

A Night with Tigers

A Hotwife Story

Alex Lee


Copyright © 2022 Alex Lee

This book is copyright © 2022 Alex Lee. All rights reserved.
No part of this book may be reproduced or modified in any form, including photocopying, recording, or by any information storage and retrieval system, without written permission from the copyright holder.
This book is a work of fiction. Any resemblance to persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental. 


Contents

Title Page

Copyright

1.            A hotwife dating site

2.            Paul

3.            The hot tub conundrum

4.            Dancing with tigers

5.            Hugging a tiger

6.            Sleeping with tigers

7.            Riding a tiger

8.            Playing with fire

About The Author

Books By This Author


1.            A hotwife dating site

I was blushing profusely. My wife had caught me checking for replies to an advertisement I had put on a hotwife dating site.

A few years back, I had tried to broach the subject of sharing her, and she had made it abundantly clear she was not keen on sleeping with other men. So I was very embarrassed that she had seen me on a cuckold-hotwife forum after that conversation, especially since I had gone behind her back and created a profile for us as a couple. I had known it was wrong in so many ways, not least being the wrong approach if I had even the slightest chance of getting Dana to warm up to the idea, yet I had done it. I had been browsing through the forum, and while reading the ads and discussion topics, I had gotten a hard-on. When I have a hard-on, I tend to do stupid things. And that was precisely what I had done: I had created a profile for Dana and me without asking her for permission. I had not uploaded photos but had provided a detailed description of her.

“So it’s not a porn site?” Dana asked me as she bent over further and scrolled the mouse through our couple’s profile.

“No, honey,” I said. “I told you. It’s a hotwife dating site.”

“I didn’t know you could use such descriptive language,” she said and read what I had written about her in the profile: “’36 years old with a pretty face with hazel eyes, high cheekbones, a straight nose, a narrow jawline’.” A smile flickered at the corners of Dana’s lips. “What else? ‘White smooth skin, full lips, shoulder-length wavy blonde hair. Five feet six inches tall, a firm butt, slender legs, a flat stomach, and B-size cup round-shaped breasts. . . . An hourglass-shaped body’. I like this: ‘with sexy curves’.”

She looked at me. There was a mischievous glint in her eyes.

“You’re sexy, honey. What can I say?” I said, feeling a little more at ease, seeing Dana regard my action as something funny rather than offensive.

Finally, I managed to take the mouse from her hand and minimise the website’s window.

“So what? I have to cheat on you now, is that it?” Dana stood straight and laughed. “Ha-ha! I am too busy, David! I’m too busy for that.”

Good! Dana is finding my obsession funny, I thought and chuckled. “He-he! You don’t have to cheat, honey. A wife who does it is called a hotwife, not a cheater, for a reason. She is shared with another man with the husband’s knowledge. It can’t be cheating if the husband knows, can it?”

“David, David. . . .” Dana shook her head from side to side, keeping her gaze on me and smiling with amusement. “As if I am not already busy enough at work, and now I have to find out who of my colleagues would like to sleep with me!” The phone in her pocket rang. She pulled it out and looked at it. “You see? My boss is calling me at 8 o’clock on Friday evening! That’s how busy I am. How will I find time to sift through potential suitors on your website?”

“Oh, you don’t have to! I’ve already filtered through the candidates and shortlisted three interested men.”

“Three interested men,” Dana said distractedly, looking at her phone before she raised her voice. “God! Does she have to call me so late in the evening?” Dana was pissed off with her boss for bothering her after office hours, as usual.

“Don’t pick it up, hon!” I suggested.

The phone stopped buzzing.

“Yeah, . . . but she’ll call me again,” Dana said and was about to put her phone back into her pocket when she got a text message.

I decided to be brave and introduced the first man from the site interested in my wife. “The first guy is an accountant like you. He’s forty-eight, single. In the lifestyle for many years. Experienced and happy to take it slow. His name is Paul. He has a passion for wildlife conservation.”

“Um-hum. . . Paul. . . wildlife conservation.” Dana wasn’t paying attention to what I was telling her. She was busy reading the text message on her phone. “Alice wants a conference call with Ops. Can’t she wait until Monday?”

I continued with the introduction of the second guy that had messaged me. “The second one, Simon, is younger. He is a lawyer, looks very handsome, but too keen if you ask me.”

“Right, Simon, handsome, but too keen,” Dana said absent-mindedly as she hurriedly began typing a message to her boss.

“Frederic is the third one. He’s French. I think—”

“I have to pick this up!” Dana cut me off. Her phone was ringing again. “Alice says there is a problem with the accruals.”

I pretended I had not understood Dana had an emergency at work and said in an even tone, “I’d recommend Paul. The two of you will have common topics to talk about. He’s online right now and wants to chat with us.”

“I’ll take this upstairs!” Dana said swiftly.

“Shall I tell him we’ll chat in. . . what? Twenty minutes?” I asked her.

“Ah, yeah, in twenty minutes,” she replied and answered her phone. “Hi, Alice!”

“Paul, right?” I pointed at the screen of my computer.

“Just a sec, Alice!” Dana moved her phone away from her ear and looked at me. “What?”

“Paul. Just a chat, introductory. No obligations, no nothing.”

“Yeah, OK,” Dana said briefly and ran upstairs.

I knew she hadn’t paid attention to what I had been saying about me picking up bulls for her. She had said, “Yeah, OK,” but her mind had been elsewhere. She had been preoccupied with the issue at her work and had not taken me seriously. I knew that. Nonetheless, I had a hard-on just imagining that my wife had agreed for real to speak to a potential bull, so I opened the forum chatter and messaged Paul: “Hi, Paul. Dana agreed to a quick chat. She’s just got dragged into a conference call for work, she’s an accountant like you, but she can chat afterwards. Will 8:30 be OK?”

I liked making it feel real for a few seconds, knowing nothing would actually happen. Nothing would happen because, despite Paul being indeed online, I was going to log out before he had a chance to respond, and the next time I logged in, I was going to apologise for missing his message.  

My mouse cursor was already hovering over the logout button when Paul replied to my message: “Great! Let me lead the conversation.”

Fuck! He’s so quick! What shall I do? 

Another message came: “I know it’s hubbies who initiate these things, and wives usually have no clue. I know how to handle this. Leave it to me.”

I hesitated for a while, not sure what my reply should be and if there should be any at all, but then typed, “OK.”

The next twenty minutes were one of the most intense minutes of my life. I had a massive hard-on, almost to the point of pain, and at the same time, I felt like my heart was going to burst out of my chest, fearing Dana’s reaction when I told her Paul was waiting to have a chat with her.


2.            Paul

“How did the call go, hon?” I asked Dana when she returned to the living room.

She stood next to me and crossed her arms on her chest. “Alice panics for nothing. As usual. I hate it when she does it. I need to find a new job, David! It’s just too much!”

“Yeah, it is too much, honey. I fully support you! By the way, Paul’s waiting on the chatter. Would you like to say hello?”

“Paul?”

“Yeah, from the website.”

“David!” Dana squeaked, suddenly remembering who Paul was. “What the fuck?!”

“What?!” I acted surprised by her reaction. “I thought you said you chose Paul.”

“I chose? I didn’t even. . . . I mean—”

“You said you preferred Paul. To talk to him, nothing else. Remember?”

“God! Do you really. . . I mean. . . .” Dana paused and gave me a long look. “David, how do you imagine this? How. . . . Do you realise what—”

“Honey, it’s just a chat. No one is asking you to do anything. It’s not like we are meeting him or doing anything. Just a fellow accountant who wants to speak to you.”

Dana shook her head from side to side. “I don’t know what to say.”

There was a ding from my computer. I looked at the screen. Paul had written: “Hello, Dana!”

Dana bent over to look at Paul’s message.

“Shall I tell him to fuck off?” I asked her.

At that moment, another message came from Paul. He must have prepared it in Word or something else and copied and pasted it into the chatter because it was a long one: “David tells me you are an accountant and got dragged into a conference call. At 8 o’clock in the evening! What can I say? People don’t realise how stressful this job is. I am an accountant myself and have been driven to the brink of resignation several times. But, you know what? It shows how much we are in demand! Because a good accountant is pure gold in today’s highly regulated environment. Finding a new job is never hard for us.”

I began typing: “Paul, Dana does not want to talk to you. I am—”

“Hold on!” Dana put her hand on top of mine. “Don’t be rude to the guy!”

I deleted what I had typed. “What shall I tell him?”

“Umm, tell him. . . . Hm. Tell him he’s absolutely right. It’s crazy sometimes, and I am considering changing jobs.”

I typed what Dana told me to and pressed send.

Paul came back immediately with another message: “Hey, Dana! I guess it’s David typing while you are standing next to him and telling him what to say. Am I right?”

Dana and I looked at each other. How does he know?

Almost as if he had read our unspoken question telepathically, Paul sent another message: “I know from experience. The husband is usually the one keen on. . . you know what. The wife feels pressured etc. I want nothing like that.”

Dana and I watched in silence a series of messages coming from Paul:

“In fact, may I admit that I’m interested in chatting only?”

“The other thing that this forum is about—you know what? Forget about it! That’s not what I am approaching you for.”

“I mean, I haven’t seen what you guys look like since David hasn’t uploaded any photos, but I am sure you are a gorgeous couple. But, as I said, I’m not texting you for that. I am interested in having a nice time chatting.”

“To talk about yours and David’s passion for wildlife and conservation. I am also passionate about wildlife. It’s like my second profession. I volunteer in wildlife conservation.”

“I gathered from your profile you two have volunteered in cat shelters. Me too! I can share some interesting stories with you.”

“We can also talk about accounting. I have an idea for a new job for you, actually. I know of someone looking for an accountant right now, and they pay very well.”

“He’s quite polite and understanding,” I said.

Dana smiled. “He is. All accountants are!”

I wrapped my arm around her hips and pulled her towards me. “Especially the one I love more than anything else in this world.”

Dana giggled.

Paul’s next message was: “I’d like to talk about our common interests. Are you interested in that?”

Dana and I looked at each other.

“What would you say, hon?” I asked.

“Don’t know. He seems nice,” Dana said, then added quickly, “To chat with!”

I typed: “Yeah, we are.”

Paul responded: “David, is that what Dana thinks? And if she does, may I ask her to type it herself?”

Dana smiled, bent over, and typed: “Hi, Paul! Yes, let’s chat! I share your views.”

Paul typed: “Hi, Dana! Fancy a quick call? The three of us? I’ve got something to ask you and David that might interest you. It has nothing to do with the forum but rather with our common interests in nature. It will be easier to talk than type.”

Dana looked at me. “This guy knows how to get his way, doesn’t he?”

I smiled. “So it seems.”

Dana hesitated for a few seconds before typing: “OK!”

Paul messaged us: “Fantastic! Here’s a link to my Zoom session.”

Dana sat in my lap and clicked on the link Paul had sent.

A second later, Paul opened the Zoom call.

“Hi, Dana! David!” he said, and we saw him in the Zoom window.

I had seen his photo. It was an old photo because he looked older in real life. However, he still looked handsome. Well shaved and groomed, laid back. There was something soft and welcoming in his eyes that put you at ease.

“Hi, Paul,” I said.

“Hi, Paul,” Dana said too and blushed.

My wife was shy by nature. So meeting a new person would normally trigger such a reaction from her. And, of course, she knew what the forum we had met Paul on was about, which was another big reason why she had blushed. But there was also something else. I knew her too well to miss it. Dana liked Paul! That was why she had blushed more than usual.

Paul smiled. “I have to say something so that we take it out of the way, Dana, and I won’t embarrass you again by repeating it. You are beautiful! I am aware that because of the type of forum we got linked on, you feel uncomfortable talking about how pretty and sexy you are, but I had to say it, as I like to give credit where credit is due. I won’t talk about it anymore.” He made a zip sign over his lips.

Dana was blushing big time, listening to Paul, but, nonetheless, she smiled and murmured, “Thank you, Paul! It’s good to put faces to the names.”

“Absolutely,” Paul agreed with her. “It’s always better to talk than type.”

“Paul, you said you wanted to ask Dana and me something,” I said. “What is it?”

“Yes,” Paul said. “Have you heard of the Safari Lodges?”

“The Safari Park?” Dana asked.

“Yes,” Paul replied. “Have you been there?”

“We went on the safari once,” Dana said.

Paul smiled. “Have you slept in a Tiger Lodge?”

Dana shook her head. “No. We wanted to, but you must reserve it well in advance, and we couldn’t.”

