

By the time I hit the highway, I had made a decision.

I was going to remove any lingering doubt for her. I was going to give Laura the explicit green light to sleep with Andrew if she wanted to.

The question was how.

Would she hate me for it? Would she resent me? Would she look at me differently — like I was less of a man?

At that moment, flying down the highway with my cock rock-hard and throbbing in my pants, I didn’t care. I was ready to risk everything for this insane dream.

I wanted my wife to cheat on me.

I needed her to do it.

And deep down, a sick, desperate part of me hoped with everything I had that she already had.

When I got home I didn’t mention Andrew at all. I just went straight into the kitchen and heated up some leftover lasagna from a few days earlier. I made a little extra effort with the salad, poured two generous glasses of our usual box wine, and carried everything into the living room so we could eat in front of the TV — something we rarely did.

That’s when I noticed them.

A pair of men’s sunglasses I’d never seen before, sitting casually on the end table next to the sofa pillow.

I picked them up, turning them over in my hand. “Whose are these?”

Laura actually blushed — just a faint pink flush across her cheeks. “Oh, those are Andrew’s,” she said, trying to sound offhand. “He came inside for a bit earlier. I think he’s bored with his brother out of town and the work on pause while the plumber’s here.”

“He was in the living room?” I asked. My voice came out a little tighter than I intended.

“Yeah,” she said, spearing a piece of lettuce. “He said he owed me a six-pack since I brought him one the other day. I told him I couldn’t accept it unless he stayed and drank one with me. Same rule he gave me.”

I stared at her. “So… you two sat here in the living room and drank beer together?”

“Yep. We each had three.” She gave a small, almost guilty shrug. “Sorry honey, I guess I should’ve saved you one.”

“That’s okay,” I said quietly.

I set the sunglasses back down on the coffee table. The silence that followed felt thick. I could feel Laura searching for something else to say, the awkwardness hanging between us.

Finally she changed the subject. “So… tell me about Kelly’s new roommate. The one with the car. Is that old Honda really safe? I don’t like the idea of her riding around in a deathtrap.”

I forced myself to answer normally, telling her the car wasn’t that bad and that the roommate seemed responsible. “She’s pre-med,” I added. “It’ll be fine.”

“Okay,” Laura said, nodding slowly. She took another sip of wine and went back to her lasagna, but the easy rhythm we usually had while eating together was completely gone.

We ate in silence for a while, the sound of forks against plates filling the room. Then Laura suddenly started giggling into her wine glass.

“What?” I asked.

She set her glass down, still smiling. “He left those there on purpose.”

I must have looked confused because she continued.

“The sunglasses. We got a little tipsy — it was some kind of extra-strong German beer he brought over…”

“Okay…”

“He said he was surprised I’d invited him inside while you were gone. He thought most married women would avoid any situation their husbands might misinterpret.”

“Wow. That must’ve been some strong beer,” I said.

“It really was,” she laughed softly. “Anyway, I told him it wasn’t like that with us. That I could have a beer with whoever I wanted. But he still insisted you’d probably be jealous if you found out I’d had him in the house while you were out of town.”

“He’s got some ego, huh?”

“Oh, we were buzzed. I don’t think he meant anything by it.” She took another sip of wine. “Then he proposed this silly little test. He said I should not tell you he’d been here, leave something of his behind — that’s when he thought of the sunglasses — and only admit it after you found them.”

“Oh Jesus,” I muttered.

“Yeah. He was convinced you’d get mad. Of course I told him you’d be totally cool about it.”

“And you were right,” I said.

“Yeah, but I had more information than he did, so it wasn’t really a fair bet.”

“Bet?”

She shrugged, looking a little sheepish. “The loser has to buy the next six-pack, that’s all.”

I felt a rush of heat. I liked the way this guy operated. If he lost, it only cost him a six-pack. But if he won…

“So what information did you have that he didn’t?” I asked.

Laura looked at me directly. “Our conversation the other day. You told me the thought of me cheating on you actually turns you on.” She paused, watching my reaction. “So I figured finding his sunglasses might trigger a very different response than anger.”

My cock twitched hard in my pants.

“Oh, so you thought I’d see the sunglasses and assume you two had spent the afternoon fucking?” I said, trying to sound amused. “Laura, I know you. I know you’d never do that.”

“Oh?” She let out a soft, amused laugh — the kind that wasn’t quite denial. That single sound sent a jolt straight through me.

It gave me so much hope.

And it turned me on more than anything had in a very long time.

She was laughing at the idea that she wouldn’t do it.

I set my glass of wine down on the coffee table and took a breath.

“Listen, Laura… all kidding aside. If you ever wanted to fuck Andrew, I’d be completely fine with it.” I paused, then corrected myself. “Actually, more than fine. I’d be really excited about it. I don’t even fully understand why, but I would. As long as it stayed purely sexual — no emotional stuff — and you kept me involved in whatever ways felt right, I’d be genuinely happy if you took him as a lover.”

Laura just stared at me, her wine glass frozen halfway to her lips. The silence stretched on for what felt like forever.

Finally she spoke, her voice quiet. “Honey… I was joking.”

“I know you were,” I said softly. “But I’m not.”

She shook her head, like she was trying to shake the words out of her ears. “That’s completely nuts. I’m not interested in some open marriage where we’re both running around trying to get laid. Is this some kind of midlife crisis? Empty-nest thing? What the hell is going on with you?”

“No, God, nothing like that,” I said quickly. “This isn’t about me sleeping with anyone else. I would never cheat on you — ever. This is only about you. About you being able to explore your sexuality with my full blessing. I’d even help you get ready… and I’d be right here waiting when you came home.”

She looked at me like she was genuinely worried about my mental health. “I think you might actually be serious right now. My God…”

I raised my hands in a gentle, placating gesture. “Hey, I’m just being honest about how I feel. No pressure at all. I just think we have the kind of marriage that could handle something like this, and it could make both of us happy. Hell, it would probably make Andrew pretty happy too. So… why not?”

Laura’s face hardened. “No. The answer is no. No way. A resounding no.”

“Okay,” I said, backing off immediately. “I’m sorry. I guess the sunglasses thing got me a little over-hopeful. I won’t bring it up again.”

“Good,” she said firmly.

But the rest of the evening felt heavy. She was unusually quiet, picking at her food and staring at the TV without really watching it. After her second large glass of wine, she stood up and announced she was going upstairs for a long shower — something she almost never did at night.

I sat there alone in the living room, heart still racing.

Was she masturbating in there? Thinking about Andrew? About what I’d just said?

I had no way of knowing. But the fact that she needed privacy right after that conversation felt… suggestive.

I’d said my piece. The ball was now firmly in her court.

Direct conversations about difficult or sexual things had never really been her style. She tended to mull things over in private.

All I could do now was wait.


Owing Us 


The next morning, when Andrew arrived with the plumber, Laura handed me the sunglasses. “Here. Give these back to him,” she said, “and tell him he owes us a six-pack.”

I couldn’t believe it. Less than twenty-four hours after she had shut me down so completely, she was now using me to flirt with him. A little thrill ran through me.

“Okay,” I said, unable to hide my grin.

“And wipe that fucking grin off your face,” she added, narrowing her eyes at me as I took the sunglasses.

I walked outside, trying to look casual even though my heart was beating faster. I reminded myself this was my house and Laura was my wife. If anyone should feel nervous, it should be Andrew.

“I found these on my couch,” I said, holding the sunglasses out to him. “Laura says they’re yours.”

“Oh yeah,” Andrew replied with an easy smile. “Must’ve set them down and forgot.”

“Nice ones. You don’t want to lose them.”

“Nah, they’re cheap,” he shrugged.

I paused, then added, “And she says you owe us a six-pack.”

His smile widened into a big, knowing grin. “I’ve never been happier to lose a bet in my life!” He laughed. “Fuck a six-pack. I’ll take you guys out. What are you doing tonight?”

“We didn’t have any plans,” I said.

“Perfect. Ever been to that new place called Cobalt? They’ve got a killer draft beer selection.”

“That sounds great.”

“It’ll take me a bit to get cleaned up after work, so let’s say 7:30 or 8:00?”

“Eight works,” I told him. “It’s on South Broad, right?”

“Yeah. Good, we’ll meet there.”

“It’s a date!” he said cheerfully, then immediately looked like he regretted the choice of words. A quick flicker of awkwardness crossed his face.

I just laughed it off.

When I told Laura about the plan, she seemed genuinely pleased. Cobalt had been getting buzz in local food blogs, and one of her friends had posted about it on Facebook. When I mentioned that Andrew had called it “a date,” she just shrugged.

“That’s just an expression,” she said.

“I know it’s an expression,” I replied.

“Don’t you start with your weirdness,” she warned, giving me a look.

“I didn’t say anything,” I said innocently. “But… it might be a good excuse to go shopping today. You’ve been saying you need a new outfit.”

Laura’s face brightened. “That’s not a bad idea at all.”

She seemed happy that I actually wanted to go with her. Usually I’d find some excuse to avoid clothes shopping. She probably knew I was getting a perverted little thrill out of helping her pick something to wear for tonight, but she didn’t seem to mind.

In fact, she almost looked amused by it.

We started at J.Crew, but Laura couldn’t find anything she liked after trying on four different dresses. One of them was especially sexy — a short floral print skirt with a matching top that had a deep plunging neckline. When she came out of the fitting room, she gave me a look in the mirror.

“Oh I’m sure you’d just love it if I dressed like a prostitute, wouldn’t you?”

“I would,” I admitted without hesitation.

She rolled her eyes and went back into the dressing room.

We moved on to Anthropologie, where she finally found a short black dress that showed off just as much of her curvy body as the floral one had — maybe even more. The neckline dipped low and the hem sat high on her thighs, but because it was simple black, Laura seemed to consider it “more appropriate.” I wisely kept my mouth shut about the contradiction.

She was thrilled with it.

As we left the store, I pointed across the parking lot. “What about stopping in at Victoria’s Secret?”

She turned and gave me a long, suspicious look. “You think I should get some new underwear?”

“Yeah,” I said, trying to sound casual. “Why not?”

“Okay,” she replied after a beat. “Come on.”

I followed her like an eager puppy, carrying her Anthropologie bag. Inside Victoria’s Secret she headed straight for her favorite spot — the big display table with the “5 pairs for $32” sign. Rows of colorful, folded panties were arranged like candy.

Another woman was browsing nearby, but the moment she walked away, Laura leaned in close and whispered, “Which ones do you think would appeal to Andrew?”

I must have looked visibly shocked because she burst out laughing.

“Oh come on, I’m just teasing you,” she said, clearly enjoying my reaction.

“I… I like it when you tease me,” I whispered back, my face warm.

She smiled and turned her attention back to the table. “I think these little frilly ones are cute.” She held up a pair of delicate pink ones with lace trim. “Of course, I’ll need a size large to cover my whole ass.” She rummaged through the drawer underneath and found the large version, then kept browsing.

“How about these striped ones? They’re nice.” She picked up another pair, then gasped softly. “Ooh, these chocolate-colored lace ones are stretchy too. I could maybe even get away with a medium in these…”

She handed the pairs to me and picked out one more set of simple black ones, then browsed the bras for a minute but couldn’t find anything she liked. I went to the register and paid for the underwear, leaving the store carrying two bags — one from Anthropologie and one from Victoria’s Secret.

A little after five, I was in the kitchen fixing dinner when there was a knock at the back door. I opened it to find Andrew standing there, already wearing the sunglasses I’d returned to him that morning. He was smiling.

“Hey, just wanted to make sure we’re still on for tonight,” he said.

“Oh yeah,” I replied. “Laura even went shopping today and got a new outfit for the occasion.”

“Cool,” he grinned. “I should be there by eight. You know where Cobalt is and everything?”

“Yep, we’re good.”

“Alright, see you later.”

After he left, Laura didn’t eat much of her flank steak or roasted potatoes. She claimed she wanted to make sure she could still fit into her new dress, but I suspected she was mostly saving room for the appetizers at Cobalt.

Once dinner was over, she headed upstairs to take a shower. A few minutes later I heard her call my name from the bathroom. I stepped inside the steamy room.

“What do you need?”

“Will you grab me the new shaving gel? It’s in the hall cupboard.”

I fetched the bottle and handed it past the shower curtain, peeking just a little. “Thanks, hun!” she said cheerfully.

I lowered the toilet seat and sat on the edge, listening to the water running. “Are you shaving?” I asked, even though it was obvious.

“Well, I’m wearing a short skirt,” she replied with a little laugh. “I don’t want to go out looking like Bigfoot!”

Through the translucent shower curtain I could see her silhouette hunched over, carefully working the razor over her legs… and higher. The image made my pulse quicken.

“Do you need any help?” I asked hopefully.

“No babe, I think I can manage on my own,” she said with a giggle.

It didn’t look like she was just shaving her legs. My suspicions were confirmed the moment she stepped out of the shower. Her once-full bush had been trimmed down to a neat, narrow landing strip. The full, soft contour of her pussy lips was now clearly visible — smooth, pink, and exposed.

“Wow…” I breathed. “That’s really sexy.”

“You like it?” Laura asked, sounding a little shy. “It kept coming out crooked, so I ended up taking off more than I meant to…”

“It’s perfect,” I said, unable to take my eyes off her.

I stayed seated on the edge of the toilet as she dried herself off. She moved with casual confidence — applying deodorant, rubbing cream into her heels and elbows, then standing in front of the mirror to do her makeup. Light foundation, subtle eyeshadow, a touch of blush, and finally a bold swipe of bright red lipstick.

She blotted her lips with toilet paper, then turned and made a playful kissy face at me.

I was getting seriously turned on just watching her get ready for tonight. It really did feel like she was preparing for a date.

She left the bathroom and returned a minute later wearing the stretchy chocolate-colored lace panties she’d bought earlier — the ones that were a size too small. The back panel barely covered anything. Her full, round ass cheeks spilled out noticeably on both sides.

She looked incredibly hot as she stood topless in those sexy panties, blow-drying her hair. Her heavy breasts swayed gently with the motion.

When her hair was finally done, she switched off the dryer and turned to me.

“Show’s over, come on. You have to get ready too — it’s already after 7:30.”

“You’re stunning,” I said, stepping closer. I placed a hand on her waist and leaned in to kiss her.

She pulled back quickly. “You’ll smear my lipstick!”

Then her eyes dropped to the obvious erection straining against my pants. She let out a soft giggle.

“You’d better get rid of that before we go.”

“What did you have in mind?” I asked, voice thick.

“I just finished getting clean,” she said with a teasing smile. “So you’ll have to take care of it yourself.”

“Now?” I asked.

She raised an eyebrow. “You want me to be your visual aid?”

We’d never done anything quite like this before, but the energy in the room felt electric. “Yes, please,” I said.

I undid my pants and let them drop to the floor, then pushed my underwear down. My cock sprang free, hard and throbbing right in front of her.

She smirked, watching me with amusement. “Is all that just from watching me get ready?”

I wrapped my hand around my cock and started stroking slowly. “Yeah… You have an incredible body.”

“You only think so because you’re my husband,” she said, tilting her head.

“No. Any straight guy with a pulse would agree with me. Just wait until you’re out in that new dress tonight. Watch where their eyes go. They’re all going to want you.”

Laura stood up a little straighter, a spark of pleasure crossing her face. She licked her lips slowly. “You like seeing my tits?”

“I love them,” I said, my voice already getting rough.

“You like my new underwear?”

“Uh-huh. Turn around.”

She obliged, turning slowly and then deliberately pulling the back of the lacy panties up into a wedgie, letting her full, round ass cheeks spill out even more. “Ooh yeah…” I groaned, stroking faster.

“Well, I’ll tell you something,” she said, still looking over her shoulder at me, “but I don’t want you getting any crazy ideas…”

“What?” I asked, practically panting.

“I like it when men look at me. I want them to look.” She paused, her voice dropping just a little. “I bought that dress for tonight specifically because I want Andrew to look.”

The words hit me like a spark to gasoline.

Suddenly I was back in the kitchen — on my knees with my face buried between her thighs, licking her desperately while Andrew stood in the doorway. In that moment he would have had a perfect, unobstructed view of her big, round ass… the way it jiggled slightly as she ground against my mouth, the curve of her cheeks, everything on full display.

The memory combined with what she’d just said was too much.

I came hard, spurting thick ropes of cum onto the tile floor in little geysers. Laura squealed in surprise, then burst out laughing.

“Wow… you really do like my slutty side, don’t you?” She shook her head, still smiling. “You’d better get yourself cleaned up. We have to go.”

We arrived at Cobalt about ten minutes late because parking turned out to be trickier than I expected. The moment we walked in, Andrew was the first person we saw. He was standing near the bar, and his face lit up when he spotted us.

“Wow… Laura, you look incredible,” he said, his eyes moving over her in a way that wasn’t subtle.

He stepped forward and gave her a warm hug — the kind with a little extra squeeze — then patted me on the shoulder. “Good to see you, man.”

The restaurant was busy and noisy, but Andrew had already put our names in. We only stood around chatting for a few minutes before the hostess called us and led us to a booth in the back corner.

It was a small, curved booth with a round table. Laura slid in first and ended up sitting between Andrew and me, though she stayed a little closer to my side. She set her purse down on the seat between herself and Andrew like a small barrier.

We started looking at the beer list, but Laura decided she wanted to try a fancy mixed drink — some new twist on a mint julep she’d never had before. I ordered a trendy IPA I’d tried once, and Andrew got something similar.

The conversation stayed light and easy at first — the progress on the garage, what Chris was dealing with up at the investment property in the Catskills, stories about our girls. Just normal, pleasant chit-chat.

We ordered three appetizers to share: the crispy shrimp plate Andrew recommended, pork wontons, and a spicy chili dip with toasted pita.

I ordered another beer, then excused myself to go to the restroom.

I took my time.

After I finished, I washed my hands and stood there letting the hand dryer do its work, my mind drifting back to the booth. Laura and Andrew were alone together right now. Just the two of them. No buffer. No purse between them anymore.

The thought sent a hot, nervous thrill through my stomach.

I stood there longer than necessary, letting the hand dryer run.

