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SHARING WIFE WITH BLACK MAN

Originally published as Second Thoughts

Paige slipped her hand inside her panties. She slightly parted her legs as her fingers reached her clit.

"Wow! Honey, you're going to have to let me read that book when you're finished!"

Paige flushed and pulled her hand from her panties. "I thought you were asleep?"

Adam laughed. "I was but you were shaking the bed." Adam turned onto his elbow and slipped his hand into his wife's lace panties and felt her wet pussy. She arched her hips against her husband’s hand as she turned and kissed his lips.

"Tell me about the book. Is it anything like the cover?" Adam asked.

Paige said, "It's about a married couple. They're been married for twenty years and the wife has an affair with a black man."

Adam laughed. "What happens, the wife ends up loving big black cock?"

Paige punched her husband in the ribs. "Honey, this is serious. It's actually based on a true story."

Adam kissed his wife. "Okay, go on."

"Well, the couple is having some problems. I mean, they still love each other, but it's almost turned into a platonic relationship. The wife is frustrated by this and gets seduced by the black man."

"What happens next? Does she fall in love with the black guy, and leave her husband?"

"No, it's much more complicated than that. The husband gets jealous and tries to win his wife back by becoming a better husband and lover."

"Does it work out?"

Paige's face brightened. "Actually, it does. They learn a lot about themselves which improves their marriage. They even end up becoming friends with the black man. It's much more complicated. You really have to read the book."

Adam rolled on top of his wife and kissed her. "So, are you planning on letting a black man seduce you?"

Paige playfully pushed her hand against Adam's chest. "Hey, mister, are you trying to tell me that we have a bad marriage?" she teased.

Adam hesitated. In fact, their sex life hadn't been so great lately. With their busy work schedules, they hadn't had sex in weeks. But he didn't want to get into that, so he said, "No, I'm just wondering why the book turned you on so much."

Paige shyly looked away from her husband. "I'm not sure."

Adam grinned knowingly. "I think I know. Remember last summer when I caught you staring at that black guy at the beach?"

Paige flushed. "I wasn't staring."

"Well, you were burning a hole through his bathing suit!" Adam said, laughing.

"I was not!"

"Sure, sure. It turned you on so much you practically raped me when we got back to the room."

"Well, I remember you were pretty horny too." She reached down between them and cupped her husband's dick, which was hard. "I think you'd like to see a black man seduce me," she teased.

"Maybe I would," Adam replied as took off his briefs and positioned himself between his wife's legs. "Pretend like I'm a big black stud."

Paige giggled. "Yeah, fuck me with your big black cock," she playfully cooed.

Their lovemaking was more passionate than usual. As Paige neared her orgasm she clenched her eyes tightly closed. Adam imagined that she was probably fantasizing about what happened in the book, or maybe about the black guy from the beach.

Afterwards, Adam lay in the dark, thinking. Finally, he asked, "Tell me the truth, that black man last summer did turn you on, didn't he?"

Paige didn't know how to answer, so she pretended to be asleep.

Paige left at daybreak the next morning for an early appointment. Adam showered and was drying off as he walked into the bedroom searching for clean underwear. He smiled when he saw the recent pictures of Paige on top of the dresser that were taken a month ago on their 20th wedding anniversary party.  Paige was old school and liked to print photos and put them into scrapbooks.

Adam picked up the stack of photos and started looking through them. The first one was of Paige and their daughter Mary. Adam smiled as he thought how people were right when they always mistook them for sisters rather than mother and daughter.

Paige was 38 and their daughter was 18.  Adam and Paige met in college and got married Paige’s junior year.  Almost immediately she got pregnant with Mary.  It was a rough pregnancy though, so Adam and Paige decided not to have any more children.  Soon after he got a vasectomy to make sure Paige wouldn’t get pregnant.

Even at 38, Paige was youthful looking and at the peak of her beauty.  It was true, Paige could easily pass as Mary's older sister.

Adam stared at his wife in the picture. He always had a hard time taking his eyes off her, she was so pretty. Paige's appearance had barely changed since they had met over 20 years ago. She still wore her blonde hair just past her shoulders, and took care of her body, working out on a daily basis. Adam put the photos down and opened the top drawer of Paige's dresser and smelled the aroma of her perfume.

He picked up a black bra and sniffed the aroma of Paige's favorite perfume. He glanced at the little tag on the bra which said "34C."

Paige was a petite five-three. Adam loved her long slim legs that seemed to go on forever and ever. Her sexy thin ankles and tiny feet always drove him crazy. Paige hated it when he tried to play around and kiss her feet and ankles, but it turned him on.

Adam thought about the night before. Paige was right, he did get aroused thinking of her with a well-hung black man. He had always had that fantasy but had never had the courage to come out and admit it to her.

Later that day at work, Adam turned on his personal VPN (so his surfing couldn’t be tracked), and he searched through internet porn sites.  He focused on movies with interracial sex between married white blondes and well hung black men.  It took a while, but he finally found one where the wife resembled Paige.

"I have a surprise for you," Adam said later that night after they got into bed. Adam casted the movie from his computer to their smart TV mounted on the wall.  Then Adam got back into bed and kissed his wife. Paige snuggled up next to Adam as the movie started.

Adam wrapped his arm around Paige's shoulder, and she rested her hand on his thigh near his cock. The blonde wife came on the screen, and she was petite like Paige, with long slim legs and smallish, perky tits. She wore her blonde hair just like Paige, about shoulder length, and even her eyes were the same color as Paige's.

The movie didn't have much of a plot. The husband encouraged his wife, the blonde, to let a black man pick her up. In the next scene the husband and wife were in a bar, and the pretty blonde wife was approached by one man after another, almost all black. Then the married couple went to their hotel room accompanied by one of the black men from the bar.

The black guy was wearing pants and a tee shirt and raised his arms to take off the tee shirt revealing his muscular chest. The guy took off his pants to reveal a huge thick black cock. Adam could feel Paige gasp as she watched the black man's cock get even bigger as the blonde began to stroke him.

"Paige, that guy's cock is huge!" Adam said encouragingly as he carefully watched his wife's face for a reaction. Paige nodded but didn't say anything. She was intently watching what was happening on the TV. Adam saw that her breathing was getting heavier.

Adam slipped his hand inside Paige's panties as they watched the black man suck on the blonde's nipples. Paige parted her legs, but didn't take her eyes off the screen where the blonde wife kept stroking the black man's cock. He seemed to get even bigger, and the big head glistened with pre-cum. The blonde lowered her head and took the black cock in her mouth, and Adam saw Paige's lips slightly part, like she was imagining that she was sucking the black man's cock.

The blonde could only get the tip of the black man's cock in her mouth, he was so thick. The man pulled away and then got between the blonde's legs. He pushed his cock into her, but it took a few minutes before he was all the way in. Then the black man started to furiously fuck the wife.

Paige pulled Adam on top of her, her eyes remaining fixed on the movie. "Honey, I want you to fuck me now. I want to feel you inside me."

Adam quickly got on his knees and positioned himself between Paige's legs and easily drove himself inside her wet pussy in one long push. Paige wrapped her shapely legs around her husband's ass feeling his stiff cock inside her.

"That's it, Adam. Fuck me hard. I want to feel you deep inside me."

"You're so wet. You got really excited watching that big black cock, didn't you?"

"Yes, it turned me on! Please fuck me hard!"

Adam hadn't seen his wife so excited in years. He sensed she was close to cumming.

"Oh god Adam! Fuck me! Oh god ... I'm cumming!"

Adam could feel Paige's pussy grasping his cock. She was tight the way he liked it and very skilled with using her pussy muscles.

"That's it. Pretend I'm that black man inside you right now. Do you want me to cum inside you?"

"Oh god yes! You're so hard! You feel so good! I want you to cum inside me."

Paige and Adam were still watching the movie as they fucked. The black man was now taking long strokes, pulling almost out of the blonde wife, and then thrusting back into her.

"Man, he's big, isn't he, baby?" Adam asked.

"Oh god yes! He's huge!"

"Imagine it's him fucking you. Fucking you with his big black cock."

Adam could feel Paige's pussy tightening around him. Shit, she was going to cum again! She hadn't cum again so quickly in years. He was about to cum, too. Seeing his wife so turned on from the movie was so exciting.

Adam kept pounding into Paige's pussy as hard as he could, causing her to moan with each thrust until he finally hollered, "I'm going to cum!"

Paige tightened her legs around her husband as she felt the first blast of cum entering her pussy. It caused her to have an orgasm at the same time. Adam's body flexed a few more times into his wife, and then he turned over and lay down next to Paige. They were silent as they caught their breath.

"That really turned you on, didn't it?" Adam finally asked.

Paige blushed. "Well — a little."

Adam laughed. "Yeah, right. I haven't seen you so excited in years."

Paige playfully nudged an elbow into her husband's side. "What about you? I never knew my husband had such a kinky side, getting turned on watching a blonde wife with a black man."

Adam didn't answer for long moments as he considered what he should say. Finally, he said, "Well, not any blonde."

Paige looked at her husband questioningly. "What do you mean?"

Adam decided it was time to tell Paige his fantasy. He said, "You're right, I am kinky. I get turned on thinking about you with a well-hung black man."

Paige's eyes grew wide. "You're kidding right?"

Adam pulled Paige's hand to his crotch. "What do you think?" he asked, smiling mischievously.

Paige couldn't believe it, Adam was already hard again. She couldn't remember the last time Adam had gotten excited again so soon after cumming. "My god, you are serious," she said as she began to stroke her husband. One part of her was alarmed that she could have been married to this man for so long, and not know he had this fantasy. Another part of her was intrigued.

"So, what do you fantasize about? I mean, when you fantasize about me and a black man?"

"I think about you flirting with that black guy from the beach. You let him seduce you and then he takes you behind the rocks, and fucks you with his big cock."

"And what are you doing? Are you watching?" Paige asked.

"Oh yeah, I'm hiding behind the rocks. I watch as he pulls off your top and sucks on your nipples. And then he makes you go down on him, and his cock gets even bigger. Then he rips off your bikini bottoms and throws you onto the sand. He fucks you doggie style, and when he cums he shoots his cum inside you."

Paige was amazed at the story her husband was telling her. She was also amazed at his cock too. It was harder than it had been for months, and literally throbbing in her hand. Adam's story was also making her hot. She straddled him and guided his cock inside her.

"Have you ever been with a black man?" Adam asked. He knew Paige had had a few lovers before they met.

Paige shook her head. She said, "No.  But in college before I met you, one of my sorority sisters had a black boyfriend. He was a grad student.  One time, I walked into the bathroom as he was getting out of the shower. I saw him naked."

Adam's cock pulsed as he heard this story. "Was his cock big?"

Paige nodded. "Yes. I mean, I only saw it for a second, because I ran out of the room. But, yeah, he was big." Paige hesitated, and then continued. "That night, we had a party at the sorority house. He hit on me. He invited me over to his apartment."

Adam's heart was thundering in his chest. He had never been so excited. "Did you go home with him?"

Paige shook her head, her silky blonde hair swaying across her pretty face. "No, he was dating my friend."

"But you wanted to, didn't you?"

"Well, maybe,” Paige said with a coy smile.

“Maybe? Come on, tell me,” Adam pressed.

“Okay, yes,” Paige admitted.

This was too much for Adam to take. He lunged into his wife and came. Paige was close too, and furiously grinded her pussy against her husband, pushing her over the edge.

Adam rolled off his wife. "I love you," Adam said, and then he spooned his wife.

"I love you, too," Paige said, kissing her husband's arm. Adam soon drifted off to sleep. But Paige couldn't fall asleep. She stared into the darkness, thinking about what she had learned about her husband.

"What was that guy's name?" Adam asked.

Paige turned away from the TV. "What guy?" she asked her husband.

"That black man that hit on you back in college."

Paige giggled. "Are you still thinking of that?"

"I'm just asking for his name," Adam said, feigning innocence.

Paige thought about it for a minute. "Gerard something ... Strong. Gerard Strong, I think."

Adam turned back to his computer and started typing.

"What are you doing?"

"I'm Googling him."

"What?"

"Wow, look at that. There's a ton of stuff on this guy."

Paige's disbelief of what her husband was doing was replaced by curiosity as she began reading all the hits. Gerard was a very successful businessman, and owned substantial interests all over the world.

There were a number of pictures of Gerard, and Adam noticed that Paige lingered over those. Gerard Strong was a tall, handsome black man. Recent photos showed that he still kept in shape.

"So does he look as good now as he did in college?"

Still not taking her eyes off the screen, Paige nodded without thinking. Then realizing what she had just revealed, she turned away from the computer and playfully punched her husband. "What are you getting at?" she asked.

Adam was still searching on the Internet. He said, "Wait a minute, look. He listed himself on a dating website." Paige looked over her husband's shoulder. Adam read further. "Hey, this is a web site for black men looking for married white women."

Gerard's page had a few pictures of him at the beach. He had muscular arms and legs, and his chest was sculpted. He wore Speedos that didn't leave much to the imagination. Adam looked over at his wife, who was intently studying the photos.

"He keeps himself in shape, doesn't he?" Adam asked. Paige nodded, her eyes locked on the screen. Adam felt a twinge of jealousy. He was about to navigate away from Gerard's page when the IM flag appeared. Adam said, "Gerard's online right now. Click on that and you can chat with him."

"Adam, no. I don't want to let him know it's me."

Adam nudged her shoulder. "Go ahead. It's all anonymous, he won't know it's you. Click on it and let's see what he has to say."

Adam reached out and clicked the flag as she playfully tried to stop him. They were both laughing as Adam typed, "Hi there!" and hit the send button.

"Adam, you're going to be in trouble if Gerard answers back."

A couple seconds later Gerard answered back and said, "Hi."

"Adam, see what you did? Now what do I do?"

"Go ahead, write him back, say something."

Paige was nervous as she took a deep breath and held her fingers above the keys. "What should I say? Quick, think of something."

"Tell him you liked his pictures."

Paige starred at Adam. "Go ahead. He won't know it's you,” he said.

Paige shrugged and began typing. "I like the photos you posted. You're handsome."

"Thank you. My name's Gerard. Tell me about yourself. What's your name?"

Paige hesitated. "I better not tell him anything."

"No, go ahead. He lives in Boston, and this is all anonymous. He'll never find out it's you."

Paige began typing. "My name is Paige and I'm blonde and petite." Paige looked over at her husband. "What else should I say?"

"Tell him your measurements." Paige scowled at her husband, and he laughed. "Go ahead, he's way up in Boston, he won't bite."

"I'm about 34-24-34." Paige was about to hit send when Adam said, "Tell him you have great legs." Paige scowled at her husband again, but then typed, "My husband says I have nice legs."

Gerard's reply came on the screen a few seconds later.

"You sound beautiful. I'd love to see a picture of you. What color are your eyes?"

Paige typed back. "I have green eyes." She turned back to Adam. "What should I do, he wants to see a picture of me. Should I tell him I don't have any? "

"Wait," Adam said as he clicked on a folder and found a picture of Paige in a short black dress. Her slim legs were crossed, and she was showing a lot of thigh. Adam went into Photoshop and blacked out her eyes. Before Paige could object, he attached the photo and hit send.

"Adam, I don't like sending pictures of me!"

"I'm only having a little fun." Adam kissed her cheek as a message appeared on the screen.

"You're very beautiful. I love your blonde hair, and I agree with your husband, you have wonderful legs. Can I see more of you? I'd love to see your face, I can tell you're very pretty."

Before Paige could say anything, Adam found another picture, this time Paige in a sexy bra and panty set that Adam had bought her last Valentine's day. "Adam, no! I let you take that picture for just you to see!"

"It's okay, honey, this is all anonymous,” Adam said. Before Paige could act, he typed, "Here's another picture, but I don't feel comfortable showing you my face yet." He attached the picture with Paige's face blacked out and hit send.

Despite being annoyed with Adam, Paige eagerly awaited Gerard's reply, which came just a moment later. "You have a wonderful body, and I completely understand about not showing me your face yet. May I ask, are you looking to date a black man or just curious?"

"What should I tell him?"

"Tell him you're interested in dating."

"Adam! You're going to get me in a lot of trouble! I can't tell him that!"

Adam reassuringly rubbed her shoulders. "Honey, he lives in Boston. We're just having a little fun here."  Adam and Paige lived in Wilmington, North Carolina.

Paige sighed as she typed in her response. "Curious, but maybe interested in dating too."

A few moments later Gerard's reply appeared on the screen. "Tell me what you like sexually."

Paige hesitated and looked at Adam. He nodded encouragingly. Paige thought for a moment, and then typed, "I like men who are really confident and secure, but not arrogant. I like a man who is romantic, but who likes to take control. I like tall strong men, who care about how they look and work out."

Adam nudged his wife. He said, "I didn't know all that!"

They were on the edge of their seats as they waited for Gerard's reply, which came a few seconds later. It said:  "I like a woman who is a bit shy but not afraid to explore her inner thoughts and feelings. She must be passionate and caring and love to kiss. Pretty, petite blondes with great legs are a big plus for me."

Paige was speechless, her heart pounding in her chest. Gerard's description fit her exactly! Adam noticed too. He felt jealous but aroused too.

"What should I write now?" Paige asked.

"Tell him he sounds interesting, and you'd love to meet him someday."

"Adam, we shouldn't be leading him on this way!"

"Go ahead. It happens all the time on the Internet."

Paige sighed and typed in what Adam told her to write and waited for Gerard's response.

"I'd love to meet you too. In the picture you’re wearing a wedding ring. Are you still married? Does your husband like to watch you with other men?"

"What should I say?" Paige asked.

"Tell him yes!"

Paige stared at Adam quizzically for long moments, then typed her reply. "We haven’t done anything like this before but I think he'd be interested."

Gerard responded: "Paige, have you ever fantasized about making love with a black man like me?"

Paige hesitated and looked at Adam. "Just tell him the truth," he urged her.

Paige was feeling more and more uncomfortable, but she typed, "Yes, I've fantasized about it."

Gerard texted: "Paige, I'd love to make love to you while your husband watches."

Adam was so hot, he felt like he was going to cum in his pants. He got between Paige's legs and lifted her skirt. It got him hotter when he found Paige's panties soaking. He pulled them off her legs and started licking her pussy.

Paige moaned when Adam went down on her. She squeezed her legs slightly together to encourage Adam to go slower, which he did. Now that Adam couldn't see what she was typing, she felt more comfortable chatting with Gerard.

"You sound like you have experience with this sort of thing."

"Yes, I've been involved with many married couples like you and your husband. But none of the wives are as beautiful as you, Paige."

Paige couldn't help feeling flattered as more words appeared on the screen.

"Paige, tell me what you like to do with a man. Do you enjoy giving head, or having your pussy licked until you cum?"

Paige felt Adam's tongue stroke her pussy lips as she tried to stay focused on Gerard. "Yes, I suck on my husband but he's not as big as you." Then Paige remembered that Gerard didn't know it was her. She quickly added, "I mean, I've only seen you in a bathing suit, but you look bigger than my husband."

"You have nothing to be afraid of with me, Paige. I'm a gentle person and your pleasure and comfort would be my utmost desire."

Paige moaned as Adam began parting her pussy lips with his tongue. "I don't think I could take anyone as big as you. I'm afraid it would hurt."

"Paige, I'd take my time with you to make sure it doesn’t hurt."

Paige's body tensed as Adam touched her clit with the tip of his tongue. She typed, "I don't know. I can barely take my husband's size."

"Paige, how long is your husband, and is he thick?"

Paige's body was trembling as Adam licked her pussy. "I think Adam is around five inches long. I guess he's average thickness."

Adam couldn't contain himself anymore. It was so thrilling to have his wife having cybersex with another man. He got up and turned off the computer and took off his pants. He quickly inserted his dick inside Paige's warm wet pussy. She always felt hot and tight when he entered her pussy, and this time was no exception. He thought about Gerard fucking Paige with his big cock. Adam screwed his wife hard as she lifted her legs above his shoulders and held onto his neck.

"That's it! Cum for me, baby! Cum inside me!" Paige lustfully said.

Adam moaned and came in his wife. Paige came too, wrapping her legs around Adam's waist and rubbing her clit against his crotch.

Adam laid there and tried to catch his breath as Paige rubbed his shoulders and stared into his eyes. "Are you okay?" she asked, worried her husband might be angry about her sexting another man now that he had cum.

But Paige had no need to worry.  Adam said enthusiastically, “God honey, that was so good!"

Paige sat nervously in the auditorium when she felt her cell phone buzz in her purse. "Hello?" she whispered.

"Are you there?" Adam asked.

"Yes, and he's speaking right now."

"What are you going to do?"

"Adam, I don't know. I probably won't do anything. I can't believe I let you talk me into this."

"You have to at least talk to him."

"Adam, I don't know. But I can't speak right now."

"Okay, call me right after, okay? I love you."

"I will. I love you too." Paige snapped her cell phone shut.

She couldn't believe she was sitting here in this crowded hall, listening to Gerard Strong speak. She couldn't believe she had let her husband talk her into coming, when he saw the announcement that Gerard was going to be the featured speaker at this business conference. Adam was obsessed with her hooking up with Gerard, and after a week of cajoling, she had finally agreed.

So here she was. It had taken her forever this morning deciding what to wear. She finally decided on a black business dress. If she did work up the courage to actually go talk to Gerard, she didn't want to be wearing something too revealing. At the last minute, though, she decided to not wear the pin she normally wore with the dress, so the swooping neckline of the dress exposed a hint of her cleavage. Normally the pin kept the neckline of the dress closed.

Gerard's speech ended, and a large group of people quickly formed around him, vying for his attention. Paige saw that many were very attractive women. Everyone else started moving out of the room, and Paige was left sitting by herself. She was trying to decide whether to join the crowd around Gerard — she didn't really want to do that, especially with all the other women already there -- when they made eye contact from across the room. She saw Gerard's face take on a quizzical look, then one of recognition. Gerard broke away from the crowd, and quickly walked towards her.

"Paige, right? From college?"

"That's right," Paige replied, both surprised and flattered that he remembered her. She rose, and Gerard gave her a friendly peck on her cheek.

Gerard said, "It's good to see you, after all these years. And you look as beautiful now as you did back then. More beautiful, in fact."

Paige couldn't help blushing. "Thank you."

"What brings you here?"

Paige had rehearsed her lie. "Well, I was in the hotel having lunch with a girlfriend, and I saw you were speaking. So, I thought I'd stop by and say hi."

Gerard smiled. "Well, I'm glad you did. Come, let's get a drink and catch up."

For the next hour, Paige and Gerard sat in the hotel bar and chatted. Gerard was well traveled and entertained her with many interesting stories of his experiences since college. Gerard was charming and charismatic, and she couldn't help being attracted to him. He was also good company, and she enjoyed talking to him.

"So, you're married?" Gerard asked.

"Yes, twenty years. And we have a daughter in college."

Gerard glanced at the wedding and engagement rings on Paige's left hand. He hadn't really noticed them before. At first it was just a momentary glance, but then something clicked in his head, and he looked at them closer, studying them. All of the sudden, his face broke into a wide, sly grin.

"Paige, I think I recognize your rings,” Gerard said.

"What?" Paige asked, confused.

Gerard took Paige's left hand into his. His large black hands engulfed her small hand. "Your rings," he said. "They're very unique. I'm sure I've seen them before. In pictures, sent to me over the Internet."

Paige gulped. It never occurred to her that Gerard might recognize her through her rings.

Gerard was still smiling. "It was you in the pictures, wasn't it?" he asked confidently.

Paige knew she was busted. She nodded.

"This wasn't a chance meeting, was it?"

Paige was so embarrassed she couldn't bring herself to respond, but her rapidly reddening cheeks gave him his answer.

Gerard smiled. Then he boldly placed a hand on Paige's silky knee, under the table they were sitting at. "You have a wonderful body,” he said. He began to slowly caress Paige's leg.

Paige quickly reached under the table and gripped Gerard's hand with hers. Gerard smiled and stopped his caresses, but he didn't take his hand away.

"Was it you I was chatting with?"

Paige nodded.

"Are you really interested in dating a black man? And your husband is into this?"

Paige finally found her voice. She said, "We've never done anything like this before, but — I guess we're both curious."

"What's your husband's name?"

"Adam."

"Paige, I'd love to help you and Adam live out your fantasies. I've done this with other white couples before, but never with a wife as beautiful and desirable as you."

Paige looked down in embarrassment. Gerard began caressing Paige's leg again, and this time Paige didn't stop him. Gerard edged his hand under Paige's dress, and slowly moved up her silky thigh. Gerard's touch sent waves of excitement through Paige's body. He smiled when he felt the lace of Paige's stocking tops. "You wore these for me, didn't you?" he asked, referring to the stockings she wore.

Paige didn't respond, but her flushed cheeks gave Gerard his answer. Gerard's hand continued its upward climb, and soon his fingers touched the bare skin above Paige's stockings. His touch was electric on her flesh. He began to lightly draw circles on Paige's sensitive bare inner thigh. Paige bit her lip to stifle her moans.

"Do you think Adam would like it, that I'm touching you this way?"

"I don't know," Paige said with a shaky voice.

"Later, are you going to tell Adam that I touched you like this?"

"Yes."

"Do you think it'll excite him?"

Paige hesitated, remembering how obsessed Adam had been lately with the thought of her with Gerard. "Maybe.  Probably," she finally said.

"Uncross your legs, Paige."

"What?"

"Uncross your legs. I'm sure Adam would want you to do that for me."

Paige stared into Gerard's face. Gerard returned Paige's stare, and his sly smile widened. "Don't you agree, Adam would want you to uncross your legs for me?" he asked.

Paige thought about it.  She realized that Adam might, in fact, want her to uncross her legs. She surprised herself when she began to slowly uncross her legs. As she did, she felt the swish of nylon moving over nylon, and then she quickly pressed her legs tightly together.

Paige looked down at her lap. Gerard's hand was still under her skirt. She held her breath as she felt his hand continue its upward journey, seeing the lump in her skirt move ever closer to her most private parts. She shivered as she felt Gerard's fingertips brush across her bare thigh as he neared her panties.

"Do you think Adam would want me to go higher?"

Paige's heart was pounding. She was finding it hard to speak. "I — I don't know."

"I think he would. I think he'd want me to play with you. Why don't you open your legs, Paige, just a bit?"

Paige shook her head. "No," she objected weakly.

"Why? Don't you think Adam would want you to?"

Paige didn't answer.

"Don't you think Adam will want you to tell him that I touched your panties?"

It was as if someone else was controlling her body. Paige slightly parted her legs. Gerard grinned, and his hand began moving under her dress again. Paige clenched her eyes shut. She couldn't believe this was happening.

Then, just as Gerard was about to touch her panty covered pussy, Paige pressed her legs tightly together, stopping his hand. "Stop," she said shakily, and she pushed Gerard's hand away. "I think — I need to go."

She slid out of the booth and pushed her dress down. She quickly made her way out of the hotel, not daring to look back at Gerard.

As she waited for the valet to get her car, Gerard approached her. "I wanted to tell you again how glad I am that you stopped by," he said. He gave Paige a kiss on the cheek, and a friendly hug.

As they embraced Gerard pressed his crotch against Paige's stomach. He was rock hard and felt huge. With a big smile on his face, Gerard pressed his card into Paige's hand. He said, "Tell Adam to call me, when he's ready for the next step."

Paige watched her husband sleep. Their sex the night before had been amazing. Adam got so turned on by what she had done with Gerard. They fucked until the early morning.

They hadn't done that in a long time. In fact, Paige couldn't remember the last time they had made love more than once. Last night, Adam fucked her 3 times. And each time, he was so hard. She couldn't remember the last time he had been so hard, for so long.

She needed it, too. Gerard had gotten her so hot, she needed Adam to fuck her brains out. Their sex the night before had been the best in a long time.

Their sex hadn't been that way for a long time. Years? In the early years of their marriage, they made love all the time. But over time, it went to once a week, and then once a month, and then even less than that. And when they did made love, it was uninspired without much passion.

But things had improved lately, since she told Adam about that night back in college, when she almost let Gerard take her to bed. The thought of her with a black man really turned Adam on.  It turned her on too.

But now Paige was worried. With his passion satiated, would Adam still be okay with what she had done, the way she had let Gerard touch her? She had been faithful to Adam since their marriage, and she was pretty sure he had been as well. Since their marriage, no one had touched her the way Gerard touched her yesterday, except for her husband.

Sure, sometimes at parties, friends would take advantage of the festive atmosphere and feel her up. But it had always been a quick feel. Yesterday had been different. She had let Gerard seduce her, and touch her in places that were supposed to be reserved for her husband. Gerard had touched her under her skirt, had touch her bare thigh. Only Adam was supposed to touch her there. She had let Gerard touch her in those intimate places. She even opened her legs for him.

Even worse, Gerard had so turned her on. Her panties had been soaking. She wasn't supposed to let other men arouse her like that. That was something only her husband was supposed to be allowed to do. This morning, in the light of a new day, would Adam be mad at her?

Paige had been looking out the window as she thought about this, and when she looked back she saw Adam staring at her.

"Are you okay?" she asked.

He kissed her. "I love you."

"You're okay with yesterday? With what I did?"

Adam looked surprised. "Of course I'm okay. It was the most exciting thing you've ever done."

Paige was so relieved.

"So — should I call him?" Adam asked excitedly.

"Call him?" Paige said, not understanding.

"Yeah. Remember? You told me Gerard wanted me to call him, when we were ready to take the next step."

Paige pulled away from Adam. "I'm not sure if that's a good idea."

"You're attracted to him, aren't you?"

"Well..."

"Come on, tell me the truth."

"Okay, yes, I'm attracted to him."

"Then why not?" Adam asked.

Paige hesitated. Then she took her husband's hands in hers. "Adam, you know what the next step is, don't you?"

Adam grinned. "Of course I do."

"You're serious, aren't you? You want me to have sex with another man?"

Adam nodded and squeezed Paige's hands. "Paige, I haven't been able to think about anything else."

Paige shook her head. "I don't know. This is happening so fast."

"Paige, listen. Mary is in college now. It's time for us to start having fun again, the way we did when we were younger."

"We never did anything like this back then,” Paige said doubtfully.

"No, but we're older now, and more mature. It's okay to experiment more now. Our relationship can handle it. And let's face it, this has been great for our sex life."

"Do you really think we can handle this? Can you handle it, if another man makes love to me?"

"This isn't about love,” Adam said.  “He isn't going to make love to you, he's going to fuck you. And I know I can handle it. I'm going to love it!"

Paige was silent, not knowing what to say. She remembered the feel of Gerard's hand on her thigh, how it aroused her so. She remembered Gerard pressing up against her, and feeling his hard cock pressing against her. God, he was so big. There was a part of her — a big part of her — that wanted to experience that big cock.  That wanted to find out what it would feel like inside her.

Adam studied his wife. He could see she was conflicted, so he decided that he would decide for the two of them. Adam got out of bed. "I'm going to call him,” he announced.

Adam found Gerard's card in Paige's purse. He sat on the bed next to Paige. Before she could object, he called the number. 

"Hello — Gerard? This is Adam — I’m Paige's husband."

Even though it was just mid-morning, Gerard seemed wide awake, and went right to the point. "Hello Adam. It's good to talk to you. Did Paige tell you about yesterday?"

"Um — yeah, she did."

"Let me make sure. Did she tell you that I caressed her thigh, under her skirt? And she opened her legs for me? Did she tell you that?"

"Yes, she did,” Adam said.

"And you're okay with that?" Gerard asked.

"Yes, I am."

"How would you feel about watching me having sex with your beautiful wife with my black cock?"

Adam looked over at Paige. She could only hear his side of the conversation.  She was looking apprehensive.

Adam said, "We've never done anything like that before. But I think I'd be okay with it."

"Adam, what if I wanted to fuck Paige bareback. Would you be okay with that?"

Adam hesitated. "I'm not sure about that. She's not on birth control." Now Paige was looking questioning at Adam.

Gerard chuckled. "Adam, I've done this with a few white couples in the past, and every one of the husbands told me they had a secret fantasy about their wives becoming pregnant with a black baby."

Adam swallowed hard. This wasn't going the way he thought it would. He turned away from Paige, trying to hide his hard-on from his wife.

Gerard said, "Adam, if Paige's not on the pill, what do you do? Use condoms?"

"I got a vasectomy after we had our daughter Mary."

Adam could almost hear Gerard smile on the other end of the phone. "Adam, I'd love to fuck your gorgeous wife bareback, and shoot my black seed deep inside her belly. Would you be okay with that?"

Adam's heart was pounding in his chest, and he was so excited his voice almost cracked as he spoke. "Well — um — maybe it would be okay sometimes — you know — during her safe times of the month." Paige was looking strangely at Adam.

Gerard said, "Adam, I'm big, okay? I'm warning you now that Paige's pussy will stretch. Are you willing to lose her tight pussy for the enjoyment and pleasure of watching another man fuck her?"

"Well, um, I haven't thought about it. I don't know."

"Adam, this is serious. Paige might like my big cock, and want me to fuck her all the time. Are you prepared for the consequences?"

"I don't think Paige would want to do this more than once. I think it'll be a one-time thing with us."

Gerard said, "Look Adam, I just want to make sure it'll be okay with you if your wife wants to see me more than once."

"Well, yeah, if that's what she wants, I'll be fine with it."

"So, you'll be able to handle your wife having a boyfriend?"

"Ah — yeah, I guess so, if that's what she wants,” Adam said.

"Adam, I think we have an agreement then. I have to fly out this morning, but I'll be back in a few weeks. Do you want to get together then?"

"Yes, sure."

"Listen, Adam, and this is important. It's been a long time since Paige has been with another man, right? So, she's going to be nervous, and having doubts. It'll be more enjoyable for both you and her if we can try to make her feel more comfortable."

Adam looked at his wife and saw the wariness in her eyes. "I think you're right."

"Allow me to call Paige between now and then. We'll talk and get to know each other better. If she's more comfortable with me, it'll be better for her.  How does that sound to you?"

Adam considered this. He didn't see any harm in Gerard talking to Paige. "Okay, I'll tell her you'll be calling her,” he said.

Adam drove back from the drug store with the condoms he had just purchased. After arriving home, he put them in the guest room, and then began walking back to the living room. He stopped short as he saw his wife in their bedroom getting ready for her evening with Gerard.

Paige was sitting on the edge of the bed, carefully rolling on black stockings. She stood and put on a garter belt, and then snapped the garters to the stocking tops. Then she stepped into heels.

Adam admired his wife's cleavage displayed as she leaned over. She was wearing a lacy black demi bra, the one she always wore whenever she wanted some lift to her shapely, but small, breasts. The panties she wore were also lacy black and matched the bra.

Paige spritzed perfume behind her ears and then her cleavage. Then, to his surprise, he watched Paige spray perfume lightly over her panties. He couldn't remember the last time he had seen her do that (if ever). In fact, he couldn't remember the last time Paige wore stockings and a garter belt. She wore thigh high stockings sometimes, but when was the last time she wore real stockings and a garter belt?  Last year, for his birthday? He felt a twinge of jealousy watching Paige get dressed for Gerard, but he was excited too.

The doorbell rang and Adam's heart skipped a beat. It was Gerard. Adam saw apprehension in Paige's face. He walked into the bedroom and lightly caressed his wife's shoulders. "It's Gerard. Excited?"

Paige looked into her husband's eyes. "Are you sure you're okay with this?"

"I know I am. Are you?"

"I think so. But I want to make sure you're absolutely sure." Paige took Adam's hands in hers and brought them to her breasts. "Are you sure you want another man touching these?"

Adam laughed. "Are you trying to turn me on even more?"

Paige smiled, but her tone was serious. "I just want to make sure you're sure. After it's done, we can't go back.  It can’t be undone."

Adam kissed Paige's nose, not wanting to mess up her lipstick. "I'm sure," he said with certainty. "I better go downstairs and let Gerard in."

Adam invited Gerard in.  He was surprised by how big Gerard was.  The pictures didn’t do him justice.  He was taller and broader shouldered than Adam expected.

The two men had a few minutes to speak while they waited for Paige. "Adam, how are you feeling about this?" the black man asked.

"Well, I think I'm a little nervous."

Gerard chuckled. "I figured you'd be nervous. Sometimes husbands are jealous once this starts. But if you're true to your word and want Paige to date another man then I'm sure you'll be fine."

Adam remembered their discussion about dating.  He didn’t think his wife wanted to date or have a boyfriend.  Especially a black boyfriend.  He thought this would be a one-time thing. He thought it unlikely Paige would want to do this more than once with Gerard.  If Paige ever wanted to do this again, it would probably be with a white man.

"Well, I'm not jealous,” Adam insisted.  Despite his words, his insides were churning.  He was definitely jealous.  But he was more excited than jealous and continued to want to see his wife with the black man.

Gerard looked at Adam knowingly and smiled. "I think Paige will enjoy this. I didn't know her that well in college, but we've had a few long conversations, and we've gotten to know each other. I think she's comfortable with me."

"Good," Adam said, although he was a little confused. Paige hadn't mentioned any conversations with Gerard, long or otherwise.  He had figured Gerard never followed through with his idea to call Paige. Before he could say anything, Paige walked into the room, and both Adam and Gerard turned to look at her.

Paige looked stunning! She wore a new “little black dress” that clung to her body. Adam saw that Paige was nervous when Gerard greeted her with a kiss to the cheek. Gerard lingered next to her for a moment, and then slowly pulled away, his eyes moving from her pretty face to her soft cleavage, exposed by the low-cut neckline of the LBD.

"Paige, you're truly beautiful," Gerard said admiringly.

Paige beamed, clearly appreciating the compliment. She looked tiny standing next to Gerard who towered above her.

The three of them entered the living room. Paige sat across from Gerard and crossed her legs. Adam fixed drinks and listened as Gerard chatted about his business and travels. Paige seemed fascinated as she listened to him. Paige allowed her dress to edge upwards, exposing more of her shapely legs. By accident, or intentional? Adam wasn't sure, but he got turned on when he saw Gerard's eyes linger on his wife's shapely legs.

After drinks they left to go to a local restaurant for dinner. Gerard opened Paige's door, and as she slid into the car her dress ran up her legs, exposing her lacy stocking tops. Gerard grinned and nodded approvingly and winked at Adam. Adam grinned too, full of pride to have such a beautiful wife. Adam got into the driver's seat next to Paige, and Gerard slid into the back seat.

As they drove, Paige turned around to face Gerard and pointed out local landmarks. As she did, she affectionately caressed Adam's arm and shoulder.

