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		Chapter One

		

		The Start – Sharing Secrets

		

		I’m Dan Wells and this is the story of how my wife, Addison, and I got into the hotwife lifestyle we practice. Now, I’m not an educated man by any means, but I’m no dummy, either.

		Addison and I both finished high school, but neither of us ever stepped foot on a college campus, either of the community or the four-year variety. We’re working people, plain and simple, but we read a lot and try to keep up on what’s going on around us, both on the world stage, and in our community.

		She tends to read romances for pleasure, while I like the thrillers. We both love movies a lot, so we have all of the cable channels you can get, including the premium movie ones.

		That used to keep us entertained at night, until last fall when I joined a pool league at work. Becoming part of a pool league doesn’t sound all that adventurous, but it sure turned out that way in our case. Everything in our lives began to change with that seemingly innocent decision on my part…

		

		****

		

		I got home at around nine from my pool game. One of the guys I hang out with at work had heard about a bar league starting up and several of us had formed a team and joined it recently; no sharks, just a bunch of regular, working class dudes who enjoy drinking beer and shooting pool together.

		Now I played once a week and we practiced one night a week, too. My wife, Addison, is a tolerant girl; she liked the idea of me having a hobby, so she’s been willing to put up with my beer-breath twice a week and me coming home from a night out with the boys looking slightly tipsy.

		“Well, did you guys win?” She asked me the question with a smile on her face, as I came into the living room through the front door. One of the guys on the team had picked my up and let me off in front of my house.

		“We almost did,” I replied, going into the kitchen to get a beer out of the refrigerator. “It was close. Those guys from the tire plant are really good.”

		She followed me into the kitchen, kissing me on the cheek as she said encouragingly, “You’ll get ‘em next week, tiger. Now, are you sober enough to watch some television with me?”

		I laughed and nodded that I was. Addison smiled and playfully took my beer away from me and drank a couple of swallows of it before giving it back. She then led the way into the living room.

		My wife was really something, I had to admit: not only was she a great gal; she was truly gorgeous to boot. As I followed her back into the front room, I couldn’t help but admire how her trim little ass waggled invitingly in her form-fitting shorts, and how her shoulder-length, shiny red hair floated easily from on shoulder to the other as she moved.

		I was already as horny as hell that night, as I took in her unintentional show. Tonight’s conversation with Kelly O’Donnell, one of the other guys on the team, had me feeling as randy as I could be.

		Kelly was a recent hire at work and we had become good pals during our pool shooting evenings over the last month or so. He is about my age, twenty-eight, and his wife, Dawn, is the same age as Addison, twenty-five. I hadn’t met Dawn yet, but Kelly talked about her all the time, at least he talked to me about her.

		My new pool shooting buddy is a real firecracker of a guy. As you might have guessed from his name, he’s a feisty Irishman with twinkling blue eyes that are full of the devil and hair even redder than my wife’s. We had really hit it off, from the first day he had stared work.

		As we’d gotten to know each other over a few beers and numerous games of pool during the last weeks, I’d come to learn more about him--and the intimate details of his and his wife’s private lives--than I knew about some of the guys I still counted as friends from grade school.

		It had all started a couple of practices ago, when I’d been grousing to Kelly about how, since the missus and I had been married for five years now, things weren’t quite as hot between us in the bedroom as they once had been. He’d nodded knowingly and taken a pull of his beer. Then he’d said in a low voice—so that the other guys in the bar wouldn’t overhear--he knew just what I meant.

		“Me and Dawn have been married for six years now, and we went together pretty much exclusively for a year before that,” he’d confided, leaning closer.

		“After you’ve been together that long, you’ve done it just about every way there is to do it, multiple times,” he’d gone on to observe. “Don’t get me wrong: it was always fun. My Dawn’s a real looker. But it was getting to be pretty ‘same old, same old’, there for a while.”

		Something about the gleam in his eyes when he’d said that last part had caught my attention, so I’d asked, “what do you mean…’there for a while’? Is it better now or something?”

		Kelly had looked around to make sure no one was paying us any particular attention before he’d whispered, “Have you ever heard the term ‘hotwife’, my friend?”

		When I’d admitted I hadn’t, he‘d said, “Look it up on the net, why don’t you, and see what it means? If you’re interested, I’ll tell you all about it when we get together later in the week to shoot pool again.”

		“Is Dawn one of those?” I’d asked innocently. “A…what did you call it…a ‘hot wife’?”

		“It’s spelled as if it’s all one word, in this instance, my man,” Kelly had said warily, still making sure no one could overhear us. “Just punch it in on Google and see what you come up with.”

		When I’d gotten home from work the next night, I’d done just that. My jaw had dropped open and stayed that way as I read all about the hotwife culture and the way its followers routinely carried on!

		Kelly had a picture of Dawn taped up inside his locker at work, and she was a real babe, no doubt about it. He’d had the picture blown up into an eight by ten, and it was in color, showing Dawn standing by some lake, her lush little body barely covered by a small bikini, smiling at the camera.

		When I thought of a knockout like her, doing all of the outrageous things I’d read just about on the various hotwife sites I’d seen on Google that night, my dick had gotten hard and stayed that way all throughout my long session on the web! No wonder Kelly said their sex life had improved!

		I thought of Addison doing some of those things with other guys, and my wood got so hard, it was downright painful. She was taller and more willowy than Dawn, as far as builds went. But--with her beautiful red hair, her alabaster skin, dotted with freckles, and her flashing green eyes—she was just as fetching in her own way as the shorter, raven-haired, bigger-breasted Dawn was.

		And ever since I’d told him, somewhat excitedly, the next time I saw him at the bar where we practiced pool, how fascinated I was by the whole hotwife thing—rather than being repelled by it--Kelly had really opened up to me about his bombshell of a wife’s hotwife escapades. It seemed that Dawn now had a couple of steady boyfriends on the side she regularly went to bed with, rushing home to tell Kelly all of the naughty details as soon as the sex was over!

		Now I got to hear all about Dawn’s latest adventures, too, courtesy of Kelly. It was incredible, imaging his statuesque little brunette wife naked, and down on her knees, sucking some lucky guy’s dick off and then proudly telling him all about it later that night, while the two of them fucked like a pair of bunnies!

		I couldn’t help thinking of my Addison doing the same thing, even though I knew she never would. Don’t take me the wrong way; my wife can be sexy as all get out when she wants to be—and she’s an awesome looking girl, both when she’s wearing her clothes and when she’s not—but she’s always been so prim and proper outside of the bedroom that I knew she’d never even consider the whole “hotwife” thing.

		Sure, I could fantasize about Addison doing what Dawn did, and that was hot as hell! But never in a million years would she actually do anything like that!

		Or at least that was what I’d thought at the time…

		****

		

		“This film is boring,” I said to her as we sat together on the couch, watching the chick flick Addison had been so hot to see.

		She turned and flashed those big green eyes at me and said, “Relax, it’s just about over. And I want to see how it ends.”

		I sighed and said, “I can tell you right now how it comes out, without watching the last twenty minutes of it. He goes back to her, she takes him back, they make up, and the two of them live happily ever after!”

		Addison harrumphed, but I suspected she knew I was right. I leaned over and kissed her on the cheek, got up off the couch, and started for the bedroom, intent on stopping along the way at the laptop in the spare bedroom. I wanted to sneak a quick peak at some hotwife sites I’d found until Addison came to bed.

		I confess I was totally fascinated by the idea of a woman being not just a wife, but a hotwife, the way Dawn was. I liked every part about it; even the agony on the husband’s part of being forced to sit alone at home while he knew his wife was out being naughty with some other guy.

		Somehow the whole idea of it set my blood to boiling. I couldn’t tell you why to this day, but it did!

		One of my favorite things was the hotwife sites which featured pictures of wildly hot babes—naked or dressed in skimpy lingerie striking provocative poses, with sexy captions underneath them. Some of them really got my motor running.

		I particularly loved the ones about the wife being free to roam, even though she was happily married. It’s not cheating, read one of my favorite captions, if your husband knows all about it and he approves!

		Seeing Addison dressed up like that in my mind’s eye, fit to kill, in frilly, see-through lingerie, thigh-high black stockings, and a barely-there bra—in a pair of tall black stiletto heels—the way some of the models on that caption site were decked out, gave me instant wood. Sighing, I closed down the computer and shut off the bedroom light.

		When I went into the master bathroom, I used the toilet and brushed my teeth, but my hard on still didn’t totally go away. The mental picture I had of Addison, dressed in that naughty lingerie, kept flitting through my mind.

		Maybe it was because I was still half drunk; maybe it was because of the thought of my wife dressed like that, but I didn’t bother with underwear or pajamas that night. I hopped into bed naked, my boner making a big spike under the covers until I raised my knees to hide it.

		Addison came into the room just then and went into the bathroom. I heard her use the toilet, flush, and brush her teeth.

		She came back out into the bedroom dressed in a sheer, black babydoll pajama set you could almost see through. I had the thought that the weather—it was an unexpectedly warm, early fall evening—had more to do with her choice of this much more alluring than usual sleepwear, rather than any desire on her part to turn me on by wearing it.

		But who was I to look a gift horse in the mouth? I was horny, with a towering hard on and suddenly, she was in bed with me dressed in a scanty, nearly see-through outfit!

		“I know something that’s a lot more exciting than watching the end of that stupid movie could ever be,” I said with a mock growl, turning off the light on my side of the bed and reaching for her.

		She felt my hard cock bump up against her sleek belly through the thin fabric of her top. Surprised at how hard I was already, she pushed me away, laughing.

		“God, what’s got you so horny all of a sudden? We just had sex, like three nights ago!”

		I thought of Kelly’s story earlier tonight, about Dawn being with one of her boyfriends last night. Apparently, he had a huge cock and he’d fucked her with it until she was nearly bowlegged!

		She’d sucked him off once, too, and swallowed all of his come before she’d left his place. When Dawn had gotten home, she’d told Kelly all about it, and he’d hammered his dick into her a couple of times as well, before morning came!

		“What we did the other night wasn’t sex,” I answered my wife teasingly--as I thought of Dawn and her boyfriend and Kelly--referring to our own brief fuck session three nights ago. “That was only an appetizer. Tonight, I feel like having the whole meal!”

		Addison giggled with delight and tried half-heartedly to get away from me as I once again drew her in against my body. She stopped struggling and cuddled closer as I kissed her passionately, my tongue slipping inside her sweet mouth.

		“Mmmmmmmmm, you are super horny tonight!” She said breathlessly a full minute later, when we finally stopped kissing. “What gives?”

		The alcohol still racing through my brain spoke right up, before I could think better of it, “Did you ever hear the term ‘hotwife’?”

		“No, I don’t think so. What’s that?”

		I told her briefly, her eyes going wide as I laid it all out for her and then added, “One of the guys on the pool team…his wife is one of those, a hotwife. He’s got some stories about her that you wouldn’t believe!”

		Addison made a disgusted face. She said, “That’s just bizarre! Why would anyone want to do that?”

		“He says she loves it, and so does he,” I blurted defensively. “I’ve seen a picture of her. She’s a real babe, like you; she wouldn’t have any trouble meeting men.”

		“She sounds like nothing but a slut to me,” Addison fumed, totally missing the hotness of it all, or so I thought. “Any married woman who acts that way ought to be downright ashamed!”

		My wife almost carried it off, with that burst of feigned anger. But I happened to glance down just then and I noticed that Addison’s long, pink nipples were now fully extended and that her breathing was much faster than normal.

		Smiling, I swept her back into my arms and kissed her again, feeling up her beautiful, completely round tits briefly and then dropping my hand down into her lap. She didn’t do anything but moan encouragingly as I pushed aside the tiny scrap of nylon which masqueraded as a thong panty and slid a finger into her pussy slit.

		I found it to be boiling hot, and as wet as it could be! She’d been turned on after all, at the thought of Dawn and her boyfriends; her taboo, “shared wife” marriage!

		I moved my finger up to the top of my wife’s juicy little hole and began to finger-fuck her, right across her clit. Addison sighed and lashed at my tongue with hers as we kissed.

		After another minute or so of making out and my diddling her cunny, I pulled my lips away from hers and murmured, “I know someone who’s excited at the thought of being naughty!”

		“No, that’s not it at all!” She protested quickly; a little too quickly.

		My prim and proper Addison was clearly intrigued by the idea of a wife being a bad girl, with her husband’s full permission. I kissed my way down her long neck and onto her shoulders, moving aside the straps of the nightie along the way.

		I bared her sumptuous breasts and kissed her left nipple. She moaned again and I looked up into her heavy-lidded eyes.

		“You’re going to meet Dawn and Kelly next weekend, at the Lawson’s barbeque,” I said softly.

		“I don’t think I want to meet them!” Addison said, shivering at the mere thought of being introduced to such a naughty, out-of-the-ordinary couple. “They sound just awful!”

		“I’m sure if I hadn’t told you about their secret sex life, you’d like them just fine,” I whispered, keeping up my dual assault on her tits and her pussy.

		Addison sucked in a big breath of air and sighed again. Her cunt was so wet by now that the lubricant was beginning to flow out of it like a warm spring flows out of a hillside.

		“Tell me again about what this Dawn girl does,” Addison murmured a minute later, when I had removed her thong entirely.

		“She meets young, handsome, well-hung guys and sucks their cocks,” I whispered as I mounted her.

		“Oh, God, that sounds so nasty!” Addison gasped, my seven inches of rock-hard dick sinking slowly into her overflowing lips. “What…what else does she do?”

		“If she really likes them,” I confided, picking up the tempo of my thrusts down into her, “she let’s them fuck her…just the way I’m fucking you right now, babydoll.”

		Addison’s green eyes rolled back into her head and she began to toss her lush hips upward to meet every thrust. She was going to come right away—from all this lewd talk of becoming a hotwife, I marveled--and it was going to be a beauty of an orgasm!

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Two

		

		Meeting Dawn

		

		“That’s her over there,” I told my wife, nodding casually at the short, curvy brunette sitting with my friend Kelly at one of the small tables in the Lawson’s back yard.

		“She’s pretty, I suppose,” Addison allowed, sounding downright catty, “in a cheap, superficial way. I can see why men might like her. She looks like she’d be easy!”

		“Now, now, you’re letting all of those stories I told you about her color your judgment, babe,” I cautioned her as we approached them. “Try to put them out of your mind. Act as though you don’t know a thing about her, except that she’s the wife of a new pal of mine from work.”

		“Hey, here we are,” I said jovially as we got to the table, pulling out a folding chair for Addison to sit down on; “better late than never.”

		“Let me get you both something to drink,” Kelly offered, shooting up out of his chair.

		“I’ll go with you,” I responded immediately, not sitting down. “Addison would like a glass of white wine, if they’ve got any, and I’m good with a beer.”

		I glanced over at Dawn, and Kelly got the idea and introduced us, saying, “Darling, this is the guy I’ve been telling you about from my pool team, my friend, Dan Wells. And this must be his wife, Addison.”

		He looked over at Addison and said, “I’m Kelly O’Donnell, Mrs. Wells, and this is my wife, Dawn.”

		Addison is normally charming and outgoing when she’s meeting new people. But my whispered secrets about Kelly and Dawn’s hotwife arrangement had clearly affected her opinion of them.

		“Hi, I’m glad to meet you,” she said rather stiffly, after a long pause, sounding anything but glad to make their acquaintance.

		But she had the good manners to add, “And its Addison, please, not Mrs. Wells.”

		Slightly embarrassed by her reserved reaction, I spirited Kelly over to the big galvanized tub where the beer and wine were on ice. I dipped into the freezing-cold water and got both him and me a beer, and fished out a half empty bottle of white wine for Addison.

		“What’s with the cold shoulder from your wife?” Kelly asked as I grabbed a red cup and busily filled it with ice and some of the wine.

		“I guess I shouldn’t have mentioned the whole hotwife thing to her,” I said sheepishly. “Sorry I fucked up and did that; but damn, man, it just sounded so hot to me! I guess I was kind of hoping that Addison would think so, too.”

		Kelly nodded knowingly and looked over at Addison and Dawn, who were talking animatedly together now. They seemed on the verge of having an argument, each was speaking so heatedly, but no real sparks flew that I could see.

		“I kind of wish you hadn’t mentioned it to her,” Kelly said, sipping his new beer. “You haven’t told anyone else, have you?”

		“Of course not,” I replied right away. “And I didn’t mean to tell Addison, either. It just sort of slipped out one night when we were in bed.”

		Kelly grinned, looking from our two wives back at me, and said, “Did you get laid afterward? Was it hot?”

		I smiled back and nodded enthusiastically that it had been. I told him, “She’s a funny girl. Addison is intrigued by the idea of some women being hotwives, but she was raised so strictly that--at the same time--she can’t seem to get past the supposed immorality of it all.”

		Kelly kept staring at the two of them seated at the table across the yard. At last he said, “Well, if she ever comes around, she’s not going to have any trouble meeting guys, that for sure. Your wife is a real stunner!”

		I looked at her, so gorgeous and long and lean, yet curvy in all the right places, and said, “That she is, my friend. You ought to see her with her clothes off.”

		“I’d love that,” Kelly said longingly.

		Catching himself, he turned to me with a small grin and said, “No offense meant but, man, she is really something else!”

		I smiled back at him and said, “None taken: she certainly is.”

		Remembering his wife, I asked, “What kind drink would Dawn like, beer or wine?”

		“Unlike her taste in lovers, she’s not picky,” Kelly kiddingly assured me in a low voice, reaching down and grabbing another beer.

		“What do you mean?”

		He grinned at me again and said in the same half-whisper, “She likes nothing big cocks, and really handsome guys. And they have to be nice to her, and willing to really please her in bed. If they’re not, she won’t fuck them again; she just moves on to the next lucky dude.”

		I had to struggle to keep from getting a hard on as I imagined that. Dawn was even more beautiful in person than she was in the bikini photo. Today she was wearing a low-cut sundress that really showed off her lush cleavage and her short but perfect legs.

		Picturing her sucking a stranger’s cock, or taking a big one in her pussy, or even up her petite little ass—Kelly had shared with me that she was a big fan of anal sex, no matter how well-hung her partner proved to be—my not springing wood was a real problem. She was laughing now, and Addison was chuckling uncertainly along with her, as if she wasn’t sure whether the joke was funny or not, but she didn’t want to be left out of the fun.

		Kelly and I returned to the table. Dawn looked up at me, shading her eyes from the bright sunlight, and said, “Took you long enough; Addison and I are absolutely parched, right girl?”

		“We are at that,” Addison agreed, smiling pleasantly and accepting the plastic cup of iced wine from me.

		The two of them seemed to have reached some sort of an understanding while we were gone, and I was glad about that. It saved us all from spending a tense afternoon together.

		****

		

		The beer and wine flowed freely that day, and by twilight everyone attending the barbeque was feeling loose and very relaxed. In fact, some of the attendees were so relaxed that they had passed out in various lawn chairs scattered around the big backyard, but there weren’t many of those.

		One other couple had joined us at our table, Bill and Sonya Jennings. They were a little older than us, in their middle thirties, but Addison and I had known them for a few years now and they were a mellow couple, so they fit right into our small group.

		I had known all these guys at the lawn party for years now, since they all drove for the same outfit I did, a commercial laundry company that supplied uniforms, walk-off mats, and floor mops to all sorts of businesses throughout the city. I had just started driving for them when I’d first met Addison; she worked in an office downtown and they had one of our walk-off mats at their front door.

		Mine was an okay job; fast-paced and exhausting sometimes, but sort of fun at others. I liked dashing in and out of the various businesses on a daily basis—professional offices, body shops, car dealerships, you name it and they might be a customer of ours—and meeting all kinds of different people.

		And, being in the union, I had great medical, dental, and retirement benefits, as well as a higher than normal hourly wage, plus overtime and up to triple time if I chose to work a holiday shift.

		Addison didn’t make much money, working where she did as a secretary. But the place was owned by an old friend of her dad’s who treated her more like a favorite daughter than an employee, letting her take off early whenever she wanted, and never bitching about it if she asked for an extra day off for something.

		As the barbeque wound down, the ribs had all been consumed, along with ears of fresh corn, baked beans, garlic bread, and more dips than you could shake a chip at. We all sat around the table, sipping our after dinner booze—not that we hadn’t kept right on guzzling beer and wine during the meal—and talking about this and that.

		No one wanted to go home yet. A few couples had drifted off, but the bulk of the thirty people or so who had come to the party were still here.

		Then, as it was nearing eight, Bill and Sonya finished their drinks and pushed back from the table, saying their goodbyes. They had two kids at home, who had been left with a babysitter, and they were anxious to save another hour’s babysitting fee.

		I was starting to feel restless, too. I had been watching Addison put away the wine coolers and knew she’d downed quite a few by now.

		My wife got extra horny when she had a buzz on, and I wanted to take full advantage of that fact. Our sex lives had really improved since we’d started whispering back and forth about hotwives and all of the nasty things they did while we were in bed together.

		Now, sitting with Kelly and Dawn all night, I could just imagine what was going through Addison’s liquor-befuddled brain right at the moment. She had now met and gotten to know Dawn a little, and I was curious to see how that would affect my wife’s performance in bed when we got home!

		We said goodnight the O’Donnels and got up to go. They had asked us to dinner next Saturday night at their place and Addison had accepted right away, so I knew that she was starting to feel more comfortable around the new couple.

		My wife and I found Phil and Debbie Lawson on our way out of the party and thanked them for a marvelous afternoon and evening. We walked together arm and arm across the lawn and out the side gate, headed toward our car.

		“So, what did you really think of Dawn, now that you’ve met her?” I asked Addison as I unlocked the car with the key fob.

		“Well, I wasn’t prepared to like her at all at first, as you could probably tell,” Addison said as she settled into her seat and fastened her seat belt. “I couldn’t get past the whole ‘hotwife’ thing when I initially met her.”

		I turned out onto the deserted residential street from our spot at the curb and headed for home. It was a drive of less than a mile. The Lawson’s lived in the same middle-class housing development we did.

		“When you two guys went over to fetch the drinks, she called me on it,” Addison went on. “She had guessed right away from how I was acting that I knew all about the hotwife thing. She’d figured out that Kelly had told you about it and that you had told me, and that I didn’t approve.”

		I turned and looked at her for a moment before turning my attention back to the road, asking, “What did she say, exactly?”

		Addison laughed and replied, “She asked me what had put the bee up my ass! Then, before I could even answer, she brought up her little ‘hobby’ as she called it, and asked what business was it of mine?”

		My wife giggled and went on to say, “I was so shocked by the casual way she talked about it that I didn’t know what to say! She asked me if I did needlepoint or crocheted. Then she asked how I would feel if she came out heavily against them!”

		Addison chuckled heartily and said, “I blurted out that sleeping with other men when you’re married was hardly the same as crocheting doilies!”

		Turning to look at me, she finished with, “She said she didn’t like crocheting doilies, but she did like big…cocks!”

		Giggling again, she said, “I surprised her. I didn’t condemn what she’d just said; I just asked her: ‘how big a cocks are we talking here?’”

		Addison chortled with laughter, clearly remembering that moment. She said, “That really broke the ice between us. Dawn said something about nine or ten inches and I said, ‘That’s some doily!’ and we both roared, and things were fine between us after that!”

		Nine or ten inches, I thought, that’s a lot of cock!

		I imagined petite, busty little Dawn’s lips wrapped around a dick that big and started to get hard immediately. A thought struck me and I turned my head toward my wife and said, “That is pretty huge, alright; what’s the biggest one you’ve ever had your hands on?”

		Addison blushed and said, “Yours, of course, darling; the two other guys I went all the way with before I met you were both smaller than you are.”

		“How about the other guys you dated,” I pounced on my opportunity, now that it had been presented to me. “There had to be more than just those two, I know, with your looks.”

		She smiled provocatively and asked, “Oh, am I that alluring?”

		“You’re hot,” I said without hesitation. “I’ve seen pictures of you in high school and middle school. You’ve been a sexy little number since you were twelve!”

		“That may be true,” she said evasively, “but you know my folks. They wouldn’t let me go out on real dates until I was seventeen, almost eighteen.”

		I did, indeed, know her dad and mom. And I knew they had been strict as hell with their three daughters, when they were growing up.

		“Oh, come on,” I insisted kiddingly, “you must have had some dates, besides those two lucky guys! Maybe they didn’t get as far as those two did, but I bet some of them at least got your bra off!”

		“Maybe they did,” Addison said almost shyly, remembering, “but that doesn’t mean I saw what they had in their pants!”

		“Oh, I’d bet that you did,” I whispered insistently. “You’re too hot a woman not to have given a few handjobs, or even blowjobs along the way, before you lost your cherry!”

		“Maybe,” Addison murmured demurely, tantalizingly, as she dropped her hand into my lap and started toying with my hard cock beneath my walking shorts.

		“Did any of them have big ones?”

		“A couple of them might have been as big as you,” she answered softly, stroking my length with her fingernails over the fabric of my shorts. “But none of them were any bigger.”

		“Thicker, were any of them thicker?” I asked, turning onto our street.

		“There was one guy, his name was Bud. He was a football player; a big guy.”

		I turned into the driveway and hit the remote on the sun visor, opening the garage door. As I drove inside and closed it behind us, I murmured the question, “And he was thick?”

		“Yeah, he was, but he wasn’t very long,” she said softly, unzipping my shorts. “His wasn’t over five, maybe six inches in length.”

		“Did you…suck it for him, babe?”

		“No,” she answered, reaching into the slit at the front of my boxers and taking out my rigid dick. “He wanted me to do that, of course, but I didn’t know how back then; so I didn’t.”

		“Did you at least touch it for him?” I gasped out the question, as she began to play with mine.

		I was leaking pre-come badly by then, and she used her thumb to spread it all over the head of my cock as she admitted, “I jacked him off a couple of times, while he sucked my titties! That was so much naughty fun! I bet that stuff shot out three feet when he came!”

		Unable to stand it any longer, I reached over for her. She had worn a loose orange tank top to the party, along with a tight pair of white shorts, wispy thong panties, flip-flops and a skimpy bra.

		I had her breasts bare in moments, the tank top and the bra tossed into the rear seat. Noisily, I feasted on her very erect nipples as she moaned and really began to stroke my hard cock.

		We’re behaving like a pair of horny teenagers! I told myself incredulously. My once prim and proper little wife is fisting my hog and letting me suck her tits while we’re still out in the garage! This wouldn’t have happened a couple of weeks ago!

		I unzipped her shorts and undid the button holding them closed. Her pussy was a warm lake of utter desire as I slipped a finger into it and began to toy with her clit as I sucked her breasts.

		“Oh, oh, God, that feels so great!” Her voice was low and husky with need.

		“How long has it been since you’ve done it in a car?” I asked the question feverishly, looking up at her as I changed nipples.

		“Too long,” she sighed as she raised her tight little ass up off the seat so I could whisk her shorts and panties off…

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Three

		

		Exploring Further

		

		“And she let you nail her, right in the front seat of the car?” Kelly’s voice sounded aroused, excited, but slightly disbelieving in the noisy bar.

		“She sure did,” I bragged, finishing my beer. “And that’s not all! We really got after it, once we got into bed that night. All in all, I guess we fucked four times before morning, if you count the one in the car!”

		“Wow, she really is a hottie,” Kelly said admiringly, downing the last of his beer as well.

		As the two of us walked over to the bar and got refills on our drinks, he said, “I never would have guessed she was that kind of a girl; not from meeting her at the party. I mean, she’s a real piece—there’s no doubt about that!—but she seemed, well, so…reserved, so unlikely to do something like have sex in the front seat of the car!”

		We walked back over to the pool table and he went on to say, “Don’t get me wrong; she was nice and all that. Dawn really liked her, believe it or not, but Addison doesn’t come across as what I’d call forward or overtly sexy, when you first meet her.”

		He saluted me with his beer and said, “Congratulations in bringing out her hotter side.”

		I thought about what he’d just said, and had to acknowledge that he was right. The Addison I’d known for five and a half years would never have consented to have sex in the car seat, the way she’d done on Saturday night. She might have gotten sort of bombed at the Lawson’s party, and fucked my lights out when we got home.

		But that would have been in bed, after we’d gone inside.

		And the old Addison wouldn’t have told me about her ex-boyfriend’s thick cock, either! I’d asked her about her previous lovers often enough since I’d known her to realize that: she’d mostly refused to admit they’d even exited, when I’d asked her about them before.

		And what about having sex with me four times in one night? We’d never done that before; not even when we’d first been newlyweds. We hadn’t even come close to doing that when we’d first been dating and couldn’t seem to keep our hands off one another!

		No, something was definitely up with my wife. And I knew it had to do with her learning about hotwives, and all the naughty, forbidden things they did with their lovers!

		“You know, she’s been looking at those hotwife websites on the sly,” I mentioned to Kelly. “She hasn’t bothered to delete her browsing history on our laptop at home. I first noticed it a few days ago. I knew I hadn’t been on some of those sites in a few days, but somebody had!”

		“Did you say anything to her about it?”

		“No, not yet,” I replied.

		“You want my advice, friend? Don’t! Just let her browse to her heart’s content. It’s going to pay off for you in the end; I’d bet on that!”

		Hell, it’s already paying off for me, I thought, remembering last weekend and all of that hot sex…

		****

		

		Saturday night came, and we found ourselves pulling up in front of Kelly and Dawn’s apartment building in midtown. He hadn’t been working for the laundry service for long.

		He’d been driving for some non-union, package delivery outfit before that; so he hadn’t been making anywhere near what he was dragging down now. Thus the O’Donnells had been forced to rent an apartment.

		Within a year or so, I bet he bought a house for him and Dawn, the way Addison and I had done. It was a much better investment move than continuing to rent, now that they could afford it.

		We got out and I locked up the car with my key fob. My wife and I found their apartment, 2-B, easily enough, near the top of the stairs, and we rang the bell. Kelly answered the door a moment later, dressed in a loose-fitting luau shirt and tan cargo shorts, an open beer in his hand.

		“Hey, buddy, let me get you one of these,” he said, clapping me on the back and moving aside, so that we could come inside. He turned toward Addison and asked, “How about you, beautiful, a white wine, wasn’t it?”

		Addison smiled and nodded that it was. Dawn came out of the nearby kitchen and announced, “I’ll get Addison the wine; you two need to drive over to the market and get some more beer. We’re about to run out.”

		Kelly sighed and said, “I thought you were going to do that when you went to the store this afternoon?”

