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		Chapter 1

		

		ELAINE

		I walked into the bar wearing my sexiest red dress I acquired several years ago for my honeymoon. It fit as tight as a glove, and it made my ass look amazing. My breasts pushed up; my curves exposed. Everything about this dress screamed fuck me, and when I wore it, I had the confidence of a warrior. I traveled across the room and found an empty seat at the bar. Barely able to cross my legs, I let my arms dangle at my sides, forcing my chest even further out. When the bartender and I locked eyes, he smiled. I loved it when they first smiled at me.

		“What can I get you, ma’am?” he did his best to keep his eyes focused on my face, but my overflowing girls were stealing the show.

		“Whisky, neat,” I winked at him, “They are gorgeous, aren’t they?”

		He nodded, “Yes ma’am, they are.”

		I watched as he grabbed the glass and prepared my drink. He would get an extra tip if he let a little more whisky slip into the cup than a single shot’s worth. Which, of course, he did.

		“Let me know if you need anything else. My name is Dale.”

		Raising my glass to him, I said, “Sure thing, Dale.” I was enjoying sipping on my drink when I heard someone behind me clearing their throat.

		“Excuse me, is this seat taken?”

		I spun my chair around to look at the man speaking to me, “Depends. Who’s asking?” He had on a black cowboy hat, which made me wonder what kind of cowboy he was here in the city. His shirt was Ralph Lauren, his pants were pressed down the front with pleats, and his cowboy boots looked expensive. Maybe he was in the oil business.

		“My name is Patrick, ma’am, and I would like to buy your next drink.”

		Smiling, I spun back around, “Seat yours, cowboy.”

		When he moved next to me, I got a whiff of his scent; it was a cologne I hadn’t smelled before, but it was very sensual smelling. The man knew what he was doing.

		“Can I get your name?” He tipped his hat at me and then signaled the bartender, “Can I get a beer on tap?”

		I turned my head to the left to look at him again, “My name is Elaine. It is nice to meet you.”

		“What’s a pretty lady like you doing in a place like this?”

		“Just taking a break from reality, needed to get out and feel young again.”

		“Your husband’s one lucky man,” Patrick grinned.

		“Husband?” I asked.

		He nodded, “Your ring,” and pointed to my left hand.

		“Oh,” I whispered.

		“Your secret is safe with me,” Patrick brushed his right hand against my left hand, “for a small price.”

		“Price,” I lifted my eyebrows in question.

		He nodded, “My truck is in the parking lot. I got the extended cab, very comfy back seat, if you know what I mean.”

		“Are you blackmailing me?” I pulled away but took this head-on.

		“No, ma’am, just stating some facts.”

		I turned my chair to face him. I brought my legs down, uncrossing them and leaned forward, my breasts pushing out, “Do I look like I am the type of woman to be scared of someone else, Patrick? To take orders from someone?”

		“You look like the type of woman who wants just that, a man to control her.” He leaned in close to me and said into my ear, “Is that what you want, Elaine, to be dominated?”

		Truth be told, my pussy was reacting to his words, his scent, his voice, everything. My nipples perked up, and I had to wiggle in my chair to ease the sudden excitement I felt in my loins. Patrick started laughing.

		“If I didn’t know better, Elaine, I would say you’re ready to have me fuck you right here, right now, in this bar.”

		“It’s a good thing you don’t know better.”

		He leaned in and kissed me, his breath hot, his lips powerful, his tongue tasted like mint. His hands wrapped around me and pulled me off my chair and onto his lap. My arms mirrored his, wrapping around his neck. We sat like this for God knew how long, kissing at the bar, our mouths battling for dominance.

		“So, what’s it going to be, pretty lady, the bathroom or my truck cab?”

		“Your truck.”
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		PAUL

		She looked nothing like my wife. The woman I sidled up next to at the bar was dazzling. Her makeup was impeccable. Her red dress looked painted on. Her boobs drew my gaze like magnets.

		I wanted to order whiskey, but I felt too overwhelmed so I settled for a beer. Didn’t want to get too wasted to play my little game.

		After a few minutes of chatting, I felt like I needed to make my move.

		“So, little lady, you want to head to the bathroom or my truck cab?"

		She wisely chose the truck.

		She slipped off my lap and we almost raced to the parking lot. We moved so fast that I had to hold on to my cowboy hat so it didn’t blow off of my head. Even though I’d only had one beer, I felt intoxicated. It must have been the lust burning in my core.

		I guided Elaine through a maze of compact cars, to my 1990 Dodge Ram. She wasn’t pretty, but she was perfect for a quickie before heading home to my wife. I’m talking about my truck. It had a bench seat so we could stretch out and get down to business. I threw my hat onto the dash and helped up the sexy woman I’d lured with my studly skills.

		I picked a spot in the parking lot under a burned-out light, so we wouldn’t be easily spotted by folks passing along on the road.

		Elaine was lying flat, her dress bunched up around her hips. The aroma of her arousal filled my senses like sweet perfume.

		“God, El, you smell divine,” I said as I moved my head between her silky thighs. I slid the silky fabric of her panties aside and began feasting on her sweet juices. As I moved my tongue between her fleshy folds, she began moaning and running her fingers through my hair.

		“Fuck, Pahhhhhh. Oh fuck, that feels so good.”

		I smiled as I continued my oral assault. When I felt she’d had enough teasing, I began focusing on her clit. She bucked her hips when I lapped at her cute little button and she nearly screamed when I pinched it between my lips.

		“Don’t stop. Don’t stop.”

		I had no intention of stopping, until she pulled my hair, forcing my head away from her sweet treasure.

		“Oh, fuck, Pau — Patrick. I wished my husband could eat pussy like you do.”

		Her words set my blood ablaze with lust.

		“Well, El. Let’s see if I can fuck you better than him too.”

		I pulled down my pants and moved to mount the lovely lady in my cab. Before I could push my rock-hard cock into her slit, she pressed against my chest.

		“Wait! You have to use a condom.”

		I was stunned. I wasn’t expecting this.

		“Why?”

		“Pat,” she said, giving me a freezing look. “I don’t know where your cock has been. We’re using protection. I can’t go home to my husband with a pussy full of your cream.”

		My cock pulsed at the thought. “Maybe you should let me come inside you and let your hubby eat it out.”

		Elaine cocked her eye. “You think I should?”

		I shrugged. “Up to you.”

		My lover took a pause before shaking her head, no. “I think we’ll just use a condom. I assume you have one, since you’re the one out trolling for pussy.”

		I was leaking precum all over Elaine’s tight stomach. Her filthy talk did something to me. Touched a nerve I didn’t know I had. She was rubbing my emission into her skin.

		I reached over my lover’s body and reached into the glovebox for a condom. Of course I had one.

		I ripped open the package and quickly rolled the rubber over my cock while Elaine languidly rubbed her moist pussy. I couldn’t help but notice how she used my pre-cum as a lube.

		“You look so sexy, El.” I said.

		“That’s sweet, stud. But you’ve already got me in your truck, with my legs spread and my cunt ready for you. So quit with the talk and get to fucking, cowboy.”

		“Yes, Ma’am,” I said as I nestled my sheathed erection in her inviting opening. “You ready for the fuck of your life?”

		“You better know how to use that thing. If I wanted an average fuck, I’d have stayed home with my husband.”

		Her words stung, though I knew she was only teasing. Nonetheless I swore to myself to show her just how good of a lover I was. I slowly thrust my hips forward, driving my cock into Elaine’s pussy.

		“Oh, god, you’re tight,” I said. “Your cunt feels so damn good.”

		“Oh, shit, Pat. Oh, fuck me.” Elaine thrashed her head back and forth. “You’re so much bigger than my hubby. Oh fuck, you fill me up so well.”

