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“I can’t believe what we’re about to do,” Ashley whispers, as the drinks cart trundles onto the next row and we bump our little plastic cups of sparkling wine together. “Like… in a matter of hours.”

I take a sip and whisper back. “How are you feeling?”

“A little nervous, obviously. But, yeah, excited. Maybe more excited than I thought I’d be.”

“I’m glad to hear that.”

“Just…” She pauses and sips at her drink, then holds my gaze. “Remember, if I’m not feeling it, I’m not feeling it.”

“Yeah, of course. This whole thing is about what you want to do.”

She smirks. “This whole thing is literally what you wanted to do.”

“Okay, sure. But the point is that you hold all the cards now.” I check over my shoulder and lower my voice even more. “I wanted this, but now we’re doing it, which means whatever you want is whatever happens. Forget about me and just assume you have my blessing to do what you want. Because, well, you do.”

She kisses me. “It’s hot. It’ll be a little weird to make that jump, mentally.”

“Well, how did you feel when you filled in the survey?”

Her eyes flicker, and she seems hesitant in her response. “Sure, I got into the idea at the time, and I said everything I wanted to. But it’s a little different, you know… in the flesh.”

I snort. “Yeah, I know. It will be a jump.”

“How did you find it? The questionnaire?”

“Just… exciting.”

“I’m curious what the questions were like for you.”

“Well, ditto. But rules are rules. Anyway, I kind of like the secrecy.”

She takes another swig of her wine and settles back into her chair. “I guess that’s all going to feel pretty academic by the end of this weekend.”

A few hours later, we touch down in Las Vegas. I fumble to take my phone off airplane mode as soon as I can, eager to see if I’ve received any more messages from the Agent. It buzzes with one email notification, and I open my inbox to see that it’s from him.

Everything is set. Your wife’s date for the evening has checked in.

Reading that gives me chills and a rush of blood to the head all at once.

“Everything okay?” Ashley asks. “You look almost shook up.”

“Everything’s good,” I say, putting my phone away. “Things are getting real.”

She takes a moment to absorb this, and then she takes her own phone off airplane mode. I hear it buzz, and I glance over, but she gives me a sly look and tilts the screen away from me.

When I look again, she’s scrolling through the email she’s been sent. Her eyes seem to widen, and her lips part to reveal the faintest hint of upper teeth softly biting her lower lip.

We reach the hotel and head to the desk to check in. The whole time that we’re waiting for the guy to fumble through our details on his screen, the thought loops around my head that somewhere in this hotel is a guy who’s going to sleep with my wife.

We take our keycards and cross the lobby to the elevators, clusters of other hotel guests wandering past in each direction. I feel weirdly nervous of them: could you be the one who’s going to hook up with Ashley tonight? And does everyone else know somehow? We wait for the elevator and I feel as though I’m being watched, and judged. Watching the passers-by, no one seems to really notice us, and I tell myself it’s all in my head.

When we get to the room, we leave our suitcases by the dresser and make ourselves at home. Ashley walks over to the window to take a look outside, but I sit on the bed and pull her down giggling beside me. I start to kiss her and I palm her exposed thigh.

She kisses me back briefly, but breaks it off with a laugh and shifts herself away to a less intimate distance.

“Not now. I need to freshen up big time after the plane. And remember, we had an agreement.”

“I know, we wait until after. But I don’t feel like I can.”

“You’re gonna have to. Besides, if you think it’s difficult to wait now, imagine how difficult it will be when I’m on a date with another guy.”

“Fair point.”

She pauses for a beat. “You’re sure about what you said? Anything goes? Because I can always text you and—”

I hold out a hand. “No, no checking in, no asking for permission. I actually don’t want that. You just go and do what you want.”

“Well, okay then.” She smiles devilishly and pushes herself up off the bed. “But if you change your mind, all you need to do is—”

“Not necessary.”

She looks out the window. While she does, I can’t help but stare at her from behind in her T-shirt and shorts. It isn’t her sexiest get-up, but given the heat outside, she’s dressed pretty sparingly, and displaying a little more of her body than she usually would. A body that has always been sleek, tanned and toned, but is even more so with the extra work she’s put into it ahead of this weekend. It’s a stark reminder of what I’m about to gift to someone else.

“The pool looks great,” she says. “I can’t wait to get down there.”

“You want to go for a swim? Oh, I thought you wanted to go for a wander along the Strip.”

“That was the plan,” she says, distractedly. Then she turns towards me, gives me a little smile, and says, “The Agent has other plans though.”

My pulse quickens. “He does? He didn’t say anything to me.”

“I think that’s the idea.”

Before I can begin to figure out his plan, there comes a loud knock at the door. We both wait for a voice, but no one speaks. She looks back at me mischievously.

“I think that’s for me.”

She strides over to the door and I follow her over. She opens it and there’s a small package on the hall carpet outside. She sticks her head out and looks up and down the hall.

“No one there?”

“Nope,” she says. “This guy moves fast.”

“What’s in the package?”

“That’s for me to know, and you to find out.”

My phone buzzes in my pocket. It’s a text from the Agent.

Okay, I need to split you guys up for a moment. Get changed, head down to the pool, and grab a lounger near the back. She’ll come down after you.

I look up at her, bemused.

“I gather he’s telling you to get out of here?”

“Yes,” I say, uncertainly. “I need to get changed.”

“Hurry up, I’ve got my own instructions to follow. And I don’t want to keep anyone waiting…”

I walk out into the glare of the Nevada sun, and the blare of the party occupying the swimming pool. When we booked this trip and this hotel, I didn’t really think much beyond the restaurant, the bar and, obviously, the hotel room. I didn’t think about anything else that would be going on at this hotel, and certainly not the daytime party happening in and around the pool.

But this is why we answered the Agent’s questions separately in advance: I don’t totally know what to expect, and in what is technically my fantasy weekend, she’s the one calling the shots. The Agent sent us each a link to fill in our answers to a different set of questions, with strict instructions not to share those questions or answers with each other. It’s all part of the package, all an example of the detail and planning that goes into these weekends. It’s why this guy comes so heavily recommended on the forums—and why he doesn’t come cheap.

It’s a simple premise. It’s a no-brainer really, and even if it’s more than a little shady I was kind of surprised that no one thought of it until he started up a couple of years ago. You reach out to the Hotwife Agent with a rough idea of what you want, he sends you some options and ballpark costs for you to choose from, and then husband and wife each answer his questions to tailor the package and finalize a cost and a plan.

He gets to work sourcing potential partners from his exclusive, ever growing, and always willing database, sharing only non-identifying details about the hotwife-to-be. That’s one of the fun parts in the build-up, because those details include a body shot of the wife in question that will be shared with the database along with the call-out for ‘entries’. It had been a fun evening doing that photo shoot; I now had a lifetime supply of photos of Ashley in a few different sets of lingerie, and a wide range of seductive poses. We had settled on a shot of her pulling up a pair of black stockings to match her lacey black and emerald bra and panties, and a new pair of high heels which had shocked me at six inches high.

Ashley had seen my reaction and asked if I liked them, and I told her that it was a small detail but one that really made a statement. She asked me what that statement was, and when I told her, she sheepishly told me I was right. I’m not just looking for someone to fuck—I want to be treated like a slut.

To say I was all over her after that photo shoot would be putting it very mildly.

Anyway, back to the Agent. When all of that is taken care of and he confirms that he’s recruited your wife’s date, you travel out to the agreed location, and he guides you through your trip, right up to the big moment. Some reviewers hinted at certain surprises during their own weekend packages, none of which they were willing to divulge. But they all had one thing in common: they were all very, very happy with the results of their weekends. There wasn’t a single bad review, and many said they’d use him again. It was what had sealed the deal with Ashley to give this insane arrangement a try.

So here I am, settling down in the last row of sun loungers against the wall of the hotel grounds, three rows back from the bouncing pool party in front of me. I have space around me and a clear view of the pool, and as I settle in I order a fruit punch from the waiter. All I have to do is sit back, relax, and watch whatever has been planned for this afternoon.

As I sip my drink I look out over the party. The place is crawling with scantily clad women and bare-chested men, filling the water and the decking, which is scattered with private tables. There’s a bar near the water’s edge where people are ordering shots, and busy waitstaff are ferrying bottles to the tables. Across the pool, girls in little bikinis are dancing, some for show, some in groups, and some with guys, and a few of that last group are doing a bit more than just dancing. It’s very crowded, very intense, very… public. It’s not at all what I expected for this weekend.

My phone buzzes.

Eyes to the door of the building.

I look over, and after a little wait, it swings open. Ashley steps out, and I’m floored.

She’s wearing tiny denim cut-offs that provide little more coverage than one of her everyday pairs of underwear, the little white threads sashaying over her lower butt cheeks, and the waistband curling low beneath her abdomen. Her top is a cut-off, too, the remnant of a tank top that juts out with her chest and ends just below it, so that the edge hangs suspended over her midriff and accentuates the juxtaposition of her well-proportioned but firm breasts and her slim, flat waist. Her hair, which she had cut to shoulder length before this trip, is casually pulled back in a tiny ponytail with a loosely tied hairband, leaving her neck and shoulders uncovered and adding to the effect of her showing maximum skin. She strides along the path to the pool area, showing no reaction beneath her oversized sunglasses as she instantly turns the heads of two guys she passes.

I’m surprised to see her walk towards the edge of the party, and scan the first row of loungers to the side of the pool. She stops at one, and I realize that the Agent has held it by covering it with an eye-catching yellow towel. The place where he directed me to sit is perfect, because her lounger is to the side of the party and nothing is blocking my view. She puts down her bag and stretches her arms upwards, drawing a couple of nearby looks.

A group of guys at one of the nearby tables gradually all turn to check her out, and I feel as though I’m one of them, surreptitiously admiring the smoking hot, barely clothed woman who has just turned up at the poolside. And right on cue, she starts the show.

She releases her hair from its ponytail and lightly shakes it free so that her shortened blonde locks flick into place. Then she reaches down and pulls off her little tank top, drops it onto the lounger, and needlessly checks and adjusts the top part of her bikini. It’s a bikini I’ve never seen before, meaning it was also in that package left outside the room. She turns a little, and I realize she’s doing it to give the table of guys a better look. But it gives me a better view too, and that’s when I see the bikini properly.

It’s fucking tiny. It’s two little blue triangles tied together with what looks like a thin white string that could be completely unraveled by one little tug at the back. And those triangles are barely doing anything beyond covering her nipples; the contours of her breasts are completely on display.

I can’t really believe how bold this all is, but then again, Ashley has never really had any trouble with being bold. High school bullies and an asshole dad might make other people shrink, but they molded her into a tough-as-nails firecracker. In her own words, she was an ugly duckling, and when she brought me to her 10-year high school reunion I watched this knockout swan send a clear message to her old classmates: if I liked you when we were teenagers, we can be friends; but if you were a cunt to me back then, fuck you, and look at me now.

It occurs to me that what I’m watching now isn’t too different from that night. She never got to be the Hot Girl at the party, and she had a taste of it that night. But surprising your old tormentors at a reunion isn’t really the same thing. Right now, at this pool party, she is simply the most desirable woman here, with no other context; and I know Ashley well enough to know that she’s relishing the chance to make up for lost time.

She now hooks her thumbs below the waistband of her skimpy cutaways and, bending over so that the table of admirers now has an almost doggy style view of my beautiful wife, she slips the band over the crest of her firm butt and slowly slides the shorts off and down her legs.

The guys’ reaction is even more excitable than I had expected; one of them points, one of them bites his fist, a couple of them whisper, and one of them just blurts out, “Fuuuck”.

As she rolls her shorts off her feet and then flicks them up and onto the lounger, she shifts to an angle that lets me see exactly what has got them all so worked up.

She is wearing the thinnest thong I’ve ever seen. It perfectly curves around the upper limit of each ass cheek and then plunges in a thin strand down between them, pressed flush against the flesh within. It’s little more than white dental floss.

She sets her lounger and takes out her bottle of sunscreen from her bag, then relaxes against the back of the chair with her back arched and her breasts held up. She then squirts out a dollop onto her palm and begins to rub it into one arm, taking her time with it and fully aware that she has a small audience waiting for her to rub almost any other part of her body.

She runs her hand up and down her arm, luxuriating in the attention, and then repeats the process on the other. She then applies a blob to her neck and strokes it into her skin, rolling her head from one side to the other and making it an unexpectedly sexual moment in her performance. Her lips part just slightly and she squirms a little with her hips. The guys nearby are rapt, and they’re not alone; at least two in the nearby loungers are watching furtively, and a cluster of guys hanging out in the water have now noticed her.

It’s a strange feeling, watching all of this. I’m the one who flew us out here, and for a pretty big fee, all for this exact purpose. But despite the Agent making it very clear over the last few months with his messages, his questionnaires, his secretive talks with Ashley, and his overall process, it didn’t really sink in until now that Ashley isn’t just going to replay some specific fantasy straight out of my imagination. She’s the star of this show, but she’s also the director and, I suppose, the Agent’s co-writer. I’m just bankrolling the whole thing, and it’s out of my control now.

The fantasy isn’t just mine anymore—it’s hers to live, enact, and enjoy however she pleases.

But I gladly accept this loss of control as I watch her apply lotion to her shoulders and then down over her collarbone, onto the upper reaches of her chest. Whatever she does later may not necessarily be purely for performance, but what she’s doing now is certainly a show, and not just for me. I count ten men that I’m sure are watching, and there are almost certainly others who I can’t see.

Her hands slide lower down her chest, but she doesn’t continue to her breasts just yet. Instead she picks up the bottle of sunscreen, raises it, and then does something I can hardly believe.

