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Chapter 1

 


The night Vanessa came home from the trade show all of the “maybe I should should have’s” of our twelve year marriage came to a head. I only realized that after she dropped the bomb. I started should-having backwards through time.
 

Maybe I should have gone upstairs and kissed her hello instead of staying in the basement to finish weathering the Bachmann I’d been working on since she left? Not that it would have changed anything at that point. The damage, or whatever we were going to call it, had already been done.
 

I heard her coming down the stairs. That gave me a twinge somewhere in the back of my head. Vanessa rarely came down into the train cave. Even if she’d been away. Still, I kept at it. That engine wasn’t going to paint itself and I was taking it to an operating session that weekend.
 

I’m a model railroader and train fanatic. I love trains. Love watching them. Love photographing them. Love everything about them. I have an HO scale layout in the basement and I spend every scrap of time I’m not working down there.
 

Maybe I should have spent less time on trains and paid more attention to my wife? That was another one. That one was probably true and probably would have made a difference.
 

“Richard?”
 

Maybe I should have turned around, smiled and kissed her when I heard her behind me? “Hmmm?” was all I could manage. That was all I could summon to greet my beautiful, caring, kind-hearted, loving wife.
 

A grunt.
 

Good one, Rick. You pretty much got what you deserved.
 

“Richard I want to talk to you.”
 

I suppressed an exasperated sigh, set my paint gun down and turned off the buzzing compressor. I made sure the engine was firmly attached to the painting cage. Adjusted a couple of tools that were out of place.
 

Then I turned around.
 

Sort of lays out what my priorities were.
 

Every time I looked at Vanessa, I mean really looked at her, my breath would catch in my throat. She was quite a stunning woman and sometimes I wondered why I didn’t notice that more.
 

It happened that night. Mostly because she was stunning. Her wavy blonde hair was loose, cascading down over her shoulders. Her blue eyes shone in the bright light of my work lamp. Her lips were a glossy pink, parted slightly and she was staring at me with a very strange expression.
 

And there was something else I couldn’t put my finger on. A glow about her.
 

“Vanessa,” I said, smiling at the good fortune of calling her my wife. “How was it?”
 

Her gaze seemed to deepen, her eyes wandering along my expression as if she was searching for something. The question stirred her from the intense way she was looking at me. “The show?”
 

“Of course,” I said, smiling more widely. Was she being silly? She could be a tease sometimes.
 

“It was fine.” She dismissed the whole thing with an absent wave. Still staring at me. Still watching. Studying.
 

“Are you alright?” I had to ask. She was acting very funny.
 

I think back on that moment sometimes. What was she thinking? Before I knew. Had she been meaning to tell me right then and there? Why hadn’t she? Why had she waited?
 

“Do you…do you want to have sex?”
 

The question hit me like a freight train. It was so unexpected that I laughed. A strange reaction, I know. It’s just…she didn’t say things like that. We didn’t do things like that.
 

My laugh brought a frown to her face.
 

“I’m sorry,” I said, reaching out to touch her arm.
 

She glanced down at the place I’d touched her skin.
 

“I just didn’t think…I didn’t expect that. I…are you sure everything’s alright?”
 

Vanessa nodded, eyeing me with an almost wild look.
 

“I…of course,” I said, leaning in to kiss her on the cheek. “Of course I’d like to have sex,” I whispered.
 

Strangest thing. She barely moved.
 

When I pulled away she studied me some more before turning around and walking up the stairs.
 

I’ll admit I glanced back at the Bachmann. It was calling my name. I really wanted it done in time for the weekend operating session.
 

Sometimes I laugh out loud about how I had no idea how much my life was about to change.
 

I found Vanessa naked on the bed. This caused another twinge, another little tweak in a dark corner of my mind. What was she on about? She didn’t do this kind of thing.
 

I mean, we had a fairly good sex life. Once, sometimes twice a month. Thrice if we got into the wine.
 

This was so unlike her.
 

I was so stupid. How could I not even have suspected?
 

I felt a bit embarrassed taking my clothes off as she watched. I’d kept in reasonable shape but had grown a bit of a gut. I never liked hauling it out when she was watching.
 

Vanessa just stared.
 

When I lay down next to her I started to kiss her neck and her shoulders the way I always did.
 

She didn’t want it, acted like there wasn’t time. She pulled me on top of her and spread her legs. Reached under and gave my cock a squeeze then a few yanks until it was half-hard. Watching me the whole time.
 

I slipped into her already damp pussy and began my rut.
 

Vanessa watched.
 

Sometimes I think back on those few minutes. Being inside her and not yet knowing. Her already being on the other side of the wall, on the other side of the moment that would change our marriage and me still swimming in ignorance.
 

I brought her to a modest climax. Vanessa didn’t scream or claw at me when we fucked.
 

Having done my duty I mounted her a little higher, so her feet touched my back and I could fuck directly down into her hole. I liked the sloppy sound it made.
 

A few dozen thrusts and I felt the pleasant tickle of an orgasm. I came quietly. I didn’t like to put on a show. I felt the semen ooze out of the head of my cock and squeeze into her pussy.
 

Vanessa watched me the whole time, her expression barely changing.
 

When I was finished I pulled my cock out of her and rolled over to one side.
 

Vanessa followed me with her eyes.
 

Finally I had to ask.
 

“What is up with you? You’re acting so strangely, staring at me like that,” I whispered with a smile. “And what did you want to talk to me about? When you came down to the basement? Did you really just want some sex, you naughty girl?”
 

Vanessa graced me with a faint smile. Her eyes wandered off my face, staring at some point far off in the distance.
 

“Vanessa?”
 

The sound of her name brought her back.
 

“Richard.”
 

“What is it?”
 

“I…”
Sometimes I think of that moment, the pause between “I” and the rest of the sentence.
 

The last moment I knew peace.
 

“Richard. I’ve slept with another man.”
 

My world seemed to end.
 






Chapter 2

 


My vision tunnelled.
 

All I could do was lie there staring at her. I felt like I had fallen into a very deep place inside myself.
 

Vanessa, the Vanessa I had known for thirteen years was shifting like a kaleidoscope in front of me. Those words, those four words, were changing her in my eyes.
 

As this was happening my stomach was twisting into an ever tighter knot. My throat had dried out and was quite tight as well. So tight I didn’t know if I’d ever be able to speak again.
 

And Vanessa?
 

Vanessa. 
 

This was the part that possibly hurt the most.
 

Not a single tear had formed in Vanessa’s eyes. There wasn’t a flicker of regret or remorse in her expression. There was just that stare. That cold, surgical stare.
 

Time stood still.
 

Then something shattered and it began to race around me like an ocean crashing over rocks.
 

“What?” Quiet as a breath.
 

Vanessa waited a few beats. As if she needed time to cock the gun for the next shot. “I slept with someone at the show.”
 

Bang.
 

Something about that admission released me from my paralysis. I could move again. First a finger. Then a toe. Then a leg and an arm. I could breathe again.
 

And suddenly I could feel.
 

Oh God how I felt.
 

“Vanessa…” I whispered her name, as if I didn’t believe the sound of it.
 

Still staring. And…oh God, was that a smile about to crack on her face?
 

“Richard…” She said my name just as quietly as I’d spoken hers.
 

It stung to hear it, now that I knew. I shook my head, trying to slough off what I knew I couldn’t. The truth. “Why?”
 

Vanessa’s eyes wandered away again, searching the wall somewhere behind me for the right answer. She didn’t find it. She shrugged.
 

A shrug. Was that the best explanation she could come up with for this…utter betrayal?
 

“That’s it? Just like that? A shrug?” The anger had begun to bubble and roil inside me. That shrug had poked the embers into a flame.
 

“I’m sorry.”
 

Jesus.
 

Fuck. Well, okay. Alright. She was sorry. Or, more accurately, she said she was. She wasn’t doing a very good job of playing the part. “Are you?”
 

Another pause. That didn’t help her case. A nod. “I am.”
 

“Are you sure about that?” I let the bitterness get to me and it came out on my voice.
 

Vanessa winced.
 

“I’m sorry,” I said, sounding much more sure than she did. I had never so much as raised my voice with her. “I didn’t…I didn’t mean for it to come out like that but…God, Vanessa…what have you done?”
 

She bit her lip and shook her head.
 

The whole thing seemed so absurd, suddenly. Both of us lying there naked. Why did it feel like she was wearing armour and I was so exposed?
 

Why was my cock so hard again? Why did I have this incredibly overwhelming feeling that I needed to sink into her hot sheath and fuck this away?
 

The feeling grew and twisted with the anger inside me until I couldn’t control it. When I crawled onto her my jaw was tight and I felt like an animal, mounting a mate by force.
 

And Vanessa didn’t seem to mind. She spread her legs again except this time there was a wilder, almost violent look in her eyes.
 

When I thrust my cock into her she grunted and winced but her hands drifted onto my back.
 

I stared at her as I started a real rut. This wasn’t sex like we’d had before. This was fucking. Hot, angry fucking.
 

I looked down between us to see my cock disappearing into her cunt. The thought occurred to me that not too long ago a different man had been inside her. Not too long ago she had been writhing beneath another male, clenching his hard muscle with her filthy, slutty hole.
 

When I looked up into her eyes betrayed her own excitement. She was staring at me, drinking in my rage and jealousy like a cocktail and fucking getting off on it.
 

“You fucking slut,” I muttered through clenched teeth. My face was hot. Sweat had beaded on my forehead.
 

Vanessa eyes went wild. She dug her claws into my back and started fucking me back. Her hips twisted and strained as I slammed into her.
 

Talk about surreal.
 

I looked down between us again, staring at my cock sawing into her.
 

Had he…had she let him come inside her? Had some other fucking man filled my wife’s pussy up with his cum?
 

Fuck.
 

The thought sent a confusing pulse of arousal through me.
 

“Say it again.”
 

I looked back into her wild eyes. “What?”
 

“Say it again,” she repeated.
 

I was on the precipice, my cock ready to erupt inside her.
 

Was she serious?
 

“You fucking slut.”
 

Vanessa’s pussy clamped down on my cock and she let out a loud shriek.
 

I had never seen or heard her do anything like that before. It sent me careening over the edge. Right before the full weight of that powerful climax slammed into me I had the same thought.
 

Not so long ago this had been her with another man.
 

Slam.
 

My cock felt like it had ruptured as it flexed and pumped hot seed into her. I roared and shook through the feeling as my balls drained filling her pussy up.
 

Vanessa was lost to her own orgasm, her eyes closed but her claws were still digging into my back.
 

The pain laced together with the pleasure to make the climax that much more potent. It trailed on forever.
 

Coming down off this high, though, was a thousand times worse. Maybe because the bottom was so low now. The dopamine seemed to suck back out of my brain as the blissful ignorance of my orgasm was replaced by the the hollow feeling of what Vanessa had done.
 

I rolled off her. This time I couldn’t look at her. I sat on the edge of the bed not sure whether I should be disgusted with myself or ashamed or both.
 

What the fuck?
 

My wife tells me she’s cheated on me and I fuck her about it?
 

I felt Vanessa’s hand on my back. My shoulders sagged and I slumped forward.
 

“Richard?”
 

The world felt dark and grainy like a movie from the seventies. I didn’t know if I could look at her again.
 

“Richard,” she whispered. “Please. Can we talk?”
 

The question reminded me of her coming down to the basement. Why? Why?!? Why did she come up here and have sex with me instead of telling me down there?
 

I managed to convince myself to turn around. It wasn’t as bad as I thought it would be. The sex had taken some of the sharpness off my anger and her features.
 

But she felt powerful. She had this thing on me now.
 

I was the fool that had been cheated on and she was the one that had stolen all the power by doing it. “What?” I didn’t even try to take the bitterness out of my voice this time.
 

Maybe I should have treated her better? I thought I treated her fine! Why? Just…why?
 

“Can we talk about it?”
 

“Just tell me why?”
 

A sigh. Her hand slid off my back. She rolled over, tucked herself under the covers, then rolled back to look at me again.
 

“What are you doing?” I asked.
 

“Trying to talk. I want to talk about it.”
 

What? Was this what people did? This felt wrong. Wasn’t I supposed to be slamming doors and screaming? What did it mean if we got into bed naked and talked? Did that mean that I was…that I was conceding something? Didn’t that mean I was signalling that this was somehow alright, what she’d done?
 

“Please?” she asked quietly.
 

And even though I was mad, I could never say “no” to Vanessa. I wanted to give her everything she ever asked for. Even this. Even now.
 

Especially now.
 

I just wanted to know what I’d done wrong.
 

So I crawled under the covers with her.
 

She reached out, touched my hand and stared into my eyes. Not that cold, surgical stare anymore. There was warmth and curiosity in this one.
 

“Why are you looking at me like that?”
 

“Like what?”
 

“Like…like you’re trying to figure me out or something.”
 

Vanessa shrugged. “Maybe I am.”
 

“Tell me,” I asked.
 

“What?”
 

“Why?”
 

She inhaled slowly, held it, then let the breath out. “I got a little tipsy.”
 

A small release into relief. Okay. That felt better. So it was probably just a mistake, just a slip-up.
 

“But that’s not really it,”
All the tension came tightening back. “It’s not?”
 

Vanessa shook her head. “Richard…”
 

I didn’t like the sound of my name as an apology. I waited for her to go on. Another “what” would have just sounded as bitter as the first. It felt like this was about to go somewhere.
 

“I’ve wanted to talk about this for a long time.”
 

“Talk? Talk about what?”
 

Maybe I should have made some time to listen?
 

“This,” Vanessa said, wagging a finger back and forth between us. “Us.”
 

Oh God. The great tightening again. Was she about to ask for a divorce? “What about us?” I managed to croak out.
 

“I love you, Richard…”
But?
 

“…but I have to be honest with you. I don’t love our sex life.”
 

That deflated me a little but in a good way. Didn’t like our sex life? Was that it? That…that could be fixed, couldn’t it? That could be…we could change that.
 

“I’m sorry if that hurts to hear.” Finally, Vanessa was looking contrite. But it was about this admission, that she didn’t like our sex life, and not about fucking cheating on me. What the fuck?
 

The things was, it didn’t really hurt to hear. I mean, maybe something about it did but the fact was that I…well, I just never really got that excited about sex to begin with.
 

Sure I liked it and all but given an evening with the boys running trains or an evening at home running into my wife…
Fuck.
 

Maybe I should have paid more attention?
 

“Are you okay?” She touched my cheek.
 

“I’m…well, no. And yes. You…I’m sorry you don’t like our sex life.”
 

“It’s not that I don’t like it,” she said, shaking her head. “It’s that…I just don’t love it. I should have brought this up a long time ago. I should have said something but…it’s just so hard to find the time. The boys are always underfoot and…well, you know how it is.”
 

The boys. My stomach twisted into a tighter knot at the thought. The boys. We had to fix this for them if not for us. I didn’t want us to be those parents, working out schedules for who gets the kids when.
 

“Vanessa?”
 

“What?”
 

“Are you…you’re not asking for a divorce, are you?”
 

“A div…what? No!” She furrowed her brow, as if unable to believe that I had even suspected she might be. “Are you crazy?”
 

Was I? Isn’t that what happened when people cheated?
 

