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I write sexy romances.  I used to publish under xleglover and Flash of Stocking on various sites.

My stories are romances, so they explore the feelings, emotions and relationships of the characters.  My stories are also erotica, so the sex scenes are explicit.  Often very explicit.  

My stories have an emotional edge to them.  The characters have thrilling adventures, but there’s pain there too, at least for some of them.  

I try to write stories that seem like real life.  Yes, the situations are extreme, but I hope you come away thinking, “Yes, I can see how that might happened.”

You can find my books wherever e-books are sold.  If you’d like to join my mailing list or would like to send me a question or feedback, please email me at peteandrews1701@gmail.com.  
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Before writing as Pete Andrews, I wrote as xleglover.  Before that, I wrote as Flash of Stocking.  This is the third collection of stories I published as xleglover and Flash of Stocking, many years ago.  The first collection is called Wife Watching Game and Other Stories.  The second collection is called Wife Dates Another Man and Other Stories.  I hope you enjoy this book and check out my other books I’ve published as Pete Andrews.
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LOSING MY WIFE TO ANOTHER MAN
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Things didn’t look good.  I’d lost my job a few months back due to the economy, and I was having the toughest time finding something else.  My wife Kaitlin didn’t work (she’s a stay at home mom with our two kids, a 6 year old boy and a 2 year old girl), and we’d been living on our savings.  But those were about gone.

About a month back Kaitlin started looking for a job too.  She got good grades in college, but she never worked (we got married right after college, and she got pregnant on our honeymoon).  With the rough economy, nobody was hiring a 28-year-old mom with 2 young kids and without any experience.  

“You should apply where I work,” Rachel said as we sat around our kitchen table sipping wine and trying to figure out what to do.  Rachel was Kaitlin’s best friend, and she worked in one of the largest advertising firms in the city, Baxter Baxter and Morgan (everyone called it BBM).  “Old man Morgan is looking for an executive assistant.”

“Do you think he’d hire me?” Kaitlin said hopefully.  She shrugged, looking a little defeated.  “I mean, I was hoping for something more than being a secretary, but at this point I’ll take anything.”

Rachel put her hand over Kaitlin’s.  “Honey, you’d be an executive assistant, not a secretary.  With Morgan there’s a big difference.  You’d have a lot of responsibility, and I hear the pay is really good.”

Kaitlin and I both looked at Rachel with interest.  This could really help us, tide us over until I got a job.  “But do you think he’d hire me?”

“I think you have a good chance.  I mean, you majored in marketing and got good grades in college, and you’re smart and a hard worker.  But there’s one thing ....”

“What?” both Kaitlin and I asked almost simultaneously.

“Well, you’d have to work evenings and weekends a lot.”

“That’s okay,” I said.  I saw the look in Kaitlin’s face and squeezed her hand.  “I know it’ll be hard being away from the kids, but it’ll only be temporary until I get a job.”

Rachel held up her hands in warning.  “You can’t let on to Morgan that it’ll only be temporary.  He got so mad when his last admin left because he’d just finished training her.  She got pregnant and then quit after having the baby.”

“Okay, well, I just won’t say anything about how long I’ll be staying,” Kaitlin said shrugging.

“It’s more than that,” Rachel said.  “The rumor is he’s only considering single women without kids.”

Kaitlin gave her friend a look.  “I’m pretty sure that’s illegal.”

Rachel shrugged.  “I know, but what can you do?  He’s too smart to ever get caught.  Anyways, if you want a chance at the job, you’ll have to pretend you’re single and your career is your life.  But the pay is unbelievable.  I heard his last admin got almost $300,000 last year.”

I looked shocked.  That was more than I made in my last job.  “You’re kidding, how does an admin get paid that much?”

Rachel shrugged again.  “Well, like I said, it’s a demanding job, you’re essentially on call all the time.  But you get commissions on the deals old Morgan closes, so the more he makes, the more you make.”

––––––––
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A WEEK LATER, I WAITED anxiously for Kaitlin to get home from her interview.  If something didn’t work out soon, we’d have to sell our house.  We needed this job.

“How did it go?” I asked jumping up as soon as she got home.  Her face was all smiles.  

“I got it!” she squealed.  “I start Monday!”

We celebrated by taking the kids to their favorite restaurant, McDonalds of course.  Fortunate too, since that was about the only restaurant that fit in the current state of our finances.  