She holds it over her chest and squeezes it between her breasts, spraying herself with globs of the white cream that land across the exposed skin of her cleavage. It’s a crudely erotic visual, and for her to do it in front of all these watching admirers makes my chest pound and my crotch stiffen. She really is getting into the spirit of this weekend. She really is going to cuckold me.

She slows down and very carefully smears the generous amount of cream across her cleavage and out to the sides of her tits. She doesn’t rub it in for a while, just spreads it so that her whole chest is coated in sticky cream. I hear one of the guys in the pool say “holy shit”. The group at the table are in disbelief, some of them looking at each other and silently communicating their gleeful shock to be witnessing this, but hurriedly looking back so as not to miss the lurid show.

She takes as much time as possible to rub the cream into her skin, working her way all around her breasts, and then reaching beneath the little triangles of fabric to apply the lotion to the undersides. As a result of her hands’ movements, her slick, glistening tits bob and jiggle enticingly.

She continues down to her midriff and rubs the lotion in long, broad strokes, starting below her chest and reaching right down to the top of her thong. Her hands form an arrow, directing everyone’s attention to the little strip of fabric that barely covers her sex.

She then moves to her legs, and performatively raises the first and bends it in the air, so that everyone can watch her rub the lotion across her tanned inner thigh, up and over her knees, and then down her smooth calf and shin, all the way to her toes. She repeats the same actions for her other leg, until she has finished massaging the front of her body.

She then pauses, and it’s not immediately clear why. She sits up and bites her lip in thought, and then lifts her sunglasses so that they sit on the top of her head. She looks around, and some, but not all, of her observers hurriedly occupy themselves with other distractions. She looks straight at the table nearby and waves, then says something. I can’t hear her, but she makes a gesture, and I realize what she’s saying.

She’s asking if one of them could do her back.

I feel a frisson of excitement. Putting herself on show is one thing, but inviting another man’s hands to roam her body is on a whole new level.

The men are taken aback. Some just stare and don’t react. A couple of them timidly raise their hands. But one guy just stands up, smiles, and walks straight over, reaching out a hand for the bottle. Judging from her body language, she lays it on thick, thanking him as if he’s volunteered to help an 80-year-old man cross a highway rather than to feel up the attractive, tight-bodied and very available woman flaunting herself in front of him.

They talk briefly, her new friend standing over her and visibly tensing his muscular torso. He looks maybe 22 or 23, with the insouciant air of a guy who has ruled the roost at college. He sits beside her as she flips over, then slathers his hands with the lotion and begins to gently knead her shoulders. She looks totally relaxed and smiles to herself. He glances back at his friends and makes a smug face; in response, he gets one or two jack-off gestures and insults, and it’s pretty clear that a couple of them are regretting their failure to jump at the opportunity.

He keeps going down her back, enjoying the dip from her shoulders to her tight waist and the rise towards the furthest reaches of her lower back. It’s quite something, watching in the shadows as another man cops a feel of my wife, jealousy grappling with my arousal. A sense of frustration creeps in, along with the acceptance of what is happening, the knowledge that she has my encouragement, and the fact this is out of my hands. It’s a heady mix of contradicting emotions.

He repeats the motion several times, until he has finished her upper body. All that remains are her legs and her ass, and he hesitates, his earlier confidence wobbling. She props herself up on one elbow, waves at her lower legs dismissively, and points to her thighs; I think she’s telling him that’s the only area that needs his attention.

I don’t think he was expecting to be asked to rub her thighs. He looks unsure, and the fact that his friends are watching him is clearly in his head; it’s gone from a moment of pride to one of pressure. But he squirts out a palmful of lotion and continues. He places his bare hand against my wife’s tanned upper leg and massages up and down her hamstrings.

She smiles at him and then lies back down, shuffling to make herself comfortable, which has the (surely intended) effect of making her butt wiggle immediately next to his hand. If she was doing this for me, I would want her badly. But seeing her do it for this stranger—and several onlookers—well, I’m so hot for her I can barely see straight.

He finishes rubbing the lotion into her thighs, but she isn’t quite finished with him.

She looks over her shoulder and says something. His eyes widen, and he asks something in response. She nods and smiles, then lies back down.

He squeezes the lotion onto his hand, hesitantly lowers it, and palms my wife’s ass.

His friends don’t know where to look. He doesn’t know where to look, and he’s the one who’s now rubbing her exposed butt cheek with his fingers.

She relaxes while he grasps her behind through the small dollop of sunscreen, one cheek and then the other. I fidget in my seat, my cock now rock hard beneath my stretched swim trunks and threatening to draw attention to itself.

It’s clear that she is now more than adequately covered, but she doesn’t react until he stops. She flips over and thanks him, her body language highly flirtatious. He doesn’t get up just yet, and I realize that she is now chatting with him; and he’s still sitting on her lounger, right beside her legs.

My phone buzzes.

Just so you know, she didn’t come down here planning to hook up with anyone. She seems to be enjoying herself though, right?

Yeah… but if that isn’t the plan, I respond, why are we here?

She wanted to flaunt herself and enjoy some attention, before tonight. The pool was my idea. She wanted to do it on the Strip, but I decided to take things a little further. She can keep the clothes, by the way.

The thought of her bringing that tiny bikini and that slutty clothing back home excites me. After this weekend, I don’t know when and where it would ever be appropriate to wear… but maybe that’s the fun of it.

Watching her right now though, I wish she would reconsider her original plan. She has this guy right where she wants him, so it would be easy to take matters further.

If she does decide to take him back up to the room, it’s fine, right? Everything is set up for me to watch?

That’s not how it works, he tells me. You only get to watch the people who signed up to be watched. But it doesn’t matter. The real action, if she wants it, is later. Consider this a warm-up—and also a reminder that what happens this weekend is only whatever she wants.

I look back up. She and her new acquaintance are deep into a friendly conversation. I hadn’t thought to look until now, but I can see that her wedding ring is still on, so he surely must have noticed it by now. There is less energy between them, and the tension has clearly peaked. It’s not happening.

I sigh and watch them through my sunglasses, and I wonder what she and the Agent might have planned for this evening. As if reading my thoughts, he texts again.

Don’t worry. It’ll be worth the wait. I think she’ll like her date tonight… a lot.


2

I open the door to our room with my keycard and find her wearing her hotel robe, relaxing on an armchair and reading a book. It’s a real shift of gears from the pool area.

I watched her chat with the guy for about half an hour until she took out her phone—I guess to make a hint—and he got up and left with his friends. Shortly after that, she packed up and headed back inside. She only put her shorts back on, and seemed to really make the most of her exit from the courtyard, clearly knowing that men all around the pool and bar area were checking her out. I waited a few minutes so as not to give anyone the wrong idea, then I followed her up to the room.

“Hey,” she smiles, putting down her book. Her eyes flash with lustful excitement. “Did you have as much fun as I did out there?”

“Yeah, maybe more.” I sit in the other chair and relax with a sigh, feeling drained, as if I’ve just run a race. “I was wondering if you were going to take things further with him.”

“Him? No,” she laughs, as though wanting to sleep with a guy who she encouraged to fondle her ass would be ludicrous. “He’s barely out of college. I don’t know if I’m brave enough to be a cougar. Nice guy though. And nice body.”

“You seemed to be getting along well with him.” Despite her robe covering her up, I’m so turned on just being in her company again, after what she just did.

“I was just being friendly. But I was also trying to bring the temperature down and make it clear that was all he was getting from me. I dropped in ‘my husband this, my husband that’ which made him dial down the flirting a little, and after I mentioned that you’d be joining me soon, he was over it. His friends were heading out to a foam party, so that gave him the chance to bail. I didn’t want to embarrass him, though, so I asked for his number. Just to give him a little victory, and I guess to give me one too. He seemed confused, but he gave it to me.”

“How thoughtful of you.”

“I know, right?” She adjusts her robe and crosses her legs the other way. “Did you really want me to go ahead and do something with him?”

“Remember why we’re here? Also, are you still wearing that plastic twine two-piece under that robe?”

“Oh, that was getting uncomfortable. I’m wearing nothing underneath this thing. I’m still keeping the bikini though… I had a lot of fun in that thing. It’s like a magic costume to make one feel hot and powerful.”

I smile and try to play it cool. I can’t believe she didn’t need any convincing or cajoling to take it home with her.

“And yeah, I know we’re here for a reason. But it isn’t to jump into bed with the first guy I meet, even though he was cute. The Agent knew I wanted to test the waters a little, to make myself comfortable before I go further, and also to make sure you enjoy it before I go all in and it’s too late. I guess we passed the test.”

“I’d say you aced it. That was quite a performance out there.”

“Thank you. But the credit belongs to certain sluts in my high school, who seemed to make any guy I liked drool over them, even if they never even spoke. Turns out, I must have picked up a few cheap tricks from them for making oneself the center of attention.”

“That and your wardrobe. Are the shorts coming home, too?”

She smirks. “You have strange tastes, you know that?”

I shrug. “They just suit you, that’s all.”

“And what does that say about me?”

I take her hand and pull her onto my lap. She laughs and rolls her eyes.

“What?”

“I know what you want, but sorry, you’re not gonna get it.”

I run my finger up her leg, still smooth and slick with sunscreen, and bring it up towards the bottom of her robe. She grabs my hand.

“Not today!”

“After what I just witnessed?”

She gets up off my lap, turns on the TV, and flops onto the bed.

“Nope,” she says. “You’ll have to witness much more than that, first.”

We relax in the room for a little while, though it feels like we’re both pretending for each other. I can’t get my mind off what she did at the pool, let alone what she might do later, and every time the image pops back into my head my heart races.

Surely, she can’t have really put the possibilities for this evening to the back of her mind, but she looks cool as ice. She’s been lying on the bed, propped up by a stack of pillows, watching a marathon of sitcom re-runs as dinner time nears. She’s been taking out her phone every so often, and I realize now that she’s been texting non-stop for a few minutes.

“What’s up?” I ask, pointing to her phone.

“Oh, I’m just talking to the Agent,” she replies.

There’s that racing heartbeat again. “How come? What’s he saying?”

“I think you forget how this works. It’s for me to know, and you to find out.”

“You really aren’t going to tell me?”

“Where’s the fun in that? Patience, Husband. All will become clear.”

I groan and sink into the armchair. “Somehow, it doesn’t seem fair that the guy whose idea and money is making this weekend happen is left out of the loop on what exactly is going to take place.”

“That was the deal. Besides, despite your whining, I know you’re enjoying this. The anticipation is half the fun, right?”

I can’t argue with that. I shrug, but we both know she’s right. The not knowing is powerfully, bitterly arousing.

“Anyway,” she says, standing up. “We should eat soon, and I need to start getting ready. I’m going to get in the shower. Can you order some dinner to the room?”

“I can’t help you in the shower?”

“Nice try. Order us some food, you wouldn’t want your wife to be hungry before her date.”

We eat dinner together, and in Ashley’s case it’s a noticeably light one. She says she’s just feeling nervous and doesn’t want to have a big meal, which seems fair enough. I’m feeling pretty damn nervous myself, but I gulp down a cheeseburger and fries in about thirty seconds.

She whips the towel out of her hair and starts using the blow dryer. I watch her standing there, a second towel wrapped around her body, and I get that primal feeling that takes hold of me whenever she’s walking around half-naked after a shower. Her clean, rejuvenated skin is on show, and the bed is right there. It’s a simple equation that my brain knows all too well; it would be so easy for us to get right to it.

But tonight isn’t for ‘us’. She’s getting ready for another man. I’m staying cooped up in our room, while she prepares to live one night beyond the confines of our marriage, starting in the hotel bar and, if all goes well, ending in the second suite the Agent has secured.

The thought brings a queasy, exhilarated sensation. This is all so unnatural. We’re playing with fire, though we’ve created a situation with safeguards. The whole thing has been organized for us. There will be cameras, and I will be watching. We’re in another state, far from home and far from the people who know us. And her date is a perfect scenario: we don’t know the guy, and we won’t have to risk running into him again, yet he’s been vetted, apparently. We get the added anticipation of not knowing anything about him, a blank canvas—other than the fact that for whatever reason, the Agent has deemed him a match with my wife.

Which begs the question: I don’t know anything about him, but what about Ashley?

I wave to her and she shuts off the blow dryer.

“Has the Agent told you anything about this guy?”

She smiles.

“I love watching you squirm like this.”

“Well?”

She’s guarded, coy. “Not really. But I know a teeny bit more about him than you do.”

“Oh?”

“Yeah. Oh.” She laughs to herself and turns the blow dryer back on.

I flash her a middle finger and anxiously pick at the crispy shrapnel at the bottom of my basket of fries. From what I know about these hotwife meet-ups, the husband normally knows something about the guy, or maybe even knows him a little. But I’m in the dark here.

This evening may be an organized staging of my fantasy. But with that, there are a few gaps where it actually feels more authentic than the less choreographed moments that have taken place in my imagination.

The Agent has paired her together with one stranger out of many—according to some, hundreds; according to others, thousands. I can’t help wondering: whoever he is, why him?
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Ashley finishes drying her hair, and then heads over to the dresser to take out her outfit for the night. She didn’t let me see it while we were packing for the trip, and not even when we checked into the room. But now, she stops in front of the dresser and turns with a smile, knowing full well that I’m already watching her.

“Yes,” she says. “You can see, now.”

I’m surprised—I thought the first time I would see this outfit would be when she finished getting herself ready. I lurch to get up, but she waves me back into my seat.

“Ah, ah, ah. Hold up. Wait there, and I’ll show you.”

She opens the drawer housing her underwear and reaches inside, watching me with a satisfied smirk. Her inner control freak is having the time of its life.

