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Sharing My Husband

About the Author:

As a young woman I was very jealous, thanks to insecurities and the behavior of cheating bastard boyfriends.

When my husband and I first met I was still a very jealous woman but time and time again he proved to me he could be trusted, he proved he wasn’t going anywhere and I began to be comfortable with him.

And I grew into my own sexual desires; I became the woman who owned my needs and urges. But it still took a long time to admit to myself that I wanted something that seemed so...so very wrong.  I grew up believing in one man, one woman, monogamy- that’s what marriage is. But I wanted more.  It just took me a very long time to accept that it was okay to one more.

It took me even longer to confess my needs and desires to my husband.

I had been fantasizing about it for ages. But I was so afraid to tell him, afraid he would think I was a freak, but now, here we were...exactly where I wanted to be for so very long. We were finally doing it. Living the fantasy.

I was sharing his long, hard cock with another woman.

I never thought I would share what was mine. I mean, he’s all mine, my husband, my property... and I am a greedy bitch. I have to share him enough in life- with work, with family, with whatever life throws at us...but his cock, which was supposed to be mine and mine alone, something I definitely was not supposed to ever want to share.

We’re taught that marriage equals monogamy, and no matter how many times people prove that isn’t always a reality, people still stick with this unrealistic ideal. People lie and cheat all the time, or even if they don’t actually follow through with it physically they fantasize about it.

How many people admit that they actually want to be non-monogamous...with their partner?

I did. I finally admitted it. 

I don’t know when I changed from being a greedy jealous woman to openly desiring my husband’s dick inside someone else, but I did.

I guess it just gradually occurred over time. Fantasies starting taking shape as I would read erotica, watch porn or masturbate while fantasizing.

Then the fantasies became more intense. The desire became a burning need, an urge that had to be quelled.

Finally one night after a few drinks I told my husband I wanted to share him with another woman and that I wanted him to share me with her too. I made it clear that I wanted to share his cock and my pussy with another woman. 

He knew I was bi-sexual, knew that before I met him I had been in relationships with women but I don’t think he ever really considered that I still wanted to have sex with other women.

He was unsure, said he didn’t want to share me with anyone, man or woman.

Then one night when we were out at a bar and I got a little tipsy and was crazy flirting with another woman. We didn’t have sex but there was some intense kissing and nipple sucking going on. 

I guess he finally realized that I am “really bi”. The thing that surprised him most was that he got turned on watching me with another woman. 

After that incident he agreed to my idea of a threesome. Ground rules were set. Oral sex and touching only. He could not penetrate her below the waist- with his penis.

Sharing his cock became my obsession. But I couldn’t do it with just anyone, there had to be a special chemistry, there had to be a connection.

After months of searching, I found the one.

And my ultimate fantasy came true.

Watching her full, red lips wrap around his fat cock set me aflame with desire. 

I watched, completely transfixed as his penis slid in and out of her thick, red, pouty lips. It was the most erotic vision I had ever laid eyes on. His thick, veined shaft was wet, slick with her saliva. It shimmered in the light.

His cock disappeared into her mouth, slowly sliding in one inch at a time until she took it all the way down to the base; it had to be deep down her throat...

God, the sight was more than I could take...my fingers slid through my wetness, finding my hard clit. I gently rubbed and the sensation sent me into orgasmic overload. I came hard, drenching my fingers.

I kept my eyes wide open, watching as she went up and down on his dick, watching her take it all the way down into her throat then back up until only the tip was still in her mouth. Then she pulled it out. Her eyes locked with mine as she licked his fat tip, dipping her tongue into the center then flicking it around the edge.

I was spellbound.

I moved over to join them. She grabbed my hand and licked my sticky fingers clean. She kissed me, hard, passionately. I could taste myself on her lips. I melted.

Wow. What a turn on.

Then she placed my hand at the base of his thick shaft.

“Hold him, feed me his cock. Tell me how to suck him.” Her voice was breathy, sexy. 

I almost came again just from her words. 

So this was how we were going to play. She wanted me to dominate. Now we were getting to where I really wanted to be in this erotic threesome. The ultimate fantasy, not just your average threesome, but one in which I was in control.

And she seemed to ache for it as much as I ached to watch, as much as I ached to command. She wanted to be dominated.

I was in heaven. I wrapped one hand around
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