		“I was, but I forgot,” Dawn said. “I had a lot on my mind. I wanted this dinner to turn out great, and you know I’m not much of a cook.”

		“Hey, we can take my car,” I offered. “It’s parked right out front.”

		“Nah, let’s take my truck,” Kelly said. “I at least have two reserved parking spaces for me and Dawn back in the alley. If we take yours, we’re liable to have to park a couple of blocks away when we get back. It is Saturday night, you know. This block has lots of apartment buildings, and things tend to get hopping on the weekends; guest parking around here can get to be a bitch.”

		Dawn ushered Addison into the kitchen and we headed for the front door. Kelly paused at his wife’s purse, lying on the entryway table. He eased her cell phone out of its resting place inside the purse and slipped it into the pocket of his Hawaiian shirt.

		We went out the back way and down another flight of stairs. The door opened onto the alley and the covered, numbered parking area at the rear of the apartment building.

		Kelly unlocked his fairly new Ford pickup with his key fob and we piled in. As we backed out into the alley, he winked and handed me the cell phone he had lifted from his wife’s purse on the way out.

		“This works out okay,” he said, dialing up the video memory. “I was hoping to show you this next week, when we got together at practice, but this is way better; it’s more private than the bar would have been.”

		I stared down at the screen as he said, “I wanted you to see this, but it might be awkward, showing it to you back at the apartment. We wouldn’t want Addison to see it, I don’t think!”

		Clicking the play function, I was shocked to see Dawn naked and in bed with some black guy. He was really buffed-looking and he had one of the biggest cocks I’d ever seen!

		I looked up at Kelly, who was concentrating on his driving, and he said, “You can watch it while I run in and buy the beer. This particular clip is only about five minutes long, but it’s a real beauty!”

		Too excited by what I was seeing to speak, I looked back down at the screen, only to find Dawn’s lush lips around that huge black dick and her tongue going crazy on it. My breath froze in my throat as I watched her tilt her head back and swallow nearly all of it.

		“Thaaas’ it, you cock-hungry little cunt,” the man in the video drawled, his voice sounding ecstatic. “Give my big black cock a good sucking before I shove it up that tight pussy of yours!”

		Dawn gurgled happily around his buried dick, massaging his big nuts with one hand while she stroked him with the other and continued the blowjob. She looked as blissful as he was to have the monster prick between her lips.

		“Holy fuck, man,” I sighed, my eyes never leaving the small screen, “when was this shot?”

		“Sometime last month, I guess. Tyrod is one of her regulars. She sees him all the time. Dude’s got a massive dick, doesn’t he?”

		“No shit; he’s enormous,” I whispered, watching Kelly’s wife avidly sucking it.

		“Dawn can handle it, man,” my friend assured me, turning into the parking lot of a local supermarket chain store a few blocks from the apartment building. “I won’t be long. Is Coors okay?”

		“Anything, as long as it’s cold and wet,” I said absently, concentrating all of my attention on the screen.

		As Kelly got out of the truck and closed the door, Dawn was mounting up on her black lover’s outsized cock. It stood, towering and gleaming with a fresh coating of her saliva, above his hairy nut sac as she threw a trim thigh over it and lowered her waxed-bare pussy slit down onto it.

		“Oh, fuck, you’re so big,” she moaned as she let her weight down slowly, splitting her pink gash open and taking every last inch of him inside her belly.

		“I’m thick, too, mama,” Tyrod said, smiling up at her, “don’t forget that.”

		“Mmmmmmmmm, I could never forget that!” Dawn murmured; the deep satisfaction evident in her tone as she began to toss her beautiful little ass up and down on him.

		“Jesus H. Christ!” I muttered aloud, my cock so stiff inside my walking shorts that it was threatening to tear a hole in them.

		This girl could really fuck! She was undulating her lush hips up and down on his dick frantically, as if only it could scratch the itch deep within her pussy!

		“Oh, baby, I love your cock!” She sighed out the words as she rode him faster and faster.

		“I love your cunt,” Tyrod gasped, his hips beginning to surge up off the bed in time with her downward thrusts. “You tight, babe…thaaas’ for sure, you squeezin’ my big cock somethin’ fierce with that hot little pussy of yours!”

		The two of them were silent for long moments just then, each clearly glorying in the feel of their two bodies coming together. They fucked and fucked as the minutes rolled by.

		“Where are you, dude?” Kelly asked the question as he got back into the truck, leaning over to glance at the screen before starting the engine.

		He laughed under his breath, promising, “You’re about to get to the good part!”

		“You mean it gets better than this?”

		“Just keep watching,” he said, putting the pick up in gear and guiding us out of the parking lot. “You’ll see.”

		I glanced back down at the screen just in time to see Dawn shiver all over, as if a thousand watts of pure electricity were suddenly being pumped through her small body. Her breasts shimmied wildly, her head flew back, and she shrieked that she was coming.

		Tyrod, for his part, reached up and captured a flying tit in each big paw and squeezed them hard as he jammed his cock as far as he could get it up into her spasming pussy. She turned to mush right before my eyes and melted down onto his bare chest, whining about how good it felt to come that hard!

		“Man, she really goes off when she comes,” I sighed aloud, watching her quiver and twitch atop his big pecs.

		“So does he, dude,” Kelly chortled, “keep watching.”

		All at once—just as Dawn’s massive orgasm was clearly ebbing--her black lover groaned and said, “Here it comes, baby! You know what I want!”

		Dawn nodded eagerly and scrambled off his still stiff dick, sliding downward on his big body. In one smooth motion, she stuffed the huge ebony cock—all agleam with her lube and female come—into her lips and pushed her sucking mouth all the way down to his balls.

		Tyrod screamed, his hips arching up off the bed, and Dawn began to swallow as fast as she could. Creamy-white jism spilled out of the corners of her mouth and streamed down onto his balls while she continued to gulp down his spurting spunk.

		“Holy fuck, but that’s hot!” My voice was filled with awe, and that’s the way I felt, watching her gobble his huge load!

		The snippet of video ended just as we rolled back into Kelly’s parking slot behind his apartment building. It finished up with Dawn licking up all of the “wasted” come and swallowing it while the video camera caught every swipe of her naughty tongue!

		I couldn’t speak for long moments. That video was the sexiest thing I’d ever witnessed, bar none!

		No porn scene I’d ever seen could compare to it, because I knew the girl involved. Hell, she’d be serving me and my wife dinner in a few minutes!

		“Here, you look like you could use this,” Kelly said, getting out of the truck briefly and reaching down into the bed behind the cab for the sack full of beer.

		I took the offered can and popped it open; drinking off half of it in three long swallows. Looking over at him as he climbed back into the cab with one for himself, I said, “I totally get the whole ‘hotwife’ deal now. I bet you two fucked like there was no tomorrow when she showed you that clip for the first time!”

		He laughed and opened his own beer, taking a sip before he said, “Oh, yeah, bro; we about broke the bedsprings that night! And that’s just one of the videos on her phone. I bet there’s over a dozen altogether, and some of them are even hotter than that one!”

		I found that hard to believe. My dick was still so rigid it was going to be at least a few minutes before I exited the truck, and my breathing wasn’t even close to being back to normal yet.

		“I’ll gladly share some more with you, when the time presents itself,” Kelly promised with a smug, self-satisfied smile. “We definitely wouldn’t want Addison to see something like that, now would we?”

		That remained to be seen, as far as I was concerned. It was true that she wasn’t quite ready for something like that now…

		But I kept remembering last weekend, out in the garage, and how hot it had been; how hot she had been at the mere thought of all the forbidden things Dawn did with other men! How would it affect her if she could actually see them happening, the way I just had…?

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Four

		

		Dinner

		

		“No way; you didn’t really do that!” Addison’s incredulous statement was followed by a shriek of guilty laughter on her part.

		“You bet I did, girlfriend,” Dawn said, laughing too. “And I’ve got the video to prove it!”

		The two of them were in the kitchen, laughing and talking in low voices. I looked at Kelly and he looked back at me and smiled.

		He closed the front door loudly--so that they would realize that we were back and that they were no longer alone--and then hustled over to hall table, to slip her phone back into her purse. Addison’s flushed face appeared around the corner and she was holding a half empty glass of white wine.

		From the slightly glassy look in her eyes, I guessed it wasn’t her first of the evening. The two of them must have been pouring down the booze and talking about Dawn’s “extra-curricular” affairs while we were gone!

		She rushed over to me, ignoring Kelly’s presence, and threw her arms around my neck. I’d never seen her act this way before, outside of our bedroom and that one time in the front seat of the car.

		Addison’s gorgeous face was aglow with excitement as she whispered, “God, but Dawn’s got some wild stories! I’ve never met anyone like her before this; she’s so bold…so brassy! I don’t think there’s anything that girl wouldn’t try, when it comes to sex—and she’s so open about it all!”

		Kelly had moved off into the kitchen, to give us room to talk and to check on the progress of the dinner, I suppose. I murmured back to my wife, “And how do you feel about that?”

		She was honest with me, saying, “I don’t know. Like I said, I’ve never met anyone like her before.”

		Addison added softy, “But I think I like her! I get the feeling that we’re going to be great friends; she’s so truthful and honest about everything; as if there was nothing wrong with what she’s doing!”

		I smiled and said, “Maybe there isn’t, as far as she and Kelly are concerned. If it makes them happy, and neither of them has a problem with it, who are we to say how they should live?”

		Addison frowned, thinking about that. She was clearly having some difficulty processing what I had just said, a lot of it due to the wine she had consumed, but I knew her strict upbringing had a lot to do with it, too.

		“Hey, you guys, head into the dining room,” Dawn’s cheery voice rang out behind us. “I think this stuff is about ready to serve!”

		“Let me help you get it on the table,” Addison offered, disengaging herself from me and finishing her white wine in two big gulps, “you did all this cooking; it’s the least I can do.”

		****

		

		Dinner turned out to be pot roast, which was a bit dry. But it was saved by a rich gravy that Dawn readily confessed she’d made out of the meat’s natural juices and a couple of store-bought, instant gravy packages she’d whisked in with it.

		The rest of the meal was simple, but quite tasty as well; pre-packaged green salad to which cucumbers and sliced tomatoes had been added. That had been topped off by bacon bits and shelled sunflower seeds and our choice of six or so bottled dressings. Peeled potatoes that had been cooked along with the roast and a really good cabernet Kelly had bought rounded out the dinner.

		When we were finished eating, the girls cleared the table and went into the kitchen to load the dishwasher, while the two of us men adjourned to the living room to drink more beer and wait for them to finish up and join us. Bursts of laughter came from the kitchen from time to time and I wondered if Dawn was regaling Addison with more war stories about her various lovers.

		I leaned toward Kelly and asked in a low voice, “So, how do you think it’s going between the two of them? Against all odds, Addison seems to be really getting along with Dawn so far.”

		Kelly grinned, saying, “It’s funny; Dawn likes her, too! They’re absolutely nothing alike, and yet they seem to get a kick out of each other’s company.”

		I sat back in the lounger I was occupying and said, “Well, I for one am glad it worked out that way. It would be awkward, hanging out with you guys socially, if our wives could barely stand being around each other.”

		We stopped talking then, because Dawn emerged from the kitchen carrying four small plates of red velvet cake and Addison followed on her heels with four cups of coffee, two black and two with cream.

		It was obvious from the way Dawn handled the four plates so easily that she had spent some time as a waitress. She deftly handed mine to me, complete with desert fork, and said, “No pretense about me making this; I stopped at a local bakery this morning and picked it up!”

		We all laughed at her honest admission as to her lack of baking skills and dug into the cake. It was very good, and the coffee was welcome at that point in the evening, too.

		The four of us had drunk a lot of alcohol so far and I had to drive home in a while. After the dishes had been cleared away, Dawn showed us their wedding album, such as it was.

		It turned out to be more of a wedding pamphlet than a traditional wedding book, since the two of them had eloped to Vegas on a weekend six years ago and had tied the knot in a tiny wedding chapel just off the Strip. A couple of high school friends of each of them had been in attendance, but no parents or relatives on either side had been present at the simple ceremony.

		I looked over at Addison and her polite smile told me that she was remembering the lavish wedding her parents had thrown for us, complete with a fancy church service, a big reception; along with a bunch of family members and friends on both sides of the aisle. Dawn and Kelly’s nuptials had been nothing like ours, at least according to their slender wedding book.

		“My ma and my dad didn’t really approve of me marrying Kelly,” Dawn explained, smiling brightly over at him. “But I knew right away that he was the one, so I went ahead and did it anyway.”

		She beamed at him and added, “I’ve never been sorry. We just sort of fit together, you know what I mean?”

		I thought of his openness to the hotwife lifestyle they had adopted and nodded that I did. Not every man would want his statuesque, sexy young wife to spend a few evenings a month in bed with other guys, but Kelly plainly didn’t mind at all.

		“Dan and I had a big wedding, courtesy of my folks,” Addison said. “They’re rock-ribbed traditionalists, when it comes to things like that. Both of my sisters got one, too. I think my parents are still paying off the loans they took out to finance all of that.”

		“Lucky for them they didn’t have any more daughters or they’d be in the poor house,” Kelly joked and we all laughed.

		“My parents were very strict with us girls,” Addison said when the laughter had all died down.

		“Ma was a drunk and my dad was a real player,” Dawn said simply. “I don’t think he spent the night at home over four nights a week in all the time I was growing up.”

		“How…how did your mom take that?” Addison asked, obviously shocked by that revelation.

		“Easy, she drank herself into a stupor most nights,” Dawn replied.

		She looked over at Kelly and said, “That’s why I’m so grateful for my husband. I can do whatever I want without him diving into a booze bottle, the way my ma did. And then we can both enjoy the videos from it together.”

		Now that the eight-hundred pound gorilla was finally out of its cage and seated in the middle of the room—figuratively speaking—we all, I think, breathed a sigh of relief. Dawn knew that I knew, as did everyone else in that living room, all about Dawn’s hotwife adventures…so why were we beating around the bush?

		“How did you guys get started with this whole hotwife thing?” I asked after a long silence.

		Kelly grinned and turned slightly red with embarrassment as he said, “It was all my idea, I must admit. I was fooling around on the net one day, on one of sites I like, and I saw a reference to the hotwife thing. I was curious, so I looked it up.”

		Dawn smiled and reached over and mussed up his red hair. She said, “He knew I was a hot girl; I’d never made any secret of all the cock I got back in high school, before I met him.”

		She looked at Addison as she added, “after five years of marriage, he guessed that I might be turned on at the thought of cheating on him with other guys. And I was…as long as he was okay with it.”

		Looking back at her husband, she said, “I swear to God, I never so much as looked at another man for those first few years, until he told me that he wanted me to.”

		Kelly’s grin returned in full force. He said, “But they sure looked at her! Everywhere we went; guys would be staring at Dawn, clearly imagining her in the sack with them. At first, I was jealous, but when I saw she wasn’t returning their interest, I was proud; proud to be married to a woman every other man wanted!”

		There was a short silence, and then Kelly shrugged and said, “That’s why it was so easy for us to slip right in to the lifestyle. A big part of it is simply having a wife that men drool over when she enters a room and being very much okay with that; downright loving when it happens, as a matter of fact.”

		He looked over at me specifically as he finished up with: “It’s a short hop from there to being a hotwife husband, providing you’re sure in your heart that your wife isn’t going to run off with one of her lovers!”

		The realization that I would be very much okay with all of that hit me like a thunderbolt! I abruptly remembered all of the times—including last weekend’s barbeque at the Lawson’s—when I’d picked up on the fact that almost all of the men present were staring at Addison and me, and thinking: “That lucky dog! Why is HE fucking someone as spectacular as that redhead?”

		I said before that all aspects of the hotwife lifestyle appealed to me, and I realized that I now felt that way more than ever! I sneaked a glance over at Addison and found--much to my shock and relief--that she was actually smiling at me, clearly not upset at all by what Kelly and Dawn had just said.

		Did that mean she was coming around, as far as the hotwife thing went? Did I dare hope that her growing comfort at being around the O’Donnells was winning her over?

		My cock once again stiffened at the very notion of that. My stunning wife was a natural for becoming a hotwife, as far as pure looks went.

		It was her inbred reluctance that I had to conquer. Her parents’ stern rules and regulations about all aspects of sexual behavior still controlled her, so that would be no easy matter.

		But I sensed her resolve was slipping; I could tell that from the ease she now felt in being around this naughty, fun couple. Her resistance to the whole idea of becoming a hotwife was gradually weakening…

		****

		

		We stayed at Kelly and Dawn’s place until about eleven that night, playing some silly board game and just chatting. As the minutes passed, Addison grew more and more comfortable with them.

		She and Dawn even vowed to have lunch together that week, since Addison worked downtown and Dawn did too. They air-kissed in the doorway as we left and hugged each other tight, like old friends, promising to call one another during the first part of the week to firm up the luncheon meeting.

		“Well, that went great, I must say,” I commented as we walked toward our car.

		“Why, did you think it wouldn’t or something?” Addison sounded surprised.

		“You were pretty uptight at the thought of even meeting them last week, babe,” I reminded her as I unlocked the car.

		“Oh, I’m completely over that,” Addison assured me, sliding into the passenger’s seat as I held the door open for her.

		“Dawn’s a kick in the butt, once you get to know her a little,” Addison went on, grinning over at me as I fastened my seat belt.

		“That’s some change from the way you felt about her initially,” I said, pulling away from the curb and starting for the freeway that would take us home.

		Addison giggled and then said, “You should have heard some of the outrageous things she shared with me, while you guys were out getting more beer!”

		Another guilty-sounding fit of laughter overcame her and then she said, “She’s got this one guy that she sees—he’s apparently black and he’s got a huge one—and Dawn said that she can take it in her mouth all the way down to his…you know…his balls!”

		My wife was still half-drunk, despite drinking several cups of coffee while we had played the board game, and she seemed very excited as she went on to say, “She said she couldn’t do that at first, but now she can; after practicing on him for a while!”

		My cock was instantly hard as I recalled Dawn’s steamy blowjob from the short clip of video I’d seen tonight. She sure could take it all!

		“Have…have you ever been with a black guy?” I asked Addison conversationally, now that she had brought up the subject.

		“No, mom and dad would have had a cow if one of us girls had started dating a black guy,” she answered primly, and I knew that to be true.

		However, I smiled slyly at my wife and asked, “Did you ever have thoughts about doing that, even though you knew you couldn’t?”

		She giggled with embarrassment but admitted softly, “Oh, yeah, my sisters and me all did! They’re supposed to be…huge down there, for one thing; and all three of us girls were curious about that!”

		I laughed triumphantly and said, “So, you did think about big cocks, even back in high school!”

		Addison surprised me by confessing with a coy little smile, “I never said I didn’t daydream about them…I just said that I’d never had one!”

		She found my hard on under my shorts and ran her fingertips over it lightly, the little smile staying on her face. I said, “Do you think you could learn to suck a really big one, like Dawn did?”

		She chuckled evilly and murmured, “You just never know, do you?”

		“Why don’t you practice on mine, even though it’s only seven inches or so,” I offered, nonchalantly unzipping my shorts as I drove up onto the freeway.

		Addison’s big, emerald-green eyes widened and she said, “But, we’re out in public, on the freeway!”

		I fished my hard dick out of my boxers and waited. In a few heartbeats, her hand wrapped around it and she began to stroke it furtively.

		“No one can see, if we’re careful,” I urged her in a raspy-sounding whisper. “I’ve always wanted you to give me road head!”

		Addison laughed hysterically, wanking my cock as she did so. Looking around at the empty lanes of traffic, she undid her seat belt and leaned over my lap tentatively.

		“Maybe just a little,” she murmured, licking the head, “but I swear to God if anyone sees me…!”

		Her lips enveloped my cock head and I moaned out my intense pleasure! I couldn’t believe she was doing this, not my wife, not my little Addison!

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Five

		

		Lunch

		

		I made sure to hurry home from work on Thursday, the day my wife was scheduled to have lunch with Dawn. Addison had beaten me home, and was sitting in the darkened living room, sipping a glass of white wine when I walked in.

		That, by itself, was unusual. She always waited until I got home when she was going to have a drink in the evenings, or at least she always had up until then.

		I had stopped off in the kitchen and gotten myself a beer out of the fridge on my way through, so I opened it and flopped down in my recliner. I took a big pull of my cold brew and asked, “So how did the lunch go?”

		Addison looked suddenly flustered. She stammered, “Good…great…it was a lot of fun; but it was sort of scary, too!”

		My curiosity already running wild, I asked, “How was it scary, babe?”

		“Well, we went to this place Dawn suggested, a few blocks from the office,” my wife said quickly. “It turns out; it was owned by one of her…boyfriends.”

		Her blush deepened as she said, “I didn’t know that before we got there. But this hot-looking guy came over to our table as soon as we sat down, and he and Dawn were super-friendly, so I knew right away that something was up between them.”

		She kept her eyes a little downcast as she went on to say, “His name was Bobby Wilder and he’s…he’s very handsome.”

		My heart began to beat a little faster as I said, “Oh, I’m not surprised. Kelly said Dawn doesn’t date any bow-wows, as far as looks go.”

		Addison smiled and said, “God, that’s for sure, if Bobby Wilder is any example the guys she sleeps with! He could be a movie star; he’s so great-looking!”

		I tried to keep my voice casual—but it was a real challenge, given her unexpectedly strong reaction to Dawn’s fuck buddy—as I asked, “What, exactly, was so hot about him?”

		“He’s tall for one thing, probably six-three or six-four, slim, and he was wearing a very expensive suit that had obviously been custom-tailored to fit him just right,” Addison said with a sigh. “And his haircut probably cost over a hundred bucks all by itself. He has longish blond hair; he’s clean-shaven. And he had the sexiest blue eyes!”

		My cock started to twitch as she went on and on about this Bobby guy. I could tell she was very attracted to him; from the way she was practically drooling over her memory of him!

		“What did he think of you?” Again, I tried to make my question sound casual, but it was hard to do.

		After all, this Bobby Wilder character liked to fuck married women, if Dawn was any indication. And my wife was a stone-knockout, so I was very anxious to know what he’d thought of Addison.

		She blushed deeply and said in a small, almost guilty-sounding voice, “We seemed to really hit it off. He stayed and chatted with us until our lunches came.”

		Addison blushed lightly as she added, “Dawn told me later, out on the sidewalk when we left the restaurant, that he had asked her if I was a hotwife, too, while I was in the restroom!”

		Addison’s whole face slowly turned bright crimson as she lowered her eyes and admitted, “She said he wanted my phone number, if I was! Bobby told her that he hoped she wouldn’t be jealous, but he found me irresistible!”

		My wife looked up at me and blurted excitedly, “She said that was his very word; irresistible!”

		****

		

		“Do you think old Bobby could fuck you this well?” I whispered the words into Addison’s ear as I pounded into her with my hard dick.

		She moaned, getting ready to come, and gripped me even tighter in her arms. I prodded her softly, “Well, do you?”

		Addison started to shiver and shake beneath me and I knew she was about to orgasm hard. Her pussy grabbed at me and she hissed, “Maybe…maybe he could, darling! Dawn says he’s got a really big one!”

		I roared out my own pleasure when she said that and started to fire jet after jet of hot cream down into her gripping cunt, moaning, “Oh, I bet you’d like to find out, wouldn’t you? You’d like to fuck him, admit it!”

		My wife bucked up off the mattress and screamed, “Maybe I would! Maybe I will!”

		Her words sent both of our orgasms spiraling out of control! I fucked her so passionately that I was half afraid I’d hurt her, and she squealed and quivered under me as though she were having a seizure!

		We had been fucking for over five years, but we’d never shared an orgasm that was quite that intense, quite that…exquisite before! I held her and emptied my balls into her clasping pussy while she moaned blissfully about how great it was to come that hard together!

		****

		

		“Did you mean it?” I asked her a few minutes later.

		Too stunned by our recent, shared climax to think straight for a moment, she just stared over at me blankly at first. A shy smile gradually spread across Addison’s pretty face as she understood what I’d meant.

		“No, I’d never cheat on you!” She assured me, stroking the bare skin of my shoulder lightly, with just her fingertips. “Not really; I was just in the moment!”

		“What if I said it would be okay with me if you did?” I offered softly.

		“What?” She demanded, her eyes going wide with shock. “Whatever do you mean, darling?”

		I sighed, not wanting to blow this opportunity, marshalling my thoughts carefully before I spoke again. At last I said, “We never came like that in our lives before, right?”

		Her face colored as she admitted somewhat awkwardly, “No, I don’t guess we did. I know I never did, anyway!”

		“And it was from you fantasizing about fucking this Bobby, instead of me, and from me imagining that, too; wasn’t it?”

		Addison’s blush now spread from her face all the way down onto her breasts. She stammered, “It was just in fun. I didn’t really mean it when I said I wanted to…you know…fuck him!”

		“I think you did, at least at that precise moment,” I chided her gently. “And I don’t blame you. He sounds hot!”

		“He may be hot, but he’s not my husband!” She insisted.

		“He’s not Dawn’s husband, either, but she still fucks him,” I reminded her softly. “Kelly knows all about it and he’s fine with it.”

		“I’m…I’m not Dawn!” She answered. “I could never bring myself to do that!”

		I pounced; saying, “What if you could? What if I said I was totally okay with it, the way Kelly is?”

		Long seconds crept by. She said at last, “You’re not Kelly! I know you.”

		She moved her fingertips up from my shoulder and stroked my cheek, whispering tenderly, “You say it wouldn’t bother you, but I bet it would, if I ever did anything like that! I’d be afraid you’d never forgive me; that you’d eventually divorce me, for cheating on you.”

		She shook her head and added adamantly, “And I wouldn’t blame you if you did!”

		I started to reply, but I didn’t. I decided to just let it lie for a few days and hope another situation would arise where we could discuss this whole thing again.

		The right way to do this--I kept telling myself--was to have patience, and not to get too pushy. She had already come a long way, in just a few weeks.

		I resolved to wait; to bide my time. My wife was turning out to be a much more sensual creature than I had ever suspected her of being; I just had to give her time to realize that, too…

		****

		

		It was Tuesday of the following week before we talked about the whole hotwife thing again. I had just gotten home from my pool practice and I found her sitting in the living room again, nervously drinking another glass of wine.

		The big screen was on, but I could tell from the expression on her face that she wasn’t really paying any attention to it. She turned to me and blurted, “He called me on my cell today! Bobby Wilder; he called and asked me out on a date this weekend!”

		“What? Where did he get your number?”

		“He said Dawn had given to him, the little devil!”

		I opened the beer I had just taken out of the refrigerator and drank down half of it in three big gulps. My hands were shaking from excitement, but I tried not to let her see that.

		“What, exactly, did he say?” I asked the question as conversationally as I could, even though I wanted to shout it.

		“He…he said he couldn’t stop thinking about me,” she stammered, blushing furiously. “He wants to take me to dinner this Friday night--just so we can get to know each other a little better--at his restaurant up at the lake. Bobby said we might go dancing afterward. The lounge at the restaurant has a band on Friday and Saturday nights.”

		I started to speak, to say that sounded harmless enough to me, if she wanted to take him up on his offer, but she cut me off with, “He said we didn’t have to do anything…sexual this time; if I didn’t feel comfortable doing that just yet. We would just be getting better acquainted, that’s all!”

		Nodding that I understood—trying desperately to keep the raging excitement I was feeling out of my voice—I said, “That sounds like fun. You should go. I’m due to shoot pool on Friday night till late anyway. Our game probably won’t even get underway until nine or so.”

		“I’d probably be home by eleven…if I decided to do this,” she offered hopefully. “It would just be dinner and a few dances!”

		We both looked at each other and had a sip of our respective drinks. Finally, she said, “Oh, Dan, I’m not sure about this at all! It’s such a big step!”

		“No it’s not,” I insisted soothingly. “You don’t have to do anything naughty with the guy. It would just be drinks, dinner, and a few harmless dances. You should consider going, honey, you really should; promise me you’ll at least think about it, before you say no!”

		****

		

		We ate a late, light dinner that night, and had a few more drinks, discussing the proposed “date” further. I steadfastly maintained that she should go: she dithered back and forth, caught in between forgetting the whole thing and taking Bobby up on his offer.

		The lake in question was only a few miles out of town and it was a popular weekend get-away spot. It wasn’t a big body of water—the road circling it was only a few miles long—but it was dotted with resorts, restaurants, motels, and vacation homes.

		Bobby’s supper club was famous for its food, its romantic ambience, and for its beautiful setting overlooking the lake. We had stopped in there for a drink or dinner several times over the years, not knowing who the owner was.

		“I could drive up there and back home in forty-five minutes,” Addison reminded me as she finished her third glass of wine for the evening. “And you know the food is great, and the layout. It’s right on the lake.”

		“And it’s nestled in the pine forest, too, “I said, remembering the location well from our previous visits. “It’s a pretty spot, alright.”

		“Apparently, Bobby’s father was quite the restaurateur,” she remarked. “His dad built the place downtown, where Dawn and I had lunch last week, and the place on the lake, back in the sixties.”

		“Where’s his dad now?”

		“I gather he passed on a few years back, leaving the whole operation to Bobby,” Addison said, getting up to pour another glass of wine.

		“So he’s young and rich and fancy-free?”

		“Supposedly he is,” Addison called back from the kitchen. “And he apparently prefers to date hotwives exclusively; he says it’s less complicated than conventional relationships.”

		I nodded sagely, finishing off my second beer. I’d had bunch more at the club where we practiced, so I was feeling no pain.

		“I guess that’s true,” I mused. “Since the husbands involved know exactly what’s happening, there’s unlikely to be any negative consequences for him.”

		“And the wife isn’t about to leave her happy home for a playboy like Bobby,” Addison added, returning to the living room, her refilled wine glass almost empty again by the time she reached the couch. “And he’s not apt to ask her to do that anyway, so everybody’s on the same page.”

		She guzzled the rest of her wine down, way past half drunk now. I took the empty glass from her hand and put it on the coffee table, along with my empty beer.

		“Let’s go to bed, kitten, and discuss this some more,” I whispered, helping her off the couch and onto her feet.

		****

		

		“Are you going to suck it for him, for handsome Bobby?” I whispered in Addison’s ear as I leaned over and fucked her from behind, doggie style.

		She gasped and mumbled, “Maybe…would you like it if I did? Would you like me to suck his cock, baby?”

		My dick jerked deep inside of her as I envisioned that. I hissed, “Yesssssssss, you know I’d love it if you were to do that, as long as you told me all about it when you got home!”