She lifts out what looks like a white bra from where I’m sitting, and then a matching white pair of panties. She holds up the bra by the straps, and with her other hand she dangles the panties from one side. I’m hit with a wave of disappointment.

“Oh… I thought you’d buy something new for tonight.”

“Nope. I wanted to wear these. Any idea why?”

I think quietly for a moment.

“You wear them a lot. In fact…”

Oh. Now I get it.

“These are your go-tos when you’re planning for us to have sex.”

“Correct.”

Firstly, it’s confirmation that she’s planning to have sex. I didn’t really need it to be confirmed, but all the same, that thought makes my cock harden.

But it means something else. She’s brought the underwear that we most associate with sex between us, to wear before having sex with someone else. Every time I see them after this—which will be often—will be an unshakeable reminder of her night in bed with another man.

“I approve,” I say.

“Oh, honey. We’ve come all this way, we’ve had the arrangements made, and this afternoon, we had a little taste. We’re all in now. If you think the rest of the night has anything to do with approval from you, I’ve got bad news.”

I’m speechless. But my dick is having no trouble expressing itself, fighting at my pants as if to break free and get to her.

“Now the rest of the outfit,” she says brightly. “And the rest is new.”

She heads over to the closet and bends down to retrieve something from the bottom. She brings out a box, which she brings over and places on the table. She pauses to observe my reaction, then lifts the lid.

Inside are a pair of stiletto heels, which I immediately recognize as the pair she bought for the photo shoot. She wears high heels a lot, but these are far higher, far racier, than any she has worn in public. I never expected them to leave our bedroom after we had taken those photos.

“Okay, I guess technically these aren’t new anymore. You still like them?”

I realize my mouth is hanging open slightly as I look up at her. “Holy shit.”

“I’ll take that as a yes.”

“I just can’t believe you’ll be wearing them in front of other people. I hope you’ll be wearing them when you’re out with me sometime.”

“No chance. These are for tonight only.”

“Seems like a waste,” I say, coaxingly, my eyes glued to the uncharacteristically slutty heels.

“Well, I guess the dress is a waste too then.”

My gaze snaps back up to her and she laughs.

“I’ll show you.”

She heads back to the closet and takes it out. It’s been zipped up in an opaque plastic garment bag, so I have no idea what it will look like. She lays it down carefully on the bed, and then tugs at the zip.

She pulls away the bag to reveal a tiny cobalt blue dress, with cut-outs at the sides of the midriff. I’m stunned; it’s miles away from anything she would normally wear, just like her barely-there poolside outfit this afternoon. The color matches that of both her fingernails and toenails, the paint that she freshly applied last night.

“Wow. This is pretty bold.”

“I’m in the best shape I’ve ever been, and I already know this guy likes my body because he’s seen it and he sent an actual application to hook up with me. So I’m feeling bold.”

It gives me a shiver. Ashley has always been one to take no prisoners. In life and in her career, she can be assertive to the point of bluntness. She has a bit of a chip on her shoulder and, though I know it can rub some people up the wrong way, it’s something I’ve always liked about her. She’s got a tough outer shell, and she knows how to get what she wants.

I guess it’s a factor in why we’re here. I’m the more passive one in this relationship, the less outwardly confident. I admire her forthright attitude to life. So maybe it’s part of why I want to just sit back and watch her as she goes out there and fucks a stranger.

In my fantasies I always pictured her somewhat domineering side coming out, but in a different way. I would imagine her taking control of the relationship and our sexual dynamic, calling the shots. She would have all the power and she would sleep with other men even against my will, even taunt me about her infidelity.

But that was in my imagination, and I realize that I was kind of making it about myself. In reality, tonight is about her, and she’s expressing herself in a different way. That assertiveness is directed outward, not towards me. She’s proud of how she looks and she’s reaping the rewards. She’s enjoying the prospect of going on a date with a stranger, being both the object of their immediate desire and the subject of my jealous, erotic pining.

This situation isn’t just about two people hitting it off and enjoying themselves. A night like this revolves around the woman. And Ashley is perfect for that role.

She’s watching me processing this outfit, glancing from the dress to her and back, trying to figure out just how much of my wife it will reveal.

“You’ll see it very soon,” she smiles. “And then you’ll see why this dress is only for this evening.”

Fifteen minutes later, the lock of the bathroom door—which she has commandeered as her personal dressing room—clicks open. My anxious wait is at an end.

“Ready to see?” she calls out.

I’ve been glancing at that door on and off throughout the time she has spent getting ready in there.

“Of course.”

The door swings open and she steps out.

She walks carefully but adeptly on her heels, which seem to enhance her toned legs. The dress clings to her figure, tightly but without smothering her, and the hem falls far too short for any context but tonight’s, hanging almost exactly over the boundary between groin and upper thigh. The cut-outs show off her slim upper body. And I hadn’t even thought about the chest: the top of the dress is both a little lower and a little tighter than even a club-going college girl would consider tasteful, giving her breasts the eye-popping effect of being firmly squeezed together with the mercy of only being held in place where it matters the most. Meanwhile, her blonde hair playfully hangs free, though her new shoulder-length haircut reveals so much of her neck and collarbone that it may as well have been held up. And her make-up is a level or two beyond her most elaborate night-out warpaint, with thick black eyeliner and dark eyeshadow making her ice blue irises pop, and a dark shade of nude lipstick hinting at her intentions for the night.

“You look incredible.”

“Thank you. That’s what I was going for.”

“I like this extra confidence,” I tell her, sincerely. “Is this because of all the working out you’ve been doing?”

“Partly,” she says, looking at herself in the mirror and gently posing to observe her body at different angles. “But partly it’s because I’ll have the freedom to do what I want tonight.”

Her words alone are stimulating me—she seems to really want tonight to happen, and not just to make me happy. “And just remember, doing what you want is what I want for you,” I tell her. “You can do whatever you feel like with this guy.”

She smiles, a strange smile that makes me feel like I don’t know what I’m talking about. “I know. I won’t forget.”

“I feel like you know way more about tonight than you’re letting on.”

“Just a little. Still, there’s a lot that I don’t know… and that excites me.”

She finds her clutch and packs her essentials inside. Even just slightly bending over at the waist and leaning over the dresser, her pose in that enticing outfit is powerfully arousing. It’s taking every bit of restraint, every shred of dignity that I have left after letting my wife get ready to sleep with another man, not to launch myself across the room and be met with her inevitable rebuff.

“Right,” she says, glancing at the clock, which shows it’s now five minutes to eight. Five minutes until the moment she meets her partner for the night. “I’d better head down.”

I stand up and approach her. I’m not sure what sort of goodbye she wants, but she taps her cheek with one blue fingernail and turns to the side. I kiss it. She steps back and blows me an air kiss.

“I hope you have a good time,” I tell her.

“I hope you do too… I hope you enjoy what you see.”

My heart lurches. There were no guarantees going into this trip, and she made that clear as recently as this morning. This is a very different tone.

“Have a good night, honey.”

And with that, she strides to the door, that tight dress shifting hypnotizingly against her ass. She shoots me a coquettish look over her shoulder, gives a little fluttery wave with her hand, and disappears in the direction of the elevators.
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So here’s what happens now.

Your wife is heading downstairs to meet her date. I reserved them a spot at the bar, and I got myself a spot where I can see them. I’ll let them get acquainted and settle in, and then for a little while I’ll show you a live stream from my hidden camera. They both know about that, but obviously the hotel doesn’t, and I have to limit how much I film so as not to draw too much attention to myself.

So aside from maybe five minutes where you’ll get to watch your wife getting picked up, and the text updates from me, you’re gonna be out of the equation for the next few hours. I suggest you find yourself a distraction. That’s not to say you’ll be able to distract yourself, because you definitely won’t. But you can speed up the wait a little and not go completely crazy waiting for the big moment.

I’m propped up on the bed now, like Ashley was earlier, as I read the Agent’s messages. I take his advice and put the TV back on, flicking through a few channels until I land on a sports news channel, and let the highlights, brightly colored graphics and hyperactive presenters take some of my attention away. But really my mind is on one thing. I type back a reply.

Can you let me know how it goes at the start? Just want to make sure it’s all going to plan. Or if it’s not, I want to know.

Sure, he replies.

Nice guy, this internet stranger who I’m paying handsomely to arrange for a guy to bang my wife.

A few more minutes pass before my phone buzzes again. I open my messages at record speed.

Okay, we’re up and running. Her date was there a few minutes early, and she got there on time. They had the little kiss on the cheek and now they’re talking and waiting for their drinks.

And how is she? I ask. Does she look into it?

Oh, don’t worry about that, he replies. She is definitely into it.

That text just about breaks my heart and makes me blow my load all at once. Like the Agent warned me earlier, and like Ashley made abundantly clear just before leaving for the date, tonight is about what she wants. This isn’t happening in my mind anymore, and the moment it got out into the real world, it was never going to be the same.

I guess in my imagination, her enjoyment was similar to the girl in a porno—mostly performative. If tonight is going to work, if everyone is going to get something out of it, then she has to really enjoy it. The idea of her getting won over by some other guy is crushing, but that pain in itself is stimulating. We’re barely under way and everything is playing out a little differently to how I had expected, the exact nature of my conflicting emotions included.

I watch some mindless commercials on the TV and wait. It’s all I can do. Even my powerlessness right now is strangely arousing. Every part of this is strangely arousing.

My phone buzzes again.

They’re getting along pretty well. They have their drinks and they’re settled in for the evening. I have a clear shot now. Want to see?

I can’t reply fast enough. Of course.

Okay. Get your laptop ready. Just know, this might be a lot to take in.

I know, but it’s why we’re out here. I can handle it.

Sure, but don’t say I didn’t warn you.

The cryptic comments from both him and Ashley are really ringing alarm bells now. What the hell am I about to see? But before I can say anything, my laptop, which has been ready and waiting next to me on the bed, dings to show I have a new email; it’s the link he has sent me to join a conference call. In our correspondence before this weekend, he told me that this is the method he uses for ‘presenting’, as he calls it. My heart throttles my chest as I click the link and wait to connect.

My laptop briefly shows a waiting screen, and then the picture loads. I’m looking at the familiar decor of the hotel bar, which I haven’t visited but have walked past a couple of times already today. I know from what he’s told me that he’s wearing a small hidden camera on his clothing, which he can control using an app, and right now it’s facing to the side, showing a wall and none of the patrons.

“Thank you very much,” he says, and his hand reaches out beyond the view of the camera. A woman’s voice says something I can’t make out. He replies and says my room number.

Then it all becomes clear: a member of the bar staff has just brought him a cocktail, on my dime. Unfortunately, it’s one of his conditions when signing up to this weekend package, so there’s nothing I can say.

My phone buzzes next to me. Cheers!

And then the camera pans around and lands on the line of barstools filled by clientele.

The electric blue of Ashley’s dress is unmissable, and my eyes hungrily survey my beautiful wife in her skimpy dress, her almost totally nude legs crossed and one long stiletto heel jutting forward. I follow her gaze and finally see her date for the night.

I can’t even comprehend what I’m looking at.
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Sitting next to Ashley at the bar—her match out of that database of suitors, and the guy who will almost certainly be sleeping with her tonight—is a man who could simply be labelled as a colossus. He’s not only about as muscular as any I have ever seen, but he’s extremely tall, perhaps six foot six or seven. His short-sleeved shirt reveals arms that look like they’ve been shaped out of rock and then painted over with various tattoos, and his neck has the same look.

And the Agent wasn’t kidding about Ashley. She is leaning into him, touching him, flirting with him, and wiggling her little body in her seat with an eagerness I’ve never seen before. Even watching them through a live stream transmitted by a tiny camera positioned halfway across the bar area, I can tell that Ashley isn’t just ‘into it’—she is flat out horny for this guy.

What the hell am I looking at? I ask the Agent, because I feel like I need to talk to someone about this, even if it’s the person who’s responsible for making it happen.

Told you. He’s not your average guy on the street.

He was her match? Why? I ask, feeling like the question is both valid and ridiculous. The guy’s appeal is obvious—I just never thought that this was the type that would be specifically picked as a suitable ‘partner’ for Ashley. I watch as she asks him if she can touch his arm, and then slowly runs her hand down his bicep and forearm. She looks tiny next to this guy.

Well, I’ll let her talk about it—if she wants to—when you next see her, because I promise all my clients I’ll keep their individual responses to myself. But yeah, that was her match based on all of her responses, and based on his.

I didn’t even know that was what she would want. He’s a freaking giant.

In my experience, you’re not the only one who’s had a surprise when the hotwifing thing turns real. You give your wife a chance to indulge in fantasy, and you’ll find it’s not just your fantasy that she wants to live out.

She never even told me.

Did you ever ask?

I guess I didn’t. I had told her—after keeping it to myself for years—about how I’d like to see her with another man. And she had engaged with that fetish, enjoyed talking about it with me. But I guess, just like I had been at the start, she was reluctant to say too much about the things she imagined, for fear I would judge her, or worse.

I don’t reply to that last text, and instead quietly watch the interaction between my wife and this giant of a man, knowing that the Agent will only be live streaming for a few minutes. There is obvious chemistry between the two of them, obvious lust from my wife for the gym-honed behemoth in front of her, and from him for her well-worked little figure in its revealing outfit.

As one might expect for a man with his stature, he is very easy-going, and to my surprise the dynamic is one where she is doing all the work: hitting on him, showing off for him, touching him at any given opportunity. There is nothing in what I’m seeing to suggest that this won’t happen: my wife is going to fuck a guy who looks like he could bicep curl my body with ease.