At the restaurant, they were seated in a corner booth. Adam and Paige sat in the booth while Gerard sat across in a chair. Under the table, Paige tightly held Adam's hand. Adam could tell she was nervous. He encouragingly caressed her hand, and whispered into her ear, "Relax, you'll love this.  We’ll both love this." Adam was happy to see that she relaxed as dinner progressed and the wine flowed.

Paige seemed enthralled with the stories Gerard told, practically hanging on every word. The stories bored Adam, and he was happy when dinner ended, and they drove back to the house.

Once they arrived, Paige kissed Adam on the cheek. She said, "Honey, can you show Gerard our guest room? And maybe he needs some help with his things?"

Paige held her arm around Adam's waist and gave him another kiss before he went outside with Gerard. Gerard opened the trunk of his car and handed Adam a suitcase, and also pulled out a photo album.

"Adam, I promised Paige I'd show her some pictures from college," Gerard explained.

Gerard dropped his suitcase in the guest room, and then the two men walked back to the living room. Paige was sitting on the sofa sipping a glass of white wine. Adam couldn't help but notice how much her thighs were exposed. God, she looks hot, he thought to himself. Adam glanced over at Gerard, and it was apparent he was also appreciating the view.

Adam and Gerard sat on either side of Paige. Gerard pointed out the photo album to Paige, and she practically squealed with delight. He edged closer to Paige so the album could lie on their laps, and they began looking at the pictures and talking about common friends from college.

Adam got bored and went into the kitchen to make more drinks. It took longer than normal as he had to go into the basement to get another bottle of wine. When he returned, he saw that Gerard and Paige were still laughing and having a great time talking about the pictures. They had edged closer to each other on the sofa, so their shoulders and legs were touching. Adam watched as Gerard leaned over to point out something in a picture to Paige. As he did, Gerard smoothly put his arm around Paige, and began to lightly caress her bare arm.

Paige pointed at a photo, and then looked up at Gerard. She said, "Were you really a football player in college? I didn't know that."

Gerard smiled. He said, "Yes, played all four years. I had a chance to go pro, but I wanted to go into business."

Adam sat across from them, feeling like a third wheel. Finally, they finished looking at the album, and put it on the table. They were still laughing, and Gerard began telling another story. At the punch line he placed his hand on Paige's knee. Paige loved Gerard's story and began to laugh, in the process placing her hands over Gerard's.

When she finally stopped laughing, Paige looked over and saw Adam looking at her and Gerard. She suddenly felt self-conscious at how close she was sitting next to Gerard, and that Gerard had his arm around her. She looked down at Gerard's hand on her knee, and then at her husband, somewhat guiltily.  She also realized she was giving all her attention to Gerard and practically ignoring her husband, and that made her feel guilty too.

Adam didn't want this awkward moment to ruin the evening. He got up and said, "Well, I think I'll turn in." Gerard got up and shook Adam's hand with a warm grin. Adam leaned over and kissed Paige. "Good night," he said to the both of them as he walked down the hall.

Adam hadn't gone very far when he felt a soft hand on his shoulder. He turned and saw his wife. "I love you," Paige said.

"I love you too," Adam said. Then the married couple stood facing each other, not saying anything for long moments. Adam sensed that Paige was giving him one last chance to stop this from happening. Adam kissed his wife on her soft lips. "I'll wait up for you," he said.

"Are you sure?" Paige asked.  She was asking “Are you sure you want me to have sex with Gerard?”

Adam smiled. "I'm positive." Then he turned his wife around and playfully patted her behind. "Go have fun."

Paige gave Adam a weak smile over her shoulder. "Wait up for me," she said. Then she walked down the hall to the guest room. 

Gerard gave Adam a friendly smile as he followed Paige to the guest room.

Adam was troubled as he waited for Paige. What did Gerard mean when he said he'd had "long conversations" with Paige? He had given Gerard permission to call Paige, but how long had they talked?  And what did they talk about?

Adam went over to the computer in the master bedroom and logged onto the website of their cell service. He browsed through the log of all incoming and outgoing phone calls for the last month. With a start he realized that Paige had spent hours on the phone with Gerard. Over the last month they had spoken almost every day, often for hours at a time.

Adam's anxiety was growing. Gerard wasn't just going to fuck his wife, he was trying to have a romantic relationship with her!

Feelings of regret and remorse washed over Adam. "What've I started?" he thought. "Why did I agree to share Paige with another man?"

Adam imagined Gerard's hands on Paige's sweet breasts. His black lips on her soft white lips. With a growing sickness, Adam thought of Gerard's big black cock inside his wife.  And he remembered that Paige wasn’t on birth control.  Yes, Gerard promised to use a condom, but condoms could tear.  Gerard’s black sperm could enter his wife’s unprotected, fertile womb.

Adam suddenly decided that he had to stop this. He hurried to the guest room. They had been alone for about an hour. He silently prayed that Gerard hadn't yet penetrated his wife.

Then Adam abruptly stopped, his feet glued to the floor. He was in the darkened hallway just outside the guest bedroom. The door was cracked open, and he had a clear view of the bed in the guest room.

Before him was the most erotic scene he had ever seen in his life.

Gerard was sitting on the edge of the bed, completely nude. Paige was in just her lingerie and heels. Her LBD had been carelessly thrown to the floor. She was on her knees, kneeling between Gerard's heavily muscled black legs. The stark contrast between Paige's lightly tanned white complexion and Gerard's jet black skin made the scene even more erotic.

Gerard's cock was in Paige's mouth. Her blonde hair swished up and down as she bobbed on Gerard's dick. Her hands were wrapped around his shaft, moving up and down in cadence with Paige's bobbing head.

As she blew him, Gerard lightly stroked Paige's cheek. It was almost a loving caress. "You like that cock, baby?" he asked.

Paige raised her head but continued to stroke him. Her wedding and engagement rings glistened with her saliva and Gerard's precum.

"Yeah, it's a really nice cock," Paige said in a low voice.  She stared at Gerard's penis, seemingly mesmerized by it. "A really nice cock," she repeated almost reverently.

Adam had to admit that Gerard's cock was impressive. It was the longest he had ever seen, even in porn movies. Ten inches? Twelve? He didn't know, but it was long. It curved slightly inward, and it was thick, too. It took both Paige's hands to completely encircle the shaft. It had thick veins running the length on both sides. At the end it mushroomed into an even thicker cock head. The skin of his cock was completely smooth, jet black, without a single blemish. It looked like something carved out of black granite and looked to be just as solid and hard.

Gerard reached down and pulled Paige off the floor and on top of him, the muscles in his arms and chest rippling. "Take off your bra, baby, I want to see your tits." Straddling his chest, Paige reached behind her and unsnapped her bra. She let the bra straps fall off her shoulders, but feigning shyness crossed her arms over the bra cups. Gerard laughed and edged under the bra's silky material and cupped her small breasts. Paige giggled and let the bra fall to the floor, but soon her laughs turned to moans as Gerard rolled her sensitive nipples between his thumbs and fingers.

As Gerard fondled her tits, Paige stroked his muscular chest and arms. "You like my body, baby?" he asked.

"Oh yeah," Paige enthusiastically said, as Gerard's hands on her tits sent continuous pleasure through her body. "I like your football player body."

"Football players turn you on?"

"No," Paige said, shaking her head. "I just like the fit bodies football players have."

Gerard laughed. "You've fucked a lot of football players, is that it?"

Paige shook her head. "No, I've admired from afar," she said with a giggle.

Adam couldn't believe what he was hearing. He never knew his wife was so attracted to muscular men.

Gerard rolled Paige onto her back. He replaced his hands with his mouth on Paige's tits. He licked and sucked her hard nipples while his hands simultaneously explored her body. Soon Paige was moaning and writhing under his touch.

Gerard pulled Paige's panties to the side and then attacked her trimmed pussy. He ate her out like a pro. Adam couldn't see everything he was doing, but it was driving his wife crazy. Her moans were almost continuous as she rocked her head from side to side. Paige's long stockinged legs tensed as Gerard brought her closer and closer to an orgasm. Then Adam watched his wife have her first orgasm of the night, her back arching and her hands clutching the sheets as pleasure rippled through her sexy body.

Paige panted as she tried to catch her breath. Adam was breathing hard too, and to his surprise he realized he was rubbing his crotch. He had never been so sexually charged. Staying in the shadows of the hallway, he quietly unzipped his pants and took out his hard cock and began to stroke himself.

Gerard moved to the head of the bed and took Paige in his arms. He kissed her, and she kissed him back. As they made out, Gerard ran his fingers through Paige's silky blonde hair, and softly caressed the back of her neck. For some reason, the intimacy of his wife kissing another man bothered Adam more than anything he had seen so far.

Paige's hands explored Gerard's ripped body. She trailed her manicured fingernails along the ridges of his hard muscles, along his back, arms, and thickly muscled thighs. Her fingers even ventured over his ass and between his cheeks, and Gerard groaned. "Oh baby, you know how to make me feel good!"

Gerard kissed Paige again and explored Paige's mouth with his thick tongue. As Paige continued to caress his chiseled body, Gerard broke the kiss again and said, "Paige, grow your nails longer. I want to feel your long nails digging into my back when I fuck you!"

Smiling, Paige teased, "That's what you want, huh?" Then Paige broke away from Gerard's embrace and got on top of him, again straddling his chest.

Gerard cupped her bare breasts. "Are you ready for me baby?" he asked.

"Yes," Paige replied breathlessly. "I think I am."

Adam watched as his wife hovered over Gerard's cock. With one hand she pulled her delicate panties to the side. With the other she guided Gerard's cock towards her pussy.

A part of Adam wanted to burst into the room and stop this from happening. He knew this was his last chance to keep his wife's pussy exclusively his, as it had been for the last twenty years. But a bigger part of him wanted to watch Paige get fucked by this black man’s huge cock.

Paige's shapely firm thighs tensed as she lowered herself onto Gerard. She rubbed Gerard's cock head over her pussy lips, to lubricate him. Grimacing, she slowly lowered himself until she was penetrated by his cockhead.

Paige grunted through clenched teeth. "Ugh, god, it's thick!"

"Just go slow baby," Gerard said encouragingly. "Just like we talked about on the phone, take your time, you'll get used to it."

Paige nodded. With gritted teeth she slowly lowered himself further. She grimaced as she pushed an inch of Gerard's cock into her, and then another inch. Then she stopped to catch her breath, collapsing on Gerard's chest. She stayed there a moment, then rose to start again. As she did her soft blonde hair brushed across Gerard's chest.

"Oh yeah baby I like that."

"What?"

"The way your hair ran across my chest just now. I want you to grow your hair longer, so it hits my chest when you ride my cock."

"Uh — okay," Paige replied somewhat noncommittally.

Adam watched as Gerard's cock slowly disappeared into his wife's pussy. Paige had about six inches inside her, with more inches left to go. From his vantage point Adam could see that part of Gerard's thick ebony shaft that was not yet inside his wife. He reflexively glanced down at his cock and realized that not only was Gerard already giving his wife more than he had, but what Gerard still had left to give was longer and thicker than his entire cock.

Adam looked back up and saw that Gerard was beginning to move under Paige's body. He was slowly stroking in and out. With each inward stroke he sank a little more of his cock into Paige. Paige's eyes were clenched tightly closed, and she held onto Gerard's muscular arms. Beads of perspiration were forming on her forehead, and her pretty face alternated between grimaces of pain and exhalations of pleasure.

After many minutes, Gerard was completely inside Paige. He rolled her over onto her back and then began to slowly fuck her. Adam watched as Gerard's big cock moved in and out of Paige. He couldn't believe it — he was finally watching another man fuck his wife!

For a while Gerard slowly fucked Paige, to let her get used to his size. Then he began to pump faster. Soon he was like a pile driver hammering in and out of her! Then Gerard slowed his pace. He slowly pulled all the way out until just the tip of his cock was still inside her. He lingered there for long moments, almost teasing her. Then he abruptly pushed back inside, hard and fast, causing Paige to squeal. He did that for a while, then after one inward thrust, he stayed buried inside and rotated his hips, ensuring his big cock stimulated every inch of her pussy.

Gerard alternated between pile driving, slow fucking and rotating, and Paige loved it. She was making sounds Adam had never heard her make. When Gerard hammered her, Paige grunted and moaned. When he fucked her slow, she whimpered and begged; and when Gerard rotated his cock inside her, Adam heard his wife purr.

Adam could tell Paige was near another orgasm. She wrapped her legs around Gerard's waist and dug her heels into his chiseled ass. A continuous almost desperate moan was coming from her mouth, and her nails dug into Gerard's muscular back. Gerard could tell Paige was close to cumming, and he relentlessly pounded her. Finally, Paige's back arched and her entire body seemed to shake as her orgasm hit.

Adam was furiously stroking his cock as Paige built to an orgasm. When he saw his wife orgasm and her stockinged legs tense and press into Gerard's sides, he came as well.

Gerard slowly fucked Paige, allowing her time to catch her breath. Then he started to fuck her harder. To his amazement, Adam saw his wife start to respond. He couldn't believe it — Paige was already hot again.

Adam couldn't watch anymore. Now that he had cum, all his concerns came to the forefront of his mind, and he felt sick watching his wife so enthusiastically fucking another man.

Adam returned to the master bedroom. He couldn't get out of his mind the image of Gerard fucking his wife. What really stuck in his mind was how Paige responded to Gerard. Not just his big cock, but the way Gerard's muscular body had so aroused her.

Paige seemed practically mesmerized by the black man’s body. The way she traced her fingers across his hard muscles, and how she delighted in the way his muscular body rippled and bulged as he fucked her. Adam never realized Paige was so into that. Adam took off his clothes to get into bed, and then looked at himself in the mirror. He looked good for a guy his age. But compared to Gerard, his body was soft. His pale white body had little muscular definition, and he was a bit paunchy in the gut. Adam remembered how Paige caressed and seemed so turned on by Gerard's chiseled chest. Compared to Gerard’s, Adam's chest was soft and flabby.

Adam got into bed. Despite his concerns, the images of Gerard fucking his wife had gotten him hard again. He reached under the covers and began to masturbate, replaying in his mind what he had seen and heard just a few minutes ago. As he approached an orgasm, he suddenly realized that Gerard hadn't worn a condom. Paige wasn't on any type of birth control! But instead of making him pause, the risk of Gerard fucking Paige bareback pushed him over the edge, and he came into the sheets.

Paige gently shook Adam awake. "Hi sleepy head," she said softly when he opened his eyes.

"What time is it?"

"About four." Adam did a quick mental calculation. He must have slept for hours. Had they been fucking that long?

"Where's Gerard?"

"In his room." Paige kissed Adam. "Thank you for tonight."

"Did you enjoy it?" Adam asked.

"I did,” Paige said.  She kissed her husband again, this time longer. Paige got under the covers and straddled Adam. Paige was nude, except for the garter belt and stockings.

“You still have these on,” Adam said running his hands over the garter belt and stockings.

“Gerard asked me to,” Paige answered.  His wife’s words bothered Adam, but also got him hard.

Paige felt his erection.  "Make love to me," she said, and reached between them and guided her husband's hard cock into her.

Their lovemaking was the familiar kind, the type that two people can only have if they've shared a life together. But it was passionate as well, and more frenzied than normal, given what happened that evening. Adam loved the feel of Paige's silky nylons against his legs, and how her garter straps pressed into his flesh. Her pussy felt looser than normal, and much wetter.  While she wasn’t as tight as usual, he couldn't remember the last time their lovemaking was so pleasurable.

As Paige rode on top of him, Adam said, "I watched you and Gerard."

Paige smiled. "You did, did you?" she teased. "Did you like what you saw?"

"Yes," Adam moaned, as his orgasm neared. "I really liked it. It was the most exciting thing I've ever seen." Then, in his passion and without thinking, Adam blurted out, "Will you do it for me again?"

Paige hesitated. Then she smiled. "I might be able to arrange something," she said with that same teasing voice.

"You didn't make Gerard wear a condom."

Paige kissed Adam. "Don't worry, I made him pull out," she assured her husband. Then she thought a moment, and asked, "Are you disappointed?"

Adam's orgasm was peaking. His lush and passion overwhelmed his good sense. "Yes, next time I want him to cum inside you!" Adam lunged hard into his wife and came.

After catching their breaths, Adam asked, "Are you okay? I mean, did you cum?"

Paige slightly shook her head, but smiled and said, "That's okay, just hold me."

Adam spooned his wife and fell sleep. Paige, though, stayed awake for some time, looking into the darkness and thinking about what happened with Gerard, and what Adam just said.

Adam slowly woke up, and remembered the events of the night before. He couldn't believe it, his fantasy had finally come true. He had watched another man fuck his wife!

He put on his robe and walked downstairs. He heard Paige and Gerard's voices coming from the kitchen, so he silently approached.

Paige was standing next to Gerard. She was wearing what she normally slept in, a long t-shirt and panties. Although what she wore was not too revealing, Adam was still surprised at how comfortable Paige seemed to be with another man in their kitchen. Gerard was wearing only form-fitting boxers. His cock, although soft, looked like a thick python snaking down his muscular thigh.

"Watch this," Gerard said, and he flexed his arm. Paige felt Gerard's hard biceps, and then ran her fingertips along the muscles of his forearm.

"Nice," Paige said admiringly. "Do you work out a lot?"

"Every day," Gerard said smiling. "The key is to isolate different muscle groups. Like this." Gerard flexed his triceps. Paige reached out and ran her fingers along the rock-hard muscle.

"Arms and legs are easy. See?" Gerard flexed his leg, and his thigh and calf muscles bulged, making his leg look like something carved out of black granite.

"Very nice," Paige said as she lightly stroked his thigh. "So — what parts of your workout are hard?"

"Stomach, no doubt. I do over 1000 crunches a day, and other exercises that strengthen my body's core." Gerard flexed his chest, causing his pectorals to ripple, and hardening his stomach muscles. Paige lightly caressed Gerard's midsection with her fingertips, tracing along the ripples in his washboard stomach. She ran her fingers just above the waistband of his briefs.

"I like it," Paige cooed as she caressed him.

Gerard's cock got hard, forming an obscene tent in his boxers. "Man you have a nice touch," he said as he pulled Paige into his arms.

Paige glanced nervously in the direction of the master bedroom.  Adam quickly stepped back so she wouldn’t see him.

Convinced her husband was still sleeping, Paige wrapped her arms around Gerard’s neck.

Adam watched as Gerard kissed his wife. Gerard began fondling Paige's breasts over her t-shirt. With his other hand, Gerard lifted her t-shirt and reached into Paige's panties. Adam found it incredibly erotic to see the panties' silky material stretch over Gerard's large hand as he fingered his wife.

Soon Paige was buckling under Gerard's touch. She raised herself on her tiptoes to allow Gerard a better angle, causing her slim shapely legs to tense and become even more sexy. Her moans were cut off by Gerard's mouth over hers. Within moments, Paige's body shook as she came.

Adam waited a few moments, and then entered the kitchen. Paige quickly broke away from Gerard and walked over to her husband. It seemed to Adam that Paige's legs were a little shaky. Paige wrapped an arm around Adam's waist and kissed him.

"Coffee?" she asked, still a little breathless, and then she made Adam’s coffee the way she knew he liked it.

Adam exchanged good mornings with Gerard and then sat at the table. Paige placed Adam's coffee on the table, and then playfully sat in his lap and wrapped her arms around his neck. After a few minutes of chatting, Paige made breakfast and served Adam and Gerard. Each time she passed by Adam she affectionately caressed his neck or shoulders, and when she finally sat to eat, she pulled her chair close to Adam so their legs were touching.

"Adam, I was wondering if I could borrow your beautiful wife today. I'd love to have a tour of your wonderful city."

Gerard's request caught Adam by surprise. He noted with some chagrin that he wasn't included in the invitation. But he didn't have a good reason to say no. "Well, sure, it's fine with me."

"Thanks buddy," Gerard said smiling. "I'll just get dressed."

"Yeah, I guess I will too," Adam said. He went into his bathroom and started taking a shower, having mixed feelings about what he had just agreed to.

In a few minutes Paige stepped into the shower. She was nude. She took a sponge and lathered her husband with soap. "You’ll be okay alone today?" she asked.

"Sure, I have those projects in the garage I've been meaning to get to."

Paige lathered her husband's penis, and soon he was hard. After rinsing him, she got on her knees and took him into her mouth. Paige caressed her husband's ass and thighs as she sucked him. Adam was so turned on by what he had seen in the kitchen that he quickly came in her mouth.

Adam got dressed and found Gerard in the kitchen, drinking coffee. They chatted, and then both turned when Paige entered the room.

She looked incredibly hot. She was wearing tight skinny jeans and a thin white top, which ended just short of her jeans so some of her flat tummy was exposed. You could see her bra straps under the thin spaghetti straps of the top, and a touch of Paige's cleavage was exposed by the top's swooping neckline. The jeans were Capri-like, revealing Paige's shapely calves, and Paige completed the outfit with black stiletto heels that made her long legs look even longer. Paige had put on glossy pink lipstick, and she wore a matching pink ribbon in her blonde hair.

Paige looked like she had just stepped out of a fashion magazine, and with her pink lipstick and ribbon, she could almost pass as a co-ed. Adam was puzzled because he didn't remember ever seeing his wife in these clothes. Then he realized that Paige must be wearing one of their daughter's outfits!

Paige kissed her husband. "We'll be back for dinner. I'll cook your favorite dinner, steaks and scallop potatoes."

"That sounds great."

Paige kissed Adam again, then took Gerard's offered arm and left for their day of sightseeing.

The day passed slowly for Adam. He worked on his projects but couldn't get his mind off his wife spending the day with Gerard.

He worried about Paige being seen around town with a black man.  Wilmington was a nice place to live but not progressive like New York City or San Francisco.  You rarely saw a pretty white woman – who looked and was dressed like a co-ed -- walking around town with an older, big black man.

Adam expected them back around 7, but they didn't get back until almost 11. They were laughing as they walked in the door. She was gripping Gerard's arm for balance as she wasn't very steady on her high heeled feet. Clearly, she had been drinking, and that was confirmed when she kissed him and he tasted vodka on her breath.

"Honey, I'm sorry we're late, but we stopped at a bar for a drink." Paige slurred as she spoke. She was clearly still feeling the effects of the alcohol. Then Paige seemed to remember something. "Oh honey, I'm sorry, I was going to make you dinner."

"That's okay, I ate some leftovers."

Paige started telling Adam about their day. Adam tried to listen, but he was having a hard time paying attention to what she was saying. Instead, his eyes were fixed on her chest. Sometime during the day, she had taken off her bra, and the nipples and dark areolas of her breasts were easily visible through the thin white material of her white top. 

Paige realized what her husband was looking at. She leaned over and breathed into Adam's ear, "Are you surprised?"

She was making him hot, and her breath in his ear was turning him on even more. "Yeah, I like it. Where's your bra?"

"In the bathroom of that bar. Gerard had me take it off.  He told me to leave it there." Paige hesitated, seeming to consider how much to tell her husband. Finally, she continued. "Gerard likes to play games. He wanted to show me off. Are you mad?"

Adam's cock was so hard it hurt. "No, I'm not mad,” he said.  “But weren’t you worried someone we know would see you with Gerard?  Wilmington’s a small town.  And weren’t you worried about being seen with a black man?  You know how conservative Wilmington is.” 

Paige and Adam weren’t prejudiced, but Gerard was literally the only black person they socialized with, and that had just started this weekend.

“It was a black bar,” Paige said.  “Almost everyone there was black.”

“What?  I didn’t know Wilmington had places like that,” Adam said, surprised.

“I didn’t either,” Paige said.

Paige brought her lips to Adam's, but just before they touched, she teasingly pulled away. Adam tried to kiss her, but she pulled away again, mischief in her eyes. Finally she let Adam kiss her.

Gerard poured himself a drink and handed one to Paige. It looked to be tequila. Paige didn't need any more alcohol, and Adam normally would have objected. But his passion was controlling him, so he didn't stop Paige when she took the shot glass and drank it in one gulp.

She closed her eyes as the alcohol washed over her, and then tried to stand. She wobbled a bit in her high heels as she walked over to Gerard and sat on his lap. She stretched her long legs on the sofa. "Sit next to us," she said to Adam. Adam sat next to them, and Paige put her feet in his lap.

Paige smiled seductively at her husband, and then dug her stiletto heels into his thighs. "Honey, these shoes hurt my feet — rub them?"

Adam took Paige's heels off and began rubbing her bare feet. He loved his wife's feet. They were soft, petite, and unblemished, and had a wonderfully sexy arch. Even after wearing heels all day, they were perfect.

Paige looked up at Gerard. "It feels so good," she cooed. "I love it when Adam rubs my feet."

Gerard brought his lips close to Paige's. "Baby, I can make you feel good."

Paige giggled. Looking into Adam's eyes with a mischievous smile, she teased, "Better than my husband?"

"Much better,” Gerard said with a wink at Adam.

Adam watched as Gerard kissed his wife. Gerard cupped one of Paige's braless tits and rolled her nipple between his thumb and finger through the thin fabric of her top. Paige was soon moaning into Gerard's mouth. Gerard pulled Paige's top down and covered her small perky breasts with his mouth.

Adam was still rubbing Paige's feet. His heart was pounding. Being so close to Gerard as he kissed and fondled his wife made him lightheaded.

Still being kissed and fondled by Gerard, Paige rubbed her feet against Adam's crotch. But she stopped when Gerard unbuttoned her jeans and edged his hand into her panties. She began thrusting against Gerard's hand as he rubbed her clit.

Paige pulled her lips away from Gerard's. "Help me pull off my jeans," she asked Adam, and then immediately pulled Gerard's lips back to hers.

Adam reached up and peeled off Paige's tight jeans, in the process also pulling off her panties. She had been wearing lacy pink g-string panties, ones he had never seen before. "When had she started wearing g-strings?" he wondered. He wasn't surprised to find them soaking wet.

Gerard quickly took off his clothes and pulled Paige on top of him. Adam got up and sat in the chair across from them. Gerard was still sitting on the sofa. Paige straddled Gerard's legs, facing her husband. She looked into Adam's eyes as she reached down and guided Gerard's cock into her pussy.

Paige grimaced as Gerard's fat cock head penetrated her pussy. "Oh god," she grunted.

She slowly pushed down. Adam was amazed that Paige's tight pussy could take Gerard's monster cock. He watched with excited fascination as Paige's pussy lips tightly stretched around Gerard's thickly veined shaft.

Adam's heart beat faster as more and more of Gerard's cock disappeared into his wife. For a moment he thought about asking Gerard to put on a condom. After all, Paige wasn't on birth control. But the sight of Gerard's ebony, thickly veined massive cock entering Paige's pussy bareback was too erotic.  He didn't have the will to make him stop.

Finally, Paige was completely impaled on Gerard's cock.

Gerard said, "See Paige? It wasn't as hard this time. A month from now your pussy will fit me just fine." As he said this, Gerard winked at Adam.

Gerard put his big black hands on Paige's hips, and lifted her body until just the tip of his cock was inside her. He held her suspended like that until Paige begged, "Please don't tease me!"

Gerard smiled at Adam, and then slowly lowered her, at the same time rising off the sofa to thrust his cock deep inside Paige’s married pussy. When he was completely inside, he rotated his hips to press his cock against her pleasure spots.

Gerard's fucking was driving Paige into a frenzy. Her face was flushed red and her moans were desperate and continuous. "Fuck me, fuck me!" she begged.

Paige was close to orgasm. "Honey, suck my nipples!" she begged.

Adam quickly knelt in front of his wife. He sucked one nipple into his mouth, and rubbed the other with his thumb and finger. He had never felt her nipples so hard.

Paige wrapped her arms tightly around her husband's neck. "I'm cumming!" she screamed. Adam felt his wife's tight sexy body spasm as she came.

Gerard laid Paige on her back and fucked her missionary style. He put her stocking-clad legs over his shoulders to get maximum penetration. "Oh god," she groaned as Gerard pumped his huge cock into her.

"Here it comes Paige!" Gerard roared.

Gerard lunged deep into Paige and began cumming. He stroked back and forth a half dozen times, each time shooting hot sperm into Paige's fertile unprotected womb.

Gerard collapsed on Paige, his muscular arms supporting most of his weight. He softly kissed her cheeks and lips, and she kissed him back. Finally, he slowly pulled out. Adam heard a pop when Gerard's cock head left his wife's pussy. He looked between Paige's legs. Her pussy was gaping open.  The lips were red and swollen and filled with Gerard's creamy thick sperm.

Paige saw Adam looking. She blushed and quickly closed her legs. She moved from the sofa to the floor, getting on her knees.  She smiled at her husband and patted the sofa. Adam moved over to the sofa and sat.  He was sitting next to Gerard with Paige kneeling on the floor.

Paige unzipped Adam’s pants and took out his hard cock. She licked the pre-cum away, and then took him into her mouth. As she sucked Adam, she reached over to Gerard's lap, and slowly stroked his manhood.

Gerard's cock started to stir, and soon he was hard again. Adam was amazed at how fast he recovered. Paige kneeled between Adam and Gerard and stroked them both at the same time.

The difference in their cocks was startling. Gerard's cock towered over Adam's. Gerard’s cock was midnight black and thick with scary veins running up the sides.  Adam’s penis was pale and smooth. Adam always thought he was average in length and thickness, but compared to Gerard, he felt small.  There was no way Paige couldn’t notice the difference.  It was literally right in front of her eyes!

Paige smiled encouragingly at her husband, which made Adam feel worse. Still, Adam was so worked up that he quickly came, spilling his cum over Paige's hand. Adam's penis quickly softened and shrank, making his cock look even more ridiculous next to Gerard's.

Adam saw his wife look from his cock to Gerard's. With his passion sated, his embarrassment returned, and his penis seemed to shrivel even further. The size difference was amazing. Paige could cup her husband's entire soft penis with the palm of one hand, with room to spare. In contrast, Paige's hand could barely cover the blood engorged head of Gerard's huge cock.

Gerard smiled and easily lifted Paige off the floor and onto his lap. "Come on, Paige honey, I want more of that tight pussy." Again, he winked at Adam.  And he emphasized the word tight like he was taunting Adam, like he was saying “she’s not gonna be tight much longer if I keep fucking her.”

Gerard's cock slipped easily into Paige. Adam wasn't surprised. Enough time hadn't passed for her pussy to return to normal. Adam wondered if her pussy would ever be tight again.

Adam didn't want to watch anymore. He went up to bed. As far as he could tell, they didn't notice as he left. He got into bed and fell into a restless sleep.

He stirred and looked at the clock. It was 3am, and Paige wasn't there. He silently walked to the guest room. He looked in, and saw Paige on top of Gerard, kissing him as she slowly rode his cock. "God, are they going to fuck all night?" he wondered. Disheartened, Adam walked back to the bed in the master bedroom and fell into another restless sleep.

Gerard left early the next morning. Adam was awake to say goodbye, but Paige was still asleep. She finally woke up around noon with a massive hangover. She didn't start feeling better until late that evening.

"Are you mad at me?" she asked apprehensively. "Do you wish we hadn't done it?"

Adam was still hurt, but he didn't want to admit it. He kissed his wife and said, reassuringly, "No, it was everything I hoped it would be."

By the end of the week Adam was relieved he hadn't said anything. He thought constantly about Paige with Gerard, and what they had done. He began thinking of ways to get Paige together with Gerard again.

The next week, Adam and Paige were at home watching TV when Paige’s cell phone rang.

"Hello?" Paige said.  Adam watched as his wife's face broke into a big smile. "Hi there! How are you? Um, just a second." Paige held her hand over the phone.  She whispered, "It's Gerard. I think I'll take it in the next room.  Is that okay?"

"Sure."

For the next hour Paige spoke with Gerard. Adam couldn't hear what she was saying, but from her tone he could tell she was happy to talk to Gerard. Finally, she came into the living room where Adam was having a glass of wine. He poured Paige a glass. She smiled and took a sip.

"So, how's he doing?" Adam asked.

"Good. He's been busy — he had to go to Europe. But he's back in Boston now."

Adam glanced at his wife's chest. Her hard nipples were apparent even through her blouse and bra. Clearly, she and Gerard had talked about more than just Gerard’s travel schedule. Adam found himself getting hard.

Adam smiled. "I'm surprised he didn't ask you out," he teased.

Paige blushed. "Well, he did actually. I mean, he invited me to Boston for the weekend."

"Boston?"

"Yes. He has some parties this weekend — for work — and he invited me to go with him."

Adam's interest was piqued. "What did you say?"

"I told him no, of course."

"Why?"

Paige was dumbfounded. "Because I'm a married woman, remember?" To emphasize her point she held up her left hand with her wedding and engagement rings. "I can't spend the weekend with a man who's not my husband."

Adam grinned. "But you're dating Gerard, remember? So, it's natural for you to spend the weekend with him."

Paige looked intently into her husband's face. She said, "You're serious, aren't you? You think I should spend the weekend with him?"

Adam shrugged. "Sure, why not? We're not doing anything this weekend."

Paige was quiet for a few long moments, lost in thought. Still sounding unsure, she said hesitantly, "The parties did sound like fun, the way Gerard described them."

Adam's reply was immediate. "So that settles it then. Why don't you call him back and let him know you’re coming?"

Paige flew to Boston the following afternoon so she would be there in time for dinner. Adam tried calling Paige a few times, but each time got her voice mail. Paige called Saturday night, but he just missed her.  She left a message. He tried calling back immediately but got her voice mail again. He played Paige’s message on his phone.

"Hi honey, it's me," Paige said. He could hear loud voices and laughter in the background, like she was at a party. "I'm having fun. I'm --"

Adam heard Paige laugh, and then say in a giddy voice, "Stop, will you? I'm on the phone with Adam." More laughter, and giggling. Then nothing for a few moments. Then Adam heard his wife say somewhat breathlessly, "Stop. Stop that. Don't."

Nothing again. Then, she quickly said, "Honey, I've got to go. I'll be home tomorrow night. Bye."

The next day passed slowly. Adam didn't try to call Paige, and she didn't call him. He was about to leave for the airport to pick her up when the phone rang.

"Hello?"

It was Paige.  She said, "Hi honey, it's me."

"Are you okay? I was about to leave for the airport."

Paige hesitated. "Well, Gerard asked if I could stay for a few more days. I've met some of his friends. There are more parties this week, and they've invited me."

"They party during the week?"

Paige giggled. "It seems like they party all the time! Gerard does a lot of work at these parties, and he's trying to finish a big deal, so he's asked me to stay and help him."

"How can you help him?"

"I don't know. His friends like me, so, I guess it helps if I'm there with him."

"Well -- I guess it's okay,” Adam said reluctantly.

"Thanks honey!" Paige said, sounding both happy and relieved. "I'll be back Wednesday night — or Thursday morning at the latest."

Paige finally got home late Thursday evening. She looked tired. She gave Adam a quick peck on the cheek and dropped onto the sofa.

"You look exhausted."

Paige stretched out on the sofa. "You have no idea. Gerard and his friends party all the time, and they never seem to get tired."

Adam sat on the couch and put Paige's feet in his lap. He rubbed her feet around her heels. He hadn't seen them before. They were pink with 4-inch stiletto heels. "New shoes?" he asked.

"Yeah. I didn't bring enough clothes to wear, so Gerard bought me some new clothes and shoes." Adam continued to rub his wife's feet and calves. He was getting hard from the feel of her silky nylons. He could tell from the bumps in her dress that she was wearing a garter belt and stockings.

"That feels so good," Paige purred. She slipped her feet from the heels and leaned back into the sofa. "Can you rub my feet? The new high heels Gerard bought me are pretty, but they hurt after a while."

Adam rubbed his wife's feet, tracing along the stocking seams running along her toes. "Did you have fun?"

"Yes," she said as she enjoyed the foot massage he was giving her. She closed her eyes. A blonde lock fell across her face, and she brushed it away. As she did Adam saw she wasn't wearing her wedding and engagement rings.

"Paige, where are your rings?" Adam asked with a frown.

Paige's eyes popped open. "Oh, honey, I'm sorry!" She reached into her purse and pulled out her wedding and engagement rings, and put them on. "It was awkward to have them on, so I took them off."

"What do you mean, awkward?"

"Well, you know. Gerard didn't want his friends to think his new girlfriend was a married woman."

"You are a married woman,” Adam said, the frown still on his face.

Paige playfully nudged her foot against her husband's chest. "Well, of course I am, silly. But Gerard would look bad if his friends knew that."

"So — Gerard introduces you as his girlfriend?"

Paige looked surprised by her husband's question. "Well ... yes. I mean, it was you who said I’m dating Gerard.  Does it bother you he calls me his girlfriend?"

"No, no, that's fine," Adam said, but he was lying. For some reason it did bother him. But it turned him on, too, and his cock stiffened.

With her feet in his lap, Paige felt her husband's growing erection. She sighed tiredly. "Honey, I'm so tired. Can we go to sleep, and then tomorrow I'll tell you everything that happened with Gerard?"

"Well, yes, sure," Adam said, trying to hide his disappointment. He was horny and was desperate for sex with his wife.

Paige soon fell asleep. Adam wasn't tired so he went downstairs. He saw Paige's suitcase next to the door and opened it. The suitcase contained a number of expensive designer dresses. They were all silky thin, low cut and short. There were 3 or 4 pairs of sexy new shoes, all with high stiletto heels. Adam found lacy thong panties, garter belts and stockings, and new makeup. There weren't any bras in the suitcase.

Adam couldn't believe his wife had worn these clothes. They were all more revealing than Paige normally wore. And did she always go braless with Gerard? For years Adam had encouraged his wife to dress sexier. He was bothered that she was dressing more provocatively now, but for Gerard, not him.

He ran his fingers along the silky material of one of the new dresses. He wondered how many times Gerard had fucked his wife over the last week. Had he fucked her in this dress?

Adam was hard. He took out his cock. He beat off as he touched Paige's new clothes, his mind picturing Gerard fucking his wife. As his orgasm neared, he wrapped one of Paige's new thong panties around his cock. There was something caked on the flimsy material. Gerard's sperm? Was Paige letting him cum inside her all the time now? With that image in his mind, Adam came into the lacy panties.

The next evening Adam rushed home. That morning, Paige had promised a great dinner followed by a long evening of fantastic sex, where she'd tell him about all the things she had done while away.

Paige met Adam at the door and gave him a big kiss. He was disappointed that she was wearing just a simple frock and low-heeled shoes. He was hoping she'd wear one of the new outfits Gerard had bought her. But she still looked great and sexy in a girl-next-door sort of way.

Adam couldn't wait to get his wife into bed. He said that dinner would keep, and carried Paige giggling into their bedroom. He hurriedly unzipped Paige's dress and tossed it onto the floor.

