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My Husband Is Gay For My Boyfriend


My husband was always a loser. I am so pissed off that he was able to fool me into wasting my time with him, and even marrying him. I’m so mad right now, telling my story. You could say this is the story of a woman scorned. 

I thought my husband was pretty cool. I had really put him in his place, and become controlling as time went on. But he didn’t have to allow me to start having a boyfriend. My boyfriend was not only completely out in the open, but he was spending quality time and having sex with me in our house. I thought it was a perk of being married to a great guy. 

I also spent a ton of money on my boyfriend, and I showered him with expensive gifts. I did everything I could to surround him with constant reminders of my love for him. My husband must have noticed this, at least a little bit.

When my boyfriend wasn’t around, I had time to think. I started wondering if my husband “got off” on the fantasies of me and my boyfriend. I started wondering if he was bisexual. At this point, I was thinking my husband was kind of a loser for letting me have a boyfriend. I mean, I was basically in love with another man, right in front of his face. Maybe he didn’t realize I was in love with my boyfriend? Maybe he thought it was just sex? No, he knew I was passionate about my boyfriend beyond just sex. Unless he was stupid.

I wanted to test a theory of mine. I asked my boyfriend to please show up really sweaty next time he came to my house. He didn’t understand what I was talking about, but he said OK. When I saw him, it was perfect. He smelled of sweat pretty strongly. My husband was home.

I told him to please leave all his clothes in the bathroom in a pile. I don’t think he saw where I was going with this, but he bore with me. He left a full, sweaty outfit in the bathroom.

I spent some really romantic time with my boyfriend, and we had passionate sex, complete with me telling him that I love him a few times. I didn’t normally do that when my husband was home. But I was just letting it out today. My boyfriend knew how I felt about him. I think I was actually hoping my husband would hear me saying it. And my having strong feelings of love for my boyfriend didn’t seem to be a limit for my husband anyways.

Later, I brought my boyfriend down to the basement. I surprised him when I told him that I had put a hidden camera in the bathroom. I watched the playback for the first time, in front of my boyfriend. I watched as my husband locked the bathroom door, and started sniffing my boyfriend’s clothes like a fiend!

My husband started with the armpits of his shirt. He was thoroughly enjoying it. I was trying to be quiet, but I was going crazy with excitement. My husband moved onto smelling the inside of his underwear, and now he was stroking his erect penis. If there was any question about how much of a raging hard-on he had, it was answered by the fact that he came in about a minute.

When I saw that, I actually started rubbing my clit profusely, and I started violently squirting on the basement floor. I grabbed onto my boyfriend’s shoulder so I wouldn’t collapse from the orgasm. I don’t think I had ever come so hard in my life. I am sure my face was priceless.

“I knew he was gay for you!” I said. “Well, yeah. He lets me sleep with his wife. He must be bisexual,” he replied. I responded, “No, that’s different! Don’t you get it? We are BOTH present, making a fantasy for my husband when we are having sex. I thought his fantasy was about ME. Jerking off to your sweaty clothes was man to fucking man. He’s not bisexual. He is pure gay for you!”

We went back to watching the recording of my husband. My husband was visibly shaking after finishing masturbating. He nervously got himself together, trying to make like nothing happened. He smelled my boyfriend’s socks for a minute, and he left the bathroom.

“Your socks? He must REALLY be into you,” I said. I was being both sarcastic and serious. I fast forwarded the recording, and sure enough, he came back. This time he kept switching off between my boyfriend’s shirt, his underwear, his socks, and his sneakers. He got himself off again, masturbating furiously. This time he lasted a few minutes before he came.

I was very serious now. “Since when can you cum back to back like that, you fucking loser? He always told me he can’t cum more than once every day or two.” I knew exactly what this meant, but it was still a shock to me.

“Yup. He’s gay. And he’s attracted to you,” I said, with disappointment. Yeah, the look on my face was the dictionary definition of disappointment in my husband. Then I changed my tune, and I started getting mad. “If you are that fucking gay, why would you waste my time like this?!” I looked to my boyfriend for answers. “Shouldn’t he just be with a fucking man?!”

I had a horrified look on my face, as I skipped ahead more on the video. And my jaw dropped when my husband came back to the bathroom for a third time! My boyfriend started cracking up over the way my husband was acting. I punched his arm lovingly, and said, “It’s not funny!!”

“It’s like watching you go through the five stages of grief or something,” he said, just being a jerk. I still had this horrified look of disappointment on my face, and I turned off the video. I didn’t bother to find out if my husband came back for a fourth or fifth session with the sweaty clothes.

I was like, shocked. So I excused myself, and asked to be alone. My boyfriend went home. It pissed me off to no end that I married a guy who let another man conquer him and take his wife so easily. That was immediately where my brain went with this.