As she tells a story she leans toward him, and as though for emphasis she gently touches his thigh with her palm. He seems perfectly content for her to do so, so she lets it linger while she talks, and then slowly she presses it a little closer to his groin area and rests it there.

At that moment, the session in the conference software ends, and I’m looking at a blank screen.

Sorry, the Agent says, time’s up. As though he hadn’t deliberately chosen that exact moment to end the call and leave me with nothing but my thoughts.

Are you at least able to tell me what they’re talking about?

I can’t hear them, honestly, he tells me. But I think the body language is loud and clear, don’t you?

It is, I agree, and I actually feel a little sad about it. She was never like that with me when we first started dating. And I don’t know what to think about this match-up; is she into giant bodybuilders? And is she therefore not into me?

I’ll hang out here and let you know if and when they make a move, the Agent says. That’ll be the next time you hear from me. And then I’ll head to my room and oversee the show…

I spend the next couple of hours trying to stave off madness in the room. I order room service back up, this time a slice of gateau along with their cheapest bottle of whiskey.

I eat the cake as though I’m eating my feelings, reflecting that my wife’s date—and my wife, for that matter—doesn’t look like someone who has eaten a slice of cake recently. I pour out a shot of whiskey and sip it as I watch a music channel, trying a change of strategy. Maybe I can feed my horny brain with the scantily clad dancers in these music videos. A couple of them are nice to look at, and are like a balm for my overwrought state. But my thoughts always lead straight back to the same thing.

My wife is wearing little more than those women, and it’s about to earn her a pounding from the biggest, most muscular man I’ve ever seen.

Around an hour after seeing the Agent’s live stream, I give in to temptation and relieve myself in the bathroom, knowing one orgasm and a refractory period won’t hurt. It’s a dirty, troubled, and deeply relieving orgasm, one that makes me feel a little better for a while and gives me something to do with all this restlessness. But the solace is brief, and I’m left wanting more. I’ve started to imagine what this could be like, and now I want to see it for real.

Eventually, at around ten thirty, the Agent texts me again.

She’s gone to the bathroom and he’s signing the check. They’re gonna be heading up after this. I’m making a move so I can have everything ready for you.

Wait, so no one will be watching them for a few minutes?

Nope. What, you don’t trust your wife with the guy you’ve arranged to fuck her?

I make myself comfortable and make sure the laptop is ready and charging. I don’t want to miss anything. That said, the idea that Ashley could steal a moment of privacy with her date before they get to the other room is thrilling. I just hope she doesn’t bail on going to the room, and all those cameras that the Agent has set up inside, and go somewhere else instead. It’s one thing for my wife to fuck another guy, but it’s another for her to do it somewhere where I can’t see it.

After a couple of minutes, I receive another email from the Agent with a new link. I join the ‘conference call’ and am met with an array of camera angles across an empty suite identical to the one I’m currently in.

Okay, we’re up and running, the Agent says. Now we wait.

A couple minutes later, we’re still waiting.

Where are they? I ask.

Could be stuck on a crowded elevator, the Agent says. Or waiting for some family to pile in with twenty suitcases, like I was this morning.

We wait for another few minutes. I’m starting to worry. But then I hear a small noise from the microphone in the room, and I turn up the volume. I can hear the familiar sound of Ashley giggling, followed by the low rumble of a male voice.

I can hear them but I can’t see them, I say.

Me too, the Agent says. They’re outside the room.

There is hushed conversation, words I can’t make out, and then silence. Some indistinguishable sounds follow, and then movement against the door of the suite.

I think they’re making out against the door of the suite, I tell the Agent, feeling a little embarrassed to clarify the reason why we are waiting for my wife.

I think you’re right. It happens sometimes. Some wives don’t want to dive right into it in front of the cameras, they need a little foreplay first—so they do it where the husbands can’t see.

I’m a little annoyed at what feels like a violation of an unspoken rule. But I remind myself that this is Ashley’s night, and find the thought of her taking the night away from me—however briefly—to be undeniably hot.

It comes as a relief when I hear the keycard scanner beep, the door to the suite click open, and both sets of footsteps sound across the carpet.

Ashley strides straight over to the bed and then sits at the bottom of it, crossing one leg over the other. She adjusts her dress—seemingly to reveal more of her chest and thighs, not less—and waits eagerly as he kicks off his shoes by the door. He walks over to her and sits next to her, and for the first time the Agent fills the screen with just one camera angle. The difference in size is almost laughable. She looks tiny, fragile next to his hulking frame. I almost fear for her safety trying to handle a guy of his size in bed, but I’m reassured by just how hungry and willing she looks. She bites her lower lip seductively.

There is a moment of uncertainty. They both know that I and the Agent are watching, and it looks like they don’t know whether they should say something or just pick up where they left off. Thankfully, Ashley decides the latter is sufficient, and leans in to kiss him.

It’s weird to see this happening. I realize that when I fantasize about my wife being with another man, I usually cut right to the good bits. I don’t fantasize about her kissing the guy. But I know it has to happen, so I watch as she presses her lips and then her tongue against his, running her hands along his monolithic neck and shoulders. As the passion increases, his hands grip my wife’s body, and their tongues wetly thrash against one another, my early indifference subsides, and I begin to enjoy what I’m seeing.

As they make out, the Agent jumps to another camera placed behind Ashley, showing this stranger’s enormous hands feeling up my wife’s body. It’s an incredible sight. Meanwhile, her attention is completely focused on him, and when the view returns to the previous camera she is unbuttoning his shirt. She hurriedly works down to the lowest button and flings his top open, planting her hands lustfully on his muscles, as he shakes off the shirt and reveals his torso.

If anything, that shirt was downplaying his upper body. My wife is now faced with a towering, bulging mass of muscles almost entirely covered with a mosaic of tattoos. Her eyes widen in astonishment and unparalleled desire, her hands groping at the sight in front of her. He pulls her in and they make out once again, but she quickly decides she wants more. She swings a leg over him and straddles his lap as she kisses him, her tiny body dwarfed by his. His hands now move around and grip her ass, each palm covering the entirety of one of her butt cheeks.

The sight of my wife being manhandled by this monster is so intensely erotic that I am itching to stroke my member once more, but I resist, knowing that this is just the beginning. The camera cuts to the side once again, revealing that beneath her waist, Ashley is unfastening his pants. She lifts herself up and tugs them until they are around his ankles, and he kicks them to the side. She has got him down to his boxers, and now that his pants and my wife’s body are off his crotch, the camera shows an enormous lump pulling upwards against the fabric.

Perfectly happy to level the score, Ashley reaches behind her and unzips the tiny dress at the back. Given how tight it is, I almost expect her to need help peeling it off, but once the zip is down and the tension is let out of the dress, she is able to shimmy out of it. She stands in front of him in that familiar pair of lingerie, her plan working perfectly well as my cock throbs in response. She still teeters in those unusually high stilettos, looking powerful and sexy, but also in a way somewhat ridiculous for elevating herself a mere couple of inches next to the unbelievable scale of her date.

I think she’s about to mount him again, but instead she does something I don’t think she’s ever done before. She positions herself immediately in front of him and lowers herself to the ground, kneeling between his legs. Her feet and her thighs are pressed neatly together, her pert behind sitting against her heels, as her hands rest on his inner thighs and she looks up at him in deference.

I hold my breath. The view again changes, this time to a camera placed opposite the previous one, showing a perfect side-on view of my wife’s face peering up at him, much of her body concealed behind his leg. Her hands slide up his thighs and onto the waistband of his boxers. She gives him a wicked smile.

I realize the reason why the Agent chose this particular camera. As her fingers scrabble at the waistband of her date’s boxers and pull it back, her wedding ring glints at the camera.

She reaches in and, with some effort, pulls out an absolute slab of a cock. And then her eyes light up. It bulges at least twice as thick as mine, a hulking chunk of muscle and veins that pulses as it reaches full size. Its length is proportional to his height, a good nine or ten inches, beyond what I thought was possible in real life. His member is just massive. I don’t know what Ashley can even do with something so big, but she doesn’t look even a little bit worried. She gently takes it in her hand with an expression of pure delight.

He sits back and watches as she begins to stroke the length of his shaft, and she reaches down with her other hand to play with his balls. Again I’m shocked by their proportions and their obvious heft; she looks like she is trying to twirl two small boulders in her delicate hand. He sighs in pleasure as my wife stimulates his package, and she has all the encouragement she needs. She re-positions herself, glances up at him, and runs her tongue along her upper lip.

She lowers her head and kisses the tip of his member, still jerking him with her fist in the meantime. She then parts her lips and gently sucks on his head, less than an inch of his impressive length in her mouth. It must give a pleasant tickling sensation, but a teasing one, and he’s probably itching for her to take more of him inside her mouth.

She knows this, of course, and she is only just getting started. While she strokes him and fondles his balls, she pushes her lips further down his shaft, and slurps back up to the top. She flashes another glance at him and sees his approving expression, and then she goes for it.

I watch my wife’s lips slide halfway down his shaft, his girth incredibly thick now and her lips seeming to strain around him. She looks determined to take all of him, even though the dimensions of his rock-hard member and her delicate features, her slender throat, look so incompatible with him.

For a moment she gags and pauses, and he strokes back her hair and whispers a question that I can’t hear. She shakes her head and starts again. I think he’s just suggested that they try something else, and she’s insisted that she’ll carry on trying to get all of his cock into her throat.

She spits onto the upper side of his cock as she rubs the shaft, moistening his thick organ with her hand before taking it into her willing mouth once more. It glistens with her saliva and his pre-come as she smears his whole length with their fluids, and she decides that she’s ready. She gradually slides her pretty face part of the way down his member and up again, and then pushes a little further with her next attempt. She continues until she is about two thirds of the way, and it’s astonishing to see. She now has the equivalent of my own length in her mouth, but the girth is incomparable. I realize that her eyes are watering slightly, her lips taut around his bulging dick. But she is undeterred, and she keeps going. As she does so, the camera zooms in, filling the screen with the sight of this giant cock penetrating my wife’s face.

With what must be a considerable effort for her narrow little throat, she manages to slowly push down further and further, pausing here and there to stop herself from gagging. And then she’s at the base. She has at least nine inches of hard, bulky cock down her throat.

She slips back up towards the top, takes a moment to prepare herself, and then sinks back down towards the base. She repeats the motion, a little more quickly. She has adapted now to this colossal member, and now she’s blowing him, her hands pumping his shaft and playing with his balls at the same time. I envy the sensations he must be feeling from the various stimuli, in particular the virgin reaches of her throat that must be smothering the head of his cock. He is clearly enjoying it, too, his concern for her comfort now long gone as he relaxes on his elbows and tenses his cock against the walls of her mouth.

I sip my whiskey and watch on my bed, our bed, as this takes place in some other room elsewhere in the hotel. This is why I came here, this is the view I wanted, even though I hadn’t pictured or expected a partner for Ashley quite like this. But I guess this is why she came here. I have given her freedom from our marriage for a night, and she has taken this opportunity to pursue some other fantasy that she has kept very quiet for all of these years.

She continues to service his sizeable cock with increasing ease, her motions up and down his shaft now unhindered, her throat now comfortable receiving a substantially larger member than my own. Her hand pumps at a faster pace now, while she cups and squeezes his balls. He squirms in her hands and her mouth. She’s taking this all the way.

He breathes quickly now and holds eye contact with her as she bobs furiously on his cock. His shaft seems to be stiffening, reddening, preparing to be granted relief by my wife. I hold my breath, I don’t think I even blink, as I wait for the moment.

And then Ashley pulls her lips up and off his cock, still going with both hands, and she opens her mouth wide and sticks her tongue out.

“Oh my god,” I whisper to myself.

He grunts. His balls tense up in her hand. And then it hits him. His cock blasts out a generous glob of come, and it lands on her tongue. Then another, which flies up and spats against her upper cheek, barely missing her eye. A couple more squirts of semen shoot up onto her forehead and then her hair. More fly across her face, until the intensity of his ejaculation wanes and his last few spurts hit the original target of her tongue, her chin, and then her cleavage. He sighs and flops his heavy frame back onto the bed.

The camera zooms into her face as she smiles up at him. Her features are plastered in his seed, creamy white goo oozing across most of her face, a face that to my knowledge has never taken a man’s load until now. A sticky gob clumps a lock of her hair together. My wife’s beautiful features have been defiled in front of me, and she looks thrilled about it.

She sticks out her tongue for him, coated in his semen, and then she flips it back into her mouth, closes her lips, and swallows.

Then the cameras cut out.

I watch the blank screen, shell-shocked. After a couple of long moments it becomes clear that this isn’t a blip, and the Agent has shut them off. I reach out for my phone but it plays a notification just before I grab it.

Time for a break while they recover, he tells me. We’ll go again as soon as they do.

I didn’t know we’d be stopping, I reply.

Trust me, this is the way to do it. No one wants the whole night to be live streamed—the people on camera or the ones watching. They both know the plan. Now is the less sexy part, especially for your wife, who will have to clean herself up. When things start to get interesting again, I’ll start streaming again. I suggest you go take a breather for yourself.

I don’t know what exactly he means by that, but I don’t want to do anything for myself that might break this spell and ruin my own enjoyment of whatever else my wife wants to do tonight.

I head out onto the balcony and into the warm, stifling desert air. I sip my drink and look out across the city, the lights of countless other hotel rooms. Many other couples are likely enjoying themselves in some of those suites. I wonder how many others might include wives or husbands cavorting with other partners, and if any of their spouses might know about or even encourage their actions like I have.

Now is the less sexy part, the Agent said. But in some ways, it’s the more agonizing part. What I just watched was my fantasy come true, and with bonus material to boot. I’ve never come across Ashley’s face. It was exhilarating watching it, and I didn’t even know I wanted to see that happen to her. But now, they’re alone. My wife and this other man, this giant of a man, in a hotel suite, with the cameras off and presumably nothing sexual going on anymore.