I told myself Andrew might take the opportunity to flirt with Laura a little, and that she’d probably enjoy it. Then my mind went further. They were alone together in a booth in a public restaurant. Anyone could see them. What if the worst person spotted them? That nosy bitch from the PTA? Or one of the women from Laura’s charity boards?

The possibilities spun wildly in my head.

People would talk. “Did you hear about Laura? I guess she’s going out with guys behind Jay’s back now… So-and-so spotted her on a date the other night.”

The thought of being quietly humiliated behind my back sent a hot rush straight to my cock. I was rock hard again as I finally left the restroom.

Instead of heading straight back, I pulled out my phone and pretended to have urgent business. I stopped near the fire extinguisher, pretending to text, but really I just wanted to peek at them from a distance.

When I looked up, Laura was laughing — a bright, open laugh with an expression on her face I hadn’t seen in years. She looked like she was genuinely having fun. Then, while I watched, she reached over and playfully pushed Andrew’s arm. Her fingers lingered there a second longer than necessary. The body language was unmistakable — he had definitely said something flirty or off-color.

My stomach flipped with a dizzy mix of jealousy and arousal.

I put my phone away and walked back to the table, trying to look casual. The laughter between them died down the moment I approached. I suddenly felt like a third wheel… or a wet blanket.

“Did you fall in?” Laura asked with a teasing smile.

I gave her a sheepish grin and sat down.

That’s when I noticed it.

Her purse had been moved. It was now on my side of the booth, sitting between Laura and me.

She had deliberately moved it.

Butterflies exploded in my stomach. I picked up my beer and took a long sip, trying to calm the wild fluttering inside me.

Laura and Andrew kept talking, picking up right where they’d left off. The restaurant was loud, but I could still catch most of what they were saying.

“…so he finally told her to just stop, but she was not going to take no for an answer,” Andrew said. “I don’t know what she expected. I really think she wanted to get serious. But Chris isn’t the type to settle down. He was just having fun.”

Laura shook her head. “It sounds like it was an awful mess.”

“Listen, I haven’t told you half of it!” Andrew leaned in a little. “Anyway, he’d be annoyed with me if he knew I was telling you all this. But since you asked…” He shrugged with a grin. “I guess people talk.”

“I wasn’t gossiping,” Laura said quickly. “It was information that was volunteered to me.”

“I figured,” Andrew replied. His eyes flicked from Laura’s purse to me, and a faint, knowing smile touched his lips. “You like that beer?”

“Yeah, it’s good,” I said.

“Can I try a sip?”

“Sure.” I handed him my glass. He took a long, hefty glug.

“Hmm,” he said, nodding. “I don’t know why, but everyone else’s beer always tastes better than whatever I order for myself.”

Laura stared at him in amused disbelief.

Before anyone could comment, the food arrived. We dug in — the shrimp, pork wontons, and spicy chili dip all disappearing quickly. Laura ordered another drink, and by the time the waiter cleared the plates, she was on her third. I was on my third beer too, feeling pleasantly buzzed.

The conversation drifted back to more ordinary topics. Andrew started explaining to Laura why Norwegian woodworking methods were superior to American ones.

“I have a big coffee table book on it — beautiful stuff. I could lend it to you if you’d like. I actually built a table for my apartment using the same technique. All different shades of wood. I think it would look great in the loft, especially since we’re already doing a built-in wooden desk.”

“I’d love to see it,” Laura said, her voice warm and interested.

He looked over at me. “What do you think?”

“Sounds great,” I said. “But she’s the boss when it comes to the budget. If it’s a money thing, you should probably go straight to her.”

Andrew laughed. “That’s a very sensible arrangement.”

We finished our drinks and I insisted we split the check, even though Andrew tried to fight me on it. He’d been the one who invited us to the expensive place, after all. We were still chatting casually as we stepped outside into the cool night air.

“I don’t live far,” Andrew said. “Why don’t you guys follow me over to my place? I’ll grab that book for you. Honestly, once you see the range of blonde-wood inlays on offer, you’ll understand exactly what I mean.”

Laura glanced at me. I nodded. “Yeah, okay. Sounds good.”

“You’re down on Lakeview Street, right? I’ll pull up — you know my truck.”

We split up in the parking lot. Laura and I walked to our car together. She seemed happy and a little drunk, her cheeks flushed from the drinks and the laughter.

Once we were inside the car, I asked, “So what were you two talking about while I was in the bathroom?”

“Oh, stupid me,” she said, buckling her seatbelt. “I brought up that whole thing with his brother and Sarah again. He said it’s actually happened before. Then he told me he thinks the reason Sarah got so obsessed is because Chris has such a big dick.” She giggled and shook her head. “That’s what got her so worked up!”

“Is that what you were laughing about?”

“Well…” She bit her lip, still smiling. “I might have pointed out that they were identical twins… and he seemed to think I was asking if he also had a… big one.”

“And?”

Laura burst out laughing again. “He said when they played little league, the sporting goods store had to special-order their cups.”

She roared with laughter, clearly feeling the alcohol. I laughed along with her, but my stomach was doing flips.

“Here comes our big-swinging-dick contractor now,” I said as Andrew’s truck pulled up.

I followed him for the short five-minute drive to his apartment building. He pulled into a spot in the driveway and there was just enough room for me to park behind him.

He walked back to our car and I rolled the window down.

“Hey, come on up for a second,” he said. “I’ll show you the table I made. You might as well see it while you’re here.”

My brain worked surprisingly fast in that moment.

“You go ahead, honey,” I said casually. “I’m blocking the sidewalk here. I might have to move the car.”

Laura turned to me with wide, alarmed eyes. “Really?”

“Yeah. Take some pictures for me,” I added quickly. When she looked like she was about to slap me, I clarified, “Of the table. I just want to see what the blonde wood inlays look like.”

“You’ll love it,” Andrew said, flashing that wide, confident smile at me. I could almost feel Laura melting in the seat beside me.

“Okay…” she said, still sounding a little uncertain. “I’ll be right back.”

She got out of the car and walked off with Andrew toward the stairs. I watched them go, my heart hammering.

I couldn’t believe it. I was so turned on.

They were drunk. They were alone. And she knew — because I had explicitly told her — that I wouldn’t get mad if she fucked him.

The second the apartment door closed behind them, my mind went wild. I imagined him pushing her up against the wall and kissing her hard. His hands roaming over her body, squeezing her full tits and that big, round ass I loved so much. I pictured her wrapping her legs around him, moaning into his mouth. Clothes being torn off as they stumbled toward his bedroom. Then him plunging his thick, massive cock deep into her soft, wet, yielding pussy.

The fantasy was too vivid.

I made the mistake of grabbing my rock-hard dick through my pants. That single squeeze was all it took.

I came hard — a sudden, semi-painful orgasm that flooded my boxer shorts with warm, sticky cum.

The second it was over, shame crashed down on me like a wave.

Here I was — a grown man in his mid-forties with two adult daughters, a mortgage, and a wife — sitting in some contractor’s driveway, having just cum in my pants like a horny teenager who couldn’t control himself.

I felt disgusted with myself.

The whole thing was ridiculous. She wasn’t up there fucking Andrew. She was just grabbing a stupid coffee table book about woodworking. She’d said “I’ll be right back” — that was code for “nothing’s going to happen, you sick pervert, calm the hell down.”

But… she was up there with him. Alone. In his apartment.

And his motivations couldn’t possibly be pure. He wanted to fuck her. That much was obvious.

So why had she gone up?

I sat there stewing in my own mess, the warm cum slowly cooling and turning sticky in my boxer shorts. I thought about trying to clean up with the old napkins in the glovebox, but I couldn’t bring myself to do it. It would have to wait until we got home. For now it was just uncomfortable — wet, gross, and dripping down the inside of my thigh.

Disgusting.

She was only gone about ten minutes.

Then I saw her running down the stairs, clearly upset. She yanked the car door open and slammed it shut behind her, breathing hard.

“What’s the matter?” I asked.

“He urm…fuck… He urm….He kissed me!” she said, voice shaking.

I couldn’t help it — I laughed.

She shot me a furious glare. “It’s. Not. Funny.”

She was practically hissing at me.

“Seriously, just fucking drive!” she snapped.


Only Human 

As I drove toward home, Laura sat stiffly beside me, arms crossed, staring out the side window. The only sounds were her occasional shaky sniffles. The silence felt heavy and accusing.

About five minutes from the house, I couldn’t take it anymore.

“You looked incredible tonight,” I said quietly. “You can’t really blame the guy. He’s only human.”

Laura’s head snapped toward me. “I don’t blame him,” she said, her voice sharp. “I blame you. You sent me up there alone with him, Jay. You’re practically pushing me to cheat on you. It’s sick. How the hell am I supposed to feel about that?”

She took a shaky breath, her eyes glistening with frustration and confusion.

“He pulled me against him and kissed me… and in that second, all I could think was: my husband wants this. The wrongness of it just slammed into me.”

“I thought he might try something,” I admitted. “You’re gorgeous. Any man would want you. I wasn’t expecting you to feel pressured. I figured you’d shut him down and then we could talk about it later. Maybe even… use the idea as fuel.”

Laura stared at me like she barely recognized me.

“But I’m only human too, Jay,” she said, her voice cracking. “He’s good-looking, he’s easy to talk to, and he smells like soap and clean skin. You don’t seem to get that I might actually want to do it.”

I let out a nervous, breathless laugh. “I want you to.”

The car went dead silent for a beat.

“Why?” she demanded, her voice rising with raw emotion. “Why would you want your own wife to fuck another man?”

“I don’t know!” I blurted out. “Maybe I am sick. I just… I have this vision of how our marriage could be. You already control the finances. I handle the house, the chores, everything — exactly the way you like it. You decide how we spend our time. You’re the boss, Laura, and I love it that way. It feels right. It feels perfect.”

I swallowed hard before continuing.

“Remember last summer when I kept asking you to spank me? I was reading all that stuff about Female Led Relationships and domestic discipline, and it turned me on so much. This… this feels like an extension of that. A way to make it even clearer that you’re in charge. You’re a powerful, successful woman. I just want to serve you.”

Laura shook her head slowly, her expression troubled.

“I don’t like the idea of you turning into some subservient little sissy,” she said. “You’re my husband. I want you to be a strong, assertive man.”

I let out a short, bitter laugh.

“That’s the kind of man you want? Strong and assertive?”

“I want you,” she said firmly. Then her voice softened. “But when it comes to sex… yes. I want to be the submissive one. I want to be swept up in strong arms, thrown down, and properly fucked.”

The words hit me hard. She might as well have been describing Andrew.

“I want that for you,” I said, my voice thick. “You can have everything we already have — the love, the support, our life together. And yes, our sex life is already pretty one-sided. I serve you sexually, let’s be honest. You can keep all of that… and still have the excitement of a strong, assertive lover on the side. You can have it all, Laura.”

I pulled into our driveway and parked, but neither of us moved to get out. The car filled with heavy silence.

Finally, she spoke.

“You forgot to do my laundry today.”

I blinked. “Oh… yeah. We went shopping and it slipped my mind.”

“I want you to do it tonight,” she said, her tone leaving no room for argument.

“Honey, it’s almost eleven.”

She gave me a sharp look.

I felt a strange, warm rush spread through my chest.

“Of course,” I said quietly. “I’ll get it started right away.”

As I reached for the door handle, a deep wave of joy — almost humiliating in its intensity — washed over me.

We got out of the car and went inside. Up in the bedroom, Laura watched silently as I stripped off my pants and cum-soaked underwear. I used the soiled boxers to wipe the mess from my cock and inner thigh.

She stared, confused. “What happened?”

“I, uh… had a little accident while you were up in Andrew’s apartment,” I admitted.

Laura let out a surprised giggle, covering her mouth.

I pulled on a pair of sweatpants, then gathered all the dirty clothes from her hamper and loaded them into the laundry basket. She sat on the edge of the bed, watching me with a small, unreadable smile.

“Don’t come back in here until they’re completely done and folded,” she said.

“Okay,” I replied.

That meant she wanted to be alone. A good sign.

Downstairs, I separated her lights and darks. When I picked up a pair of her panties, they were still fragrant with her scent. I brought them closer to my nose for a second and recognized the unmistakable smell of her arousal. These were probably the ones she’d been wearing the day I was gone and she was alone with Andrew.

I felt myself getting hard again and quickly stopped. I had to keep perspective. She had shot my idea down, after all.

I started the first load and went into the living room. I turned on the TV and put on a hockey game, trying to clear my head of anything sexual. But I couldn’t stop wondering why she had specifically told me not to come back upstairs until the laundry was finished.

Was she masturbating? Or was she just annoyed with me and wanted space?

After I moved the first load to the dryer and started the second, curiosity got the better of me. I crept quietly up the stairs.

I was halfway down the hall when I heard it — the loud, unmistakable buzz of her Hitachi Magic Wand.

I moved closer to the bedroom door. Laura was panting, her voice breathy and desperate.

“Oh… oh… ooh!”

Then came the words that nearly made my knees buckle:

“Oh Andrew… yes… fuck me harder!”

I stood frozen for a second, heart pounding, before quietly backing down the stairs. I returned to the couch and the hockey game, my cock rock-hard again.

I didn’t touch myself.

She would come to embrace this new side of herself in her own time. I didn’t want to push. I was terrified that if I did the wrong thing, she would shut the door on ever making me her cuckold for real.

I had just put the second load in the dryer and started the delicates when Laura came down the stairs.

She was completely naked.

In her right hand she carried one of my thick leather belts, doubled over. Her cheeks were flushed pink, her nipples stiff and dark. She looked powerful, determined, and unmistakably aroused.

“Alright,” she said, her voice low and steady. “If I’m the boss around here, then keeping you in line is part of the job. You did something slimy and manipulative tonight, Jay. You pushed my boundaries with Andrew, and I think that kind of behavior needs to be corrected.”

My mouth went dry. “Really?”

“That’s right.” She tapped the belt against her palm. “You deliberately tried to get the two of us alone, even though you knew you were crossing a line. So… how many lashes do you think that deserves?”

I could barely think straight. “Umm… five?”

She raised an eyebrow. “How about ten? You need to learn. If you take them without complaining and thank me properly afterward… maybe I’ll give you a special treat.”

“Okay,” I said, my voice cracking with excitement.

She pointed to the spot on the floor beside the couch. “Stand right here and take your pants down.”

I obeyed instantly, pushing my sweatpants and underwear to my ankles.

Laura stepped behind me and pushed firmly on my back until I was bent all the way over the arm of the couch, ass up and completely exposed. The blinds were still open. From the right angle, anyone walking past on the sidewalk could see everything.

The thought sent a fresh surge of shame and arousal through me.

I felt incredibly happy — almost giddy — as I waited for my punishment, bent over the arm of the couch with my pants around my ankles.

Laura took her time. When I glanced back, I saw her standing in a wide stance with one hand between her legs, slowly rubbing herself. The moment she noticed me looking, she pulled her fingers away and smeared her warm, slick pussy juice across my cheek.

“Are you ready?” she asked, her voice husky.

“Yes,” I breathed.

She doubled the thick leather belt and brought it down hard across my bare ass. The sting was immediate and sharp. She gave me three more solid whacks in quick succession, laughing softly under her breath as the pain bloomed hot across my cheeks and radiated down my thighs.

She paused, letting the burn settle, then delivered two especially hard strokes.

“Ooh, your ass is turning such a pretty shade of red,” she hissed, clearly enjoying herself.

My cock was trapped against the side of the couch. I shifted slightly to get more comfortable. She allowed it, then gave me a couple of light, teasing taps.

“What number are we on?” she asked.

“Nine,” I answered.

“That was eight,” she corrected sharply. “You wanted this so badly. Why are you lying to me?”

“I wasn’t—”

“That’s three more for lying,” she said coldly.

The belt cracked down again. She started mocking me in a sweet, condescending voice as she punished me.

“Oh honey, I want to serve you… I want you to take control…” Thwack.

“I’ll do the laundry… I’ll fold your panties… I’ll cook and do the dishes for you…” Thwack.

“My God, are you even a man?”

Thwack.

I whimpered, my voice small. “No…”

“That’s right,” she said, laying on another hard stroke. “When I think about you, I often think of you as my wife. What do you think of that?”

Thwack.

“I like it,” I gasped.

“That’s what I thought.” She laughed, low and satisfied, and gave me one final hard whack. “That’s enough for now. What do you say?”

I stood up slowly and turned around to face her.

Laura’s eyes widened when she saw how hard I was — my cock standing straight up, flushed and leaking. She looked genuinely surprised that the punishment had turned me on this much.

“Thank you, honey,” I said, my voice thick with emotion. “Thank you so much.”

My eyes were watering. She stared at me for a long moment, and something in her expression softened. She looked touched — almost moved — by how sincerely grateful I was.

I pulled up my sweatpants. Before I could say anything else, she stepped forward and pulled me into a tight hug. Then she kissed me — deep, passionate, and hungry.

“I love you so much,” she whispered against my lips. “I love you just the way you are.”

“I love you too,” I said, tears slipping down my cheeks.

She pulled back slightly, her eyes sparkling with a new kind of confidence.

“Good,” she said, her voice dropping into something low and commanding. “Then you won’t mind coming upstairs and licking my asshole.”

I froze for half a second.

She’d never asked me to do that before. I’d never even considered it. In fact, the idea had always turned me off.

But the way she said it — so assertive, so matter-of-fact, like it was the most natural thing in the world — made something shift inside me.

“My pussy’s a bit sore,” she added casually, as if that settled the matter.

I swallowed hard.

In that moment, with my ass still burning from her belt and her eyes locked on mine, I realized I couldn’t say no.

I didn’t want to say no.

She took me by the hand and led me upstairs without another word.

When we entered the bedroom, I saw she hadn’t bothered to clean up. Her Hitachi Magic Wand and the thick dildo we’d bought together years ago were still lying on the rumpled sheets. The air smelled faintly of her arousal.

Laura crawled onto the bed on all fours and arched her back, pushing her big, round ass high into the air. Her ample cheeks parted naturally, revealing her tight, rosy asshole and the swollen, puffy lips of her pussy below — clearly red and tender from the rough use she’d given herself earlier.

I climbed onto the bed behind her, heart pounding. I started by kissing her soft ass cheeks, working my way slowly inward. When my lips reached the deep crevice, I dragged my tongue around the sensitive rim. Laura let out a long, shuddering sigh of pure bliss.

