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The Hotwife's Huge Obsession: Chapter One

=========================================

Jason watches his wife play with a huge dildo

JASON:

I sat on the bed beside the offending item I'd just found in my wife's underwear drawer while putting away some clean washing. It hadn't exactly been hidden well, but then it was probably impossible to hide something of that size effectively.

Part of me was in shock, but another part of me was rock hard at the thought of my wife playing with the huge black dildo I'd found lying around amidst her pretty panties and bras.

Hope was always so sweet, and even though I knew she wasn't a virgin when I'd met her, I couldn't imagine her fucking herself with that massive beast of a dildo. That seemed far too wild and slutty for my quiet wife.

I gripped my cock, rubbing it slowly through my jeans as I imagined her laid on her back, her hair spread across the pillow while she rammed herself hard with her toy. My dick was throbbing at the images running through my mind, causing an intense feeling that was building quickly in the pit of my stomach.

I'd never been self-conscious about my size. After all, I was a decent seven inches, and I'd certainly never had any complaints in the bedroom, but that dildo put me to shame. It was so damn big it would make any man feel small.

Could she even take that much? Surely it would hurt her. Or maybe it was just a joke gift given to her on her bachelorette party which she kept as a reminder of that night? I just didn't know. But damn, I wanted to find out if she did play with it. Hell, I wanted to watch her fucking it.

Just as I was thinking about pulling out my cock to relieve the ache I was feeling, I heard the front door open and then close again downstairs.

Hope was home from work.

For a moment, I wondered if I should put the toy back and pretend I'd never found it. But my throbbing dick made the decision for me. How was I ever going to watch her use it if she didn't know I'd found it?

"Jason?" she called out from the bottom of the stairs.

"I'm in the bedroom!" I called back, my heart pounding as I listened to her footsteps coming closer. I wasn't sure if she'd be mad that I'd found it, but I was willing to take that chance.

After all, we were a married couple, so we shouldn't have any secrets, right? Admittedly, we'd only been married for four months, and had known each other less than a year before our wedding day, so perhaps we should have taken more time to make sure we knew each other's desire well enough. But better late than never.

She opened the bedroom door and stopped in the doorway, her eyes instantly drawn to the dildo still laid on the bed. Her face flushed an adorable shade of red, and her mouth opened and closed as if trying to find some words.

"I'm sorry, Hope," I blurted out quickly. "I was just putting away some clean laundry when I found it."

Surprisingly, Hope chuckled. "I guess I should have tried to hide it better, huh?"

A laugh escaped me. "I imagine it's difficult to hide something of that size, honey." I flashed her a wicked grin, and her face glowed an ever brighter shade of red.

Hope rushed over to the bed and picked it up, moving back to the dresser where it had been previously stored. Before she could put it away again, I stood and gently gripped her arm, stopping her for a moment.

"You don't have to be embarrassed, honey," I said, and she looked up at me with wide hazel eyes and a look on her face that told me she didn't believe me. "I think it's sexy. Do you ever, you know, play with it?"

The way Hope instantly dropped her gaze to the floor told me everything I needed to know. And that knowledge had my dick throbbing so damn hard it was almost painful.

I took the dildo out of her hand and threw it back onto the bed, before gently guiding her hand to my crotch. Hope let out a gasp when she felt how hard I was, and she began rubbing my erection through my pants. I groaned softly, enjoying her touch.

"You��� you really don't mind that I have it?" she asked hesitantly.

"Fuck no. In fact, the first thing I thought when I saw it was that I wanted to watch you use it."

As if to confirm I was telling the truth, my cock pulsed wildly in her hand. Feeling my excitement in the palm of her hand seemed to be wiping away her embarrassment, which was exactly what I wanted. Although I may never have expected my quiet librarian wife to have a toy like that, it was a very pleasant surprise.

I pulled Hope into my arms, holding her close. Whimpers flowed from her, the sweet little sounds such a contrast to what I imagined she must sound like while being impaled by a massive toy cock.

"I want to watch you fuck yourself with it, Hope," I growled in her ear, and her whimpers morphed into a long, loud moan. "Will you do that for me, honey?"

She nodded her head and stepped back away from me, beginning to remove the modest black, knee-length pencil skirt and the pink blouse she'd worn to work at the library. I sat down on the edge of the bed as I watched her undress, my eyes travelling over her curvy body.

Hope was nibbling on her lower lip, a sure sign that she was nervous, but once she was naked, she climbed onto the bed and took hold of the dildo before reaching for the lube that we usually kept in a nightstand drawer.

She laid back, whimpering quietly as she spread her legs wide, revealing her glistening pink pussy lips. Even though she was already wet, I moved between her thighs and cupped her pussy with my hand, sliding my fingers up and down along her slick petals.

For a moment, Hope closed her eyes and writhed against my hand, letting out a soft moan. Then she remembered what we were supposed to be doing, so she opened her eyes again and drizzled lubricant along the thick length of the dildo.

As she began stroking the fat shaft of the toy to smear the slippery fluid over every inch of it, I let out a loud groan as I almost came in my pants. The sight of her small hand working up and down the enormous cock was driving me wild for some reason I didn't understand.

My fingers found her slick pearl, and I rubbed at it while she prepared the cock, feeling satisfied as she grew wetter with my touch. Hope was going to need all the help she could get to take all of that inside her.

When I was happy that the dildo had been sufficiently lubricated, I pulled my hand away from her dripping cunt. Slowly, Hope brought the toy between her thighs, teasing the head along her slick opening before pushing it against her entrance.

The engorged head of the toy disappeared inside her, just that small amount stretching her wider than I'd ever seen. I hadn't even realised I'd been holding my breath until it escaped me on a loud moan. It was impossible to pull my eyes away from the way her pretty pink lower lips gaped around the huge toy.

"More," I moaned. "Show me how much cock you can take, honey."

I watched in amazement as more and more of the dildo disappeared inside her. Hope was rocking the toy slowly, sliding it in and out with small movements to ease the monster cock into her cunt.

Holy fuck. I'd never seen anything so damn hot. With clumsy hands, I quickly unfastened my jeans and pulled out my dick. It was throbbing hard, the head an angry red as it leaked precum. My natural instinct was to pump my cock hard and fast to find the relief I needed, but instead, I gripped the base hard enough to hurt, needing to stop myself from cumming too soon. First, I wanted to watch Hope cum.

Her moans were growing louder in the quiet room, wanton sounds that I'd never heard coming from her before. The dildo was almost all the way inside her now, and every time she pulled it out slightly, I could see how fucking tightly she was gripping it.

"Does it feel good?" I asked, my voice little more than a breathless grunt.

"Oh god, yes," she cried out, her eyes closed as she writhed on the massive toy.

"Fuck yourself with it. I want to see you cum, Hope. Cum on that big cock for me."

She began pumping the dildo faster, the toy making wet, sloppy sounds rise up from between her thighs. I reached out, gripping one of her tits in my free hand to knead the generous globe of flesh. Her nipple was hard as a pebble against my palm, and she arched up to push herself further into my hand. I gripped the hard nipple between thumb and forefinger, tugging it roughly as I watched my sweet wife grow more wild.

Hope was fucking herself hard with the toy while I stared at that spot between her thighs. Her poor pussy was stretched wide in a way that looked as if it should hurt, but judging by the wails of pleasure coming from her, that couldn't be the case.

Suddenly, her body went rigid and a loud cry escaped her as an orgasm consumed her. Juices gushed from her opening each time she pulled the dildo out, before she slammed the toy deep again, repeating the motion over and over at a brutal pace.

Fuck, I hadn't even known Hope could squirt, and the evidence of her excitement was too much for me. I began pumping my dick hard and fast, and it only took a few seconds before I erupted. My cum shot out onto the bed, landing on the wet patch left by Hope, and my loud moans joined with hers.

After a few long moments, we both went quiet again, other than the sounds of our ragged breathing, and I collapsed down onto the bed next to Hope. I gathered her sweaty and trembling body in my arms and held her tight.

"God, that was unbelievable. You took that huge cock like a pro. How long have you had it?" I asked.

"A few years," she answered sleepily.

"And where did you get it?"

"Parker gave it to me when we were still together. It's made from a mould of his cock," she replied, obviously still deep in her post-orgasmic glow, otherwise she never would have admitted that so readily.

My heart stopped for a moment as I took in the knowledge that she kept a dildo moulded into the shape of her ex-boyfriend's dick. Hope's eyes suddenly flew open as she realised what she'd said.