Then mom and dad did their own celebrating after putting the kids down.  “I think I’m going to like this Mister Mom thing,” I said nuzzling Kaitlin’s neck as she got into bed.  

“Oh, really?  Well, you know, there’s more to staying home than watching ESPN all day,” she playfully teased.  We both were in great moods because our financial disaster seemed to have been averted. 

“I know that,” I said with mocked seriousness.  “I mean, there’s the Golf Channel too.  But what I’m really looking forward to is seeing my sexy wife all dressed up for work every day.”

“Hmmm, and why is that?” she asked playing dumb.  “I won’t be wearing anything special.  Just short skirts, hose and high heels.”  She giggled, and then I attacked her.  

Kaitlin knew I loved it when she dressed up, but taking care of the kids, she usually just wore t-shirts and baggy sweats, which did a good job of hiding her best features.  At 28 and even after 2 kids, my wife still had her youthful good looks.  Lush dark hair that went over her shoulders, beautiful face, and a slim figure with medium and beautifully shaped, firm breasts (even after breast feeding our kids).  A tight, shapely behind.  And long, shapely legs that were her best assets, which suited me just fine because I was a leg man.

The next day I worked on fixing a leaky sink while Kaitlin and Rachel sorted through her closet.  “Kaitlin, you’re going to have to get some new clothes, this is all so last decade,” Rachel said holding up one of Kaitlin’s dresses with a clear look of disapproval on her face.  “You’ve got to remember, this is advertising, and you’ve got to look young and energetic.  All of your clothes look like mom clothes.”

“What can I say, I’m a mom,” Kaitlin said shrugging.  She hadn’t bought any new clothes in a long time, besides maternity clothes.  She even had to borrow an outfit from Rachel for the interview.

Rachel took Kaitlin’s face in her hands, looking serious.  “Sweetie, you’ve got to get out of that mindset.  If old man Morgan suspects you have kids, or you’re married, he’ll fire you!  And I’ll be in trouble too for recommending you!”

“Okay, okay, I get it,” Kaitlin said, her hands up in surrender.  “But I can’t afford to buy new clothes now.”

Rachel reached into her bag and pulled out some clothes.  “Here, I brought you some outfits to tide you over until your first check.  Luckily we’re about the same size.“

Kaitlin looked doubtfully at her friend, who was busty, Ds to Kaitlin’s Cs.  “I meant from the waist down,” Rachel said laughing.  

Kaitlin gave Rachel the evil eye, then sorted through what Rachel had brought.  They were all short skirts, none longer than mid-thigh and tailored to hug curves, and a few pairs of high heels.  She knew the skirts would be tight, but they’d probably work for now.  

“Well, Connor is going to love seeing me in these things,” she said with a grin.

“Hey, no funny business while your wife is wearing my clothes,” Rachel said my way in a threatening voice, but then gave me a wink.  “Or at least, make sure they come back to me dry cleaned.”  

I gave Rachel a “who me?” innocent look, and then laughed.

Then Rachel gave Kaitlin a $200 gift card to Victoria’s Secret.  “You can pay me back later.  You need to get some thongs.  I know, I know, you hate them, but panty lines are a major faux pas.  And buy thigh high stockings too.”  

Rachel waved her hand dismissively at my wife’s “what the heck?” look.  She said, “It’ll make you feel sexy, and you’ll need that extra self-confidence when you’re dealing with all the male jerks at the office.  Trust me on this one. “

I couldn’t help smiling.  “This is getting better and better,” I joked.  Then I had to dodge quickly as my wife threw one of the stiletto heels at me.

––––––––
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AT FIRST IT WAS ROUGH for Kaitlin.  She had to learn a lot at her new job, and she hated being away from the kids.  Having me home taking care of them (instead of putting them in daycare) helped a lot.  Having to pretend she was single without any kids didn’t help, because she couldn’t confide in anyone at work except Rachel.  

But after a couple of months things got better.  She started getting the hang of the job, and it was actually interesting and challenging.  And the money was great.  With Kaitlin’s help, old man Morgan closed a couple of big deals, and we were both wide-eyed at the size of her commissions.  We got current with our mortgage, and even started rebuilding some of our savings, and that was after buying Kaitlin a new work wardrobe.

I have to admit, that was my favorite part (next to avoiding bankruptcy).  Kaitlin learned fast that BBM wasn’t one of those business casual places that are so common today.  Men and women were expected to dress like they had just stepped out of GQ and Vogue magazine.  Old man Morgan was famous for saying, “If you can’t sell yourself, how the fuck are you going to sell our clients?”  