		My ego soared when she said I was better than what she was used to. And her words of praise drove me on. I increased my speed and pounded Elaine as hard and as fast as I could. I was intent on showing her a very good time.

		“Take it, you slut. Take my cock.”

		“Yeah, fuck me hard, lover. Oh, shit. I’m going to come. Oh Pahhhhhhhh, fuck.” Even though I had already brought her to orgasm with my tongue, I felt Elaine’s pussy tighten around my shaft, like she was trying to milk my balls dry.

		“Come for me, Pat,” she said in a haze of arousal. “Fill that fucking condom.”

		I held my release for as long as I could, but when her hands grabbed my bare ass, I lost all control.

		I pressed my face into my lover’s ample breasts and came. My feral growls of pleasure were lost in the chasm of her cleavage.

		“That’s it, sweetie, let it all out,” Elaine whispered into my ear. She held me close as my cock continued to pulse inside her. “Oh fuck, I love that feeling. When a man comes inside me. The way his cock expands as he shoots his load.”

		She rubbed my back as I lay my head against her chest. My brief post-coital bliss was broken when Elaine started squirming underneath me. My cock had softened and had slipped out of her.

		“Enough cuddling,” she said as she sat up and adjusted her dress.

		I slipped off the condom and tossed it into the small trash can nestled behind the passenger seat. I was pulling my pants back up when Elaine used the passenger door to get out of my truck.

		“In a hurry?” I asked, as I buckled my belt.

		Elaine came around to the driver’s side. I leaned down to give her a kiss on the lips, but my lover turned her head and offered me her cheek.

		“I had a lovely time,” she said. I must have pouted, because she smiled, then grabbed my head a planted a passionate kiss on my lips. “I meant to say I had a fucking great time.”

		She pulled away and fixed her skirt, so it didn’t look like she’d just been fucked in somebody’s truck.

		“Will I see you again?” I asked, hopefully.

		I saw a twinkle in her eye and she gave me a warm smile, before giving me the brush off.

		“I don’t think so, Patrick. I have a husband, who I love back home. This — this fling was a one-time thing. I don’t like to get attached to the men I cheat with. Now, go back to your wife and make sweet love to her tonight. I’m sure she’ll need it.”

		“How’d you know?”

		“You didn’t take your ring off, silly.”

		And that was all she said to me. I watched her walk back into the bar, my eyes glued to her extremely lovely ass.

		“Her husband’s a lucky man,” I said with a laugh, before heading home to do as I was told, and make sweet sweet love to my wife.

		

	
		
			
				
				
				
			
			
					
					
					
			

		

		

		Chapter 2

		

		ELAINE

		I knew I would beat Paul home from our little game. It had been hot, like something I would have done in college, hooking up at a bar like that. But what I hadn’t expected was to feel so turned on by the idea of someone else. Paul had played Patrick well. His voice sounded different. He had dressed differently and even the idea of calling him a different name made it almost seem like I hadn’t just been fucking my husband. 

		The entire drive home I spent reliving the encounter. Paul had been amazing, and it made me want to perform my best for him. When I pulled into the driveway, I decided that once tonight wasn’t enough; I needed to seduce my husband, Paul, not Patrick. I knew Paul could never pass up joining me in the bath.

		Quickly making my way into the house and back to my room, I kicked my shoes off when I walked into our bedroom and stripped out of my dress. Tonight had been fun, and I wanted to talk to Paul when he got home about doing it again. 

		The bath called my name. I turned on the water and waited until it filled before slipping into the warm suds. I was soaking when I heard Paul come in.

		“Hey El, where are you?”

		“In the tub. Come join me.” One thing I loved about our house was the bathtub. It was big enough for both of us and we never hesitated to use it for our pleasure.

		When he walked into the bathroom, I saw him pulling his shirt off, the grin on his face painted on ear to ear. “Hey Stud,” I said.

		“Ma’am,” he smirked, “mind if I join you?”

		“Not at all. I’ve been waiting.”

		“Hopefully, you didn’t start too much without me.”

		Usually, we played with each other in the tub. I loved how the sensation of the water added to my orgasms when he made me cum. “Of course not,” I lied.

		Moving over, I let him slide in next to me. He leaned around, kissed my lips, pressed his body against mine, and let his hand find its way to my core. “Mhm, you know how much I love you?”

		“It never hurts to remind me,” I said.

		“More than words could describe. Tonight was so much fun.”

		I nodded, “It was, but it got me thinking.”

		“You talk, I have some kissing to start,” his mouth started at my earlobe. He placed kisses along my jawline, down my neck, and then his tongue teased at my clavicle. 

		“The idea of a stranger was fun; I was glad you came up with it.”

		“Thank you,” he murmured as he kept kissing my neck. His hand groped my breast, and he teased at my nipple.

		“What if we tried it again? The sex was different, more erotic this time,” I paused, waiting to see his reaction.

		“Mhm, continue.”

		He didn’t seem to react, so I kept talking, “Next time maybe I could use a different name, and you could be Paul.”

		Paul stopped and when his head lifted I could see that he was grinning. “Oh, I like the sound of that.”

		“I can tell. Look at that smile,” I teased.

		“Tell me, what do you think I could do with a stranger that I can’t do with Elaine?”

		His mouth had worked my neck over, and my hormones were surging again, “Why don’t you take me out of the tub and we can test it out,” I smirked.

		Paul stood up and got out of the tub. He reached over and extended his hand to help me up, “Careful, you’re all wet,”

		“Always the gentleman,” I smiled.

		“Only until you’re on dry land, then you’re going to get on your knees, and I am going to show you what I can do with a stranger and not my wife.”

		I giggled. I loved when he got dirty with me. I stood in front of him on our bathroom rug and grinned before kneeling. His cock stood at attention, primed for my mouth. I didn’t hesitate. I opened and let his head glide along my tongue. My lips sealed, creating a vacuum like suction on his cock.

		“That’s right, take it all in,” he said before his hand went to the back of my head. He clenched my hair in his fist and faced fuck me in our bathroom.

		This new role-playing game was certainly the answer to spicing up our sex life.

		

		
			[image: image]
		

		

		PAUL

		Pretending to be a stranger and fucking my wife in my pickup was sensational. I felt my whole mind expanding while I filled the condom. It made fucking her mouth later at home so much more thrilling.

		This bit of role-playing we were doing had really spiced up our marriage. Not like we were in the doldrums or anything. We were having sex on a pretty regular schedule, but that’s what it was — on a schedule.

		What we did at the bar and in the parking lot was totally different. Our sex life had been a tasty chili, and we had gone and thrown in a nice ripe jalapeño pepper into the pot.

		I felt like I was going to die and float off to heaven when I came down El’s throat. I tried to be as gentle as I could, but I might have gotten a little too carried away. My wife said she loved it, but I’m not sure I could do it again, even if we were just playing.

		The following weekend, we decided to play our little game again. This time at a downtown hotel. I would play myself on a business trip and Elaine would be a stranger I picked up at the bar. I had booked the room, she would get a taxi to the hotel bar where our game would commence.

		My wife didn’t tell me what name she was going by, or what clothes she planned to wear. It was all going to be a surprise.

		I dressed up in a red polo shirt and tight black jeans. I decided to leave the cowboy hat at home and wore a pair of comfy Converse instead of my boots.

		Our game was supposed to start at seven, that’s when my wife would be at the bar. I was heading down from my room when I got a call from work. It was the weekend, so I almost let it go to voicemail, but I saw the number belonged to my boss, so I picked it up.

		Big mistake.

		It took me half an hour to explain that I wasn’t going to go into the office on a Saturday. He didn’t like it, but there’s not a lot he could do. I was the best damn salesman he had, which is why he wanted me to come in and clean up another guy’s mess. I told him not a chance and if the mess was still there on Monday, I’d clean it up then.

