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PART I

All Grown Up

Chapter 1

W

e moved back to my wife’s home town when
we finally got pregnant. It seemed logical—
it was the great small town environment highly suited to
raising children, and there was family around to provide
some of the support we’d need.
I could still commute into the city—Baltimore, where I
was born and raised—with a daily drive along I-83.
I thought Tessa would feel comfortable in familiar
surroundings, which was what she needed after a turbulent
first trimester.
Oh, she didn’t complain. We were just trying to cope
with the radical change to our life plans that an accidental
pregnancy meant for our otherwise career-minded five
years of marriage. Neither of us felt like facing the added
onslaught of traipsing around the Baltimore suburbs, small
town Maryland, southern Pennsylvania or even Delaware
to find a quieter, safer part of the world for the new
member of our family.
I didn’t even really hear about her reluctance to return
home until we were out grocery shopping, and I noticed
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her looking furtive, hunching her shoulders, suddenly
changing direction for no apparent reason—as it turned
out, to avoid certain people.
“I went to high school with her,” she explained,
embedded in the fresh produce aisle of the Giant store
local to our new home.
For Tessa, who had dreaded falling pregnant in the first
place because she didn’t like the idea of giving up her
career in law, moving home to raise kids somehow meant
that her life was moving into parallel with the high school
girls who had stayed home and done nothing but drop kids
out here, there and everywhere.
From the final trimester, and long after the birth of our
beautiful baby boy Marcus, Tessa virtually isolated herself
in our cozy little suburban home, other than highly local‐
ized walks down to the golf course for a little fresh air now
and again. When we weren’t out together, she shopped
online, and had most things we needed delivered.
I tried to encourage her to see things differently, that
she’d excelled at school, gone to college, achieved in a
highly competitive field before returning home to live in a
nice house in a comfortable if quiet part of town.
Don’t get me wrong: she was perfectly content to be a
stay-at-home mom. She did not feel the drive to get
Marcus into daycare all day every day and pick up the
pieces of her legal career again. We’d discussed it all, and
though we’d both be fine about the other choosing to
continue working, cut back or end work to focus on parent‐
ing, this was the solution that best suited us. I would
continue my run in the rat race, as a trader in the invest‐
ment firm T. Rowe Price.
It took until Marcus was probably about seven or eight
months old before I managed to persuade her to allow her
parents to take their grandchild for a few hours, so that we
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might venture out into the real world for dinner and/or a
movie, a little shopping at the outlets, or even an evening’s
bowling.
Fred and Jean, Tessa’s parents, were happy enough to
spend more time with Marcus, the youngest grandchild by
some margin. Yet Tessa still wasn’t particularly comfortable
going out, venturing into public spaces.
I remember being in line for the Ridley Scott science
fiction movie, Prometheus, and seeing Tessa taking on that
furtive, hunched look again. Thinking her old high school
friends or rivals were somewhere near. But then I saw she
was staring at a bunch of college-age kids. Or maybe high
school seniors—I couldn’t tell young people’s ages
nowadays.
Tessa seemed to straighten up, no longer threatened by
other moviegoers, although apparently she recognized
somebody over there in the other line for the box office,
though she couldn’t quite place him to start with.
“And what are you doing staring at other men at the
movie theater anyway?” I teased her. I was in a jovial
mood, as often seemed the case after we dropped Marcus
off at the grandparents’ for an evening all to our own.
“Oh Jesus, it’s little Robbie Donovan,” she said, briefly
sucking her breath through her teeth.
That caused a raising of the eyebrows. “Little Robbie?
Tell me that’s a nickname in the same vein as Robin
Hood’s best mate Little John?”
The guy my wife had been staring at was probably 18
or 19 years old, 20 at the outset, with short-cropped black
hair and enviable amber skin—but more to the point he
had to be six foot four and 220 pounds of fairly solid
brawn.
“It is him. God, he’s grown up.” She glanced at me
briefly, and I caught a funny glint in her eyes I could not
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quite translate at that moment. Then she finally explained:
“He used to live—well, I guess he still could—round the
block from us. I was his babysitter.”
Then we were in the movie, and from what I could tell
from Tessa’s face as she focused on the Alien-prequel, the
moment of her noticing Little Robbie Donovan had
passed.
Only, I couldn’t help dwelling on it. I think it was a
look I hadn’t seen on Tessa’s face before, and I wanted to
understand it. Was it nostalgia for those easier times, when
she’d been a teenager just about to head off to college
herself ? Or was it the same fear she had for others who
knew her in the old days, that they might judge her for
going away with grand ideas of making it big in the city,
only to come back with her tail between her legs to raise
her children where other girls her age had started long ago.
No. Watching the movie, I began to suspect that my
wife’s eyes had dwelled on Little Robbie Donovan for a
different reason, though she probably wouldn’t admit to
appreciating the trim yet powerful physique her former
ward had grown into, his bulging muscles barely concealed
by a sleeveless t-shirt, his smooth tanned skin effortlessly
enticing the women around him, apparently even those
eight or nine years older.
Tessa had felt faint lust for that young man, and it
probably horrified her a little who it was she had briefly
lusted after. For me, it was a source of amusement that she
should be so uncomfortable about such a thing—but also,
as the movie rolled on and I thought about it, it all seemed
intriguing to me.
I suspected that I actually wanted to see how my wife
responded to illicit attraction.
I figured I was just a little crazy. Since Marcus had
come along, Tessa had very rarely been in the mood for
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anything physical between us—I was probably just overly
wound-up from that. The prospect that something—even
if it was the sight of another man—that might spur her on,
shake her out of her sexual malaise, made me hopeful and
a little exhilarated.
A faint flicker of lust in my wife’s eyes had tweaked
some kind of fascination in me.
A faint flicker of lust was how we would have left it,
too, except that fate intervened once we had all filed out of
the theater with the movie credits rolling in the darkness.
“Hey, Miss Kovac, isn’t it?”
We turned to find Little Robbie Donovan looming over
us, a broad lopsided but charming smile plastered all across
his undeniably handsome face.
“Oh, it’s Mrs Shaw these days,” Tessa grinned herself
and stuck out a dainty hand for him to shake. “Hello
Robbie, how are you? You’re looking good.”
I was impressed at how she was handling herself in his
presence, but it was exciting to me that she could not quite
control every aspect of the powerful desire flowing through
her body. Her face was faintly flushed, and the delicate
pink also appeared in her chest as she smiled at him.
Perhaps it was my paranoia, but I swear that as he gently
took her proffered hand in his, her pupils dilated, her
breathing deepened. There was a very slight sheen of
perspiration on her forehead.
God, her nipples were faintly visible pushing through
her blouse—and she was wearing a bra.
And I was reacting to her reaction, it seemed.
“I go by ‘Robert’ these days,” he said, his teeth so white
as he smiled at her, contrasting with the tone of his skin.
For a man with such an Irish surname, he had something
of a Mediterranean complexion.
“Robert,” Tessa nodded, appearing to me to be road7

MAX SEBASTIAN

testing the new version of his name, the grown-up version.
She was gently stroking the ends of her long, cocoa-brown
hair as she spoke to him. Almost forgot I was there. Then,
remembering, “Uh… oh, this is my husband, Josh.”
We shook, and I read a hint of something I could only
describe as admiration in those cool brown eyes of his. It
somehow fanned the flames of curious exhilaration inside
me, made me think that this guy here had probably once
had a crush on his babysitter, one 16- or 17-year-old Tessa
Kovac.
She said: “You must be in college these days.”
“Penn State, of course,” another of those winsome
smiles from not-so-little Robert Donovan. “I guess I’ll be a
sophomore in a couple months.”
“Home for the summer?”
“Yeah, you know how it is. Looking around for some
summer work. Not much about, I guess with the recession,
and I’m not into the whole flipping burgers thing.”
I seemed to be the third person making the crowd, the
two of them seemed so engaged in catching up. Once or
twice Tessa glanced at me with the kind of expression that
attempted to reassure me that she was only being polite.
Robert, though, seemed more than a little absorbed in my
wife’s cool green eyes, her pretty face framed by long
flowing brown hair, and his gaze flicked down when he
hoped it wasn’t noticed, to take in her pleasingly feminine
figure.
“Well hey, I hope you find something,” Tessa was being
polite to him, though her eyes were also darting all over
her admirer’s frame when she thought she was safe.
She was clearly about to leave it at that, except that
yours truly stepped in.
“You’re not one for a little painting and decorating,
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Robert?” I said. God, I wasn’t even really thinking with my
head, the words just seemed to tumble out of my mouth.
He looked at me with faint surprise, as though he
assumed my role as husband would be to make someone
like him back off as soon as possible—not prolong an
encounter with his wife with the faint suggestion of a job
offer.
“That’s the kind of thing I’m looking for,” he said.
Tessa gave me a sharp look, managing to keep Robert
from noticing. It amused me hugely—she was uncomfort‐
able in this guy’s presence, simply because she was
attracted to him. It was probably something of a taboo as
well, an attraction between babysitter and babysittee, even
if the intervening years had taken away the shock factor.
I grinned at Tessa, teasing her for her body’s implicit
infidelity.
And she said: “We’ve been thinking about getting our
basement fixed up for years and years—I wonder if it’s
something you’d be interested in trying.”
The corners of Robert’s mouth turned down and he
gently nodded his head as he considered my suggestion.
Then another momentary glance at Tessa seemed to
confirm to me his underlying crush was still present and
correct.
He said: “If you want it done, I can do it, Mr Shaw.”
“Josh, please,” I grinned. “Why don’t you come to the
house Monday or Tuesday—we’re at 1648 Blessington
Street.”
“I know Blessington,” Robert smiled. “Nice neigh‐
borhood.”
“Come over. Tessa will show you the basement—see if
you think it’s something you can help with.”
Tessa waited until we were in the Subaru on the way
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home before she chided me for inviting Robert Donovan to
visit our home.
“What’re you talking about?” I asked, all fake-inno‐
cence. “We’ve been talking about getting the basement
done for ages—and we’ve never found the time.”
“And where do we get the money from to get it done
now? I thought we were supposed to be saving everything
we could for Marcus.”
In the light of the long summer evening, I could see
that faint flush in her cheeks again, merely from talking
about Robert Donovan.
I could have just kept turning the screws and arguing
how much we needed the basement done, offering valid
testimony in terms of her recent struggles for space in our
modest-sized home. But I couldn’t help give in to my
amusement.
“You’re just pissed because you’ve got the hots for the
guy you used to babysit,” I taunted. Meanie.
She opened her mouth, her eyes, wide in silent outrage.
“I do not have the hots for Little Robbie Donovan.”
I couldn’t help but laugh at that. Her tone of voice
virtually confirmed it.
“If you’re not secretly lusting after him, why are you so
angry at me for offering him a little work?”
I had her trapped with that particular point.
She persisted: “We don’t have the money right now to
splash around on painting and decorating.”
“Sure we do. With a little imagination.”
She pouted, unable to really come up with a retort as
we now turned onto our sleepy tree-lined street, then
pulled up in the little driveway next to our three-bedroom
house.
I gave her a break, saying no more as I followed her
inside—in part because I didn’t want to spoil the rest of
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the evening. When we had a rare night to ourselves, it
didn’t always come to pass that Tessa was in the mood for
anything, but I had hopes she would be tonight, and I
didn’t want to spoil it by going overboard on the teasing.
As we got inside, to my surprise I found my wife all but
dragging me upstairs, tearing off my pants almost before
I’d had a chance to hang up my coat, I couldn’t resist a
little light teasing.
“He has got you all hot and bothered.”
“What?” Her voice was sharp—she knew exactly what
I was talking about.
“Little Robbie Donovan. You can’t stop thinking about
him, huh?”
I was awarded an eye-roll for that one, a useful expres‐
sion for Tessa to divert my attention from her faint blush,
from the way her bullet-like nipples were straining against
her blouse again, her chest rising and falling with increas‐
ingly heavy breathing. It wasn’t the thought of making love
to me that had her so wound up, much as I would have
liked it to be.
Jesus, her pupils were so dilated her eyes appeared
black.
“You’re not still going on about that, are you?” she
sighed.
“I’m not going on about anything. I just think it’s funny
you have a crush on him now, when 10 years ago he prob‐
ably had a huge crush on you.”
“He never had a crush on me.”
“Are you kidding? You were gorgeous in high school,
like you’re gorgeous now—and you were probably the first
girl anywhere near Little Robbie Donovan. Of course you
were his first crush.”
“So?”
“So now he has you as horny as I’ve ever seen you.”
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“You shouldn’t complain,” she said, kneeling before me
as I perched on the edge of the bed, my erection prom‐
inent between us.
“Oh, I’m not complaining.”
I don’t remember the last time she devoured me so
hungrily. She never made love like this—always, it was
lights off, clothes off, then by-the-numbers missionary.
Rarely anything other, rarely oral, rarely her on top, rarely
me from behind.
But she’d been exposed to the young but grown-up
Robert Donovan, and now even before her own clothes
were removed, she wanted cock. She wanted it now. She
seemed like a woman possessed, squeezing my hardness,
stroking it over her soft face, breathing in its scent, licking
slowly up its length before stretching her lips around
the tip.
She was looking up at me with those big smokey green
eyes as she took me deep in her mouth, and we both knew
she was thinking about another man as she did it.
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I

t was a real surprise. Tessa had never looked at
another man the six years we’d been together,
never even thought about another man as far as I was
aware. She’d always been the perfect, respectable young
wife. For the first time, she was quietly admitting to a
flicker of attraction for someone else, and it made her seem
frighteningly sexy to me.
I think she was assuming that as a man, I’d be simply
too grateful to be having a blow job to start getting jealous
about where her thoughts might be.
Oh, I was thankful that she was hornier than I’d ever
seen, but it also wasn’t lost to me why she was so horny—
and that, to me, seemed sexy in itself, though I couldn’t
entirely explain why.
I looked at her sucking my cock, knowing she was
imagining sucking Robert, perhaps she was already
tingling and wet beneath her long skirt as she did so – and
that seemed hot to me. The little twinge of jealousy was
overwhelmed by the arousal I felt, but somehow it was
corrupted by it. The jealousy almost seemed to enhance
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the experience of the arousal, like the seasoning in a deli‐
cious meal.
She was moaning as she bobbed her head up and
down on my shaft as though she was getting off on this as
much as I was—again, something she’d never really done
before.
“You just can’t stop thinking about him, can you?” I
heard the words coming out of my mouth, as though it was
someone else talking.
“Thinking about who?”
“Don’t give me that. You know who.”
Her lips smacked together as she withdrew me from
her mouth. “Why do men always think we’re just like
them? You think about Taylor Swift when we’re making
love. Or Selena Gomez. Or that other one. Scarlett
Johansen.”
“No,” I said, my tone and my grin mocking her for
trying to change the subject, or at least trying to deflect it.
“Now Mila Kunis I will admit to. But that’s not the point.
“You want me to stop?” Was that a threat? She didn’t
look like she could stop if I paid her to. She shoved my
brutally hard cock back into her mouth as though she
needed a last taste before I forced her to give it all up.
“No, no,” I said letting out a groan as she sucked me
hard. “Are you thinking about him now?”
“Jesus.”
“There’s nothing wrong with it. I think it’s kinda hot
that you’re having a sexual fantasy, that I know you’re
having a sexual fantasy. You never revealed any before.”
She rolled her eyes at me again.
I felt like it was some kind of challenge. I had to
squeeze an admission out of her prim and proper lips.
“You know, he’s probably lying in bed somewhere right
now imagining you’re doing this exact same thing to him.”
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“What are you talking about?”
“He’s got a mega-crush on you, Tessa.”
“You don’t know that.” The way she said it, seemed
like a virtual confirmation that she was quietly wishing
Robert Donovan had a crush on her the way she now
seemed to be getting one for him. I knew her cheeks were
flushed from her fellatio, but there was a glint in her eye
that I swore was some kind of lovesickness such that a
giddy schoolgirl might feel when someone told her a
certain heartthrob might want to take her to prom.
“It’s obvious. How could he not? You were his
babysitter.”
“You said that already, it’s not proof.”
“I saw how he looked at you tonight. That was proof.”
She pulled up from me, kissed my mouth so that I
could taste the faint saltiness of my own hardness on her
lips.
“He was imagining you saying yes to him,” I whispered
in her ear, and felt the involuntary tremble in her body in
response. I could feel her hips jiggling, as though she had a
fire burning down between her thighs, which she couldn’t
quite cope with.
I turned her over, so that she sat beside me and I could
pull her thin sweater off over her head. She wriggled out
of her skirt herself.
“You know, I don’t mind you thinking about him.
Imagining I’m him, if you like,” I said. “I think it’s hot how
flustered he’s got you.”
“I am not flustered,” she said, but the way she kissed
me was a dead giveaway.
She sat back and opened her thighs for me, revealing
her little pink panties, which were so thin I could see the
faint outline of her pussy through them, and the dark
patch of hair covering her mound.
15