I glance over my shoulder at the laptop screen to confirm this. The cameras are still inactive.

If nothing is happening now, what do I do?
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The wait drags and drags. My anxiety level rises with every look at the blank screen of my laptop. I sip whiskey. I watch the city. I come back into the room and literally pace.

About twenty minutes later, the longest twenty minutes of my life, the screen flashes back into life. I’m lying next to it flipping idly through my phone, and I instantly drop it and focus my attention on the live stream.

Ashley’s date is lying back on the bed, and she is half-sitting, half-lying against his chest. She looks refreshed, her hair a little damp, and still wearing her familiar white lingerie. She’s even still wearing her high heels. A towel lies crumpled on the floor. They’re kissing.

I lie back against the pillows and watch. His huge hands grab at her slender body, her toned but soft thighs, her curved back. He pulls her up so that she lies flat against him, letting him explore her skin with his fingers. The difference in size is no less striking than before. If this is the kind of guy she likes to be with, what about me?

His hands become more assertive, squeezing her butt cheeks with ease. Meanwhile her own roam around his heavily inked, heavily worked torso. She squirms and positions her crotch against his, and then slips her slender legs either side of his trunk-like thighs, straddling him again, this time with both of them lying horizontally.

Her hips shift. They quiver. Then they gently rock forward and back, and then again. His hands move with her, and his thighs tense up. She’s dry humping him, and he’s pushing back up against her.

I watch as he unhooks her bra and throws it to the floor. Her breasts bounce between them as she grinds against him, and though they are a perfect size—not too big, not too small, and with a nice, perky shape to them—they look tiny as his hands reach up and clasp around them.

It’s weird, this fantasy, this situation. I’ve seen this guy take several liberties with my wife already, and I’ve enjoyed all of it. But watching him whip her bra off and envelop her tits with his hands seems strangely impudent.

All the same, I enjoy that, too.

She breaks off from the kiss, sits up, and closes her eyes as she thrusts her hips against him and enjoys the feel of his hands squeezing her breasts. The Agent changes to a camera that I hadn’t noticed, placed just above the headboard, giving me an up-close view of my wife reveling in the feel of another man’s cock beneath her and his hands around her tits. I watch her enjoyment, spellbound. It’s not a view I had ever imagined or anticipated, but I find it stirring something deep within me.

I relished seeing my wife take a massive cock in her mouth and then have come splattered across her face and chest, even if some of that was more than I was expecting. Visually it was a thrill, the juxtaposition of seeing my spouse who I know so well essentially playing out a scene from a porno. But simply seeing her reveling in this moment now, the feel of a new man beneath her, her own fantasies coming true—I seem to be enjoying that aspect more. I guess I never really thought about what she could get out of this, aside from the basic act of sex. Turns out, she thought about it plenty. And right now, I want to see just how much she can enjoy it.

She opens her eyes and looks down, and there is some movement off camera. I watch in frustration, trying to figure out what exactly is going on. I get the feeling that the Agent is delaying the change in view deliberately. She seems to lift herself up a little higher.

When the view changes, it’s to a side-on camera showing almost all of the bed. It becomes clear that her date has been removing his boxer shorts, and now she is wriggling out of her own underwear. She rolls to the side so that she can slide it down her legs, and then she flicks them off and climbs back on top of him.

Her bare pussy is now sitting against the underside of his cock. The tip is mere inches away from her sex. The thought makes my dick pound with arousal, my pulse crackle with anticipation. She’s really about to have a new cock inside her. And not just any cock—this absolute mammoth of an organ, which she barely managed to fit down her throat.

I start to wonder if she can really take it. And if she does, where does that leave me? Hoping I’ll ever be enough for her, after something twice the size of my dick has had its way with her pussy, likely given her sensations I could never hope to give her?

When it comes to her capacity to take all of him, I don’t need to wait long to find out. After rubbing herself for a few moments against his cock where it lays flat but stiff against his naval, she lifts herself up again, holds his erect member straight up, and gently re-positions herself with her lips poised against his tip.

I hold my breath. The camera angle changes to one placed over the nightstand, facing them diagonally. The zoom level magnifies the view so that I am simply looking at her pussy delicately placed against his thick head.

And then she begins to lower herself.

Her outer lips part, and they slip around his exposed glans, absorbing it between them. She moves lower, and I know that it is starting to penetrate her inner lips. I hear her moan, and at one point she whimpers, but she does not stop. She keeps pressing downwards until his glans is wholly inside her.

“Fuck,” he groans, my wife’s tight pussy likely choking his head like nothing he’s ever had before.

She keeps going. As her outer lips spread, I can see just how wet she is, her folds shining moistly for him. She is reaching his maximum girth, and her moans leave no doubt that she is feeling it. She cries out like a porn star getting railed, and all she’s doing is trying to get his member inside her for the first time.

She moves slowly, gingerly, but she never stops. His hands appear within the picture, taking hold of her hips, taking ownership of my wife’s body. She breathes heavily now, whimpering more, as more of his thick shaft is sucked up inside her, stretching her and filling her to unprecedented levels. Clearly, the simple step of trying to take his cock is turning her on, because her hand appears now, and rubs at her clit, wetly sloshing across her pussy as it sinks deeper onto him.

I’m watching with my jaw hanging in disbelief at the scene. She’s nearly all the way there. I wonder if her pussy will ever be the same again for me… and if my dick will ever be the same for her, after this experience.

With a final, firm push, she slips all the way into his crotch, and that enormous cock has completely disappeared into her.

The camera zooms out to show her sitting in his lap, shuddering around the shaft filling her insides. Her eyes are closed in ecstasy, the hint of a smile playing across her lips. She leans forward a little and places both hands against his pecs, so that her breasts squeeze together in front of his face. And then she begins to ride him.

She moves gently at first, still acclimating to him, not risking any sudden movements yet. His hands engulf her hips and her rear, but they do not apply any pressure, merely holding her and letting her do what she needs to do.

After softly pushing against him a few times, she goes a little harder, a little faster. One of his hands moves up and cups her breast, and she moans her approval. Now she is thrusting against his huge member, her tits starting to bounce in his face, her hips bucking across his wide lap.

She keeps accelerating her movements, becoming more forceful. The bed starts to shake. Each thrust is followed by her delirious groans. She struggled to take his cock only a few minutes ago, and now she’s riding it as if her body was made for it.

There’s a banging noise accompanying each thrust. I’m mystified at first, until the Agent switches cameras to a view directly behind her and I can see the headboard whacking the wall from the force of her fucking him. The image of her legs spread wide just to straddle him, her small, tight booty between his thighs, burns itself indelibly into my mind.

And then the view changes to the front, and it’s immediately apparent as to why. Her legs are locked against him, her arms stiffly propping her up. Her eyes are closed but her features are contorted in concentration.

He reaches his hand around and firmly squeezes her ass. She gasps with a smile, and then the sound distorts in her throat and she seizes up.

“Oh, God. Oh, God,” she whimpers, and then she lets out a deep groan. Her body shakes, and her tits jiggle in his face. Her pussy grinds low against his crotch. She loudly moans, over and over, almost a shout. I watch, entranced, as my wife comes against a stranger’s giant cock.

“Yes. Yes. Yes,” she cries out, as she comes down from the ecstasy of her orgasm and rubs her pussy against him gently now. He holds her, savors her body, and she leans down and kisses him.

I can’t resist anymore. I pull out my engorged cock and start to stroke it, the sensitivity at a whole new level. As I do, she speaks again on screen.

“Do whatever you want to me. I want you in me all night.”

His hands effortlessly lift her from his cock and turn her around, and she flips her legs over him to change position. She glances over her shoulder, with a touch of uncertainty, but considerably more intrigue. He adjusts himself so that he is no longer flat, instead propped up slightly against the pillows, and then he coaxes her to relax her shoulders and her back against his torso. As she contentedly drops her body against his, he aligns her pussy with his cock once more.

The camera changes so that I’m looking straight up the bed. She’s lying back against him with her legs bent and dangling either side of his, as he shoves his member back into her soaking, stretched pussy. He grips her narrow waist, his tattooed forearms looking just as thick as her torso, and then he begins to fuck her.

It’s an overwhelming sight. A bigger, stronger man is buried deep inside my wife and thrusting up into her, as she reclines against him and gifts her body to him, her eyes shut and her mouth ajar, whimpering with pleasure. Her hand slides down to her clit and again she fingers herself.

He grunts and fucks her firmly, making her tits jiggle and her legs waver over his, her slutty heels dangling. As he hardens his thrusts she becomes more vocal, a high-pitched, helpless but delighted whine—and if I was in any doubt that she was enjoying this, the now frantic speed of her fingers rubbing her clit make her feelings crystal clear.

He continues to pick up speed and power, and her full body now seems to bounce out of control on top of his. Her whine turns into a staccato yelp and her fingers become a blur over her pussy. She is coming again as he fucks her.

I jack myself off watching my wife being simultaneously pleasured and pummeled. But as her cries of satisfaction relent and her hand falls to her side, I see a glint in his eye that suggests he has more planned for her. I slow my strokes, forcing myself to be patient.

He then lifts her up as though she weighs nothing, and pushes himself up off the mattress and onto his knees. He places her down on all fours, and she looks over her shoulder at him, enraptured. He gets into position behind her, towering over her. He rests his python of a cock against the top of her ass. The visual once again makes me wonder how the hell she’s able to take that inside her—her waist barely looks much wider than his shaft.

He thumps it against her and she giggles. It’s another odd moment where it feels like the guy who is banging my wife is somehow overstepping. But it only adds to my arousal.

He slides his member down the length of her ass crack, smearing pre-come between her cheeks. She wiggles enticingly for him. He grips his cock and guides the head back towards her folds and slowly pushes forward. But she juts backwards more quickly, and he is buried inside her again, much quicker than he had expected. In this new position, there is the potential for even greater depth, and she doesn’t show any reservations at all.

“Keep going,” she says. “I want you all the way inside me.”

He grips her hips and pushes deeper inside. Her eyes flutter and she cries out, followed by the word “Yes” several times. She lowers herself onto her elbows and breathes deeply. “Fuck me.”

He pulls almost all the way out and slams back into her. She yelps and flails, then repeats the instruction.

He slides backwards and then all the way forwards. She grips the bed sheets and calls out for more.

He continuously pounds my wife. She’s a well put-together woman, and it’s a jarring sight, this gruff, tattooed beast of a man bending her over and ramming her with his giant rod. It would shock anyone who knows her. It’s still shocking to me.

But there’s another shock to come. He winds up one hand and slaps it against her ass cheek. I gasp. I’ve never done this to her, never even got the impression she’d allow it.

“Yes,” she calls out. “Again.”

He slaps her ass harder. She yelps, a sound that turns halfway from something resembling pain to one of pure pleasure.

He does it again with more vigor, and then again, spanking her as he fucks her. It makes a sound that makes me wince; this has to hurt. But incredibly, she’s loving it.

“Oh, my god,” she cries out, and I realize it’s happening again. He hasn’t even come yet since they started fucking, but this is her third. She crumples into the bedsheets and moans, clutching the comforter tightly and presenting her ass fully to him as he continues to abuse it and bang her pussy. She trembles against his cock and moans with a smile. I have to let go of my cock for fear of exploding at the slightest stroke.

He keeps going while her moans quieten, quickening now, focused entirely on his own pleasure. He holds her down and the veins in his neck and forearms bulge.

“Fuck,” he booms.

“Yes, come into me,” she calls out.

He pins my wife in place with her ass pressed to his crotch, his full enormous member completely submerged inside her, and he ejaculates into her. The view changes once again to a camera placed to the side, fully zoomed in on their genitals. I watch, incredulous, as he keeps going, emptying what must be an enormous load inside her. Some begins to spill out, and I see the evidence for myself, a thick glob of his semen running out from her folds and oozing down to her inner thigh. He comes for what feels like an eternity.

He finally relaxes and exhales heavily. The camera changes to the one in front of her. She pulls herself off his cock, flips, and lies on her back, tugging him towards her by the hand. He leans over her and they kiss sensuously, and then the camera shuts off.

I’m left alone with a blank screen, but a thousand memorized images. I snatch a Kleenex from the nightstand, I jerk myself for a few seconds, and I come hard into the tissue.

What now? I text the Agent, a few minutes later. Are they done?

I have conflicting feelings while I wait for an answer. Simultaneously, I want them to be done so I can have her back, and I don’t want them to be done so that I can watch her being pleasured more, watch more of the unexpected, compelling things that he intends to do with her body, all at her invitation.

For now, they’re done, but I get the sense they’re waiting for the next round. Sorry man, I don’t think either of them are in a rush to get out of there any time soon.

No biggie, I type, hoping to look relaxed about the whole thing, and making myself cringe. It’s why we’re here, after all.

I get it, he says. A lot of guys in your position feel like they’re done and expect their wives and their dates to be done too. Doesn’t work like that. Just be patient, and the wait will be worth it. This will all pay off even more.

I hope so.

I know so. There’s plenty more to come. Go relax. And keep that laptop near you.

He’s right. I feel ready for this whole thing to wrap up now, ready to be back with Ashley. But it’s for her to decide when she’s finished. And besides, despite the agony and frustration this wait is inflicting on my brain, it’s just going to be that much sweeter when I do get her back.

Despite my own moment of satisfaction just now, I don’t feel relaxed at all. I go to the balcony again and look out over the city lights, but the stifling heat outside bothers me more. I swig another shot of whiskey and then I turn on the shower, leaving the laptop volume cranked up in case anything starts up again while I’m away.