"Oh no. I'm so sorry," she said while untangling herself from my arms and sitting up on the bed. "Damn it. I'm sorry, Jason. I just never bothered to get rid of it when Parker and I broke up. I swear it doesn't mean anything!"

"It's fine," I answered eventually as I tried to work my way through the emotions swirling around in my chest.

Jealousy was definitely one of those feelings. It wasn't every day you found out that your wife's ex was hung like a horse. And it was even rarer to find out your wife kept such a physical reminder of that fact. But there was another feeling I couldn't seem to place. One that had my dick trying to get hard all over again, even though I'd only just cum.

"Are you sure?" she asked quietly, placing a hand on my chest.

"Of course," I replied, plastering a smile on my face. "It's just a toy, right?" I wasn't sure if I was trying to reassure Hope or myself, and from the look on her face, I wasn't doing a good job of making either of us feel better.

"Right," Hope answered. "Why don't we go and have a shower together, love? We both got a bit messy, didn't we?" She giggled sweetly, and I relaxed a little. This was still the same beautiful soul I'd married a few months ago, and the existence of a toy wasn't going to change that.

I grabbed her hand and pulled her off the bed, grinning as I dragged her towards the bathroom.

The Hotwife���s Huge Obsession: Chapter Two

=========================================

Jason needs reassurance that he satisfies his wife after finding her huge dildo

HOPE:

I laid in bed, nibbling my lower lip between my teeth as I watched my husband sleeping. With a sigh, I remembered how I had confessed to owning a clone of my ex-boyfriend's cock to him last night. I couldn't believe I'd been so stupid. Jason was a good man, and he deserved better.

But he had seemed to enjoy watching me with the dildo thought. A flush of heat spread across my face and I felt a matching heat between my thighs as I remembered the encounter. I couldn't decide if I wanted him to watch me with it again, or just forget all about it so I could go back to playing with it whenever he had to work late.

Jason's eyes fluttered open, and his gaze fixed on me. A warm smile spread across his lips, followed by a small frown. The sight of that unhappy look on his face created a heavy feeling in my stomach. Was he mad at me about the toy still? He'd seemed okay after our shower last night. We'd eaten dinner and then snuggled up on the couch to watch a movie, and everything had seemed normal, but I was still worried about it.

"Good morning, sweetie," I said in a soft voice. "Did you sleep well?"

His face relaxed a little, and the smile returned as he pulled me into his arms. "Very well, Hope. How about you?"

I nuzzled into him, enjoying the heat of his body as it enveloped me, and I wrapped my arms around him. "I slept okay, thanks," I replied, while pressing little kisses against his neck.

A soft growl vibrated through him, and I couldn't help but whimper in response. That sound always meant Jason was about to do something filthy to me. Perhaps he wasn't mad after all.

He rolled me over onto my back, and I parted my legs for him, allowing my husband to settle between them. For a long moment, he looked down at me, staring into my eyes while he stroked my messy hair away from my face. I squirmed beneath him, waiting for him to do something, and I felt the hardness of his cock brush against my thigh, forcing a moan from my lips.

While still holding his gaze, I reached down between us to wrap my hand around his cock, stroking him slowly. A moan escaped him, and he began slowly moving his hips, working himself against my hand. He was throbbing and already leaking precum.

"Hope," he began, suddenly sounding hesitant, "do you��� I mean��� do I satisfy you?"

I paused the movement of my hand as I processed his question. "Of course you do, sweetie," I answered. "You know all the best ways to please me, and you always make sure I'm happy."

"Okay," he said, looking unconvinced.

"Is this because of the dildo?" I asked, suddenly feeling shy. Judging by the heat radiating from my face, I must have been glowing.

Jason shrugged, and would no longer meet my gaze.

"Talk to me, sweetie. Please." I stroked his cheek with my free hand, gently turning his head so he was looking down at me again.

He took a deep breath before starting to talk. "It's just that it's so big, honey. And it was different when I thought it was just a toy. Then it was hot. But finding out your ex-boyfriend was that big has got me worrying that I'm not��� enough��� you know?"

I smiled softly up at him, my heart aching a little that he would feel that way. "Jason, I love you and you are perfect exactly as you are. I know this probably just sounds like an empty sentiment right now, but size isn't everything. You always please me whenever we are intimate. I promise you have nothing to worry about."

Jason nodded his head. "But do you ever miss him? Miss his cock?"

For some reason, as he asked, his cock throbbed in my hand, reminding me I was still gently holding him.

Even though I often thought about Parker while playing with the dildo, there was no way I could tell Jason that without hurting his feelings. I didn't love my ex, but the truth was that he had given me something my husband didn't seem capable of. Jason was a kind and thoughtful lover, who pleased me easily with well-practised movements. While Parker had been rougher with me. Using me hard in a way that drove me wild. But I could never ask my sweet husband to do that to me. He was far too gentle and loving for that, and I really wouldn't want him to change who he was just to try to make me happy.

Jason stared into my eyes, waiting for my answer, and I smiled up at him.

"Why don't you let me show you just how much I love your cock, sweetie?" I asked, while placing a hand on his broad chest and guiding him over on his back.

The grin on his face told me my distraction technique was working, and I trailed kisses down his chest, over his abs, until my lips were inches from his throbbing cock.

"Do you crave my dick, honey?" he asked. Even though his voice was steady as he spoke, the look in his eyes as I glanced up at him told me he was nervous about my answer.

"Every single day, Jason," I reassured him, while pressing kisses along the length of his shaft.

He let out a soft moan and reached down to gently grasp a handful of my hair. I nuzzled my face against his hard meat, kissing and licking wherever I could, flicking my tongue against his heavy sac.

"God, you are so perfect, honey," he moaned, his cock pulsing insistently against my face.

"Mmmm," I moaned, "just like your cock, sweetie. So perfect."

I parted my lips and slid them down over the engorged head, suckling gently on the tip while teasing my tongue around it. Jason's moans grew louder when I stroked my hand up and down his base, making sure every inch of him was receiving attention.

He lifted his hips up from the bed, pushing deeper into my mouth, and I sucked hungrily, enjoying the way he was throbbing within that wet cavern. And I felt an answering pulse deep in my core for him.

With slow, gentle thrusts, Jason fucked my mouth, even as my head bobbed up and down to stroke my lips along his hard length. Each time I took his cock deep into my mouth, my hunger for him grew, until I was feasting hungrily on his hardness. Saliva leaked from my lips as they remained stretched around him, dribbling down to coat the base of his shaft.

Jason's movements quickly grew more erratic, and his breathing became laboured.

"Oh god, that feels so good, honey," he groaned. "You're going to make me cum."

I moaned with satisfaction around him and increased my efforts in my eagerness to make him happy. With a few more strokes of my lips, Jason was soon erupting in my mouth, giving me the taste of cum I'd craved. I sucked and swallowed until he was fully sated, and then I slipped my lips up off his cock.

Instead of climbing up the bed for cuddles as I usually did, I remained where I was, pressing more gentle kisses against his shaft as it began softening against his stomach. Each little brush of my lips elicited a soft gasp from my husband, and I couldn't help but smile to myself.

Jason stroked his fingers through my hair; while I did my best to prove to him how much I desired his cock. And judging by the wide smile on his face, it seemed to be working.

But then the moment was ruined when he glanced at the clock on the bedside table and realised the time.

"Damn it," he groaned. "I need to start getting ready for work, otherwise I'm going to be late." I rolled over, letting him get up, and he brushed his lips against mine briefly. "Thank you for this morning, honey. I feel so much better now."

He smiled at me and quickly rushed into the bathroom to get ready.

I sighed softly, knowing I would have preferred a proper kiss, but Jason would never do that after I'd given him head. The unbidden thought that Parker had never had a problem with it quickly flashed through my mind, but I shook it away. Jason and Parker were two very different men, and it was unfair to compare them that way.

Looking at the clock, I realised I still had another two hours before I had to be at work. Maybe I'd even have time to play with my dildo once Jason had left the house. I nuzzled back under the covers, a smile on my face as I waited to have a little alone time.

The Hotwife���s Huge Obsession: Chapter Three

===========================================

Jason admits to himself that he longs to see his wife being fucked by her ex-boyfriend

Jason:

No matter what I tried, I couldn't seem to concentrate on work. Even during a phone call with a client, I found my attention drifting back to Hope and the way her pretty pink pussy looked while stretched around that beast of a black cock.