MAX SEBASTIAN

I pulled them over her hips, her thighs, down past her
knees and ankles, and there was her open sex in all its
glory, framed by soft dark down, glistening with her juices.
She must have imagined I’d be eager to slide inside her,
to resume the normal pattern of our efficient marital copu‐
lation. I did want to be inside her, but I also wanted to
prolong this moment, the moment of her imagining
another man making love to her.
I’d never felt this way before, I’d never shown signs of a
fantasy for someone else sleeping with my wife—and yet it
seemed that I was as caught up in this spell, the spell of the
reunion of babysitter and ward, as she was.
I dived between her thighs, kissing my way over her
hot, hot flesh, inhaling that wicked aroma of her arousal,
the signs of her fantasizing about extramarital affairs.
“Oh God…” she moaned in surprise as I slipped my
tongue into her slippery groove, tasting her tangy
sweetness.
I said: “You know he’s been thinking about doing this
to you for years.”
Teasing her with my words as well as my mouth. I felt
her quiver at one or the other, and suspected it was the
thought that young Robert might fantasize about doing
this very same thing.
“You love it, don’t you? Inspiring lust in him.”
I loved how wet her pussy was, her wetness covering
my face, her spice thick in the air. Her sex so beautiful, it
almost made me want to weep that I rarely came as close
to it as this, that I had overlooked her over so many years
with my rushed marital sex.
I loved how she gave in to the sensations, her body
remaining relaxed, open, her legs parted, no hint of her
rushing me to move up and get back to the schedule.
I loved her gentle hand on my head, encouraging me,
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thanking me, subtly guiding me to where she needed my
mouth.
As though she was teaching a young lover the ways of
womanhood.
Imagining that she was showing Robert how it was
done.
“You’re so beautiful, Miss Kovac,” I whispered with
more than a hint of mischief. “You don’t know how long
I’ve been dreaming of doing this.”
Tessa only moaned, as though the sensations flowing
through her were too much for her to react to my teasing.
“Whenever I’m with a girl at college, I’m really only
ever thinking about you, Miss Kovac,” I said a little louder,
even trying to mimic the pitch of Robert’s voice, which was
a touch deeper than my own.
We’d never role-played before. I guess neither of us
had ever been so bold. It was kind of fun, kind of
liberating.
And it took almost no time before Tessa was shud‐
dering under me, both her hands pulling my face firmly
into her soaking sex, her clear soprano piercing the night
as she writhed and shook and came explosively against my
mouth.
Jesus, if all it took to get her to come like this was to
make her imagine I was Robbie Donovan or whoever the
hell else was inside her womanly fantasies, I would be
delighted to take on the role of whoever.
“You know I love you, don’t you? I don’t want anyone
else,” she said as she pulled away from me, hauled herself
up, feeling a touch awkward at how she’d given in to her
fantasy of another man.
“You feel guilty,” I accused her with a broad grin. “You
came while fantasizing about another man, and now you
feel guilty about it.”
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She was blushing beautifully. “You implanted it all in
my head,” she complained. “I was in a vulnerable state.”
I laughed at that, but the way she no longer denied
thinking about him made my erection throb.
“Vulnerable state,” more laughter. It usefully concealed
my own vulnerable state, or the confusion I felt at this
strange situation, the way I was so turned on at my wife for
imagining sex with another guy. A guy I had invited round
to come work on our basement.
“You know, there’s nothing wrong with a little fantasy,”
I said, attempting to inject a note of seriousness.
“Are you jealous?”
I shook my head. “I don’t think so. Or if I am, it’s so
hot to know your fantasy, I can’t really feel it.”
She gave me a mischievous smile, and now turned, to
present me with her delectable rear. Jesus, was she really
asking me to take her from behind? We never did it like
this. I always suspected she had paranoid thoughts about
her beautiful derriere being somehow less than aesthetic.
But here she was, offering herself up in this most animal‐
istic of positions.
“We should talk more about guys you have a crush
on,” I said, shuffling between her thighs, lifting my unbe‐
lievably hard cock up to her wetness, stroking my tip
against her hot flesh to coat it, and tease her a little. “If it
makes you this hot to think about them, I’m all for it.”
She said: “There is no ‘them’. It’s never really
happened before.”
Did it disturb me that Robert was the only man she
had ever fantasized about? A little. I felt a slight twinge in
my stomach.
But then I eased forward, and felt her tightness grip
me, almost pull me in, her heat pressing all around me, so
irresistible.
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“Oh, Miss Kovac,” I grunted, no longer sounding
anything like Little Robbie, though the words inferred I
was being him.
Inference was enough to get Tessa pushing back
against me, moaning as I filled her, as I thrust into her, my
body beating against her superbly round behind.
“You’re not… jealous… at all?” she asked during it all.
“Not really.”
“Seriously?”
“Uh-uh.”
She looked behind at me briefly, her forehead wrinkled
as if accusing me of being nuts.
“You really don’t object to me imagining it’s Robert
Donovan back there fucking me?”
The sound of the f-word on her conservative lips made
me shiver, but it was as nothing to the realization that she’d
got me doing her doggy-style so that she could look away
from me, and imagine whoever she wanted it to be was
here pushing his huge tool inside her over and over and
over again while she gripped the bedclothes so tightly her
knuckles went white.
“Why should I?” came my answer.
For a moment or two, she just moaned quietly as I
glided into her, my passage made easy by the copious
wetness of her pussy.
Then she started ramping it up, moaning, “Oh God…
oh God… oh fuck…”
It sounded to me almost like Meg Ryan doing her most
famous scene from When Harry Met Sally—almost
amusing if it wasn’t so damn sexy coming out of Tessa’s
pretty mouth.
Gripping her hips firmly, I went with her rhythm, her
increasing intensity, piling into her harder and harder, and
then she was moaning, screaming.
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“Oh fuck me, Robert, fuck me… Fuck, fuck, fuck me
Robert…”
Using his name over and over, in defiance of our
marriage, in a desperate attempt to win some kind of argu‐
ment, make me feel jealous—yet all of it only making me
harder inside her, my manhood throbbing and pulsing and
then exploding deep in her body to fill her with my hot
come.
O. M. G., as someone from Little Robbie’s generation
might say.
When we finally broke apart, collapsing back on the
bed, Tessa was breathless, gasping for oxygen, her body
flushed all over. I don’t think I ever saw her like this after
making love.
“You came again?” I asked, not really believing she
could have, but the outward signs suggested she might
have.
“You made me,” she said, in awe at my performance
apparently. “You were so hard, I’ve never felt it like that
before.”
“That was your fault.”
“That really does turn you on? Me thinking about him
like that?”
“I guess so.”
“You do realize he’s coming round here on Monday or
Tuesday to do our basement.”
“I do.”
“It’s going to be really awkward,” she said, pulling the
bedsheets up over her naked body now, though I really
wanted to just gaze upon her. “I’m going to have to say ‘hi’
to him, and show him down to the basement with the
knowledge that a few days previously, I was screaming his
name while my husband fucked me.”
I laughed at that. “You’ll probably just end up flirting
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with him,” I said. “You’ll go all weak at the knees, and
you’ll love it.”
She raised an eyebrow. “And that won’t make you want
to fire him immediately?”
“Why should it?” I said, feeling a little flutter in my
heart at the thought of Tessa flirting with anyone, particu‐
larly someone she’d just imagined fucking her. “I trust
you.”
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B

ut trust or not, as I drove down the interstate on
my daily commute to Baltimore come Monday
morning, my heart was beating heavily. To think that I’d
given my wife the green light to flirt with someone who
had a starring role in her sexual fantasies – someone who I
strongly suspected of reciprocating her crush.
If anything did happen, I even had the responsibility
for inviting him to the house, knowing how they felt about
each other.
My stomach felt as though it had folded in half, and the
feeling only got worse with every mile I took away from
home.
I kept imagining the divorce judge clutching his gavel
—did they even have gavels?—while peering at me sternly
over his half-moon spectacles, telling me that of course my
wife was going to have an affair if I invited the guy to the
house to meet her while I wasn’t home.
Tessa did have my implied approval to flirt with
Robert, but would she act on it? The funny thing was, the
longer I thought about it, the stronger the hope inside me
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was that she would. And while my stomach felt all folded
up inside, the rest of me was buzzing with elation at this
strange turn in my relationship with my beautiful wife.
Oh I was shaking with fear that she would not only flirt
with the guy, but go much further, and I’d find myself
married to a full-on Mrs Robinson. But part of that fear
was that I wanted her to.
I couldn’t understand my feelings, they didn’t align
with the feelings of intense jealousy I had had at the start
of our relationship when I thought about the boyfriends
who came before, or saw her talking to other guys in that
final year of our time together at Columbia.
The jealousy was still there, ticking along in the back‐
ground, yet somehow I was now in a place where I could
not only cope with that, but actively enjoy the slow burn,
as one enjoyed the burn of the alcohol when sipping a fine
whisky. More obvious to me was the elation I felt that
someone who caused Tessa to feel so sexual, to get so
horny she couldn’t easily contain it, was about to see her
again.
It was simple: a little Robert time meant Tessa would
be primed for some seriously sizzling sex.
The fear that was there inside me—well, the main
reason for that was the paranoia that Robert Donovan
would come along and sweep Tessa into his arms, and
she’d never want me again. My heart palpitated at that
thought, but my head told me firmly that it would never
happen. He might feature in her sexual fantasies, but she
didn’t love him—couldn’t love him. And she would never
stop loving me, would never leave me, would never choose
another man over me.
Still, as much as I told that to myself, I was shaking a
little all day at the thought of what might be happening at
the house.
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Robert had said he’d be coming over Monday or
Tuesday morning, and the whole thing had been fairly
relaxed. But I knew if he still had any feelings for Tessa,
he’d be over on that Monday. Sure enough, about nine
thirty, Tessa sent me a text to announce that the guy’s car
had just pulled into our driveway.
“You okay?”
I looked up. A co-worker of mine, Greg Simons, was
hovering next to my cubicle.
“Huh?”
“You look as though you’ve seen a ghost.”
“Oh,” I smiled, my brain scrabbling for some kind of
explanation. I tried to turn my faintly shocked expression
into the pretense of something else that would keep Greg
from further concern. “I guess you could say that,” I said
slowly, giving myself further time to think of an explana‐
tion. Then the only thing that came to me was: “We just
had a pregnancy test—negative, thankfully.”
Greg grinned, the explanation clicking into place as the
natural fit for my appearance. “I hear you, buddy,” he said
supportively. “Nice to have another kid, right? But in this
economy…”
I nodded and smiled, and he was on his way.
I tried to correct my outward appearance as I awaited
any further communication from Tessa. It seemed to take
an age to come.
(Tessa): He’s going to start on the basement tomorrow.
That was it.
It seemed like an anticlimax to me—but then what had
I really been hoping for? Some sudden confession that
she’d been unable to resist the guy, she’d invited him up to
their bedroom to check on something and then found him
throwing her onto the bed?
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(Josh): That’s great, honey. I’m sure we’ll be glad we did it in
the long run.
My text was similarly vague to hers, though perhaps
there was some slight hint of something naughty from the
potential dual meaning in the word “it”.
I had to tell myself that at least today had gone well
enough that Robert would be working on the basement,
visiting the house regularly, probably winding Tessa up no
end in the process. That stirred up the butterflies in my
chest a little.
I didn’t receive any further texts from my wife that
afternoon. On my journey home, I felt the clamor of trepi‐
dation with every little burst forward that I achieved in the
solid traffic heading out of the city. Would Tessa be angry
that I’d forced her to accept Robert working at the house
this summer?
Or would his presence trigger a different reaction—
bringing back the Tessa who had appeared after that visit
to the movies?
Then there was the possibility that I would return
home to find that Tessa had been tempted by the arrival of
her new crush at the house into something beyond flirting.
That was a frightening prospect, and yet a dark corner of
my soul craved it. My swollen manhood desired it.
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essa was feeding Marcus the last of his dinner as
I arrived home, gave her a brief peck on the
cheek, registering the stronger than normal hint of
perfume she was wearing.
Changed into jeans and a t-shirt, it was time for me to
give the young man his bath and put him to bed. It always
took a little longer than I thought it would.
In the mean time, I silently analyzed what I’d seen of
Tessa’s body language on arriving home that evening, and
before I’d come up to deal with Marcus. I was somewhat
disappointed at the assessment I came to: that Tessa hadn’t
really flirted with Robert to any great extent—if she had, I
would have noticed the guilt imprinted in her features, and
perhaps it would even have pushed her into some kind of
confession.
She would have at least looked a little awkward on my
return.
Putting our little boy to bed, it felt like some kind of
anticlimax, but I had to tell myself that Robert had only
come over briefly to assess the job we were offering. He
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hadn’t stuck around long enough to get Tessa’s juices
flowing.
And that was all I wanted him to do, wasn’t it? Sure, it
would be great to get a habitable basement, but really I just
wanted Robert to get Tessa in the mood a little more often,
get her enjoying the carnal desire and its impacts in her
body once again.
With baby in bed at last, I came down to find her
hovering at the island that separated the kitchen from the
living area. She was sipping a glass of dry white wine,
something she didn’t normally do.
“How did today go?” I asked, taking a seat on our
couch.
She shrugged. “Same as usual—I guess Robert came
over.”
“And? He agreed to the job?”
“He did.”
“Great.”
She looked at me, those pretty green eyes so piercing.
“You are going to have to fire him.”
“What? Fire him?”
“You are not going to be able to handle that guy
hanging around our house while you’re at work all after‐
noon,” she said.
I laughed. “I’m not going to be able to handle it? I’m
not the one with the schoolgirl crush on him. You just want
me to fire him because you can’t deal with that.”
Call it wishful thinking, but I swear her eyes flamed
with repressed desire and danger. “You’ll be sitting at work,
and you’ll start feeling threatened.”
“Threatened? That you’ll be tempted by him while I’m
gone? That you’ll lose control?” I chuckled. “You know
how hot you look when you lose control?”
She laughed off my suggestion, but after slipping the
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straps of her summer dress off her shoulders, allowing it to
fall to the ground, she revealed her faded blue bra and
panties. As she stepped toward me, I could see how wet she
was between her thighs. Jesus, this from just a short visit?
Then her underwear was gone, and she was calmly
straddling me, fishing out my hard cock from my pants. I
was already so hard from the thought of her being aroused
all day waiting for me to get home from work—and too,
yes, from the thought that another man desired her, and
would be here tomorrow driving her wild with his mere
presence. The sight of that little damp patch in the front of
her panties just turned my manhood into a granite pillar.
She sighed as she sank down slowly onto me, her
mouth, her eyes widening with some astonishment at my
hardness and how it felt considering her own advanced
arousal.
“You better hope I don’t lose control,” she purred as
she began rising and falling on me.
“Lose control?”
“A hot young man running around the house all
summer, flirting with your horny wife.”
I smiled, flicking open the catch of her bra, freeing up
her small but perky breasts, those nipples of hers so prom‐
inent, begging to be touched.
I growled, “If my wife is horny like this more often
when I come home, I don’t think I’ll mind if she loses
control.”
And that made her shiver all over, her body writhing in
my lap as she came in record time—making me realize
that for her, the foreplay had started long before I’d come
home that evening.
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couldn’t stop thinking about her the next day,
not for five minutes. I spoiled entire meetings
with thoughts of Tessa standing before me, her cheeks
faintly flushed, her long cocoa hair loose and unkempt, her
eyes wild with lust, her slender but curvaceous body
covered by nothing other than a little pair of panties that
were damp from her desire.
Jesus, I felt like a hormone-fueled teenager again.
But one thing I realized as I spent the day trying to
look busy, look productive, look like a valuable member of
the team without in any way being one, was that my
newfound obsession with my wife wasn’t merely from the
fact that she had suddenly started wanting sex a whole lot
more—or that I had somehow suddenly started noticing
her beauty again.
There was something in the fact that she had revealed
an attraction for another man that was driving me beyond
wild.
I thought about how she’d teased me by calling out
Robert’s name during our lovemaking. The turn-on was
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from seeing her imagining I was him, and seeing her
responding to that imagination. The idea that I wasn’t
really there, I was a third party merely watching my wife
having explosive sex with someone else. It was something
I’d never seen—never wanted to—but now I did want to
see it.
The dark part inside me now wanted to see this taken
further, beyond flirting, to watch another man turn Tessa
into a bubbling cauldron of uncontrolled desire.
That shocked me a little. Did I really want her to
embark on a full-on affair?
That day, I tried to think how Tessa would be feeling
having this crush on the guy now working at our house
renovating the basement. How she would enjoy little brief
flirtations, asking him if he wanted coffee, if he needed
water, if he would be okay alone while she took Marcus to
his afternoon swim class. How hot she’d feel to see his
every glance her way trying to undress her. How she’d melt
a little inside at the thought of letting him take her.
That flicker of irrepressible desire within Tessa was some‐
thing I hadn’t seen much of since we were in the early days of
dating. And back then, I had been so wrapped up in the mael‐
strom of emotions from my own exploration of this beautiful
new girl that I probably hadn’t appreciated it fully. To me,
she’d just been a drop-dead gorgeous and available female,
who seemed to confirm at every turn how perfect she was as
my companion and best friend. I was so absorbed by my own
developing perceptions of her that I had overlooked some of
the subtleties of her own response to raw sexual attraction.
At least, that’s what I told myself. Maybe we just had a
different relationship back then—she’d been turned on,
she’d been attracted to me, but the physical attraction had
been balanced by her platonic love, her recognition of me
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as an equal and potential lifelong soulmate. What she had
now, with Robert Donovan, was something else entirely. It
was purely sexual, it was sudden, intense, feverish, and
perhaps most importantly of all in such an illicit attraction,
it was forbidden, it was wrong, it might even have been
seen as taboo in some quarters.
And now, as I drove home in the frustratingly slow
traffic of a highway especially choked by an accident on
the I-695, I felt that my sudden renewed desire for Tessa
was similar to that of hers for Robert: sudden, intense,
feverish and most certainly slightly taboo, since my attrac‐
tion appeared directly connected to her attraction for
another.
It felt slightly strange to be sitting there realizing that I
was probably shaping up to be what society might term a
deviant. God, and it was so sudden. I’d just been a
husband the other day. Now I was a husband who had
procured a young stud for his wife to flirt with.
But I couldn’t deny that the thought of her getting all
steamed up over him made me rock hard while I was
sitting in traffic.
And where was my jealousy in all of this? Sitting at the
back of my thoughts, snickering. Encouraging me to
pursue these filthy thoughts of mine, perhaps playing the
long game with the hope that if it could not hurt me just
now, one day when I lost Tessa for good in the arms of
another man, I’d be completely shattered beyond repair.
I texted her to apologize profusely for the hold-up, even
sending her photos from my smartphone to demonstrate
the bumper-to-bumper action that was keeping me from
bathing Marcus just then.
By the time I’d gotten home, I’d had texts back from
Tessa telling me not to worry, that I couldn’t do anything
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about the traffic, that she had bathed Marcus and put him
to bed.
I pulled into our driveway and then into the garage,
feeling faintly nervous that this massive new fantasy of
mine would be quashed by the simple mundanity of life.
Tessa would bring me back down to reality, that this silly
new kink of mine was not something for grown-up married
people to get into.
Then in the darkness of the garage, the door to the
kitchen opened, and framed in the doorway was the heartstopping sight of Tessa wearing sexy black lace-topped
hold-ups—and absolutely nothing else.
“Did something happen I should know about?”
“No, I just thought you might want to know what
you’re leaving in the sole company of a young college stud
while you go to work.”
“So I might thank him for warming you up for me?”
“So you can fire him because you’re worried he’s just
going to take me one day whether I like it or not.”
“Whether you like it or not? I can’t see you not liking it,
the way you feel about him.”
“Oh you can joke, but you should see how he looks at
me when I bring him coffee.”
We hadn’t gotten more than two yards from where
she’d been standing in that doorway. She clearly thought
she was fueling my lust by prodding my jealousy at her
potential misbehavior. In reality it was this pretty demure
brunette turned into an insatiable sex goddess that drove
on my lust. I wasn’t angry—I was grateful to our new
painter and decorator for that.
“You’re still trying to get me to fire him because you
can’t stop yourself lusting after a 19-year-old college boy?”
I had picked her up and placed her on the granite
countertop in our kitchen, and after 90 minutes sitting in
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traffic, I was hungry. Her thighs parted wide as she leaned
back on her elbows, opening herself to my craving for her
soaking wet pussy.
She seemed to me freshly showered and prepared for
me, but in even the briefest time between shower and my
return, she’d become very wet. Her dark scent of arousal
was thick, her pink pussy lips glistening, and I didn’t waste
a moment before burying my face between her thighs to
feast upon her.
Oh God, she was magnificent. This was how she was
for a while that summer—making the most of this renewed
energy between us to tease me each time I returned home.
On the days I wasn’t late, she would dress provocatively
while I was putting Marcus to bed, before pouncing on me,
to reveal the frustrations that had built up in her during the
day while she had Robert Donovan around the house.
She teased me about how Robert liked to strip down to
the waist while he was working, how she liked to gaze upon
his ripped body, imagining running her hands all over him,
tracing out the edges of his muscles as she stroked the taut
skin moistened by his manly sweat.
I teased her about having such a huge crush on a guy
and being unable to do anything about it but wait for her
husband to return.
As I pressed my tongue into her hot, wet pussy I
dropped hints for her to imagine it was him. As she sucked
my big hard cock, I reminded her how she’d thought of
doing just this to Robert earlier that day—I didn’t know
whether she had or not, but I assumed it, and her reactions
did not refute my assumptions. We tended to make love all
over the house, usually downstairs to give us more chance
of leaving Marcus asleep.
When we were feeling particularly bad, we went down
into the basement, Robert’s temporary domain, and my
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teasing her about giving into the man took on added
tension. I suppose it made me imagine how the two of
them might be down there.
It was hot, furious sex down there, Tessa holding onto
Robert’s step ladder while I gripped her hips tight and
plunged into her from behind. Or myself sitting on the
bottom step, Tessa bouncing up and down on my lap, often
facing away from me, as though teasing me that she was
thinking of another man.
And what started as teasing soon became straightfor‐
ward role-play—me playing Robert, Tessa playing herself
unable to fend him off any more.
It was as though we’d discovered Viagra or something.
Jesus.
Afterwards we’d lie back and talk, perhaps, which often
took the form of Tessa trying to understand why I wasn’t
angry at her, jealous at her for flirting with Robert, and not
even bothering to hide it from me.
“You enjoy flirting with him,” I said. “I know that. It
makes you feel sexy again. He’s impartial proof that you’re
hot—not a husband duty-bound to complement you.”
“That makes me sound horribly self-obsessed.”
“It’s just getting the self-confidence back after having
Marcus, that’s all. I love how it’s changed you.”
“And you’re not a little scared it might go too far? That
he might think I’m leading him on?”
“I trust you.”
I sugar-coated my feelings a little—I mean, I was
nervous, I was jealous, I was a bundle of fear, but how
could she understand that this was exciting to me, all
bound up in the elation I felt over her almost constant state
of arousal this summer. Somehow the risk, the danger that
Tessa would one day find herself unable to step back, that
she might perhaps kiss Robert, touch him, take him to her
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bed—that precipice of fear only enhanced the thrill of
coming home to a horny wife desperate for fulfillment.
“Millie from my Mom’s Circle was saying she thought I
was pregnant again.”
“Pregnant?”
“I’m not pregnant.”
“Thank God! Not that it wouldn’t be a wonderful
thing, honey…”
“She was just saying how I’m always, like, glowing
these days.”
“You tell her why?”
“Well, she assumed if it wasn’t pregnancy, I must be
cheating on you or something—I said no, it’s just my
husband. She wants to know our secret.”
We seemed more comfortable with the idea of her
flirting with him after a couple weeks, but I still detected
hints in her conversation that she was still testing me,
feeling out my limits, perhaps even trying to subtly scare
me into ending this strange arrangement.
“You know he’s getting less and less shy around me,
you know?”
“Really?”
“When I give him a drink, he’s right there, close to me.
I can smell his sweat.”
“That probably explains why you’re so wet right now.
God, I was straight inside you like a shot tonight.”
“You know, he’s getting more and more comfortable
around me,” she was serious. “It’s going to go too far one
day. He’ll end up grabbing me.”
“And then what? You won’t be able to stop him?” I felt
a little light-headed at the prospect.
“Maybe not.”
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f course, there was that big part of me that was
nervous that Tessa was somehow unsafe in her
flirtation with Robert—and yet logically, I knew she
couldn’t be. She was always saying how sweet he was, how
tender and kind. And Tessa knew his parents, of course.
He would never try anything over and above what she was
comfortable with.
Increasingly, though, I found myself hoping he would
try something.
I wondered if it was that dangerous effect you get
from a drug addiction: the drug itself stops having such
an impact on you the more you take it, forcing you to
take more and more, and perhaps move on to stronger
drugs.
With me, the thought of Tessa flirting with Robert was
getting tired after a few weeks, once Robert had moved on
from our basement to paint and decorate the garage, and
the entire upstairs of our house. Tessa no longer ques‐
tioned our dipping into the savings to pay for these
improvements, and my protestations—that the extra value
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of the house would solve the issue of the spending—were
no longer needed.
I felt like I wanted more, and yet at the same time this
craving, this dream was entirely lucid, I could see myself
thinking these dark thoughts and they did terrify me as
much as they excited me.
Our love-making simmered into a three or four times
per week schedule, but mainly because my work had gotten
a little busier, leaving me working late a couple nights per
week. Tessa did not seem to be cooling down much, and in
fact I suspected she was, like me, feeling like pushing the
boundaries a little more.
I’d noticed her wearing shorter and shorter summer
dresses when I got up and found her making breakfast for
Marcus in the mornings. Then occasionally I found her
wearing a bikini, something she hadn’t worn for years.
“It’s going to be a hot day—I was going to top up my
tan,” she’d say by way of explanation, though that night as
I asked her how Robert had responded to the sight of her
in that bikini, the smile on her face and the blush in her
cheeks, not to mention that her soaking pussy gripped my
hard cock as though trying to hurt me—it all provided
ample explanation for her increasingly risqué dress sense.
By that stage I was becoming increasingly obsessed
with the idea of watching my wife in the arms of another
man—a non-threatening man, a college boy she’d never
dream of leaving me for—even going all the way with him.
And Tessa—well, perhaps some form of complacency
had set in, but she seemed less driven by merely the
thought of Robert, but more intent on how I responded
sexually to the little tales she told about her little encoun‐
ters with him.
I guess at the basic level, I really liked that she was
getting off on turning me on by telling me what was going
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on, I loved that she was so excited by driving me wild. It
reminded me that even if she had a little fun here and
there with her college boy, I was the focus of her love.
“I left the door open a crack while I was changing into
my swimsuit for Marcus’s swim class today,” she said one
evening as we lay in bed, with me between her thighs
lapping at her succulent pussy.
“And he saw you?”
“He went to the bathroom—there’s no way he could
have missed it.”
“What did he see?”
“I think he saw me in very little. Underwear, maybe.”
That was enough to force me up and inside her, and
she loved the force with which I took her.
As I thrust inside her, she continued to tease me,
saying: “I think I believe you now.”
“Believe me?” I grunted.
“That Robert really wants me.”
Pushing hard and deep inside her, I could feel her
pussy trembling around my cock. It suddenly made me
wonder if this was what Robert would feel if he was in my
place, how Tessa might be for him. I wanted to see.
“Well, what are you going to do about it?” I heard
myself say without really thinking.
“Do about it?”
“You want him, don’t you?”
“God, yeah.”
“So are you going to waste all summer waiting for him
to make a move?”
Gazing into her eyes as I fucked her hard, it felt—to us
both, I’m certain of it—that we were striding along some
treacherous edge, teetering precariously to one side or the
other, in serious danger of falling. Were we joking now, teasing
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each other about Tessa actually being with Robert, or were we
being straight? It wasn’t quite clear, and yet that very ambi‐
guity seemed to help us negotiate the fear factor, knowing that
if either one of us suddenly seemed uncomfortable about this,
we could step back and laugh it off as yet more role-play.
But this felt like moving beyond role-play.
“I’m not waiting for him, I’m waiting for you,” she
said.
“Why d’you need to wait for me?”
“Because you don’t know whether you really want me
to seduce him or not.”
“I don’t know? You don’t know.”
“Oh, I know,” she growled, her eyes blazing. But
blazing because she was winning our teasing contest, or
blazing because she genuinely felt ready to break her
wedding vows if I was in favor?
“If you know, I know,” I said.
She stopped me and rolled me over onto my back,
straddling me cowgirl style. I gasped as I felt her sink onto
me, her heat and tightness suddenly crushing me.
“You’re serious?” she said, and for the first time, I felt
our conversation move away from the safe territory of roleplaying and teasing. “You really want me to try something
with him?”
“Don’t you?” I said, grabbing her hips, pulling her
down on me. “He gets you so fired up.”
“I am a woman,” she said, as though any other girl
would feel the way she did, even if they hadn’t been Little
Robbie’s babysitter. “But I’m also married to you.”
“Well he’s no threat to me. The only fear I could have
would be of losing you. You’re not going to leave me for
him, are you?”
“Of course not.”
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“So then. What’s the harm? So you’ve got a new sex
toy. I like that I get to allow you to have fun with it.”
“You do?”
“Feels like even if he’s the one giving you pleasure, it
would really be me doing it, because I allowed it.”
She grinned. “So if you came home and I told you I
kissed him, you wouldn’t be angry?”
“No.”
“Or that I’d touched him?”
“No.”
“Sucked his big hard cock?”
“No.”
“More?”
“The question is whether you can handle it.”
“I can handle it.”
“So then.”
“I’m going to fuck him, sweetie—you know that?”
She was crying out by now, losing control of herself as
she writhed on my pole dreaming of fucking a young
college-age stud.
“Oh God, I’m really gonna do it…”
“I’m gonna fuck him…”
“I’m gonna cheat on you, sweetie…”
I loved it, this demure brunette had become a living sex
goddess. The only thing was that she was in danger of
forgetting her noise, and waking Marcus.
I shoved her a little brutally over onto the bed, pushing
her onto her stomach, her head into the pillows, and strad‐
dled her before roughly entering her from behind, her
thighs together but her pussy and its surroundings so drip‐
ping wet I just glided into her tightness.
“You fuck him as much as you want, honey,” I
declared, “just don’t wake the baby.”
And with that, we both came violently.
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e slept after that. In the morning, I felt a
little funny at where our lovemaking had
ended up, wondering whether we had genuinely come to
an understanding that Tessa could treat Robert as some
kind of sex toy with my blessing.
Did I really want that?
Every time I thought about it, I came to the same
conclusion: I wanted to see Tessa seduce her college hunk,
I wanted to see what it would do to her. I wanted her to
have that wicked, depraved experience, from the first time
she’d have a different man inside her since we started
dating.
After my shower, I went down to the kitchen to find
Tessa looking cute as a button in another little summer
dress. It was like she was going for the wholesome collegegirl look. And I couldn’t help but notice that she’d decided
not to wear a bra—her nipples were visible, dark through
the thin cotton of her dress. Was Robert going to see that?
Thinking about what she’d been saying before we’d
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collapsed asleep the previous night, I was responding to
her physically.
“You look nice,” I said, kissing her cheek as I passed
her on the way to fetching my breakfast cereal.
“So do you,” she said, and I saw her eyes drop briefly
to my crotch, taking in the bulge in my pants.
“I like the look,” I said, turning, making it clear I was
gazing at her breasts. “Unconstrained, I guess you’d
call it.”
She smiled. “All my bras are in the laundry. Hopefully
I’ll have one clean and dry by the time Robert gets here…”
I laughed at that. “But maybe not, huh?”
Her smile turned mischievous, wicked. “We were being
serious last night, weren’t we?”
Her question shocked me, and from the look of her, I
think it shocked her, too. This really was it, wasn’t it? We’d
been sharing this strange fantasy for a lot longer than we
realized—it was nearly the end of summer by now. Time
really did fly when you were having fun. And now, were we
really ready to make fantasy reality?
I shrugged, trying to downplay the issue a little, take
some of the pressure out of the atmosphere. “It’s only a
little fun, isn’t it? If we find we don’t like it, we just have to
stop. We can forget about it.”
We both looked at each other, and Tessa nodded. I
think it was clear to both of us that it would never be quite
as simple as forgetting about it if we really were uncom‐
fortable with the reality. Trying to squeeze the genie back
into the bottle was more like it.
“You want to try, don’t you?” I asked her. Serious.
Marcus just went on munching on his baby oatmeal,
oblivious to the huge decision going on around him.
“I think so,” she said in a quiet, meek voice. “I just…
I’m a little scared, I guess.”
42

