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Part 1

Phoenix stuck her head out the door and called over to Neil, who was currently buffing the last of the wax into the hood of the car she’d always thought was a waste of good money. “Neil, do you want some lunch? You haven’t stopped since you got up this morning.”

He grunted and shook his head but didn’t look over at her.

She stepped out onto the front porch and put her hands on her hips. “The place looks fine, that damn car looks fine. It’s not like the Queen is coming, it’s only your brother for Pete’s sake.”

Neil stopped for a moment and looked at his wife.  The thing of it was, no matter what he was doing when he looked at his wife, he looked at his wife, every time.  It had been a few years since they had met and married soon after, and yet he still couldn’t help himself.  Some things in life were just guaranteed.  The sky was blue, up was up, and Phoenix was the kind of woman you stopped to appreciate, every-single-time you saw her.

Perched on flip-flops, her long legs drew his eyes upwards and over her mound, subtly but not so much so that his well-versed eye could miss it, outlined by the tight jean shorts spray painted over her slim hips.  The sunlight glinted off the belly ring she'd gotten last year after they'd returned from their first adult-themed vacation.  She'd felt empowered after fucking her first man while married to Neil, and rightfully so, and had wanted to express it with a bit of flair.  They'd had so much fun with their first experience that Neil had been as enthusiastic about her flaunting her sexuality as she had been.

The tiny tank top hugged her ribs just above her midriff and her pert tits pushed indignantly outwards against the material so unjustly keeping them hemmed in.  Her flaming red hair spilled over her shoulders in luxurious waves that would compel the most stringent of man to bury his face in their floral scented exuberance.

Neil glanced at the car, now gleaming in the sun, and realized he was acting like a child.  He shoved the buffing cloth into his back pocket, smiling at her as he nodded. "You're right babe, it's just...you know how I get when he visits. I can’t help myself.”

She smiled with understanding and went up onto her toes to give him a quick peck on the lips. “Baby, I’ve told you so many times. You know you’re all the man I need. That man on our vacation was just a fun experience, and your brother is just a harmless flirt.”  She patted his chest and reached for his hand before turning to pull him into the house.  She knew how much he liked to watch her ass when she wore this pair of shorts. Over her shoulder, she added. "You know that kiss on New Year's Eve was just us being drunk and silly. Now come on and get cleaned up, he'll be here soon.”

As he scrubbed himself clean he thought back on the past New Year's Eve that she insisted on casually dismissing as nothing more than drunken fun. They'd only just been back from vacation and still riding the high of her fucking that stranger on their last night at the resort.  That had been a culmination of a year of naughty talk between them.  They had watched a show with a hotwife scene and it had intrigued them both.  She may have talked it up more than him in the beginning, but he loved how she stroked his cock and got him to tell her how much he liked the idea of it.  After a time, he was the one making suggestive comments about her taking a lover, and she simply reinforced his train of thought with her hands, her mouth, and her pussy.

She had exuded a sexual energy that couldn’t be ignored when they got home and they fucked every night for a week.  She’d tell him how good the other man’s cock felt inside her as Neil fucked her, and he’d cum like a horny teenager every time, although a bit too quickly for her liking.  She'd run her fingers up and down his limp dick afterward, making it twitch despite it being spent as she suggested it would be kinky-hot if she picked her own lovers.  Adding that perhaps it would be even more fun if she only allowed him to watch if he was a good boy and accepted her choices with no fuss. The more she teased his cock, the better it sounded to him.

New Year's Eve had been shortly after their vacation and his stepbrother Anthony had been staying with them over the holidays.  He had never settled down, being fiercely opposed to monogamy and now that his self-help book on the same subject had taken off he was constantly on tour promoting it. His schedule had aligned with staying with them and it had been bearably fine, until that last night.

Neil was tall with broad shoulders, had a killer smile, and a keen intellect.  After all, not just any man could capture the heart of one as wild and beautiful as Phoenix.  The thing with Anthony was, that he outshone Neil in every way imaginable.  Sure he was always gracious about it, and in fact did all he could to convince Neil it was all in his head, but they both knew the truth.  Neil had long ago learned to swallow the bitter pill of being inferior to his brother, the pill made all the more bitter through his own guilty conscience because his brother was so goddamned humble about...everything.  Anthony didn’t have a mean bone in his body, but that didn’t take away the sting of knowing that no matter what you did, you could never get out from under your brother’s shadow.

Perhaps more aptly put, his dark shadow.  Anthony was literally his brother from another mother, the product of Neil’s widowed father taking a new wife when he was still very young.  That new wife had been a Black woman, and she’d come with a son of her own, Anthony.

As quickly as Neil had grown and filled out into a strapping young man, Anthony had grown quicker, bigger, and taller.  Now that they were both fully grown men, the race (only in Neil’s head) had long come to an end.  At six-foot-five his massive towering frame, rippling with muscle all the while moving with the grace of a cat, filled any room and made it seem small while he was in it.  His skin was midnight black which only emphasized his ripped physique, and his piercing eyes held you while his brilliant smile made you feel special just for receiving it.