Still, I was utterly relieved to find out she wasn’t. The razor sharp slice of her betrayal had already dulled. I was ready to get on with the business of sorting this out.
 

“Of course I don’t want to divorce you. But…”
 

Oh God. Another “but.”
 

“But what?”
 

Her eyes softened. “I want to…”
 

What?!?
 

“I want to know if you’ll let me sleep with other men?”
 

An icicle of jealousy slid down my throat and settled in my gut. “What?”
 

She was looking right at me and from her expression there was no way she wasn’t serious. “I know it sounds crazy,” she said. “But I have to get this off my chest. For the last thirteen years I’ve…I just…when we do it, I always end up thinking about someone else. Steve or Chad. You remember Chad?”
 

A shake started inside me that felt like it was going to shake it’s way right up my throat. Steve? Or Chad? Of course I fucking remembered Chad. Her muscled dick of an ex who she found out had cheated on her the whole time they were together.
 

What the hell was she talking about?
 

“Vanessa…why?”
 

“Oh God, Richard, I’m so sorry. I know this must hurt like hell but I just can’t keep it inside any longer. I love you. I love everything about you it’s just that…I just want someone to fuck me the way I used to get fucked. I’ve tried to make it go away but I’m just not built that way. I’m sorry. I just…I need it, Richard.”
 

Our eyes met and she looked like a wild, feral thing.
 

Why the fuck was my cock rock hard again?!?
 

Vanessa shifted and her leg brushed against my hardness. Her eyes went a little wide. A moment later she wrapped her hand around my meat. “Richard?” she whispered in disbelief.
 

“What?” The word sounded angry and bitter and tight.
 

“This,” she said, squeezing my cock in her fist.
 

I had no idea what that was about.
 

Vanessa rolled over and onto me. A moment later I felt the wet heat of her pussy split and take me in. She lowered herself onto my shaft and my own cum came running out of her down onto my balls.
 

I’d never been confused by arousal before. But this was an arousal unlike any I’d ever felt. My mind darted back to what I’d been thinking about before, Vanessa with another man inside her.
 

My cock went rigid in her soft pussy, hard as an iron rod.
 

Vanessa started riding on top of me, pumping my cock with her hot pussy. “What was that?”
 

“What?”
 

“What made you harden like that?” she panted.
 

I stared down at the sight of her my shaft disappearing up into her body. Slam. There it was again. Vanessa getting stuffed by another man’s cock.
 

I stiffened again.
 

“That. What are you thinking about?” she asked. She got up onto her feet, squatting above me, and put her hands on my chest.
 

The tightness of her pussy as she worked her ass up and down was…fucking divine.
 

“Did you get hard from thinking about me with another man, Richard?” she asked. She was boring into me with her stare.
 

The question inevitably made me harden again.
 

The wild look crept back into her eyes. “Are you getting hard because your wife was a slut, Richard? Do you like that?”
 

I shook my head but already more nut was draining from my balls into the base of my shaft and my cock was rock solid.
 

Vanessa’s eyes narrowed at my denial. Her ass was bouncing off of my legs with each pump of my cock. “What if I told you about him?”
 

“What?”
 

“The guy I slept with. Do you want to hear about him? What it was like?”
 

My eyes went wide. “What?!? No!”
 

But I could only lie with my mouth.
 

“I fucked him just like this, Richard,” she whispered.
 

A third orgasm made me scream beneath her. The sweet release of pressure in my cock as it drained up into her cunt.
 

Vanessa rode it out for me, then rode some more, until I was shaking beneath her. She flopped forward, her plush breasts pressing against my chest, staring at me with smiling eyes. “Richard?”
 

“What?”
 

“Maybe things will be just fine?”
 






Chapter 3

 


I slept because I was exhausted. I didn’t think I would. I thought I’d be up all night. But I slept. I slept in, in fact.
 

By the time I came downstairs the boys were already getting on the bus with Vanessa waving at them from the door.
 

I stood and watched her as she saw them off. The weight of what she’d done was still heavy on my heart but…I don’t know. I didn’t feel as lonely as I had right after she told me.
 

Maybe things would be just fine.
 

She waited until the bus had pulled away before she turned around to head back into the house. She stopped when she saw me, then smiled. Setting her coffee down on the counter, she sauntered over and wrapped her arms around my waist and looked up into my eyes. “Good morning.”
 

Just like that. Like nothing had happened, like nothing had changed between us.
 

Like she hadn’t fucked another guy.
 

I had the thought and then a split-second later felt the now familiar slice of pain it brought.
 

“What’s wrong?” Vanessa asked, scowling.
 

I waited a moment. “You had sex with another man.”
 

She seemed disappointed that I’d brought it up. “Do you want to talk about it some more?” she asked.
 

I shook my head. “I didn’t really get the chance to talk about it at all. You did.” I didn’t mean for it to sound angry. It was just hard for something like that to sound like anything else.
 

Vanessa’s eyes rounded into a sadness, making me feel guilt for making her feel bad.
 

“I’m sorry. I didn’t…”
 

“No. I get it. You’re allowed to be mad. Come on. Let’s talk.”
 

“I have to…I’m late. I should get to wo…”
 

“Richard.” She tilted her head as if to say “seriously?” “Work can wait. This is us. Let’s talk.”
 

Okay. She was right about that.
 

So I sat down at the table and watched her pour me a coffee, then pick up her own and sit down. She took a sip, set her mug down and looked straight at me. “So talk.”
 

Really? Just like that? “I…I don’t know what to say.”
 

“How do you feel?” she asked. Vanessa had a way of getting straight to it.
 

“Hurt.”
 

“I’m sorry. I didn’t do it to hurt you.”
 

“But it did.”
 

“I know. I even knew that when I was doing it.”
 

“Why didn’t you tell me? Why did you take me upstairs and…and…”
 

“And have sex with you?”
 

“Yeah. That.”
 

Vanessa sighed. “I was still wondering whether I was going to tell you at all or not.”
 

That was like a punch in the gut. Would she really have kept it from me? Lived a lie?
 

Maybe that would have been better?
 

“You…you weren’t going to tell me?”
 

Vanessa shrugged. “No, I think I always knew I was going to. I just…I wanted to…don’t get upset. I wanted to compare what it was like.”
 

The wind sucked out of my lungs. “Compare?” I just managed to push the word out.
 

Vanessa nodded. “Since I had just slept with someone I wanted to know. We hadn’t had sex in like, what, two weeks? I wanted to know if…”
 

“If I was really as bad as you remembered?” I couldn’t believe I said it.
 

Vanessa tilted her head and shot me a worried look. “Richard, it’s not that it’s bad.” She paused to think. “It’s just not great.”
 

Wonderful. Just fucking wonderful.
 

I sat there trying to force myself to breathe. It took a while. “And? With him…what was his name?”
 

Vanessa gave me a pitiful look. “Do you really want to know his name?”
 

My cock was already hardening from just talking about him. What was wrong with me? “I want to know his name.”
 

“Thomas.”
 

Thomas. Wham. Like a fist around my heart. “What…what was he like?”
 

Vanessa’s eyes narrowed. “What is it?” she asked.
 

“What is what?”
 

“What is it about thinking about me with another man that turns you on?”
 

I wanted to deny it. It seemed…wrong somehow, that I would be turned on by the thought. But there it was. My cock was rock hard. All it would have taken was for Vanessa to reach over and feel my lap.
 

Besides, wasn’t it better to deal with this stuff head on?
 

“I don’t know.”
 

Vanessa studied me. “But it does? Thinking about me with another guy turns you on, right?” An edge of excitement had crept into her voice.
 

I nodded.
 

“Okay. He was kind of a jock.”
 

Wham.
 

Of course he was. What was it with her and guys like that? Chad and Steve had both been football players. Built like fridges and kind of mean. “Why?”
 

She shrugged and this time looked contrite. “It’s the bad boy thing. Sometimes…sometimes you just want to be…”
 

“Fucked rough?”
 

Vanessa sat up a little straighter and her eyes darted away for a moment. Then she looked back at me and nodded. “Yeah.”
 

Ouch.
 

“And I…”
Vanessa reached out and touched my arm. “You are the nicest guy I’ve ever known, Richard. I’m…I feel terrible for doing this to you.”
 

We sat there like that for a time with her hand over mine, staring at each other as if that would help us figure this out.
 

Waves of anger and resentment would get replaced by jealousy and that strange lust as I searched for something smart to say. “Where do we go from here?” was the best I could come up with.
 

Vanessa let out a heavy sigh. “I…did you think about what I said last night?” she asked quietly.
 

“I guess so. Which part?”
 

She looked down at the table. “Richard, would you let me sleep with someone else every once in a while?” She raised her eyes to meet my stare.
 

What in the actual…
“Are you kidding me?”
 

Vanessa shook her head.
 

“You want my permission to…have an affair?” My jaw tightened.
 

“Not have an affair, Richard. Just…”
 

“Just a fuck.”
 

Vanessa nodded. “Just a fuck.”
 

Holy mother of sin I don’t know what surged through me at that moment. The thought of letting Vanessa, my wife, just go out and fuck someone because she needed something I wasn’t providing filled me with the most potent lust I’d ever known.
 

I suddenly felt the incredible need to dominate her, to make her mine, to show her who she belonged to. An undistilled primal desire.
 

I kicked my chair back and stood up.
 

Vanessa gasped and pressed a hand against her chest. “Richard…”
 

“Get on your knees.” I squeezed the words through clenched teeth.
 

Vanessa’s eyes went wide and for the first time since she’d come home from the trade show I felt in control.
 

My resolve faltered for the few seconds that she sat in her chair staring at me. I’d never done anything like this before and our relationship suddenly felt as if it had been turned upside down. But something told me that it needed that. If we were going to make it through what Vanessa had done things needed to change.
 

I almost didn’t believe what I was seeing as I watched Vanessa slip off the chair and onto her knees. She reached for my belt buckle and tugged it open. She fumbled with my button, then undid the zipper and reached into my pants. “Is this what you want?” she whispered, staring into my eyes. “You want your wife to be your little slut? To give you whatever you want whenever you want it?”
 

I was absolutely flabbergasted at her behavior but my cock was already half-hard. Had she been hiding this side of herself for our entire marriage? Was that possible? Had she been living a lie? What did that mean for us?
 

As questions raced through my mind Vanessa dragged my now-hard cock along her cheek.
 

I don’t know what possessed me to smack her hand away, grab my shaft and swing it against her face. It made a fat slap as my flesh connected with her cheek.
 

Vanessa started to giggle, then laugh a little harder.
 

I slapped her a few times on the forehead and she willingly kept her face exposed for me.
 

“Oh Richard,” she purred, the last of her giggles dying away. “I didn’t think you had it in you.”
 

“Open your mouth.” There was a fire burning inside me the likes of which I’d never felt, prodding me to keep going with this tough guy act.
 

As willingly as she’d sunk to her knees, Vanessa opened her mouth and stuck out her tongue. 
 

It was the most lewd thing I’d ever seen her do and it made me so hard. I mashed my cock into her face.
 

Vanessa had given me head before but I’d always been lying down with her in control on top of me.
 

Now I was in charge. I dared to force my cock deep into her mouth, until I felt the back of her throat.
 

Vanessa, to my surprise, took it without protest. My intrusion was welcomed with a guttural, gagging gurgle.
 

For a moment I thought I’d gone to far. Then Vanessa looked up at me with those big, blue eyes, like she was asking “Is that all you’ve got?”
 

I wondered if my whore wife had let Thomas fuck her like this. The thought sent a nice sizzle of jealous lust crackling down my spine. I put a hand on either side of her face and started to thrust.
 

Vanessa behaved exactly as an obedient whore would. She kept her mouth open and ran her tongue side to side on the underside of my cock as I fucked her face.
 

I found myself incredibly turned on and soon felt the tightness in my sack that meant I was about to come. Well, even I have my limits. As dominant and in control as I felt, I wasn’t about to choke Vanessa with a load of my cum. I began to pull out.
 

Vanessa looked up at me with an almost frantic expression. Her hands shot up and gripped my ass.
 

I couldn’t believe what she was doing. I squeezed my ass to try and keep myself from coming. “Honey, wait, I’m going to…” I grunted in one final attempt to remove myself from her mouth.
 

But instead of popping off of me Vanessa opened her throat and impaled herself on my cock until her nose was touching my abdomen.
 

As the first gush of semen rushed through my shaft, the silky wet muscles of her tight throat massaged the head of my cock, drawing the sperm out.
 

I shook and groaned as my cock blasted seed deep into her throat.
 

Vanessa held on, staring me through one of the most intense orgasms of my life and drinking up my cum. Even after I’d emptied my load into her mouth she kept trying to swallow my cock, as if she hadn’t had enough. It was only after my cock had softened that she let up and pulled herself off.
 

I stared, stunned, as she let my softening dick flop out of her mouth. Thick strands of cum and bile clung to the tip, forming a line to her lips. With her eyes still on me, she wiped her mouth with the back of her hand, then stood up.
 

I could smell the scent of my own cum on her breath, filthy and dank.
 

“Richard,” she whispered, her eyes roaming down my body. “I really didn’t know you had it in you.” It was as if this was what she’d been looking for. 
 

Had I found the key to what was missing in our marriage? Me being a prick?
 

“So what do you think? Do we have a deal?” she whispered, running her finger down my chest.
 

“A deal? What are you talking about?”
 

“You let me fuck someone else from time to time and I’ll be your obedient little slut. Ready and willing to do whatever you want. Any time.”
 

The prospect of it was as tantalizing as it was terrifying. But somehow the excitement and fear it had aroused blotted out the jealousy and anger I felt. Other people lived these sorts of lives, didn’t they? Swinging and letting each other have sexual experiences outside of marriage.
 

She’d already done it once. And she looked hungry for more. It seemed like there really was no way out.
 

“Okay,” I said in a quiet, shaky voice. “But…just…anyone?”
 

Vanessa looked up, contemplating the question. “Would you prefer I checked in with you first?”
 

“I think so.”
 

She smiled. “No problem. Now you better get to work. Darren’s not going to be very happy about how late you are.” Then she walked past me and up the stairs where she shut the bathroom door.
 

With my mind still racing and my heart pounding in my chest, I stumbled out and into the car.
 






Chapter 4

 


As you can imagine I didn’t get very much work done that day.
 

Darren was, in fact, slightly annoyed by my lateness but I didn’t really care. I spent most of the day in my cubicle staring at a CAD drawing of the building I was supposed to be working on. I didn’t do a lick of work.
 

When you’re calculating earthquake tolerances in design you don’t want to have your mind somewhere else. And boy was my mind ever somewhere else.
 

I spent what was left of the morning imagining Vanessa having sex with Thomas. The trouble was I had no idea about who he was or what he looked like. After an hour of trying to conjure up the mystery man I grabbed my phone and texted Vanessa.
 

What was he like?
 

I waited for what felt like an eternity before she texted back.
 

I told you. He was kind of a jock.
 

But this wasn’t enough. I wanted to know what he looked like, what his face was like, the shape of his body, all so I could superimpose it on the excruciating fantasy I wanted to play out in my mind.
 

It was like I needed to torture myself with the past by replaying it to dull its effects.
 