		That seemed to placate him. I said goodbye and then turned my phone off and headed down to the hotel bar.

		The place was just starting to get busy. I didn’t spot Elaine right away, so I scanned the crowd. Several of the booths were occupied by couples enjoying a nice night out. The bar was half full with mostly single men and women although there were two guys getting a little too excited about the basketball game that was showing on one of the televisions behind the bar.

		I still didn’t see my wife. I was about to text her when my eyes landed on a hot redhead who I had previously passed over since my wife’s hair is blonde. She was wearing a loving green dress that displayed just the right amount of cleavage without being tacky. I would have totally missed her again if she hadn’t turned her head to chat with a tall stranger sitting at the bar next to her.

		I started moving toward her but froze when I saw her rest her hand on his arm. It was a simple gesture, very innocent, but my body reacted like she had grabbed the dude’s hand and placed it on her breast.

		I couldn’t move forward, but I was able to move sideways toward one of the standing tables close to the bar. I leaned against it and almost toppled over because one of the fucking legs was wobbly.

		What the hell was going on?

		I was supposed to be the one chatting with my wife, but here I was watching another man in my place.

		And to my shock and amazement, I felt my cock begin to stiffen in my jeans. This was a totally new experience. No, not getting an erection. Getting one while watching my wife talk with another man.

		I don’t know why I found it so arousing. Maybe it was because I was already primed by our little game. And seeing my wife, with a new hair color, chatting up another man moved the needle even further up the erotic dial.

		I had read about men who liked to watch their wives flirt with other guys, some even let them fuck them. I never thought I’d be one of them. But my cock was getting harder the more I watched.

		My wife’s companion at the bar was a handsome man, maybe in his early fifties. His hair was black with a light sprinkling of silver. He wore black slacks with a grey button-down shirt. His black sports jacket was hung over the back of his chair.

		I couldn’t hear what the two were talking about, but my wife seemed to find him amusing, since she chuckled more than a few times.

		As far as physical interactions, there were a few. Nothing overt, like kissing, but my wife touched his arm more than twice and once he let his hand rest on her bare thigh for a few seconds before pulling it away. They both laughed when he did.

		I don’t know how long I stood and watched.

		A waitress came by to ask if I wanted a drink. I said no and she gave me a dirty look and moved on to the next table. I was going to have to do something, because eventually I would be asked to leave if I didn’t order something.

		And I did need something. I wanted a shot of whiskey, to give me the courage to move closer, but I also needed something to eat with it. The last thing I wanted was to get too drunk to handle whatever was going on.

		I assumed the man would move on, once he realized the hot woman he was sitting next to was married, and off-limits. Then I realized, she might not be wearing her wedding ring. Elaine, or whatever name she was going by, was here to play a game — a game for two. But a third had showed up, hoping to get dealt in.

		The man waved for the bartender.

		Good, I thought. He was leaving. As soon as he paid his tab and left, I’d move into his spot at the bar and begin seducing my wife. Maybe she’d even be aroused from talking to a handsome stranger. It did give our game a little hint of danger. I could use that when I started to chat her up. And thinking of her flirting with a stranger would drive me to give her a good hard fucking.

		I was ready to make my move when, instead of the bill, the bartender brought the couple drinks, a bourbon for my wife, a beer for the stranger.

		“Fuck,” I sighed. Elaine doesn’t usually drink spirits.

		I waived down the waitress. I was going to need a drink myself. I could tell the rules of our game were changing and that pot of chili we were cooking — somehow a ghost pepper got added to the recipe.

		

	
		
			
				
				
				
			
			
					
					
					
			

		

		

		Chapter 3

		

		ELAINE

		I arrived at the bar a few minutes early. There were more people than I expected. No booths were open, but that was fine. The bar is where I intended to present myself for this little game. I had come up with a character to play tonight. I wanted to ensure Paul knew his wife was gone and Vivian, the sexy vixen, was here to play. I stopped by the salon and got a spruce up; new hair color always made a girl feel like a new person. There was an upscale thrift shop next door that had a perfect green dress on display. The character was falling into place.

		When I, Vivian, sat at the bar, my nails lightly tapped on the wood frame until the bartender noticed me. With the amount of cleavage I had on display meant that the time between taking my seat and being noticed was less than 60 seconds.

		“What can I get you?”

		“Seven and Seven, thank you.” My chair swiveled, so I spun around to see if I could see Paul anywhere. After surveying the room a few times, I decided I must have beaten him here. I turned back around, took a drink from my glass, and checked my watch. I didn’t know if I would like this drink, it wasn’t my usual. But when I came up with Vivian, she was a Seven and Seven girl.

		“You waiting for anyone?” A sexy and masculine voice said from beside me.

		I tilted my head and looked to my left. He was handsome, his looks matched his voice.

		“Maybe,” I grinned. “I’m Vivian, and you are?”

		“Lucky, if you let me join you.”

		“Guess today’s your day, Lucky,” I winked.

		He laughed and sat on the stool beside me. I looked down at my watch again. Paul was actually late. I wondered if I should text him, but maybe this was part of his game, making me wait a bit. In the meantime, I decided that Lucky here would be excellent entertainment.

		“It’s hard to believe a sexy woman like you is alone.”

		The giggle that came out of my mouth was ridiculous. I couldn’t believe I had just done that. “Thank you. What is it you do?”

		He finished drinking his beer before speaking, “I travel around to bars to pick up sexy women.”

		I grinned and took another drink of my Seven and Seven, “I meant for work, but it is good to know you’re the kind of man who knows what you want.”

		“Oh, that ma’am, I do. I see something I want, and nothing gets in my way.”

		The way he spoke made my pussy quiver. There was just something in his voice. Maybe it was his confidence. We exchanged more pleasantries while he ordered us another round of drinks. I noticed my hand touching his arm a few times. I wasn’t sure where that came from. But when his hand made its way to my thigh, something happened to me. My blood stirred and sensations traveled back and forth through my loins. That hadn’t been there fifteen minutes ago.

		My eyes looked down at my watch and still no Paul in sight.

		“Honey, you keep looking at your watch. Do you think some fool stood you up?”

		I looked up at him and smiled, “No, he wouldn’t do that to me.”

		When his hand fell on my thigh again, this time touching more on the inside than outside, my nipples hardened, and I could feel my heart beating inside my core. “Well, whoever he is, is an idiot for making you wait even a second. A sexy fox like you deserves to be tended to in a very slow and generous way. If you get my drift.”

		My breath caught, and I knew my face was flushing. Damn, this man was good. I lowered my eyes a bit and when he talked again; I raised them up and saw Paul standing at a table across the room, watching us. I wasn’t sure what he was doing, but he almost looked like he was grinning in my direction.

		Paul raised his glass at me and nodded his head. The only thing that could have meant was he was giving me permission to continue talking with this guy. I inhaled a deep breath and let it out slowly. This game suddenly got very real.

		“Vivian?”

		Hearing my character name called out made my head turn and my eyes lock with his, “Yeah, sorry, I was daydreaming for a moment.”

		He laughed, “Women tend to do that when they listen to my voice. I have that way about me.”

		“You’re so cocky,” I laughed.

		He leaned over and kissed me. I hadn’t seen it coming and my body didn’t mind. His arms wrapped around me and mine wrapped around his neck. He held me close while our tongues fought for domination. Paul was in the back of my mind; this was a real test to see how he handled this. When I was finally free from the kiss, I looked over at my husband, who was finishing his drink. I saw his hand move under the table and I thought it looked like he was adjusting himself. We locked eyes again and this time he moved his hand in a gesture with his fingers out that meant, ‘go on.’

		So, I did.