They were inseparable as brothers and loved one another as only brothers can, yet for Neil, there had always been an underlying insecurity when in Anthony's orbit.  It wasn’t Anthony’s fault and Neil knew it but he couldn’t fight how he felt.  Time and again he’d make inroads with a pretty girl only to lose her attention when her eyes fell upon his brother.  One time a girlfriend had broken up with him, professing her need to ‘get with Anthony’.  He’d felt gratitude that Anthony had told her where to go, that ‘nobody treats my brother like that’, but the experiences had piled up over the years leaving him with a sense of unease when his brother was around.  He loved him dearly, but Neil had no control over the world and the women in it.

When he’d met Phoenix and she'd not only stayed with him after meeting Anthony but had not even batted an eye upon meeting him, he'd been blown away and fell in love instantly.  He didn't know why she'd chosen him, but he'd run with it and it had been all well and fine until the New Year's Eve kiss.  Sure they'd all been drunk as fuck, and it had ended as quickly as it had begun but only a blind man couldn't see the sparks fly when it happened.  Phoenix had stumbled under the archway leading to the kitchen as Anthony was coming the other way.  They’d laughed when they crashed into one another and as Phoenix held onto him to steady herself she’d glanced up at the mistletoe hanging above them and then back at Anthony.

Laughing still, she’d draped her arms up and around his neck. “Come on then ‘Mr. Always So Polite Around Me’, won’t you kiss a girl under the mistletoe?”

She’d given him a fake pouty lip then giggled and stepped up onto her tip toes to bring her lips closer to his,  Anthony had glanced up and then shrugged his shoulders and bent his head to meet her halfway.  As Neil had looked on in horror from his perch on the couch, the kiss unfolded from a playful peck to something else entirely.

Neil to this day couldn't be sure who'd made the first move, or (if he was going to dissect the moment, which he did in his mind daily) who'd run with the opportunity.

Instead of instantly lowering herself back down, Phoenix remained in place and Anthony’s arms flexed ever so slightly as he lay his hands on her hips and pulled her closer, pressing his mouth firmly against hers.  Phoenix ran a hand up the back of Anthony’s neck and Neil watched as their jaws moved, tongues wrapped around each other in an intimate dance that only those participating can know the details of.

And then, almost as one, and so quickly it could have been said it never happened (if not for Neil watching), they separated.  After a moment of what the fuck was that looking at each other they had both laughed it off, her slapping his arm and him shaking his head, but the flames of desire did not quickly fade from their eyes.

Neil couldn’t help but ask ‘what the fuck was that all about’, but both his wife and brother had insisted it had been nothing more than foolish holiday spirit.

“You’re the one hanging the mistletoe every year, what’s a girl supposed to do?!” Phoenix had poked at Neil.

He’d let it go at the time, and both her and Anthony had steadfastly insisted it was nothing but Neil wasn’t so sure.  He couldn’t be. As much as he knew Phoenix loved him, he knew the effect Anthony had on women.   She was only human, Anthony was Anthony, and Neil was only, well...Neil.


Part 2

Phoenix opened the door, and perhaps with somewhat excessive exuberance, if you were to ask Neil, and held her arms wide in welcome. “Anthony!”

“Hey you!” Anthony’s smile was wide as he scooped her up and gave her a big hug, the hem of the short blue and white floral summer dress she’d changed into flitting upwards into the air as he spun her around.  She planted a kiss on his cheek as he placed her back down.  Still smiling he looked past her and his eyes lit up when he saw Neil. He moved towards him, hand outstretched and as Neil’s hand met his, Anthony reached for him and pulled him into a tight hug.  “Brother!”  Anthony slapped his back and then let go, stepping back to look at him. “How are you?”  He then glanced at Phoenix and then back to Neil. “It’s good to see you both!”

Neil forgot about all the negative and insecure thoughts he’d been having as he looked back at his brother, as he always did when they reconnected.  No matter what else, Anthony was his family and it always felt good to see him again.  That was Anthony, he made you feel special.

His large frame filled the modest entrance way and there was simply not enough room for all of them.  Phoenix took his hand and led him into the house, asking him how the drive was, and Neil followed.  He barely noticed the twinge in his gut as he looked at her hand swallowed up in Anthony’s and the smile on her face as she looked up over her shoulder at him as she talked.

What is wrong with me? He's only just arrived and she's only being friendly. Neil chastised himself and piped in, wanting to know what kind of car he'd gotten for a rental.  They hung out in the backyard for the afternoon, enjoying the day, and then soon enough it was time for dinner.  Everyone moved to the kitchen, which by the time you included the small round table with four chairs around it, wasn't all that big.  When you included Anthony, it was impossible for them all to crowd the counter area and pitch in so Phoenix shooed them away.

They each took a seat at the table so they could include Phoenix in their conversation and before long the smell of home cooking had their stomachs grumbling.  As they chatted Neil heard some pots clattering and looked towards the counter.  Phoenix was reaching for something in the bottom cabinet which was fine and to be expected but he was a bit surprised that she was bending from the waist to do so.  Her body was angled so that her ass was directed to the back of the room.  Since Anthony was sitting with his back to the wall and Neil to the side of him, that put her ass directly in line with Anthony.  That ass was now barely covered by the hem of her short summer dress and the miles of thigh leading to its teasing edge only emphasized that.

Neil had watched her bend to retrieve items from that cabinet many a time before, but she generally bent at the knees because it was the natural comfortable posture to do so.  Bending at the waist with legs locked straight forced her ass backwards up into the air and he couldn’t imagine it was an accident. Is she putting on a show for him?