Adam wanted to fuck Paige. He was tired of his hand. He wanted to feel Paige's sweet pussy flesh around his cock. He didn't waste time on foreplay, other than a few kisses and a quick grope of her tits. He pulled off her panties and got between her legs. He didn't even bother to take off her bra.

He tried to push inside his wife, but she was dry. "Wait Adam," she said. "Go slow."

But Adam ached to be inside his wife. He squeezed some KY jelly on his finger and rubbed Paige's pussy lips. Then he guided his hard cock into his wife and began to fuck her.

Adam wanted to give Paige a great orgasm. He tried to copy what he had seen Gerard do to her. He tried pile driving his cock into Paige. A number of times, though, his smallish cock fell out, leaving them both frustrated as he had to stop to guide himself back in.

Then he tried pushing into Paige and rotating his hips, like he had seen Gerard do. But it was harder than it looked. It took a lot of effort to do this, and before long he had to stop to rest. He was in decent shape for his age, but he didn't have the core muscles and stamina to use these techniques.

Adam looked down at Paige. He could tell she wasn't really enjoying what he was doing. He decided to make love to her like he normally did.

After a few minutes of making love, he took off her bra. Adam was surprised to see that Paige's nipples weren't hard. "She's not enjoying this at all," he thought to himself.

Adam realized he wasn't enjoying it much either. Paige's pussy felt loose, so he couldn't feel much. But he was dying for an orgasm! In frustration, both from Paige's unresponsiveness and his own lack of pleasure, he pulled out and straddled Paige's chest, and stroked himself.

After years of marriage Paige knew what her husband liked. She reached under him and, with her manicured nails, lightly caressed the sensitive skin between his balls and asshole. "God yeah," Adam groaned and came on Paige's breasts.

Adam felt bad about the night before. Their sex had been horrible, and he knew Paige hadn't cum. He was going to make up for it tonight. He was going to worship his wife's body and give her a mind-blowing orgasm.

As he thought about what he was going to do to Paige, his cell rang.

"Hello?"

"Hi honey, it's me,” Paige said.

Adam’s spirits rose hearing his wife’s voice.  He said, "Hi! What's up? Will you be home at the regular time?"

"Well, uh …," Paige said hesitantly.  "Gerard just called and asked me out tonight."

Adam's pulse quickened. "He did?"

"Yes, he's in town tonight. He closed his big deal, and Jermone — that's his new client — he has a big company here in town. Jermone has a house here, too, and they're having a big party tonight to celebrate the deal."

"Oh, okay ... well..."

Looking concerned, Paige said, "But I don't want to leave you alone tonight.  Especially since I just got home last night."

Adam was feeling hurt. It seemed like Paige wanted to go out with Gerard but was staying home out of guilt. His pride took over. He didn’t want pity sex tonight.  He put on a brave face and said, "No, go ahead and go out with Gerard. The party sounds like fun, and we don’t have anything planned anyway."

"Are you sure? I don't want you to be lonely."

Adam was getting angry, but he managed to keep the edge out of his voice. "No, really, go out with Gerard. I'll be fine."

When Adam got home, he was surprised to hear Paige still upstairs. His heart leaped in his chest. Maybe she decided to stay home with him after all?

But when he looked into their bedroom, he saw that Paige was getting ready for her date with Gerard. He stepped back into the shadows of the hallway.

Paige had just finished her hair and makeup and was putting on her dress. It was one of the new dresses Gerard had bought her. Paige was wearing a garter belt and stockings, and a g-string panty, but she was going braless again. After zipping her dress Paige brushed her hair again and touched up her makeup. Adam was hard watching Paige dress for her date. But then his heart sank as he watched Paige take off her wedding and engagement rings and place them onto the dresser.  He knew it was going to be another long night.

(6 months later)

Adam's cell phone buzzed, indicating he had a new voice mail.

"Hi honey, it's me. Gerard just called — he's in town and asked me out. I said yes since we haven't seen each other in over a week — I'll probably spend the night, too, I hope you don't mind. Call me at Gerard's condo if you need me. There's something in the freezer for you. Love you, bye."

Adam deleted the message. For a long time he looked out the window of his office at downtown Wilmington. It had been almost six months since Paige started dating Gerard. It seemed to Adam that Paige spent more time with Gerard than him. Paige went out with him whenever he was in town, and it seemed that Gerard was in town all the time.

Gerard had even bought a condo in town.  Adam could see Gerard’s condo building in the distance.  It was in the “black” part of town. It wasn’t labeled that in map apps, but both Adam and Paige had learned that much of the black population of Wilmington clustered there.

Paige often spent the night and weekends in Gerard’s condo when he was in town. She kept toiletries, makeup and clothes at Gerard's place. Sometimes Adam felt like Paige lived with Gerard, and just visited him every now and then. 

This wasn’t what Adam had in mind when he encouraged Paige to date Gerard. The sex part was okay. He didn't mind sharing Paige's body with another man. But he didn't count on Paige spending so much time with Gerard.  He didn’t count on his wife having what seemed to be a romantic relationship with another man.

And anyway, was the sex part really okay? Adam thought about that. He still got hard thinking about Gerard between his wife's legs. Thinking about Paige with Gerard always aroused him.

But sex with his wife — intercourse -- wasn't very good. Whereas Paige's pussy used to fit tightly around his cock, now it was loose. Adam couldn't feel very much, so he was sure Paige couldn't either.

Adam could still make his wife orgasm by eating her. But it didn't seem to be as pleasurable for her now, like it used to. Gerard was a pro at sex. He had the body and technique to bring Paige to incredible sexual highs, whether it be with his tongue, his fingers, or his monster cock. Paige didn't seem to respond to Adam the way she used to.

Adam and Paige didn't often have sex. It wasn't satisfying for either of them. Paige had Gerard so she didn't need anything sexually from Adam. And Adam had his hand, and the images of Gerard fucking his wife.

It was Easter morning and Adam and Paige were getting ready for church. Paige hadn't seen Gerard for almost 3 weeks. Adam was in a suit, and Paige had picked out a pretty floral pink and green dress.

Adam ran his hand down his wife's back and felt her bra strap. "Honey, do something for me. Don't wear a bra today."

Paige smiled and playfully slapped Adam's hand away. "Honey, I can't do that. People will be able to see my nipples through the dress."

"Well, at least get rid of the pantyhose, and wear stockings."

"Adam, no," Paige whined. "This dress is too short. I don't want to flash everyone in church."

Adam watched as Paige stepped into low heel shoes. He didn't bother to try to get her to wear stilettos.

Soon after they got home from church the phone rang. Paige rushed to the phone. "Hello?"

Paige's face brightened. She said, "Hi there! I thought you'd be away for another week. No, no, that's great." Paige anxiously looked at her husband. "Honey, Gerard came home early, so I'm going over to see him, okay?"

"Uh — well — okay. Remember we have dinner with the neighbors tonight."

"Right, I'll be home before then,” Paige promised. Then she turned back to the phone. "I'll be right over," Paige said excitedly into the phone. "About 30 minutes? I have to change." Paige giggled. "My Easter dress, why?" More giggles. "You're so bad. Okay, okay. I'll see you soon. Me too. Bye."

After she hung up, Adam asked, "Why did he ask you about your dress?"

Paige grinned and said, "He asked me to wear my Easter dress for our date."

"Oh — ah — okay."

Paige ran up the stairs to get ready. Adam was curious. What did she need to do, since she was already in the dress she was going to wear? He went upstairs and peered into their bedroom. Paige had unzipped her dress. She took off her bra. Adam was shocked to see her rub rouge over her nipples. He had never seen her do that before.

Then she spritzed perfume between her breasts and zipped her dress. Once again she was going braless for Gerard.

Paige hiked up her skirt and pulled off her pantyhose and panties. She pulled on a g-string.  Then she put on a garter belt, and sprayed perfume lightly over her pussy. She carefully rolled silk stockings over her legs.

Paige tugged her skirt down after attaching the garters to the stocking welts. She stepped into hot pink stiletto heels, more shoes Gerard bought for her.

She looked in the mirror and adjusted her dress. Then she searched in her dresser for a few minutes, and finally found a ribbon that she liked. It was green with pink polka dots and matched her dress perfectly. She carefully put the ribbon in her hair. The wholesomeness of the Easter dress and sweet ribbon in her long blonde hair was a stark contrast to her fuck me pumps and erect nipples poking through her Easter dress. Adam had never seen his wife look so desirable.

Adam stormed into the bedroom and looked at Paige's chest. Her nipples and areolas were clearly visible through the thin material of the Easter dress, especially now that they were darken by the rouge. "So, you'll go braless for Gerard, but not me?" he said angrily.

Paige sighed. "Adam, don't start."

Adam pulled up her skirt, exposing her stocking tops and garters. "You don't seem worried about flashing people now."

"Adam, you know this is different.  It’s not church.  And I’ll be with Gerard in New Harlem.  All the girls wear revealing clothes there.”

Adam fumed.  He’d been to New Harlem a few times since Paige started dating Gerard.  He knew many of the women there were white and married.  It seemed Gerard wasn’t the only black man with a taste for white married pussy.

"Yeah, I know," Adam spat bitterly. "You dress to turn Gerard on so he'll fuck you with his big cock. You don't seem to care about me anymore."

Paige shook her head, and gently took her husband's hands in hers. "You know that's not true.  Of course I care about you Adam.  You’re my husband.  I care more about you than anyone.  I care more about you than Gerard, and it’s not even close.  It’s just, I didn’t want to dress so revealing in church.   I mean, think about me trying to kneel in the pew in this dress, if I had on stockings and high heels.  That’s all.  It’s different right now. I'm going on a date with Gerard."

Adam scowled at his wife. "Aren't you forgetting something?" he said with an acid voice.

Paige didn't say anything, afraid to anger her husband more.

Adam pointed at her wedding and engagement rings. "Aren't you going to take those off?" he spat out angrily.

Paige looked at her left hand and realized her mistake. Resigned, she shrugged, and took off her rings. She put them in her dresser. "Adam, I have to go," she said tenderly. "Let's talk about this later, okay?"

Adam didn't answer. Finally, Paige said, "I really have to go." She kissed him gently on the cheek. "I'll be home for dinner with the neighbors. We'll talk more then."

Adam felt hurt and jealous. He looked at the clock. Paige would just be getting to Gerard's place. He wondered if they would immediately fuck. Or maybe his distress had gotten to his wife, and she might break up with Gerard?

Adam grabbed his car keys and drove into the city. He got to New Harlem and Gerard's condo in record time and took the elevator up. Adam had the spare key Gerard kept in their house in case he or Paige misplaced their keys.  Well, now he was going to use it.

Adam unlocked the door, and silently stepped into the foyer of Gerard’s condo. He didn't hear any sounds coming from the living room. He quietly walked towards the master bedroom.

Maybe, at that very moment, Paige was telling Gerard that they had to stop seeing each other because their dating was hurting her marriage. Paige might even be crying, feeling horrible at how she had neglected him. With those hopeful thoughts, Adam silently moved to the master bedroom. But as he got closer, he didn't hear talking or crying. Instead, he heard moans. Even before he saw, he knew the moans were coming from his wife.

Adam looked into the bedroom, making sure he couldn't be seen. Paige was on top of Gerard, slowly fucking him. He was nude. Paige was still completely dressed, and her skirt made it impossible for Adam to see Gerard's cock entering his wife. But the pleasure Paige was feeling was apparent from the look of ecstasy on her pretty face.

Paige tilted her head so her blonde hair fell onto Gerard's muscular chest. She wore her hair longer now, just as Gerard liked. As Paige moved up and down on Gerard, her blonde hair swayed back and forth across his chest, making him shutter.

Gerard reached up and fondled her breasts. Paige reached behind her and unzipped her dress, and Gerard pulled it down to her waist. Then his big black hands returned to her tits, this time on her bare skin. Her rock-hard nipples looked so inviting. Gerard seemed to think the same thing, and he started sucking them. This sent Paige into a frenzy, and she rode his cock even harder. Her lithe body tensed as she came.

Paige pulled Gerard's lips from her breasts and kissed him. He rolled her over onto her back. As he fucked her, he ran his hands over her stockinged legs, and kissed her feet around her heels.

Gerard began fucking her harder, and Paige wrapped her legs around his waist. With each of his thrusts, Paige dug her stiletto heels into his ass, her garter straps pressing against her shapely thighs. "Fuck me, fuck me!" Paige cried.

Despite his anger, Adam was aroused. He took out his hard cock and stroked himself as he watched Gerard fuck his wife.

"I'm cumming Paige!" Gerard cried.

Gerard lunged into Paige, and spastically pounded her, each time shooting a load of fertile black sperm into her unprotected married womb. For long minutes he stayed deep inside her, not letting his sperm escape from her womb. Paige didn't push Gerard off. Instead, she dug her stilettos into the back of Gerard's muscular thighs, encouraging him to keep his cock inside her.

Adam had cum at the same time as Gerard. He pushed his soft dick back into his pants. Disheartened, he silently made his way out of Gerard's condo.

It didn't surprise Adam that Paige returned late that night. Her hair was tussled. She had taken off her stockings but was wearing her heels.

Adam was sitting in the living room. He hadn't bothered to turn on the lights. "You missed the dinner party."

"I'm sorry, I..." Paige's voice trailed off. She knew she didn't have a good excuse.

Paige kissed Adam lightly on the lips. "I'll be right back,” she said with her soft voice.

Adam heard the shower upstairs, and 15 minutes later Paige was in her pajamas, freshly showered.

"We have to talk," she began as she sat next to her husband. Adam was heartened to see her engagement and wedding rings back on the ring finger of her left hand.

Paige took his hands into hers. Her voice was soft. "You were the one encouraging me to date Gerard, remember?" she said.

"Yeah, I know,” Adam admitted.

"Do you want me to stop seeing him? Is that what you want?"

Adam hesitated. Despite everything, he was still conflicted. The images in his mind of Paige and Gerard together excited and thrilled him. Despite being hurt and jealous, he wasn't ready to give that up.

"No, I don't want you to stop," he finally said. "I just want you to spend more time with me."

Paige kissed Adam again. "I'm so sorry, I didn't realize I was spending so much time with Gerard," she said in a soft voice. "But I always ask you before I see him, don't I? So just tell me when you don’t want me to see him, and I won’t.

That really wasn't what Adam wanted to hear. He wanted Paige to stay with him because she wanted to, not because he told her to. But he let it go, thinking that it was silly to analyze her words so closely.

Paige rubbed Adam's crotch and took out his penis. She stroked and sucked him, but he couldn't get completely hard. He felt embarrassed, and silently cursed himself for masturbating so much. He didn't want to think about what his wife must be thinking, comparing this soft small cock to Gerard's rock-hard massive cock.

"Sorry, I guess I'm tired," he said, trying to hide his embarrassment.

Paige kissed Adam. "That's okay. I'm tired too."

The next morning Adam’s cell phone rang.  “Hello?” he said, expecting to hear his wife’s sweet voice.

"Hey buddy." It wasn't Paige. It was Gerard. "I was wondering if we could get together this morning."

Two hours later Adam was sitting across from Gerard in a Starbucks. "Paige's really upset," Gerard said. "Apparently you two had an argument yesterday?"

"Yeah, I'm sure she's upset," Adam said sarcastically. The images of Paige so enthusiastically fucking Gerard the day before were still fresh in his mind. She must have dragged Gerard into bed as soon as she got to his condo. She sure hadn't acted like she was upset then.  She fucked Gerard so much she missed the neighborhood dinner.  Yes, she apologized last night but “sorry” wasn’t always enough.

Gerard smiled. "So, tell me Adam. How does your dick feel inside Paige's pussy nowadays?"

The abrupt change of subject caught Adam off-guard. He glared at the black man.

"Your pretty wife isn't as tight as she used to be, is she?" Gerard asked, still smiling. "Let me tell you something. Her pussy will never go back to the way it was. It might tighten up a little. And Paige might learn to use her pussy muscles on you better. But her pussy will never fit you like a glove again. Never."

Adam flushed. "What's the point of this?"

"Adam, have you ever wondered why I pursued Paige so aggressively?"

"I assumed --."

"You assumed I was attracted to your wife," Gerard interrupted. "Well, that's true. Paige is a beautiful woman. The fact I knew her from college added to it, too. But Adam — and you'll have to take my word on this — I have my choice of many beautiful women. So, why do you think I chose your wife?"

Adam shook his head. He didn't doubt Gerard had his choice of beautiful women.

Gerard smiled again. "Adam, I chose Paige because she was your wife. She was so devoted to you. She was content with her sex life with you. You and Paige were the perfect example of a wonderful marriage.  I know this.  I checked out Paige on Facebook after we reconnected at that conference.  Before you called me."

Gerard saw that Adam looked confused. "Adam, don't you get it? I took all that away from you. Now, she looks at me with adoring eyes, not you. And she doesn't want sex with you. When was the last time she enjoyed sex with you?  I bet you have to use KY jelly when you have intercourse because she’s dry.  The fact is, I’m Paige’s sex life now.  I’m her man.  Not you.  She loves my cock, lusts for it."

Gerard looked triumphantly. "That's what turns me on, Adam. To take a sexy married woman like Paige and make her mine. And that's what I've done. Your wife is mine. Her body, and her heart. All of her. Mine. I’ve taken her away from you.  I’ve fucked up your marriage.  Do you know Paige wants to have my baby? We’ve talked about it.  She might already be pregnant. How will you feel watching your wife’s belly getting big with my black baby?"

Gerard laughed. "And here's the best part. I'm telling you how I've completely fucked you over. How I've stolen your wife. And your little dick is probably hard, right? This is all turning you on!"

Adam didn't answer, but his red embarrassed face gave Gerard his answer. Gerard laughed again. Adam cursed himself. Why was he so weak?!

"So... what are you going to do? Are you going to marry Paige?"

Gerard laughed again, shaking his head. "Adam, I have no interest in marrying Paige, or any woman. I'm not getting tied down or have some bitch's hand in my wallet. In fact, I'm done with Paige. I broke up with her this morning."

Adam was bewildered. "What?"

Gerard looked at Adam with scorn. "Adam, don't be so dense. I’m tired of Paige.  I’ve done what I want. It's time for fresh white married pussy."

Gerard leaned over the table with an evil glint in his eye. "But I just want you to know that she’s mine if I want. If I want Paige to divorce you, and marry me, all I have to do is ask her. So, when Paige holds your hand — when she says she loves you — when she makes love to you — just remember -- you were the consolation prize. The pity fuck.  She's only with you because I dumped her.”

Without another word, Gerard stood up and walked away.  Adam and Paige never saw the black man again.

Adam found Paige in tears when he got home. She was despondent for weeks after. She didn't want to talk about what happened with Gerard, and Adam didn't push. Eventually things started getting back to normal. Adam thanked God when Paige got her period. It was a miracle that Gerard hadn't gotten her pregnant.

Adam never told Paige about his last conversation with Gerard. But Gerard's words hung over Adam. After seeing the pleasure Gerard gave his wife, and the adoration and attention Paige lavished on Gerard while they were dating, Adam didn't doubt that Gerard could have had her if he wanted. It hurt that Paige loved another man and would have left him if given the chance. But the dark side of Adam was turned on by it, too.

Gerard was right about something else. Paige's pussy was loose and didn't seem to be returning to normal. Adam tried to satisfy his wife with his hand and tongue, but he sensed that she longed for a large cock. Adam feared Paige would never again be satisfied by his cock.


Epilogue

Sometimes Adam still found Paige crying.  He understood.  It was like his wife had broken up with a boyfriend.  She had broken up with a boyfriend.

Gerard’s words haunted him: “If I want Paige to divorce you, and marry me, all I have to do is ask her. She's only with you because I dumped her.”

Was that true?  Had Paige really loved Gerard?  Had she fallen out of love with him?

Adam never told Paige about his last conversation with Gerard.  But as they reconnected, Adam began to think Gerard was wrong about Paige.  Paige might have been in lust with Gerard, and she may have been crushing on him.  But she didn’t love Gerard.  And if forced to choose between the 2 men, Paige would have chosen Adam.

At least that was what Adam hoped.

Their sex life went back to what it was before Gerard.  Infrequent and unsatisfying for both of them.

One evening, Adam asked Paige if she had met any men in New Harlem while dating Gerard.  Any black men.

She said she had.  Many in fact.

“Did you find any of them attractive?” Adam asked.

Paige stared at her husband for a long moment.  Finally, she said, “A few.”

“Want to contact one of them?”

“Why?”

“You know why,” Adam said.  Paige again stared at her husband.

After a few moments, Paige said, “Why would we do that?  After how it ended with Gerard?”

“Because I think we both want it,” Adam said.  “I think you need it.  And we know how it works now.  You can date a black man, but now you know it’ll be temporary.  So you won’t get hurt like with Gerard.”

Paige was silent for long moments.  Finally she said, “That’s not how I am.  I want to hope it will work.  I want to hope it won’t be temporary. Otherwise it’s not a real relationship.  At least to me.”

Now it was Adam’s turn to stare at his wife.  Gerard’s words rushed back into his head: “If I want Paige to divorce you, and marry me, all I have to do is ask her. She's only with you because I dumped her.”

“If Gerard hadn’t … ended things” – Adam didn’t want to say dumped you – “would you still be dating him?”

Paige shrugged and said “I don’t know.  Just because I want a relationship to work out, doesn’t mean it will.  Maybe I would have gotten tired of Gerard.”

“I’ve never gotten tired of you,” Adam said.

Paige smiled.  “I know.”

“Are you tired of me?”

“No.”

Adam stared at his wife, trying to read what she was thinking, her feelings.  Was she telling the truth?  Or was he, as Gerard said, the consolation prize?

Adam decided it didn’t matter.  All that mattered was Paige was still his wife.

“So then, you can date another black man, and you can hope it works out,” Adam told his wife.

He added, “I assume you want him to be black.”  Adam grinned, and Paige couldn’t help grinning back.  They both got hot by the taboo of interracial sex, of black skin against white, of Paige’s sweet white pussy being stretched and ruined by a big black cock.

“What if it does work out?” Paige asked.  “What if I’m with this black man for a long time?  Could you handle that Adam?  You got upset when I started spending more time with Gerard.”

“Then maybe, since we’ve been through this before, you’ll be more sensitive to my feelings,” Adam said.

Paige was silent, like she was figuring out how to say something.  Then she gently said, “If we do this Adam, then you have to realize I might get infatuation with him.  That’s what happened with Gerard.  So, I can’t promise I’ll be more sensitive to your feelings.  I mean, I’ll try.  I want to.  I’m just not sure I always will be.”

Adam slowly nodded as he processed his wife’s words.  “You’re not surprised I suggested this,” he said.  “You’ve thought about it.”

Paige shrugged.  She said, “Some men I met when I was with Gerard have contacted me.”

Adam wasn’t even surprised.  Of course men would call Paige.  She was beautiful, sexy and had a great personality.

“So you want to do this?” he asked.

“Only if you really want to do it,” Paige said.  “If we do this again, I don’t want you to get upset or guilt trip me, like you did with Gerard.”

“That’s pretty harsh,” Adam said with a frown.  “You were spending all your time with him.  Dressing how he liked instead of me.”

“And I just told you that might happen again,” Paige pointed out, although with a gentle voice to take off the edge in her words.  “I’m just trying to be honest.”

“I can’t promise I won’t get mad or guilt trip you,” Adam said.  “I’m your husband.  It’s hard seeing you put another man before me.  But that’s part of the excitement too.  And remember, I never told you to stop seeing Gerard.  Right?  So, I guess if we do this again, there are some things you won’t like, and some things I won’t like, but we both know about it ahead of time so it’ll be okay.”

Paige slowly nodded.  It was her turn to process her husband’s words.  After a few moments, she asked, “So we’re really thinking about doing this?”

Adam nodded and said “I think we are.”

“Are we crazy?”

“Probably,” he said.  They both laughed.

And then Adam and Paige talked about the black men who had been calling her for a date.  They talked about the ones she was most attracted to.  They talked about what she would wear on the first date with her chosen black man.  And whether she would have sex with him on their first date, or maybe later.

This talk got them both hot, and they began making out.  Then Adam pulled away.  “I think we shouldn’t have sex until your date,” he said.  “So we’re both really hot for it.”

“So, like, chastity for both of us?” Paige asked.  They were both breathing hard from kissing.

Adam nodded.

“You know, Gerard talked about that,” Paige told her husband.  “He said I should stop having sex with you.”

Adam moaned.  “What did you say?” he asked excitedly.

“I said I couldn’t do that to you,” Paige said.  But seeing the arousal on her husband’s face, she grinned and said “But maybe I should’ve done it.”

“You’d really not let me into your pussy?”

“Maybe,” Paige said.  “Not forever.  But if my new boyfriend wants that … maybe I’ll do it this time.”

Adam stared at his wife and was silent for long moments.  Then he finally said, “Okay.”

Paige stared back at him, then said “Okay.”

And with that agreement, their exploration of Paige cuckolding Adam with handsome, well-hung black men continued.


YOUR MARRIAGE WILL NEVER BE THE SAME

Originally published as Seducing Your Wife

Reluctant wives are my favorites, especially the first timers. They're the ones who really aren't into this lifestyle. Sure, they might get wet fantasizing about fucking different and bigger cock. They might beat off thinking about being taken by a big black stud. But they're really doing it because their husbands have been badgering them about it for years. After years and years of their husbands' pleading and begging, and role playing with their husbands in bed, they finally say, "Okay, okay, I'll do it, but just this one time."

Finding couples who want to play is easier than you might think. I go to hotel bars outside the city and look for couples where the husband is spending more time than his wife checking out the men in the bar. I try to find couples who look nervous — the first timers.

I strike up a conversation with the husband and buy them drinks. Drinking calms their nerves. It doesn't take long to find out whether the wife is available. I ask the husband if I can dance with his wife. If he says yes, then I know I've probably read them right. After the dance, I try to sit next to the wife at the bar. That's when the game really begins!

It makes my dick twitch the first time I touch the wife's thigh, and her whole-body tenses. Her hands dart down to cover my hands, stopping them from moving any further up her legs. It's clear that she doesn't want to be doing this. But then I glance at her husband, and he whispers in her ear, reminding her of her promise. She hesitates, and then reluctantly takes her hands away to let my hand continue its roaming.

Once her hands are away, I begin caressing her thighs, just above her knees. My fingers trace lightly over her sensitive inner thighs, and then back to her knee. My movements are slow, and light. After some time, after she's accepted my hands being on her body, I begin to move higher up her legs. Again, my movements are slow and caressing. By this time her husband has repositioned himself, so he can see what I'm doing. This allows the married couple to look into each other's faces, and I'm sure the husband can see in his wife's face the same thing I see -- an anxious, pleading look — the wife silently pleading to her husband to come to her rescue and stop my assault on her body.

But the husband doesn't stop me. So, I move my hand gradually higher. My hand edges under her skirt. My hand slowly continues upward until I feel the tops of her stockings. First time wives are almost always wearing stockings when I meet them at bars.  I assume because that’s what her husband wants?

Anyway, I linger over her stocking tops, drawing circles with my fingers over the lace. The husband can follow my movements by watching his wife's skirt, the fabric moving in concert with my hand. He's so excited that he's practically panting, and he has to momentarily rise off his stool to adjust himself.

My hand continues to softly caress his wife's legs under her skirt. I can tell she's uncomfortable with what I'm doing, my hand freely roaming over what was once forbidden territory to all men but her husband. But she's getting turned on as well -- her face is flushed, and her breathing is heavier. Her nipples are erect and visible through her blouse.  Along with wearing stockings, first time wives are usually braless when I meet them in bars.

I begin drawing wider and wider circles over her legs. As I do, my fingers graze the bare skin over her stocking tops. This sends an electric shock through her body and she visibly tenses. She gets this "deer in the headlights" look. She looks over at her husband, but he makes no move to stop what I'm doing. So, I continue my caressing of her legs, now on her bare skin. My actions have caused her skirt to ride high up her legs, and her garter straps are now visible. I admire the silky lace of her stocking tops, especially where they are attached to the clips of the garter belt.

The wife is sitting with her legs crossed on the stool. While looking into her eyes, I say to her husband, "Don't you think it would be better if your wife uncrossed her legs?" The wife looks alarmed at her husband. The tent in his pants tells me what he's going to say. The husband's mouth is so dry from excitement he's barely able to talk, but he manages to choke out, "Honey, why don't you open your legs, just a bit?"

Upon hearing that I see the wife's face take on a look of resignation, and some disappointment. She was hoping that her husband was going to stop this before it went too far. But now she knows that her husband really does want to take his fantasy to the limit. She knows her husband really does want to watch her get fucked by another man.

She uncrosses her legs but holds them tightly together. I look over to her husband, and silently communicate what I want. "Please, honey," he pleads to his wife. She finally relents, and relaxes her legs, opening them slightly.

My hand continues its upward climb. She's expecting me to shove my hand up her skirt, but I know that would turn her off. So, I go really slow, building the excitement in both her, and her husband. I gently and slowly caress her bare flesh, nudging closing and closing to her magic triangle. As I do, her breathing gets heavier.

My fingers play lightly over her sensitive inner thighs, causing her entire body to shiver in excitement, and her legs involuntarily part further, ever so slightly, but with enough room to completely access her most private parts. I watch her eyes close, her lips tremble. Her head may be saying no, but her body's betraying her. I continue to take my time, caressing, circling, teasing, getting close to her pussy, so close, but then straying away.

The situation is so tense that you can practically hear the soft rustling of her skirt against her nylons, as my hand plays with her legs. The wife seems to lose awareness of where she is, and she lets her heels drop off her feet. I hear the click-click as the stilettos drop to the floor. I admire her pretty petite feet and enjoy watching her toes curl as I continue to caress her charms.

Finally, when her face is completely flushed and her eyes glazed, I move my hand up to her pussy. She's wearing panties, so my hand deftly enters from the side and my thumb finds her clit. My movements are no longer soft and gentle. Instead, my thumb begins rubbing quickly and roughly against her excited clit, and two fingers quickly find their way into her pussy. I begin finger fucking her in earnest, right in front of her husband and anyone else who can see us in the dark, secluded corner of the bar.

I swirl my thumb fast and hard over her clit. Her hands shoot down to my hand, this time not to stop me, but to press my fingers deeper into her. I respond by putting another finger into her. My fingers are fucking her so hard that her tight ass is coming off her stool.

I feel her start to tense with orgasm, and I put my other hand up to her breasts and roughly knead one of her hard nipples through her blouse. The pleasure and pain from my rough handling of her tits sends her over the edge, and as she cums an intense throaty moan escapes from her. She leans into me and wraps both of her pretty arms around me, pulling me closer to her. I feel her body shaking as her orgasm rips through her body, my thumb still working on her clit to extend her pleasure. Her fingers claw into my back as the waves of pleasure continue to shoot through her.

Finally, her orgasm subsides. I watch her curled toes relax. But she's still leaning into me, and I wrap my arms around her. Her head is resting on my shoulder. Her skirt is up around her waist and her stocking tops are clearly visible, but amazingly we have not drawn the attention of anyone else in the dark bar.

With one hand I'm gently stroking her back. With my other hand I'm gently stroking her hair. I raise her head from my shoulder, and I bring my lips to hers. Our first kiss. In many ways, more intimate than anything else we've done to that point. I kiss her gently at first, and then more passionately. She responds and kisses me back. I edge my tongue into her mouth, and she again responds, our tongues playing with each other.

I sense her excitement building again. I pull her off the bar stool, and we start walking out of the bar. I can't wait to get my cock inside her, and neither can she. 

Somewhere behind us, her husband is hurriedly following, practically panting.  I’m about to turn him into a cuckold.  Soon he’s going to regret this night ever happened.

I’m about to show his wife what sex with a real man is like.  I’m gonna show her what she’s been missing all these years.  I’m gonna show her that size matters.  From now on, she’ll always compare her husband to me in bed.

Their lives, their marriage, will never be the same.   


HUSBAND PUSHES WIFE INTO ANOTHER MAN’S ARMS

Originally published as Wife’s First Time With Another Man

I'm one of those husbands who has fantasies of watching my wife with other men. Mary is no prude but didn't think it would be good for our marriage to sleep around, even with my permission. But she's always humored me by fantasizing about other guys in bed, but never did anything for real.

One guy we liked fantasizing about was Burke, who was married to Cassie. Whenever we'd get together Burke would flirt with my wife, and she loved the attention. Burke was handsome and athletic, and I knew my wife was attracted to him. In bed we'd fantasize about Burke fucking Mary, and it always led to hot sex, but unfortunately nothing ever happened for real.

About a year ago Burke and Cassie started having marital problems, and it ended with Cassie separating from Burke. Cassie went off to find herself, and Burke was left at home with their 3 young kids. Mary tried to help Burke out with the kids (even though we have 2 kids ourselves), and that caused her to spend more time with Burke. This fueled our fantasy life even more.

I loved it that Mary was spending time with Burke, and I hoped that something would happen. I encouraged her to dress sexy around Burke, and after a lot of pleading and begging on my part she finally agreed. She couldn't go too far without being obvious, but she began wearing tighter jeans and tops. Sometimes she'd even wear short skirts and stockings, and heels.

My dick was constantly hard thinking of Burke getting flashes of Mary's stocking tops as they rode in the car together to drop the kids off at school. Mary played along with my fantasies, and she'd call me when she was about to see Burke and tell me what she was wearing. At night she'd tell me if she caught Burke looking at her legs or down her blouse, and we'd have great sex.

Mary often noticed Burke looking at her, which was no surprise. Mary is a very pretty blonde. Her breasts are small, but they're perfectly formed, and even after 2 kids her stomach is flat and sexy. Her best feature is her legs, which are long and extremely shapely.

Even before Burke and his wife broke up, I'd always catch Burke looking at Mary, so it didn't surprise me at all that Mary often found him checking her out, especially since they were spending so much time together. Even more, Burke told Mary that he hadn't had any sex since Cassie had left him, so he was probably as horny as a teenager.

Mary told me that Burke's attentions got her hot, and more than once she had to get herself off after getting home. This all turn me on so much. I felt Mary was getting close to having sex with another man. I tried to encourage it even more by telling Mary that she ought to fuck Burke to take him out of his misery, to give him a mercy fuck. She insisted that she'd never do anything for real, but she admitted it turned her on knowing that Burke found her attractive.

One night a few months later I came home late and found Mary in our bedroom, crying. She told me that Burke had made a pass at her. She told me that he had kissed her and fondled her breasts. She admitted that it felt good, and it was hard to make him stop. My dick was rock hard as she told me this story. Mary saw the tent in my pants and started to cry again. "I know you want me to have sex with other men, but don't you see the risks? If I go to bed with Burke our marriage will change. I might even fall in love with him. We already spend so much time together. If we started having sex, it would hurt our marriage."

I put my arms around her. "It's clear the two of you are attracted to each other. Why not go to bed with him?  It won't hurt anyone. You know I want you to do this, and you want him, I know you do. You won't fall in love with him. You just have a crush on him, that's all."

As I said this, I undressed her, and then started making love to her. As I fucked her, I whispered into her ear, "Pretend like it's Burke fucking you." Mary's crying soon turned to passionate moans, and we both had great orgasms.

The next day was the weekend, and we didn't talk any more about it. Mary wasn't going to see Burke again until Monday, when they were going to carpool to the kid's school to help out in the classroom. That morning before I left for work, I handed Mary a bag that I had gotten from the drugstore that weekend. Mary looked into the bag and saw what I had gotten. It was a box of condoms. I had gotten a vasectomy after the birth of our second child, so Mary wasn't on any birth control.

"Just in case," I told her. Mary just shook her head.

To my disappointment, nothing happened that day. She told me Burke had apologized and kept his hands to himself. She insisted that she would have turned Burke down again, even if he had made another pass at her. But that evening I looked inside Mary's purse and found that she had put a few condoms in one of the side pockets. My dick twitched when I saw them. It was clear she was at least thinking about having sex with Burke.

To celebrate Burke's birthday, we took him out to dinner. At my urging Mary wore a short black dress that showed a lot of her wonderful legs. We had a lot of wine and Burke and I both flirted outrageously with Mary, and she loved all the attention.

When Burke went to the bathroom, I whispered to Mary that she should slide closer to Burke, and tease him. Mary was partially drunk. She giggled and said she could never do that, it would be too mean to tease him that way, but the alcohol was having its effect so when Burke returned Mary gradually slid closer to him in the booth. We continued to have a great time, with Mary playfully flirting with both of us, but eventually Mary was sitting so close to Burke that I was sure her leg must have been rubbing up against his. I was sure the waitress must have started wondering whether Mary was with me or Burke.

As it got later a band came out and people started to dance. Mary slid over to me and said she wanted to dance. I said I was too tired and suggested she dance with Burke. Mary gave me a playful scowl — she knew what I was up to. But before she could say anything Burke said, "I'd love to," and pulled Mary to her feet. Soon, they had disappeared into the crowd, and they were gone for a long time.

Eventually they returned, Mary hurriedly leading the way. She looked flustered. She told me she wanted to go, and before long we had said our goodbyes to Burke and were headed home.

Before we had gone very far Mary made me pull into a dark parking lot, and she practically attacked me! She pushed me back into my car seat, took my dick out, and then straddled me. Before long I was inside her and we were fucking. I couldn't believe it, we hadn't screwed in a car since we first started dating over 10 years ago. We eventually made it home, and we fucked over and over again. As we did Mary told me what had happened on the dance floor.

The dance floor was very crowded, so Mary was pushed up close to Burke. Burke used that opportunity to fondle her. He caressed her breasts, her back and behind. At first she tried to pull away, but the crowd made it hard, and Burke just kept pulling her back to him. Burke's advances were turning her on, and she had had a lot to drink, so finally she just gave up, and let him do what he wanted.

Burke reached under her dress, moved passed her stocking tops, and cupped her pussy. Mary said it was like an electric bolt through her body when he touched her. She was wearing panties, but they were flimsy, so it was a simple matter for Burke to slide a finger into her pussy. Soon he was finger fucking her on the dance floor. No one could tell because everyone was pressed so tightly together.

With his other hand Burke reached down and grabbed Mary's hand and brought it to his crotch. He pressed her hand against his hard-on and made her rub him through his pants. Mary couldn't believe how big Burke was. In the past Cassie had told her that Burke was big, but she didn't believe anyone could be that big. Well, now she believed it, Burke was huge!

Mary's skirt must have been around her waist, and soon she felt other hands on her bottom. The naughtiness of being so exposed and fondled on the dance floor sent her over the edge, and she came on Burke's fingers. But after her orgasm subsided, she quickly came back to her senses. She pulled her skirt down and hurried back to our table.

