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 When the Right One
Comes Along

“Hey, Miss, is this seat taken?” I asked my
wife. We were playing a little game, one we loved to play when out
of town. My wife would go down to the bar ahead of me, then I’d
follow a few minutes later and act like I was a stranger. We’d
chat, then I’d ask if she’d like a nightcap up in my room. Most of
the times our role-playing would break down in the elevator and
we’d end up having really good sex. On the rare occasions we were
able to stay in character, we had the best fucking sex. She’d be
the lonely wife, I’d be the stud come to seduce her. It was all a
fun sexy game.

Until it wasn’t.

“No,” my wife said. She took a sip of her
wine, but didn’t invite me to sit. So, she’d be playing hard to get
tonight. And with the way she looked, she’d be worth the trouble.
She was wearing a tight, green strapless dress that hung halfway
down her calves, but with a long slit that ran up almost to her
hips. Its V-neck front displayed her bountiful breasts. She wore
modest heels. Her red hair was pulled back in a ponytail, and her
makeup was simple, yet enticing.

As I ordered my drink, a Johnny Walker Black,
I marveled at how lucky I was to ever get her to marry me. I was
average looking, some girl’s called me cute in high school. I made
regular trips to the gym, but I wasn’t what you’d call a hunk. I
did have a pretty decent-sized cock, around seven inches when fully
erect, the one time I measured it, but few women ever got the
chance to see it. I’d only slept with three other women before I
met my wife. I guess it was my personality.

“So, you come here often?” I asked. The
bartender laughed, my wife gave me an odd look.

“That line is older than dirt,” she said, and
went back to checking her emails on her phone. She was giving me
the brush off.

I always like to start my seduction with a
different opening line, but for the life of me I had nothing at the
ready. So, I cheated.

“Hey, bartender,” I said, waving the tall
white guy over. “Can you put the Sports Channel on, I think
Liverpool and Chelsea are playing." It didn’t matter whether the
guy would change the channel or not, Stephanie loved watching
soccer, especially Premier League, and she loved talking about it
even more.

My wife gave a sly grin, but decided my
opening was good enough.

“So, who you rooting for,” she said, “Chelsea
or Liverpool?”

“Well, I’m an Arsenal fan, so I gotta root
for Chelsea in this match. Name’s Rex, by the way.” My real name
was Charlie, but we liked to use fake names during our game.

“Audrey,” Stephanie said with a grin.
“Pleased to meet you.” She extended her hand. I wanted to kiss it,
but it was a little too early in the evening for that, so we
shook.

The bartender did get the game on, so we
watched for a bit and chatted about the match, the standings, and
who we thought would end up relegated at the end of the season. We
acted as strangers, but the conversation was real.

I finished my first drink, and Stephanie was
just about ready to finish hers when nature called and I excused
myself to use the men’s room. I was only gone for a few minutes but
when I got back there was another man sitting on the other side of
my wife, chatting with her. He was tall, with pale skin and short
brown hair. He wore a pair of black slacks, with a light blue polo
shirt and a black leather jacket.

My first reaction when I saw the two was
annoyance. This guy was barging in on our game, but then I noticed
myself becoming aroused as I watched a real stranger chat up my
wife. It was an odd sensation, part jealousy, part lust. I was
watching the game instead of playing. I held back for a moment and
saw Stephanie laugh at one of his jokes. It felt like a stab to the
heart and I made a move to reclaim my wife’s attention. She had
other plans.

I was just about ready to tap her shoulder
and ask if she wanted to head to our room, thus ending the game,
when she turned to face me. “Oh, Rex, I was wondering where you’d
gone off to,” she said.

I didn’t really feel like playing anymore,
but obviously my wife did. Now, if we were a smart couple, we would
have set up a magic word or phrase we could use to end the game,
one that wouldn’t let others know what we were up to, but would
tell our partner we didn’t want to act like strangers anymore. We
didn’t have one of those. So I had the choice of blowing my wife’s
cover, or continuing the game. I chose the chivalrous path.

“Just using the restroom, Audrey.” I sat down
next to my wife who was now sitting with her back to the bar. Her
drink was empty so I asked if I could buy her another.

“That’s okay,” she said. “Ian here just order
us a round.”

I assumed that meant I was included, but when
the bartender just dropped off a wine for my wife and a beer for
him, I learned I was not.

“You need another drink?” the bartender asked
with an amused grin.

“Yeah, the same.”

Stephanie, or Audrey I should say, introduced
me to her new friend. Ian was a Scotsman on holiday in the States.
He stood up to shake my hand. He was about six foot two, a little
taller than I am. His accent was thick but clear, and pleasant
enough to charm the panties off of any American gal, my wife
included. And wouldn’t you know it, his brother worked for
Manchester United.

Lucky me, I thought. So the three of
us spent the next half hour or so chatting about the Premiere
League, occasionally cheering or jeering at the television. I
should say my wife and Ian chatted, I was mostly left out, so I
sipped my drink, occasionally nodding my head or adding my two
cents when I could get a word in edgewise.

“I see you’re married,” Ian said to my wife,
pointing at the gold ring on her finger. “Is he around
somewhere?”