“He-he.” Paul chuckled. “I might have some great news for you then! I’m on the Safari Lodges cancellation e-mail list, and while waiting for you to finish your conference call, I got an e-mail that there was a cancellation. There is availability for a Tiger Lodge for tomorrow. Occupancy for up to five people. Do the two of you want to come with me? I mean, there are two separate bedrooms and all that. We can have a nice day in the park and then ‘sleep with the tigers’, as they advertise the Tiger Lodge experience! It’s a very last-minute notification and may get booked quickly. We need to act now.”

“Unfortunately, we can’t come, sorry,” Dana said.

“Why not?” Paul asked. “Don’t you like tigers?”

Dana put her hand on her chest. “Oh, I love tigers. That’s not the issue.”

Paul smiled. “Dana, we won’t be doing anything like. . . you know.”

“Oh, I know that!” Dana smiled too. “But, Paul, we have other plans. We are taking the kids to a swimming camp tomorrow.”

“I see.” Paul couldn’t hide the shadow of disappointment on his face. “If you have something tomorrow, that’s fine. It’s a shame, though, as it doesn’t make sense for me to go on my own. There is a single occupancy surcharge and a minimum capacity of two guests. I asked a friend to join me, but he’s already going to Dorset on holiday, and I can’t think of anyone else who would fancy joining me at such short notice.”

“Sorry, Paul,” I said. “Our sons are regional-level swimmers and will be training in a swimming camp for a week. They have to be at the camp at 3 o’clock, and it’s a two-hour drive from there to the Safari Park.”

“But. . .” Paul thought for a few seconds before saying, “I am thinking here. . . . If you’ve done the safari, we could just go for the lodge. In the evening. What would you say? I mean, you could drop your kids at the swimming camp; and we could meet at the park at, I don’t know, at 5 o’clock? We’ll go check in the lodge straight away, have dinner and watch tigers all night long. I’ll call reception to let them know we are late arrivals. Could we do that?”

“Umm, yeah, we could do that”—I glanced at Dana, then looked back at Paul—“but, Paul, we just don’t want to impose.”

Paul waved his hands. “No! You don’t impose. Not at all! I’ve been waiting for a Tiger Lodge for ages, and the two of you are my chance to finally have a night in one.”

I looked at Dana again. She smiled shyly.

“We wanted to spend a night in the Tiger Lodge so much, didn’t we?” she whispered, then turned to Paul. “Paul, we’ll join you. How much do we owe you for the tickets?”

“Umm. . . .” Paul began clicking with his mouse, looking at his screen, apparently scrolling through the booking page of the Safari Park website. “It’s £750 per night, based on 2 guests. There’s £175 per additional guest per night. So a total of £925. Let’s split it in half. I pay £463, you both pay—”

“No, I insist we pay our share!” I interrupted him. “You pay £310. Dana and I will pay £615.”

“Hi-hi!” Paul giggled. “You are good at maths, aren’t you, David? You and Dana paying two-thirds. But I think it’s fair that I pay more than a third. What about I pay £375, and you and Dana pay £550?”

“Deal!” I said.

“OK. I’ll buy the tickets now. You’ll pay me tomorrow when we meet,” Paul said as he proceeded to book the lodge.

“Where exactly shall we meet?” I asked him.

“I’d say at the Lodges Reception,” Paul replied. “5 o’clock, right?”

“Yeah, 5 o’clock works for us,” I confirmed.

“Then, see you tomorrow!” Paul prepared to end the call.

“Paul!” Dana stopped him.

“Yes,” he responded.

Dana blushed. “Paul, we are coming for the park and the tigers. For nothing else.”

“Ha-ha!” Paul laughed. “Of course, Dana. I get that. I am coming for the park and the tigers and for nothing else. Well, there’s one more thing, actually. I’d like to talk to you about an opportunity to do accounting for high-net-worth individuals. Pays very well!”

Dana smiled. “OK. Sounds interesting.”

“We’ll talk about it tomorrow, then! See you! Dana, David!” Paul waved us goodbye.

“See you!” Dana and I waved goodbye too.

We had just hung up the call when the kids returned home from their swimming training session.

Dana and I did not talk about Paul for the rest of the evening.

***

The next morning, the only time Dana mentioned Paul was when we woke up.

“Honey,” she said, “I think we should pay Paul two-thirds of the total price of the lodge. Otherwise, he might think we owe him something in return. If you know what I mean.”

“OK. I’ll give him £615,” I agreed with her.

My cock throbbed as I watched my wife replace her thong, baring her pussy and ass. I thought to myself: If I strike lucky and get Dana to do what I want, he should be paying us, not the other way around. There’s no such thing as a free fuck, after all! A second later, I sighed to myself: Whom am I kidding? That will never happen! Dana will never let Paul go anywhere near her, let alone fuck her!

After that brief mention of Paul in the morning, we did not talk about him. The kids were around us, and there was no way we were explaining to them how we had met the man with whom mum and dad would be spending a night in a lodge. Also, we were not keen to let them know we were going to the Safari Park; they would have been disappointed not to come with us.

After lunch, Dana and I went shopping with the kids for things they needed for the training sessions and then left for the camp.

Dana, Paul, and I had agreed that we would meet only to experience sleeping in a Tiger Lodge. Any sexual adventures were off the table. However, as I was driving, talking to Dana and the kids, my mind was busy thinking about what could have been if Dana and I were meeting Paul for something more than just spending a night watching tigers. Consequently, I had to constantly hide the tent in my shorts.

***

We arrived at the camp at 3 o’clock, left the children, and Dana and I departed for the Safari Lodges.

Dana was not keen to talk about Paul, although we were alone in the car, and I decided not to raise the subject either. She talked a lot about her work, which I found most unexciting, and while I was nodding and responding to her questions, I continued to fantasise about Paul making moves on her in the Tiger Lodge.

There was traffic, so we arrived at the Safari Park at a quarter past five. As agreed, Paul was waiting for us in front of the Lodges Reception next to the car park.

He stretched his hand to my wife. “Hi, Dana!”

Dana blushed. And that was when I knew that despite the assurances that the whole trip was about watching tigers and enjoying the company of someone with similar interests in nature as Dana and me, there was more to it. The seed of decadence had been planted in Dana’s head, and Paul’s handsome face, gentle manners and especially his envious masculine physique were not helping her shoo away temptation.

She shook Paul’s hand, smiling politely. “Hi, Paul!”

“You look gorgeous, Dana!” Paul said.

Paul wasn’t exaggerating by saying that my wife looked gorgeous. She did. It was a hot summer day, and she had dressed lightly. Her white cami crop top, without a bra, accentuated the shape of her breasts. And her light summer floral mid-thigh skirt emphasised her slender legs and white skin.

Paul had stated a fact when making the compliment to my wife. But nonetheless, it came across as clumsy, especially in the context of how Dana and Paul had come to know each other in the first place—through a hotwife dating site! Thus I expected things to get awkward. But they didn’t.

Indeed, Dana blushed even more. However, contrary to my expectations, she only smiled politely again and said, “Thank you, Paul!”

Paul finally turned his attention to me. “Hi, David!”

“Hi, Paul,” I responded as we shook hands.

“Shall we go check in?” he asked. “They must have already served dinner.”

“Yes,” I replied. “Let’s not lose precious time! The tigers are waiting for us.”


3.            The hot tub conundrum

The lodge was a luxurious detached, single-storey space featuring an open-plan living and dining area and two bedrooms, all with floor-to-ceiling windows looking into the tiger habitat.

With welcome drinks in our hands, we stood in the lounge and watched a magnificent male tiger strolling in the front garden until he disappeared behind the corner.

“He might have gone to have dinner,” Paul said and put his hand on the small of Dana’s back. “Shall we have ours?”

Paul’s question was directed at Dana, but I answered it. “Yeah! I’m hungry!” I raised my empty glass. “I wonder if they have some more of this in the fridge.”

Paul smiled at me. “Worry not, Dave! I’ve smuggled in some booze! Better than theirs!” He rubbed Dana’s back. “Dana, do you like Sauvignon Blanc?

Dana looked at Paul and smiled. “I love it.”

“Well, we’ve got three bottles in the fridge!” He nudged her towards the dining room. “They should have cooled by now.”

We went back into the dining room and opened the boxes with the food provided by the hosts. Paul took a bottle of wine from the fridge, opened it, and poured wine into three glasses.

He took a glass and raised it. “Cheers to tigers!”

Dana and I joined his toast. “To tigers!”

There were no glass windows in the dining room, and we could not watch the tigers. Hence we talked about something much more mundane than the animals. The subject of our conversation was accounting. Paul managed to get Dana to talk about the stress and long working hours at her job. He told us that he had also suffered from stress in his previous company before moving to work as an accountant for a high-net-worth individual. Paul was very happy with the pay, the attitude and the nature of the job and offered to link Dana with a friend of his boss, who was also a high-net-worth businessman and was looking for a personal accountant. Dana got very excited and gave Paul her phone number to send to the wealthy businessman. Paul sent a text message to the said wealthy individual, recommending my wife for the job. Dana’s face lit up. Paul had scored a massive brownie point with her.

We had just finished dinner and moved to the lounge from where we could watch the tigers when Dana got a very warm message from the businessman. He was inviting her to have a chat on Monday. The prospect of getting a better job further cheered Dana up. She not only laughed at Paul’s joke that a tiger could get into the cabin but also tapped him playfully on the shoulder and joked back, saying she would hide in the bathroom and leave Paul and me to fight the tiger and get eaten. I boasted I would take on a tiger and was not afraid of adventures.

Paul picked up on the topic of adventures by revealing that he had been on a real safari in Kenya. He told us a funny story about how, during the safari, he and his friend had gotten into trouble with a rhino.

Both Dana and I laughed. 

Paul proved to be great company, able to joke and make us laugh, and at the same time convey some interesting facts about the natural habitat not only of tigers but many other wild animals.

Thus after about an hour of telling us interesting stories about his wildlife adventures, often spiced up with humour, he said, “I studied for an accountant but should have become a zoologist.”

“You should’ve,” Dana agreed with him. “You not only understand animals and nature, but you have a gift of explaining scientific matters in a very engaging way.”

“Ooh, thank you, Dana!” Paul briefly touched her hand. “I’m only as good as my audience is.”

Dana blushed. 

My wife not only liked Paul’s stories, jokes, and engaging style. It was more than that. She didn’t realise it, but she was developing a slight crush on him. I could tell from her body language that she liked Paul as a man, not only as an engaging storyteller. There were subtle but noticeable signs I was picking up on in her interaction with Paul. The sparkle in her eyes when she laughed at his jokes, the way she played with her hair when his gaze lingered on her a little longer, the tremble of her body when he touched her hand or grazed her leg, drawing her attention to something he was pointing out—these were tell-tale signs that she was falling for Paul. 

Only because Dana found Paul attractive and his company pleasant would not have been enough for her to let her guard down. However, the exotic environment created by the tigers walking outside the window, and the cosiness of the lounge, combined with the alcohol, made her feel relaxed, and her inhibitions lowered.

So much that, as we were sitting cross-legged on the carpeted floor in front of the window, drinking wine and watching a tiger grooming its fur in front of us no further than ten feet away, she didn’t mind when Paul put his arm around her shoulders and began explaining how and why tigers groom.

“Grooming is an important part of their day,” he said with his mouth close to her ear as he pulled her in closer to him. “They use their rasping tongue to remove loose hairs and dirt from their fur and spread oils secreted from their glands.”

“Yes, I’ve read about that,” Dana agreed with him. “Cats’ tongues have a special function in grooming.”

“Indeed,” Paul said. ”They are able to use their tongues in this way only because of the spines on their tongues. These tiny spines are curved and hollow-tipped and can transfer large amounts of saliva from their mouths to their fur.”

“Urgh! Gross!” I interjected.

“Why?” Paul asked me.

“I can’t imagine licking my skin,” I replied. “It’s disgusting.”

“I don’t find it disgusting,” Paul said. “Look!” He put his empty glass on the floor and licked the back of his hand.

“Ha-ha!” I laughed. “Fine! Your own skin is one thing but look at that fellow over there!” I nodded towards another tiger that had joined the first one and begun licking him.

“OK!” Paul said. “Give me your hand, and I’ll lick it!”

“Hi-hi!” Dana giggled. “I’d like to see that.”

“Ha-ha!” I laughed again. “No way! It’s too gayish, Paul! Man licking a man! Urgh!”

“OK, you have a point there,” he agreed with me. “But man-on-woman isn’t gayish, right?”