Tell me what he looked like.
 

This time Vanessa sent a link.
 

Here. Here’s a picture of him with his sales team. He’s the guy on the upper left corner.
 

My hands were shaking I was so freaked out. Still, I pressed the link and watched the screen of my phone go white as the browser popped up. Seconds ticked by, then a website popped up with a picture of smiling sales faces.
 

Apparently Thomas worked for one of the huge companies that sold salon products at the trade show Vanessa had attended.
 

I zoomed in. Upper left. There he was. Almost exactly like I’d pictured him.
 

Toothy grin, the kind superheros have in comic books. Big barrel chest with a double breasted suit. Black hair slicked back. Chiselled jaw.
 

He looked like he’d probably put on weight in the last few years the way we all do at desk jobs. But he was still packing plenty of high school football muscle.
 

The thought of his cock drilling into Vanessa’s sweet, tight pussy made me go numb.
 

“You alright there, Rick?”
 

Trevor’s question startled me and I dropped my phone on the floor. I swept it up just as quickly, trying to hide the screen so I didn’t get any questions about what I’d been looking at.
 

Trevor didn’t seem to care. He was giving me a weird look, though.
 

“What’s that?”
 

“I said are you alright? You look white as a ghost.”
 

“Um, yeah. Fine. Just fine.”
 

Trevor gave me one more quizzical look and shook his head. “Okay. If you say so.” He walked down the corridor towards his desk.
 

I turned my attention back to the phone. I stared at Thomas again, almost revelling in the way his smile made my stomach turn inside out.
 

Suddenly I had to know more. I had to know what he’d done to her, what she’d let him do. I had to know every single detail.
 

I grabbed my jacket and headed for the door.
 

“Uh, Richard?” Darren said as I walked past his desk.
 

“I’ve…I forgot I’ve got a doctor’s appointment.”
 

He narrowed his eyes and was about to say something else but I was already down the hall and pressing the elevator button.
 

I drove home gripping the steering wheel so hard my knuckles turned white. All I could think about was grinning Thomas pounding into my wife. I pulled into the driveway, shot up to the door and ran inside.
 

“Richard?” Vanessa’s voice floated in from the kitchen. “Is that you.”
 

I walked in to find her holding a knife with a pile of chopped carrots on a cutting board in front of her.
 

“Oh. It is you. What are you doing here? I texted you after the last message to find out if you were alright. Are you alright?” She set the knife down and walked over while wiping her hands on the apron she was wearing.
 

I was staring at her, no doubt looking like a raving lunatic from the way she was looking at me. “I want to know more,” I panted.
 

Vanessa furrowed her brow. “Want to know more? About…”
 

“About Thomas. About you and Thomas. I want to know everything. You have to tell me everything.” I was starting to sound as crazy as I must have looked.
 

Vanessa sighed. “Richard,” she began, shaking her head.
 

“No,” I said, clutching her shoulder. “I’m serious. I feel like it’s the only thing that’s going to help me get over this. I can’t stop thinking about him. I can’t stop thinking about the two of you. What you did. What he did to you.”
 

Vanessa looked skeptical at first. She gave it a moment of thought. “Richard, are you sure that’s what you want?”
 

I swallowed back the tightness that had gripped my throat and nodded. “I’m sure. I want to hear it all.”
 

She let out a sigh and sat down at the kitchen table just a few feet from where I’d fucked her face that morning. “What do you want me to say?” she asked.
 

“How did it happen. How did it start?”
 

“It started in the bar.”
 

“How?”
 

“You know how these things go. It was the last day. Everyone was letting loose. I had a few too many. He must have seen that. He came over and offered to buy me a drink. At first…at first I thought of saying ‘no.’ I don’t even know why I accepted. It just…it had been so long since I’d been on that end of the chase. It was kind of fun. Then I thought it’s just one drink. And I said yes.”
 

I stared at her as she spoke trying to find the truth, the real truth behind her words. Was that how she really felt? Or was she hot from the moment she saw him?
 

“We got to chatting and one drink led to another, then a third. Then he asked to walk me to my room.”
 

“And?” My jaw was clenched again.
 

“And I said yes.”
 

“And then?”
 

“And then, when we got there, he asked if he could come in.”
 

“And you just let him in?”
 

Vanessa shook her head. “I don’t know. I guess…I guess I thought that if something happened I would just never tell you. It would be no big deal. Nothing would change between us and I could go back to my old life.”
 

“But?”
 

“But…something changed.”
 

“When he fucked you?” I asked.
 

“Because he fucked me.”
 

God that stung.
 

“You remembered what it was like.”
 

Vanessa nodded.
 

“Tell me what he did to you.”
 

“Richard…”
“Tell me!” I snapped.
 

Vanessa flinched and leaned back in her chair.
 

I didn’t apologize this time.
 

“Fine,” she said. She traced her finger along the edge of the table as she collected her thoughts. “Once I’d let him in he spun me around and kissed me on the mouth. I guess he knew he was in.”
 

Oh God… “Go on. You kissed him back?”
 

“Yeah. I kissed him back.”
 

“How did that feel?”
 

“It felt…wrong. But in a good way.”
 

“Did it make your pussy wet?”
 

She eyed me for a long time before answering. “Yeah.”
 

I caught her eyes dart down towards my cock. “Then what?”
 

“Then…he told me to get undressed.”
 

“And you did?”
 

“I did.”
 

“Did he?” I asked.
 

“No. He stood and watched while I did.”
 

“And then?”
 

“Then he told me he wanted me on my knees.”
 

I was starting to get worried I was going to have a heart attack, my heart was beating so wildly. All of the blood had rushed out of my brain straight down into my cock.
 

“Then?”
 

Vanessa paused a few more seconds. “Then he pulled out his cock and fucked my face. The way you did this morning.”
 

An agonizing jealousy twisted through me at the thought of Thomas’ smiling mug as he punched the back of Vanessa’s throat with the head of his cock. “And you liked it, didn’t you?” I seethed.
 

Vanessa nodded, a little apologetically.
 

“Did he fuck you?”
 

Vanessa nodded again.
 

“How?”
 

“With my face down against the pillows and my ass up.”
 

My raging hard-on and the explosive cocktail of emotions rushing through me had me so wound up. I knew I needed to let off some pressure. Vanessa’s agreement came to mind. I glanced at the clock. Two-thirty. The boys wouldn’t be home for at least an hour. I looked at Vanessa again. “Lie down on the table. Pull your underwear down.”
 

Her eyes opened a little wider for a moment but once again, she didn’t object. She lay down on the table and hiked up her dress. Then she pulled her underwear down revealing her glistening slit.
 

The little slut was dripping wet. She’d gotten as turned on recounting the story as I had hearing it.
 

I didn’t waste any time. I whipped my cock out and pressed it against her pussy. Moisture seeped out of her. I slathered up some of the frothy goo onto my head before pressing into her.
 

She gasped, then grunted as I slid into her tight cunt, her nails clawing on the table.
 

I was a man possessed again. I started fucking her hard playing over and over in my mind the scene she’d described with Thomas.
 

I imagined him spilling his seed into her mouth and her swallowing it up. I imagined Vanessa staring back at him as he piled his cock into her pussy, the same pussy I was fucking now.
 

It all twisted together and squeezed my nuts and pretty soon I was sloshing around in my own cum inside Vanessa, some of it oozing out between us.
 

I shuddered off the rest of the orgasm and pulled my cock out of her. I was about to tuck it in when she slipped off the table, spun around and crouched in front of me.
 

I stared as she picked up my flagging cock, her underwear still down around her ankles. Her dress was still hiked up so that I had a clear view of my own cum that had started drooling out of her and landing in fat beads on the floor.
 

Vanessa slurped my cock into her mouth. She gave it a suck and as she did a cum fart splattered then hissed out of her pussy sending more of my cum spraying onto the floor. Vanessa gazed up into my eyes as she cleaned our juices off my cock.
 

When she was done, she lifted it up and licked my balls off, then stood up. She swiped at the corner of her mouth with a finger, then licked up the last drop of cum. “Does that feel better?” she asked.
 

I nodded. I was still confused as hell but it did feel a lot better.
 

“Good. I want to collect on my end of the bargain tomorrow.”
 

So much for feeling better. “What?”
 

Vanessa turned and walked back over to the counter, picked up her knife and started chopping carrots again. “I want to fuck someone tomorrow. Is that okay?”
 






Chapter 5

 


The boys came barrelling into the house at that moment which forced me to crawl out of my shock. I put on a good show but every few minutes would keep checking the clock. I couldn’t wait until I could be alone with Vanessa again.
 

Dinner was painful in that all I wanted to do was be there for the boys and listen to their stories about the day. All I could think of, though, was what Vanessa had said the moment before they came home.
 

When we finally got dishes washed and everyone put to bed I was dying to pick up where we’d left off.
 

She’d settled onto the couch with a book but I promptly picked it out of her hands and dragged her up the stairs.
 

“Richard, Again?” she asked with some disbelief as I closed the door behind us.
 

I shook my head. “You can’t just leave me hanging like that!” I snapped.
 

“Hanging?”
 

“You just told me you’re going to fuck someone tomorrow! Then you ask me if that’s okay and we can’t find five minutes to talk it out?”
 

She shook her there, a look of genuine confusion clouding her expression. “What’s there to talk about?”
 

The words took the wind right out of me. Of course she would think that. What was there to talk about? We’d made a deal, right? “Well…I just thought that…”
 

Vanessa smiled. “What? That you’d get to use me like a slut but then say ‘no’ when it came time for my end?”
 

“I…”
Vanessa shook her head as she walked up and put her hands on my chest. “Richard, it’s going to be fine. You’re going to be fine. It’s already happened once and we’re fine, right?”
 

Were we? Was I? I didn’t even know any more. “Who is it?” I managed to squeeze that much out.
 

Vanessa bit her lip and glanced to one side. “Is that part of the deal? Do I have to tell you? I guess we didn’t sort that out,” she muttered. “Do you really want to know?”
 

“Ugh, Vanessa! Of course!”
 

“Okay. It’s Thomas. He’s driving through town during the day tomorrow so he checked in.”
 

“And you…you…”
Vanessa shrugged. “I told him that’d be fine.”
 

I felt so helpless in that moment. Vanessa had the most innocent expression on her face, like it was no big deal what she’d just told me. What was worse was that there was nothing I could do to stop what had been set in motion.
 

Vanessa seemed determined to do this, to live this life. I could either divorce her or hang on and go along for the ride.
 

A thought occurred to me. “I want to watch.”
 

Vanessa scowled. “Wait, what?”
 

“I want to watch. Is he coming here? I can…” My eyes darted around the room and settled on the closet. “I can hide.” Looking back at Vanessa I found her shaking her head.
 

“Unh-uh. No,” she said.
 

“What? Why not?”
 

She kept shaking her head and sat down on the edge of the mattress. “That’s…weird. That’s…crazy. You can’t watch.”
 

“Why not?”
 

“What if you freak out?”
 

“I won’t. I promise. I’ll just stay quiet in the closet. He’ll never know.”
 

She scowled again but I could tell she was thinking about it.
 

Excitement and sheer terror at the notion that I might be able to watch another man have sex with my wife gripped me.
 

Vanessa looked at me, still unsure. “Are you sure you want to do this?”
 

“I’m positive. I feel…I feel like it’ll help. I need a way to deal with all this stuff.”
 

“How will watching me help you deal with anything?”
 

It was a good question. One I didn’t have an answer for. “I don’t know. I just…maybe if I can make it more real, if I can see it in real life, maybe it’ll stop torturing me so much. Or something.” I wasn’t sure. It sounded about right, though.
 

Vanessa sighed and looked around the room. She sat like that for a few minutes, thinking things through. Then she turned to look at me again. “Okay, but not a sound,” she said, pointing a finger at me.
 

“Not a sound.”
 

And that’s why I called in sick for work the next day. Instead, I sat on the bed staring into the bathroom as I watched Vanessa getting ready.
 

She really went all out. She put on lingerie, something she hadn’t done for years with me. She did her hair and put on makeup. All for another man. All for Thomas.
 

Or so I thought before she walked out into the bedroom. She raised her arms, palms up in a little ta-da. “What do you think?”
 

Something inside of me shifted as I realized that this didn’t have to be all for Thomas. This could be about us. “I think you look amazing,” I breathed.
 

Vanessa smiled. She walked over to where I was sitting and put her hand behind my head and pulled me close. She straddled me and sat down in my lap.
 

My hard cock pressed into her cunt.
 

Vanessa looked into my eyes. “You kind of like this, don’t you?” she said.
 

What could I say? My body couldn’t tell a lie. There was something about it that had really charged me up. Vanessa, my wife, was about to be unfaithful again. She was about to violate something between us, something that only we were supposed to share.
 

Or that’s what most people thought. The more I thought about it, the more I started to question whether that was right. I’d never been so turned on by and drawn to my wife. I’d never felt a passion for her the way I did now. All because she had slept with another man.
 

Even though that was supposed to be wrong, something about the way it was making me feel about her felt very, very right.
 

“Are you sure you’re not going to freak out and pop out of the closet in the middle of things? I don’t know if Thomas would like that,” she teased.
 

I shook my head. “It’s going to be fine.” And suddenly it felt like we were doing this together. We were getting ready for something, something that would change us and our relationship again. It felt like Vanessa sleeping with another man was going to push us closer, strange as that sounds.
 

“Okay. Well you better get in there,” she whispered, then leaned in and kissed me on the cheek. “He’s going to be here soon.” She slipped off my lap and stepped back.
 

I got up off the bed and walked over to the closet. I’d put a small stool in there and cleared out some of the clothes. I closed the door and adjusted my seat so I could see through the crack between the doors.
 

Vanessa giggled, shook her head, then winked at me before disappearing through the door.
 

It had just started to get hot in there when I heard the doorbell downstairs. My heart leaped into my throat and I struggled to get my breathing under control. I heard the sound of the door opening, the muffled voices coming up the stairs. Finally, I heard footsteps coming up and a moment later Vanessa walked into the room with Thomas in tow.
 

I hadn’t realized how big he actually was. I guess I just assumed the people in the picture on the website were short or something. He towered over Vanessa and she looked thin and so delicate next to him.
 

As she spun around to face him I saw her glance right at me and smile.
 

Thomas wasted no time. He cupped her chin in his meaty paw, pressed his lips against hers and shoved his tongue into her mouth. Wrapping his other arm around her he jerked her in closer until he could feel her curves against his body.
 

It was hard watching another man be so dominant with Vanessa. She melted under his spell, letting him plunge his tongue deep into her mouth.
 

After a while kissing her he pulled away, leaned down and took a deep whiff of her neck. “Fuck you smell good,” he growled. “Your husband at work?”
 

Vanessa giggled and nodded, turning her head to glance at the closet again.
 

Her laughing eyes lanced right into my heart.
 

“Good,” Thomas growled again. “On the bed and open those legs. I haven’t had breakfast yet.”
 

Vanessa obediently fell back onto the bed, laughing and spreading her legs.
 

I got a good view of her well toned calves flexing as she pointed her toes towards Thomas’ chest.
 