This was the point when Stephanie could call
the game over. Everyone could have a good laugh and my wife and I
would go back to the room and fuck like crazy, cause I was hard as
steel and wanted nothing more than to make love to her.

“No, he’s at home,” my wife lied. “I just
wrapped up a business trip, and I’m flying back to Phoenix,
tomorrow.”

“You ever see a game, live?” Ian asked.

“No,” I said, almost adding, “we
haven’t.”

“Neither, have I,” my wife said.

Ian, who obviously only cared about my wife’s
answer, pulled a card from his pocket and handed it to her. “If
you’re ever in Great Britain, give me a ring. Maybe I can get you
into a match.”

“Sounds fantastic,” Stephanie said.

“I’d love to see a real football game in
person.” Ian gave me a funny look, and to my surprise so did my
wife. She was still playing the game, he was wondering why I
thought he was talking to me. I’m sure my face turned beet red.

The bartender sat another drink in front of
me. “On the house,” he whispered, having pity on this poor schmuck
striking out with the hot red-head.

I excused myself to use the restroom again,
but I need not have bothered since neither of the pair were paying
any attention to me.

I stood at the sink and splashed my face with
cold water. What the fuck was going on? My wife was playing our
game with another man. And again, thinking about it made me more
aroused than angry. I should be furious that this guy was seducing
my wife right in front of me, but I wasn’t. In fact, I kind of
wanted her to go off with him, to see what it felt like to have a
cheating wife, to feel that sense of betrayal and the danger of
losing her to another man. God, I felt like such a freak.

When I went back to the bar, Ian was just
getting up. I was glad that he seemed to be leaving, but also a
little disappointed that our new game was coming to an end. At
least I’d get to release this sexual tension that had been building
inside me.

“Well Audrey, he was a nice chap,” I
said. I decided to stay in character to see if I could salvage a
bit from our busted evening. I was sure we could use the close call
with a real stranger to spice things up in bed.

Again, Stephanie was playing on a different
level. “Charlie, don’t get mad, but I think I want to make this
game we’ve been playing a reality.”

It was like she swung a hammer and landed it
square in my chest. My heart skipped a beat, but my cock remained
hard as steel.

“Okay,” I said, hesitantly. “Let’s talk about
it, and maybe next time — ”

“No, I mean tonight. Ian just went out to
make a call. I think he’s going to invite me to his room.” She
paused for a moment, then added, “and I want to accept.”

I think she was afraid I would get mad and
stop her. If she only knew the storm of emotions raging within me.
I both wanted her to go and stay with me at the same time. It made
no sense.

I didn’t know what to say. A prouder man
would have stopped her, asked her to apologize for flirting in
front of her husband, and demanded a blowjob in exchange for his
forgiveness. I was not that kind of man. Although I was a little
angry and hurt, I was more concerned about her safety.

“Are you sure it’s safe?” I asked.

Stephanie’s eyes lit up, which sent another
stab to my heart. She knew I was giving my approval, tentative
though it was.

“Oh, Ian’s a great guy, I’m sure. And I’ll
have my phone with me, I’ll text you the room number and you can
wait outside the door if you want.” She was rattling off words like
a schoolgirl whose crush asked her to the prom. She was so excited
and Stephanie was so sexy when she was excited. I just wished
I could get her excited like that.

“You have my permission, Steph. Follow your
bliss.”

My wife blew me a kiss.

I decided to leave before Ian got back. I
didn’t want things to get too awkward, so I paid my bill, which
included the drink ‘Audrey’ had before Ian showed up. That felt a
little humiliating, but stirred my cock. I took what remained of my
drink and left the bar. I still wanted to watch, so I found a dark
corner to hide in. The bartender saw what I was doing, but seemed
willing to play along since I’d left him a hefty tip.

A few minutes later, Ian came back. He looked
around and smiled, pleased I wasn’t around anymore. He spoke to my
wife and she nodded her head in agreement. While he settled his
bill, Stephanie — I was done using her ‘game’ name — Stephanie
fiddled with her phone.

A few seconds later, my phone buzzed.

<Room 1834>

It was 3 floors above ours. I wasn’t going to
be hanging out in the hall, but it was good to know where she was,
in case Ian was some kind of serial killer.

I wanted to tell her how I felt, let her know
the storm of emotion roiling through me — the jealousy, pain,
betrayal, arousal, lust, desire. How I wanted her to turn him down,
but fuck him at the same time. My state of mind was a paradox. It
would take a master’s thesis to get it across, so instead I just
texted

<Have fun>

She replied with the winking emoji.

The bill was squared away and my wife tucked
her phone into her purse. The couple got up and headed out of the
bar, Ian with his hand on the small of Stephanie’s back, like he
owned her.

I watched them leave, with a heavy heart.

I waited a few minutes, to make sure they
were truly gone, and returned to the bar.

“You’re not following?”

I looked up at the bartender.

“She’s your wife, isn’t she?”

“How’d you know?”

“Five years behind this bar. I’ve seen some
things.”

“We’ve never done this before.”

“It shows.” The bartender set another drink
down in front of me. “From what I’ve seen it’ll be the first of
many — or your last.”