My Wife, The Seductress

“Scared?”
She looked straight into my eyes, glanced at Marcus,
doing the mental check that he couldn’t understand any of
this. Then she breathed out a deep sigh, and leveled her
big concern at me. “It’s just… I think of you sleeping with
another woman, and there’s no way I could cope with
that.”
“What? What’s another woman got to do with it?” I
was surprised at her concern.
“Well it would only be fair, wouldn’t it? You let me have
a little fun with Robert…”
I felt stunned. I hadn’t even considered this possibility
—that Tessa might think my growing acceptance for the
idea of her fulfilling her crush might be some kind of
subtext for getting her to accept the idea of me sleeping
with some other woman. It was a highly logical concern, I
could see that.
“I don’t want to sleep with another woman,” I said. “I
never did. You’re just not looking at this in the right way.”
“How am I supposed to look at it?”
I paused a beat, trying to find the words for how I felt.
“This is not about me wanting to open up our marriage,
honey,” I said. “This is about how sexy you are, how unbe‐
lievably hot you’ve become since you embraced this crush
of yours. It’s about how completely obsessed I am with
you, how beautiful you are when you lose complete control
of yourself sexually.”
“But you want someone else to sleep with me?”
“Only if I get to watch,” I said. “That’s my one condi‐
tion. I love you, I want you to have this exciting experience,
but I want to share in the experience—I want to see you
having it. That’s what it’s all about for me. Like watching
you touching yourself, only for once in my life I want to see
how you make love to a man, from a different perspective.”
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Her brow wrinkled, confused, or perhaps thinking how
nuts her husband was. Like her outfit, it was pretty cute.
“I guess I understand,” she said, her face beginning to
relax.
“Nothing’s written in stone,” I said, pouring the corn‐
flakes into my bowl, trying to act calm myself though my
insides felt like molten lava. “All I’m saying is that if you
felt like pursuing anything… I would be okay with it. But if
you think anything significant might happen—”
“You’d want to watch?”
I saw a flicker of mischievous lust pass across her face,
melting the startled expression. She liked the idea of
having me watch her depravity, I could see that. It turned
me on that she wanted me to watch.
“I don’t really think I could go the whole way unless
you were there,” she said.
“I don’t think I’d want to miss it,” I said.
My heart was fluttering so much as I went to work that
morning, it was a wonder I didn’t take off.
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PART II

Corrupting The
Innocent

Chapter 8

I

think ordinarily, Tessa would have been a little
more reluctant to do what we were doing. My
theory is that she was badly in need of a boost in self confi‐
dence after Marcus came along, even though she’d
returned to her pre-baby figure by now. But it wasn’t just
that. I think the heat of the summer and the new baby had
her relatively isolated at our house, with fewer trips out
than before.
As we toyed with the strange new fantasy of Tessa
fooling around with the college boy working on our house,
I think there was the feeling that he was harmless, he was a
nice guy, polite, respectable, and far too young for Tessa for
anything genuinely threatening to our marriage.
I think there was also the hint that we had a limited
time window here to try this out: Robert was due back at
college at the end of the summer, and no doubt a wild
sophomore year would soon make him forget the presence
of his former babysitter back in his old home town.
For me, though, it seemed that Tessa and I were
entering a new stage of our lives. We were irretrievably
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bound to each other now, connected by the cutest little boy
who would forever be ours. We’d proven our trust for each
other thus far in our marriage, and now we were entering a
new phase, a new stage in our lives.
Tessa would, perhaps, never be able to accept the idea
of me playing around with another woman—but honestly,
that wasn’t what I fantasized about in the shower any
more.
I thought of my beautiful wife, her shapely body, her
long flowing brown hair, those sultry green eyes. Her pert
breasts, kissable nipples, the tidy triangle of brown fur
between her thighs pointing the way to her box of delights.
I thought of her, and how ravishing she had become. I
thought of how ravishing she had become, and I imagined
how she would respond to the prospect of a new man
between her thighs.
And I thought of how another man might feel to see
Tessa there on the bed waiting for him.
Even though she had my full permission, it took a few
nights before Tessa stepped up things between her and her
new Romeo.
I almost started to wonder if my earlier teasing of her
had been on the money, that she couldn’t cope with this
idea.
Then one evening after I’d stayed at the office working
late, I came home to find no sign of Tessa anywhere down‐
stairs, where she usually was once Marcus was put to bed.
She hadn’t told me she was going anywhere, she hadn’t
even sent me a text.
I was nervous, very nervous. My heart was pounding in
my chest as though trying to escape. A cursory glance
around the downstairs revealed only empty rooms.
Climbing the stairs, I felt the heavy sense of dread fill my
body—and yet, also that buzz of excitement, the tingle in
48