Ooo I was so mad and I wanted to get back at him so badly for being such a fucking loser. He cared more about his gay loser fantasies than he cared about me! My boyfriend was a very fine sexual specimen and I must admit my husband did have great taste in men. But still! This man was taking you for everything you ever worked for, and you were masturbating to him!

I was now convinced that he was like this the whole time. He must have manipulated me into believing he was not like this. He deserved whatever I chose to do about all this. I expected my man to fight for me. This guy I married was a clown. 
He deceived me. He was gay and he never said anything to me. I felt that this gave me the right to take revenge in any way that I chose to.

I decided that he was going to serve my boyfriend. He was going to devote his life to my boyfriend. He lied to me about devoting his life to me. Now he was going to be honest and devote his fucking life to my boyfriend. I didn’t care what I would have to do. I would figure it out.

And this did become my mission. My husband had no fucking idea what I was up to. And since he was such a lying sack of shit, I had no sympathy for him. I vowed, “Ooo my boyfriend is going to conquer you on a historic level. He is going to live like a king, and you will serve at his command.” I wasn’t sure I could pull that off, but I was going to try.

I started being extra nice to my husband. I fake smiled all the time when I was around him. I wanted to get started on the master plan right away, but I had to make sure that the whole “masturbating to his scent thing” had blown over. I didn’t want him to figure out that I knew anything.

I was even more passionate than usual when I was with my boyfriend. He probably realized that I was even more into him now, and less into my husband. It was kind of obvious. I had been encouraging him that we needed to do the right thing and let my husband get in on our sex. “Why don’t we let him be your cuckold?” I asked innocently.

I had to spell it out for my boyfriend. “I want him to suck your dick,” I said. “You would be doing him a favor if you let him do that. I’ll be there the whole time.” My boyfriend was OK with it. I knew I could count on my boyfriend. He was amazing. He totally deserved the life that I wanted to give him.

One night, after my husband got home from work, I told him that my boyfriend and I would like him to join us. He was like, “Why? What? What’s going on?” I brought him into the bedroom, where my boyfriend was already under the covers. I brought my husband into the bed so that I was in the middle between the two of them.

I started to make out with my boyfriend in front of him. I checked my husband, and he had a full erection. My boyfriend had a full erection too.

“Go ahead,” I quietly encouraged my husband. He was kind of frozen in place. “Watching you suck him off would be the hottest thing for me. It would turn me on SO much,” I told him. He was still hesitating. “It’s totally cool. I want to see it SO bad.” My husband looked at my boyfriend. My boyfriend made a gesture like, “Go ahead, it’s fine.”

My husband got on his knees and approached my boyfriend’s giant cock. It was much, much bigger than his. I was so fucking excited. I thought, "This is going to work! He is your fucking Master!” I said, “Smell it. Find out where it’s been.” My husband looked up at me for a second. OK. I needed to cool off. Let me not break my innocent character. But the funny thing was... He listened to me, and he actually was smelling it first! Ha! In his fucking face!

Actually, yeah. Sometimes I wondered where that thing had been myself. I hoped that by the time I was done, he would have had hundreds of gorgeous women. I was getting ahead of myself. I put one of my hands on my husband’s upper back, like “OK, now stay there.” I said, “Oh my God. That is SO hot,” as my husband started to slowly blow him.

My husband was rock hard, but he wasn’t touching himself. He was probably too embarrassed to cum in front of us while sucking dick. I noticed that my husband wasn’t getting much of the dick in his mouth. I asked, “You didn’t realize how big he was, did you?” He shook his head to say no. “Well you have to get further down the shaft,” I said in a sexy voice. He complied, and started putting more effort into his blowjob.

It took a while, but my boyfriend came. I was ready for this. I stopped my husband and was like “Swallow it... Swallow it.” And even though it was a giant load of man cum, he swallowed it. This was bad for him, because it only reinforced how fucking gay I thought he was. He swallowed that steamy load of cum like he was me or something! What a bitch!

My husband’s dick was like, ready to explode. Without saying anything, he faced away from us, and finished himself off in like five seconds. I told my husband, “Thank you. You turned me on SO much.” I was in a great mood that I had made it to this point successfully.

I started thinking more about moving my plans forward. One of my biggest concerns was actually keeping my boyfriend. The understanding was that I was married, and he was free to do whatever he wanted. My end game involved him living here with me. I was hoping that wasn’t going to be a problem. Part of my plans to spoil him were to assist him in getting other gorgeous women, so how could he turn me down?

I continued being extra nice to my husband. “Wow, it is so cool that you are bisexual!” I told him. “It is going to be so amazing sharing my boyfriend with you!” That was the kind of stuff I told him. And I seemed like I was really happy with him. I laid it on thick. Meanwhile, I actually fucking hated him.
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