After the blowjob she'd given me that morning, though, another thought kept crossing my mind. How would my sweet wife look on her knees with an enormous dick like that between her lips? How much of it could she swallow? My cock had been rock hard all fucking morning, and I felt like I was going out of my mind.

After staring at an email for at least ten minutes without taking in a single word of it, I gave up on trying to work and brought up Facebook instead. It was probably wrong of me, but it was getting impossible to resist the temptation.

I knew the name of Hope's ex-boyfriend, and I typed it into the search bar. I'm not sure what I was expecting, but when I found his profile, I couldn't do anything but stare at him for a long moment. Judging by his pictures, he was well over 6 feet, and almost as broad as he was tall. He was a real man mountain of muscle. Perhaps I shouldn't have been surprised though, seeing as I already knew he was hung like a fucking horse. It would make sense that he was big all over.

Parker owned his own security business, providing bodyguards to the rich and famous. It looked like it was a successful business, too. So not only was he muscular as hell and built like a tripod, but he was also successful. I wasn't jealous exactly, but I was beginning to wonder why Hope had let him go and ended up with someone like me instead.

Not that there was anything wrong with me. I kept myself fit and healthy, and I knew I treated Hope well. She always seemed happy with me. But there was no denying that Parker and I were very different indeed.

It occurred to me that I hadn't actually asked her why they had broken up. Perhaps there was a story there I didn't know about. If things had ended badly, there was no reason at all for me to be worried.

I picked up my phone and dialled her number. Luckily I had my own office, so I could ask her questions about her ex-boyfriend without anybody overhearing.

While waiting for Hope to pick up, I reached down with my free hand to rub my dick through my pants. It was throbbing, and I had to hold back a moan as even just my hand over my clothing made me feel like I was going to burst.

"Hello!" Hope said, her voice bright and surprisingly breathless.

"Hi, honey. How's your morning going?" I asked, curious about what had got her sounding like that.

"Oh, it's good thanks, Jason. I've just been resting. But it will be time to go to work soon."

"Resting? Then why do you sound so out of breath?" I asked with a chuckle, before a thought came to me. "Have you been playing with your dildo, honey?"

The silence coming through the phone was almost deafening, and that confirmation only had my cock throbbing even more insistently in my hand. I gave it a quick squeeze and groaned softly. Why the fuck did the thought of her playing with it get me so damn aroused? That was bothering me more than the fact she actually owned that massive dildo.

"If it's not already inside you, honey, I want you to slide it back into your pussy right now." I barely recognised my own voice with the way it came out as a growl.

"Oh," she said, a surprised sound that was almost like a gasp. "Okay, sweetie."

Her words morphed into a long, low moan, and I could imagine her slowly sliding that massive dick into her eager little cunt. God, she sounded so fucking hot.

"Fuck yourself with it for me, honey. I need to hear you moaning."

From the sounds of it, Hope was doing as I'd told her, and quiet moans were flowing to me through the phone.

As I sat back in my office chair, my eyes flickered to my computer screen, to the images of Parker. For a split second, images of him on top of a naked Hope filled my mind, their bodies moving together as he speared her with his huge dick. But I quickly shook my head to clear those images. I wanted to focus on talking my wife through an orgasm, not question why those images had my cock leaking precum.

Hope's moans grew louder, and I could already tell she was close to the edge.

"How many times have you made yourself cum with the dildo so far today?" I asked, while sliding down the zipper on my pants with my free hand.

"Twice," she answered quickly, that word little more than a moan.

"I want you to cum for me again, Hope. Can you do that for me?"

I pulled out my dick and wrapped my fist around it, fighting the urge to stroke it for now. Instead, I gripped the base firmly, trying to stop the intense need to cum.

"Oh god, yes," she groaned. "I need to cum again, Jason."

I squeezed my eyes shut, focusing on Hope's moans. Just from the sound of her breathing, I could tell she was building up the pace, fucking herself harder with that monster of a dildo.

I opened my eyes again, and they locked straight onto my computer screen. When images of Parker fucking my wife began running rampant in my mind, I no longer tried to stop them.

Each time Hope moaned loudly, I imagined him plunging his cock deep inside of her, his huge frame looming over her as he took my wife hard. My dick was throbbing in my hand, and I had to squeeze hard enough to hurt just to make sure I wasn't going to blow my load over my work suit.

"Does it feel good, Honey?" I groaned, already knowing the answer but needing to hear her say it.

"Yes!" she cried out. "It feels so good. I'm going to cum!"

Of course, in my mind, she was saying that to Parker, telling him how good his dick felt as he fucked her hard with it.

"Yes, cum for me, honey. Cum on that big cock. Show me how good it feels."

Suddenly, her loud cries floated to me through the phone, letting me know she was cumming hard. She gasped for air between moans, and I could even hear the squeaking of the bed beneath her. Hope must have been thrashing around throughout the orgasm, but it just added to the fantasy in my mind of the bed rocking wildly as Parker used my wife hard and fast.

I couldn't hold back anymore, and I began pumping my hand up and down my shaft, cradling the phone against my shoulder so I could reach out and grab some tissues from the box on my desk.

A pressure built quickly at the base of my spine, and I stroked faster, my whole body shaking as I jerked off violently.

A moan escaped me as my cock erupted, ropes of cum shooting out over the tissues I held in the other hand. Pleasure rocked through me, leaving me quaking as I gasped to catch my breath.

I kept stroking until I'd milked every drop of cum, then slumped back in my chair.

"Did you cum too, sweetie?" Hope purred from the other end of the line.

"Fuck, yes I did, honey. I couldn't help it while listening to you like that."

"Damn it," she groaned suddenly. "I'm going to be late for work. I need to go. I'm so sorry, sweetie. Bye for now. I love you!"

And with that, the call ended, leaving me wondering what the fuck had just happened. Why had the thought of another man using my wife made me cum so hard? And why was I still thinking about it even though the post-nut clarity should have kicked in by now?

With a sigh, I used the tissue to clean up the head of my dick before tossing it in the trash, then I tucked myself back in my pants.

I had to find a way to get these thoughts out of my head. I didn't even know if Hope still liked Parker. With some frustration, I realised I'd forgotten all about the reason for the call home. Perhaps I was getting worked up over nothing if they had ended on bad terms.

Oh well, I would have to remember to ask her about it tonight after work. Maybe then I'd be able to put all this behind me.

I took once last glance at Parker on my computer screen, then I closed the window, resolved to put this behind me and focus on work for the rest of the day.

The Hotwife���s Huge Obsession: Chapter Four

==========================================

Hope and Jason both admit their darker desires to one another

Hope:

I couldn't help but giggle to myself as Sarah, one of my colleagues, stared at me in disbelief. Except she wasn't just a colleague. I'd known her since college and she was also my best friend. I always told her everything, and she did the same with me.

"Let me get this straight," she said, keeping her voice low despite the fact there wasn't anybody else close by in the library. "You have a dildo moulded from your ex-boyfriend's cock, and your husband found it?"

"That's right," I said. "And now Jason has become weirdly obsessed with it."

Sarah laughed. "How so? Like he wants to use it himself?" She flashed me a wicked grin and waggled her eyebrows suggestively.

I burst out laughing, shaking my head. "No! That's not what I meant! First of all, he wanted to watch me using it. And then this morning, he called me from work and he made me play with it while he listened on the phone. Apart from a few minutes when he needed some reassurance that he still pleased me, he seems to be really getting off on it and I don't understand why."

Sarah tilted her head, apparently running a thought through her mind, and then she brought her eyes back to mine, grinning from ear-to-ear.

"I bet he's one of those men who gets off on watching their wives with other men!" Sarah said, and I gasped in surprise.

"It can't be that, silly. It's just a dildo, not another man. Besides, I can't imagine Jason being into that."

My friend shrugged, that grin still on her face. "You'd be surprised how many men do like that kind of thing, Hope. Apparently, it's one of the biggest fantasies for married men. He's probably been imagining that it's Parker fucking you and making you cum."

I sat there quietly, thinking it over, but none of it made any sense. It couldn't be that.

"No, I don't buy it," I said, giving a firm shake of my head. "Jason is probably just turned on by the fact it's our first time playing with toys. We've never done anything like that before."

Sarah looked at me for a long moment. "That doesn't surprise me. Am I right in thinking Jason is pretty vanilla in bed?"