		Addison bucked wildly and shoved her hips back against me even harder, saying,”Then maybe I will! Maybe I’ll do it all for him! What would you think of that?”

		I shuddered at that mental image and whispered, “How big is his cock? Did Dawn tell you?”

		“It’s big and thick, that’s all she said,” my wife blurted, ready to come. “She said it really forced her open, when he fucked her with it!”

		I bit my lower lip to keep from shooting off in Addison’s snug little pussy as I thought of Bobby Wilder’s cock being where mine was right now this Friday night! Instead, I gasped, “Do you want it, honey? Do you want that big, fat cock of his inside this tight little pussy?”

		She came, keening out the words, playing along with our mutual fantasy, “God, yes, I want it! I want it so baaaaaaad!”

		My prick twitched deep inside her and began to spew out its load. I moaned and gripped her hot ass in both hands and squeezed as I emptied my nuts into my wife’s lightly shivering body!

		****

		

		“Do you really want me to do that?” Her voice sounded small and doubtful in the darkness of our bedroom.

		“Cheat on me with Bobby?”

		“Yes,” she answered.

		“God help me, babe, but I think I do,” I whispered, stroking her long red hair lovingly as I held her tight.

		“Then maybe I will,” she said, just before I dropped off into an alcohol-induced fog of sleep, her voice so soft in the still, dark room that I had trouble hearing her…

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Six

		

		The First Time

		

		I found I couldn’t shoot pool worth a damn that Friday night. My mind kept wandering off the game and onto imagining what Addison and Bobby might be up to together--right at the very moment--while I struggled to hold up my end of the game.

		Kelly understood my situation exactly, saying, “It’s okay, champ. I was a little nervous the first time, too!”

		The game finally ended. Our team lost and lost badly, thanks to me, mostly.

		Kelly had picked me up that night, so I bought him a final round and we sat at the bar, drinking our beers. He did his best to buck me up, clapping me on the back and saying softly, “It’s going to be fine. You’ll see.”

		“She may not do anything tonight, except have dinner with him and dance a few dances,” I said, managing to sound both defensive and hopeful at the same time.

		“How far did you say she could go tonight, if she decided she wanted to do that, as far as you were concerned?”

		“All the way,” I blurted, suddenly feeling panicked about what might be happening between my wife and another man; finding that I didn’t want to be a cuckold after all—at least not right at that moment!

		Feeling as miserable as I ever had in my life, I chugged half of my beer and then added, “Hell, I told her she could spend the night with him, and it would be okay with me. I said to her that’s what I wished she would do, before she left to meet him!”

		He laughed knowingly and said, “You may have felt that way then, but you haven’t been at home alone yet, in an empty bed, at four in the morning; still awake, wondering what your wife is up to with another man!”

		I experienced an even queasier feeling in the pit of my stomach at that moment, as if he’d just physically kicked me in the nuts. Turning toward him, I bleated, “You wait until now to tell me that? What kind of friend are you, anyway?”

		“A true one,” he replied airily, drinking more of his beer. “This hotwife thing has some down-sides, especially when you’re first staring out; I’ll be the first to admit it.”

		His look turned canny as he said, “Dawn is out with her big-dicked black lover tonight, doing God-knows-what with him until all hours. Oh, don’t get me wrong. It will be great once she gets home and we’re in bed together again; but it’s not so much fun waiting for her to return, worrying about her.”

		“Worrying about her?”

		“This Tyrod character takes her to some pretty down and dirty places,” he explained, “places where bad things can happen to a white girl who looks like Dawn. So hell yes, I worry until she’s safely back home with me.”

		I drank the rest of my beer, suddenly grateful that Bobby was white and that his restaurants were so upscale. At least Addison was safe with him!

		SAFE with him, I thought to myself with an abrupt twinge of bitter irony. He could be fucking her lights out with that huge dick of his right at this very moment!

		I glanced over at Kelly with a stricken look on my face and said, “How about another beer, before we leave for home? I’m buying.”

		****

		

		The clock read twelve, and then one. Addison still wasn’t home and she hadn’t texted or called either!

		I kept moving between the kitchen and the living room, nervously gulping down beers as if they were water and I was a man with a tremendous thirst. As I paced and drank, I kept caging glances at the clocks in the two rooms, noting each passing moment.

		Finally, at two, my cell phone went off and my caller ID said it was Addison! I snatched it up eagerly and blurted, “Hello.”

		“I…I don’t think I’ll be coming home tonight after all,” her voice was soft and low, as if she didn’t want to be overheard.

		“Why…why not,” I queried, my own voice sounding ragged and pleading.

		“I’ve had a lot to drink, for one thing,” Addison said in the same restrained tone. “I really shouldn’t drive.”

		“Where are you?” I realized that I sounded a bit demanding, but I didn’t care at that moment.

		“I’m at Bobby’s house,” she all but whispered the words, sounding hesitant about volunteering the information. “He has a beautiful place by the lake, just a mile or so down the road from his restaurant.”

		“Where will you sleep, if you stay there?” I asked the question tentatively, half hoping the answer was with Bobby; half hoping it wasn’t!

		“I’m in his bed right now,” she murmured, sounding as bashful a high school girl out on her first date and extremely guilty about where she was calling me from. “I have been for a couple of hours. He’s in the bathroom for a moment.”

		“Did you…did he…?” I stopped short of asking the obvious.

		“We did, several times so far,” her voice came back small and reluctant. “I’ll tell you all about it tomorrow, when I get home. I love you, never forget that!”

		I abruptly found myself listening to dead air, shivering all over with dread and angst, now that I realized I really was a cuckold!

		This wasn’t like I’d thought it would be at all!

		A sick feeling gripped me as I stared down at my silent phone. Some total stranger had already fucked my wife tonight, several times, for…real!

		Angrily, I threw the phone across the room and onto the couch. I stalked angrily into the kitchen and opened myself another beer…

		****

		

		This is my own fault, I kept telling myself over and over again, feeling as miserable it was possible to feel. I actually WANTED this to happen!

		It was nearing five in the morning. I had run out of beer at twelve-thirty, gotten into my car, and weaved my way down to corner convenience store to buy another two twelve packs.

		I knew I was way too drunk to drive and yet I went anyway. All the way there and back, I was hoping no cops saw me: I made my living with my driver’s license and I’d lose my job for sure if I got ticketed for driving drunk!

		But that didn’t stop me from going. The pain and self-doubt I was feeling were just too sharp to face without the crutch of more alcohol!

		****

		

		I can’t believe what a fool I’ve been! The thought ran through my head in an endless loop as I stood in my kitchen. I couldn’t seem to shut it off, no matter how many beers I drank!

		Sending my once faithful wife off to screw another man, driving when I was smashed—I was lucky no cops saw me behind the wheel tonight—what a total loser I am!

		Mercifully, at around six in the morning, I passed out, facedown, on the couch. I woke up at ten, four hours later; feeling like someone was beating me over the head with a ball bat.

		Staggering into the kitchen, I wolfed down a handful of aspirins and chased them with tap water. I made my way into the master bedroom, took off my clothes, went into the bathroom, and pissed like a racehorse.

		When I got back into the bedroom, I was nude, hung-over, and in a thoroughly vile mood. Damn Kelly O’Donnell and his hotwife stories! I pitched forward onto the bed and passed out again…

		****

		

		When I awoke, the digital clock by the bed said it was just past four. It was still light outside, so I knew that it was afternoon, not four in the morning. I turned over and sat up in the middle of the bed, only to discover that my wife was sitting in the old easy chair we kept in the corner of the bedroom, watching me.

		Addison was still dressed in the same outfit she’d worn out to dinner last night. The only difference was that her make up was now all but gone and her long red locks looked slightly messed up as they flowed down over her shoulders.

		There were tears in her eyes as she looked at me. I stammered, “Babe, you’re home! What’s wrong, did he hurt you?”

		She shook her head that he hadn’t, her voice so soft I could barely hear her when she said, “No, it’s nothing like that. It’s just that I love you so much…and I was so bad last night…with him!”

		A huge sob racked her chest and she blubbered, “Oh, Dan, I’m so sorry! I don’t know what came over me! I didn’t mean to behave like such a…slut!”

		I sprang out of the bed, naked, my head pounding with the effort it took. Hangover still raging, I made my way over to her—dropping to my knees next to the chair—and cradled her in my arms.

		“Come to bed with me,” I urged her as she sobbed, holding her even tighter, “tell me what you did. It can’t be that bad!”

		She looked at me, her chest heaving with sobs, and said, “It was that bad! You just don’t know!”

		I couldn’t believe it, but hearing her blurt out those words started my cock getting stiff once more! Here she was—it was clear that she was in utter agony over the way she behaved last night and so sad, now that she had done what I’d practically begged her to do and cheated on me with another guy—and I was getting a hard on just thinking about it!

		What kind of a pervert was I? My beautiful, loving wife of five years was tearing herself up inside over how bad she’d been last night, and I was getting off on it?

		Addison’s crying gradually eased up. As it did, I helped her to her feet, unzipped her cocktail dress and slipping it off her shoulders. I undid her frilly bra and tugged at her pantyhose until she could step out of both them and her heels. Her thong panties, which matched the filmy pink bra, came next, and soon she was as naked as I was.

		As naked as she had been last night, in Bobby’s bed, I kept thinking as my dick kept getting harder and harder.

		Once we were under the covers, I just held her close for a while, kissing her cheeks and neck, cuddling her. My cock was up against her naked belly and suddenly she seemed to realize how unbelievably stiff it was.

		“I guess it does excite you, after all, knowing I was with another man last night, doesn’t it?” Her voice sounded incredulous, as she reached out and tentatively stroked my brick-hard dick.

		“Yeah, it does,” I admitted sheepishly, my voice turning to a soft murmur of appreciation as she tightened her grip around me. “I didn’t really expect you to be so bold with him, not on the first date. You surprised me, staying over like you did.”

		“I surprised myself,” she whispered, her tone still full of shame and remorse.

		But there was something else there, too. I looked at her closely and saw that—to my shock—pride and excitement were both there in her eyes, as well as guilt.

		“He was a very smooth talker,” she offered hesitantly in her own defense. “I don’t have any experience with men like him. You know I was always considered a nerdy girl in high school; I didn’t hang with the ‘in’ crowd. And I didn’t really date much, thanks to my parents being so strict.”

		She seemed to be on much more solid ground now, talking about her past dating life, rather than last night. I decided to let her work up to telling me about her night with Bobby. So I laid back, content to just listen and not interrupt.

		“I’m not trying to make excuses for what I did,” she went on quietly. “I’m trying to explain it, as much to myself as to you.”

		Addison wiped away the last of her tears with the palms of her hands and took a deep breath before adding, “I told you before he was great looking. Well, he is!”

		She stared at me defiantly and continued, “He’s incredibly handsome, and so self assured.”

		I guess I must have grimaced at that glowing description of her lover, because she reached out and ran her fingertips over my cheek as she said, “Don’t get me wrong; I think you’re very handsome, too. I always have.”

		My straying wife smiled at me apologetically, and said, “But Bobby is really special, when it comes to looks. I wasn’t kidding when I said he could have been a movie star.”

		She sighed and said, “And he’s so confident, so sure of himself. I never met anyone like him before, so I never had a chance, when it came to resisting his charms. I know that now.”

		“Did you go to dinner and then dancing, like you planned?” I risked asking her, wanting to get her started talking about the specifics of last night.

		“Yeah, we did,” she said. “We had a couple of cocktails in the lounge and then a great dinner, very intimate, with candlelight and all. You and I have eaten there more than once; you know what a classy place it is.”

		I did. The main dining room featured white linen tablecloths, a candle holder on each table—complete with a flickering flame—and only very subdued lighting to go along with the candles. And the back wall of the dining room was all glass, and it overlooked the lake, providing for a very romantic setting.

		“Naturally, since Bobby owns the place, we had the best table in the house,” she added. “It was back in the corner of the room, right next to the window, with a beautiful view of the lake and the pine trees.”

		She sighed, “We had the most delicious wine with dinner. And we laughed and talked.”

		Looking at me with wonder in her eyes, she said, “I wasn’t nervous around him at all, after the first half hour or so. I felt as if I’d known him for a long time, and that we were…friends!”

		Addison’s light skin began to color with embarrassment as she said, “I felt like we were more than friends, after dinner was over. I really liked him and I felt liked me, too!”

		She let that lie there for a few beats, and then she said, “After dinner, we went into the lounge and started dancing.”

		My wife looked like a bashful schoolgirl, describing her first prom as she said, “He’s a great dancer, so smooth and fluid out on the floor. We just glided around the room together, like he was Fred Astaire and I was Ginger Rogers, in one of those old movies.”

		I understood that all too well. I was a lousy dancer and I knew it, and so did Addison.

		She, on the other hand, was grace itself out on the dance floor. My wife loved to dance and I rarely took her, because I was so bad at it!

		“The minutes just seemed to fly by; we were having so much fun,” she said just then. “And we kept on drinking, too. I must have had at least three more cocktails in between dances.”

		Addison wasn’t normally much of a drinker. Cocktails in the lounge; wine with dinner, and now more cocktails after dinner: I got the picture: she had been more than half drunk last night and having the time of her life with the rich, handsome, and oh, so smooth Bobby!

		“How did you get to his house?”

		“I followed him, in my car,” she admitted hesitantly, a look of betrayal in her eyes as she spoke. “He invited me to see where he lived, and I went.”

		She looked at me almost sadly and said, “I knew what would happen if I was alone in that house with him.”

		My heart started to pound again as she confessed, “But I drove there anyway.”

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Seven

		

		Bobby’s House

		

		“His place turned out to be even more fabulous than his restaurant,” she said simply. “It’s two stories and it’s right on the lake. He has his own boat dock, and everything.”

		Her eyes took on a look of wonder as she recalled, “There’s this huge rock fireplace downstairs, near the bar, and the room opens out onto a deck overlooking the lake. He lit a fire in the fireplace as soon as we got there, and we had some more drinks.”

		She looked away from me as she said softly, “Then he flipped on the sound system and we kicked off our shoes and danced some more, in front of the fire. There were shadows on the walls, because most of the lights were turned off throughout the house; there was just the moonlight off the deck and the firelight.

		“The floor was some sort of polished wood, and there were big, soft area rugs scattered all around. We danced in our stocking feet, and we seemed to glide across the surface.”

		When she at last looked me in the eye again, she said, “That’s when he first tried to kiss me…and I let him! All of a sudden, his tongue was in my mouth, and it was driving me crazy, the way it slid over mine and seemed to dance with it, just the way he was dancing with me.”

		My cock was so hard it hurt right at that moment. I could envision all of it, the sensuous dancing, the firelight; the way their tongues intertwined as they kissed!

		“Before I knew it,” she continued softly, “I was naked and so was he. We were down in front of the fireplace, lying on one of those soft rugs, making out and his hairy chest felt so exciting against my bare nipples!”

		I groaned. I couldn’t help it.

		She swallowed hard and said, “Dawn was right. He’s big and thick.”

		Her eyes lowered, along with her voice as she murmured, “And he was so hard! It felt like that big thing had been carved out of granite.”

		Addison shuddered, remembering…

		I heard my own voice croaking out the plea, “Tell me about it, please. Tell me everything!”

		She nodded and whispered, “He just slid inside me so easily, that first time, darling! I didn’t think he would fit, because he was so big. But I was so wet by then that he did, and he felt wonderful!”

		I groaned again and my cock jumped in her fist as I imagined that. She stroked it lovingly and murmured, “I was lying on my back. And I just opened my legs for him and he was in me!”

		Addison sighed and said, “We never stopped kissing. While he fucked me that first time, his lips never left mine.”

		She lowered her eyes once more and said so softly I almost missed it, “It was so romantic; what with the fire and the music and his hands roaming all over my body while we did it!”

		“Did…did you…?” I managed to gasp.

		Again, she blushed, as she admitted, “God, yes! I came so hard for him!”

		My whole body shook and I was sure I was going to lose it and shoot off all over her, but somehow, I didn’t. Instead, I whispered, “Did he…?”

		“No, not then,” she answered, knowing what I was going to ask. “He just kissed me all over my neck and shoulders, and sucked my nipples until I was sighing and rubbing my body against his once more; practically begging for him to do it to me again!”

		“What… what did he do next?”

		“He turned me over in his arms and put it back inside me from behind, while we we’re spooned up against one another,” she said, as if in a trance, as if she was remembering just how that had felt.

		“It seemed to go in even deeper that way, but I didn’t care!”

		She looked at me and said, “I wanted him deep inside me by then; just as deep as he could get!”

		I started to say something, but found I couldn’t. My mental image of that—my wife in another man’s arms cuddling her sensuous body against his, in front of the fire, with him behind her, fucking her—was so powerful that I couldn’t make a sound!

		“He kissed my cheek and nuzzled my neck as he took me,” she whispered. “It felt so sexy, so forbidden; to lay in front of the fire with him and just let him ravage me, fuck me; snuggle with me!”

		I sucked in air, struggling once again not to shoot off as I visualized that. She sighed and said, “I came again, even harder than the first time, and so did he!”

		Another man had creamed my wife’s pussy last night! I had known that before, or at thought I had, but now she was admitting it!

		“Condoms…did he…?”

		“No, I didn’t even think of that, until much later,” she said apologetically. “I know I should have, but I didn’t!”

		“Was there a lot, you know, when he…?”

		“Yeah,” she confessed, unable to meet my eyes with hers, “he really cut loose in me. And the worst part was that I…loved it!”

		I whined as if she had just kneed me in the nuts, and she stroked my dick with one hand and ran the fingertips of her other hand over my shoulder, as if to comfort me, as she said, “I know it was wrong for me to feel that way!”

		Addison raised her eyes to engage mine and said accusingly, “But then the whole night was wrong! I should never have been there with him in the first place—but I was!”

		My wife said simply, “The reason I didn’t want to go up there, to the lake, was I knew something like that might happen. I kept telling myself that it was just dinner and dancing, but deep down inside, I knew I shouldn’t trust myself to be alone with him!”

		She told me, “I was aware that he might seduce me, that he was going to try—in spite of what he said about only wanting to get to know me better—and that if he did, he’d probably succeed. I haven’t really been out with that many guys in my life, and none of them were as smooth with women as Bobby Wilder!”

		My wife sighed and confessed, “I knew I’d be easy prey for him if he wanted me, and I was! He had me stripped and his cock inside me a half hour after we arrived at his place, and it stayed there all night!”

		She looked right at me and said, “I think part of me wanted it to happen. But then, so did you! That’s the thing; you wanted this to happen even more than I did, and I knew it!”

		It was true, I realized. I had wanted this so badly!

		How did I really feel about it, now that it had? That was the question.

		My rigid dick in her fist clearly told part of the story. On one level, I thought her letting herself be seduced by smooth-operator Bobby was all sorts of hot!

		Imagining her and him rolling around on the rug in front of that fireplace, with his big cock inside my wife’s tight little pussy, was so exciting I could barely stand the thought of it. And hearing her side of it--her obscene “confession--was all I’d ever dreamt it would be!

		But I had to admit, a tiny part of me felt betrayed at the same time. I had wanted her to fuck him, and she had, and I’d wanted her to enjoy it, and then to tell me all about it. And she was doing just that!

		So why did part of me feel so uneasy about it? Why did it hurt so much, hearing the details of what a bad girl she’d been with him, as exciting as they were?

		“He stood up after a while, after he’d come inside me, and took me in his arms and carried me upstairs, to the master bedroom,” she said just then. “He’s very strong. He acted if I weighed nothing at all.”

		She hesitated a moment, and then said, “His bedroom is just as spectacular as the rest of the house. There’s a sliding glass door that opens onto a big balcony which overlooks the boat dock and the lake beyond it.”

		Addison continued to stroke my cock lightly as she added, “He has a king size bed, naturally, and he put me down in the middle of it and pulled back the covers.”

		She sighed as she went on to say, “When we were both settled in, I noticed right away that his cock was hard again. I teased him about it, and he said he couldn’t seem to get enough of me.”

		Addison lowered her eyes and said, “Oh, Dan, I acted like such a slut with him! I told him I was his for the taking, all night long if he wanted me!”

		Looking up at me, she whispered, “He said that he did, and he turned me onto my back again. We were fucking almost before I knew it and, oh, God, I hate to admit this, honey…but it just felt so good to have him back inside me like that once more!”

		I moaned again, partly from the mental pain her admission caused me, partly from lust as I imagined her just giving herself to handsome Bobby again and again, all night long! Her eyes had assumed a heavy-lidded look as she remembered that session in his bedroom, and I asked her, “Did he make you come that time, too?”

		Addison nodded that he had. She murmured, “I don’t know whether I ought to tell you this part or not, but that time—when I came—I started to shake uncontrollably in his arms; like I was having a fit or something!”

		She looked extremely guilty as she admitted, “I’d never orgasmed like that before; not ever! It was so intense; for a moment, I thought I’d lose my mind!”

		I was tremendously excited by her revelations, yet I was in agony at the same time. This Bobby guy could make her come in ways I couldn’t even imagine, let alone match!

		“After that, we…we fucked for what seemed like hours, in every position I knew and some that were new to me,” she said dreamily, clearly recalling how great that had been. “He made me come so many times, I lost count.”

		Her eyes were pitying, apologetic as she murmured, “I had two more of those ‘shivering orgasms’, where I came so hard I was sure I’d pass out. When he finally excused himself to go to the bathroom…that’s when I slipped downstairs and retrieved my purse and called you.”

		I didn’t know what to say, so I said nothing for long moments. At last I asked, “Where does this leave us? Do you want to see him again? Does he want to see you?”

		She pushed me onto my back and eased her body onto mine, smiling at me. Addison kissed my nose playfully and whispered, “I love you so much! I don’t ever want to lose you!”

		Reaching back and setting my hard cock against her juicy slit, she pushed downward slightly with her hips and speared me up into her a few inches, saying, “I won’t lie to you. Being with Bobby was incredible. I’ve never had sex like that before. I didn’t even know sex like that existed!”

		“But I won’t see him again if you don’t want me to,” she assured me as she started to ride my super-hard dick. “Nothing is as important to me as the two of us; nothing!”

		Her pussy seemed looser than it usually did; hotter and wetter and almost sloppy! I asked her, “Did you shower before you came home?”

		“No, that’s his come inside me you’re feeling,” she whispered, her green eyes glittering with excitement as she revealed what a naughty girl she had been, “most of it has probably drained out by now, but some of it is still up there. Do you like the way it feels, darling?”

		I groaned and held her tight, crushing her nice-sized breasts down onto my chest, lancing my prick up into her as deep as it would reach. Because, God help me, I did like it!

		I was now a cuckold and I loved it. Feeling another man’s cream up inside my cheating wife’s pussy as I reclaimed her was one of the hottest sensations I had ever experienced!

		****

		

		“You haven’t been very specific about all you did with him last night,” I murmured into her ear after my come had joined Bobby’s up inside her naughty pussy.

		“You want more details?” She asked playfully, running her fingertips through my chest hair. “What sort of stuff do you want to know?”

		“Well, did you suck it for him?”

		A strange look came onto her face, and she smiled as she said, “That’s something we should talk about.”

		I guess I had a strange look on my face, too, as I answered her, because she drew away from me slightly as I asked, “What’s there to talk about?”

		“You know those hotwife sites I looked at on the computer, when I was deciding whether or not I wanted to try this?”

		I nodded that I did. She went on to say, “Well, one of them I really liked was the one that had captioned pictures of a lot of hot girls in thigh highs, heels, and frilly bras, getting ready for ‘dates’ with their lovers.”

		I was a big fan of that site, too. I’d thought the hotwife captions were very arousing and some of them had been funny as well.

		“One picture I especially remember was just a huge cock going into some girl’s asshole with the caption under it that read: ‘being a hotwife means doing some things for your lover that you wouldn’t do for your husband’.”

		“Did he want anal? Did you give it to him?” I asked excitedly.

		She flashed me a coy smile and said, “Yeah he did, and no, I didn’t let him do that to me…yet!”

		YET…did that mean she was going to let that huge dick of his up her snug little virgin ass sometime soon? She and I had never explored anal sex; she had always insisted she didn’t want to try it--because it sounded yucky and she was also afraid it would hurt—and her firm “no” on the subject had been good enough to discourage me from pursuing anal with her any further.

		“We can talk about that later,” she said, breaking into my butt-sex reverie. “You know how I don’t like to swallow come?”

		I did. Addison would suck me off sometimes, but she’d rarely swallow my load, preferring to jump out of bed with it in her mouth and then spit it noisily into the sink or the toilet and flush it away. She’d return to my arms moments later, her breath smelling heavily of mouthwash.

		There had been rare exceptions; usually when it was nearly impossible for her to do anything else but swallow. The night we she had spontaneously given me “road head” out on the freeway, on the way back home from our dinner at Kelly and Dawn’s place, was a good example.

		Addison hadn’t wanted to hang her head out the window and spit come all down the side of our car at sixty miles an hour, so she’d swallowed it. She had managed to keep it down, but she had looked a little green around the gills by the time we’d gotten home and she had rushed into the bathroom to use the mouthwash.

		“Bobby asked me for a blowjob last night,” she said just then, “so I gave him one. And I knew without even asking that he was expecting me to swallow it all for him. So I did.”

		I looked at her and asked, “Without using any mouthwash afterward?”

		She grinned mischievously at me and said, “That was relatively easy to do, as it turned out. His stuff tastes yummy, compared to yours.”

		I didn’t know what to say. The guy could fuck a lot better than me; he had a huge dick and stamina to burn. And now his come tasted better than mine to boot!

		Addison smiled at my dismayed look and whispered, “Pineapple juice; that’s the secret to good tasting come, darling. I asked Bobby why his was so sweet, compared to most guys’ I’d tasted, and he said that he drank a lot of pineapple juice over ice at the restaurants. People think he’s sipping on an exotic cocktail of some kind, but it’s really just pineapple juice.”

		She snuggled into me and continued, “So I’m going to buy you a big can of it and you’re going to drink it. And I’m going to start swallowing your come, every time I blow you…which will be a lot more often, I think.”

		My only answer was to widen my eyes as I stared at her and grin inquisitively. She shrugged and said almost shyly, “What can I say? I’m suddenly feeling a lot sexier than I did before!”

		With that, she slid down and gave me the blowjob of a lifetime. And she swallowed every drop; no mouthwash required, even though I doubt my come tasted as good as Bobby’s!

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Eight

		

		Meeting Bobby

		

		The next morning, Sunday, we got up late and enjoyed a big, leisurely breakfast together. As she was cooking the ham slices and making the waffles, I got into my bathrobe and slippers and walked down the drive to retrieve the Sunday paper.

		I don’t know what made me go back into the house through the garage instead of using the front door, but I did, scanning the newspaper headlines as I punched the security code into the keypad. To my shock, Addison’s side of the garage was empty!

		“Where’s your car, babe?” I asked her, sounding mystified, upon re-entering the kitchen.

		“Oh, it’s still at Bobby’s house, parked in the driveway,” she said. “He sent me home in a cab yesterday afternoon.”

		“Why, were you still too drunk to drive?”

		She colored and explained softly, “No, but my legs were really shaky after the last time we had sex. I’d had another one of those huge, ‘quaking orgasms’ I told you about and I nearly blacked out when I came. So Bobby called a cab for me. He said we could come and pick up the car whenever we wanted this weekend.”

		“Well, this is Sunday, so we’d better make it today so you can drive yourself to work tomorrow,” I answered, slightly disconcerted by what she’d just told me.

		God, how many times had he made her come that hard when they’d been together; three, four, even more?

		And I had yet to make her orgasm that deeply even once! I resolved not to say anything about it to her, however.

		“Does this afternoon sound okay to you?”

		“Yeah, we’ll drive up after breakfast, I guess,” she answered as she went back to fixing breakfast.

		For some reason, I found myself very reluctant to go up to the lake together, to pick up her car at Bobby’s grand house. But I tried not to let it show. I ate breakfast enthusiastically enough and managed to mostly hide behind the sports page while I did so.

		****

		

		The drive up to the lake took us less than half an hour. I went right past the restaurant and sure enough, about a mile down the road, I spotted Addison’s little red Nissan parked out in front of a magnificent, two-story house which overlooked the lake, and had been constructed of floor-to-ceiling windows, redwood, and natural rock.

		I’d really hoped her new lover wouldn’t be home, so that we could just pick up the car and drive back to our house without my having to meet him. No such luck!

		As I pulled up beside the red Nissan Sentra, a tall, muscular, spectacularly good-looking man came out onto the upper deck, steaming coffee cup in hand. He saw Addison get out of my car and beamed down at her, calling out, “Hey, cutie, is this your husband? Why don’t you two come in and have a cup of coffee or something before driving back to the city?”

		Now I’m not exactly chopped liver, when it comes to looks. I’m about six feet tall, lean, and I’ve been told that I’m not hard on the eyes by enough ladies in the past to believe it.

		But I felt about as attractive as a troll, next to Bobby Wilder. He was a rock star--as far as looks went--and he clearly knew it.

		He struck a relaxed pose up on that deck, as if the camera shutter was about to click any moment now, and his image was going to appear on the next cover of GQ magazine. Bobby was wearing a stylishly distressed pair of faded blue jeans, and a plaid shirt with the sleeves unbuttoned and rolled up a few inches.

		And I now saw what she had meant about that haircut. Not a strand of his shoulder length blond hair was out of place; instead, it hung just so, perfectly framing his unbelievably sexy, handsome features.

		Shaking my head in disbelief at how much better looking he was than me, I put the car in park and shut off the engine. I didn’t blame Addison anymore for what had happened: I kind of wanted to have sex with this guy, and I wasn’t even GAY!

		****

		

		Of course he’d have a killer bar downstairs. It was huge. Some fancy restaurants I’ve been to didn’t have a bar that was as plush and well-appointed as Bobby’s!

		There were a dozen nicely upholstered, chair-like barstools, and there was big screen with a crystal clear picture mounted behind it, tuned to one of Sunday’s pro football games. Bobby slid smoothly behind the bar while Addison and I perched on a pair of the stools.

		“What can I offer you,” he said, spreading his hands, taking in all of the brightly colored bottles lining the subtly-lit back bar and in the well. He leaned toward me and extended his right hand, “I’m Bobby Wilder, by the way.”

		“Dan Wells,” I said, somewhat reluctantly shaking hands with the man who had cuckolded me only two nights ago.

		I almost said I was Addison’s husband but he obviously knew that as well as I did. He seemed totally at ease with me being there—damn him!—and really friendly.