		“That was nice,” I said to the handsome stranger who had decided to shake my world up.

		“It was. How about we go back to my room and have a little private fun?”

		“Can I confess something?” I bit my lip and grinned, hoping it was a sexy expression.

		“I love confessions. Just call me, Father.”

		Laughing, I lowered my voice and said, “I’ve always wanted to fuck in the bathroom.”

		His eyes were glowing with excitement, “I would love to pop your bathroom cherry. Come with me.”

		“That’s the plan,” I teased.

		He pulled his wallet out, tossed down a couple of bills on the bar to cover the drinks, and took my hand. We walked over to the bathrooms, and he pushed the men’s room open and looked inside. There was no one in there.

		We slipped inside and he opened the handicapped stall. “After you milady,” the grin on his face was one that reminded me of an evil seduction, and I couldn’t wait.

		“Yes, sir.”

		

		
			[image: image]
		

		

		PAUL

		When I nodded to my wife, I didn’t know exactly where our night would end up. I can’t say I saw myself sneaking into the men’s room to witness my wife fool around with another man, but that’s where I was.

		The bathroom was empty, save for my wife and her new friend who were wrestling in the handicap stall. They didn’t seem to hear me come in, or if they did it didn’t stop their fun. Fortunately, the door had a lock, so I used it to make sure no one else interrupted.

		I silently made my way into the next stall and listened.

		“Oh, my!” my wife said.

		“Is it bigger than you’re used to?” the man asked.

		My wife thought for a moment before answering. Was this something I wanted to hear?

		“Let’s just say, it’s in the top three.”

		I adjusted my swollen penis in my pants before deciding to just take it out and begin stroking.

		“Why not get a closer look, Vivian, and tell me if I can’t move up to a spot or two.”

		“Yes, sir.”

		So that’s the name she chose. I quite liked it.

		“You mind if I take a lick,” my wife said. Her voice was a silky purr.

		Oh god, I almost said out loud.

		“Please, I would love that, Viv.”

		The man only knew her for a few minutes and already had a nickname for her. I heard the rustle of fabric indicating my wife was getting on her knees.

		“So, nice cock — uhm, do you have a name beside Lucky?”

		I almost laughed. My wife was going to suck a man’s cock and she didn’t even know his name. This game we’d started playing was definitely going off the rails.

		“Why don’t we keep it at Lucky, for now. Unless you think this might be more than a quickie in the men’s room.”

		“Sound’s good to me, Lucky.”

		“Good, now suck my cock, Vivian.”

		Lucky began moaning; my wife must have taken him into her mouth. Elaine gives great head, and I’m sure Vivian is her equal. The sounds coming from the next stall confirmed my suspicions.

		“Oh god, you’re good. Shit.”

		I heard bodies moving around, more displaced fabric, my wife humming with her mouth full of strange cock.

		“Oh fuck, I’m close, why did you stop?”

		Lucky sounded upset, I hoped he wasn’t going to force anything. That could bring all the fun to a sudden halt.

		“I want you to return the favor, before I let you finish,” my wife said. “I’ve had too many men climax and leave me hanging. That ain’t happenin’ tonight.”

		My wife stood up. Then I heard a high-pitched yelp and a loud thud as the dividing wall shook.

		“Wow, you’re a strong one,” was all my wife was able to get out before more yelps.

		I heard a wet lapping sound that could only be the man eating my wife’s pussy. She must have been extremely wet because it sounded like high tide lapping through a field of seaweed.

		“Right there, oh fuck, yeah. Shit, so good.”

		I heard a muffled voice and Elaine laugh. “Yes. You lick cunt good. And yes, you’ve moved up a spot.”

		Lucky continued feasting on my wife’s juices and she continued to express her pleasure with her moans. I could tell she was getting close because her pitch grew lower and could feel the wall shake. I was curious and took a quick peek under the divider. I was shocked to see only Lucky’s feet. My wife must have been leaning against the wall, with her legs wrapped around her lover’s head. Fuck, he was strong.

		It wasn’t long before my wife finally climaxed. She let out a muffled scream and I was afraid the entire bar was going to know what happened in the restroom. Right now, my wife didn’t seem to care.

		Just then, I noticed I’d been unconsciously stroking myself. Copious amounts of pre-cum was oozing from the tip of my cock. If I wasn’t careful, I’d make a mess myself. I guess it was a good thing we were in a restroom.

		“Oh damn that was good. Yes, you’re definitely top two.”

		I couldn’t help but wonder if I was in that pair.

		“Let me prove I’m the best,” Lucky said with a cocky confidence I’d never be able to pull off.

		“Do you have a condom?” my wife asked.

		“I’d never go picking up sexy women without one.”

		The sound of a foil wrapper being opened and heavy breathing filled my ears.

		“Magnum, good.”

		Oh fuck, the dude had a big dick. Of fucking course.

		I heard bodies moving around and I closed my eyes and imagined the scene. My wife turning around and bending over, presenting her ass to the lucky fellow behind her with the magnum-sized cock.

		“Quit teasing me and put it in.”

		The words sent a chill up my spine. Another man was about to fuck my wife, penetrate her with his latex-covered cock. I felt a tingle in my core and I had to stop playing with myself. I didn’t want to come on the dirty tile floor. I wanted to save it for later, when I reclaimed my slutty wife.

		“Your wish is my command,” Lucky said and then my wife gave out a loud sigh.

		“OHHHHHHH fuck, so big.”

		“Number one?”

		“Oh fuck. Definitely number one.”

		My cock pulsed and more clear liquid oozed from the tip. I was getting so turned on listening to my wife fuck another man. I didn’t even have to touch myself. Was I going to have to worry about this stranger stealing my wife?

		My unanswered question tumbled around in my head, while my wife began thumping against the divider.

		Each thump was a thrust from her well-endowed lover.

		“God you’re tight. So. Fucking. Tight.” Each word was punctuated by a slap of flesh against flesh. “Such a beautiful, tight, cunt.”

		My wife mumbled a few incomprehensible words before letting out another scream. My hands were flush with the divider and I could feel the vibrations in the tan-coated metal. This was a connection we were sharing, my wife and I. I didn’t know if she was aware of my presence, but I closed my eyes and imagined we were holding hands while she was being fucked.

		“I’m coming, Viv. I’m coming.” Lucky let out a deep grunt and pushed my wife flush against the wall. He held her there, and for a moment we all three were connected, only an inch of divider separated us.

		I was still shivering, aroused by the pleasure I knew my wife was finding on another man’s cock, when I heard the unmistakable sound of kissing. I felt a sliver of jealousy pierce my heart. It was a sharp pain, but one that sent blood rushing to my cock. I was hard, listening to my wife share a kiss with the man who just came inside her, only a thin layer of latex keeping his semen from coating her womb.

		“Oh, fuck, Vivian. Thank you. That was the best fuck I’ve had in a long long while.”

		“Me, too.” I could hear the smile in my wife’s voice. “Can I get your name now?”

		“Does this mean — ?”

		“Tell me your name.” My wife used her Jedi voice.

		“Hank.”

		“Well, Hank. Give me your phone number and we’ll see where this leads.”

		I slipped out of the restroom before I was discovered. Our game was far from over, and I didn’t know who was winning.

		

	
		
			
				
				
				
			
			
					
					
					
			

		

		

		Chapter 4

		

		ELAINE

		I wasn’t sure how I was going to tell Paul that I had just fucked another man. It wasn’t that I felt guilty. He had given me a signal that I should go for it. But it wasn’t like we had exactly talked about it.

		“Talk to you in a couple of days,” Hank said.

		“We’ll see,” I teased. I didn’t want to kiss him again, but I also did. It was a weird feeling inside of me. Something that I would have to talk to Paul about later.