"That's not a bad thing," I said, jumping quickly to my husband's defence. "He's very good, though. He always pleasures me. I couldn't ask for anything more."

Sarah chuckled. "Look, I'm telling you, if you go home and talk to him about this, he's going to end up admitting that he wants to watch you with Parker. I'm almost certain of it!"

I rolled my eyes and laughed, but thankfully I was saved from having to answer by a customer coming over to ask a question.

My curiosity had been growing all day after the conversation with Sarah, so by the time I got home, the question was on the tip of my tongue. But surely I couldn't just come straight out and ask something like that.

As soon as I walked through the front door, Jason came to meet me and kissed my lips hard without saying a word. I melted into the kiss, my body pressing against his as our lips and tongues clashed passionately. By the time he pulled back, I was breathless and my lips were tingling.

"How was your day?" he asked, looking down into my eyes.

"It was good," I replied, my mind still on the question I wanted to ask him.

Jason must have picked up on something in my voice, though, because he tilted his head to look at me.

"Is something wrong, honey?" he asked.

"No, not at all," I quickly reassured him. "It's just that I had a weird conversation with Sarah today at work."

Jason visibly relaxed and started laughing. "You know I like Sarah, but most of your conversations with her are weird, right? She's a little��� unconventional."

He took my hand and led me through to the living, where he sat on the couch and pulled me down beside him. I nestled into his side while he wrapped an arm around my shoulders to pull me closer.

"True," I said, letting out a small chuckle. "But this conversation was weirder than most."

"Okay, so tell me about it."

I nibbled my lip, thinking of possible reasons why that topic might have come up with my friend. After all, I didn't want to tell him that Sarah knew all about our sex life.

"Well, she was telling me about this documentary she watched," I said, hoping he wouldn't be able to tell I was lying. "It was about men who enjoyed watching their wives with other men. In a sexual way." I felt my face flush as I spoke, feeling ridiculous for even bring this up.

But when Jason stiffened beside me, turning his head away so he wouldn't have to look at me, I gasped softly.

"That's not something you want, is it, Jason?" I asked, the words coming out slowly with my reluctance to actually ask the question. It wasn't that I was judging him for anything he might desire. But if he did want that, then it meant I really didn't know my husband as well as I thought I did.

After a long pause, he shrugged his shoulders, still refusing to meet my gaze. "I don't know, Hope."

I wasn't sure what to say to him. This was so completely unexpected that I was in shock. But I needed to know more.

"Please talk to me about it, Jason," I said, gripping his chin gently to pull his face around towards me again. "I'm just curious to know how you feel about it."

Jason stayed quiet for a long time before finally speaking. "It's a new thing, Hope. Ever since I found out you keep a dildo shaped like Parker's cock, I've been thinking about you with him. In fact, it's all I've been able to think about all day. I'm not sure how I would feel if it actually happened, or that I would even really want it to happen. I just know that the thought of it excites me."

I nodded softly while listening, and when he admitted it excited him, I glanced down into his lap to spot the growing bulge in his pants. He was rock hard, and something about that had me squirming beside him.

Unable to resist, I ran a gentle hand over that bulge, moaning softly as it twitched against my palm. "Can you tell me what you've been thinking about?" I asked, my voice breathless with arousal.

Jason must have heard my excitement, because his eyes widened and he seemed to relax a little. Or maybe it was the way I was stroking his hardness through his pants that had him more relaxed.

"Well," he began, "I've been thinking about him on top of you, taking you hard while you moan his name."

I gasped at his confession, feeling a heat stirring deep in my core. It was odd that he fantasised about Parker using me hard when he was always so gentle with me himself, but his fantasy was definitely close to the reality of how things had been with my ex-boyfriend.

My husband was watching me, turning on the couch to face me a little more. I was still caressing his cock through his pants, enjoying the way he throbbed for my attention, but now his hand was moving up my thigh to my aching centre. He let out a groan when his fingers brushed against my panties.

"You're so wet, honey."

I nodded while I got to work unfastening his pants, before gently pulling out his hard cock. The ache between my thighs was growing out of control, and I needed Jason inside me. So I stood and lifted my skirt and pushed my panties down to the floor, then I straddled his lap.

A moan escaped me as I felt the heat of his erection pressing against my wet slit. Reaching down, I gripped his cock gently, then lowered myself down onto it, my eyes never leaving his as I took him inside me.

"Tell me what else you think about, Jason," I said, as I began moving my hips, slowly riding his cock as we talked.

Jason groaned loudly and dropped his head back against the couch. His hands were on my hips, holding onto them firmly as he helped guide my movements.

"I've been thinking about how you would look on your knees, sucking his dick. And wondering how deep you can take him into your throat."

My face grew hot as I remembered how much I had loved sucking Parker's big cock, and I started riding Jason harder. The arousal was growing, and when he took my breasts into his hands, cupping and massaging them while brushing his thumb back and forth against the hardened nipples, I could feel an orgasm building quickly within me.

"Mostly, though," Jason continued, breathing hard as he began pumping up into me, "I wonder how hard he can make you cum. If he can make you scream with pleasure. And I want to see that, Hope. I want to see him pushing you to ecstasy."

The shock of hearing my sweet husband say such things was driving me crazy, and I couldn't stop myself slamming down hard and fast onto his cock in a wanton attempt to get myself off. His hips were pumping up and down beneath me, driving his cock deeper with each thrust, until I was crying out with an intense orgasm.

My body shuddered, and I clamped down hard around his cock as the pleasure surged through me. At the same time, Jason let out a loud groan that filled the room as he let himself go and filled me with his cum.

We kept pumping our hips frantically until we were spent, and then I collapsed down on top of Jason, breathing hard and trembling as I recovered from my climax.

While Jason always made sure I'd had an orgasm when we made love, it had never been as intense as this. Talking about me fucking my ex had driven us both wild and driven us to pleasures we had never experienced before with each another.

If just talking about it could do this to us, would turning the fantasy into a reality feel even better?

"Do you really want to do this with Parker?" I whispered against his chest.

He paused, and in that moment, I knew I'd be disappointed if he said he didn't want it. Not because I craved Parker, but because I could sense the wildness it brought out in Jason. That wildness was what I craved.

"I'd like to at least try it," he said finally. "Just once. Just to see if we both like it. But only if you want that too, honey."

"I'd like to try it too," I said. "Judging by the excitement it caused for both of us to talk about it tonight, I think it could be a fun adventure for us."

Jason wrapped his arms around me, holding me close against his body. "So what's the next step?" he asked. "Do you still have his number?"

"I do," I answered. "We occasionally text each other to say hi, but we don't talk often. Maybe I could call him and see if he'd be interested in hooking up with me one time?"

He let out a moan. "I think that sounds perfect. When shall we call?"

"Maybe it would be better to do it now before either of us loses our nerve?"

Jason nodded firmly in agreement. "You're right, honey. There's no time like the present. Why don't you go get your phone?"

He grinned at me in a way that caused an intense flutter deep in the pit of my stomach, and I stood up, allowing his softening cock to slip free of my pussy. Then I rushed off to find my phone.

The Hotwife���s Huge Obsession: Chapter Five

==========================================

Jason begins to realise just how much his wife still craves her ex-boyfriend���s cock

JASON:

I sat back on the couch, breathing hard and barely able to believe I'd agreed to let my wife hook up with her ex-boyfriend for a night. My brain was telling me I was crazy to let it happen, yet my dick was already trying to get hard again at the thought of her in the other man's arms.

Hope came rushing back with the phone in her hand, settling on the couch beside me. I put an arm around her shoulders and pulled her close.

"Are you sure you want to do this?" she asked me, nibbling her lower lip in a way that that was both adorable and hot all at the same time.

This was my chance. If I didn't want anything to happen, then I should say so now.

Even though there should have been a list running through my mind of all the reasons why Hope shouldn't call Parker, it was instead filled with images of all the positions he might use to fuck my wife.

If a dildo shaped like his cock could give her as much pleasure as it did, I wanted to see how much pleasure she could get when that dick was attached to a person who could use his hands and mouth on her, too.

Fuck it. I needed this. And if Hope wanted it too, then there was absolutely no reason not to go through with it.

I nodded my head. "I'm sure, honey. How about you?"

Hope nodded her head quickly, and my dick twitched as I saw how eager she was. Holy fuck, that in itself should have been enough of a reason to make this stop. But instead, my cock was twitching and trying to get hard again as the whole idea turned me on so fucking much.