		Me, I was nervous as hell. I mean, how often do you get invited inside a showplace house--which made your place look like a pauper’s shack in comparison--by a guy who had spent last Friday night fucking your wife almost every way a man could fuck a woman? And I knew that they had kicked off that nasty night right here, by the fireplace, in this very room!

		“How about pouring Dan a pineapple juice, over ice?” Addison suggested with a sly little smile. “I want him to start drinking lots of that.”

		“Two pineapple juices coming up,” he grinned, pouring the rest of his coffee into the bar sink and quickly washing out his cup. “How about you, beautiful; what will you have today?”

		“Nothing with alcohol in it,” Addison said. “I have to drive back. How about fixing me a virgin daiquiri?”

		“Love to,” he said, starting to pour the ingredients into a blender after splashing pineapple juice into two cocktail glasses filled with ice for the two of us.

		“This is some house,” I commented, looking around.

		“Yeah, I like it,” Bobby said modestly. “It’s close to one of my restaurants, and it overlooks the lake.”

		“I sure like it here,” my wife said, flirting shamelessly—in a way I had never seen her do before—as she drank a sip of the booze-less daiquiri he had just made her.

		“I love having you here, Addison,” Bobby said, flirting as openly with her as she had with him, as if I wasn’t even in the room. “Come back any time you like.”

		He turned to me and handed me my pineapple juice, saying, “You too, of course, Dan; you’re as welcome as you can be.”

		****

		

		The minutes ticked by and, strangely, I grew more comfortable in Bobby’s presence. I had to admit, the man was ultra-smooth!

		If you had tried to convince me on Friday night that I could ever be this relaxed around the guy who’d just fucked my wife, I’d have said you were crazy. But Bobby was something else; always laughing and smiling, acting like the perfect host.

		No wonder his restaurants did so well. This guy was phenomenal, when it came to being personable and out-going.

		The Steelers were one of the teams playing on the big screen, and since I’ve always been a fan of theirs, I gradually became engrossed in the game. Bobby noticed and said casually to Addison, “Hey, why don’t the two of us go upstairs for a little while and leave Dan to his game? You left something of yours here Friday night, and I wanted to return it to you before you left today.”

		Of course my ears perked up when he said that, but I didn’t let on. Wordlessly, he slipped out from behind the bar and escorted her up the stairs to the second floor.

		The longer they were out of my sight, the more on edge I became. I assured myself that even a guy like Bobby Wilder wouldn’t try anything with me right there, one floor away!

		Halftime came and I looked up the stairs in growing frustration. And then I heard something that froze the blood in my veins!

		Addison’s low moan drifted down the steps and I knew instantly what that meant: they were fucking! We had been married for five years, and I knew all of her bedroom sounds by heart by now!

		At first I was incensed. The nerve of this guy—banging my wife while I was right downstairs!

		But then I realized that Addison had to have been as into it as he was, in order for it to happen. And that wasn’t like her at all!

		I suddenly realized that after all that had passed between the two of them Friday night, she wasn’t the same old Addison any more. She was now officially a hotwife, free to do whatever she pleased, when it came to other men she found attractive. And she obviously found Bobby incredibly attractive!

		Sitting on that bar stool, I suddenly found myself grappling with my inner-demons. The fact that she would choose to “do him” with me right downstairs, where I could hear her, frankly floored me! I was still trying to get used to the concept of her “doing” him at all, let alone with me present!

		In the end, lurid curiosity won out over rage. I found myself not running up the stairs to confront them as I had originally planned, but instead tiptoeing, hoping to catch a glimpse of the two of them in bed.

		I caught more than a glimpse! As I crested the stairs, I saw that the double doors to the master bedroom stood wide open, and that the two of them were naked and in the middle of Bobby’s king size bed!

		They were lying on the bed facing slightly away from the doorway, so they didn’t see me watching them at first. Bobby’s prick was as big as advertised—about nine inches long and very thick; easily twice as thick as mine, and mine wasn’t exactly skinny—and he was easing it up and down in my wife’s snug little pussy.

		She was on her hands and knees in front of him, her nice-sized breasts swaying and bouncing beneath her as he lunged into her from behind, burying that impressive cock of his clear up to his big balls with each thrust. Addison was sighing with increasing pleasure as he fucked her, and I knew that she was about to come and come hard!

		“Oh, baby, please shoot it in me!” She nearly begged him. “Give me one of your big loads to take home inside me!”

		Bobby was bent over her, teasing her nipples with both hands. He grinned as she spoke and began pinch them instead of just toying with them, sending a surge of ecstasy right down into her well-fucked cunt.

		Addison whined and bucked beneath him. It was as if she was getting a huge jolt of electricity shot into her body, right through her pussy!

		“Oh, oh, God, I’m going to…” she gasped, starting to shake all over.

		Her lover redoubled his efforts, squeezing her nipples even harder, tugging on them lightly, as he rammed his huge cock in and out of her gripping snatch. She squealed and closed her eyes, the shivering growing worse.

		“Come for me, baby,” he urged her, fucking her hard. “Come for me. Show me how naughty a girl you can really be!”

		Addison screamed and collapsed onto her belly, writhing and quivering underneath him. He followed her down, driving his dick into her furiously, making her tight little ass moons shake as he fucked her.

		My breath caught in my throat. She was coming like I’d never seen her come before!

		My wife was keening, gripping the bedspread in her clenched fists, her whole body jerking and trembling as if she was having a fit! Just at the moment, Bobby threw back his head and made a growling sound and I knew he was coming in her pussy as she threatened to spasm out of control underneath him!

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Nine

		

		The Talk

		

		Her toes…her toes are curling up! I marveled at how hard Addison was orgasming.

		Those cute little toes of hers were curled so far back against her feet that for a moment it looked as if they had been cut off! That whole, long, lean body that I knew so well was shivering and shaking with excitement; her legs were jerking!

		Holy fuck, I said to myself, that’s unbelievable! I never would have believed she could come that hard, if I hadn’t seen it myself!

		Bobby seemed to sense just then that the two of them weren’t alone anymore. He turned his head and saw me in the hallway, almost all the way up the stairs.

		He grinned at me! The son of a bitch grinned at me, and I almost lost it!

		But then he leaned down next to Addison and murmured, “That was incredible, babe. Rest now, just rest for a while. I’ll go downstairs and talk to Dan for a few minutes.”

		He patted her shoulder reassuringly as she sighed and said, “Oh, Bobby; that was fantastic! But Dan’s going to be so angry and hurt, I know! He probably heard us just now--I came so hard and so long!”

		“Just catch your breath, honey,” he crooned into her ear as he drew his softened cock out of her gooey twat. “I’ll go down and talk to him. Don’t worry: it will be fine.”

		As I watched, slack-jawed at the sheer arrogance of this prick, Bobby got off the bed and quickly slipped back into his jeans and the discarded shirt. He zipped the jeans closed and buttoned up the front of the shirt as he came toward me, stepping into his leather moccasins by the bedroom door.

		Closing the double doors behind him, he came over to the stairs and said, “Before you explode, listen to what I’ve got to say. Come on, let’s go down and have another glass of pineapple juice.”

		I really wanted to deck this guy, and I almost did, but after seeing him with his shirt off, I knew he was a lot more muscular than I was. If I swung on him, he’d probably end up wiping the floor with me, and that would only serve to leave me embarrassed and beaten to a pulp, as well as cuckolded once again!

		“Let me explain,” he began as he slid behind the bar once more, “I lead a really simple life. I don’t take vacations and I don’t have time for hobbies.”

		He refilled our cocktail glasses with juice and ice cubes and sat mine before me on the bar, saying, “I run my restaurants and that’s pretty much it. For fun and relaxation, I fuck hotwives.”

		Bobby Wilder grinned and added, “I guess you could say sex is my only hobby, and since I indulge in it all the time, I’ve gotten pretty good at it.”

		He seemed pleased with that analysis, now that he thought about it. After a few seconds, he plunged ahead with, “You probably know Dawn; she’s how I met Addison in the first place. Dawn’s a typical hotwife…a good fuck, a lot of fun, but nothing more. Oh, she’s sexier and prettier than a lot of them, but she’s nothing special, other than that.”

		He winked at me and drank some of his pineapple juice. In a voice tinged with what sounded like intense admiration, he said, “Addison, on the other hand, is special. I’ve fucked Hell’s own amount of girls and women in my life, and very few of them can come like her. All of them come, but not many of them can have what I call ‘quivering orgasms’, the way she can.”

		Bobby shook his head and said, “You just saw what I mean, and I’m glad you did. I’ve only been with a couple of other girls who could come the way she does, and they couldn’t do it nearly as often as Addison is able to.”

		I felt stricken. I had to admit to myself that I had really been aroused, and more than a little fearful about what I had just witnessed.

		“She…she never comes like that with me,” I found myself confessing hesitantly. “Oh, I get her off alright…but not like that.”

		“I’m not surprised,” he mused, thinking about what I’d just said. “See, like I said, I have sex with all sorts of different women and I’m really good at it. I get lots of practice. And even I couldn’t make her come like that at first.”

		Bobby seemed to be talking to himself as much as he was to me as he continued, “It wasn’t until I’d fucked her two or three times, that she first had one of those…total orgasms. I was shocked at how hard she came at first, but as I told you, I’d experienced it with other women before, so I knew what was happening.”

		He took another long pull on his fruit juice and then went on excitedly to add, “When it happened again, I noticed what I’d done to help trigger it, and I started doing that all the time…just to see…”

		“What did you do?” I hadn’t meant to speak; the words had just sort of blurted out of my mouth.

		“It’s all keyed around her g-spot; you know what that is? All women have one, but hers is incredibly sensitive and easy to stimulate, if you know how.”

		I vaguely knew what a g-spot was. I’d read about it and heard about it, but I had no direct experience with it myself. I hadn’t even known until just now whether it was real or if it was just a myth!

		After grudgingly admitting as much to Bobby, he said, “That’s typical of most guys. Unless you stumble onto it, or someone tells you about it, you don’t pay much attention to it.”

		He smiled at me again, almost condescendingly, and said, “I’ve got the advantage there. As serious as I am about my…’hobby’, I’ve made it my business to know all about the g-spot and how to find it.”

		Going on somewhat smugly, he said, “As I said before, all women have one, even if they don’t know it. And you can do some amazing things to some of them during sex, if you make the effort to find it and take care to stimulate it in just the right way.”

		He leaned onto the bar and said, “You’ve heard about dual stimulation orgasms, I take it; the clit and the g-spot going off at the same time?”

		I nodded that I had. I’d read something about that in a fuck-book a while back but, again, I hadn’t been sure whether it was real or fictional until now.

		“Well, I’m here to tell you that they really happen,” Bobby said, nodding his head knowingly. “I can’t count the number of times I’ve eaten a girl to a climax--using my tongue, my lips, and even my teeth on her clit--while reaching up into her pussy with my fingers and stroking her g-spot at the same time.”

		He chuckled, saying, “Some of them go off like a bomb, man! A few of them even squirt when they orgasm; and virtually all of them come more spectacularly than they ever would have with just a clitoral orgasm!”

		After a few moments, he said, “Because I’ve got a big dick, I can usually fuck a girl’s g-spot, too. The trick is to go in and out over her clit, while the head of your cock is stroking the g-spot!”

		Bobby smirked, saying, “Man, some of them go crazy when you do that! They really come hard!”

		He looked at me cannily for a moment; then said, “Addison is like that. She has a really sensitive g-spot, as well as a super-sensitive clit. That’s why she’s like she is; a natural for quivering orgasms!”

		Silence descended between us. At last Bobby asked, “How long is your cock, if you don’t mind telling me?”

		Shocked by his offhand question, I blurted, “About seven inches; why?”

		He nodded and said, “That should be long enough. Addison’s g-spot is pretty close to her pussy opening.”

		Several more moments of silence passed between us. He asked, “How would you like to learn how to make your wife come as hard as I do?”

		Images of what I’d just seen upstairs played in my head. In my mind’s eye, I saw me, not Bobby Wilder, making her shriek and tremble and come like a crazy woman!

		“What did you have in mind?” I heard myself inquiring, almost as if I was having an out-of-the-body experience. I hadn’t meant to speak, and yet I had.

		“Let me talk to Addison,” Bobby said. “If I can convince her, do you want to come up here with her next weekend, when the two of us get together again?”

		My mind reeled at the very thought of that! Actually being in the same room with them when the two of them…fucked and Addison knowing all about it!

		“Do you think she’ll say yes?”

		Bobby frowned and then said, “I don’t know. Oh, I’m aware that some guys involved in the hotwife lifestyle fuck the wife right in front of their husbands, but I’ve never done that. It’s not normally my thing. So I don’t know how Addison will react when I suggest it.”

		I realized abruptly that I really hoped she’d say yes! Actually seeing her doing all of those nasty things with Bobby would be so much better than just hearing about them from her later. I knew that already from witnessing her in action with him for just those brief moments I had stood on the stairs, peering into the bedroom!

		“You’d better leave now,” Bobby said just then, “and give me the rest of the afternoon to talk her into it.”

		“You’re going to fuck her again, aren’t you?”

		“Probably; why, does the thought of that bother you?”

		God help me, I found to my shame that it didn’t! I wanted for it to happen!

		“No, not really,” I admitted, feeling like a piece of human scum as I owned up to what a true pervert I really was.

		“Good, well, I guess you’re off, then,” he said, coming around the bar to walk me to the front door.

		“Remember, she’s got to be at work in the morning,” I cautioned him as I got ready to leave.

		“Oh, I should have her home by eight or so, I imagine,” Bobby assured me, opening the front door. “I like to swing down to the lake restaurant around nine on most Sunday nights, just to see how the day has gone and the check on the evening crowd.”

		He clapped me on the back congenially as he walked me out the door, saying, “So don’t worry. I’ll send her back to you safe and sound.”

		Safe and sound and well-fucked, I told myself ruefully as I strode to my car and drove away.

		****

		

		Sure enough, at just after eight that evening, I heard the garage door open and then close. Moments later, Addison walked into the living room and came over to me. I was sitting in my recliner, right next to the couch.

		I had been trying to watch Sunday night football while I awaited my wife’s return. But two teams I didn’t really care about one way or the other were playing and the score was lopsided in one team’s favor. Shutting off the television, I put the remote on the nearby end table.

		“Did you eat something?” She asked, sounding like she was trying for “normal”.

		“Yeah, I made do with some left-overs; you?”

		“Bobby cooked me a salmon filet and some vegetables just before he sent me home,” she answered quietly. “He’s a great cook, as it turns out.”

		We looked at each other for long moments and then I asked, “What do you say we go to bed early tonight, kitten? I think we’ve got some things to discuss.”

		She nodded and turned to go into the bedroom and I arose from my recliner and followed her. We both stripped out of our clothes in a hurry and I saw a thin film of Bobby’s come on her pussy lips, so I knew she hadn’t showered before returning home.

		Acknowledging the fact, she grabbed my half hard cock under the covers as she whispered teasingly, “It looks like sloppy seconds for you again tonight, darling.”

		Her lovely face looked momentarily sad as she sighed and said apologetically, “Oh, God, babe, I’m so sorry! I didn’t plan what went on between Bobby and me today. It just sort of…happened!”

		She looked thoroughly ashamed of her own behavior as she admitted, “When I get around him…it’s like I can’t even control myself! I act like such a slut with him!”

		“Are you going to leave me for him?”

		Something like sheer terror played across her face as she exclaimed, “No! Not ever! It may be hard for you to believe, especially in light of the way I acted today, but I love you! I’d never leave you for Bobby; no way!”

		I smiled and pulled her naked body closer to me. I whispered, “Okay, then; we’re fine. Really, we’re fine.”

		I kissed her passionately and felt her melt into my arms. She had just fucked Bobby—I knew that—but she was still all mine; that much was obvious!

		“You’re so hot,” I murmured as we eventually broke off the kiss. “I saw you with him in bed today. Did he tell you that?”

		She blushed and said, “Yeah, and he said you weren’t even mad! I don’t know if I believe that or not!”

		“I was at first,” I confessed. “But then the two of us talked.”

		The blush deepened. She said, “About next weekend…are you sure?”

		“I saw you come with him,” I said simply. “I want to be able to make you come like that too.”

		Her face grew so red I began to worry that she was having some sort of stroke. She stammered, “I want that too, but I don’t know about having you there, watching me with…him!”

		“Oh, are you going to do something especially nasty?”

		She giggled like a nervous schoolgirl and said, “I don’t know. I might! Do you think you could stand to see that?”

		“Try me,” I whispered, drawing her in for another hot kiss.

		I slid my hard cock into her as we kissed and she was like a lake of molten lead inside. Bobby must have really creamed her before he’d sent her home to me!

		Groaning at how hot that was, both as a figure of speech and as a reality, I hunched my steely prick deep into her and felt a small wad of another man’s gooey jism ooze out onto my balls.

		“Oh, God, you’re so full of his shit!” I rasped the words into her ear as I fucked her.

		“I am,” she admitted, rubbing her tits against my chest as we ground our pelvises together. “He really let me have it today, darling; several more times before he let me come home to you!”

		Spasms of pre-come sensation racked me as she said that and I fought to keep from exploding into her. Instead, I changed my angle, my cock head now gliding along her inner wall.

		I had gotten on the computer and checked out the g-spot phenomenon when I’d gotten home. I’d found out that the quarter-sized site was normally located about two to three inches up from the clitoris, on the same wall of muscle that contained her belly button.

		“Oh, oh, God, that feels so wonderful!” She gasped as I pressed right up against her clit and caressed her g-spot with each stroke.

		“You like that, huh?” I gloated as I fucked her. “See, I’m learning already!”

		“Ummmmmmmmm, I guess you are at that,” she sighed in growing ecstasy.

		I was going to make my woman come, just like Bobby did! Maybe not quite as well as he did yet, but I was working on it!

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Ten

		

		Preparation

		

		Friday night I shot pool with Kelly and the guys. I told him about my first hotwife experience, because he asked and I thought I owed him that much.

		I admitted how drunk I’d gotten while waiting in vain for Addison to come home from Bobby’s that night, and about how we’d fucked like two crazy people when she’d finally gotten home the next day. Also, I’d told him about how well it had all worked out, and how I was pretty sure that my wife was going to like being a practicing hotwife.

		But I didn’t tell him about last Sunday afternoon or about this coming Saturday night. Those, I wanted to keep private; just between Addison, Bobby, and me!

		For some reason, I didn’t feel like sharing the fact that I was going to watch my wife in person while Bobby fucked her this Saturday night. And even though Kelly was one of my closest pals, I didn’t want him to know about Addison’s ability to experience what Bobby called, “quaking orgasms”.

		That was something for me alone to know, as her husband. Bobby knew, it was true, but only because she had first discovered her ability to have them when she was with him.

		Last Sunday night had been a revelation. The climax Addison had experienced with me wasn’t quite as intense as those she’d shared with Bobby. But it was way better than any we’d achieved together in the past, and I’d thought those were wonderful enough, before last week!

		And I was just getting started. Suddenly, I was really looking forward to tomorrow night, up at Bobby’s house!

		I was still a little reluctant, when it came to watching another guy screw my wife. But I desperately wanted to learn all he could teach me about how to really please her…

		****

		

		“I guess we won’t bother with the dinner and dancing part of my ‘date’ with Bobby this week,” Addison had said somewhat disappointedly on Wednesday night as we discussed the upcoming weekend.

		I agreed with her that it might be awkward, the three of us eating dinner together in Bobby’s swanky lakeside restaurant. And I knew for sure that I’d be a third wheel in the lounge, once the dancing started.

		But I’d had a few days to think about that and I’d come up with a solution which I thought would work out great. I told my slightly unhappy wife as much, saying: “Hey, how about this…instead of the three of us sitting around together at dinner and in the lounge afterward, why don’t I eat dinner by myself and just sit at the bar, watching you two dance, until we’re ready to go to Bobby’s house?”

		Addison plainly didn’t understand, so I explained further, “It’ll be like the classic wife-watching move for married couples, when she’s going out and pretending to be unattached and trying to meet new guys, and the husband is there, but he’s careful not to let on that they even know each other.”

		She looked doubtful at first; then she thought my little plan over and a smile gradually replaced her dubious look. Finally--as what I’d just suggested really sunk in--she beamed at me, ran over and threw her arms around my neck and kissed me.

		“You’re so clever!” My wife gushed. “That sounds like such fun! Oh, God, I love you so much, darling!”

		****

		

		She more than rewarded me for my ingenuity later that night, in the bedroom. We had been talking about trying anal together all week long, because she knew Bobby would want to have her that way come Saturday night--if at all possible—and she still wanted to make me her first anal lover.

		“Go slow,” she urged me nervously as I began to caress her ass; “you know I’ve never done this before!”

		I didn’t want to admit it, but I had so wanted to get this right that I had broken down and phoned Bobby at the downtown restaurant earlier in the week for some pointers on butt-sex. He had taken the call, slipped into his private office, closed the door, and then told me that the secret to great anal sex was to get the girl totally in the mood by teasing her anus with your fingers and tongue, and to use lots and lots of lube.

		In addition to seeking his advice, I had been on the web, boning up—so to speak--on backdoor sex. I had found dozens of sites, all of them saying basically the same thing Bobby had said: when it came to great butt- sex, the recipe for success was to go slowly and get her panting for it before you slipped it up her ass for the first time!

		“Shhhhhh,” I whispered now, patting Addison’s fine little butt cheeks with a confidence I didn’t really feel.

		After all, I’d only done this once before, with a real skank of a girl from my high school class at a house party one weekend. The rumor around school was that this girl would do anything you wanted, if you got her drunk enough, and she had definitely been drunk enough on that particular night.

		She even asked me if I was sure I was “in the right hole” as I plowed her asshole frantically, my rubber firmly in place. This girl had clearly done anal before—lots of times, with lots of different guys—so it had been no big deal to her.

		But it had been to me. Being in her ass instead of inside her pussy was so exotic, so different, I had come right away.

		Even though she had been comparatively loose, her butt was still every bit as tight as the few pussies I’d fucked at that point in my life and I’d really enjoyed coming in it. I doubt she got much out of it; the whole thing was over so fast and I was too inexperienced to even know what a clit was back then, so I hadn’t stroked it for her while I’d fucked her bottom.

		But some of the other guys at the party had heard Crystal and I—that was her name, Crystal Benson—rutting away in that bedroom; so as I pulled out, another guy had eagerly stepped right up and taken my place. A line of grinning, drunken high school boys had been forming out in the hallway as I’d exited the bedroom and gone to fetch myself another beer from the keg out on the patio. As I’d passed him, I’d heard one of them babbling excitedly about how “old Crystal was pulling the train again” in the nearby bedroom.

		Now I willed those high school memories away and concentrated on the task at hand. Some of the sites I’d explored had recommended slipping your tongue up a girl’s ass before you fucked her and I resolved to try that in hopes of really turning my wife on.

		Sure enough, Addison started to shiver and moan as I kissed her butt cheeks lovingly and ran my tongue tip over each of them. I was kneading her firm flesh with both hands at the same time and suddenly my tongue was in her ass cleft, darting and licking.

		“Oh, oh, God, that feels so…nasty!” Her voice sounded low and excited, but I noticed right off that she didn’t tell me to stop licking her butt as she might have done in the past.

		She knew as well as I did where all of this ass-play was leading. I was going to fuck my wife’s lovely behind for the first time tonight, and both of us were anxious, excited, and a little hesitant about it!

		“Ooh, it feels so weird to have you lick me there,” she cooed as I slid my tongue tip into her butt hole itself.

		But she didn’t ask me to stop! I eased a finger onto her overflowing pussy and teased her clit as I started to tongue-fuck her.

		Addison sighed and began tossing her hips back at me, driving still more of my tongue up her butt. She made a sound like I’d never heard her make before as I picked up the pace on her clit. I shoved my tongue into her ass as deeply as I could get it and wiggled it around inside her tight sheath!

		This was kind of gross, I had to admit--tonguing out someone’s asshole—but it was exciting as hell, too! Addison was gurgling with pleasure and rubbing her bare nipples against the bedspread, mindlessly pushing her ass back against my face.

		It doesn’t really taste as bad as I’d thought it would, I told myself as I toyed with her and sluiced my tongue in and out of her tight pucker. It’s kind of musky-tasting, but it’s not overpowering.

		“Oh, God, honey,” she gasped just then as I felt her clit jerk beneath my teasing finger, “what are you dooooooooing to me?”

		The obvious level of her excitement, of her growing arousal, made the taste seem that much better. I loved the breathless quality I suddenly heard in her voice!

		I kept up my oral attack on her ass for at least another couple of minutes, her pussy growing so juicy it was actually dripping down onto my diddling fingertip. When I was sure she was trembling with need and totally into it, I eased my tongue out of her ass and substituted a lubed up finger.

		Not missing a beat, I slid my tongue downward, and began to lick her clit instead of fingering it. She groaned and shook her ass for me.

		I urged the lower half of her body up off the bed even higher, so that I could flip over onto my back and slide underneath her, really concentrating on licking her gushing pussy while I slid a second finger into her butt. Addison whined with pleasure and began to shiver.

		God, she was a hot girl! I had been married to her for five years now, and I realized in that instant that I had barely scratched the surface, as far as discovering the depths of her sexuality.

		No wonder she loved the orgasms Bobby had managed to coax out of her so much! She was like thoroughbred race horse, and I had been treating her as if she was fine just being hitched to a wagon!

		“Oh, oh, keep doooooing that!” She begged at that moment, mashing her sopping pussy down onto my lips.

		I surprised her by abruptly scooting out from under her—easing my fingers out of her ass--and turning over. My cock was as hard as I’d ever seen it and I quickly shot a huge wad of gleaming sex lube onto it and fisted it, smearing the slippery gel all up and down its surface.

		Addison’s normally tiny pucker was now as big around as a quarter and I watched it flutter open and closed for a second, expanding and contracting, as if it was seeking my fingers or my tongue again. Moving forward, I placed my gooey cock head against it and gently pushed forward.

		My wife sighed and actually hunched her hips upward, forcing half of my cock head into her anus. I gripped her tight little ass cheeks in my hands and pushed a bit harder, lancing all of my cock tip into her snug opening.

		“Oh, God, it feels so big!” She gasped out the words, but made no attempt to dislodge me from her butt hole.

		I thought of Bobby’s much wider dick gliding into this tiny opening instead of mine come Saturday night, and slid another inch into her. Addison whimpered but held still.

		So far, so good, I told myself as I pushed another couple of inches into her unbelievably tight, elastic-feeling ass tube.

		“How…how much is left?” She rasped out the words.

		“Not much now, sweetie,” I lied, feeding more and more of my rigid cock into her ass.

		I kept on pushing until my pubic hair was up tight against her butt cheeks and I knew I was balls-deep in my wife’s backdoor! This was nothing like fucking Crystal Benson—the girl back in high school--in the ass had been!

		Addison was so snug I could barely move, despite all the sex lube I had lavished on my dick and my fingers to prepare her. I reached down under her and caressed her long nipples gently as I let her get used to having me inside her in this previously forbidden hole.

		She moaned softly as I stroked her sensitive nubs, and I felt her butt muscles clench and unclench around my entrapped dick. I reached under her with my other hand and found her clit under my dangling ball sac and began to toy with it again as I continued to brush her nipples with the fingertips of my other hand.

		“Oh, oh, that’s better,” she murmured encouragingly, and again I felt her ass tunnel caressing my cock, opening and closing as I stroked her other erogenous zones.

		We stayed like that for long moments, until I was sure she was ready, and then I began to fuck her slowly, just easing my cock in and out of her slickened anal depths. She groaned but made no other protest and I gradually picked up the pace.

		Addison sighed and began to move her butt in time with my thrusts, saying in a low voice, “It’s starting to feel so nice; having you back there-- different, but nice!”

		Silently, we moved together, the only sound in our bedroom the squish of my cock penetrating her heavily lubed ass. After a little while, she began to moan, soft and low.

		It was one of the sounds she usually gave out with when we fucked the more conventional way; one of the noises she made as she was getting ready to come! Knowing that, I fucked her harder, and started milking her nipples with my fingertips while I thrummed her juicy cunt with my other hand.

		“Oh, oh, I’m…”she gasped.

		Her voice trailed off for a moment, and her legs began to shake as she knelt on her hands and knees before me, her ass thrust upward into the air. She croaked, “Oh, fuck, baby, I’m coming! I’m coming so hard!”

		Joyfully, I began to spurt my hot load into her butt. I’d done it!

		I might have been the cocksman Bobby Wilder was, but I’d done it. I’d made my wife come the first time I took her anally!

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Eleven

		

		Dinner And Dancing

		

		“I’m more than a little nervous about tonight,” Addison whispered as we drove up to the lake that Saturday evening. “I don’t mind admitting it.”

		“You’re nervous?” I grinned over at my wife. “What about me? Here I am, all dressed up in my suit and tie, driving the most beautiful girl in the world—my girl--to have dinner and go out dancing with another man; waiting to watch him fuck her right in front of my eyes?”

		Addison giggled like a middle-schooler who’d just heard an adult use a dirty word in front of her. She gripped my arm playfully and said, “You wanted this, buster! Now you’re bitching because you got what you wanted?”

		We both laughed. I felt so close to her right then. I knew I was going to see her doing all manner of naughty things with Bobby Wilder tonight, right under my nose, but I didn’t care.

		She was my wife; my girl. Even if she was about to spend a romantic, erotic evening with another man, I felt as if she was still all mine!

		And that was a great feeling to have, especially in light of what I knew I was likely to be witnessing in the next few hours. I was totally happy as I drove along with her right next to me, as happy as I’d been on our honeymoon, five years ago!

		We came around a bend in the road just then and the restaurant loomed up ahead of us, off to our right. I pulled into the crowded parking lot and found an empty spot. Pulling into it, I shut off the engine.

		“Busy tonight,” I commented, looking around at all the cars.

		“We’ve got a friend who owns the place, remember?” She said lightly, smiling at me. “Bobby has reserved tables waiting for us, both in the restaurant and the lounge.”

		“How about me,” I asked? “Did your new boyfriend have them save me a seat at the bar, so I can watch the two of you lovebirds dance?”

		“I think he did,” she said confidently. “After all, it’s his place. He can pretty much do what he wants.”

		“I’ll go inside first,” I replied, glancing at the dashboard clock and seeing it was eight on the nose. “You wait a few minutes, so that no one will connect the two of us, and then come in.”