I couldn't believe it, it had finally happened, another man had made my wife cum. The next morning, reality and regret set in, and Mary started crying and begging me to forgive her. As I held and comforted her, and started making love to her again, all I could think of was how I could take things to the next step.

Later that day, Burke called. He called to apologize to me, because things had gotten so out of control the night before.

Before he got too far, I interrupted him. "Burke, I was wondering if you could do me a big favor. Mary and I have tickets for a show tonight, but something came up at work and I can't go. She really wants to go, so I was wondering if you could take her."

Burke hesitated before replying. I'm sure he was processing what I had just asked, especially given what had happened the night before. "Are you sure you want me to take her?" he hesitantly asked.

"Burke, there is no one I'd rather have take Mary. And I can tell you, there's no one Mary would rather go with."

Mary looked at me with disbelieving eyes as she heard me say this. When I hung up the phone tears started flowing from Mary's eyes again, and she was shaking her head no. I took her hands in mine. "Do this for me,” I implored.  “Just this one time. If you really love me, then do this for me, and I'll never ask again."

That evening I watched Mary get ready for her date with Burke. I watched her do her make up and hair, spray on perfume, roll the stockings up her legs and slip on her heels. I watched her step into her strapless black dress and put on lip stick.

As I watched her, I couldn't believe how lucky I was to be married to such a beautiful, sexy woman. Mary turns heads wherever she goes. She is a true beauty, any man would want her. Despite the incredible sexual anticipation of my fantasy finally coming true, I started wondering if I was making a terrible mistake. Why was I giving my wife to another man? Why would I ever allow another man to touch her incredible body?

But it had gone too far to stop. I was so excited, it was hard to keep from shaking. At 8:00pm Burke arrived to pick up Mary. I shook his hand, and we made some small talk. Then we both got silent as Mary walked down the stairs. She was incredibly beautiful and desirable.

She said hi to Burke, and then she handed him her wrap. "Could you help me with this?" Burke gently placed the wrap around Mary's bare shoulders. As he did, Mary looked into my eyes. "Are you sure you want me to do this?" she silently asked me.

My only response was to hand Mary her purse. "You don’t want to forget this," I said.  We both knew what was inside. The condoms.

A couple of hours later Mary called. The show had just ended, and they were going to go to a late dinner. "Has he done anything yet?"

She hesitated, and then said, "He's been touching me. Everywhere. Mostly caressing my legs. In the car, and at the show."

"And you're letting him?"

Mary got angry. "Of course I'm letting him, that's the whole point of this, isn't it?"

"Honey, you have to understand," I quickly pleaded. "I need to ask these questions"

Mary softened immediately. "I know, and I'll answer all your questions, I promise." A long silence, and then "How far do you want me to let this go?"

I knew this was my last chance to stop it, to stop another man from fucking my wife. But I couldn't, not this close to finally having my fantasy fulfilled. I answered her question by first asking my own. "Does it turn you on? I mean, with his hands on you?"

"Yes."

"Has he kissed you yet?"

"No."

"Do you want him to kiss you?"

Mary didn't answer. After a few moments I asked again. "You need to tell me. Do you want him to kiss you?"

"I don't know. Owen, I'm confused. You need to tell me how far this should go."

"Stop when you run out of condoms. But feel free to give him as many blowjobs as you want." I tried to make it sound like a joke, but I immediately knew it was an idiotic thing to say. There were certainly better ways to tell your wife that you wanted her to give herself to another man.

I knew Mary was hurt and mad, and it was confirmed when she abruptly said "ok, fine" and hung up. I could have called her back and apologized, and it still wasn't too late to stop all this from happening. But even though I didn't intend to get her mad at me, a part of me was happy she was. I had finally gotten her to go out on a date with another man, and I didn't want to have it all ruined by her thinking about "us." I wanted her to be thinking about "him."

Mary finally got home well past midnight. I heard Mary say goodbye to Burke. I couldn't hear much, but I think I heard them kiss, a few last mumbled words, and then the door closed.

"Owen?" Mary softly asked.

"I'm here," I said as I turned on the lights and walked into the room. Mary looked as I had always pictured her in my fantasies. Her face looked flush, and her hair was tousled. Her satin black dress was wrinkled. She still had on her stockings, but they were laddered. She held her heels in her hand. In sum, she looked freshly fucked.

I quickly walked over to her and took her into my arms. I pulled her close to me. I could smell Burke's cologne on her. I looked intently into her eyes, questioningly. She knew that I wanted confirmation.

She slyly smiled, a twinkle in her eyes. "We ran out of condoms," she said, giggling.

I can't tell you how exciting it was for me to make love to my wife after she had just been with another man. I could smell Burke in her hair, on her breasts, and even on her lips when I kissed her. It was so incredibly exciting.

Fucking Mary felt different. Her pussy normally fits my dick like a tight glove. This time she was looser, and this clear evidence of Burke's larger size excited me to no end. Even though Mary was looser than normal, I had to concentrate to prevent cumming too fast. As I fucked her, I rubbed my hands over her legs, and it thrilled me to feel the runs in her stockings. Most of the runs were around her knees, and my cock got even harder as I imagined my wife on her knees with Burke's cock in her mouth.

The next morning, regret set in again. This time it hit both Mary and me. I woke up first and watched her sleep. I gently pulled the covers from her body. She was so incredibly beautiful. I asked myself again how I could allow another man to touch her. Was I crazy? What Pandora's boxes was I opening?

I was sure Mary had always been faithful to me, but I knew she had had a number of relationships before we met. In fact, I loved hearing about her past lovers. From all that pillow talk, I knew Mary was attracted to tall, athletic, rugged looking guys. She had fallen in love with me even though I didn't fit that description, but Burke was cut exactly out of that mold.

I also knew that big cocks turned her on. She had always seemed satisfied by me, but from our pillow talk I knew that most of her boyfriends were bigger, and Burke was huge. Was I crazy to encourage her to get involved with Burke?

But then I noticed the dried white spots on Mary's neck and her breasts. Burke's cum? The thought of Burke cumming on my wife's face and tits made my dick spring to life. Despite all my reservations, I was glad Burke had fucked her, and I hoped he would do it again.

After Mary woke up, she started to cry. I assured her that I loved her, that the night before wouldn't change our marriage. We made love. I was dying to get more details of the previous night, but I knew the memory was too close. Over the next few days Mary told me everything.

"How was he?" We were in bed caressing each other. After Mary didn't respond, I said, "I know you're afraid of hurting my feelings, but you won't, I promise. Please tell me, I want —"

"He was good," Mary interrupted. "He was really good."

"Did he fuck you good?"

Mary reached down and stroked my hard dick. "Oh yeah," she cooed. "He's so strong, and aggressive. He took control of me. I loved it. It felt so good. Cassie told me that Burke was good in bed, and she was right."

"Did he make you cum?"

"Yes. A few times, I think. Or maybe just one long orgasm. I don't know. All I know is it felt really good."

"Is he big? Is he bigger than me?" I already knew the answer, but I wanted to hear her say it.

"Yes, he's huge. Bigger."

"How much bigger?"

Mary reached over and turned on the light. Holding my dick in one hand, she motioned with her other. "About this much longer." Mary held her other hand about 4 inches past the tip of my cock. "And about this thick." The hand holding my cock opened until it was noticeably thicker than my shaft. "I had to use both my hands to hold him. But with you" — Mary closed her small, slim hand again around my cock — "I only need one."

She started to stroke me again. "Does it turn you on that another man fucked your wife? That he's bigger than you?"

"Yes," I groaned.

"We ran out of condoms, but he wanted to cum again, so I went down on him. He wanted to cum on my face and breasts, so I let him. Does that turn you on too?"

"Oh god, yes!"

"Burke loves stockings, just like you. As he fucked me, he kept rubbing my legs. He played with my stocking tops, rubbing his fingers along the lace, and then my bare thighs, and then back again. It was so erotic! But I always knew my stockings turned him on. I always caught him looking. Sometimes I'd let my skirt ride up, so he could see my stocking tops. Sometimes when I wore a garter belt, I'd bend over so he could see the garter straps. Does that turn you on, knowing that I’ve been teasing Burke like this ever since we met him?”

"Oh yes!"

"Do you want me to tell you more?"

"Yes, please!"

“You might not like it,” Mary warned.

“Tell me!” I excitedly said.

"When I got home last night. When we made love. I could barely feel you inside me."

"Oh god!" I groaned and came on Mary's hand.

A few weeks later I came home from work. Mary looked really good. She wore a black turtleneck that hugged her breasts, a short skirt and black tights. Seeing so much of her shapely legs made my cock stir. Mary was quiet as we had dinner. I could tell something was bothering her. After putting the kids to bed, we sat on the sofa. I rubbed Mary's pretty feet, and she told me what had happened that day.

"Burke made a pass at me today. We were on our way to school, to help out in the classroom. He reached over and put his hand on my leg. I pushed it off, but he just put it back again. It was like a game, we actually started laughing. But then he pulled into the parking lot at the mall, in the back, and he started to kiss me. His hands were all over me. I had to practically hit him to get him to stop."

"Did you want him to stop?"

Mary got annoyed. "I just told you, I had to fight to get him to stop."

"I know what you said. And what I'm asking is, did you really want him to stop? Didn't it feel good when he kissed you, to feel his hands on you?"

Mary started crying. "Why are you doing this? Why are you pushing me at him? I'm your wife. How can you want me to have sex with other men?"

"Mary, I — I don't know. It just gets me so hot." To emphasize the point, I took her hands and placed them on my crotch, to let her feel how hard I was.

Mary pulled her hands away.  She said, "This is what you have to do. You have to talk to Burke and tell him to leave me alone. That night was a one-time thing. You're my husband. You have to tell Burke to stop."

"Okay, okay, I will."

"Now, Owen, do it now. Go talk to Burke now. I don't want him to hit on me again."

"Okay, I will, I'm going. But you have to tell me something. Did it turn you on? To feel his hands on your breasts? Did he reach under your skirt? Did he rub your clit? Are you getting hot just thinking about it? Did you masturbate after you got home?"

Without waiting for her to answer I reached under her skirt and felt her pussy through her tights. She was damp. With a guilty look on her face, she angrily pushed my hand away and ran up the stairs. Crying, she said "Just go now, talk to Burke!"

I went over to Burke's place and got right to the point. "Mary told me what happened today."

Burke's face got red, and he immediately started to apologize. But I stopped him before he could go too far.

"Next time don't go so fast."

"What?"

"You almost had her. Go slower next time. Lightly kiss her neck, and softly blow in her ear. That really turns her on. And play with her breasts. Especially her nipples, they're really sensitive."

"What are you saying?"

"What I'm saying is, you almost had her. Just take your time next time."

Burke looked disbelieving at me. "There's going to be a next time?"

"Next week I’m going on a business trip. Between now and then I won't have sex with her. You already got her hot today, so by Monday she'll be dying for it. You'll have all next week to work on her."

I paused, then added, "But you have to do me a favor, okay? You have to use condoms. Mary’s not on the pill."

I purposely avoided calling Mary during my business trip. Mary tried calling me a few times, but I either didn't answer, or I told her I was busy and ended the call as fast as I could. I wanted to give Burke plenty of space to work on her.

I got home late Friday night, and the kids were already in bed. I found Mary in the family room. She was dressed simply. Jeans and an untucked button-down shirt. Her hair was pulled back. She didn't have any makeup on. She looked like she had just taken a shower, which she often does at the end of the day. She looked great. With her hair pulled back, and without makeup, she looked younger than her 32 years.

She looked nervous, and I could tell she wanted to talk. As soon as I sat down, she took my hands in hers. "I need to tell you something," she began. "I think you'll like what I'm about to say."

She took a deep breath, and looked like she was building up her courage. I didn't say anything, I let her go at her own pace. Finally, she said, "I slept with Burke again."

"I mean, we didn't sleep together," she quickly corrected. "But we had sex again."

She looked at me expectantly. She was afraid. "Are you mad?" she asked me.

I took her into my arms and kissed her. "I love you so much. You've made me so happy." We started making out. I unbuttoned her shirt and cupped her breast. She wasn't wearing a bra. I rubbed her stiffening nipple the way I knew she liked it. "Tell me what happened."

Mary told me it happened on Wednesday, two days after I left on my trip. Burke had been hitting on her constantly, both Monday and Tuesday. She was able to resist, but finally on Wednesday she gave in.

He came over Wednesday evening, just after getting our kids to bed. She told him to go away, but he was persistent, and told her he just wanted a nightcap. She gave in because she didn't want him to wake up the kids. Mary only wears a thin camisole to bed. So even though she was wearing a robe, she didn't have much on underneath to resist Burke when he started making his move. "I tried to push him away, but —"

"But it felt good," I finished. I hugged her. "Don't worry honey, I wanted it to happen. I wanted you to sleep with him again."

"I know you did. I think that's why I finally gave in. I mean, it felt good, I admit that. But I wouldn't have done it if I hadn't known that that's what you wanted me to do."

I was so hot. I opened her blouse and started sucking on her nipples.

Mary said, "I need to tell you something else. It was in the heat of the moment. We didn't have any condoms. So, we did it without any protection. Don't worry. He pulled out, and it's my safe time of the month anyways. But I just wanted to tell you. I want to be completely open with you. I don't want this to hurt our marriage."

"Don't worry, it won't. It'll make our marriage even better," I assured her. But inside I was pissed. How could Burke not have condoms with him, after I explicitly told him that Mary wasn't on birth control?

Later that night, after Mary had fallen asleep, I got up and went downstairs. I couldn't wait until the morning, I needed to talk to Burke. As soon as he picked up the phone, I laid into him. "Burke, what happened to the condoms?"

He must have been expecting my call because he didn't miss a beat. "Owen, I'm sorry, but I just ran out."

"How did you run out? I mean, you guys only did it once on Wednesday!"

"Owen, I don't know what Mary told you. But we had sex all week long. I mean, those tips you gave me worked. We had sex Monday, Tuesday, ever day this week.  It didn't stop until earlier this evening."

I was shocked. Mary told me they had only had sex once, on Wednesday. Had she lied to me? It couldn't be.

Then I remembered that Mary had taken a shower just before I had gotten home. Had she been with Burke? I mumbled a quick goodbye and got off the phone.

Was Burke up to something? Was he bullshitting me? How could I figure out if he was telling the truth?

Then it came to me. Burke is into stockings, just like me. Mary knows that. So, if they really did have sex all week long — then Mary would have worn stockings to turn Burke on — but if Burke ran out of condoms and had to pull out — and some of his spunk got on to her stockings -- then Mary would have had to get rid of the evidence.

I walked outside and looked in the trash can. There was only 1 plastic trash bag inside. I opened it and rummaged around. Then I felt it. Something silky. I pulled it out and went into the garage, to see what it was. There were 5 pairs of stockings. One for each day. I looked at them closely. Most of them had runs in them. Many had damp spots. Burke's cum?

There was no doubt in my mind that Mary had lied to me. But I rationalized that she was just trying to spare my feelings. She didn't want me to think that she had completely fallen head over heads over Burke's cock.

That didn't mean I wasn't hurt. But more than anything, I was turned on. My wife was well on her way to becoming a hot wife, and I was dizzy with lust. I unzipped my fly and pulled out my hard cock. I wrapped one of Mary's stockings around my cock and started to stroke myself. I came almost immediately as I imagined Burke fucking Mary bareback, adding my cum to Burke's on Mary's worn thigh high stocking.

Mary was awake in bed. Owen wasn't there, he was probably downstairs.  She was happy for the moment of privacy.  She needed to think.

She couldn't believe the past week. She did have sex with Burke as she described to Owen. But it happened Monday, not Wednesday. Burke was all over her. His hands were inside her robe, roaming over her body that was covered only by her sheer camisole and flimsy panties.

Burke hit all her hot spots. Kissing her neck and breasts, and rubbing her nipples, taking his time, lingering over her erogenous zones. He was so good, he knew exactly where to touch her. She was hotter than she had been in a long time. But she still pushed him away. "Burke, you have to understand. The other night was a one-time thing. It's not going to happen again. You have to accept that, or I won't be able to be your friend anymore."

Burke sat up, but he didn't pull too far away. He kept his hand on her leg, caressing her just above the knee. She was about to push his hand away from her, but his words stopped her. "Owen likes to watch you, doesn't he?"

"What?" Mary said, taken off-guard.

"He likes to watch you flirt with other guys. Come on, don't deny it. I've seen you at parties. He stands off to the side, and he's always watching you, and you're always flirting with other guys. But every now and then you and Owen look at each other and make eye contact, and you both have sly smiles on your faces. Admit it, he likes to watch you with other men."

"Okay, fine," Mary said flustered. "So, we like to play harmless games. But they're harmless, okay? They never go too far. Flirting doesn't hurt anyone, and that's all it is. We always end up in bed with each other."

Burke smirked. "If that's true, what about the other night? I seem to remember that it was my bed you ended up in. And don't tell me it was just the heat of passion. Owen practically handed you to me."

Mary didn't respond. She didn't have anything to say, because what Burke was saying was true.

Burke's hand was still on her leg and started moving higher up her bare thigh. She almost jumped when his fingers grazed her pussy. "This is what Owen wants," Burke said, edging his fingers around Mary's panties.

He moved closer, and breathed huskily into her ear, hitting another one of her hot spots, turning her on even more. He said, "I've heard about husbands like Owen. He wants his wife to have sex with other men. Why not give him what he wants? If you really love him, you'll give him what he wants."

Burke had somehow unzipped his pants and taken his cock out. He moved over Mary and pressed his hardness against her pussy. "And I know you like this, don’t you? You wanna feel it inside you again.”

As Burke pressed against her and began pulling her panties to the side so he could enter her, Burke's words echoed in her head. "Owen wants this. He wants me to have sex with other men. I love him.  I should give him what he wants." With those words echoing in her head, Mary allowed her last bits of resistance to fade away, and she gave into the pleasure that Burke was giving her.  She surrendered her body to him.

That happened on Monday. The problem with giving in once, it's a lot easier to give in again, and then again. The last time was just a few hours before Owen got home. Mary had barely had time to throw out the stockings that were soiled with Burke's cum.

Mary had tried repeatedly to call Owen during the week. But it wouldn't have changed anything, she thought, based on Owen's reaction to her confession. Burke was right. Her husband did want her to have sex with other men.

A part of her had hoped that Owen would have gotten angry and jealous when she confessed that she had slept with Burke again. It wasn't that she didn't crave sex or enjoy being pounded by a big cock. Before getting married, she had gotten her share of sex. She didn't consider herself a slut, but she wasn't a prude either.

But she wanted a conventional marriage and a conventional sex life with just her husband. Maybe she should have told Owen that she had had sex with Burke all week long. Maybe that would have gotten him upset. But she was afraid about giving him that much information. Based on his reaction earlier that evening, it wouldn't have mattered anyways, she thought. It probably would have turned him on even more.

As Mary looked up at the ceiling, she wondered where this new phase of their lives would take them. As that thought flittered through her head, Owen walked back into their bedroom. "Are you awake?" Owen softly asked, reaching over and cupping Mary's breast.

"Yes. Do you want to talk about what happened?"

"Yeah. I think I have a solution to our problem."

"What?"

"I think you should go back on the pill,” Owen said.  “That way we won't have to worry about Burke using condoms.”

Owen's words answered Mary's question. She now knew what her life was going to be like, at least for the foreseeable future. Her heart sank at the realization. But as the last week flashed through her mind, she had to admit it, the thought of being with Burke again made her lightheaded, if only for a few moments.

I slowly stroked myself. Mary had just left with Burke. As I played with myself, I thought of what he was going to do to her this weekend.

Mary and Burke were going out on dates about once a week now. They still saw each other a lot during the day, carpooling to after school activities and things like that. They had my permission to have sex whenever they wanted, and they often did, at least a few times a week. They were totally in lust with each other. Mary always told me the details, and it never failed to get me hot. I was in sexual nirvana.

But it wasn't all paradise. I felt pangs of jealousy, now that I wasn't the only man in her life. I started noticing that, while Mary always dressed great whenever she knew she was going to see Burke, she didn't seem to care as much about her appearance when she knew she'd only be with me.

With Burke, she always wore dresses and skirts, stockings and heels. She spent a lot of time on her hair and makeup, even if they'd only be seeing each other for an hour in the morning, to carpool to the kids' school.

But on days she knew she wasn't going to see Burke, she just wore loose jeans and casual tops, often no makeup, and just tied her hair back. It made me jealous that Mary cared more about how she looked when she was going to be with Burke, than when she knew she'd be with just me.

There were other things I noticed. Some were little things. Like when we were speaking on the phone, if Burke called, she'd put me on hold and switch over to him. But if she was speaking to Burke and I called, I'd often get her voice mail.

Other things were more significant. One morning I got out of the shower. I had to walk across our bedroom to get a towel. Mary was on our bed, putting on her stockings. She was going to see Burke that morning. She looked at me, but her gaze quickly went down to my crotch. She saw me get hard as I watched her put on her stockings.

I'm not big in that department.  I’m just short of 5 inches and on the thin side.  Even when I'm hard I'm probably smaller than Burke when he's soft. Mary kept looking at my hard-on, and finally our eyes met. We both knew what she was doing. She was comparing me to her lover.

She wasn't being mean. After all, I'm the one who pushed her to have an affair with Burke. But it really brought home to me that I was letting a guy with a bigger cock have my wife. She said it the other day, after their first time together. After being with Burke, she can barely feel me when I'm inside her.

What was worst was our sex life wasn't that great. Mary was having great sex with Burke, and I was in a constant state of sexual arousal, and masturbated all the time. But masturbation took its toll, and the end result was I was having a hard time keeping a hard-on when Mary and I had intercourse.

See the contrast? When she's with Burke she's got this incredibly exciting, hard, huge cock. With me, she's got a small limp cock.

This definitely had an effect on Mary. I had a hard time getting her excited. When I touched her, her nipples no longer got hard the way they used to.

I always knew when Mary doesn't have an orgasm. She's not good at faking it. Well, she hardly ever had an orgasm with me anymore. She said it was okay and made the normal excuses, like she was just tired.

But I knew she always came with Burke. After their dates she'd come home flushed and often still panting. Her pussy would be soaking wet, and her entire body smelt like sex. Often before she could tell me about what they had done, she'd need an hour or so to let her body calm down. The reality was Burke was the man in her life who turned her on, who she desired, not me.

I was full of conflicting emotions. All of this made me intensely jealous. But it turned me on, too. So instead of pulling Mary back to me, I pushed even harder to see how far she would go. I encouraged her to see Burke even more, to have sex with him more.

While Owen was stroking himself at home, Mary fidgeted in her seat next to Burke in his car. She was nervous about the next few days. She couldn't believe she had agreed to go away for the weekend with Burke. True, they were having sex. But to go away for the weekend?

But Owen had been so persistent. He had even packed her suitcase. "He's your boyfriend," Owen had told her. "What's so strange about a man taking his girlfriend away for the weekend?"

My boyfriend? Mary's head spun trying to process her husband's words. She agreed to have sex with Burke, not be his girlfriend. It was clear Burke couldn't get enough of her body. She wasn't complaining because his body turned her on too, but — her boyfriend?

In her fidgeting Mary absentmindedly rubbed her legs together. The swishing sound of one stockinged leg rubbing against the other caught Burke's attention. He looked over at Mary in the seat next to him. At her slim shapely legs. Her skirt had rose up, exposing her stocking tops.

He reached over and placed his hand on her thigh, caressing her. She didn't stop him. He couldn't believe how lucky he was. Mary was so incredibly sexy. He had always wanted her. His ex-wife Cassie was no slouch in the looks department, but compared to Mary she was a dog. He couldn't believe Owen had given his sexy wife to him.

A thrilling bolt of lightning passed through Mary when Burke put his hand on her thigh. She was so attracted to him. He was gorgeous! And she had to admit it to herself, size did matter. Holding a big cock in her hand, putting it in her mouth, getting fucked by a big cock — it was so much more exciting and pleasurable than a smaller cock, like Owen's.

She hated herself for thinking it, but she couldn't help it. She had buried those longings for years, since she and Owen had married. But being with Burke had rekindled those longings. Did Owen understand what he had done by pushing her into Burke’s bed?

She remembered looking in her suitcase earlier in the day as she was getting ready. Owen had packed it for her. Inside she found only her sexiest outfits. Her shortest skirts, most revealing blouses, highest stiletto heels. There wasn't a single bra or panty. Clearly, he wanted her to be bare under her clothes for the entire weekend with Burke. Other than stockings. There were lots of thigh highs and garter belts.

Mary remembered shaking her head when she saw what Owen had packed. But she wasn't surprised. Owen wanted her to dress to turn Burke on, to make sure they fucked a lot this weekend. And then she would go home and tell him all the details, while she stroked her husband.

How could she not compare the two men? Since her fling with Burke had begun, she'd often have sex with both of them on the same day. Burke got her more excited and gave her more pleasure than Owen ever had. Burke had the better body, the bigger cock and, to be honest, the better technique. Just his hand on her thigh started getting her wet.

Mary was afraid where this was all leading. It was more than just the sex. Burke was great in bed. But she was afraid she was developing feelings for him too. She already spent so much time with him, more than with Owen. And Owen was pushing her more and more to Burke. Didn't he know what he was doing? She looked at her left hand. It was bare. Owen had insisted that she leave her wedding and engagement rings at home.

"You're two lovers going off for the weekend. You shouldn't be wearing a wedding ring," Owen had told her. She didn't want to take off her rings, but things had gone so far, she didn't know how to protest.

But as Burke's hand moved up her thigh, these misgivings were pushed away. Not forgotten but pushed away. Her attention went to Burke's hand as it moved under her skirt, and a familiar tingling grew between her legs.

Burke hovered over Mary, positioning his cock to enter her pussy. She was so horny. His hands had been on her all evening long, and she needed it bad. "Don't forget the condom," Mary urged.

"Come on, just this once. I promise to pull out."

"Burke, no. You have to. Come on, hurry."

Burke rolled off Mary and angrily said, "Damn it, I thought you were going on the pill."

Mary rubbed Burke's back to try to calm him down. "I will, honey, I will. I just need to find another doctor. You know what Owen said. I can't go to my regular doctor for a prescription because he knows Owen got a vasectomy."

"Yeah right," Burke said skeptically.

"What do you mean?"

"Mary, have you ever thought there's another reason Owen's dragging his feet to get you on the pill? Listen, I've read all those websites about husbands who get off on their wives having sex with other men. Owen doesn't really want you on the pill. And he wouldn't mind if we had sex without any protection. In fact, that's probably what he wants."

"What are you talking about?"

Burke powered up his computer. "Here, look."

Burke couldn't think of anything but Mary. He had always thought she was hot. Even before their affair began, he took every opportunity to flirt with her, and he was thrilled whenever she flirted back. But never in his wildest dreams did he think he would ever get inside her pants. She and Owen seemed happily married. He still couldn't believe that he was fucking her, and he was doing it with Owen's permission (and encouragement). But it had become more than sex to him. He had fallen in love with Mary and wanted her for himself.  She’d be a major upgrade over his ex-wife.

But to do that, he had to convince Mary to dump Owen.

Burke liked Owen, and Burke wasn't a bad person. But this was love, and as they say, all's fair in love and war. And anyway, Owen had done it to himself by encouraging his wife to have sex with other men, and with all the other kinky stuff he was into. Burke thought of that as he dialed Owen's cell, to clear his conscience about what he was about to do.

"Owen, listen. I know you're into the hot wife lifestyle. And I've read things on the Internet about that. If you're interested in doing some other stuff, well, I'd be into it. And after this weekend, I think Mary might be open to it, too."

Owen was interested. "Like what?"

Burke knew he had him. "Well, let me tell you..."

Mary carefully slid the sheer stockings up her legs. She had to be extra careful because the stockings were old, and already had some runs in them. She smoothed the stockings over her legs, then attached the welts to the garters. She stood up and stepped into her heels. Then she looked at herself in the mirror. She still couldn't believe what they were going to do tonight, and what she was wearing.

Mary was wearing the lingerie that she had worn on her wedding day, under her wedding dress. Ivory white bustier with garter straps, lacy panties and ivory stockings. She even wore the ivory satin heels from her wedding day. Everything still fit. In fact, as she looked in the mirror, she proudly thought that she looked better today than on her wedding day years ago.

She had known Owen saved her wedding heels and lingerie, but didn't think she'd ever be wearing them again. Especially so she could be fucked by another man, while Owen watched.

So far in her affair with Burke, Owen hadn't watched any of their sex. She felt uncomfortable with Owen watching, and Owen seemed content to just hear about it later on. But Owen brought up the idea about a week ago, and it was hard to say no since she knew that he was such a voyeur. In truth, she was surprised he hadn't asked a long time ago. When he also asked her to wear her wedding day lingerie — well, that took her by surprise. But she was getting used to her husband's kinky desires.

As she slipped on her cocktail dress, she knew that it wasn't being watched by Owen that was really bothering her tonight. It was the weekend a couple of weeks ago, and what Burke had shown her on his computer. All those hot wife and cuckold websites. She had never read any of those stories before. Is that what Owen was into?  What he really wanted?

Mary was moaning under Burke. Her dress was on the floor, and Burke was working on her breasts which were exposed over the top of her bridal bustier. He was caressing them and sucking on her nipples, just the way he knew she liked best. Owen had let him in on Mary's erogenous zones, and being the better lover, Burke was better at pressing her buttons and getting her incredibly excited.

Mary was squirming and moaning at what Burke was doing. At first, she was concerned about being so responsive to Burke with Owen watching, because then her husband would see how Burke could turn her on like no man ever had. But then she realized that that was a silly thought. Her husband would get more turned on if he knew Burke was a better lover than him, and if she responded to Burke in ways that she never had with him. So she just allowed herself to enjoy what Burke was doing to her.

In the corner, Owen was dressed in a robe, watching Burke pleasure his wife. He noticed that Mary was more turned on than he had ever seen her, and it make his cock so hard. Achingly so. But he kept his hands to his side and didn't touch himself.

Burke positioned himself between Mary's legs. He rubbed and caressed her legs, running his hands over the lace stocking tops, trailing his fingers along the garter straps. Mary's legs were bent so her stiletto heels pressed against Burke's chest. He loved that pinch, the slight pain, and he pressed himself against them to feel it even more.

He brought his head down and kissed Mary's slim ankles, running his lips over her silky stockings. He had to admit, knowing that these were the stockings Mary wore on her wedding day turned him on even more. His hands explored Mary's legs until he felt the runs in her stockings. He edged his fingers into the runs, and applied pressure, making the runs larger, forming holes in her stockings. He took pleasure in knowing this would be the last time she'd be wearing these stockings. He wished he could destroy her marriage to Owen as easily.

Mary looked intently into Burke's eyes. Pleadingly. He knew that look. She needed it. Wordlessly she was begging him to fuck her. He knew she didn't want to beg the way she usually did, since Owen was watching. And he wasn't going to torture her by making her beg for it. He had other plans.

"Owen," he said. "Come over here."

When Owen got to his side, Burke said, "Do you want me to fuck you wife? Do you want me to stick my big dick into Mary's pussy? Then you do it. You take my cock and put it in your wife's pussy."

Owen hesitated. He had never touched another man's penis before.

"Do it, Owen, do it," Burke urged.

Owen looked at Mary. She had a neutral look on her face. Not encouraging or discouraging him. More just curious as to what he was going to do.

Finally, his sexual urges took over. Owen reached over and hesitantly put his hand around Burke's cock. He found himself fascinated by it. So different from his own penis. It was huge and rock hard, like granite. Yet it throbbed in his hand.

"Stroke it, Owen. Stroke me and get me harder and bigger for your wife."

Mesmerized, Owen did what Burke asked. He began to slowly stroke Burke's cock. To his amazement, it did get bigger. All of a sudden Owen understood why Mary got so excited by big cocks.

"Yeah, that's right," Burke moaned. "Man, Owen, you're pretty good at this."

Mary was fascinated by what she was seeing. Her husband had his hand around her lover's cock, stroking it. And Owen seemed to be enjoying it.

Burke saw that Mary was intently watching her husband stroke his cock. "I bet I know what Owen would like to do," he said to her. "Suck me off. That's what you want, don't you Owen? You want to put my cock in your mouth. Go ahead, do it. Do it!"

Wait, this had gone far enough, Mary thought. Shaking her head, she said "Owen — no, no." But before she could protest more, Owen lowered his head and put the head of Burke's cock into his mouth.

He was out of control, lost in lust, mesmerized. He wasn't gay or bi. He was just fascinated by this big cock. He was beginning to understand why girls found big cocks so exciting. They were so powerful and threatening. Yet warm and soft. At that moment he had the urge to suck it, so that's what he did. With his hand still stroking Burke, he took more and more of the big cock into his mouth, just like the girls in the movies.

"Oh yeah, oh yeah, you're good at that.  Owen, fuck man, you're a good cock sucker,” Burke moaned.

Mary was horrified at what her husband was doing. "Owen, stop! Stop!"

Hearing his wife's scream, Owen looked up, taking Burke's cock out of his mouth. But he continued to hold it. He looked like he was dazed, in a trance.

Burke saw that Owen was disoriented.  He was vulnerable.  Pressing his advantage, he said, "Owen, show Mary what you're wearing under that robe."

Still dazed, Owen opened his robe. Mary saw that her husband had a cage around his penis.

"It's a cock cage," Burke explained. "It keeps Owen from beating off. So the person who holds the key is the person who controls when Owen gets to cum. And who holds the key, Owen? Who do you have to ask to fuck your own wife?"

With her eyes growing wide in horror, Mary heard her husband say, "You do, Burke. You hold the key."

"That's right." Burke laughed. "I tell you when you can fuck your wife, and when you can't. Now suck me some more and maybe I'll be nice to you."

Owen was too lost in lust to do anything but take Burke’s cock into his mouth again. Mary was too shocked to argue.

Burke was close to cumming. He grabbed the back of Owen’s head and fucked his face fast and hard. Mary saw what Burke was doing, but before she could sound a warning, Burke came. Owen couldn't pull away with Burke holding his head. Streams of Burke's spunk shot into his mouth, and Owen had no choice but to swallow it.  Burke pulled out so some of his sperm splattered across Owen’s face.

A few months later

Mary was in a bar, sitting on a stool with her legs crossed. She knew that she was showing a lot of leg. In this hotel bar, she knew she was inviting men to hit on her. That was fine. She was hoping to be picked up for a one-night stand.

Mary had left Owen. They were separated and she’d contacted a lawyer. 

She couldn't get the images out of her mind, of Owen sucking Burke's cock, and Burke's cum all over his face. She believed him when he said that he wasn't gay, and that it was just the heat of the moment. But she just couldn't get those images out of her mind.

When she left him, she said, "You're just not the man I thought I had married."

Burke tried to get her to move in with him, but she no longer wanted anything to do with him. She figured out that Burke had set the whole thing up, and she blamed him for poisoning her marriage.

But she still needed sex. The time with Burke re-kindled urges and longings in her. She craved sex with big, strong, handsome men. Men with big hard cocks.

Maybe she might someday get back together with Owen. She still loved him. If those images would just go away. Or maybe she just needed time to adjust. To be honest, a little part of her got turned on by it all.

She saw a couple of guys approaching her. One looked dull, but the other one? He was tall, and sexy. She looked at his hands. Large. She inwardly giggled.

Then she risked a quick glance below his belt. Potential there, she thought. She'd find out for sure when she danced with him.

She inwardly smiled. She realized that if she ever did go back to Owen, then he'd get what he always wanted — a hot wife.

And maybe he’d get more.  Maybe she would cuckold him.  She might even put his manhood in the cage.

“Manhood?” Mary thought to herself.  Did Owen’s small penis qualify as manhood?  Especially with the memory of Owen sucking on Burke’s cock still so fresh in her mind.

“Can I buy you a drink?” Tall and Sexy asked.

Mary gave her new friend a welcoming smile.  “Yes, you can,” she said.   She forgot all about her ex-husband.  He was no longer part of her life.  Certainly not part of her sex life.

But maybe in the future?  The idea of Owen in the cock cage, with Tall and Sexy’s cock in his mouth flashed through her mind.  She thought about calling Owen, depending on how tonight went.

“I’m married,” Mary said.

“Oh,” Tall and Handsome said, clearly disappointed.

“But we’re separated,” she said.

Tall and Handsome smiled.  “Good,” he said.

Mary smiled too.  As Tall and Handsome sat next to her, she thought about Owen again.  Tingles ran down her spine. 

Yes, she would have to call Owen tonight.  She might even stop by and see him. After, of course, Tall and Handsome had his way with her.


MR. BRIGHTSIDE

Nick was sitting next to Sandy. Across from them were Amy (Nick's wife) and Vince (Sandy's husband). The two couples were friends and lived in the same neighborhood.  They were at dinner after having seen a movie.

Sandy and Vince got up to go to the bathroom. As soon as they were gone, Amy leaned over and said, "Vince's hands have been on me all night long."

Nick perked up. "What's he done?"

"He's been rubbing my legs and trying to get under my skirt."

Nick immediately got excited. The thought of his wife with another man had always turned him on.  He said, "So — let him play a little."

Amy wasn't surprised by her husband's answer. She knew about his fantasies, and they often role played in bed. Still — "Nick, you're crazy. Sandy is sitting right across the table."

Nick smiled mischievously. "That's more reason why you should do it. It's so wicked. Besides, you should take pity on Vince. With Sandy pregnant, he's probably not getting anything at home. You know, Vince has always had a thing for you."

Nick knew it wasn't just Vince who found his wife desirable. All male eyes turned when she walked into a room. Amy had shoulder length blonde hair, a pretty face and a tight petite body. Her breasts were small but perky, and her ass was tight. Her legs were her best feature, which were long, slim and shapely.

"Nick, you're demented."

With a smile still on his face, Nick reached over and put Amy's spoon over her knife. "I'll keep Sandy busy so she won't notice you and Vince. Start out with your legs crossed. Then after Vince hits on you for a while, uncross your legs. When you do, uncross the spoon and knife, so I'll know what's happening."

"Then what are you going to do?"

"You'll see."

"Nick, I don't think this is a good idea."

Nick looked intently into Amy's eyes. "Do want I say," he said. Amy found herself nodding. This was a game they often played. They both found the master/slave fantasy to be exciting. But they had never involved other people. Well, that wasn't true. They often played games where she'd expose herself to other men, even flirt with them. Her husband loved it when she "accidentally" exposed a lot of leg, maybe even momentarily flashing her stocking tops. But their games had never involved people they knew.