"Then call him," I said.

Her eyes were bright and face flushed as she found his number and called. The wait to see if he would answer felt torturous, but after a few seconds, Hope's face lit up.

"Hi, Parker. It's Hope," she said, her voice already breathless.

After her greeting, she pulled the phone away from her ear and hit the speaker button so we could both hear, pressing a finger to her lips to let me know I should stay quiet. I nodded and turned my attention back to the phone when I heard a deep voice start speaking.

"Hey, baby," he said, his voice as smooth and seductive as I'd expected it to be. I had no doubt he could get any woman he wanted in his bed. "How have you been? Still with Jason, I guess?"

I was startled by the question. Did he ask that every time? It appeared he still had a thing for my wife, and I couldn't exactly blame him for that.

Hope laughed nervously before speaking. "Of course I am, Parker. He's my husband and I love him."

Parker grunted a little down the phone. "I hope he knows how damn lucky he is to have you."

"Oh, he does," she answered quickly. "Jason is amazing and makes me so happy. But there is a reason I called today, Parker."

"I see. And what is that reason, baby?"

For some reason, I wanted to groan every time he called my wife that. It hinted at the intimacy they'd once shared, and that I hoped to witness them sharing some time soon.

"It's just that we've been talking, and there's something hot and fun that we'd like to try together, but we would kind of need your help with it, Parker."

The other man laughed. "He wants to watch me fuck you, right?"

"Well, ummm, yes. What do you think about that?" she asked him.

"I just want to fuck you again, baby. If he's there watching, then that's fine, so long as I get another chance to bury my dick inside your hot, wet little cunt."

I couldn't hold back a moan as he made it clear exactly what he wanted to do to my wife.

"Is he there with you now?" Parker asked.

"He is," Hope answered. "Jason and I are in this together, and I want him with me through every step."

"That's actually kind of sweet," he said with a chuckle. "I'm very happy you've found someone who can give you the love and romance that I struggled to give you."

"Oh, I have," she said, smiling from ear-to-ear. "And he's willing to try new fun things, too."

"So I see," he said, before pausing a moment. "Do you still have that dildo shaped like my dick?"

"I do," Hope answered quietly.

"Jason," came the other man's voice, "do you want me to give you a little peek at how wild she used to get when she wanted my cock? Just to give you something to think about before I come over on another day to fuck her properly."

"Yes," I answered quickly, feeling no hesitation at all. I was so worked up by this whole thing that I wasn't even sure I wanted to wait another few days to see him with Hope. But what he was offering sounded hot, too.

"Good. The pair of you should go upstairs and get the dildo; then I want Hope naked on the bed. Got it?"

"Got it," Hope answered breathlessly.

"When you're ready, call me back. Except I want a video call, so Jason can hold the phone and show me everything you are doing with that huge dildo."

Without waiting for us to confirm we'd understood his instructions, he hung up the phone.

"Is he always that bossy?" I asked with a laugh, trying to hide the fact that I was shaking with such intense arousal at the thought of what was about to happen.

She laughed. "Yes, but he calls it dominance. Not being bossy."

I grinned as I followed her up the stairs, sliding my hand up her skirt to grope her bare ass as we went. As soon as we reached the top step, she turned around, pressing her body against mine while kissing me hard.

In an instant, I'd wrapped my arms around her and lifted her up to carry her to our bedroom. The excitement was coursing through the both of us as we stumbled into the room, my hands running over her body as I quickly stripped off her clothes.

Once she was naked, I stepped back, running my gaze over her entire body. Knowing her ex-boyfriend was about to see her naked again for the first time in years had my cock throbbing in my pants.

She was breathing heavily, her breasts rising and falling rapidly, and I could see the rapid flutter of her pulse.

"Ready?" I asked, giving her another chance to back out if she wanted to.

Instead, she gave me her phone and rushed over to her underwear drawer to fetch the dildo. Then she got onto the bed, kneeling in the middle of the mattress with the huge black dildo in her hand.

"Now I am," she replied.

With trembling hands, I started the video call with Parker, standing at the edge of the bed and directing the camera towards my wife.

When he answered, his face appeared in on the screen, and he let out a groan as he took in the sight of Hope naked and on her knees. And what a sight it was. My dick was already rock hard and leaking. Heaven knows what kind of mess I would be in by the end of this.

"Good girl," Parker growled, and the flush on Hope's face grew more intense.

"Hi, Parker," she said, smiling and wiggling her fingers towards her phone.

"I'm looking forward to seeing how much you've been missing my cock, baby. Let's start out by showing Jason how much you used to love sucking my big black dick. Open wide and start sucking that dildo as if it is my cock, Hope."

I watched in amazement as my usually sweet and shy wife obeyed his command instantly, parting her lips and bringing the dildo to her mouth. It was a struggle for her to stretch her lips around it, but as soon as the fat head was in her mouth, she was moaning and sucking hungrily.

"Oh fuck," I groaned.

"I know," Parker agreed. "Doesn't she look so fucking hot on her knees with that cock in her mouth? Just wait until it's the real thing."

I didn't know what else to say. Instead, I just stared open-mouthed at Hope as she pumped the dildo in and out of her mouth, trying to take it deeper and deeper.

She'd barely even taken half of it before she was gagging and spluttering, and she pulled the dildo out of her mouth again to gasp for air. A string of saliva remained connected between her lips and the huge toy until it broke and dribbled down onto her bare tits.

"That's a good girl," Parker said. "But I didn't tell you to stop, did I? Jason and I are enjoying watching you being such a good little cocksucker."

I gasped as he called her that, wondering how Hope would feel about it, but her only reaction was to begin sucking desperately on the dildo once more.

While holding the phone in one hand, I reached down to readjust myself, growing so fucking hard as I watched her that my cock was straining uncomfortably against my pants.

The top half of the toy glistened with her saliva whenever she pulled her lips back to the tip, while the other half remained dry, too big to be swallowed any further. I tried hard not to think about the fact she could swallow all of my cock easily, as it made me come off much less favourably in the size comparison. But somehow, that just made my dick throb even harder.

"That's enough," Parker suddenly growled. "Turn around. I want you face down, ass up on the bed, with that sexy little ass of yours facing me."

I watched with wide eyes as she obeyed, unsure whether the sight of her ass wiggling in the air or her willingness to obey his every word was the hottest thing about this.

"Legs wider, Hope. We want to see how wet your greedy little cunt is."

Hope spread her knees further apart on the mattress, opening herself up to us, and even from the end of the bed, I could see how much her pussy glistened with arousal.

I climbed onto the end of the bed, getting closer as I watched her through the screen on her phone, and Parker let out a deep moan.

"Fuck," he grunted. "I've missed that pussy of yours, baby, and I'm planning to fuck it real hard next time I see you. But right now, I want you teasing the head of that dildo against your cunt lips. Don't you dare push it inside you without permission though, otherwise you will be punished when I see you."

Hope moaned at the mention of being punished, and I had a feeling it wasn't an unwelcome threat at all. I couldn't even begin to understand how wild things had been between the two of them, but the brief glimpse I was getting had me eager to see more.

My wife brought her hand up between her thighs and began sliding the tip of the dildo back and forth through her folds. It only took a few swipes against her entrance for it to be coated in her honey.

"Please, can I put it inside me now, Parker?" she whimpered breathlessly, and I couldn't help but moan.

"Not yet, baby. You're not ready for it yet, are you?"

"I am!" she insisted. "I'm so wet and ready, Parker, and I need it inside me. Please!"

Parker chuckled. "See what a greedy slut she can be, Jason?"

I silently nodded my head, not trusting myself to speak, even though the phone was pointed towards my wife and he would have had no way of knowing I'd reacted.

Watching Hope lose control was one of the hottest things I'd ever seen, and I was dangerously close to blowing my load in my pants like a horny teenager.

"Keep teasing yourself, baby," Parker continued. "Rub the tip against your clit until your cunt is dripping. But don't you dare fucking cum. You won't cum until you're pounding your tight pussy with that dildo."

While both Parker and I watched her, Hope directed the tip of the dildo to her swelling clit, rubbing it back and forth until she was gasping with pleasure.

"Now can I fuck the dildo?" Hope asked, her voice rising as the desperation was obviously growing inside her.

"Oh, come on, Hope, I know you can beg better than that," Parker said in a harsh voice. "You're going to have to persuade me that you really missed my cock before I let you fuck that toy."