He got down on his knees and sniffed the air above her pussy again. “Fuck yeah,” he grunted. He peeled her underwear to one side with thick fingers and lowered his mouth towards her neatly trimmed bush.
 

As he started lapping at her pussy Vanessa transformed from a sweet, giggling girl to a lusty slut. Her upper lip curled in a snarl of pleasure as Thomas started hitting her sweet spots with his tongue.
 

It was a tantalizing but heart-wrenching site. Like crawling through porno's on the internet and suddenly stumbling onto one with your wife.
 

After some more licking Thomas threw his jacket off and unbuttoned his shirt. He climbed out of his pants and threw all the clothes into a pile in the corner.  He was a hairy dude with thick muscles covered in a layer of middle aged fat.
 

He still had his underwear on but I could clearly see the outline of his cock. The thing was long and thick like summer sausage.
 

Holy fuck.
 

He dropped back down to his knees but this time he shoved his middle finger into Vanessa’s well-lubed slit.
 

She sucked in a breath at the sensation.
 

He fingered her a few times, then pointed another finger at her and stuffed that into her, too.
 

Vanessa’s legs were still up in the air, swaying like saplings in the wind as he started to piston his fingers into her. He was on one knee like a quarterback shoving his fingers into Vanessa’s pussy fast and hard.
 

Vanessa started to mewl.
 

Thomas put a hairy paw on her abdomen to hold her down. Then he stood up and started to fuck her harder with his hand.
 

Vanessa craned her neck to watch him disappearing inside of her. When she started twisting and writhing on the bed I thought there might be something wrong. But a moment later it happened.
 

As she started to scream, Thomas yanked his fingers out of her cunt like he was starting a lawnmower.
 

A generous gush of clear liquid sprayed out of her pussy, splattered across his leg and splashed onto the carpet below. Vanessa continued to shriek and squirm.
 

As my eyes settled on the messy folds of her cunt, I saw the muscles in her pussy contracting and releasing, the dark eyelet that led to her insides shrinking and expanding as she came.
 

Thomas enjoyed the sights and sounds of her climax and after she’d finished coming, he sampled the taste. He dropped back down and lapped at her pussy some more, slurping up the dripping juices until she couldn’t stand it anymore and had to push him away.
 

He stood up and ordered her up by crooking the two fingers he’d used to fuck her.
 

Vanessa bounced up off the bed and immediately gulped the two fingers into her mouth. She pulled off them slowly, finishing the erotic gesture with a filthy sucking sound.
 

Thomas nodded towards his cock.
 

Vanessa slid down his body, her hands trailing through the hair on his chest. She peeled his underwear down and tucked a hand in to pull him out.
 

Watching her haul out his thick hose sent a shiver racing down my spine. He was uncut and dark purple veins crawled down the length of his shaft in crooked lines.
 

But Vanessa seemed as if she’d never laid eyes or hands on a more perfect work of art. Sitting on her haunches in front of him, she stroked his python to life until it was long and broad and hard in her hand.
 

Thomas put a fat thumb on her chin.
 

Her mouth popped open.
 

He stood a little taller to slip himself inside.
 






Chapter 6

 


Vanessa slurped Thomas’ cock into her mouth like a greedy slut. She stared up lovingly into his eyes the same way she had into mine.
 

I think I found this the most painful thing to watch. There was a connection between them as he gazed down at her sucking on his cock.
 

He put his hand on one side of her head as she hauled up and down his pole. She was just about to plunge him deeper into her throat when he pulled her off. “I don’t want that today,” he said, commanding her to spin around with a flick of his hand in the air.
 

Vanessa rolled around and got up on her hands and knees, staring back at him and offering her pussy and ass.
 

Thomas enjoyed the sight of her for a few moments, stroking himself with one hand and petting the curve of her ass with the other. He pried her cheeks apart, opening the puckered ring of muscle that led to her insides.
 

Her pussy was still drooling hot juice.
 

He swept his thumb along the entrance to her cunt and up until the tip of it was touching her ass hole.
 

Vanessa sucked in a breath and stiffened at his touch.
 

We had never had anal sex before and I’d never asked her if she had with anyone else. But from her expression it was pretty clear that even if she had, she wasn’t terribly comfortable with it.
 

Thomas noticed, too. He cracked a grin and twisted his thumb against her hole, pressing in slightly. “I take it hubby doesn’t use this hole?”
 

Vanessa blushed and shook her head, making her blonde waves dance along her shoulders.
 

Thomas slid the tip of his thumb in, up to the knuckle.
 

Vanessa grimaced and squirmed.
 

He chuckled at her discomfort. “Fuck that’s tight. I’m gonna use that sometime. Not today. Next time, maybe.”
 

A cold jealousy seeped through me at hearing him say “next time” as if it were a foregone conclusion that he was coming back.
 

He pulled his thumb out of her ass with a soft pop. “Get your face down,” he grunted.
 

Vanessa sank down onto the bed so that only her ass was swaying up in the air. From the way she had laid down I had the perfect view of her ass and if she turned, her eyes.
 

I wondered if she’d done that on purpose.
 

Thomas got up onto the bed on his knees, still massaging his cock. He pressed the bulbous head at her sloppy puss and lathered it up.
 

Vanessa turned.
 

Our eyes met.
 

I realized I was about to see what my wife’s face looked like when another man shoved his cock inside her.
 

Thomas leaned forward.
 

Vanessa’s pussy welcomed him in with a sticky smack, like someone smacking their lips after a good meal. Vanessa gasped, her mouth open. She was staring right into my eyes.
 

Thomas put one hand on her ass and the other behind his back. He shoved the rest of his cock into her with a rough, rutting sound.
 

Vanessa’s expression dissolved into agonized pleasure as a moan escaped her open mouth.
 

I don’t think I’ll ever be able to feel with the same intensity I did that day. I think it might kill me if I knew it was coming. Every possible emotion I could have seemed to be rushing through me at once.
 

I was so turned on and hard but there was an anger laced through those sensations that cut to my very core. I couldn’t believe I was letting this happening, far less that I was watching as it did.
 

But once again my body would not lie. My cock was straining to burst out of my pants. I would have done anything to pump myself to an orgasm as I watched but I didn’t dare risk alerting Thomas to the fact I was there. So I sat still as he fucked my wife.
 

He took his time at first. His thick cock slid in and out of her slowly slathered in her clear juice. He stared down at it, enjoying the sight of it plunging into her insides.
 

When he’d had enough of that, he put his other hand on her ass and started to fuck her more roughly.
 

The bed began to shake as Vanessa’s panting twisted into a mewl. Her tits were bouncing beneath her chest, slapping against each other with each of his thrusts.
 

Thomas was staring at her winking ass hole. He reached forward and grabbed her arms and brought them back, never losing the rhythm of his fuck. He slapped a hand on either side of her ass and pulled them apart. “Like that,” he said between pants. “Keep ‘em spread you little slut.”
 

Vanessa did as he ordered, keeping her ass cheeks spread so he could stare into her insides. It wasn’t long before the mewl strained higher into a long rising moan.
 

Her body began to shake beneath him and I could tell she was having a hard time holding onto her ass.
 

“Of fuck that pussy gets tight when you’re about to come. Hang on. I’m almost there.”
 

That was another punch to my gut.
 

Hang on. I’m almost there.
 

Spoken by the man that was about to unload his sperm into my wife.
 

A terrible thought occurred to me then. Vanessa was on birth control but no method of birth control is certain. What if Thomas was potent enough to pierce the defensive barrier of her birth control? What if he had so much seed that one of them got through?
 

What would it feel like if another man’s child were growing in her belly? If I had to live that reality every day?
 

At that moment Vanessa shrieked, the same way she had when he’d fingered her and in a way she never had with me. She was coming all over his cock.
 

Thomas grunted, shoved his cock deep inside her and began to unload.
 

From where I was sitting I could only make out the root of his muscle and his nuts. They were drawing up close to his body as his impaled breeding pole delivered its hot and potent load into Vanessa’s soft flesh.
 

I remembered the way her pussy had been seizing up after her fingering and I imagined it was doing much the same now. Like the silky muscles of her throat caressing the head of my cock, coaxing the cum out, her pussy was performing the same function. Squeezing the cum out of Thomas’ thick shaft and drawing it up into her own body as deep as it would go.
 

The whole thing blew my mind.
 

Thomas fucked out the tail end of his orgasm with Vanessa shuddering beneath him.
 

She opened her eyes and looked straight at me. Just as quickly she propped herself up on both hands and started pushing him away and out of her.
 

“Hey, what gives?” Thomas asked. “I’m not quite done here,” he said, still stroking his cock with her sheath.
 

“Yeah, you are,” Vanessa said giving him a shove. “You’ve got to go. Sometimes my husband comes home for lunch.”
 

Thomas’ eyes went wide. “The fuck?” he asked, scrambling off the bed. He wasn’t such a tough guy now.
 

I nearly burst into laughter although I had no idea what Vanessa was doing.
 

As his cock fell out of her she rolled onto her back, cupping her hand against her defiled cunt. She watched him hop around the room as he got dressed.
 

“Why the hell didn’t you tell me your husband comes home sometimes?” he grunted, struggling to get his shoe on.
 

“Just don’t worry about it. Let me know next time you’re coming through town.”
 

Thomas shook his head as he buttoned the top buttons of his shirt. “Crazy bitch,” he muttered on his way out the bedroom door.
 

And then he was gone.
 

Vanessa turned to look at me.
 

I literally burst out of that closet and into the room.
 






Chapter 7

 


Vanessa stared at me with hungry eyes as I tore off my clothes. I was going to make her mine again.
 

I glanced at her hands and wondered what the hell she was doing holding herself? I tore my shirt off and shoved my pants down, then kicked them off and stumbled towards the bed.
 

Vanessa finally let go of her pussy as I sank between her legs. Her arms came up around my neck. Her eyes were wide and wild. “Oh my God, Richard,” she whispered. “That was so hot!”
 

The head of my cock pressed against her pussy. I felt the trickle of Thomas’ deposit run down over the head of my cock. I shuddered at the sensation. 
 

It sent my mind reeling. This was another man’s cum inside my wife. She had just been as intimate with him as any two people could get and he left his seed inside her.
 

And now I was going to follow him in.
 

“Get into me, Richard!” Vanessa hissed, clutching my ass to get me to shove my cock into her.
 

I didn’t need more invitation. Pushing through the confused blur of what I was supposed to be feeling about all this, I drove my cock into my wife.
 

The trickle of Thomas’ seed turned to a gush and I finally realized why Vanessa had been holding herself. She’d been holding him in. For me.
 

I immediately burst into a frantic fucking. Each thrust sent more sperm squirting out of her and oozing over my cock and balls. I looked down between our bodies to see the mess we were making.
 

Vanessa’s pussy clamped down on my cock. She dug her claws into my shoulders in a way she never had before and screamed. Really screamed. The monster of an orgasm that was rocking through her looked like it was going to tear her apart.
 

I didn’t last much longer. As Vanessa finished with hers I lunged at her with a violent thrust, pressing myself deep into her insides as my cock began to spurt.
 

The climax wiped my mind into a blissful blank slate. Only the white-hot pleasure coursing through me mattered. I wished I could stay there forever.
 

Coming off that high wasn’t pleasant. I started fucking again, clawing at it, begging it to come back. All I wanted was to be back there again. But there was no going back.
 

I lanced Vanessa with a few more lazy thrusts before rolling off to one side.
 

The two of us lay side by side catching our breath and staring at the ceiling.
 

A bit of the unpleasantness started to creep back into my thoughts. What were we doing? What the hell had I just done? What kind of a man lets his wife sleep with another guy, then gets off on it?
 

One look at Vanessa smiling at me made all of that fade. She looked…ecstatic!
 

“Oh my God, Richard!” she squealed, then curled up into the crook of my arm.
 

My heart was pounding. She was right, it had been incredibly hot. Everything about it, watching her with Thomas, sinking into her body afterwards, the sizzle of guilt and jealousy threading through the whole thing.
 

But could we really just…admit that? Had Vanessa always harbored this desire for a kinky sex life and hid it from me for our whole marriage?
 

“What’s wrong?” She was staring up at me, her hand pressed to my cheek.
 

“I…I don’t know. Should we…I just…” I was a sputtering mess.
 

“Come on, Richard! You’re not going to tell me you didn’t think that was the hottest thing we’ve ever done?”
 

I sighed. “It was really hot,” I said with a smile.
 

“I can’t…I mean, I just didn’t know that our sex could feel like that. And you watching me from the closet? Oh my God I came just thinking about it!”
 

Vanessa was babbling like a kid at Christmas talking about the presents under the tree.
 

And this was certainly some present.
 

I did my best to join in and share her excitement. She was making this about us, after all, and I liked that. But doubt kept clouding my thoughts.
 

While this had been an exciting departure from our normally mediocre sex life, it felt like a dangerous one, too. Maybe it was the engineer in me, always planning ahead, but I couldn’t help but wonder what life would be like after this strange new chapter had finished.
 

Could we go back to the way things were after something like this? Could we ever just be the old Vanessa and Richard again?
 

We cuddled for a while longer but it got late and I started to worry that the kids were going to get home.
 

Vanessa danced to the bathroom and I heard her humming as she got into the shower.
 

I did my best not to brood too much.
 

The afternoon rushed by in a whirl of dishes and homework and laughter and before I knew it we were getting ready for bed.
 

Vanessa seemed exhausted so I left her to herself as she tucked herself under the covers with a book.
 

Sleep came surprisingly quickly. The next morning was the usual hectic routine but I could feel there was something different about me and something different between us. Not necessarily in a bad way.
 

I’d been worried about going to work, that it might be too hard to do or that I’d want to stay back and talk to Vanessa instead. But I find the prospect of going and crunching some numbers refreshing. It would be a good break from all the introspection I’d been doing.
 

Vanessa had a couple of clients that day anyways. I gave her a kiss and a smile on the way out the door and got into the car.
 

Work passed quickly. The two days I’d spent away had really put on the pressure as now we were two days behind schedule and Darren was starting to get a little frantic.
 

Halfway through the day I realized I was going to have to put in some extra time to get the calculations on the building done. I texted Vanessa not to wait with dinner.
 

:-( Get your butt home quick though, I’ve got a surprise!
 

Of course my heart leaped into my throat because with everything that had been happening who knew what the surprise would be. Still, I managed to set the message aside, not be a crazy person, and get some work done.
 

By the time seven o’clock rolled around Darren walked in and thanked me for the OT.
 

I told him I’d stay late again tomorrow to catch up.
 

When I got home the boys were already in bed and Vanessa was nursing a glass of wine curled up on the couch. I set my briefcase down and sank down next to her.
 

“Long day?” she asked with a smile.
 

“Long day,” I replied. “How’d the clients go?”
 

Vanessa set her book and wine glass down on the side table. “Pretty good. One was a cut and color so that took a while. The other one was new. She seemed happy. Older woman. You know the kind that might get her hair done every week?”
 

“You like those, right?”
 

“My purse does. But anyways, never mind about that. Do you want your surprise?”
 

I’d nearly forgotten about her text from earlier that day. The mention of it was like a shot of caffeine into my tired body. I sat up, a little stiff.
 