He tore his eyes away from the allure of the bare skin disappearing up under the hem of her dress and glanced at Anthony who was, as expected, completely engrossed in the spectacle before him.

How could he not look? Neil wasn’t an idiot.  Men were men and when a beautiful woman gave you the gift of a view such as that, you took it.  It couldn’t be purchased with gold, or gilded words, not a happenstance view such as that in a situation such as this.  It was freely given and delivered upon the erotically charged premise that it was nothing more than an innocent confluence of events.  The cabinet had something she needed. She had to bend to retrieve it.  She happened to be wearing a short summer dress, and she happened to bend this one time at the waist and not at the knees.

Yeah, well... Neil was seriously starting to wonder if he shouldn’t have more of a critical eye, and be less naive about innocence and the sparks of attraction.

Anthony got a hold of himself as he became aware of Neil watching him and glanced at his brother sheepishly. He seemed to gather himself and then grinned. “You sure are one lucky S.O.B. to have someone like Phoenix taking care of you.”

Phoenix straightened just then and turned towards the men. “You’re such a smooth talker Anthony!” She turned back to what she was doing, but not before Neil noticed the blush forming on her cheeks.

Neil knew he was his own worst enemy and was determined not to allow his insecurities to taint what was so far, a nice get-together with his brother.  Sometimes he just grew weary of worrying about things that were out of his control and in this case were likely just in his mind.

A while later as they were eating dinner, Anthony turned to Neil and made as though to stand up. “Excuse me brother, I just want to grab some more water.”

“Oh man, have a seat and I’ll get that for you.” As a good host, Neil didn’t hesitate.

They both looked to Phoenix, who had been seated around the table on the other side of Anthony and was now rising out of her chair. “You boys just eat your dinner, and I’ll get that for you Anthony.”

Neil again told himself to relax.  It was just a glass of water, and it had after all been on the table closest to her.  She’s only being nice. Nonetheless, his mouth dropped open as she returned.

Phoenix laid her hand on Anthony's forearm and looked down at him with a warm smile as she placed the full glass on the table.  However, she’d placed the glass on the side of Anthony opposite to where she’d retrieved it and now stood.  That had caused her to lean across the front of him, and in doing so bring her breasts much closer to Anthony’s face than Neil would have ever been comfortable with.  He was even less comfortable with the twin peaks her hard nipples were making as they attempted to poke through the thin fabric of her dress.

To his credit, Anthony had taken only the briefest glances at the firm orbs delightfully teasing his visual pallet and had quickly thanked her with a smile of his own.

Why isn’t she wearing a bra? It was a stupid question because she never wore a bra in the hot weather, regardless of what she was wearing. He’d never asked about it after the first time she’d replied with, ‘Why should I suffer when all you men walk around shirtless? Would you prefer I do that instead?’ He had gotten used to it but today was different. What is she doing anyway, and did Anthony’s nostrils flair when she leaned over him? Was he smelling her?

She glanced over the table at him as she sat down and he widened his eyes in a WTF look.  Phoenix merely smiled and puckered her lips at him in a silent air kiss then returned her attention to Anthony. “This is just so nice, having my two favorite men here. You know I think family is important Anthony, and we’re glad you could spend some time with us.” She looked pointedly back over the table at Neil as she again placed her hand over Anthony’s arm, this time giving it a squeeze. “Aren’t we Neil?”

For his part, Neil felt he did an incredible job of not choking on the sip of water he’d just taken, but still put the glass down hard onto the table, bringing his hand to his mouth to stifle a cough. “Uh yeah, for sure...”

“Are you OK brother?” Anthony looked concerned.

“I’m good, it just went down the wrong way.” Neil forced a smile as Anthony reached over and gripped his shoulder with his massive paw.

“Well, I sure am happy to be with my two favorite people. Thanks for opening your home to me.” Anthony gave his shoulder a playful shake and then dropped his hand and returned his attention to Phoenix.

He didn’t know what was going on in Phoenix’s mind but Neil could see that Anthony appeared blissfully unaware that anything was amiss. Sure he’d ogled her ass as she’d bent over, and maybe had taken a bit of interest in her tits as she’d practically rubbed his face in them, but he was only a man after all and Neil couldn’t blame him for that.  He made his best attempt at staying cool and participating in the conversation and found solace in the knowledge that he’d give her a good talking to later.  She had some serious explaining to do.

Their voices faded away as Neil’s mind kept flashing back to that kiss not so long ago.  It had happened so fast, seemed so happenstance at the time but now…  How is it any different from tonight? She made it look like it was perfectly natural to lean over him like that. It was casually...intimate. Like they were lovers.

The twitching of his cock snapped him out of it. What the hell was that? He glanced at the two of them, the sudden guilty shame at himself compelling him to try and look normal. Why is that turning me on? Phoenix is the only woman in my life who didn’t sooner or later want to fuck him instead of me. She’s always said I was all she wanted in a man and besides...she’s my wife!  Phoenix looked at him and he could see the question in her eyes but he smiled at her and she returned her focus to Anthony.

Try as he might to stay engaged his eyes wandered to Anthony's arm resting on the table and he pictured Phoenix laying her hand on it.  Her small delicate fingers, whose tender magic dispensed in the quiet of the night he knew so very well, looked ghostly white against the darkness of his skin. His cock twitched again.

What is going on with me? I should be angry at her, not getting turned on!