I could barely catch my breath as I stared at my wife, seeing how submissive she seemed in the face of Parker's dominance. It was obvious she loved it. I'd never even imagined this wild and kinky side of Hope existed, but I couldn't look away, enthralled by her reaction to her ex-boyfriend's dominance.

"Oh god," Hope cried out. "I need your cock inside me, Parker. I need you to fuck me. I'd do anything to feel your cock inside me again. Please!"

I groaned loudly, trying to ignore the growing pressure at the base of my spine. With the way I was feeling, I'd be lucky if I managed to stroke my cock twice before cumming. Nothing had ever turned me on as much as watching my wife becoming wanton for Parker.

"That's much better," praised Parker. "Now slide that dildo into your needy cunt and start fucking yourself with it."

Hope let out a loud moan as she guided the head of the huge toy cock straight to her dripping entrance and began pushing it inside her.

Once again, I was entranced by the way her tight pussy stretched wide around the dildo that seemed way too big for her. She began pumping it in and out, pushing it deeper with each thrust until almost all of it was buried inside her.

The wild sounds she made as she began moving the dildo faster and faster, fucking herself harder with it, had me panting hard and moaning.

"Good little slut," Parker growled. "Keep fucking it hard and make yourself cum on that big black cock, baby. Cum hard for me."

Hope's body trembled, her ass wriggling in the air as she tried to remain upright despite the sensations that must have been moving through her.

"Yes," I groaned. "Cum on that cock, honey. We both want to see you cum hard."

It only took a few more thrusts before Hope shattered apart, screaming with the force of the orgasm that wracked her body. She shuddered violently, falling onto her side on the bed as she could no longer hold herself up. Yet she never stopped the steady pounding of that cock into her pussy.

After her climax had faded, she laid on the bed, panting hard, her entire body limp.

"God, now I can't wait to fuck you, Hope. I'm free to come over tomorrow night. How does that sound for you both?"

Hope opened her heavy eyelids to look over at me, nodding her head briefly.

"That sounds good," I said, hardly able to believe what I was arranging. But there was no way I could back out now. Not after seeing this brief glimpse of what it would be like to watch them together. I needed more.

"Great. I'll see you tomorrow at about eight."

With that, Parker hung up, leaving Hope and I staring at each other, not quite sure how to react after what had just happened.

The Hotwife���s Huge Obsession: Chapter Six

=========================================

Jason helps his wife get ready for an evening with her ex-boyfriend

HOPE:

Parker was due in about thirty minutes, and I couldn't seem to stop shaking with a combination of nerves, adrenaline, and lust. I hadn't fucked my ex-boyfriend for about three years, and even though I had the dildo shaped like his cock to help with the craving that I still felt for him, it didn't take care of my need for Parker's rough touch.

But the attraction I felt for my ex was a purely physical one. I was under no illusion that I had feelings for him. However, the chemistry between us had always been explosive, and I missed that.

Knowing that I would soon be in his arms again, and at his mercy, had made my panties soaking wet already.

After the video call with Parker last night, Jason and I had sat down to talk. It was only fair that I warned him about how much my ex-boyfriend liked to use me hard, and how much I enjoyed it.

Jason had been understandably shocked, although probably not as shocked as he would have been if he hadn't already got a glimpse of that himself during the video call. Luckily, he hadn't been upset by it, though. If anything, he got even more excited.

My husband walked into the bedroom, pausing in the doorway as he ran his gaze over what I was wearing. He let out a long breath.

"Wow," he said. "You look so beautiful, Hope."

I felt a blush heating my face. "Thank you," I whispered, suddenly feeling a little shy as he admired the outfit I'd chosen to wear to fuck my ex.

I'd picked a pale blue dress that clung tightly to my curves before flaring outwards, the bottom of my skirt reaching just above my knees. The v-shaped neckline showed a generous amount of cleavage, and the padded bra I'd chosen helped to enhance that feature even more. A long gold chain necklace hung down between my breasts, and gold hoops dangled from my ears. To finish the look, I'd tied my long hair back in a slick ponytail and applied a small amount of makeup.

The look was understated but pretty, which was exactly the kind of look I'd been going for.

Jason walked over to me, gripping my hips as he guided me back against the dresser. His eyes were locked on my cleavage, and the way he stared at me started a fire burning between my thighs.

"How are you feeling about tonight?" he asked, placing one hand on my thigh and gliding it upwards past the lace tops of my stockings.

I whimpered as he brushed his fingers against the front of my panties, stoking the fire that was already burning there.

"Nervous," I whimpered. "But excited too."

Jason nodded his head and ran his hand over the gusset of my panties, pressing firmly. "You definitely feel excited, honey. Your panties are soaked." He moaned the words, a sexy sound that only seemed to add to my arousal.

I pushed my hips forward, pressing myself even more firmly against his fingers.

"Are the nerves too bad? We can still cancel if you want to."

I looked up at him, trying to read his features, but he seemed to be wearing his best poker face tonight. "Do you think we should? If you don't want to, then that's fine, too."

My husband chuckled and stepped closer until I could feel the hard ridge of his erection pressing against my hip. "I promise I'm just as excited as you are. Why don't you tell me what's making you nervous, and maybe I can help?"

I nibbled nervously on my lower lip for a long moment, weighing my words before speaking. "The only thing I'm nervous about is that it might hurt you to watch me with him. That maybe the reality of it won't be as much fun for you than the fantasy obviously is."

He nodded his head slowly as he listened. "It's a valid concern. I'll be honest and say that worries me, too. But we won't know unless we try it. Otherwise we'll always be left wondering how much we might have liked it if only we'd been brave enough to try.

"That's true," I replied. "Besides, we can both say that we want to stop at any time tonight if either of us is finding it difficult. Parker would never do anything that wasn't wanted by everybody involved."

The corners of Jason's lips turned up into a grin. "I saw that last night, honey. The impression I got was that he's a big fan of enthusiastic consent."

I laughed and felt my face heat up as I remembered how I'd begged Parker to let me fuck the dildo shaped like his cock the night before.

"Shush," I said, still laughing softly. "So let's agree we will say stop if we need to. And we can talk again afterwards to decide if we want to meet up with him another time."

"That sounds good to me, honey. But there are a couple of other things we need to take care of before he arrives."

"Oh, what's that?" I asked, looking up at him.

With his hands still under my skirt, Jason hooked his fingers into the waistband of my panties and tugged them down. "Firstly, you shouldn't be wearing these. Not when Parker is coming to fuck you."

I moaned softly as I stepped out of the panties that were now around my ankles.

"Secondly, I need to help you get even wetter. After all, you're going to need to be really wet to take his cock, aren't you?"

The arousal was so intense as he stared into my eyes, the full force of his lust displayed openly on his face, that all I could do was whimper and nod.

With a grin on his face, Jason crouched down in front of me and lifted the front of my skirt, exposing my naked pussy. He gripped my thighs and spread them wider, before plunging his face between them.

As soon as his mouth was on me, he began licking along the length of my slit over and over, moaning against my heated flesh as he tasted my nectar. Unable to help myself, I placed my hand on the back of his head and rocked my hips, grinding myself against his mouth.

My loud moans filled the room, the pleasure quickly building deep in my core.

But then Jason gripped my hips hard, holding me firmly in place while he teased my clit with the tip of his tongue. That sensitive little bud tingled and grew swollen with the attention, peeking out from its hood to make me gasp and moan every time his tongue touched upon it.

"Oh god," I moaned, my entire body tingling with arousal. "That feels so good. Please don't stop, Jason."

Apparently, he had no intention of stopping, though. He sealed his lips around my clit and sucked on the swollen bud, flicking his tongue against it in a rapid motion that soon had me seeing stars.

When I felt two of his fingers pressing against my wet entrance, slowly sliding into that needy hole, I cried out and began bucking my hips once more to work myself against his fingers and mouth.

Before I realised it was going to happen, an orgasm swept over me, making me shudder and moan with the force of my pleasure. Jason pumped his fingers deep and hard into my pussy, fucking me through my climax while he somehow managed to keep his lips suctioned around my clit despite my frantic movements.

By the time the pleasure had faded, I was feeling light-headed, breathing hard as I tightly gripped the edge of the dresser to stop myself from sliding down to the floor.

My husband pulled his mouth away from my quivering pussy and looked up at me with a big grin on his glistening lips. Then he stood up and kissed me hard. The sweet taste of my own nectar filled my senses as I kissed him back hungrily.