Vanessa laughed. “Relax! It’s nothing bad!” She took a sip of her wine and set the glass back down. “I got my parents to take the kids this weekend.”
 

“Okay…” I replied.
 

“And I did a little research in between appointments.”
 

“About?”
 

“Well, it turns out this is a whole thing, Richard.”
 

“What’s a whole thing?”
 

“Guys getting…you know, excited about sharing their wives.” Her eyes were wide and bright with excitement.
 

The word sharing knotted my stomach. “Okay…” I said, sounding more than a little apprehensive.
 

Vanessa shot me a funny look. She curled up close and listened up the stairs to make sure the kids weren’t sneaking around. “Come on, Richard,” she whispered, squeezing my arm. “Don’t tell me you didn’t have a great time yesterday?”
 

I was starting to feel a little off. “Of course I had fun…”
 

“So? What’s the matter?”
 

I wasn’t really sure. Something about this just didn’t feel right. “You really want to know?”
 

Vanessa’s expression grew serious. “Of course I do.” She gave my arm another squeeze.
 

I caught a faint whiff of the Merlot on her breath.
 

“Okay. Here’s the long and the short of it. You came home from the show and told me you cheated on me. Any normal guy would be pissed. Then you tell me you don’t like our sex life. I feel like I should have been more hurt by that. Then you tell me you want to sleep with other men?”
 

“We made a deal, remember?” Her hand slid down the front of my shirt towards my lap.
 

I politely set it aside. “No, Ness. Not now. I think it’s more important that we talk.”
 

She just managed not to pout. She folded her arms across her chest.
 

“Look, all I’m saying is that this is a lot for me to deal with all at once. I just watched you fuck another…”
 

“Quiet,” she hushed. “Who knows if they’re sleeping up there,” she said, glancing at the stairs.
 

I lowered my voice. “I just watched you fuck another man yesterday. You mind if I take some time to come to terms with that?”
 

She opened her mouth but paused. Her eyes moved down over the blankets as she thought about what I’d said. Finally, she sighed. “Oh, Richard. I’m sorry. You’re right.”
 

Her sullen expression got me feeling bad for making her feel bad. I reached out and touched her arm. “You don’t have to be sorry. I’m just…I’m just trying to find a way through this that’ll work for us both. Now what about my surprise?”
 

Vanessa glanced at me, then shook her head. “Forget it. In fact, I should just call my folks and tell them that we’ll keep the boys. We can go to a movie or something.”
 

“Wait, what? That doesn’t seem fair. Why don’t I get my surprise just because I told you how I felt?”
 

“Just never mind,” she said, looking away and taking a glug of her wine.
 

I put my hand on her lap. I hated when she got like this. I could never resist the urge to coax her out of these moods whenever she fell into them. “Nessa. Come on.”
 

She let out an exasperated sigh. “I said forget it, alright?”
 

“Just tell me why?” I asked.
 

“Because it had to do with that thing.”
 

“What thing?”
 

“Oh God, the stupid hotwife thing, alright?” she snapped.
 

Hotwife. Okay. I guess the thing had a name now. A shiver travelled down my spine at the thought that Vanessa had spent part of her day thinking about sleeping with another man. It settled in my cock and made it start to rise.
 

There didn’t seem to be a good way out of this. She was annoyed that her surprise hadn’t worked out the way she’d wanted it to. I knew it was too late in the evening to talk her out of her bad mood and into revealing what it was she’d planned.
 

There was, however, one thing I could do.
 

“Alright. Fine. I’m sorry I put you in a bad mood,” I said.
 

“Forget it,” she said, dismissing my apology with a wave.
 

“I wasn’t finished.”
 

Vanessa turned her head to stare at me, a little stunned. I never talked like that.
 

“Like I said, I’m sorry you’re in a bad mood but as far as I understand our deal still stands. I’m tired so get upstairs and wait for me. I want to fuck.”
 

I wasn’t sure whether her expression was furious or aroused or both. Probably both. She looked like she wanted to slap me. Her eyes narrowed slightly, almost as if to say “it’s on.”
 

This part, I had to admit, was kind of fun. A deal was a deal, after all.
 

Vanessa swept the blanket off her lap, stood up and walked stiffly towards the stairs. She turned around and shot me a furious look. “I’ll be waiting upstairs when you’re ready.”
 

I took my time. I went to the kitchen, poured a glass of wine and sipped it. I savoured the way Vanessa’s submission mixed with the warm buzz of the wine to make my whole body hum.
 

After I’d finished my wine I walked quietly up the stairs and slipped into the bedroom.
 

Vanessa was lying naked on the bed. She watched me as I walked closer, then began to undress. Her expression had softened but not by much. She still looked mildly bored.
 

Like a whore about to do a job.
 

“Come over here and suck my cock,” I said quietly.
 

Vanessa rolled onto her hands and knees and crawled over to the foot of the bed. She kept her eyes on me, looking like she was daring me go through with this.
 

A bolt of adrenaline shot through me at what this meant. A deal was a deal, after all, and I was pretty sure that Vanessa was going to follow through with her little surprise after all. If for no other reason than to pay me back for this.
 

I decided to let future me worry about that. Right now I wanted to enjoy my slut of a wife.
 

Vanessa got up on all fours and crawled over. She stared right at me the whole time, her gaze boring deep into me. Without any foreplay at all she wrapped her lips around my cock and started to suck me off.
 

We normally worked up to things like this and see her being so nonchalant about sucking my dick, like she was sucking a lollipop, was a real turn on.
 

I made her suck me for a while before telling her to turn around.
 

She did what I asked and spread her legs offering me a glistening tight snatch.
 

I was so worked up and turned on that I plowed right in.
 

Vanessa accepted my intrusion with a grunt. She barely reacted as I fucked her, really just letting me use her hole as if it were a fleshlight. It was such an exhilarating feeling, knowing that I had her at my disposal whenever I wanted.
 

The tiny, tight ring of her ass hole was winking at me as I fucked. I wondered if Vanessa would let me take the game that far? I reached out and brushed my thumb against it.
 

Vanessa’s head jerked back. Our eyes met. She was surprised but hadn’t said anything yet. She looked shocked, like she wanted to say something but had stopped herself.
 

Then, in a blistering display of submission, she lay her face down on the bed. As if she were offering me that back hole.
 

Well, that did it. I yanked my cock out of her and choked it with a fist as the first hot gush of seed sprayed across her ass. I pumped out my orgasm staring at her ass hole and dreaming of how tight it would feel around my dick.
 

When I’d finished Vanessa lay down on her stomach on the bed.
 

It took quite a while to catch my breath after I was done. Every so often I’d steal a glance at Vanessa’s ass and back, splattered with cum.
 

She didn’t seem to care. After a while she turned her head to look at me with her sleepy eyes. “That was fun,” she said, biting a lip and smiling. “I’m sorry I got cranky before.”
 

My stomach tightened. I had a feeling this was going to be the big reveal. “It’s okay. You gonna tell me about your surprise now?”
 

“Oh you bet I am.”
 

I stiffened on the bed, as if my body needed to brace for what she had in store. “Shoot,” I said, playing it as cool as I could.
 

“Well like I told you, I did a little research on this kink. How would you feel about me watching me fuck a big, black stud?” She lifted an eyebrow and one corner of her mouth curled up.
 

My cock bounced to life.
 






Chapter 8

 


I guess she’d found a forum where people went to hook up, couples that were into this kind of lifestyle.
 

Of course the first place my mind went was that there was no way I was letting a stranger into our house.
 

Vanessa had already thought of that. She’d booked a hotel on the other end of town.
 

That was a relief but also a worry. It meant she was really doing this, she was really going to go through with it.
 

Vanessa had another surprise in store for me. When I got home that Friday the kids were already gone and there was soft jazz playing on the stereo. The smell of her vodka cream sauce bubbling on the stove wafted through the house.
 

She greeted me in an apron that covered a skimpy white skirt and a tight white top. She’d put on bright red lipstick that matched the bright red heels she was wearing. She gave me a peck on the cheek. “Come inside and get your martini.” By her mood it seemed she’d already had one.
 

“Hey,” I said, turning her back towards me and pulling her close. “What’s all this about?”
 

She shrugged playfully. “Not every girl’s got a man who’ll let her fuck anyone she wants.”
 

It was a bit of a punch in the gut. Vanessa didn’t really talk like that, at least not the Vanessa I knew. Although I was discovering there was a whole lot more to her than I’d seen it was still a little weird hearing the mother of my kids talk like that.
 

“Does that sting a little? Hearing me say that?” she asked.
 

I searched her eyes. She was definitely figuring this whole thing out. Watching me for what would get me going. It was a little disarming but a very hot.
 

“I guess,” I replied.
 

“But in kind of a good way, right?” she asked.
 

I nodded.
 

“Okay,” she said. “That’s good to know. Now come on. I just made that martini and it’s going to get warm.”
 

We had a couple of drinks before she served dinner. She’d hit the cream sauce right on the nose this time and I couldn’t help but have two helpings. We lingered over wine after dinner as the candles burned down.
 

“You going to make me your little slut again tonight?” Vanessa asked, slurring her words a little.
 

I smiled. I was certainly looking forward to having sex with her again. We hadn’t had this much sex in years and it felt amazing. I didn’t know about the slut part, though. As fun as it was now and again, I missed some intimacy when we did that.
 

“How about we just make love instead?” I asked.
 

Vanessa’s smile faltered for just a split second. “Sure,” she said, nodding to hide what was obviously her disappointment.
 

We finished our wine. I held onto Vanessa’s hips as we teetered up the stairs together.
 

Once we got into the bedroom she turned around for a kiss.
 

I pressed my lips against hers and pushed my tongue into her mouth. I could practically feel her neediness through the kiss.
 

She was hot, horny and hungry to be dominated.
 

I wanted to make her happy. So instead of doing what I told her I was going to and making love, I put a hand on her chin and pulled her away.
 

Her body seemed to change shape as she sucked in a breath at the rough gesture. Her eyes were suddenly alert and ready for my next move.
 

“Get your fucking clothes off and my cock into your mouth.”
 

Vanessa kicked off her heels and wiggled out of the top and skirt. She wasn’t wearing a bra and her tits came tumbling out as soon as she peeled the top off. She stepped out of her underwear and sank to her knees in front of me.
 

As soon as she’d pulled my cock out she gobbled it up. Looking up like an obedient slave girl, she started hauling on it to get it hard.
 

It wasn’t exactly what I’d had in mind but it was still hot as fuck.
 

Once she’d sucked me hard I grabbed a fistful of her hair. Not too rough, but not too gently either, and pulled her off.
 

She looked up at me with the most adoring eyes. She really did like it rough.
 

“On your knees on the bed,” I ordered.
 

She scrambled up right away.
 

I eyed her dripping pussy as I took off my own clothes. My eyes wandered up to her ass hole. The sight of it made my cock flex.
 

Gripping another fistful of hair, I gave it a yank.
 

Vanessa gasped.
 

I pointed the head of my cock at her pussy. Something changed my mind. I slid my thumb up and down her wet slit instead, then up towards her ass.
 

Vanessa’s body tightened and she turned her head back. There was a streak of wild fear in her expression.
 

I stared right into her eyes. A second past. Then ten. A powerful lust surged through me at our battle of wills, at how the power that had always been so balanced between us seemed to be shifting towards me in that moment.
 

Vanessa gave in. She looked away.
 

My cock throbbed at her submission. I pushed my thumb into her tight ass hole and watched her wince in discomfort. “You really ready to follow through on our deal?” I asked.
 

It took a few moments before Vanessa nodded.
 

My cock was rock hard.
 

I worked the rest of my thumb into her ass, until my fingers were flat against her fleshy cheeks. Then I pressed my cock to her pussy and shoved it in.
 

She gasped and bucked forward at the sudden intrusion.
 

As I slid into her I felt the outline of my thumb against the thin membrane between her pussy and ass.
 

Hot juice oozed out of her.
 

I started to fuck her slowly.
 

She twisted, trying to find a comfortable position with my thumb that deep up her ass. After a few dozen thrusts she seemed to find it and started to push back.
 

Suddenly her pussy and ass began squeezing around me and I felt her tremble. “Oh God…” The words came out as a breathy moan. Her bucking got harder as she ground herself against me. Her pussy started to slurp and splat as it drooled hot juice onto my cock.
 

My nuts tightened up. I closed my eyes. I wanted…no, I needed to fuck her ass. I relaxed and tried not to come.
 

“Fuck, Richard, you’re…you’re…you’re going to make me fucking come!” Almost as soon as the words had left her lips another powerful tremor rippled through her.
 

The sight of flesh twisting in front of me and the sound of her scream pushed me closer to the edge. It was all I could do not to spew inside her as she rode out her orgasm on my cock.
 

As soon as she was done I yanked my shaft out, then pulled my thumb from her ass. It was gaping wider than it normally did but it didn’t look nearly big enough to accommodate my cock. Still, I pressed the head of it against the closing hole.
 

“Richard,” she whispered, breathless. “It’s to dry. Can you…” She didn’t finish the sentence. Instead, she turned her head and glanced at her ass.
 

Her filthy suggestion spawned a greedy hunger inside me. I dropped to my knees. The dank musk of her back hole filled my nostrils. I spat. A fat glob landed right above her ass hole.
 

Leaning forward, I closed my lips around her ass and began to lick.
 

“Holy fuck…” Vanessa moaned. Her pussy squeezed with another nasty slurping sound.
 

The taste of darkness slid along my tongue as I pushed it into her. I reached up and found her clit with my fingers and began to rub.
 

Vanessa started to shake. “Jesus!” she cried.
 

It only took another thirty seconds of fucking her ass with my tongue and slapping her clit before I felt her sphincter squeeze so tight I thought it was going to pop my tongue off. She screamed, trembled, then collapsed on her belly on the bed.
 

I was on top of her like a hungry animal. Her pussy was leaking and now her ass was a frothing mess, too. I pointed my cock straight at it and drove myself inside.
 

Pleasure seared through me as she took me into her hot, tight, lubricated back hole.
 

Her pained moan tightened my nuts.
 

I looked down and soaked in the sight of my dominance over her, my cock balls deep inside her ass. That did it. I pulled out and slammed back in as the damn broke.
 

As I thundered into her, plundering her virgin hole, cum pressed out from between us. I dumped such a load into her that it started spurting out in hot glops.
 

Vanessa rewarded me with a contented moan. She reached back and spread her cheeks apart.
 

I had never felt her be more mine.
 

I stayed inside her until I was soft then pulled gently out. I fell down onto the bed beside her. The whole thing felt almost magical as she looked at me and smiled.
 

“Happy?” she asked.
 

I nodded.
 

Her smile widened a little. “Good. You can think of that when I’ve got a big black cock stuffed inside me tomorrow night.”
 

A delicious terror gripped my heart.
 






Chapter 9

 


The hotel was kind of a dive. Well, it was a dive. It seemed like Vanessa had searched out the seediest place she could find for her sordid soiree.
 

We got there early, had a few drinks and watched some shitty TV while we waited. At eight o’clock someone knocked at the door.
 

Vanessa was wearing her bathrobe so I got up and opened the door while she stayed on the bed. I was greeted by the sight of a pretty big black guy. He was about a head taller than me with skin so dark it nearly shone in the moonlight.
 