We chatted awhile. The bartender trying to
lift my spirits, telling me about a few regular couples who play at
his bar. I told him we’d been role-playing for about a year, but
this was the first time someone else has stepped in.

“Ian knows what he’s doing.”

“You know him?” I asked.

“He’s one of the regulars. He always stays
here when he’s in town. Never fails to leave with some hot chick on
his arm.”

“You think he knows.”

“He probably expects. I’m sure once he’s had
his cock in your wife, she’ll tell him.”

My heart raced, reminded of what my wife and
Ian would be up to. As if on cue, my phone buzzed. It was a
picture, from an unknown number.

“It didn’t take him that long?” I told the
bartender as I looked at the picture.

It was my wife, on her knees, looking up at
the camera, a rather large dick in her mouth.

A text came while I was staring at Ian
fucking Stephanie’s face.

<Your wife’s mouth feels so nice. Come on
up if you want to see more.>

A bit of humiliation and an invitation to
watch. What more could a new cuckold ask for, I thought. I
knew the terms, but never in my wildest imagination would I have
believed I’d see my wife fucking a stranger if you told me just an
hour earlier.

“Can I get you anything else?”

Here I was, facing the biggest decision of my
life, since asking Stephanie to marry me. Should I go watch her get
fucked by Ian or stay and stew in my anguish and lust? It took me
only a moment to decide.

“Nah, I’m heading back to my room,” It was my
wife’s first time with a new cock since we’d met — I wasn’t going
to miss it for anything.

“You okay?” the bartender asked. “I mean,
really — are you okay?”

“I’m more than okay,” I said, slapping a
couple of twenties down on the bar. “And I’m going to see what kind
of trouble my wife has gotten us into.”

I didn’t feel embarrassed or worried. My body
was buzzing with excitement as I decided to embrace my kink. My
cock was hard just imagining what Ian was doing to Stephanie. Now I
wanted to know how it would feel to actually watch them.

I raced to the elevator.


When The Right One Cums

It took fucking
forever for the elevator to arrive. Pressing the up button
repeatedly didn’t help. When the doors finally opened, I was
relieved to see I would be alone in the car. I selected floor 18
and the doors slowly slid closed. 

I found it hard to believe my wife was
sucking another man’s cock at the moment, and I was not only fine
with it, I was aroused and going to watch her go all the way with
him. If you had told me the day we started playing this game, that
I would eventually let my wife fuck another man I’d have told you
to get your head checked.

It was just over a year ago, and it started
innocently enough. We were on vacation. I was in the shower and my
wife was ready to go. I told her to get us a table.

When I went down to the hotel lounge, the
place was packed. I saw her sitting at the bar, an empty seat next
to her.

“This seat open?” I asked, playing the
stranger. I didn’t mean it to be a thing, but she played along and
we spent the next hour getting reacquainted as a couple. The sex we
had that night was awesome.

I was pulled from my reminiscing by the ding
of the bell and the elevator doors sliding open. I hesitantly
exited and turned left down the hall. I was agonizing over what I
was about to witness. Imagining your wife in the arms of another
man couldn’t compare to actually seeing them together.

I stood at the door, 1834. I checked my phone
to make sure I had the right one. I did, so I knocked. I tried to
picture what my wife and her lover were doing, but I couldn’t.
Whatever vision I was trying to conjure up, it failed to compare to
what I saw when the door opened.

It was my wife, her red hair disheveled, the
top of her dress was pushed down exposing her bare breasts. Her
nipples were sticking out, slick with saliva. All this was arousing
enough, but what really blew me away was seeing her face. My wife’s
beautiful face was dripping with white pearly fluid.

I was frozen. I didn’t know what to do. Ian
had come on my wife and then sent her to get the door.

“Hey, hubby,” Stephanie said. Her smile shone
through the streaks of cum. She snaked out her tongue and collected
a bit that was sliding down her cheek. “Took you long enough to get
here.”

Most other men would either go running in
shame or storm into the room in anger. I found myself filled with
desire. My wife had never looked sexier than she did now, painted
by another man’s semen. Without thinking, I grabbed Stephanie’s
face and pulled it to mine. I kissed her lips, forcing my tongue
into her mouth. She tasted of beer and salty. We swapped saliva and
Ian’s cum and it was delicious.

Our reunion didn’t last long. I was startled
when Stephanie was pulled away. Ian was holding onto her shoulders
possessively. “Uhm, this is sweet, but we’re in the middle of
something here.”

I got a good look at Ian. He was a well-built
man, thin but with plenty of muscle. He looked like a runner or
maybe even a soccer —er, football— player. I hadn’t noticed before,
but his black hair had a tinge of grey, but instead of making him
look old, it gave him a sense of gravitas. 

And his cock, got damn did he have a big
cock. It must have been seven or eight inches and not fully erect.
It was pale and veiny with a bulbous crown.

“It’s beautiful, isn’t it,” my wife said. She
was standing by the bed, slowly unzipping her dress. She let it
fall into a puddle of green cloth on the floor. I was kind of
embarrassed she’d caught me staring at another man’s penis.

I didn’t answer her. 