		Addison nodded and I started off toward the front door. When I got inside, I told the hostess I had a dinner reservation for one that evening at eight o’clock and she seated me immediately.

		The big dining room was crowded and every table but mine and one over in the far corner appeared to be taken. The other empty table was just as Addison had described it; right in front of the glass wall overlooking the moonlit surface of the lake.

		Very romantic, I thought to myself enviously, feeling the sudden, hot rush of jealousy sweep through me as I pictured Addison and Bobby seated there in a few minutes.

		I noticed their table, too, had a “reserved” sign on it, just as mine did. The hostess removed the sign as soon as I sat down and assured me that a waiter would join me in a moment with a menu and to take my drink order.

		No sooner had I sat down, than Bobby Wilder himself was there, followed closely by a waiter. As I took the offered menu, Bobby said, “Order anything you want tonight, pal. It’s all on the house, and your drinks, too, of course.”

		I smiled up at him and said, “In that case, I’ll have a Heineken, with a glass.”

		Bobby turned toward the waiter and nodded, and the man vanished immediately in the direction of the bar. When he was gone, Bobby asked, “Where is Addison?”

		“Outside; she’ll be in pretty soon. We didn’t want anyone making a connection between us, since she’s supposedly your date for tonight.”

		Bobby nodded that he understood and just at that moment, Addison walked into the dining room, accompanied by the hostess who had seated me. My wife beamed when she saw Bobby and waved at him. He excused himself, went over to her, and offered her his arm.

		I had to admit, the two of them looked just right together as they crossed the crowded room to their table. He was tall and slender and devastatingly handsome in his dark grey, custom-tailored suit, and she looked downright elegant in her blue cocktail dress and her best jewelry.

		My seat gave me a clear view of them at that back table. I caught her looking over at me once. I smiled at her and she smiled back.

		But then she turned her full attention back to Bobby, who was seated looking away from me. Soon hey were laughing and talking animatedly, as if they were lovers or two old friends, or both.

		I sipped my Heineken when it came and looked at the menu. Mostly out of spite, I decided to order the lobster and steak—the most expensive item on the bill of fare—as though I was seeking to get back at Bobby in some small way for fucking my wife tonight!

		Kids’ game, I thought to myself, somewhat disgusted with myself by how childishly I was acting. You knew before you ever drove up here, how this night was going to go.

		Glancing across the room again, I saw the two of them looking like two people who were in love and didn’t mind if everybody knew it. Watching them bill and coo like a couple of teenagers who were mad about each other, I was glad again, momentarily, that I had decided to order the surf and turf: an expensive dinner was a small price for him to pay for the privilege of spending the evening in bed with Addison!

		****

		

		Fuck, but they look great out on the dance floor together, I admitted grudgingly as I sat at the bar and nursed my third beer of the evening. I watched enviously as Bobby and Addison glided around the floor together to a slow ballad.

		“You must be a friend of Bobby’s,” the bartender, a thirty-something guy commented, now that he had a momentary breather.

		The place was jammed, it being a Saturday night. Every seat at the big bar was taken, as was every table in the lounge.

		But I’d found to my amazement that a seat had been held open at the bar for me when I’d entered the lounge from the dining room a while ago. All of my drinks were on the house, too, no matter what I ordered, the barman had shared with me when he’d asked if I was Dan Wells and indicated that the empty stool was for me when I’d said that I was.

		“I guess you could call us friends,” I said warily, my eyes never leaving that dance floor. “It’s more like he owes me.”

		The bartender nodded and said, “Well, whatever it is, it’s special, believe me. Bobby’s a great guy but he rarely buys a customer a drink. And he never holds a seat open at the bar for somebody, especially on a Saturday night.”

		Addison laughed just then at something Bobby had whispered in her ear. I glanced over at the barman and said somewhat bitterly, “Let’s just say he owes me, big-time.”

		Another thirsty patron caught his attention just then so he nodded and stepped that way. I went back to watching my wife cuddle into Bobby’s chest and rest her head on his shoulder.

		The band played a fast one and Bobby and Addison shimmied and shook together as if they’d been partners forever. I sighed and drank my beer as I watched them cavort around the floor.

		“Hey, I’d like to dance, too,” a hot-looking blonde girl said to me at that moment. “How about it, handsome, you wanna’ be my partner?”

		I tore my eyes away from the dance floor and looked at her. She was short, had a magnificent rack, and was curvy as hell in all the other places where a man wanted to see curves.

		She was also quite beautiful, with long, honey-blonde hair and deep blue eyes. Wearing a fancy black cocktail dress that was really low-cut, which showed off her spectacular cleavage, she looked somewhat bleary-eyed as she gazed over at me, and I realized that she was already more than a little drunk.

		“I’m Cindy,” she said. “I’m here with a bachelorette party for my girlfriend, Kathy, who’s getting married next week.”

		Nodding toward a big table full of twenty-something girls, most of them dressed just like Cindy, in their best cocktail dresses and their best heels, she went on to say, “The girls and I agree that you’re the hottest looking single guy in the bar tonight, mister. So how about it; would you like to dance and maybe sit down with us for a while?”

		It was all I could do not to break out laughing! This was unbelievable!

		Here I was, “chaperoning” my wife while she danced and made goo-goo eyes at her lover, and this hottie was asking me to join a table full of gorgeous young women. I shook my head, asking myself why this sort of thing never happened to me back when I was single.

		“I’m sorry, but I’m a lousy dancer,” I admitted to Cindy at last, being truthful.

		“Well, that doesn’t mean you can’t come sit with us,” she replied with a grin. “I’m sure we can find something to do with a great looking guy like you!”

		Holy God, I said to myself, I’ve been waiting my whole life for something like this to happen to me, and I can’t even enjoy it when it finally does!

		“I’d be poor company tonight, I’m afraid, Cindy,” I told her very reluctantly. “I just broke up with a girl I’d been dating for forever. And all I want to do is have a few beers and listen to some music.”

		Cindy didn’t give up easily. She said, taking my arm, “Come and let us cheer you up. I bet we can get you out of the dumps.”

		I stole a glance in Addison’s direction, only to discover that she had almost stopped dancing and was giving me the evil eye. Turning back to Cindy, I said, “No, I’m sorry to disappoint you but I really couldn’t; not tonight.”

		She looked at me like I was crazy or possibly gay and then turned and walked back to the table and rejoined her friends. As she sat down, a few of them leaned in and proceeded to gossip and giggle with Cindy.

		I was sure my manhood was being questioned at that moment as I turned back to the bar and ordered another beer. This was really the shits; watching Addison practically fucking Bobby out on the dance floor while I sat like a eunuch, guzzling my beer!

		****

		

		“Hey, what was that thing with the blonde?” Addison asked accusingly as she caught me coming out of the men’s room a few minutes later.

		She was in line to visit the ladies’. I smiled at her and told her what had happened with the charming Cindy.

		As I explained myself, Addison started to laugh and couldn’t seem to stop. I just stood there looking sheepish and stared at her.

		“God, you have to admit, that’s funny, darling,” she said, still chuckling as she casually took my arm.

		“I guess it is, as long as you’re not me,” I said.

		She smiled up at me and whispered, “I’ll make it up to you later on tonight, I promise.”

		“A chance to party with eight or nine cuties like that,” I answered mockingly, “you’ll have your work cut out for you, babe.”

		“Oh, I’m confident I can make you forget all about those little ho’s,” she whispered. “Trust me.”

		I went away chuckling myself, really liking this new wild, sexy woman I seemed to be married to all of a sudden. She was a lot more daring and fun than the gorgeous but somewhat reserved redhead I’d been with for the last five years!

		While Addison went into the ladies’ and drained her bladder, I ordered another beer and thought about what was in store for me later tonight. I stole a glance at Bobby as he was circulating around the room while he waited for Addison to return from the bathroom, laughing with regular customers here, slapping a back or flirting with a great-looking girl over there.

		This guy has quite a life, I thought enviously to myself as I sipped my beer. He gets to fuck nothing but top drawer women—like my wife—as well as being rich and free as a bird. He has a fantastic house, two great restaurants that make nothing but money, and a couple of boats tied up right out in back of his showplace home! What more could a guy want?

		Addison came back into the room and went over to their table. Bobby said goodbye to the people he was schmoozing with and joined her.

		Before they sat back down and had another cocktail, they embraced and kissed passionately. I cringed inside, watching Addison looking so natural in another man’s arms, with her lips pressed tightly up against his.

		But if I hated it so much, why was my dick suddenly hard?

		****

		

		Addison left the lounge again at a quarter to twelve and I figured she was hitting the head once more. A few minutes later, my cell phone vibrated in my suit pocket and I fished it out and the caller ID announced it was her.

		“Hey, don’t order another beer,” she said breathlessly, sounding nervous. “Bobby wants to go up to the house now, as soon as I get back from the bathroom.”

		I felt my nuts suddenly tightened with nervousness. It was Showtime!

		“What does he want me to do?”

		“Leave right after we do,” Addison breathed into the phone. “We’re going to go right up to the bedroom when we get there, I guess, so you should do that too, when you get to the house. We’ll leave the front door open for you; be sure to lock up after you’re inside.”

		Neither of us said anything for long moments. At last, my wife whispered, “Oh, Dan, I don’t know about this…now that it’s about to happen! I’m afraid I’ll be so embarrassed, having you see me naked with him; with you there, right in the bedroom, watching all of the naughty things we do together!”

		I sighed and said, “I’ve already seen it, remember?”

		The images of the two of them up in that bedroom together the last time we were at his house flashed into my mind. I saw her in my mind’s eye once again, on her hands and knees, naked, getting pounded by his big dick, her breasts swaying; her eyes half-closed with lust as he rutted into her.

		After a few more seconds had ticked by, she admitted, somewhat wistfully, “Yeah, I guess you have at that.”

		She sounded embarrassed and unhappy as she said it, not excited and daring, the way I wanted her to feel tonight. So I assured her, “It’s okay, kitten; I really want for this to happen! I love you so much; no matter what you do with him. Don’t you know that?”

		“I do,” she answered after considering that for a moment, sounding a lot more upbeat than she had before I’d reassured her, “or I couldn’t go through with this at all! See you at the house in a few minutes!”

		I disconnected the phone and finished my beer. Returning my cell to my pocket, I watched as Bobby and Addison left the lounge together less than a minute later.

		The barman who had been so attentive to my beer needs that night got a big tip, twenty-five bucks, since there was no tab to settle up, thanks to Bobby’s “generosity”. I stopped at the head on the way out, took a long piss--due to all the beer I’d drunk--then washed my hands and left the restaurant.

		The stars were shining brightly outside as I started my car and headed for the house up the road. It was just past midnight, and my heart began pounding as I drove toward Bobby’s place!

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Twelve

		

		Bobby’s Bedroom

		

		I hadn’t expected them to be downstairs, and they weren’t. After locking the front door behind me as instructed, I first made my way over to the bar, because I saw some items sitting atop it and I wanted to check them out. As I got closer, I saw that there was a small blue pill, with a glass of pineapple juice on the rocks next to it.

		In addition to the pill and juice, there was also a short note which read: You’d best take this. I think you’re going to want to stay as hard as possible tonight. Enjoy the show!

		Cute, I thought contemptuously, eyeing what was obviously a Viagra or something like it, as if I needed help getting hard when another guy with a huge dick is going to fuck my wife right in front of me!

		Nevertheless, after thinking about it, I took the offered pill and chased it with a big shot of the pineapple juice. I had never taken erection-enhancing drugs before—still being in my twenties, hadn’t really needed them—but Bobby had a point. If tonight was anything like I expected it to be, I was going to want to keep my dick as stiff as possible for as long as possible.

		At that moment, Addison’s low moan floated down from upstairs. I drew out my cell phone and glanced down at the time signature; it was not quite twelve-fifteen.

		Already; he has her moaning that way so soon? I asked myself somewhat incredulously as I slipped out of my suit coat and hung it over the back of one of the barstools.

		I undid my tie as well and draped it over the coat, starting to unbutton my white dress shirt. After kicking off my shoes, I stealthily climbed the stairs in my stocking feet.

		My shirt was all the way open by the time I reached to top of the stairs and I pulled it off and laid it over the banister. As I approached the wide-open bedroom doors, I was unfastening my belt and undoing my suit pants, my eyes never leaving the scene in front of me.

		Both of them were naked on the big bed, Addison on her back, Bobby kneeling next to her head. I eased off my suit pants and boxer shorts, stepping out of them as I approached the bed. My wife’s eyes were closed in rising ecstasy as she licked and sucked at her lover’s hard cock while he tweaked her very erect pink nipples with one hand and toyed with her bald slit with the other.

		Bald slit, I asked myself, when had THAT happened?

		The last time Addison and I had made love--which had been just last night as a matter of fact--her smallish slit had, as always, been framed by a lush carpet of short-cropped, copper-colored pubic fur. I remembered kissing that smallish opening all over, the bristly hair caressing my cheeks as I did so, just before slipping my tongue into her!

		But that same slit was now as naked as it could be. There wasn’t a hair in sight; the petite pink opening gleamed with excitement and the small pleasure bead at the top of it was receiving a lot of attention from the tip of Bobby’s forefinger.

		“It’s beautiful, isn’t it?” He asked, grinning as he saw me staring down at my wife newly-bald twat. “She’s got such a cute little pussy! Get on the bed with us, why don’t you? Addison is perfectly comfortable with you being here, aren’t you, love?”

		Addison just moaned and never stopped licking his cock. Her eyes opened and she stared up at me questioningly as I peered raptly down at her.

		She looked slightly embarrassed at having another man’s dick in her mouth as she gazed up at me, but she was so excited by that point I thought she was going to orgasm at any second! My own dick got even harder as I watched her suck Bobby’s thick cock.

		“I asked her to shave off her pubic hair when I spoke to her on the phone today and she did, as you can see,” Bobby said, slipping a finger momentarily into Addison’s juicy pinkness. “I love the way a true beauty’s pussy looks when it’s totally bare.”

		She groaned around his cock as he mashed down on her clit while he fingered her. Addison mewled with pleasure and tossed her hips up off the mattress, seeking more of the naughty stimulation while I looked on in amazement.

		“She’s got one of the prettiest little pussies I’ve ever seen,” Bobby went on rapturously, his finger making a sucking sound as it glided in and out of her tight, gushing-with-lube little hole.

		I felt somewhat betrayed by her decision to give Bobby the look he favored without even bothering to consult me, her husband, but I had to agree with him. My wife’s cunt was gorgeous and the new bald look made it even hotter, somehow.

		The pussy in question was obviously so aroused at the moment its owner could barely stand it; that much was clear. Addison was now circling her hips on the bedspread as well as hunching them upward, seeking more of Bobby’s magic touch. Her eyes had closed tightly once more, and she was sucking on his big cock as if she couldn’t get enough of it into her mouth and down her throat!

		I groaned as I saw my wife mindlessly worshipping his large dick, my own rock-hard cock jerking involuntarily as I watched her behaving like a prick-hungry little slut for him! Bobby eased his hips forward, making a few more inches available to her sucking lips as he whispered, for a second time, “Get on the bed with us, why don’t you, Dan? I want this to be a learning experience as well as being a hot session for all three of us; so tonight’s little get together is definitely going to be a hands-on affair.”

		I didn’t know what he meant by that, but as long as it didn’t mean his hands on my cock, I didn’t care! That sort of guy-on-guy stuff didn’t hold any attraction for me at all: but I knew right then that I’d be willing to do anything short of that tonight in order to be part of this wicked scene!

		So turned on by the taboo display I was witnessing that I could barely catch a full breath, I had to admit that the Viagra or whatever that had been on the bar was really starting to kick in. The blood was pounding through my veins, and the hard on I had going for me at that moment was monumental. And I couldn’t get enough of seeing the two of them together like this; of being a part of it!

		“Take over for me,” Bobby whispered urgently just then. “Lick her clit while I tease her nipples and throat-fuck her. She ought to love that, the naughty little slut!”

		My dick jerked again as I heard him call my wife a “slut”, but I didn’t get mad. On the contrary, I was lost in a red haze of excitement.

		Nude except for my socks, I kneeled my way onto the bed and went down onto my stomach between Addison’s long, perfect legs. Bobby and I made quite the team; his finger slipped off her clit just as my tongue started to lap all around her shaved-bare pussy.

		And that little hole was pouring out warm, succulent juice as I licked it! I had been eating Addison’s twat for years now, and I had never before seen it gush out as much of that clear, slippery oil as it was tonight!

		The unaccustomed smoothness of the skin surrounding that delicious little slit was a revelation, too. She was so soft down there; so pink and perfect!

		“Her g-spot; don’t forget that,” Bobby urged.

		I looked up at him helplessly, acknowledging with my eyes that I didn’t know my way around my wife’s magnificent body as well as he apparently did. Bobby sighed and said, “Let’s switch again for a minute. You fuck her mouth and throat and play with her nipples while I eat her, okay? And pay close attention to what I do.”

		I nodded as best I could with my mouth full of Addison’s slick flesh, and then I reluctantly slid back away from her. He withdrew his massive cock and she sighed unhappily at its loss and at the feel of my lips and tongue leaving her cunt.

		We made the switch quickly enough though, and in seconds I eased my rigid hardness down into my wife’s saliva-slick lips. She moaned and began to lash my prick head with her tongue and nurse at me with her soft mouth as I fucked it.

		Her eyes were slightly open now, and I was staring down into her sparkling green irises as I used her mouth and throat like a second pussy. She lapped at my whole length eagerly, and it was my turn to moan as I bottomed out in her lips.

		Bobby was at least two inches longer than me, so sucking my entire cock into her mouth was no problem for her anymore. Addison’s lips were noisy around my dick as she gobbled me up. I began to squeeze her jutting nipples while Bobby settled into place on his stomach between her widespread legs.

		She gasped as he turned his right palm upward and slid his long middle finger into her overflowing gash, quickly locating her g-spot. Addison quivered from head to toe beneath me as he began to massage the sensitive spot lovingly, as his lips found her clit at the same time.

		I felt her throat vibrate against my buried cock as she groaned out her pleasure and began to toss her hips around once more. My wife was clearly on her way to a magnificent orgasm—her first of the night—as Bobby ate her expertly and I tugged at her nipples.

		Her mouth and throat felt so good around my cock as I fucked down into her lips! She sighed and caressed me with her lively tongue and sucked even harder.

		I was hypnotized by her eyes as she nursed at me and made tiny noises of pure enjoyment. Bobby slurped and sucked and licked until she was shivering all over. She couldn’t have stayed still while he ate her even she’d wanted to!

		There was no question that I’d have been content to keep right on doing what I was doing until I came in her loving mouth. But Bobby had other ideas.

		Pulling his lips from her pussy, he commanded brusquely,” Trade again,”

		Addison whined like a five-year old being denied her favorite toy as I reluctantly eased my cock out of her mouth, released her nipples, and changed places with him.

		“Don’t forget the g-spot this time,” Bobby cautioned me as I once again got down on by belly between her legs. “And kiss her pussy all over, not just on her clit while you stroke it. You’ll be surprised at how much difference that makes to most women.”

		I resented the hell out of another man’s telling me how to eat my own wife’s pussy, but I did as he advised. Addison groaned as my fingertip found the slightly rough-feeling, quarter-sized circle of flesh on her pussy wall and I began to stroke it with just the pad of my middle finger.

		It was easy to locate, feeling so different from the rest of her smooth, slick cunt lining, and I mentally kicked myself for ignoring its existence for all of these years! She really seemed to love it as I caressed her “other” trigger and I began to lightly kiss her pussy from top to bottom.

		Addison gurgled happily around Bobby’s penetrating cock and I looked up at her across the expanse of her tight belly and through the vee of her breasts. He was going balls-deep into her lips with each downward thrust now and I could see the outline of his plum-like cock head in her throat as he fucked it.

		Jesus, she’s taking ALL of him! I wouldn’t have thought she could get that much dick in her mouth, but she obviously can!

		My wife’s head was tilted back, allowing him full entry into her throat, and she was sucking at him noisily as he fucked down into her mouth. I could see her tongue circling him and remembered how great it had felt when she’d done that to me just moments ago!

		“Oh, man, she’s got the sweetest little mouth,” Bobby sighed contentedly, watching his thick cock disappearing into Addison’s avidly sucking lips. “And this girl loves to suck dick, buddy! She’s one of the best cocksuckers I’ve ever met!”

		Addison cooed with excitement as he paid her that lewd compliment and I nearly lost it. My cock jerked against the bedspread and I thought for a moment that I was going to shoot off.

		I couldn’t quite believe that my once proper young wife was sucking another man’s cock so eagerly, right in front of me, and shivering with pleasure as he remarked on how good a cocksucker she was! Pressing a bit harder on her g-spot, I flicked her clit with my tongue and was rewarded by a huge shudder of pre-come tremors throughout Addison’s whole body.

		Sucking at her clit while I pummeled it with my tongue and pushed harder on her inner-trigger, I smiled as my wife gulped hard around Bobby’s cock and then started sucking it so greedily that she reminded me of a hungry baby with its mother’s nipple in its mouth!

		“Excellent,” Bobby hissed, reveling in the feel of my wife’s mouth on his buried prick, “keep doing that while I tug on her nipples!”

		Addison’s long nipples were as extended with excitement by now as I’d ever seen them. He pulled gently on them, increasing the pressure gradually as he did so. I lapped at her clit and sucked on it while he did that and her pussy began to spasm around my finger.

		I saw her stomach muscles ripple and her asshole clench, along with her cunt opening. Her hips shot up off the bed and she began to quake as she came and came.

		“Oh, yeah, little girl,” Bobby sighed, “that’s the way to suck me! Now swallow it…swallow all of it for me while hubby watches!”

		I heard Addison take a big gulp of his shooting come and then suck frantically for more. A film of white goo formed around her lips and the hot juice pouring out of her spasming pussy increased dramatically.

		It was all I could do to swallow it all as it flowed into my mouth while my wife quivered and shook beneath me and gulped down wad after wad of Bobby’s thick come…

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Thirteen

		

		Double Your Pleasure

		

		I had come in her mouth, too. I couldn’t resist the temptation. After I’d seen Bobby cream her like a wild man, I’d just had to do the same.

		It hadn’t taken long. I was so keyed up after watching her swallow his load while she came, I had simply moved up her long body until she could reach my cock with her mouth.

		Addison had known just what I wanted and it was clear that she’d wanted it too! She gobbled up my hard dick as if it was the most delectable thing she’d ever had in her mouth!

		Her head flew up and down my cock and her tongue was swirling a mile a minute around its length as she sucked me. I’d looked over at Bobby, who was smiling approvingly, and said, “When you’re right, you’re right, man. Her mouth is incredible!”

		My wife had whined at that moment and I was shocked to see that she had slipped her left hand down onto her pussy and was diddling her clit frenziedly as she sucked me off! Addison came again, too, just as I had started to spurt my load into her mouth, and she swallowed every drop!

		That hard on-enhancing stuff really rocked, I soon discovered. Normally, if I had emptied my balls into her mouth that way, it would have taken me at least a half hour to get another full erection.

		But not tonight; it only took me a few minutes after I had come down into Addison’s sucking lips to become fully stiff once more. I was watching as Bobby was sucking her tits, really feasting on her nipples, and they were jutting out from her breasts excitedly as he nursed at them and caressed them.

		Addison was running her fingers through his long golden locks, smiling at me as she did so. She mouthed the words “I love you” and my dick got even harder!

		I had been worried that I wouldn’t like this, when I actually saw it; sharing her with another man. But I had to admit; being there in person--actually participating in a scene like this one--was hotter than hot!

		Bobby’s prick had gotten hard again, too, and Addison was fisting it as he sucked her tits and she made goo-goo eyes at me. She was forced to let go of his cock as he pressed her over onto her stomach.

		“This little ass is so fine,” he murmured, showering kisses on both of her butt cheeks enthusiastically.

		Addison sighed and ground her sensitive nipples into the bedspread and opened her legs so that he could access her pussy as well as her butt. I shook my head in wonder at her sudden brazenness as she tilted her hips up off the bed at his urging, baring her pussy and her ass to his kisses.

		“Let’s roll her onto her side,” Bobby’s voice sounded eager and excited a full minute later, as he rasped out the words. “That way I can lick her ass and her pussy while you suck her tits!”

		My wife whimpered with excitement at the very notion of that, and readily let him maneuver her over onto left her side. I saw her nipples sticking out proudly from her perfectly rounded tits, and I pounced on them.

		Addison sighed as I sucked at her right nipple while rolling the left one between my thumb and index finger. I couldn’t see what Bobby was doing down lower from where I was lying. But from the way she was cooing and moaning with joy I figured that whatever he was doing was meeting with her avid approval.

		As I switched nipples a few seconds later, I leaned back far enough from my wife’s body to see that Bobby was dragging his tongue from her ass cleft clear to her clit. He was going slowly, wriggling it along, and Addison clearly loved it!

		I watched him work for a few seconds, noting how he slid just the tip into her actual asshole before moving on. Addison whined and thrust her breasts out at me, her eyes half closed with growing lust.

		“Oh, God, that feels so nasty!” She crooned out the words.

		Addison looked at me and whispered, “Oh, I’m being such a slut with you two, darling! I hope you can forgive me!”

		Forgive her? I thought it was the single hottest thing I’d ever seen!

		“Suck my titties, honey,” she murmured, not waiting for my answer, her whole, long body quivering with excitement. “Your lips feel so good on my nubbies while Bobby…licks me!”

		I attacked her tits. There’s no other way to describe it. I fell upon them hungrily. I needed to feel them in my mouth, under my roving tongue; just the way Addison craved Bobby’s naughty tongue on her lower body!

		“Oh, Jesus,” she whined, running her fingers through my hair. “You hot fuckers are going to make me come again. I’m going to come so hard!”

		I’d never heard Addison curse so freely before, not in all the time I’d known her. Oh, she’d say “fuck” once in a while, but not often.

		Now she was sighing and moaning and whispering, “Oh, fuck, fuck, holy fuck; that feels so gooooooood!” It was like it was some kind of obscene prayer for her; one which she kept mumbling over and over again.

		“No, not yet,” I heard Bobby whisper just then, “not just yet, my little hottie. You’re not coming just yet, not until I have more of…this!”

		Addison whimpered and shivered violently as he said that. Curious, I leaned away from her as I switched nipples and saw that his tongue was now clear up her anus and his fingertip was toying frantically with her clit.

		Holy Jesus; he’s really eating her ass out now! I marveled as I watched him ass-fuck her with his long, limber tongue while he caressed her sensitive little button.

		Obviously too turned on to speak, Addison simply grunted and drew my head into her breasts once more. I bit down playfully on her left nipple as I went back to sucking it, and she groaned.

		The groaning continued, building to a crescendo of ecstasy. Abruptly, the pitch of her moans changed and her body seemed to tense under my lips.

		As I again switched nipples, I stole a glance downward and saw that Bobby had slipped a finger up her ass and was now concentrating on licking her clit. There was a tube of lubricant lying next to him and I saw that the exploring finger had been well coated with the gleaming lube.

		“Yessssssssssssssss,” she hissed, pressing my head back onto her tits, “God forgive me, but I want it! I want you to play with my ass!”

		My dick was already rock-hard, but I swear it got even harder as I heard her say that! I could hear Bobby’s tongue lashing at her juicy cunt and the sound was like a child’s finger toying with a rivulet of water, she was so wet by then!

		A few more moments passed in silence, except for Addison’s low moans of building pleasure and the sound of Bobby’s tongue tip sluicing across her almost liquid pussy lips. Then her sighs suddenly grew lower and more urgent, and her breasts jerked in unison beneath my sucking lips, and I knew Bobby had added a second finger up her ass!

		Sure enough, seconds later, my wife groaned as she murmured, “Oh, that feels so wicked! But don’t stop; don’t stop fingering my butt hole while you lick me!”

		I think Addison would have come in another minute or so, but again, Bobby anticipated her. He whispered, “Got to fuck you back here. Got to fuck this perfect little ass of yours, babe!”

		Addison shivered from head to toe and murmured, “Yes, yes, fuck me! Fuck me right in the ass—I want you to!”

		Abruptly, I felt him moving her around, and her breasts were suddenly pulled well beyond my reach. He sat back against the headboard and the pillows gathered there and held her compliant body up off the bed and right over his up-thrust prick. He was very strong. His mighty cock looked like a well-greased spike of pure male lust as it throbbed above his large nut sac and just below her ass cheeks.

		“Lick her clit while I butt-fuck her,” he panted at me, his voice gruff with need.

		I watched my wife bite her lower lip to keep from crying out as he lowered her gently onto his cock, all of its nine inches knifing up into her ass until she sat upon his lap. Addison’s green eyes were wide with discomfort, shame--at me watching her glide down onto his prick so easily--and triumph as she took all of his length and girth up inside herself.

		He leaned her impaled body back onto his chest, offering her gushing pussy to me as if it was some sort of juicy pink treat. And it was, as far as I was concerned! I scooted forward on my belly and devoured it as he began to urge her up and down on his buried dick.

		Addison moaned, her breasts rolling and swaying as she rode his cock and offered her pussy up to me. It felt weird as hell--but sexy beyond belief--to lick her snatch while another man’s dick split her ass open just inches away from my mouth!

		Bobby reached around and took a rolling tit in each palm and kneaded them was she fucked him. Addison’s eyes rolled up into her head as my tongue worshipped her clit and a small river of cunt oil flowed out into my mouth.

		Fuck, but her pussy juice is sweet! And it’s so hot; it’s as if something has broken inside her, like a dam giving way!

		I’d never seen her pussy gush like that, and I reveled in it! That warm oil tasted so sweet in my mouth as I gulped it down and licked for more. And the sound of Bobby’s big cock plowing her tight back hole a few inches from my face was music to my ears.

		In a short while, Addison’s long body began to shake—spasm-like--and I knew her orgasm was just moments away. Bobby chuckled and said, “God, I love the way she comes! She’s so into it!”

		My wife’s long legs began to twitch uncontrollably on both sides of me and her tummy muscles contracted violently. She groaned, as if she was in pain, and then she shrieked at the top of her lungs: “I’m coming! Oh, fuck, I’m coming so fucking hard!”

		Something warm jetted out of her pussy just then and splashed onto my mouth and cheeks. I thought at first she was peeing, there was so much of it!

		But it wasn’t urine. This liquid was hot like pee, but bland and slightly sweet, like her pussy oil.