That sound was all the encouragement I needed.

I pressed my tongue flat against her asshole, then pushed inside, tasting the warm, tangy musk of her most private place. I licked her with long, hungry strokes — circling, probing, plunging in and out. The more she moaned, the more eagerly I devoured her, attacking her asshole like it held the answer to everything I’d ever wanted.

I don’t know how long I stayed buried between her cheeks, but eventually Laura’s body tensed. Her asshole clenched rhythmically around my tongue as a powerful orgasm ripped through her. She cried out loudly, her thighs trembling, waves of pleasure rolling through her body.

It was too much for me.

I came hard in my sweatpants for the second time that night — hands-free, just from the taste and smell of her ass and the sound of her pleasure.

When her orgasm finally subsided, Laura collapsed forward onto the bed with a satisfied groan and rolled onto her side.

“Oh wow…” she murmured, eyes half-closed.

“Here, get under the covers,” I said softly.

I moved the Hitachi and the dildo aside, pulled the blankets out from under her, and gently tucked my spent wife in. She was already drifting off. I slipped off my cum-soaked boxers and was about to make a joke about cumming in my pants again like a teenager when a loud snore escaped her.

I laughed quietly to myself.

After pulling on a fresh pair of sweats, I went into the bathroom and washed the toys carefully with hot soapy water, then left them on a clean hand towel to dry.

Then I went downstairs to finish Laura’s laundry.

It was, without question, one of the happiest nights of my life.


The Real Deal

Laura was at her yoga class the next morning when Andrew knocked on the back door.

He stood there looking sheepish under a worn baseball cap, the big woodworking coffee table book tucked under his arm like a peace offering.

“Hiya,” he said, forcing a smile. “Laura left in such a hurry last night… she forgot to take the book.” He held it out to me.

“Thanks,” I replied, taking it from him. “You want to come in for a cup of coffee?”

He hesitated, clearly trying to read my face, as if weighing the odds I might actually poison him. After a moment he nodded. “Sure.”

I poured him a mug and we sat down at the kitchen table. I set the book between us and simply waited, watching him sip his coffee in silence. The quiet stretched. He squirmed in his chair, growing more uncomfortable by the second, until he finally cracked.

“So, uh… I think Laura might be mad at me,” he said. “She ran out of my apartment last night like the place was on fire.”

“Yeah,” I said calmly. “She told me you kissed her.”

Andrew nearly choked. He coughed hard, eyes watering, and stared down at the table, avoiding my gaze.

“Yeah… I guess I did,” he admitted quietly. “I must’ve misread the situation.”

“No,” I said evenly. “You didn’t misread it.”

He looked up, surprised.

“Laura has complete freedom in our marriage,” I continued. “I wouldn’t have it any other way. I know it’s not traditional, but we’re not traditional people. She knows she has that freedom… she just hasn’t taken it yet. I’m not sure she’s ready. She was pretty angry with me for trying to push her into your bed.”

Andrew sat there stunned, clearly at a loss for words. “Really? I, uh… I’ve heard of arrangements like that, but…”

“She’d probably be annoyed if she knew we were sitting here talking about her behind her back,” I added.

“Yeah, well… not if we’re saying good things, right?”

“Like what?”

“Like… she’s an amazing woman,” he said, that wide, easy smile finally breaking through again. “I mean, that body… my God.”

I nodded slowly. “Our marriage is solid. If you’re looking for anything more than friendship — and maybe some sex — you’re barking up the wrong tree.”

He frowned slightly and stared down into his coffee for a moment.

“It’s been a long time since I had any action,” he said finally. “And honestly, I can get women pretty easily. Not trying to brag, but it’s never been a problem for me. The reason I stopped chasing it is because they all want the same damn thing — commitment, a relationship, meeting the parents, marriage, kids, the whole script. It just starts feeling like a huge chore after a while.” He glanced at me. “No offense.”

“None taken,” I said.

“Anyway… what I really want is something simple. Friends with benefits. No strings, no drama. That kind of arrangement isn’t easy to find.”

“It’s all up to Laura,” I replied calmly. “She knows exactly where I stand. And now you do too. All my cards are on the table.”

Andrew shook his head slowly, genuinely surprised. “Wow. I really admire you for that. I mean it.”

He took one last sip of coffee and stood up. “Well, I’ve got a big day ahead, so I’d better get to work. I’m glad we had this talk, though.”

“Me too,” I said. “Thanks for the book.”

“No problem.”

I watched from the window as he walked back to his truck and strapped on his tool belt. He really did look every bit the part — tall, strong, confident. The kind of man women notice.

When Laura got home a little later, I was reading in the living room. She came in holding the coffee table book, turning it over in her hands.

“What’s this?” she asked.

“Oh, Andrew dropped that off this morning,” I said. “I took a look — it’s beautiful stuff.”

“Hmm,” Laura murmured. She set the book down on the couch and headed upstairs to put away her yoga mat and take a quick shower.

When she came back down, she was wearing loose shorts and a soft top with a bright red bra visible underneath. She plopped onto the other end of the couch, turned on the lamp, and picked up the woodworking book. As she flipped through the pages, she started making little sounds of appreciation.

“You like that stuff?” I asked.

“Oh yeah, it’s really pretty,” she said, genuinely impressed.

“You should tell him,” I suggested. “He seems pretty excited about doing something similar with our built-in desk. Go tell him it’s a good idea.”

“Now?” She glanced toward the back door. “I don’t want to bug him. The plumber’s off today, so he’s actually working.”

“Are you kidding? He’ll probably love it. It’ll make his day.”

She hesitated for a second, then stood up. “Okay… I’ll go tell him now.”

Before she left, she paused and looked down at me. Her expression softened.

“I’m sorry I got so mad at you last night,” she said quietly. “I was thinking about it afterward and… I guess I was being a little silly.”

“That’s okay, honey,” I replied. “I love you so much. I’m sorry I put you in a position that made you uncomfortable.”

Laura gave me a small smile. “Maybe I wasn’t as uncomfortable as I thought… Maybe that’s what freaked me out.”

She leaned down and kissed me — soft, warm, and lingering. “I love you too, hun,” she whispered against my lips. “More than ever.”

I watched her walk out of the living room. The moment I heard the back door click shut behind her, I got up and moved quickly to the kitchen window.

From there, I could see her crossing the driveway toward the garage, her hips swaying gently in those shorts.

My wife disappeared up the stairs into the garage loft, and my knees suddenly felt weak.

I wanted nothing more than to follow her.

Every filthy instinct screamed at me to sneak up those steps, press my ear to the door, or peek through any crack I could find. I wanted to see them kissing. I wanted to watch his strong hands sliding over her ass and breasts. I wanted to witness the look of pleasure on her face as another man touched her for the first time.

But I couldn’t do it.

This was her moment, not mine. I didn’t want to ruin whatever might be happening up there by turning it into my own private show. If something hot and passionate was unfolding, a pervy husband lurking in the shadows would kill the magic.

So I stayed downstairs, heart hammering, painfully aroused in a way that felt almost metaphysical. I was throbbing, leaking, desperate — but I refused to touch myself. I wanted to savor the unbearable tension, to stretch out this strange, unreal feeling as long as possible.

Ten minutes later, Laura came back down the stairs wearing a small, secretive smile.

“He was glad I liked the book,” she said lightly. “He also apologized for kissing me last night. He’s actually really sweet about it.”

“What did you say?” I asked, my voice tighter than I intended.

“I apologized for running off like that,” she replied. “I told him he took me by surprise… and that maybe he should try again sometime.”

My stomach flipped.

“Really?” I managed. “What did he say to that?”

She gave me a coy little smile and looked me straight in the eye.

“Well… he didn’t say anything,” she said softly. “But he did kiss me again. He pulled me tight against him and really laid one on me. It was… nice.” Her cheeks flushed a deep pink, like she was embarrassed to admit it out loud. “Are you mad?”

“Of course not,” I said, my voice rough with excitement. “Honey, I’m so turned on right now.”

Laura bit her lip, watching me carefully. “I think he would’ve fucked me right there on the floor if I hadn’t cooled things off.” She paused, then asked, almost shyly, “Are you really turned on?”

“Yeah,” I breathed. “Aren’t you?”

Instead of answering with words, she gave me a wicked little smile. “Why don’t you come see for yourself?”

She plopped down on the couch, hooked her thumbs into her shorts and panties, and pushed them down to her ankles in one smooth motion. Then she kicked them toward me.

I dropped to my knees instantly. I started by kissing her foot, then slowly ran my hand up her smooth inner thigh. When my fingers finally reached her pussy, she was incredibly wet — hot, swollen, and dripping. The heat radiating from her nearly scorched my skin. She gasped softly and leaned back, spreading her legs for me.

“You approve of my little indiscretion?” she whispered, her voice husky.

“Mmm-hmm,” I murmured against her thigh.

“Then show me how much,” she said, opening her legs even wider.

I didn’t need to be told twice.

I buried my face between her thighs and licked her with raw hunger, slurping up her sweet, slippery juices and pushing my tongue as deep inside her as I could. Then I moved up to her swollen clit, sucking gently while applying steady pressure with my lips and tongue — the way I knew she loved.

It was too much for her. After only a minute she moaned and pushed my head lower.

“Lick my asshole,” she ordered breathlessly, “like you did last night.”

She helpfully lifted one leg high, almost to her armpit, completely opening herself to me.

I pressed the flat of my tongue firmly against her tight anus and slowly dragged it upward, the tip slipping into her warm, dilating hole. I circled and probed, licking her deeply on my knees in the middle of our living room.

Laura let out a long, luxurious sigh — “Ahhhhh” — like she was sinking into a hot bath.

I stayed there for a long time, worshipping her delicious asshole with slow, devoted strokes. My face was buried between her soft cheeks, completely lost in the taste and scent of her.

At one point, with my tongue pushed as far up her rectum as it could go, I glanced up at her face. She wasn’t looking down at me. Her gaze was fixed toward the side window. She had pulled her top and bra down, her full breasts exposed, and she was squeezing one of them with the hand that wasn’t holding her leg up high to keep her ass open for me.

The way she was holding and presenting her tit looked deliberate — like she was putting on a show.

On instinct, I turned my head.

There, just outside the side window, stood Andrew — watching us.

The second he realized I’d seen him, Laura’s hand shot down and grabbed a fistful of my hair. She roughly pushed my face back between her cheeks.

“Eyes on the job!” she snapped.

I obediently returned to licking her asshole with renewed hunger. Moments later her body began to shudder and buck. She came hard, moaning loudly as waves of pleasure rolled through her. I kept licking until she finally pushed my head away so forcefully that I fell back onto my ass.

“Andrew was right about you,” she said, still catching her breath.

“Oh yeah? What did he say?”

“He said you’re a natural-born cuckold.” She looked down at me with a mix of amusement and heat. “Have you ever heard that term?”

“Of course,” I answered, my voice hoarse. “I think he might be right.”

I stood up and started to unbuckle my pants, desperate for some relief.

“No, no, babe,” she said firmly, shaking her head. “You’re a really good little ass-licker, but I’m not in the mood to let you put that thing inside me right now. Just be a good little cuckold and go wash your face and brush your teeth.”

I looked down at the obvious tent in my chinos. “Can I at least jack off?”

“No,” she said calmly. “It’s kind of gross to imagine you abusing yourself while thinking about me and Andrew. Maybe later. Now go — give me some time to relax and look at this beautiful book Andrew lent me.”

I went upstairs and did exactly as she told me. I washed my face and brushed my teeth thoroughly.

I thought about sneaking a quick orgasm anyway, but she had given me a direct order. What was the point of being her submissive little bitch if I couldn’t even follow simple instructions?

Besides, if I had cum, I might have felt differently about what had just happened.

Laura had been annoyed when I tried to manipulate her into Andrew’s apartment… yet here she had deliberately manipulated me into putting on a live sex show for him through the window.

She wanted him to see that I was her ass-licker.

Or maybe it had been Andrew’s idea all along.

Either way, it felt like another little test — just like the sunglasses, just like moving her purse at the restaurant. They were checking to see if I would suddenly turn jealous and ruin everything.

I could almost hear them planning it.

And the craziest part?

It didn’t annoy me.

It turned me on even more.

I wanted to leave the house.

I wanted to give them time alone together — in case they wanted to fuck.

Once I was cleaned up, I went downstairs and grabbed my keys. Laura looked up from the couch.

“Going out?” she asked.

“Yep,” I said. “You’ve been telling me to clean out the storage space for over a year. I’ve been putting it off, but for some reason today I feel like doing everything my wife wants me to do. I’ll be gone for at least a few hours.”

She looked stunned. “Are you serious?”

“I’m dead serious,” I said with a soft laugh. “You hold down the fort. I’ll be back around four or four-thirty. I’ll call you when I’m on the way.”

Laura set the book aside and came over to me. Her eyes were soft, almost wondering.

“I decided something just now,” she said quietly. “You’re the best husband in the world.”

She threw her arms around me and kissed me — long, deep, and full of affection. My cock strained painfully against my boxers. I had never wanted my wife more than I did in that moment.

But I gently pulled away.

Before I left, I followed a strange impulse and walked around to the side of the house — the exact spot where Andrew had stood and watched me eat Laura’s ass through the window.

I told myself I just wanted to see what the view had been like for him.

But the moment I got there, that plan vanished.

On the siding of the house, in a thick, messy arc running down toward the dirt of the side garden, was cum.

Andrew’s cum.

Thick white ropes and heavy gobs of it, some still slowly dripping. It was partially hidden by the hedge, but not completely. Anyone walking past on the sidewalk could have seen it if they looked closely.

A strange, powerful compulsion hit me — I wanted to lean in and smell it. I fought the urge down hard.

I didn’t want to get caught standing there staring at another man’s load dripping down the side of my own house.

So I turned and hurried to the car, heart racing.


Picking Up Some Supplies 

I stopped at the hardware store for cleaning supplies and a pack of industrial-sized garbage bags, then made the long drive out to the storage facility. We had two units side by side, and my goal was to consolidate everything into one and throw away as much junk as possible. 


The work was tedious and physically exhausting, but I did it all in a strange trance of sexual submission to my wife. Almost everything in those units was hers — old business files, paperwork from Lumina Hair, boxes of samples and marketing materials. Every time I lifted a heavy box or filled another garbage bag, I felt a quiet thrill. It was all for her. 

Whenever fatigue started to set in, I would close my eyes and imagine Laura with Andrew — his strong hands on her body, his thick cock sliding into her, her moaning his name. That mental image gave me a fresh burst of energy every single time. 

It was almost five o’clock by the time I finally finished. I called Laura from the car on my way home. 

“Oh okay, hun,” she said. “It took longer than you thought, huh?” 

“Yeah, but I got it done. We have one packed unit and one completely empty now. I thought that would make you happy.” 

“Hmm, it does,” she replied. Then, after a short pause: “You know what else would make me happy? If you stopped by Popeyes on the way home and picked up dinner. I know it’s terrible, but I feel like indulging myself tonight.” 

“Okay, babe. You got it,” I said. “Is there anything else you want to tell me?” 

“No… not right at this moment,” she answered, her tone light but knowing. 

“Alright. It’s up to you. I’ll be home in about an hour with fried chicken.” 

“You’re the best.” 

We ended up having a surprisingly normal night. 

We ate chicken and biscuits on the couch, watched mindless TV, and I gave her a long foot rub. She eventually fell asleep with her head on my lap. 

I was dying to ask her what had happened while I was gone, but I held back. I didn’t want to seem pushy or desperate. Every so often she would glance at me with a small, unreadable look, like she was waiting for me to say something. But I stayed quiet. 

I was determined to be a good, patient, submissive husband and let my wife keep her privacy if she wanted it. 

Still, there were two small clues that told me everything I needed to know: 

First, she had taken a second shower before I got home. She’d already showered after yoga that morning, and she almost never took two showers in one day. 

Second, when we finally went to bed, our sheets carried a distinct, masculine scent — the clean “soap and sawdust” smell that Laura had once pointed out as Andrew’s. 

The moment that scent hit me, I was instantly rock-hard again. Vivid images flooded my mind: Andrew fucking my wife right here on our marital bed, her legs wrapped around him, moaning as he took her. 

I don’t know how I managed to fall asleep without touching myself, but somehow I did. 

* 

The next day was Saturday. I didn’t expect to see Andrew — he and his brother worked regular business hours, nine to five, Monday through Friday. “Otherwise you start to go crazy,” he’d once told me.

I came downstairs a little later than usual and found Laura already up, drinking coffee. She was fully made up and wearing a stunning blue jumper that hugged her body in all the right places. She’d cinched the waist tightly, which made her hourglass figure even more pronounced — her full breasts and especially her round, generous ass looked incredible.

“You look great, honey,” I said.

“Aww, thanks,” she replied with a bright smile.

“Are you going out today?”

“Yeah,” she said casually. A moment later, a beep-beep sounded from the driveway. She jumped up. “In fact, there’s my ride now.”

“Oh… where are you going?” I asked.

“I told you last night, didn’t I?” She paused, then waved it off. “No? Oh, it must’ve slipped my mind. I’m going with Andrew to pick out some wood for the built-in desk. There’s a salvage yard up near Vischer Ferry that’s supposed to have a great selection of reclaimed timber.”

“Oh… cool,” I managed.

She picked up a large beach-style tote bag I hadn’t noticed before, slipped on her sunglasses, and gave me a quick kiss on the lips. “When will you be back?” I asked.

“Don’t wait up!” she called cheerfully as she sailed out the back door.

I moved to the front window just in time to see Andrew’s truck pulling up — towing a large motorboat behind it. Laura practically skipped down the driveway, gave him the same warm kiss she’d just given me, then climbed into the passenger seat. They drove off together, leaving me standing there alone, chest tight with a storm of emotions.

What the hell had I just done?

I felt like a fucking idiot. I’d let my wife run off with Andrew Sutton for the entire day. She was going to fall for him. I was sure of it. She’d leave me for the confident, rugged contractor, and I’d end up a divorced, middle-aged cuckold loser. It would be entirely my fault.

No.

I forced myself to breathe. No. That wasn’t what I wanted.