By the time I’ve come back in from the balcony, taken a shower and toweled myself off, I expect to have wiped off a chunk of time.

But only sixteen minutes have passed.

I look at a bunch of recommended videos on YouTube and try to use comedy videos for an alternative dopamine hit. It kind of works, for a little while. My mind is now back in their suite, wherever that is. I look at the time, and it really was a little while.

Twelve more minutes have passed.

I play a game on my phone. What better activity to find intense focus than an online battle royale?

I’m not focusing intensely at all. I keep thinking about what Ashley’s doing, and I quickly get knocked out.

That’s five more minutes.

Back to YouTube.

It’s nearly been an hour since the cameras were shut off. I’ve considered texting the Agent for an update, but ironically I’m too proud, or at least I think I am. But just as I think about relenting for about the fourteenth time, I get a notification.

Uh, don’t know how to tell you this. They’re back in action, but without the cameras.

My heart and my head pound. What the hell does that mean?

Then where are they? What’s going on?

So, they’ve been on the balcony for a little while and… now, they’ve kinda brought the party out there.

I send back a single question mark.

He’s railing her against the balcony railing.

Shit. There’s no way to see them? An idea pops into my head. Can I see them from MY balcony?

Sorry man, they’re in a different part of the hotel. I never share the room locations, so that there’s no interference, but even if I did, you probably wouldn’t get there in time.

Is there any way you can show them through the cameras in the room? Surely we can see them somehow?

I’ll give it a try. Maybe I can get some sort of shot. But it won’t be a lot.

Anything is better than nothing.

The cameras flicker back into life, and he chooses one of the cameras at the side of the bed facing the windows. The drapes are covering most of the glass, but there is a gap where they have pulled one to the side to use the glass door. The camera zooms in on that gap.

It’s grainy, it’s obscured by the glass and its reflection of the low lighting in the room, and the balcony itself is in near darkness, but he gets a partial shot of them. Through the pixelated, shadowed image I make out the unmistakable shape of Ashley, totally naked, bent over the railing of the balcony and getting pounded from behind by her giant lover for the night.

It’s a huge hotel, and most of the rooms are a long way up from the ground. The balconies are separated by privacy walls, and at this time on a Friday night in Vegas, it seems unlikely that many other guests are hanging out in their rooms. But still, I wonder if anyone else has seen them or heard them, and might now be watching my wife’s lurid exhibitionist display. To my own surprise, I hope that’s the case.

It’s hard to make out exactly what’s happening, other than the rhythmic movement of him fucking her. But it’s still incredible to watch. In a sense, I feel betrayed by Ashley doing this outside where she knows there are no cameras. But once again, it’s all the wrong things about this night that turn me on the most.

After a little while, the fucking seems to slow, and there’s some other movement that I can’t really make out. I wonder if they’re changing position, or doing something else entirely. But the Agent is a step ahead.

I think they’re done.

Sure enough, he pulls away from her, and she ducks back into the room through the glass door and grabs a Kleenex to clean herself up. The cameras switch off again.

That’s all for now, I guess, the Agent says.

The sense of betrayal grows during the ensuing period when the cameras are off. I brought her out here for us to enjoy this together. I gave her the freedom to do what she wanted, but the deal was that I would get to see it. Even that spell where she was clearly doing something with him between the bar and the room starts to gnaw at me, even though it was clearly just the prelude to their clothes coming off, a warm-up for everything that happened on camera. It feels like she’s been changing the rules throughout the evening.

It’s unlikely I’ll miss anything for the next ten or fifteen minutes, so I decide to go for a walk. Not outside in the oppressive heat, where I’ll just be constantly reminded of what she did on the balcony. Instead I take the elevator down to the casino and walk through the chilled, air-conditioned space, surveying the pensive faces around a few blackjack tables, the mixed reactions to the spin of a roulette wheel, the tense atmosphere around two or three poker tables on the level above.

Watching the little dramas unfolding around the room, I realize that there could be no better way to keep myself busy right now, to ward off the darker thoughts creeping in, than to partake a little. I head over to the cashier’s desk and buy a few chips. After everything they’ve done over the last couple of hours, and with the break that he’ll need before he can go again, I should be able to wait out the time until their next round down here and still get back to the room before they get going. I can feel some resentment building towards Ashley for some of her actions this evening, and a little gambling might help to stop my brain in its tracks before it goes down the rabbit hole.

The roulette tables and the excitable clusters of strangers around them are calling to me. I approach one table where there’s been a lot of shouting and cheering, and slide into a space along the side. At the croupier’s invitation, chips start dropping around the grid, and I make a snap decision to put a couple of my own chips on red.

He starts the next spin. The ball slows and trundles into a red pocket.

“God damn it,” the guy next to me says.

“You can’t win them all,” his wife tells him, rubbing his shoulder soothingly.

I realize it’s the couple who were making all the noise before I got here. I quietly take my chips and then put a few on red again.

The wheel spins once more. The ball clicks along the dividers.

Red again.

“That’s the end of my hot streak,” the guy says to his wife, as his chips are cleared off the numbers he selected. His mood has darkened considerably, and she looks a little embarrassed.

“Maybe we take a break and go to the bar,” she says quietly.

“Let me claw one back and then we’ll go. One more win, and I’ll be happy.” He liberally spreads his chips across several bets. I just stick a few on red again.

The wheel spins.

Red again.

“Fuck,” he says, a little too loudly. The small group around him falls silent, and he tries to recover with a forced chuckle. He points to the croupier. “You’ve taken my winnings, and then some. You’ll be taking my wife, next.”

“Jerry,” she hisses, a thin smile failing to hide her mortification. “I’m sorry about him.”

“That’s okay,” the croupier says, “but please just take it down a notch, sir.”

“Loud and clear,” the guy says. He looks over at my larger collection of chips. “Looks like all the luck is with you tonight.”

“Uh, I don’t know about that,” I say, shaking my head and laughing. He watches me and waits for me to continue. “Damn fruit machines,” I add. I place a handful of chips on black this time.

“Well, I know a guy who’s in for a good weekend when I see one, and I want a piece of that luck.” He pushes a noticeably large stack of his chips next to mine. “Last one, honey, I promise,” he adds, for the benefit of his exasperated wife.

My phone buzzes. In a momentary panic, I slide it out of my pocket and pull it up in front of me.

I’m surprised you haven’t said anything about what’s happening right now. You still there?!

Oh, fuck.

The croupier has waved his hands and my bet is trapped, but now he’s explaining a couple of the rules to a newcomer to the table, and taking what feels like forever to do it.

The wait is unbearable. I drum my fingers anxiously on the table. I try to calculate how long it could take to get back to the room, and with creeping horror I realize it would be a minimum of three minutes. A lot could happen.

The wheel spins. The ball trundles over the dividers. It slowly rolls into a red pocket again, but has enough momentum to tip over into the next black pocket.

“Holy shit, buddy, I could kiss you,” the guy booms, and before I can snatch up my chips and get out of there he grabs me in a bear hug and lifts me off the floor. “You just made my night.”

“You’re embarrassing yourself,” his wife tuts behind him.

“No problem,” I laugh awkwardly, trying to free myself. “Sorry, I’ve got to—”

“Let me buy you a beer,” he says, “or something a little stronger, whatever floats your boat. I just made all my winnings back thanks to you.”

“Jerry, leave him be,” his wife says, observant enough to read my body language as I turn away and frantically pick up all of my chips from the table.

“Thanks for the offer,” I say, holding up my phone for a second, “but that was my wife. I’ve got to head out and meet her and our friends.”

“Oh, of course. Don’t let me slow you down. It’s been nice meeting you,” he says, extending a hand, looking a little saddened not to make a new connection. His wife is already moving towards the bar.

“Same for you. Have a good rest of the night.” I shake his hand and start to walk away, dying to get to my room, but I feel a little guilty. In my current mindset, I don’t like seeing a guy getting slighted by his wife like that, even if it was his own fault. I tap him on the arm and drop a couple of $25 chips into his hand, and as he looks up with a perplexed face and tries to pass them back, I nod at his wife walking up ahead. “You can tell her you got the math wrong and you had a better night than you thought.”

“That’s real kind of you. Thanks—you have yourself a good night.”

I nod, turn, and stride out of there as fast as I can without drawing attention to myself.

Throughout the wait for the elevator and the ensuing ride up to our floor, I anxiously try to imagine the possibilities of what could be happening up there. What could be more remarkable than what they’ve already done? My wife just got fucked on a balcony overlooking the city. That’s already wilder than anything else I’ve known her to do… or known her to want to do. I just don’t have a clue what could have triggered that message from the Agent.

The elevator crawls between floors and unloads the other guests. Someone even gets in to go up to a higher floor, where I know there are no other hotel facilities; who needs to go from one hotel room to another, at this time on a Friday night?

The wait is driving me crazy at this point. One of these people going about their night could have made me miss something important. What if she’s orgasmed without me being there to see it? I know this is my fault for wasting time at the casino, but I had to try something to ward off all the worrying; turns out I’ve just made it worse.

The doors finally open at my—our—floor, and I powerwalk to the room. As soon as I open the door, I’m met with the sounds of flesh pounding together and my wife crying out. I almost trip trying to rush over to the bed, and when I round the corner and the laptop screen comes into view, I stop dead in my tracks.
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My wife is wearing some kind of contraption. Her hands are cuffed together, her feet are cuffed together, and something is binding the two sets, so that she is forced into a kneeling, bent over position with her hands behind her back. And, of course, her date is going to town on her, pounding her with a new intensity.

I’ve never seen something like what she’s wearing, but apparently it’s a thing, and apparently she loves it, crying out for him to fuck her harder. Clearly he loves it too, because he looks like a man possessed right now.

For a while I just stand there and watch them, confounded. And then that little voice in my brain gets a lot louder.

Is this why they matched? This is what she’s into?! I ask the Agent.

I don’t talk about the questionnaires, so that’s for you and your wife to talk about. All I can say is they matched for a reason, out of all those guys who applied.

And this just leads to another question. Can you tell me how many applied?

Yeah, let me check the list.

A pause. I watch her getting rammed, hard. He’s spanking her again. Her ass is bright pink.

1,829, he says. One of the highest percentages I’ve had.

Holy shit. One married woman, one little ad, and that many guys want a piece. I actually get goosebumps. It’s daunting, intimidating, and hot as hell.

“Oh, my god. I’m coming again,” Ashley wheezes. He keeps fucking her as if she hasn’t said anything, while her upper body, what little part of her remains unbound, tenses up.

Again? In general, or since this bondage thing started? Did I miss one?!

I decide to ask the Agent, and confess that I got stuck on the casino floor.

She falls silent, and her lips part. And then she shouts out in pleasure, an ongoing, fluctuating noise that matches her waves of relief, shockingly loud as he continues to hammer into her from behind.

Wow, risky move, man.

There’s a pause, as if for effect, and then…

That’s her third since he locked her up in that position.

Fuck, I say, because that’s all I can say or think.

Her shout dwindles down to a satisfied groan, just as he ramps up into a frenzy of motion behind her, powerfully slamming into her pussy. Then he pulls out, holds his still shocking member aloft, and ejaculates in waves all over my wife’s back. Just like the facial he gave her earlier, it’s a copious amount, which is all the more impressive after this many rounds. It splatters all over her back, once again getting into her hair, the last few spurts landing on her ass. He drags his cock down her crack again, smearing the messy, oozing head between her cheeks. He pauses to press it lightly against her anus, making her gasp out loud, and it gives me a shiver to think that another man is casually depositing his seed into her ass.

And then he slides it down to her folds, presses it upwards, and gently fucks her while he’s still hard, cleaning his come-smeared cock inside her.

She moans happily, helplessly, unmoving in her fixed position. He slows and after a few moments he withdraws. The cameras turn off.

It’s now past midnight. It’s not crazy late at all, but this evening has been exhausting for me mentally, and presumably physically for Ashley. I need to rest, even if I’m not going to get much sleep.

What do you think—are they done now? I ask the Agent.

Look, in my experience… When it’s like this, I start to think after a few rounds they must be done, but it just keeps going. She’s living out her own fantasies now. The genie’s out of the bottle.

Christ. I don’t know how much more I can take.

You can shut it off if you like. Or hey, you could go back down to the casino.

After that, I’m not missing anything else, I say, feeling defensive now. I’m just gonna try to snooze and leave the laptop open. The sound will wake me up.

Good luck.

I toss the phone to the foot of the bed and lie back. After the bright lights of the casino, the adrenaline rush of hurrying back to my room, and the storm of emotional and physical sensations that followed Ashley’s latest indulgence, I’m not feeling too sleepy.

But the bottle of whiskey and my tumbler are right next to me on the nightstand.

A sound wakes me, and colors shift through my closed eyelids. When I look up, my head spinning and throbbing, the screen of my laptop further down the bed has come back to life.

It takes a few moments for me to rouse myself, blinking through the dim side light and the blinding screen of the computer. I sit up to see them making out again, still naked since last time. There is nothing out of the ordinary, just my wife’s tight little body pressed against that hulking frame once again.

I’m feeling pretty out of it after God knows how many shots of whiskey and a brief nap. I adjust to make myself comfortable and the room spins. The live stream seems to lurch between frames in front of me. It all feels like an illusion, like a sluggish, staggering fever dream, and I’m not completely sure if this is real.

I watch while dropping in and out of consciousness as my wife progresses from a nude make-out session, to rolling underneath his body, and guiding his cock back inside her.

The Agent is still on his game, though, and he switches angles. There must be a camera on the ceiling which I hadn’t noticed until now, because I’m looking straight down at them, my wife’s arms and legs hooking over those huge muscles, her beautiful face relaxing against the pillow and gasping in pleasure. The lines around reality continue to blur.