		“Why don’t you slip out after me? I’ll make sure no one is on their way inside.”

		He was being such a gentleman, “Thank you, Hank.”

		I watched him open the door and peer out before giving me the signal it was okay to leave. When I walked out of the bathroom, I looked at the table Paul was sitting at before I slipped inside. He wasn’t there anymore.

		Did he go home?

		My hand went into my purse and pulled out my phone. No missed calls, no text messages. I started to type out a message to Paul when I heard someone clear their throat behind me.

		“Excuse me, ma’am.”

		My lips curled into a smile and when I slowly turned around, I saw my sexy husband looking at me.

		“Sir,” I grinned. We were still going to play our game, perfect. My pussy needed him tonight more than ever, and I would make sure he knew that.

		“Someone has been a very naughty girl tonight.” He was leaning against the wall. He didn’t make any moves to come near me. I couldn’t tell if he was upset, but he was certainly giving off a very James Bond feel with how he was standing and the way he looked at me. I thought he wanted to eat me up right there.

		“Yes, sir. I have been very naughty,” I slipped my phone back into my purse and stood straight up, making sure my breasts were poised up and out instead of down and slouching. “But is it any of your business what I have been up to tonight?” I grinned at him.

		“It is my business if I say it is,” Paul’s eyes narrowed toward me.

		I put my hand on my hip to show him some sass, “And are you going to punish me if I refuse?”

		“Tell me your name.” He pushed himself off the wall and walked towards me. He had a swagger. It made me hot with desire and even more horny than I had been.

		“Vivian.”

		“Such a sexy name for a naughty girl.”

		“You got a name, Stud?” I licked my lips. My nipples were hard, I was sure he could see them through my dress.

		“My wife calls me Paul, but you can call me, sir.”

		“Yes, Sir.”

		“Did I see you coming out of the men’s room, Vivian?”

		My heart sped up. He had seen me. Did he know what happened? He must not if he is being so cool and calm. “You did.” What if he asked what happened in there? What would I say?

		“Women go into the men’s bathroom for one thing and one thing only. Do you know what that one thing is, Vivian?”

		He was standing just inches away from me. His presence surrounded me, and I felt engulfed by his essence. If I didn’t know this was Paul, my husband, I wouldn’t believe it. He was getting into his role on a level I never could have imagined.

		“To relieve oneself,” I tilted my head, smiling. Technically, that was an accurate statement.

		He brought his hand up to my face and cupped my cheek, “You don’t lie, do you, Vivian?”

		I shook my head, “No, Sir.”

		“Good girl, how about you whisper in my ear what you did in there and then we can go back to my room, and you can show me firsthand?”

		He knew, he had to know, why else would he be doing this whole thing? I was immensely turned on and about ready to jump out of my skin. I loved every moment of this. Following his command, I leaned my lips next to his ear and said, “I sucked his cock.”

		“I see, and, Vivian, did you do anything else?” His hand moved down to my breast. He was cupping it in his hand, squeezing it.

		The Paul I married would never have done this in public. I took a deep breath when he pinched my nipple, “Yes.”

		“What did you do?”

		“I fucked him.”

		Paul’s other arm wrapped around my waist and held me close to him, “And did your husband know you were doing this?”

		Now was the moment of truth. I would continue on with the game and his reaction would tell me all I needed to know, “I’m not married.”

		“Lucky for you, I’m not either. Let’s go up to my room and I will show you that I have the biggest cock you’ve ever seen.”

		He heard us. He had been in the bathroom while I had fucked another man. More importantly, he let it happen. I quickly went with him as he took my hand and led me from the bar into the hallway of the hotel. We waited for the elevator to open and when it did; we were the only couple inside. He pressed me against the wall and started to kiss me. His hands were all over me and I didn’t care if anyone else walked right on in.

		When the door opened at his floor, we walked out and he guided me to room 20231. We were on the 20th floor, the executive suite. Paul had gone all out for us tonight. When I walked through the threshold, the room’s layout shocked me. There was an enormous bed, a jacuzzi in the room and the most beautiful skyline.

		“Oh, Paul, this is beautiful.” I turned around to look at him and all I could see was a man with desire deep in his eyes.

		Only one word escaped his lips, and I knew he was very serious with this simple demand: “Strip.”
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		PAUL

		If I had commanded my wife to strip with that tone of voice, she would have either laughed her ass off or slapped me. But tonight she wasn’t my wife, she was Vivian, the woman who fucked men in restrooms.

		She looked gorgeous, her newly red hair shimmered in the soft light of the lamps and the mesmerizing glow of the city skyline. She unzipped the dress and let it fall to the floor. She was naked underneath. Her pussy glistened; I could smell her arousal.

		“Turn around,” I said.

		“Yes, Sir.”

		Her submission made my heart race and my cock pulse. Her ass looked so enticing. I planned to sink my face into her plump cheeks.

		“So, you already fucked a man in the restroom, and now you’re giving yourself to me in my expensive suite.”

		Fuck, was it expensive, but worth every hour of overtime I was going to have to work to pay for it.

		“I gave myself to Hank, in the men’s room,” she paused to let her words sink in. “But you’ll have to take me, if you want me. Sir.”

		Her insolence drove me wild. Listening to her suck and fuck Hank in the bathroom ignited a fire in my core. My cock was steely hard in my pants.

		“Yes, I’ll take you.” I quickly undressed.

		Vivian shivered as she waited for what came next. I walked up and stood right behind her. I could feel her warmth. She jumped when I touched her shoulder.

		“Are you afraid?” I asked.

		She didn’t answer but shook her head.

		“Good. I will not hurt you.”

		“Ouch!” she said after I gave her a hard smack on the ass. My palm left a light pink impression on her peachy skin.

		“I thought you said — " she started to say.

		“I also told you I might have to punish you, for being naughty.”

		I grabbed my wife’s shoulders and pushed her up against the windows. Her breasts were squeezed against the glass. We both looked out over the cityscape below.

		“Isn’t it lovely? So serene.”

		We were too far above the hustle and bustle for any of the music of the city to reach our ears. I did love the honking of car horns, the squeal of tires, the curses of pedestrians, but I also loved the silence as well.

		“Yes, Sir,” my wife said.

		I ran my hand down the crack of her ass, sinking my middle finger between her cheeks. She moaned when I brushed her rosebud. I swirled my fingertip around her forbidden hole.

		“Oh fuck, Sir. That feels so good.” I could see from her reflection in the glass that my wife had closed her eyes.

		“Have you ever been fucked in the ass, Vivian?” I whispered into her ear.

		Goosebumps erupted on her skin and her hips tensed.

		“No, sir.”

		I pressed my finger into her anus. Another moan escaped her lips.

		I think I’ll take your ass tonight, Viv. Since you gave your pussy to another man.”

		“Yes,” she sighed.

		I slipped my hand between her legs and collected a handful of her pussy juices. My wife was wetter than I could ever remember. I couldn’t help myself, I sank to my knees and pulled her hips back, exposing her swollen labia.

		I began devouring her essence. The tangy scent assaulted my senses. She tasted so sweet, like a ripe peach with just a hint of latex.

		“Oh fuck, I’m going to come.”

		My wife’s thighs began to quiver and I had to hold her up so she didn’t tumble to the ground. “Yes. Yes. Yes,” she screamed.

		I continued lapping at her pussy, burying my nose in her ass while my tongue dove into her fleshy fold. I kept at it until her climax finally abated.

		“Now it’s my turn,” I said with a low growl.

		I stood up and ran my hard cock through my wife’s extremely moist labia. I got my shaft nice and wet with her juices.

		After I was lubed up, I pressed the tip against her dark rosebud.

		“I don’t know,” she said. “You’re so big.”

		“Relax,” I said. “I’ll go easy.”