Before she could think more about it, Sandy and Vince returned. As Sandy studied the menu, Vince moved his hand under the tablecloth and back onto Amy's shapely leg. Nick got hard imagining Vince's hand moving under his wife's skirt, up her shapely thigh, and then feeling the tops of her thigh highs.

As their entrees arrived, Nick saw Amy subtly uncross her spoon and knife. Nick was so excited he could barely keep from shaking. He couldn't believe another man was feeling his wife up just a few feet away from him. He imagined his wife uncrossing and slightly parting her legs, letting Vince edge his hand higher up her skirt.

Nick tried to keep Sandy occupied with conversation, but he was having a hard time concentrating on the pregnant woman. He wanted to watch Vince grope his sexy wife. Nick glanced over at his wife. She was flushed and breathing heavily. Sandy noticed it too, and said, "Amy are you alright?"

"Yes, I'm fine, it's just hot in here." Amy reached for her water and took a sip. As she did she saw her husband absentmindedly move this spoon away from his knife. His message was clear. He wanted her to open her legs wider. Amy subtly shook her head no. It was so subtle that only Nick noticed it. Still speaking with Sandy, Nick began to absentmindedly twist his wedding ring. "I'm your husband, you'll do as I say," Nick wordlessly commanded his wife.

Vince's hand was still under Amy's skirt, caressing the bare thigh above her stockings. She was incredibly turned on. Vince's fingers were flickering over her bare inner thigh, one of her most sensitive spots. Being touched so intimately by a man whose wife was just sitting a few feet away was so naughty.

But the playing had gone far enough. When she saw Nick spread his spoon and knife, she thought "Is he crazy?" But she felt the force of her husband's persistence, so internally sighing, she lifted in her seat slightly to free her skirt from under her bottom, and then she parted her legs wider. Not a lot, but enough to give Vince access to her most private parts. Nick saw his wife's slight movement out of the corner of his eyes, and made sure to keep Sandy occupied so she didn't notice.

Vince couldn't believe his good luck. He had always thought Amy was incredibly sexy, easily the best-looking wife in their circle of friends, but he never thought he'd get a chance to feel her up the way he was doing. When he first placed his hand on her sexy leg he expected her to push him away. When she didn't he continued to explore, expecting that she would push him away at any moment.

He couldn't believe it when she uncrossed her legs to make room for his hand, and now she had just spread her legs wider. He had to be careful with his wife and Nick just across the table from them, but he wasn't going to let this opportunity slip by. He risked a glance down at Amy's lap. Her skirt was pulled up high and he could see the sexy wife's stocking tops and bare thighs. He slowly edged his hand along Amy's thigh and under her raised skirt. As he moved over her naked flesh, Vince felt Amy shudder.

Vince's fingers brushed across Amy's panties. Amy was prepared for it, but still she almost jumped out of her seat. Oh my god, she thought, he can feel I'm wet.

Vince traced his fingertips along Amy's panty covered pussy. He wanted to put his fingers into her, but he didn't think he could do that without attracting Sandy and Nick's attention. Just at that moment, a band started playing, and Nick asked Sandy to dance. Amy protested, "Honey, I'd like to dance." She wanted an excuse to get away from Vince.

"Honey, you're not done with your entrée yet. We'll dance later."

As soon as they were gone Vince moved in closer to Amy. He still had to be careful as they were surrounded by people, but he and Amy were seated in a corner, so people couldn't see what he was doing under the table.

Amy tried to close her legs, but Vince was too fast. He quickly edged his fingers around Amy's panties and inserted a finger into her pussy. She was incredibly wet. His thumb found her clit. He put a second finger inside her. Within moments he was finger fucking her, two fingers pumping in and out of her pussy, and his thumb rubbing her clit. It took all of Amy's will power to not buck wildly in her seat. It felt so good. Vince was going to make her cum. Under the table, Amy's feet arched in her heels as her orgasm hit and rippled through her body.

Amy was still panting as Nick and Sandy returned. Sandy looked concerned. "Amy, are you sure you're okay?"

Amy drank more water. "Maybe I'm coming down with something," she panted. Nick slightly smiled. He couldn't wait to get his wife home to find out what happened.

As the two couples parted for the evening, Vince gave Amy a hug. He held her tighter than normal, but Nick and Sandy didn't notice because they were getting their cars from the valet. "You owe me," Vince whispered into Amy's ear. As he did, he pulled Amy even closer to him, pushing his hard-on against her.

Amy lay in bed. Nick had just left for work after fucking her again. The night before had so turned him on, they fucked all night long.

It had turned Amy on too. Being fingered by Vince right in front of Sandy, his pregnant wife, was so wicked. She knew she was probably going to go to hell for it, but the naughtiness really turned her on. She remembered with a glow the orgasm Vince had given her.  With his wife Sandy sitting right across the table from her!

But were things going too far? Last night they had gone farther than they ever had, playing with someone they knew, and going so far as letting him touch her intimately, and even making her cum. They shouldn't have done that. She knew it would be incredibly awkward the next time she saw Vince.  And it wasn’t like she could avoid him for long.  He and Sandy lived just the next cul-de-sac over. 

Still, she admitted to herself that she liked playing Nick's games. They turned her on as much as her husband. She was looking forward to what he had planned for that evening.  It would be two nights in a row, more evidence they were taking things too far.  But still, she was excited about what might happen.

"Can I help you?"

Amy turned and smiled. "Yes, I'd like to try these on."

"Sure," the young man said, taking the heels from Amy. "Let me measure you."

Amy sat in the chair. She was dressed in a dark skirt and matching jacket. Under the jacket she wore a silk blouse. She looked like a business woman who was shopping for new shoes after work. The store was empty except for Amy and the salesman.

Amy slipped off her heels and placed her foot on the measuring scale. The young salesman measured her foot and asked her to put her other foot on the scale. As Amy raised her foot, her toes brushed against the young man's hand. The contact was momentary, and Amy pretended like it was an accident. But the salesman definitely noticed, looking up at Amy as he felt the silky toes brushing against his hand. Amy smiled innocently.

Amy placed her other foot on the scale. As the salesman leaned over to adjust the scale, Amy shifted in her chair, causing her knee to touch the salesman's cheek. "Oh, I'm sorry," Amy apologized. But she let her leg linger against the young man's cheek. The salesman didn't pull away immediately. He savored the feeling of the silky nylon leg against his cheek. Eventually he stood up. "Uh, I think I have your size now, I'll go pull the shoes."

"Okay, thanks." As Amy said this she leaned over, pretending like she needed to brush some lint from her skirt. As she did the salesman had a perfect view down her blouse. She had worn a lacy demi bra. The salesman lingered, savoring the view of Amy's bra covered breasts, until she looked up at him. "I'm sorry, is there something wrong?"

"Uh no, not at all, I'll be right back with the shoes,” the young salesman sputtered.

The salesman quickly returned with the shoes. He kneeled in front of Amy and pulled out the first pair. But instead of slipping her foot into the shoe, Amy put her stockinged foot on the salesman's leg. She pressed her stockinged toes against his thigh. The young man was panting with excitement. He looked up at Amy's face. She smiled, giving him her wordless permission. The young salesman reached down and took Amy's petite foot in his hands. He began caressing her foot. He traced his fingers along the stocking seam that ran along her painted toes.

Amy eased her foot away from the salesman's hands and slid her feet into the heels. They were black 4-inch stilettos. She placed the toe of her new heel on the salesman's crotch. He was hard. She gently ground the stiff pointy tip of the heel against the young man's hard-on. "What do you think of these shoes on me?” she asked.

He wasn't able to say anything, his throat was so dry. Smiling mischievously, Amy slid a few inches in her seat, causing her skirt to rise. Not a lot, just enough to provide a glimpse of her heavily laced stocking tops. Her foot was still massaging his hard-on. "Do you — like them?" she asked.

With his eyes locked on Amy's silky thighs, the salesman abruptly grabbed Amy's ankle, and pushed her foot harder against his crotch. This caused Amy to slide further in her chair, exposing more of her slim legs and causing them to slightly part. The salesman now had a view of Amy's panties. Amy kept rotating the pointy toe of the high heel over the young man's hard-on. She put her other foot on the salesman's leg and dug the stiletto heel into his thigh. Within moments, the salesman grunted and his body lurched. A dark wet spot quickly formed in his pants.

Bent over, and still holding Amy's ankles, the salesman tried to catch his breath. Amy leaned over and put her soft hands on the young man's face, gently raising his face to look at her. "You’re very cute,” Amy said with a smile.

Amy lightly kissed the young man on his lips. She stood up, adjusted her skirt.  She put her shoes, the ones she wore into the store, into her bag.  Wearing the new black heels, she started walking out the store.

"Wait," the young man said. "What's your name?"

"Amy," she said.

“Will I see you again?” he asked.

Amy smiled and said, “Maybe.”

Amy walked to the other side of the mall. As she did, every male head turned and stared. The new stilettos made her gorgeous legs look even more alluring.  They clicked-clacked as she walked on the marble floor of the luxury shopping mall.

Amy entered a bar, and scanned the crowd. She saw Nick sitting at the bar, and quickly joined him. She kissed her husband. His eyes immediately fell to her feet. His face broke into a large smile. "I see you have new shoes."

“I hope he doesn’t get in trouble. I took them without paying,” Amy said.

“Did you make him cum?” Nick excitedly asked.

“He was young, and you know how young boys are,” Amy said with a grin.  “He came really fast.”

“Oh god honey,” Nick said with awe in his voice.  “I love you so much.”

Amy squeezed her husband’s hands, and implored, “Take me home and fuck me Nick.”  The married couple rushed out of the bar and hurried home.

Amy took another sip of her drink. She fidgeted nervously. She and Nick were at a neighborhood party, and Vince and Sandy were probably going to be there. She hadn't seen Vince since that episode in the restaurant.

She was hoping to avoid him. But those hopes were dashed when she saw him walk into the room. He headed straight for her. He glanced quickly around to make sure no one was looking, and then he led her back through the house and into the guest bedroom. Amy went along because she didn't want anyone to notice, and didn’t want to make a scene.

Vince closed the door, and then pulled her towards him. "God, you look great," he said as he moved to kiss her.

Amy pushed him away. "No Vince!"

She turned from him and started towards the door. But Vince was too fast, and he pushed her against the dresser. He reached under her skirt and massaged her ass.

"You're so fucking hot," he breathed into her ear.  “You’re as pretty as all those blonde sorority girls I used to fuck in college.”

Vince turned Amy around so she was facing him. He groped her tits, and then his hand went under her skirt, cupping her pussy.

"No Vince, don't, stop." Her pleas were cut short as Vince planted his mouth over hers. Amy tried to pull away, but he was too strong. He pulled her flimsy panties to the side and inserted a finger into her and rubbed her clit.

"Oh god," Amy moaned with pleasure. Vince didn't let up. He quickly unbuttoned Amy's blouse. Her bra fastened in the front, and he expertly unsnapped it. The cups fell away and Vince gazed upon Amy's perfect breasts.

"I’ve wanted to see your tits for a long time,” Vince said.  He lowered his head and started sucking on her nipples. That sent a bolt of pleasure to her clit, which was still being expertly rubbed by Vince's thumb.

"Oh god, oh god," Amy moaned, her body writhing from Vince's touch.

Vince got onto his knees. He unzipped Amy's skirt and pulled it down her stockinged legs. In the same motion he pulled down her panties. He paused a moment to admire her neatly trimmed landing strip, and then he started licking her pussy.

Amy couldn't believe what was happening. Not 10 minutes ago she was making small talk with her neighbors. Now she was in the spare bedroom with her skirt around her ankles, her pussy being eaten by a man whose wife was pregnant and probably just down the hallway.

But Amy was past the point of resisting. She was panting with excitement, barely able to stifle her moans.  She grabbed Vince’s head and tugged him into her sex.  “Make me cum Vince!” she lustfully hissed.

Vince was good at eating pussy. He pulled one of Amy's legs over his shoulder and pulled her even closer to him. As he assaulted her clit with his tongue, he inserted two fingers into her wet pussy and began to finger fuck her.

Amy rubbed her pussy into Vince’s face. She felt out of control. Her orgasm was building. Vince sensed that, and he reached up and rubbed her sensitive nipples. That sent Amy over the edge. Her back arched from her orgasm, and she had to bite her hand to keep from crying out.

Amy leaned against the dresser, trying to catch her breath. Vince admired the blonde beauty, running his hands over her silky legs. After a few moments, Amy pushed away from Vince. She pulled up her skirt and panties, snapped her bra and buttoned her blouse, and then turned to leave.

"Amy, stop," Vince protested. "You can't leave me like this again." Vince motioned to his pants, which were tented by his hard-on.

Amy knew they had to get back to the party so they wouldn't be missed. And someone could walk in on them at any moment. She knew the fastest way to get out of this situation was to give Vince what he wanted. So, she reached for his pants and took out his manhood.

His cock was short but thick. Amy wrapped her hands around his cock and started to stroke him. Within moments, he was on the brink of cumming. Amy was ready for it. They couldn’t leave a mess on their neighbor’s bedroom carpet.  She had tissues in her hand.  She covered Vince’s cockhead with the tissues, just as he came. 

Vince was still panting when Amy walked out of the spare bedroom.  She stopped at the nearest bathroom to flush the cum-soaked tissues down the toilet, wash her hands and fix her hair and makeup.  Then, taking a moment to calm her breathing and compose herself, she returned to the party.

Amy and Nick were lingering over their wine. They were having dinner at a local French bistro.  Nick knew something was bothering his wife, and he had a good idea what.

"Amy, listen, I'm sorry about what happen last night."

Amy rolled her eyes. "Don't lie to me. You loved it when I told you about it."

Nick couldn't deny it. "I'm just saying I wasn't expecting anything to happen."

"No, but you were hoping something would happen,” Amy said.

"Come on, you get excited by playing around, don't deny it."

"I'm not denying it. I've told you I like playing our games too.  They’re exciting."

"I'm not just talking about the games,” Nick said.  “I'm talking about what's happened lately."

Amy knew what her husband was talking about. Over the last few weeks their playing had gone a lot farther than before. Being fingered by Vince in the restaurant. Making the salesman cum in the store. Being fingered again by Vince at the party, and then getting him off with her hand. Her body tingled with excitement as she thought back to these events.

"I told you. I admit it.  I like our games," she said.  A long pause. "But that doesn't mean I want to involve people we know. Can you imagine what would happen if Sandy found out? God, she'd kill me. And we'd have to move out of the neighborhood."

“I don’t think Vince would care,” Nick said.

Amy remembered what Vince had said. “You’re as pretty as all those blonde sorority girls I used to fuck in college.”  She knew Vince and Sandy had dated all through college.  And Sandy was brunette, not blonde.  The way he was so boldly coming on to her, it made Amy wonder if Vince cheated on Sandy all the time.

Amy shrugged and said, “He’s a player, that’s for sure.”

Nick reached over and took his wife's hand. "But no one will find out. I mean, Vince's wife is pregnant, he won't say anything."

"Nick, you can’t just blow this off like it’s nothing, this is serious," Amy said with a frown at her husband. "Vince was in my hand.  I could hear people talking on the other side of the door. We could have been caught."

"Okay, okay," Nick said quickly, trying to calm his wife before people noticed.

"Nick, you have to promise you'll stop trying to involve people we know."

"Amy, calm down. It'll be fine."

"Promise me!" Amy persisted.

"Okay, okay. I promise we won't get anyone involved that you don't want to get involved."

Amy inwardly sighed. Her husband hadn't promised what she wanted, but she knew it was the best she would get. She took another sip of her wine.

Nick squeezed his wife's hand. He said, "You know, the things we've been doing lately. The way we've pushed the envelope. It's been really exciting for both of us."

Amy looked warily at her husband. "What are you saying?"

Nick grinned and said, “I think we're ready for the next step."

Amy sat at the bar. Sitting on a stool, with her legs crossed, she knew she was showing a lot of leg. That was okay. In fact, she shifted in her seat to subtly inch her skirt higher, exposing more of her silky legs. She sipped her drink. She was excited, but nervous too. It had been a long time since she'd been picked up at a bar.

A number of men had already hit on her, but she had turned them all away. A few were black, and the thought of sex with a black man – she’d never done that before -- sent tingles through her body. But interracial sex was probably too much for this first time, so she declined their offers.

She finished her drink and was about to order another one. Before she could, a voice behind her said, "Can I buy you a drink?" Amy turned and looked at her new suitor. Wow, he’s  gorgeous, she thought. Tall and muscular, with a ruggedly handsome face. He said his name was Eric. He sat close to her, and they sipped their drinks.

Amy didn't say much, but she allowed her leg to touch his. She didn't stop him when he put his hand on her knee and didn't pull away when he pressed the front of his pants against her thigh. Eric saw Amy's wedding and engagement rings. "Where's your husband?" he asked.

Amy shrugged and said, “He’s working.  He’s always working.”  It was the story she and Nick had agreed on.

“Not smart to ignore a pretty lady,” Eric said. 

Amy shrugged again.  She saw Eric wore a wedding ring too.  “Where’s your wife?” she asked.

“You’re prettier than my wife,” Eric answered.

“That’s not very nice,” Amy said.

“I’ve got a feeling you’re not looking for a nice man,” Eric said with a confident grin.

“What kind of man am I looking for?”

Eric pressed his erection harder against Amy’s thigh.  She could tell he was big.

“I’ve got a room in this hotel,” he said.

“You come prepared.”

“I used to be a boy scout,” Eric joked.  Amy couldn’t help smiling.

“You wanna come up?” Eric asked.

Amy gulped the last of her Cosmopolitan, then she nodded her head.

Amy was lying on the bed with her skirt bunched around her waist. Eric was between her long legs, his tongue on her clit. Amy was in heaven. His tongue felt good. But this wasn’t the way she wanted to cum.  If she and Nick were going to do it, then she wanted to do it.  She wanted Eric’s cock inside her.

Amy reached over and grabbed Eric's belt. "I want you in my mouth,” she cooed.

Amy quickly snaked her hand into his pants, and took out his cock. She was pleased to see he was, in fact, big.  She wrapped her manicured fingers around him, and started to stroke.

Eric got even bigger. Amy put him into her mouth, and tasted his pre-cum. She bobbed up and down on his cock, until he was as hard as granite. She reached over and pulled a condom from her purse. She quickly rolled the sheath over Eric's hard cock. Then she lay back, but still holding his cock she pulled him towards her. "Come on,” she said urgently.

Eric positioned himself between Amy's legs. For a moment, Amy reflected on what she was doing.  For over ten years, only Nick had been inside her.  Now she was about to allow another man to penetrate her.  She knew there was no going back after this.  She also knew, though, that Nick wanted this.  And she wanted this.

Amy guided Eric’s cock to her pussy. Eric took over and began to enter her.

"Go slow, okay? You're bigger than my husband," Amy said.

Eric nodded, and slowly inched his huge member into her. After a few moments, he was completely inside her. Within moments their fucking reached a frantic rhythm.

Eric roughly groped Amy’s tits as he fucked her, and Amy loved it. She tightly wrapped her legs around him, her stiletto heels digging into the back of his thighs.

Eric leaned in close and planted his mouth over hers, pushing his tongue down her throat. As he kissed her, he savagely rammed his cock in and out of her married pussy, and twisted and rubbed her nipples between his fingers. Amy went over the edge, and as her orgasm hit her toes stiffened and curled, causing her high heels to fall off her feet.

Eric was getting close, and Amy knew it. "I want you to cum on me, okay, cum on me," Amy frantically begged.

Eric grunted his agreement, and then just before he came he pulled out. Amy quickly pulled off the condom and rapidly stroked his shaft. Eric's huge cock pulsed, and then thick streams of spunk flew through the air, hitting Amy's tits, neck and face.

After a while, Eric got up and started to dress. He said, "Sorry, I have to get home. The wife — you understand."

"I get it," Amy said.  “Is it okay if I stay in this room for a while?”

"Sure.  It’s booked until tomorrow,” Eric said.  “Can I call you, Amy? Sorry, what was your last name?"

"Just Amy."

Eric laughed. "Okay. Just Amy. Can I call you?"

“Am I really prettier than your wife?” Amy asked.

“Yes.”

“Is this the first time you’ve cheated on her?”

Eric shrugged and then truthfully said, “No.”

Amy nodded and said, "Leave me your number. Maybe I'll call you."

After Eric left, Amy reached for her phone.  She sent Nick a text.  “He’s gone.  Room 759.”

Nick had been waiting in the bar.  A few minutes later, he knocked on the door.  Amy let her husband in.

Nick looked Amy up and down.  Her blouse and bra were off.  Her skirt was still bunched around her waist.  Her stockings were laddered.  Her face was flushed and her makeup and hair messed up.

In other words, Amy looked freshly fucked.

“So you did it,” Nick said.

“Yes,” Amy answered.

Nick pushed his wife onto the bed.  He lowered his face to her nyloned legs and felt the silk against his cheek. He lavished kisses where her stockings had laddered. Then he traced along her garter straps, looking at Amy's gaping pussy. He continued up his wife's body, kissing her sexy flat stomach, her small perky tits, and then on her lips. He buried his head in Amy's lush blonde hair. He could smell another man on her. He was intoxicated with lust.

Amy reached between them and pulled out her husband's cock from his pants. He was so hard. Nick quickly entered his wife. She was looser than normal but her used pussy had never felt so good.

"So, was he bigger than me?" Nick asked.  He and Amy were at dinner, a few nights after Amy had let herself be picked up by Eric.

Amy smiled mischievously. "Why, are you jealous?" she teased.

"Of course I’m jealous.  I’m always jealous when we play.  But I'm hoping Eric was bigger than me. It fits the fantasy."

"What, the cuckold fantasy?" Amy teased.

"Well, more like the hot wife fantasy. My wife being a complete slut to a well hung stud."

Amy stretched her leg under the table until her foot rested in her husband's lap. She smiled when she felt his hard-on. "Oh, you do like that fantasy, don't you?"

Nick brought his hand to his lap and caressed his wife's pretty foot, tracing his fingers along the stocking seam running along her toes. "You know I do."

"Well, since you asked — yes, Eric is bigger than you. And yes, it was exciting and all that. I mean, before we met, I dated bigger men, and it's exciting to hold something that big, and to be stretched that way. But I’ve never been a size queen like some of my girlfriends. I think big is fun, but not always better. You suit me just fine."

"What really excited me about last night was not Eric's size — well, not that by itself. What really excited me was getting picked up and going to bed with a man I just met. It was so slutty."

"You know what I really liked?" Nick said. "The fact that Eric was married. How you seduced a married man. That's the ultimate sluttiness."

"You liked that, huh?" Amy said with a sly grin.

"Yes, and you can't deny that it turned you on too."

"Well, yeah. Eric said I’m prettier than his wife.  That got me hot too.  God, we're so bad, we're definitely going to hell."

Nick grinned.  He said, “Probably — but if we're going to hell, we might as well go with a bang."

"What do you mean?"

"Over there. See those guys over there? It's a bachelor's party. See the tall guy? He's the groom. He's getting married tomorrow."

"How do you know this?" Amy asked.

"I heard them talking in the bathroom.”

Amy looked at her husband with an incredulous look on her face. "Are you saying what I think you're saying?" she asked.

She had her answer when a big smile broke across her husband's face.

Amy lay in bed, staring at the ceiling. She still couldn't believe what she had done the night before. She had seduced a man the day before his wedding.

She felt guilty about it, but also reveled in the sluttiness of it all. Amy had caught the groom’s attention by subtlety flashing some leg, and brushing her chest against him as she walked by in the crowded bar. The bride may have had the groom's heart, but she didn't have Amy's super model looks.

Amy stalked the groom.  A little later, when the groom emerged from the bathroom, Amy pulled him into an empty storeroom. Amy kissed him and brought his hand to her breasts. She had taken off her bra so he could easily feel her hard nipples. She rubbed his hard-on through his pants.

"Wait, stop," the groom protested. "I'm getting married tomorrow. My friends – my best man and groomsmen – they’re in the bar.”

Amy leaned back and looked into the face of the groom. "Does that mean you want to go?" she lustfully breathed. "Or you want to do it fast?"

“I’m getting married tomorrow!” the groom said again.

“So?  I’m already married.  So you know I’ll never say anything,” Amy said.  She took the groom’s hand and guided it under her short skirt.

The groom ran his hand over Amy's silky stockings and garter strap and felt her firm ass. He looked at Amy's beautiful face framed by her long lush blonde hair.

The groom moved his hand between Amy's legs, inside her lacy panties, and found that she was neatly trimmed, having only a thin landing strip. He ran his fingertips between her slit and around her clit.

“What’s your name?” Amy asked.  She was breathing hard.

“Wayne.”

“Wayne, you can’t touch a girl like that and not fuck her,” Amy said as she looked into the groom’s eyes.

Without saying another word, the groom roughly twisted Amy around and pushed her over a table. He raised her skirt and pulled out his cock and pushed violently into her pussy.

“God, this bitch is tight,” Wayne thought to himself.  “Tighter than Judy.” Judy was his bride, the girl he was going to marry tomorrow.

Wayne quickly started pounding her. As he did, he reached around and roughly groped Amy’s perky tits and pinched her nipples.

Amy clenched her teeth and clutched the sides of the table as the groom pounded her, doing her best to stifle her moans. Each thrust pushed her farther onto the table until her high heeled feet no longer touched the floor.

"God, I'm cumming," the groom groaned. Things had progressed so fast that Amy hadn't had a chance to put a condom on him. But she was too lost in lust to care.

"Cum inside me! Cum inside me!" Amy begged. The groom's body tensed, and he jerked violently into her, shooting his hot cum into her unprotected womb. The hot spurts of cum pushed Amy over the edge, and her shapely legs tensed as she came on the groom's hard cock.

Amy got up from her table when she saw Suzanne arrive and gave her friend a hug and kiss. She was so happy to see Suzanne. They had been best friends since grade school. Amy felt unnerved by recent events and needed the advice of her oldest and closest friend.

It was hard for Amy to describe the things she and Nick had done the last few months, even to Suzanne. But eventually she described what had happened with Vince and the shoe salesman, and then she described how she had let Eric pick her up in the bar.

Suzanne was incredulous. "And Nick is okay with this?"

"Suz, not only is he okay with it, he's encouraging me to do it. It turns him on. This is what he wants.”

Suzanne was skeptical. "Come on Amy, fess up. It sounds like you're enjoying it, too. And why shouldn't you? I mean, Amy, you've got the best of both worlds. A loving husband who adores you, is sweet and makes a good living -- but let's be honest, who's not exactly GQ material” --- Amy gave her friend the stink eye --- "and permission to screw any good-looking guy who strikes your fancy. Amy, get real, you have an ideal life."

"Okay, you're right, but it's not exactly normal. I mean, getting picked up in bars while your husband watches is not exactly every girl's childhood dream."

"That depends on the girl,” Suzanne joked.

Amy scowled. "Are you going to help me or not?"

"Help you do what?” Suzanne said.  “I don't understand the problem. Amy, if you don't want to play any more of Nick's games, just stop. It's your body, you don't have to do anything you don't want to do."

"It's not that easy."

"Why?"

Amy didn't answer. Suzanne realized the reason. "You really do like playing these games, don't you?" she asked.

Again, Amy didn't answer, but her silence was answer enough. Suzanne shrugged. "Amy, I still don't understand. So, your husband is kinky, and you like variety. You're both adults. As long as you're both happy, I don't see the problem."

Amy still didn't say anything. She just played with the ice in her drink.

Suzanne said, "Amy sweetie, I can't help you if you don't tell me what you’re thinking."

Finally, Amy spoke. "It's what happened the other night." Amy told her friend how she seduced a groom on the eve of his wedding.

Suzanne laughed. She wasn’t a slut, but she wasn’t a prude either. She said, "Okay, now you're getting me hot." Suzanne pulled an ice cube from her drink and placed it against her forehead to emphasize her point. That made Amy laugh.

Suzanne said, "Okay, so I agree, you and Nick are definitely going to hell. But come on, you know what they say, it takes two to tango. It's not like you raped that guy. Like I said before, we're all consenting adults here. I still don't see the problem."

"It was different last night. I didn't have a chance to prepare, and it was the heat of the moment."

"Amy, what are you talking about?"

Amy took a deep breath. "He didn't wear a condom. And I didn't make him pull out."

Understanding hit Suzanne. "So he came inside you? And Nick was pissed?"

"No, that's just it. He wasn't mad at all. If anything, it made him more excited."

Suzanne knew Nick couldn't have children. Too low sperm count. They had found out soon after getting married, but it hadn't affected their lives because neither of them wanted kids. As a result though, Amy hadn't been on any birth control since marrying Nick.

"So, I don't get it. Is this one of those stories where Nick wants kids, and he's trying to find a surrogate father or something like that?" Suzanne asked.

"No, we talked about it. He said he doesn't want me to get pregnant. But the risk of another man getting me pregnant turns him on to no end. I said that I should go on the pill, but he doesn't want me to. He just wants me to use condoms or get the guy to pull out. But he said that during my safe times of the month, he's okay if I let the guy cum in me. It's pretty clear he wants me to do that."

Suzanne looked skeptical. "Amy, you know there is no absolutely, positively, guaranteed, safe time of the month."

"Of course I know that. And so does Nick. That's the point."

Suzanne sighed. "Okay, okay. So Nick is kinkier than I thought. But I come back to what I said before. It's your body. If you want to stop, stop."

Amy was silent again.

"You don't want to stop, do you?"

"It's just that --." Amy didn't know how to finish.

Suzanne leaned closer to her friend. "Sex between you and Nick isn't so good, is it?"

"Are you kidding? With the games --."

"I'm saying without the games. Tell me something, okay? Remember we had that talk a while ago. Did you ever talk to Nick about it?"

Amy shook her head.

Suzanne looked wide-eyed at her friend. "Amy, you still haven't told Nick that he's never given you an orgasm?"

"Well, he has --."

"I mean from intercourse. God, Amy, you guys need to see a sex therapist or something. You can't go through life without getting off during sex."

"I was hoping the games would take care of it."

"And they are, right? But instead of your husband getting you off, it's other men. Amy, you can't deny it any longer. You're a size queen, just like me and every other woman in the world. You need a big one, and Nick — while 'having a nice personality' — just doesn't have enough in the department that really counts when it comes to sex."

Amy bristled at her friend's words. "Well, now that you've so eloquently summarized my life, you see my problem. I don't want to stop. And it's not just a size issue, Miss Know-It-All. When Nick and I make love, he makes love to me. When I'm with another man, he fucks me. Nick always treats me like a wife. Other guys treat me like a slut."

Suzanne understood what her friend was saying. In that way they were exactly the same. They both craved rough and dirty sex, not gentle and loving. Just thinking about it caused a familiar tingle to form between her legs. She forced herself to refocus on her friend. "So I come back to what I said before. You have the best of both worlds."

Amy shook her head. "You don't understand. I don't want to stop, but I don't want to let things get out of control, either. Nick wants me to have unprotected sex with other men. It turns him on that I might get pregnant. This is getting too weird."

Suzanne smiled. "Amy, come on, don't deny it, I know you. You like all this kinky stuff too. Remember back in college? You hardly ever made boys wear condoms. You used to say things like, 'I like the feel of skin against skin.' Remember that? And remember when you told me that you liked the feel of a man shooting off inside you?"

Amy shot back. "You said you liked it, too!"

"Okay, okay, I admit it, I'm a slut. But you're one too. And now you have a great husband who loves you and buys you anything you want, and lets you do the nasty with any man you want. Amy, my advice is, just enjoy it."

Amy wasn't completely convinced, but her friend's words made her feel better. Suzanne started to get up. She said, "Listen, I'm sorry to run, but some of us have to work. Call me tonight, okay?"

Amy promised she would, and watched her friend walk away. Amy thought about leaving, but then decided to have another glass of wine to think about what Suzanne had said. She was about to look around for the waiter when he appeared, with a new glass of wine. "With the gentleman's compliments," the waiter said, gesturing across the room.

Amy looked over and saw a handsome black man, elegantly dressed in an expensive designer suit. She shyly smiled at the man, nodded a thanks, and sipped the wine.

With her pretty face and sexy body, Amy was always getting hit on. She considered what she was wearing. She hadn't purposely dressed to thrill. Still, all her skirts were shorter nowadays, so she knew she was showing a lot of leg. She had worn a light blouse since it was a warm day, and the neckline swooped somewhat, so while her assets weren't that much on display, she knew she was probably showing some cleavage. And she wore stiletto heels. She shifted in her seat, exposing a bit more of her shapely thigh. "I'll flirt a little bit, and then tell Nick about it," she told herself.

"Hello, may I join you?"

Amy looked up into the black man's handsome face. He was a large man, towering over her. He was slim, but well built. His muscles seemed to ripple through his expensive suit. "Of course -- at least for a minute. I was about to go. But thank you for the wine."

"It's my pleasure. It's my belief that a beautiful woman's wine glass should never be empty, and she should never sit alone. My name is Gage."

Amy was flattered by the handsome man's compliment. "Thank you. And I'm Amy." Amy reached over to shake the black man's hand, but she did so in a way that her blouse gaped, giving her new friend a good view of her bra-covered breasts. Amy pretended not to notice that her breasts were on display.

Gage took Amy's hand. He stared down Amy's blouse and admired the blonde's smallish breasts. They were encased in a lacy, ivory white bra. Although small, they looked to be perky and perfectly formed. "You're very lovely."

"Thank you again."

Gage continued to hold Amy's hand and began to caress and massage it. Amy thought it felt wonderful — his hands were so large and strong, and the contrast of his jet-black skin and her ivory complexion was striking. She felt her nipples starting to harden.

Gage was still looking down her blouse — he wasn't even trying to pretend he wasn't — and Amy imagined that he could see her nipples getting hard and pushing against the thin fabric of her demi-bra. But she felt uncomfortable given her surroundings and pulled her hand away. She answered Gage's unspoken question. "I can't -- I'm married." To emphasize the point, Amy held up her left hand where her wedding and engagement rings sparkled.

Gage smiled. He said, "I love married women. And they love me. Or at least — part of me."

Amy laughed.  She couldn't believe how forward this man was. Still, she couldn't help being attracted to his good looks and charisma. Amy couldn't think of anything to say, so she drank her wine.

Gage reached over and took her hand again. This time he took her left hand, and he again began to caress it, working along her palm and wrist. Amy found his touch to be incredibly erotic, and dampness began to grow between her legs.

"You know, I think I've seen you before. About a week ago. In a bar."

Amy flushed. "I'm sure you're mistaken."

"I don't think so. I couldn't forget someone as beautiful as you. I don't go to that bar very often, but it was a bachelor party, for one of my friends, Wayne. Do you know him? I could have sworn I saw you with him that night. Coming out of the back of the bar?"

Amy was visibly shaken. "No, it wasn't me. I wasn't there."

Gage continued like he hadn't heard her. "Now here's the peculiar part. I got there early, and waited at the bar for everyone to arrive. And I could have sworn I saw you eating dinner earlier that night, with someone who looked to be your husband." As Gage said this, he caressed her fingers, and played with her wedding and engagement rings. "And later, when I looked around, I actually saw that same man, sitting at the bar, and he seemed to be watching you."

Amy didn't know what to say. She was caught. Had the groom told Gage what had happened? Did Gage tell the bride? Had she ruined their wedding?

Gage seemed to read Amy's mind and smiled reassuringly. "Don't worry, Wayne and Judy got married the next day, and as we speak, they're on their honeymoon." Gage reached down and placed his hand on Amy's knee. "You really have wonderful legs."

Amy still didn't know what to say. She finished her wine. Gage motioned to the waiter, and he refilled Amy's glass. The waiter saw Gage's hand on Amy's knee, and Amy's flushed expression. He couldn't believe how far this black man had gotten with this pretty blonde. He had considered making a pass at her but decided against it when he saw her wedding ring. Shit, he thought. He should have gone for it, this hot bitch was easy. Before he turned away, he stole a look down the blonde's blouse. Her nipples were hard and he could clearly see the dark of her nipples and areola through the lacy thin fabric. He gave Gage an envious look and turned away.

Gage leaned closer to Amy. "Like I said, I like married woman. Especially those who know how to play." Gage's words and hot breath in her ear sent a thrilling shutter through Amy's tight body. Gage felt it, and inwardly smiled. His fingers lightly traced up her bare thigh and touched the edge of her skirt. "You really do have wonderful legs." His fingers edged under Amy's skirt. "I'd love to see more of them."

Amy's heart was racing. She was soaking wet. She hadn't meant it to go this far. She didn't want to be so easy. But there was something about Gage that turned her on so. "Okay," she softly said, surrendering.

Gage smiled. He stood up and threw a few bills on the table. He reached out his hand, and Amy took it. He put his arm around the pretty blonde and led her out the restaurant.

Amy felt everyone looking at her as she let the handsome black man walk her through the restaurant. She felt so naughty, allowing herself to be picked up in such a public setting, in full view of all these interested eyes. And to be picked up so easily, by a man she had met no more than an hour ago, and a black man no less.

Amy couldn't believe she was about to be fucked by a black man, a first for her. She felt like such a slut, and that made her even wetter. She hoped that no one she knew was in the crowd. At the same time, the risk of getting caught made her dizzy with excitement. Still, she knew she'd never be able to go to this restaurant again.

Gage led her out of the restaurant. Then, to her surprise, he led her down an alley. They were just a short distance from the street, no more than a few feet away, but because the alley angled away, no one on the crowded sidewalk could see them.

Gage roughly pushed Amy against the wall and kissed her, pushing his tongue down her throat. Amy returned his kisses and twirled her tongue around his. Gage groped her tits, and then took a moment to unbutton her blouse and push her bra over her tits, exposing the soft flesh. His mouth went to her hard nipples, sending waves of pleasure through Amy's lithe body, and then his hands went under Amy's skirt and fondled the pretty blonde's tight ass. With an easy motion Gage ripped off Amy's lacy panties, and quickly thrust two large fingers into her wet pussy. Amy pushed against him and ground her pussy against the black man's big hand.

Gage unzipped his pants and took out his cock. He pushed Amy's hand down. God, he's huge, she thought. She stroked him and he got bigger. His cock felt like granite, it was so hard. Gage pushed Amy's hand away and pulled her leg around his waist. The tip of his cock grazed her bare pussy. For a fleeting moment Amy thought of the condoms in her purse. She quickly dismissed the thought. “Fuck it,” she thought. Like Suz said earlier, it did feel better skin to skin.

