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When I got home from work I could tell right
away that something was wrong. She was sitting on the couch in a
tight, sexy black dress that seemed out of place for a Wednesday
afternoon. Her makeup was done, her naughty mouth lined with red
lipstick.

“What’s going on?” I asked her.

“Sit down, honey.” Fey said.

I sat on the couch next to her. The black
dress was one I didn’t recognize, and it had this provocative slit
at the chest, where her small but sexy tits hung without a bra.

“What is it?” I asked.

“Do you remember me telling you about the
man I dated before we married?” I could see she was nervous, but
about what I couldn’t tell.

“The one that went to prison?”

“Yes. The one that was in prison.” She
said.

“Was?”

“He was released today.”

I paused. What did this have to do with me?
I wasn’t connecting the dots.

Fey shifted in her seat, her brown hair
falling around her eyes. “Listen, Tom. He’s coming here. Anthony is
on his way here.”

“What? What are you talking about?” I was
afraid, I guess. A convict? Coming to my home?

“He’s coming here. He always said that when
he got out, he would come back for me.” She didn’t seem scared,
though. She seemed more concerned with my reaction.

“Well…Let’s call the police then. For God’s
sake, Fey. Why haven’t you called them already?” I stood up to get
the phone but she grabbed my hand, pulling me back to the
couch.

“He isn’t dangerous.” Fey said. “Well, at
least not to me. He would never hurt me, he would never hurt
you.”

“Then why is he on his way here?”

“To see me.” She said it in a whisper.

“To see you? What do you mean.”

“I mean, he will come here. He will want
to…have me, Tom.” She said the last part even quieter.

“Jesus, Fey.” I was stunned. “You...will
tell him No, right? Tell him to leave?”

She shifted again, slowly.
Uncomfortably.

“If I tell him to go, he will...but he will
call, or write. He might even just show up out of the clear blue
again, Tom. He won’t quit. He would never do anything I didn’t
want, you have to understand that. But…if he comes, if he gets what
he wants, and then I tell him to go…he will listen.”

A million thoughts racing through my head.
Was she saying what I think she was saying?

“Fey. You can’t be serious.”

“Tom, I’m telling you. If you just let it
happen, it would be for the best. I would hate for him to…dislike
you. That wouldn’t be a good thing.”

“You just said he isn’t dangerous to
us.”

“No. But he is dangerous in general. He’s
done bad things and prison probably made him worse. It would be
best for both of us if we can get rid of him as soon as possible.
This might be the only way.”

“What’s the only way? Fuck him? And then he
will leave? I can’t do this, Fey. I can’t.” I was close to tears,
and more afraid than before.

“Tom. I love you. And you can do this. We
can do this. All you have to do is sit.” She said it like she was
trying to convince me to go to the gym or something.

“Sit? Sit and watch?”

The doorbell rang. I caught my breath.

Fey stood up, long and thin and legs for
days. So sexy, so enticing. She walked across the room, her perfect
little ass dancing. She checked herself in the mirror hanging by
the door, adjusted. She answered the door.

“Anthony.” She said.

He walked in immediately, she took steps
back. He was massive. Broad shoulders, muscled arms. His hair was
short and blonde, and his face was hard. He was wearing a white
t-shirt that clung tight as it could to his chiseled frame. On one
arm was a wrapped tribal tattoo.

He stared into her eyes.

“Fey. “

She trembled for a moment as I walked over
to them. I was nervous and afraid, but had no choice.

“Hello, I’m-“

“You’re Tom. You’ve had my girl all these
years.” He said, turning to look at me.

“Well, we married. Yes.”

“I know.” He turned back to Fey. “I need a
shower.” His voice was rough.

“Sure. Of course. Let me show you.”

I followed them back to the master shower,
and she handed him a towel. He held his gaze on her for another
moment before he went in and I heard the water turn on. Fey and I
went back out to the living room.

“What now?” I asked.

“We wait and see, Tom.”

There was a long silence between us, lasting
minutes. I kept looking at her, all dressed up and sexy. I realized
that this was all for Anthony. All for him and whatever it is he
wanted to do.

“I can’t just sit here and watch you two. I
can’t just allow that Fey.”

“It will be worse if you don’t, Tom. If he
decides he doesn’t like you, this will make everything so much more
difficult.”

“I’m starting to think this is something you
actually want, Fey.”

“Excuse me?”

“Are you still attracted to him? Do you
still have a ‘thing’ for him?”

“Of course not. I just want what’s best for
everyone involved.”

“Even if it means fucking your
ex-boyfriend?”

“YES.” It was Anthony. Fey and I turned our
heads to the sound of his voice.

He was completely naked, standing in the
hallway that led back to the bedroom. His body was still wet from
the shower. His abs were cut from years of work, his legs long and
arms monstrous.

And my God, the thing between his legs. It
was fat and uncut. It hung low, dangling like a rope swing. It had
thick veins running through it, hanging slightly to the left. And
it wasn’t even hard.