Before Dana or I could guess what he would do next, he pulled her in even closer to him with his arm wrapped around her shoulders, and using his free hand, he brushed her hair away, revealing the side of her neck, and planted his lips on her soft skin.

“Gosh! Paul!” Dana squealed when she felt his tongue run along the side of her neck and laughed. ”Ha-ha!” She laughed but, at the same time, pulled away from him and stood up. “That’s too much grooming!”

She was blushing. And that was not only the effect of the alcohol and embarrassment. I knew my wife. Another reason for her flushed face was that she was aroused. 

“Right. Clearly, the tigers are done grooming,” Dana said, pointing at the two tigers who had gotten up and were walking away.

The tigers turned around the corner of the cabin and disappeared from our line of sight.

“I know where they are going,” Paul said and stood up. “In the back garden! Come!”

He pointed at a door next to the shower room.

Paul took Dana’s hand and led her to the door.

I stood up, slightly wobbling, feeling the effect of the wine, and followed them.

Paul opened the door, and we stepped into a covered garden area with a sunken hot tub in one of the corners right next to a large glass window.

“Aw!” Dana squealed with disappointment. “I wished I had taken my swimsuit!”

“Yeah, what a shame!” I chimed in. “I didn’t take my swimming trunks either. We could have enjoyed a drink in the hot tub close to the tigers.” I pointed at the tigers walking outside before the thick window in front of the hot tub.

“Sorry about that!” Paul said apologetically. “I totally forgot to tell you that our lodge has a hot tub! If it’s any consolation, I forgot to take my swimming trunks too.”

I struck a conciliatory tone. “Well, we’ve come for the tigers, not the hot tub.”

It appeared that the corner with the hot tub was one of the male tiger’s favourite spots because he lay right in front of the glass window next to the hot tub. The three of us walked up to the window. 

The tiger briefly looked at us before his gaze fell on the hot tub. He seemed not interested in us.

“He’s used to people,” Dana said.

“He is,” Paul agreed with her.

The tiger looked at us again and then back at the hot tub.

I chuckled. “He-he! He’s wondering why we’re not jumping into the water.”

“Probably, he would’ve jumped by now,” Paul said.

“Yeah. He doesn’t need a swimsuit,” I said. “He’s got fur!”

“You know what?” Paul smiled mischievously. “Why do we need swimsuits? Let’s get in the Jacuzzi and keep him company from there!” 

“Ha-ha!” Dana laughed. “We are not tigers who have fur water-proofed with oil. We need our clothes dry, Paul!”

“He-he!” Paul chuckled. “That’s why we’ll go nude!”

Dana raised her eyebrows at him.

“Why not?” Paul shrugged his shoulders. “I’ve got a bottle of champagne in the fridge. What’s better than a hot tub with tigers walking around and a glass of champagne?”

I pulled my phone out of my shorts pocket and said, “We’ll play some nice music, drink champagne and watch the tigers from the comfort of the hot tub!” I opened the music library on my phone, pressed shuffle play and put the phone on the floor.

“Mmm. . . .Tigers, champagne and a hot tub!” Paul said in an enticing voice.

“Go get the champagne, Paul!” I said to him, peeled my t-shirt off and threw it on the floor.

“David! Are you serious?” Dana squeaked. “You are not getting naked, are you?”

“No!” I kicked my shoes off. “I’ll keep my briefs on!” I took my shorts off and removed my socks. 

“In the hot tub?” Dana asked me. 

“Yeah!” I grinned at her. “After that, I am going commando.” 

“Good idea!” Paul said and took off his t-shirt. He removed his shoes, socks, and shorts, revealing a massive bulge in his hipster briefs.

The guy was endowed; there was no doubt about that. On top of that, he seemed to have a semi-hard on. The shape of his cock was clearly visible through the fabric of his underwear. Paul’s crotch was an impressive sight. Even Dana could not remove her gaze from the outline of his cock.

“Come on, Dana!” Paul prompted her. “Do it like David and me, and let’s go Jacuzzi!” 

“You’re both crazy! I am not doing that!” Dana shook her head, finally taking her gaze off Paul’s manhood.

“Why not?” Paul asked her. “You can go commando under the skirt, can’t you?”

“No!” Dana squealed and instinctively grabbed the hem of her skirt. 

Paul stood in front of her, put his hands on her shoulders and looked her in the eyes. He made a funny face. “No?”

“No,” Dana whispered, shaking her head and suppressing a giggle.

A lustful, mischievous smile flickered at the corners of Paul’s lips before he said, “Why? Many women don’t wear underwear.”

Dana took his hands and pushed them off her shoulders. “Paul, my skirt is too short. I don’t want to walk around with my hands grasping its bottom, trying to hold it down!”

“Honey, we’re not doing the safari tomorrow,” I said. “We’ll have breakfast in the morning and go home. It’s only for tonight. I guess you can manage for a couple of hours until we go to bed.”

Dana thought for a few seconds over what I had said but then shook her head from side to side. “David, I don’t have a bra, nor have I brought a spare t-shirt! No! I can’t go in the water. You boys go! I’ll keep you company from aside.”

“Go topless, Dana!” Paul shrugged his shoulders. ”And keep your tank top dry!”

“Ha-ha!” Dana laughed. “You wished!”

“Why not?” Paul said. “We won’t see anything under the bubbles.” He turned to me, raising his eyebrows up and down. “Right, Dave?”

My already hard cock began pulsing. I wanted to watch my wife go topless in the hot tub with this other man. Excited by the thought, I didn’t care what it could lead to and nodded yes, smiling stupidly. It wasn’t only Dana whose inhibitions had been lowered by the alcohol. I was pretty drunk too.

Paul continued talking to Dana. “Dave and I will wait for you in the lounge while you get into the hot tub. Once you are settled in the water, safely hiding under the water line all you want to hide”—he tickled Dana in the stomach, making her giggle and squirm—“you’ll call us, and we’ll join you.” 

Dana’s face turned serious, and she looked at the hot tub. She was considering Paul’s plan.

Paul turned to me again. “Dave, I’ll take the champagne; you start the hot tub. Let Dana see for herself how bubbly the water is.” 

Paul turned around and went for the door.

I said to Dana, “Come on, honey! Let’s have fun!”

“I’m not sure,” she murmured.

I moved over to the control panel of the hot tub and turned the pumps on. The water started to bubble.

“You see?” I said. “It’s bubbly! Nothing can be seen underwater. You might as well take off your knickers and keep them dry.”

Dana watched the bubbling water in the Jacuzzi for a while.

I said enticingly, “What’s more exciting than having a glass of champagne in a hot tub in the company of a tiger?” I nodded at the tiger sprawled outside the window.

Dana looked up at me. “OK! Go shut the door!”

I went to the door. 

Paul was coming from the lounge with a tray on which he had put a bottle of champagne and three empty glasses.

I raised my hand to stop him. “Just a second, Paul! Dana is getting ready!” 

He stopped and winked at me. “Sure!”

I closed the door and watched Dana remove her top, baring her breasts. Then she took off her sandals and her skirt. 

She hooked her fingers under the waistband of her thong to pull it down but hesitated.

“Take it off, hon!” I said. “Keep it dry!”

Dana looked at the hot tub, then down at her white mesh thong. 

“No! Just in case!” she said abruptly, let go of her thong, keeping it on and climbed into the hot tub. 

I loved the sight of her ass. Her ass cheeks were peeking out of the thong, moving up and down as she stepped down the steps. Dana sat down in the hot tub and looked at her chest. 

Satisfied that her boobs were under the water, she looked up at me and, smiling shyly, said, “OK. Let him in!”

I opened the door, and Paul entered. Waiting behind the door and imagining the sight of my wife taking her clothes off had increased his sexual arousal. The tent in his briefs left little doubt that he had a massive erection.

Dana did not try to look away from the bulge in his crotch as he walked into the hot tub. She smiled invitingly at him when he sat across from her.

I didn’t bother to hide my erection and just walked into the water, taking a seat in the corner between Dana and Paul.  

A few seconds later, the three of us were drinking champagne and watching the tiger grooming itself.


4.            Dancing with tigers

Dana tried to keep her breasts below the water level, but that was a losing battle. She was pushing her chest up much higher than she would have wanted each time she leaned forward to have a better look at the tiger, or when she placed her glass on the edge of the hot tub, or even when she laughed at Paul’s jokes and reached to slap him playfully on the hand.

Paul and I ogled her boobs whenever they popped out of the water, and we saw her gorgeous pink nipples on a few occasions. Undoubtedly Dana caught our gazes. However, other than putting her hand over her breasts and smiling embarrassingly, she didn’t do much to stop flashing her tits the next time she laughed or looked at something Paul or I were pointing at. And to be fair, there was not much she could have done. The water in the tub was clean, and the bubbles were not enough to provide cover for her chest, meaning that much of her breasts were visible anyway. Dana seemed to realise it was impossible to prevent us from seeing her tits, and about ten minutes into our conversation in the Jacuzzi, she stopped trying to cover her chest with her hands. Whenever she rose to look more closely at the tiger—who, for his part, had sprawled along the window and appeared sleeping—she bared her breasts.

“He is so beautiful!” she said in awe, staring at the magnificent creature inches away from us on the other side of the window.

“Look at his ears!” Paul said and got up from his seat. “They move, constantly scanning for sounds. I bet he can hear us.” Paul walked up to Dana. 

At that moment, the tiger opened his eyes and raised his head. He looked at Paul.

“Yes! You are right!” Dana said excitedly. “He’s definitely keeping an eye on us.”

“Let’s wave at him!” Paul suggested and placed his glass next to Dana’s on the edge of the hot tub. 

He waved at the tiger, and the tiger looked at his hand. Paul kept waving his hand, and the tiger seemed to follow it like a little kitten trying to play.

“Oh, he wants to play!” Dana squealed and waved at the tiger. 

The tiger now looked at her.

He raised his paw and tapped the window. 

“Oh, my Gosh!” Dana squeaked again. “He’s communicating with me!” 

“He wants to play with you, Dana!” Paul said. “Wave at him again! Wave in the other direction!”

Dana waved her hand to the right, and the tiger looked in that direction.

“Hi-hi!” Dana giggled and stood up, covering her breasts with her left hand, and continued waving with her right hand.

Paul stood behind her and waved to her left. The tiger’s eyes followed Paul’s left hand.

“He-he!” Paul chuckled. “He is one playful cat, isn’t he? Wave at him, Dana!”

Paul wrapped his right arm around Dana’s waist from behind, placing his hand on her naked stomach. Dana seemed not to notice his palm on her belly button in her excitement.

“Hey, tiger!” she squeaked excitedly, waving at the big cat with her right hand.

Paul hooked his chin over Dana’s shoulder and whispered in her ear, “He likes you!”

“Yes, he does!” Dana said and waved again to her right. 

The tiger tapped his paw against the window again and looked to my wife’s right.

“Hi-hi!” Dana giggled. “He is playing with me!”

Paul’s left arm joined his right arm around Dana’s waist, hugging her from behind. He pulled her closer to him and pressed his crotch against her butt.

He briefly glanced at me and smiled before saying to Dana, “Make him shake his head, Dana! Alternate waving right and left!”

Dana let go of her breasts, baring them completely, and waved at the tiger with her left hand to the left. The tiger followed her hand with his eyes.

“Gosh!” she squeaked, bouncing in excitement and jiggling her tits. “I love this tiger.”

“He’s a real cutie, isn’t he?” Paul whispered in her ear, and his hands slipped up Dana’s stomach, the tips of his fingers touching her breasts.

Dana began waving with both hands, and the tiger seemingly followed her movements.

“He definitely likes playing with you, Dana!” Paul said and then cupped her breasts.

Dana did not react. She appeared too busy getting the tiger’s attention to notice Paul’s hands on her boobs.

“Let’s dance with him!” Paul began swinging his hips to the music from my phone.

Dana followed suit, grinding her bum on Paul’s crotch and waving her hands at the tiger.

Paul’s hands were busy at work. He was kneading my wife’s breasts, gently squeezing them, rolling her erect nipples between his fingers.

“It feels great, doesn’t it?” Paul whispered in Dana’s ear and kissed the side of her neck.

The kiss suddenly woke her up from her trance-like state, and she stopped swinging. She was being felt and kissed by another man. This man’s hands were on her bare breasts, and his erection was poking at her ass. 

Her flushed face and heavy breathing revealed excitement. Her body liked being touched by this other man. But at the same time, Dana was startled. Startled by how much being touched had aroused her. 

Her eyes said it all: she had allowed too much!