I wasn’t complaining about Kaitlin’s new wardrobe.  She came home every day looking hot in her designer dresses and high heels!  I liked watching her get dressed – especially since she had taken Rachel’s advice about the thong panties and thigh high stockings – and I liked it even better after putting the kids down, when I got my sexy wife into bed.  With the stress of our almost financial ruin behind us, we were both less stressed, and our sex life was as good as it’d ever been.

A crowd of the 20- and 30-something BBMers always went out for drinks Friday night, and after making excuses for a few weeks, Kaitlin finally started going.  Even though she hated being away from me and the kids for even more time, she didn’t have a choice, because she had to keep up the appearance she was an unattached single woman.  Usually, she cut out at the earliest opportunity, but one Friday night she didn’t get home until past midnight.  She was drunk and incredibly horny.  She practically raped me as soon as she got home.

The next morning, she was nursing a hangover, and didn’t start feeling like herself again until after lunch.  I asked what happened last night to get her so worked up, not that I was complaining as our sex had been great.  

She hesitantly told me their group started dancing, and some of the men danced really close to her, so there was some bumping and grinding.  She looked worried I’d be mad, but I told her I understood.  It was just some singles going out after a hard week at work and blowing off steam, and anyways I benefitted from it with having an extremely horny wife in bed.  She looked relieved and our weekend continued as normal.

Kaitlin continued going out with her co-workers on Fridays, getting home usually past midnight.  She always came home horny, and we had great sex sessions.  I could tell she now looked forward to these Friday nights with her co-workers, which kind of bothered me but I didn’t say anything because I remembered how I’d often go out with the men for a drink when I was working.  Also, our sex after she got home on Fridays was always great. I was getting it more now than ever before.  Often we did it with Kaitlin still wearing the thigh high stockings and high heels, and that was mind blowing for me.

Also, I started looking forward to hearing how her male co-workers took liberties with her during these Friday evening happy hours.  Kaitlin always told me everything.  She has always been an “honesty is the best policy” kind of person.  

It surprised me that I got turned on by her stories, but looking back I’d always enjoyed seeing other men giving her attention.  So, usually when she got home on those Friday nights, we’d rush to bed (the kids would already be asleep).  She would always be turned on by all the male attention she’d gotten, and me anxious yet also excited to hear what had happened.  We’d get naked (I always made her keep her stockings and high heels on), and then slowly make love as she recounted all the details of that evening.  

––––––––
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FALL TURNED INTO WINTER, and BBM’s Christmas party was nearing, and Kaitlin was bringing me as her “date” so we both could have fun, as BBM had the reputation of throwing over-the-top lavish parties.  From the beginning, we had worked out a good cover story.  Kaitlin was a recent divorcee.  That explained why she hadn’t been working since college.  I was her cousin, and she was living with me until she got back on her feet.  I had 2 kids, and my wife had passed away a couple of years ago.  This was close enough to the truth, so we wouldn’t accidentally out ourselves.  And by not portraying me as her boyfriend, we didn’t have to worry about her boss (Morgan) thinking she was about to get married.

Also, leading up to the Christmas party, our sex was extra fun pretending we were cousins.  Kaitlin and I laughed about it, but we both found that “kissing cousins” taboo to be exciting.  I guess we both were kind of kinky.

I think she worried about me seeing her with her rowdy male friends.  It was one thing to tell me about their shenanigans, and another for me to see it in person.  I told her not to worry about it.  I didn’t think anyone would do anything too wild at a company party.  But inside, I secretly hoped some of the men got frisky with her, because (strangely enough) I found the idea arousing.

The evening of the party, I wore my best suit.  Kaitlin had bought a new dress, and she looked stunning.  It was a designer off-the-shoulder black number that hugged her curves and showed off a lot of her great legs.  

We arrived and Kaitlin introduced me to her co-workers.  I fetched Kaitlin a drink, and then another one.  I was pretending to be a nice-guy cousin, but in fact I wanted to loosen her up so she’d have a good time.  We agreed people might get suspicious if we stayed together and looked like a real couple, so at times we drifted apart, talking to different groups of people.  

A group of about 30 people seemed to be the center of attention.  They looked like a clique, like the popular kids in high school.  As I found out, they were the elite group of young executives on the fast track in BBM.  It surprised me to see my wife in this group.  