He had always enjoyed the contrasting visuals of interracial coupling, but it wasn’t a ‘thing’ with him, it was just something he enjoyed.  He enjoyed a lot of things, and enjoying them didn't necessarily make them a 'thing'.  In fact, when they'd played on their recent vacation, it wasn't something they'd set out to accomplish, it had only been happenstance that their first experience had been with a Black man.

They finished dinner and Anthony excused himself to use the restroom.  Neil watched him leave and then turned to ask Phoenix what the hell was going on with her.  Before he could utter a word she was already out of her chair and moving around the table to him.

Her dress flowed around her thighs on invisible air currents, aided by the swing of her hips as she approached him like a lioness to her prey.  The glint in her eye and the upturned corners of her pouty mouth told him she knew exactly what she'd been doing to his mind over dinner.

His chair was still pulled in close to the table so she nudged his shoulder with her hand. "Let me in."  It was no-nonsense and abrupt, but they both knew they only had so much time to themselves before Anthony returned.

Neil pushed his chair back and looked up with a pained expression at the vision of beauty who’d long ago stolen his heart.  Her eyes never left his as she hiked up her dress and raised one leg, pivoting over him and lowering herself onto his lap.

“Shh.” She brushed her lips over his, dragging them over his cheek, and then nibbled on his ear.  She gave him a concerned look. "I know you're confused and wondering what the hell I'm doing—“

Neil recovered from her momentary distraction and couldn’t contain himself. “Your damn—“

Phoenix cut him off with another kiss, her hair falling around them and blocking out the world.  It was just her...and him drowning in her gaze. She pulled her lips away only far enough to speak. “I know how you feel about your brother, but this isn’t about your girl leaving you for him. We talked about how hot it would be for me to pick the men I want to fuck, and that’s all this is. I’m picking the man.”

He blinked and then frowned as he processed her words. “Why would you pick him of all people? You know you’re the only woman who has never done that to me...and now you want to?”

"Baby, don't you see? It's only sex, and what better person for me to fuck than someone we both love and trust?

His mind spun out on her choice of words. Love? We both love? What?

Oblivious to his thoughts, she continued. “I didn’t plan this. Sure we shared that kiss, but I no more planned that, than I did this. It’s just that it always seems so easy to enjoy our time with Anthony, I mean look at all the fun we had with him today. This all just crept up on me and I’m as surprised as you, but at some point today I thought, why not Anthony?”

His frown remained and she kissed him again. “We know him, he’s safe so there’s no risk.” Neil’s frown abated infinitesimally though he couldn’t say if it was from her words or her touch, but she seized on it. “You have my heart, I just want to give him my pussy. Just for a little while.” She brightened and smiled with excitement. “I want to tell him about our vacation and our new lifestyle...and we’ll see where it goes. Come on baby, it will be great!”

Phoenix bounced and then pressed her hips down, mashing her pussy onto his crotch. “Ooo, what’s that I’m feeling?” She grabbed the back of his head and thrust her tongue into his mouth as she rocked on top of him, grinding on his rapidly hardening cock. “I think you like the idea too, you’re just scared.”

Neil grunted, lost in the scent of her all around him and the heat she was pushing into his pants through the wispy material of her panties. He wasn't sure about any of that, but she felt good, and she was in his arms giving him all of her, and that felt even better.

She pulled her mouth from his and softly kissed his eyes, her hot breath wafting over him furthering his excitement and eroding his reservations. She looked him in the eyes as he opened them. “Trust me. Trust in us. OK?”

She waited until he nodded and then gave him a quick peck before standing up and adjusting her dress back down around her thighs. “Good boy. I promise you're going to love this as much as you did on our holidays!" She winked at him as the sound of Anthony's footsteps preceded his return to the kitchen, and turned to walk over to the fridge.  She exaggerated her steps, sashaying her ass, and looked over her shoulder at Neil to blow him a kiss.

That show was only for him, and she wanted him to know it.  As wild as she was, she wanted to reassure him that they were solid and that all the fun and games wouldn’t change that.  He had known it, but that little exchange was what he'd needed in a moment of understandable weakness.  He wasn't entirely fine with what she was proposing, in fact, he was far from it.  Yet he considered his cock jumping around in his pants as she'd carried on over dinner, and what she'd said about Anthony.  He was safe, he was family, and if you couldn’t trust your brother with your wife then who could you trust? No, he was far from sure about any of this, but her words had substance.  Anthony wasn’t trying to steal her and she wasn’t looking to be taken. This wasn’t his youth and she wasn’t a flighty girl that would drop him for Anthony.  They were married, and she loved him, not his brother.  He had to trust her if he truly wanted her to be his hotwife.

Anthony came back into the kitchen and sat back down. He looked towards Phoenix and then to Neil. “So, what’s for dessert?”


Part 3

Phoenix turned from the fridge as Anthony walked in and gave an obvious playing-it-up curtsy, but despite her best efforts at assuaging Neil's fears, nature's primal call could not be seduced into submission.  She put her hips into it, going down just that little bit lower than what would be called 'socially acceptable, then rotated them in a tight almost imperceptible motion as she came back up onto her toes.

Almost imperceptible, except to any man with a heartbeat. She caught the appreciative look Anthony could no more hide despite his best efforts at being discrete and respectful of his brother sitting next to him than a dog could refrain from licking his chops at a bone.  She then savored the look on both men's faces. One was clearly feeling guilty at wantonly partaking in the show she’d just given them both, the other a confused mixture of insecurity, jealousy, and lust for the sexual power she was flaunting for them both.