Amy dug her heel into the back of Gage's muscular thigh, preparing herself to be impaled by his big black cock. Gage positioned his cock at the entrance of Amy's pussy. However, just as he was about to enter the pretty wife, he heard a noise from the back of the alley.

Both Gage and Amy looked in the direction of the noise. Crouching behind a trash can was a bum, an old, grungy fat man with long greasy hair and foul stinking tattered clothes. Seeing the homeless man, Amy tried to pull away, but Gage held her firmly in his grasp.

Quickly, Gage turned Amy around so she was facing the bum. He pulled her blouse and bra off so her shapely breasts and sexy flat stomach were completely exposed to the old man. Then, in almost the same motion, he entered her from behind. Amy cried out at the sudden penetration. Gage was big, and he entered her so fast. It hurt! She felt tears forming in her eyes from the pain. But eventually, as she got use to Gage's size, the pain turned to pleasure. Gage reached around and roughly played with her tits and nipples, and Amy loved it. She loved being taken so savagely this way. She loved being fucked!

Amy clenched her eyes shut, enjoying the pounding that Gage was giving her, and trying to stifle her moans. She was mindful of the crowded sideway just a few feet away and knew that they could be discovered at any moment. Still, being taken in such a public place added to the excitement.

Suddenly she felt a tongue on her nipples. She opened her eyes. The bum stood in front of her, cupping her breasts and sucking her nipples. She tried to pull away, but Gage held her firm.

"No, no," Amy cried. Behind her, Gage continued to pound her.

"You know you love it, slut!" Gage roared. 

The homeless bum got on his knees, and started licking Amy's clit. "Oh my god," Amy moaned. The pleasure was almost too much, with Gage's big cock pounding her, and the bum's hot tongue on her clit. The scene was turning Gage on, too, because his cock was soon ready to explode. "Here it cums slut!" he hissed, and he came in Amy's pussy.  “Take it!  Take it!  Take it!” he hissed as each pump of his hips sent another stream of his spunk into Amy’s unprotected pussy.

Gage looked at the bum. Their eyes met, and an unspoken agreement was reached. Before Amy knew what was happening, Gage pulled out, but still firmly held her. The bum unzipped his fly and took out his cock. It was thick and uncircumcised, surrounded by a thick tangle of dark pubic hair. Amy saw what was about to happen and tried to wiggle free.

"No, no," she cried, tears forming in her sweet blue eyes. The bum positioned his cock at Amy's pussy. She realized this was really going to happen. "Please, no ….”

The filthy bum edged up against the pretty blonde, and pushed his cock into her pussy. Even thought she had just been fucked, the hot bitch was still tight.

Amy grunted as the dirty bum pushed farther and farther into her.

Soon his cock was completely inside her, and the bum soon found a rhythm. He fondled and kissed her breasts and nipples. Then he moved up to her silky neck, and finally he covered her mouth with his. Her lips were so full and soft.

Amy tried to pull away from the bum's kisses. His breath was foul, and his teeth were stained, some even rotten and black. He smelt like smoke, alcohol and urine. The bum laced his hands in Amy's silky blonde hair, and again forced his lips over hers, exploring her sweet mouth with his tongue.

Amy tried to pull away, but the old man was too strong. She almost gagged as the bum's tongue played with hers. She didn’t want this, but her body betrayed her. The bum’s cock inside her felt good.  Soon she was matching the bum's thrusts. She wrapped her stockinged leg around the bum, digging her stiletto heels into the old man's back, coaxing more and more of his cock into her. Gage was still behind Amy, but only to help the two maintain their balance. He no longer had to hold Amy in place.

Amy was in a sexual frenzy. She could feel her orgasm building. The bum again kissed her, but this time she didn't pull away. Instead, lost in lust, she pushed her tongue into the bum's filthy mouth, wrapping her tongue around his, exploring his foul mouth, and even wrapping her arms around the old man, pulling the homeless man even closer.

The bum started to grunt, and Amy felt his cock pulse and twitch. She knew he was about to cum. But instead of pushing the bum out of her, she dug her heels even harder into the bum's back, keeping the bum's cock deep inside her. The bum's body tensed, and he lunged one last time into Amy, his cock erupting inside her. As he did, Amy ground her pelvis into the bum, impaling herself on the bum's thick cock, and felt the incredible sensation of the bum's hot cum shooting into her. Amy's orgasm finally came, and her back arched so much that she would have toppled backwards if Gage hadn't held her from behind.

A few minutes later, after the homeless man pulled out of Amy and was staggering away, reality set in on what just happened.  And what she had just done.

As tears fell down Amy’s cheeks, she pleadingly asked Gage, “Why did you do that to me?  You, yes.  But not with that man.”

Gage was fixing his clothes.  He gave Amy a hard, contemptuous glare and said, “You seduced Wayne the night before his wedding.  And Judy is one of my best friends.  This is payback.”

Then Gage was gone.  Amy was left alone in the alley, trying to pull herself together.

Amy couldn't move. Gage had left her over 30 minutes ago. She’d managed to walk from the alley to her car.  She felt like she was in shock. She couldn't believe what had happened. She was both repulsed and aroused as she re-played the scene in her mind, remembered the old homeless man's cock inside her, his hands on her breasts, his tongue in her mouth, his cum shooting into her.

She abruptly decided that she wouldn't tell her husband about it. If it had been just Gage — well, she'd tell Nick about that, he'd love it. But with the old homeless man? She was afraid of what Nick might think. Not so much that he'd be mad, but that he'd be thrilled, and then what that might lead to.

Amy pulled her keys from her purse. She was a mess and had to get home to clean up. Just as she began to start the car, her cell phone rang.

"Hi, it's me." It was Nick. "I was thinking. We're not doing anything tonight. How about a game?"

Amy shook her head. "No, Nick, not tonight. I'm not up for it. Tomorrow, maybe."

"Oh, come on, it'll be fun. I have something special planned. Meet me at the Marriot bar, at seven."

The last thing Amy wanted to do was play a game. But she felt guilty about her decision to not tell Nick about Gage and the old man. "Okay, I'll see you there."

"Great, I love you. And wear something especially sexy tonight."

Amy looked at her watch. It was already six. She was a mess, and didn't have time to go home, clean up, and make it back to the Marriot. She decided to get what she needed at the mall and clean up there.

She entered Victoria's Secret. She was immediately approached by a heavy-set, dark-haired woman. Her name tag identified her as the manager. She looked like a dyke, and Amy's suspicions were confirmed when the manager caressed her arm and said, "Can I help you with anything honey?"

"No, thank you. I need a bra and some other things, but I think I'll be fine."

The manager ran her hand down Amy's back. Her fingers lingered on the small of Amy's back. Normally the manager would have been able to feel Amy's bra strap, but she hadn't bothered to put her bra back on in the alley. "Yes, I guess you do need a bra," the manager said with a sly smile on her face.

Amy managed to disengage herself from the manager, and she quickly found a bra and panties that she liked. She picked out two pairs of black thigh high stockings, and picked out a garter belt that matched the bra and panties. Next, she found a blouse she liked. It was classy but would show a little more cleavage than the one she had on. Satisfied with her selections, she made her way to the cashier. As she did, she reached into her purse for her wallet.

Amy stopped dead in her tracks. Her wallet wasn't there. Could the old homeless man have stolen it? Then she remembered. She had left her wallet on her nightstand that morning and had forgotten to put it back in her purse.

Amy didn't know what to do. All her money and credit cards were in her wallet. She didn't have time to go home to change. What was she going to do?

A voice interrupted her thoughts. "Amy?"

Amy turned. Looking at her was the boy from the shoe store, the young salesman.

"Oh -- hi. What are you doing here?"

"I work here. I stock the shelves. A few days here, and the rest of the time at Shoe Candy."

The boy looked at the sexy lingerie Amy was holding, and then his eyes fell to her feet. "The shoes look really good on you."

Amy realized she was wearing the high heels she took (stole really) from Shoe Candy. Then she had an idea. "Thanks. I’m wondering if you could do me a big favor — I'm sorry, you never told me your name."

"Bobby."

"Bobby. Hi Bobby," Amy said smiling, and she reached out and squeezed the young man’s hand. "Bobby, I have to be someplace really soon, and I left my wallet at home. I’m wondering if — well — if you could help me sneak these things out of the store, and I'll come back and pay for them tomorrow. I promise."

Bobby didn't hesitate. "Sure, I'll help you." He took the lingerie from Amy and moved to put them into a bag. Before placing them in the bag, though, his hands lingered over the silky material as he imagined the beautiful woman wearing them. After a few moments he came out of his daydream. He was incredibly embarrassed, and blushed. Amy smiled at him, and his embarrassment faded immediately. Bobby stuffed the items into the bag. "Here. Go out through that door over there." Amy beamed. She leaned over and kissed Bobby on the cheek. "Thank you," she said into his ear. "You're really sweet."

Amy quickly left the store. She had one more stop to make. She went into the drug store and bought a douche. She had just enough change in her purse to pay for it. She hurriedly left the drugstore and went to a restroom. She freshened herself with the douche. She also put on the new lingerie and blouse and fixed her makeup and hair. She looked at her watch and smiled. She had more than enough time to get to the Marriott. She left the bathroom and re-entered the mall and started walking back to the parking garage.

Then Amy stopped dead in her tracks.

Standing in front of her were the manager, Bobby, and two police officers. Bobby looked scared. He mouthed to Amy, "I'm sorry."

"Wait here," the manager said to Bobby and the police officers, and she pulled Amy a few feet away. "Okay, bitch, I know you stole those things from Victoria’s Secret. And you stole those shoes from Foot Candy. You think we don't have security cameras? I also know Bobby helped you steal both."

"No, he didn't," Amy protested.

"Shut up, bitch, I'll tell you when you can talk! Now the cops over there are my friends. If I want, they'll arrest both you and Bobby. But if I say so, they'll let me take care of it privately. So which way do you want it?"

"What do you want?"

"One hour."

"I don't understand."

A wicked smile formed across the dyke's pudgy face. She ran her hand down Amy's back. Again, her fingers lingered over the small of Amy's back, but this time she could feel the strap of Amy's new bra. "One hour with your body. Right now. And you do whatever I say."

A chill rippled through Amy's body. Fear? Or arousal? Amy wasn't sure.

"And before you answer, think about this. You may not care about being arrested. But if Bobby gets arrested, he gets expelled from college, and it'll go on his permanent record. It'll ruin his life. So, what's your decision?"

Amy looked at Bobby. She liked him and didn't want to get him in trouble. "Okay," she softly said.

The manager took Amy and Bobby to her office. "Sit there and don't move," she ordered Bobby. Then she turned to Amy. "Stand in the middle of the room."

The manager slowly walked around the pretty blonde, taking in every curve of her shapely body. She couldn't believe her good fortune. She didn't care about the stolen items. But to get inside this girl's pants? Fuck! This bitch was the most beautiful woman she had ever seen.

The manager stood in front of Amy. She took a finger and placed it on Amy's mouth. "Don't move." The manager slowly ran her finger along the soft, perfect skin of Amy's face, and then down her elegant neck. She continued down the V of Amy's new blouse, and then traced her finger over Amy's breasts, pausing to run circles over her nipples. The manager could feel Amy's nipples hardening, through the blonde's bra and blouse.

The manager kept her eyes on Amy's face. She had a hard time looking anywhere else. The young beauty was so lovely, a pretty wholesome face, sexily framed by her silky blonde hair.

The manager was breathing heavy. She wanted it to last so she stepped away. Leaning on the edge of the desk, she said, "Take off your blouse." As instructed, Amy unbuttoned her blouse, and let it fall to the floor. "Now, your skirt." Amy reached down and unzipped her skirt. She let it fall to the floor, and then stepped out of them.

The manager gazed at the young beauty, now standing in only her bra, panties, garter belt, thigh highs and heels. Her complexion was perfect, her body tight yet soft and sexy.

"Your bra. Take it off. Now your panties, take them off." Amy did as the manager instructed, and soon she was standing in only her garter belt, stockings and heels. The manager's chest was pounding. She had never been so excited. The pretty blonde's breasts were perfect, her tummy softly rounded, and she had incredibly long, shapely legs that led to a tight shapely ass.

She walked over to Amy. She grasped Amy's hands and brought them to her chest. "Touch me. Unbutton my blouse and play with my tits."

With shaking hands, Amy unbuttoned the dyke's blouse. She didn't wear a bra. Her breasts were large and sagged. Hair was growing from her nipples. "Do it, bitch, such my nipples." Amy tentatively lowered her head and took one of the dyke's large nipples in her mouth. She sucked and twirled her tongue over it, ignoring the strands of hair, trying to do what she liked guys to do to her. It seemed to work, because the dyke's nipple grew hard, and she started to moan. "God, yeah, that's good, suck my nipple."

As Amy sucked the manager's hairy nipple, the dyke fondled Amy's sexy body, running her hands over Amy's back, her tits, and reaching over to squeeze Amy's firm ass. God this bitch is so tight, she thought.

The manager kneeled down and stuck her tongue into Amy's pussy. She loved the way Amy tasted. God, she's so sweet, the dyke thought. She expertly licked and sucked on Amy's clit, and Amy couldn't help but moan.

The manager suddenly stood up and roughly pushed Amy onto her knees. She pulled up her skirt and put one of her legs on a chair. With one hand she pulled her panties to the side. With the other she pulled Amy towards her. "Lick my pussy!" she hissed.

Amy tentatively extended her tongue. The dyke's pussy was a hairy mess of tangled black pubic hair. The manager was impatient, and reaching her hand behind Amy's head, roughly forced Amy's mouth onto her pussy. "Lick, damn you!" she growled. Amy's nose was forced into the dyke's thick pussy hair. The dyke's pussy smelled and tasted like rotten fish, but Amy licked as best she could. "Yeah, that's it," she moaned, as she continued to fondle Amy's tits. "That's it. Harder. Yeah. Right there."

The dyke shifted over Amy's head. Amy's nose was in the dyke's crack, her mouth just under the dyke's asshole. "Lick me, lick me!" The smell was foul, and Amy tried to pull away. But the dyke still held her hair, and she forced Amy's pretty face into her foul crack. "Lick my asshole, bitch, do it now." Amy decided her best option was to try to get the dyke off as quickly as possible. So, she extended her tongue and licked the dyke's asshole. She had never done this before, and the foul taste and smell almost made her gag.

The dyke thrilled to the sight of the blonde's beautiful face between her hairy crack. "Now stick your fingers into me, do it, do it!" Amy stuck two fingers into the dyke's hairy cunt, and then three. She was wet and loose. Knowing what she herself liked, Amy rotated her thumb over the dyke's clit as she finger fucked her. She also continued to lick the dyke's asshole, trying to get the fat woman off as quickly as possible.

"Oh god, yeah, that's it, like that, like that," the manager moaned. Amy rubbed and licked harder. "Yeah oh yeah, I'm cumming, I'm cumming." Suddenly, the dyke pulled Amy to her feet. Amy continued to finger fuck the manager. "Oh yeah, that's good. You've so good! God! You're so fucking good! And so fucking beautiful!" The dyke covered Amy's mouth with hers, and pushed her tongue down Amy's throat. Amy didn't even try to pull away, she knew it was no use. Instead, she kept rubbing the dyke's clit. Finally, the dyke's body stiffened, and she came. Even after her orgasm, she continued to French kiss Amy, and fondle her body.

Finally, the dyke pulled away, and collapsed onto the couch. Hesitantly, Amy asked, "Can I go now?"

Satiated, the dyke nodded her head yes. Amy quickly dressed and turned to Bobby. "Come on, let's go."

"Wait," the dyke said. She reached down and took a gold anklet from her ankle. "Here, put this on.  Something to remember me by.”

Amy took the anklet from the dyke, and hesitantly put it around her right ankle. The dyke's eyes bore into Amy, and the pretty blonde blushed. As Amy turned and walked away, she heard the dyke say, "You liked it as much as me."

Bobby walked Amy to her car. He opened the door for her, and Amy slipped in. As she did, her skirt rose, exposing the bare skin above her stocking tops. Bobby couldn't help himself, he had been so turned on by what he had seen. He reached down and caressed Amy's thigh, running his fingers over the silky nylon, lacy stocking tops, and bare skin.

Amy didn't stop him. Instead, she looked into his young face and smiled.

"I'm sorry," Bobby said, still caressing Amy's shapely leg. "I hate what she made you do.”

Amy smiled and said, "I’m glad you’re not in trouble."

Amy saw that Bobby's slacks were tented by his hard-on. She quickly scanned the parking garage. No one was in sight. She quickly reached for Bobby's belt and pulled out his hard cock. She took him in her mouth, and sucked and stroked him. She was going to give him an orgasm. And it wasn't out of mercy. She liked Bobby, and he had helped her. And, she had to admit, the episode with the dyke had turned her on. She needed relief.

Bobby's hand was still on her thigh. While still sucking and stroking his cock, Amy slid down in her bucket seat, causing her skirt to bunch around her waist. She took Bobby's hand and guided it to her wet pussy. She pulled her panties to the side, and nudged Bobby's hand to her pussy. Bobby began to finger fuck her. He was enthusiastic, but not experienced.

With Bobby's fingers pumping her, Amy guided Bobby's thumb to her clit, and taught him how she liked to be touched. Bobby was a fast study, and soon Amy was writhing under his touch. She was so hot it didn't take long for her to cum. As her orgasm peaked, she clutched her slim thighs tightly together, closing around Bobby's hand.

Bobby was close to cumming too. Amy looked sexily at Bobby. She said, "Cum in my mouth, Bobby."

Bobby moaned and lurched, and shot his hot cum down Amy's throat.

"Can I see you again?" Bobby asked, as Amy was about to go.

Amy smiled. "Where do you live?"

"In a fraternity — Phi Alpha Beta — we have a big party every Saturday. You could come then."

"We'll see, okay? But now I have to go, I'm really late." Amy kissed Bobby lightly on the lips.

"Can you at least tell me your last name?"

Amy grinned and said, "Just Amy."

Bobby watched the sexiest woman he knew drive away. Just Amy, he thought.

"I can't believe you!" Suzanne said after hearing Amy's story. "So what happened at the Marriot with Nick?"

Amy couldn't help laughing. "Nothing. We played a little. I teased a few guys. And then we went home."

"Did you tell Nick about Bobby, or the dyke?"

"No. I decided not to. It was like Gage and the homeless man in the alley. It was so demented, I was afraid of what he might do."

"You mean he'd be jealous? Or like it too much?”

"Probably both,” Amy said.  Suzanne rolled her eyes and then laughed.

Amy lay in bed and rubbed her clit. She brought her other hand to her breasts and played with her nipples. She was so horny, she needed relief. She reached into her nightstand and grabbed the dildo. It was 9 inches and thick. She rubbed the head of the dildo over her pussy lips to get it wet, and then inserted a few inches inside her. She flipped the switch, causing the dildo to vibrate and send waves of pleasure through her body. Her fingers worked furiously over her clit, and she stroked the dildo in and out of her pussy. In moments, she had an orgasm.

Amy threw the covers back over herself and covered her eyes with her arm. Playing with herself provided some release, but it wasn't satisfying.

They were playing the game constantly now, almost every night. But instead of satisfying her, the game just made her more frustrated. Most nights she'd flirt and tease men while Nick watched, getting the men and herself hotter than hell. But then Nick would take her home and make love to her, always cumming quickly, and never satisfying her. Sometimes she'd let herself be picked up, and she'd get a good fucking. But her relief would be short lived, because then Nick would take her home, and his lovemaking increased her sexual frustration, instead of satisfying it.

A couple weeks ago, Amy told Suzanne about her frustrations with Nick’s lovemaking.  Suzanne had said, "It's like an inch. You can scratch it, and it'll go away for a while. But then, if you tickle it, the inch is worse than ever. That's what Nick does. He tickles, he doesn't itch."

Amy had frowned at Suzanne when she said that, but she couldn't deny the truth of her friend's words.

Amy decided she had to get out of bed. Walking to the shower, she paused in front of the mirror, and looked at herself. She examined her face. She knew she was pretty, maybe even beautiful, and looked younger than her 28 years. She touched her breasts and traced around her nipples. They immediately got hard. Her hands trailed down to her softly rounded, flat tummy. It was a miracle she wasn't pregnant. She wondered what it would be like to be pregnant. She turned so she could see her slim profile, wondering what she would look like if a baby was growing inside her. She loved skin against skin. She thanked God none of her one-night stands had gotten her pregnant.

Amy's gaze lingered on her reflection in her mirror. Her body and pretty face were a curse as much as a blessing. She craved sex. It had been that way in high school and college. She had been able to control her urges since getting married. Now, though, her urges had resurfaced with a vengeance.

Nick wanted to play again tonight. She realized it was her most fertile time of the month. She took a few extra condoms from her nightstand and stuffed them in her purse.

Amy walked into the bar. She scanned the crowd, looking for her date. Nick wasn't there. The plan was she'd tell him about it later.

"He's the plan," her husband had said that morning. He showed her a picture on his phone of a handsome man.  "This is Caleb.  He’s an old college friend, and he’s in town tonight. He recently got divorced. I told him I had an unmarried friend — you — who’s great looking and available. So, you go and meet him at the bar, and see what happens. He was wild in college, you'll have a great time. But remember — he thinks you're not married, so don't wear your rings."

Amy saw Caleb at a corner booth. "Caleb?" she asked.

Caleb looked up, and a big smile formed on his face. Man, she's even better looking than Nick described, he thought. He got up and kissed Amy on the cheek.

"Hi, it's good to meet you," he said.

Caleb put his hand on Amy's back and guided her into the booth. As he did, he let his hand wander down her back, to right above her ass. Amy didn't stop him. Instead, she looked at him and smiled. Caleb felt like he had hit the jackpot. Nick was right, this bitch was hot for it, so there was no sense in going slow. Caleb moved his hand to her leg, resting his hand on her thigh. His cock jumped in his pants when he felt the garter strap under his beautiful date's skirt.

As Caleb and Amy petted in the booth, they didn't notice a man looking at them from the bar. It was Ethan, and he couldn't believe what he was seeing. Ethan had gone to college with both Nick and Caleb. Ethan and Nick had always been rivals, and they hated each other.

When Ethan saw Amy walk into the bar a few minutes ago, he expected Nick would follow. He was going to leave, he had no interest being in the same place as Nick. Especially when Amy was with him. Nick knew he had the prettiest girl in town, probably the state, so whenever he saw Ethan he always found some way to gloat.

Now Amy was sitting not 30 feet away from him, and she was acting like a complete slut with a man who wasn't her husband. Ethan hadn't seen Caleb since college, but they had been good friends. When he saw Caleb go to the bar for drinks, he followed him, and pulled him aside.

After a quick hello, Ethan got to the point. "Caleb, what the fuck are you doing with Nick's wife?"

"Nick's wife? What do you mean? Amy isn't Nick's wife, she's not even married. Nick set me up with her."

Ethan thought quickly. Even though he despised Nick, their social circles overlapped, and they often went to the same parties. He often saw Amy flirting with other men. And he thought he had seen a gold anklet around Amy's ankle just now. It didn't prove anything, but — could it be? He knew some wives in open marriages – hot wives – wore gold anklets.  Was it possible?  Were Nick and Amy into that lifestyle?

But who cared? It was clear Amy was looking for some action tonight, and this was his big chance to finally get into her pants, and royalty fuck Nick over. "Listen Caleb, you owe me big time from school. Remember that time I bailed your ass out of trouble? Well, I’m calling in that favor."

"Okay, okay," Caleb said. "What do you want?"

Ethan grinned. "Here's what we're going to do."

Caleb had his tongue down Amy's throat. Even better, she was returning his kisses, and her tongue was playing with his.

They were on the bed in Caleb's hotel room, and his hands were roaming over the sexy blonde's tight body. God she’s so hot, he thought.

Caleb quickly pulled off her blouse and unsnapped her bra. Her tits were perfect. He cupped and fondled them, and sucked on her nipples, causing Amy to moan and writhe under his mouth. As he continued to play with her tits, Caleb reached down and pulled Amy's skirt up. He wasn't going to waste time taking it off, he just bunched it around her waist. Amy opened her legs and pushed Caleb's hand to her pussy. "Touch me," she begged.

She's such a hot slut, Caleb thought. He covered her pussy with his hand, and then ripped off her panties. He finger fucked her for a few minutes. He felt Amy's hands move to his belt. He got up and quickly took off his clothes.

Caleb kept himself in shape and had a big cock. Right now it was rock hard and pointing at Amy's pretty face. "Is this what you want, slut?" Caleb lustfully asked.

Amy answered by wrapping her hands around his cock, and putting the head in her mouth. Soon Caleb was slowly fucking Amy's face. Knowing that his cock was in the mouth of Nick's wife turned him on even more. Nick was his friend, but still.  Caleb couldn't believe Nick would share his wife with other men. He had heard about guys who were into that kind of thing, but if he had a wife as good looking as Amy he wouldn't let another man within a city block of her.

Amy was a good cocksucker. He knew if he let her continue he'd soon cum. That's not what he wanted, so he reluctantly pulled out of the pretty blonde's hot mouth, and moved between her slim legs. He allowed himself a moment to caress Amy's shapely legs. He ran his fingers along the lacy stocking tops, and up and down her garter straps.

"Please," Amy begged.

Caleb smiled. He edged up Amy's open legs. Amy reached over to her purse and pulled out a condom. "Oh come on," Caleb protested.

"We have to," Amy urged. She quickly rolled the condom onto Caleb’s shaft, and then lay back down on the bed. She reached between her legs and guided Caleb's cock to the entrance of her pussy. She moaned when he entered her. Amy was so tight that it took a few moments to get completely inside her, but soon he was roughly pounding the hot blonde. Amy was moaning and writhing under Caleb, loving the rough pounding she was receiving.

Caleb was fucking Amy in the missionary position, but then he shifted and pulled Amy until they were on their sides. Amy liked the new position, as Caleb's cock went in and out at different angles. Amy wrapped her leg around Caleb and dug her stiletto heel into the back of his calf, urging Caleb to get even deeper inside of her.

Caleb looked over Amy's shoulder, to the figure behind them. He nodded.

Suddenly, Amy felt hands on her back. She tried to look behind her, but Caleb took her head in his hands and French kissed her. Amy felt a big hard cock touch her asshole and tried to pull away. But the hands on her were too strong. She felt a cock being pushed into her.

"No, no," she pleaded, although Caleb's tongue was still down her throat. It hurt! Tears formed in her sweet blue eyes.

Amy had taken it from behind before, but never two at one time. As the man behind her pushed deeper into her ass, Caleb continued to pound her pussy from the front. The man behind her was so big that he was having a hard time penetrating Amy's tight hole.

The two men seemed to instinctively sense what to do, because in concert they rolled over, so Caleb was on his back and Amy was on top of him, Caleb's cock still impaled inside her pussy. This gave the man behind Amy more leverage, and he pushed deeper into Amy's ass. Tears fell down Amy' face. The man behind her was too big, she felt like she was being torn apart. Breaking away from Caleb's mouth. Amy cried, "Stop, it hurts!"

Caleb loved to hear them beg. He was into rough S&M, and that was one of the reasons his ex-wife divorced him. He didn’t care Amy was Nick’s wife.  If he was willing to be rough with his wife (his now ex-wife), he certainly was willing to be rough with Nick’s. He grinned and cruelly licked the tears from Amy's pretty face.

The man behind Amy pushed another few inches into her ass. He then started to pump in and out of her, with each stroke edging his cock deeper in. Caleb continued pounding Amy's pussy, and soon the two men were in a rhythm, Caleb pushing into Amy's pussy when the other man pulled out of her ass. This allowed the man behind Amy to get more of his cock into Amy's ass on each of his thrusts, and soon he had his cock completely buried in her.

At some point, the pain turned to pleasure. Amy had never felt so full. The men’s hands and mouths were all over her, hitting all of her pleasure spots. She started gyrating her pelvis to match the guys' rhythm, pushing down on Caleb during his thrust into her pussy, and up on the man behind her on his, trying to get as much of their cocks inside her with each stroke. The man behind her kissed the back of her neck and Caleb explored her mouth with his tongue. Amy no longer resisted, and returned Caleb's kisses, wrapping her tongue around his.

"I'm cumming," Caleb groaned. He gripped Amy in his arms as he repeated pumped into her, cumming in the condom. He relaxed his grip after his orgasm subsided.

The other guy pulled Amy off Caleb, and then pushed her front down onto the bed. Amy's head was buried in the pillow. The guy savagely fucked Amy in the ass. This time, though, Amy thought the pounding felt amazing, and she moaned into the pillow. Abruptly, the man pulled out of Amy's ass. Amy groaned. She couldn't help feeling disappointed. All of a sudden, she felt so empty.

Amy felt herself being twirled around, and then she was looking into the face of the man who had been fucking her ass. "Ethan?" Amy said, bewildered.

"Yes, me, Ethan,” Ethan said, an evil grin on his face. "So little Nicky likes you to fuck other men, huh?"

Ethan wiped his dirty cock with the sheet, and then positioned himself between Amy's legs. He rubbed his cock against Amy's pussy lips. He said, "You have no idea how long I've wanted to do this."

Amy knew she couldn't stop Ethan from fucking her. She didn't want him to stop. She hadn't cum yet and wanted to be fucked more.

Amy looked at Ethan's cock. It was massive, as big as she had ever seen. She wanted that big cock inside her, pounding her. But she knew she couldn't let Ethan fuck her bareback.

"Ethan, please, use a condom. In my purse."

Ethan continued to grin. "Amy, there's no fucking way."

"Please Ethan," Amy frantically begged. "I’m not on birth control.  And this isn't a good time of the month for me."

Ethan's grin widened as understanding hit him. "You're ovulating, aren't you?" Amy hesitantly nodded. An idea hit Ethan. He reached for Amy's purse and pulled out a condom. "Okay, Amy, I'll wear a condom if you answer some questions. Okay?"

Amy didn't see any other choice. She nodded.

"Nick likes to watch you fuck other men, doesn't he?"

Amy hesitated. She knew Nick and Ethan hated each other, and she didn't want to betray her husband's secrets. "Answer me," Ethan ordered, pushing an inch of his bare cock into her unprotected pussy.

"Yes, he does," Amy quickly said, realizing she had no choice.

Ethan thought about the hot wife porn he had read on the Internet. What else could he ask her?

"Does Nick have a little dick?"

Amy hesitantly nodded.

"Does he want you to fuck men with bigger cocks?"

"Yes."

"Do you like getting fucked by big cocks?"

"Yes."

Ethan leaned over. "Then you're going to love this," Ethan hissed into Amy's ear. In the same moment, Ethan plunged his bare cock into Amy's unprotected pussy.

Amy screamed "No!" at the sudden penetration, especially since she knew he hadn’t put a condom on.  She pushed away from Ethan with all her strength. But Ethan was too big and strong. He savagely fucked Amy with his cock. Amy tried to scream again, but Ethan covered her mouth with his.

Ethan roughly fondled Amy's tits and pinched her nipples. Amy's sexy body was already so aroused, so it wasn't long before she began to respond to Ethan's fucking. She couldn't help herself. She wrapped her long shapely legs around Ethan and dug her heels into the back of his thighs, urging him to fuck her even harder.

Amy appealed to Ethan one more time. "Ethan, please, pull out, don't cum inside me," she begged.

"Fuck that!" Ethan thought. He had long wanted to fuck Amy. She was so hot! The fact that he was fucking the wife of a man he hated made it even more sweet.

There was no way he was going to wear a condom or pull out. He wanted to shoot his sperm into her and get the bitch pregnant. Having his baby growing inside Amy would be his ultimate "fuck you" to Nick. It would also forever bond him to this sexy blonde, making him part of her life. He might get to fuck her again.  He relished that thought.

So instead of pulling out, Ethan brought Amy's legs over his shoulders. This let him thrust even deeper into Nick’s wife.

Ethan was about to cum. Amy sensed it and pleaded, "no no no," but she no longer tried to push Ethan away. She was close to her own orgasm too.

Ethan's muscular body tensed, and then he plunged one last time into Amy, shooting his virile seed into Amy's fertile and unprotected womb. Despite herself, Amy thrilled to the feel of the cum shooting into her, and she came along with him.

Ethan kept Amy impaled on his cock for long moments as his cum continued to shoot inside of her. He finally pulled out, and Amy got up, and on shaky legs she dressed. Ethan and Caleb watched.  They didn't stop her. With one more look at Ethan and Caleb, Amy left.

Nick sat across from Ethan, in Ethan's office. He was there to make a deal.

Nick was pissed. Not at his wife. He knew he had put Amy in situations that could easily get out of control. It wasn't her fault. He was angry at Caleb, and Ethan, and himself. He should never have let Amy go out by herself.

"Okay, Ethan, let's dispense with the bullshit. I know you probably videoed fucking my wife. You always did that in college. You give me the video and agree to never tell anyone, and I give you a million dollars. And don't think I'm going to trust your word. This is all going to be in writing, and they'll be major penalties if you breach the contract."

Ethan grinned. He said, "Nick, don't believe for a second you're in control of this situation. Fuck you, I don't need your money. But I've got a counteroffer. First, you're right, I've got it all on video, including the part where your pretty wife tells me you've got a tiny dick, and says she's a slut for big cocks like mine. I'll give you the video, and not tell anyone, and I'll sign whatever you want me to sign. But here's what I get. If Amy is pregnant, then she has the baby. No abortion. And after the baby is born, we get a paternity test.  You don’t have to worry about me trying to get into the baby’s life if I’m the father.  I just want to know.  Deal?"

Nick fumed at Ethan. But he knew he had no choice. "Fine. Assuming Amy agrees. It is her body, after all."

Ethan grinned menacingly. "Yes, it is her body. And what a wonderful body it is."

Nick sat in his car, thinking about what had just happened. He hated Ethan, despised him. He hated that Ethan had even touched his wife, much less fucked her, or gotten her pregnant.

At the same time, it made him so hot. The thought of Amy getting gang banged, and begging for more, of being double penetrated by Caleb and Ethan. It was all so hot.

Nick had gotten everything he wanted. Amy was the perfect wife, beautiful with a sexy body. She gave him everything and satisfied all his fantasies.

Of course, he hoped that Amy wasn't pregnant. But if she was, then he would deal with it. He would still love his wife, and he'd learn to love the baby. As he decided this, Mr. Brightside began playing over the radio. Nick couldn't help smiling. How appropriate.


RUINING YOUR WIFE

I love screwing married women. And finding couples who want to screw is easier than you might think. I go to hotel bars outside the city and look for couples where the husband is spending more time than his wife checking out the guys in the bar. Before I make my move, I always make sure they're wearing wedding rings, to make sure they're married.  Otherwise, what’s the point?

I strike up a conversation with the husband, and maybe have a drink with them — it doesn't take long to find out whether the wife is available. I ask the husband if I can dance with his wife. If he says yes, then I know I've probably read them right. I make sure the wife feels my big hard cock while we're dancing, and I let my hands wander over her body. I make sure the husband sees me feeling his wife up on the dance floor. Sometimes I get a slap in the face, or the husband tells me to get lost. Most times, though, the husband buys me a drink, and moves over so his pretty wife can sit between him and me at the bar. At that point I know for sure I'm going to get some married pussy tonight.

I've got a pretty big cock. Long and thick. I think husbands who are into this kind of thing have small dicks, because I've never been with a couple where my dick wasn't a lot bigger than his.

I love watching the wife's face when she sees my big cock for the first time. Man, do their eyes get big! And entering her tight pussy for the first time is great! Hearing her moan and groan as I get more and more inside of her, and seeing her hands clutch the bed as I get all the way in, it's great.

I take my time, so she can get used to my size. But pretty soon I'm screwing her real good, and she's panting and moaning and wrapping her long legs around me. When I feel she's close to cumming, I back off until she calms down. Then I start up again. I do this a few times, getting her close, but not letting her go over the edge. I love to hear them whimper, and beg me in front of their husbands to fuck them and make them cum.

Fucking is great, but that's not what really gets me off. I love playing with their heads. I want to take their nice little blissful marriage and turn it upside down. I want the husband to know that I own his pretty wife's body.  Not him. Me.  And I want the wife to know that her husband is just a sissy boy with a little dick not worth fucking anymore.

Sometimes I'll have the wife give me and her husband a blow job at the same time, so our cocks are right next to each other. I'll motion to his little dick and say something like, "Dude, you're really small! Now I get why your wife needs other cock!" I say this as a joke, but sometimes I've seen husbands cum when I say shit like that. I'll say to the wife, "Man, your husband really gets off on me fucking you. Guess he knows he can't give you what you need."

All this talk is bound to start working in the wife's head. Pretty soon she's wondering if she's married to a real man, or a wimp. I mean, really, what real man would let other guys fuck his wife?

Then I turn it up a notch. I'll ask the husband to take my dick and guide it into his wife's pussy. Or I'll ask the husband to pump me a few times with his hand, or play with my balls, to get me hard for his wife. I'm not into dudes or even curious about it. But I get rock hard because I'm watching the wife's face and I see her reaction as her husband plays with my cock. She's got to be thinking that her husband is a wimp for doing this. She probably starts thinking that her husband might be gay or bi.

I like playing other games, too. I like fucking the wife on their wedding anniversary, and on his birthday. I want the husband to know that his wife prefers me over him, and I want the wife to lose even more respect for her husband because he lets me take her on these special days.

I encourage the husband to beat off a lot. This is easy to do. I'll call him up at work and describe in great detail all the things I've done to his wife, and everything I'm planning to do to her. I'm sure the husband is in his office bathroom jerking off just as soon as I hang up. Sometimes I do this a few times a day. I want him to beat off a lot because I want him to be limp when he's trying to have sex with his wife. I want the wife to be comparing my big hard cock to his little soft dick, even when I'm not with them.

I like to get the wife to change her appearance for me, in ways that her husband doesn't like, just to show my power over her. One time I was playing with a couple, and the wife had long lush blond hair. Her husband loved her hair. But I got her to cut it real short and dye it black, because I told her I liked it better that way.

She actually looked a lot better as a blond, but I liked the control over her.  And I wanted her husband to see the control I had over his wife.

She kept it that way for me for over 3 years. By the end her hair was cut really short, and it was midnight black. I even got her to get some permanent makeup applied to darken her eyebrows, so she looked more like a brunette.

After I broke it off with them, she tried to get her hair back the way it was, but she was never able to.  I suppose harsh dyes for 3 years damages hair.  Anyway, her hair was never as blond as before. She had to color it to get it blond, but the color never looked natural again — the blond color looked fake. And it looked even more fake since her eyebrows were now permanently dark, not blond like before.