In this group were the people she had introduced me too, so clearly this was the Friday night gang.  All of them were very good looking and extremely well dressed, like models and movie stars at a Hollywood bash.  

My wife fit right in.  She looked so beautiful and sexy in her new dress, so confident among all the other beautiful people.  

I knew I didn’t fit into that crowd, and it bothered me.  But seeing her there, clearly the center of attention of a number of the men, I felt a stirring in my loins.  Later that night, as we made love, I fantasized about those men having sex with my wife.

The next week I did a lot of thinking.  Seeing Kaitlin at the Christmas party among the Populars (as I thought of them) brought back college memories.  With her good looks and bubbly personality, Kaitlin was extremely popular back in college.  I kind of admired her from afar, because there was no way a girl like her was going to go out with a geeky guy like me.  But she almost failed a math class, so her teacher assigned me as her tutor (I was a teaching assistant).  I think it surprised her as much as me when she fell in love with me, just like it surprised her friends (including her BFF Rachel), and I think her parents too.  

The Christmas party disturbed me because my wife was once again hanging around a crowd that I thought we had left behind in college.  The crowd of beautiful people, the crowd I could never fit into.  What disturbed me more were the fantasies growing in my head, of my wife with these handsome and charismatic men.  It was all confusing.  I didn’t tell Kaitlin any of this, as I wanted to work it out for myself first.

A couple of weeks later I came into the kitchen where Kaitlin and Rachel were huddled close together.  They were sipping wine and giggling, but when I walked in, they abruptly stopped talking.  

“What’s up?” I asked.

The girls looked at each other, and Rachel gave Kaitlin a “you’ve got to tell him” look.  My wife’s eyes shot arrows through her friend, but then she finally said, “Well, one of the men at work asked me out.”

“That’s not true,” Rachel quickly corrected.  “Men have been asking you out since you started working at BBM.”

I looked inquiring at my wife.  “They have?  You didn’t tell me.” 

“I’m sorry.  I didn’t think it was a big thing.  I mean, of course I’m not going out with any of them. I’m married for god’s sakes.”

“And that’s my point,” Rachel said, looking sagely at both me and Kaitlin.  “Kaitlin, people are starting to talk, wondering why you never go out on dates.  Pretty soon they’re going to suspect you’re married, and as soon as that happens old man Morgan is going to can your butt.”

The two friends frowned at each other.  Clearly this was a conversation they had been having for some time.  Even before I said it, I knew I shouldn’t.  It wasn’t wise to listen to your small head instead of your big head.  

“Maybe Rachel is right,” I said shrugging and pretending to look nonchalant.  “I mean, you’re making a lot of money at this job, and we don’t want to take a chance of people suspecting.”

So, that’s how my wife started dating other men.  At the start it was an extension of her Friday nights out.  They’d go out as a group to start the evening, then Kaitlin and her date would go off alone.  Instead of getting home around midnight, she started getting home closer to 2am or even later.  When she got home, we’d fuck until almost daylight.  Thank god her parents lived nearby, as we got into the routine of having the kids sleep over Friday nights so we’d be able to sleep in Saturday morning.

I made Kaitlin tell me everything she did on her dates.  She didn’t understand my fascination, but was always open with me, I think partly because she always came home at least a little drunk, and also because I think it helped her deal with the guilt of enjoying her nights out so much.  The fact I never got mad or upset also helped her be forthcoming (in fact, it was exactly the opposite, her stories turned me on).  

Kaitlin always came home hot from her dates, even more so than the Friday night happy hours.  As you’d expect, men took more liberties with her when they had her alone on dates.  She wouldn’t let them get too far, but definitely some kissing and fondling took place.  She never let anyone get inside her blouse or up her skirt, but still the increased intimacy always got her soaking wet and me rock hard, and our sex got even more passionate and torrid.

Sometimes her dates were on Saturday nights, and it was weird when her date picked her up at our house.  I was pretending to be her cousin, so of course I had to act like everything was normal, just my pretty popular cousin going out on a date.  But it was a strange – and stimulating – experience to make small talk with a man who was taking my wife out on a date, and then see my wife walk into the room dressed in one of her sexy clubbing outfits, and see her give her date a hello kiss on the lips.