Phoenix didn't miss a beat, knowing exactly what message she was shamelessly broadcasting to the men before her.  She was quickly learning what it meant to be empowered by the love of the man in her life to be all that she wanted to be as a woman.  She placed one foot slightly more in front of the other than one would normally expect in such a perfectly regular everyday situation.  Salaciously beckoning the men's subconscious impressions more towards those of a runway model gliding on whispered dreams of fancy than a housewife in her kitchen she moved towards them.

She had locked eyes with Anthony as she took the handful of steps to the table, taking in the widening of his eyes as he couldn’t help but watch her, then broke away as she drew up to Neil.  She dropped her gaze to her husband who was watching her with nervous rapture and bent down to kiss him lightly on the lips.  Her eyes never left his as she straightened up. “Why don’t you take Anthony into the living room and I’ll bring in the coffee. I can’t wait to tell him all about our holiday!”

She turned and made a point of ignoring them as she sashayed over to the counter to fill the kettle.  A brief moment passed as the men realized they were both watching her and then they made exuberant small talk, pushing their chairs back and scraping them loudly over the hard floor as they got up to leave.  She smiled to herself as they valiantly tried to pretend they both hadn’t just been eye-fucking her.

The two of them had recovered from her distracting performance and were in the middle of an animated disagreement over which Caribbean destination was the best for a couples holiday.  Anthony was seated in a leather armchair across from Neil on the couch, with a small glass-covered table between them.  Phoenix chose to be subtle in the moment, knowing she had both men's undivided attention already and wanted to leave them wanting more of whatever visual feast she shamelessly chose to gift them.  She simply walked in, placed the tray of steaming cups of coffee on the table, and sat beside Neil.

“I can tell you boys exactly which destination is the best for a holiday.” She smiled mischievously first at Neil and then at Anthony. She placed her hand on Neil’s thigh and squeezed as she met Anthony’s questioning gaze. “Whichever one allows for a sexually empowered married woman to enjoy herself with the encouragement of her husband, and without the judgment of others.”

She heard Neil catch his breath and felt his body stiffen next to her but she giggled as Anthony raised a solitary eyebrow and nodded slowly at the two of them.

“Well well brother, I’ve got to be honest. In all these many years you’ve never indicated that you were of the polyamorous mind, not even when my book was published.” He grinned. “Hey, I think it’s fantastic though that you guys are exploring new things. Welcome to my world!”

Anthony took in his brother's rigid body and Phoenix holding his thigh to calm him, a playful smile teasing her lips while her gaze never left him. "Although I must admit Phoenix, I'm wondering if there isn't a nuance of polyamory at play here based on your choice of words, and the stricken look on my brother's face.  Perhaps you're alluding to more of a one-sided poly thing..."

He took a moment and looked Neil in the eye, giving him a reassuring smile. "It's OK brother, we're all family here, and if there's anyone you can trust it's me." Returning his gaze to Phoenix he cocked his head slightly and let his eyes rest on her mouth for a long moment before meeting her gaze. "Correct me if I'm wrong, but I think you two lovebirds have discovered the joy of a stag/vixen lifestyle or maybe"—he glanced again to Neil and flashed him another reassuring smile—“it’s more of the cuckold lifestyle?”

Neil felt his heart stop lockstep with time. Wawoomp. Wawoomp. It hadn't stopped in reality, but the length of time between each beat was measured in eons, not seconds.  He'd come so far in the last while he thought. Facing his insecurities as a man watching his wife choose another man to fuck all while denying her husband the nirvana of her body. He'd realized that the real nirvana was the joy in her eyes as another man plunged his cock into her pussy and made her moan in ways he never had.  The nirvana was the love she showered him with when it was over, telling him in more ways than there were words how he was the only man for her in all the ways that really mattered. The nirvana was the pride he felt when he got past his ego and allowed himself to appreciate the level of trust they'd elevated their relationship to, and how lucky he was to have a woman that he could do that with.

He'd come so far and yet the shame from how other men would judge him if they knew was ever-present just below the surface of his conscious thoughts. He knew that with most men he couldn't ever explain how beautiful it was, this thing they had discovered together.  He felt that shame flare now as his brother so casually spoke of him being a cuckold while the woman of his dreams was so much as saying she was his cuckoldress.  He felt that shame yet also felt it ebb as he took in the non-judgmental and accepting smile on his brother's face.

His brother was telling him he understood Neil and Phoenix, and that if there was one guy that 'got him', it was him. Neil forced himself to relax as best he could, and cleared his throat.  His brother knew more about this lifestyle than most and if he couldn't be himself around Anthony then that would be his real shortcoming, not being a cuckold.  Phoenix liked Anthony, wanted to fuck him, and she wanted Neil to want that too.  Anthony loved them both. What better match could a man hope for?

Neil drew a breath and then shook his head while letting out a short self-conscious laugh. “Well brother, astute as always!” He looked to Phoenix who reached for his hand and gave it a reassuring squeeze, then looked back at Anthony. “We’ve only had one experience so far but it was a good one”—he flashed a quick smile towards Phoenix who matched it with her own—“for both of us.”

Phoenix giggled at that and demurred. “Yes...it was.”