Sleep, or something like it, continues to wrestle me away from the laptop screen, and the stream keeps jumping from one scene to another in my perception, skipping whole moments that I will never get back.

They whisper, but I can’t make it out. I relent to my fatigue and close my eyes. I’ve missed plenty already, but I know what they’re doing. I’ll watch what I can. It is what it is.

“Do it,” Ashley says, no longer whispering.

“Are you sure?”

“I’m sure. Do it. Fuck me in the ass.”

What the fuck?

I push up on my elbows and look wide-eyed at the screen. They’re in the same position as they were when I last saw them, but I must have fallen asleep for a little while. Because, as my vision slowly clears, I realize that he’s tied her up with rope, so that her arms and legs are once again bound, but this time she is on her back with her legs straight up, and his cock lightly pressed to the entrance of her gaping ass. Her eyes smolder at him, willing him on.

He gently, slowly pushes into her. Her eyes widen with a look of lustful awe, her lips parting and gasping. I watch in shock and almost feel like I should do something about this. We’ve never done anal—it never interested me, so we never talked about it. Is doing it like this even going to work? It looks like it could hurt her, especially with him of all people.

What the fuck! Is she going to be okay? I ask the Agent.

Don’t worry, he knows what he’s doing. And she seems pretty happy about the whole thing.

I look back at the screen and, sure enough, her expression is one of dark, boundless arousal as she watches him slowly sink deep into her lubricated ass.

How did I not know about this? Why did she never bring it up with me? I guess I don’t know anything about the bondage stuff they’ve been doing during the last two rounds, and maybe that’s why. Am I, the guy who willed his wife into a night in bed with a stranger, too much of a prude in her eyes to be allowed to help her indulge in her own fantasies?

My head spins. I feel like I’ve missed something, though I know it’s just the booze. It’s a lot to process while I’m in this state.

On screen, he’s fully inside now, and he starts to fuck my wife’s ass with a cock that already seemed too big for her pussy. It gleams with the copious amounts of lube they have clearly used, and her folds glisten of their own volition. The noises she is making are otherworldly, sounds of such pleasure that they almost seem to waver into pain.

Time passes in a blur. I’m trying to wrap my head around this, and my head is already in pieces from all the drinking. So I don’t know how long it’s been when her whines turn an unusually higher pitch, and her lips open further.

It’s a strange feeling, wanting your wife to come with another man, and then starting to feel jealous and embittered when her number of orgasms, and the type of those orgasms, exceed some mental limit you didn’t even know you had.

She shouts as the first wave of relief washes over her. He flinches and stops thrusting, but she slams her ass down against him, willing him to keep fucking her while she comes. I can scarcely believe the expressions she’s making, her eyes wide and vulnerable but glazed over in depraved bliss. The orgasm is elongated, too, all of the factors of her latest act evidently combining into an overwhelming experience for her.

He’s here because he shares these secret fantasies of hers, and that becomes abundantly clear as he grunts once more and unloads into my wife. She presses her ass towards him as though eager to accept every drop of his come. I watch him finish into her, see their simultaneous looks of weary ecstasy as they come together in another sultry kiss, and the cameras go off again.

I take it you didn’t know about that, either, the Agent taunts. I ignore it.

But I grab a Kleenex and give myself solace.

I drink again, and then I fall asleep again. The exhausted, drunken fug is overpowering now, and I welcome it. I wake a few times and see Ashley engaged in more rounds of vigorous intercourse, more acts of submission, and it all blurs into one. I now have no idea how many orgasms either she or her lover have had. I don’t know how long they’ve been in that suite together. All I know is the continuing, hazy mash of surreal dreams about my wife’s infidelity interspersed with very real scenes of her wild, kinky activities with another man.

Eventually, I wake and there’s daylight streaming through the gaps in the drapes. The camera streams on the laptop are all inactive. Everything is silent. I look over at the alarm clock, showing that it’s just past eight thirty.

It’s finally morning. My head thrums, my eyes sting, but I made it through the night. I’ll finally get to see her again.

I check my phone, and sure enough I finally have a text from Ashley. The notification shows she sent it about twenty minutes ago.

I love you, honey. I hope you had a good night last night… Just letting you know that he’s gone, and I’m all on my lonesome :) I’m looking forward to catching up about everything that happened… Right now I’m just waiting for the in-room massage the Agent says you ordered for me. You’re amazing for doing that. After last night I really, really need it. I’ll have the massage and then I’ll head back to the room and join you ;)

A massage? I don’t remember ordering anything. I jump over to my texting thread with the Agent, worried about what else I might have said if I’ve drunkenly agreed to an expensive in-room treatment. But there’s nothing. I start to type out a message to check if there’s been a mistake.

But then the cameras flicker back to life, and one view fills the screen.

Ashley is lying on a mobile massage bed that’s been set up in the same suite, her head down and her naked body draped with a towel. There’s no movement, and for a moment I wonder if the camera is frozen, but she fidgets slightly. She’s just waiting for the masseuse, who must be off camera.

I don’t understand why I’m being shown this. I don’t know why it’s even happening—I just want her back in the suite with me, to talk about what she did and take her back for myself. I never ordered any appointment, and clearly neither did she.

There are footsteps, and someone enters the shot. It’s a tall, slim man in those loose, featureless clothes that massage therapists wear. He has a man bun and a closely shaped beard, and a pair of glasses that he folds up and puts away in a case. He places a tray of massage products on the dresser behind her, and then takes a dollop of lotion and rubs it between his hands.

He peels back her towel to reveal her back, and gets into position next to her.

“Are you comfortable?” he asks, in that familiar serene voice that spa employees always use.

“Mm-hmm,” she nods happily.

“Good. Before we begin, I’ve already introduced myself, but I should tell you one other thing.”

That voice is familiar for another reason. I search my memory, and the realization hits me a split second before it’s confirmed.

“I’m the Agent.”
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My heartbeat throttles my body.

He made up this whole massage thing… this is really him. Is he about to try what I think he’s about to try?

“Oh, my gosh.” Ashley lifts her head and beams up at him. “No way! Wow, you surprised me.”

“Sorry,” he says, with a smug grin. “I always squeeze in a surprise, and this is it. Before you ask, yes, don’t worry. I’m a trained masseur. This is just something I like to throw in.”

I’m pissed. I’m not going to wait around and find out where this is going. I call his number and wait for him to pick up.

They continue chatting while the tone sounds in my ear. My eyes are drawn to an armchair in the corner, where he has placed a bag. Next to it lies his phone, which is silently lighting up and showing an incoming call. Neither of them notices.

I try Ashley’s, but I know that she always leaves hers on silent. Predictably, she shows no reaction, and she’s now lowering her head back down and waiting for him to start.

Fuck. I have no way of talking to either of them.

Perhaps because it’s the response that my body has been taught over the last day and night, my frustration is accompanied by a hardening of my cock. The complete loss of control to the whims of Ashley and her lover were a huge turn-on. Could she want more now, with him?

He gets to work and rubs the lotion across her shoulders, and she exhales. I want to hit that bastard for trying his luck with my wife. This wasn’t his role for this weekend. Maybe she feels the same way as me and he won’t get what he wants. I simply watch, waiting to see where this leads.

He continues to rub her along her shoulders and then her arms, all the way down to her palms and fingers. My mind drifts back to the poolside, her teasing invitation to that young guy to help her with her sunscreen. But the Agent’s movements are much more drawn out, much more concentrated. This time, it isn’t a game to her, and she just relaxes and enjoys the massage for what it is.

He works her back, kneading her muscles, commenting on one or two knots and working them out. She groans and grunts. So far, it’s all pretty standard. But he hasn’t gone past her waist yet.

When he finishes with her back, he shifts over to her legs and peels the towel up to around the middle of her thighs, and then commences on her calves. He moves down to her feet and her toes, which seems to provoke a few noises of approval from her. And then he begins to work up her legs.

He rubs the lengths of her calves, up to her knees, and then onto her hamstrings. Time seems to slow as he methodically works the flesh of her thighs, creeping ever higher, triggering moans of relief from my relaxed, contented wife. Since he started working up her legs, his technique seems to have morphed from what I recognize as a traditional massage to something else, and there’s been a change in Ashley. She was quiet, tranquil, but now she’s wriggling a little restlessly—titillated, even.

He’s at the edge of the towel now, and he places a hand familiarly against her upper thigh.

“Are you comfortable for me to remove the towel?”

“Yes,” she says, a little breathily.

How the hell is he doing this?

“I’m going to be using a method you may not have encountered before,” he says. “My background is in tantric massage. Are you happy for me to continue?”

“Go ahead,” she says, dreamily.

Tantric massage… isn’t that just a fancy name for erotic massage? I figure if he’s going to get his way, and they’re about to put on another show, I might as well try to enjoy it. I get comfortable and gently stroke my cock, beleaguered and a little sore but pulsing back to full size.

He pulls away the towel and reveals her naked body. He rubs more lotion on his hands and returns to the backs of her thighs. His fingers press against her toned flesh and dig long, sensuous strokes along her muscles. She groans in pleasure.

He keeps working his way up, slowly, teasingly, and then sliding back down. It’s working, and my wife is completely in his thrall. She breathes with his motions and seems to anticipate his more sensitive touches, squirming and parting her legs to encourage him.

His hands wander further inward onto her groin. He’s really heading towards her pussy—and she’s really letting him go there.

His fingers brush the sensitive flesh near her folds, and she lets out a moan. She’s writhing for him now, visibly turned on.

His strokes continue to flirt with her groin and the edges of her pussy. Her ass thrusts up, her pussy on show for him, begging him to touch it.

He teases her for a little longer, and then his fingers encircle her folds. His arms and hands obscure the view of exactly what he’s doing there, but it’s working on her. She’s reacting as if she’s halfway through getting her clit licked, and he’s barely started touching her pussy.

He introduces a second hand and she sighs deeply. I realize that while one hand strokes her lips, slowly and from one end to the other, the other hand is now working one finger, then two fingers, in between them. As he breaches her entrance, there is a loud moist smack over the microphone, her arousal coating his fingertips.

He works her pussy masterfully as her breathing intensifies, with the calm precision of a man who has done this many times before. Meanwhile, she’s desperately horny and agitated, thrusting back against him, whimpering pleadingly.

Eventually, her body stiffens up, and she suppresses a high-pitched groan. And then she relaxes, and her body undulates sinuously with the ripples of pleasure. I jack myself off and watch unblinkingly as a second new man gives my wife an orgasm.

He lets her recover her breath and regain control of her quivering body, wiping his hands dry on the towel and giving her space. When she’s done, she wordlessly flips onto her back, fully displaying her naked front to him. She tugs at his clothing and gestures for him to come closer.

She looks up at him with heavy, sultry eyelids and slips her fingers beneath the waistband of his pants. She pulls them lower and takes out his hard cock.

I’m incredulous as I watch this. It’s one thing for her to accept an erotic massage, but it’s quite another for her to take it upon herself to reward the masseur.

His member is obviously nothing like her date’s from the night before; nothing about the Agent is. But it’s a well-sized cock, and his naval hints at an impressive lean physique. His shaft pulses hungrily in her hand, and she guides it closer to her, licks her lips, and slips the head into her mouth.

“Holy shit,” I whisper to myself, tugging at my cock as she services another man, this time on her back. As she pleasures him, he reaches down and continues to massage her pussy. She squirms sensually on the massage bed and looks up at him coaxingly. She sucks him for a few moments, and then shifts herself lower towards the end of the bed and spreads her legs. She releases him from her mouth and pushes him in the direction of her pussy.

He steps out of his pants, rounds the table, and moves in between her legs. He guides his member towards her welcoming pussy and slides into the wetness within, and in her state of heightened arousal he sinks easily all the way inside her. She moans in pleasure and arches her back off the table, so horny she can’t seem to stay still.

He pulls off the shirt of his ‘uniform’ and flings it to the floor. In his own way, he’s in very good shape, not an ounce of fat on his slim but chiseled, well defined torso. She hums admiringly and runs her fingers along the nooks between his abs—not a six-pack, but an eight-pack—and he begins to thrust into her.

He stares down at my wife’s body as he pleasures himself with it, squeezing her ass and then reaching up to grab her tits. The trained, fluid movements of an experienced masseur have evaporated, and made way for simple, lewd rutting.

Not that she seems to mind. She groans happily and keeps grasping at his torso, mesmerized by his physique. He does much the same, his hands now firmly enclosing her quaking breasts and his thumbs rubbing her engorged nipples as he fucks her, with no more thought or adroitness than some drunken late-night fumble like countless others in this city.

They carry on for a few minutes until he exhales, seems to shiver, and then speeds up, messily coming into my wife and continuing to fuck her so that his fluids seep down his shaft and out of her lips in full view of the camera. He stares at her body and caresses it, savoring it with both his gaze and his hands, until he is finished and he has left his mark inside her.

When it’s over, he pulls out, taking with him a strand of come that snaps off and rebounds back to her pussy. He casually tugs his pants and his shirt back on, and then passes her a hand towel to clean herself up. Meanwhile I come once again, at what feels more like genuine infidelity by Ashley than anything that she did last night.

“Thank you,” she says. “That massage was incredible.”

She just let the guy we’re paying fuck her, and she’s thanking him for the massage?! What the hell were his fingers doing?

“Thank you. That was a powerful release for both of us.”

Spare me, I think, watching him pack up and willing him to get the hell out of there as soon as possible. Ashley wraps herself in a towel and gathers up her clothes, which I realize are all from last night. Even after everything she’s already done, she still has a walk of shame ahead of her.