“You can have a seat over there,” Ian said,
pointing to a chair on the far side of the room. There were a
couple of small liquor bottles on a table next to it. “Have a drink
if you need it. What you can’t do, is touch your wife, she's mine
for the rest of the night, understand?” 

I guess he really was used to this sort of
thing. Since this whole situation was new to me, I did what I was
told. I opened one of the bottles — a Jack Daniels — and took a
swig. Ian was kissing my wife, not worried about the cum that was
drying on her face.

I unzipped my pants, intending to relieve the
pressure on my own modest erection.

“And no touching yourself,” Ian added. He was
looking at me, but still letting his hands roam over my wife’s
body. “We can’t have you cumming and losing that sexual tension.
I’ve seen men decide that once they came, they weren’t too keen on
what I was doing to their wife. Don’t want that, do we?”

Ian had taken total control of me and my
wife. And it was obvious, we were both enjoying it.

“Trust me, you’ll be glad you listened to me
later tonight in your room when you’re reclaiming Steph.” Ian
kissed my wife again and lust swept through me. No matter what Ian
said, I had to adjust myself. I watched with growing arousal as Ian
bent over and sucked on her breast. He grabbed her ass with both
hands and lifted her up. My wife grabbed his hair and threw her
head back, moaning in pleasure. I would never be able to carry her
around like this, like she weighed nothing at all.

“Oh, Ian.” She sighed, thrashing her head
about, sending her hair into an explosion of red. I could see he
was sucking her flesh just below her left nipple. With a pop he let
go, leaving a distinct red mark that would surely last a few
days.

“Something to remember me by.” Ian threw my
wife down on the bed.

She quickly bounced back up with a laugh. She
reached out for his erection. “I won’t soon forget this
monster.”

“Or how it makes you feel.”

Ian embraced Stephanie and then fell back on
the mattress bringing her with him. They rolled and tumbled about,
playing like teenage lovers experiencing their first tryst.

For the first time, I felt a stab of real
pain. This wasn’t playing a game. This could easily get serious,
feelings could develop. And then what?

I was snapped out of my angst by a loud
thwack.

“Ouch,” my wife shouted, playfully. Ian had
flipped her over and swatted her plump ass cheek. A red hand-shaped
mark was slowly developing on her pale skin.

“Should I stop?” Ian asked, his hand raised
to strike the other cheek.

Stephanie smiled coyly. “You wouldn’t.”

Thwack! He did.

“Ouch,” she moaned. I could tell my wife was
getting turned on by this man’s powerful spanking. He gave her four
more good whacks and by now her moans of pleasure became more
pronounced as her flesh became beet red.

Ian stopped striking and instead started
running two fingers of his left hand down the crack of her ass,
teasing her rosebud while moving further past. My wife yelped when
he reached her pussy. I could tell he’d penetrated her moist
folds.

“You’re so god damn wet,” Ian said. “Like a
bitch in heat.”

“You think you’re hard enough to fuck me?”
Stephanie teased. “You did just spray a load of cum on my
face.”

“Oh, Steph, I’m ready.”

We could all tell he was. I looked at the
club that protruded from Ian’s groin. It was long— at least ten
inches. And looked as thick as my wife’s wrist. There was no way
he’d fit that thing inside her, but I really wanted to see him
try.

“Well then.” My wife turned over and spread
her legs wide. “Let’s do this.”

It felt like a punch to the gut, my wife
asking, almost begging, another man to fuck her. A man with a much
bigger cock. He was going to ruin her. She’d never be satisfied
with my cock again, I was sure.

Her pussy drooled with copious amounts of
lubrication. She was languidly playing her fingers through her
folds, spreading her juices around. I couldn’t help but pull my
cock out and start stroking.

“Should I use a condom?” Ian asked.

It was really going to happen.

“Not if you don’t want to, it should be
fine.”

Should be? What the fuck did that mean. I
knew she wasn’t on the pill. We weren’t really trying to start a
family, but we weren’t avoiding it either. Should be
fine?

“I’d rather feel you cum inside me,” my wife
said, her sultry voice slicing my emotions to the bone. “I love
when a cock pulses in my pussy, releasing its warmth into my womb.
It makes me feel like a real woman.”

I didn’t know where this filthy talk was
coming from, but I loved it. I could feel pre-cum dripping from the
tip of my cock. Each time I felt my climax approach, I slowed my
stroking for a moment so I didn’t cum.

“Well, I don’t want to disappoint,” Ian said
as he lined himself up to mount my wife.

I stopped moving, almost stopped breathing,
as he rubbed the tip of his erection through my wife’s lower lips,
getting it nice and wet. She started moaning.

“Oh, god you feel good.”

The intensity of her moaning increased when
he started tapping his cock on her clit.

“You ready?”

“Oh fuck yeah, put it in.”

And he did. With one long thrust, Ian forced
that beast of a cock into my wife. She threw back her head and
screamed. 

“FUUUUUUUUCK!”

Ian held himself, balls deep, until my wife’s
first climax settled. She looked up and smiled at him.

“I’ve never done that before,” she said. “Cum
from penetration alone.”