On her date nights, I spent a lot of time thinking about what my wife was doing with her date.  It got me terribly excited imagining them holding hands, his arm around her, kissing, his hand running up her thigh.  I usually masturbated once or twice while waiting, and my arousal was so great I still had enough in the tank to fuck her when she got home.

I discovered I wasn’t alone in my fantasy to see my wife with other men.  I found websites like literotica.com and ourhotwives.org (and the list of e-books on Kindle were endless), and the posts and stories helped me better understand myself, although they didn’t help with my doubts and insecurities with being complicit with my wife seeing other men.  

After a few months of dating, Kaitlin had progressed to heavy kissing and petting.  Her date often invited her up to his apartment, but so far she hadn’t done that, so mostly they fooled around in darken corners of a club, or in the guy’s car.  She was letting men inside her blouse and bra, and even up her skirt.  She said men went crazy when they discovered she was wearing real stockings.  She said her date often audibly moaned when his hand passed from her stocking top to her bare thigh above, realizing she was wearing thigh highs and not pantyhose.  

She told me it was hard to hold off men to just petting over clothes especially when it was their third or fourth date.  Thus, we agreed she’d go on no more than five dates with the same man.  She was fine with this as it wasn’t like she was looking for a serious relationship (since of course she had me), and I liked it because it was dangerous enough to make it really exciting.  

We developed some other rules to make sure Kaitlin’s dating didn’t hurt our marriage.  Mouth kissing was okay, as was petting over and under clothes.  But undressing wasn’t allowed.  She was allowed to let a man unbutton her blouse and even unsnap her bra, but she couldn’t let him take clothes completely off her.  Her date could finger her and even make her cum, but that was it, no oral and certainly no intercourse.  Likewise, she was allowed to touch him anywhere including giving him a hand job, but no oral.  Her mouth (and of course her pussy) were off limited.

We decided on these rules gradually, usually as we fucked after one of her dates.  “Do you think I went too far?” she would ask huskily after describing something she’d done, or let her date do to her.  I’d respond between gasps with, “No, that was okay,” or maybe “Yeah, that was okay, you could even have let him do more, like ....”

––––––––
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ONE FRIDAY NIGHT, KAITLIN got home from a date with tears streaked down her face.  She fell into my arms sobbing, crying “I’m sorry, I’m sorry,” over and over again.  She had broken (shattered really) our most important rule.  She’d let her date fuck her.

It started with breaking the no oral rule.  She’d gotten hot and heavy with Darren, a really tall-dark-and-handsome hunky guy (as she described him) she’d been out with a couple of times before.  They were necking pretty heavily, and his hands were inside her blouse and bra.  

Darren was really good at alternating between softly kneading her breasts, rolling her nipples between his thumb and forefinger, and licking her.  Soon she was writhing under his mouth and fingers, so she didn’t resist when he moved a hand up her skirt.  

Kaitlin gasped when Darren reached her soaking panties, and he was just as good with fingering her clit as he was with stimulating her nipples, so she didn’t stop him when he pushed her skirt up around her waist and eased her legs apart.  She was in nirvana as he sucked her nipples and fingered her clit, feeling an orgasm build inside her.  

Kaitlin knew she was about to break a rule when Darren got on his knees between her legs and his face moved towards her pussy, but she figured she’d cum with his first lick on her clit, so it wouldn’t be too much of a rule violation.  She even raised up her hips when he pulled off her thong panties.  

But she underestimated how good Darren was at eating pussy, and he kept her on the edge of an orgasm for what seemed like an eternity, until she practically begged him to let her cum.  

It was then, when she was most vulnerable, that Darren struck.  Unbeknownst to her, while eating her out, he had pulled his cock from his pants.  Before she knew what was happening, he raised up from his knees and pushed his cock into her soaking pussy.  

This wasn’t rape.  True, she pushed against his chest as soon as he penetrated her, and said no a couple of times, but she was so far gone by that point, and his cock felt so good inside her, that soon she was pushing against his thrusts, urging him to fuck her harder, throwing her arms around his neck and pulling his face to hers so she could kiss him as he had his way with her.

Kaitlin cried uncontrollably as she told me what had happened.  It was more than just breaking the rules and letting another man fuck her.  She had gotten so caught up in it that she hadn’t made him pull out, so he had cum inside her.  This was bad because she wasn’t on the pill – I’d had a vasectomy after our second child—and it was her fertile time of the month.