Dana abruptly grabbed Paul’s hands and pushed them off her breasts. She pulled away from him, turned around, and looked him in the face. 

She smiled nervously, and a second later, she looked at me. Another confused smile crossed her face.

Finally, she said quietly, “I’m going to take a shower.”

Paul and I ogled her body as she walked out of the Jacuzzi. Her bum cheeks were clearly seen through the thin fabric of her wet thong. Her ass looked so sexy! 

Dana didn’t bother covering her breasts as she bent over to pick up her skirt from the floor, letting her boobs hang down and sway enticingly. And when she bent over a second time to pick up her top and spread her legs, the sight of her shaven pussy lips and the darker patch of her landing strip above, clearly visible through her wet thong from behind, became too much to bear. Paul and I grabbed our cocks subconsciously and rubbed them through our briefs.

Dana walked out of the covered garden without saying a word or looking behind her. A few seconds later, Paul and I heard the shower running.

Paul took the bottle of champagne and shook it. “Shall we finish it off?”

I grabbed my glass. “Why not?” 

He filled it, then emptied the remaining champagne from the bottle into his glass and sat down across from me.

We drank and looked at each other.

“Are you still on for it?” Paul asked me.

“On for what?” I asked in turn.

“For what you registered on the site?”

I swallowed nervously. I wasn’t sure. Part of me, especially my erect cock, throbbing and twitching in my briefs, was definitely on for it. But I felt butterflies in my stomach. Butterflies out of excitement but also fear. Fear and jealousy.

Paul was patient. He drank from his glass again and looked at me without saying a word.

I sipped from my glass and looked back at him. 

We both listened to the running water of the shower in the adjacent room.

“I’m still on for it,” I finally murmured.

“Good,” Paul said. “Because I think I’ll fuck your wife tonight.”

“You think she’ll let you?”

Paul nodded with a soft tiny smile. “Yes, she will.”

He drank his champagne and placed the empty glass on the edge of the hot tub. 

“Hmm.” Paul cleared his throat and looked at me. “I want to clarify something upfront. If you wish, you can fuck her along with me, but we don’t make penis-on-penis contact, and for sure, we don’t fuck each other. I am not gay. Are we in agreement?”

I smiled. “Definitely! I am not gay either.”

“Good! I’d recommend the sloppy seconds, Dave!”

“I’d like that.”

“That means you’ll go in after me. Obviously, I’ll fuck her without a condom, so you feel. . . you know what.”

“But Dana is not on the pill!”

“So?” Paul shrugged his shoulders. “She’ll take the morning-after pill! That’s the only way if you want to take the sloppy seconds.”

“How good are they?” I asked and swallowed nervously. I was embarrassed by my question but had felt compelled to ask if I was to agree for my wife to get fucked bareback.

“Fantastic! The best feeling in the world if you ask me.”

“Have you tried them?”

“Yes. When I was married. My wife and I used to swing, and I didn’t mind fucking her after her lover had emptied himself inside her. But it so happened that because of my big cock, there was a huge demand for me to fuck other men’s wives, and I ended up not fucking mine enough. Eventually, . . . well, Caroline saw no reason to stay married to me.” 

Paul paused and listened to the sounds coming from the shower room. We could no longer hear the running water of the shower.

He rose from his seat. “We’d better get ready for Dana! She seems done showering.”

Paul climbed out of the hot tub and took off his wet briefs.

I saw his cock for the first time. It was fully erect. A massive cut cock with thick veins and bulbous red cockhead.

Paul took a towel that was hanging on the wall and began drying himself.

I watched him for a few seconds before I also got out of the Jacuzzi. He passed me the towel. 

We were not talking. We had said what we had to say.

I removed my briefs, and, like Paul, I was also sporting an erection. And that was a moment of truth. 

Standing beside me, his 8.5-9 inch long, exceptionally thick cock dwarfed my 5.5 incher. Fortunately for me, before my inferiority complex overwhelmed me, Paul put his shorts on—going commando as he had said he would do—and saved me the humiliation of further looking at his superior manhood and comparing it to my dick. 

I did not feel comfortable with Paul looking at my inferior cock, so I hurriedly dried myself off and put my shorts on, going commando too.

Once we had put our clothes on, we joined Dana in the lounge.


5.            Hugging a tiger

My wife was standing at the window and watching the tigers outside. Dressed in her beautiful summer skirt and cami crop, she looked sexy and tempting. Paul and I stood on either side of her. Dana had become reserved after what had happened in the Jacuzzi and barely acknowledged Paul’s and my presence with a shy smile.

The three of us watched the tigers in silence.

I was in a state of constant erection, knowing my wife had no knickers under her skirt, and more, knowing that next to her on her other side was standing a man who had a massive cock, also in a state of erection, ready to fuck her.

Over ten minutes had passed, and we were still standing silent.

It was getting dark, but we could still see the animals outside. The male tiger seemed to have recently eaten something because he was licking his paws and cleaning his claws.

I briefly glanced at Dana. She was deep in thought. 

What is she thinking about? I asked myself. 

I looked at the tiger again and watched him take care of his fur, but I kept thinking about Dana. Perhaps she is admiring the tiger in front of us. Or maybe she is thinking about Paul, standing right next to her. And thinking about her emotions and desires. Carnal desires. 

Could Paul be right? That she’d let him fuck her? Is she contemplating doing it? God! Maybe she is!

My cock twitched at the same time as my heart skipped a beat.

I want her to do it. And I don’t want her to do it! Fuck me! What do I want? 

The tiger stopped grooming himself, stood up and looked at us. We were in the dark, so a human would not be able to see us, especially as it was still brighter outside. But this feline could certainly see us.

Paul moved behind Dana and wrapped his arms around her waist. She trembled when she felt his hands on the bare skin of her belly but did not move away. This was the first time after the hot tub that she was letting Paul touch her.

He’s made his first move, and she’s going along with it so far! I felt my cock throb, and I got the answer to my question: Oh, yeah! I want him to fuck her!

Paul hooked his chin over Dana’s shoulder and whispered, “It’s dark, but he still sees us. Cats have larger corneas and pupils than us, which allow more light to enter their eyes.”

“Yeah, it does look like he sees us,” Dana whispered back, not taking her eyes off the tiger.

She was not pushing Paul’s hands off her, but she was nervous. Nervous, but also aroused. I could tell that by the way her chest was moving up and down, by her sharp movements, and by the trembling of her lips. She reached her hand to mine, and we interlocked fingers.

She squeezed my hand lightly, and I knew! She was contemplating doing it!

It is not perhaps, not a maybe. It is certain. She is thinking about doing it!

My heart began thumping in my chest! It’s happening!

The tiger sniffed at the window.

“He says hello,” Paul said. His hands slid up Dana’s stomach and slipped under her crop top. 

Dana trembled again. And again, she did not push his hands away. Instead, she squeezed my hand more tightly. Her palm was sweating. Her breathing had become faster. She was feeling Paul’s hands on her breasts, and her body was reacting. 

“Isn’t it extraordinary to be so close to a wild animal?” Paul whispered in her ear. “An animal of such power and beauty? It’s so exciting, isn’t it?” 

Paul’s mouth slipped from Dana’s ear to the side of her neck, and he kissed her soft skin. Her breathing turned heavier. Paul’s hands were now squeezing her breasts. I looked at her face from the corner of my eye. Dana was not saying a word, staring at the tiger in front of her, not moving, not blinking. Her face was flushed, her mouth was slightly open, and her pupils were dilated. Paul was heavily groping her tits, and she didn’t mind him. She liked his touches.

She is so aroused! I thought, and my cock twitched.

The tiger put his paw on the window.

Paul pressed his crotch against Dana’s ass, making her feel his hard-on on her ass cheek, pushing her pelvis forward. Her hip bones made contact with the window exactly where the tiger’s paw was pressed on the other side.

Paul’s lips moved back to Dana’s ear, and I heard him whisper, “It’s almost a sexual turn-on to feel this animal’s power so close to us.” 

“It’s exciting,” Dana murmured and squeezed my hand real tight, almost causing me pain.

The tiger did something none of us expected. He rose onto his back legs, facing us, and leaned his front paws against the window. By standing up like this, the tiger made us appreciate how huge he really was! And beautiful!

“Gosh!” slipped through Dana’s lips. “He’s so huge!”

“He’s huge and powerful, isn’t he?” Paul squeezed her breasts and pressed his crotch tight against her butt. 

“This is a truly unique experience,” I said. “Unforgettable.”

“It is unforgettable,” Paul agreed with me and whispered in Dana’s ear, “Dana, raise your arms against the window! Hug this powerful creature!”

Dana hesitated for a second but then let go of my hand, raised her arms, and pressed her hands against the window.

“Let’s make this truly unique!” Paul said.

He let go of Dana’s breasts and pulled her crop top up, baring her chest.

“Paul!” she whispered. “People will see me!”

“No. They can’t!” Paul said confidently. “The lodges are built to face away from public areas. Plus, it’s dark in here. People aren’t tigers to see in the dark.”

He pressed his chest against Dana’s back, and she leaned flat against the thick window, squashing her breasts against it.

The tiger climbed off the window and walked away. He didn’t care about us anymore, and we didn’t care about him either. At this point, we were too preoccupied with lust to care about anything else other than our carnal desires.

Paul let go of Dana, and I saw out of the corner of my eye how he pulled down his shorts to his knees, letting his massive erect cock spring free.

“Let us make memories! Unique memories! Shall we?” he said as he put his hands on Dana’s hips and pulled her skirt up, baring her ass. 

With her skirt bunched up to her waist, Dana looked at me. There was arousal and fear in her eyes.

I smiled at her and whispered, “Let’s make our special tiger lodge memory, honey!” 

Dana was hesitant. She didn’t say a word, just stared at me. The outcome of the struggle between lust and chastity inside her would determine what would happen next. And that outcome depended heavily on Dana’s will to resist temptation. 

Paul knew that very well and decided to increase temptation. He grabbed her hips, lowered his crotch, and gently thrust upwards. Dana trembled, feeling his cock slide between her thighs from behind, making its way towards her pussy.

Paul pressed his pelvis against her backside. Dana trembled again; her eyes went wide. Paul’s cock had found her pussy! His cockhead was pressing against her vaginal entrance. 

“Paul, what are you doing?” she whispered and looked over her shoulder at him. 

Paul did not answer her question; instead, he smiled and thrust again.

Dana winced. 

His cock was too big for her pussy and could not penetrate her. 

“Paul, I’m not on the pill!” she whispered.

“I’ve got a morning-after pill in my bag,” he said.

Dana whispered, “I’m not sure, Paul!” 

“You’ll like it, Dana,” Paul assured her. “Just relax! It will feel great. Trust me!”

Dana looked at me.

I smiled and rubbed her shoulder.

She turned to face the window again.

Paul looked down at her ass. He grabbed her ass cheeks and spread them apart, allowing himself better access to her pussy. Then he adjusted his posture by spreading his legs slightly apart and made a powerful thrust, shaking Dana’s body. 

“Urgh!” she groaned. “Paul! You’re stretching me out! Fuck!”

“Just a little discomfort while I’m getting the tip in,” he explained. “Half of it’s in, almost there! Then it’s fun!” 

Half of his cockhead had apparently managed to get into Dana’s vagina, stretching her wide open.

Dana whimpered, “OK!”

Paul thrust again, and she cried out, “Oh, Fuck! God!”

“Sorry. I know it hurts a little!” Paul let go of her ass and caressed her back. He leaned his mouth to her ear and whispered, “Just open up your pussy, Dana! You’re very wet. You’re just not used to a big cock. It will feel good once I’m truly in.”

“Don’t know, Paul, don’t know,” Dana whispered with desperation in her voice, yet she opened up her legs and stuck her ass out, making it easier for Paul to penetrate her. 

The tiger walked back towards the window, stopped about five feet away, and stared at us.

Paul made a massive thrust, and Dana cried, “Oh, God! It’s huge!”

She wasn’t talking about the tiger.

Paul thrust again, and she winced. 

“Go slow, please!” she whispered and looked at me.

“I love you!” I said.

“I love you too,” she replied before moaning loudly, “Urgh!” as Paul made another powerful thrust, shoving his entire massive cock into her pussy.

“I’m in, Dana, the whole of me! Relax, now!” Paul said and rubbed her back. “Relax!”

Dana looked ahead at the tiger. She steadied her hands against the window and pushed her bum further back. Paul wrapped his arms around her waist from behind her, and with his hands pressed against her stomach, he began fucking her.

Dana closed her eyes and, within a minute of being fucked, began squeaking high-pitched, sharp “Oh”-s with each of Paul’s thrusts.