Anthony nodded and leaned back in the chair, draping his arms over the sides and settled his massive frame into the leather, looking every part a king on his throne gazing with benevolence upon his subjects. “And so...tell me Neil, what was the dynamic exactly? Did you have any say in who Phoenix slept with, or did she make all of the decisions?”

Neil cleared his throat and glanced at Phoenix. She leaned over and kissed his cheek then brought her lips to his ears. “Tell him Neil, tell him how I made you my cuckold. Tell him how you were my good boy.”

She wasn’t exactly whispering and so he was fairly certain Anthony had heard every word, but if he did he was keeping his face casual as he waited for Neil’s response. “Uh yeah, um…” He cleared his throat as his heart hammered in his chest.  This was it. The proverbial cat was out of the bag and she wanted him to tell his brother, that man she wanted to fuck, how she had cuckolded him. She wanted him to verbalize it, and in doing so advertise her availability and his submission to her wants and her needs.

His cock had swelled at the words delivered upon her hot breath, taunting his soul as they ignited the need inside him to see her every desire fulfilled, knowing what his role in that would be. “We uh, met a man she took a liking to and she quickly made it clear to uh, both of us, that she wanted to fuck him. Before I knew it, they were fucking and I was sitting in a chair watching them and”—he glanced at Phoenix who winked at him and blew him a kiss—“it was incredible. For both of us.” He smiled at Phoenix then it fell from his face as he looked back to Anthony, his insecurity rushing back to overwhelm him as his cuckold admission hung in the air between them.

Anthony knew how much his brother was trusting him by speaking so honestly, and while he had every intention of honoring that trust, he also knew what the two of them needed. This after all wasn’t his first rodeo. He looked at Phoenix, at the miles of legs crossed over at the knee as she fidgeted in place, smiling seductively at him from under her long eyelashes.  He looked at Neil, red-faced and constantly glancing at Phoenix with adoration and then back towards him shyly. “Brother, I know how much you love Phoenix, and how you want only the best for her. I think it’s beautiful. You should be proud for being man enough to know your place with her and for supporting her choices.”

He locked eyes with Phoenix as he settled back further into the chair like he owned the place. "I wouldn't want to presume so I'll just come out and ask the million-dollar question. Would you happen to be making any of those choices today Phoenix?"

Neil held his breath as the question hung in the air between the three of them and then Phoenix turned to whisper in his ear. “I promise baby, you’re going to love this as much as I will.”

She nipped his ear then flicked it with her tongue as she uncrossed her legs and positioned her feet so she could stand. He could only stare in silence as she moved over the floor into the realm of his greatest fear, and into the arms of his brother.


Part 4

Phoenix kept her gaze steady on Anthony as she navigated the few short steps around the coffee table toward him. His eyes were lit in playful flirtation that grew more serious with the carnal thoughts flickering behind them as she approached.  She lifted one leg, bent her knee, and shoved it between his leg and the inside arm of the chair. Making a show of hiking her dress up around her thighs, though its already short length precluded the need to do so, she then climbed onto his lap, wedging in the other knee. She spoke casually as if she were discussing the weather and was not in the middle of seducing him. "Neil has always been so insecure around you. I think it's only natural for a girl to wonder what all the fuss is about."

Astride him now, she peered at him from beneath her eyelashes as she leaned towards him and brought her face close to his. She saw his nostrils flare as he took in her scent, the beast within him answering the unspoken song her pheromones were singing. Of desire. Of lust. Of need.  All pretenses of mere hostess and guest cast aside, her voice came out low and sultry sweet. “Don’t you?”

Anthony didn't answer, instead weaving his fingers through the silken locks that had enchanted his eye from the first moment they'd met. When they'd held him like a hapless fool as they whispered their seductive dance around her. He cupped the back of her head and pulled her to him, gently at first, and then as their tongues met he abandoned all pretense and allowed his hunger to show.  Her tongue slipped over his as their mouths mashed together and for a moment, as they allowed themselves to express the attraction that had always been there but had until now been denied, they lost themselves in it.

Not one of them there could say how long that first kiss had lasted. Not Anthony or Phoenix who were understandably absorbed in it.  Not Neil who was utterly and equal parts overcome with jealous angst even as his mind told him that he'd agreed to this, and the erotic hum that was now coursing through his body as he watched her kiss his brother. As he watched his brother entwine his massive paw into her delicate feminine flocks and grip the back of her head like it was his to take.  He groaned, unable to hold it in any more than he could prevent his cock from stiffening in his pants.

Anthony came back from the moment and broke the kiss, though his lips remained within easy reach of hers, and looked past Phoenix towards Neil.  He waited until their eyes met. “How are you brother, are you good?”

He watched Neil focus on his words and then withdraw as he absorbed them.  Mere seconds passed but Anthony knew time had no measure in a man's mind as he contemplated pivotal moments in his life.  When Neil came back to him and then nodded with at first a hesitant smile, and then a solid one, Anthony returned it and then looked to Phoenix. "Well, the man knows what he wants, let's see if we can't give it to him."

Phoenix giggled as she slid off his legs and perched on her knees on the floor in front of the chair. “I’m not entirely sure he fully knows yet, but we’re going to have a fun time showing him exactly what he wants!”