The sound of the doorbell interrupted us though, and we both stood still for a long moment, looking at each other.

"He's here," I said, feeling breathless with excitement about what was about to happen.

"We should go let him in then," Jason said while grabbing my hand, gently tugging me towards what was bound to be the most exciting evening of our lives together so far.

The Hotwife���s Huge Obsession: Chapter Seven

===========================================

It���s finally time for Jason���s wife to spend a passionate evening with her ex-boyfriend

JASON:

Hope had barely opened the door to her ex-boyfriend before Parker had her pinned against the wall with her wrists trapped above her head in one of his large hands, while he ravaged her mouth with a deep kiss. I watched with wide eyes as his other hand roamed over her body, roughly squeezing her tits in a way that had Hope moaning into the cavern of his mouth.

Fuck, the way Parker just took control, while my usually sweet wife surrendered so willingly, had my dick throbbing in my pants. I didn't know what to do other than just stand there at the entrance of our home, watching another man touch my beloved wife as if he owned her.

Hope was writhing against Parker, pressing her body close to his, reacting as if the two of them had never broken up. I wasn't sure how long that kiss lasted, but when Parker finally stepped back, releasing his hold on Hope's wrists, she was breathing hard and her face was flushed.

"Hi Jason," he said, turning to me with a smirk on his lips. "Sorry about that. I have waited far too long to kiss or touch Hope, and I got a little carried away. Let's go sit down somewhere, shall we?"

I nodded my head, unable to believe Parker had come into our home and taken control so completely. But there was just an aura to him that left me feeling like he would not be challenged. Besides, he was huge, both in height and in the amount of muscle he carried on his frame, which only added to the dominance exuding from him.

Hope rushed past me, grabbing my hand as she did so, and guided us into the living room. I sat down in the armchair, while Parker sat on the couch opposite. He patted the empty spot on the couch beside him. "Over here, Hope."

She looked at me, as if seeking permission, and I nodded. With a smile on her lips, she rushed over to Parker and sat beside him, melting against him as he wrapped an arm around her and pulled her close.

"How have you been, Parker?" she asked, smiling sweetly up at her huge ex-boyfriend, and he chuckled.

"Are we here for small talk? Or are we here so I can fuck you while your husband watches? I know which one I would prefer," he said with a wide grin on his face.

Hope whimpered and squirmed while I let out a soft groan. He really did like to get straight to the point. But then that was why he had visited.

I cleared my throat before speaking. "I have to say that I agree with Parker," I said, smiling at my wife.

She giggled, her face turning an adorable shade of red. "Okay, then. Where would you like me, Parker?"

The other man thought it over for a second before speaking. "I want you to take off all your clothes, Hope, then I want you in my lap."

My eyes flicked back and forth between Hope and Parker, as both nerves and arousal surged through my body, making it hard to catch my breath. Parker was leaning back on the couch, looking relaxed with his muscular arms crossed over his chest. His eyes were darting all over my wife's body as she stripped off the pretty blue dress she'd chosen for the evening. While his eyes were a dark brown, they seemed to darken even more when Hope was standing naked in front of him.

Little whimpers were flowing from my wife, and I could see her trembling slightly, although I suspected that was from excitement, rather than anything else. She had her back to me while she faced Parker, pausing there a moment before climbing into his lap.

I let out a soft groan. Hope seemed small in his lap compared to his huge, bulky frame, and I knew he would be able to do whatever he wanted to her. And I suspected that was one of the things she loved most about him.

Parker gripped her thighs and lifted her easily from his lap, turning her around to face me before he placed her down again. Then he spread her legs wide, exposing her dripping cunt to my gaze. Hope moaned and wriggled in his lap, and Parker chuckled.

"See how she's rubbing her ass against my hard cock, Jason?" he said. "That's how greedy she gets for my dick whenever she's close to me. She was always the same."

Hope's face flushed, but she didn't stop the needy wriggling. Her eyes met mine, and I couldn't help but moan. She looked so sexy, and in that moment, I didn't even care if it was another man causing the arousal within her. I just knew I could sit and watch her like this forever.

Parker began running his hands over my wife's body, his hands looking so dark against the pale skin of her breasts as he cupped and kneaded them in his large palm. Hope arched her back, pushing her breast into the other man's hand, and I could see her hard nipple peeking out between his fingers.

"You've missed my touch, haven't you, Hope?" he asked in his deep voice, and my wife nodded quickly.

"Yes, Parker," she whimpered, looking my way, perhaps to see my reaction. "I have missed it."

"Good girl. And do you want to know what I've missed?"

Hope nodded, tilting her head back so she could look up at him.

"I've missed your mouth on my cock, little slut. So get on your hands and knees and suck for me. Keep your ass in the air so your husband can see how wet you get when you've got my big, black dick in your mouth."

I leaned forward in my chair, unable to tear my gaze away from my wife as she slipped down from Parker's lap and got into position on her hands and knees at his feet. Even from here, I could see the wetness glistening on her soft, pink folds, and a part of me wanted to crawl over to her and lick at her slick cunt while she sucked her ex-boyfriend's dick. But I stayed where I was, reaching down to adjust my cock in my pants, trying to move it to a position where it wasn't straining painfully against my clothing.

Parker unfastened his pants and pulled out his rigid cock; and although I shouldn't have been surprised by the size of it, I still gasped in shock as I saw it. Yes, I'd seen the dildo shaped like his cock, and I'd even watched closely as my wife had fucked that dildo. But seeing the real thing as it throbbed within his huge fist was something else entirely.

"Open wide, baby," Parker said, as he grinned at Hope.

She did as she was told, and he guided the head of his massive cock to her lips. Hope sealed them around the engorged head and began sucking hungrily on his dark meat.

I let out a groan and leaned back in my chair, hastily unfastening my pants so I could free my cock. As I wrapped my hand around my shaft, I tried to ignore how small it must look to Parker, and I stroked it, moaning as a warmth spread through my body.

"Good girl, Hope," Parker praised, even as he placed a hand on the back of her head and forced her mouth further down onto his cock, until she was gagging on it.

I was going to go to her, to rescue her from his roughness, except she let out a loud moan to show me how much she was enjoying it.

"Oh god," I groaned, pumping my fist harder up and down my cock, my flesh growing slippery with my precum as it leaked from the tip.

"Come closer if you want a better look, Jason. I don't bite. At least, I won't bite you. Hope might not be quite as safe in that regard." He flashed me a wicked grin, and without realising I was going to do it, I moved from my chair and got on my knees beside Hope, watching closely as her lips glided up and down his fat shaft.

Her lips could barely stretch around it, yet she was still bobbing her head, desperately trying to take him deeper and deeper. As I watched, she brought her hand up to wrap it around the base of his shaft, and her fingers could only just reach around it as she stroked him.

"Fuck, her mouth feels so damn good, doesn't it, Jason?"

I whimpered and nodded my head, keeping my gaze fixed firmly on my wife. A part of me wondered if she even realised I was with her, as she seemed so focused on pleasing Parker. But when I heard her moaning with pleasure at the feel of the massive cock in her mouth, I couldn't even find it in myself to be jealous. My wife was so damn hot, and watching her with another man was the most arousing thing I'd ever experienced.

Parker gripped her long ponytail in his fist and pulled her up off his dick, leaving her panting hard as she looked up at him.

"As much as I love your talented mouth, baby, I need to fuck that tight little cunt of yours now. But I know you've been fucking that dildo regularly to keep yourself ready for the next time I used you, because you are such a greedy little slut for me."

Both Hope and I whimpered at those words, and Hope got up to her feet to climb back into Parker's lap. She faced him, and from my position on the floor, I could see the way she wrapped her fingers around his thick black cock to hold it steady while she slowly lowered herself down onto it.

I stared at that spot where he sank inside of my wife inch by inch, jerking my cock rapidly. Her pussy lips stretched so wide around his fat shaft, and I could only imagine how good it must have felt for him to have her wet cunt gripping him so tightly. When she had impaled herself completely on his huge cock, I lost control and let out a loud moan as I started to cum, my creamy load splashing all over my pants to make a mess.

Parker chuckled and then slapped my wife's ass, leaving an angry red handprint on her pale flesh. As if she knew that slap was a sign to start moving, Hope began riding his cock hard and fast, moaning out in an animalistic way I'd never heard before. The sound was a mixture of pleasure and pain, yet she didn't seem to want to stop.