My Wife, The Seductress

my loins. I feared finding my wife in the throes of passion
with another man—and yet at the same time I sincerely
wished to find it.
It was a conflict I sought to resolve in my head: I think
the only sense I could come to as I reached the top step
was that I was afraid I might have missed the wonderful
sight of Tessa’s seduction. Oh, there was that tiny voice of
paranoia that screamed from the depths that she’d left me,
that I’d given her a hall pass to play with Robert Donovan
and she’d skipped town altogether. But most of me didn’t
believe that was a possibility.
First thing’s first, I checked on Marcus. Edging open
the door so silently. A sleeping baby is a wonderful thing,
but a difficult thing to achieve. I desperately did not want
to disturb him. He was lying in the cot, as peaceful as a
parent could hope for, leaving me feeling quite relieved.
There’s no way Tessa would have skipped town leaving
him alone in the house.
Wherever she was, she’d have the other end of the
baby monitor nearby. I thought about whispering into the
base unit, asking her where she was. The risk of waking
Marcus, however, was too great.
Where was she? Somewhere within the range of the
baby monitor, that was for sure.
I couldn’t see anything in any of the upstairs rooms—
the spare room, the office, the second bathroom. Was she
with Robert somewhere? Hidden away, taking him to
heaven and back in the hope I wouldn’t find out?
I knew it was just my paranoia assuming she’d want to
hide from me.
I decided to get changed before mounting a more
extensive search, but as I slipped into the master bedroom,
I heard the sound of water being stirred and smelled the
familiar clean coconut scent of Tessa’s bath oil.
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Cautiously, still imagining that she could be in there
with Robert, I moved through the bedroom so that I might
peek around the corner through the open door of the en
suite, and see what Tessa was up to.
I caught my breath as I laid eyes on her, but quickly
saw that she was alone. Relief flooded my system, but also
blossoming arousal as I saw her lying there in the large
corner bathtub, her eyes closed, mouth open as though she
was playing with herself.
That dark little voice inside me was suggesting that
she’d done the deed with Robert, I’d missed it all, and now
she was in the bath washing off the evidence. But I
suspected that if Tessa had gone through with it, actually
done something with Robert, she would have wanted to
take a shower, extricate herself from any evidence as
quickly as possible.
I’d made it clear I wanted to watch her.
I leaned up against the doorway, seeing her there in the
sunken bath with her hips raised, her pussy out of the
water, both hands caressing it. She was so beautiful, no
wonder Robert had a crush on her. Those curves seemed
so perfectly designed to drive a man wild, like the lines of a
Ferrari, and the way her hands glided all over them was
like exquisite ballet.
“Something happened, then?” I asked, my voice quiet,
trying not to startle her.
Her pretty face broke out into a smile, which almost
made me think she knew I was standing there, that she’d
timed this bath to coincide exactly with my ETA.
“Worried you might have missed it all?” she joked, as
though she could read my mind.
“Of course,” I said, dropping my clothes in a pile in
the doorway, the emergence of my stiffening manhood
bringing a joyous grin to her face.
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She licked her lips as I stepped over toward the bath,
my hardness swaying in the humid air, but she continued
playing with herself, putting on a little show for me as I
climbed into the wide tub.
The water was wonderfully warm, as was her body as I
leaned over it, kneeling between her legs to kiss her sweet
lips.
“Nothing major happened,” she said. “He just stayed
for dinner—and helped me put Marcus to bed.”
“Dinner, huh?” I smiled as she chewed on my bottom
lip, and my hard cock brushed against her pussy. “That’s a
good step forward, right?”
“And that’s not all,” she said.
I raised an eyebrow.
“I kissed him.”
She felt my cock throb against her sex, and it made her
giggle.
“It does turn you on, then?”
“What can I say?” I said. “How was it?”
“Nice. You know he’s too sweet to make the moves on
me. We had a nice meal together, and a glass of wine once
Marcus was bathed and put down. And then I said you
were on your way home, so he decided to go.”
“Shame.”
I had found a position where I could hold up her hips
and play with her pussy, washing it with my hands, teasing
it with my fingers, brushing her soft down, gently prizing
apart her tender petals, planting soft kisses here and there.
She moaned as my wet, slippery tongue found its way
to her sensitive parts, flicking around her clit.
“I showed him to the door, and as he was stepping out,
it was like there was this irresistible force between us—only
he was still reluctant to do anything.”
“So you kissed him?”
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Her nipples were seriously stiff as she gave a dreamy
look my way.
“I thanked him for a lovely evening, and leaned in as
though to kiss his cheek,” she said. “Only I didn’t, I kissed
his mouth.”
“And?”
Her hand slipped over my head, stroking me, her
fingers splaying out all over my crown to encourage me in
my oral exploration of her sex.
“And it was nice. Tender. Gentle. Sweet.”
“And he enjoyed it?”
“Oh yes. He responded. And I felt his… well, let’s just
say he’s been blessed.”
I laughed, feeling pleased that if she was going to have
this experience, it was with someone sporting impressive
equipment.
The thought that she had felt him, pressed against her
like that, gave me a huge jolt in my chest, but in a good
way. I manhandled her in the bath, I lifted her hips, pulling
her pussy out of the water so I could devour her, burying
my nose in the soft hair of her mound, softly chewing on
her labia, thrusting my tongue inside her.
The bath is not usually a great place for congress
between a man and a woman, but Tessa was so wet as I
feasted on her, I could hardly complain.
“And that’s how you left it?” I asked.
“For now. I think he’s a virgin.”
“After a year in college?”
“I told you: he’s sweet. He thinks he has a real chance
for a place on the football team this year, but he’s been
spending all his time on that, instead of dating and things
like that.”
“If he gets on the team, he won’t be a virgin long. Well,
I suppose I was fairly nervous with the opposite sex
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freshman year. But it must have been some kiss, for you to
need a bath afterwards.”
“I felt so dirty. So wet.” She gave me an impish grin. “I
just can’t stop thinking about… you know… corrupting
him. Being his first.”
“It’s a hot idea.”
“And you would really, honestly, truly be happy for me
to do it?”
“Absolutely.”
And with that, she was coming, right in front of me. I’d
never seen it like this before. Her pussy twitched, pulsed, all
red and glistening.
In the bedroom a little later, as I was sliding inside her
to find my own end for the evening, I knew that she was
imagining how it might be to corrupt her young college
boy—and this time, we both knew full well that she did
intend to go through with it in reality this time.
God, it felt like Christmas to me.
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Chapter 9

I

t was beyond exciting to know that my wife was
going to seduce her new crush—but though a
huge part of the turn-on for her seemed to be allowing me
to watch, something that would probably also assuage any
lingering feelings of guilt she might have, the logistics of
actually arranging it seemed difficult.
I wanted to say to her that one evening we could tell
young Robert that I was working late, when really I wasn’t.
Only, that week, I really did have to work late.
“It’ll happen,” Tessa said, her hard nipples testament
to the fact that she meant it.
“Maybe I just have to call in sick one day,” I said,
though I knew that such a thing in my job meant the work
would only pile up the next day to an impossible level.
The trouble was, the summer was rapidly depleting, so
we had precious little time left for Tessa to fulfill our little
fantasy. And, there was the more immediate concern that
Tessa had already kissed Robert, and if anything was going
to happen, he was going to expect more.
If she held out, he’d naturally assume she had cold feet,
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and maybe he’d move on, even quitting the last few jobs
around the house that he’d agreed to do.
But Tessa seemed more optimistic than me.
“I think he likes taking things slowly,” she said a few
evenings later while sitting in my lap, rocking her hips
gently to stir my hardness inside her.
“Yeah?”
“He is a virgin—I’m sure of it.”
“I would have thought that would only make him
desperate to not be a virgin.” I noticed that she was
wearing a necklace—a pendant—that I’d never seen
before.
Tessa smiled, “But Robert’s sweet, so he doesn’t
want to.”
“So you’re still just at the kissing stage?”
Tessa’s smile spread, her eyes flicking upwards to
project a dreamy expression. The jealousy burned inside
me, even while she was naked in my arms, bouncing up
and down on my cock.
“We kiss,” she said, suddenly coy. “Mmmm… he’s
turning out to be a real good kisser.”
She wiggled her hips, no doubt at the shiver of arousal
provoked by her imagining kissing her crush. It made my
heart skip a beat, my hardness throb inside her. She felt it,
and her eyes were suddenly on mine, sharply in focus, her
lips curling up in a mischievous grin of recognition, that all
this talk of her being with Robert really did thrill me.
She seemed to feel like prolonging the throbbing in my
hardness, said: “We kiss when he arrives in the morning,
we kiss when I bring him coffee. We kiss when he stops for
lunch.”
She giggled, so cute, at the fact that my cock pulsed
each time she said the word “kiss”.
“We kiss when I bring him a cool drink in the after‐
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noon,” she continued, “and we kiss when he’s done with
work.”
I gripped her beautifully round behind and thrust
forcefully inside her, drawing out a long soprano moan
from my exquisite insatiable wife.
“Oh my God…” she cried, and I swear she was so wet
I could feel it trickling down onto my skin.
“And in the evening? When I’m working late?” I
asked her.
“Oh yes…” she sighed. “There’s lots of kissing. We kiss
just before he goes up to run Marcus a bath… we kiss just
before I go in to give Marcus his bath… we kiss after
Marcus is asleep… lots of kissing…”
“And he’s okay with just kissing?”
She gave me that dreamy smile again. “He likes me
teaching him,” she said. “It’s getting so he almost makes
me come just by kissing me.”
Another throb from yours truly, another giggle from
my wild wife.
“Today,” she said, “I put his hands on my breasts.”
And that was all it took to get me exploding inside her
as I gazed up at those incredible breasts that another man
had held that day.
On subsequent evenings as Tessa took out her frustra‐
tions on me, I heard each little step she allowed her new
lover to take, and it felt almost as though I was there with
her, thrilled at each new inch forward that our college
friend was taking with her.
Invariably during the day, there was kissing and flirting,
but Robert did actually get the work that he was ostensibly
supposed to be completing done. It was during the evening
that things happened, during the hour or so between
Marcus going to bed and me confirming to Tessa that I
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had left the office for my journey home. Robert never
stayed longer, though he could easily have stayed the length
of time it took me to drive home. He didn’t want to risk
that traffic would be light that late in the evening, and I
would be home much sooner than expected.
Progress was so slow, though, each step forward
minute. One evening he was fondling her breasts through
her bra and dress, the next evening he was fondling her
through her dress, Tessa having removed her bra. The
evening after that he was kissing his way down her neck,
slipping his lips around her hard nipples, though with her
dress still there as a barrier between them.
Tessa did not want to force him, did not want to scare
him. The slow progress also seemed to suit her in coming
to terms with her veering into the realm of infidelity—
albeit consensual infidelity.
Four nights it took before she brushed the thin straps of
her dress off her shoulders, and for the first time since we
had started dating she was sitting in front of another man,
stripped to the waist, her wincingly beautiful breasts poised
for him to enjoy.
That long build-up before I was hearing about how he
took her gently in his hands, his mouth gently exploring
the curves of her breasts, his lips eventually slipping
around her tingling nipples—that only fueled my passion
further.
Every now and then—for instance, that moment where
she dropped her dress and bared her breasts for him for
the first time—one of their tiny little steps forward would
actually prove to be quite a significant one.
I found myself praying on each commute back home
that I’d get another one of those treats that evening. I had
to be patient, but there were some powerful moments
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along the way, each one seeming to shock me to my core
while thrilling me beyond anything I could remember.
Like when she first took the bold step of putting her
hand over his crotch to feel out the hardness beneath his
pants.
Like when she first shed her dress entirely, leaving
herself wearing nothing more than a tiny little pair of pink
cotton panties for him.
Like when she had him remove his pants and press
himself against her, his huge college-boy cock grinding on
her, only their underwear between them.
Like when she was kissing his body, her every cell
buzzing as she spread her hands all over those taut, bulging
muscles of his, and she found herself stroking his hard
cock through his boxers, with her fingers and then her lips.
Like when I came home one evening to find that she’d
shaved her pussy entirely, something she’d never done for
me in all the time we’d been together.
“Has he seen it, then?” I asked her, my whole body
trembling with fear and elation.
“Not yet,” she said. “I thought it might be tonight, but
it wasn’t.”
“So you shaved it all?”
She knew it was going to alarm me, which was why
that evening she attempted to distract me with a pair of
those sexy lace-topped hold-ups when she waited at the
garage door for me again wearing nothing else. Well, one
of the first things I laid eye on was her smooth hairless slit.
You couldn’t distract a guy from something like that.
“Maybe I did it for you too,” she said, a beaming smile
plastered over her face after I’d simply dropped my brief‐
case and my laptop where I stood, and flung myself at her,
picking her up bodily and carting her through to the living
room couch where I proceeded to satiate my voracious
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appetite for her newly bare crotch. “It does seem to get you
going. I’m surprised I never tried it before.”
“You did it for him,” I said, in between mouthfuls of
her slippery folds.
“Mmmm…” she moaned, which sounded as though it
could have been an admission, or could have been a
response to my face wedged against her burning hot pussy.
“Well you know, girls his age don’t leave it natural any
more. Not these days.”
She tasted so good, she smelled so good. I couldn’t get
enough of that precious pink flower. It had taken the
arrival of a new rival on the scene to remind me of the
wonders of going down on my sweet wife—it was some‐
thing that had faded from my repertoire as our marriage
had progressed for some reason. Now there was hardly an
occasion when we made love that I could keep myself from
tasting that glorious tangy flavor.
She was watching me this time, staring down past the
rise of her breasts and the hard nipples jutting out, and I
realized she probably hadn’t ever been able to see it as well
as she now did, unencumbered by hair.
Oh don’t get me wrong, I loved her little tidy triangle
of pussy hair, the soft frame around her pussy itself. It was
a turn on to slip through it on the way to her juicy lips. It
did make it easier to go down on her, sure, but the biggest
thing for me was the difference, the variety, and the fact
that she had only gone to the trouble of shaving her pussy
for the purposes of sex.
And, of course, that basically she had only shaved her
pussy in preparation for her college boy to enjoy. That
drove me wildest of all.
“So you’re going to show him tomorrow?” I asked her.
I saw her flush, and it was almost answer enough.
“Maybe,” she said. “Would you be opposed to that?”
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“Oh no,” I said, wedging my tongue inside her as far as
it would go. “I think you should.”
She shivered a little, and it seemed to echo the trem‐
bling inside me, the throbbing in my hardness.
“He was kissing all around here today,” she said, her
fingers pointing at the edges of her tan lines, the shape of
her now-absent panties.
“That right?”
“He even put his face against my panties for a brief
moment,” she said, her eyes dancing with flames.
“And were they wet for him?”
“Had to be.”
She leaned her head back, eyes closing as I enveloped
her clit in the heat of my wet mouth, her deep breathing
sounding like silk rubbing against silk.
“And you think when you show him yours, he’ll show
you his?”
She looked sharply down at me, and I thought for a
moment I’d pushed her too far, shocked her somehow,
though she’d only just been talking about offering up her
bare, shaved pussy for another man.
But she was groaning in an urgent, breathless way that
made me believe she was on the edge of coming. I
continued to dance the tip of my tongue against her clit,
my fingers slipping inside her tight, hot, slippery pussy.
She said, breathless: “How… far… can we… go…
before you… want to see…?”
My fingers briefly replaced my tongue at her little
sensitive button as I answered her. “I want to see him slide
that big cock of his inside you. I want to be there when he
finally goes the whole way for the first time,” I said firmly.
The imagery of my confirming I wanted this other man to
fuck her seemed to continue driving her towards her
climax more than anything I was doing to her physically.
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“Other than that,” I added, “you’re free to do as you
wish with him.”
That was enough to send her over the cliff edge. And
soon I was filling her on the way to my cliff edge, showing
her exactly what kind of thing she could only do with
Robert in my presence.
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Chapter 10

A

fter that, I was coming home to tales of Robert
getting bold enough to rub his face against Tessa’s
wet panties, feeling out the shape of her pussy through the
thin damp cotton with his lips and nose. And subsequently,
I heard about him tentatively peeling her panties down
her thighs, revealing that perfect smooth flower under‐
neath, Tessa encouraging him with her moans of desire
and the way she lifted her hips for him to remove her
underwear.
I heard how Tessa had gently stroked his hair as he
kissed slowly around her mound, between her thighs, along
the edge of her pussy, tasting her soft skin, breathing in the
musk of her arousal, exploring her with the caution of a
virgin.
Once he had progressed to the point of licking her
actual pussy, running his tongue along her soaking groove,
apparently enjoying his first taste of the female sex, Tessa
had felt able to start teaching him how to pleasure her with
his mouth in the same way she had taught him how to kiss
like a god.
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I found myself envying Robert this experience. My wife
was giving him the absolute perfect loss of virginity.
In the evenings, I had her teach me how to lick her in
exactly the same way as she had been teaching her young
lover.
Jesus, I could smell him on her, that slightly too-sweet
cologne a college boy thought would win over the girls. It
turned my insides to fire to detect real proof of my wife’s
infidelity, evidence that she had enjoyed a wild time at
another’s hands.
A little later that same week, August almost over, Tessa
told me how she’d stopped him licking her after yet
another orgasm, and how she’d had him stand up to
remove his underwear for her. Then he’d resumed his seat,
and she had shown him how a woman can pleasure a man
with her mouth.
“You saw it, then. Completely uncovered.”
“I didn’t just see it. I held it in my hands. I kissed all the
way along its length. I tasted the pre-cum seeping out from
his tip,” she said, pulling off my clothes so she could reenact the scene.
“And it’s as big as you thought?”
“Bigger,” she said, eyes blazing again. “It’s huge. I
barely got it inside my mouth.”
I laughed. She was clearly obsessed. And yet I didn’t
mind at all. I knew well enough that I was larger than aver‐
age, I was of sufficient size. I had no hang-ups in that
direction. Yet it was kind of hot that her lover had some‐
thing so impressive—I found that I wanted her to have this
experience, the experience of taking a pornstar-scale erec‐
tion inside her.
The whole point of this, for her, was to have a different
experience than sleeping with her husband. Her lover was
younger, stronger and fitter than me, and completely green to
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the ways of lovemaking. That he had a huge cock was another
little bonus to give her an experience she’d always remember.
“Are you jealous?” she asked, sinking down on me.
“A little,” I said. “But no more than I was hearing
about him going down on you. I like that you get to have a
huge cock. You think you’ll get it inside you?”
“Oh, I’ll get it inside me,” she purred.
A few days later, and the project that was keeping me
late at the office came to a conclusion.
I was very relieved, and very hopeful that now I might
be in a position to see something very special at home.
That night, I came home to find Tessa lying in bed,
something that shocked me into fearing I was too late, that
she’d gone against my expressed wishes and finally taken
Robert’s virginity without my seeing.
“Did I miss it?” I asked, desperately, as I started taking
off my shirt and tie.
“No,” she smiled, “He’s still a virgin, honey. Don’t
worry.”
I felt relief. It still felt funny that she’d taken him to our
bed. “You had him in here?” I asked.
She shook her head.
“We were out back on the porch, watching the sun go
down. Well, I was watching the sun go down. I was also
watching Robert go down.”
“Naughty girl,” I said, noticing her swimsuit dropped
at the end of the bed. I stooped to pick up her bikini
bottoms, breathed in the scent of chlorine and female
arousal in an exhilarating cocktail. “You’re wearing teeny
little bikinis to Marcus’s swim class these days?”
She grinned, “Well you know there are a couple of
hunky stay-at-home dads who bring their babies along?”
I laughed, but inside I loved the confidence she was
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adopting even beyond Robert. That maybe all this fun and
games might continue long after our mutual friend went
back to college.
As naked as she was, I climbed onto the bed and kissed
her long and hard. I could smell her lover on her again,
but this time there was something else different about her,
about her kiss.
“I swallowed his come,” she said with a naughty glint
in her eye. Wow. “Are you horrified?”
I looked at her mouth, her full lips. Probably only an
hour previously, she’d wrapped them around another
man’s cock. Kept them clamped to it when his balls had
tightened, started, then pumped his thick cream into her
throat.
I kissed her again, strangely unafraid that I was kissing
her mouth after such intimate contact with another man.
She tasted slightly different after her latest encounter, and
it only seemed to drive me on in seeing her as unquestion‐
ably desirable, a sex goddess.
I tore the bedsheets from her body, revealing her
glorious curves, the wonderful skin with its light tan, a tan
that left her with the cutest tan lines.
I also revealed a huge sex toy in her hands, which she
had been using before I had arrived, the tip of the thing
still there inside her, its shaft slick with her juices.
“New toy?” I asked.
“Amazon’s very discreet.”
I felt as though the old Tessa would never have been
caught dead with such a thing, wouldn’t even think of
trying one. Here was my sexy, confident Tessa and she was
quietly continuing to play with it right in front of me now
that all was revealed.
The thing was black, but otherwise appeared to be a
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fairly realistic shape of an erect cock—and as I watched
her, I couldn’t help but notice its size.
“Is that the same size as… him?” I asked her, my jaw
dropping.
She gave me a wicked grin. “I had to be prepared,
didn’t I? Had to be sure.”
I took it from her, lying on the bed between her thighs,
kissing around her mound as I touched the great thing to
her pussy lips, and then pushed it inside.
God, was this really how big Robert was? It was
stretching her, and she was taking it, her copious juices
easing its passage, though it was still a challenging fit.
“I want to feel him inside me like this,” she said,
knowing she was driving me crazy.
“Like this?” I said, pulling on the great black column,
her pussy seeming to grip it, resisting me in wanting to take
it back out.
I looked at her green eyes sharp on mine, and she
frightened me a little with the intensity of her lust.
I said, “Our project has finished at work. From tomor‐
row, I can come home at a reasonable hour.”
“Oh, that’s wonderful,” she said, which could have
been a comment on the brief taste I had of her pussy
before I slipped the Great Colossus slowly back inside her.
“So tomorrow,” I said, “I can come watch you, if you
like. See you go all the way with him.”
I felt her tremble a little at that, her pussy quivering
around the massive protuberance.
She said: “We can’t tell Robert that your project’s
finished. He has to think you’re still working late at the
office each night.”
“Yes. He doesn’t need to know.”
She groaned, writhing a little under the force of the
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massive object that filled her, my pace accelerating a little
now that I felt she could handle it.
“He’ll stay… for dinner…” she breathed, “and then…
you can watch me with him…”
I wasn’t going to be able to remain passive for long,
though I wanted to see her come on a toy this size.
“And you can finally take his cherry,” I said. “Feel him
inside you like this…”
“Oh yes… like this…”
She was gasping for oxygen. I was beginning to really
pump the thing into her, thinking how sore she was going
to get if Robert really was this size, no matter how wet she
was for him.
“You know what I’m talking about… don’t you…?” she
said, confusing me.
“Know what you’re talking about? About fucking
him?”
“Like this. Fucking him like this.”
It slowly dawned on me what she meant.
“He’s a virgin, sweetie, he’s never been with anyone
else. He’s clean.”
And the dark voice inside me, which embraced the jeal‐
ousy, the anxiety, the danger, spoke for me, assuring my
wife that I was okay about her wanting to fuck Robert
bareback if she so chose.
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I