She had his pants undone and her lips wrapped around his already hardening cock a moment later.  Neil couldn’t see it from his position on the couch but he’d seen it often enough growing up to know how big it was.  What he couldn’t see was the shocked expression on Phoenix’s face as it plopped out of Anthony’s boxers and reached for the sky.  To her credit, she’d recovered well and pushed aside any hesitation she might otherwise have had, telling herself. You don’t have to get it all down your throat, save some for your pussy.

Neil’s hips flexed involuntarily upwards, grinding his cock into his jeans as muted wet and sloppy slurping sounds meandered their way from her mouth stretched impossibly wide around Anthony’s cock, through her hair, and across the short distance to his eager ears.

Anthony looked down as he groaned, resting one hand on top of Phoenix’s head, the other brushing her hair back over her ear so he could watch her face.  Her mouth.  He didn’t push down, not wanting to presume the level of hunger she might have for his cock but did want to be ready to help ‘guide’ her in any way she might desire.  He wasn’t full of himself, it was based on his life experience.  Women, and if he were to be objective generally it was white women, seemed to become orally fixated on his cock.  Some were immediately taken with it and couldn’t get enough of it down their throat, while others took a while longer.  In the end though, almost every time, they all gave in to whatever genetic programming was directing them and would look up at him with eager eyes and a mouth full of cock and implore him to give them more of it.  He loved that they loved it, and love it they did.

Phoenix scolded herself. You’ve wondered for so long how big his cock was and now you’re what, afraid of a little discomfort? Come on girl, you’re better than this!

She made a conscious effort to relax her throat while ignoring the incessant gag reflex and reached up to lay her hand over Anthony’s, giving it just the lightest of downward touches.

Neil stared at his wife, struggling with the girth of Anthony in her mouth yet asking without words for more of it.  Neil had never felt her hesitate when taking him into her mouth, in fact, if he thought about it she hadn't ever struggled to go 'balls-deep'.  She'd always told him what a big stud he was but now, as he witnessed her struggling and even with her best effort failing to encompass all of Anthony with her mouth, he knew she'd only ever been kind to him.

The sound of wet slurping filled the room as Phoenix’s head bobbed up and down eagerly under the ministrations of Anthony's well-practiced guiding hand.  Neil shifted in his seat to accommodate his hard cock and he contemplated the eroticism of his wife’s shameless hunger for another man’s.  One that was so impossibly bigger than his own. Am I OK with her enthusiasm for something I can never give her? His cock throbbed in his pants as she pulled her mouth away and gasped for air.  I guess I am.

She climbed back onto Anthony's lap, reaching under her dress to pull her panties to the side as she mounted his cock.  As the tip of his head pushed past her lips and began its slip 'n slide journey inside her, now thoroughly wet with anticipation, she paused and caught his eye. "Let's ease into this, my married pussy hasn't had much practice with big cocks like yours."

Anthony grunted as she lowered herself further and the tightness of her gripped his cock in an eager embrace.  His words came out low and sweet. “Sure baby, you take your time.”

Short gasps and quiet moans punctuated the otherwise silence of the room as Neil looked on.  He was lost in thought, transfixed as much by what he was seeing as Phoenix worked her way onto Anthony’s cock, as he was by the words he’d heard. She wasn’t outright mocking the size of my cock. He knew he was of average size, for a white man, and that they’d always seemed to have good sex.  Like any man, it was always great for him and he honestly thought it was sometimes not just good, but great for her too.

She was just speaking honestly, a matter of fact like women sometimes do. Maybe that was what was burning the candle of shame and scorching his ego. Hearing her say something that most likely any woman would if they had exposure to someone like Anthony.  It was the fact that no matter how good of a lover Neil was, he could never change how Phoenix or any other woman would appraise him if they saw his cock, after seeing Anthony's.  Compared to how his brother could fill a woman, stretch a woman in all the right places, and therefore make her feel in bed, Neil would never be able to compete.  Not on his best day, or any day.  Phoenix was merely stating in so many words a fact that she now knew intimately and one that he now had no choice but to face.  He'd read that once you're cuckolded you can never go back, but it wasn't the entire truth.  The entire truth was once a man's wife experienced someone like Anthony, her definition of 'great sex' would be forever changed.

He struggled with his wilting ego, contemplating how much he loved her and wanted only the best for her.  Even now.  Maybe it was fitting for Anthony to tenderly call her ‘baby’ as he gently pushed his massive cock inside her.  Anthony was only giving Phoenix something that they’d both asked him for.  Her with her actions and words, and Neil with his complicity in it all.  I so much as asked him to fuck her as she did.  Anthony had never once shown inappropriate interest in Phoenix, and Phoenix hadn’t either (until today).  That showed how much Anthony hadn’t wanted anything to come between them.  It showed how much Anthony loved them both.  My brother can give my wife something I can’t, and is kind enough to do so only because we asked. Doesn’t that make me the lucky one?

He knew he didn’t necessarily have a small dick, no more than he was a crappy lover.  He was merely an average man who wanted the best for his extraordinary wife.  That meant his ego would have to accept what his hard cock so desperately trying to push through his jeans already had.  He adjusted himself and settled in as Anthony gripped her ass with both hands, lifting her dress as he did so, giving Neil a clear view of the monster shaft impaling his wife.

Phoenix sucked in a breath, wiggled her ass, and then pressed her mouth to Anthony's, stifling the moan that tried to make its way out past them as she finally bottomed out and planted her ass onto his thighs.  She held herself there a moment, gathering herself, and then rose up just a hair.  She slid back down and bottomed out again, then repeated the motion, this time going higher.  Rising once more, higher yet, she giggled as she came back down, this time with more force.  Her voice was giddy with relief, but undertones of the physical stress her desire demanded that she work through remained. "Oh my God, I thought I was never going to get to the end of it!"