I wanted Laura to have sexual freedom. I wanted her to blossom into the highly sexual woman I knew she could be. I wanted her to take what she desired without shame, and I wanted to say “fuck you” to a world that told us it was wrong.

But that morning, doubt crept in hard.

Maybe I should have asked for details last night. It had been the first time she’d had sex with another man, and I’d come home and acted like it was just another ordinary evening. I probably should have gently encouraged her to talk about it.

Still, I hadn’t wanted to push. Laura had always been reluctant to talk openly about sexual things. I told myself not to be such a baby about it.

To keep myself in the right headspace — and to make my wife happy — I decided to do something useful. I spent the day doing a deep clean of the entire house. I washed all the sheets and towels, dusted every surface, and even put on an apron while I worked.

Once I’d vacuumed all the carpets on the second floor, the worry started creeping back in. I pulled out my phone and stared at it for a long moment before deciding to text her something simple and safe.

I hope you're having fun!

I waited. A minute passed. Then another. To distract myself, I climbed up into the attic and started going through the dusty boxes — something that had been on Laura’s honey-do list for years. Every few minutes I checked my phone.

Finally, it buzzed.

Having a ball!!!

There. I was involved now. But somehow that reply left me feeling even more unsettled. The frustration was building, but I didn’t want to sound needy or complain. I kept it light.

Love you babe, send pics!

No immediate response. I told myself I must have annoyed her and went back to work, hauling boxes down and sorting through old files. After a couple of hours I’d managed to condense six boxes into two and filled three large trash bags.

Then my phone started blowing up.

I scrambled to open the messages. The first photo hit me like a punch to the gut.

Laura was on Andrew’s boat, wearing her sunglasses, the top of her blue jumper pulled down to her waist. Underneath she had on a low-cut one-piece bathing suit that hugged her curves beautifully. She was sitting on one of the rear bench seats, looking every bit like a movie star on a Mediterranean holiday.

The next picture showed her holding out a can of beer, Andrew’s muscular arm reaching in from the side to clink his can against hers. She had a huge, radiant smile on her face.

The third was a full-body shot. She had taken the jumper all the way off and looked stunning in just the bathing suit. It rode high on her voluptuous ass, and the wake behind the boat was thick and foaming — they were moving fast.

Below the photo was a text:

Andrew is taking us to a secluded spot he knows up river! followed by three water spray emojis.

I wasn’t sure if they were meant to represent the river… or something else.

My hands were shaking as I typed back:

Wow, he’s a lucky guy! Keep me updated, those pics have me drooling!!!

She replied almost immediately with three heart emojis.

I hauled the trash bags and empty boxes out to the curb, then went back up and Swiffered the attic floor until it was spotless. By then I had run out of tasks and didn’t know what to do with myself anymore. The nervous energy was almost unbearable.

I took off the apron, showered quickly, and was careful not to touch my cock too much even though I was painfully turned on the entire time.

Afterward I decided to go out, grab a bite to eat, and buy Laura something special. I don’t know why, but I felt a strong urge to do something nice for her. I had almost a thousand dollars saved for new skis and gear this winter, but suddenly that felt trivial. This was more important.

I tried not to think about what Laura might be doing as I drove toward the fancy shopping district, but a notification pinged through the car speakers. It was a text from a number I didn’t recognize. The only Sutton brother I had saved was Chris.

I pulled over, heart already racing, and opened the message.

The first photo hit me like a lightning bolt.

Laura was topless on the back of Andrew’s boat, leaning back with a beer in her hand, smiling brightly as the sun bathed her beautiful, full breasts. She looked radiant — genuinely happy and free.

The second picture showed the two of them together. Andrew’s shirt was off too, revealing his strong, tanned torso. He had his arm wrapped possessively around her shoulders while they both smiled at the camera. Laura looked amused, almost glowing.

Then the third photo came through.

They were kissing.

Deeply. Passionately.

I nearly dropped my phone. My cock was instantly steel-hard, throbbing painfully in my pants while I sat parked on a busy street.

I saved the number as “Andrew” and typed back with shaking fingers:

Holy shit, you guys look awesome together!

His reply came almost immediately — just one word:

Thanks!

I sat there in the car and stared at the photos again, lingering longest on the one where they were kissing. The way Andrew’s hand rested possessively on her waist, the way her body leaned into him… it made my stomach twist with that familiar, addictive mix of jealousy and raw arousal.

I wanted so badly to grab my cock and stroke myself right there, but I knew if I started I wouldn’t be able to stop. I’d end up with another humiliating mess in my pants like the night I sent her up to his apartment. So I shut the phone off, took several deep breaths, adjusted my aching erection in my pants, and forced myself to keep driving.

I found a spot in the shopping district and walked to the jewelry store Laura loved. It was expensive, but they did beautiful custom work. The older man behind the counter recognized me immediately.

“Where’s your lovely wife today?” he asked with a warm smile.

I returned a small, private smile of my own. If only you knew.

“I’m here to get her a surprise gift,” I said. “Something special.”

I described exactly what I had in mind. He nodded thoughtfully.

“It’s simple, elegant, and very much her taste. Yes, I can have it ready in a couple of hours.”

I thanked him and paid the deposit. As I was walking back to the car, my phone buzzed again.

This time it was a video.

My heart immediately started hammering against my ribs. I stood frozen on the sidewalk for a second, thumb hovering over the play button. Part of me wanted to watch it right there. The smarter part won.

I hurried to the car, got in, and drove home as fast as I safely could. The entire drive felt surreal — my legs were shaky, and the phone in my hand felt like it weighed a thousand pounds.

When I finally pulled into the driveway, I didn’t even turn on the lights. I went straight to the living room, dropped onto the couch, and opened the video in full screen.

I took a deep breath and pushed play.

The video opened on a sunlit scene aboard the boat. Laura was kneeling on a folded beach towel, completely topless, her full breasts swaying heavily with every movement. Right in front of her face was Andrew’s huge, thick, upward-curving cock — easily the biggest I’d ever seen. It looked heavy, veiny, and intimidating.

She had always told me she didn’t like giving head.

The proof that she had been lying was right there in my hand.

Laura was sucking him with obvious hunger and enthusiasm, her eyes half-lidded in pure cock-drunk bliss. She bobbed her head up and down, taking as much of his thick shaft as she could, her lips stretched wide around him. Then she pulled back, letting the glistening head slip from her mouth with a wet pop, and licked slowly along the entire underside, dragging her tongue from his balls all the way up to the swollen tip.

She looked straight up at the camera with glassy, lust-filled eyes as she wrapped her hand around the base and stroked him firmly, massaging the foreskin back and forth over the fat, bulbous head.

“Ooh, you’re making a video,” she purred, her voice breathy and teasing. “Is it for your friend?”

“No,” Andrew’s deep voice answered from off-camera. “It’s for your husband.”

Laura let out a soft, delighted laugh. “I think he’ll like it.”

Without another word she opened her mouth wide and took him back in, impaling her pretty face on his thick meat, sucking him with wet, sloppy sounds that filled the speakers.

“Say hi to your hubby,” Andrew instructed.

She pulled off with a gasp, strings of saliva connecting her lips to his cock. Looking directly into the camera with a wicked little smile, she said sweetly:

“Hi sweetie! I’ll be home soon…”

Then she leaned forward and planted a soft, lingering kiss right on the swollen head of Andrew’s cock. She even blew the kiss toward the camera off the tip of it.

Andrew’s low laugh rumbled in the background right before the video ended.

I sat there frozen on the couch, phone still in my trembling hand. For a moment I genuinely thought I might pass out.

I started the video over again and set the phone down on the couch beside me. Before I even got my pants fully open, I was already cumming. The first powerful spurt shot out while my dick was still trapped in my underwear. I yanked everything down frantically, hyperventilating, and gripped myself just in time for the rest to explode upward in thick ropes — splattering across my chest, my neck, and even landing on the couch cushion behind me.

I came for what felt like forever, groaning helplessly as wave after wave ripped through me. When it finally ended, I was left shaking and weak, collapsed back against the cushions right at the part where Laura asked Andrew if the video was for his friend.

I stared at the screen, confused and panting. Why had she said that? Was she hoping he would share it with Chris?

I wiped my hand on my already-ruined shirt, then turned the video off. I knew I had to respond, but I was so spent I could barely think. All I managed was:

THANKS!!!

I added three exploding-head emojis and quickly shut the phone off before I could overthink it.

I peeled off my cum-soaked shirt and used it to clean the mess from my face, neck, and hair. Then I inspected the couch cushion. There were several wet spots. I grabbed some seltzer water and went to work dabbing at them frantically. I didn’t want any cum stains on our living room couch.

Once I was reasonably sure I’d gotten it all, I went upstairs and took another shower.

That dreamy, floaty feeling was creeping back in as I dried off. Was Andrew sharing pictures and videos of my wife with Chris? My wife had seemed completely fine with the idea. Were these two brothers a package deal? I wasn’t sure how I felt about that.

Chris was so stern and serious… it was hard to picture. But the thought lingered. Did I like it? Maybe. Maybe I liked it a lot.

With how hard I’d just cum, I knew that by the time my refractory period wore off, I’d probably be completely obsessed with the idea.

I forced myself to think about something else. I grabbed the library book I’d been reading, settled into my favorite chair, and placed my phone on the armrest. Reading was slow going — I kept checking the screen every thirty seconds for new messages.

Eventually I managed to sink into a couple of chapters.

Then my phone buzzed.

I snatched it up, heart leaping… but it was only the jeweler letting me know the piece was ready.

I exhaled, grabbed my keys, and left to pick it up.

She didn’t get home until after nine.

I had already eaten a simple turkey sandwich and was back to reading when I heard Andrew’s truck pull into the driveway.

I glanced out the window just in time to see Laura lean across the cab and kiss him — a long, passionate kiss that lasted nearly a full minute. Then she climbed out, came around the front of the truck, and walked up the driveway while Andrew waited. Once she was safely inside, he pulled away, the boat still towed behind his truck.

Laura stepped into the living room still wearing her blue jumper, her hair pulled up in a messy bun, makeup long gone. She looked relaxed, glowing, and utterly content.

“Hi honey,” I said. “How was it? Did you have fun?”

She tossed her big beach bag onto the couch and shook her head slowly, smiling. “I feel incredible. Really. I don’t know how I went so long without doing something like this. I feel like a fucking teenager again.” She kicked off her sandals and dropped onto the couch with a happy sigh, stretching out and closing her eyes for a moment. “And you know what the best part is? Coming home to you.”

I set my book down and laughed softly. “You don’t have to say that, honey.”

“No, I mean it,” she said, opening her eyes and looking at me seriously. “Today was like this crazy whirlwind of feelings and excitement. There’s no way that intensity could last. If I’d gone home with him, we’d probably just end up sitting on some old couch watching Seinfeld. This way… it keeps the magic. I get to skip the disenchantment part. The come-down.”

“That’s great,” I said gently. “I loved the video Andrew sent me. I… kind of abused myself to it.”

She laughed, sitting up a little straighter. “Did you really?” Her eyes landed on the small gift box with the bow I’d left on the coffee table. “What’s this?”

“I got you a little present,” I said. “I felt like doing something that would make you happy.”

“You’re kidding!” She turned on the lamp and picked up the box, clearly surprised. “You went to Aiello’s?” She pulled the ribbon off and opened it. Inside was a sleek leather case. When she lifted the lid, she gasped.

“Oh my God… it’s gorgeous.”

She took out the necklace and held it up to the light. Three delicate, interlocking hearts — two in warm gold, one in cool platinum.

“Three curved hearts,” I explained softly. “The two gold ones are you and me. The platinum one represents the physical love you get outside of what we share. And there’s a date engraved on the back.”

She turned it over. “Yesterday…”

“That was the day you took your sexual freedom,” I said. “The day our marriage actually got stronger.”

Her eyes filled with tears. She clutched the necklace to her chest and let out a shaky sob. “Really? That’s how you see it?”

“Absolutely,” I said.

“Last night you didn’t say anything,” she whispered, tears spilling down her cheeks. “I thought you were having second thoughts. I was scared that by the time I got home tonight, you might want to end the whole experiment.”

“No way,” I said firmly. “I just didn’t want to be pushy.”

She stood up, still crying softly, and put the necklace around her neck. She turned so I could fasten the clasp. When it was secure, she faced me again, tears streaming, and wrapped her arms around me tightly.

“Oh honey… I love it. I love you. I love you so much.”

“I love you too,” I whispered, holding her close. Her body felt loose and soft and wonderfully warm in my arms.

She leaned back just enough to look at me, smiling through her tears. “Maybe pretty soon we can add something else to it.”

“Oh yeah? Like what?” I asked.

“Like a key,” she said, biting her bottom lip as she watched my reaction carefully. “I’ve been doing some research on this little kink of yours.”

“Are you suggesting a chastity cage?”

“Maybe…” Her voice was soft, teasing, and a little uncertain. “If you’re good.”

She took my hand. “Now come on. I want to be pampered.”

She led me upstairs to the bedroom. When we got there, she hesitated. “I should probably take a quick shower first.”

I shook my head. “It’s not necessary.”

“Oh honey,” she said, almost laughing. “If you knew what I’ve been doing with this pussy today, I really don’t think you’d want to go anywhere near it. Just let me clean up a little.”

“No,” I said firmly, pulling her closer. “I want you just the way you are.”

She studied my face for a second, then gave a small, wicked smile. “Hmm. I don’t think you really know what you’re asking for. Last night he pulled out and came all over my belly and tits. I guess he’s used to being with younger women who are on the pill. So I told him he didn’t have to worry about getting me pregnant… that I really wanted to feel him come inside me.”

“I bet he loved that,” I said, my voice thick as I grabbed her and pulled her body against mine.

“Oh my God, he did,” she whispered, her breath warm against my ear. “And he took full advantage of it today. Let me tell you.”

I looked her straight in the eyes. “Honey… I don’t care. In fact, it makes it way hotter. You’ve been a naughty girl today, and I want you to rub my face in it.”

She made a soft, satisfied little moan and squeezed me tighter for a moment before pushing me back gently. She unzipped her jumper and let it slide off her shoulders. Underneath she wore nothing but a pair of panties. I pulled my own shirt off, knowing full well she probably wasn’t interested in looking at my body after spending the whole day with Andrew.

She peeled her panties off slowly and shook her head with a little laugh as she looked at the soaked, messy crotch. She tossed them aside and pulled me close.

I leaned in to suck on her hard nipples as she sat back on the edge of the bed, but she wasn’t interested in that tonight. She leaned back, spread her legs, and firmly pushed my head down between her thighs.

The moment I got close, a strong, thick musk hit me — heady, sexual, and dizzying.

I kissed my way up her inner thigh. The skin grew stickier and wetter the higher I went. There was her familiar sweet scent, but layered heavily over it was something unmistakably masculine — thick, salty, and potent. Andrew’s cum.

I dove in without hesitation, lapping hungrily at her sloppy, well-fucked pussy. I was in heaven, licking and sucking up every drop of their combined juices. The taste was strong, unfamiliar, and intoxicating. I knew exactly what I was tasting.

Laura moaned loudly and gripped my hair, pulling me tighter against her. I attacked her with long, greedy strokes, then focused on her swollen clit — sucking it between my lips and pressing the flat of my tongue against it with steady pressure.

She gasped sharply. “Oh, that’s it… right there!” she hissed, grinding against my face.

I kept the rhythm exactly as she liked it until her body suddenly tensed. Her thighs clamped around my head like a vice as a powerful orgasm crashed through her. I couldn’t breathe, but I didn’t care. In that moment I would have happily suffocated if it meant giving her even one more second of pleasure.

When her legs finally relaxed and fell open, she was panting hard. She pulled my head back gently, clearly too sensitive to continue there.

“Down further now,” she commanded, her voice husky. “Lick my ass.”

She lifted her legs back, holding them high and pulling her full ass cheeks apart, completely exposing her tight pink asshole to me.

I didn’t need to be told twice.

“Hmmm, I love it,” I groaned before dragging my tongue slowly from the bottom of her pussy all the way up across her hole.

She had been out in the sun and heat all day, fucking her new lover, and the combination made her asshole extra fragrant — tangy, musky, and absolutely delicious.

I was quickly becoming a connoisseur of my wife’s ass, and this was the best it had ever tasted. I pressed my tongue deep inside her, passionately French-kissing her rectum with long, eager strokes.

“Ooh babe, that’s right,” she moaned, clearly enjoying her new power. “You’re my little ass-cleaner now, huh? My hubby is right where he belongs… isn’t that right, baby?”

“Mmm-hmm,” I agreed eagerly, refusing to pull my mouth away from its warm, perfect paradise.

But she pushed my head back, rolled onto her stomach, and rose onto her knees on the bed.

“This was how he fucked me,” she said, her voice low and wicked. “Out there on the river. This was the view he had… but he got to fuck me. Your cuck husband only gets to lick my ass.”

I’d never heard her talk like that before, but God, I loved it.

I dove back between her cheeks without hesitation, pressing my tongue deep into her asshole. From this angle I could push even further inside her, and every extra millimeter felt like another proof of my devotion.

Her breathing grew ragged. I could feel her getting close again when she suddenly pulled away and twisted around to look down at me.

“I can still feel his cum moving deep inside me,” she whispered. “He shot it so fucking deep… Lay down on the bed. On your back. Now.”

I quickly climbed onto the bed and lay back, my feet still on the floor. She swung one leg over my head and straddled my face, lowering her swollen, well-used pussy just inches above my mouth.

She looked down at me with glassy, almost drugged eyes. Her little belly, her heavy breasts with their rock-hard nipples, and the new necklace I’d bought her — the three hearts pressed together over her own heart — all filled my vision.

I was so proud of her.

Then she did something I never expected: she reached down with both hands and spread her puffy, cum-filled pussy lips open for me, exposing the creamy mess inside.

“Is this what you wanted?” she asked, her voice thick with lust. “You’re going to show me what a good little cuckold husband you can be, aren’t you? You’re going to clean your wife up. You’re going to eat every single drop that drips out of me. Say it.”

“I’m going to clean you up, babe,” I said, voice trembling with need. “I’m going to show you how much I love you.”