“Send my regards to your husband,” the Agent says, just before he leaves the shot. “I’ll let you both get back home before I send the invoice.”

The fucking nerve. I’m toying with the idea of sending him an angry text, but to what end? A small discount for the irrevocable act of pounding my wife?

It does feel like an abuse of his power to take a piece of the new hotwife for himself, and yet I know I can’t really complain. I got something out of it, and so did Ashley. And he and I both know it’s not like there’s someone I can escalate a complaint to. The Federal Trade Commission might not look too kindly on the Agent’s dealings, but it’s not a case I particularly want to discuss with a government representative. Even this state’s liberal attitude towards soliciting sex work probably wouldn’t spare Ashley and I from an investigation into our own part in this.

I watch him head towards the door with all the restored professionalism of a legitimate masseur, and the cameras abruptly switch off.

My phone lights up with a notification.

Taking a quick shower, and then I’ll head back to the room x

I’m busying myself by getting a head start on packing when the keycard scanner outside the room beeps, and the door handle clatters open.

Ashley ducks inside, in her tiny little blue dress from last night, and gives me a loaded smile. She undoes the straps of her heels and kicks them off, and then she approaches, a caution in her step that matches my own uncertainty. It feels like we haven’t seen each other in months, like this is a reunion after an eventful break in our marriage. It almost feels as though we’re different people now, Ashley in particular—or as though the woman that has come back to the room is the real Ashley, a version that she kept hidden for all these years.

We look at each other. We both look wrecked. Me with bloodshot eyes, wan skin, wearing my hotel robe loosely over my boxer shorts. Her in her trampy, ruffled dress and a light covering of make-up, eyes glazed with exhaustion, her hair damp and her skin flushed from the shower.

“So…” she starts. “About last night.”
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We sit side by side at the end of the bed. It isn’t lost on me that this is how Ashley and her date had placed themselves when they first appeared in front of the cameras. It gives me a little frisson of excitement. But even though I always expected that, as soon as we were finally back together after the agonizing wait, I would want to instantly jump her and take her back for myself, I’m not ready for that yet.

I have questions, and I need answers.

“Did you have fun?” I say, feeling stupid for asking.

“I did,” she says, making only the briefest eye contact and then looking down. “Did you?”

“I did,” I say, in a tone suggesting that the true answer is a bit more complicated.

“You didn’t?”

I shake my head. “That’s not what I mean. I got my kicks out of last night. If you want to know whether or not your… activities… lived up to the fantasy, then yeah. They did.”

“Good,” she says, with a guarded relief. “And now the ‘but’.”

I smile drily. “But there were some surprises along the way.”

She nods and waits for me to keep talking.

“It looks like you have some specific tastes of your own and, well, I was a little shocked. You never said a word to me about wanting those things.”

“I didn’t.” Again she looks down.

“Well… why? Were you worried that I’d judge you? After what I shared with you to even get us here in the first place?”

“No, it’s not that. I just…” She thinks for a moment and seems to find the words. “Look. I have fantasies of my own. Your one was pretty particular, and it worked a certain way. It involved me and another person, and other than seeing it, you weren’t involved.”

“Right.”

“Well, what made this weekend work, what gave me that push to agree to it was… my fantasies specifically require another person.”

“I don’t follow.”

She takes a deep breath. “I fantasize about a certain type of person. And having a certain type of sex with them.”

“So what you did last night… you never told me you wanted that, because I wasn’t the person you wanted to do it with.”

She gives me an apologetic, pitying look. “Not like that. It’s not about what you are. It’s about what you aren’t. The hottest actors in Hollywood wouldn’t fit the mold.”

“So… what’s the mold?”

“Okay.” She sits up straight, and I mentally prepare for what feels like a bigger conversation. “You know about my early life, right? My awkward teenage years, my confusing college years. I wasn’t a girl who got guys. I didn’t even get any looks.”

“I know.”

“But I was smart, and I found my confidence in other ways. I built a good group of friends. I did well at school, found what I loved to do, and further down the line I built a good career. I made a good life for myself.”

“What has that got to do with anything?”

“The point is that despite all that, under the surface, I still hold onto that feeling. The memory of being that overlooked girl wanting the sought-after guy, and not having a chance. And even back then, that feeling sort of adapted into something else. A fetish, I guess.

“When I was in junior year of high school, I started having a real crush, or whatever you want to call it, on this one guy. He wasn’t the quarterback, but he was a defensive end. He was huge, but he kept a low profile. With all the girls going after the star football players, and the rock guys, or the fashionable guys, I kind of built up this idea of him being accessible to me, the overlooked girl who wasn’t a cheerleader or whatever, and I guess it snowballed from there.

“He was a quiet guy, but he came alive when he was playing football. When I watched the team play, I only watched him. I loved seeing how physically dominant he was, how he would come to life and bulldoze some kids from another school.

“But I wasn’t the only one watching those games, and after a while, I wasn’t the only one who was watching him. Suddenly, I heard other girls near me on the bleachers talking about him, saying out loud all the things I was thinking about him. And then one day I saw this girl Stephanie, the top cheerleader and the biggest slut in my grade, making a move on him, and I knew it was over. They dated from then until graduation and a little while after, until he left for college. That was the last I saw of him—I know he ended up living out of state, and he didn’t come to the reunion, which was probably a good thing for me.”

I was at that reunion. I silently wish that he had been there, so I could be closer to this memory that she’s finally sharing.

“But from that whole thing, I developed this weird, twisted fantasy. I guess it came from feeling so low after that, feeling like he and I were at two ends of some spectrum. I had a fantasy about being dominated by a huge, muscular guy like that, being totally used by him.”

“That explains a few things.”

“And over time it evolved,” she continues, “and I got into other things, things that became part of the fantasy… those things that you saw me do last night.”

I try to process all of this. I already knew the gist of what she just told me, but I didn’t know that story, and I certainly didn’t know about the kink that came from it. I just thought she was the classic ugly duckling, and though she had blossomed into the beautiful woman next to me, I figured she just carried a few typical insecurities from that time.

“Have you done this stuff before?” I ask.

“No… never.”

“And what you’re saying is… you wouldn’t want me to do that with you?”

She shakes her head, that pitying look again. “No. I’m sorry. It just doesn’t work like that.”

“I get it.” And I’m not as upset as she might think I am. I don’t really have an interest in doing those things to her—probably because I know I couldn’t pull it off. I’m not the kind of guy who could convincingly spank her, or tie her up. I’m a little relieved that I don’t have to do any of that stuff.

“So? How do you feel now that you did it?”

“I feel good,” she smiles, a little wearily and a little dreamily. “That fantasy had built up over a long time, and last night could have been a big let-down. But he was exactly the right guy to make it happen. The Agent chose the perfect match.”

I sigh and give her a thin smile.

“The Agent…”

“You saw that too, right?”

“Yep. And no, I didn’t order any massage.”

She shakes her head and smiles. “Figures. I didn’t know about that either, until it was happening.”

“And his massage, it really made you…?”

“You have no idea. I still have no idea. Whatever that technique was, they should teach that to every guy.”

“I was even more surprised when you…” There’s no delicate way to put this part. “You sucked his cock, and you let him fuck you.”

“You and me both. He pushed buttons that I didn’t even know I had. I was just so, so horny. I had that amazing orgasm, and then it was like he’d made all these filthy ideas from last night come roaring back. I just wanted him to use me, too.” She pauses. “Is it a problem that I did that?”

“No,” I say, again a little pensively. “Well, I have mixed feelings about it. It kind of feels like we were both taken advantage of. But he gave us what we wanted last night. And this morning, he kind of did too.”

“I think that may have been the surprise that the other couples got.”

“Me too.” How many wives must that guy have fucked, I wonder.

“So,” she says, turning to me and bringing us right back to the start of our conversation. “You did get what you wanted?”

“Yeah… I did.”

She smiles and places her hand against my cheek, and pulls me to her. She kisses me, at first slowly, romantically even, the first kiss of a couple coming back to one another. I feel her tongue flick into my mouth and coax out my own.

I run my fingers lightly along her thigh, and she shivers. It doesn’t feel like the other times I’ve touched my wife. It feels like I’m touching the woman who I really married, who has unleashed a secret submissive, slutty side and has been used all night. The thought is electric. It doesn’t take long until I have her in my arms and flip her onto her back against the mattress.

“You’re okay with your wife having these secret thoughts?” she asks, breathily but looking up at me earnestly.

“It’s definitely okay,” I say, fondling her thighs beneath her dress and pressing my pulsing, hardening cock against her pussy through the thin fabric of our respective underwear.

“And it’s okay that I did all that last night? You haven’t changed your opinion of me?”

“No,” I say, while kissing her. “It just makes me want you more.”

I peel up her dress and dry hump her, admiring how her body looks in her revealing outfit. I still can’t believe she wore this out in public, let alone that she spent the whole night fucking some giant muscle-bound guy and experimenting in BDSM with him.

I slip my fingers beneath the band of her panties, but to my surprise she grabs them at either side and yanks them down. I raise myself to let her pull them down, and she then takes my hand and guides it up against her folds.

They are burning, reddened, and slick with her lust.

I exhale, incredulous and entranced. But I’m not ready for what she says next.

“Fuck me, now.”

Obviously, we have not even once just launched straight into fucking. But until now, I have never watched my wife have sex with someone else, and she has never submitted to the brawny beast of her fantasies. It turns out the foreplay has already happened.

I kiss her and move my cock towards her entrance. She takes it in her hand. The feel of her warm palm around my dick after everything she has done is intensely stimulating.

She lifts my chin so that instead of watching our genitals, I am looking into the eyes of the woman who just cuckolded me. I kiss her as she pulls my member, tender and tingling with need for her, into her steaming, soaking entrance. It’s a perfect sensation, sinking back inside her, into this pussy that is so familiar to me but feels a little different, as though its shape has been changed by the enormous shaft that pounded it all night, even the other cock that had its wicked way with her this morning.

“I just want you to come in me,” she says, kissing me delicately, her hot breath against my nostrils. She’s rewarding me for my patience, my understanding, my willingness to let her do the depraved things she yearned to do with another man.

I fuck her and grasp at her body in that shocking dress, look down from her eyes and to her chest, processing the things I’ve seen her do. It thrills me to have her back for myself, to have her at all, to know what I now know about her.

As I thrust into her, the dress shifts about. I see the top of her white bra emerging above the top of the fabric.

There, at the edge of that bra that is so inextricably entwined with our sex life, is a come stain from the facial her date gave her.

I explode into her pussy, overcome with relief, an enormous load that defies reason after the number of times I masturbated to the images of her adultery. She smiles sultrily up at me, mouthing “yes, yes,” thrusting her hips up to accept the jism of the third man to whom she has granted this pleasure in the last twenty-four hours. I continue to pump as my cock throbs out the last few spits of semen, taking back my own wife’s pussy, even despite the knowledge that it is permanently, irrevocably, no longer just mine.

I finish and collapse onto her, and she kisses me deeply.

“I love you,” she says.

I say it back. I flop onto the mattress and she rests her head against my chest. I know what I want to say next, but I wait a little until the moment has changed.

She senses me holding something back. “What is it?”

“That come mark on your bra…”

“You saw,” she laughs. “Yeah. I tried to wash it all off last night in the sink. I could try a few tricks when we get home, but I think it might be permanent.”

With the checkout time fast approaching, we hastily pack up. Shortly after our brief romp, we’re walking through the lobby and approaching the desk.

“I’m sorry we went outside that one time,” she says. I had talked out the rest of my feelings about last night as we packed, and she had listened and been understanding. “It was an ‘in the moment’ kind of thing.”

“It’s okay, I’m over it now. I said you could do what you wanted. I can’t control every second of what you do, even if it was my…” I lower my voice to a whisper. “Fantasy.”

We pass the open doors to the bar. I freeze, staring in the direction of the barstools near the beer taps. I’m reminded of what feels like some unfinished business.

I never even told her about my foray beyond our room, how I had missed a part of her night with her lover. I reach into my pocket and pull out the handful of chips.

“I got a little bit lucky last night, too,” I say. “I need to go cash these out.”

She smiles, confused, and her lips form the start to a question.

“I’ll tell you later. But first, how about a little bet?”

“Okay,” she asks, with a curious upper inflexion.

“We’ll go to the roulette table and I’ll put this chip on red. If it’s black, then we stick to our plan. We’ll check out and go kill our last few hours on the Strip before our cab to the airport.”

“Sure. And red?”

“If it’s red, you talk to that guy you met by the pool, suggest a drink at the bar, and if you feel like it… use our room one last time. They told us we could have a late checkout.”

She laughs and rolls her eyes. But she’s thinking about it.

“Hey, you said he was cute,” I add. “And after last night, maybe now you’re brave enough to be a cougar.”

“I did, and yeah, maybe I am. But first of all, it’s ten in the morning. How do you even know he wants to do that? And how do you even know he’s still around?”

“Because it’s Vegas, and time is meaningless,” I laugh. “Because he for sure would want to do that, after you blue-balled him by the pool.

“And because he’s sitting right there at the bar, alone.”

She follows my gaze. He’s sitting next to his suitcase with a Bloody Mary in front of him, looking at his phone, evidently killing time like we are.

She thinks about it for a moment, and then she smiles playfully and takes the chip.

“Deal.”

She walks through the casino doors on the opposite side of the lobby, and heads in the direction of the roulette tables. I follow.

I know a guy who’s in for a good weekend when I see one, that guy told me last night. And he was right.

All I want now is one more little moment of luck.

Thank you for reading

I hope you enjoyed reading this story as much as I enjoyed writing it! I welcome any feedback via ratings or reviews.

M.

Also by M. Fox-Myer
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