They all had a quick laugh at that as if the ice had been broken, and Phoenix quickly worked herself further up the shaft until she was, at last, sliding back down it full stroke, and with abandon.  Anthony's hands were more of an aesthetic accent upon her ass than a means to her motion, his chocolate skin highlighting the white flesh of her orbs as they jiggled with every glorious bounce.  Her moans coupled with Anthony's grunts into a chorus of lust now fulfilled and their bodies moved as one.

Phoenix slowed and then stopped, and through lidded eyes, she panted. "Take me from behind."

She climbed off him on shaky legs turned and knelt before the coffee table.  She smiled at Neil as she bent over it, laying first her arms over the glass and then her head over them as she settled in for round two.  Anthony stepped out of his pants and boxers and then flipped her dress up over her ass.  One quick yank had her panties torn off and flying across the room and then he was on his knees too, his cock pushing back inside the warm wetness of her dripping slit.

He quickly got his rhythm and his cock slid in and out with ease, her pussy having long since given up any pretense of being 'too tight' for its massive girth.  His hips slapped against her ass and her upper body rocked across the surface of the table.

“Oh fuck!” She cried out and lifted her head to look at Neil, her eyes bright and alive with the fires of insatiable need burning between her legs and deep inside her. “Kiss me baby, kiss me!”

Neil scrambled forward off his perch on the couch, down onto his knees in front of her with his lips eagerly finding hers.  She kissed him deeply, her tongue thrusting forward and into his mouth carried upon the momentum of Anthony pounding her pussy from behind.  He felt a joy he’d never known could exist as Phoenix told him she loved him with her mouth even as his brother was filling her with more cock than she knew what to do with.

She broke the kiss and moaned, a deep guttural sound that bespoke of the ancient language of satisfaction as Anthony hit a sweet spot inside her, and she laid her head back down as she gave in to all that Anthony wanted to give.

“Brother!" Anthony had his hand held up in the air between them in a high-five, smiling from ear to ear, the other hand gripped around Phoenix's hip as he continued to fuck her.  Neil took a moment to process but he finally raised his hand and slapped it to his brothers.  Anthony gave a heartfelt laugh and entwined his brother's fingers with his and gripped his hand tight. "I love you brother!"

At that moment Neil found inner peace as his life-long insecurities fell away.  He saw the love in his brother's eyes and felt the residual heat of Phoenix's on his tongue and the nirvana of cuckolding washed over him. "I love you too brother!"

He grinned like a fool as he sat back down on the couch. “Now bring it home brother, bring-it-home!”

Anthony nodded and gripped Phoenix with both hands, pulling her into him as he increased his pace. 

“Oh fuck. Oooh fuck!” Phoenix reached for the far side of the table and gripped it, her knuckles turning white as she thrust herself backwards onto Anthony.  The wet sound of his balls slapping against her sopping cunt filled the room in between her moans.

Anthony threw his head back and growled in pleasure (and a little bit of frustration) as ropes of cum clambered around themselves to shoot out of his dick and flood her insides like a fire hose unleashed.  However, the mathematical relationship between volume, flow, and dimension couldn’t be denied regardless of intent.  It simply couldn’t come out fast enough, though his balls pulsed with Herculean effort as they struggled to expunge his seed deep inside her.

Phoenix cried out as the electric fire of her orgasm tore through her, from her belly to her toes, her body quivering with his as they spent themselves on one another.

Anthony stayed still, his eyes closed as the last of his seed dripped from his cock into her, then he leaned down and kissed the back of her neck. "That was amazing Phoenix, thank you!"  He looked up, past the wisps of her hair that had been fucked into disarray around her head, towards Neil. "And thank you brother."


Epilogue

“I'll be just a few more minutes dear." Neil looked up from the mechanic's creeper he was laying on, to Phoenix who was standing on the front steps telling him lunch would be ready soon.  The day was shaping up to be another hot one and she'd dressed accordingly in a tiny tank top he loved almost as much as the painted-on jean shorts she was wearing.  A lone breeze could no more resist the allure of her bare skin than he could, and he watched as it teased the hair up off her shoulder, stealing a kiss with its whispered touch.

With regret, he slid back under the car, telling himself the sooner he finished the oil change, the sooner he could join her.  Anthony had left several days before and they'd been fucking like bunnies ever since.  The love and trust that had been an essential component of Phoenix being able to experience Anthony had catapulted their lovemaking from simply good to amazing.  It was beyond the physical for them now, and just as well because Neil could never compete with Anthony there.  Now it was a celebration of their mutual love for one another and their recognition that there was a whole world out there that they couldn't wait to explore, together. 

Neil impatiently spun off the old oil filter in his haste to finish the job and get inside to be with Phoenix.  Oil dribbled a lazy path down his arm, leaving a midnight black trail over the white of his skin before pooling on the ground beneath him.  The image brought him back to Anthony’s hands on Phoenix, and of his cum dribbling down her thigh when they were done. Soon enough pal, soon enough. He smiled to himself as he savored the memory.  Anthony had made plans to return soon and they were as eager as he was for a repeat performance. 

The End.
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