		I swallowed it, partly out of self-defense—just to keep from drowning—and was immediately rewarded with another wet blast, this one even bigger than the first one had been. Bobby chortled and said, “She’s squirting, man! We made her come so hard, she’s actually squirting!”

		Addison was shaking uncontrollably and mewling about how wonderful it felt to come that way! She groaned and sighed and dug her fingernails into the sides of my head as I continued to eat her pussy and Bobby kept banging his big dick up into her bowels!

		Just then I heard him roar and I knew he was coming in her ass! Sure enough, big gouts of pearly-white jizz stared to roll down his shaft moments later and pool atop his balls as he filled my wife’s butt with his hot come!

		My nose was inches from the point where his body joined hers. I watched his spunk oozing out of her as she wailed and thrashed atop his gliding cock and struggled to keep from coming myself…

		****

		

		“Are you sure about this?” I asked him.

		“Fuck yes, I’m sure,” Bobby said confidently. “She’ll love it. Most girls really get off on it, if they let themselves go and try it. And they’ve got two guys who know what they’re doing, when it comes to double-teaming a woman.”

		Well, Bobby sure appears to know what HE’S doing, and I’m more than willing to learn!

		Addison moaned as my hard cock slowly slid all the way into her ass, which was still dribbling out Bobby’s come. I buried my prick in it, marveling at the feel of sloppy seconds in such a tight little hole!

		Bobby was lying on his back underneath her. He reached up and guided her hips downward, spearing his once-again hard monster up into her very wet pussy.

		My wife gasped at being penetrated by so much hard dick at once, but that didn’t deter her. She stared to fuck us both in a gentle rolling, rocking motion that buried both of our rigid cocks in her tight holes all the way up to our nut sacs every time she moved her hips.

		“So much,” Addison sighed, clearly still getting used to being double-penetrated.

		“Fuck us, you hot little bitch,” Bobby growled beneath her, reaching up and seizing her extended nipples.

		He tugged and yanked at them as he thrust his big dick up into her sopping pussy. Addison moaned again and did just as he commanded.

		Her trim little butt began to fly up and down our buried dicks while she groaned with growing bliss and tossed her long red hair from side to side as her joy began to overwhelm her. My wife was hotter than any porn star I had ever seen! She was hotter than Dawn…hotter than anybody!

		“Reach around and squeeze her clit,” Bobby gasped; after another minute of the intense three-way fuck, looking past the hunching, sighing redhead and up at me. “She’s going to come again, and it’s going to be a beauty!”

		My right hand left her ass cheek and slid under her, feeling for her clit. My fingertips brushed up against Bobby’s cock cylinder pistoning up and down in her flowing slit and it didn’t faze me a bit.

		I was totally into this by now! Bobby and I were doubling Addison, intent on making her spasm out of control again as we emptied our nuts into her again and again…all night long!

		My wife whined as I found her sensitive little nubbin and began to gently squeeze it as Bobby pummeled her pussy. She murmured, clearly out of her mind with lust, “Oh, God, fuck me, you two! Play with me! Make me come and come!”

		My dick seemed to swell inside her tight ass when she said that, and I fucked her even harder. Bobby did the same, really bridging his body up off the mattress underneath her and ramming his big dick all the way up into her cunt as I reamed out her ass.

		Addison made little gasping sounds—as if she was having trouble catching her breath—and started to shake. She was on the edge again, and I welcomed her orgasm.

		I hoped it was even hotter and more violent than her last one had been!

		****

		

		“That’s right, really suck them!” Bobby demanded. “Get ‘em all sloppy with your spit and suck ‘em into that hot little mouth of yours, right down to the root!”

		Addison whimpered with lust and dove onto his upright cock. I was sprawled out on the bed next to him and she was lying on her stomach in between us. Her once perfectly made up face was now streaked with mascara stains and she had shiny spittle all over her cheeks and dripping off her chin.

		She continued to go crazy over our cocks, spitting one out and inhaling the one next to it, her fingertips on our ball sacs, coaxing our loads from them as she sucked. This Addison was like a crazy caricature of the woman I’d been married to for five years; a hot, sensual cocksucker who was in love with men’s hard dicks and simply couldn’t get enough of them!

		Bobby sighed and reached for her ears, jamming her face down onto his prick as he exploded up into her mouth. I watched Addison swallow enthusiastically and marveled at her total submission to this man!

		She loved this shit! She adored being our little cumdumpster, swallowing our loads so obediently!

		Bobby gave a light groan and then said, “God, she’s good! She gives the most intense blowjob I’ve ever had.”

		He looked over at me—ignoring the fact that as her husband, I might have been offended at hearing my wife spoken about like that—and said, “You ready, champ? I’m about done.”

		I nodded and he eased Addison’s come-shiny lips up of his dick and guided her face over to mine. She went down all the way to my balls, her tongue swirling and caressing as she went, and I could have sworn that I could feel Bobby’s thick come coating her tongue as it circled my cock shaft!

		She looked up at me pleadingly and I knew that she wanted me to use her mouth just the way Bobby had. I reached for her ears and squeezed them gently as I moved her head up and down my prick.

		Addison’s left hand snaked downward from Bobby’s spent balls and under her body. I felt her sudden gasp of breath on my cock and nut sac as she began to finger her own pussy while she sucked me off.

		I smiled down at her and she smiled back at me as best she could, with her mouth stuffed with cock. In no time at all, I felt my balls tightening and my prick head give out with that old, familiar tingle.

		As the first jet of my jism spattered off the roof of her mouth, my wife tensed and her body began to shake. We came together, her gulping down my thick spunk and shivering through another exquisite orgasm!

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Fourteen

		

		Settling In

		

		“I didn’t mean to be that nasty with the two of you,” her voice was soft and her words whispered as we glided back down the highway toward the city and home, early the next morning. “It just sort of happened!”

		“The way sex just sort of happened, the time before this, when we went to his house to pick up your car?”

		She giggled, sounding guilty, and said, “Yeah, just like that as a matter of fact.”

		“You said that time it was being around Bobby; you just couldn’t seem to resist him,” I reminded her.

		She was leaning over onto my shoulder at I drove and she snuggled in even closer as she said, “It wasn’t just him this time.”

		I turned my head a little, to study her beautiful face, as she continued, “It was having you there, too! I was so nervous about that at first…”

		Her voice trailed off and then she blurted, “But it turned out to be so hot! You weren’t judgmental or disapproving at all; you seemed to be so totally into it! I felt you urging me on with your eyes, and I just kept getting crazier and crazier!”

		I laughed, relieved to be having this frank discussion about last night. I said, “It was hot! You were incredible! I couldn’t believe how…uninhibited you were; how wild and…insatiable you acted!”

		I shook my head in wonder and added, “And I couldn’t believe the way you came for us. I had never seen anything like that, let alone been a part of it.”

		Addison’s face colored. The car was dark, but even in that reduced light, I could tell she was blushing.

		“I’ve never had a night like that until now,” she confessed in a quiet voice. “Even with Bobby those two times before; it was great, but it wasn’t as fantastic as what the three of us shared up in that bedroom last night!”

		We drove along in silence for a few miles after that, each thinking about tonight. At last, I said, “So, I guess that means you’ll be wanting to see him again, as a couple?”

		Addison didn’t answer right away. As we neared the city, she said, “I don’t really know. Last night was spectacular; no doubt about that. But I think I want to just settle back for a while and think about what all of this meant.”

		She turned toward me and waited for my answer. I was torn: I’ll admit it.

		Last night had been a lot of things; hard for me to watch, full of unbelievable ecstasy, tinged with jealousy at times, and filled with wonder at the sheer hotness of the sensual woman I discovered I was married to! I was still adjusting to the idea that Addison, my little Addison, was a super-hot babe who could do sexual things better than most porn starlets could ever imagine doing them, when the spirit moved her!

		So I could see where she might be a bit confused by what had just happened, as well as being elated and excited by it. Maybe we should pull back for a while, so that we could both digest what had occurred up by that lake last night!

		“Yeah,” I agreed thoughtfully, our freeway exit coming up, “maybe we should do just that.”

		****

		

		Our period of assessment didn’t mean that the two of us stopped having sex, thank God! On the contrary; I had never experienced anything—either with Addison or any of the other girls who had predated her in my life—that compared with what we now shared in the bedroom!

		And she was definitely as into the change as I was. Some nights I’d come home, only to find her waiting for me in the bedroom, dressed in a sheer nightie; with a cold beer for me and a glass of white wine for her sitting on our respective nightstands.

		We’d sip them slowly, talking about this and that, exploring each others bodies in between sips. Then we’d fuck like a pair of minks in heat, totally ignoring dinner until later. We ate a lot of hastily warmed up leftovers and delivered take out meals that autumn, and neither of us minded a bit.

		It was a little like being newlyweds again, only this was so much better! There was none of the uncertainty about finding ourselves suddenly married to each other that had been there back then.

		Addison and I now felt that we knew one another as well as we’d ever known anyone in our lives. We loved each other without reservation; totally and completely.

		As a result, both of us were happier than we’d ever been before, and it showed. She said people in her office were always commenting about what a sunny attitude she now displayed at work; and the guys I worked with were always making sly remarks about how I must have gotten some last night.

		The way things were at home with Addison now, I probably had! And I knew it was way better than anything they’d gotten, even the ones with young, hot-looking wives and live-in girlfriends.

		Because my wife wasn’t just willing…she was eager! She was always ready to experiment with things nowadays; BDSM, ass-sex, role-playing in the bedroom—we tried them all!

		My once shy and reserved redhead had transformed herself into being a true fireball in the sack these days. There was literally nothing she wouldn’t do, if I suggested it. And some of her suggestions were downright kinky!

		Addison spent a lot of her spare time on the computer now, at various sex sites, learning about new positions, new fetishes, new approaches to sex that would thrill and amaze me. I never knew what tonight would hold, other than it would probably be spectacular, exotic, and nasty!

		For example, she surprised me with a rim-job one night, licking all around my asshole in addition to my balls and my cock, the way she sometimes did. My hot little Addison fucked me right in the ass with her nimble tongue that night, while she busily stroked my cock, and then—when I was ready to come—she sucked me off as if she couldn’t wait to taste my come.

		I was just as shocked when she gave me ass-to-mouth for the first time. And I was speechless when she called me into the bathroom one night and demanded that I piss on her naked body while she lay naked in the bathtub.

		We both decided afterward that we didn’t really care for “golden showers”. But at least we tried it!

		I knew that she had probably learned some of this ultra-naughty behavior from Bobby and that only some of it came from her time spent on the web. But I found I couldn’t care less!

		Having long moved past being jealous of what she and Bobby did together, I came to instead relish all he’d taught her—and me! My sex life had suddenly exploded to new heights, and that I desperately wanted for it to keep on getting hotter and hotter.

		That’s why there was some major concern on my part when Bobby Wilder started distancing himself from her…and from us…

		

		****

		

		Dawn and Addison met for lunch all the time now, but never at Bobby’s place anymore. That would have been awkward, since he had all but quit dating Dawn by then.

		He still called Addison from time to time, sometimes as part of a threesome—he really seemed to like having me in the bedroom with them, and I now looked forward to it, too; I had learned a lot!--sometimes it was just a “booty call” for a quick hook up with my wife. She would drive up to the lake house by herself and return several hours later, with a smile on her face and a pussy full of Bobby’s come for me to find!

		But I noticed that the calls were getting further and further apart, and I’m sure Addison did too. It wasn’t--we both knew--that he was getting “tired” of her as a bed partner, but a guy like Bobby was always expanding his contact list of hotwives and, for that reason, his calls grew scarcer as the weeks went by.

		He was a “player”, plain and simple. He always had been and he probably always would be.

		Dawn understood that and she helped Addison to understand it, too. Kelly’s wife wasn’t disappointed that she had gradually slipped completely off Bobby’s regular call list. She was too busy meeting and bedding new guys to miss seeing him.

		One night, Addison and I were lying in bed, discussing her lunch with Dawn that day, as well as the growing distance between Bobby and herself and the two of us. My wife seemed resigned, when it came to playboy Bobby’s waning interest—thanks mostly to Dawn’s philosophical reaction her own estrangement from the charming restaurant owner—but at the same time, Addison seemed to be slightly sad about it.

		“Do you want to find another guy who you can…you know…. play with?” I asked her when she’d finished talking; hoping she did, while at the same time sort of hoping that she didn’t.

		Most guys like to think of their wives as being totally satisfied with just their abilities in the sack, after all!

		“I don’t know,” Addison answered me truthfully. “Sometimes, I do think about it. I’ll admit that.”

		She smiled at me and caressed my cheek as she assured me, “If you don’t want me to, I won’t. What you give me at home now is too fabulous to fuck up, just for some strange cock, darling--you’re a great lover!”

		I laughed easily and asked, “But you wouldn’t mind some strange cock from time to time, I take it?”

		Addison giggled and confessed, “No, I wouldn’t, if you’re okay with it, that is. What we did with Bobby was fun like I’ve never experienced before. It may be over now, but God, it was great while it lasted, know what I mean?”

		“I do,” I said, still a little bit jealous that she wanted other men in her life besides me.

		But another part of me—the kinky, wife-watching aficionado part--was cheering. I had to admit, I still loved the idea of her having other cocks on the side, then running home to tell me about it.

		The sex we had after that happened was so intense, I wasn’t sure I could live without it. I now felt like I knew what drug addicts went through when the source of their supply suddenly dried up or they ran out of money!

		I hated it that she wanted other guys. But I loved it at the same time!

		“So, do you have another man in mind?” I asked her at last.

		“That’s the problem, I don’t,” Addison answered pensively.

		She seemed to think that over for a moment, and then added, “Bobby was so easy. He came on to me, and I met him through Dawn—who was already involved in a hotwife situation with him--so everyone knew the score before anything happened between us. And I told you about him right away, so you did, too.”

		I thought about that and had to admit she was right. The reason Bobby had been such a perfect choice for us was that everyone involved knew what was going on even before it had started.

		She said, “I think my being with Bobby was great for us, as a couple.”

		I asked her what she meant by that and she said, “I feel totally good about my sexuality now.”

		When I shot her a quizzical look, she went on to explain, “I’d always been extremely curious when it came to sex, even when I was a young teen. But my folks were always so adamant about it being almost ‘evil’, that I shied almost totally away from it.”

		Addison shrugged and said, “I experimented, as best I could, with the few dates I was allowed to go on; I jacked off Bud, the big football player with the really thick cock a few times. And I did finally give another guy my cherry, when I was nearly out of high school, before I ever met you.”

		She sighed and said, “Even when we got married, I was so reserved about sex! I really wanted to be a wild girl with you, but I always held myself back; thinking you’d take me for a real slut, I was too wild!”

		My wife smiled knowingly as she looked over at me and said, “Now, I don’t worry about that at all anymore. I feel like I can be as naughty as I want with you, with other men, as long as I tell you all about it later. And that’s so freeing!”

		I had to admit it was; both for her and for me! Now I felt like we could talk about anything, do anything, as long as both of us wanted it!

		“I don’t suppose Dawn has any other guys she’d like to introduce you to?” I asked the question at last.

		Addison laughed and shook her head that she didn’t. When she stopped laughing, her face grew serious as she asked, “You know what I loved about what I had with Bobby the most?”

		“His big cock, or maybe that he was so fucking handsome; such a hunk?”

		She pushed me away playfully and said, “Those things were nice; I’m not going to deny that.”

		After a moment, she said, “But what I really adored about that hook up was how casual it was. I never expected anything out of Bobby but a hot time in bed and there was absolutely no chance he was going to expect anything more than that out of me. It was just sex, pure and simple.”

		Addison looked over at me and continued, “I don’t think you ever worried about me leaving you for Bobby, once you got to know him, right?”

		I shook my head negatively. She smiled and said, “That’s because you know I’m always going to love only you, not some good-time guy like Bobby Wilder.”

		I thought about that and nodded, saying, “Yeah, I think if we’re going to do this again, we’re going to need to find another guy like Bobby, in order for both of us to feel good about it.”

		She nodded along with me. When she spoke, she said, “It can’t be someone either of us works with, though; just in case it doesn’t go well or it doesn’t end well.”

		“Yeah,” I agreed, thinking about it, “that would suck.”

		We both considered the knotty problem of finding a new lover for Addison for long moments before I finally said, “With your looks, babe, you could have anyone you wanted.”

		She smiled at the compliment and answered, “You’re sweet to say that, but even if was true, it doesn’t really solve our problem.”

		After giving me a few seconds to digest that thought, she added, “Strangers are just that…strangers; you never really know what you’re getting with them until it’s too late.”

		She sighed and said, “Dawn told me a story about a young guy she met before they moved here. He was everything she wanted in a lover; handsome, studly; great in the sack.”

		Addison sighed again and said, “The only problem was that he really fell for her. He wanted her to leave Kelly and move in with him. When she stopped returning his calls he, in desperation, started doing things like sending flowers to the office where she worked, and waiting around to ambush her outside her building when she got off at night.”

		“Sounds like he really had it bad for her,” I commented nervously, imagining how awkward it would be if Addison’s next lover fell in love with her and thus began to act like an infatuated teenaged boy, the way Dawn’s ex-fuck buddy apparently had.

		“That’s part of the reason they moved here, halfway across the country from where they lived before,” my wife said. “He just wouldn’t take ‘no’ for an answer.”

		We both thought about that. At last I said, “So, no boyfriends in the classic sense; no one who’s going to fall in love with you.”

		“And no super-dominant guys; ‘bulls’ as they’re known in hotwife circles,” Addison added. “They usually want to take over your entire life, from all I’ve read about them.”

		“Where does that leave us?”

		“With guys like Bobby, I guess,” my wife said, “men who know the score starting out and who are just looking for hot sex with a hotwife; no entanglements, no promises, and no emotional involvement.”

		“And just where do we find one of those?”

		“I can only think of two places,” Addison said, “the web, on hotwife sites, in the personal columns, and bars or clubs that cater to the hotwife lifestyle.”

		“Maybe we should get you one of those anklets, if we’re going to go that route,” I suggested, after considering her solution, “the ones that tell guys in the know that you’re a hotwife.”

		“That’s a good idea, darling,” she said with a delighted smile. “I’ll order one tomorrow.”

		Addison laughed and said, “What could be better? Not only do I get a new cock to play with, but I get jewelry too!”

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Fifteen

		

		Finding Another Bobby

		

		I have to admit, the next week was kind of fun, in a weird sort of way. Addison bought some newer, sexier outfits to wear out “hunting” as she called it.

		And the anklet came in the mail. We both checked the web for possible meeting spots—bars and dance clubs which catered to the hotwife lifestyle--within a twenty mile radius of our house where she could wear both it and her sexy new outfits.

		Finally, we settled on a place downtown called The Torch Club. It had a website which featured lots and lots of photos of its clientele partying on New Year’s Eve, St. Patrick’s Day, and Halloween. From the posted photos, the crowd looked young, athletic, and fun.

		My pool league had finally ended, so we had both Friday and Saturday nights open for her new partner-finding activities. We elected to try Saturdays first, because the outfits Addison wanted to wear when we went to places like The Torch Club wouldn’t have been appropriate for her to wear into work. And we wanted to avoid the hassle of her having to drive home from her job downtown, change into one of her new “hunting” outfits, eat a quick dinner with me, and us driving back to the downtown bar together so she could try to meet just the right guy.

		There was just too much evening commute traffic to deal with, for one thing. By the time both of us fought our way home on the clogged roadways in the first place, changed and got ready; then ate a hasty meal and drove back downtown, we would already be well into Friday night.

		So Saturdays it was, we mutually decided. As the evening in question rolled around, it found us both were getting ready for a night of clubbing—with a purpose--in the bedroom.

		I had decided on a casual outfit, such as a guy on the make might wear to a bar that catered to the hotwife lifestyle. She was dressed to the nines, also casually, but in a sexy, hot way. I had never seen my normally prim and proper wife dress like that for a night out before!

		Addison wore an extremely short mini-skirt, which highlighted her long, perfect legs; especially in the tall black heels she bought to wear with it. She had gone with a garter belt, of all things, to accompany the skirt because she had patiently explained to me that pantyhose were not sexy when it came time to take them off, and thigh highs didn’t reach nearly high enough up her long legs—not with that skirt!

		Her blouse was sheer and made of a royal blue material, and she wore her lightest, frilliest black bra under it; one you could practically see through. It was only the combined thickness of the two scanty fabrics that prevented her nipples from being fully visible. But you could still almost make out their ghostly pink outlines when the light hit her upper body just right.

		The make up she wore was more dramatic than usual, too. Tonight, she had chosen to go heavy on the mascara and eyeliner, really bringing out her emerald-green eyes, and she wore so much concealer that you couldn’t see her freckles at all.

		Her long, red hair curled down nearly to her breasts, falling in heavy ringlets and wild cascades of gorgeous crimson. In short, she was stunning, and I knew every male eye in that club was going to be on her from the moment she walked in the door!

		On her left ankle, her new silver anklet--which proclaimed her to be a “hotwife” in small, cursive letters—gleamed in the low light of our bedroom. I had seen it close up, when it had come in the mail earlier in the week, so I knew what those letters spelled out, and what they meant.

		Most denizens of The Torch Club would also realize what the anklet meant the second she walked in wearing it. Coupled with the way Addison looked tonight--like a high school boys wet-dream come to life—her carefully chosen outfit was bound to set every male heart in that bar to pounding the moment they saw her!

		“How do you feel?” I asked her when she was slipping on her coat and picking up her purse.

		“Nervous, but excited,” she replied, smiling over at me. “I haven’t done anything even vaguely like this since I was a young, single girl, and that seems like ages ago.”

		She thought about that for a moment, and then added, “And even when I was single, I never really did anything like this.”

		Addison looked at me and whispered, “Tonight, I might meet someone I really want to…to fuck. And I might just go ahead and do it!”

		Her naughty-schoolgirl giggle escaped her lips as she said, “That’s so unlike the old me--even when I was on my own, before I met you, I never went home with a guy on our first date together and just…fucked him!”

		My cock was getting hard in my jeans at the very thought of that. I had to tear my thoughts away from the vision of Addison, naked and on her knees in front of some handsome stranger with a huge cock, sucking it, licking it for him until it was hard as a boulder, and then opening her long legs for him!

		If I allowed my mind to dwell on that image any longer, I’d be sprouting the same sort of wood I’d gotten when I had taken one of Bobby’s Viagras. I grinned at her and asked, “So, he’s got to be great looking and really hung, right?”

		She blushed and said, “Well, I guess so. It wouldn’t make any sense for me to cheat on you with some guy whose cock is smaller than yours, now would it?”

		Moving over next to me, she ran her fingertips along my clean-shaven jaw line and whispered, “And my husband is so good-looking, too! A guy is going to have to be really something, looks-wise, the way Bobby was, to interest me tonight.”

		What she had just said almost had me strutting with pride as we left the bedroom arm and arm together a few seconds later. For a guy who was half hoping to get cuckolded again tonight, I was feeling pretty good about myself at the start of the evening!

		

		****

		

		We had decided to take separate cars, just in case Addison found a guy she felt comfortable leaving with. That way, she could drive herself home tonight or in the morning, and she wouldn’t have to call me to come and get her.

		The club was already hopping by the time we arrived at eight or so. I went in first, as we had done that initial time up at the lakeside restaurant, and Addison followed a few minutes later. I managed to get one of the last seats at the bar, so I was sipping my first beer of the night when my wife sauntered into the place, her coat removed and slung across one arm.

		I swear every guy in the place stopped whatever he was doing and stared at her. Some of them almost had their tongues hanging out; they were so obviously taken with the way she looked!

		And one of them might just get lucky tonight, the thought flashed through my mind and my cock started to instantly firm up within my jeans.

		The mental picture of Addison naked with one of these dudes, sucking his cock, toying with it with her fingertips, licking his balls and perhaps his asshole…had me rock hard in less than a minute! And the further thought of one of them fucking her in every hole she had before morning almost had me shooting off in my pants as I sat there, sipping my beer!

		And then she’s going to come home and tell me everything!

		I grinned at thought and shifted my weight on the barstool, easing the stress of my jeans against my pumped up dick. Addison found an empty booth along the far wall and sat facing the room.

		The music pounding through the speakers was a mix of hip-hop, pop, salsa, and house; so there was something for everyone. Addison is a great dancer, as I’ve mentioned before, so I knew she was really going to enjoy herself this evening.

		She ordered a drink from the cocktail waitress and before it even came, a guy was standing in front of her booth, asking her out onto the floor. He was black, muscular, and handsome.

		She said ‘yes’, and soon they were gliding across the dance floor together. The song was a slow one and Addison seemed to melt into his arms, her breasts pressed into his chest as they circled the dance floor among the other couples.

		When the song ended, Addison sat back down and sipped the cocktail that had arrived at her table while she had been out dancing. Her black suitor obviously asked if he could join her, but she blew him off and went back to her drink.

		As soon as he had slunk away—looking thoroughly dejected—his place was taken by a big, strapping white guy who was standing just where the black dude had. This one was huge, maybe six-five or six-six in height, with a set of broad shoulders and no waist at all.

		He wore a knit shirt that fit him as if it had been sprayed on, and a pair of snug-fitting jeans. I had to admit his ass looked to be as tight as his pants, and it was one that might appeal to a woman.

		Addison obviously agreed with my assessment. She smiled up at him, sat her drink on the table, and got up to join him out on the floor. The number playing was a fast one, and my wife entertained both him and every man in the place by shaking her nice-sized breasts in time with the beat as she pranced about the floor.

		She must have liked him better than the black guy, because when he asked her to dance again after that song was over; she didn’t go back to the table, but instead remained on the floor with him. They embraced as the next song started--another slow ballad—and proceeded to move across the room together, her body once again tightly intertwined with her new partner’s.

		This one, too, tried to sit down with her at the end of the song, but Addison wouldn’t let him. She calmly ordered a second round after finishing the first one, and smilingly refused the next two guys who asked her to dance.

		They weren’t nearly as cute as the first two had been, so I wasn’t surprised. She had made herself plain back at the house: the guy who got into her pants tonight—if there was such a man—had to be both handsome and hung!

		

		****

		

		The rest of the evening unfolded in much the same way. Lots of men asked her to dance; she turned most of them down.

		Addison was being very picky about her partners, and even pickier about her potential lovers. She danced with several of her more persistent suitors more than once as the evening wore on; the tall, hulking white guy got a second and even a third dance, as did a few others.

		I noticed that all of the final contenders were tall, muscular, and handsome. How well they were hung, I could only guess.

		As I got up off my stool at around eleven to hit the head once more, I noticed that Addison got up, too. I went into the men’s john and unloaded my bladder, and my wife met me in the otherwise empty hallway outside as soon as I emerged from bathroom.

		“What?” I asked her in a whisper.

		“I just wanted to tell you, I think I’m going to go home with Glenn, the big, hunky white guy,” she murmured breathlessly, her green eyes glowing with excitement. “He’s tall and dreamy looking, and unless he’s got two pairs of socks stuffed down his shorts; he’s hung like a bull!”

		I laughed and asked her, “How do you know that?”

		She smiled at me and whispered provocatively, “Easy; I felt him up through his jeans. Not only could I feel that big cock of his getting all hard up against my belly as we danced a couple of slow ones, I ran my fingers over it when we were over in the shadows.”

		I grinned incredulously and said, “No way!”

		She giggled and murmured, “Oh, yeah, baby; I already told you: I intend to behave like quite the little slut tonight!”

		“What sort of guy is he? Are you going to be okay spending the night at his place?” I asked anxiously, realizing that she was really serious about leaving the club with this dude and spending the rest of the night with him!

		Addison’s face got serious for a second as she admitted, “I think so, or I wouldn’t be doing this. He seems like a nice guy; not real smart, but polite and respectful. I’m sure I’ll be okay with him.”

		I swallowed hard and then said, “Alright, darling, I’ll trust your judgment. Call me if things get out of hand. I intend to follow you, just so I’ll know where you are in case you suddenly decide you need me.”

		Addison leaned in to me and kissed me lightly on the cheek, saying: “Okay, Sir Lancelot, but be careful he doesn’t spot you following us. I’m going to tell him I’m a hotwife—he seems to know all about the lifestyle and how it works—but I don’t intend to tell him my husband is the nosy type who follows me over to my lover’s apartment!”

		We both laughed at that and I said, “I’ll be careful not to let him spot me tailing you, I promise.”

		Her face went serious again as she said, “Never forget that I love you with all my heart. Tonight is just for fun…but you’re for keeps!”

		With that, she gave me a quick kiss on the lips and she was gone. When I got back into the club a few moments later, I saw her seated back at her booth and her guy for the night—Glenn—was sitting next to her.

		They danced a few more times and had one more cocktail apiece. As it neared twelve-thirty, they got up to leave. I quickly paid off my tab and followed them outside.

		I saw them walking down the street together. His arm was over her shoulder and hers was around his waist.

		He got into a fairly new Ford pick up and she went up the street to where her red Nissan was parked along the curb. My car was close by, so I jumped into the driver’s seat and waited until he had gone by and she had pulled out to follow him before I started my engine and turned on the headlights.

		Keeping them in sight proved to be easy: he lived in large apartment complex just a few blocks from The Torch Club. I pulled off onto a side street and waited until they were both parked and headed toward his apartment before I restarted my car and drove home.

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Sixteen

		

		A Swing, A Miss – New Directions

		

		Addison woke me up at five-thirty the next morning when she climbed into bed, naked, next to me. I glanced over at the clock and started fully awake.

		This was much earlier than I had expected her home. Those times she’d driven up to the lake to be with Bobby in the recent past, she sometimes hadn’t returned home before noon the next day.

		“How did it go?” I asked her sleepily.

		She frowned and said, “Not great, actually.”

		“Oh, did he turn out to have socks in his jeans after all?” I asked playfully, needling her just a little.

		Addison laughed and said, “No, his cock was huge, just like I thought it was. If anything, it was thicker and longer than Bobby’s.”

		I looked at her; then asked, “So what was the problem?”

		My wife smiled at me and caressed my cheek as she said softly, “You and Bobby spoiled me, I guess. You’re both so hot in bed. Poor Glenn had a great body, and he’s really handsome, and he did have an enormous cock.”

		“But,” I asked her, “I sense a ‘but’ coming on.”

		She smiled at me and reached for my prick. Since I had also slept in the nude, anticipating her return, she had no trouble finding it.