This was Ian’s chance to rub it in, humiliate
me, her husband, for not being able to make her come with my cock.
But he didn’t. 

Instead, he leaned over and kissed her. It
was a tender kiss, a lover’s kiss. He whispered something in her
ear that I couldn’t hear, She sighed and hugged him tight, then
said, “I need you to fuck me now, Ian.”

“Gladly.” Ian held my wife tight and started
thrusting his hips. He started slow, but the rhythm quickly sped
up.

“Fuck, shit, fuck. So good. Faster. Fuck me
faster.”

Stephanie’s words drove her lover on and I
watched him somehow increase the speed of his fucking. I kept
masturbating, matching my strokes to his. I was close to a climax
but I couldn’t stop. The scene was too intense, too erotic. None of
my wildest, wettest dreams had ever been so vivid.

“OHHH, shit,” Ian said. “I’m going to
cum.”

It was the last chance for my wife to have
him pull out. He could cum on her tits and that would be just as
hot — but not really. I wanted him to pull out, but I didn’t want
him to pull out. I was a mess and I was about to make a mess. I
wanted to watch him come in my wife. It was safe, Stephanie said
so, herself. Her decision couldn’t possibly have been tainted by
passion. It was a delusion, but one that spiked the intensity of
the moment.

“Give it to me, Ian,” Stephanie demanded.
“Give me your cum. I want it. I want it all!”

Her words stung, but felt good. She wanted
this man to inseminate her. She wanted to feel his cock pulse and
release his seed deep inside her, deeper than I’d ever been. I’m
sure the thought of getting pregnant roamed somewhere in the back
of her mind. And that made the whole decision hotter.

Ian’s hips were a blur. I could sense he was
close. I was close.

“Here it comes, baby. Here. It. Cums.” With a
deep grunt, Ian thrust deep and held. His ass clenched and I could
tell he was cumming in my wife. The moment was burned into my
memory and I came myself. I shot several ropes of white tacky semen
onto the carpet. It felt wonderful releasing, even if my cum was
wasted.

Ian collapsed onto my wife. They hugged and
kissed. And oddly enough, I felt guilty for watching such an
intensely intimate moment.

I fell back in the chair and caught my
breath. I closed my eyes and replayed what I had witnessed. My wife
giving herself to another man. It felt both arousing and
disturbing. I was filled with jealousy and lust. I couldn’t explain
it, but I loved it.

“I told you not to masturbate.”

I opened my eyes. Ian was sitting in the bed,
my wife next to him. She was slowly stroking his waning erection
and avoiding my gaze.

“You couldn’t wait, could you?”

It felt weird, being lectured to by a man who
had just fucked my wife.

“It was too damn hot,” I said. I wanted to
explain myself, but Ian wasn’t going to allow me to.

“You can leave now. Don’t bother cleaning up
the mess.”

I was more than happy to. I stood up and
tucked my cock back into my pants. I reached toward Stephanie.

“Let’s go, sweetheart.”

I was stunned when she didn’t say anything.
She had stopped playing with Ian’s cock, but she still wouldn’t
make eye contact. 

“Stephanie?”

My wife finally looked up at me, but instead
of saying anything, she bit her lower lip.

“I think, since you broke the only rule, you
should be punished. So, if she wants to, I think Steph should stay
with me tonight.”

I felt a sick feeling in my gut. I’d blown
it. I couldn’t control my libido for a few goddamn minutes and now
look. I really wanted to plead with my wife, implore her to get
dressed and come back to our room. But that’s one thing I would not
do. I would not beg my wife. It was her decision.

“Do you want to stay, or do you want to come
back with me.”

The look in her eye and the silence told me
her answer.

I fought back the desire to scream. I turned
toward the door.

“It’s only for one night,” she nearly
whispered. “I’ll see you in the morning.”

I couldn’t look back. It hurt too much. And I
wasn’t sure if my eyes were dry or not.

When I entered the room, I was envisioning
watching Stephanie and Ian enjoy a round of fucking, just one
round. Then I’d take her back to our room and reclaim her.

But, that wasn’t to be.

I left the room and as the door closed behind
me, I heard my wife and her lover getting on to round two.


Reunited Feels So Good

My trip
back to our room was slow and fraught with emotional tension. I
felt angry and jealous from being kicked out of the room where my
wife was fucking another man. She was my wife, after all.
But I couldn’t help but feel that I didn’t deserve to be there,
since I did break a rule and masturbate when I promised I
wouldn’t. 

What hurt the most, and made me so fucking
hard, wasn’t that Ian made me leave, it was that my wife had agreed
to stay with him. Up until then, we had been sharing the
experience, but now, she was fulfilling her own desires.

I was confused, not sure how I was supposed
to feel — hell, I wasn’t even sure how I actually felt. I was
jealous and angry, but also aroused. My wife had been so excited
when I agreed to let her fuck Ian. I thought it would be easy to
share her with another man, I thought our game had given me enough
practice. I was wrong. During our play, I was always in the room,
playing the lover, my role was to please her. In reality, I was the
husband, destined to spend the night alone.