I took her into my arms and comforted her.  “It’s not your fault, this was bound to happen sooner or later,” I said softly as I gently kissed her tears away.  

Then I laid her on her back and pushed up her skirt.  She hadn’t bothered to put her panties back on, and her trimmed bush was matted with Darren’s cum.  I took out my cock and entered my wife.  She welcomed me inside her, as confirmation I wasn’t mad, that I still loved her.  

I’d never been as excited in my life, and I fucked her harder than ever before.  After just moments, I grunted and lurched, and added my sperm to Darren’s already inside her.  The only difference was, my sperm was blanks and his was live bullets.

The next day, we went to the drug store and got a morning after pill.  She took it and then cried some more, and we made love again.  Like before, she welcomed me between her legs, reaffirming our commitment to each other and our marriage.  

Over the next week, we had sex more than ever before.  The image of Darren fucking Kaitlin kept me perpetually hard, and after what had happened, Kaitlin wasn’t denying me anything.  

A few days after her date with Darren she was finally able to talk more about it, and I littered her with questions, wanting to know every detail.  Yes, he had a nice muscular body.  Yes, he was bigger, a little longer, and thicker.  Yes, he had made her cum.  

For a few weeks after, she didn’t go out on any dates.  She didn’t even go to the Friday night happy hours.  

Darren called repeatedly.  He was worried she was mad at him.  He was a nice guy and hadn’t done anything wrong, so Kaitlin finally decided to go out with him again.  

The week leading up to her date was kind of awkward for us.  What were the rules now?  

I decided to make things easy for both of us.  As she prepared to go, I handed her a bag from the drug store.  Kaitlin looked inquiring at me, then looked in the bag, where she saw a box of condoms.  

I took my wife into my arms and looked into her beautiful eyes.  “Just don’t fall in love with anyone else,” I told her.  She nodded, understanding.  

Now we had just one rule.  Don’t fall in love.

“Of course I won’t,” Kaitlin promised.  Then she pulled me into our bed and we made love, just minutes before Darren was to arrive to pick her up.  I came inside her just as the doorbell rang.  

I went downstairs to greet Darren as she put herself back together for her date.  They left holding hands, but then I heard Kaitlin say, “Wait, I forgot something.”  

She came back inside and, with the half open door blocking Darren’s view, she hitched up her skirt and pulled my hand to her lacy stocking top.  It was moist.  “You’re running out of me,” she whispered with a mischievous smile and twinkle in her eye.  Then she ran back out and took Darren’s arm for her date.

––––––––
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SOMETIMES I MET KAITLIN and her friends at their Friday night happy hours.  It was a little awkward, because I didn’t fit in, but Kaitlin’s friends put up with me because I was her cousin.  Kaitlin got over her nervousness of having me around, sometimes playfully winking at me or pinching my butt when no one was looking.  

Typically, Kaitlin stayed with the group until 9pm or so, and then left with her date.  She had a date almost every weekend.  She was a very popular girl at work.  Rachel sometimes complained (playfully) that Kaitlin had more dates than her.

It was excruciatingly delicious to watch Kaitlin disappear with her date, holding his hand.  Kaitlin usually had sex on her dates.  From that first time with Darren, sex went from sometimes, to often, to just about on every date.  

She didn’t need to tell me when she had sex. I knew as soon as she got home just by looking at her.  She’d have that “just fucked” look.  Sex with her then was amazing, smelling her date in her hair, seeing his marks on her neck and breasts, feeling her looser than normal pussy.  

Sometimes we’d be with friends the day after one of her dates, and someone would comment on a hickey on her neck.  “Jeez guys, what are you, still newlyweds?” We’d laugh with everyone else, but Kaitlin would nudge me under the table, reminding me another man had put that mark on her, not me.  She teased me like that because I loved it, and she knew I loved it.  

Sex was a no-commitment recreation sport among the Populars.  They were all “career comes first” kind of people, and weren’t interested in serious relationships.  So, Kaitlin’s sleeping around didn’t hurt her reputation, because everyone was sleeping around.  If anything, her popularity increased once it got around how hot a body she had and how great a lover she was.

For the longest time, I practically begged Kaitlin to let me watch her have sex with another man.  She always found a reason not to, explaining she wasn’t ready for that.  

We were at a party thrown by one of the BBM partners about six months after her first time with Darren.  We were pretending to be “cousins” again.  I hadn’t seen Kaitlin for about an hour when I felt a hand on my shoulder.  “Be in the master bedroom in five minutes,” I heard my wife whisper in my ear.  