My words seemed to strike something deep inside her. Her shoulders tensed, and then it started — thick, white globs of Andrew’s cum began to slowly drip from her used hole, straight down toward my waiting mouth.

I opened wide and happily received it.

At first the thick, musky smell and salty taste hit me hard. For a split second it felt extremely wrong — another man’s cum sliding into my mouth. But the moment I reminded myself that this warm, creamy load was leaking out of my beautiful, glorious wife, any hesitation vanished. I wanted it. I wanted all of it.

I swallowed the first heavy glob, then pressed my open mouth tightly against her swollen pussy. More of Andrew’s cum slowly oozed out and slid onto my tongue. I swallowed that too, then pushed my tongue deeper, scooping and licking every drop I could reach from inside her.

I looked up at her while I worked. Laura was staring down at me with heavy-lidded eyes, a mixture of lust and tenderness on her face.

“Ooh, look at you…” she cooed softly. “You’re my little cumslut now, aren’t you? You’re going to take all my fresh creampies from now on, huh?”

I pulled back just long enough to answer, breathing hard. “Yes, Laura… I’m addicted now.”

I dove back in with renewed hunger. Laura cried out, her body suddenly tensing. A hot gush of her juices mixed with the last remnants of Andrew’s load flooded my mouth. I swallowed as fast as I could, desperate not to spill a single drop. I loved every thick, salty, slippery ounce of it.

When her orgasm finally subsided, she collapsed forward onto the bed, completely spent.

I was pretty drained myself. I gently tucked her in, then went to the bathroom to clean up. After that I stripped naked, turned out the lights, and slipped into our marital bed beside her. She was warm, soft, and already half-asleep.

I wrapped my arm around her and held her close, feeling safer and more in love than I ever had before.


Chris Returns 


We slept in late the next day. When we finally dragged ourselves out of bed, neither of us said a single word about what had happened the night before — or the day before that. It was Sunday, so we lounged around in bed for a long while, enjoying the quiet closeness.

Eventually I got up and made us breakfast — scrambled eggs, crispy bacon, and toast. I felt like a million bucks standing there in the kitchen. I was the luckiest man alive. I had the most beautiful, incredible wife in the world. That old childish taunt kept running through my head: My girl is red-hot. Your girl ain’t diddly-squat. That was exactly how I felt. I wanted to shout it from the rooftops.

When Laura finally came downstairs, she was already dressed and ready to go out, which surprised me.

“You forgot,” she said with a gentle smile. “I promised to help out at Brightside’s new space today.”

She was on the board of a nonprofit preschool in a rough neighborhood nearby. She was right — I had completely forgotten.

“You can come too if you want,” she added. “We could probably use the extra hands.”

“Okay, but first — food,” I said, plating the eggs and bacon and sliding the butter toward her toast.

“Hmm, it smells amazing, babe.”

I ended up spending the whole day at the preschool: painting walls bright cheerful colors, sweeping out an old parking lot that would become a recess area, and hauling away broken glass and chunks of concrete.

Laura mostly stayed with Tam, who was also on the board. I felt a little silly at first — Mitch wasn’t there, and none of the other board members had brought their spouses. But I also felt a quiet, submissive little thrill. Everyone there knew I had come because Laura told me to. They knew she wore the pants in our marriage.

At one point in the afternoon I heard Tam’s loud, unmistakable laugh. I looked over and saw her and Laura standing close together, talking privately. For a second I wondered if Laura was telling her everything — that she was fucking Andrew Sutton with my full blessing and enthusiastic cooperation.

Tam glanced over at me, still laughing, and said something that made Laura laugh too. A hot surge of embarrassment and anger flashed through me, but I quickly tamped it down.

It was okay, I told myself. Laura had every right to laugh at me with her best friend if she wanted to. She and Tam had known each other since college and had been through a lot together. Tam and Mitch were practically family.

Still… the thought of Laura sharing those intimate details made my stomach twist in strange, confusing ways.

That was what I was thinking about on the drive home.

“Hey,” I said softly, breaking the comfortable silence. “Last night was great. Actually, the last couple of days… I’ve felt more in love with you than ever. But we never really talked about boundaries. From everything I’ve read online, that’s supposed to be important.”

Laura looked out the window for a moment, then turned back to me.

“Hmm. Well, I think you already know my boundaries,” she said. “You stay completely faithful to me. And you encourage me in any sexual adventures I want to have — whether you’re involved or not.”

“Yeah… that’s pretty much what I figured,” I replied.

“Oh,” she said, catching on. “You meant your boundaries.”

I glanced at her. The look on her face made me backpedal immediately.

“No, I don’t have any,” I said quickly. “I want you to do whatever you want.”

She gave me a knowing look. “Come on. You must have had something in mind when you brought it up.”

I hesitated, then admitted, “Well… I saw you talking to Tam yesterday. She was laughing, and I got the feeling you were telling her about us. About our… situation. I don’t really mind that. It’s fine if you want to talk to her. But the thought of her telling Mitch… I don’t know how I feel about it.”

Laura let out a soft laugh. “Why? Because Mitch still sees you as some macho man?” She shook her head. “Honey, I don’t think anyone who really knows you would be surprised to find out you’re a cuck.”

“Really?” I asked, a little stung. “I mean… I’m not a sissy or anything. How would they know?”

She looked at me like I was being deliberately dense.

“No, you’re not effeminate or anything like that,” she said gently. “But come on. You’ve always happily taken the supporting role in our life together. You’re very deferential to me. And honestly, I’ve noticed you’re pretty deferential to other women too.”

“You think so?”

“Yeah. Even today, when you were painting that playroom with Stacy. You kept asking her how to tape off the molding and made her show you, like you were scared she’d be disappointed if you did it wrong.”

“She was already doing half her side! I just wanted them to match.”

“It’s fine, babe,” she said with a small smile. “But most guys would’ve just done it their own way. If Stacy did it differently, they would’ve told her how to do it, and she probably would’ve listened.”

“But she already had half the wall done…”

“Honey, don’t get defensive,” she said gently. “It’s actually one of the things I love most about you. But come on… do you really think Mitch’s whole image of you would shatter if he found out you encouraged me to fool around? They’re our oldest friends. If we can’t be honest with them, who can we be honest with?”

I sat with that for a moment, then finally nodded.

“I guess you’re right,” I admitted. “It does sound kind of silly when you put it that way.”

She smiled softly. “And you’re okay with me telling anyone I want?”

I looked at her. A warm, submissive rush flooded through me — that familiar, addictive wave of surrender.

“Absolutely,” I said quietly.

“Good.” She pulled out her phone, eyes sparkling with mischief. “Because I’ve been dying to tell our daughters!”

“Hey!” I shouted, half-laughing, half-panicked.

She burst out laughing. “I’m just kidding, honey. You can still pretend to be Mr. Macho when it comes to the girls.”

“Well, thank you for that,” I said, relieved.

I made us a nice supper, and we ended the night cuddling on the couch, watching an old movie. It felt peaceful. Normal. Almost like any other Sunday night.

But underneath it all, I could feel the ground shifting beneath us — slowly, steadily, and irreversibly.


Two Trucks 

The next day there were two trucks in the driveway, which meant Chris was back.

Laura had a spin class in the morning and told me she was meeting Tam for lunch downtown afterward. I spent the morning doing yardwork — cutting the grass and edging with the weed-whacker.

Around 12:15, my phone buzzed with a text from Laura:

Can you send me that video you got from Andrew?

I felt a sudden wave of light-headedness and panic. I had just put the weed-whacker away and was sitting on the bench in the tool shed. My fingers hovered over the screen as I typed back:

Are you going to show Tam?

Her reply came almost instantly:

So what if I am??? I thought we talked about this!!!

I swallowed hard. My heart was pounding as I opened my photos, found the video I’d saved, and sent it to her with a shaky finger. I almost hit play to watch it again, but I stopped myself.

I quickly added:

I love you!

A moment later she replied:

Your hesitation embarrassed me in front of my friend. We're going to talk about that when I get home!

I sat there in the cool shade of the shed, staring at the message, wondering exactly what she meant by that.

When I finally stepped back outside, Chris was pulling some lumber out of the back of his truck.

“Hey, how was your trip?” I asked.

“Oh, it turned out okay,” he said. “At first I thought I was going to have to redo the whole roof, but it wasn’t that bad. Got some good help and knocked it out. Glad to see the plumbing got finished while I was gone.”

“Yeah, and we decided on some fancy wood inlays for the built-in desk.”

“I heard,” Chris said with a slight smile. “Guess Andrew had to wine and dine you to get you to agree to that.”

“No, no — I’m actually into it. Once he showed us what he was going for, we really liked the idea.”

“Well, watch out with him,” Chris said, his tone half-joking. “He can be very persuasive. He usually gets exactly what he wants, one way or another. Our friends say he got all the charm in the family.”

“Don’t sell yourself short,” I replied. “I think my wife would probably agree to anything either one of you proposed.”

Chris raised an eyebrow, clearly intrigued. “Well, that’s pretty interesting. If anything comes to mind, I’ll let you know. But honestly, it looks like we’re going to finish ahead of schedule and under budget.”

“That’s great,” I said. “Let me know if you need anything — water, whatever. Just knock on the back door. I should be home the rest of the day.”

“Okay, thanks,” he said.

After I got out of the shower, I saw a text from Andrew:

What were you talking to Chris about?

I replied quickly:

Nothing much. Just asked how his trip went.

His response came fast:

Please don't mention me taking Laura out.

I typed back:

Okay, I won't. Is he scared of married women after the whole Sarah thing?

Andrew replied:

Something like that.

I sent him a thumbs-up emoji.

As I stood at the sink shaving, I wondered why he didn’t want his brother to know about him and Laura. My first guess was probably right — they had some kind of agreement to stay away from clients’ wives. I made a mental note to ask Laura what she thought when she got home.

But the moment Laura walked through the door, I forgot all about it.

She came in with Tam, both of them giggling and clearly a little tipsy from whatever long lunch they’d had. The energy between them was loud and playful.

“Hey, you two look like you’re in high spirits,” I said with a smile.

“That’s right,” Laura said, planting her hands on her hips. “But you embarrassed me in front of Tam today.”

She stood there with her arms crossed. Tam stood right beside her, watching me with an amused expression.

“Sorry,” I said, feeling my face heat up. “I just thought you’d want to keep that video private.”

“Why?” Laura shot back, her voice rising with a mix of irritation and alcohol-fueled boldness. “I have nothing to be ashamed of!”

“And lord knows Andrew Sutton doesn’t,” Tam added with a wicked little grin.

Laura shook her head, still standing in the entrance to the living room with her arms crossed. I had been answering emails on my laptop on the couch. I quickly closed it and stood up.

“I’d just finished telling Tam how you’re the best little submissive housewife,” Laura said, “and how you’d do anything I asked. Then I told you to send that video and suddenly I’m getting backtalk. That made me look pretty foolish, don’t you think?”

“I’m sorry, sweetheart,” I said quickly. “Really, I am.”

“Good that you’re sorry,” she replied, her tone cool but pleased. “But I think a proper punishment will drive the point home and correct your behavior. When I told Tam about it, she said she wanted to come along and watch. Do you have a problem with that?”

I looked from my wife to her beautiful Black friend. A powerful flutter of submissiveness rolled through me, all the way down to my toes.

“No,” I said, my voice soft. “No problem.”

Laura walked across the room with Tam right behind her. “Good,” she said. “Take your belt off, hand it to me, and assume the position.”

I hesitated for half a second, then unbuckled my belt and slid it free. I handed the thick leather to Laura. Tam settled into the easy chair opposite the couch, crossing her long legs. She was wearing shorts and strappy sandals, and she watched the scene with open amusement.

I knew exactly what position my wife wanted. I undid my pants and pushed them down along with my boxers until they pooled at my ankles.

“Don’t cover up,” Laura ordered. “I want Tam to see. Turn around and show our friend your little stiffy.”

She took me by the shoulders and turned me to face Tam.

“Wow,” Tam said, raising an eyebrow. “The little guy is super excited, isn’t he?” She tilted her head. “Tell me, Jay — what did you think of that video Andrew sent you?”

“I loved it,” I answered honestly, my face burning.

Tam shook her head in genuine wonder. “You know… I actually believe you.”

“Okay, come on,” Laura said, guiding me over to the arm of the couch. She pushed me forward until I was bent over it, ass presented and completely exposed. “How many lashes do you think you deserve for giving me backtalk today?”

“Five?” I offered.

“Seven,” she corrected. “And how many for embarrassing me in front of my friend?”

“Six?”

“Eight,” Laura decided. “Grand total of fifteen. Thank me in advance.”

“Thank you so much, Laura,” I said, voice trembling with a mix of shame and arousal. “I really do deserve this.”

“Yes, you do,” Laura said calmly.

She took a couple of practice swings, the thick leather belt whistling sharply through the air. Then she brought it down hard across my bare ass.

The pain didn’t hit immediately — just a sharp sting at first. But by the second and third strokes, it bloomed into a deep, burning fire that spread across both cheeks.

Tam burst out laughing. When I glanced over, I saw she was filming the whole thing on her phone.

“I wasn’t expecting you to hit him that hard!” she said, clearly delighted.

“He’s gotta learn,” Laura replied matter-of-factly. She landed another solid blow right across the center of my ass for emphasis. “Besides, he likes it, don’t you, honey? Tell Tam how much you like it.”

“I… I like it,” I managed, my voice strained.

She immediately delivered three quick, stinging strokes in succession. Tears sprang to my eyes and spilled down my cheeks.

“When you first brought up domestic discipline,” Laura continued, swinging the belt again with a loud thwack, “I hated the idea. It seemed like some silly little fantasy of yours. I had no idea it was part of who you really are.”

Thwack. Thwack.

She paused, breathing a little harder. “How many was that so far?”

“Eleven,” I gasped.

Laura shook her head. “I don’t think it was eleven. Tam, were you counting?”

“Nope,” Tam replied, still filming with a grin.

“Well, that was eight,” Laura decided. “Here’s nine… and ten.”

She delivered two hard, back-and-forth strokes. I couldn’t hold back — a sharp cry escaped my lips as fresh tears rolled down my face.

“It wasn’t until you brought up cuckoldry that I really understood how deep this shit goes with you,” Laura continued, her voice steady and thoughtful. “That was the part that actually intrigued me. If you were willing to look me in the eye, in the middle of the day, and ask me to make you a cuckold — to actually fuck another man — then we’re not just playing around with some weird porn fantasy. We’re talking about sexual identity here.”

She brought the belt down hard again. The loud thwack echoed through the room.

“How did it start for you, honey?” she asked, almost conversationally. “I think my friend wants to know.”

I glanced over at Tam. She was still filming, holding her phone up with a small, amused smile on her face.

Laura didn’t wait for an answer. She smacked the belt across my ass again. By now the pain was starting to blur into a deep, throbbing numbness, but each new stroke still made me flinch.

“Uh… I guess I just worship Laura and want her to be happy,” I said, my voice shaky. “The first time I remember feeling really submissive was when she brought home that dildo. She said she wanted to use it while I was away on a trip with Gemma…”

“I remember you being weirdly obsessed with that!” Laura cut in, laughing. “Every time we talked on the phone you kept bringing it up. We even had a code for it, remember? You’d ask if I’d had lunch with my new friend.” She smacked my ass hard with the belt. “How dare you fantasize about me like that while you were out on the road with our daughter!”

“I’m sorry,” I gasped. “I couldn’t help it. Around that time I started watching femdom porn and got obsessed with the idea of you… pissing on me.”

She delivered two more sharp strokes. “I can’t believe I actually let you talk me into that!”

“Oh, you never told me that part!” Tam said, clearly delighted. “You pissed on Jay?”

“We were on vacation. I was drunk,” Laura replied, almost sheepishly. “I thought that would get it out of his system, but I guess it didn’t work!”

“I guess not,” Tam laughed.

“How many was that so far?” Laura asked.

“I think that was fifteen,” Tam answered, still filming.

“I’d better give him one more for good measure.”

Laura wound up like she was really going to lay into me, but at the last second she just gave me a light, teasing tap with the belt.

“What do you say?” she asked.

“Thank you, Laura. Thank you so much.”

“You’re welcome. Now thank our friend for being such a good observer.”

“Thanks, Tam,” I said quietly as I stood up and pulled my pants back up.

Tam slipped her phone into her pocket and smiled at me. “Let me ask you a hypothetical question. Do you think a man who loves licking his wife’s asshole — a guy who would rather do that than almost anything else, especially when she’s all sweaty and hasn’t showered — do you think a guy like that could really get into this cuckold thing of yours?”

“Oh yeah,” I answered without hesitation. “Nothing triggers my submissive side like licking Laura’s asshole.”

Tam looked pleased. “Well, I’d better get going before the girls at the office send out a search party.” She stood and smoothed her shorts. “Thanks for letting me watch, you kinky freaks. I like your style.” She grinned. “Now, which way are those Sutton brothers? I want them to see me walk out of here in these shorts.”

Laura walked her to the back door. I’m not sure if Chris or Andrew was still in the driveway, but Laura came back a minute later and gave me a soft kiss.

“Thanks for putting on such a good show,” she said. “Believe it or not, Tam thinks more highly of you now.”

“Is she going to try to turn Mitch into a cuck?” I asked.

“I think she’s going to try,” Laura replied with a mischievous smile. “Isn’t that great? We’re helping our friends!”

I nodded. “Yeah… it is.”

It wasn’t until I was making dinner that I remembered the text conversation with Andrew.

“Hey, I meant to ask you,” I said, stirring the pasta. “Do you know why Andrew wouldn’t want his brother to know he was going out with you?”

Laura looked up from her phone at the kitchen table. “What?”

“Yeah, he texted me and specifically asked me not to mention it to Chris,” I said. “I was just talking to Chris about something else and I think Andrew got worried.” I fished my phone out of my pocket, opened the conversation, and handed it to her.

She scrolled through the messages and gave a small, knowing smile. “I don’t know. He told me once that he and his brother have shared girlfriends before. Clearly there’s more to that story.”

“Yeah, it was weird.” I took the phone back. “Do you want cucumbers in the salad?”

“No, not tonight,” she said.