was a nervous wreck at work the next day. I’m
glad our project was over—my workload was
light, very light. I could take a long lunch, and I could
have probably made a case for going home early that
afternoon, except that I didn’t want to go home too
early.
Tessa had told me she would try nothing on Robert
until Marcus was asleep that evening. That meant things
would not start much before 7.30pm.
I did leave the office soon after five, since staying late
now that our project was done and dusted would have
been to start rumors that maybe my marriage was in trou‐
ble. With time to kill, I stopped off for a fairly anonymous
dinner alone at the Applebees just past Lutherville.
Checking my watch every few minutes.
When I eventually resumed my journey home, I felt
almost dizzy, and I hadn’t had a drop of alcohol with my
meal.
I didn’t quite feel real, what I was going home for that
night.
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But I had to keep strong, resolute. Forge on, though my
flesh was trembling.
I parked the car a couple blocks away from our street,
not wanting to be seen by anyone, any of our neighbors. I
realized I still had to get from my parking location to our
house without being seen, but perhaps if I was seen, I
could make it look as though I had some problem with the
vehicle.
Just as I was clambering out of the car, Tessa sent me a
text message.
(Tessa): How you getting on, sweetie? Nearly home?
I sent her one back:
(Josh): Just round the corner. Be there in a few minutes. What
are you doing?
Her reply:
(Tessa): I’m upstairs, in our bathroom, getting changed. He’s
waiting for me downstairs. I’ve told him this will be our special night.
My heart did a pirouette inside my chest. Their special
night. It was really happening. My pretty, once demure
wife was about to seduce a younger man, take his virginity,
and all being well, I would get to see.
I was a little surprised by a buzzing from my phone,
and looking at it while I continued to walk, I saw the invi‐
tation to join a FaceTime conversation with none other
than Tessa. I hit the approve button.
And there was the sight of her in the very bathroom
she’d said she was in, standing in front of our sink and the
big mirror, peeling off her shirt to reveal peach-colored bra
and panties. Her phone must have been perched on the
counter somewhere. There was no sound, but she looked
down at it, smiled and waved, knowing she was smiling and
waving to me. She was already wearing make-up, with
heavy mascara and eyeliner, thick blood-red lipstick,
playing the seductress.
69

MAX SEBASTIAN

She pulled off her bra to reveal her exquisite breasts
and her hard nipples, and I caught my breath when she
then slowly peeled her panties down, facing the camera of
her phone instead of the mirror or anywhere else.
Revealing the irresistible sight of her bare, shaved pussy.
Oh God, what beauty.
The next time I got to appreciate this beauty myself,
she would be a cheating wife. The thought made me shiver,
but more in a pleasurable way than a negative sense.
What was she going to wear for him? Something
naughty.
I watched, dumbfounded, as she stood in front of the
mirror and slowly dressed – a black suspender belt going
around her waist, a pair of crimson and black satin panties
slipping up her thighs to cover her mound, a matching bra
covering her shapely breasts, a pair of black nylon stock‐
ings drawn up her legs, then connected up to the
suspenders hanging down her thighs and hips.
In all our time together, she’d never worn suspenders.
God, she looked incredible—but it wasn’t for me.
I watched her straighten her stockings, flashing seduc‐
tive glances at the mirror as though practicing for her new
lover. Then she was slipping on killer black stilettos, my
eyes still straying over those sensational legs of hers and
her wicked lingerie.
A last reapplication of lipstick, a slight tousle of her
hair for the benefit of the mirror, and then she picked up
her cell phone, the searing image of her seduction outfit
fading from my own phone’s display.
A text message:
(Tessa): I’m ready. Did you see what I’m wearing?
I rounded the corner into our own street, caring little
now whether anyone saw me—I’d engineer explanations
later if anyone did. I just had to get home double-quick.
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Struggling somewhat to text while walking at full speed,
almost breaking out into a run, I replied:
(Josh): I saw you. You look amazing. He’s going to have an
incredible time.
Her reply:
(Tessa): And so will we ;-) Are you close? I’m ready to go to him.
I want you here with me.
(Josh): I’ll be there.
(Tessa): Remember, if you want us to stop at any point, if you
want to back out, I’ll have my phone with me. Give me a call.
Slowing as I approached the house, hoping that Robert
wasn’t at our windows watching the street. It was unlikely, I
knew, but he was no doubt nervous about the strong possi‐
bility of losing his virginity, he wasn’t entirely predictable.
I texted her:
(Josh): I’m here. You’ll be in the living room? I’ll be outside
watching through the windows. Have a great time xxx
And from her, finally:
(Tessa): Okay, I’m going downstairs. I love you, sweetie, so
much. Even though I still think you’re crazy ;-P xxx
Our street was deserted, thankfully, even with a hint of
the summer sunlight yet to fully drain away in favor of
night. I was able to turn into the edge of our property,
skirt my way along the fence and up to the side of our
house without being seen, and when I found myself a
place in the darkness by one of the windows on the side of
the house, crouching in a bush that would lend me some
security from all sides, I was relieved to see Robert sitting
innocently on our couch, waiting, oblivious to his audi‐
ence. He was wearing a preppy button-down shirt and
pale khakis, very much the innocent college-boy look,
which made me wonder if Tessa had fantasies of
corrupting him.
And then there she was, corruption incarnate, looking
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like a dream, slinking slowly down the stairs in her luxu‐
rious lingerie, an angel with a devil’s heart.
Robert seemed to gasp, and then break out into a
broad, slightly dazzled smile.
Oh God, it was Tessa, about to hand herself
completely to another man.
I held my breath as she came off the bottom step,
drifting over to her new lover, excitement imprinted in
every feature. She was so confident, so sexy, running her
hands lightly over her body as she approached him, her
eyes fixed on his, so seductive, burning with her desire.
She was going to cheat on me, and I was going to
watch, and I was going to love it.
I was so hard. I caught a very brief glance of hers my
way, checking that I was here. She seemed to start upon
seeing me there, and even blush a little. But she remained
focused, so that Robert would know nothing of her distrac‐
tion, nothing of the underlying reasons for her doing this.
She dropped her phone on the coffee table, and then
stood in front of her college boy, offering him a picture of
sheer uncut female sexuality right there.
Slowly she danced for him, like she’d never danced for
me before, her hands moving as though to show him
various parts of her stunning body, slipping her breasts out
of her bra cups to reveal pebble nipples, running her hands
over her panties to show Robert—and me, I guessed—
what was on offer for the college boy that night.
Robert pulled off his shirt, revealing his model-perfect
chest with all those pecs and biceps and abs and muscles I
didn’t even know the names of, toned up by his football
training and his work around our home. I could see the
sight of him like that got Tessa going, and Robert seemed
to know it did, too.
She dropped a knee onto the couch next to his thigh,
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and then climbed onto his lap, her pretty face breaking out
into a tender smile, knowing he was nervous about this
night, needing reassurance as well as her beautiful body.
I was watching them from the side, and could not
complain about the view. My heart pounding at the sight
of my wife in such scandalous underwear sitting in the lap
of this stranger, her hands sprawling all over his chiseled
chest before reaching up to his neck, her face closing in
on his.
I think the worst thing for my pain just then was not
just the obvious signs that she was hot for him, that she
wanted him all over her, and she wanted him inside her—
the worst was the tenderness between them. The way she
smiled and murmured something inaudible before she
kissed his top lip, pressing her body to his, gently stirring
her hips so that she was rubbing against his hardness.
She liked him, he was ‘sweet’. He wasn’t just some
random stud she was going to fuck, she genuinely cared
enough about him to teach him the ways of love, guide
him in how to please a woman—and put on the kind of
show, as she took his virginity, that would make Playboy
look like an amateur rag.
I’d never seen them together before this point, this
point where she was going all the way with him.
It shocked me how they gazed into each others’ eyes,
how he looked up at her and with one hand stroked her
cheek before running his fingers through her hair. He
adored her. Always had.
I suppose I’d been drawn to this possibility, ever since
I’d seen how she reacted to him, and how he reacted to
her, back in that movie theater.
Though I nearly lost control of my sharp seething jeal‐
ousy for a moment there, as I watched from that mulberry
bush, it was a visceral thrill to see this. My body was
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pulsating in response to their slow kisses, the gentle way she
dipped her tongue in his mouth, stroked her nose against
his, or the way his hands now slipped around her breasts
like they were a natural fit, his thumbs circling her hard
nipples, touching her so delicately and yet teasing out the
kind of sensations I could see rippling through her entire
frame.
Kissing her there, lovingly, showing her ultimate
respect, worshipping her as I knew she deserved to be
worshipped.
I guess it was a surprise to me, having assumed he’d
just be some kind of brash teenager, hard and buff and
ready to go instantly, wanting everything all at once,
rushing to shove her down and tear off her clothes and
thrust inside her.
But he hadn’t been that kind of guy to start with,
which was why Tessa had melted just to see him again in
that movie theater. And now after weeks and weeks, Tessa
had imprinted herself on him, taught him patience and the
art of slow love-making.
It made me envious of him. That I hadn’t had a Tessa
when I was coming to terms with the power of sexual
desire.
In time, she pulled herself off him, though it seemed
almost impossible for her to draw away from that kiss. Her
body craved more from him, but she kept coming back for
another taste of his lips, stroking his hair, slipping her
tongue back inside his mouth, wanting to remain in his
embrace like that forever, even if she knew that tonight
there was a greater purpose.
And an audience outside.
I was granted another very brief glance over her shoul‐
der, even a mischievous smile that said to me in an instant:
Can you believe we’re really doing this?
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I loved the acknowledgement, it gave me the sense that
for Tessa, I was part of this too. I had given her this
moment, and I was sharing in the shocking, startling
experience.
Tessa knelt between his knees, and I saw her hands
fumbling with his belt. My heart rate was soaring. She
dragged his jeans down his strong legs, Robert lifting his
hips to help her remove his remaining clothing, to reveal
that monster that lurked beneath.
God. It was impressive. I had to give it a double-glance
just to make sure my eyes weren’t deceiving me. The short‐
ness of his pubic hair probably enhanced the effect, but it
honestly looked like a toy, lolling across his stomach to an
impossible extent.
No wonder she’d felt like preparing her tight little pussy
for him the other night.
Tessa’s face lit up to see it, and though my blood was
quietly simmering with pent-up jealousy and envy, I felt
honestly glad that this was going to be such a different
experience for her.
She leaned down and slowly licked her way from the
base to the tip of that enormous shaft, before planting little
kisses around his swollen purple helmet.
The sight of her wedding ring glinting in the soft light
from the table lamps as her fingers curled around another
man’s hard cock made me wince, but also made my cock
throb inside my pants.
I drew in my breath as I saw her stretch her lips around
him, take him inside her mouth.
Tessa began to slowly bob up and down on his hard‐
ness, sweeping her hair out of her face to one side,
consciously to ensure I could see everything. She was able
to squeeze a remarkable proportion of his enormous beast
inside her mouth, I felt something almost akin to pride.
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And the way Robert lay back, eyes closing, mouth
open, in sheer heaven, made me feel glad that I was the
one who got to have Tessa at the end of the day. She was
incredible, but she was mine.
I noticed that she was wearing the earrings I’d got her
for our fifth anniversary. There was something seriously
depraved about her jewelry, the meaning of it all in the
context of this infidelity.
She also pushed up her butt as she sucked on him, and
I was sure it was for the benefit of my watching. It empha‐
sized the sheer elegance of her curves, but it also drew my
eye to the way she was fidgeting a little as she fucked him
with her mouth. She was kinking her hips, rubbing her
thighs together—clearly her pussy was on fire, desperate
for attention as she played with this new man’s enormous
cock.
Looking at the blissed-out expression on Robert’s face,
I found myself concerned that he might finish early, that
Tessa would take her foreplay too far for a guy who was
still a virgin. But Tessa was in control, she was receptive to
what was going on with her new lover. She slowed her
pace, slipped him out of her mouth.
Her eyes darted very quickly to my window again,
almost imperceptibly, and yet I caught it, and it burned a
hole in my chest. She was smiling as she now stroked his
huge phallus all over her pretty face, marking herself with
him, indulging in the depravity of this infidelity, obsessing
over his adulterous manhood, and quite clearly teasing me.
Robert sat up and stroked her soft brown hair as she
gently played with him, showing me that the danger was
over for now, he could continue.
She took him in her mouth one last time, and then she
pulled herself up over his chest to kiss him, that burning
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lust in her eyes making it clear to me, and no doubt her
lover, that she needed a turn.
Robert seemed happy to make way for her on the
couch, taking his place on the floor in front of her as she
opened those stocking-clad thighs for him.
I found myself breathless again, my own manhood
now escaping my fly so that I could hold it while I saw this
other man duck down to Tessa, my wife pulling aside her
panties for him, revealing the startling pink of her bare
pussy lips.
Now it was Tessa’s turn to close her eyes and lean back
in the couch, moaning as her crush gently covered her slit
with his hot mouth, sucked on her lips, gently teased apart
her flesh as he sank his tongue inside her.
She had taught him well. Watching him, it made me
think that an older woman was a blessing for a young guy
learning the ropes.
But again, it seemed she was only offering me a
glimpse of what she’d been doing with Robert these
evenings that I’d been working late. I watched Robert a fair
while pleasuring her with his mouth and his surprisingly
skillful fingers, enjoying the sight of my beloved receiving
such satisfying homage. Yet she stopped him short before
she arrived at what would have been a certain climax, and
said something to him that was blocked by the doubleglazed windows, but which I took from the fever in her eyes
to be Tessa telling him that it was time.
Time for him to fuck her.
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S