It makes me hard just thinking about what I did to them.  What I did to her.  I turned her from natural blonde to bottle blonde.  It makes me laugh, and also gets my dick hard.  Especially when I think about how her husband probably wishes they had never met me. 

You might think I'm evil. And maybe I am. 

But what do you expect? You don't really think you can play these games, let a real man fuck and control your wife, and then go back to suburbia and pretend like it never happened. Let me be blunt — if you let another man fuck your wife, your lives are going to change forever. And if you run into me, or someone like me — well, let's just say, you have no clue how I'm going to fuck up your lives.

Let me tell you about the most extreme thing I ever did. They were in their early 30s, no kids, happily married and looking to spice up their sex life. The wife was incredibly hot. She had perfect tits, a flat stomach, and a tight ass. A pretty face, blond hair. Her best feature were her legs. They were long, slim and shapely. I loved fucking her.

But I couldn't stand the two of them. They were rich and even though she loved my cock, she always acted like she was slumming with me. I also couldn't stand the way she just loved her beautiful face and smoking body. Don't get me wrong, she was stunning and had a great body. But she acted like she was the best thing since sliced bread.  Like her face and body were God’s gift to men.

So, I decided that I was going to do whatever I could to take it all away from her.  And from her husband.  When I was done with them, she’d no longer have her pretty face and sexy body.  And he’d no longer have a super-hot wife.

Like I said, she loved my cock, and even though she thought she was better than me, she'd do anything for a good fucking. So, I started telling her how I thought she was too thin, and that she needed to put some meat on her bones. We started going out to eat all the time, and I got her to stop going to the gym by just fucking her all the time. She started putting on weight, and within about six months she had put on about 10 pounds. She was looking flabby, but she was still a head turner.

I started pressuring her to get pregnant. I told her it was a major turn on for many men to fuck married, pregnant women (which is the truth). The reason why she hadn't had kids up to that point was because she didn't want to ruin her figure.  She was too vain and protective of her looks. But I kept the pressure on, and finally she got pregnant. I'm probably the father since by that point she wasn't fucking her husband much, but I don't really care if it was me or him.

That was five years ago. Fast forward to today, and she has since had that baby, and two more, each time under intense pressure from me. Her hot tight body is long gone. When I met her, she was firm.  So tight you could bounce a coin off her ass and stomach. Now, she's about 25 pounds overweight, with a flabby ass and paunchy belly, and her once perfect breasts sag from weight gain and breast feeding her 3 brats.

She used to have the most amazing legs, but no more.  Her calves are still shapely, but her once firm slim thighs are now thick and ruined by bumpy cellulite.

And her beautiful face?  She’s still attractive (especially when she gets dolled up with heavy makeup) but looking old and tired from chasing around her kids.  Her stunning super-model face is a shadow of what it used to look like.

So husbands, if you're looking for someone to ruin your pretty sexy wife, then get in touch with me. I'll ruin her for you. I'll do a real good job.


WIFE DATES ANOTHER MAN

​Originally published as My Wife with Another Man - Thrills and Regrets

My name is Will and my wife is Jane.  We’ve been married 3 years after meeting on one of those internet dating sites. 

We live in a neighborhood where most of the people are our age, late-20s to early-30s.  Most – including me and Jane – don’t have kids yet, so we often socialize together.

Garrett is in our friend group.  He’s still single and goes from one girlfriend to the next.  He’s nice but clearly has commitment issues.

When we get together with our neighborhood friends, often there’s a lot of playful flirting.  It’s harmless and fun.  Almost always, Garrett flirts with Jane.  I don’t think my wife minds because Garrett is handsome and athletic.  I think Jane finds him attractive, and often she flirts back.  Whenever I see Jane flirting with Garrett, I get strangely excited.  I say strangely because I’ve always been a jealous person.  Anyway, those evenings always end up with great sex.

Garrett and Jane both work from home so sometimes they see each other during the day, like at the park, the Starbucks or the grocery store.  When I get home from work, I always ask Jane if she saw Garrett that day.  If she did, I pepper her with questions about what they talked about, if they flirted, what she was wearing, and it always leads to passionate sex.

Jane was no dummy and she started seeing a pattern.  She teased me that I had a fetish about seeing her with another man.  It took me a while to accept it, because like I said, I’ve always been a jealous person. But I saw the same pattern as Jane, so eventually I accepted that it got me hot – as well as jealous – when I thought about Jane and Garrett together. 

Now that I accepted my kinky side, I encouraged Jane to dress sexy around Garrett. She thought I was crazy, but after some cajoling she finally agreed. On days she thought she might run into Garrett, she began wearing tighter jeans and tops. Sometimes she'd even wear short skirts and heels. It was thrilling thinking of Garrett getting hard looking at my sexy wife. At night I'd pepper Jane with questions on days she ran into Garrett. She'd always roll her eyes, but eventually she'd tell me if she'd caught Garrett stealing a look at her legs or down her blouse, and we'd have great sex.

It didn't surprise me that Garrett found my wife hot. Jane is a very pretty blonde, her soft hair falling just past her shoulders. Her breasts are small but fit her petite frame, and they're perfectly formed.  Her stomach is flat and sexy, and her behind is tight. Her legs are her best feature, which are long and shapely.

After a couple months of playing this “flirting game,” we invited Garrett over for dinner.  This was kind of unusual.  It was common for singles and couples to mix when our friend group got together.  But when it wasn’t the entire group, mostly couples socialized with couples, and singles socialized with singles.

Jane was reluctant to invite Garrett by himself to dinner, as it kind of broke a social norm, but I bugged her about it and she eventually gave in.  I wanted to up this flirting game we had going on with Garrett. At my urging, Jane wore a clingy turtleneck, short skirt and tights. Everything was black, which really highlighted her natural blonde hair. She looked incredibly hot.

After dinner, the three of us were relaxing around watching TV in our family room. Jane and I sat on the sofa while Garrett sat across from us. Jane was snuggled into me, and her skirt had ridden up, exposing her shapely legs.

I saw Garrett stealing glances at Jane’s legs, which excited me. Trying to kick things up a bit, I playfully tickled Jane. She laughed and tickled back, and soon we were laughing and wrestling on the sofa. In the process, Jane's skirt rode up even higher, to just below the soft swell of her shapely ass.

Jane must have realized that she was about to flash her behind to Garrett. She tried to pull her skirt down, but I held her firm. "Will, stop," she pleaded, still laughing.

"Why?" I teased. "Your legs are fantastic, all your skirts should be this short." I looked over at Garrett, grinning. "Don't you think so?"

Jane looked over too. Garrett couldn't seem to take his eyes off Jane's skirt, bunched dangerously high, and her long shapely legs. Long moments passed. Without taking his eyes off my wife's exposed legs, Garrett finally said, "Yeah, she has incredible legs." I sensed Jane blush.

I laughed to try to break the awkward moment. "So, you think Jane should wear shorter skirts, too?" I asked.

Garrett's eyes traveled along her long legs. I felt Jane almost shudder under his gaze, and my cock throbbed. Finally, Garrett grinned and said, "Definitely."

Jane finally managed to pull away from me. She pulled her skirt down and walked to the kitchen. "You're both crazy," she said as she returned with another bottle of wine.

We had great sex that night. "Garrett was so hot for you," I hissed as I fucked her. "He couldn't take his eyes off you. He's probably masturbating right now, thinking of running his hands over your legs, and fucking you." Jane didn't say anything, but she was definitely more turn-on than usual.

I encouraged Jane to buy shorter skirts, and wear them more often. One day while shopping I pointed out a black leather mini-skirt displayed on a manikin. "Garrett would love to see you in that, don't you think?"

"Just stop," Jane said laughing.

"Come on, you should buy it for your boyfriend."

Jane jabbed me in the ribs. "You jerk, he's not my boyfriend."

"Okay, then your lover."

"You know he's not my lover."

"Maybe not yet. But you're hot for each other. It's only a matter of time."

Jane shook her head and rolled her eyes at me. "Whatever." She browsed the rack and found her size.  She modeled the mini-skirt in front of a mirror. It fell a few inches above her knees.

"It's short," she said. Most of Jane's skirts were knee length. This one was shorter than any Jane owned.

"You should buy it. Your boyfriend said he wanted to see you in shorter skirts."

Jane rolled her eyes again, but she bought the skirt.

I couldn't help teasing her as we left the store. "I thought you said he's not your boyfriend."

"I bought it to wear for you, not Garrett,” Jane insisted.  But I wondered if that was true.  I’d bugged Jane to wear mini-skirts in the past and she always said no.  This was the first time she agreed to buy one.  And this was a leather mini-skirt, which was definitely unusual for my normally conservatively dressed wife.

The next weekend, we invited Garrett to go out to dinner with us. Again, it was unusual among our friend group for a couple to take a single man out to dinner.  So probably Garrett suspected something was up.  It didn’t stop him from accepting our invitation though.

Jane wore her new black leather mini-skirt that weekend. Along with the mini-skirt she wore a sheer white blouse. Underneath she wore matching lacy black bra and panties, and black hose.

Garrett's eyes practically popped out of his head when he saw Jane. It was probably the shortest skirt she had ever worn. With her high heels, her slim legs seemed to go on and on forever.

Garrett was riveted to Jane all night, and she loved the attention. I did everything I could to encourage their flirting. I made sure their drinks were continually re-filled, and made every excuse to leave them alone. Seeing them together got me so hot. As the evening progressed, aided by drinks, they edged closer to each other in the booth, their faces almost touched as they flirted and laughed. Looking at them, you would think Jane was with Garrett, not me.

As I returned with a new round of drinks, Jane broke away from Garrett, looking a little guilty for paying so much attention to Garrett instead of me. "Let's dance," she said to me as she grabbed my hand.

"Not me, I'm too tired." I motioned Jane's hand to Garrett. "Garrett, do me a favor and dance with my wife, and let me sit here and enjoy my drink."

Garrett didn't hesitate to jump up and take Jane's hand. As he led her to the dance floor, Jane looked back at me and playfully stuck her tongue out at me.

The DJ was playing fast songs. As soon as I could, I headed over to the DJ and gave him $20 to play a set of slow songs. Jane and Garrett had disappeared in the crowd. I searched through the club and found them just as the first slow song began. The dance floor was crowded enough that I was able to watch without being seen.

Jane didn't seem to know what to do when the slow song began. Garrett whispered something in her ear. Maybe it was a joke, because Jane laughed. That seemed to break the ice, because Jane took Garrett's hands when he offered them to her. At first they were holding hands, dancing and talking. Gradually, Garrett pulled her closer to him, until eventually he had his arms around her.

I was so hard it hurt. Watching Garrett press his body against my wife was incredibly thrilling. As they swayed to the slow music, Garrett began to lightly caress Jane's back, twirling her soft blonde hair in his fingers, then trailing his fingers down her back to just above her behind.

At first, they continued to talk as Garrett did this, his movements done almost absentmindedly. But it seemed Jane was having a harder and harder time to continue the conversation. Maybe she had had too much to drink? Maybe she was getting too turned on? Eventually Jane gave up talking and rested her cheek against Garrett's chest.

Garrett used this as an opportunity to wrap his arms around Jane. His caresses continued, but now his hand was caressing her side. I was sure his fingers were running along the side of her breasts, feeling the lace of her demi-bra.

At first Jane tensed, but as the music continued she relaxed and let Garrett touch her. Garrett's caresses were so subtle to be non-threatening. Yet, he was practically cupping her breasts. My heart was pounding in my chest. If I watched much more I was going to cum in my pants.

The slow songs ended, causing Jane and Garrett to part and awkwardly look at each other. Jane smiled and kissed Garrett on the cheek — thanking him for the dance? — and headed back to our table. I quickly made my way back to the table and pretended like I had been there the whole time.

That night we fucked like newlyweds. Our sex from frantic and urgent.  The next morning, we took our time with slow love making.

"I watched him touch you," I said as we slowly made love. "I watched him fondle you."

"I'm sorry," Jane said alarmed. "I --"

I cut off her apology with a kiss. "I'm not mad. Jealous, yes, but it turned me on."

"It excited you?" Jane hesitantly asked. "To see Garrett touching me?"

"Oh god, yes! I was so hard it hurt."

"I think I was drunk. I think Garrett was too."

I kissed Jane again. "I told you I’m not mad, so you don't need to make excuses. I saw how turned on you were. Anyway, I paid the DJ to play slow songs. I wanted Garrett to hit on you."

"You're joking?" Jane asked, her tone serious.

"Does that really surprise you?"

"No — I guess not," she said softly.

"I wish it had gone farther."

"Farther?"

"I wish he had taken you to a storeroom — or the back alley — and fucked you."

"You're not serious."

“I think I am,” I said.

Jane tried to scowl, but we were both close to cumming. "You're crazy," she managed to say between heavy breathing. We both came, almost at the same time.

We were silent for long moments, both of us still breathing hard. "If it ever happens, I won’t be mad," I told my wife, breaking the silence. "You have my permission if you want to sleep with Garrett."

Jane didn't answer. Instead, she kissed me and fondled my balls, and we began another round of lovemaking.

It happened about a month later.

I was going on a business trip. "You should hang with Garrett,” I told my wife.  “Maybe go see a movie or something.”

“Will, that’s crazy,” Jane said.  “I’m married and he’s single.  I can’t go out alone with him.”

“You’re friends and you already spend time together alone,” I reminded her.  It was true.  They both worked from home and had flexible schedules.  A few times every week they took walks around the park or went to Starbucks together just to break up the work day and have some human contact.  “How’s a movie at night any different?”

It worked better than I hoped. I was gone 4 nights. Jane and Garrett were together 2 nights, the first time going to a movie, the second time getting beers and nachos at a sports bar to watch Thursday night football. I was in a constant state of arousal, wondering and hoping about what might be happening.

I got home late Friday night. I found Jane in the family room. She looked nervous.  As soon as I sat down she took my hands in hers. "I need to tell you something," she began hesitantly.

She took a deep breath, and looked like she was building up her courage. I didn't say anything. I started getting hard. Was she going to say what I was hoping to hear?

Finally, she said, "I slept with Garrett last night."

My throat dried up, and I felt dizzy. I wasn't able to speak. "Oh my god," I thought. "It happened."

Jane misunderstood my silence. Alarmed, she quickly added, "I mean, we didn't sleep together. But ... we had sex."

She looked at me anxiously, fear in her eyes. "Are you mad?"

I took her into my arms and passionately kissed her. "I love you so much!" I said between kisses.

We started making out. I unbuttoned her blouse and cupped her breasts. She wasn't wearing a bra. I rubbed her nipples the way I knew she liked it. "Tell me what happened. Tell me everything."

Jane told me they were both tipsy last night drinking beers as they watched the football game.  The game was background noise, though, as they mostly talked and laughed.  They had a great time together.  And the sexual tension, already present, grew the more time they spent together.

Time flew by.  Before they knew it, they were closing the bar.  They hailed a cab home as they both had too many beers to drive.  Garrett invited Jane up to his condo for a night cap.  Normally she wouldn’t go.  She was married and he was single, after all.  But all the beer lowered her inhibitions and affected her good sense. 

"He'd been flirting with me all night, and I'd been..." Jane hesitated, her voice trailing off.

"And you flirted back," I said, completing her sentence.

Jane nodded, her eyes again uncertain.

I kissed her. "You don't have to worry.  I’m not mad." I brought her hands to my crotch, letting her feel how hard and excited I was. "I love what you did."

Jane kissed me. "I love you so much,” she said. She unzipped my pants and began stroking my hard cock.

"I love you too. Tell me what happened next."

"We were sitting on the sofa, sipping wine. Then we both stopped talking. It was one of those awkward silences. Then Garrett took my wine glass away, and he put his down on the table too, and then he — well — he kissed me."

"Did you try to push him away?"

"Well, I — no, I guess I didn't," she replied honestly. "After the last few months, it felt — well — natural, or inevitable, or something like that."

Things happened fast after that. Garrett fondled her over her clothes, cupping her tits and rubbing her nipples. His hands explored her body, caressing her long legs.

She didn't stop him when he reached under her skirt. She was soaking by that time. He brought her to her first orgasm with his hand. Then he unbuttoned her blouse and unsnapped her bra. She was soon writhing under him as he sucked and rubbed her nipples.

Garrett reached behind and unzipped her skirt, and in one motion pulled it and her panties and pantyhose off. She was nude, except for her blouse and bra which were open and hanging loosely off her shoulders. She was completely exposed to him.

Garrett unzipped his pants and took out his hard cock. He pulled Jane to the edge of the sofa, putting her slim legs over his shoulders. With his hand he guided his cock to her pussy lips, and then began to slowly push into her.

I felt lightheaded as Jane spoke. "Is he big?" I asked.

"Yes," Jane said, still stroking me.

"Bigger than me?"

She nodded.

"How much bigger?"

Holding my penis in one hand, she motioned with her other. "About this much longer," she said, holding her other hand about 5 inches past the tip of my cockhead. "And about this thick." She circled my penis with her hands. The circle was about as wide around as her slim wrist. My cock twitched as she told me this.

“Wow.  That’s really big.”

“Yes,” Jane agreed.

"So, he’s about twice as big as me?"

Jane nodded.

"Say it. I want to hear you say it."

"Garrett is twice as big as you."

“Say cock,” I told my wife.

“Garrett’s cock is twice as big as yours,” Jane said.

I moaned.  My cock twitched again as she continued to slowly stroke me. I was so close to cumming.

"Did it feel good? Inside you?  Getting fucked by that big cock?"

"Yeah. I mean, it took a while to get use to it.  Especially the thickness. But it felt good."

"Did he make you cum? On his cock?"

"Yes. I think I came twice while he was inside me. Or maybe it was just one long orgasm."

"Where did Garrett cum?"

"What?"

"Where did he cum? Inside you? In your mouth? On your tits?"

Jane grew alarmed. "Oh my god, I didn't think of that!"

"Where did he cum?" I asked again. Jane wasn't on the pill.  She didn’t like what it did to her body, often giving her headaches and making her gain weight.  We used the rhythm method.  I either pulled out or used a condom when she was ovulating.  And since we were married and eventually wanted to start a family, it wouldn’t be the worst thing in the world if she got pregnant.

"Oh my god. Will, it all just happened..."

"WHERE?" I asked again.

"Oh god. I wasn't thinking ... Garrett came inside me."

I couldn't hold off any longer. My cock jerked and I came on Jane's hand.

The next day Jane cried. Reality set in, and she felt remorse for having sex outside our marriage.

"You weren't cheating on me," I assured her. "Don't you understand, this is what I wanted? I wanted you to have sex with Garrett."

After hours of reassurances, I finally convinced Jane that I was okay with it all. That night we made love. She felt different. I'm not big in that department, but still Jane fits me like a tight glove. This time she felt loose, even a day after being with Garrett. Even though I didn't feel as much while fucking her, I still came quickly. Her looseness was stark evidence of her being fucked by Garrett's big cock, and it made me so excited.

I wanted Garrett to fuck Jane again. It was like a drug, and I was addicted. But Jane didn't want that. Despite her attraction to Garrett, she wanted a normal, monogamous lifestyle.

But things had changed in our relationship. We saw Garrett just as much, if not more. When we went out as a threesome, Jane often paid as much attention to Garrett as me, if not more. If you saw us together, you would probably think Jane was with Garrett, not me.

Garrett and I never talked about his relationship with my wife. I think he knew I knew. Maybe Jane told him about my fantasies. We remained friends, if somewhat awkward ones. It was like a don't ask / don't tell situation.

About a month later, we took Garrett to dinner to celebrate his new job. We sat in a booth, with Jane between us, and as it often happened, Jane had edged closer to Garrett during the course of the evening. Seeing Garrett flirt with my wife never failed to get me hard.

"I'm excited about the new job," Garrett said. "I have to get a date for the company Christmas party. It's considered bad form to go solo. The problem is, I don't know any girls to take.  I need a girl who's pretty and charming and won’t say the wrong thing.  My company is like that.  I don't know any girls I trust taking.”

Jane and Garrett talked about girls they knew, but none of them seemed to fit the bill.

"I have an idea," I said.

Jane and Garrett looked at me expectantly. I looked at Garrett. "Why don't you take Jane?"

"What?" Jane asked.

"This is perfect," I said smiling. "You're beautiful and charming, and you’d never say anything to embarrass Garrett. No one knows you at Garrett's company, so you can pretend you're single."

Jane knew what I was up to and frowned at me. "You're crazy."

But Garrett took to the idea. "I think it's a great idea. Will's right, you're perfect. No one knows you at my new company, so no one will know you're married."

Jane shook her head. "You're both crazy."

It took another hour of convincing, but finally Jane agreed.

Two weeks later, I watched Jane get ready for her date with Garrett. I watched her do her make up and hair, and spray on perfume. I watched her put on her strapless bra, and then roll sheer black stockings up her legs. Then I watched as she attached the stockings to the garter belt. Jane normally wore tights or pantyhose, but I convinced her to wear a garter belt and stockings. We argued about it for a while, but she eventually agreed.

Then she stepped into her high heels. They were new, I bought them as a Christmas present for her. Jane was thrilled to have them, as she always wanted to own Jimmy Choos, but she was less than thrilled knowing I had bought them for her date with another man. Still, she looked incredible in them, the 4-inch stiletto heels making her already shapely legs even more incredible.

I watched her step into her strapless black dress — I zipped her up -- and put on lip stick. As I watched her, I couldn't believe how lucky I was to be married to such a beautiful, desirable woman. Jane turns heads wherever she goes. She is a true beauty, any man would want her. Despite my excitement, I started wondering if I was making a terrible mistake. Why was I giving my wife to another man? Why would I ever allow another man to touch her incredible body?

But it had gone too far to stop. I was so excited, it was hard to keep from shaking.

The doorbell rang. It was Garrett. We both headed to the stairs when I noticed Jane's left hand. I touched her engagement and wedding rings. "You need to take these off. Remember? You're a single girl tonight."

Jane nodded, although not enthusiastically. She took off her rings and put them on the dresser.  Then we went downstairs to greet Garrett.

The rest of the evening was torture for me. My emotions were so conflicting. Seeing Jane with Garrett was intoxicating. The possibility of Garrett fucking Jane again made my cock throb.

But I was torn with doubts. Jane was incredibly beautiful, and despite the other evening with Garrett, she was still mine. I asked myself again how I could allow another man to touch her.

Jane finally got home after 2am. "Will?" she softly asked.

"I'm here," I said as I turned on the lights and walked into the room.

Jane looked flush, and her hair was messed up. Her black dress was winkled. She still had on her stockings, but she held her heels in her hand. She looked freshly fucked, and she knew I knew.

Jane picked up her rings and put them back on her left hand.  That gesture made me feel good.

I took my wife into my arms. "Did Garrett fuck you good?"

This time she didn't hesitate to answer me. "Yes."

I unzipped her dress and it fell to the floor. Both her bra and panties were gone. I looked at her. "They're in my purse," she said, answering my unspoken question.

I brought her to me and ran my fingers along her garter belt. "Garrett like this?"

"He did. He likes stockings and garters as much as you."

"Maybe you should wear them more often."

"Maybe."

I kissed her lightly on the lips, and then her cheek. "Put your heels back on for me," I told her.

I watched as Jane leaned over to put on one Jimmy Choo, and then the other, her long blonde hair almost touching the floor as she did so. She looked so hot standing there in just her garter belt, stockings and stiletto heels.

I sat down and pulled her towards me, having her straddle my thighs. I pulled out my hard cock, and lowered her to me.

"No, wait honey," she said. "I'm sore." She knelt between my legs and stroked me.

"Was Garrett good?" I asked, looking into her eyes.

"Yes.  Very good."

"Where did you do it?"

"In the hotel. He rented a room."

"Did he make you cum?"

"Yes."

"More than once?"

She nodded.

"Did he cum more than once?"

She nodded again.

"Where did he cum?"

Jane leaned over and took me into her mouth. She sucked me until I was on the verge of cumming. But I pull her off me.

"Where did he cum?" I asked again.

She looked down, not able to meet my gaze. "Garrett doesn't like to use condoms, so — so we didn't." She paused, looking up and searching my face for a reaction. "Are you mad?"

"Did he cum in you?"

She nodded hesitantly.

"More than once?"

Jane nodded again. "But it's the safe time of the month." She took me in her mouth again. As she sucked, she lightly trailed her manicured fingers over my balls, just as she knew I loved. I soon erupted into her mouth.

We snuggled. After a while, she asked again. "Are you mad?"

I hesitated, then asked, "Did it feel good, to feel Garrett inside you, without a condom?"

"Yes, it did." She paused, then asked, "Are you mad?"

Despite cumming just a moment ago, my cock began to stir. I answered her question by kissing her.

Garrett's new job required him to travel, so we didn't see him for a few weeks. Then he called in late January and asked for a favor. His boss had invited Garrett to a Super Bowl party, and had invited Jane as well, thinking that Jane was Garrett's girlfriend.

"You have to go, or it'll look bad for your boyfriend," I joked. Jane playfully hit me, but she agreed to go.

Jane wore a black turtleneck that hugged her bra-covered breasts, tight skinny jeans and her Jimmy Choos. The skinny jeans and stiletto heels made my leggy wife's legs seem even longer. She looked incredibly hot. I didn't say anything when Jane took off her wedding and engagement rings. This time she didn't need me to remind her.

It was another tortuous evening for me, as I imagined what Garrett was doing to my wife. Finally, Jane got home around midnight. She immediately went to me and straddled my legs on the sofa. "I smell Garrett's cologne in your hair," I said.

"Some guys were hitting on me at the party, so Garrett stayed close to me."

"How close?"

Jane smiled and kissed me. She knew what I meant. "Not that close." She kissed me again. "Don't worry, I was a good girl."

"Garrett didn't fuck you?"

She laughed. "You sound like you're disappointed."

"No, I'm not."

"You sound disappointed." She reached between us and cupped my cock, feeling how hard I was. "Were you?" she teased. "Disappointed that Garrett didn't fuck me?"

"Well — yeah."

Jane looked at me, her expression a mixture of surprise and seriousness. "Really? You were hoping I'd sleep with Garrett again?"

I nodded. "You know you have my permission, don't you?"

"Well, I guess I wasn't sure how far you want me to go with this."

"I told you he was your boyfriend."

"I thought you were joking."

"Well, I was part joking, and part serious."

"So, I'm your wife, but — you want me to be Garrett's girlfriend too."

I grinned. "You're into each other. You like each other's company, and you're hot for each other. Right?"

"Right?" I asked again.

Jane finally nodded. "Yes, I guess so." She paused, thinking. "So, you want me to date Garrett?"

"That's what a girlfriend does with her boyfriend, right?" I said encouragingly. "Besides, you're already dating. You hang out together. You were his date at his Christmas party, and you went with him tonight."

"Why don't you call Garrett?” I asked.  “He can pick you up now, and you two can finish your date, the way I sure he wants to finish it."

Jane looked surprised again. "You're kidding, right?"

"Come on, you can't tell me there isn't a part of you that wishes you'd gone home with Garrett."

Jane grinned sheepishly. "Well, maybe a little," she admitted.

"Okay," she agreed. She slid between my legs, and took my hard cock in her soft hands. "But first I'll take of this." Then she took me into her mouth.

Jane didn't get home until the next morning, looking freshly fucked. That evening, she was straddling me again, this time on our bed. We were both nude.

With her hand she guided my cock into her pussy. As I expected she felt loose, which turned me on. I began ramming into her.

"Not so fast, honey," she said. "I'm still sore from last night."

"Really? I thought you'd be getting use to Garrett."

She giggled. "Well, he's a big boy."

"You don’t feel as tight as before,” I said.  “So, I thought your pussy was getting used to him."

Jane looked hurt. She said, "Do you want me to be loose? Don't you want me to stay tight for you?"

"You feel great, honey," I quickly said. "Don't worry about me."

I continued to encourage Jane to see Garrett. Their sex life grew quickly, going from once or twice a week to almost every day. I was constantly aroused, thinking about what they might be doing together.

But while the sexual excitement never let up, I became less happy with the arrangement. Jane truly became Garrett's girlfriend, spending more and more time with him. I could live with that, if that was the only thing, but there were other changes.

Jane always dressed in revealing blouses and short skirts with Garrett. With me she was more likely to wear sweaters and loose jeans. On our anniversary we were going out to dinner. She wore a dress, but I was disappointed when she put on pantyhose.

"I was hoping you'd wear stockings and a garter belt."

"I'm sorry, honey, I forgot to buy new stockings — the ones I have all have runs."

"Oh — I through I saw a new pair in your dresser."

She looked in her dresser and pulled out the stockings I had seen. "Oh, these. Garrett bought me these, and they were really expensive, so I didn't think I should wear them."

"You mean for me," I said, feeling hurt. "You didn't think you should wear them for me. You'll wear them with Garrett the next time you see him though, right?"

Jane snuggled up to me quickly, trying to reassure me. "It's just that Garrett bought them for me, honey. You should buy me stockings, too, and I'll only wear those for you, okay?" Then she kissed me.

The next day I bought stockings and thigh highs for Jane, but she didn't often wear them for me. But she continued to wear them all the time for Garrett. I think it was because we started having less sex. At least, less intercourse.

Jane often was sore after being with Garrett, but even at other times she wasn't in the mood. I didn't seem to arouse her like before. When we kissed and fondled, she didn't respond like she used to. Her nipples didn't get hard, and she seemed to be faking her orgasms with me. Even though her pussy was looser after fucking Garrett's big cock so much, I had difficulty entering her because she was so dry. We had to just lubricant at times.

Looking at myself in the mirror, I could see why Jane wasn't as attracted to me like before. I was never an athlete, never lean or muscular. I had gained a few pounds, making me even softer.

Garrett, on the other hand, played college ball and continued to be very active. He's not muscle-bound, but his chest, arms and legs are sculpted, and he's got pretty close to a washboard stomach. Also, he's got GQ good looks, and a deep George Clooney type voice.

Why did I let this happen? I had always felt incredibly lucky that Jane had chosen me. She'd been her high school's homecoming queen, and a cheerleader in college. I was a book worm, but for some reason she fell in love with me and was happy with our sex life. Why did I encouraged her to have an affair with an Adonis?

And it was more than a sexual affair. I had pushed her to have a romantic relationship with Garrett. To be his girlfriend. I was afraid my wife would never be satisfied with me again, either romantically or in bed.

I heard the door open and close, and I rushed downstairs. I saw Jane sipping a glass of water. I kissed her and poured myself a glass of wine. "Want one?"

She shook her head and continued to sip the water.

"We have to talk," she said.

I looked expectantly at my wife. She looked like she had been crying. She seemed to steel herself.

"I'm pregnant," she finally said.

We were silent. We both knew it was probably Garrett's baby.  He had sex with Jane more than me.  And he often came inside her, while I continued to pull out or use condoms.

"It's okay honey," I said hugging her. "I'll treat the baby just like it's mine. I love you.  I’ll love the baby too, and be a great father, no matter what."

Jane shook her head, tears flowing down her cheeks. She said, "Garrett wants me to move in with him. He asked me to marry him."

I looked at her, shocked. "What did you say?" I asked.

To answer me, she held up her left hand. She was wearing a new diamond engagement ring. Garrett's ring!

"I'm sorry Will. But I want to be with him,” she said.

I shook my head and held her again. I ran my hands over her. I felt her lacy bra and garter belt under her revealing dress. I wanted her so bad. For some demented reason, the thought of Garrett's baby growing in her flat tummy made me so hot.  The thought of losing her to another man got me even hotter.

"Let's not talk about this now," I urged. "Let's go upstairs. I want to make love to you."

Gently, but firmly, Jane pushed my hands away. "No," she said. "I'm with Garrett now."

"No you're not!" I said pleadingly. "You're my wife!"

She looked away from me. "I went to see a lawyer today," she said softly.

"No, no," I sobbed. I fell to the ground and hugged her legs. I felt her nylons against my cheek. My cock throbbed with need. My tears and heartache were real, but so was my passion.

I ran my hands over her legs — her gloriously long shapely legs — and under her skirt, feeling the lacy garter straps and her silky soft skin above her thigh highs.

Jane pushed me away again. Not cruelly. She understood my passions. But she was Garrett's girl now.

She pushed me away with her foot. In doing so the pointy toe of her high heel rubbed against my crotch, and my cock leaped. I held her foot against my crotch, urging her to rub me.

Maybe out of mercy, she reluctantly rubbed my crotch with the stiff pointy toe of her high heel. After a few moments, I grunted and jerked, and came in my pants.

She kissed me as I stood up. "Goodbye Will. I do love you — I really do — but this isn't the life I want.  Not anymore."

Epilogue

I watch the leggy blonde walk to the bar. My head isn't the only one that turns. Every male eye in the bar watches as the achingly hot blonde crosses her long legs, her skirt rising so high to momentarily flash the black lace of her stocking tops.

I sip my Manhattan and reflect on the last 18 months. Garrett cashed out stock options with his new job, and now is very wealthy. So wealthy that he paid me a large enough sum to retire. Millions of dollars.

Why did he do that? Probably because he felt guilty for taking Jane away from me.

Jane and Garrett are married now, and had a baby girl. Jane is still beautiful, although she’s still working on losing the weight she gained from pregnancy.

I've found there are a lot of beautiful girls in the world. I prefer blondes with almost flat chests and long shapely legs, just like Jane.

Like the leggy blonde at the bar. Already she's surrounded by a bunch of men, all trying to get her attention. I wonder who she'll go home with tonight. Maybe the black guy who looks like a linebacker.

As she sips her Cosmopolitan, our eyes meet, and she slightly nods, acknowledging me.

You see, she's my new wife.  And, frankly, she’s more beautiful and sexier than Jane.  Maybe not when Jane was younger.  But Jane is 31 and just had a baby.  My new wife is only 21 and her face and body are still perfect.  She’s a delicious, ripe flower that all men desire.

Why did she marry me?  Well, like I said, I’m a millionaire now.  Girls are attracted to men with money.

Are we in love? Probably not.

But we're happy together.  I give my new wife everything she wants.  And the freedom to be with whoever she wants.  She just has to let me watch. 

So, things have worked out for me.  I have regrets about what I've done. But as I look at my young bride flirting with those men, and feel myself getting hard, I don't think I would trade my new life, for my old.

The thrills are just too intoxicating.


CONSEQUENCES

Author’s note: This story is a revised version of Getting What I Asked For - A Husband Watches His Wife.  That story is in Wife Watching Game and Other Stories: Flash of Stocking Collection 1.  This story, Consequences, is the same as that earlier story, but with a different ending.  The different ending starts at the Interlude.

During our wedding reception, my new bride and I had a bit too much to drink. After the reception, Mary and I piled into our rented limo and headed off to the Inn where we were staying. Our friend Marco also got into the limo, since he was staying at the same Inn.

Mary has a wholesome, pretty face. She's a natural blond with lush, shoulder length hair. She's petite with long shapely legs, a flat stomach, a tight shapely ass, and small but perfectly shaped tits with perky nipples.

While Mary and I were going out, we often fantasized about her fucking other men. In fact, almost every time we had sex, we talked about her with other men. She wasn't that into it at first, but she soon learned that it was my passion, so she indulged me. Eventually she started getting into it, and things moved from just fantasizing in bed, to real-life playing. We often played games in public where she'd "accidentally" flash her stocking tops to some men, or lean over a counter and let a guy look down her blouse. But despite all my cajoling, Mary never went beyond just teasing other men.

Our fantasy life was always more intense when we included men we actually knew, instead of nameless strangers. And Marco was always one of our favorites.

Mary met Marco at work. They became good friends, and every now and then the three of us would go out. Marco's tall and lean and has a dark complexion and wavy dark hair. He's handsome, and never seemed to have any problem attracting girls. Whenever we went out, he always had a beauty on his arm, and he freely shared with us that he didn't often go home alone.  Marco was originally from Rome (his family moved to the US when he was 10 or so), and I always thought his slight Italian accent enhanced his attraction to girls.

Mary told me that Marco often flirted with her at work, and she admitted that it was fun for her to flirt back. Although nothing every happened, she admitted that she was attracted to him. Thus, Marco was often the focus of our hot wife fantasies, and my jealousy of Mary and Marco working so closely together while harboring this mutual attraction just made the fantasies more exciting.

Also, truth to tell, I didn't really like Marco. I mean, he was okay, but I thought he was a bit arrogant, and the only reason I hung out with him was because of Mary. Strangely, while my dislike of Marco increased my jealousy of his relationship with Mary, it also increased the excitement I felt when I imagined the two of them fucking.

On the way to the Inn we drank more, and smoked some pot. Mary always got so horny when she got high. We got frisky in the limo, and then Mary mischievously whispered into my ear, "I know what you want for a wedding gift." She then flopped onto the seat next to Marco. With a sly smile on her face, and looking directly into my eyes, she wrapped her arms around Marco's neck. She continued to look into my eyes. She seemed to be daring me to stop her. I was frozen, mesmerized by what Mary was doing. She had never before taken our game so far, certainly not with someone we knew. When I took no action to stop her, Mary brought her lips up to Marco's and kissed him. The kiss was tentative at first, but soon it became passionate. Marco's hands started wandering and soon he was groping Mary over her wedding gown.

When we got to the Inn all three of us went to our bridal suite. I started making out with Mary while Marco made some drinks. I was so excited, I wanted to see more of Mary with Marco. But in the walk from the limo to our room Mary had sobered a bit, and she giggled, "Okay, Marco, you can go now."

But that's not what I wanted. I whispered to Mary, "It turned me on so much to see you and Marco making out. I loved it! You looked so sexy making out with Marco." I played with her through her gown as I said this.

I glanced at Marco. He was watching as I fondled Mary's body. "I want to see more. I want to see Marco fucking you. You want to fuck him, don't you?" Mary didn't say anything, but I could feel her body responding to my touch. I moved my hands under her gown. I worked my fingers around her panties and stuck a finger into her pussy. She was incredibly wet. Mary moaned and gyrated her hips as I finger-fucked her.

Marco was still watching us. I'm sure he could hear what I was saying. I turned Mary around so she was facing Marco. She couldn't help but look at him. My hand was still under her gown, still finger fucking her. Her gown was bunched around my hand, so Mary's ivory white bridal stockings were on display for Marco's eyes.

I said into Mary's ear, loud enough for Marco to hear: "You're so wet. You're so ready for Marco's cock. You want his cock, don't you? You've always wanted to fuck him." Mary didn't say anything, she just ground her pussy harder against my hand.

Marco had heard enough. His hard cock was tented in his pants. He walked over to us, and he took Mary into his arms. He began kissing my new wife. She initially tried to push away, but he was insistent and continued to kiss her, pushing his tongue into her mouth.