I was mesmerised as I watched his dark flesh disappear inside my wife repeatedly, his primal grunts mixing with her wild moans to create an intoxicating mix. Parker held onto Hope's ass cheeks, gripping the pale flesh hard as he began thrusting up into my wife. Her moans grew louder until they turned into sharp cries as she came on his cock. Her body shuddered while the pleasure washed over her, and I could see her juices flooding his cock to make it even wetter than it had been.

I let out a loud groan as my spent dick twitched, trying to harden again because of the arousing sight in front of me.

Even after her orgasm had faded, Hope continued to ride Parker's cock just as frantically as she had before.

"You need my cum inside you, don't you, baby?" he grunted as he kept thrusting up into my wife.

"Yes, Parker!" she moaned. "I need your cum. Please give it to me!"

He slapped her ass again, harder this time, and a moan of pleasure escaped her. "Fuck me harder, slut. Earn my cum."

Hope bounced harder and faster on his dick until he roared and tensed. From my position on the floor, I could see his heavy sac pull up tight against his body as his cock pulsed, unloading himself inside my wife. Hope shuddered as a second orgasm stole over her, and she threw her head back to let out a wail of such intense pleasure that I could hardly breathe as I watched her.

She collapsed on Parker, resting her head on his chest while she took deep gulps of air, her entire body trembling from the intensity. Only after she'd recovered did she slide down from her ex-boyfriend's lap to kiss me tenderly, wrapping her arms around me while I sat in stunned silence.

The Hotwife's Huge Obsession: Chapter Eight

===========================================

Jason reclaims his wife after watching her fuck her ex-boyfriend

HOPE:

I closed the door behind Parker as he left and turned to face Jason. He looked pale, like he was in shock, yet he was already hard again, with a large bulge in the front of his pants.

"Are you okay, love?" I asked, walking towards him slowly.

"I��� yeah��� that was incredible, Hope," he said, his voice sounding soft and far away.

Once I was standing in front of him, I wrapped my arms around him and pulled him close. "I love you, Jason," I whispered in his ear.

"I love you, too, honey."

His erection was pressing against my stomach, and I couldn't help but whimper. After Parker's rough touch, I was craving the loving touch of my husband. I pressed my lips to his, and something quickly ignited inside Jason. He forced my lips apart and plunged his tongue into my mouth, kissing me deeply. I moaned against his lips, returning his kiss with an equal fervour.

Jason's hands roamed over my body, reaching down to cup my ass and pull me even closer against him. "I need to fuck you," he groaned against my lips, and I felt a rush of excitement between my thighs.

"I need you too, love," I whimpered, as I grabbed his hand and pulled him towards the stairs.

He followed quietly behind me, although he was groping and squeezing my ass on the way up, adding to the heat that was already pooling at my centre. As soon as we were in the bedroom, Jason pushed me back down onto the bed and sat on the edge. I was still naked from my time with Parker, and when my husband pushed my thighs wide apart, he let out a loud groan.

"Fuck, Hope, I can see his cum leaking out of your pussy. There's so damn much of it."

My heart fluttered, wondering if he thought that was a bad thing. "But you still want me, don't you, love?"

Jason laughed softly. "I can't remember ever wanting you more than I do right now."

I grinned at him and pushed myself up into a sitting position, getting to work on opening all the buttons on his shirt. With each inch of his chest I revealed, I pressed a gentle kiss there, working lower and lower until I had reached his belly button. Then I unfastened his pants and, when he lifted his ass off the bed, I pushed them down, letting his hard cock spring free.

Jason wrapped my hair around his fist and guided my head down further until my lips were sliding over the head of his cock. It was thick and dripping precum, and I couldn't resist sucking hungrily on him, as if he was my favourite treat. With my head bobbing in his lap, I stroked my lips up and down his hard length, pressing my tongue against the sensitive vein along the underside of his cock. His moans filled the air as he throbbed in my mouth.

"God, that feels so good, honey," he groaned softly, the last word coming out sounding choked as I slid my lips all the way down to the base and held his throbbing meat deep in my throat for a few seconds.

When I pulled up off him, we were both breathing hard, and I brought my mouth back to his, kissing him deeply. I wrapped my hand around his cock, slowly stroking him as our lips and tongues moved together in a passionate dance.

Suddenly, Jason flipped me over onto my back without breaking the kiss, and he ran one hand over my naked body, massaging my breasts and teasing the nipples until they were rock hard before sliding his hand down between my thighs. His fingers brushed through my slick folds, and he moaned.

He pulled his lips away from mine to growl, "there is so much cum leaking from you, honey. I can't wait to find out how it feels when I fuck your flooded pussy."

I opened my mouth to beg him to fuck me already, except Jason quickly pushed those wet fingers past my lips, the taste of Parker's cum and my own arousal bursting on my tongue. I sealed my lips around those digits and sucked hungrily, flicking my tongue against them to clean them thoroughly.

Jason nudged my legs further apart and settled between them, and I could feel the swollen head of his cock pressing against my sex.

"Please," I moaned around his fingers, and he slipped them out of my mouth so I could talk properly. "Please, fuck me, Jason."

I reached down between our bodies to gently grip his cock and guide it into my wet opening. He moaned, dipping his head to rest his forehead against mine as he let out a loud groan. "Oh, god. That feels so fucking good, Hope."

Jason held himself deep inside me, making me wait to be fucked. I couldn't resist writhing beneath him, trying to work myself against his cock the best I could with his weight pinning me to the bed.

"Please," I moaned. "I need you, Jason. Please don't make me wait any longer."

He gripped my wrists and lifted them above my head, pinning them against the pillows in his large hands. I wriggled, trying to see if he would let me free, but he didn't, and a feeling of helplessness moved over me, ending with a rush of heat to my core.

"You are mine, Hope," he growled through gritted teeth, staring down at me with a dark lust in his eyes that I'd never seen there before. "Even if I let others fuck you, that doesn't mean you ever stop being mine."

I gasped at the sudden change in my usually sweet husband. Although I wasn't complaining. If this was what it did to him to watch me with my ex-boyfriend, I'd be begging him to let me fuck Parker more often in the future.

"Yes!" I cried out, still wriggling beneath him in my eagerness to be fucked. "I'm yours, Jason. I love you, and I crave you. But please just fuck me. I can't wait any longer."

He grinned down at me as he began thrusting his hips hard, slamming his cock deep into my soaked cunt. I cried out with pleasure as the force of his thrusts sent shockwaves of bliss running through my body. My pussy was still sore after Parker had used it, but I didn't care. The pleasure and pain mingled together perfectly to create intense sensations that took my breath away.

Jason held eye contact, staring down at me as he reclaimed my body as his in the most primal way. With his hard cock spearing into my helpless body over and over again. My toes were curling as I felt the familiar sensations of an impending orgasm rising up inside me, filling me until I was screaming his name and shuddering beneath him while my climax took hold.

He increased his pace, slamming brutally hard into my already abused pussy, until his cock was pulsing and filling me with his seed, too. As soon as he was finished, he released his hold on my wrists and collapsed on top of me, wrapping his arms around my body.

"I love you," he whispered, while nuzzling his face into the side of my neck, pressing gentle kisses there.

"I love you, too," I whispered back, barely able to speak as I remained breathless. "So you really are okay after watching me with Parker?"

Jason laughed softly. "For a while, I wasn't sure I would be. It was intense watching you with him like that. But honestly, it was also the hottest experience of my life. And I hope we'll be doing that with him again soon some time."

I giggled and felt a blush heating my cheeks. "I hope so too, love. It seems to have brought out a slightly rougher side in you, too, which I loved."

He grinned at me, creating a flutter in both my heart and my pussy. "What can I say? He inspired a part of me I didn't know existed."

"Well, now we've found that part of you, we should probably give you plenty of time to practice all the things you've been missing out on until now."

He rolled over onto his back and pulled me on top of him, and I let out a surprised yelp as his hand came down hard to spank my ass. "I agree, honey," he said, lifting his head to kiss my lips. "But first, I think we both need some cuddles after such an intense day."

My husband wrapped his arms around me, and I rested my head against his chest to listen to the pounding of his heart. I had to admit I was grateful that this sweet and loving side of him still existed. After all, that was what I fell in love with him for. But if he wanted to experiment with being a little rougher during sex, then I was happy with that, too. It would mean I'd have the best of both worlds.

I pressed a kiss to his chest, right over his heart, then rested against him once more, letting my sore body relax in my husband's loving embrace.
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