Paul fucked her for about five minutes, gradually increasing the speed of his thrusts until Dana cried, “Fuck!” She looked down and pressed her butt even tighter against his crotch, forcing him to slow down his thrusts. She began grinding her pussy against his cock, biting her lips, focusing her mind and senses on the growing pleasure in her groin. Paul continued fucking her with long slow thrusts, and a minute later, Dana cried, “Oh, my God!” She began gyrating her hips frantically as her body shuddered in orgasm.

Paul looked at me, and smiling, he winked. He let go of my wife’s stomach and grabbed her hips. He began driving his cock up and down into her pussy.

Dana’s orgasm finally passed, and she tried to pull her butt away from Paul’s crotch, but he did not let go of her. He held her hips and kept fucking her pussy from behind. His long thick cock was coming out all the way to the cockhead, with the shaft glistening with Dana’s pussy juices; then his cock wasn’t moving for a second or two, only to get rammed with force up to the base into Dana’s vagina.

Dana looked at me. I read it in her eyes: after the release of sexual tension, she was having regrets. 

My mood had changed too. Suddenly, I was being hit by a pang of jealousy! I was still aroused. In fact, very much. So much that pre-cum was wetting my shorts. Yet, I was stunned by jealousy. My wife was being fucked by another man right before my eyes. Her pussy was being stretched by another man’s cock! And that was not just a cock, but a cock way larger than mine! A cock that my wife liked because it was fucking her pussy well. And the guy with the huge cock knew what he was doing. He was fucking her hard and deep. She had just climaxed on his huge penis. Yep! I had just witnessed my wife taken by another man and still being taken. 

Despite my mixed feelings, I smiled at Dana to reassure her.

However, she was not reassured.

She reached behind her and grabbed Paul’s hips.

“Paul, pull it out! Get off me, please!” she said and looked over her shoulder at her lover.

Paul stopped thrusting but did not pull his cock out of her pussy.

“Just a little longer, Dana! I haven’t cummed yet,” he said and smiled a pleading smile.

“You haven’t?” Dana asked, genuinely surprised.

Paul shook his head from side to side. “No, not yet.” He caressed her hips. “Just a little longer, may I?”

Dana sighed. “OK. Just a little longer.”

“Can you open up your pussy a little more so I can increase the pace?” He smiled before adding apologetically, “I cum only when I fuck fast.”

“OK,” Dana whispered, looked ahead, and put her hands against the window.

She steadied herself, pushed her backside backwards and spread her legs wider. Paul made a half-step back, grabbed her hips tight and began fucking her hard and fast with powerful deep strokes, shaking her entire body. Dana stared silently at the tiger’s silhouette in the fading light outside. She was biting her lips to suppress moans while Paul fucked her for another ten minutes until she was struck by another orgasm.

“Oh, shit!” she cried. “Oh, my God! Oh, my pussy! God! Oh, fuck!”

Her body convulsed in orgasmic pleasure. Her hands slid down the window, her legs began shaking, and she started to bend over, pushing her ass against Paul’s groin. Dana looked like collapsing.

Paul stopped thrusting. He slid his hands under her belly, pulled her closer to him, bent over her and pressed his chest against her back, holding her standing.

He groaned loudly and began cumming inside her.

Their orgasms passed at the same time, and Paul finally pulled his cock out of her pussy. His member was still erect, glistening with pussy juices and cum. He let go of Dana and pulled his shorts up. 

“Hurry up, David!” he said to me before nodding at my wife’s stuck-out ass. “Go in before my cum leaks out!”

I hurriedly pulled my shorts down and swapped places with Paul.

Dana stayed bent over and patiently waited for me to penetrate her. I grabbed her buttocks, the way Paul had done, and guided my cock into her pussy from behind. I penetrated her balls deep with a single thrust. Her vagina was loose and stretched out following the thorough fucking it had just received from Paul’s massive cock. Yet, it felt great to insert my cock into her pussy, slick with an abundance of her pussy juices and Paul’s cum. I started thrusting straight away, and within seconds, a minute tops, I cummed hard, real hard. I remembered Paul’s words about taking the sloppy seconds: “The best feeling in the world!” Indeed, taking the sloppy seconds felt fantastic! 

Once I had emptied my load, I pulled my cock out of my wife’s pussy and gently rubbed her buttock. “Thank you, Dana!”

Dana stood up, turned around and said, “I’m gonna take a shower.” 

Holding her skirt up with one hand, she put her other hand under her pussy to catch any cum dripping out of her vagina and scurried out of the lounge.

“How are you?” Paul asked me after we heard Dana shut the shower door behind her.

“I don’t know, Paul,” I replied and pulled my shorts up.

“Didn’t you like it?” He put his hand on my shoulder.

I pushed his hand off me. “Don’t!”

“Sorry!” he said apologetically and stepped back.

“I. . . . Paul, I don’t know.”

“Didn’t you like the sloppy seconds?”

“I did. Very much. And I liked watching you. . .” I sighed before adding, “fuck my wife.”

“But you have regrets now?” he said.

I nodded yes.

“Jealousy, isn’t it?” he asked.

“Yeah, big time!” I replied and sighed, then repeated, “Big time!”

“It’s normal, mate. After the first time, it’s normal. And not only after the first time. I’d say it’s normal to feel jealous each time, although, with time, it will start feeling less intense, but you’ll always feel jealous. And that is what this is all about! Jealousy is part of the pleasure. Part and parcel of the whole experience. You feel jealous for a while. And then lust comes back, and you stop regretting any bit of what you’ve done and want to share your wife again. That’s what I call the cuckold cycle.”

“She feels awful. She—”

“The same goes for her!” Paul interrupted me. “The hotwife cycle. Regrets come after the deed, then lust comes back, and she wants to do it again. Like you, she’s going through a cycle. Only that, with time, she will stop regretting it at all, while you’ll always feel a little jealous.” Paul gave me a long look before saying, “Look! If she’s fucked well each time and manages to do it without getting emotionally attached to her bulls, you both will love the lifestyle.”

I sighed. “I hope you are right.”

“I know I am right.”

Paul and I watched the tigers—or what we thought were tigers since it had become dark outside, and even silhouettes were difficult to see unless they were right in front of the window. We didn’t talk. Because what was there to talk about? Paul had done what I had asked him to do. He had fucked my wife! I had gotten what I had wanted. I had been cucked! Did I regret it? Yes, and no. Was it normal to feel that way? Paul had assured me it was. I wasn’t sure. Only time was going to tell.

I did not have time for further contemplation because Dana got out of the shower. 

She said only, “Good night!” and went into our bedroom.

Paul let me shower first, and I joined my wife in bed a couple of minutes later. 

We didn’t talk. I still felt deflated despite Paul’s pep talk and was not keen to talk. It was clear that Dana was also trying to take in what had happened. We didn’t speak, but we cuddled. Dana was lying on her side, and I was hugging her from behind. I had wrapped my arm around her shoulder, and she was clutching my hand to her chest. Lying on the king-size bed, spooned to each other, with my head propped up on my pillow, we watched the tiger that had come right up to our bedroom window.

Watching the animal relax, living in the present, worry-free, helped us relax too, and after a few minutes, we both fell asleep.


6.            Sleeping with tigers

I opened my eyes and looked to my side from where the rustling noise was coming. It was already bright in the room. It was Dana who had made the noise. We had broken our hug and been sleeping on our backs, but now she had woken up and raised her head. 

I traced her gaze to the bedroom door and saw Paul. He was standing in the door frame, naked, with his hands in front of his crotch, covering his cock.

“Paul, what are you doing here?” Dana asked in a hushed voice.

“Yeah, Paul,” I also said. “What time is it?” 

I looked at my watch to check the time, but Paul beat me to it. “A quarter past five.”

Dana asked him again, “What is it?”

Somewhat shamefaced, Paul stepped hesitantly into our bedroom and cleared his throat. “Hmm.” He hesitated again and nibbled on his lip nervously before saying, “I was wondering if I may. . . .” He paused and smiled shyly, almost apologetically. “Dana, may I fuck you again?”

Dana shook her head. “No!” Her voice was quiet but firm. 

I got up onto my elbows and said, “No, Paul. Once was enough. We got our experience, which was great, but we don’t want to continue with the lifestyle.” I looked at Dana. “Right, honey?”

Dana nodded affirmatively.

“Right. Umm. . .” Paul walked up to the edge of the bed and stood beside Dana. “Hmm. I know what the two of you are going through, and I respect it. You are a couple who invited another man into your bed, and well, it’s a big change for you, and there are a lot of feelings and emotions. Truth is no advice, story, forum, or expert can prepare you for what you’re going through now. You just have to go through it to understand it. But I have the feeling there’s more to it. Did I do something wrong?”

Dana said quietly, “No, Paul, you didn’t.”

She sat up, and the lightweight duvet slipped down her chest. Dana and I had gone to bed naked, and now her breasts were laid bare. She did not bother covering them up, and I didn’t blame her. Paul had seen and felt much more than her tits.

Paul wasn’t going to give up that easily and, after having a good look at her breasts, said, “I mean, like, if you didn’t like what we did. If physically I didn’t—”

“Paul, it’s not that!” Dana slapped her hand on the bed, irritated by his persistence. 

Paul seemed not to notice her irritation. “I mean, if you didn’t like how I. . . . How I. . . .” Suddenly, he struggled to find the right words, and now he was the one who did not finish his sentence.

Dana gave him a long look before finishing it for him, “How you fucked me! That’s what you want to say.” 

He nodded yes.

She sighed before saying, “Paul, I liked it.”

Paul’s face lit up with a smile. “Well, if you liked it, then what is the problem?”

Dana looked briefly at me and then back at him. “That is the problem. I don’t want to do it again because of exactly that.”

“Because you liked it?” Paul asked, appearing confused.

Dana nodded yes.

He stared at her for a few seconds, then said, “Because you’re afraid if you like it too much, you won’t be able to stop yourself from doing it again and again. Am I right, Dana?”

Dana held his gaze, biting her lips.

Paul smiled. “Dana, one more time won’t change anything. It will still be a one-off experience if you and Dave want to keep it as such.” 

He moved his hands away from his crotch, exposing his cock. He was sporting an erection.

“Sorry,” Paul said apologetically. “Dana, I woke up at four, and since then, I’ve been thinking about you.”

Dana was not taking her eyes off his cock.

“It’s impressive, isn’t it?” I whispered.

Dana did not say anything; she rubbed her boobs, deep in thought, looking at the hard penis a few inches away from her.

“I know you want it, Dana,” Paul whispered and stepped closer to the bed, his legs touching the edge. “Just one more time. Your husband hasn’t tried a threesome. I know he wants MFM with his wife. Why not give it to him?”

Dana looked at me.

I shrugged my shoulders and smiled a guilty smile.

“Do you want a threesome?” she whispered.

“We can do a spit-roast,” Paul interjected.

“Do you?” Dana put her hand on mine, looking me in the eyes.

“Umm, yeah,” I said. “I mean, why not? As he says, one more time won’t hurt. I mean, since we are on it.” I smiled again.

Dana looked back at Paul’s massive cock. 

He took it in his hand and began stroking it. “It’s only sex, Dana. Let’s have more fun!”

Dana watched Paul stroke his cock and didn’t speak for about a minute, contemplating whether to let this other man fuck her again or not before she reached her hand to his balls and brushed them briefly. 

“How shall we do it?” she asked quietly.

A broad smile spread across Paul’s face. He had succeeded in talking my wife into letting him fuck her again. 

“Get on all fours!” Paul instructed her. “I’ll fuck you in the pussy, while you give David oral. We’ll spit-roast you if OK with you.” He looked at me. “Unless you want to go in—”

“No, I want a blow job,” I said and sat up, pushing the duvet off me, revealing my erection.

Dana got on all fours and positioned herself with her knees on the edge of the bed, her calves hanging over, and her bum pointing at Paul’s crotch. She spread her legs apart so that she opened up her pussy for him. He leaned against the edge of the bed between her calves and grabbed her buttocks. Paul adjusted himself behind her, and, holding her hip with one hand, he took his cock with the other. He began rubbing his cockhead along her slit, pushing her pussy lips apart and spreading her lube in preparation for penetration.

I moved in front of Dana and knelt, presenting my cock to her mouth. She grabbed my member with one hand and, propped up on her other hand, took the cockhead into her mouth.

It felt amazing, and I thrust in, pushing my dick in deeper and hitting the back of her mouth, making her gag briefly. 