Marco's hands moved down her body, and I felt one of his hands move under her dress and brush against her panties. I removed my fingers from Mary's pussy, and Marco quickly entered her with his. Mary had stopped struggling and seemed to welcome Marco's fingers in her pussy. I moved away from them and sat on the sofa, to watch the show.

Mary was still wearing her wedding dress. With his other hand, Marco reached behind her and unzipped the gown, pulling it down off her shoulders. She was wearing an ivory bustier. Marco pulled one of her tits free and started sucking on her nipple. Mary's moans became even louder. Her nipples had always been so sensitive, almost a direct line to her clit.

Marco laid Mary on the bed, and then moved up between her legs, pushing her gown up until it was bunched around her waist. Mary was wearing ivory white, thigh high stockings. Garters from her bustier held the heavily lacy tops of the stockings. Mary opened her legs, and Marco started to eat her out. She was still wearing her panties, but they were little more than a string, so he had no trouble pushing it aside as he ravished her clit with his tongue. Mary moaned and squirmed on the bed. She grabbed his head and pushed her pussy into his face.

I started thinking that perhaps I should stop this.  At that moment, Marco got up and moved towards Mary's head. He unzipped his pants and took out his hard cock.

His cock was huge! Marco moved his cock towards Mary's lips, and she immediately took him into her mouth. I watched as my new bride wrapped her hands around his big cock and pumped him while sucking its head.

Mary's hands looked tiny as she stroked his huge cock. I was mesmerized by the sight of Mary going down on another man. I pulled my dick out and started playing with myself.

Soon, Marco pulled out of Mary's mouth and moved between her legs. Mary kicked off her satin heels and spread her legs even wider to allow Marco easier access. Marco pushed her gown farther up around her waist as he moved up between her legs.

Good sense prevailed and Mary said, "Wait," as she reached over to the nightstand for a condom. Mary was not on the pill; we were using condoms. She almost frantically opened the package and tried to put the condom on Marco. But the condom, which we had bought to fit my dick, couldn't fit over Marco's larger cock. After trying for a few minutes, Mary threw the condom on the floor in frustration and said, "Just don't cum in me, okay?"

Mary lay back down and moved her hand between them. She reached for Marco's cock and guided it into her pussy. Mary said again, "Remember, pull out, don't cum in me." Marco nodded, and then I saw him thrust into her. Mary squealed, and I knew he had penetrated her. He started pumping, but she said "Wait, wait, not so fast, I have to get used to you." In response, he moved slower in and out of her.

I imagined Mary's tight pussy stretching as Marco pushed more and more of his monster cock into her. It took a few minutes, but eventually he had penetrated her completely, and their fucking began in earnest. Mary's stockinged feet were on Marco's shoulders as he savagely fucked her. I watched as Mary arched her back as she had her first orgasm of the evening. I came as I watched her stockinged toes curl as she came all over Marco's big cock. 

Marco had amazing staying power. He fucked my new bride for another 15 minutes. His grunts and groans became even more urgent, and it was clear he was about to cum. Mary urged Marco not to cum inside her, so he pulled out and shot a huge load all over her wedding dress.

After a few minutes to recover her senses, Mary pulled away from Marco and walked over to me, still in her wedding dress. She got on her knees and looked at me, her beautiful blue eyes looking intently into my eyes. She stroked me for a few minutes, and then lowered her face and started going down on me. It felt good. I started getting hard again. But that's not what I wanted. I was incredibly turned on by my wife being fucked by another guy. I wanted more!

I pulled her head up. She looked at me again and she instantly knew what I wanted. It wasn't that hard for her to figure out, given all the times we had talked about it, fantasized about it. All the times I had urged her to go farther.

She asked, "Are you sure?" I nodded yes. She hesitated, and then slowly stood up. She walked back to Marco, who was hard again.

Mary stood in front of Marco, who moved to kiss her. But she stopped him, and said that she wanted to get out of her gown. She turned around so her back was to Marco. She looked into my eyes as Marco finished unzipping her gown.

Her gown fell around her, and Marco helped her step out of it. She now stood in just her bustier, garters, and stockings. She paused, still looking into my eyes. Maybe she was having second thoughts, thinking that this had gone far enough. Silently, she asked me again, "Are you sure?"

For all my lust, I was feeling insecure and jealous. But this was my fantasy finally coming true. I was too much in lust to stop it. So, instead of telling her to stop, I nodded my head, answering her silent question with my silent answer. "Yes, I want you to fuck him again."

All of Mary's resolve disappeared. She knew I wasn't going to stop this. She knew I didn't want it to stop. Slowly, she moved backwards into Marco's arms. He nuzzled her neck as he reached around and cupped her breasts. Mary melted into him, becoming more and more lost in passion as he fondled her body.

Marco freed her breasts from the bustier, and rolled her nipples between his fingers. Then he moved one of his hands down over her sexy flat tummy. He pushed two fingers into her pussy and rubbed her clit with his thumb. Mary moaned and squirmed to his touch and humped his hand. I had never seen her so turned on or animated.

Mary pulled away from Marco. She turned around to face him, and then got on her knees. I watched Marco's face as my new bride put her lips around his cock. Mary wrapped her hands around his cock and started to pump him. While doing that, she took his cock deeper in her mouth, in and out, in sync with her hands stroking his cock.

Marco gripped Mary's head and clutched her blond hair, and started pumping into her, fucking her face. With each stroke, Mary took more of his cock into her mouth. Her cheeks bulged when he pushed in and became shallow when he pulled out. Her wedding and engagement rings became covered with saliva and pre-cum as she kept her hands locked around his cock as he fucked her face.

I thought Marco was going to cum in her mouth. But, finally, Mary took Marco's cock out of her mouth and looked up into his face. "I need you inside me right now!"

Marco pulled Mary towards the bed. Mary paused to pick up her wedding dress and used it like a towel to wipe the saliva and pre-cum from her hands. She got on the bed and straddled Marco. She lowered herself on him, using one of her hands to guide his cock into her. Although she was wet and stretched, she still had to go slow to get all of him inside her. She grunted a moan of satisfaction as she finally became completed impaled on his monster cock. For the next ten minutes I watched my new bride grunt and groan as she passionately rode Marco's big cock.

Then Marco abruptly threw her onto the bed and mounted her. He fucked her frantically. Mary's stockinged legs were wrapped around him, and she was moaning, "Oh god oh god oh god!"

Marco's muscular body tensed. I knew he was coming, and Mary sensed it too. She wrapped her arms around him, pulling him deeper inside her. Her toes began to curl. They both were cumming. As Mary climaxed, she held Marco tightly against her. Seconds later, he began to orgasm, shooting his sperm deep inside her unprotected, fertile pussy.

They embraced for long moments, and then Marco rolled off Mary. I got on top of my new bride and finally entered her for the first time as her husband. The feeling was incredible. Her pussy was so wet and loose, I could barely feel myself in her. But I was so turned on, I came after just a few strokes.

I woke up early in the morning. Marco was on the other side of the bed, and Mary was between us.

I was facing Mary's back. Mary was awake, and I could see her face in the mirror on the opposite wall. She was looking at Marco, who was still asleep. He had fallen asleep on top of the sheets, completely nude.

Mary was looking at Marco's cock. She seemed mesmerized by it. Even soft, it was huge. It was like a pylon, long and thick.

Mary saw me looking at her in the mirror. She turned over to face me. We didn't speak for a long time, we just looked into each other's faces. Last night had turned our fantasies into reality, and now we had to deal with the consequences. Mary started by saying, "I'm sorry, it got out of control last night."

"I know," I said. The silence was awkward. Finally, I said, "I think the most important thing to do is for us to be completely honest with each other."

"I think you're right."

"I really mean it. If we're going to get through this, we have to be completely honest. We can't worry about hurting each other’s feelings. If I ask you something, you have to answer me honestly, and I have to do the same for you. Otherwise, we'll just end up hurting each other. Okay?"

"Okay."

"Do you promise?"

"Yes, I promise,” Mary said.  “I really agree that we have to be honest to either other, completely."

I paused, took a deep breath, and then started. "Last night was incredible. I've never been so turned on in my life. Seeing you with Marco was -- I just can't describe it. It was a dream come true. All my fantasies came true last night."

Mary seemed surprised that I was saying this. I guess she thought I would be regretting last night. "But didn't you get jealous? I could never see you with another woman."

"And I don't want to be with another woman. You're the sexiest woman alive. You make my fantasies come true. And I was jealous. I was really jealous. At times I couldn't stand it. But I think that's part of the turn-on for me. It's being on the edge. I don't understand completely why this excited me so much, all I know is it does."

"I guess I don't understand it either," she said, looking down.

"But you liked last night, didn't you? You don't regret it?"

She looked back into my eyes. "Yes, I liked it. I guess I don't regret it. I don't know. I just don't want this to break us apart."

I kissed her softly. "It won't. I love you. But I don't think we can go back."

"What do you mean?" she asked, startled.

"I want it to happen again. I want it to happen all the time."

"You can't mean that," she replied incredulously. "Last night was enough. I don't want to do it again."

"You don't want to?"

"No, I don't -- I don't," she said, unconvincingly. I knew she was lying.  Maybe to herself.

"You said you'd tell me the truth."

"I am!" Mary insisted.

I took her hand and put it on my dick. I was rock hard. "See how hard I am? Just talking about you fucking other men turns me on."

"Just by talking about it?" Mary said, again incredulously. She began stroking my cock. I placed by finger on her clit and started to gently rub it.

"That, and it also turned me on to see you staring at Marco's cock a few minutes ago."

Her cheeks turned red. She was caught red handed. But her hips started to gyrate, in sync with the movements of my finger on her clit.

"I could tell you loved Marco’s big cock last night," I said, so lost in lust. “He’s a lot bigger than me.  Tell me why you liked it so much.”  I looked over Mary's shoulder and saw Marco looking at us.   He was awake and listening to us.

Mary hesitated to answer my question.  I said, “You just promised to be honest and tell me everything.”

I rolled Mary over so she was facing Marco.  I felt her body tense as she saw he was awake. 

I saw she was looking at Marco’s cock again.  He was hard and it looked bigger than it looked last night.

“I think you liked how his big cock stretched you,” I said into her ear.  “How his big cock filled you up.”

With Mary on her side and facing Marco, I raised her top leg up.  It was a clear invitation to Marco, and he took it. 

Marco pressed himself against Mary.  He kissed her as he guided his hard cock to her pussy.  He pushed into her.  They started to rock back and forth, slowly at first, and then with abandon. I played with myself as I watched them fuck. They didn't last long, and Marco shot his hot cum into Mary's pussy. I kissed my wife as she climaxed. As soon as he pulled out, I rolled Mary onto her back and got on top of her.  I pushed into her. I was so worked up, I came after just a few strokes.

We were at the Marriott next to the airport, a few weeks after getting back from our honeymoon. Mary had gone on the pill as soon as we got back, and this was the soonest we felt it would be safe for her to sleep with other men without the risk of pregnancy.  (Luckily, she had not gotten pregnant from the unprotected sex during our wedding night.)

Since being with Marco on our wedding night, we had both decided that this was the life we wanted to lead, at least for now. Mary had found that she enjoyed the sexual excitement of being with other men. For me, seeing my wife being seduced and then thoroughly fucked by other men was my ultimate fantasy. We were both in a constant state of sexual excitement, and were anticipating a wonderful evening playing our game.

Mary was sitting at the bar. She looked incredible. In the crowd, I watched her twirl her blond hair, and play with the buttons on her dress. She smoothed her stockings, letting her dress slightly ride up so her stocking tops showed every now and then, and dangled her heels from her toe.

Mary was flirting with Dan, who looked to be a lawyer (I learned his name later). As they spoke, they touched each other. At first, they touched the other's hand or arm, then sides and back, and then legs. Mary's touching was more subtle than Dan's, but her slight caresses seemed to encourage him, and he became bolder and bolder. His hands caressed her knees, then moved up her silky thighs until disappearing for a moment under her dress. Mary grabbed his hands as he explored under her dress, seeming to protest, but then let go and Dan continued his caresses.

Dan whispered something in Mary's ear, and Mary said something back, nodding as she did so. Dan got up and offered his hand to Mary. As Mary slid off her stool, her dress seemingly inadvertently rode up high, showing everyone in the bar the lacy tops of her stockings and garter straps.

With a hand on her back, Dan guided Mary out of the bar and into the hotel lobby. I knew they were going to an empty ballroom. This hotel had many, which is why we had picked it. It was hard for me not to follow, but according to our plan I waited in the bar, knowing that Mary would give me all the details later.

After about 30 minutes Mary returned to the bar. She was by herself. Her hair was a bit disheveled, as was her makeup. She seemed somewhat shaky on her heels as she walked. Even from across the room I could see runs in her stockings around her knees. I wondered if her stockings had gotten laddered from kneeling on the floor to give Dan head.

Mary stayed in the bar only long enough to find me in the crowd, and glanced my way. She then left, and I followed her.

We were in our hotel room, and Mary was telling me the story of her quickie with Dan. She was lying in our bed, her dress around her waist, playing with herself. She still had her stockings and heels on. I was completely dressed, but I had pulled my cock out and was playing with myself as she told me the story.

"Dan was all over me in the bar. He was touching me everywhere. It was so wicked with you watching, it made me more turned on. He reached up my skirt, and he got even more excited when he felt my stocking tops and realized I was wearing garters. He said he wanted me, and he took me to the ballroom on the mezzanine. I can't tell you how exciting it was to know that you were watching as we left the bar.”

“As soon as Dan closed the door he attacked me! He practically ripped off my dress and bra. He started sucking my nipples, and he put his fingers into me. It felt so good! He made me get on my knees and suck him. Then he pulled me up and pushed me over a table. He pulled my dress up and ripped off my panties. He fucked me from behind. Then he said he wanted to cum in my mouth. So, he pushed me back on my knees, and I sucked him until he came."

"Did you cum?" I asked.

She answered honestly. "No, it happened so fast." Seeing the disappointment in my face, she quickly added, "But it was exciting, and I had fun."

"Was he big, as big as Marco?"

"God no, not as big as Marco. I mean, Dan was big, but Marco is huge." She looked at the ceiling, and said wistfully, "And Marco is so good. It's not just his big cock, it's his whole body, and he knows what to do with it."

Hearing this, I reached over and rolled Mary's nipples between my fingers. "I bet you wish you were with Marco tonight. That he bent you over the table and fucked you. Fantasize that it was Marco fucking you. Make yourself cum." Mary closed her eyes and rubbed her clit harder and faster. "How does it feel with Marco fucking you, with his big cock in you?"

Mary moaned. "So good, so good, oh yeah, yeah, so good, Marco fucks me so good." Her eyes were clenched closed as she neared her orgasm, as she fantasized about Marco fucking her. "Oh yeah yeah so good Oh god so good Oh god yes yes yes!" Mary's stockinged toes curled as she made herself cum.

I rolled on top of Mary and entered her. Even though Dan wasn't as big as Marco, Mary's pussy still felt stretched and loose to my cock (I was below average in size). But I was already so close to the edge from watching Mary getting picked-up at the bar, and hearing what Dan had done with her, that I was soon shooting my cum into her.

Long after Mary feel asleep, I lay awake in the bed, trying to process what had just happened. Our lives were moving so fast. I was incredibly happy that Mary had taken this step towards being a hot wife. My fantasy had come true, and I didn't want to go back to a monogamous lifestyle. But what had just happened? Mary's appetite for sex suddenly seemed unbounded, she was insatiable. But it seemed like she wasn't satisfied with just any big cock, or just any anonymous lover. She wanted Marco!

As I lay in bed, I was trying to process my feelings about this. It was one thing for Mary to fuck around with faceless dicks. It was another for her to lust after someone we knew, someone she worked with, and someone I didn't like much. I knew the risks. Mary could develop romantic feelings for Marco. Where would that leave our relationship?

The jealousy and insecurity I was experiencing was intense, and left an aching feeling in me. But my cock was also rock hard. All of this was making me so hot! I didn't know why, but the emotional twist to this game was making it even more exciting for me. I knew I was risking my wife to another man, but I couldn't help it. I couldn't stop it. My lust was overwhelming, like a drug, controlling my actions. I stroked my hard-on, and I thought of Marco fucking my wife.

The next weekend, I said that maybe we should invite Marco over. Mary's eyes immediately sparkled.

"Are you sure?" she asked hesitantly. "Maybe we should keep this game to strangers. Don't you think it's dangerous to play with people we know?" There was an edge to her voice, and I sensed she wanted me to give her permission to play with Marco.

"Yeah, maybe, but we've already started playing with Marco, so I think it's okay. Besides, I'm sure Marco has been hitting on you at work."

Mary's cheeks flushed. She almost looked guilty. "Yeah, he has been persistent." She paused. "If you really think it's okay..."

"Let's call him now," I said as I reached for the phone.

Marco fucked Mary for hours, while I watched and played with myself. I lost count of the number of times he made Mary come. Afterwards, Mary was aglow from the fucking Marco had given her, and couldn't stop telling me how great Marco was, and thanking me for letting her meet up with him again.

For the next few weeks, we often played the game, but only with strangers. Mary enjoyed the experiences to varying degrees, but compared to Marco, they were disappointments. She started talking about stopping the game. She said how the game was just a phase in our lives, and maybe it was time to move on.

That was the last thing I wanted to hear. I said that maybe we should meet up with Marco again, since she seemed to enjoy it (and him) so much. She hesitated before replying, and then said, "I'm not sure it's a good idea for me to keep seeing Marco."

"Why? Has something happened at work?"

"No -- it's because we know him, and..."

"But I thought we decided that Marco would be the one exception to the stranger rule."

"I know, I know, but I just think it's a bad idea," Mary insisted.

"But why?"

Mary's next words made my cock spring to life. "Because I'm afraid I might fall in love with him."

"But..."

"Just listen for a minute," Mary said softly, talking my hands in hers. "The experiences I have with Marco are so intense. There's so much pleasure. I'm afraid that I can't keep having such intense experiences with Marco without developing feelings for him. I mean, I think about him all the time. All the time. It's starting to be that I can only climax if I'm thinking about him fucking me. Think about it -- when we're having sex, I can't cum unless I'm thinking that it's Marco that I'm with. If I keep sleeping with him, I'm afraid my feelings for him might become emotional. I might fall in love with him! And then what would happen to us?"

The smart thing for me to have done at that point was to stop the game right then. Let it rest for a while. Then, in a few months, I could try to start it up again, with strangers. It would still be exciting, but there wouldn't be the risk that she would fall in love with Marco.

But her words were getting me so hot! It was the risk that made this game so deliriously thrilling. I was addicted to the risk, to the excitement. My lust wouldn't let me stop the game. In fact, I was determined to convince Mary to not only continue the game with Marco, but to expand it.

"Look, I think you're overreacting," I said. "I mean, sure you might develop a crush on Marco, and that's normal, but that's a long way from love. You get so much pleasure from being with Marco, and I get so much pleasure from your pleasure, that I think we shouldn't rush to stop something that we both enjoy so much."

"I don't know -- I'm not sure."

"Just go on a date with Marco," I persisted. "Talk about it with him."

"A date? You mean by ourselves, without you?" Mary had gone out on dates with other men since we started playing the game, but never with Marco.

"Sure, you've done it before with other men. You know the thought of you dating guys turns me on. Go out with Marco, let him take you back to his place. If you decide to end it afterwards, at least we'll have this last memory."

Mary still looked unconvinced. "I'm not sure -- I feel like I'm at the edge of a cliff, about to fall over."

I was so excited by this conversation, but I tried not to show it. "Let yourself be on the edge, at least this one last time." I reached into my briefcase and pulled out a small box. "Look, I bought this for you."

I handed it to Mary. It was a box of extra large condoms. Mary hated being on the pill, because it always made her gain weight. She had gone off the pill a few weeks ago and was back to using condoms. "These were the largest I could find. Hopefully they'll be big enough for Marco," I said smiling.

Mary took the box from me, and silently studied it. Finally, she looked up at me, and said "You really want this, don't you?"

"Yes. And I know you do, too. I know it. We both want this."

A few moments passed. I sensed that Mary was almost convinced. Finally, I took her hand. "Come on, let's go call Marco. Then I'll help you get ready for your date."

Mary made it home around 2am. Marco had ravished her. We had wonderful sex as she told me in great detail everything Marco had done to her.

After that evening, we stopped talking about ending the game, or Mary with strangers. We had reached an unspoken agreement. Mary played the game, but only with Marco. Marco was her boyfriend, and with my blessings he used her body whenever and however he wished. In the process, Mary and I enjoyed the most exciting sex of our lives.

One evening I came home from work, and I saw Mary looking into the mirror. She was playing with her hair. Mary was a natural blond, and her milky white complexion (as well as her neatly trimmed blonde bush) proved it. I loved her blond hair. I loved leggy petite blonds, and Mary fit that picture perfectly.

"Hi honey, what're you doing?"

"Oh," Mary said, startled. "I didn't realize you were home."

"I just got here. What're you doing?" I repeated.

"Oh, nothing."

"No really, what are you doing?"

She hesitated. She ran her fingers through her long blond hair again. "I was thinking about something that Marco said the other day."

My dick stiffened. "What?"

"Well..."

"Come on, you can tell me."

Mary continued to hesitate. Finally, she said, "He said -- Marco wondered what I would look like as a brunette, with short brown hair."

"What?" I said, surprised.

"You know, it's the look nowadays. Short dark hair, kind of page boy. I'd slicked back my hair with gel, and my bangs would kind of swoop over my forehead.  Marco’s into that look.  He was back in Rome last summer, and he said a lot of Italian girls are going with that look.  It’s a trend."

I was alarmed that Mary was talking like she had already decided to do it. "But I love your blond hair. And I like your hair long."

"I know honey, I was just thinking about it. It was just something Marco said. He said he likes girls with short dark hair. He said I'm the first blond he has ever dated." My knees got weak when Mary said that. The thought of my wife dating another man turned me on so much.

"You'd really have to cut off a lot of your hair to get that look," I said hesitantly.  Mary’s blonde hair was almost down to her shoulder blades.

"I know, but it would grow back. Do you think I should do it? It would be fun to have a new look. I've never been anything but blond."

My lust was so overwhelming. Thinking of Marco's increasing control over Mary made me lightheaded.

This might not seem like a big deal, but in fact it was huge. Mary knew that I loved blonds, that I had never even considered going out with anyone but a blond. She also knew that I loved long hair. The fact that she was considering cutting and dying her hair because Marco wanted her to do it was incredibly -- thrilling.

I managed not to choke out my next words. "Well, okay, I want you to do what you want to do. Do you want to do it?"

"Well, I guess so," Mary said almost nonchalantly, although it was obvious, she was containing her excitement. "It might be fun, at least for a little while."

Mary didn't waste any time. The next day, she cut and dyed her hair. I didn't get to see it until late that evening, because she rushed off to show Marco. Marco loved her short dark hair. By the time I saw her, he had already fucked her silly.

When I finally saw Mary that evening, I saw that she had cut her hair really short, to a few inches above her shoulders. Instead of brown, she had dyed it jet black. When I mentioned that she had gone farther than we had discussed, she said that that morning she had spoken with Marco and he convinced her that if she really wanted a new look she should go all the way.

As I stared at my wife's new look, she edged close to me and lightly stroked my cock through my pants. "Marco got so excited by my new look that he threw me on the bed and practically raped me. He made me cum twice. Then he pulled me down on my knees and made me go down on him."

"See my stockings?" Mary said.

I looked down at my wife's legs. Her stockings were scuffed and laddered around her knees. "He was so rough he made my stockings run."

I groaned. The image of Mary on her knees, getting face fucked by Marco, turned me on so much.

Mary pulled my cock out of my pants and started to stroke me. "Marco was so incredibly big and hard. And he pushed so deep down my throat, I could hardly breathe. Then he started to twitch, and I knew he was about to cum. But he pulled out and came all over my hair."

Mary stroked me harder and faster. "Then he told me to comb his cum through my hair, like gel, and I did." She brought her head close to mine, so I could smell Marco's cum in her short black hair. "Do you like smelling that, does that turn you on?" The smell and Mary's story sent me over the edge, and I answered my wife's question by cumming all over her blouse.

(2 weeks later)

Marco and Mary were sitting across the table from me. We were seated at a dark corner booth in a restaurant. Marco's arm was around Mary, and he was lightly caressing her neck, and playing with her short dark hair. His hands lightly graze her breasts over her blouse. Mary extended her shapely leg until her stockinged foot rested in my lap, and rubbed my hard crotch.

Marco said something, and then Mary pulled her foot from my lap. Mary's hands went under the table and I saw her wiggle. Then, looking almost apologetically at me, she brought her hand up and dropped a thin wisp of lacy fabric on the table. It was her panties. I picked them up and held them in my hand. They were soaking wet.

Marco's hand went under the table. Soon Mary's face flushed and her breath quickened. Her nipples got rock hard under her tight blouse. I saw movement in Marco's arm. He was fingering my wife under the table.

Mary laid her foot back in my lap, not to rub me, but instead to open herself more fully to Marco's hands under the table. I lightly caressed my wife's stockinged foot, tracing my fingers along the soft seam running along her toes. Soon Mary's body tensed, and her hands clutched the edge of the table. She clenched her eyes tightly closed. I felt her foot arch and her toes curl in my hands. Marco had given Mary her first orgasm of the night.

After Mary's breathing returned to normal, Marco whispered into her ear. Mary hesitated, and then looked around the restaurant. She scanned the crowd, making sure no one was looking. Then, with a glance into my eyes, Mary slid under the table. Marco slid down his chair slightly, and I saw his body tense. Mary was giving him a blowjob under the table. Luckily the table had a long tablecloth.

It took about 5 minutes for him to cum. The entire time, Marco looked right into my eyes, a smirk on his face. He looked amused, arrogant, and triumphant. Before long I watched his back arch, and I knew he was cumming in my wife's mouth.

Mary slid back into her seat. She took her napkin and wiped a little cum from the corner of her mouth. She reached for her water glass, but Marco stopped her, and whispered into her ear. Hesitantly, Mary slid over to me, and then kissed me. I tasted Marco's cum as Mary's tongue explored my mouth.

Mary slid back to Marco, and he put his arm around her. With his other hand he flipped the small package at me. It was a condom. I took it, and then hesitated.

This was the game we were playing tonight. Marco had thought of it. It turned me on so much when Mary had told me about it earlier that week. But now? I looked at Mary. She wasn't encouraging or discouraging me. But she did have a look of — anticipation? Excitement?

Could I really do this, right in front of my wife? It was so humiliating. Especially doing it in front of my wife and her lover. But the humiliation was so thrilling.

After making sure no one was looking, I opened the package and took out the condom. My hands went under the table and I opened my pants. I pulled my cock out and put the condom on. It wasn't hard to roll it over me, since it was one of Marco's super large condoms. Then, while my wife and her lover watched, I beat off under the table. It only took a few strokes, and then I came into the condom. Marco laughed. My wife didn't laugh, but she had a slight smile on her pretty face.

This was our game that evening. Marco got to fuck my wife all night, while I was only allowed to cum in condoms, from playing with myself.

Marco got up and pulled Mary from the table. I watched them dance. Marco held Mary close. Not in an obscene manner, but in an intimate familiar embrace.

Marco lightly caressed Mary's back, from her shoulders to just above the rise of her ass. After the dance, I watched Marco walk Mary over to the bar, and they sat close together and spoke cheek to cheek. Marco's hands softly caressed Mary's legs, and I watched as he nudged her short skirt upward, slightly revealing her lacy stocking tops to me, as well as everyone else in the restaurant.

But while his touch was sensual and intimate, it was also loving. Marco was having his way with my wife, both her body, and her heart. Marco was more than Mary's lover, he was her boyfriend, her significant other. And when Marco brought his lips to hers, and Mary raised her head and opened her lips, it was as if he was her husband, instead of me.

We had gotten married only 3 months ago, and it seemed like Mary was Marco’s new bride, not mine.

Watching them, I was intensely jealous and humiliated. And incredibly turned on. Watching Marco seduce my wife, and even more, watching him romance my wife, was so wickedly thrilling to me. I was already hard again.

Marco returned, with Mary on his arm. Smirking at me he said, "Jay, do you know what I'm going to do now? I'm going to take your pretty wife out back, stand her up against the wall, and fuck her, and make her cum. I want you to stay here until we get back. Don't worry, we'll tell you all about it later."

Marco flipped another condom onto the table. "Now here's the thing. That's my last condom. You can take it, and beat off here at the table, thinking of all the things I'm doing to your pretty bride. Or you can give it to me, and I'll use it when I'm fucking Mary. Your choice."

I hesitated just a moment. Up to that point, I'd always insisted that Marco wear a condom, or pull out before coming. Only once or twice had he cum inside her, and that was only in the heat of passion. Now the game had come to this. I could give myself an orgasm only if I let him shoot his cum into my wife's unprotected womb.

I could stop the game, of course. I only had to say the word. But I was past the point of no return, and he knew that. And I could see in Mary's face that she was past the point of no return, too. She didn't care if Marco wore a condom or not. All she wanted was an orgasm on his huge cock.

I grabbed the condom and clutched it in my hand. Marco smirked again.

“Let’s be clear,” Marco said to me.  “I’m not pulling out.  I’m shooting my sperm into Mary’s pussy.  You get that right?”

I nodded.

“Mary, are you ovulating?” Marco asked my wife.

Mary shrugged and said, “In a few days ….”

A lump formed in my throat.  My wife was almost at her most fertile time of the month.

“And what do you think about your husband’s choice?” Marco asked her.  “He’d rather jerk off and cum, instead of keeping me from getting you pregnant.”

Mary shrugged again.  She looked down at her feet, and said in a low voice, “I don’t know ….”

Marco grinned at me.  He looked triumphant.  Then he led my wife away. I watched them disappear to the back of the restaurant.

With shaking hands, I ripped open the condom and took it out. I rolled it over my hard cock, and started to stroke myself, fantasizing about what Marco was doing to my wife.

I thought of Marco pulling Mary's dress up. Then he would grab one of her legs and wrap it around his back, opening her up for him. He would take her hand and push it down his pants. Mary would pull his hard cock from his pants, and stroke it, making it grow even harder and bigger. Marco would unbutton her blouse and roughly fondle her bra covered tits, and then pull down on the bra to expose her hard nipples. He'd suck Mary's nipples, sending waves of pleasure to her clit.

Not able to wait any longer, Mary would guide Marco's cock to her pussy, rubbing his fat cock head over her lips, saying urgently into his ear, "Fuck me, fuck me, oh please, fuck me." Marco would thrust deep inside her, and Mary's heel would dig into his back, urging him to fuck her faster, harder, deeper. Marco would savagely fuck her, and then as she neared orgasm, he would bring his hand down and tease her sensitive asshole to push her over the edge, her heels falling to the ground as her toe-curling climax rippled through her lithe body.

As Marco neared his orgasm, he would bring Mary's other leg up and around his back so her entire body was wrapped around him, her body impaled on his big cock. Then, with one last massive thrust, he would shoot his cum deep inside my wife, and then hold her close to keep his seed from escaping from her unprotected womb.

I came into the condom. But even as the pleasure flowed through me, a tear ran down my cheek.


Interlude — Marco and Mary's Conversation

As Jay beat off into the condom, Marco and Mary left the bar. But instead of going into the alley to fuck, they walked across the street to a pub and sat at a table in the back.

Marco said, "So he picked the condom. I told you he would."

Mary sighed. "You were right. What can I say? It turns him on. He'd rather you do me, instead of doing me himself. I told you before. I'll never understand it."

Marco reached under the table and caressed Mary's shapely, firm thigh. "Yeah, but it's not like you don't get the benefit of his kink."

Mary smiled, knowing that Marco was right. She felt herself getting turned on again, even though he had only recently made her cum in the restaurant. She opened her legs slightly as Marco's hand moved upward, and she shuttered with pleasure as his fingers touched the sensitive bare skin above her thigh highs.

“Yes, I benefit from it," Mary agreed, trying to continue the conversation but having a difficult time concentrating as Marco's hand traveled higher and higher under her skirt. "But it's getting harder to keep it interesting for him. He keeps wanting more. He keeps pushing me farther. I don't know how I'm going to be able to keep him satisfied."

Marco smiled a leering grin. "Maybe if he had the cock to push farther inside of you, at least he'd be able to keep you satisfied."

Mary gave a half laugh but then her face turned serious as Marco’s fingertips reached her pussy. Her thong was soaking. A bolt of electricity ran through her as he began fingering her clit.

"I have an idea for a game that would blow Jay's mind."

"Oh yeah?" Mary gasped as Marco explored her most private parts. 

"Yeah. Tell him I'm taking you away for a long weekend. Just you and me. He'll go crazy thinking about us alone all weekend.  And me fucking you non-stop.”

"I can do that," Mary agreed, her words coming out like a moan.  Her orgasm was building. She was struggling to talk. "You're — right — he’d— get off — on that," she stammered between pants.

"And here's the really good part," Marco continued with a sly grin. "Tell him you’re going off the pill."

"What?" Mary asked, confused.  "What did you say?"

Marco laughed. "I'm not saying you go off the pill for real. Just tell Jay you are. Tell him it’s my idea.  You know he'll get off on it."

Mary's first thought was relief that Marco wasn't really asking her to go off birth control. Her second thought was he was probably right about her husband. Jay probably would get off thinking that Marco was fucking her without any protection, and that there was a risk that Marco might get her pregnant.

Her next thought was, maybe if she gave her husband this fantasy, she might be able to convince him to stop playing the game, at least for a while, and at least with Marco. She knew in her heart that it was dangerous for her to keep seeing Marco. She didn't want to fall in love with him, but her feelings for him kept building and building. She decided that she'd suggest this new game to her husband.

With this resolved in her head, Mary's next thought was she wanted to cum. Her unfinished orgasm left her with a longing. So, she reached down under the table and applied pressure to Marco's hand. Marco got the message and began rubbing her again.

Mary immediately started responding to his touch. "God," she thought to herself. "He is so good at this.  He knows exactly how to touch me."

But Mary wanted more than a finger fucking. She wanted his big cock inside her. She loved the way he filled her completely. She knew she had to stop seeing Marco. But until that time came, she was more than happy to keep fucking him.

"Come on," Mary said, sliding out of the booth. "Jay will be disappointed if I don't have your cum inside me when we go back."

It was just a few hours ago that I dropped Mary and Marco at the airport, to catch their flight to St. John. Already, though, my cock was raw from all the beating off I had done. Still, I was hard again, and stroking myself.

I've beat off a lot the last 2 months, since Mary told me about the new game Marco wanted to play. I almost came in my pants when Mary told me about going off the pill, and when she tossed the pack of birth control pills in the trash. We had great sex after that.

Since then, by mutual agreement, I hadn't been inside my wife's pussy. This was part of the game. The risk that Marco might get Mary pregnant. From now until they got back on Monday, Marco would be the only one fucking my wife. And he'd be fucking her bareback and completely unprotected.

When we started this “go off the pill” game, Mary and I agreed we didn't really want Marco to get her pregnant. But the risk was intoxicating to both of us. So last month, during the fertile part of her cycle, Mary did her best to get Marco to pull out, or cum in her mouth or tits, or face. But there were a couple of times that Marco shot his load into Mary's unprotected pussy. We were lucky — Mary got her period. Still, it was so exciting for both of us.

Now, Mary was going to be with her lover for five days. We timed this trip so she was ovulating. Marco would be fucking Mary bareback, and it was up to her to get him to pull out. But I knew that Marco would cum inside Mary at least a few times in the heat of passion.

When Marco cums he ejaculates gallons of cum. They aren’t using any birth control, no condom, nothing. Will he get Mary pregnant? Will her sexy flat tummy get big with Marco's baby? Oh god, the images make me so jealous, but also so excited. Over the next five days I'll probably shoot gallons of cum too, but into tissues or the toilet.


Marco's Plan

Marco was looking at Mary in the bed. She was asleep, exhausted after their non-stop fucking the last 2 days. He still had 3 more days. Three more days to get her pregnant, assuming she wasn't pregnant already.

Marco was in love with Mary. He loved her the first time he saw her at work. She was so incredibly hot. He couldn't believe it when Jay let him have her on their wedding night, and all the times since.

Marco wanted Mary for himself. He wanted her to divorce Jay and marry him. He knew Mary was having doubts about her marriage. He figured he could bring things to a head if he could get Mary pregnant with his baby.

It was easy enough for Marco to buy a pack of fake birth control pills. It's amazing what you can get on the internet. Two months ago, Mary threw away her existing pack in front of Jay, as part of the “go off the pill” game.

She wasn’t telling Jay, but Mary fully intended to stay on the pill. Marco told her he'd get more from a doctor buddy.  Instead of real pills though, he gave her the placebos. Thus, unbeknownst to her, Mary had been off birth control and completely unprotected for the last two months.

For show, when Jay was watching, Mary had made Marco pull out. But when Jay wasn't around, she had let him cum inside her. She liked the feeling of his cum shooting inside her, and she thought she was still on the pill and safe. But in reality, she was letting Marco cum in her unprotected fertile pussy.

Marco looked at the sleeping beauty. Her face was so pretty, especially now that it was framed by soft black locks. Her small breasts were perfect, so full and firm. Her legs were incredible, long and slim, and so shapely. He always got hot seeing her legs, and he loved it the way she always wore thigh highs under her short skirts. Even Mary's feet were incredibly sexy. Petite and slim, soft, and completely unblemished, with a high graceful arch. He loved it when she wore high heels — and she always wore high heels. But even her naked feet turned him on.

And Mary's flat tummy. So incredibly sexy. He was hoping that his baby would be growing there soon, if not already. He knew that Jay would get off if he got Mary pregnant. He was sure Jay would insist that she have the baby. The wimp was such a pathetic cuckold.

Marco also knew that this would gnaw at Mary. It's one thing for Jay to want Mary to fuck other men. That's bad enough. But it's another for him to want Mary to have another man's baby. Marco was sure that that would drive a stake through their marriage. Mary was already losing respect for her cuckold husband — he could see that, and who could blame her? Having another man's baby growing inside her would send her over the edge. And he would be there to pick up the pieces.

Soon Mary would be all his. When she was his wife, he wouldn't mind sharing her. She was so fucking hot. All of his friends would like to get a piece of her. Double penetration turned him on. So did gang bangs. There were even ways of making some cash on the side. But he would never lose control of her, the way Jay had done. She would be his. Her body would be his. Her heart would be his. She'd fuck who he wanted, when he wanted.

Marco's cock was hard. It was time to fuck this pretty wife again. Time to deposit another load into her unprotected, fertile womb.
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