My mind had been so caught up with angst, I
was shocked to realize I was now back in our hotel room. The room
my wife had booked, that I had paid for, the one we should be
fucking in, right now.

I was numb as I stripped down to my boxers.
Even though I had just had an orgasm, my cock strained against the
silky material. I fell back on the bed and pictured my wife and
Ian, three levels above me.

In my mind’s eye, Stephanie was on her hands
and knees. Ian was behind her, hands grabbing her hips as he
repeatedly drove his cock into her wet pussy. I heard my wife moan
with pleasure, then yelp when he wrapped his hand in her hair and
pulled her head up. The fierceness of their coupling shocked
me.

I heard her screaming his name — Ian, Ian,
Ian.

She was crying out how full she felt, then
begging him to cum inside her.

My eyes were closed and my body shivered in
sympathy with my wife’s imagined orgasm. I was slowly rubbing my
erection through my boxers, we may be apart, but I was still
sharing the experience.

“Hope you saved some for me.”

My eyes shot open on their own. My cock
twitched.

I was so lost in my imagination, I thought I
saw my wife, Stephanie, standing over me. She was wearing a pair of
loose boxers and Ian’s leather jacket. The jacket was open, giving
me a teasing glimpse of her breasts. Her hair was a wild, sexy
mess. She looked every inch a bad girl.

My hand never stopped moving up and down my
erection.

Stephanie smiled, her eyebrow raised. “I was
worried you were upset, guess I was wrong.” She bent over and
grabbed my wrist. “Let me help.”

The vision of my wife knelt before me and
pulled my boxers off. I had to lift my hips and that’s when I fully
realized I wasn’t imagining. My wife was really here.

Stephanie started stroking my cock.

“Why aren’t you with him?” I asked.

“I wanted to be with you,” my wife
replied, matter-of-factly.

My heart skipped a beat when she said that,
which was weird because she was my wife. She was supposed to want
to be with me.

“But he excited you so much. You were beaming
when I said you could fuck him.”

Stephanie smiled, a sweet smile. “You silly,
silly man. You’re the one who excites me. You’re the one who let me
go off with Ian. You’re the one who I’ll always come back to.”

Her words were a salve to whatever anguish I
was feeling and I almost missed the suggestion that this wasn’t a
one-off.

I grabbed my shoulders and pulled her down to
me. I kissed her lips with a savage passion that had crystallized
in my heart while I’d watched her fuck another man. I needed her
right now. I needed to make love to her, to feel the warm walls of
her pussy wrapped around my cock.

She melted into me. Her body was warm,
despite her lack of clothing. She smelled of him, his cologne. The
memory of Ian taking my wife drove me on. I slipped the jacket off
her shoulders and started attacking her tits with my mouth. I
needed to reclaim Stephanie. I bit at her nipples which were hard
as pebbles. 

My wife moaned and pulled my head to her
chest. “Charlie, that feels so nice.”

I turned my wife’s body so she was below me
and started moving down, planting kisses along her stomach as I
neared my ultimate goal, her cheating married cunt.

I stopped and looked. Her pussy was slick
with her juices and there was a hint of pearly fluid pooled in her
folds. Without hesitation I flicked my tongue out to taste her. She
was salty and tangy. I had gone down on her before, after coming
inside her. This was no different.

I probed her with my tongue.

“Oh, God, babe, that feels nice,” she
sighed.

She could have taunted me, I knew. She could
have demanded I clean her lover’s cum, but she didn’t. This was a
husband loving his wife, making her feel special. Showing he
approved her cheating ways.

I felt her body quiver as a mild orgasm
spread through her core. Stephanie mewed as I bumped her clit with
my nose, my tongue lapping away at her pussy lips.

“I need you inside me,” she said.

I didn’t make her ask twice. I quickly moved
over my wife and slid my erection into her well-lubricated
pussy.

I was in heaven, my cock sheathed within her
warm body.

“I love you,” she said.

I leaned down and whispered, “I know.” I
began to move slowly within my wife, hoping to make her feel as
good as her lover had. Also, I wanted to last as long as I could. I
had already come once this evening, but I felt my own climax
quickly approaching.

“Cum in me, love, Add your seed to his.” My
wife’s dirty words reminded me I wasn’t the first man to be inside
her this night. “You feel so good.”

“Better than your lover?”

Stephanie opened her eyes and looked into
mine. She paused, her eyes searching. She wanted to know which
answer I wanted more. Did I want the truth or the tease? 

I twitched my cock inside her. “Come on, tell
me?”

She gave me a wicked smile. “Not even close.”
She gave me the tease.

“We’ll see about that.”

I started fucking my wife in earnest. I
rapidly thrust my cock as hard and as deep as I could. In and out,
I moved. My wife held her sultry smile until her eyes rolled back
and her smiling lips parted. “Oh, gawwwwwd.”

I had touched something. I may not be as
large as Ian, but I was her husband. My wife and I had a
connection, no stranger could break.

“Fuck, fuck fuck,” my wife sighed. It wasn't
a hard climax she was experiencing, but it was deep. It had
meaning.

I felt my own climax arrive. I made one final
thrust and held. My cock twitched and I released, my seed added to
Ian’s.