At dinner I had to sit on a cushion because my ass was still sore and tender. Afterward we moved to the living room with drinks. When we heard the Sutton brothers packing up their trucks for the night, Laura stood up. She had a glass of red wine in her hand and a mischievous little smile on her face.

“Anything on my teeth?” she asked, leaning over me.

“No,” I said.

She picked up the Norwegian woodworking book from the table and marched barefoot out the back door in her tight sweatpants and loose top. I scrambled to the kitchen window to see what she was up to.

She walked straight up to the garage. Andrew was already in his truck, but Chris was still loading gear into his flatbed. When he noticed Laura, he stopped and watched.

She went to Andrew’s window. He rolled it down. She said something, handed him the book, and then leaned in and planted a long, slow, wet kiss right on his lips.

Chris stood only ten feet away and watched the entire thing without any visible surprise.

Laura stepped back, smiled brightly at Andrew, took a sip of her wine, and started walking back toward the house.

“G’night Chris, honey!” she called out with a cheerful wave.

He didn’t answer.

I rushed back to the couch and pretended I’d been sitting there the whole time. Laura came in with rosy cheeks and a satisfied glow.

“Well, I guess we’re going to see what happens when Chris finds out about his brother’s activities…” She smiled at me. “I just made it pretty clear.”

“You think he’ll be mad?” I asked.

“He didn’t look mad to me,” she said, taking another sip of wine.

“Honey, you’re a goddess,” I said. “I love you.”

“Hmm… well I’m not really in the mood for you right at this moment,” she replied. “But if you want to rub my feet, that might be nice.”

“You got it!” I said eagerly.

I rubbed her feet for the next half hour with a rock-hard erection the entire time. She pretended not to notice.

The next morning I woke up before Laura. My ass was still sore and throbbing, so I slipped quietly out of bed. That’s when I noticed her phone on the nightstand.

Before I could stop myself, I grabbed it and carried it into the bathroom. I knew her passcode. I unlocked the phone and opened her messages with Andrew.

The conversation made my stomach flip and my cock twitch hard at the same time.

Laura: You looked so cute today… I couldn’t resist kissing you 😘

Andrew: You did it right in front of Chris!!!

Laura: Is that bad? Is he a prude or something? Andrew: Hell no, that’s the problem. I was hoping to keep you to myself a little longer.

Laura: Don’t be silly. He doesn’t want me like that… You think he’d really try to steal his brother’s girl?

Andrew: I know he would. He’s done it before. He always says he can’t wait for me to get married so he can officially turn me into a cuck 😂

Laura: Like Jay!

Andrew: Yeah… except I’m not sure I’m into sharing you. I want you all to myself. At least for a while.

Laura: Baby, I need you. These last two days without feeling your hands on me have been torture 😩

Andrew: Same here. I almost drove over Sunday night but didn’t know how Jay would react.

Laura: He would’ve been fine with it! I literally beat his ass in front of Tam yesterday, so I still haven’t found the bottom of his cuck levels yet 😉

Andrew: Whoa… you really did that?

Laura sent back a winky-face emoji.

Andrew: Fuck, I need you. I can’t go another day like this.

Laura: What about tomorrow?

Andrew: Chris is leaving at 11 to pick up crown molding. He’ll be gone at least an hour.

Laura: Perfect. I can send Jay on an errand…

Andrew: It’s a date 🔥

Laura: I’m already getting wet just thinking about it…

Andrew: Good. I hope you’re ready for this cock. Laura: I’m so ready for it, Daddy 😈

She ended with a string of red hearts.

I was so turned on reading those messages that my hands were shaking, but I was terrified of getting caught with her phone. I quickly shut it off, crept back into the bedroom, and placed it exactly where I’d found it on the nightstand.

I had to piss, but my erection made it almost impossible. I had to lean way over the toilet and force myself to think about avocado ice cream just to go at all.

She had made a secret date with him and wasn’t planning to tell me. I felt a pang of disappointment, but I quickly talked myself down. If Laura wanted a private rendezvous with her lover, why should that bother me? She’d probably tell me about it afterward anyway.

To make up for snooping, I decided to cook her favorite breakfast.

When Laura came downstairs she looked adorable — still in her pajamas, hair messy from sleep. She sat at the table and I served her coffee along with an egg-white spinach and feta omelet and a small fruit salad of honeydew, apple slices, and grapes drizzled with local honey.

“This looks incredible,” she said, smiling. “I’ve got the best little wifey around.”

“Aww shucks,” I replied, giving her a kiss before sitting across from her with my bowl of cereal. “What are we up to today?”

“Not much on the docket,” she said casually. “If the weather’s nice, I might go for a bike ride later.”

I nodded, trying hard not to look like I knew she was lying.

“I might have an errand for you to run,” she added. “I’m not sure yet.”

“Hmm. Mysterious,” I said, keeping my tone light.

“It won’t be anything too difficult,” she reassured me. Then she took a bite and smiled. “You finally cut the melon the way I like it. Is that a bonus from our new marriage dynamic?”

“I feel like doing everything exactly the way you want lately,” I admitted.

She gave me a soft, pleased smile and continued enjoying her breakfast.

I kept one eye on the clock while I cleaned up the breakfast dishes. It was just after nine. Laura was at the kitchen table working on her laptop.

“I’m going to take a shower,” I told her.

“I’ve got next,” she replied without looking up.

After my shower, while I was shaving, Laura walked into the bathroom and started stripping down. She reached in to adjust the water temperature, then froze when she caught sight of my ass in the mirror.

“Oh my God!” she gasped. “Did I do that to you?”

“Yeah,” I said, meeting her eyes in the reflection. “It hurts… but I definitely learned my lesson.”

“Aww, poor baby,” she murmured. She stepped behind me and pressed her warm, naked body against my back, kissing the side of my neck softly. “That reminds me… I wonder how Tam is making out with Mitch. I bet she showed him that video.”

I shook my head, a flush of embarrassment heating my face. “Oh god…”

“It’s okay, babe,” she said, still hugging me from behind. “Everybody already knows I’m the boss around here. Our best friends can know the full extent of it. I don’t think they’ll spread it around.”

She tested the water with her toe, then adjusted the knob. I quickly wiped the leftover shaving cream off my face with a washcloth so I wouldn’t scald her. Then I sat down on the closed toilet and just watched her.

She didn’t seem to notice me at first. She stepped under the spray and started half-humming, half-singing an old Journey song to herself, swaying gently. When she finally pulled the curtain back and saw me sitting there, she laughed.

“Hand me a towel!” she said.

I stood and handed her one. She wrapped it around herself, then gave me a playful, knowing smile.

“Oh, so you want to watch me get myself fixed up?”

“Do you mind?” I asked, my voice soft.

“No, hun, it’s kind of sweet,” she said softly. “I’ll teach you how to help me fix my hair.”

She dried off and slipped into a sexy stretchy-lace bra and matching light purple panties that hugged her curves beautifully. Then she came back and patiently showed me how to use the round brush and hairdryer together — the right angles, how thick a section of hair to take, and how to smooth it out. It took a while, but by the end I felt like I actually knew what I was doing.

“If I’m going to be going out on dates, it’ll be a big help for you to know this stuff,” she said casually. “You’ll have to learn how to paint my toenails too.”

“Okay,” I replied, my voice thick with submissive warmth. “I love helping you get ready.”

She smiled, then turned more serious. “Well, today I want you to do me a big favor. I want you to watch me and Andrew fuck… but I think it would be really hot if he had no idea you were there. I made a little arrangement with him last night while you were asleep. Chris has some chore to do, so he’ll be gone for a while. Andrew’s coming over at eleven. I want him to think you’re gone too.”

“Really?” I asked, heart pounding.

“Mmm-hmm.” She fixed a couple of stray strands of hair, then picked up her eyeshadow. “I’ve thought about it, and the best place for you to hide is the closet. Stay back in the corner until you hear us fucking, then you can move closer and watch. I doubt he’ll notice.”

“You really want me to watch?”

“Yes,” she said, her eyes meeting mine in the mirror. “That would be a huge turn-on for me. And then, when he leaves, you can do your duty. This is your chance to sample a really fresh creampie.” She paused, letting the words sink in. “How does that sound?”

“It sounds awesome,” I said, barely able to breathe.

“But there’s one condition,” she added firmly. “I don’t want you to masturbate. I just want you to watch. Understand? I want you to cum while I’m literally rubbing your nose in my infidelity. Promise me.”

“I promise,” I whispered.

“Good boy.” She glanced at the clock. “It’s after ten now, so go. Park out of sight a block away and hurry back through the front door. He won’t see you.”

“Alright, I’m going now. I love you.”

“I love you too, babe.” She gave me a quick, affectionate kiss, and I was out the door.

I drove around the block and parked under a big oak tree a street away. It was 10:46. I didn’t want to be late, so I got out and walked back toward the house at a fast clip, almost jogging by the end.

As I turned onto our street, I saw a truck pulling out of our driveway. My heart jumped. I almost ducked behind a hedge like some idiot, but caught myself. It was Chris. He gave me a slight wave as he drove past. Maybe he just thought I was out for a walk. People did that, right? But had he noticed the car was gone? I decided it didn’t matter. His leaving was the all-clear. Andrew would be heading inside any minute to fuck my wife.

I jogged up the sidewalk, cut across the lawn, and slipped in through the front door as quietly as I could. I could hear Laura’s voice and Andrew’s low laugh coming from the kitchen. My pulse was hammering in my ears.

I crept up the stairs, carefully skipping the two steps I knew squeaked, and went straight into our bedroom. I left the closet door slightly ajar and positioned myself in the back corner where I could see through the narrow crack without light hitting my face. Then I waited, barely breathing.

A moment later I heard Laura laughing loudly as they came up the stairs — probably a deliberate signal for me.

My heart pounded so hard I was sure they could hear it.

They entered the room. “Oh my god, how do you smell so good?” Andrew asked, his voice thick with desire.

“It’s all the sugar and spice us girls are made of,” Laura teased. “You don’t smell so bad yourself… Ooh!”

There was the sound of heavy breathing and movement. They were very close. I stayed perfectly still in the dark, but my heart felt like it was trying to punch its way out of my chest.

“Oh yeah,” Laura purred. “Take that shirt off. I want to feel your skin.”

I imagined her hands sliding over his chest and abs. Through the narrow crack in the door, a stripe of light cut across the back wall of the closet. I inched forward until I could see a slice of the scene.

Flesh. Then Laura’s top lifted and her light purple bra came into view.

Andrew’s strong arm reached around her. He unhooked the bra with one smooth motion and it fell away, revealing her full breasts.

His face came into the light as he leaned down and greedily sucked one of her hard nipples into his mouth. Laura moaned softly and ran her fingers through his hair, arching into him with clear delight.

“Oh honey,” she breathed, “you’ve got me hotter than a two-dollar pistol. Get those pants down. I want to visit my new best friend.”

Andrew stepped back, kicked off his boots, and shoved his pants and boxers down in one motion. He stood there completely naked, proud and confident in a way I’d never felt in front of a woman. Laura dropped to her knees in front of him.

I had to step carefully sideways in the dark closet to get a better angle through the narrow crack in the door.

What I saw made my knees weak.

My wife — the same woman who had spent more than twenty years of marriage avoiding giving me head for more than a few seconds — was now on her knees in front of Andrew, worshipping his massive, thick, upward-curving cock like it was the most delicious thing she’d ever tasted.

She held the heavy shaft in one hand and teased the swollen head across her wet lips, giving it soft, hungry kisses and long, slow licks while her other hand stroked him firmly. Every time she pulled back, a thin string of her saliva connected her mouth to his cock.

He was already big when she started, but under her attention he grew even thicker and harder, the veins standing out prominently along the shaft.

Laura wrapped both hands around him and fed the fat head into her mouth. She took him deeper than I ever thought possible, her lips stretching wide around his girth. I watched in stunned arousal as she bobbed her head, taking more and more of him until I was certain she was swallowing him down her throat.

How did she know how to do that? How had she secretly become such a skilled cocksucker?

“Aww baby, that’s too good,” Andrew groaned, his voice rough with pleasure. “You gotta slow down… there’s no rush.”

She pulled off with a wet pop, strings of saliva dripping from her lips, and grinned up at him. Then she rubbed the entire length of his huge, curved cock, using his foreskin to stroke smoothly up and over the glistening, bulbous head.

Before I could process what I was seeing, Andrew grabbed her under the arms, lifted her effortlessly, and tossed her onto the bed — moving her out of my limited line of sight.

I saw her shorts and panties fly past the crack in the closet door, followed by a loud, breathless gasp as Andrew thrust into her.

The bedsprings immediately started creaking rhythmically. That was my cue.

Heart hammering, I stepped forward out of the shadows, moving like I was walking on pillows. From my new position I could see everything.

Laura’s beautiful legs were up in the air, her manicured toes pointed toward the ceiling. Her hands roamed greedily over Andrew’s broad back and muscular ass as he drove into her with powerful, steady strokes. A light sheen of sweat covered his body, making his muscles glisten as he fucked my wife’s yielding cunt.

“Oh yeah, Daddy… that’s it!” Laura cried out shamelessly. “That’s exactly what I need! No one has ever fucked me like you, Andrew! No one!”

“You like me better than your little hubby?” he growled in a hoarse whisper, still pounding into her.

“Oh YES!!!” she shouted, her voice breaking with pleasure. “You know how to take control of my body. You make me feel like a goddamn sex toy! You’re so fucking manly! You know what I call my husband? I call him my wifey!”

“No you don’t!” Andrew laughed, slowing his thrusts for a moment.

“I do!” Laura moaned, grinning wickedly. “And you know what? He likes it!”

Andrew chuckled and resumed his deep, forceful rhythm while she clutched his ass, giggling and groaning in ecstasy.

My knees felt weak. I was so hard it hurt, and the slightest touch would have made me explode. I had to fight every instinct not to stroke myself.

Laura suddenly grabbed him and rolled them over so she was on top. “There,” she growled triumphantly. “Now I’m in charge! No more of your teasing!”

I felt a surge of pride watching my beautiful wife take control. She began to bounce and grind on him with abandon, turning slightly so her ass was pointed directly toward the closet — toward me. She knew exactly where I was hiding.

There it was — her beautiful asshole, the rightful place for my tongue. She arched her back and rocked slowly, deliberately opening herself wide for my view. All I wanted to do was rush out and bury my face between her cheeks, but I stayed frozen in place.

Andrew couldn’t hold out long with Laura setting the pace. Soon both of them were shaking and groaning as a powerful shared orgasm overtook them. His legs kicked out, toes splayed in ecstasy, while Laura quivered on top of him like she was made of jelly.

When it finally passed, she collapsed onto his chest, kissing him deeply while holding his face in both hands.

After a while, Laura rolled off him but stayed close, pressing her naked body against his side. Andrew started to stir, so I silently retreated deeper into the closet and peered through the narrow crack.

“What was that?” Andrew asked suddenly, sitting up.

“What?” Laura replied lazily.

“I think I heard a car pull into the driveway.”

“If Jay found us in bed together, he’d be delighted,” she said with a soft laugh.

“I’m not worried about him!” Andrew replied, already swinging his legs off the bed. “If Chris gets here and I’m not working, he’ll know I’ve been up here with you.”

“Oh, who cares?” Laura said, reaching for him.

“You don’t know what he’s like,” Andrew muttered, quickly scooping his clothes off the floor. “I gotta get dressed.”

“Oh come on, don’t rush,” she protested, pouting. “I was kinda hoping for a second round …”

“Sorry, babe,” he said, pulling on his pants. “I gotta get back to work before Chris figures out I’ve been urm….absent.”

“Yeah but he saw me kiss you!” Laura reminded him.

“I told him you did that as a prank,” Andrew said, buckling his belt. “Because you’d heard about him and Sarah. I told him it was all Jay’s idea — you know, just to see how he’d react.”

“Did he buy it?”

“He seemed to,” Andrew said, tying his boots. “He thinks his little affair with a married woman is the only thing anyone has to talk about in this town.”

“It was pretty good advertising for Sutton Construction Co.,” Laura giggled.

“Jesus,” he muttered, shaking his head as he pulled on his shirt. He headed for the door without another word.

I stayed hidden until I heard the back door close downstairs. Only then did I step out of the closet.

Laura was still lying on the bed, naked and glowing, looking at me with hungry, lust-filled eyes.

“Well?” she asked, a playful smile on her lips. “Did you like the show?”

“I loved it,” I said, my voice thick.

“I can’t believe he actually asked if he was better than you!”

“I know,” I replied, still breathing hard. “I don’t think he had any dobut what answer he’d get.”

“Take off your clothes and lie on the bed,” she commanded, her voice low and authoritative. “You’re going to lick up every drop of my lover’s cum… and I want to watch as you do it.”

I stripped quickly. When my pants came down, Laura giggled at the sight of my rock hard, desperate little cock — flushed dark red and already leaking precum.

“God babe, you really do look like you’re ready to explode,” she teased.

“I could cum in a second,” I admitted, voice shaky.

I lay back on the bed. Laura crawled over me with a wicked smile, straddling my chest.

“I think deep down, I always knew,” she whispered, looking into my eyes.

“Knew what?”

“Deep down I always knew that I was in complete control of this marriage,” she said, her tone both affectionate and possessive. “I think it was always there, how I felt the weight of that authority. I just never realized how much you actually loved it when I exercised that authority.”

She swung one leg over my head, positioning herself so her swollen, puffy pussy lips hovered inches above my mouth. I could see the creamy evidence of Andrew’s load still glistening at her entrance.

“I never knew how deep it went though. I never guessed you secretly wanted me to abuse that authority over you,” she continued, her voice dropping. “That’s what you want, isn’t it baby? Well, at least it’s what your little dick wants, fuck look at it. Jesus it’s so hard.”

“Yes,” I whispered.

“Say it louder.”

“Yes… that’s what I want.”

“Good boy,” she purred, her voice dripping with satisfaction. “Now clean every drop of cum out of my sloppy, well-fucked cunt.”

Without another word, she lowered herself onto my face, pressing her hot, swollen, cum-filled pussy firmly against my mouth.

The taste and smell of her — mixed with the thick, salty load Andrew had left deep inside her — overwhelmed me in the most exquisite way. I opened my mouth wide and began to lick and suck with desperate devotion, swallowing everything she gave me.