Dana did not pull my cock out, and once she had suppressed her gag reflex, she began sucking it, moving her hand up and down my shaft and gently squeezing my balls together each time her hand reached my sack.

Paul felt he had warmed her up enough and positioned his cock at her pussy hole. 

“You are wet and ready, Dana. May I?” he asked her politely.

Dana mumbled, “Yes,” with my dick in her mouth, only to wince a second later when Paul pushed his cock into her pussy.

She gasped as he thrust in again but still held my penis in her mouth.

Paul rubbed her buttock. “Halfway in, Dana! One more thrust, and we’ll let the good times roll again! Ready?”

Dana nodded. Paul made a powerful thrust, almost taking her off her knees. 

She groaned, “Urgh!” letting my cock slip out of her mouth.

Paul placed his hand on the small of her back. “You OK?” 

“Yes,” Dana said. “It’s just that you are too thick for my pussy; you’re stretching me out, Paul!”

“Does it hurt?” he asked.

“A little,” she replied.

Paul caressed her ass cheek. “Shall I pull it out?” 

She shook her head. “No! Carry on!”

“OK. One more thrust,” he said. “Just to get the final bit in.”

“OK!” slipped through Dana’s lips. She closed her eyes, preparing to take more of the giant cock into her pussy.

And thrust Paul did. A powerful, deep thrust jerked her body forward and made her forehead hit my stomach.

Dana cried, “Urgh!” and opened her eyes. 

She looked up at me. There was a mixture of pleasure and discomfort on her face. She puffed air out of her cheeks.

“You OK, Dana?” Paul asked with concern and again gently stroked her buttock.

“Yeah, I’m OK,” she replied, “but you’re hitting my cervix.” 

“Oh, yeah,” Paul said. “It happens. I go in quite deep in this position. I’ll give you more time to adjust.”

The three of us stayed still. Dana was looking at me and blushing profusely. After all, she was standing on all fours in front of her husband with another man’s cock buried deep inside her pussy.

I kept smiling at her to reassure her I was OK with it, occasionally glancing at Paul, who in turn was grinning at me each time our eyes met.

Finally, after what I would say was two minutes, Dana said, “I’m OK, Paul. You can start fucking me.” 

She grabbed my cock and put it back into her mouth.

Paul began thrusting his dick in and out of her pussy. Dana started to moan but did not let my cock slip out of her mouth. Just listening to her moans and watching her lover fuck her at the other end of her body was arousing enough for me to cum. Added to that was the feeling of her warm mouth and tongue on my cock, and three or four minutes into the spit-roasting session, I began ejaculating. Dana had never swallowed my cum, but she did on this occasion. My wife was gulping my spunk for the first time, which made it doubly satisfying for me. She seemed to find the feeling of my warm cum flowing down her throat a turn-on because, at that point, she reached an orgasm, and her body shuddered in pleasure.

She cried a muffled, “Oh, my God!” while still holding my cock in her mouth.

Seeing my wife and me cum at the same time drove Paul to some sort of frenzy.

“Give me that pussy, Dana! Give me that pussy!” he shouted, grabbed her hips, and began frantically thrusting his cock into her, making her body sway back and forth. The room filled with the slapping sounds of flesh on flesh as his thighs slammed against her ass.

Dana was shaking violently from his thrusts and orgasmic pleasure at the same time.

Fortunately, I had finished ejaculating, and she pushed my cock out of her mouth.

She steadied herself on her arms, closed her eyes and, clutching the bedsheets in her fists, began moaning loudly, “Ahh! Ahh! Ahh!” occasionally replaced by “Sss! Sss! Sss!” as she savoured the fucking Paul’s cock was giving her pussy.

Paul fucked her for about two minutes until he reached the point of no return. 

He pushed his cock deep into her pussy, shouted, “Oh, yeah! Love this pussy!” and began unloading his cum into her womb.

Once he was done, he resumed thrusting, but at a much slower speed until Dana’s orgasm had completely passed, too, and she opened her eyes, letting out a deep gasp. 

Paul pulled his still erect cock out of her pussy and slapped her butt. “Thank you, Dana! One of the best fucks I’ve ever had!”

Panting and breathing heavily, Dana crawled to her pillow and rolled onto her back. I lay on my back next to her.

“May I join you in bed?” Paul asked us politely.

“Paul, I don’t think it’s a good idea,” Dana replied, still trying to catch her breath.

“Why?” He stepped back, his face stretched in surprise. “What’s wrong with lying together after sex?”

“Umm. . . .” Dana sighed a deep sigh. “Paul, again, don’t take it the wrong way, but we shouldn’t.”

A soft-bitter smile curved Paul’s lips. “You don’t want us getting too close, do you?” 

Dana nodded yes. “We shouldn’t develop a bond. Sorry!”

“Ha-ha!” Paul suddenly burst into a laugh. “Hey, Dana! Listen! We’ve already developed quite a strong bond, don’t you think? We fucked!” He took a deep breath and said calmly, “But that is a different kind of bond than the one you’re afraid of. Sex is not the same as love. I mean, it’s not like we are in love. Lying next to each other is just a way of showing appreciation for each other. That’s all. To celebrate the great time the three of us had.”

Dana looked at me.

I shrugged my shoulders. “It’s OK to show appreciation, I guess.”

She looked back at Paul and murmured, “OK.” 

Dana and I moved to one side of the bed, making room for Paul to lie next to her.

He lay on his side, facing Dana and me. 

Dana and I turned on our sides to face him. I wrapped my arm around her from behind.

Looking at us, Paul said, “Fear about how your relationship will be impacted by what we did stands in the way of truly enjoying the moment. I’ve seen it many times with other couples with whom I have had sex. The key is—” 

“Paul, I feel vulnerable,” Dana said and snuck her hands between her thighs.

Paul caressed her cheek. “But you shouldn’t. You haven’t changed. David hasn’t changed. Nothing has changed in your relationship. You are emotionally attached to each other as before, even more! You should not confuse physical pleasure with emotional attachment. As I said, sex and love are two different things.”

Dana pressed her legs together, squeezing her hands between her thighs. “Paul, I can still feel your cock in my vagina. Do you know what that means? That I feel what we did emotionally.”

Paul smiled. “Oh, Dana, it’s normal to feel it emotionally. What we did was a very intimate act. It involves emotions. But it remains a physical act and nothing more. It’s not an attachment.” He looked Dana in the eyes for a few seconds before he smiled again and flicked her nose playfully. “Dana, cheer up! Your marriage is safe! You are not in love with me. Yes, you liked what I did to you, but we’re not in love. You and your husband still love each other. If anything, after sharing this unique experience, you are much more in love with each other than before. Because sharing is caring. Remember that! Sharing is caring. And caring is love. You love each other. And trust each other. That’s why what you did will transform your relationship for the better.”

Dana said nothing, but I did: “Paul, you raise a good point.” I kissed Dana’s shoulder reassuringly.

Paul grinned at me. “Don’t I?”

Only now, Dana said, “You like to reassure people, don’t you, Paul?”

“Yes,” Paul said and gently brushed aside a strand of hair that had fallen across her face. “Especially beautiful people like you.” 

He leaned towards her to kiss her on the mouth, but she turned her head away.

“No, Paul!” she whispered. “You just said that sex and love are two different things.”

“Oh! Right!” Paul pulled his head back. “You mean a kiss is about love?” 

Dana nodded. “Yes, a kiss is about love. At least for me.”

“OK,” Paul said. “For me, a kiss can be about love but also appreciation. Never mind! Let’s watch our friend over there!” He nodded at the window behind Dana and me.

Dana rolled over onto her other side, facing me, and away from Paul to look at the window. I looked over my shoulder. A tiger had climbed on a log a few yards away from our lodge.

I turned to look at Dana’s face and said, “I’ve watched enough tigers. I have a beautiful tigress in my arms.” I wrapped my arm around her. “A tigress that I truly love.” 

Dana looked at me, and we smiled at each other. Paul’s lecture on sharing wives had put us at ease a little, and we were feeling more positive. At that moment, it felt like our bond had become stronger indeed, as Paul had said.

We leaned into each other and kissed. Dana’s breasts felt so soft, squashed against my chest.

I felt Paul’s hand squeezing between her tits and my chest. He cupped her top boob.

When we broke the kiss, Dana rested her head on my biceps. We let Paul keep his hand on her breast.

Dana and I stayed hugged, gradually drifting off to sleep. If it wasn’t for Paul’s hand on Dana’s breast, the two of us would have felt like we were the only two people in the bedroom.


7.            Riding a tiger

Dana and I must have slept for about half an hour before Paul woke us up.

“Sorry to wake you up,” he said when Dana looked at him over her shoulder, “but it’s past six o’clock, and I thought we could use the time to watch tigers or”—he smiled—“fuck.”

I felt he was being rude and thought Dana would tell him off, but instead, she rolled over onto her other side to face him and said, “We’ve watched the tigers quite a lot, haven’t we?” She looked down at Paul’s cock. It was hard. Dana stared at it for a while before she reached her hand and touched its tip. The cock throbbed. She sighed a deep sigh. “I put myself in this position, didn’t I?” She ran her hand along the cock’s length, from the cockhead to the base, before she looked up at Paul’s face. “How do you want me?”

“Missionary,” he said and winked at me. “Want the sloppy seconds?”

I didn’t say anything, just crawled to the foot of the bed and sat, preparing to watch Paul fuck my wife for the third time.

Dana rolled onto her back, spread her legs, and bent her knees with her feet flat on the bed.

Paul moved between her legs and lay on top of her. Propped on his left hand, he used his right hand to guide his cock into Dana’s pussy. It appeared that after being fucked twice by his enormous penis, my wife’s vagina had opened up, and this time he penetrated her with one thrust. Almost half of his dick slid in. Dana gasped as she felt his large cockhead stretch her birth canal. Paul thrust a second time, and his entire cock slid into her vagina. Dana crossed her arms around his neck and wrapped her legs around his waist. The sight of my wife’s pussy, stretched tightly around Paul’s thick shaft, was so erotic that my cock hardened within seconds.

This time, Paul did not wait for Dana to adjust to his size and began fucking her straight away. And it seemed he didn’t need to wait because she was very ready for his cock. She started to moan within a minute of being fucked, and two or three minutes later, she had her first orgasm.

Paul did not slow down his thrusts and fucked her at pace while she orgasmed. He continued to do so after her orgasm had passed. He fucked her for another two or three minutes, and Dana climaxed again, shouting loudly, “Fuck me! Harder!”

And harder, he fucked her. Paul kept thrusting and thrusting until Dana was hit by a third orgasm and then a fourth straight after the third. She began sweating. Paul was also sweating but kept fucking her without a break. Dana had a fifth orgasm. She was convulsing in orgasmic pleasure when he lowered his mouth towards hers and pressed his lips onto hers. This time, Dana did not move her head away. Instead, she parted her lips, letting his tongue slip inside her mouth, and they kissed!

So long for kissing for love, I thought and began stroking my cock.

Paul was a capable lover. He was able to kiss and fuck simultaneously, only slightly slowing down his thrusts. And that led to prolonging Dana’s orgasm, making it the longest I have ever seen her have. Paul kept kissing and fucking my wife until her orgasm finally passed. They broke the long kiss, and he smiled at her. She didn’t smile back, just took a deep breath and tilted her head to her side, looking away from his face. Dana was embarrassed by what she had done: she had kissed another man. She had yielded to lust and given a kiss to a man she was not in love with.

“Would you like to ride me?” Paul asked her.

Without waiting for her answer, he pulled his cock out of her pussy and lay down on his back next to her. His cock was sticking up, coated in her pussy juices.

“Come on, Dana! Come ride a tiger!” Paul urged her. 

He stroked his cock, and an enticing smile spread across his face.

Dana got up and, facing Paul, straddled him in a squat over his cock. Placing one hand on his chest to support herself, she held his cock with the other and impaled her pussy onto his shaft. Once his entire cock had slid into her vagina, Dana dropped to her knees and began riding her lover. Propped up on her hands against his chest, she rode his cock for about five minutes before Paul grabbed her buttocks and, squeezing them, groaned as he began ejaculating. The feeling of his warm sperm gushing into her vagina drove Dana to the edge too. 

She shouted, “Oh, fuck!” and closed her eyes as she experienced another powerful orgasm.

Once their orgasms passed, Dana rose, and Paul’s cock slipped out of her pussy.

“Roll over onto your back,” she said to me. “I’ll ride you.”