“That’s it, baby,” Stephanie cooed. “cum for
me. Yes, yes.”

My wife squeezed the walls of her pussy,
milking my cock. We hadn’t cum together, but it felt just as
good.

When I had shot my last load, I rolled off my
wife.

We laid there in silence for a few
moments.

“That was the best sex I’ve ever had,”
Stephanie said.

“Better than Ian,” I asked again, “the truth
this time.”

My wife rolled toward me. “The whole evening,
love. All of it. It was all part of the same act. The seduction,
the teasing, fucking Ian and finally coming back here to you. It
was all… The. Fucking. Best. Sex, I have ever had.”

I smiled. “Yeah, same here.” I reluctantly
agreed. “It was the best.”

Stephanie rolled over and draped her body
over mine, her hair falling into my face. She smelled so sweet,
despite the hint of Ian’s cologne that lingered. We stayed like
that for a few moments, basking in the afterglow.

“So, did he trade you the jacket for your
dress?” I joked.

“I think he wanted to ensure I came back to
him.”

“Are you going to?”

It seemed odd, but I was okay with that.

“You could always take them back. Tell Ian we
had a good time. Wish him well. Or…” My wife was trying to make me
decide.

“No, Steph. It’s up to you.”

“You’re my husband.”

“You’re an adult, who can make her own
decisions.”

My wife was silent, obviously thinking what
to say next. She played her fingers over my chest.

Eventually she answered. “Would you be mad if
I said I wanted to go back?”

“I was kinda hoping you would.”

“Can I ask why?”

“Cause the sex we just had, when you returned
to me, was the best we’d ever had. I want to feel that again.”

My wife tilted her head and smiled at me.
“That’s so good to hear.”

She stood and bent over to pick up the
jacket.

“I think you should wear a robe going back.”
I wasn’t too keen on my wife walking the halls again, in only a
jacket that went down to her hips and a pair of Ian’s boxers.

She looked at me. “Concerned for my modesty
now, huh?”

“Please.”

Stephanie laughed. “Sure. But I’m going to
take it off before I knock.” She gave me a wicked smile. “I want to
be naked when he opens the door.”

“I know I’d like it, if I were him.”

My wife grabbed one of the hotel robes from
the closet and put it on. She still looked like a slut heading off
to meet her lover. She grabbed the jacket and her room key.

Even though I had just climaxed, for a second
time, I still found myself getting hard, thinking what my wife and
Ian were about to get up to.

“Enjoy yourself,” I said as my wife reached
for the doorknob. I started stroking.

“I will,” she said, then turned to me. “And
don’t you spend the night beating off too much. I’ll need you to be
able to reclaim me in the morning.”

“Even after all the fucking you’ll be up
to?”

“Charlie. No matter what. I will always be up
to having sex with you.”

“One more thing, before you go,” I said,
“Something’s been bothering me.”

“Beside me fucking another guy?” Stephanie
asked smiling.

“That doesn’t bother me.” We shared a
chuckle. “No, I’d like to know what he said to you after you came
on his cock.”

My wife paused, thinking about what I was
asking, re-running her tryst with Ian. “Oh, that.” She smiled. “I
think it’ll be hotter if I keep that to myself, don’t you
think?”

My cock twitched as the door slammed shut.
She wasn’t going to tell me. She was going to have a secret she
shared with her lover. It felt strangely erotic, not knowing.

As I lay in bed, languidly stroking my cock,
I couldn’t help but marvel at our situation. My wife was heading
out to fuck another guy, and I couldn’t be happier.


Excerpt from Cuckold's Gift

I swiped
the room key clumsily across the door sensor. It took several tries
before I heard the click. Trisha wasn't helping, she was fumbling
with my belt and zipper before we even got into the room.

We stumbled over the threshold. My wife
disengaged and began tearing her own clothing off. I kicked the
door shut behind me and quickly followed suit. She finished first.
I was still fussing with my button-down shirt when I glanced over
at the bed.

She was stunning, lying back against the
pillows, naked, her auburn hair splashed in waves around her head.
Her breasts lay squat against her chest, her small pert nipples
were hard, yearning to be touched.

I glanced down between her parted legs and
couldn't help but notice the glistening of her core. She was wet
and ready.

"Fuck me," she said. "Hurry."

I moved swiftly, kicking my shoes off,
tossing my shirt on a nearby chair and hopping about, trying to
disentangle myself from my boxers. My erection was not helping
matters.

When I was finally free of clothing, Trisha
snickered.

"Took you long enough."

I moved across the bed, resting between her
open legs, ready to thrust.

"I could stop," I lied.

She lifted her right eyebrow and smiled.
"Really?"

I plunged forward. Trisha gasped. I felt
exquisite warmth envelop my penis.

"You're pretty excited," I whispered as I
worked my cock in and out of my wife's pussy.

"Shouldn't I be? Excited? For my—" She
couldn't finish her thought as her first orgasm hit. I felt her
contract around me. I could feel my own climax approach and I was
stunned when a vision of the stranger at the bar taking my wife's
hand entered my head.

I felt a rush travel through my body to my
cock.

"Ahh, fuck," Trisha gasped.