		“It turns out that having a big one is only part of it,” she sighed, fisting mine as she spoke. “He fucked me alright; just not terribly well. I sucked him—and that was fun, trying to take one that big all the way into my mouth and throat—and he came like a fire-hose opening up when he finally went off! I could barely swallow it all!”

		She sighed again. My dick got even stiffer as I imagined her sucking a huge one, and swallowing all of Glenn’s come.

		“But he was too big for anal, so I didn’t let him try that, although he wanted to,” she went on. “And he turned out to be lousy with both his mouth and his fingers! I doubt Glenn has ever even heard of a girl’s g-spot, let alone knows how to find it!”

		She snuggled into me and I felt her full breasts against my bare back. I twisted my head around, grinned over my shoulder at her and said, “So, would you like some oral from a guy who is thoroughly familiar with the concept of the g-spot?”

		“I can still feel his come oozing out of me, so unless you want a big mouthful of jizz, I wouldn’t do that if I were you,” she cautioned me, still stroking my by now very hard cock.

		“Then how about some anal, while I massage both your g-spot and your clit, lady?”

		She smiled at me and said, “Now you’re talking! God, but I love you!”

		I reached over and opened the top drawer of the night stand and took out our trusty tube of sex lubricant. We both rolled over, so that I was now spooned behind her, and I carefully greased up both her asshole and my rigid prick. Before I entered her, I reached around her body and started to play with her super-gooey pussy.

		Addison sighed as I found her g-spot amid all of Glenn’s come and began to caress it as I slid my finger in and out over her clit. I whispered, “Jesus, that guy really spunked you, babe!”

		“Yeah, and I did finally come, the second time he cut loose inside my pussy,” she admitted dreamily, moving her hips in time to my finger’s sensual pussy massage. “But it wasn’t a big orgasm. He didn’t make me quiver…the way you and Bobby do!”

		“Well, even a mediocre come is better than no orgasm at all,” I offered philosophically.

		“Mmmmmmmmm, I guess so,” she agreed, her eyes closed, really getting into my tender caress of both her clit and her g-spot.

		My cock slid into her ass and she groaned with pleasure, saying, “Oh, God, honey, you really know how to push my buttons! Fuck me! Fuck me right in the ass and make me come the way only you can!”

		

		****

		

		“So I take it you won’t be seeing Glenn again?” I said, once the fireworks were over, fifteen minutes later.

		“Not only no, but fuck, no!” She said firmly; cuddling back into me as my cock finally got soft enough to slide out of her ass. “He’s very cute, and he’s built like a Greek god. But making him into an even adequate lover would just be too much work!

		She paused a beat and then added, “Would you believe it? He thought he did great tonight! He actually seemed kind of smug about how well he’d fucked me, when he finally made me come that second time!”

		We both lay there, contemplating that for long moments. At last, I said, “So where does this leave us? Do you want to try The Torch Club again next week? You might do better this time.”

		She sighed and said, “Maybe I should just quit while I’m ahead. That ass-fuck you gave me just now was spectacular--I came like a crazy girl!”

		She turned in my arms and faced me, her nipples pressing into my chest. Addison whispered, “Most girls would simply die to have a lover like you in bed with them every night! And I’m madly in love with you! What more do I need?”

		I thought back to how great it was, having her come home with another guy’s load up her ass, in her pussy, and with that unmistakable gleam of naughty satisfaction that only “cheating” on me with another hot guy gave her. Sure, what we had together all the time--outside of the extra-marital stuff--was great; it was beyond compare.

		But her stepping out on me with another man was…extraordinary. Both she and I got off on it in a major way that simply couldn’t be duplicated without another guy being involved in the mix!

		Her being a hotwife was something else again. And I found—to my shame—that I didn’t want to give it up; at least not just yet!

		I said as much to her. She was silent for a long time, and then she admitted, “Yeah, it is kind of hot at that. Truthfully, I suspect I’d really miss it, if we were forced to quit.”

		We both thought about that for a while. At last Addison’s face brightened as she said, “What about trying the personals, you know, on hotwife sites?”

		“I thought Dawn told you that a lot of those ads were phony,” I reminded her. “Dick pictures that don’t belong to the guy posting them, and really old photos, masquerading as current; stuff like that.”

		“How about this then,” Addison asked excitedly, “how about we place our own add, with naked photos of me. You know the kind I mean; ones that spotlight my titties and my ass and maybe my pussy, but don’t show my face clearly; just enough for a guy to tell that I’m not exactly ugly.”

		She took a breath and went on, growing even more excited as she blurted, “We’d advertise for a specific kind of guy, a man who really knew his way around a woman’s body…a guy like Bobby; a man who is a real stud!”

		“Yeah, no others need apply,” I answered enthusiastically, getting into the spirit of the thing.

		“I love that!” She exclaimed. “A guy who is a master in the bedroom: no others need apply!”

		We eventually dropped off to sleep still hugging each other, dreaming of personal ads, of hot photos, and of finding the perfect lover for her!

		

		****

		

		Neither Addison nor I is much of a writer, or a creative type, since I made my living as a route driver, and she worked as a secretary, typing the words of others. So it ended up taking us quite a while to compose an ad we felt satisfied with.

		First we read numerous efforts by other people on the local hotwife websites as we lounged around that Sunday morning, ate a leisurely breakfast, and drank coffee. When one of us found an ad that we liked, we hurriedly pointed it out to the other.

		We were sitting on the couch after breakfast, perusing our laptops, swapping comments back and forth. It was fun, in a kinky, ‘hotwifey’ sort of way!

		After a lot of false starts and stops, we finally managed to come up with an ad that we thought embodied everything we wanted. Under a bold-face heading which read “No Others Need Apply!” we listed our prerequisites:

		Hotwife Seeking Supreme Fulfillment – gorgeous redheaded, newbie hotwife seeks a steady guy to play with. Must be well endowed and extremely knowledgeable when it comes to a woman’s body and how to maximize her pleasure! If you don’t know what a “g-spot” is or where it is located and how to stimulate it, don’t bother answering this ad! If you don’t enjoy M-W-M threesomes, also don’t bother to answer this ad.

		I’ll shiver and shake my way through a quivering orgasm for you—I may even squirt--if you excite me enough! My husband is aware of this ad and is fully supportive of my hotwife activities, but he likes to play too. Solo dates are a possibility, but three-ways must be a big part of any long-term relationship. If interested, and qualified, please forward CURRENT picture of yourself, and your aroused cock, to…

		Then we gave an email address we had set up solely for this purpose. We didn’t, of course, include our address or our phone number, only the city we lived in.

		“Well, now it’s time to take some pictures,” I said, looking over at Addison.

		She blushed but suggested, “Okay, let’s go into the bedroom and do that.”

		

		****

		

		I’m not normally much of a photographer either, but I like to think I did okay at capturing both my sexy wife’s playfulness and her beauty in those cell phone shots I took that day. They were all in full, blisteringly-hot color, and we had to reject some of them, because they showed her face too clearly, and we didn’t want anyone we knew to be able to identify her from these photographs.

		It would have been a disaster for us if that ever happened, and we both knew it. So we were very careful to include only pics which captured just a small part of her face, the rest obscured by her long, flowing red locks.

		No one but Bobby, the hapless Glenn from last night, and I could recognize her by pictures her naked body alone; old boyfriends from high school and just after high school we discounted. It had been too many years for them to be sure that the gangly girl they had dated and in some cases, gone to bed with; was the same hot redhead featured in the current photographs.

		When we were sure we had covered all of the bases, we attached the best of the nude photos to the ad and sent it off to the website. We promptly received a return email, which looked to be automated, telling us that our ad would appear on the site within a few hours.

		

		****

		

		“Do you really think anyone will answer our ad?” Addison asked later that afternoon, as we sat looking over our sexy email submission to the website.

		“With those photos,” I answered with a big grin, staring at my wife’s beautiful tits, her sleek legs, her shaved-bare pussy lips, and her incredible ass on the computer screen, “they’re bound to!”

		She smiled back at me, looking almost shy, and murmured, “I think you’re just prejudiced in my favor.”

		“I do happen to think you’re pretty special, at that,” I whispered back, stroking her shoulders through the thin peignoir she wore over a set of sheer babydoll pajamas, which left little to the imagination.

		When I reached out and began to caress her nipples through the thin material, she sighed but made no move to stop me. As soon as I had both her long nubbies fully aroused, I slid one hand under her ass and the other across her back.

		Carrying her in my arms, I kissed her passionately during the short trip into our bedroom. We were naked in seconds and making love not long after that.

		I guess we couldn’t think of a better way to kill time while we waited for the first nibbles from our ad to come in…

		

		****

		

		Our posting did get a lot of action, but most of it wasn’t the kind we’d been hoping for. One guy even sent a short clip of his supposed dick spewing wads of come onto the up-turned face of some really hot, really beautiful chick.

		It would have been impressive as hell, but I knew who Peter North, the male porn star, was. And I knew his main claim to fame was based on the huge loads his big cock spurted forth when it went off.

		From this guy’s attached photos, it was clear he wasn’t Peter North!

		Most of the other responses were just as laughable. We got pictures that had clearly been taken quite a while ago, of men who hadn’t been that hot even when they were young!

		Addison laughed, and giggled, and snorted with mild outrage at some of the email submissions we received. Just when she was starting to despair of ever finding anyone even mildly appropriate from the ad responses, she spotted Logan Grant’s name.

		She clicked on his email and read his response, saying, “God, this guy seems very sure of himself! If he isn’t delusional, he sounds perfect! Let’s see what he looks like.”

		Clicking open the attachment of pictures he had sent along with the email, Addison sucked in her breath and whispered, “Fuck, he’s gorgeous! Just look at that body…just look at that…cock!”

		I craned my neck to see what had her so excited and my own breath froze in my lungs. Logan Grant, if his pictures were for real, was a sex god!

		He had short-cropped, dark hair, and was a bit shorter than Glenn had been, only six-three to Glenn’s towering six-six, but he had exactly the same kind of shoulders and waist as the slightly bigger man. And this guy had a set of six-pack abs that would put most bodybuilders to shame.

		I had to agree with my wife about his dick. That thing was a monster!

		It was just as long as Bobby’s, if not even longer, and it was a good deal thicker in girth! I doubted that Addison could close her fist around it!

		“Jesus, babe, I don’t know,” I gasped, staring at the naked Adonis with the ginormous cock. “Do you think that big thing would even fit inside your little pussy?”

		“I don’t know,” she sighed, looking longingly at the photo, “but I’d sure like to find out!”

		I know most guys wouldn’t know what to do if they witnessed their wives gazing in rapture at an uber-handsome guy with a super-cock. They’d either be outraged or hurt or threatened; or all three at once.

		But my dick got hard just imagining being in the same bedroom with them when that huge cock disappeared into Addison’s tiny pink pussy! I nearly shot off, thinking about the look on her face when handsome Logan took her anally for the first time, especially if I was banging her cunt at the same time…

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Seventeen

		

		Logan

		

		“So…how old are you?” She asked the question, sounding a little like a shy teenage girl on the phone with a boy who had just called her for the first time, angling for a date.

		We sat in our living room later that same Sunday. She was now curled up in the recliner and I sat nervously on the couch while she talked to him on her cell phone.

		My wife was wearing that same sexy nightie outfit again, and she was toying with a strand of her long, red hair, wrapping it around her index finger and then releasing it, as she chatted with the huge-cocked muscleman. They had been exchanging emails throughout the later afternoon, and she had liked what she read a lot, and so, apparently, had he.

		At last, she had forwarded him her cell number and he had promised to call her promptly at five-thirty. He had, and she had pounced eagerly on the phone when she saw the caller ID flash notification that the caller was none other than Logan Grant. She had answered it on the second ring.

		“No, I don’t think thirty-three is old at all,” she said as she smiled into the phone.

		She giggled and admitted—in a much lower than usual, very sexy voice that I had rarely heard her use before--that she was barely twenty-five. He must have asked her how much experience she’d had as a hotwife, because she said, “Not much, but what I’ve had has been sensational, overall.”

		I found it all to be unbelievably hot somehow, listening to my wife flirt with another man; watching as someone I knew so well trying to make herself sound alluring to a potential lover!

		She explained about Kelly and Dawn, and about Dawn introducing her to Bobby. Addison told him that Bobby had been her first hotwife experience, and that he had proved to be flat-out fantastic in bed. She added that he’d also had a very impressive cock.

		I guessed that he had then asked about my own “equipment” just then, because she glanced up at me and smiled as she said, “My husband’s is pretty great; not quite as large as Bobby’s but big enough to get the job done. And the thing I love about him the most—in addition to his being very open-minded about my dating other guys—is his willingness to learn when it comes to sexual techniques!”

		She grinned at me as she went on to say, “He’s as good a lover now as Bobby is. My baby may not have a huge dick, but he’s gotten to be incredible with his tongue and his fingers. And his cock is big enough to give me what I want!”

		Addison laughed lightly at his reply and then went on to say, “Well, I really don’t need strange cock to be happy in my marriage. But if it’s readily available, and if it’s sensational…and my husband encourages me to play around with other lovers: why shouldn’t I indulge myself?”

		She beamed over at me as she nodded, obviously pleased with what he’d was saying in reply to that. My wife then said into the phone, “My thoughts exactly; if we both enjoy the lifestyle so much, why not take advantage of it while we still don’t have kids at home? What’s to stop us from experimenting a little, before we settle down and become a boring old married couple?”

		He must have spoken for a long time, because Addison merely listened and nodded along with what he had to say for a few more moments. When he had finished, she said, “That sounds great to me. Would you mind if my husband was there, too, when we meet?”

		She shook her head negatively and said, “No, I understand; Saturday will be just the two of us, if the meeting goes as well as we both hope it will. But I think he’d like to meet you, before I go off to spend the evening with you; just to make sure that I’ll be in good hands.”

		He spoke again and she smiled and said, “That’ll be fine. Let’s make it eight o’clock then, at the Carlton’s main bar; we’ll be there.”

		Addison clicked off the phone and said to me excitedly, “This Saturday night, at the Hotel Carlton, downtown; we’re supposed to meet him for drinks and to get to know each other a bit!”

		I smiled at her and she added breathlessly, “Then, if everything is alright, and we all feel comfortable with it, he and I are going to go upstairs to spend the night!”

		A thrill so great I can’t even attempt to describe it raced through me as I asked, “What time should I pick you up Sunday morning?”

		“You won’t have to,” Addison assured me, “Logan said he’d put me in a cab and send me home.”

		A cab from downtown, plus a suite in the Carlton, one of the most expensive hotels in the city, I thought. This Logan character must be rolling in money!

		“What’s this guy do for a living,” I asked suspiciously, “or did he tell you that yet?”

		She looked surprised as she said, “You’re a big sports fan. I’m shocked you didn’t recognize the name! He used to play defensive end for Atlanta Falcons, until his knee was totaled a couple of seasons ago.”

		Logan Grant…of course! I recognized the name instantly, now that I thought about it.

		The Logan Grant I was familiar with used to be massive, back when he played football; easily weighing in at two-eighty or more. The guy I had seen posing for the nude pictures on the net today had also been extremely muscular: there was no doubt about that.

		But he was almost lithe, and without an ounce of fat showing on his impressive body. The guy I’d seen was nowhere near weighing in at nearly three-hundred pounds!

		I knew most professional defensive linemen carried a lot of body weight. They had to; they were up against guys on the other side of the ball who routinely weighed over three hundred pounds, if not a lot more.

		“He slimmed down when he quit playing,” Addison explained, seeing the confused look lingering on my face. “He’s not so much into lifting heavy weights now as he’s into yoga and eating right.”

		“I guess that explains the new, trimmer look,” I agreed.

		“I’m sure he’ll tell us all about it, come Saturday,” she said, smiling. “And the best part is that I’ll get to see for myself just how fabulous that big body of his looks naked!”

		I laughed along with her, but my mind was a confused clutter of thoughts. My wife was going to be fucking Logan Grant, the ex-All Pro lineman, so I was bound to get to know him as a result. Perhaps I’d even double her with him in the near future!

		It was a lot to take in!

		

		****

		

		That week seemed to limp by, it went so slowly. We talked endlessly about Saturday night and its possibilities. And we fucked like rabbits!

		By week’s end, I had also become an expert on the football career of one Logan Grant, via the web. Every night after work, I spent some time on my laptop, getting more familiar with him and his history.

		A local boy who had gone to the University of Nebraska on a football scholarship, Logan had shined there, being a finalist for the Outland Trophy his senior year; an award presented every year to the athlete voted the outstanding interior linemen in the country. When he graduated from college, he had originally been drafted by the Vikings. But they traded him, plus a high draft pick, to the Falcons for a quarterback candidate they felt they desperately needed.

		The quarterback had eventually proved to be a bust, but Logan Grant had turned out to be an All Pro. He’d won Defensive Lineman of the Year twice and was selected for the All Star team three times.

		Then came the disastrous season when his knee was blown out, followed by his early retirement at the age of twenty-nine. He had returned home, to our city, and he had opened his own yoga studio two years ago.

		He credited his newfound interest in yoga with his return to physical health and his weight loss. That first studio had been very successful, and now he had three of them spread across the city; all of them apparently doing land-office business.

		

		****

		

		At last, Saturday night finally arrived. I found myself once again dressed in my suit and tie, and Addison was all dolled up as well.

		Her look was much more sedate this time than when we had gone to The Torch Club and she had hooked up with Glenn. This evening, she was wearing a stunning, green cocktail dress that was brand-new; the color of which perfectly matched the emerald green of her eyes.

		Once again, she’d worn so much concealer that her trademark freckles were barely noticeable and her eyes had been brought out by a heavier than usual, but skillfully-applied, combination of mascara and eyeliner. The dress was modestly short and fit snugly, showing off her trim legs and tight little ass. And it featured a scooped bodice, accentuating her large breasts.

		Her fiery-red locks had been worn down tonight, and they reached just past the plunging neckline of her dress. In short, she again looked so gorgeous that every male eye in the room turned toward her as we strode into the lounge at the Carlton Hotel at precisely eight o’clock.

		Logan Grant was seated in a booth over in one corner. He was dressed in a suit which had obviously cost about twenty times as much as the one I was wearing; and it fit him like a glove. He got up to greet us as we made our way over to him and I saw that—while he wasn’t as massive as he had been when he was playing ball professionally—he was still huge, seeming to tower over my thin six-foot frame.

		His beyond-handsome face split into a boyish grin as we approached him and he shook my offered hand enthusiastically. He then swept Addison into his embrace and hugged her as if they were old friends who hadn’t seen each other in a long time, kissing her lightly on the right cheek. Stepping back from her, he said, “Damn, girl, you’re even more beautiful in person than you were in those pictures!”

		She blushed at the mention of the extremely revealing photos he’d seen of her naked body. Addison whispered softly, so that no one sitting close to us could overhear, “Well, those were some pictures! I hope you like me with my clothes on as well!”

		“You’re spectacular both ways,” he complimented her gallantly as he helped her into the booth.

		She scooted into the middle, so that she was sitting between him and me as I took my place on the other side of the booth. He was drinking what looked like some sort of exotic, fruity cocktail and he asked us what we would have.

		“Beer for me, German if they’ve got it,” I answered somewhat nervously, “and Addison would like some sort of dry white wine.”

		“This is a combination of guava juice, pineapple, and orange juice,” Logan Grant replied, holding up his cocktail glass. “I don’t drink alcohol anymore; not since I got into yoga and natural foods.”

		I started to say that we didn’t have to drink alcohol either, if that made him uncomfortable, but he cut me off with another big smile, saying, “I’ve adopted a healthier lifestyle, but I’m not a preacher. Please, drink whatever you’d like.”

		As the cocktail server approached our booth, he confided, “I used to drink a lot of beer, too, back in college, and I drank gallons of hard liquor once I made the pros. I used to love getting buzzed at parties as much as the next guy.”

		When the cocktail waitress got to our table, I ordered a Heineken and a glass of chardonnay for Addison. As our server made her way toward the bar, I asked Logan, “But you don’t drink now at all?”

		He grinned and said, “Oh, maybe a glass of champagne on New Year’s Eve, or as a wedding toast; but nothing much in between.”

		“How did you do it? How’d you just quit, if you used to like to drink so much?” I asked him the question honestly.

		Logan grimaced as he answered, “I really tore up my knee, playing football. The best doctors in the country said I’d never walk normally again, let alone return to the team.”

		He sighed, and then said, “That first year was sheer agony. I was in and out of the operating room, rehab, spas and the like all the time. It took a constant barrage of pain killers, along with drinking an ocean of booze, to help me dull the pain.”

		The big man shrugged and then added, “More out of desperation than anything, I tried yoga, as a last resort. My acharya--that means instructor or guru--advised me to cut out the pills and alcohol and rely on my inner-resources to fight off the pain. I thought he was nuts at first, but it seemed to work. I haven’t had a real drink or a pain pill in years, not even an aspirin.”

		“That’s incredible,” Addison all but gushed, staring at him with undisguised fascination.

		“What’s even more amazing is that I have regained total flexibility and complete use of my left leg,” Logan replied modestly.

		He flashed her a wolfish smile and whispered, “I hope to demonstrate how well recovered I am, physically, to you upstairs in our suite, later in the evening.”

		She blushed again slightly, but managed a thoroughly charming little smile, clearly taken with this big, handsome hunk and his obvious desire for her. He turned to me and said, “I hope that’s okay. I didn’t mean to embarrass you by saying that, Dan.”

		His light blue eyes shined brightly with sincerity. He really was a nice guy, who was plainly worried about offending me!

		“No, no, it’s fine,” I answered, with a weak smile of my own in place. “After all, that’s what tonight’s all about, right?”

		“It is at that,” Logan replied, turning his attention back to Addison once more.

		He grinned and shook his head, saying, “I can’t believe my luck. You’re so beautiful!”

		Turning back to me, he said teasingly, “Are you sure that you want to share her? She’s incredible!”

		I looked over at my wife as I answered, “I’m sure. It’s what we both want, right, honey?”

		Addison looked at me and then at Logan. She smiled and said softly, “We sure do.”

		

		****

		

		“I’m sorry to do this to you, man,” Logan said apologetically as we all stood up a little while later, to take our leave of each other. “I’m totally into three-ways, and I look forward to all of us getting together real soon. You seem like a great guy.”

		He looked at Addison and said, “But I think a couples’ first time together should be private, although I certainly don’t mind your wife telling you all about it tomorrow, in detail.”

		“I understand,” I said, somewhat reluctantly.

		Turning toward Addison, I said, “Have fun tonight, kitten. I’ll see you tomorrow.”

		She just looked at me for long moments. At last she said in a low whisper, “God, I just love you so much!”

		She leaned over and gave me a peck on the cheek and murmured, “I promise to be very bad for you tonight, sweetie. And I’ll tell you all about it tomorrow!”

		With that, I shook hands once more with Logan and watched as he squired Addison through the tables and into the lobby, headed for the elevators and the suites upstairs. I had to admit, they made a great-looking couple…

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Eighteen

		

		Logan’s Place

		

		I found I didn’t need to get really drunk in order to fall asleep that night. While I’ll own up to the fact that I didn’t sleep particularly well—I kept waking up, glancing over at the clock on the nightstand, thinking about my wife in that bed at the Carlton and what she might have been up to with hunky Logan Grant at that very moment—I did manage to get in quite a few hours of restless, uneasy shuteye.

		Addison woke me up with a kiss the next day at noon. She was naked as she scrambled under the covers with me, holding my equally nude body tightly against hers.

		She was beaming, so I already knew the answer to my question, but I asked it anyway, “How was last night?”

		My wife giggled with delight before answering, saying, “It was unbelievable, last night was totally incredible! Logan is just as good as or even better than Bobby was!”

		I tried to feel as great about that as Addison clearly did, but I’ll confess it was a bit hard. On the one hand, I was intensely relieved that our threesome problems were apparently over with for now.

		But on the other, no man really likes to hear that another guy fucked his wife spectacularly well last night, I don’t suppose. Even though I had wanted Addison to enjoy her first time with Logan, there was still that lingering feeling of betrayal over the fact that she had clearly gotten off on it so much!

		“Did he make you come a lot?”

		Addison cooed with sheer bliss as she recalled last night. She smiled at me and whispered, “God, did he ever? My muscles are a little sore today from all of the twitching and quivering they did last night!”

		“He was able to make you have…those kind of orgasms, then?”

		“Oodles of them,” she gushed happily, “all night long and into this morning!”

		She suddenly looked almost shy as she admitted, “I even…squirted for him; not just once, but three or four times!”

		Addison laughed and said, “Logan left a fifty dollar tip for the hotel maid. He said he didn’t envy her the job of cleaning up that bed!”

		“You really shot a lot of that stuff, when you came?”

		“It seemed like gallons—that mattress was so wet in spots!” She sighed as she confessed that. “And I came so hard; I almost passed out, numerous times.”

		She looked at me, her emerald eyes blazing with excitement and said, “I can’t wait for you to see it! I can’t wait to come that intensely for both my guys!”

		My dick was immediately so hard, it hurt! In an instant, I had her over on her back and I was in her, clear up to my aching balls!

		“Jesus, you’re like a lake inside,” I remarked as I fucked her, “and a warm lake, at that!”

		“Logan’s got a set of big nuts,” she murmured, running her fingers through my hair lovingly as I pounded into overflowing pussy, “he must have creamed me six or seven times last night and this morning, all tolled. And I sucked him off once, too!”

		“Did he…”

		“No, no anal yet,” she moaned as I adjusted my stroke, making sure I hit her g-spot with each thrust, as well as gliding in and out across her clit. “I saved that for you to watch!”

		I sucked in a breath as I imagined Logan’s huge dick penetrating her tight little ass right before my eyes. You bet I wanted to see that!

		I wanted to see it bad!

		

		****

		

		“So when are the three of us getting together?” I asked her later that morning.

		After our first frantic coupling, I had taken my time during the second go-round, and fucked her with tantalizing slowness, quizzing her about her night with Logan as I did. She had come, shuddering and shaking, two more times before I’d shot off in her already stuffed-with-male-come pussy.

		We’d fallen asleep for a few hours after that, still cuddled together. We had just woken up a few minutes ago.

		After a quick trip by each of us into the nearby bathroom to drain our bladders, we were back in bed together. She was touching me adoringly and kissing me all over, her lips as light and soft as a butterfly landing on my skin; on my nose, my earlobe, my bare shoulders—it was as if assuring me that she still loved me only, no matter how well Logan had fucked her last night.

		“How does this Friday night sound?” She said at last, looking up from kissing my left nipple. “Logan has invited us to spend the entire weekend at his house, if we want to.”

		“Where does he live, darling?”

		She named a very exclusive, gated community—one with a guard station that was manned on a twenty-four hour basis, seven days a week—a stiffly-regulated refuge of the rich and famous where I’d heard that letting your front lawn grow too long would result in a huge fine from the Homeowner’s Association. It also had one of the finest private golf courses in the city, and it featured nearly every other amenity you could think of.

		“Ritzy,” I commented, “I’ll be sure to be on my best behavior.”

		She grinned and whispered, “Once we’re inside his house, you can be on your worst! Anything goes next weekend, baby; from what Logan said!”

		

		****

		

		That week was a little weird. Here I was, about to spend the entire weekend at a famous ex-sports star’s palace of a house—a national celebrity and a local legend—and I couldn’t tell a soul about it!

		We’d decided that even Kelly and Dawn couldn’t know. Addison and I had talked it over and agreed that we didn’t want to make our friends, the O’Donnells, feel bad.

		After all, it was them who had gotten us into the hotwife lifestyle. And Dawn was an unbelievably hot woman, in her own way.

		But she had been doing this for the better part of three years now, and she still hadn’t found a guy who’d let Kelly watch her cheating antics in person. She definitely hadn’t managed to hook up with anyone as rich and famous as Logan Grant!

		We didn’t want her to feel like she wasn’t doing as well at playing the taboo game of wife-sharing as Addison, who was relatively new to hotwifery. It was just luck that my wife and Logan had been so attracted to one another; luck and the fact that Addison was so incredibly hot in the bedroom!

		Many a time during that week, I just sat back and reflected on what a lucky guy I was. I had known Addison was something special, as far as looks went, from the very first time I had laid eyes on her.

		And I’d had no complaints about her performance in the bedroom over the first five years of our marriage.

		But the girl I found myself married to now was night and day different from that girl! This one simply radiated hotness with every breath; this one was sensuous, provocative, and totally into eroticism!

		You never knew what she’d spring on you next in the bedroom. And if you had a kinky suggestion that you’d always secretly wanted to try—Addison was eager to do it for you or with you!

		It was like being married to a porn star, only better. My sexy wife was basically still the same girl I’d married five years ago; but there seemed to be so much more…depth to her sexuality now!

		

		****

		

		“I doubt you’ll need that,” she offered playfully as she watched me pack a small suitcase for this weekend’s adventure at Logan’s house.

		I had just put a pair of swim trunks into my bag. Looking up, I asked, “Why, doesn’t he have at pool at that swanky house of his?”

		She grinned and said, “Yeah, and an in-ground hot tub, too, as well as a sauna, and an outside cabana bar and a huge patio.”

		Sauntering over to me, she took the swimsuit out of the bag and tossed it on the bed, saying, “But clothes are strictly optional, from what he told me last weekend. The walls surrounding his big backyard are fifteen feet high, so we can go nude if we want, whenever we’re outside at his place.”

		I grinned back and took her in my arms. I whispered, “Oh, so the three of us are going to run around naked all weekend, both inside the house and out in the backyard? Is that so we can fuck you wherever and whenever we want; both of us together or one after the other?”

		She blushed slightly as she said, “Yeah, I think it is. Won’t that be cool?”

		My dick was instantly hard. It was cool, very cool indeed, to think of my wife totally naked and acting like a little slut all weekend for both of us.

		I could hardly wait!

		

		****

		

		“I’m so excited!” She breathed as we cruised through Logan’s impressive neighborhood.

		The guard at the gate had motioned us through, after checking his guest book for our names, as soon as I had given them to him. We’d stayed on the main drag for half a mile, and then had taken a right onto a wide, lushly landscaped residential street.

		The huge lawns on both sides were dotted with towering old oak trees which shaded sprawling the mansions, made up of a wide variety of residential architecture. It was as if their owners had built them with an eye toward outdoing each other in the sheer size of the homes, as well as their lavishness.

		“I bet the average lot size is a couple of acres,” I muttered to Addison, both of us rubber-necking at the showplace homes and their perfect landscaping like a couple of tourists.