he was smiling with magnanimous pride at him,
as though he were about to take a jump from an
airplane or graduate college summa cum laude. He had
arrived at this big moment.
Her bra was now gone, her panties cast aside. She had,
however, kept on her stockings and suspenders, all hooked
up to that suspender belt. I envied him this loss of virginity
—she looked exquisite.
Robert knelt up between her thighs, holding his cock
up to her, stroking his tip gently over her smooth shaven
mound.
God, I could see a glint of light sparkling from the
sheer wetness seeping from her slit.
He touched the tip of his hardness to her pussy lips,
and I felt as though my heart was in my throat, pulsating
furiously. There was no protection, no condom, he had his
bare cock nudging up against her slick slit.
Oh God, Oh God, Oh God, his tip was inside her, he
was inside my wife.
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He looked up to seek final consent, and was presented
with Tessa’s broadest smile, all those white teeth, those
blazing eyes, the faint pinkness in her cheeks giving him the
go-ahead even before she offered him a quiet nod.
I saw him lean into her, pushing his weight into her,
and that enormous thing was sinking inside her, stretching
her, pushing all the air out of her lungs, it seemed. It just
kept going and going and going, more and more of that
great thing disappearing between her eager pussy lips.
Oh God, filling her like she’d never been filled before.
She grinned, and now looked over to me in my
window, forgetting herself momentarily because of what
was happening to her, the sensations that she felt from this
big step into the realm of an extramarital affair.
I flashed her the biggest smile I could, in a moment
reassuring her and sharing my joy at what was happening.
Then I saw Robert asking if everything was okay, and
she snapped her focus back to him, telling him, of course,
and perhaps complementing him on how he was making
her feel as he thrust inside her.
Seeing her eyes squeezed shut, her jaw dropping, her
forehead wrinkling from the sensation of Robert squeezing
his massive erection inside her, I felt a strange kind of
release.
My Tessa was having a powerful experience right
before my eyes, and I had gifted it to her. It made me feel
wonderful. The look on her face seemed like the only
reward I needed for all the angst of allowing her to get
close, and enjoy the attentions of her new crush.
And here it was, Tessa lying there with a massive cock
filling her entirely, with some left to spare. It was
magnificent.
There was no going back. She was officially cheating
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on me. And I loved it. This was no longer a dream, no
longer a fantasy, she was spreading her legs for him and
letting him inside her.
Watching her being penetrated, panting and moaning
with his thick cock sliding in and out of her without any
physical barrier—it was more thrilling than I even thought
it could be.
Again, I was surprised at how passionate they were
together, the sheer chemistry of their connection. But my
jealousy was now completely overwhelmed by the arousal.
Tessa, my Tessa, my softly spoken, demure, once-conserva‐
tive bride was being so dirty, so wonderfully filthy, letting
this big college stud shove his huge tool inside her.
She looked over in my direction more than once,
though never enough to make Robert suspect what was
happening. And she was looking at me when, after only a
few moments of this young stranger fucking her, she was
suddenly coming powerfully, shuddering and shaking
under him.
I was surprised she didn’t take him along with her, a
virgin whose instincts had to be to finish in her as soon as
possible, to confirm once and for all the end of his
virginity.
But again, Robert impressed me with his patience. He
wanted more from Tessa.
He leaned forward to kiss her, but the force of their
fucking was too much for either of them to multitask. I
could see her crying, screaming as his pace accelerated.
She was going to be sore afterwards, despite how wet she
obviously was for him, but she certainly wasn’t stopping
him, wasn’t even telling him to go easy on her.
My sexy, dirty cheating wife.
She pulled her legs together, hugging her knees to offer
him an even tighter pussy, her thighs so sexy locked
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together and partially bound by her black nylon stockings.
She was getting used to his size, and it was all shockingly
exhilarating to me. His huge cock was soaking with her
juices every time it withdrew from her.
I watched Tessa turn over for him, presenting her sweet
derriere. She was really giving him the full experience—
and yet, the way she was lying on that couch, it was the
perfect position for me to see.
This whole show was set up to show me, as much as
him, the beauty of a woman taking her fill from a young
stud. A little later as she went on top, sitting in his lap,
showing me her world, and then turning around to face me
as she rode his column, her thighs wide, her pussy so very
exposed as that beast thrust upwards and inside her.
I saw everything.
And then it came time for him to finish inside her, fill
her with his seed.
I think I would have been more comfortable had she
required him to wear a condom, but then this experience
was never for a moment about being comfortable. It was
about challenging every preconceived societal idea about
what marital sex should be.
The rhythm of their copulation seemed to anticipate
the final end when it came, and I found myself looking at
the strange sight of this other man’s huge cock pounding
into my wife, and seeing his obscenely sized balls made me
suddenly think of how much come he was just about to
shoot deep within my wife.
Jesus. She was completely unprotected, and I knew
from her pleas the night before that she wanted it this
way, she wanted to feel another man come deep
inside her.
He slowed, but the way Tessa had arranged this, I had
the perfect view of his balls tightening, the exposed part of
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his slippery cock pulsing as he started pumping into my
wife.
She adored it, looking over at me as she came yet again
at the feeling of jet after jet of this college boy’s hot seed
splashing inside her.
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managed to hold myself back from coming
myself, somehow.
Calming myself down as I watched them snuggle up
on the couch for a postcoital cool-down, again the tender‐
ness highly apparent between them.
I needed to get in there, reconnect with Tessa myself.
And yet, I liked to watch her with him, even though that
undeniable chemistry between them stoked the green-eyed
monster within me.
I could trust her, I knew that. I knew she would never
leave me.
I sent her a text, saying simply that I needed her, I had
to have her, we had to get Robert out of the house. Her
phone was lying on the coffee table, and now buzzed with
the new message.
Robert reached forward to hand it to her, and I felt a
sudden acid burn in my stomach at the sudden fear that he
would intercept my message for Tessa. But he respected
her privacy. A sweet guy, just as she said.
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I watched as Tessa read my text, her face breaking out
into the prettiest of smiles.
She said something to Robert—perhaps, that her
husband had left the office, that he’d told her he was now
on his way home.
Robert nodded, and disengaged, reaching for his
clothes.
It felt a little bizarre to watch him dress, and not think
wrong of him for screwing my wife. I should have, proba‐
bly. He had hardly asked my permission to kiss her, to
touch her, to slide that huge dick inside her. And yet I
forgave him all that. I had a hand in encouraging Tessa to
seduce him, after all. And he was young.
He was young: that was obvious in another sense, too.
Tessa helped him put on his shirt as though acting a dutiful
1950s housewife dressing her husband before he goes off
to work, only giving him the kind of kisses in between
fastening buttons that would have broken obscenity laws in
the 1950s. By the time she was crouching at his feet,
helping him pull his underwear up his legs and over those
powerful thighs, Robert was hard again.
I could see Tessa melt a little at the sight of that huge
great thing stiffening up again right in front of her very
eyes. She pulled his boxer shorts back down to his ankles,
and now slipped the end of his cock straight in her mouth.
The benefits of youth. I guess I was like that at his age,
too. It was wasted on the girls I dated at the time. I now
regretted not having a taste for older girls when I was
Robert’s age.
Tessa seemed more used to the size of his cock this
time, he went straight into her mouth. She still couldn’t
hold a lot of him, but it seemed easier as she bobbed her
head on him once again.
Robert himself seemed bolder this time, as though the
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official end of his virginity had added something to his selfconfidence. His hands came down to stroke her hair, and
then he was pulling his cock out of her mouth and stroking
it around Tessa’s pretty pixyish face, no doubt getting off
on the softness of her skin and the lewdness of rubbing
that thing all over such a beautiful girl’s cheeks, nose, chin,
even forehead. Then he was back inside her mouth,
holding her head as she sank onto his shaft, controlling her
pace.
With two hands on her head, he was fucking my wife’s
dirty mouth.
Tessa was a bad girl. She knew I was waiting to get in
there. Oh, I saw she couldn’t resist a big hard cock like
that, but all this she was doing to tease me.
I couldn’t complain really. She deserved an encore, she
was the most incredible sexual being I had ever laid
eyes on.
Was she going to swallow him this time, to show me
how she had in days gone by?
As Robert’s second climax of the evening approached,
Tessa pulled his hardness back out of her mouth, and now
she was rubbing him over her face again, kneeling up to
stroke him with her breasts.
Tessa smiled broadly, and I saw her open her mouth
wide, laughing joyously as she pumped his shaft with her
hands, and thick strings of white shot from the tip of his
cock to splash over her lips, her face, her tongue, and down
to her chest.
She looked a mess, but so sexy. Covered in his come.
She was still laughing, licking his cock as Robert came
down from his sensational high, rubbing it gently on her
cheeks as though hoping it might just get hard again. She
cleaned him up with her mouth before allowing him to
finish dressing.
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Licking her fingers as though his come tasted like
butter icing from the top of a cupcake.
Before he pulled his undershorts and pants back up, I
could see my wife cooing over that immense cock, no
doubt telling him how many times he’d made her come,
what an incredible guy he was. Or so my jealousy inferred
from her giddy-as-a-schoolgirl body language, the huge
smiles, the little jink of her shoulders sending a shiver
down her body, the way she couldn’t take her eyes off it,
the way she gave it a last little kiss, popping the tip back in
her mouth one last time before he put it away for the
evening.
So maybe she had a thing for huge cocks.
I could live with that. Right now I was thinking this
brief summer fling seemed to be turning into some kind of
a lifestyle choice for us. We would have to find Tessa a date
when Robert went back to school. Preferably one much
more gifted than average when it came to his size.
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he saw him to the front door, although since she
was wearing stockings and suspenders and
nothing else, she stepped back in order to keep from being
visible from the street.
At last, Robert’s truck was peeling out of the driveway,
and the coast was clear. I took a good look up and down
the neighborhood to ensure I was unseen before I emerged
from my mulberry bush.
I was shaking as I arrived at my own front door feeling
like a stranger in my own home.
Tessa opened the door for me, keeping behind it as she
did so as to conceal her near-nudity from the street,
whether it was empty or not. She looked incredible. She’d
mopped up her face a little, though her make-up was still
smeared, her hair mussed, her skin wet in places from his
come.
God, she looked so beautiful. My very own insatiable,
misbehaving wife.
The door closed behind me, and I breathed in the
strong scent of sex. Sex between my wife and another
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man. My stomach tightened at the thought, but my loins
were tingling like mad.
I think neither of us quite knew what to say. I froze for
a moment, in awe of this goddess standing before me. I
didn’t realize it as I was taking all this in, but my hesitation
apparently scared the hell out of her.
“You still love me?” she said in a quiet little voice.
I raised my eyes back up to hers, seeing the fear in
those sultry green peepers, knowing that she thought my
astonished expression was actually one of horror and
revulsion.
“I love you more than life itself,” I said, trying to
project amazement, wonder in my voice, to dispel her
fears.
She smiled, warmly—but a little hopefully, too. Still
doubtful about whether she had gone too far with this,
whether I’d snapped.
Whether she’d finally made me go insane.
I stepped up close to her, breathing in that thick musk
from their lovemaking, along with the sweetness of her
perfume. She looked up at me, those big eyes filled with
insecurity until I took her head in my hands and kissed her
mouth long and deep.
She melted into my kiss, pressing her body against
mine, completely forgetting herself, it seemed. I tasted that
curious piquancy in her mouth that reminded me of her
lips stretching around a college boy’s cock, of that huge
great thing being stroked all over her pretty face. It felt so
wrong to kiss her like this, and yet I couldn’t help myself.
Here was proof that my wife was a naughty nymph, a devil
in angel’s guise.
My hands swept through her hair, soft and yet slightly
clammy from perspiration and the traces of another man’s
emissions.
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As we kissed, my fingers danced over her breasts,
feeling the hint of stickiness, further evidence of her trans‐
gressions.
When my hands reached her smooth, slippery
mound, and the tips of my digits slipped inside her pussy,
knowing that the copious wetness came from two people,
one of them not her husband, I felt my knees go a little
weak.
I made it seem like a conscious move, but sinking
before her, I was quivering a little.
I kissed the apex of her slit, the heady scent of sex so
strong it made me feel a little dizzy.
“No,” she said, placing a firm hand on my head. “I
need a shower first.”
“Let me help,” I pleaded. She gave me her hand.
Upstairs I checked on Marcus as Tessa slipped into the
bedroom. He was sound asleep, and the sound of the
shower starting up on the other side of our little house was
little more than white noise to him.
Satisfied that our little boy was okay, I went through the
bedroom to find Tessa stripped down, stepping into the
flow of the water.
The shower was really just an overhang addition to the
corner bathtub that dominated the master bathroom. The
bath was large enough that it fitted two people standing up
no problem.
Tessa seemed tired but almost intoxicated by every‐
thing that had happened. We continued our kiss under the
warm flow of the water, reconnecting after her incredible
experience with gentle sucking on each other’s lips, our
tongues dancing with each other.
“So you were okay with... everything?” she asked at
last, as we broke apart.
“It was incredible watching you.”
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“You really liked it? I thought you might just be…
well… tolerating it.”
She took the soap to begin washing herself, but I took it
from her, my expression clear: I wanted to do this, needed
to do this.
“I loved watching you. Seeing you experience some‐
thing like that. Such a turn-on.”
It felt wonderful running my hands all over her soft
skin, caressing those sweet curves, cleaning every inch.
Why had I never done this before? Washing her was the
perfect excuse to touch her everywhere, to feel out the
sensational beauty that was my wife Tessa.
Only this time, I was washing away her sins, reclaiming
her body as her husband. I wouldn’t be able to clean the
invisible traces of her infidelity, though. The changes that
had stuck with her, now that she had done what she had
done. She would always be that naughty, sexy girl to me
now, the wife who was too much for one man.
The most important part of my washing, in terms of
the symbolism, at any rate, was what I left to last.
I had Tessa sit on the wide corner of the bath, and now
knelt between her knees, parting those coltish thighs to
reveal her exquisite flower, all rosy and puffy from excessive
use.
Running my hands down over her stomach, over her
mound, I gave in to all temptation and dived forward to
nuzzle into her pussy, gently kissing her there, slipping my
wet tongue inside her.
Something about being in the shower meant we felt
safe from the shock factor of my mouth connecting so inti‐
mately with her sex so soon after another man’s cock had
been there, after another man had pumped his seed deep
inside her.
It felt so dirty, so wrong, it was a turn-on in itself. I
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think perhaps Tessa was caught up in the wrong-ness, too.
After a momentary hesitation, she seemed to abandon the
notion of stopping me, to lean back on the corner of the
bath and hold onto it tight with both hands.
Did I taste another man’s come? Such a thing would
have been distasteful to me, probably, if I thought about it.
I certainly tasted hers, and hers was the flavor I craved. I
buried my face in her slit, making her groan, making her
curse.
I sucked on her clit as I gazed up along the sensual
camber of her stomach, the rise of her breasts with their
stiff little pink peaks, her pixie face strained with bliss.
Her body wash looked like come as I squirted it out
over her mound, which made her giggle a little before I
began gently spreading it around between her thighs,
turning the cream into lather as I massaged her sensitive
flesh.
“Can you believe what I did?” she asked.
“Hardly,” I smiled.
I felt like some kind of devoted acolyte cleaning her,
Tessa moaning and giggling as my hands swept over her
mound, pressed against her labia, brushed over her clit, my
thumbs dipping inside her slippery folds.
Pooling water in my hands to rinse off the soap, I
would duck back down to kiss her sex, to slip my tongue
back inside her, still feeling all kinds of wrong that this
pussy had just been so well-used by someone else.
I think she came as I washed her, from the wicked
thought of what she had been doing with her pussy before
I was kissing and licking it so tenderly.
Then she was giving me the kind of ravenous look a
lioness might direct to a defenseless gazelle, and I knew
what she wanted.
“You know the best way to clean me inside?” She
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asked, but I was already kneeling up, presenting the tip of
my hardness to her rosy-red lips, grabbing her thighs to
help pull me in.
And my big hard cock was the second of the night to
split her pussy.
I glided inside her, my cock throbbing with desire. It
had never felt bigger, never felt harder, and as I slowly filled
her, I nearly lost it at the silky sensation of another man’s
come easing my passage inside her.
“I can feel him inside you,” I breathed.
Her eyes twinkled at how naughty this all made her
feel.
Tessa, the quiet, reserved, ordinary housewife and still
relatively new mother, had fucked two different men within
the space of half an hour.
She seemed very satisfied with her newly insatiable
status. Those nipples were like rocks as I pushed inside her.
I could swear her pussy felt different than normal—still
tight, still burning hot to the touch, but somehow different.
It wasn’t just the added slickness of another man’s emis‐
sions. She felt a little… stretched... by him. That enormous
cock of his.
“Careful,” she said. “Go slow.”
“A little sore?” I grinned.
She returned my grin, “Here and there.”
“He was a big guy, huh.”
“He was. Very big.”
“You like that? You did, didn’t you?” she looked a little
reluctant to tell me, fearing that she might offend me. “You
loved that thing stretching you.”
“You know yours is impressive as well? He wasn’t much
bigger than you.”
I laughed. “Oh, he was quite a lot bigger than me,” I
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said. “But I don’t mind. I’m not small, it’s just that he
was… well...”
“Highly gifted.”
I gave her a rough thrust as though to chide her for
having such dirty thoughts about another man’s huge
organ, and she giggled again. It was a wonderful sound.
Then she said: “Did you feel jealous? Do you feel it
now?”
I nodded, “A little. But I told you: it adds to the whole
experience. Makes me appreciate how sexy you are, how
incredible you are—even more.”
She was coming again—I couldn’t believe it. Her petite
frame shuddering and shivering as she perched on that
bathtub, biting her lip to keep her whimpering cries from
being heard above the underlying hiss of the shower. I
could feel her pussy quivering around my hardness.
I held myself back, wanting more, though by now my
knees were killing from the position I was in, it helped keep
me in check.
Tessa urged me up, and now it was her turn to wash
my cock, cleaning it with her face, her cheeks, her lips, her
tongue as well as her hands. It was a little easier for her to
get inside her mouth, though she still had to stretch those
pretty lips of hers.
“Feel good having your way with two different cocks in
one night?” I asked her.
“Amazing,” she said, beaming as she rubbed me over
her cheek. “Makes me wonder how I ever did without
sucking on yours every minute of every day that I could.”
I shrugged, “Marriage dulls the libido a little. Other‐
wise married people would never get anything done.”
“Well you know mine’s not dulled any more.”
“Nor mine. But I have a feeling we’ll have to continue
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supplying you with huge cocks now and again to keep you
satisfied.”
She laughed, “I don’t need anyone but you, honey.”
“Need, sure. But you loved the feeling of him inside
you, didn’t you, you bad girl? You might not need it, but
you’ll go on wanting it.”
She looked at me seriously, one eyebrow raised. “And
you like the idea of me wanting other guys?”
I moved around her, sat on the corner of the tub, my
unbelievably hard cock swaying in the humid air of the
bathroom. “I like that you’re so sexy that a single man
can’t be enough for you,” I said.
“You’re crazy,” she laughed, standing in between my
legs, facing away from me so that she could lower herself
into my lap, her dripping pussy once more enveloping my
hardness. “There’s no way I’d ever share you with another
woman. You’re all mine.”
“I don’t need another woman.”
“But do you want another woman?”
I thought about it for a moment. In all honesty, I
didn’t. It was the strangest thing—I thought about some of
the women I’d lusted after in college, some of the modern
actresses I’d occasionally fantasized about before Tessa had
become this wild vixen hot for another man. They weren’t
interesting to me.
They were not my wife. They could not inspire this
tension-filled lust as Tessa could. I loved Tessa, I didn’t love
anyone else. I wanted to see her in sexual ecstasy, at the
hands of another man, playing with a huge cock, cele‐
brating her glorious sexuality before me and then with me
—no other woman could inspire those powerful feelings
inside me. Not now.
“I really don’t,” I said. “I guess you don’t really believe
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me, but the way all this makes me feel… watching you…
sharing you… I can’t have that with anyone else.”
“Mmmm….” she purred, writhing on my hardness.
“Good. Because this is my cock, and I’m not sharing it.”
I went from holding her waist while she fucked me to
reaching for her clit, the pad of my middle digit stirring
her there, slick with her moisture. Tessa slowed, but turned
to kiss me passionately, her smeared make-up reminding
me of how she’d taken Robert’s cock inside her mouth,
giving me that little shiver of pleasure that was so wrong in
the scheme of things.
We were both coming in no time after that.
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Once More, With
Feeling