The very thought of another man with my wife
was filling me with a burning lust and I was helpless to stop
it.

Trisha didn't seem to mind my newfound
passion. "Fuck me, Glen. Fuck. Me."

I obliged, thrusting with a speed and force I
hadn't known I possessed.

"You feel so good," my wife murmured. Her
head was thrown back, her eyes closed. "So fucking good." She was
lost in the moment.

I remained silent, drifting in my own
thoughts, fighting the demons that seethed within.

As I continued to fuck my wife, I could feel
a rage building. A rage of lust and pain and pleasure in my
core.

"I'm close," I said. "Close."

My wife just hummed, a smile on her face, her
eyes still closed.

With a grunt, I pressed as deep as I could
and released my orgasm, spewing my seed with several sharp spurts.
Each pulse eliciting a gasp of joy from my wife.

I collapsed beside her, naked and spent.

"That was nice," I sighed.

Trisha mumbled in agreement.

"You were really excited tonight,
sweetheart."

"You do that to me."

That wasn't a lie, I was sure, but not the
whole truth, either.

"You were dripping wet."

Trisha stared at the ceiling as if oblivious
to my question.

"Dripping. Fucking. Wet."

She started chuckling. "Yeah, I was, wasn't
I. I really needed that, love. Thanks."

Blood was slowly working its way from my cock
back to my brain and I really wanted to know what happened to make
my wife so horny.

"So, Trish, was it me or your new friend that
got you all worked up?"

I was kind of joking and I half expected my
wife to laugh it off and come up with some excuse for her sexual
excitement. Instead, she lay next to me in silent
contemplation.

"Trish?"

She continued in silence for a moment. She
took a few breaths before answering.

"You saw me with Nick, huh?"

I wasn't expecting her to admit her guilt so
quickly.

"So his name's Nick, huh?"

"Yeah. And he's in Dallas for a couple days,
just like us."

I should have felt jealous and deflated as my
wife went on about her new acquaintance, but I didn't. I felt
invigorated.

Trisha continued. "He's looking at some
investment property. Asked my opinion about some locations. Of
course, I told him I was just visiting here. He invited me along to
look at some land."

My heart froze. My cock pulsed.

"What?"

"He asked me out, to look at property."

"And you said no, right?"

I looked over at my wife. She still had her
eyes closed. Her mind was off in another realm.

"Trisha. What did you say?"

She turned her head toward me and smiled. "Of
course, I told him I was married and not interested in checking out
any property. You really think I'd—"

I had turned my body toward my wife and my
erection slapped against her thigh.

"Glen! You're hard. Again?"

I admitted it, not like I had a choice, with
the evidence poking in her side.

"Did my flirting with Nick excite you?"

"So you admit to flirting?"

My wife slapped my chest. "I asked
first."

"Sure. Yeah. I'll admit it. Watching a
stranger chat you up got my engines revving. Seeing him touch you,
make you laugh. Got me hard. I could have taken you right there on
the bar."

"Really?"

"Yeah."

"Well. I have an admission of my own. Sitting
there, chatting with Nick got my engines revving, too. I would have
loved to have been fucked on that bar."

It took me a few seconds to realize she
didn't say who she'd like to have fucked. That laid me back, set my
mind racing. I felt Trisha's hand reach over and glide toward my
pulsing cock.

"You didn't ask me who I'd want to fuck."

"You didn't offer."

My cocked twitched at the words.

"He was really well built."

I didn't say anything as jealousy and arousal
took control of my body.

"And I could tell, he had an above-average
cock."

I felt my erection jump in her hands.

"That excite you, hubby? Me telling you about
another man's cock?"

"You'll call me a liar if I say no."

"Then why? Why does it excite you?"

"I don't know. Wish I did. It's something I
just learned about myself."

"You getting tired of me?"

Now she was turning our pillow talk, into
something else – something like an accusation.

"No. Fuck, no. I told you. Seeing him with
his paws on you made me desire you even more than I thought
possible. Or maybe it just reminded me, how much I've always
desired you.

Trisha continued to grip my shaft.

"Well, that's good, cause I love and desire
you, too."

That should have been enough. We could have
ended our conversation there and forgotten about Nick and the
flirting. But some demon tapped my shoulder and whispered a
question into my ear.

"And you desire Nick, too."

This time, I was the one making the
accusation.

Trisha didn't answer. I sat up in bed and
looked down at her. A couple of tears had formed in the corners of
her eyes.

"Don't hate me."

The tears started slowly rolling down her
cheeks.

"Trish, I could never hate you."

I leaned over and licked up the salty
drops.

"I love you. I desire you. And watching you
with Nick drove me mad with lust for you."

A moment of silence passed between us, until
it was broken by her whisper.

"You don't know how happy that makes me
feel."

"I never want to lose you, Trish, but I'm not
going to stifle you, either."

"What's that mean?"

"Flirt all you want. Know that I love you and
want what's best for you."

Another moment of silence, as my wife
processed the words I'd spoken, reconciled them with her own
thoughts and desires, and finally worked up the courage to ask me,
"So, you wouldn't be mad if I met him again? Tomorrow night? At the
bar?"
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