Laura started grinding slowly at first, then faster, using my face for her pleasure. Her breathing grew ragged.

“Oh fuck… that’s it,” she moaned. “Lick it all up, baby. Taste what a real man left inside me.”

She rode my tongue harder, her swollen clit rubbing against my nose.

“God, Andrew’s cock is so much bigger than yours… so much thicker,” she gasped, her voice breaking with pleasure. “He stretched me open in ways you never could. He fucked me so deep… I came so hard on him. You have no idea how good it felt.”

Her words sent a lightning bolt of submissive arousal straight through me.

“I’m never going to be satisfied with your little dick again,” she continued, grinding faster. “From now on this pussy belongs to bigger, better cocks… and you’re just going to clean it up like the good little cuck you are.”

That was too much.

My untouched cock twitched violently and I came hard — hands-free — thick ropes of cum spurting across my stomach and chest while I moaned into her pussy. The orgasm was so intense my vision blurred.

Laura felt me trembling beneath her and laughed breathlessly.

“Look at that… you just came without even touching yourself,” she said, still rocking against my face. “That’s how much you love being my cuck.”

She kept riding my tongue until her own orgasm crashed over her. She cried out, thighs clamping around my head as she flooded my mouth with a fresh wave of her juices mixed with Andrew’s cum. I swallowed greedily, lost in total submission.

When she finally climbed off, she looked down at me with a satisfied, almost proud smile.


Power 

I guess my wife had been secretly texting Chris for a couple of days. I found out when we were on our way to pick up takeout. Her phone lit up with a notification and her whole demeanor instantly changed. She made a little sound of disbelief and started typing back immediately.

“Who’s that?” I asked.

She ignored me, completely absorbed. When we stopped at a red light, I glanced over and caught a glimpse of the incoming text, but couldn’t read it. She let out a soft laugh and kept typing.

“Is it Andrew?”

“No,” she answered distractedly, still focused on her phone.

I tried not to feel annoyed. I couldn’t imagine her being this absorbed in a text from one of our daughters or a friend. Whatever it was, it had to be something naughty to pull her attention away that completely.

We pulled up to Marco’s, our favorite Italian place. I asked if she wanted to come in and say hi to Rene — the real reason she’d tagged along in the first place. She shook her head.

When I stepped inside, Rene greeted me warmly. “Where’s Laura? I haven’t seen her in ages.”

“She told me to say hi,” I lied.

“Tell her I said hi right back,” Rachel said with a smile. “I threw in some extra garlic bread for you guys.”

“Thanks,” I replied.

When I got back to the car, Laura’s face was bright red.

“What’s up, babe?”

“He urm…he wants to text you,” she said.

“What? Who?”

“Chris.” She shook her head, looking flustered. “I told him no, but he’s not taking no for an answer. He’s pretty persistent.”

“It’s fine with me,” I said. “Obviously I’ll share whatever he sends with you.”

“Oh god… okay,” she muttered.

We started the drive home. A moment later my phone vibrated in my pocket. At the next stoplight I pulled it out.

Chris had sent a picture — a selfie of Laura in her underwear, standing in our bathroom mirror, sticking her ass out provocatively.

The text underneath read:

Your wife sent me this last night. How do you feel about that?

“Wow… when did you take that picture?” I asked, my voice tight with a mix of shock and arousal.

“What picture?” Laura asked.

I held my phone up for her to see. Someone behind us honked because the light had turned green. She stared at the screen.

“Oh Jesus… he sent you that?”

I handed her the phone. “Text him back for me. Tell him: ‘I think she’s beautiful. You’re a lucky guy.’ And add three exclamation points.”

“Really?”

“Yeah.”

She typed the message while I drove. We continued in nervous, electric silence for a few blocks until my phone vibrated again. Laura read the reply out loud:

“I saw you sneaking back into your house yesterday. Come on, what was that all about?”

I didn’t even hesitate. “Text him: ‘I was going to hide in the closet and watch Andrew fuck my wife. Do you have a problem with that?’”

Laura raised an eyebrow. “Wait, doesn’t that sounds a bit standoffish.”

“It’s a guy thing. Don’t worry — he definitely won’t take it the wrong way.”

She shrugged and typed it. The response came back almost immediately. She read it aloud:

“No problem here. I totally get it.”

She looked at me, eyes wide. “Jeez, honey… what do you think he means?”

“Ask him,” I said, my voice low with anticipation.

She typed on my phone for a moment, then waited. When the reply came, she read it to herself first and let out a surprised laugh.

“He says: Andrew’s a good friend, but he’s a cuckold too. Deep down, it’s his true nature. Sure, he tries to resist it… but I’ve stolen so many of his girlfriends and he loves it.”

“That’s fucked up!” I said, a rush of heat flooding through me. “Tell him he’s my personal hero for that.”

“Really?”

“Yeah.”

Laura typed the reply with a little smirk. A few seconds later she read his response out loud:

“We just had a rough time playing with a married couple, but you and Laura seem cool. I will fuck your wife if you ask me politely.”

“Wow… the balls on this guy!” she said, shaking her head in disbelief.

“He seems pretty confident,” I replied, my voice thick. “Do you want him?”

“Honey, I wouldn’t have sent a guy a picture like that unless I wanted him.”

“Okay then… ask him,” I said, heart pounding. “Say: ‘Chris, will you please do me the honor of fucking my wife?’”

“Really? So formal?” she laughed.

“He said to ask politely!”

“Okay!” She had an evil little grin on her face as she typed the message, clearly enjoying every second of it.

A minute later my phone vibrated again. We had already pulled into the driveway, but neither of us moved to get out. Laura read Chris’s text aloud, her voice soft with disbelief:

“Tomorrow at noon, I want you to come around to the side of the garage where we’re working on the steps. You should tell us that you’ve read we should be using wood screws instead of nails due to the ground movement. Say you read online that they’re better or something. I’ll tell Andrew he’ll have to drive all the way to North Pointe to get the right ones. That’ll keep him busy for at least an hour and a half. Once he’s gone, I want a bottle of Glenlivet waiting for me in the bedroom. If you can follow these instructions to the letter, you can watch me give your wife the best fuck of her life.”

“Holy shit,” I breathed.

“Wow,” Laura said, staring at the screen.

I took the phone back and quickly replied with three thumbs-up emojis.

“What did you say?” she asked.

“I sent him three thumbs up,” I admitted.

She burst out laughing. “Come on, that garlic bread smells amazing.”

We went inside giggling like teenagers. After dinner, I slipped out to the liquor store and bought a very expensive bottle of Glenlivet for my wife’s new lover. When Laura saw how much I’d spent, she laughed again.

“Wow… you’re really eager to please, aren’t you?” she said, shaking her head in amused disbelief. “Come here and rub my feet while I think about what kind of demented slut would fuck one brother one day and the other the next…”

I laughed, I could tell she was enjoying this just as much as I was, if not more.


Get To Work 


The next morning Laura said she didn’t want a heavy breakfast and only had yogurt with granola. She called me up to the bathroom to help her get ready.

She pulled the shower curtain back and handed me a bottle of shaving gel. Then she lifted one foot onto the edge of the tub.

“Rub this all over my leg,” she instructed.

I did as she asked, enjoying the warm, slippery feel of her smooth flesh under my hands. She handed me a pink safety razor.

“Get to work.”

I wet the razor and began shaving her beautiful leg, rinsing the blade every few strokes. She pointed out a spot on her thigh I’d missed. When I’d taken care of it, we moved to the other leg.

“What do you think of my pussy hair?” she asked casually.

“I love it,” I said, rinsing the razor under the shower stream.

“Yeah, but you’re weird,” she teased. “Most guys like it shaved. I think Chris in particular would appreciate a nice freshly shaved pussy.”

“Whatever you think is best,” I replied.

She took the detachable shower head off the hook, sprayed herself, then put one foot up on the edge of the tub and spread herself open for me.

“You need to get all of this stubble too.”

I squeezed a generous amount of gel into my hands and gently rubbed it over her mound and between her legs.

“Ooh, that feels kind of good,” she murmured.

I wet the razor and started carefully clearing away the stubble. The most enjoyable part was working around her thick, puffy pussy lips — I had to be extra gentle and creative with the angles. When I finished, she rinsed everything off and admired the result.

“That looks great, babe,” she said.

She leaned over, kissed me quickly, then snatched the razor back and pulled the shower curtain closed.

I returned to my usual spot on the closed toilet and waited. When she was done, she asked me to pick out some underwear that I thought Chris would like. I chose a black lace set that was almost completely see-through. She approved.

While I blow-dried her hair, she put on some eye makeup.

“This feels like when I was in high school and my girlfriends and I would help each other get ready for dates and dances,” she said. “You’re like my wingman. Fuck I absolutely love it.”

“I’m so proud of you, baby,” I said softly. “I really thought you didn’t want to go through with any of this. When you ran out of Andrew’s apartment crying, I thought you’d never turn me into a real cuckold.”

“Yeah, there was a bit of hesitation,” she admitted. “But your reaction let me know it was okay. And honestly… this just feels right, doesn’t it? I’m happy. You’re happy. And my pussy is very, very happy.”

“I love you,” I said.

“I love you too,” she replied with a smile. “I’d kiss you, but I don’t want to mess up my lipstick.”

At exactly noon, I walked out back to where the guys were building the stairs leading up to the new deck on the garage apartment. I had never really talked to either of them about their work before — except to say that whatever they were doing looked great — so I felt a knot of nervousness in my stomach. I knew it would probably be obvious to Andrew that I didn’t know what I was talking about, but I thought of Laura and forced myself to go through with it.

“Wow, you guys have done a ton of work,” I said, trying to sound casual. “It looks fantastic.”

Andrew looked up. He had a hammer in one hand and two nails clenched between his teeth. He took them out to reply.

“Thanks,” he said with that easy megawatt smile. “We should be able to finish the stairs today.”

I pretended to look confused. “Are those nails? You did use screws, right?”

“Nope,” he said, still smiling. “Just good old-fashioned nails. They do the job.”

“Not for stairs!” I said, trying to sound authoritative. “It has to be wood screws for stairs. Twenty-five years from now people will still be going up and down these. We need to make sure it’s completely safe.”

“We used screws on the deck,” he replied, “but these nails will be fine. Don’t worry, Jay. Honestly, I’d bet my house on it.”

“We’re going to rent this place out,” I pressed. “There might be three-hundred-pound guests going up and down with luggage. We can’t risk a lawsuit.”

Chris looked up from what he was doing. “Listen, it’s no big deal to switch. If you’d rather we use screws, we can do that.”

“It really doesn’t make a difference,” Andrew complained.

“Come on,” Chris said. “He’s right — screws will last longer. Just run up to North Pointe and grab some.”

“Looks like we won’t finish today then,” Andrew muttered.

“That’s fine,” I said. “We’re ahead of schedule anyway.”

Andrew dropped the nails back into the box and hung his hammer on his belt. He unbuckled the toolbelt and tossed it onto the passenger seat of his truck. Chris and I followed him over.

“I’ll get started on the tile while you’re gone,” Chris told him. “I can lay down the grout.”

Andrew looked annoyed as he climbed into the cab. He shot me a quick, dismissive glance, but showed no sign that he suspected anything. He pulled out of the driveway without another word.

Chris turned to me with a bright, knowing smile — every bit as confident as his brother’s. “You were great,” he said. “Thanks to you, I get to steal his girl.”

“Great,” I replied, feeling oddly small standing in front of him.

“Did you get me that liquor?”

“Yep. It’s on the nightstand.”

“Good.” He clapped me firmly on the shoulder. “Let’s go.”

He headed straight into the house. I trailed a few steps behind.

Laura was waiting in the living room, lounging in the easy chair with a glass of white wine in her hand. She looked stunning — barefoot in tiny shorts and a sheer red top that clearly showed off the black lace bra underneath. Her smooth legs were crossed elegantly.

“Well hello, gentlemen,” she said with a sultry smile. “Has my husband brought you here to fuck me silly?”

“That’s right,” Chris answered smoothly. “He told me I could watch if he got me a bottle of Glenlivet.”

“It’s on our nightstand, darling,” Laura said. She set her wine down and rose gracefully. She walked toward Chris with the sexiest sway I’d ever seen, draped one arm over his shoulder, and fixed him with heavy, sleepy eyes.

“I’ve had one Sutton brother,” she purred, “but I really want the set.”

Chris slid a strong arm around her waist and pulled her body flush against his. He kissed her slowly, taking his time, savoring her lips. Laura melted into the kiss, her body visibly relaxing against him. She gave his lower lip a teasing little lick and giggled softly.

“You taste good,” she whispered.

“I’ll taste even better once I’ve had that drink,” he replied.

Laura smiled wickedly and took his hand. She led him up the stairs without a backward glance.

I followed quietly behind them.

It felt like they had already forgotten I existed.

She led him into our bedroom and gently pushed him down so he was sitting on the edge of the bed — my side. Chris glanced at the bottle of Glenlivet and the glass I’d left there, then looked over at me. I knew exactly what he wanted without him having to say a word.

I stepped forward, broke the seal, and poured him a generous double shot. Meanwhile, Laura was slowly unbuttoning her top.

“The first moment I met you, I wanted to fuck you,” Chris told her, his voice low and confident.

I handed him the drink, then quietly moved to the straight-backed chair beside the dresser and sat down.

“I felt exactly the same,” Laura said, letting her top fall open. “What was it about me that made you want me so badly?”

“Your face,” he answered. “Your eyes.”

She discarded the top completely and frowned playfully. “It wasn’t my ass?” She turned around, hooked her thumbs into her shorts, and pulled them up high, deliberately showing off her full, round cheeks.

“Not at first,” he said, taking a slow sip. “I noticed your ass the second time we met. You were wearing those tight yoga pants and you caught me staring, remember?”

“I remember,” she said with a little smile.

“You gave me a wink. That was when I knew you were a live one.” He took another sip. “I wasn’t so sure about him, though.” He nodded toward me without breaking eye contact with her ass.

“I didn’t know he was a live one either,” Laura said, glancing over at me with affection. “Not until recently. I’ve decided to fully embrace my husband’s true nature. It has its benefits, after all.”

Chris looked at me for a moment, no pity in his eyes. “He can’t help it anyway.” He set the glass down and slid his hands over Laura’s bare waist. With one smooth motion, his right hand reached up and unhooked her bra. It fell away. He pulled her closer and began kissing and sucking on her tits.

Laura looked over at me again. “Hon, I left my wine downstairs. Will you be a doll and go get me a refill and bring it up?”

“Yes, dear,” I said softly.

She laughed. As I left the room I heard her tell Chris, “That’s the kind of answer I get from him now — ‘yes, dear.’ Being a cuckold has really improved his attitude.”

I found her glass, filled it from the box in the fridge, and went back upstairs. When I stepped into the bedroom, I was greeted by the sight of my wife on her knees in front of Chris, eagerly sucking his cock.

Chris smiled at me and took a big swig of whisky. I set Laura’s wine down on the nightstand and moved closer for a better look.

I immediately understood why Chris had been able to steal so many of Andrew’s girlfriends.

He had a massive cock — thick, long, and heavy. Huge.

I returned to my chair and watched as Laura struggled to take Chris’s thick cock into her mouth, working it with both hands. He wasn’t fully hard yet, but she was already slobbering on it eagerly, pumping the heavy shaft while she sucked and licked with obvious hunger.

I was incredibly turned on thinking about how she had done something very similar with Andrew in this exact same spot just the day before. But I kept my hands to myself. I didn’t want to pull my own dick out — I was afraid it would ruin the mood or make me look desperate.

Chris drained the last of his whisky and held the empty glass out toward me without even glancing away from my wife.

I jumped up quickly, took the glass, and poured him another generous double. As I handed it back, he nodded down at Laura with a satisfied smirk.

“Look at her,” he said. “She’s an amazing cocksucker. You’re a very lucky man to have a wife like that.”

“She doesn’t do that for me,” I admitted quietly.

He laughed, low and deep. “Really? Wow. Well then… she’s definitely expanding her horizons.” He looked at me expectantly. “I think you should give her a little kiss to show her how proud you are of her.”

Laura pulled his massive, veiny cock out of her wet mouth with a soft pop and smiled up at me, lips glistening.

“Yeah baby,” she purred. “Give your loving wife a little kiss.”

I leaned down, uncomfortably close to Chris’s thick, engorged cock, and pressed my lips to hers.

She immediately grabbed the back of my head and forced her tongue deep into my mouth, kissing me aggressively. I tasted whisky, her lipstick, and the unmistakable flavor of another man’s cock. She tongue-fucked my mouth for a long moment before finally letting me go.

When I straightened up, Chris was now fully erect — a curved, intimidating tower of flesh, thick through the middle with a bulging, purplish head.

Laura giggled and eagerly went back to work, taking him deeper.

Chris gave my cheek a light, playful slap. “Go back to your chair. Just sit there and watch — and no jerking off,” he ordered.

I did exactly as I was told.

Soon Chris pulled Laura to her feet and slid her shorts and panties down her legs in one smooth motion. She stepped out of them with a big, excited smile.

“Oh, I didn’t expect you to be completely shaved!” he said, clearly pleased. “What a nice surprise.”

“I made Jay do it this morning,” Laura replied proudly. “We did it just for you.”

“Hmm, I like it.” Chris glanced over at me, his massive cock arching upward. “Maybe we should give him a little treat for doing such a good job.” He looked back at Laura. “Maybe he should lick your pussy for a while, to get you warmed up.”

“Nah,” Laura said with a wicked little laugh. “He’s only allowed to do that on special occasions these days. These days… he’s my ass-licker.”

She climbed onto the bed on all fours, arched her back, and looked over her shoulder at me with heavy-lidded eyes.

“Come on, baby,” she purred. “Show Chris exactly where your tongue belongs.”

Her ass was open and inviting, pulling me in like a magnet.

I knelt behind her, spread her full cheeks wide, and dove in. My tongue immediately found her tight, warm asshole and I licked eagerly — circling, probing, pushing inside her.

As I worked, Chris grabbed a fistful of my hair and roughly mashed my face deeper between her glorious cheeks.

“Yeah, get your tongue up her asshole,” he growled. “That’s all you get. Pussy’s for closers.”