“I’ve waited years for her, Tom. For Fey.”
He started to walked towards us, and even I had a hard time taking
my eyes off of the horrifying mass hanging below his waist.

“If you don’t want me, I’ll go.” He said,
standing inches from Fey now. She was seated on the couch and so
close to his manhood I could have screamed.

She was staring at him. Staring hard.

“Don’t go.” She said.

He grabbed her by the shoulders and picked
her up easy. He pulled her into his arms and started kissing her;
his big wet tongue defiling her mouth. She kissed back,
passionately.

“I…” I tried to speak. Anthony pulled out of
their kiss, still holding her close in his arms.

“Shut up, Tom. Shut your fucking mouth and
sit down.” He said. Fury in his eyes.

The anger I saw pushed there me back a
little, and I sat down.

His massive, rough hands roamed across her
body. He fondled her little tits through the dress and then tore
the thing down the middle- her tits exposed as she gasped.

Anthony licked and bit her nipples rough,
making her cry out.

“Hey careful!” I said worried and angry.

He ignored me entirely. Anthony grabbed her
by the hair, and pulled her down onto the floor like a dog. She
seemed to expect this and went belly first, sticking her ass in the
air. He quickly yanked the bottom half her dress up over her butt,
exposing her pantie-less ass.

His massive cock was hardening. It was God
knows how thick, and at least twice as long as my own. He leaned in
and started eating her pussy from behind, stroking his cock.

“Oh fuck. Oh shit.” My wife moaned. My blood
pressure was through the roof as I sat disgusted.

He slapped her ass, and spit on her pussy.
Without another warning he shoved his monstrous dick into her. Fey
cried out.

My mouth fell open as he power fucked her-
hard, fast, no love. Like he hadn’t had a woman in years. I guess
he hadn’t.

One long, muscular arm reached past her back
and grabbed her hair in fist. The other squeezed her waist tight as
he railed her.

“Take a good look you fucking pussy,”
Anthony said to me. “Take a good luck because this is only the
beginning.” His big ball sack swung wildly as he fucked her, and
Fey moaned in spite of herself. His speed increased.

“I’m going to fucking cum, Fey.” He said.
“It’s been so long.”

He yanked out of her all of a sudden and
stood up. She turned around slowly, like her pussy was wounded. He
grabbed her by the back of the head and pulled her in close to his
cock. It was purple and bulbous now, the foreskin pulling back as
jerked off in her face.

“Look at your fucking wife Tom!” He
screamed, just before he came. “AHHHH!” He was loud enough for the
whole street to hear.

His cock exploded in her face, a load that I
could never hope to compare to. Thick globs of white fell on her
cheeks and got in her mouth. She just moaned. Not once had I ever
defiled her like this.

“Ohh fuck, fuck. Suck it, baby.” He said,
still coming. He grabbed her face and shoved his mass into her
mouth. She coughed on it and more cum spilled out of her lips as he
face-fucked her. He kept screaming and moaning, and tears ran down
Fey’s face.

As the after-glow set in, he pulled his cock
out and slapped it slimy all over her pretty lips.

“Good girl. Good girl.” He grumbled. “Get a
towel and clean her up, Tom.”

I was frozen. “What?”

“Clean her up, right fucking now!” He
screamed.

I jumped up and grabbed a towel from the
bathroom. I went to hand it to her.

“Are you fucking deaf Tom?” He said. “CLEAN
HER UP.”

I wiped the massive load from her face, and
then wiped down her little tits. Some of it got on my hand, making
my stomach turn.

“Good boy, Tom.” He said. Anthony was
putting his clothes back on, almost as if nothing had ever
happened. As he slid his pants back on I could see his gargantuan,
ugly cock still semi-hard and dripping. It made me feel completely
inadequate and I wondered if Fey had been faking it for all these
years.

Anthony walked shirtless to the kitchen as
if he had lived there with us for years. He opened the refrigerator
door and glanced around inside.

“Tom. You need to go get beer. It’s going to
be a long night.” Anthony said.

“Excuse me?” I asked annoyed.

His gaze turned on me again, fierce and
terrifying. “I said go get some fucking beer, Tom. Do you want me
to ask you again?”

“I-I-“ I stuttered. Fey was slipping her
dress back on and giving me a worried look.

“Goddamnit, Tom.” Anthony slammed the door
shut, and walked right over to me. He towered above me, his
shoulders broad. “Let me explain something to you right fucking
now, pussy.” He shoved me hard, and I fell backwards into the
couch.

“I’m here to get my fill of your wife,” he
began. “And it isn’t fucking over until I or Fey say it’s fucking
over. Understand? You are the little pussy bitch that will do
whatever it is I or Fey say. Understand?”

I nodded quietly, completely defeated.

“Good boy.” He laughed. “Now take your
little pussy ass to the store, and buy me some fucking beer. While
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