He gave me a nod. “Vanessa?”
 

For a moment I was too stunned to speak. “Uh…I…I’m not…” I heard Vanessa giggling behind me.
 

Black dude raised an eyebrow. “Yeah. I know you’re not. She inside?” he asked looking past me.
 

“Oh…right. Yeah.” My heart was pounding and my palms had started to sweat. I managed to pull myself together enough to step to one side and let him in.
 

He stalked past me and into the room and I shut the door behind him.
 

Vanessa was eyeing him with a sultry smile.
 

He glanced between the two of us a few times. “Let me guess. First time?”
 

Vanessa laughed on the bed and shook her head.
 

Her laughter stung a little but with a pleasant edge.
 

“First time black,” Vanessa said. She licked her lips.
 

Black dude nodded. “Nice. I’m Alex.”
 

Alex? Not what I’d expected.
 

He reached out to and we shook hands. He had a firm but not overpowering grip which was somehow reassuring. He smiled. “Little nervous?” he asked, most likely because of my sweaty palm.
 

“Little bit. I’m Rick.”
 

“Nice to meet you, Rick. Is that booze I smell?”
 

“Uh, yeah. You want a drink?”
 

“Yeah. Always helps smooth things out.”
 

The whole interaction was oddly normal. He even came across as kind of a good guy. Which made me feel bad as soon as I thought it. What had I expected? A thug? I glanced at Vanessa.
 

She shot me a smile. “Why don’t you get the man a drink? Sit down Alex.” She seemed completely at ease with the whole situation. So at ease that it was a little unnerving.
 

I walked over to the little table in the corner and poured Alex a vodka soda.
 

“You want to hear something funny?” Vanessa asked.
 

I didn’t realize she was asking me until I turned around. “Uh, sure.”
 

“Alex is a divorce attorney.”
 

I nearly tripped and spilled the drink all over him. I managed to regain my balance and keep the liquid in the cup.
 

Alex chuckled. “Should’ve waited to tell him that,” he said, taking the cup and taking a sip.
 

I gave Vanessa a nervous glance.
 

“No, sweetie. He’s not here to make you sign anything,” she teased. “I just think it’s funny that a divorce attorney does this as his hobby. Don’t you?”
 

I wasn’t sure what the hell to think. The whole thing was so surreal. “Uh, yeah. Sure.”
 

Alex smiled again. “That’s quite a wife you’ve got there.” His eyes roamed down Vanessa’s body.
 

Something seemed odd. “Do you two…know each other?” I asked.
 

Vanessa smiled at Alex. “We chatted a little online.”
 

Her answer jabbed me in the gut. Of course it was better than if she’d said “yes,” but the notion that her and Alex had been chatting, that she’d casually been planning this, most likely while I was at work, knocked me off balance again. I took a seat in the chair by the table.
 

“So listen,” Alex said, slamming the rest of his vodka and setting the cup on the floor. “You can still call this off now. But once we get going I’m gonna finish up. I don’t like to blue-ball my way home if you know what I’m saying.”
 

I nodded.
 

Vanessa smiled.
 

“You on any kind of birth control?” he asked.
 

Vanessa’s smile twisted a little. “Actually…”
 

Actually?
 

Actually?!?
 

Actually what?!?
 

Alex raised an eyebrow.
 

“…my prescription ran out.”
 

My jaw dropped open.
 

“Shit,” Alex muttered. “I didn’t bring any rubber.”
 

“Well…it’ll be okay, right? You can pull out?”
 

My stomach did another little dance. “Uh…” was all I managed to grunt.
 

“Alright,” Alex replied, already standing and undoing his pants. “If you’re cool with that. I’m cool.”
 

Holy fuck. “Uh guys…”
 

Vanessa looked at me with an innocent but pointed stare that stopped me in mid-sentence. I could read exactly what she was trying to say. A deal was a deal, after all.
 

She’d let me take her ass the night before.
 

Now it was her turn.
 

“You cool?” Alex asked. He’d paused his undress.
 

This time it was me who looked away from Vanessa’s stare and down at the ground. It wasn’t quite humiliation that I felt but it was an emotion that started in the same place.
 

I knew that the safe thing to do, the right thing to do, was to call this off. But there was something titillating, something electrifyingly dangerous about what she was proposing. Something that stirred my cock to life. “I’m cool.”
 

Alex nodded. “Cool.” He resumed undressing. “Come on white girl,” he said, smiling at Vanessa. “Let’s see what you got.” His accent had changed, was more relaxed, more vernacular. Almost like he was playing a part for my benefit.
 

Vanessa swung her long legs off the bed and stood up. She shrugged the robe off and suddenly the full majesty of her naked body was on display.
 

“Damn, girl,” Alex purred.
 

Vanessa smirked. She looked so comfortable standing there. Her chest was puffed out, nipples already hard and ready. She was standing on the balls of her feet which made her ass and thighs flexed and taut.
 

A sharp jolt of adrenaline shot through me at the thought that Alex’s powerful black body would soon be buried between her legs.
 

I stole glances at him as he undressed.
 

His shirt came off revealing a well-muscled chest and thick arms. His six-pack was clearly outlined with not an ounce of fat anywhere on him. Not like Thomas who had a layer of fat over his muscle.
 

Alex dropped his pants then pulled off his boxers.
 

This caused both Vanessa and I to stare at the thick, black python that hung between his legs. Behind it swung two heavy testicles that wouldn’t have out of place on a bull.
 

“Wow,” Vanessa whispered. “As promised.”
 

Alex chuckled. “You like a black stick in the mouth?” he asked, hauling his cock up to offer it to Vanessa.
 

Fuck.
 

I’d spent the day imagining what it would be like being in the same room with her and the man that was going to fuck her. No amount of imagination could have prepared me for this.
 

She cheerily bounced over and sank down to her knees. “Holy shit, Richard, would you look at the size of this thing?”
 

I looked at her sideways as she lifted his hose next to her face. It was a dark and veiny thing and Vanessa’s fingers couldn’t fully circle around it.
 

“It’s alright man. No shame in looking. That’s why you’re here, right?”
 

With Alex’s reassurance I turned my head to look directly at them. I watched her delicate white fingers glide along the hardening black flesh.
 

She was staring at me and smiling. “Everything you imagined it would be?” she asked. She smacked her cheek with his dick and giggled again.
 

Alex laughed.
 

I stared in awe at the sight, my cock hardening in my lap.
 

“Open that pretty little mouth,” Alex said.
 

Vanessa looked up at him with adoring eyes and slowly parted her lips.
 

Alex took himself in hand and began to feed her inch after inch of his cock. Inch by inch he slipped inside her, invading her mouth with his thickening muscle until a filthy gurgle betrayed that the head of it had kissed the back of her throat.
 

Alex paused, twisted his cock a little in her mouth, then put a hand on either side of her head.
 

My insides twisted.
 

“That’s it baby. Take a little more.” 
 

Vanessa gagged again but relaxed her throat.
 

Alex groaned as he worked himself in.
 






Chapter 10

 


I watched Vanessa’s throat stretch to accommodate Alex’s girth. Her face began to turn red.
 

Alex kept plowing into her until there was only an inch of his cock outside. “Ugh, fuck,” he grunted. Just as slowly, he pulled himself out.
 

His cock sprang out of her face covered in her spit.
 

Vanessa gasped and sucked in a lungful of air. She began panting and wrapped both hands around his now stiff meat. She stared at it with hungry eyes, her tongue hanging out, her whole body desperate to have it back inside.
 

Alex made her wait before stepping back up.
 

This time she slurped it into her mouth and started sucking on the head. Her cheeks hollowed as her lips formed a tight seal around his dick.
 

Alex stared down at her. He’d let go of her head so she could start bobbing back and forth on him.
 

As she sucked, Vanessa choked the base of his cock with her fists and pumped.
 

All I could do was gape at the filthy scene unfolding before me. My wife seemed desperate to taste his cum.
 

Vanessa reached between his legs and palmed his balls, rolling them around in her hand. She squeezed, making Alex grunt. His reaction excited her and she gave him another squeeze. She looked up at him and moaned through the mouthful of cock.
 

As this went on Alex started thrusting gently into her mouth. The muscles in his ass started to tighten.
 

I could tell the moment Vanessa tasted the first drop of pre-cum that oozed out because she started gobbling him down even harder.
 

It wasn’t long before I saw his shaft stiffen.
 

“Here it comes, baby,” Alex said.
 

His seeding muscle flexed.
 

Vanessa’s eyes popped open at the first gush of hot seed. In between head bobs she began to swallow, drinking up his ejaculate and sending it churning into her belly.
 

When the last of it had drained out of him she popped off of his cock, cum still swimming in her mouth, and offered him the view by pushing her tongue out.
 

Then, like a pro porn star, she closed her lips and made an exaggerated scene out of swallowing the last of his load. Finally, she opened again as proof of what she’d done.
 

“Fuck,” Alex said with a shudder. “Lucky fucking guy. Come on, baby. Let’s see that sweet pussy.”
 

Vanessa looked like a drunk girl in love as she climbed up onto the bed, cat-like, staring back at him with sultry eyes. Her cunt was a glistening sliver of pink flesh, the pearl of her clit peeking out, engorged with lust.
 

“You like eating pussy?” Alex said.
 

Looking at him I realized he was talking to me. I swallowed some of the saliva that had pooled in my mouth from staring at Vanessa suck him off, then nodded.
 

“Go on then, brother. I need a minute.”
 

I turned to see Vanessa smiling at me. She swayed her pear-shaped ass from side to side and winked.
 

So, I got up, crossed the room and sank to my knees to worship her soaked pussy with Alex standing behind me.
 

I gave it one long, slow lick and dipped my tongue into her honeyed folds before sweeping back down and slurping up her bud.
 

She tightened in my mouth and gasped.
 

I started swirling my tongue around it, enjoying the acidic edge of her juices as they ran down my tongue.
 

It didn’t take long for Vanessa to start panting and pressing back against me.
 

I leaned back but she came with me, smothering me with her cunt. I kept licking and sucking at her clit in the hopes that I could make her cum.
 

Alex tapped me on the shoulder. “That’s good. You got her good and warmed up for me.”
 

Looking to the side I saw that his cock was hard again in his hand. I would have rather kept licking Vanessa’s pussy but Alex seemed insistent that he wanted her again so I crawled back to my chair.
 

Vanessa flashed me another smile and winked again.
 

“Shit that look tight,” Alex muttered. He ran the head of his cock up and down her slit a few times, basting it in her juices before stepping closer.
 

His dick was so black against her pink skin. And it looked so thick. There was a shadow of worry in my mind that he might hurt her with it.
 

He tipped his hips forward. The purplish head of his cock slipped past her folds.
 

Vanessa gasped, drawing my attention.
 

An icy terror gripped me. Unlike any I had felt on our adventure so far. Her expression wasn’t pained or alarmed or even delighted.
 

No. Painted across her face was a wonder, a look of discovery that shook me to my very core. It was as if she’d found something she didn’t know existed, or maybe even thought couldn’t exist.
 

Alex furrowed into her more deeply.
 

As her pussy lips split apart with a soft, wet smack to let him in, the look of wonder began to grow, then morph into something even more disturbing to me.
 

Understanding.
 

This is what I’ve been missing, her eyes seemed to say.
 

Alex continued to feed her his seeder until it was plowed about three quarters of the way into her.
 

Vanessa was panting by this point and a sweat had broken out on her forehead.
 

I could barely breathe.
 

Alex tried to nudge deeper into her.
 

Vanessa winced and looked back. She shook her head, blonde curls dancing along her shoulders. “I don’t think…that’s all I can take,” she whispered, lowering her eyes in disappointment.
 

Alex smirked. “Oh baby,” he growled. “You in for some surprise.”
 

He laid a gentle, black paw on her ass. Then another. Slowly, he pulled his cock out and slipped it back in. He did this a few times, each time stopping at the point she’d said was all she could take. Finally, he stopped until she looked at him. “You ready, baby?” he asked.
 

Vanessa’s brow furrowed with worry. “Is it going to hurt?” she whimpered.
 

“Oh, honey,” Alex said, chuckling. “Maybe you’re marriage. But not your pussy. Don’t you worry about that.”
 

Vanessa glanced at me still looking worried.
 

I was paralyzed by what was happening. I couldn’t stop obsessing about how black his skin looked sliding into her. I had nothing to offer to alleviate Vanessa’s concern.
 

She looked back at Alex and nodded.
 

He braced, gripping her ass more tightly. Then came the thrust.
 

Maybe I imagined it but I swear I heard a wet, ripping sound like a watermelon being torn apart. 
 

Vanessa’s mouth opened and she sucked in a massive breath and held it.
 

Alex drove his cock into her up to the hilt and held it there.
 

Time seemed to stop.
 

The tableau imprinted on my mind. An image I will never forget. Portrait of a defilement.
 

Vanessa broke the eerie silence with a shudder. Her face sank slowly onto the bed, lips twisted in agonized pleasure. She opened her eyes and looked at me. “Oh my God, Richard,” she whispered. And then, even more quietly, said, “It. Feels. So. Good.”
 

Alex smirked above her again. With a final thrust he slipped the very last bit of his flesh inside her.
 

Vanessa whimpered beneath him.
 

Then, groaning as he did, he dragged his hose back out of her hole for another pass. “Fuck,” he grunted. “Bitch is tight.”
 

It was only when he started lancing her, impaling his dark flesh into her over and over that I realized how hard I was. My cock was throbbing in my lap and the pressure felt like if I didn’t do something about it, it was going to blow. But I was too mesmerized by the flesh ballet being danced on the bed to move.
 

Vanessa took his rough thrusts. Each one seemed to propel her to a new and as yet unexperienced peak of pleasure.
 

He was touching places in her that I would never, could never, touch.
 

It made me insanely jealous but I was so happy for Vanessa, too. I was happy that we were close enough to be able to do this, to be able to share this experience and come out the other end whole.
 

Vanessa moaned and clawed her way towards orgasm and Alex kept powering into her. He barely broke a sweat.
 

I did. As the moment approached I began to get nervous about him pulling out. How could Vanessa be so irresponsible as to forget her birth control?
 

And how could I be so irresponsible as to not say something to stop what was going on. What if he didn’t pull out on time? What if some of his seed spilled into her and swam through her tunnel hunting for her soft egg? And what if it found its target and managed to wriggle in, quickening and setting into her fertile walls?
 

That one moment would change everything. A black baby would grow inside Vanessa’s belly.
 

I felt like I was standing at the edge of a cliff staring down into the abyss. Something inside me said “jump.”
 

Vanessa’s orgasmic moans tore me from my dark fantasy. She was having the most intense orgasm I’d ever seen.
 

But what really shook me, what gripped me and shook me so hard I felt like a rag doll, was the sight of Alex behind her.
 

You see he’d stopped thrusting. The muscles in his jaw were tense and his black claws were digging into the flesh of her ass. He was completely still save for one muscle moving.
 

The cock, nearly completely buried inside her, was the only thing about him that was moving.
 

Pump.
 

Release.
 

Pump.
 

Release.
 

I couldn’t believe what I was seeing.
 