		“At least,” she agreed, “some of these places are big enough to have their own zip codes!”

		“This is it; thirty-eight fifteen,” I said, reading the address that had been stenciled onto the rounded curb in front of rambling one-story ranch-style house on a corner.

		Logan Grant’s home swept around the corner and kept on going for the length of half a football field. It was huge!

		The roof was made of redwood shingles that had faded in the sunlight to a light grey shade. The walls were stucco, painted a rich cream color, and the house sported tasteful, dark grey shutters which gave it a neat, finished look.

		The big lawn surrounding the home was immaculate, as were the flowerbeds which overflowed with brightly-colored bushes. We were now halfway into the fall season, so the leaves and some of the foliage on the plants next to the house were showing yellow and orange.

		The front door opened just then and Logan Grant, wearing a tight, short-sleeved knit shirt and a pair of tan chinos, with loafers on his otherwise bare feet, strode across the lawn to welcome us, a big smile on his handsome face. As he came closer, I noticed his blue eyes were twinkling with excitement over our arrival.

		“Right on time again,” he said. “You can park right where you are if you want. Let me help you with your bags.”

		“No, that’s not necessary,” Addison said softly. “We didn’t pack many clothes.”

		As he opened her door and helped her out of the car, he said, “That sounds promising.”

		She giggled naughtily and came into his arms. They kissed hello, their embrace warm and friendly, like that of two old lovers who were glad to see each other again.

		I got out of the car and fetched our two small bags from the back seat, locking up with my key fob. Logan, with his big arm draped around my wife’s shoulders, led us across the lawn and into the house.

		“I’ll show you to a guest bedroom,” he said over his shoulder to me as I followed along behind them. “But I imagine you’ll both be sleeping in the master bedroom most of the time this weekend.”

		My heart began to pound as he said that so casually. I followed them down a long hallway, passing more than a half dozen rooms, until we came to a bedroom suite with double doors, which reminded me of Bobby’s house at the lake.

		What is it with these rich guys? I asked myself. I guess you’re strictly a nobody if your bedroom hasn’t got two doors!

		But he didn’t stop at the master bedroom. Instead, he led us down the hall to a guest room, where he motioned me inside.

		“Just put the bags anywhere you like, Dan,” he said.

		I tossed them on the king size bed and we all went back out into the hallway. He took his arm off Addison’s shoulder as we approached the master bedroom once more and said, “This is my room.”

		Looking into my wife’s eyes, he asked, “Would you like to see the rest of the house first, or would you rather get the weekend started?”

		Addison looked at me and I gave her an almost imperceptible nod meant to tell her that whichever way she decided to go was fine with me. She stared at Logan and asked kittenishly, “Why wait?”

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Nineteen

		

		Fireworks On A Friday Night

		

		“You’re just as hot as I thought of you as being,” Logan said, escorting both of us through the open double doors. “I half expected you to act more reserved--at least at first--this weekend, what with your husband being here; watching.”

		“Dan’s a big boy,” she said, taking off her light jacket and starting to unbutton her blouse. “He knows what this is all about. And besides, he wants it to happen as much as I do!”

		That was true enough, but I felt like a mook, hearing her say it out loud to a guy who was almost a complete stranger. He read my discomfort and quickly set me at ease, clapping me on the back as he said, “Way to go, Dan! It’s nice to finally meet a dude who is as into this sort of thing as I am!”

		I smiled back weakly at him as I watched him whip off his knit shirt and open his pants while my wife got totally naked. My hands refused to move for a few more seconds: I was far too mesmerized by watching Addison strip off the last of her clothing, and Logan slide those chinos down his muscular legs, revealing that he had chosen to go “commando” tonight.

		His dick was…massive! I had seen it fully hard in those pictures he had forwarded to Addison—standing out away from his impressive body, all throbbing and engorged with blood—but now, seeing it in person from a few feet away, was totally different!

		“See, I told you he was bigger than Bobby,” my wife whispered excitedly, moving over to right in front of Logan, who had just slipped off his loafers, leaving him completely naked, just as she was.

		“And his cock isn’t even completely hard yet,” she said, looking up at me as she sunk down onto her knees in front of him, “but I can fix that!”

		A soft groan escaped my lips as I saw her tongue snake out and begin to swirl all around the fat tip of Logan’s incredibly big dick. She gave me a saucy wink as she took the shaft in her left hand while she teased his balls with the fingernails of her right.

		“Man, she’s really something,” Logan said as she gradually eased more and more of his rapidly stiffening cock into her lips while she played with him. “I envy you, having this wild woman your bed every night!”

		He started, noticing that I was still fully clothed and said, “Go ahead and get naked, dude! Don’t you want to get in on the action?”

		Roused out of my rapt state by his words, I quickly unbuttoned my shirt and took it off. Sitting on the bed briefly, while I removed my shoes and socks, I then stood back up to slip off my jeans and boxer shorts. My eyes never left Addison’s lips, however, while I stripped.

		Her fully stretched open mouth was now moving all the way down Logan’s aroused staff, and her tongue was making little bulges in her hollowed cheeks as she sucked him. The last two inches of his swollen cock presented a challenge, but my wife met it by tilting her head back so that she could swallow all of it! The full ten inches or so of his magnificently thick, long manhood disappeared down Addison’s throat as her lips pressed up against his dark pubic fur.

		“Holy fuck,” I murmured, “I can’t believe she’s taking every last inch of it!”

		“But she is, man; I can totally vouch for that!” Logan breathed out heavily as he spoke. “Do you know how many girls can do that, Dan? Not many; there aren’t a lot of women out there who can deep-throat all of my hard dick, dude!”

		He looked down at Addison and sighed admiringly, “She’s special; very special: you’re wife is sensational, man!”

		Addison purred out her satisfaction at his lavish praise of her cocksucking skills around his gliding cock meat and began to nurse even harder. My own dick was as stiff as it had ever been in my life as I watched her performing the obscene blowjob on his mammoth prick!

		She was so fucking beautiful, with her big green eyes looking up adoringly at Logan as she blew him, her long, red hair fanned back over her bare shoulders for the most part. But some of it was cascading down around her large breasts, partially hiding her very erect pink nipples as her face moved in and out on his length. Addison’s full, pouty lips were sliding up and down that fat cock shaft so sensually, so lovingly—you could tell she was in heaven, just by looking at her!

		Her slow, teasing suck off seemed to go on and on. I sighed, watching my wife mouthing another man’s prick so enthusiastically; right before my eyes!

		At last, Logan said, “Hey, man, don’t you want some of this, before we start to fuck her? If you do, you’d better hurry; because I can’t wait much longer to feel that hot, silky-smooth little pussy of hers around my prick!”

		I struggled to keep from shooting off right then. Not wanting to be seen as wimp by Logan and my wife--ejaculating without even being touched--I fought to regain control of my body and finally won. When I was sure I wasn’t going to embarrass myself by shooting off into the air, I murmured, “Well, maybe I could use just a little head.”

		Addison let the huge cock slip from her saliva-slickened lips and knee-walked over to me, smiling upward happily. She whispered in a passionate, sexy growl, “I’d love to suck your cock, if that’s what you’d like, darling. I intend to do whatever my men want this weekend, whenever they want it!”

		With that, she eagerly devoured my rigid dick. It was almost embarrassing to see how easily she sucked it all in, after watching her deep-throat Logan’s girth and length for the last five minutes.

		But, Jesus, her mouth felt great around my prick! I groaned and my knees shook as she sucked me ferociously, her tongue laving both my cock head and my shaft; from top to bottom as she ate me up!

		“Man, look at her go!” Logan marveled, his own dick jerking up and down, untouched, as he watched her blow me.

		I moaned again and stopped her frantic head lunges after a few more moments, by gently placing my palm against her forehead. Softly, I sighed, “No more right now, sweetie. I don’t want to come so soon.”

		Addison looked up at me and murmured, “Come anytime…wherever you want, lover! Down my throat, on my face or tits, in my pussy or up my ass; I want for both of you to cream me all weekend long!”

		“Fuck, what a little hottie she is!” Logan whispered admiringly, stepping forward and raising her up onto her feet.

		He led her over to the nearby bed and they both settled onto it. Motioning to me with his left hand, he urged, “Join us, man! I’ve got to fuck her now. And I know you want to see it—I know Addison wants you to see it!”

		Numbly, I got onto the bed as he suggested. He was spooned up behind my wife, who was lying on her right side, facing into the bed.

		I moved over onto my left side and scooted up near her. I was fascinated—as well as slightly uneasy about his sheer size—as I watched him direct her to bend her left leg at the knee, in order to give him better access to her small pink slit.

		As the head of his monster cock nudged its way into that tiny opening, I saw that she was already awash in lubricant. She was so ready to be fucked I could barely believe it!

		“Oh,” she sighed as the massive head split her open.

		She reached out to me and I unthinkingly moved closer to her, my chest right up against her breasts, my mouth just inches from hers. Addison whined, “Oh, he’s so big! Kiss me, sweetheart! Kiss me while…while he…takes me!”

		Trembling with excitement, I did as she asked, glancing down as her lips met mine. Logan’s thick cock was disappearing an inch at a time into her smallish pink opening, like a python easing into a hole it could barely slither into.

		She shuddered in my arms as he bottomed out in her stretched-to-its-limit pussy, her tongue plunging into my kissing mouth. We shared the steamy soul-kiss as he began to fuck her, and she groaned into my mouth while his mammoth prick split her all the way open again and again.

		I held my wife in my arms as another man bucked himself into her depths. Logan was sighing with satisfaction as he ravaged her. Addison murmured and cooed, her shivering growing more pronounced as he took her fully.

		God, he’s all the way IN her! I had the thought over and over as we kissed!

		In no time at all, Addison was quivering in my arms, and I felt her nipples elongate against my chest; growing firmer and harder as the seconds ticked by. She was gurgling with pleasure as our lips stayed together, and he was slamming into her so hard it was all I could do to hold her still enough to keep our lips together.

		Logan was banging deep inside her with each thrust now and her whole, long body shook with the impact. Her tits were pressed flat against my chest and she was trembling uncontrollably while I held her.

		He fucked her hard and deep for what seemed like forever. All at once, she drew her head away from mine and whimpered, “Oh, oh, fuck, I’m coming! I’m coming so hard!”

		I felt something hot splash against my hard dick and glanced down to see a big jet of fluid spraying out from the impaled pussy surrounding Logan’s gliding shaft. It was spewing onto me, onto the bed, onto him!

		Addison was squirting; he was making her come so furiously. And she was quivering through her orgasm. Her eyes were rolled back into her head and she looked as if she was having a seizure as she came and came!

		“Fuck, man, she’s fuckin’ too much,” Logan said through gritted teeth, and I knew he was coming inside my wife’s spasming pussy just then.

		I fought like a madman to keep from blowing my own load against her belly as I watched him empty his big nuts into my Addison, while she shivered and shook in my embrace.

		

		****

		

		“Can you even feel me inside you, after his big cock?” I whispered into my wife’s ear as I rode her come-flooded pussy moments later.

		She grinned up at me and said, “Of course I can. You’re hitting my g-spot every time, and your cock is right against my clit!”

		“God, he shot a lot of spunk into you!”

		She kissed my ear and whispered, “He always does. Now fuck me! Fuck me hard and make me come again while you empty your balls into me, you stud, you!”

		I knew half of what she had just said was an act; lines recited solely for my benefit. She couldn’t want more jizz inside her--not after the load Logan had just pumped into her; not really!

		But I gladly played along with her. Her spunk-filled pussy felt so warm and slick around my gliding cock. And the memory of Logan creaming her while I held her quivering body in my arms was still so vivid in my mind!

		Before I knew it, I felt that old familiar tingling in my balls. It shot up my dick and into my cock head as I bellowed, “Oh, take it, you little cheater! Take all of my hot come; just like you took his!”

		She keened and shivered beneath me, shaking nearly as hard as she had for him as I started to unload in her. Was she faking?

		I decided I didn’t care! It felt too good to care!

		When I had come all I was going to and my now soft dick slipped out of her jism-stuffed pussy lips, I heard a male sigh. Looking back over my shoulder, I saw Logan beaming, leaning against the doorjamb.

		“Way to cream her, dude,” he said admiringly. “This weekend is going to be even a bigger blast than I’d imagined!”

		

		****

		

		That first, one-after-the-other, tag-team fuck seemed to have really broken the ice between the three of us. I was actually whistling as I went into one bathroom to clean up moments later, while Addison used another.

		Logan had already done that—he was just coming back from rinsing the come and her pussy squirting-fluid off his dick and balls when he walked in on us—and the three of us, now squeaky clean and ready for our next adventure, walked naked through the rest of the house while he gave us the grand tour. I didn’t feel a big self-conscious about my own nakedness now, nor about Addison’s.

		Even the sight of Logan’s much bigger-than-average equipment flopping around as he walked didn’t faze me any more. I was feeling much more relaxed around the big guy, and more at home in his fabulous house, as the minutes ticked by…

		

		****

		

		“What are you going to do with these two hard dicks?” Addison asked the two of us playfully. “They’re both so big and so stiff!”

		We were outside by the pool, lying on a king-size lounger under the latticed cabana cover. It was now completely dark out, but Logan had assured us that the pool was kept heated to an inviting sixty-eight degrees year round, and the spacious, in-ground hot tub bubbled and swirled nearby.

		Space heaters--like the ones used by restaurants and bistros with outside seating--had been scattered all around us, so we were warm as toast, even though none of us was wearing a stitch of clothing. Addison lay on her tummy between the two of us, and she had been giving us languid, slurpy blowjobs for ten minutes now, first sucking Logan’s big dick and then my smaller one; toying with whatever one she wasn’t sucking at the moment with her fingertips.

		It was all very relaxed and friendly, but I was nearly shivering with excitement as I laid there. After all, my formerly shy and sedate young wife was gobbling a strange cock just inches from where I lay, eyeing me teasingly as she licked and sucked.

		Her green eyes were alive with joy, arousal, and mischief as she moved from one hard dick to the other, and then back again. Both of our erections shone with her saliva, and a big pool of it had rolled down onto our nut sacs, where it lay shimmering under the soft colored lights of the cabana cover.

		“Oh, I don’t know…you could take turns riding them, I suppose,” Logan whispered, smiling down at Addison, who was mouthing his cock at the moment.

		“Yeah, babe,” I suggested, “you could switch off, and see which one of us shoots off into you first.”

		She smiled as she released Logan’s prick from her lips and said, “You’d win that one, hands down, darling. And you know it!”

		My wife looked at Logan and explained, “He’s practically ready to come right now; he’s already so excited.”

		“I don’t blame him,” our big friend said. “You’re a very exciting woman, Addison. And the night has barely gotten under way.”

		“Mmmmmmmmm, I like the sound of that,” she purred, rising up onto her knees between us.

		She threw a long, slender leg over my torso and lowered her hotter-than-hot pussy down onto my upraised dick as she smiled down at both of us, saying, “Fucking and sucking both of you all night long…that sounds wonderful to me!”

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Twenty

		

		The Weekend Of Our Lives

		

		She didn’t fuck and suck us all weekend, of course. Logan and I were only two guys, and Addison behaved as if she could have handled a small army of horny men, all by herself.

		My once innocent young wife proved all but insatiable, not that either of us was complaining. The three of us came together every way two men and a woman could come together before that weekend was over, sexually speaking…

		

		****

		

		“Oh, God, I don’t know if I can take this!” She moaned out the words as I eased into her ass while Logan was buried deep in her pussy.

		It was somewhere in between Friday night and Saturday morning when she said that. We were back in the master bedroom, and her butt had been lubed up, as had my hard cock.

		“But you want to try it, don’t you?” I leaned forward and whispered into her ear as Logan fucked her slowly, pressing his thick cock upward, caressing both her clit and her g-spot with each thrust.

		“Yessssssssssssssss!” Addison’s voice was a hiss of pure lust as I bottomed out in her tight little ass and Logan buried himself all the way up to his big balls in her pussy.

		My wife shuddered with excitement between us and moaned, “God, yes, I want it! I want to try it all!”

		I grinned at Logan and he grinned at me. We did everything but high-five each other as we began to move our cocks slowly in and out of her tight little twin holes in unison.

		Addison whined and shivered in growing ecstasy as she murmured, “Oh, that’s it! Fuck me! Both of you fuck me at once!”

		Man, I’ll have to admit, it was fantastic to share my wife in this way! It was so…exotic; so utterly taboo…so unlike the old Addison!

		Of course, Bobby Wilder and I had doubled her quite a few times together, so it wasn’t exactly a new experience for either her or for me. But doing it with Logan—our new “second man” increased the forbidden quality of the act—and he was so thick and long that it added to the danger that Addison really couldn’t take it!

		We rapidly discovered that she not only could, but that she reveled in it. My wife came, screaming and shaking and squirting, soon after we began pummeling her in both holes.

		“Oh, oh, fuck--its so goooooooooood!” Addison wailed as she climaxed, and I felt her ass sheath grabbing at my sliding dick; milking it, jacking the come right out of me!

		“I can’t hold back,” I sighed as I cut loose inside her spasming ass canal.

		Logan moaned and said, “Don’t feel bad, bud; neither can I!”

		Addison cooed as he spunked her pussy while I shot off into her ass. I thought she was going to pass out from the uncontrolled bliss she was feeling. Her whole lanky frame was vibrating like a human tuning fork as we rammed into her, and she was squirting nonstop!

		When we at last pulled apart, we all lay panting on the bed, trying to regain our breath. Remarkably, she was the first to recover.

		Looking over at me with a naughty on her beautiful face, she whispered, “Next time we do that, I want to try it with Logan in my ass, darling!”

		I laughed, even though I was still out of breath, and gasped, “He’s too big. That monster of his will never fit.”

		She bit her lower lips pensively, the devilish smile still in place, and then whispered, “We’ll see about that!”

		

		****

		

		“Oh, oh, fuck,” she said with a big grimace, “I think he may just be too big after all!”

		It was a couple of hours later. We had all cleaned up once more and then we had eaten a very late night snack in the kitchen and gone back to bed.

		We had promptly dozed off, our three naked bodies all intertwined. When I had awoken several hours later, it was mid-morning and Addison was sucking Logan’s hard cock once more.

		They were still right next to me, and when she saw that I too was awake, she reached over for my limp dick and began to stroke it while she sucked. I sighed and looked at Logan, asking, “Have you two been awake long?”

		“Nah, just a couple of minutes, pal,” he replied with a grin. “I was still sawing logs when I felt this little hottie you’re married to kissing my cock. Not a bad way to wake up, I must say!”

		Remembering all of the times Addison had awakened me just like that—after she had become a hotwife of course—I smiled and said, “Yeah, having your dick kissed and then sucked is a great wake up call, that’s for sure!”

		He reached for the tube of sex lubricant and casually opened it. As I watched, he began to lube up her ass with one of his big fingers.

		A cold thrill ran through me as I realized that he met to sodomize her as soon as his fat dick was hard enough to penetrate her sweet little ass! I had seen her take Bobby’s thick cock up her trim butt cheeks often enough so that I wasn’t really worried he’d hurt her; plus Logan didn’t seem to be into inflicting pain on a girl.

		He was strictly into pleasure, from all I’d seen so far and from what Addison had told me about their night together in the hotel room. So I just laid back and enjoyed the show as he got her ready for their first anal encounter.

		Addison wasn’t reluctant at all. She’d come to love butt-fucking as much as she liked regular sex, and that was a lot!

		I smiled as I thought of how afraid she’d once been of taking it up that lovely little ass of hers, as opposed to how much she adored it now. She’d even come to love being double penetrated, since she’d first tried it with Bobby and me. And I was looking forward to watching Logan take her ass this weekend while I claimed her pussy!

		“Oh, that’s so cold!” She giggled, spitting out his hard on for a moment as he broached her asshole with his gooey fingertip.

		“I’ll heat it up real soon,” Logan kidded her as she went back to sucking him. “I promise.”

		She giggled again, with his prick deep in her throat this time, while he eased his large finger into her tight little opening. Addison drew in her breath as he kept right on going, filling her backdoor up with his wriggling finger and the super-slick sex lube.

		My wife looked over at me as Logan teased her clit with one hand and finger-fucked her ass with the other. She smiled at me around his gliding cock, and wiggled her lower body, urging him in deeper.

		She wanted this as much as he did; that was clear. My sweet little wife was eager to take all ten inches of his massive cock up her ass while I watched.

		I wanted that, too! I couldn’t wait to see it!

		

		****

		

		“Oh, Ohhhhhhhh, oh, it’s so biiiiiiggg!” She whined as he shoved his monster into her ass for the first time.

		She was on her hands and knees in front of him and I was in front of her, tugging gently at her nipples as he took her. Addison looked up at me pleadingly and I bent and kissed her as another inch of Logan’s big dick slid into her tight anal tunnel, twisting her nubbies harder as I did so.

		My wife whimpered into my mouth and shivered all over as he buried half his humongous length in her. He kept on pushing his muscular hips gently forward, easing the rest of it into Addison’s anus while I sucked on her tongue and tweaked her nipples.

		She made an unearthly sound I’d never heard her utter before as he reached under her and found her clit. Together, he and I pleasured her while he slid his buried dick a little way up and down in her tight, well-lubed passage.

		Addison pulled her lips away from mine and hissed, “Oh, fuck, babe…he’s huge!”

		“Do you want him to stop?” I asked, suddenly concerned he might really be hurting her.

		She blushed and said coyly, “No…not really!”

		“You little slut,” I whispered with a relieved smile, leaning forward to kiss her again.

		My once prim and proper wife seemed to go slightly crazy after that. The whole morning merged into a blur of thrusting cocks, screaming, shaking orgasms, squirting pussy fluid, and spurting male come.

		Logan fucked her in the ass, and then I did. We traded off again, and he really gave it to her as I watched, fascinated.

		It was as if Addison couldn’t get enough cock, in either hole, to satisfy her. And her frenzy to be fucked and fucked again transformed Logan and me into pair of hard-dicked, insatiable male beasts who couldn’t punch our steely dicks into her more than willing body often enough or deep enough!

		The sun was going down when we finally collapsed into sleep, our bodies intertwined as they had been the night before. Somewhere along the way, we ate dinner, and we took a couple of showers together and played in the pool.

		But the main thing was sex, and lots of it. Logan gave me an erection aid that he insisted was totally organic and natural, and it seemed to do the job as well as the chemical stuff Bobby had offered to me. All I know is my dick got hard really fast, thanks to Addison’s hands and eager mouth, and to the incredible show she and Logan were putting on right in the same bed with me.

		

		****

		

		I had three eggs for breakfast late Sunday morning and I ended up cooking them myself. Addison had started to do it, but Logan had finished his bowl of nutragrain cereal and almond milk and he got horny, watching her flit around his gourmet kitchen dressed in nothing but a skimpy apron.

		I watched with amusement as he banged my more-than-willing wife against the nearby counter, his big dick lunging deep into her pussy, her eyes on me, playfully watching my reaction as she got royally fucked a few feet away while I calmly flipped my eggs and made myself a piece of toast. They both came, gasping and moaning, as I ate my first forkful of eggs at the island countertop they had used to brace themselves against during their doggie-style coupling.

		“I’m next, right after I finish breakfast,” I said, chewing a mouthful of eggs and toast.

		“I might be too sore,” Addison teased me with a wink. “You two brutes have really been pounding my poor pussy all weekend.”

		“No big deal,” I said. “I’ll just fuck that cute little butt of yours.”

		They both laughed as they disengaged from each other and Logan crossed the kitchen to pour himself one of the three-juice cocktails he preferred. Addison came and sat next to me on the stool next to mine, eyeing my eggs hungrily.

		“Those look great, sweetie,” she said. “Mind if I have a bite? A girl has to keep her strength up around you two, after all.”

		I looked down and saw a big puddle of Logan’s spent come pooling between her thighs on the wooden stool top. My dick started to get hard as I slid off mine and handed her my fork.

		“Help yourself, darling,” I murmured, easing her up off the stool and pushing her big tits onto the counter, right next to my plate. “I see something I want a lot more than eggs.”

		I heard her moan lightly as I shoved my hard dick into her sloppy cunt and started to fuck her. Addison found it difficult to eat breakfast while having her little pussy reamed at the same time. But she managed…

		

		****

		

		“Man, we’ve got to do this again real soon,” Logan said, clapping me on the back and giving my wife a chaste kiss on the cheek as we got to our car Sunday afternoon. “This was the most fun I’ve had in ages!”

		I laughed and said, “Me, too, and I know Addison feels the same way.”

		She had a serene, almost spiritual look on her face as she said to both of us, “This weekend was wonderful. It was heaven on earth! I want to do it again and again!”

		I looked at Logan, my new best buddy, and he looked at me. We all began to laugh and just couldn’t seem to stop!

		

	
		

		

		Epilogue

		

		The Inseparable Trio

		

		It was now early spring. I drove up to the guard shack and Len, the security guy, waved me through with a smile.

		I was almost as familiar to him by now as Logan was, and so was Addison. It was Friday afternoon, late, and I pulled up in the driveway and got out, coming around to the passenger side to unload the two bags of groceries I’d bought at Logan’s favorite health food store on the way out to his house.

		Addison’s car was already in the driveway, and as I used my house key to open the front door, I heard her cry out from what sounded like the master bedroom, “Oh, oh, God, just like that!”

		I grinned and started for the kitchen, intent on putting away the items that needed refrigeration before joining them at the back of the house. As soon as the almond milk and the other stuff that needed to be kept cold were safely inside the refrigerator, I removed my jacket and hung it on a kitchen chair.

		Nearly nude by the time I reached the bedroom, I saw Addison on her tummy, her hips thrust up into the air so that Logan had a straight shot down into her asshole. She was panting with lust, her green eyes wide with the need to come as he tickled her clit with one hand while he reached under her upper torso with the other to toy with a nipple as he banged down into her.

		“Started without me, huh?” I said as I slipped off my boxers.

		“Couldn’t wait, bro,” Logan admitted with a boyish grin. “Addison was sucking my cock, begging me to ass-fuck her…you know how that is better than anyone.”

		I returned his grin and got on the bed with them, my dick already half hard. She looked up at me and beamed, saying, “There’s that cock I love so much! Come and let me suck it for you, while Logan gets me off, darling!”

		Inching forward, I fed my dick into her mouth and began to fuck it, just as Logan was fucking her ass. I looked over her body at him and he asked me, “Did you remember to get the kale and the sweet potatoes?”

		“Yeah, yeah, and I picked up a couple of free range chicken breasts for Addison and me,” I said, sinking my hard on all the way into Addison’s pretty, sucking mouth.

		“I’m going to make pure vegans out of you two yet,” he predicted happily, clearly reveling in how tight and slick my wife’s ass was as he spoke.

		I had to admit, some of his vegetarian recipes weren’t too bad, but I still had to have some meat in my diet, and Addison did too! I laughed at that, looking down and seeing her getting lots of male meat even as I had the thought.

		My cock was really stiff by now, so I said, “How about changing positions, so I can fuck her pussy while you finish up in her ass?”

		Addison let my cock slide out of her sucking lips and said, “God, I thought you’d never ask, honey. I was missing my two-fers so much! What took you so long to get here tonight?”

		I was slightly embarrassed to admit, “Well, I didn’t like the way the sweet potatoes looked at Bursett’s, so I had to go to Calhoun’s too. You know Logan can be very picky, when it comes to sweet potatoes.”

		He grinned broadly at me as we rearranged ourselves on the bed, so that I could slip my now very hard cock into Addison’s pussy while he continued to ream out her ass. We high-fived as we started to double her and she shook her head in fake feminine disgust, saying “Men; only a guy would pass up a chance at a hot double-fuck, just to please a buddy!”

		“Hey, I’m glad Dan is watching my back,” Logan said, really starting to drill her ass hard.

		“Anything for a pal,” I answered, skewering Addison’s tight little cunt on my cock in perfect time with what he was doing to her butt.

		That’s the way it had become for the three of us; loose and casual and always great! Oh, we’d tried a few other guys in threesomes over the fall and winter, but we kept coming back to Logan.

		He was like family now, and we both felt very comfortable with him. Addison and I knew our way around his place as well as we knew our way around our own modest house.

		He was always there for us, and we tried to be always there for him. We’d talked about introducing Dawn and Kelly to him, but we still hadn’t.

		Logan was our friend, maybe our best friend, and we were reluctant to share him. He, on the other hand, wasn’t that way at all: he was totally into sharing and completely unselfish.

		As an example of that: he had an old flame moving back into town later this spring. Her name was Laura, and she was a luscious brunette, from all the pictures he’d showed us of her.

		They’d been a hot and heavy item for a year, before her job had taken her halfway across the country. But now she had a new job, right here in town, starting in the middle of May, and she was moving back.

		Logan had offered to introduce us to her. He’s smiled knowingly as he’d predicted that Laura would love both of us.

		Then he’d explained that she was bi, very bi, and she loved pretty redheads most of all. To my shock, Addison hadn’t turned up her pert little nose when he’d said that.

		On the contrary, she’d been intrigued, saying, “Well, I’ve never done that before; made it with another girl, I mean. But if all four of us hit it off…maybe…”

		

		****

		

		I picked up the pace, sliding my dick into my wife’s pussy faster and faster, as Logan did the same with her ass. Addison was shaking all over by now, getting ready to have one of her signature, “quivering orgasms”, complete with squirting and shivering and trembling as she shouted and raved about how good it all was!

		I found myself looking forward to her first climax of many this weekend. I found myself looking forward to sharing my wife with Logan again and again over the next two days.

		And I looked forward to meeting the lovely, incredibly sexy-looking Laura later on this spring. Our whole lives had turned around as a result of Addison becoming a shared wife, and our future was positively bright with promise!

		Maybe I’d eventually give up beer and become a vegan. I knew for sure that I’d fuck Laura if I got the chance and if I had my wife’s blessing. And that Logan and I would watch her and Laura getting to know each other sexually, with our tongues hanging out…

		But that’s another story, for another time.

		

		The End

		

		

		

		Author’s Notes

		

		This is a fantasy, a work of fiction. Because of that, a minimum amount of condoms or other forms of “safe sex” were used in this book. I have found that their use slows down the flow of the narrative during sex scenes. Should you choose to participate in such behavior, however, please use protection.

		If you enjoyed this book, or even if you didn’t, I want to hear from you. I like keeping in touch with my readers. You may contact me at: ckralston@gmail.com with either brickbats or kudos.

		And be sure to visit my website at www.ralstonsrealm.com
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