		I pushed against her tight ring. There was a lot of resistance but I kept pushing. My wife moaned in a mixture of pain and ecstasy. Finally, my crown slipped passed her anus with a moist pop.

		“Fuck, I’m so full.”

		I laughed since I only had the tip in.

		I gave a tentative thrust of my hips.

		“FUCK,” my wife screamed.

		“Let go, and take it, Vivian.”

		I went slow, giving her an inch of my cock before pulling back until just my crown was inside her. Then I pushed again, this time giving her a little more. I went very slow. I had to use my saliva to add lubrication but eventually I had her ass fully impaled on my cock.

		“God, you feel so tight,” I said. “I love it.”

		My wife groaned. I felt her quiver and squeeze my cock with her ass. She gripped the curtain in one hand while she slapped the window with the other.

		“Are you ready for me to fuck your ass?” I whispered.

		My wife’s lips were sealed tight but she slowly nodded her head.

		I grabbed my wife’s hips and began to slowly move in her ass. I wondered if anyone in any of the other buildings could see us. Probably not. The windows were mirrored if I remembered correctly. But as I took my wife’s ass for the first time, I imagined the city watching and getting off as we rutted.

		“Play with me, please, sir.”

		“Since you said please,” I answered. I would have done it anyway, but I loved playing the hard Stud. Something I most definitely wasn’t in real life.

		I reached around and began flicking my wife’s clit. Before long she was coming again. The feeling of her pussy convulsing around my fingers while my cock was invading her ass set me off and I released, shooting my cum deep into her rectum.

		She had another minor climax as I filled her with my seed.

		When we finished I guided her to the shower where we cleaned off the residue of our debauchery.

		

	
		
			
				
				
				
			
			
					
					
					
			

		

		

		Chapter 5

		

		ELAINE

		When the sunlight hit my eyes, it made the lids flutter open; I had forgotten where I was. In the hotel room with Paul and the night’s adventures had been wild.

		“Good morning,” I said as I rolled over to cuddle at his side. His arm wrapped around my shoulder and held me tight.

		“And what is your name this morning?” his tone was full of teasing love. It made me smile and warm up.

		“Who do you want me to be?” I didn’t want to commit to something if he didn’t want it.

		“I think I want to talk with my wife. Is that okay?”

		“There was nothing I wanted to hear more,” I leaned in and kissed him, my body pressing into his. His hands latched onto my hips, and he shifted me. I was straddling him, looking down at the sexy man I married.

		“You’re gorgeous, you know,” Paul said as he moved my strands of hair out of my face.

		“Thank you, you’re pretty sexy yourself.”

		“We are playing a most dangerous game, you and I, with this whole cheating we’re engaged in.”

		I tilted my head as I looked down at him. “Do you want to talk about it?”

		He shook his head and pulled me down, kissing me with a deep passion that I loved. He rolled us over, his hips locked between my legs. We were still naked, his cock already hard and pressed into my heat. I craved him to be inside of me. As he slipped his length in, my body rejoiced at the pleasure.

		Last night, Paul fucked Vivian. Right now, it was about Paul reclaiming his wife.

		“Oh, God,” I moaned out. His hips were thrusting in and out at a pace that perfectly hit my G-spot. “More,” I begged.

		“You’re so wet,” he spoke into my ear.

		Paul’s hands wrapped under my underarms and around my shoulders. His nails bit into my skin. He started pumping into me like there was no tomorrow and this was our goodbye forever.

		“Oh, fuck!” he called out.

		“Yes, Paul, yes!” He hadn’t taken me like this before, and I loved every single second. I started to feel the orgasm at the brink, my toes curled, my skin layered with goosebumps all along the epidermis. I was ready to explode. All I needed was that final command.

		“Cum for me, Elaine, now!”

		How did he know that was exactly what I needed? My body responded to his words, and the rapture happened. I was taken over by the waves of hormones that flooded my sensations. My eyes were shit, my body stiffened at first, then limp once the electrifying sensations subsided. My ass felt wet. I knew I had released more in that moment than I had ever in my life. Laying in a pool of my own juices made this moment shared with Paul even more intimate.

		“Breathe baby, deep breaths. Let me get you some water.”

		I watched Paul leave the bed; my pussy ached for his return. She felt empty and cold without her other half inside her. His cock looked semi-hard still as he walked up to the bed, handing me a bottle of water.

		“Need to replenish your body. You let a lot out.”

		“I can feel it,” laughing, I took the bottle of water, twisted the top off and started drinking. I was parched, my mouth dry and suddenly I was getting the shivers.

		“Do you want to shower first?”

		Shaking my head, “Let me drink this water and catch my breath. You can get cleaned up first.”

		Paul leaned over and kissed me. He cupped my cheek and tilted my head up, looking into his eyes, “This was amazing. All of it.”

		I agreed, smiling I said, “It really was.” I watched him walk around the room, gathering what he needed and then slipping into the bathroom for his shower. My head rested against the backboard of the bed when I heard my phone dinging. I looked at the time on the side table. It was just barely nine in the morning.

		“Who would text me this early on a Sunday?” I said aimlessly out loud in the room. When I reached over and looked, it was the mystery man. I opened the message and read what he had sent me.

		“Last night was fun. I wouldn’t mind a repeat adventure.”

		Paul and I hadn’t even discussed last night and what I had done, let alone if I should talk to him again. I sent that thank you text on a whim last night, not expecting such a fast response. I let the message sit there a little bit so I could decide what I wanted. Paul would come out of the bathroom, and I would have to tell him, one way or another. I had the phone in my hand when Paul stepped out of the bathroom, grinning at me.

		“Calling your sister to tell her about the best sex you ever had,” he laughed.

		That made me smile. I did compare notes on occasion with Sarah-Ann every now and again. I shook my head, “I got a message from someone that I was reading.”

		“Who texts you this early?” he asked.

		It was now or never, may as well rip the Band-Aid off and tell him, “The guy from last night.”

		“Oh really? And what did he want?”

		I couldn’t tell if Paul was jealous or not. His facial expression didn’t change.

		“He wanted to get back together again, said it was fun.”

		“And what did you say?” Paul slowly walked around the room and came to sit on the bed next to my calves. His hand rested on top of my shin, his fingers lightly stroking my skin.

		“I haven’t responded yet. I didn’t know what to say.”

		“What do you want to tell him?” Paul kept his tone light and kind; he didn’t seem angry with me.

		“I wanted to talk to you first about it. About all of it. It was very unplanned.”

		He nodded, “It was very unplanned. Did you have fun? Enjoy it?”

		I bit my lip, trying to hold in my grin, but I couldn’t help it. “Last night was amazing, all of it.”

		Paul’s eyes were locked on mine. We held each other’s gaze as he spoke, “Tell him you will meet him next weekend.”

		“Really?”

		He nodded, “Except this time tell him your husband wants to watch.”
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		PAUL

		Elaine’s eyes went wide when I told her I wanted to watch. I even surprised myself when I said it.

		“You want to watch? Are you sure? Don’t you think you’ll get — upset?”

		That’s when I decided it was time to tell her that I already kinda witnessed her cheating on me in the men’s room.

		“You heard all that?”

		I nodded and my wife’s face turned several shades of red.

		“I am so sorry darling. I didn’t mean. When I said — ”

		I cut my wife off with a hard kiss. My tongue explored her mouth, her tongue joined mine in a wet dance.

		While we kissed I slid my hand down her luscious body and slipped two fingers between her dewy lips. Remembering what I heard the previous night had me so fucking aroused.

		Elaine closed her eyes and moaned while I played with her pussy. But I wasn’t going to let her off the hook.

		“So do it, Elaine, tell your friend that Viv wants to see him again and her husband, Patrick, wants to watch.”