Without waiting for a second invitation, I lay on my back, and Dana straddled me the way she had straddled Paul. She lowered herself onto me, and my cock slid smoothly into her lubricated vagina. Dana rode me for less than a minute, and I cummed. 

Once I was done, she stood up, letting my cock slip out of her pussy, and asked me, “What time is it, Dave?”

I looked at my watch. “Six forty!”

She slumped next to me. “God! I need some rest!” 

Paul lay on her other side. 

Dana drifted off to sleep, and ten minutes later, I had fallen asleep, too.

***

I was awakened by Paul’s voice.

“Come on, Dana! One last time!” I heard him say. 

“Mmm. . . . Let’s sleep.” I heard my wife mumble. 

I opened my eyes and looked at my watch. It was eight o’clock. 

I turned my head and looked at Dana. She was lying on her back and rubbing her eyes.

“Lie on your side!” Paul said. “We’ll do it in the spoon position. I’ll give you one last orgasm for the night!”

“I think I’m done orgasming, Paul,” Dana murmured and yawned. “Wah! I’m exhausted.” 

“Let’s do it, Dana!” Paul urged her. “Exhausted is not an excuse. What I have in mind is one of my specialties.” 

“God! Paul!” Dana opened her eyes. “You’re insatiable, you know that?” 

“Oh, I know that. I’m always eager!” Paul chuckled. “He-he! And able!”

I turned to my side, facing Dana and him, and rose on one elbow. I looked at Paul’s crotch. His cock was hard.

Gosh! I thought. This guy is not only huge as a horse, but he has the stamina of one!

Dana turned onto her side to face me, giving her back to Paul and snuggled up to me.

Paul pulled on her leg. “Come on, Dana! Open up your pussy!”

Dana pushed her butt out, giving him access to her pussy.

Paul turned onto his side, facing my wife’s back, positioned his pelvis behind her ass and guided his cock into her pussy from behind. 

“Ooh!” Dana gasped as he penetrated her.

“Here we go!” Paul said triumphantly and pressed his chest against her back, wrapping his arm around her waist.

His hand slipped up to her breast, and he cupped it.

He squeezed her boob and began fucking her slowly, very slowly but with long, deep strokes. Dana closed her eyes to better savour the sensation of his cock slowly sliding in and out of her pussy. Paul planted his lips on the side of her neck and began smooching her soft skin.

He fucked her with slow deep strokes for about five minutes, and she started to moan. 

Paul continued to gently bite her neck and thrust at the same time. 

I watched in disbelief how he fucked my wife in the spoon position for ages without cumming. He was thrusting his cock in and out of her pussy, slowly, methodically, keeping her in continual low-intensity arousal, squeezing her breast and giving her hickey after hickey on the neck. Dana was moaning quietly, feeling the pleasure building in her groin as the massive cock kept moving up and down, up and down, stretching and massaging her vagina. 

I looked at my watch. Paul had been fucking my wife for thirty minutes!

How long can they keep going? I asked myself. 

And as if to answer my question, Paul suddenly thrust his cock sharply, all the way into Dana’s pussy, shaking her entire body. And then he froze still with his crotch pressed tight against her butt. The feeling of fullness as the massive cock filled her vagina, combined with the simultaneous pressure on her cervix by his cockhead and the stretching of her clit by his wide cock base, drove Dana to orgasm.

But it was not an ordinary orgasm. It was something she had never experienced before.

“Oh, my God!” she cried as she opened her eyes wide open. “This is big! Oh, my God! I’m gonna explode! Shit!”

Dana’s body began to shudder.

“Paul! What’s this? Oh, fuck!” she shouted and grabbed Paul’s hand that was squeezing her breast. She dug her nails into his flash. “Oh, shit!”

Paul did not answer her question. He grunted and closed his eyes as he began filling her pussy with his cum.

“Oh, my God! Oh, my God! Oh, shit!” Dana kept crying and shaking. “Oh, shit! I’m squirting! Oh, shit!”

I looked down at her groin and saw a streak of liquid—looking like dilute urine—dripping down her thigh onto the bedsheet and forming a puddle. My wife was squirting for the first time in her life! 

The intensity of her orgasm was so strong that her jaw dropped, and saliva began drooling out of her mouth. Her eyes were fixed in the distance, and low rasping noises were coming from her throat. I feared she would faint.

She didn’t. She shook in orgasmic bliss for another thirty seconds before her climax finally passed. Paul had finished cumming, too, and slowly took his cock out of her pussy.

He slapped Dana’s butt. “Did you like it? My specialty orgasm!”

Dana did not answer his question. Shaking out of exhaustion, she sat up and looked at the puddle of squirt. Embarrassed, she got off the bed and ran out of the bedroom.

Paul and I heard her close the shower room door.

***

Paul smiled at me friendly. “Your wife’s pussy is the best pussy I’ve ever fucked, Dave. Tight but slick. And alive! The feeling of it gripping around my cock. Oh, my God! I could—”

“Shut up, Paul!” I cut him off and angrily pushed him out of my way as I got off the bed.

“Sorry, I didn’t mean to be derogatory. I just—”

“Will you shut up, for fuck’s sake?”

Paul gave me a long look before saying, “Jealousy?”

“Guess!” I snapped at him.

“Yeah. . . ,” Paul said in a lamenting tone. “It came back, didn’t it? With a vengeance!”

I did not answer his question and looked around, searching for my clothes.

Paul continued to talk. “It’s because I fucked her so well this last time, isn’t it? You feel inadequate.”

I gave him an angry look but did not say a word. He had read me well, but I didn’t want to give him the satisfaction of admitting it. I did not regret what we had done. No, not at all. I still felt aroused. However, it didn’t stop me from feeling inadequate and threatened by him. He had fucked Dana really well, beyond my wildest expectations. And certainly beyond hers. He had shown stamina and performance in bed that I could never match. Add to that his superior cock, and it was no wonder I felt inadequate and threatened. I was afraid that Paul had driven a wedge into my relationship with Dana. He had fucked her so well that I was worried she might never be satisfied with me again and I could lose her. To him or to another man. And because of that, I hated Paul, in a way.

Paul got off the bed and put his hand on my shoulder. “Feeling that way is normal. Part of—”

“Will you stop patronising me, Paul?” I pushed his hand away, grabbed my clothes and shoes and went out of the bedroom.

He followed me into the lounge with the intention of continuing talking to me when Dana got out of the shower room, wrapped in a towel. 

Like me, she was also feeling down. But for different reasons. She was not feeling inadequate or jealous. Her issue was different. She felt she had betrayed her matrimonial vows. Probably she was thinking about me, about my ego being dented by seeing her enjoy the superior lover and his cock. But most of all, she was scared. She was scared of herself. She had liked Paul fucking her so much that she was afraid she might not be able to control her carnal desires, and that might ruin our marriage. Dana was probably blaming herself for enjoying being fucked by this other man and his massive cock.

Paul walked up to her with a broad smile on his face. “Dana, it felt—”

“Not now, Paul! Please!” Dana raised her hand to shush him and walked past him. She went into our bedroom and closed the door behind her.

I entered the shower room, and to my surprise, Paul followed me.

I looked at him.

He smiled. “Don’t worry! Our agreement about us staying heterosexual is still on.”

Although I was upset with him, I couldn’t help but smile too when I heard him speak like that and said, “Yeah, at least we are in agreement about that.” 

I went into the shower cabin, and he followed me. Despite our reassurances of non-homosexual interactions, it was more than weird that he had chosen to shower with me, and I must admit that I felt slight unease standing naked, inches away from his bare cock. Certainly, under no circumstances would I have turned my back to him.

Paul began soaping his cock. “Dave, what I wanted to tell you is that it’s normal to feel insecure after the first time. But that will pass. And then, when both you and Dana are ready, we could continue our relationship.”

My mind was too preoccupied worrying about how weird it was for the two of us to shower nude together in the tiny shower cabin, so I did not react too badly to his indecent proposal. Instead, I asked him calmly, “What exactly do you mean by continue?”

“Well, I could become Dana’s bull and fuck her regularly.”

“Paul, do you understand that I feel jealousy?”

“I know, and I am saying it will pass. I told you already: cuckold lust beats jealousy.”

I shook my head from side to side. “I’m not sure, Paul. It’s not only me. I don’t think Dana will do it again. Did you not see her? She has buyer’s remorse too.”

“Only for a while,” Paul said. “Trust me! She’s now addicted to my big long-fucking cock, and remorse will soon give way to lust. Then you should call me.”

“OK, Paul! Message received. Let’s not talk about it anymore, shall we?” 

I passed him the showerhead to rinse his cock and stepped out of the shower.

I dried myself, put my clothes on and got out of the shower room.

Dana was standing at the window in the lounge, drinking coffee and watching the tigers. 

She heard me and turned around. 

“I brought the breakfast in the dining room. They leave it outside the door,” she said and pointed at the dining room.

“Did you eat?” I asked her.

“A little. I’m not hungry.”

“I’m not hungry either, but I’ll grab a coffee and join you.”

She smiled a soft bitter smile, sipped from her coffee cup, and resumed watching the tigers.


8.            Playing with fire

When I returned to the lounge, Paul was there, with a towel wrapped around his waist. He was standing next to my wife in front of the window, looking at her face and trying to get her to talk to him. 

“You sure you’re OK?” he asked her.

“Yes. I told you already. I’m OK,” she said and sipped from her coffee, not taking her eyes off a tiger lying on a log about twenty feet away from the lodge.

I stood on Dana’s other side, and she acknowledged my presence by glancing at me before looking back at the tiger.

Paul tried to wrap his arm around her shoulders, but she stepped aside.

“You look upset, Dana,” he said with concern in his voice. 

Dana did not say anything.

“Is it because of me? Because of what I did to you?” Paul asked her.

Again, he did not receive an answer. He looked through the window, and it appeared he had given up on engaging her in a conversation.

We stood in silence for about a minute before Paul looked at Dana again and said, “You’re upset because of what we did, aren’t you?”

Dana took a sip from her cup and, this time, looked at him.

“Yes,” she said quietly.

Paul sighed. “I see. You regret what we did.”

She nodded yes.

“Did I not perform well? I mean, did you expect better?” Paul asked her.

“Oh, God!” Dana uttered in frustration. “Paul, you know you did very well. Why do you keep asking me?”

Paul shrugged his shoulders. “Just want to hear it. I guess.”

“You did very well, OK?” Dana said abruptly. “Too well! Happy?”

A cheeky smile curved Paul’s lips. “That is the problem, isn’t it? I did too well for comfort.”

Paul reached to put his arm around Dana’s waist, but she swiftly stepped back, almost bumping into me.

She stared at him for a while before saying, “Paul, what is it you want to achieve?”

Paul scratched his cheek, thinking for a moment, then said, “You’re right! I shouldn’t!” He looked in the direction of the dining room. “Shall we have breakfast?”

“We already had,” Dana said.

He raised his eyebrows. “Already?” 

She nodded yes.

“OK, let me go grab something!” Paul turned to head for the dining room when Dana called his name: “Paul!”

He stopped, turned around and looked at her.

“We’re leaving now,” she said.

Paul looked genuinely surprised. “You sure? We have until ten o’clock to check out.”

“No, it’s time to go now.” Dana walked to the table, put her empty coffee cup on it and looked up at me. “Shall we?”

“Yep,” I said, drank up my coffee, and joined her at the table. 

“We can do the safari if you’d like,” Paul suggested.

“No, it’s time to say goodbye,” Dana said.

She reached under her skirt. She didn’t pull it up, but it was clear that she was brushing her pussy.

“Chafed?” Paul asked her and smiled.

Dana blushed. “Yes. A bit.”

“Sorry!” Paul made an apologetic face. “We’ll do shorter sessions next time.”

“I am not sure there will be next time, Paul,” Dana said and pulled her hand from between her legs. She turned to me. “Let’s go!”

I put my empty cup on the table, and Dana and I went to the vestibule. Paul followed us.

I took the bag with Dana’s and my belongings where our wet underwear lay, diligently folded by my wife. 

Paul sighed. “So, it’s a goodbye then.”

“Yes!” came Dana’s straight answer.

Paul stepped in front of her and tried to wrap his arms around her waist, but she pushed him in the chest— gently but firmly—and said, “No, Paul! We’re ending it here.”

Paul stepped back. “OK. But if you change your mind—”

“Thank you for inviting us,” Dana cut him off mid-sentence. “We had a fantastic”—she paused for a second and blushed profusely—“tiger watching.”

“Yeah,” I chimed in. “Thank you, Paul. I thoroughly enjoyed. . . .” I stopped mid-sentence, and like Dana, I felt my face flush. Am I going to thank him for fucking my wife? ‘Thoroughly enjoyed’ what, David? Watching your wife fucked by him?