As Vanessa whimpered through the end of her orgasm, Alex exhaled and stepped back like a dark statue coming to life, pulling his thick cock with him and out of my wife. It slopped out and after it a mess of his white sperm came drooling out of her pussy.
 

Vanessa was panting. Her eyes were closed. She seemed calm. Did she not know what had just happened?
 

Still, I couldn’t move.
 

Alex sighed. He began moving around the room and collecting his clothes. He didn’t look at me until he was dressed and had his hand on the doorknob. Then he glanced back and nodded at Vanessa’s filthy pussy. “Sorry about that,” he muttered.
 

And then he was gone.
 






Chapter 11

 


A silence filled the room. The distant wail of a police siren grew closer, then faded into the night. The neon hotel sign outside the window flickered to life.
 

Vanessa opened her eyes. She smiled. “Did you like that?” she said in a sleepy voice.
 

This inspired me to finally stand up, stagger over to her and sink down beside the bed. “Baby,” I gasped, “honey, he…”
 

Vanessa opened her eyes a little wider. “What? What is it?” she asked.
 

“Baby, he fucking came inside you.” My voice was shaking and my hands were trembling as I spoke. I couldn’t believe what had happened. I couldn’t believe she didn’t know.
 

Vanessa’s smile widened.
 

Why the fuck was she smiling?
 

“So you are into that then?” she asked.
 

“Nessa,” I breathed, “what the fuck are you talking about?”
 

She giggled and put a hand over mine. “It’s one of the things I read about. The breeding thing. Did you like it? I thought I’d try it with you. Maybe I should have asked?”
 

Jesus.
 

So. Fucking. Hot.
 

“So you’re…you’re not…”
She shook her head and rolled her eyes. “No, Richard. Of course I didn’t just forget to fill my prescription.”
 

I felt like a balloon someone had just popped.
 

“But if you want to fuck me you better get on with it. I’m fucking exhausted.”
 

It took a moment before it hit me what she’d said. I scrambled up and out of my clothes and onto the bed where her ass was still swaying lazily from side to side.
 

Except now there was a river of white seed churning inside her, spilling out in a viscous waterfall down onto the sheets.
 

I plunged my cock into her pussy and felt the kiss of life Alex had left inside her surround me.
 

I was so hard my own cock started to pulse. Cum started to move out of my nuts into my shaft as I pumped.
 

And at the back of my mind, the dark, twisted fantasy that I just thought had come true played on repeat.
 

His nuts were so huge. His cock was so big. He must have put so much more cum into her than I ever could. I knew that if this were a competition, if we weren’t living in a polite society, if this were back out in the wild and he had fucked Vanessa right before me, I wouldn’t stand a chance.
 

He had gotten there first and flooded her channel with his powerful seed. All I could do was my best but that would never be good enough. Alex’s cock would win out.
 

That thought sent me over the edge and my own hot gush of ejaculate sprayed into Vanessa’s womb. I fucked it as deeply as I could into her knowing it would never be deep enough any more.
 

I collapsed next to her deflated and exhausted after my climax.
 

She smiled, rolled onto her side and ran her fingers through my hair. “Was that hot?” she asked.
 

I looked at her. It was so strange looking at my wife after all the things I’d seen her just do. “It was…”
 

Vanessa bit her lip and shook her head. “I can’t believe you fell for it, actually. But I’m glad you did. I’ve never seen you so turned on. You couldn’t stop looking at me!” she squealed.
 

I shook my head, confused. “But wait, did Alex…”
 

“Alex was in on it. I asked him to play along when we were chatting. It was kind of supposed to be a test. We had it all figured out that if you called it off we would say we were just joking and then maybe you’d still get kind of a rush if you weren’t sure we were. You know?”
 

“I guess…”
“Richard.” Vanessa put her hand on my cheek and our eyes met. “I know I’ve been a little crazy lately but I’m not that crazy. I’ll tell you what. If I ever do get that crazy you need to shut all of this down. Like, immediately.”
 

I looked deep into her eyes. “Are you…are you getting what you want from this?”
 

Vanessa smiled. “That cock,” she said, her voice fading, eyes staring off into the distance at the memory of Alex’s cock. “That cock was the best thing I’ve ever felt inside of me,” she whispered.
 

Yeah, that hurt a little but so what? We were so good together in so many ways. Who said that everything about your partner had to be perfect. We were just patching a few things up here and there. Right?
 

“Does that make you sad?” she asked quietly. “I’m just trying to be honest.”
 

“It does a little,” I replied.
 

Vanessa nodded. “I really, really appreciate you letting me fuck Alex, Richard.” She sounded genuinely grateful. “It means a lot to me that you can do this. That we can do this together. I know I should have told you about the sex thing a long time ago but there was always so much other stuff going on.”
 

“It’s okay. I’m glad you told me when you did. I think it would have been more complicated if you had done it earlier.”
 

Vanessa leaned in and kissed me on the lips. “Do you want to stop?”
 

“Stop?” I asked.
 

“Do you want to stop doing this? I’ve kind of got my fix for a while. I’m going to remember Alex’s dick for a long time.”
 

I was surprised by how my heart sank a little at the question. Which was strange. Because I should have wanted to stop. I should have been thrilled that my wife had had enough cock that she didn’t want to fuck other many any more. Right? That’s how it’s supposed to go?
 

Maybe I should have said yes?
 

“You don’t, do you?” Vanessa whispered, a wicked smile forming along her lips. “You’re just as much of a kinky pervert as I am, aren’t you?” she said, poking a finger against my chest. “You want to keep watching your wife take a big black dick!”
 

God, it was so jarring hearing all these things coming out of her mouth. She was acting so differently than the Vanessa I’d married and known for all these years.
 

And the truth was I loved it.
 

“Oh my God,” she said, covering her mouth with a hand. “You’re hard again! Just from me saying that you’ve got another har…”
 

She didn’t finish her sentence because I was on top of her again, my hand on her face mashing it into the blankets, my cock poking at her trying to find her hole.
 

Vanessa laughed as I struggled to fuck her. She let out a pleasant giggle as I finally shoved my cock into her and maintained a bemused smile as I fucked myself to another orgasm using her cunt.
 

This finally wore me out.
 

As I lay on my side falling asleep Vanessa played with the hair at the back of my head. I wasn’t sure if she really said it or if I was already dreaming.
 

“Okay, Richard. Let’s see how deep this rabbit hole goes.”
 






Chapter 12

 


Things seemed to stabilize between us after that night. Life and family and work all piled up to keep us from doing anything too daring.
 

Vanessa really did seem sated by her two experiences because she settled down. But the next time my parents offered to take the kids she stirred the pot.
 

It was another Friday night and we were on the couch reading and having wine. She was under a blanket and had her feet up on my legs.
 

I was finally catching up on the issues of Model Railroader I’d been meaning to read. After a second glass of wine I felt Vanessa’s foot rubbing against my crotch. I adjusted, thinking it had been inadvertent but when I looked over she was wearing a sly smile.
 

I set my magazine down on the side table, a little disappointed since I’d been so looking forward to reading it. “Yes?” I asked, smiling back.
 

“It’s been a while,” Vanessa purred.
 

It had been a while. Almost two weeks, if I was remembering right. I’d missed her but I was feeling pretty sleepy.
 

Vanessa swung her legs over the edge of the couch and set her wine down. Maybe she sensed my reluctance because she leaned against me and rubbed my cock with her hand. She leaned close to my cheek. “Guess who I talked to today?” she whispered.
 

There was an edge of mischief to her voice that made me immediately perk up. “Who?” I asked, staring into her eyes.
 

“Our old friend Alex. Remember him?”
 

My cock had already twitched at Vanessa’s soft whispers. The mention of Alex’s name brought back a flood of memories of the two of them together. That and Vanessa’s erotic deception. “You talked to him?”
 

“Well, we messaged online.”
 

My heart began to beat a little harder. “And?”
 

“And he was saying what a fun time he had with me.”
 

“And?” I asked again.
 

“And he mentioned that some of his buddies were going to be in town tomorrow night.”
 

My heart skipped a beat, leaped into my throat and did a little dance before settling back into my chest. “Buddies?”
 

The whole time she’d been talking Vanessa had been gently rubbing my cock to life. Now it was rock hard, pressed against the pants I was wearing.
 

She backed away and pulled her hand away from my pants. She was still smiling but now she was acting more friendly than sultry. “Okay, before we go down this road I want you to know that you can totally say ‘no.’”
 

“Okay…”
“I’m serious, Richard,” she said, getting serious. “I know this might be outside your comfort zone and that’s totally cool. It’s not for everyone.”
 

“Okay, Ness, I get it. Can you tell me what might be outside my comfort zone, exactly?”
 

She leaned forward and a smile flickered at corner of her mouth. “So I did this thing one time…”
 

Uh oh. My stomach tightened up at what I was about to hear.
 

“I was in college and we were at a frat party. I wasn’t that loaded but there were all these jocks around, right?”
 

“The kind you like.”
 

“The kind I liked, yes,” she said. “So one of the guys is trying to put the moves on me and kind of failing. His buddy comes up behind me, just as kind of a joke, or maybe to help his boy out or whatever and asks ‘what if there were two of us?’ Which for some reason got me so hot.”
 

Oh God what was I about to hear?
 

“So one thing led to another and I ended up…you know, kind of doing a bunch of them all at once.”
 

“All at once?” I whispered, barely able to get the words out.
 

“I mean, one after the other, or whatever. Richard? Are you alright?”
 

I shook my head. Then nodded. Then shook it again. “Who are you?” I asked, staring at her. “Did you not think it might be a good idea to tell me this stuff when we got married?”
 

Vanessa scrunched up her nose, as if that was the most preposterous thing she’d ever heard. “Why would I do that? We were getting married. Why would any of that stuff matter?” Then her expression softened as she swam away on a thought. She came back a short time later. “Shit,” she said quietly. “Maybe you’re right. Maybe if you’d known more about me…” She trailed off. She looked up and into my eyes. “You know what, whatever. All’s well that ends well. Right?”
 

She had a point.
 

“Are you upset?”
 

“That you were in a gang bang?” I guffawed at the end of the sentence. Was she really this clueless? Or was I being stupid? Did it matter who she’d slept with? I guess I’d never asked. “You know what? I don’t know what I feel any more,” I said, shaking my head.
 

“Well would you have been upset if you were there to watch?”
 

My cock hardened as Vanessa laid her hand in my lap again.
 

“Nessa? What are you saying?”
 

“Well, Richard. That’s the thing see. Alex and his boys are hanging out tomorrow and he was wondering if you might want to come over and watch.”
 

“Watch?”
 

She slipped off the couch and between my legs. She undid my zipper, reached into my pants and hauled my cock out. She gave the underside a slow lick. “He thought you might want to watch me get fucked by a bunch of guys.”
 

Lick.
 

“What do you say?”
 

Lick.
 

“Sound like fun?”
 

Each lick had made me harder in her hand and caused my nuts to tighten. My beautiful wife was on her knees in front of me, ready to suck my cock, asking me if I wanted to watch her get ganged by a bunch of guys.
 

“Vanessa, are you serious?”
 

Lick.
 

“I told him I’d only do it if you wanted me to. This has nothing to do with our little deal, alright?”
 

The deal. Right. I’d forgotten about that.
 

Lick.
 

“So? What do you think?”
 

Lick.
 

I swallowed hard. I couldn’t believe what she was proposing. What a filthy thing to want to do. Imagining it made me completely hard. “Okay,” I whispered.
 

Vanessa grinned, then lowered her mouth. She stroked my cock with her hand as she slurped a nut into her mouth.
 



***

 


Alex invited us to his apartment the next night. He said it would be more comfortable and less cramped than a hotel room.
 

Vanessa got herself really dolled up in a tight dress that came halfway down her calves and four inch heels.
 

The vibe was pretty chill when we arrived. It was Alex and two of his buddies smoking dope and drinking beers. Daryl and Steve were both pretty big guys that looked like they hit the gym pretty regularly.
 

As Alex introduced us and we shook hands doubt speared through me. I glanced at Vanessa who was already chatting and flirting with Alex. I was having a hard time believing I was going to let her do this. If all went well, these guys were going to be inside of her soon.
 

The thought hardened my cock.
 

Thankfully for me by this point none of the guys gave a fuck about me. They'd formed a loose circle around Vanessa and were checking her out as she chatted with Alex.
 

Grateful that I didn't warrant any more attention and that the guys seemed like they couldn't care less if I was there, I found myself a chair to sit on in the corner and watch.
 

Daryl and Steve were a little less…polished than Alex. He was a professional, you could tell just by speaking to him. Daryl and Steve were definitely not.
 

It came out in conversation that they worked at an auto body shop as painters and they’d all grown up together in the same neighborhood. Alex had been the one that got out.
 

But despite those two being kind of rough around the edges, Vanessa was digging all the attention. It didn’t take long for them to start getting down to business.
 

“Yeah? You like that ass?” she asked after catching Steve checking her out.
 

He shrugged, reached over and grabbed a handful of it, then gave it a slap. “Yeah, that shit’s a-ight.”
 

Vanessa didn’t blink.
 

I was shocked. I’d never seen anyone speak to her like that. If I hadn’t seen how cool her reaction was I would never have believed it.
 

“How about you take those titties out and get on your knees?” Daryl said, squeezing her tit.
 

Again, Vanessa played it totally cool. She pulled the top of her skirt down, until her tits fell out. Then she let them hang on the stretched fabric as she got down on her knees in front of Daryl.
 

“Mmhmm…” Daryl hummed as he watched her take his cock out. It was a fat slab of dark meat that flopped out.
 

Vanessa went to town on it right away, sliding the head into her mouth and giving it a good suck.
 

Alex and Steve watched as she hauled on Daryl’s cock for a good five minutes.
 

“Not bad for a white girl,” Steve muttered. Then he looked up and over at me.
 

I froze.
 

“What about you, homes, you cool? You like watchin’ yo’ bitch suck a black dick?”
 

I gave him a curt nod.
 

He smirked but thankfully didn’t want to chat any more and went back to watching Vanessa on her knees sucking Daryl’s cock.
 

Alex looked at me with one eyebrow raised, like he was making sure I was alright.
 

Another nod in his direction seemed to reassure him that I was good.
 

It was a strange sensation. The jealousy was gone, for the most part. I guess I still felt a little bit of it, but it was mostly excitement and anticipation at what Vanessa was going to do.
 

Steve hauling his thick cock out grabbed my attention. He stepped over towards Vanessa.
 

She grabbed him and started pulling in between sucks on Daryl. Then she let Daryl’s cock flop out of her mouth and sucked Steve’s in.
 

Daryl slapped her cheek with his hard meat. As Alex stepped up with his dick.
 

That was when she looked at me. Those sultry eyes stared straight at me, her pretty face surrounded by three fat dicks that were going to fuck her pussy and leave her raw. She let Steve’s cock fall out of her mouth but kept it open so some of her spit drooled out and dripped down onto her tits.
 

“A-ight bitch,” Daryl said, giving her face another slap with his cock. “Get yo’ ass up on the couch.”
 

Vanessa immediately did as she was told but first pulled her skirt off over her head so she was completely naked, save her heels.
 