Chapter 15

T

here were only a few days left of summer, of
Robert being around the house. I was under no
illusions how he would be spending them with Tessa.
It actually turned me on while I was sitting in my office
trying to work, thinking that back home, Tessa might be
doing nothing but having sex all over the house.
Oh, but she had to take care of Marcus. And Robert
had a few jobs to finish up. The rational part of my mind
told me Tessa would be responsible and avoid the distrac‐
tion that freely available sex might cause.
My body, though, bubbled with repressed arousal and
jealousy, thinking how Tessa would drop Marcus off at day
care, which he attended three mornings a week, perhaps
even taking him there in Robert’s truck, after which the
two of them would drive off into some wilderness beauty
spot to rut like animals until it was time to pick Marcus up
for the afternoon.
During the afternoon, I wondered how the two of
them would be, with Tessa having to take care of Marcus.
Perhaps they’d snatch kisses here and there, but nothing
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much more. And then Marcus would have his afternoon
nap, granting the two adults in the house a little time to
release their pent-up pressure, although they’d have to be
quiet to avoid waking the baby.
I made a conscious decision to leave the office early
that evening, hoping desperately that if they were doing
their usual late dinner slot, with Tessa perhaps still telling
Robert that I was working late, I might catch the tail end
of their day of passion.
Traffic on the interstate did not sympathize with my
needs, however, and kept me snarled up an unusual length
of time.
Parking around the corner again from our street, I was
frustrated to find no sign of Robert’s truck in the driveway.
Now, as I ducked back inside my car, and turned into our
little plot myself, I found myself sensing disappointment
that Robert might not have been there that day, and there‐
fore Tessa might not be in the mood for anything.
But climbing out of the car, I looked up to see the door
to the kitchen opening to find her standing there in the
startling blue and white of a cheerleader’s outfit.
Oh My God.
My heart nearly stopped.
Her hair was brushed back, straight and bound by an
Alice band that made her look much younger than
she was.
“Where on earth did you get that?” I asked, taking a
few unsteady steps toward her.
“You like it?” she giggled. “It was in among the things
we cleared out of the basement.”
“In the basement?”
I was horrified this thing was in our home, and I’d
never gotten to see her in it before.
“My old high school cheerleader’s uniform,” she said,
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putting her hands primly to her hips as though just about
to start a cheer.
“And you’re wearing it…”
She shrugged, “Robert asked me to.”
Robert. I was both offended that he got to see her in
this, and she’d never shown it to me before, and also
delighted that he’d been here, that he’d gotten her to do
this, that he’d slept with her again in all likelihood.
I went up to her, the two steps up from the garage
making her as tall as me. God she looked incredible—that
tight blue blouse with a white “v” shape dipping down her
chest sporting the letters “GFHS”, the initials of the local
high school, the little pleated skirt hiding almost none of
her shapely legs.
I’d never had a particular thing for cheerleaders—oh,
from time to time, an image might catch my eye, a glimpse
at a football game on TV. I didn’t have an obsession, but
seeing Tessa dressed like that was deeply arousing—just the
fact she was dressing especially for sex, especially to excite.
I suspected Robert had held a candle for Tessa in her
cheerleader outfit all these years. It made the green-eyed
jealousy flicker inside me that Tessa was already at the
stage of sharing fantasies with her new lover, something I
had always been reluctant to do with her.
I couldn’t hold back now.
Melting into her soft heat, the sweetness of her mouth,
I tasted that slight edge of… difference… and smelled the
hint of cologne that suggested to me I wasn’t the first man
to appreciate her in this outfit recently.
Breaking apart from her, I said: “You’ve never worn
anything like that for me.”
She shrugged. “He wanted me to. I guess it brought
back memories for him, when I was still in high school.”
I nodded, feeling a running theme going on here: she
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had been doing a lot for Robert she’d never done for me.
Actually, I found that notion exciting—the idea that she
was pushing her boundaries, trying things she’d never tried
before. But my tone of voice teased her as though I was
annoyed she’d done this for him and not me. “So you just
went ahead and did it.”
I kissed her forcefully, imparting the suggestion that I
found her so very thrilling.
“Why not?”
I pushed her inside, kicked the door shut behind me,
pushed her up against the counter in the kitchen, hauling
up her tight shirt to find nothing underneath but pert tits
and hard nipples aching for my mouth.
“And before, the hold-ups? He told you to wear those,
too?”
It seemed different, kissing her breasts, sucking on her
nipples. She smelled different, she tasted different. She had
that essence of another man about her, it seemed dirty to
me, but oh-so-sexy.
“He said he always pictured me in them. I guess I used
to wear hose when I was baby-sitting him. He grew up
imagining they were stockings.”
“You like making his babysitting fantasies come
true?”
She blushed.
I felt strangely vulnerable all of a sudden. I was her
husband, I knew her better than any other man. But
Robert had actually known her for longer than I had. He’d
known her while she’d still been in high school.
She looked at me, assessing my eyes. “Are you angry
with me?”
Before I could even answer, I felt her hand at my
crotch, feeling me out, sensing just how hard I was, feeling
the way I was throbbing at the thought of her being with
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another man dressed like this. The filthy things she’d done
dressed like this.
“Well, I guess that’s the only answer I need,” she
laughed, “though I can’t say I fully understand it.”
Well, I was busted. “What can I say? I like that you’re
trying new things.”
She thought for a moment, said: “Yes. I know I never
thought of doing it for you. But since he’d asked, I knew if
I did it, I’d get a response from him.”
“You would have got a response from him wearing
librarian clothes.”
“Mmm… sexy librarian… that one of your fantasies?”
she giggled.
I laughed, but I had serious business to attend to,
crouching in front of her, pushing up her skirt, finding her
wearing simple white panties that were soaking wet. I
peeled them down her body, over her hips, down her
thighs, revealing her soft tan lines, and that beautiful
smooth pussy.
I growled as I shoved my face against her sex, pushing
my lips, my tongue into her, tasting her tangy slickness,
breathing in the dark scent of her arousal and the strong
hint of sex gone by.
Another man had definitely taken this pussy. She was
red and puffy again, freshly used.
I was quivering all over as I devoured her. Tessa placed
both hands on my head and I heard her sighing and
groaning, sucking the air in through her teeth at the inten‐
sity of my hunger.
“I never thought you went for the cheerleader thing,”
she said, breathless. Adding a long sigh, “Oh… my
God…”
I said, “I never really did before. I guess I do now.”
I lapped at her flood of juices, my lust making me over‐
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look the fact that I might be licking traces of her congress
with a college boy, not just her fresh arousal. It was so sexy
to be lodged between her thighs, pushing her back against
the counter, her hips thrusting gently to stir herself on my
mouth.
“You liked how he responded to you wearing this?” I
asked.
“It was full-on,” she smiled. “But I was surprised
how… powerful I felt when he saw me like this. When it
made him so hard, so quickly.”
“Powerful?”
“I can’t quite explain it. I never really felt it with you, I
guess.”
“Not from turning me on?” It was an accusation.
“I love being with you, you know that.”
“But you don’t get that same sense of your sexual
power?”
She shrugged. “Not in the same way. And… well, actu‐
ally I have felt it with you—only, recently. When you came
home and I knew the things I’d done with Robert would
drive you crazy. And when you were watching us…”
Now she pushed me back, and it was her turn to
undress me, removing my shirt, breathing in my scent,
running her hands over my body, unfastening my belt.
“So it makes you feel good to fulfill guys’ fantasies,” I
said, nodding.
She pulled down my pants, smiled up at me as my erect
cock sprung free, to be quickly enclosed by her hands.
“I would have loved you to wear sexy lingerie ages
ago,” I said. “Maybe shaved your pussy once in a while.
Dressed in a uniform.”
“But you never asked me to,” she protested, looking up
at me, all innocent, before licking the underside of my
hard cock.
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I nodded, conceded my fault. “I guess I thought it
wasn’t really you. I didn’t want to push you into something
that wasn’t really you.”
“But you could have told me it was a turn-on.”
“I guess I’m kind of a reserved guy,” I said, uttering a
deep groan as she sank onto my shaft. “You’re my best
friend, I spend my life with you. I don’t want to risk
offending you, or humiliating myself in front of you.”
She laughed, I felt her mouth vibrate around my cock
before she withdrew it. “I’m not offended by you telling me
what turns you on. I wish you would—then I could feel
that same buzz I feel with Robert.”
“I guess I’m not in the habit of really opening up. It’s
always seemed too difficult.”
Tessa laughed again. “It’s simple—you tell me what to
wear to drive you crazy, and I know I’m driving you crazy
when I wear it, and that turns me on.”
I looked at her, and realized she was waiting for me to
say something. She’d hit the pause button with her lips
poised around the tip of my cock.
“What, right now?”
“Is there a better time? Just one thing. Tell me one
thing I could do to drive you wild.”
I shrugged. “What you’re doing is pretty effective.
Sleeping with another guy.”
“Uh-uh,” she said, licking me all over my cock so force‐
fully it felt like she wanted to use it to stick me against
something. “This is all new. Tell me something you would
have told me ages ago.”
“I don’t know… I guess I would have said
stockings…”
“Stockings? That all?” A wry smile at that.
I shrugged. “I don’t know. What do you want me to
say? I always wanted you to dress like a stripper, dance for
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me, strip for me, rub yourself all over me? Fuck me like I
paid you to?”
She grinned. “There you go, that wasn’t so hard, huh?”
And now she sank on me again, only this time kept
going and going. She opened her throat to take me inside.
Oh God. Had she learned this from Robert? How could
such a young, sweet guy impart such filthy ways to my
demure, innocent wife?
I got the feeling my Tessa was less demure and inno‐
cent than I had thought. That was kind of exciting.
She didn’t do it too much, and I guess it must have
been a real strain for someone of her stature. Surely she
couldn’t have done this for someone of Robert’s size?
I pulled her up to me, needing a brief hiatus from the
crazy stuff she was doing with my manhood. We kissed,
held each other.
I said, “You never told me what turns you on, either. It
wasn’t just me.”
“You turned me on.”
I laughed, “So it should have been easy for me to open
up, but now you can’t?”
She giggled. “I don’t know. Everything gets me going.
Guys get me going. Any of them. Cocks. But yours was
always enough for me…”
“But you always fantasized about other ones? Bigger
ones?”
She gave me a coy look, and in her face I saw signs that
she was waiting for me to get jealous, infuriated by the
truth about her being turned on by other men and their
weapons of choice.
“All girls do,” she said. “Straight girls. And if they say
they don’t, they’re lying.”
“There,” I laughed, loving the idea of Tessa harboring
secret cravings for any man she laid eyes on, having to
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control her need to tear off his clothes and spring his hard‐
ness. “Was that so difficult?”
Teasing her for teasing me.
“They don’t have to be big,” she said, clarifying. “I like
all kinds.”
“And now you’ve had a huge one?”
Tessa grinned, and turned her head, presenting me
with a coy shoulder—and then her behind. Pushing it out
with clear need.
“It is different with the very big ones,” she said, making
me suddenly wonder how many she’d encountered before.
“They only have to put it inside you, and that’s virtually
enough. Robert has to fuck me slowly or it hurts too
much.”
I placed the tip of my cock to her dripping pussy, then
felt it pop inside, and as I leaned forward I was gliding all
the way into her, deep, feeling that strange sensation that it
was not quite the same pussy as before she’d been stretched
by her college boy.
“Smaller guys get to fuck me hard and fast,” she
purred, “I like that even more, most of the time.”
“Smaller guys get to fuck you?” I chuckled at that one.
She giggled. “Well, when they did.”
“You’re going to have to tell me about your wild dating
days some time, now that we’re opening up.”
“I guess I could, if it makes you want me like this.”
I was doing what she wanted, fucking her hard and
fast, slamming into her each time.
“So what else do you want me to do for you?” she
asked me, and I felt a little euphoric that she actually
wanted to talk about this. That she wanted to know.
I said, “I don’t know. All kinds of things.”
“Like for example…?”
God. How filthy did I go?
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“I don’t know… letting me watch you playing with
yourself ? With a vibrator.”
“Okay, that’s not difficult. And?”
“Tying me up? Letting me tie you up?”
“We never did do that? Did we?”
That night, we did a lot of talking. After violating the
principles of wholesome athleticism attached to her high
school cheerleader outfit, we took the show to the bath‐
room where I could clean her again and she could reveal
her entire day of teasing Robert now that they were fully
sexual lovers, how she’d made him work on his remaining
jobs around the house as she tended to Marcus, all the
while dropping little hints that she was thinking about him
fucking her later.
Stroking her hands over his swollen cock through his
pants while she handed him his morning coffee.
Dropping her damp panties for him to find.
Offering him a raise of her skirt and a flash of bare
pussy as she fixed him lunch.
Tessa drove me as wild as she’d driven him recounting
how she waited right until Marcus was asleep before
changing into her cheerleader outfit before heading back
downstairs to surprise him only shortly before I returned
home.
Cleaned up, we lay in bed together, and couldn’t stop
talking, the subject of our long-hidden fantasies resuming,
driving me to enter her again as I spooned against her.
It wasn’t just me who had been reluctant to talk about
my sexual fantasies: Tessa had quite a few fantasies of her
own she’d kept quiet, and now found a platform through
which she could share with me.
Like her curiosity about being dominated.
Her desire to have two guys at once.
A whole lot of interesting ideas that were all the hotter
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because we now shared them with each other—and
opened the door to possibly trying them in future. By the
end of the evening I felt I should be thankful to Robert for
more than just being a seriously good sex toy for my wife.
He had fundamentally altered our marriage, and altered it
for the better.
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T

hings seemed to go back to normal once Robert
was back at college.
I could see that Tessa was down about it, though she
did well to hide her feelings.
I felt more than a touch of anguish that she had appar‐
ently developed feelings for Robert—or that she’d had
them all along, re-shaped in a more mature form as he’d
progressed from the babysitting days into the college-age
lover.
But what felt worse to me was the sense that Tessa
might be hurting inside because she’d now lost him.
“You love him?” I asked her once, when I’d found her
guard down for a moment since she thought she was alone,
her face clearly showing how gloomy she really was.
She looked up at me, knowing I’d caught her looking
sad. But she said: “No. I mean, I care about him, but it’s
not love. I just…”
“You do miss him.”
“I miss him being around, sure. It was so intense. So
exciting.”
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I pulled her in for a hug. “For me, too. Have you heard
from him since he went back?”
She nodded. “He says he loves me. He wants me to
come visit.”
I felt a hefty punch to the chest from that, from the
idea that this guy we’d invited in to our relationship might
now have formed the kind of emotional bond with my wife
that I’d always feared.
I had to trust Tessa. That whatever happened, she
would keep me as her number one.
“So go visit,” I said.
She looked up at me, surprised at my lack of anger, I
think. “Don’t you think that would only encourage him?
To go on… thinking he’s in love with me?”
She had a point, and it was something I was desper‐
ately afraid of, but what other solution was there for this
malaise that had now seized hold of her? A few regular
visits to Robert at college to keep her mood up, offer her a
little reward for all the hard work she put in as a new mom.
Maybe she’d turn into some kind of polyamorist, and I’d
have to share her love. Maybe she’d see that her feelings—
and Robert’s—were just the flames of lust confused with
love, and those flames would eventually die down.
“You need some kind of closure,” I said. “He’s under
the impression he’s in love with you, it’s going to tear him
to pieces if you reject him.”
We hugged in silence a moment. Then Tessa said: “I
should go up there. See him again. If that’s okay with
you.”
“Of course it is,” I said, trembling a little inside at the
thought of my wife going to visit a man who loved her, and
who she possibly had a thing for in return. I had to keep
telling myself I’d never lose her to this new thing she had.
“I need to explain to him what happened this
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summer,” she said. “That you knew exactly what I was
doing with him, that you approved.”
I nodded. “I guess he needs to know how you feel. You
can tell him you’ll visit him at college now and again, but
only if he can accept that he has to share you.”
Tessa looked at me with surprise clearly imprinted on
her pretty face—I would really allow her to visit him at
college, and even make it a regular affair? As far as I was
concerned, if she could control the feelings between them,
it was an exciting prospect for her to pay the occasional
visit to her young lover. It would give her something to look
forward to, something to re-invigorate her. And it would
tend to the strange itch I continued to have about wanting
my beautiful wife to sleep with men other than myself.
“I’ll persuade him,” she said finally. “Or he’ll never see
me again.”
It was a plan, anyway. As November came around, I
was a nervous wreck again as my wife prepared for her
drive up to see Robert. She seemed excited that she’d see
him again, and I made it clear she was to enjoy herself,
that even though she’d never spent a night with him before,
she should plan to do so on this weekend visit.
It would be a new experience for me, too, knowing that
she’d be with him all night. Doing all kinds of depraved
things that defied our vows to each other. I felt that strange
combination of dread and elation that this was going to
happen.
When she eventually set off, very early on the Saturday
morning, I was finding it hard to breathe, the feelings were
so strong inside me. She didn’t seem to worry about the
potential risks to our relationship that going up there to
Penn State would actually mean. The bigger concern to
her seemed to be the prospect of spending the first night
away from Marcus since he’d arrived.
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I had to promise to send her text messages every hour
she was gone, and pictures to keep her updated on how the
little guy was going.
As for her college visit—I just had to leave her to it.
Trust that she would go there, talk to him, resolve things.
And maybe have a little naughty fun while she was up
there.
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S