		“Do I have to? Right now? I’m so close.”

		I pulled my hand away and shoved the phone, which had slipped from her grasp and onto the bed, into her hands.

		“You don’t come until you do it.” I gave my wife my hardest look.

		Her nose flared, her eyes were lasers cutting through my soul. I’d never behaved like this, but then again, we’d never played this kind of game before.

		I could see the wheels turning behind Elaine’s eyes, she was angry and confused. She didn’t like the way I was bossing her around and she probably wanted to know what change had come over me.

		Eventually she started composing the text when she realized I wasn’t backing down.

		“Why, Paul? I don’t get it. Why do you want to watch?”

		“Why wouldn’t I? You’re the sexiest woman I know. I’d love to watch you have sex.”

		“But you already did, didn’t you?”

		“Not really. I was mostly listening to you say what a great dick your lover had.”

		“Again I’m sorry.”

		“Don’t be,” I said. “Don’t apologize for enjoying yourself.”

		Elaine’s phone buzzed. She looked down and smiled.

		“I take it he said, yes,” I said.

		“Oh yeah. Saturday’s fine. He recommended this hotel.”

		“Tell him it’s a date.”

		My wife smiled. “Already did.”

		“Good.”

		I started getting dressed when my wife stopped me.

		“Hey, you’re not leaving me like this.”

		“Like what?” I was acting dumb, but I knew what she was implying.

		“You better make me come, you said you would.”

		“I said, I’d let you come once you sent that — ”

		Elaine tossed her phone across the bed and pulled me on top of her. She grabbed my head and stared me dead in the eye.

		“Listen, Buster. You better make me come, or I will go down to the lobby and find the biggest guy down there to fuck me and give me the orgasm I deserve.”

		My cock throbbed at the thought. I was almost tempted to tell her to do it, but I chickened out. We needed to keep our little game under control.

		“Okay, settle your horses, Missy. I’ll make you come.”

		My wife laughed. “You better Buster.”

		I settled in between her outstretched legs and began to slowly lick her inner thighs. She was salty from the sweat and cum from a night of fucking. I felt her hand rest on my head. It was her way of letting me know it was time to quit teasing.

		My wife moaned when I started lapping at her labia.

		“Oh fuck, Paul. This is why I love you. You eat pussy so well.”

		“I never had any complaints.”

		Elaine snickered and then cried out when I pinched her clit between my lips. Her legs quivered and she came hard.

		I kept the pressure on through her orgasm, adding my fingers to the mix. I loved making my wife come, maybe even more than I loved coming myself.

		Eventually she came down from her high and I stopped playing with her pussy. Instead I rested my head on her mound, listening to her breathe.

		Elaine played with my hair, running her fingers through it, rubbing my ear lobe.

		“I still don’t get why you want to watch, sweetheart.”

		I didn’t answer right away. Not because I didn’t know the answer, but because I was afraid it might scare her.

		“Come on, Paul. Tell me.”

		“Are you sure you want to know?”

		“Fucking, of course I want to know why my husband wants to watch me fuck another man.”

		“Okay, here it is. The honest truth. I want to watch you fuck your new friend because it turns me on. It’s like a porno, but my wife is the star. I want to see you on your knees while he fucks your face with his massive cock. I want to see him make you gag. I want to see him do things to you that I can’t. Things I would be too afraid to do. Things I would worry would make you hate me.”

		I paused and looked up at my wife. Her eyes were open wide and she had a goofy smile on her face. Good. She wasn’t scared.

		I leaned up and started crawling over her body, my cock achingly hard, leaving a trail of pre-cum along her leg.

		“I want to watch him rub your pussy with his huge cock. I want to see him get it nice and wet before he impales you on it. I want to watch him pound you until you scream his name. I want you to forget about me, forget about us. I want you to lose yourself. I want you to become one with your pleasure. I want him to stretch that pussy. I want him to own it. And I want him to come inside you.”

		I drove my cock into my wife’s pussy as punctuation to my filthy account. She cried out in ecstasy and I felt her pussy pulse around my shaft. I almost came.

		We fucked for a good while. I came inside my wife and then did something I rarely do, I ate her used pussy again.

		It just felt right.

		I ended up having to take another shower, and we almost didn’t get checked out in time.

		

	
		
			
				
				
				
			
			
					
					
					
			

		

		

		Chapter 6

		

		ELAINE

		I laid in bed feeling a trepidation that I never thought I would experience. My eyes were locked on Hank’s, but it wasn’t just us in the room. Paul was there, sitting in the chair, naked, stroking his cock. I knew the sound of his hands undulating along his hardened shaft. The three of us were naked, waiting for the other person to make the next move.

		“Viv, did you hear me?”

		My eyes blinked as I came back into focus on what was happening. I shook my head, “No sorry, I was lost in my own thoughts.” I thought his dick looked large in the bathroom, but sitting here, in the openness of the hotel room, it was huge. I was intimidated by the idea of everything in front of Paul that was about to happen, but we were in the heat of it now.

		Hank laughed, “My dick’s hypnotizing you, isn’t it?”

		It sort of was, “What did you say?” I let my hands move along my torso. My breasts were cold, the air had a chill in it. My nipples rock hard. I could have cut through glass if needed. I ran my nail along the areola, teasing me, my pussy quivering at my touch.

		“I asked if you wanted Patrick here to join us.”

		We had decided that it would be best to keep our fake names for this event. An added level of secrecy and excitement. Shaking my head, I said simply, “No.” I looked at my husband. He didn’t seem to mind, “Maybe later,” I added.

		“If you don’t care, then I certainly don’t.” Hank stroked his cock as he stared down at my naked body. “Touch yourself lower.”

		This didn’t feel like a moment to disobey. I moved my hands down to my sacred spot. With my left hand, I parted my lips, pressing two fingers on the inside to keep my folds open. My right hand teased my clit. The tip of my nails teasing my sensitive spot.

		“She is such a good play toy, so accommodating. That’s right, warm yourself up for me.” Hank moved around on the bed and was now between my legs. His head dove between my thighs and when I felt his mouth against my lips, it was as if a wave of ecstasy overwhelmed me. His mouth suctioned to my cunt, sucking, licking and making my body feel devilish types of things.

		“Fuck, oh God, Hank!” I forgot Paul was sitting there completely. I was lost in the moment. Everything was surreal, and now my legs wrapped around his neck, keeping him in place. “More, more!”

		His hands snaked under my body, holding my hips in place, keeping me from wiggling around. His thumbs were both almost on top of my darkened hole. I didn’t know to expect one of them pushing through the barrier and penetrating me. That sudden pressure and shock was enough to send me over the top. I cried out, loving every moment. Tears were pooling under my eyelids and when I opened them to look at Hank, all I could see was a blurry figure feasting between my legs.

		“Hank,” I moaned, goosebumps had popped up along my skin. I was transported to a plane of elation that nothing could compare to. “Fuck me.”

		Our eyes locked, “Let me get a condom,” he said.

		“No time for that,” I leaned up, put my hands under his arms and pulled him on top of me. “Fuck me right here, right now, and fill me with your seed.”

		“Yes ma’am,” he didn’t let me down. His engorged cock slipped into my wet pussy and slowly moved in and out. His size was not what I expected when I first saw it, but now, up close and in person, in better lighting, it had looked masterful.

		“Fuck, yes!” I yelled out when he pumped harder and faster. “Flip me over, Hank, flip me over!”

		He pulled out long enough for me to move onto all fours. He jammed his dick back inside me and then put his hand into my hair. “Moan loudly,” he ordered. His hand pulled my hair hard, my neck arched, my breasts pushed up, and my mouth cried out. His left hand held onto my hips as his right hand used my hair like a rein, controlling my every move.