I shuddered at how tiny and white she looked surrounded by those three muscled, black bodies. I couldn’t believe I was going to let them invade her little pussy with those things. I couldn’t believe she was going to go through with it.
 

“On yo’ knees,” Daryl ordered.
 

Vanessa got up on her knees on the couch with her hands on one of the arms. This gave me a view of mostly her profile but I could see between her legs where her pussy was already soaked.
 

Daryl came up behind her, cock in hand, ready to insert himself. He pressed the head of his cock against her slit and ran it up and down a few times to get it good and wet.
 

Vanessa was staring back trying to see what he was doing and looking like she was shaking with anticipation.
 

Daryl put his hands on her ass, cocked his hips, then thrust up into her like a firing gun.
 

Vanessa sucked in air, then moaned as his dick stretched her out.
 

I stared at the way her pussy spread to accommodate Daryl’s girth. It was a thing of beauty seeing her pink puss being split by all that dark flesh.
 

“Fuck,” Daryl muttered as he pulled out of her, “bitch is tight as fuck.”
 

Alex snickered and Steve nodded at Daryl’s assessment.
 

Daryl started fucking her nice and slow, letting her lean back against him and almost settle on his lap.
 

Vanessa let out a tortured sounding gasp each time his cock sawed into her but didn’t look like she wanted to stop. After a while she reached back and dug her nails into his thigh.
 

“Fuck girl, you so hot I want a taste of what you like up front,” Daryl said. He pulled his might shaft out of her pussy and spun her around.
 

Vanessa looked agonized that his cock wasn’t inside her any more. As Daryl sat down on the couch she immediately scrambled up and onto his lap.
 

I couldn’t see her face any more but her body language told the whole story. She put her hands on his shoulders and lowered her pussy onto his waiting cock. I saw her shiver as she took his whole cock inside herself.
 

Her hands came up and touched his cheeks. Then she leaned forward and into what looked to be the most gentle and intimate kiss.
 

This really felt like a punch in the gut that knocked the wind right out of me. Not because I resented her the moment of intimacy, I didn’t. It was because in that moment it really felt like she wasn’t mine any more. It felt like she was his.
 

From where I was sitting it looked like she was thanking him for sharing that God-given gift of a cock with her.
 

And just like that the moment was over.
 

Daryl’s hands found her ass and flopped it back and forth a few times, showing her she should start riding.
 

As Vanessa started bouncing her booty on his lap, squeezing his cock with her tight pussy, I could hear the noisy slurping of Daryl sucking on her titties.
 

I was hard as a fucking rock.
 

Vanessa started moaning. Every time her nipple would fall out of Daryl’s mouth, she’d pick up her tit, lean forward and feed it back to him. Bouncing on his lap the whole time.
 

I had the perfect view of Daryl entering her and I witnessed the moment his cock started to harden as he approached his climax. The heavy sack with his nuts tightened up and I knew I was about to watch him baste the inside of her with seed.
 

Vanessa must have felt it, too. “Fuck yeah,” she panted. “Fuck it into me. Fuck all that cum into me and fill me up. Put a black baby inside me.”
 

Holy shit did I ever tighten up on hearing that. I was ninety nine percent certain that it was all for my benefit but holy shit was it ever thrilling to hear it.
 

Put a black baby inside me.
 

How many guys get to hear their wife say that while riding a big black cock? Only the lucky ones, I guess.
 

“Come on,” she urged, her tits slapping together in front of his face as she rode. “Breed that white pussy.”
 

This must have done something good for Daryl because he started to nut.
 

Just as his orgasm slammed into him, Vanessa slowed down. She slid up to his tip giving me the perfect view of his pulsing muscle blasting juice up into her pussy.
 

She slid down, taking him in and squeezing him with her cunt, I was sure. When she rose up again, his cock was covered in a slimy layer of her juice and his own hot cum. Fat drops of it rolled down his black shaft and dripped over onto his balls.
 

Daryl grunted and barked beneath her, his hips wiggling to try and fuck to the big finish but Vanessa wouldn’t let him go.
 

Instead, with her pussy gliding up and down his meat, she turned and looked over her shoulder straight into my eyes.
 

I nearly blew my load.
 

She was like a stripper riding a pole, paying attention to where the money was. That look made me feel like a fucking king.
 

With Daryl finally done beneath her, Vanessa lifted herself off of him. His cock fell over sideways as she began to stand up. A thick gush of white goo seeped out of her closing slit.
 

“Hey, hey, hang on,” Daryl said. He put his meaty black paws on her hips and pulled her down again. “I ain’t done with that.”
 

Steve stepped up behind her, blocking my view so I had to shuffle the chair I was on over a few feet. This way I got a look at her profile again.
 

Daryl was slapping his cock against her pussy, getting himself hard again. Steve was spitting in his palm and rubbing it on the head of his cock, eyeing her ass.
 

I couldn’t believe what I was about to witness. My wife was going to get fucked by two thick black guys. At the same time!
 

Daryl suckled at her titties and got his erection back.
 

Vanessa eagerly sank back onto him, then leaned forward and arched her back, exposing her ass hole for Steve.
 

He spit on that and worked it in with his thumb. Then he pressed the head of his cock against her hole and pushed inside.
 

Vanessa looked a little bit like a rag doll as the two of them worked to both fit inside of her. I could only imagine how it felt being inside her with another man at the same time. Maybe if I was lucky she’d let me try.
 

With Daryl in her pussy and Steve stretching her ass, Alex finally came over with his cock out and offered it to her mouth.
 

Vanessa shot me one last sultry look before wrapping her little fist around his cock and gobbling it up.
 

A powerful rush of lust coursed through me. I was staring at my wife with three cocks inside of her. I wanted to remember this moment for the rest of my life.
 

Steve and Daryl found a rhythm where one would push in as the other pulled out and started fucking her like that while Alex put her hands on her head and fucked her in the mouth.
 

Vanessa had turned into a proper whore.
 

I watched that dance of black on white with a filthy excitement rushing through me.
 

Steve was the first to pop. His ass cheeks clenched as he shot a load into her ass.
 

Vanessa moaned all over Alex’s cock as she felt him filling her up.
 

Alex, gracious host that he was, stepped away from her as Steve finished up and pulled out.
 

My expression twisted in horror.
 

As I looked on, Steve brought up the cock he’d just had stuffed inside her ass. He put a hand on the top of her head and held the cock up with his other one.
 

Vanessa didn’t bat an eye. She slurped up that filthy dick and started cleaning off all the cum. She didn’t stop until it was a glistening black pole. Every so often she’d twist to reach some part of it and a fat wet cum fart would come splatting out of her ass.
 

When she was finished cleaning Steve Alex stepped up and shoved his cock into her mouth. I guess seeing her do that was as exciting to him as it had been to me because he came soon after.
 

Vanessa obediently swallowed his load, then cleaned him off, too.
 

Daryl made her ride him for a while longer. When he was ready for another orgasm, he shook her off.
 

Vanessa scrambled down onto the ground. He pushed her mouth down on his cock just as the first blast of cum came spurting out. He finished while gazing into her eyes.
 

The other two were dressed by the time he was done.
 

Vanessa was on the floor in front of them panting on her knees. Cum was still leaking out of her ass. A thick glob of it clung to her lower lip. She looked thoroughly used.
 

The three of them looked at me. “There you go,” Alex said. “She’s all yours.”
 

The other two chuckled.
 

I stood up and walked over to Vanessa. I helped her into her dress and wiped away the cum that was hanging from her lip. She seemed a little drunk and very tired. As we turned to leave she waved to the guys. “Thanks boys!” She blew them a kiss before we walked out the door.
 

We couldn’t even wait until we got home. She fell into my arms in the parking garage and smothered me with the filthiest kiss we’d ever shared. The dank scent of spunk was heavy on her breath.
 

She blew me in the parking garage, adding my seed to the sizable amount already churning in her stomach.
 

That was one hell of a night.
 






Chapter 13

 


“I think we should give up our little game.”
 

I spun around in my computer chair to find Vanessa standing in the door of our home office holding a steaming mug of coffee.
 

The kids had just left for school and I had decided to take the week off. We’d talked about the evening at Alex’s a few times but since neither of us felt bad about it decided we should just leave it in the past.
 

That had been a few months ago and nothing had happened since then. Well, I should say that nothing had happened with any other men. Vanessa and I were having some of the hottest sex we’d ever had and felt like we were newly married.
 

“Okay,” I replied, pulling up a chair for Vanessa to sit on. “What makes you say that?”
 

Vanessa shrugged and sat down. “I…I feel kind of bad.”
 

“Bad for what?”
 

She was having a hard time looking me in the eyes. “For cheating on you, believe it or not.”
 

I burst out in a laugh. I leaned forward and put hand on her cheek. “Are you serious?”
 

“Don’t laugh,” she said, sounding genuinely hurt. “I…I don’t know what got into me.”
 

“Nessa,” I said quietly. “Your little ‘mistake’ has totally turned our marriage around. We’re having amazing sex. I feel so in love with you again.”
 

Vanessa looked up, tilted her head and smiled. “Aww. You’re sweet.”
 

“I’m serious. I never thought it was even a possibility that seeing a bunch of black cocks stuffed into your wife could do this to a guy.”
 

This time Vanessa laughed. “Wow, what a romantic! You really know what to say to a girl, don’t you?”
 

“Hey, it worked with you!”
 

Vanessa laughed again. She leaned forward and kissed my cheek. “But seriously, let’s quit while we’re ahead, okay?” She was back to being serious. “Well, I don’t know. Maybe half quit,” she said, narrowing her eyes.
 

“Half-quit? What do you mean by that?”
 

She gave me a sly smile. “I kind of like it when you’re bossy. I like being your slut. I just…don’t really want to have sex with anyone but you. I must have got it out of my system or something.”
 

That gave me an idea. “What time’s your first client?” I asked.
 

Vanessa looked at her fitbit. “Half an hour.”
 

I spun around and turned off my monitor. “Perfect,” I said.
 

Vanessa was smiling knowingly at me as I turned back around. “Oh really?” she asked. “Perfect for what?”
 

I took her coffee from her and set it down. “Get down on your knees.”
 

Vanessa sank to the ground.
 


THE END
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Jessie Gets a Job: A Hotwife Story


Scott chooses the wrong time to mention money problems to his spendy wife.

A drunken night alone leads to a chance discovery of how to make easy money online.

Jess' reaction to his "joke" suggestion of selling her underwear online, is unexpected.

As she plunges down the rabbit hole of online sex work, Scott's paranoia grows, along with his arousal.

Will the two ever make it out? Or is their marriage doomed to crumble?


Helping Mrs. Masters: A Hotwife Story


Sam Jones returns to his old home for a house-sitting gig.

His neighbour, Laura Masters, is just as attractive as he remembers her.

When she asks for a favour, Sam discovers a side of her that he never knew existed and something about himself, too.

His fantasy becomes and obsession. Will Sam ever be the same again?


For Better or For Worse: A Hotwife Romance


Luke Sikorski has a beautiful wife and a life he loves.

Revealing his desire to see his wife with another man upsets the balance, sending the couple on a roller coaster ride.

When Katarina's former lover reveals her lascivious past, Luke is shaken but more aroused than ever.

Will the two be able to find a new understanding and keep their vows?


Hotwife: A Novel

When he sees his wife flirting with a co-worker, Jack feels a strange desire.

Things heat up as the couple explore the boundaries of their relationship.

But after an encounter goes awry, will Jack be able to get back in the game and enjoy his hot wife?


An HEA romantic hotwife fantasy that's low on cuck and high on excitement.

Love Cage
David has the perfect life but can't leave well enough alone.

He complains to his wife about her lack of enthusiasm in the bedroom.

As Victoria tries to adjust to his needs, David finds himself getting more than he bargained for.

Will the two be able to strike a balance between the comfortable life they had and their hot new lifestyle?

Taking Her Back

An innocent remark at a party unveils Mark and Keira's hidden desires. 

Unsure at first, the two finally plunge head-first into the hotwife lifestyle. 

As the two progress along their journey a happy balance becomes difficult to find. 

Will Mark succeed at taking back his wife?

Slightly Used

John Dempster finally connects with an old crush. He's shocked to learn she's not at all who he thought she was. 

Christine's party lifestyle is a far cry from the woman he remembers. John is surprised at his own reaction to seeing her with other men. 

But the attraction he felt is still as strong as ever. As more of Christine's lifestyle is revealed John is faced with a difficult choice. 

Can he be the man she needs? Or will their relationship flounder as he tries to be the man she seems to want?



The Sowing Song


Adam wants nothing but happiness for Milena, his bride-to-be. 

When she begs him that they get married in her tiny, isolated village half-way across the world, he can't say no. 

His discovery of the marriage rites Milena must perform lead him down a dark but thrilling path. 

Will Adam be able to endure the week-long ritual? Will he hear the Sowing Song sung?


The Summer House


When Rob overhears his wife Val telling her friend he's not paying enough attention to their marriage he's shocked into action.
 
A romantic evening out to try and patch things up leads to an enthusiastic romp that convinces him he must do more for his wife. 

Val's been talking about a summer house since they first met and Rob finds the perfect one to rent. 

Viktor, the handsome owner, has an eye for Val as soon as they meet. Will Rob be able to put his jealousy aside and live out their newly discovered fantasy?




Dear Diary : A Hotwife Fantasy 

Sam and Kate Parsons have a good life but he wants more attention from his wife. 

When she leaves her diary out, he can't resist the urge to peak inside. 

Her writing reveals a secret about the reason their friends are splitting up: a sexual misadventure that derailed their marriage. 

When Sam confronts Kate about what she wrote, the two embark on a hotwife journey that leads them to the vacation of their life. 

Will their marriage be able to survive? 


The Village Wife: A Hotwife Fantasy


Reg and Jenny have a traditional marriage. He's taught his younger wife to obey and submit to him, as his needs require. 

Their move to the quiet village of Dunning seems perfect for the next step in their life. 

When their new friends mistake Jenny's anklet, a gift from Reg, as the sign of an alternative lifestyle, Reg finds himself too aroused to fend off their advances. 

Jenny only wants to make her husband happy. Reg wants them both to be happy too, but can't control his voyeuristic desires. 

Will he be able to control his urge? Or will Jenny become the village wife? 


Yes : A Hotwife Romance 

When his wife receives a friendly massage, Charlie discovers a hidden lust.

After sharing his fantasy with Angie, he's thrilled at her interest but unnerved by her eagerness to try it.

Charlie leads the couple on an erotic journey of voyeurism and wife-sharing.

But will Angie's enthusiasm turn the heat up too high for their marriage?





A Week at the Beach : A Hotwife Romance 

When Samantha can't get pregnant, Andrew books a vacation to a sunny destination hoping it might help them relax. 

From the moment they arrive he notices a change in his wife's behaviour. Inspired by her new sense of mischeif, he confesses to his fantasy of seeing her with another man. 

Samantha is shocked at first, but seems much more enthusiastic about the idea after they befriend the big, black Chef Bastian. 

As the couple explore their desires, Andrew keeps a darker secret hidden, all the while wondering just how far his wife will go. 

An fun-in-the-sun wifesharing story.
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