It took me a few seconds to pull myself together before I said, “We thoroughly enjoyed the tigers, Paul. Goodbye!” I opened the front door and stepped outside.

“Goodbye, Paul!” Dana said and stepped outside too. 

I shut the door behind us, literally slamming it in Paul’s face just as he was saying, “Goodbye!”

Dana grabbed my hand and pulled on it to follow her. We ran to the reception as if we were afraid Paul might catch up with us and talk us into staying with him.

We checked out in a hurry and got in the car.

I started the engine, and as soon as I got out of the car park, I said, “Dana, honey, what we did—”

“Not now!” Dana cut me off.

“Sorry, I just wanted to—”

“We’ll talk about it when we’re both ready! We are not ready yet!”

***

We’d been travelling in silence for half an hour when I gathered the courage to bring up the subject of what we had done in the lodge once again.

“Honey,” I said,” I need to know one thing, though. I really do!”

Dana didn’t react to my opening statement. She kept staring through the windscreen at the traffic.

“Hmm.” I cleared my throat. “I want to know: did you really like how Paul fucked you or did you pretend for me?”

Dana looked at me. She gave me a long look before saying, “What do you think, David?”

The way she had turned the question on me made me feel stupid.  

I know she liked being fucked by Paul, I thought to myself. Why did I ask her a question to which I knew the answer? To piss her off? How stupid of me!

Dana looked ahead.

I kept driving in silence.

I knew I should not be bringing up the subject again, but it was hard to resist my urge to talk about it. Because all this time in the car, I couldn’t get out of my head the images of my wife’s pussy being stretched by Paul’s monstrous cock. I kept recollecting how she had been crying in orgasm, panting out of exhaustion, and biting her lips in futile efforts to suppress her moans of pleasure as that cock of his was ploughing her pussy. And these images evoked two contradictory sets of emotions. One of worry, jealousy, regret, and fear. Right next to me, in the passenger seat, was sitting my wife, as always. She looked the same: my wife! Yet she was different! She had been pleasured by another man’s cock and had given pleasure to another man! And as much as the thought was disturbing, it was arousing! It was making my cock hard, twitching and throbbing!

I said, “His big cock felt great, didn’t it?”

Dana looked at me again. I kept my eyes on the road, but I could see out of the corner of my eye that she was staring at my face, trying to read what I was thinking.

Probably a minute had passed before she said quietly, “Yes.”

I kept looking at the road.

Dana lowered the sun visor and looked at herself in the vanity mirror. She began examining her neck, running her fingers over the dark red marks on her skin where hickeys had started to form. 

“Argh!” slipped through her lips. “I have a board meeting presentation!”

“When?” I asked.

“Tomorrow.”

“A scarf?”

“In the summer?” Dana continued touching the hickeys. “It will draw more attention.” She sighed. “Oh, well. I’ll work from home, and my camera won’t work!”

She folded up the sun visor and leaned back in her seat. She raised her feet on the seat and sat cross-legged, bunching up her skirt and baring her thighs. Since she did not have knickers on, she briefly flashed her pussy before pushing the front of her skirt down between her legs, covering her groin. She closed her eyes, having decided to have a nap. 

I continued driving, fighting a hard-on. I kept glancing at my wife’s bare thighs every now and then, reminding myself that the pussy between those thighs had been thoroughly fucked by someone else’s cock. 

I had been ogling her legs for about ten minutes when Dana said, without opening her eyes, “You like thinking about my pussy, don’t you? How it got fucked by Paul’s big cock.”

I was caught by surprise and looked at her. She was still keeping her eyes shut. 

I looked back at the road. Did she catch my glances? Or did she just guess what I was thinking?

After a while, I said, “Yes.”

Dana opened her eyes and looked at me. “You can’t stop thinking about what we did, can you?”

I looked at her. “Yes.” I looked back at the road. 

Another minute passed, and I asked her, “What about you?”

“What about me?” Dana asked me in return. 

“Do you think about it?”

“Yes.”

“And how do you feel?”

“Fucked, satisfied, used, slutty.”

I looked at her again. “So, do you feel good or bad? 

“Both,” Dana said.

“How come both?”

“How can I explain it? I guess, physically, I feel good! Although chafed and stretched out. But it’s good. Emotionally? I feel bad.”

I looked back at the road when Dana said, “I guess Paul was right. I should not confuse physical pleasure with emotional attachment.”

I looked at her again. “Does it mean you’d be willing to do it again?”

“Dave, neither I nor you are ready for that part of our talk. Later! When we are ready!”

Dana looked ahead. A few seconds passed before she said, “We need to stop by a pharmacy for the pill.”

“Oh, yeah,” I agreed with her. “We left in a hurry and forgot to ask him for the pill, didn’t we?”

“I should have asked him to put on a condom! Stupid me!”

“What’s wrong with the pill, honey? It protects from pregnancy better than a condom.”

“And what about STDs?”

“Hm.” I cleared my throat. “Well, I guess I won’t be taking the sloppy seconds. If we do it again, that is!”

“Ha!” Dana scoffed at me. “Your sloppy seconds! What if Paul had something?”

“He looked clean,” I said and thought for a few moments, then added, “I guess we can get tested.”

“Good idea!” Dana agreed with me.

“Hm. I’m thinking here. If we get tested, and Paul is proven clean, would it not make sense to stick with him?”

“David! I said: we’re not ready to talk about it!”

“I know, but considering we know him already, and if he’s clean. . . . Hmm. If you think about it. He’s reliable and gentle; he lasts long. You know how great his cock feels. Don’t you want to feel it between your legs again? To fill you up? Stretch you out?”

Dana was staring at me, not saying anything. Subconsciously, she snuck her hands between her legs.

I continued to talk. “Can you imagine having his cock in your pussy whenever you want? Like, having him part of our relationship? We can call him and—”

“Stop it! Stop it now!” Dana shouted and squeezed her thighs together, trapping her hands on her pussy. She said quieter, “You’re playing with fire, David!” 

She turned in her seat, facing away from me and sat with her knees to the side. She leaned her head against the passenger window as if she was getting ready to nap. 

I heard her whisper, “You’re playing with fire!” And then again, “You’re playing with fire!”
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Wife Takes One For The Team: A Hotwife Story

This is a short story about a wife’s unusual first-time hotwife experience.

Adam accepts a two-day contract job on a remote island. Jess joins her husband on his business trip, hoping to have a short break in the sun. Little does she know that she will be asked to play a central role in an experiment on which so much depends.
Should Jess take one for the team or not? And if she does, how will she and her hubby manage through their feelings? Will things get complicated by the clandestine actions of some of the people involved? Will Jess and Adam end up winning or losing?

Wife Takes Another One For The Team: A Hotwife Story

This book is the sequel to Wife Takes One For The Team.

Adam and Jess have returned home from the island. They have been dealing with some consequences of Jess’s unusual first-time hotwife experience when an unexpected turn of events brings back temptation, stronger than ever. And the stakes are higher.
Will Adam and Jess resist temptation? And do they want to resist it? Will Jess take another one for the team? And if she does, will it be for the team or herself?

Three in an RV: A Hotwife Story

A couple’s RV trip turns into a first-time hotwife experience in some very unusual circumstances.

Mila and Peter are stuck in their RV during a thunderstorm when a stranger knocks on the door. Letting Jack in starts a 48-hour adventure that will not only change their holiday plans but will redefine their marriage.

Mila is unprepared for an encounter with a man like Jack, whose masculine appeal and charisma tempt her to cross lines she never dreamt of crossing. Jack is caught totally off guard when confronted by Mila, a wife so pretty, sexy and captivating that her spell makes him take risks he never thought he could. And Peter is surprised by how much witnessing the game of cat and mouse between Mila and Jack reignites his dormant hotwife fantasy.

Will Mila resist the urges and feelings the enigmatic stranger stirs in her? Will Jack be able to get what he wants from Mila without jeopardising his plans? Will Peter’s hotwife fantasy make him surrender his wife to Jack without a fight? What about the consequences of their actions?

An Affair In The Desert

When Dan and Abby go dune riding, little do they know that it is only the beginning of their adventure. Dan has always been proud of his virtuous wife, but will that change when they meet Khalid, a local young man who is not only handsome and charming but also enigmatic and provocative? How far will a sisters’ rivalry drive Abby to push her boundaries? Will a camel ride, followed by a romantic night under the stars, be enough to spark something between Abby and Khalid that will change Dan and Abby’s relationship forever?
When Khalid and his equally exotic and enigmatic friend, Omar, invite Dan and Abby to celebrate their business deal, Dan senses that there is a lot more to it than meets the eye, but what is it?
Abby and Dan blame the hot desert sun and the emotions of escaping death twice for clouding their judgment, but is it not their secret fantasies that ultimately drive their actions?

A Webcam Hotwife

Jen is not happy when her husband, Andy, invites his senior business partner to stay in their house in London for a few days. Both Jen and Andy know that Larry is eccentric, even weird, but nothing can prepare them for the bombshell that Larry drops on them when he arrives.
Larry’s unusual request throws Jen and Andy into a whirlpool of emotions. They are faced with a tough dilemma to choose between financial prosperity and keeping their marital vows. And when temptation and lingering fetish come into play, husband and wife find themselves in uncharted territory.
Will Andy and Jen be able to outmanoeuvre the masterful manipulator that Larry proves to be and navigate their way through lust, temptation, jealousy, and greed? Will they be able to fix their finances without sacrificing their marriage?

A hotwife in lockdown

Working from home for months during the health crisis is boring and depressing for Elle. Her sons are stuck in university lockdowns, and her husband, Josh, is exhausted from long hours in the hospital. The stress has taken its toll on the couple’s sex life despite their unfaltering love for each other.
When Adnan, a friend of their elder son, turns up at their doorstep, he becomes a welcome distraction, livening up the dull days with his witty jokes and thoughtful compliments. Their guest is unusual in many ways, though, not least because he is from a different culture, and he has a delicate issue that Josh and Elle want to help him resolve. But how far their help can go before a line is crossed?
Intelligent, handsome, exotic in a way, and certainly provocative, will Adnan be too much for Elle to handle? Will he be a temptation that she won’t be able to resist? Will Josh be able to protect his wife from the younger man, and does the hubby want to?

Cheating on my hotwife in the South of France

When my wife’s colleague invited us to visit her villa, the words “South of France” evoked in my mind nothing more than images of sunny beaches, swimming pools, wine, and Mediterranean cuisine.
That was until we met Pierre and his sister Julie. Their lifestyle took us by surprise, even shocked us, especially my prudent wife. And yet, instead of indignation, it engendered something very different in Emily and me. Curiosity and sexual attraction fused into a powerful force that took us on a journey of exploration of our most intimate fantasies and hidden emotions. But how far was this force going to take us?
Would my wife’s little crush on Pierre make her break certain taboos?
The inner struggle between jealousy and excitement of watching the wife you love in the arms of another man is a powerful drug. Would I be able to quit the addiction, if my faithful wife succumbed to the charms of the young man?
Would I understand the enigma that Julie was? And what if there was something more sinister behind her provocative behaviour?
I had less than 72 hours to find the answers.

I cheated while hugging my husband

When Antony and I decided to celebrate the milestone of our 10th wedding anniversary with a tour in Peru, little did we know that it could turn into a hugely different landmark in our relationship.
Following our first meeting with Paul and his wife Jessica, my husband and I thought of them as another friendly couple to have chit-chats with. It turned out that they were to play a much more significant role than that. Paul’s physical attractiveness, combined with his bravado, and sometimes unorthodox behaviour, made for an intriguing persona that provoked my curiosity like never before. The inner struggle between desire and prudence stirred hidden emotions and interests, which I did not know existed inside me neither I knew how far they could take me.
As a faithful wife to a loving husband, I believed that I could resist the excitement of newness, but could I? Would I be able to draw the line before things got out of control?

The Christmas Party: A hotwife story

Jane and Chris love each other and have great sex; however, when business opportunity meets sexual desire, will they go beyond the point of no return?
When they get invited to the Christmas party, little do they know that Jane will be taking up the role of Semyan's sexy Santa Claus assistant. She will be helping to give away gifts, and by the end of the party, she will have to decide whether she can give the most precious gift that she has that evening.
Semyan may be an unorthodox CEO, but he knows how to take Jane's breath away, literally. Taking a prudent couple like Jane and Chris on a journey that they have never been before, requires skills and means which Semyan certainly possess.
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