He released my hair, stroked his thick cock a few times, then moved around to Laura’s front so she could take him back into her mouth.

“Oh yeah… that’s so nice,” he sighed.

I pushed my tongue as deep as I could into Laura’s rectum. She moaned loudly around Chris’s cock, her body shuddering with pleasure.

“Ooh, that’s too nice,” Chris said, voice rough. “Are you turned on, sweet-mouth? You want to fuck?”

“Mmm-hmm,” Laura moaned, nodding eagerly with his cock still filling her mouth.

“Jay, go sit in your chair,” Chris commanded.

I gave my wife’s asshole a couple of lingering goodbye licks, then reluctantly pulled away and returned to my chair.

Chris expertly flipped Laura onto her back and hitched her knees up high. Her big, round ass rested right on the edge of the bed as he stood between her spread legs. He rubbed the thick shaft of his huge cock up and down her swollen, tender slit, teasing her clit with slow, obscene strokes.

Laura quivered instantly, gasping as a small orgasm rippled through her just from the pressure. Then, when Chris finally lined up and impaled her in one deep thrust, she erupted into a full, cataclysmic climax — crying out, body shaking, toes curling hard.

Chris started working his thick cock in and out of her with long, deliberate strokes. He looked over at me with glassy, lust-filled eyes.

“Has she ever cum like that for you?” he asked.

“No way,” I answered quietly.

He kept fucking her steadily while Laura seemed lost in some hypnotic state of pleasure, her mouth open, eyes half-lidded.

“I bet you think Andrew was the first,” Chris said to me, a cruel little smile curling his lips. The look made the tent in my pants twitch. “That’s absolute bullshit man. I’d bet every penny I have that your pretty little wife has been cheating on you for years, long before Andrew came along. Isn’t that right, baby? It’s time to come clean.”

Laura looked over at me, panting hard, then nodded slowly.

“I’m sorry, baby… but he’s right,” she said, voice breathy. “I didn’t want to say it, but I have cheated on you, only twice over the years.”

I was completely flabbergasted. The way she said it — so matter-of-fact, almost casual — made it feel like she thought I’d secretly known all along.

“What?” was all I could manage.

Chris kept pumping his thick cock into her, and she was too turned on to hold back now.

“The first time was just a one-night thing,” she continued, moaning softly between words. “The girls were little and you were so busy taking care of them… I felt neglected as a woman. I went out with Amy, got so fucking wasted and picked up a guy at a bar. It was really fucked up because I just couldn’t stop myself.”

Chris reached down and started roughly rubbing her tits. Laura arched her back and moaned louder.

“The other one was Mark Johnson — the guy who managed one of our stores. You knew him. I’m sorry babe, it was purely sexual that was all. But it went on for a little while.” She looked at me again, eyes glassy with pleasure. “I’m sorry, babe… are you mad at me?”

“He’s not mad at you!” Chris bellowed, still thrusting deep and steady. “Look at his pants — he fucking loves it!”

“I’m not mad,” I rasped, my voice barely audible.

“What?” Chris shouted. “Speak up, cuck — we can’t hear you!”

“I’m not mad at you,” I said louder, my voice cracking with emotion. “I love you, and I completely understand. I just wish we’d talked about it sooner. I would’ve realized I was a cuckold a long time ago.”

Chris threw his head back and laughed — long, loud, and genuinely amused.

Laura laughed too, still lost in the heat of the moment. She looked over at me with glassy, lust-filled eyes.

“I love you, honey,” she moaned. “You’re the best little wifey a girl could ask for.”

Chris suddenly pulled out of her and rubbed the fat, glistening head of his cock against her swollen clit, sending her into a quivering spasm. Laura gasped, then grabbed his steel-hard shaft with both hands.

“Lay down, big boy,” she cooed, her voice dripping with need. “I want you to fill me with your cum. I’m going to ride this baby all the way to cream-town.”

He stretched out on the bed. Laura climbed on top of him, but before she could sink down, Chris stopped her and looked straight at me.

“Guide me in,” he commanded.

I felt like I might actually pass out from the rush of humiliation and arousal, but I obeyed. I walked to the bed on shaky legs, reached down, and took hold of his hot, throbbing cock. I pulled it back until the thick head parted my wife’s slick, swollen pussy lips, then pushed him inside her.

Laura let out a long, deep moan as he filled her completely and began to pump.

I retreated to my chair, legs trembling, barely able to stand.

Then an angry voice shattered the moment.

“What the fuck, man?”

I looked over. Andrew was standing in the doorway, still wearing his tight work shirt and boots, staring at the scene with a mixture of shock and fury.

Chris started to laugh, completely unfazed. “Come on in, man!”

Laura stopped bouncing on his massive cock and looked over with a breathless smile. “Oh, hi Andrew!”

Andrew’s eyes darted from me, to the couple on the bed, then back to me. His face twisted with disbelief.

“You’re just going to sit there and watch them do that?”

“Don’t be such a little priss,” Chris shot back, still buried deep inside Laura. “That man is having the time of his life. Who the fuck are you to shame him for it?”

Laura tried to stay still out of respect for the sudden tension in the room, but she couldn’t help herself. She began to undulate slowly on Chris’s cock, her body overwhelmed by the sheer pleasure of having such a thick, powerful specimen stretching and filling her so completely.

“I warned you about him!” Andrew said to Laura, voice tight.

“Uh-huh, you sure did,” she replied, still rocking her hips in slow, lazy circles. “But are you sure it was a warning… and not an endorsement?”

“What?” Andrew blinked.

“I mean, come on,” Laura said, her voice husky with lust. “You told me he had a huge cock and that women go absolutely nuts for him. What did you think I was going to do with that information — run away?” She smiled wickedly. “I think you wanted this.”

Chris laughed, clearly enjoying his brother’s discomfort. “Oh man, she’s got your number there!”

Laura looked back at Andrew with a sultry, inviting smile. “Ooh baby, you’ve got a lot to offer too. Don’t be a spoilsport. Come on over here.” She climbed off Chris and got on all fours again, this time positioning herself so her mouth was level with Andrew’s crotch. “Don’t be embarrassed,” she purred. “Those pants are tight and I can already see how excited you are. Now come here and put your beautiful cock in my mouth while your friend rails me from behind. Let’s get a proper spit-roast going…”

Andrew glanced at me, as if expecting me to step in and stop it. But I just sat there, silent and mesmerized.

Laura reached out, grabbed the waistband of his pants, and pulled him closer. She unbuttoned and unzipped him quickly. His cock sprang free, already half-hard. She wrapped her hand around it and guided the thick head straight to her lips.

At the same moment, Chris rubbed his heavy cock up and down between her ass cheeks and slick pussy lips, teasing her. Then he gripped her hips and plunged deep inside her in one smooth thrust.

Laura screamed around Andrew’s cock, her body buckling with the sudden fullness, but she never stopped sucking. She took him deeper, working him with hungry, wet strokes like a champ while Chris began to fuck her hard from behind.

My wife was like a sexual athlete at the absolute peak of her game. I felt like I was watching a master artist at work.

Chris was grunting louder now, his thrusts growing frantic and powerful. I could see him building toward a massive orgasm. When it finally hit, he threw his head back and roared at the ceiling, flooding Laura with a torrent of relief and pleasure. His body shuddered violently as he emptied himself deep inside her.

Laura was right there with him, caught in her own spasmodic climax, her pussy clenching and fluttering around his cock.

She was in pure cock heaven. Even as she came, she never stopped sucking Andrew with desperate, hungry strokes, like her life depended on it.

Chris finally pulled out, spent. As he climbed off the bed, I saw thick strands of his cum drip from Laura’s stretched pussy onto the sheets.

He walked to the nightstand and poured himself another drink. The moment Laura realized he wasn’t coming back for more, she pulled her mouth off Andrew’s cock with a wet pop and rolled onto her back.

“Your turn, baby,” she hissed, spreading her legs wide.

Andrew hesitated for a split second, staring at her gaping, dripping pussy.

Chris clapped him on the shoulder and took a long swig of whisky. “Go ahead, man. It’s not the first time you’ve had my sloppy seconds.”

Something seemed to flip inside Andrew. His eyes glazed over with raw lust. He moved between Laura’s thighs and drove into her with abandon, burying his cock in one deep thrust.

“Oh, that’s it, baby,” Laura moaned, wrapping her legs around him. “No hard feelings, right? Ooh, you’re both such big boys… you gotta take care of me good. I want you both. Fuck… your brother’s cum is dripping down into my asshole. We’re all so sticky and wet. I bet you could slide right up my ass right now with that lovely cock of yours, couldn’t you, baby?”

Her filthy words had exactly the effect she wanted. Andrew growled and repositioned himself, pressing the head of his cock against her tight, cum-slick asshole.

She gasped sharply as Andrew pushed into her ass, her nails digging hard into his wide, thick shoulders.

“Arghhhh!” she cried out, voice raw with pleasure. “That’s right, fill me up! I want to feel you go off deep in my guts. Cum in me, baby — do it!”

He started pumping in and out with long, powerful strokes, driving my wife wild. Every thrust made her moan louder.

“Oh god,” she gasped, eyes rolling back. “I just realized you’re using the best lube there is — Chris’s cum!”

That pushed Andrew over the edge. He started shaking, slamming into her with frantic intensity. I knew he was cumming hard.

Laura threw her arms around him and looked straight at me with a demonic, triumphant smile I had never seen before. I loved it.

“Ooooh!” she gasped, flinging herself back against the bed as her own orgasm tore through her.

Andrew finally pulled out, breathing heavily, and awkwardly yanked his pants and underwear back up. Chris held out his glass; Andrew took it and drained what was left, then poured himself another from the bottle while Chris searched for his own clothes.

I couldn’t take my eyes off Laura.

She was flushed and glowing, her naked body still quivering with every breath.

“Welp,” Chris said, pulling on his shirt, “I guess we’d better get back to work.”

Chris looked over at me with a smirk. “You’ve got some cleanup to do.” Then he turned to Laura. “You’re an amazing woman. We should all get together and do this again real soon.”

Laura propped herself up on one elbow, still flushed and smiling crookedly. “You boys are too good to an old housewife,” she said. “Andrew… you’re not really mad, are you?”

He sighed and took one last drink. “No, I guess not. He does this every time I find a girl. I just don’t know why it keeps happening to me.”

“I like you both,” Laura said softly.

“Thanks,” Andrew replied.

“Come on,” Chris said to Andrew, clapping him on the back. “Let’s leave these two alone.”

They left together. I watched Laura nervously, half-afraid she might suddenly reject me or laugh at how eager I was. But she gave me that same crooked, satisfied smile she’d given the Sutton boys.

“Well?” she said, spreading her legs wider. “Are you going to do your cleanup duty or not? I’ve got two holes filled with cum here. It’s your time to shine, baby.”

I dove between her thighs without hesitation. I started at her asshole and licked upward, parting her swollen pussy lips with my tongue. The taste hit me immediately — a thick, salty mix of semen and her own sweet juices that blended into something intoxicating. It drove me even deeper into submission.

I was in heaven, licking with everything I had.

“Ooh, that’s good, babe,” she moaned, her voice low and pleased. “I think I like this even better than getting fucked by those studs. There’s real power in it… like with every lick, you’re becoming more and more mine.” She ran her fingers through my hair. “You’re my little plaything now, huh?”

“Mmm-hmm,” I moaned into her, never stopping.

“Ooooh,” she sighed happily. “Why don’t you take off those clothes and lay on your back?”

I stood, stripped quickly, and lay down as instructed. My cock was aching, dripping precum after an hour of denial. Laura crawled over me and straddled my face in cowgirl position, facing away. She leaned forward, looking back at me.

“Wow… you really are a lot smaller than those Sutton studs, huh?”

“Yeah,” I admitted, voice muffled.

She lowered herself onto my mouth. I immediately started licking her well-fucked cunt like it held the antidote to every problem in my life. I felt Chris’s thick cum slide onto my tongue. Laura moaned loudly and began grinding her pussy against my face.

She reached down and started flicking the sensitive head of my swollen cock with her fingers.

“That little thing’s about to explode, isn’t it?”

I swallowed a mouthful of cum before I could answer. “Mmm-hmm.”

“Oh, I can feel the load Andrew left for you,” she purred. “It’s coming now…”

She shifted slightly, positioning her asshole directly over my open mouth. At first there was just a single thick drop, then another. I swallowed eagerly. Then a heavy stream of warm, creamy cum poured out of her dilated anus straight into my waiting mouth. I tried to swallow it all, but some escaped and ran down the side of my neck.

There was a glistening trail from her freshly-fucked asshole to my lips. I licked it up greedily, then pushed my tongue back inside her glorious hole to scoop out every last drop of Andrew’s cum.

I licked and licked, lost in total devotion, swallowing another thick batch of cum. Then I felt her warm hand wrap around my aching dick.

That single touch was all it took.

I bucked and jerked helplessly beneath my wife’s beautiful ass as I came hard, spraying thick ropes of ejaculate across my own stomach and chest.

Laura laughed softly, clearly pleased. “Good boy,” she murmured. “You must really like eating cum, huh? Maybe we should explore that side of you a little deeper someday…”

She climbed off me and collapsed onto her back, utterly spent. “I don’t want to get up,” she sighed. “Can you clean me? I know the idea might not appeal to you right now, but I think it would really show how much you care.”

I saw that I had sprayed some of my own cum onto her neck and chest. I leaned in without hesitation and began licking it off her skin while she made soft, contented little noises.

Once I’d finished, she looked like she was drifting toward sleep. I slipped into the bathroom, cleaned the mess off my own belly, washed my face, and brushed my teeth. When I came back out, my wife was already fast asleep.

I gently pulled the covers over her exhausted, naked body.

My stomach was full of her lover’s cum.


Epilogue

From that day forward, it was all about Chris.

Laura still played with Andrew too — she loved having them at the same time, and she would settle for Andrew when Chris was busy with one of his other girlfriends — but it was obvious who her favorite was.

Chris was naturally dominant, so he slipped into our dynamic effortlessly. A couple of weeks after they started seeing each other, he suggested that Laura get a chastity cage for me.

“I’m sick of watching him sit there with a tent in his pants,” he told her. “A cuckold should only get hard when his wife says it’s okay. Who the hell is in charge around here?”

Laura agreed completely. She found a metal device online called The Subby-Trainer that came with three progressively smaller cages. We started with the largest and have already worked our way down to the medium. I’m honestly not sure I’ll ever fit in the smallest one — it basically looks like a metal button — but I really want to get there for her.

She keeps the key on the same chain as the three-heart necklace I bought her. She loves being my keyholder. She’s even trained me to cum while locked in the cage using her Hitachi Magic Wand. It’s a painful, delicious kind of pleasure that I’m only allowed on very special occasions.

The Sutton boys finished our garage apartment and moved on to a job at Tam and Mitch’s house. I guess things are progressing nicely over there too.

We never ended up renting the space out the way I originally planned. The guys like to come over and spend entire weekends with us, so I usually sleep out in the garage apartment while they stay in the main house. They play little roleplay games — like pretending Andrew is married to Laura and doesn’t know his coworker is secretly fucking his wife.

During those weekends I’m basically the maid. I wait on them hand and foot, bring drinks, make snacks, and stay out of the way unless called for. It’s actually really comfortable in the apartment, especially with that beautiful built-in desk they made. Those guys really did an outstanding job on the whole conversion — the craftsmanship is top-notch. I’d recommend them to any married couple that needs some work done on their house… or on their marriage.
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By Chance: A Vanilla Couple Stumble Into A New World

When Tom and Kelly’s car broke down in the middle of nowhere, they thought their weekend was ruined.

Then they stumbled onto a secluded resort—sun-soaked, clothing-optional, and overflowing with temptation.

They were just an ordinary couple. Tom wasn’t the jealous type, and Kelly was hardly a wild child. But by the end of that first afternoon, they’d seen another couple having sex by the firepit—and neither of them could look away.

Things escalated fast.

Kelly went from cautious curiosity to squirting under the tongue of a woman she barely knew. Tom found himself balls-deep in a stunning MILF, his girlfriend moaning with approval. And when Megan—mischievous, pierced, and very, very ginger—sat on Kelly’s face, everything changed.

This wasn’t a fantasy anymore. This was real.

Jealousy. Desire. Possession. Freedom.

They weren’t just watching other people. They were being watched. Touched. Shared.

The question now wasn’t whether they would go back.

The question was: what would they try next?

Friends With Benefits: A Couple's New Neighbors Bring Unexpected Benefits 

If you had told me this was how my marriage would turn out, I'd have laughed.

Emma was just a normal girl. Sure, I knew she'd been with other guys before, but she was no different to anyone else. Well, at least I didn't think she was.

And then we met Adam and Leah, our new neighbors. But it was only a little bit of flirting at first, Emma just showing off, teasing, that was all it was.

Now I’m here… watching my wife on her knees, her lips wrapped around another man's big cock, watching her lose herself completely as the guy behind her holds her hips and pounds away.

I could feel the jealousy bubbling inside me, but it's hard to say stop when Leah's mouth is still bobbing up and down on my cock.

This is how we went from neighbors to Friends With Benefits. Some very big benefits.

Unexpected: A Wife Shared For The First Time

I never expected my marriage to take a turn like this.

Amy was always the steady one. Sweet. Kind. Safe. Then we met Phil and Beth — confident, playful, unashamed of their desires — and suddenly the world we thought we understood cracked open.

Now I’m here… watching my wife on her knees, her lips wrapped around some guy's big black cock, watching her lose herself in the thrill of another man’s touch. Watching jealousy and desire knot together inside me until I don’t know whether I want to pull her back into my arms — or see just how far she’s willing to go.

What started as flirting turned into stolen kisses. Then hands roaming where they shouldn’t. Then nights where every rule we’d ever lived by quietly disappeared. Partner swapping. Secrets. Confessions whispered in the dark. And every time I tell myself this is the last time, Amy looks at me with that breathless, guilty-hungry smile…

…and I realize I want more too.

I thought I knew what love meant. I thought I understood loyalty. Now I’m standing on the edge of something deeper, darker — something that might change us forever.

She crossed the line.

I watched.

And neither of us is ready to go back.
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