My cock immediately got hard.  I quickly snuck into the bedroom, and hid in the closet, leaving the door open so I had a clear view of the bed.  A few minutes later Kaitlin entered followed closely by a man.  

To my surprise, it wasn’t her date Darren, but the BBM partner who was hosting the party.  I had met him earlier, his name was Ekon.  Maybe early thirties, standing a head taller than my wife’s 5’3”.  He’d probably be described as ruggedly handsome.  He seemed to be an okay guy when I met him.

Most importantly though, he was black.  Black!  I later found out his parents immigrated to the US from Nigeria.  Ekon was born here in the states.

“I’ve noticed you.  Heard a lot about you,” Ekon said pulling my wife into his arms.  “They say you’ve got a tight body.”

“Are they right?” my wife gasped as Ekon ran his hands over her body.

“We’ll see,” Ekon said with a grin, unzipping her dress so it fell off her body and puddled around her high heeled feet.  He looked her up and down and smiled.  Kaitlin had gone braless, wearing only stockings, a lacy garter belt, thong panties, and high heels.  “Nice,” he said, cupping her tits.  “I’ve wanted you for a long time.”  

My wife’s breasts were medium size – Cs – and still ripe and perfect, even at 28 years old, even after giving birth to two babies and breastfeeding both.  They were firm and shapely and perky with slightly upturned eraser-sized nipples. 

Kaitlin’s eyes glazed over as Ekon expertly rolled her nipples between his thumbs and forefingers.  “You like that Kaitlin?”

“Yeah,” she breathed huskily.  Her breast and nipples had always been extremely sensitive.  If anything after breastfeeding, they were more sensitive now than before.

She gasped as one of his hands went down to her pussy.

“Are you serious with Darren?  I see you with him a lot.”

Kaitlin shook her head, her brunette locks swaying side to side.  “We’re just friends,” she said distractedly, her eyes closed as her whole being seemed focused on what his fingers were doing to her body.  “You’ve noticed me?” she asked, referring to what he said a moment before.

“I’ve admired you from afar,” he said kissing her neck, his fingers continuing to work on her nipples and clit.  

“You’ve got me so hot,” Ekon said, moving his hands from her body long enough to take off his expensive Italian suit.  He had a lean muscular body with a well-defined chest and 6-pack abs, and the biggest cock I’d ever seen.  It was jet black like the rest of him.

Kaitlin noticed the size of his cock too, and her eyes grew wide.  “Wow, that’s big,” she said, and then she giggled as she realized how ridiculous she sounded.  “Sorry, dizzy girl moment.”

Ekon laughed, and then laid her on the bed and got on top of her.  His kissed her, softly on her lips, then gently extending his tongue into her mouth.  “God you’re beautiful,” he said looking into her eyes and running his fingers through her lush dark hair, and then they French kissed again.  Ekon moved his body so his cock head touched her pussy lips.  He saw the worry in Kaitlin’s face and kissed her lightly on the lips.  “Don’t worry, I’ll go slow,” he said.

“My purse – I have condoms,” Kaitlin said.

Ekon looked disappointed, but he reached into her purse and rolled a condom around his cock.

I sat in the closet with my hand around my hard cock.  I couldn’t believe it, I was about to see another man fuck my wife.  And not just any man.  A black man!

“Oh god,” Kaitlin gasped as Ekon entered her.  

“It’s okay, I’ll go slow,” Ekon assured her, kissing her lips and cheeks and stoking her hair.  “Just a little bit, now, a little more.”  Kaitlin gritted her teeth as he slowly pushed more inside her, but she didn’t tell him to stop.  

“It’s all in,” Ekon finally said.  “Are you okay?”

“Yes, yes, I’m fine,” Kaitlin said, her words coming out fast in a manic way.  She was breathing hard, and her pretty face was strained with concentration.  “It’s a lot.  You’re big. But it feels good.  I’m getting used to it.”

Ekon smiled, delighted by the compliment of his large manhood.  He started moving in and out, slowly at first, and then faster, but not too hard.  He was still being gentle.  

It took a while for Kaitlin to get used to his size, but eventually her body moved with his.  Her long shapely legs flexed with each thrust, the garter straps pressing into her firm thighs, her feet arching out of her heels to push up on her tiptoes to meet his thrusts.  
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