he’d stashed the iPhone in a good position for
him to see the bed.
There she was, scampering back to lie alone in the
middle of it—a very small bed, but then I guess it was in a
college dorm, and wasn’t designed for more than one
person to occupy it. She was wearing a dark blue football
jersey, which bore the white lettering of Penn State and the
number 88. She was wearing Robert’s football jersey? It
looked really hot on her, but something about it tweaked
the jealousy muscles inside my chest, as well as fueling my
arousal.
The shirt was long on her, but not quite long enough to
fully conceal the simple black-and-white striped panties she
was wearing with nothing else on her to conceal them. Her
outfit, and the obvious surroundings of a college dorm
room, made her look uncannily like a college girl.
God, I wanted to talk to her, ask her if everything was
okay, if she’d had her chat with Robert, got him to see that
this could never be anything but a temporary crush.
Lying there on the bed, trying to look as though she
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was reading one of Robert’s auto magazines completely
relaxed, Tessa couldn’t help smiling. It made me feel relief,
thinking that she couldn’t have been looking so contented
if they hadn’t had the talk, and decided on the way
forward.
Only, part of me was thinking that the excitement she
was apparently unable to quite conceal stemmed from
Robert’s continuing profession of love for her. And that
maybe she’d come to some conclusion that perhaps she
loved him just as much.
I know, it was paranoia. It was just hard to keep it
entirely at bay when I was miles away from my beloved,
and she was hanging out for the weekend with a guy who
had fallen in love with her.
I saw some legs wander past the camera—bare legs,
strong legs, male legs. Robert.
I was excited to see him fuck her—even, make love to
her. Anything else, I’d deal with, I’d have to. I trusted Tessa
too much to believe she’d ever leave me, despite the acid
leaking into my stomach.
Then, to my sudden and complete surprise, as Robert
went to sit on the bed next to her, looking over her
shoulder at what she was reading, another set of bare legs
walked past the camera.
Another guy.
Tessa’s excitement bubbled over as Robert took the
magazine from her and tossed it to the side, leaning in to
kiss her cheek—and there was a tanned blond guy taking
up position on her other side, gazing down on her like she
was his prize, and running his fingers gently up her thigh.
Was Robert really about to share Tessa with a friend?
My heart was in my throat again. I was sitting there
peering at my iPad actually hoping to see Tessa experience
her first threesome, fulfilling her fantasy for two guys at
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once. How incredible it would be for her, and how much I
would enjoy knowing she was having such an experience,
seeing the elation on her face.
Both of the guys were wearing nothing but boxer
shorts. The new guy seemed almost as ripped as Robert,
making me wonder if he wasn’t another football player. He
had the build of a wide receiver, or perhaps a tight end,
rather than Robert’s running back kind of frame.
The three of them were all smiles, even Robert. It
seemed that Tessa’s persuading him to share her was a little
more successful than she’d expected. Robert started kissing
her cheek and her neck, gently, as his friend began to kiss
her raised knee before pulling himself up to kiss and fondle
her breasts through the football jersey.
Tessa just closed her eyes and enjoyed the sensation of
two guys touching her, turning her head to give Robert the
occasional kiss as though to reassure him that he was the
main one for her.
I watched the new guy kissing her neck, which seemed
so sensual, so affectionate. His hands sliding up her inner
thigh to brush over her mound as covered by her black and
white panties.
Tessa moaned as the two guys pulled up her jersey in
tandem, to reveal no bra underneath, both taking her stiff
nipples into their mouths in sync.
Both stroking her pussy through her panties.
I was so hard from watching an altogether new man
touching my wife’s pussy, even through her underwear.
Robert went a step further, sinking his hand under the
waistband of her panties, and over her mound.
She had to be so wet already. Her nipples were like
little rocks.
New guy kissed his way down Tessa’s body, slowly, and
then he was nuzzling against her mound, kissing her pussy
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through the thin cotton of her panties. Tessa stroked his
shoulder as he tongued her, and then I glanced over to see
her other hand was tucked inside Robert’s boxer shorts
where she was stroking his hardness.
It was Robert, though, who replaced his friend between
her thighs and now pulled her panties down her legs and
away. It was Robert who lay between her opening thighs
and dipped in for the first taste of her sweet shaven pussy.
As her audience, I was momentarily distracted with my
envious eyes locked on Robert feasting on that precious
little pussy, I didn’t notice Blondie removing his last
remaining shred of clothing—but there he was now,
kneeling on the bed beside Tessa’s chest, her hand curling
around his big hard cock, pulling him up to her to kneel
beside her head.
Blondie was completely shaven, in fact his entire body
was completely hairless. I watched Tessa stroking his cock,
feeling him out, looking as though she was in some kind of
awe at having one to play with while another man lay
between her legs tending to her own pleasure.
My wife craned her neck to reach the other man’s
cock. Even from this distance to her phone camera, I could
see her tongue flicking over his cock as she toyed with him
with her fingers, rubbing it gently over her pretty face. He
was big, though not as big as Robert I thought, and uncut.
Tessa cupped his balls and played with his foreskin in
among her kisses. She was breathing him in, really experi‐
encing this other cock.
I wondered how Robert felt, seeing his buddy kneeling
there, the woman he loved playing with the guy’s cock,
smiling when she glanced up at his face. Robert seemed to
be fairly focussed on sucking Tessa’s clit, slipping his fingers
inside her pussy.
Then I saw his eyes flick up to take in the sight of Tessa
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being naughty and flirty with his friend, and I suddenly
had the strangest feeling of recognition concerning the
way he responded. Was he feeling the way I was about her
being with another man? It couldn’t have been quite what
I was feeling—I was married to her, after all. But a crush
can seem so powerful, like you really do possess the person
on whom it is set.
Robert lifted himself up, moving up to kneel beside
Tessa on the other side of the bed. Was he comparing his
to his buddy? Or just feeling like he needed a little of her
attention. Tessa seemed happy enough to pull down the
front of his boxers and flop out that enormous stallion.
Lying there between them, a cock in each hand, she
pumped one and licked or sucked the other, alternating,
glorying in having so much manhood in her grasp.
Blondie quietly reached down to stroke her pussy. Tessa
looked to be in heaven for quite a while before Robert
broke off.
As her hometown lover took up position between her
legs, leaving his blond friend to hold the fort up by Tessa’s
mouth, I caught my beautiful wife flashing me a slightly
dazed expression direct at the camera phone.
It said to me in one brief moment: is his really happening
to me?
Then I saw Robert lining up to enter her. I couldn’t
quite see the penetration itself, but the way he moved, I
knew what was happening. He edged forward, and I knew
his tip must be inside her, and then more, half-inch by halfinch.
Tessa would have been moaning as she felt herself
filled, as that huge great organ ground up against every
sensitive square inch inside her pussy. Only her mouth was
full of Blondie, and Blondie’s hands were on the back of
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her head, controlling her movement on him so that he was
basically fucking her face.
Tessa, my gentle, pretty, petite, demure wife and the
mother of my small child, had two cocks inside her at the
same time. And neither of them were mine.
I could hardly believe it. It seemed so excessive, and yet
deeply thrilling to me.
I watched them moving around each other like coordi‐
nated dancers. Tessa getting up, Robert lying on his back,
Blondie standing so he could present his cock to her lips
once again. From this position I could see her bouncing on
that enormous cock, Robert holding her hips and buttocks
tightly as she fucked him, Tessa herself holding the other
guy’s thighs as she sucked him.
God, she was so wild. I felt a touch excluded from this
great fantasy of hers, but I had to remind myself that she
had put the camera phone on, she had made sure I could
watch—share in a way. She’d probably tell me this was a
display designed primarily to turn me on, and there might
be a glimmer of truth in it.
Robert really was so huge inside her, stretching those little
pink lips as he plunged into her. He was looking up, watching
Tessa sucking and pumping his friend. What was he think‐
ing? Was he feeling the same tension inside his chest as I was?
The jealousy from his beloved playing with another man.
When it eventually came time to disengage, I thought
at first that Robert had come inside her. He might have, I
couldn’t see any evidence as he withdrew from her, but he
was still hard, and that hardness was not going away.
They had Tessa on her hands and knees now, Robert
sitting up against the headboard in front of her, Blondie
now lining up behind her, putting on a condom.
She was pumping Robert with a hand as she turned to
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check out what the other man was up to. And I saw her
direct a sly glance over her shoulder to me and the camera
phone as Blondie fed the tip of his cock into her dripping
pussy.
Are you okay? I hope you’re enjoying this, her eyes said
silently.
Then my wife was cheating on me with the second
man this summer, the tanned lothario holding her waist
firmly as he piled into her, rocking her as she sucked on the
large column in front.
Robert stroked her hair, keeping it from straying over
his cock as she sucked him, allowing Blondie to dictate her
pace, his thrusts ramming her onto his friend.
Spit-roasting, I think it was called. Perhaps that was an
offensive term. The whole act was pretty offensive to main‐
stream society, doubly so since she was my wife, and I was
home watching them, getting off myself.
Tessa just looked as though she’d discovered a gold
mine. Two big cocks wedged into her at the same time.
Now I saw Tessa taking on more of the responsibility
for pace, ramming herself back into Blondie, indicating she
wanted him to do her hard, fast. He duly obliged, and I
saw her holding onto Robert’s cock almost for support as
she was fucked to within an inch of her life, her petite
frame now hit by a powerful pulse of energy that started in
her pussy and shuddered through her entire body.
She was coming like a freight train. I had never seen
her come so hard, even when I had watched her with
Robert.
The question suddenly popped up into my head: how
was I ever going to compete with that orgasm?
The answer was, simply, that I wouldn’t. But in mitiga‐
tion, I would probably be able to get her to a stronger
orgasm than I would have before this, by reminding her of
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this experience whenever it came time for me to sleep with
my own wife.
And, as her willing husband, I had the power to allow
her to see other men. That could make her come if I
brought it up, I was sure of it.
At last, another change, and Tessa was sitting on
Robert’s lap, the sight of his big tool forcing its way up into
her rosy-red pussy now completely on show to me, Robert
reaching around to massage her clit as Tessa herself
reached over to play with Blondie’s cock, licking and
sucking him, cupping him, pumping him.
I knew it was coming: Tessa writhing on that huge
cock, her body unable to keep back her next climax as that
great thing stretched her, forced its way into her, swelled
ready to burst.
And she was coming, and I knew Robert was coming,
and their blond friend was coming, his white oil spurting
forth all over her chest, her breasts, her nipples.
Watching them, I didn’t come. I wanted to feel the
arousal knowing she was out there with these guys, I wasn’t
ready to fulfill myself and risk the colossal downer that the
male orgasm could provoke.
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I

had to wait a full half hour before I heard from
her again. All that time I wondered what she
was doing—whether she’d gone to sleep with Robert, or
both of the guys, whether I’d even hear from her again this
weekend.
Then my phone buzzed with an incoming FaceTime
call.
“Hey, honey!” she said brightly.
“Hey!” I tried to match her tone.
My iPad showed her to be in a bathroom. Well lit,
clean, even fairly modern-looking. Not the kind of dorm
bathrooms from my college days.
“So you saw us?”
“Of course I did.”
Her camera phone seemed to be set up on a toilet or
something that had a good view of the little room within
its lone sink and simple white bathtub. Tessa was standing
there in front of the sink, actually looking at the camera
phone via the reflection in the mirror.
She had her long dark hair tied in a pony tail now, and
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she was wearing a simple while lace bra and panties. Sexy
but in a delicate, pretty way rather than devilish. Was she
hoping to catch Robert’s interest again when she went back
to his room?
Even after everything, my jealousy was still there,
simmering away.
“How did you feel?” I asked.
“Hot,” she said. “Guilty, maybe.”
“Guilty?”
She gave me a coy look through the mirror. “I didn’t
exactly know I’d end up with both of them. Didn’t exactly
have time to ask you.”
“You don’t have to ask me,” I said. I didn’t want her to
feel bad about any of this. When we talked about her
going to visit Robert, the underlying sense was that she was
going to persuade him not to get hung up on her, to let him
down gently—to conclude this playful little thing we had
going on this crazy summer.
Now, particularly after I’d just seen my voracious wife
gobble up two college boys at once, I desperately did not
want her to stop, or curtail this new insatiable side of her
at all.
“You’re my husband,” she protested.
“That doesn’t make you my property.”
“I vowed to be faithful to you.”
“And you are being faithful to me. I’m happy you’re
having fun, and you’re sharing the experience with me
through your camera phone.”
She smiled, so beautiful, looking back at me in the
mirror, and now she started looking at her reflection,
checking her re-applied make-up, her new underwear.
“Can you believe what I just did?” she asked.
“Not entirely. But I knew you wanted to do that kind of
thing.”
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She laughed, “It was a fantasy, that was all. I never in a
million years thought it would happen.”
“So how did it?”
She grinned, and now surprised me a little by taking
off her bra. Turning to face the camera, she was touching
her breasts, fondling them, and I wondered if she was
remembering her blond friend spraying his come all over
them not so long ago.
“We were all out, Robert invited some of his friends
out with us. We were drinking a whole lot, I guess Robert
knows the bars that don’t check IDs.”
“He has a hidden side for a sweet college kid.”
“I switched to water early on, the others all thought I
was on vodka. Then one by one the others headed home,
leaving me with Robert and a couple of his buddies.”
“And you eventually went home with the blond guy
and Robert?”
She nodded. Her hand slipped down between her
thighs, feeling out her mound and her well-used pussy. “I
can’t believe I just had a threesome,” she said. “It all just
seems ridiculous. Were you horrified? Do you hate me?”
“Horrified? It was the hottest thing I’ve ever seen.
Can’t wait to see you do it again some day.”
She grinned. “You’re the best husband in the world,
you know that? I don’t know how I got so lucky to end up
with you.”
“You said ‘yes’. Simple as that.”
She dropped her panties now, and I saw the red
swollen lips of her shaven pussy. A pussy that had just
had two guys penetrate it, guys who were not her
husband.
“So what happened earlier?” I asked. “You had the talk
with Robert, right? Persuaded him to share or let you go?”
Another laugh. “Oh, I persuaded him to share. He
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asked about you. I admitted you knew I was with him, that
you’d known all the time.”
“Did he tell you he loves you?”
“Something like that.” I knew her answer was a diplo‐
matic one. “I guess he said I could leave you, that we could
make a life together, just as soon as he graduated.”
I felt cold at that thought. Well, when you got down to
it, marriage was only a piece of paper, an entry in some
official database somewhere. People walked away from
marriages easily enough.
“What did you tell him?”
“I told him he was young, he had his whole life to live,
he needed to play the field and have fun with lots of girls
before he thought about making a life together with
anyone.”
“So he understood.”
“Eventually. I told him I cared for him, that’s why I’m
here. But I said he must be crazy if he thinks I’m ever
going to give up a husband who loves me so much he lets
me sleep with hot college guys.”
I laughed, feeling relief wash through my whole
system, seeing Tessa’s face, even though her naked body
was proving highly distracting right now, I could see she
was as committed to me as she’d ever been, and that our
love was strong.
She perched on the edge of the bath now, parting her
thighs, showing me everything.
“What’re your plans for the rest of the weekend?” I
asked.
“My phone’s almost out of juice,” she said. “I’m not
going to be able to show you more tonight.”
“So you’re giving me a show now?” I laughed.
“Something like that,” she smiled, her fingers dipping
inside that red, red flower.
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“You’re planning to play some more with your two
friends, then? The rest of the night?”
“I think so, if that’s okay with you. Peyton has some
pot, so it’ll probably be a long, slow night.”
“You’ll tell me all about it?”
“Tomorrow. When I get home.”
“Then go have fun.”
“You’re okay about me spending the night?”
“It feels all kinds of wrong,” I said. “But so hot.”
“Oh God… you know how amazing you are?”
I could hear her sighs turn into little whimpering cries,
and though it was no time at all that she’d been touching
herself for me in that bathroom, she was coming yet again,
and coming forcefully.
Afterwards, I watched her put her underwear back on,
and one of her summer dresses, though summer was now
behind us.
“Try and get some sleep,” I said as she reached for the
phone, our time together that evening nearing its end.
“Even if it’s only a tiny amount. You do have to drive back
tomorrow.”
“I will, sweetie,” she grinned. “Even if they have to
fuck me while I’m sleeping.”
I felt all kinds of crazy that night, knowing my wife was
sleeping with two college boys, smoking pot to add to the
outrageous nature of her stay.
All I could do was wait for her to return the next day.
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M

y Tessa came back a changed woman. I had
to wait all day, receiving occasional text
updates about her whereabouts.
At last, she pulled into the driveway, and it was already
late, Marcus in bed and asleep.
I opened the door from the garage to the kitchen
wearing nothing but a smile. Well, I had to pay her back
for those times she’d done this to me. As far as she was
concerned, she wasn’t getting in the house without sex.
She looked somehow world weary, but fresh and invig‐
orated with it. She was wearing a thin cream sweater and a
short pleated plaid skirt, along with white hose, which
seemed to give her the look of a college girl.
Laying her eyes on me, her pretty pixie face broke out
into a broad smile.
“Miss me?” she said, twirling the ends of her long
brown ponytail.
“Of course. I guess you didn’t have too much time to
miss me,” I laughed. “You must be completely worn out.”
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“Oh, au contraire,” she grinned, and raised her skirt
enough to show me firstly that her hose were actually white
hold-ups, and secondly that she was wearing no panties
under that skirt. “I couldn’t keep my hand out of my lap
all the way down thinking of you waiting for me.”
She stepped up to me, and along with her sweet
perfume I could actually detect the scent of her arousal.
Her hand closed around my hardness as the door
closed behind her.
“Did I tell you you could touch that?” I asked her. She
snatched her hand away from me as though she’d been
scalded by my big hard cock, then looked up at me, a ques‐
tion in her eyes.
“You’ve got some explaining to do, Missy.”
There was a twinkle in her eye as she bowed her head,
her hands demurely placed behind her back, and she said:
“Yes, sir.”
“We’re going to go make ourselves comfortable so I can
clean up that dirty little pussy of yours, and you’re going to
tell me everything you did.”
“Yes sir.”
“And then once I’ve satisfied my appetite for this,” I
reached down to paw her soaking sex, “You’re going to
show me how much you appreciate your husband for being
so willing to share you.”
“Yes sir.”
And that night we explored another one of Tessa’s
fantasies, which strangely enough revealed the surprising
outcome that even after the weekend of pure debauchery
that she’d had with two ripped football playing college
boys, both of whom had fairly sizable equipment, my justabove-average self was able to make Tessa come just as
hard. If not harder.
It turned out that she did respond to a little domina‐
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tion, though I wasn’t one for the extremes. Yet the biggest
turn-on for her that night was the idea that her newly
commanding husband was not going to let our lives return
to anything like they were before.
Tessa Shaw was re-entering the dating scene.
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Author’s Note

I think if this was a story written by a female author, about
a wife who harbored a sexual fantasy in which she actively
wanted her husband to go out and sleep with other
women, while she herself would remain steadfastly faithful
to him, I would probably assume this was a male writer
using a female pseudonym. It has to be the ideal scenario
for a married woman, doesn’t it? That she gets to sleep
with whomever she likes, and never have to suffer the jeal‐
ousy of her husband also sleeping around. But I’m
certainly not a female writer using a male pseudonym.
Wife-sharing is a common male fantasy, complete with
all the complicated feelings it invokes for the man who has
it. Many wives may not understand why husbands have
this fantasy, whether or not they themselves take advantage
of it. They may even be suspicious that their husbands
want to trap them into some kind of swinging arrange‐
ment, so they can then sleep with other women without
guilt or recrimination. But there’s something wonderfully
altruistic about this fantasy, in which a husband genuinely
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experiences a thrill from his wife’s sexual fulfillment and
her experience with someone new.
My Wife, The Seductress is a celebration of this particular
kink, much more straightforward than my recent
Madeleine trilogy, of course, but I hope you’ve found it
enjoyable nevertheless, dear reader. As always you have my
undying gratitude for taking the time.
I’d also like to pop in a quick word of thanks for my
editor, Kenny Wright, whose support and insight have
been invaluable. If you enjoyed this book, then I’m confi‐
dent you’ll love Kenny’s own erotic fiction, if you haven’t
checked out his books already.
Thanks also to my beta readers, including Sarah and
Ian, who have eagle eyes that really help with the reader
experience.
And, of course, thanks to my own wife, for so many,
many reasons.
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