		“Look at your husband, look at Patrick. I want him to see your face when you take my seed.”

		I turned my head in that direction. We locked eyes, and I knew the face he was making meant he was about to cum. His hand stroking his cock to watching me did something I wasn’t expecting. It made me feel sexy in a whole new way.

		“Yes, yes!” Hank yelled out as he let my hair go, grabbed my hips with both hands and slammed into me one last time. I felt his seed spill inside of me, which triggered an orgasm like none before. Paul’s eyes and mine stayed locked as he came to. Ropes and ropes of pearly white shot onto the floor, painting the carpet with his cum.

		“Damn, Viv, your pussy is something else,” Hank said while he pulled out of me.

		“Thank you,” I said breathlessly.

		I let my body collapse on the bed. My eyes shut and I tried to steady my breathing. This has been something out of this world.
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		PAUL

		I am not ashamed to admit that Hank had a magnificent cock. It was long and thick and veiny and I was not surprised that my wife was hypnotized by it. She stared at it as if it were the only thing in the world.

		I gulped when I realized I was about to see Elaine get the fucking of her life. I wasn’t really afraid of losing her to this man, he seemed to be a real ass, but I was concerned I’d never be able to pleasure her again, after she tasted this forbidden fruit.

		I wanted to watch my wife take that beast of a cock down her throat, but that wasn’t what Hank wanted, and he was in control. Instead, I watched him make her cum with his tongue and fingers and that’s when I got very jealous. I’m proud of the way I can pleasure my wife when I eat her out, but I’ve never witnessed her climax like this.

		I may have thought I was sharing my wife, but Hank owned her in that moment.

		Then she told him to skip the condom and it felt like a punch to the gut. We hadn’t talked about this and I could have said something, but I was too close to my own orgasm and I wasn’t thinking straight.

		I slowly stroked myself as I watched him take my wife bareback, pre-cum dripping from the tip of his cock as he lined it up with her slick opening. She closed her eyes and moaned as he thrust himself inside her.

		When he made her look at me while he came inside her, I lost it. My wife’s eyes rolled back as he held her hips tightly as he released. I shivered at the thought of another man’s sperm swimming in my wife’s womb, while mine was absorbed into the carpet.

		Such debauchery was unthinkable to me until recently, although I should have known this was a possibility when we started playing our game.

		I slumped back in my chair, spent. I wanted Hank gone, so I could reclaim my wife, but he wasn’t finished with her yet.

		“God, what a wonderful cunt you have,” my wife’s lover said to her, then he turned to me. “Thank you for sharing.”

		“You're welcome?” I was shocked. I didn’t expect Hank to actually care about my feelings.

		“Now, slut, clean my cock off.”

		I was surprised when my wife didn’t slap him, but instead took his slimy flaccid member into her mouth and licked off all their combined juices. I silently watched as my wife swallowed every drop and then licked her fingers of what remained.

		“Yummy,” she said with a wicked smile. “Now I need to clean myself up.”

		In my twisted mind, she was about to lean over and lick the cum directly from her pussy, but in reality, she slipped away into the bathroom and turned on the shower.

		Hank was the first one to break the awkward silence.

		“I really do want to thank you for tonight. Viv is a very special woman, and I’m jealous of you.”

		Hank laughed when I told him I was jealous of his cock.

		“Would you trade me, if you could?”

		“No,” was my immediate reply. I loved my wife more than anything in the world, despite just watching her get fucked by another man.

		“Good answer.”

		I felt oddly at ease, sitting here naked with another man. I wondered where we would go from here. Would this be a one-off? Would Elaine want to try it again, with Hank, or someone else? I had so many questions to ask and I couldn’t wait to get my wife alone to discover the answers. One thing I did know, our marriage would never be the same.

		“So, I want to tell you something,” Hank said. “No, I need to tell you something — two things, actually.”

		“Go on, Hank,” I said, and took a sip of water.

		“First off, my name’s not Hank. It’s Greg.”

		I laughed. “Figures, you don’t look like a Hank. Yesterday, my wife said she thought you were perfect, except for your name. She never dreamed a man named Hank could make her come like you did.”

		We both chuckled for a bit, then Hank — I mean, Greg said, “Well, I’ve always wanted to fuck a Vivian. I knew a girl with that name in high school. Never gave me the time of day.”

		I guess if Greg was honest, it was time for me to be.

		“Well, you still haven’t. My wife’s name is Elaine.”

		“A rose by any other name can still fuck like an animal.”

		Hank paused to take a drink of water.

		“And my name is Paul.”

		“Well, Paul, thanks again for sharing your wife. Not many men would do that.”

		“I don’t own my wife’s body. We did this together.”

		I explained the little game my wife and I enjoyed playing, pretending we were strangers and hooking up.

		“Well, I’m glad I was able to spice things up for you guys.”

		“You did, thank you. By the way, what was the other thing you wanted to say?”

		“This is a tough ask, and I’d totally understand if you said no, but —" Hank paused and stared me straight in the eyes. “Would it be okay if I took your wife on a small vacation, just a weekend?”

		I almost breathed in the water I was drinking.

		“What?”

		“Again, say no if you want. I have a pair of tickets to see Beyoncé in Dallas next month. I’d hate to waste them.”

		I didn’t know what to say. My initial reaction was fuck no, but then I felt my cock stir, thinking about what it would be like, sitting at home, while my wife was off on a date, a very expensive date, with another man. I wondered what my wife would say. I knew she loved me and would never leave me. And I also knew she loves Beyoncé almost as much as she loves Greg’s cock. I remembered how we fucked after her encounter in the men’s room and imagined how amazing it would be after she came back from this trip. I loved my wife with all my heart and wanted her to experience all of life’s pleasures.

		“Well?” Greg asked. I think he was worried that it took me so long to answer him.

		“It’s not up to me, Greg. It’s up to my wife. You’ll have to ask her.”

		He reached his hand out to shake and I accepted.

		“You’re a good man, Paul. I knew it was up to your wife, but I needed your blessing to ask. I never want you to think she's cheating on you.”

		“I don’t think she ever would,” I said.

		“If you don’t mind, I think I’ll go see what Elaine thinks about a little getaway.”

		Hank got up and went to join my wife in the shower. I took another drink of water and thought about what the future would hold. I wondered what my wife would do. Would she be comfortable taking a trip with her new lover? My cock twitched at the thought.

		I moved to the en-suite. I wasn’t surprised to see that Greg was in the shower with my wife. They weren’t even pretending to get clean.

		They were in the middle of the glass-enclosed stall. Greg was behind my wife with his arms wrapped around her. One hand was squeezing her breast while he rubbed her clit with his other. His hips moved slowly as he fucked her.

		I could just hear their whispers over the sound of the warm water cascading over their bodies.

		“I want to take you on a trip,” Greg said as he plunged his cock repeatedly into my wife’s pussy.

		“What about my husband?” Elaine had her head back resting on her lover’s chest.

		“I’m not asking him, I’m asking you.”

		“It does sound nice.” My wife opened her eyes and saw me standing at the threshold. She smiled expectantly. She wanted to know what I wanted her to do.

		I wanted her to go, if that’s what she wanted to do, but I purposefully withheld my approval. I wanted her to do what she wanted and not what she thought I wanted.

		She waited to give her answer, trying to read my thoughts. When I failed to give a nod or a shake of my head, she was left to reveal her own mind.

		I could tell they were both close. Greg sped up his thrusts and my wife started quivering.

		“What’s it going to be, Elaine?” her lover whispered behind her.

		My wife’s eyes shot open. She didn’t know he knew her name. A click switched inside her and she moaned her answer.

		“Yes, yes, I’ll go with you.”

		Greg pressed his body tight against her as he came inside her for the second time that day.

		The End of Part 1
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